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PREFACE. 

IN venturing to place before the public these 

" fragments" of a journal addressed to a friend, I 

cannot but feel considerable misgiving as to the re

ception such a work is likely to meet with, particu

larly at tbis time, when the country to which it 

partly refers is the suuject of so much difference of 

opinion, and so much animosity of feeling. This 

little book, the mere result of much thoughtful idle

ness and many an idle thought, has grown up in

sensibly out of an accidental promise. It never 

was intended to go before the world in its present 

crude and desultory form; and I am too sensible 

of its many deficiencies, not to feel that some ex

planation is due to that public, which bas hitherto 

regarded my attempts in literature with so much 

forbearance and kindness. 

While in Canada I was thrown into scenes and 

regions hitherto undescribed by any traveller, (for 

the northern shores of Lake Huron are almost new 

ground,) and into relations with the Indian tribes, 
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such as few European women of refined and civi

lized habits have ever risked, and none have re

corded. My intention was to have given the result 

of what I had seen, and the reflectioIls and compari

sons excited by so much novel experience, in quite 

a different form-and one less obtrusive; but owing 

to the intervention of various circumstances, and 

occupation of graver import, I found myself re

duced to the alternative of either publishing the 

book as it now stands, or of suppressing it altoge

ther. N either the time nor the attention necessary 

to remodel the whole were within my own power. 

In preparing these notes for the press, much has 

been omitted of a personal nature, but far too much 

of such irrelevant matter still remains; far too 

much which may expose me to misapprehension, if 

not even to severe criticism; but now, as hereto

fore, I throw myself upon "the merciful construc

tion of good women," wishing it to be understood 

that this little book, such as it is, is more particu

larly addressed to my own sex. I would fain have 

extracted, altogether, the impertinent leaven of ego

tism which necessarily mixed itself up with the 

journal form of writing; but in makillg the attempt, 

the whole work lost its original character-lost its 

air of reality, lost even its essential truth, and what

ever it might possess of the grace of ease and pic-
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torical animation: it became flat, heavy, didactic· 

It was found that to extract the tone of personal 

feeling, on which the whole series of action and 

observation depended, was like drawing the thread 

out of a string of beads-the chain of linked ideas 

and experiences fell to pieces, and became a mere 

unconnected, incongruous heap. I have been 

obliged to leave the flimsy thread of sentiment to 

sustain the facts and observations loosely strung 

together; feeling strongly to ,\"hat it may expose 

me, but having deliberately chosen the alternative, 

prepared, of course, to endure what I may appear 

to have defied; though, in truth, defiance and assu

rance are both far from me. 

These notes were written in e pper Canada, but 

it will be seen that they have little reference to the 

politics or statistics of that unhappy and misman

aged, but most magnificent country. SubsequentJy 

I made a short tour through Lower Canada, just 

before the breaking out of the late revolts. Sir 

John Col borne, whose mind· appeared to me cast in 

the antique muuld of chivalrous honor, and whom I 

never heard mentioned in either province but with 

respect and veneration, was then occupied in pre

paring against the exigency which he afterwards 

met so effectively. I saw of course something of 

the state of fe!"ling on. both sides, but not enough 

1-
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t(. venture a word on the subject. Upper Canada 

appeared to me loyal in spirit, but resentful and 

repining under the sense of injury, and suffering 

from the total absence of all sympathy on the part 

of the English government with the condition, the 

wants, the feelings, the capabilities of the people 

and country. I do not mean to say that this want 

of sympathy now exi:,ts to the same extent as for

merly; it has been abruptly and painfully awakened, 

but it has too long existed. In climate, in soil, in 

natural productions of every kind, tbe upper pro

vince appeared to me superior to the luwer pro

vince, and well calculated to become the inexhausti

ble timber-yard and granary of the mother country. 

The want of a sea-port, the want of security of pro

perty, tbe general mismanagement of tIle govern

ment lands-these seemed to me the most promi

nent causes of the physical depression of this 

sylendid country, while the poverty atld deficient 

education of the people, and a plentiful lack of 

public spirit in those who were not of the people, 

se€metl sufficiently to account for the Illoral depres

sion every where visible. Add a system of mistakes 

and mal-administration not chargeable to anyone 

individual, or anyone measure, but to the whole 

tendency of our colonial government; the perpetual 

change of orncials and change of measures; the 
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fluctuation of principles destroying all public confi

dence, and a degree of ignorance relative to the 

country itself, not credible except to those who may 

have visited it; add these three things together, the 

want of knowledge, the want of judgment, the want 

of sympathy, on the part of the government, how 

can we be surprised at the strangely anomalous 

condition of the governed 1-that of a land abso

lutely teeming with the richest capabilities, yet poor 

in population, in wealth, and in energy! But I feel 

I am getting beyond my depth. Let us hope that 

the reign of our young Queen will not begin, like 

that of Maria Theresa, with the loss of one of her 

fairest provinces; and that hereafter she may look 

upon the map of her dominions without the indig

nant blushes and tears with which Maria Theresa, 

to the last moment of her life, contemplated the 

map of her dismembered empire and regretted her 

lost Silesia. 

I have abstained generally from politics and pero 

sonalities; from the former, because such discus

sions are foreign to my turn of mind and above my 

capacity, and from the latter on principle; and I 

wish it to be distinctly understood, that whenever I 

ltave introd uced any personal details, it has been 

with the express sanction of those most interested; 

I allude particularly to the account of Colonel Tal-
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bot and the family at the Sault Ste. Marie. For 

the rest, I have only to add, that on no subject do I 

wish to dictate an opinion, or assume to speak as 

one having authority; my utmost ambition extends 

no farther than to suggest matter for inquiry and re

flection. If this little book cuntain mistakes, they 

will be chastised and corrected, and I shall be glad 

of it: if it contain but one truth, and that no bigger 

than a grain of mustard·seed, it will not have been 

cast into the world in vain, nor will any severity of 

criticism make me, in such a case, repent of having 

published it, even in its present undigested, and, 1 

am afraill, unsatisfactory form. 
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WINTER STUDIES 

IN CANADA. 

Sind denn die Biiume auch so trostlos, so verzweiflungs voU in 
ihrem Winter, wie dus Herz in seiner Verlassenheit 1 

Bettine'D. Arnim. 

Dec. 20th. 

TORONTO-such is now the sonorous name of this 
our sublime capital-was, thirty years ago, a wil
derness, the haunt of the bear and cleer, with a little, 
ugly, inefficient fort, which, however, could not be 
more ugly or inefficient than the present one. Ten 
years ago Toronto was a village, with one brick 
house and fou'r or five hundred inhabitants; five 
years ago it became a city, containing about five 
thousand inhabitants, and then bore the name of 
Little York; now it is Toronto, with an increasing 
trade, and a population of ten thousancl people. So 
far I write as per book. 

What Toronto may be in summer, I cannot tell ; 
they say it is a pretty place. At present its appear
ance to me, a stranger, is most strangely mean ancl 
melancholy. A little ill-built town on low land, at 
the bottom of a frozen bay, with one very ugly 
church, without tower 01' steeple; some government 
offices, built of staring rcd brick, in the most taste
less, yulgar style imaginable; three feet of snow 
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all around; and the gray, sullen, wintry lake, and 
the dark gloom of the pine furest bounding the pros
pect; such seems Torontu to me now. I did not 
expect much; but for this I \Vas not prepared. 
Perhaps no preparation could have prepared me, or 
softened my present feelings. I \ViII not be unjust 
if I can help it, nor querulous. If I look into my 
own heart, I find that it is regret for what I have 
left and lost-the absent, not the present-which 
thro\ys over all around me a chill, eulder than that 
of the wintry day-a gloom, deeper than that of the 

wintry night. 
This is all very dismal, very weak, perhaps; l)ut 

I know no better \Vay of coming at the truth, than 
by observing and recording faithfully the impressions 
made by objects and dlaracters on my own mind
or, rather, the impress they rrcei1"c from my own 
mind-shadowed by the clouds which pass over its 
horizon, taking each tincture of its varying mood
until they emerge into light, to be corrected, or at 
least modified, by observation and comparison. 
K either do I know any better way than this of 
conveying to the mind of another, the truth, and 
nothing but the truth, if not the whole truth. So I 
shall write on. Hitherto I have not been accused 
of looking on the things of this world through a 
glass dnrkly, but rather of a contrary tendency. 
\Vhat have I done with my spectacles co/dntr de 

rose! -the cheerful faith which sustained me through 
far worse than any thing I can anticipate here ;
the desire to know, the impatience to learn, the 
quick social sympathies, the readiness to please and 
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to be pleased-derived, perhaps, from my Irish 
blood, and to which I have owed so much of com
fort when I have most needed it, so much of enjoy
ment when least I could have hoped for it-what! 
and are all forgotten, all gone 1 Yet am I not quite 
an icicle, nor an oyster-I almost wish I were! No, 
worst of all, is this regretful remembrance of friends 
who loved me, this heart-sick longing after home, 
and country, and all familiar things and dear domes
tic faces! I am like an uprooted tree, dying at the 
core, yet with a strange unreasonable power at 
times of mocking at my own most miserable weak
ness. Going to bed in tears last night, after saying 
my prayers for those far away across that terrible 
Atlantic, an odd remembrance flashed across me of 
that Madame de Boumers, who declared "avec 
tant de serieux et de sentiment," that she would con
sent to go as ambassadress to England, only on the 
condition of taking with her " vingt-cinq ou vingt

six de ses amis intimcs," and sixty or eighty persons 
'who were absolument necessaires d son bonlteur. The 
image of graceful impertinence thus conjured up, 
made me smile-but am I so unlike her in this fit of 
unreason? Every where there is occupation for 
the rational and healthy intellect, every where good 
to be done, duties to be perfurmed-every where 
the mind is, or should be, its own world, its own 
country, its own home at least. How many fine 
things I could say or quote, in prose or in rhyme,_on 
this subject! But in vain I conjure up Philosophy, 
" she will not come when I do call for her'" but in 
her stead come thronging sad and sorrowful recol-
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lections, and shivering sensations. all telling me that 
I am a stranger among strangers, miserable in· 
wardly and outwardly-and that the thermometet 
is twelve degrees below zero ! 

There is much, too, in first impressions, and as 
yet I have not recovered from the pain and annoy
ance of my outset here. My friends at New-York 
expended much eloquence-eloquence wasted in 
vain'!-in endeavouring to dissuade me from a win
ter journey to Canada. I listened, and was grateful 
for their solicitude, but must own 1 did not credit 
the picture they drew of the difficulties and desa
grl:mens I was destined to meet by the way. I had 
chosen, they said, (Heaven knows I did not c!1008e 

it,) the very worst season for a journey through the 
state of New-York; the usual facilities for travel
ling were now suspended; a few weekg sooner the 
rivers and canals had been open; a few weeks later 
the roads, smoothed up with snow, had been in 
sleighing order; now, the navigation was frozen, 
and the roads so broken up as to be nearly impas
sable. Then there was only a night boat on the 
Hudson, "to proceed," as the printed paper set 
forth, " to Albany, or as far as tile ice permitted." 
All this, and more, were represented to me-and 
with so much apparent reason and real feeling, and 
in words and tones so difficult to resist! But though 
I could appreciate the kindness of those persuasive 
words, they brought no definite idea to my mind; I 
could form no notion of difficulties which by fair 
words, presence of mind, and money in my pocket, 
could not be obviated. I had travelled half over 
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the continent of Europe, often alone, and had never 
yet been in circumstances where these availed nut. 
In my ignorance I could conceive none; but I would 
not lightly counsel a similar journey to any one
certainly not to a woman. 

As we ascended the Hudson in the night, I lost, 
of course, the view of that supurb scenery which I 
was assured even winter could not divest of all its 
beauty-rather clothed it in a different kind of beau
ty. At the very first blush of morning, I escaped 
from the heated cabin, crowded with listless women 
and clamorous children, and found my way to the 
deck. I was surprised by a spectacle as beautiful 
as it was new to me. The Catskill mountains 
which we had left behind us in the night, weTe still 
visible, but just melting from the view, robed in a 
misty purple light, while our magnificent steamer
the prow arm,ed with a sharp iron sheath for the pur
pose-was craslting its way through solid ice four 
inches thick, which seemed to close hehind us into an 
adhesive mass, sothat the wake of the vessel was not 
distinguished a few yards from the stern: yet in the 
path thus opened, and only seemingly closed, follow
ed at some little distance a beautiful schooner and two 
smaller steam-vessels. I walked up and down, from 
the prow to the stern, refreshed by the keen frosty 
air, and the excitement caused by vario·uspicturesque 
effects, on the ice-bound river and the frozen shores, 
till we reached Hudson. Beyond this town it was 
not safe for the boat to advance, and we were still 
thirty miles below Albany. After leaving Hudson, 
(with the exception of the rail-road between Albany 

2 
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and Utica,) it was all heavy, weary work; the most 
painfully fatiguing journey I ever remember. Such 
were the roads, that we were once six hours going 
eleven miles. '\'hat was usually a day's journey 
from one town, or one good inn to another, occupied 
sometimes a day and a night, or even two days. 

One dark night, I remember, as the sleet and rain 
were falling fast amI our Extra was slowly dragged 
by wretched brutes of horses through what seemed 
to me "sloughs of despond," some package ill 
stowed on the roof, which in the American stages 
presents no resting·place either for man or box, fell 
off. The driver alighted to fish it out of the mud. 
As there was some delay, a gentleman seated oppo
site to me put his head out of the window to in· 
quire the cause; to \yllOm the driver's voice replied, 
i.n an angry tone, " I ':1y you, mister, don't you sit jab
bering there, but lend a hand to heave these things 
aboard!" To my surprise, the gentleman did not 
appear struck by the insolence of this snmmons, but 
immediately jumped out and lent his assistance. 
This is merely the manner of the people; the driver 
intended no insolence, nor was it taken as such, and 
my fellow·travellers could not help laughing at my 
surprise. 

Af~er six days and th~ee nights of this travelling, 
unrelteved by companIOnship, or interest of any 
kind, 1 began to sink with fatigue. The first thinD" 
th~t rouse~ me was our arrival at the ferry of th: 
N lagara nver, at Queenston, about seven miles 
below the Falls. It was a dark night, and while 
our little boat was tossed in the eddying waters, and 
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guided by a light to the opposite shore, we could 
distinctly hear the deep roar of the cataract, filling, 
and, as it seemed to me, shaking the atmosphere 
around us. That mighty cataract, the dream and 
vision of my childhood and youth, so near-yet un
seen-making itself thus heard and felt-like Job's 
vision, consciously present, yet unrevealed and un
discerned! You may believe that I woke up very 
decidedly from my lethargy of weariness to listen to 
that mysterious voice, which made my blood pause 
and thrill. At Queenston we slept, and proceeded 
next morning to the town of Niagara on the shore of 
Lake Ontario. Now, as we had heard, the naviga
tion on the lake had ceased, and we looked for 
nothing better than a further journey of one hun
dred miles round the head of the lake, and by the 
most execrable roads, instead of an easy passage of 
thirty miles across from shore to shore. But 
Fortune, seized with one of those freaks which, 
when we meet them in books, we pronounce im
probable and unnatural, (and she has played me 
many such, some good, some bad,) had ordered mat
ters otherwise. A steam-vessel, making a last trip, 
had called accidentally at the port, and was just 
going off; the paddles were actually in motion as I 
and my baggage together were hurried-almost 
flung-on board. No sooner there, than I threw 
myself down in the cabin utterly overwhelmed with 
fatigue, and sank at once into a profound and dream
less sleep. 

How long I slept I knew not: they roused me 
suddenly to tell me we were at Toronto, and, not 
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very well able to stand, I hurried on deck. The 
wharf was utterly deserteil, the arrival of the steam
boat being accidental and unexpected; and as I 
stepped out of the boat I sank ankle-deep into mud 
and ice. The day was intensely cold and damp; 
the sky lowered sulkily, lailen with snow, which 
was just beginning to fall. Half-blinded by the 
sleet driven into my face and the tears which filled 
my eyes, I walked about a mile through a quarter 
of the town mean in appearance, not thickly inha
bited, and to me, as yet, an unknown wililerness; 
and through i1reary, miry ways, never much throng
ed, and now, by reason of the impeniling snow
storm, nearly solitary. I heard no voices, no quick 
foot-steps of men or children; I met no familiar face, 
no look of wekome. I was sad at heart as a woman 
could be-ane! these were the impressions, the 
feelings, with which I enteree! the house which was 
tQ be called my home! 

There is some need-is there not? -that I allQw 
time for these sullen, unkindly influences to melt 
from my mind anil heart before I judge Qf what I 
behold around me. The house- Qnly a temporary 
residence while another is building--is ill proviiled 
with defences against the CQld, and altQgether CQm
fortless; it has the advantage Qf cQmmanding Qne 
Qf the principal rQads entering the tQ\\"n and a 
glimpse Qf the bay-but at present all Qbjects wear 
Qne hue. Land is not distinguishable from water. 
I see nothing but snow heaped up against my win
dows, nQt Qnly withQut but within; I hear nQ sQund 
but the tinkling Qf sleigh-bells ane! the QccasiQnal 
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lowing of a poor half-starved COW, that, standing up 
to the knees in a snow-drift, presents herself at the 
door of a wretched little shanty opposite, and sup 
plicates for her small modicum of hay. 

Dec. 2i. 
With regard to the society, I can as yet say 

nothing, having seen nothing of it. All the official 
gentlemen have called, and all the ladies have pro
perly and politely left their cards: so yesterllay, in 
a sleigh, well wrapped up in furs anll buffalo robes, 
I set out duly to return these visits. I learned 
something of the geography of the town-nothing 
of the people. Those whom I did see, looked some
what formal anll alarmed, but they may be very ex
cellent people for all that. I returned trembling 
and shull dering, chillell outwardly anll inwardly, 
for none of my fur defences prevailed against the 
frost anll the current of icy air, through which we 
glided, or rather flew, along the smooth roall. 

The appearance of the town was much more 
cheerful than on my first landing, but still melan
choly enough. There was little movement or ani
mation; few people in the streets; some good shops 
and some brick houses, but the greater number of 
wood. The very different appearance of the town 
and bay in the summer season, the blueness of the 
water, the brightness of the verdure, the throng of 
vessels, the busy crowds along the piers, were often 
described to me, bUL without conveying to my mind 
any very definite or cheering picture. The very 

211' 
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novelty of the scene before me, by strongly impres
sing my imagination, seemed to shut out all power 
of anticipation. 

The choice of this site for the capital of the 
Upper Province was decided by the fine harbor, the 
only one between Burlington Bay and Cobourg, a 
distance of about a hundred and fifty miles. Ge
neral Simcoe, the first governor after the division of 
the two provinces, and a man of great activity and 
energy of character, entertained the idea offounding 
a metropolis. At that time the head quarters of the 
government were at Niagara, then called Newark, 
on the opposite shore; but this was too near the 
frontiers to be a safe position. Nor is Toronto 
much safer: from its low situation, and the want of 
any commanding height in the neighborhood, it is 
nearly defenceless. In case ofa war with America, a 
few boats sent from the opposite coast of N ew-York 
could easily lay the fort and town in ashes; and, in 
fact, during the last war, in 181:3, such was the fate 
of both. But the same reasons which rendered the 
plaee indefensible to us, rendered it untenable for 
the enemy, and it was immediately evacuated, An
other objection was, and is, the unhealthiness of its 
situation,-in a low swamp not yet wholly drained, 
and with large portions of uncleared land immedi
ately round it: still the beauty and safety of the 
spacious harbor, and its central position about half. 
way between Lake Huron and the frontier line of 
Low,er Canada, have fixed its rank as capital of the 
provlDee and the seat of the legislature, 

When the engineer, Bouchette, was sent by Ge-
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neral Simcoe to survey the site, (in 1793,) it was a 
mere swamp, a tangled wilderness; the birch, the 
hemlock and the tamarac-trees were growing down 
to the water's edge, and even into the lake. I have 
been told that Toronto, the Indian appellation of 
the whole district, signifies trees growing out if wa
tcr. Colonel Bouchette says, that at this time the 
only vestige of humanity for a hundred miles on 
every side, was one solitary wigwam on the shore, 
the dwelling of a few Missassagua Indians. Three 
years afterwards, when the Due de Rochefoucauld 
was here, the infant metropolis consisted of a fort 
and twelve miserable log huts, the inhabitants of 
which, as the duke tells us, bore no good reputation. 
The town was, however, already marked out in 
streets running parallel with the shore of the bay for 
about two miles, and crossed by others at right 
angles. It is a pity that while they were about it, 
they did not follow the example of the Americans, 
in such cases, and make the principal streets of 
ample width; some hundred feet, or even furlongs, 
more or less, would have made little difference 
where the wild unowned forest extended, for all 
they knew, from the lake to the north pole-now, 
it would be so easy to amend the error. King
street, the principal street, looks narrow, and will 
look narrower when the houses are higher, better, 
and more regularly built. I perceive that in laying 
out the fashionable or west-end of the city, they 
have avoided the same mistake. A wide space 
between the building lots and Lake Ontario has 
been reserved very properly as a road or esplanade, 
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but I doubt whether even this be wide enough. One 
of the most curious and inexplicable phenomena con
nected with these immense inland seas is the gra
dual rise of the waters; and even within these few 
years, as I am informed, great part of the high bank 
has been washed away, and a carriage-road at the 
foot of it along the shore has been wholly covered. 
If this process goes on, and at the same rate, there 
must be a soli,l embankment, or quay, raised as"a 
barrier against the encroaching waters, or the espla
nade itself will in time disappear. 

Thus much of knowledge I gained in the course 
of my cold drive-bitter cold it was every way, and 
I returned without being much comforted or edified 
by my visits. 

New Year's Day-colder than ever. This morn
ing the thermometer stood at eighteen degrees be
low zero, and Dr. R-- told me that some chemi
cal compounds in hi,; laboratory had frozen in the 
night, and burst the phials in which they were con
tained. 

They have here at Toronto the custom which pre
vails in France, Germany, the 1: nited States, (more 
or less every where, I believe, but in England,) of 
paying visits of congratulation on the first day of the 
year- This custom, which does not apparently har
monize with the manners of the people, has been 
borrowed from the French inhabitants of Lower 
Canada. 

I received this morning about thirty gentlemen-
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to gentlemen luckily for me the obligation is con· 
fined-two tbirds of whom I had never seen nor 
heard of before, nor was there anyone to introduce 
them. Some of them, on being ushered into the 
room, bowed, sat down, and after the lapse of two 
minutes, rose and bowed themselves out of the room 
again without uttering a syllable; all were too much 
in a hurry and apparently far too cold to converse. 
Those wbo did speak, complained, sensibly enough, 
of the unmeaning duty imposed on them, and the 
danger incurred by running in and out from the 
over-heated rooms into the fierce biting air, and 
prophesied to themselves and others Bore throats, 
and agues, and fevers, and every ill that flesh is heir 
to. I could but believe and condole. These strange 
faces appeared and disappeared in succession so 
rapidly, that I was almost giddy, but there were 
one or two among the number, whom even in five 
minutes' conversation I distinguished at once as 
superior to the rest, and original minded, thinking 
men. 

In London society I met with many lIJen whose 
real material of mind it was difficult to discover
either they had been smoothed and polished down 
by society, or education had overlaid their under
standing with stuccoed ornaments, and figures his
torical and poetical-very pretty to look at-but 
the coarse brick-work or the rotten lath and plaster 
lay underneath; there being in this new country 
far less of conventional manner, it was so much the 
easier to tell at once the brick from the granite and 
the marble. 
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Jan. 12. 

We have had another considerable faIl of snow, 
and the weather is milder. They say here that the 
weather never remains the Bame for more than three 
days together; and all agree that the atmospherical 
chanO"es are violent and sudden at all seasons. Yet 
the ;edical men assure me that the climate of 
Canada, take it altogether, is one of the healthiest 
in the world, though the immediate vicinity of To
ronto be for the present, from local circumstances, 
an exception. The winter in the upper province is 
infinitely lesa severe and trying than the same sea

son in Lower Canada. 

Jan. Il. 

It should seem that this wintry season, which ap
pears to me so dismal, is for the Canadians the season 
of festivity, and if I were not sick and a stranger
if I had friends near me, I should really enjoy it. 
Now is the time for visiting, for sleighing excursions, 
for all iIltercoUf8e of bu~ilJe"8 alld friendship, for 
balls in town, and dances in farm·houses, and court
ships and marriages, and prayer-meetings and assig
nations of all sorts. In summer, the heat and the 
mosquitos render travelling disagreeable at best; 
in spring the roads are absolutely impassable; in 
autumn there is too much agricultural occupation; 
but in winter the forests are pervious; the roads 
present a smooth surface of dazzling snow; the 
settlers in the woods drive into the towns, supply 
themselves with stores and clothing, and fresh meat, 
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the latter a luxury which they can seldom obtain in 
the summer. I stood at my window to-day watch
ing the sleighs as they glided past. They are of all 
shapes and sizes. A few of the carriage-sleighs are 
well appointed and handsome. The market-sleighs 
are often two or three boards nailed together in 
form of a wooden box upon runners; some straw 
and a buffalo skin or blanket serve for the seat; bar
rels of flour and baskets of eggs fill up the empty 
space. Others are like cars, and others, called cut
ters, are mounted on high runners, like sleigh phae
tons; these are sported by the young men and offi
cers of the garrison, and require no inconsiderable 
skill in driving; however, as I am assured, they are 
overturned in the snow not above once in a quarter 
of an hour, and no harm and much mirth ensues; 
but the wood sleighs are my delight: a large plat
form of boards is raised upon runners, with a few 
upright poles held together at top by a rope, the 
logs of oak, pine, and maple, are then heaped up to 
the height of six or seven feet. On the summit lie 
a couple of deer frozen stiff, their huge antlers pro
jecting in a most picturesque fashion, and on these 
again, a man is seated with a blanket round him, his 
furred cap drawn down upon his ears, and his scar
let woollen comforter forming a fine bit of color. 
He guides with a pole his two patient oxen, the 
clouds of vapor curling from their nostrils into the 
keen frosty air-the whole machine, in short, as 
wildly picturesque as the grape wagons in Italy, 
though, to be sure, the associations are somewhat 
different. 
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Jan. 16. 
This morning, before I was quite dressed, a sin

gular visit waR announced. I had expressed to my 
friend Mr. Hepburne a wish to see some of the abo
rigines of the country; he had the kindness to re
JlH~mber my request, and Colonel Givins, the prin
cipal Indian agent, had accordingly brought some 
Indians to visit us. Those to whom the appearance 
of these people is familiar and by no means inte
resting, were surprised by a curiosity which you 
will at least allow was very natural and feminine. 

The party consisted of three-a chief named the 
White Deer, and two of his friends. The chief 
wore a blanket coat, and leggings, and a blanket 
hood with a peak from which depended a long black 
eagle plume; stout mocazins or shoes of undressed 
deer-skin completed his attire; he had about fifty 
strings of blue wampum round his neck. The other 
two were similarly dressed, with the exception of 
the wampum and the feathers. Before I went down 
I had thrown a chain of wampum round my neck, 
which seemed to please them. Chairs being pre
sented, they sat down at once, (though, as Colonel 
Givins said, they would certainly have preferred the 
floor,) and answered with a grave and quiet dignity 
the compliments and questions addressed to them. 
Their deportment was taciturn and self-possessed, 
and their countenances melancholy; that of the chief 
was by far the most intelligent. They informed me 
that they were Chippewas from the neighborhood 
of Lake Huron; that the hunting season had been 
unsuccessful; that their tribe was suffering the ex. 
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'ncmityof hunger and cold; and that they had come 
to beg from their Great Father the Govefllor rations 
of food, and a supply of blankets for their women 
and children. They had w:llked over the snow, in 
their snow·shoes, from the lal,e, one hundred and 
eighty miles, and for tbe last fortY"eight hours none 
{)f them had tasted food. A breakfast of col.1 meat, 
bread, and beer, was immediately ordered for them; 
and though they had certainly never beheld in their 
lives the arrangement of an European table, and 
were besides half famished, they sat down with un
-embarrassed tranquillity, and helped themselves t<> 
what they wi~hed, with the utmost propriety-only, 
after one or two trials, using their 'own knives and 
nngers in preference to the table knife and fork. 
After they had eaten and drunk sufficiently, they 
were conducted to the government· house to receive 
from the governor presents of hlankets, rifles, and 
provisions, and each, on parting, held out his hand 
to me, and the chief, with a grave earnestness, 
prayed for tbe blessing of the Great Spirit on me 
and my house. On the whole, the impression they 
left, though amusing and exciting from its mere 
novelty, was melancholy. The sort of desperate re
signation in their swarthy countenances, their squa
lid, dingy habiliments, and their forlorn story, filled 
me with pity, and, I may add, disappointment; and 
a11 my previous impressions of the independent 
children of the forest are for the present disturbed. 

These are the first specimens I have Been of that 
fated race, with which I hope to become better ac
<J.uainted before I leave the country. Notwith-

VOL. I. 3 
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standing all I have heard and read, I have yet but 
a vague idea of the Indian character; and the very 
differellt aspect under which it has been represented 
by various travellers, as well as writers of fiction, 
adds to the di!1iculty of forming a correct estimate 
of the people, ~nd more particularly of the true 
position of their women. Colonel G ivins, who has 
passed thirty years of his life among the north
west tribes, till he has becume in habits and lan
guage almost identified \\ ith them, is hardly an im
partial judge. He was their interpreter on this 
occasion, and he says that there is as much differ
ence between the customs and language of differ
ent nations, the Chippewas and Muhawks, fur in
Btance, as there is between any two nations of 

Europe. 

JonllGry 16. 

Some philosopher has said or ,nitten, that our 
good allli bad qualities, our virtues and our yic('s, 
depend more on the influence of climate, than 
the pride of civilized humanity would be willing to 
allow; and this is a truth or truism, which for my 
own part I cannot gainsay-yet which I do not much 
like to believe. \\'hatever may be the climate in 
which the human being is born or reared, can he 
not always by moral strength raise himself above 
its degrading, or benumbing, or exciting influence 1 
and yet more, rather than less, easily, when, 
at a mature age and with habits formed he IS 

subjected accidentally to such influenc~s 1 Is 
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there most \Vi~oom, in such a case, l\l passively 
assimilating ourst'!H's, Ollr habits, and our feelings, 
to lextel'llal circumstances, or resisting ano combat
ing them, rather to defend the integrity of our own 
inoiyi,lual being, than with the hope of changing or 
controlling tIle physical or social influences around 
us 1 

How I might have settleo this question with my
self, long ago, when in possession of the health and 
energy ano trusting spirit of my young years, I 
know-but now it is too late. I could almost wish 
myself a dormouse, or a she-bear, to sleep away the 
rest of this colo, cold winter, and wake only with 
the first green leaves, the first warm breath of the 
summer wind. I shiver through the day and 
through the night; and, like poor Harry Gill, "my 
teeth they cLatter, chatter still;" and then at inter
vals I am burned up with a dry hot fever: this is 
what my maid, a good little Oxforoshire girl, calls 
the hager, (the ague,) more properly the lake fever, 
or cold fever. From the particular situation of 
Toronto, the disorder is very prevalent here in the 
spring: being a stranger, and not yet acclimatee, it 
has attacked me thus unseasonably. Bark is the 
general and unfailing remedy. 

The cold is at this time so intense, that the ink 
freezes while I write, and my fingers stiffen round 
the pen; a glass of water by my bed-side, within a 
few feet of the hearth, (heaped with logs of oak and 
maple kept hurning all night long,) is a solid mass of 
ice in the morning. God help the poor emigrants 
who are yet un prepared against the rigor of the 
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season I-yet this is nothing to the climate of the
lower province, where, as we hear, the thermome

ter has been thirty ocgrees below zero. I lose all 
heart to write home, or to l'l·:~i,ter a reflection or a 

feeling i-thought stagnates in my head as the ink 

in my pen-allJ this will never 00 !-I mu~t rouse 

my~elf to occupation; ano if I cannot find it with
out, I must create it from within. There are yet 

four months of winter ano leisure to be disposed 

of. How 1-1 know not; but they must be em

ployed, not wlwlly lost.. 

The House of Assembly is now sitting, and the 
question at present agitated is the appropriation of 
the clergy reSflrVCR-:l. 'lllestion momentous to the 
future welfare of the colony, and interesting to 
every thinking mind. There are great differences 
of opinion, ano a good deal of bitterness of spirit, 
prevailing on this subject, so often brought under 

discussion, anu as yet unsettled. vVhen Upper 
Canada was separated from the Lower Province (in 

1791) one-seventh part of the lands was set apart 
for the maintenance of the clergy, under the name 

of Clergy Reserves; ano the Church of En~lallJ, 
as being the church by law established, claimed the. 
entire appropr iation of these lanos. The Roman 
Catholic" unoer the 010 conditions by which the. 
maintenance of their church was provioed for on 
the conquest of the colony, also put in their claim, 
as did the Presbyterians on account of their influ

ence, and the Methodists on accuunt of their nulI'.'-
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bel'. The inhabitants, mean time, through the legis
lature, petitioned the government that the whole of 
the clergy reserves should be appropriated to the 
purposes of education, for which the funds already 
provided are wholly inadequate, and are ill managed 
besides-but of this hereafter. If the question had 
been left to be settled by the House of A8sembly 
then sitting, the Radicals of IS:3:?, there is no doubt 
that such would have been the destination of these 
reser\'es, \\'hich now consist of about two millions 
of acre3 out of fourteen millions, settled or in course 
of cultivat.ion, and indefinitely increasing as more 
and more land is redeemed from the unmeasured, 
interminable forest. The g(l\'ernment at home sent 
over to the legislature here a cession of the crown 
lands, and a recommendatilln to settle the whole 
question; but we have now a HlIlise of Assembly 
difftlrently constituted from that of 1&32, and the 
preponderance is altogether the other way. I am 
now aware that there exist three parties on this 

subject: 
First, those who would appropriate the whole of 

these reserves solely to the maintenance of the 
Church of England. This is a Email but zealous 
party-not so mnch insisting all their own claim, as 
on the absolute inconsistency and unrighteousness 
of allowing any other chim. The Church of Eng
land, as the archdeacon observed last nigLt, being 
the only true ehurch, as well as the church by law 
established, to maintain allY other religion or form 
of religion, at the expense of the state, is a manifest 
rebellion against both the gospel and the law. 

31< 
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A second party represent that the Church of 
England consists of but a small number of the colo
nists; that as no profession of belief (Quakerism 
excepted) can exclude a man from the provincial 
legislature, so each religion tolerated by the state 
should be by the state maintained. They exclaim 
against disuniting reli"ion and eoucation, ano insist 
that tbe reserves shoultl be divided in shares pro
porI ionate to the number of members of each church 
-among the Episcopalians, Presbyterians, Roman 
Catholics, "\Vesleyan :\·!L·tho,lists, and Baptists. This 
party is numerous, but not unanimous. In hostility 
to the exclusive pretensiuns (If tIle episcopal church 
they are agreed, but they seem to agree in nothing 
else; and some numerous and respectable sects are 
altogether excluoed. 

A thiro party, and by far the most numerous, re
quire that the maintenance of the clergy shoultl be 
left, as in the United States, to the voluntary aid of 
their congregation, and the entire produce of the 
lanos reserved for the eoucation of the people. 

I have not been long enough in the country to 
consider the question practically, as applyillg to the 
pecliliar wants and circumstances of the people; 
but theoretically I do not agree with any of these 
parties, and at present am content to listen to all I 
hear around me. ·Witb regard to the petition for
wanlcd to the home government, it has been an 
ample. source of ridicule that a house of parliament. 
of whICh many members could not read, and many 
more could not spell, should be thus zealous on the 
Ilubject of education. In truth, I have seen some 
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8pecimens of the writing and spelling of honorablc 
members, men of influence and property too, at 
which it was impossible not to laugh; but I felt no 
disposition to join in the ridicule freely bestowed 
on tbe writers: it seemed any thing but ridiculous, 
that men "h" had not themselves }'eceived the ad
vantage of a good education, should Le anxious to 
insure it to their children, Mr. H, told me the 
other day, that in the distant town~bips not one per
son in twenty or thirty could read or write, or had 
the means of attaining such knowledge. On re
peating this to ;\11'. B., a native Canadian, and per
fectly acquainted with the country, adding some ex
pression of incredulity, he exclaimed, laughing, 
" Not one ill twenty or thirty !-Madam, not one ill 
seventy!" 

The question, as a mere party question, did not 
interest me; but the strange, crude, ignorant, vagull 
opinions I heard in conversation, and road in the 
debates and the provincial papers, excited my asto
nishment. It struck me that if I could get the 
English preface to Victur Cousin'" report (of which 
I had a copy) printed in a cheap form, and circu
lated with tho newspapers, adding some of the 
statistical calculations, and some passages from 
Duppa's report on the education of the children of 
the poorer classes, it might do some good-it might 
assist the people to some general principles on 
which to form opinions; whereas they all appeared 
to me astray, nothing that had been promulgated 
in Europe on this momentous subject) had yet 
reached them; and the brevity and clearness of 
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this little preface, which exhibits the importance of 
a system of national education, and some general 
truths without admixture of any political or sectarian 
bias, would, I thought-l hoped-obtain for it a 
favorable reception. But, no; cold water was 
thrown upon me from every side-my interference 
in any way was so visibly distasteful, that I ga\'e my 
project up with many a sigh, and I am afraid I shall 
always regret this. True, I am yet a stranger
helpless as to means, andfi'cling my ,yay in a social 
system of which I know little or nothing; perhaps 
I might have done more mischief than good-who 
knows 1 and tl'Uth is sure to prC\'ail at last; bnt 
truth seems to find so much difficulty in crossing 
the Atlantic, that one would think she was" like 
the poor cat i' the adage," afraid of wetting her 
feet. 

Another fit of illness and fever of four days' 
duration happily uver; but it has left me more 
good-for-nothing than ever-more dejected and 
WC:lk. 

~\lr. Camphell, the clerk of the assize, has politely 
offered to drive me over to Niagara in his sleigh. 
Good-natured ),J r. Campbell! I never saw the man 
in my life; but, in the excess of my gratitude, am 
ready to believe him every thing that is delightful; 
my l,eart was dying within me, gasping and pantmO' 
for change of 80me kind-any kind! I suppos: 
from the same sort of instinct which sends the 
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wounded animal into the forest to seck fur the herb 
which shall heal him. For here is Dr. R., who as
Bures me that change of air is the only thing which 
can counteract the effect of these successive fits of 
aguish fever: so it is fixed that on Tuesday next, 
at eight o'clock in the morning, I shall be ready to 
step into Mr. Campbell's sleigh. Five clays-five 
times twenty-four hours of frost and snow without, 
and monotonous solitude within-and my faculties, 
and my fingers, and my inlt, all frozen up ! 

" So slow the unprofitable moments roll, 
That lock up all the functions of my soul, 
That keep me from myself." 

Slow 1-yes; but why unprofitable 1 that were 
surely my own fault ! 

January 21. 

There is some diminution of the intense cold 
yesterday and to-day. The thermometer i .. above 
zero. 

I begin to be ashamed of recording idle days and 
useless days, and to have a conception of what those 
unfortunate wretches must suffer, who are habitually 
without an interest and without an occupation. 
'What a life is this! 

" Life which the very stafs reprove, 
As on their silent tasks they move." 

To me it is something new, for I have never yet 
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l,een Clln1i!/tC to death-except in fiction. It is like 
the old.fashioned t<lrture patronize,] by that amiable 
per~un, Queen Elizabeth, when a certain weight 
'-"as placed 011 the 1,(jC<llll of the criminal, and in· 
crease,] gradually CI'('l,)' (by till the life and the 
heart were crushed together. \Vell! patience and 
resignation are still at ltanc! :-but Patience, "the 
young and rose-lipped cherubim," seems to have 
borrowed the features of grim 1\ ecessity, and, in
stead of singing an augers song, clanks her fetters 
in my ear; and Resignation comes in a form which 
reminds me of Ottilie's definition-" Resignation, 
my dear, is only a despair, which does not beat 
people." Yet there remains DUTY, which is, far 

more than Love-

. I' Th~ star tu eve.y wl1.lHlcring uark, 
That looks on tempests, and is never sha.ken." 

It is the upholding law through which the weakest 
become strong, without which all strength is unsta
ble as water. No character, however harmoniously 
framed and gloriously gifted, can be complete with
out this abiding principle; it is the cement which 
binds the whole moral edifice together, without which 
all power, goodness, intellect, truth, happiness, love 
itself, can have no permanence; but all the fabric of 
existence crumbles away from under us, and leaves 
us at last sitting in the midst of a ruin-astonished 
at our own desolation. 
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January 21-22. 
\Vhile ranging my German books this morning, I 

fell upon the Correggio of Oehlenschlager, and Die 
Schuld of l\Ihillner; and I read both through care
fully. The former pleased me more, the latter struck 
me less, than when I read them both for the first 
time a year ago. 

One despairs of nothing since the success of" Ion;" 
hut would it be possible, thiuk you, that the tragedy 
of" Correggio" could be exhibited in England with 
any thing like the sllccess it met with in Germany 1 
Here-in England I mean-it might indeed "fit 
audience find, thoughfcw," but would it meet with 
the same sympathy 1-would it even be endured 
with common patience by a mixed audience-such 
as hailed its appearance in Germany 1 

Here is a tragedy, of which the pervading in
terest is not low ambition and the pride of kings; 
nor love, nor terror, nor murder, nor the rivalship of 
princes, nor the fall of dynasties, nor any of the 
usual forms of tragic incident-but ART, high art
its power as de\'eloped within the individual soul
its influence on the minds of others. This idea is 
embodied in the character of Correggio: yet he is 
no abstraction, but perfectly inllividualized. All 
those traits of his life anll peculiar habits and dispo
sition, handed down by tradition, are most carefully 
preserved, and the result is a most admirable por
trait of the artist and the man. His gentleness, his 
tenderness, his sensitive modesty, his sweet, loving. 
retir;ng disposition, are all touched with exquisite 
delicacy. The out-break of noble self-confidence, 
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when he exclaimeJ, after gazing on naffaelle's ~t. 
Cecilia, "Allch' '10 sano pittore /" is beautifully in
troduccd. The sight (,f the same picture sellt La 
Francia home to his bed to die, so at least it is said; 
but Curreggio wa~ not a man to die of another's 
excellc[,ce, though too oftcn doubting his own_ The 
anecdote of the man who was saved from the rapa
city and vengeance of a robber, by an appeal to one 
of his pictures, and the story of his paying his apo
thecary with one of his finest works," are also real 
incidellts of the painter's life, introduced with the 
most picturesque c::'cct. 

Those who have travelled through the forests of 
Catholic Cermany and Italy, must often have scen 
a Madonna, Of a Magdalen. ill a rude frame, shrined 
against the knotted trunk of an old oak overshadow
ing the path; the green grass \\'a\'ing round, a 
votive wrc[lth of wild fluwers hung upon tbe nlde 
shrine, and in front a little ,pace ,,"orn bare by the 
knees of tn\-,.l1crs who have tumcd aside from \heir 
journey to rest in tIle cool shade, and put up an ..11'6 

;:lcll'ia, or an Orlf pro II 01, i,·. I well rememher once 
coming on such a i\laclonna in a wild lI'oodlan,] path 
near Yollbriicken, in Upper _-\lI,tl'ia. Two little, 
half-naked children, and a g'"'lllt, black-hearded 
wood-cutter, were kneeling before it; and from afar 
the songs of some peasants gathering in the harvest 
were born on the air. The l\Iagdalen of Cor
Teggio, the same which is now in the Dresden eral
lery. and multiplied in prints and copies thro~6h 

.• The. Christ on the Mount of Olives, now, if I rell •. nbet 
ra;:htly, In possessIOn of the Duke of \Vellington. 
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the known world, is represented \\<ithout any violent 
stretch of probability as occupying such a situation: 
nor are we left in doubt as to the identity of the pic
ture; it is described ill three or four exquisite lines. 
It is beautiful-is it not 1-where Correggio com
ments on his work, as he is presenting it to the old 
hermit: 

" Ein siindhaft Miidchen, das mit Reu' und Angst 
Wie ein gescheuchtes Reh zum Dickicht floh, 
U m der nachstellung ferne,· zu entgehen. 
Doch is' es schun von einem Weibe, meyn ich, 
Einmal gefallen wieder sich zu heben ; 
Es gibt sehr wen'ge Manner, die das konnen.'" 

And the reply of Silvestro places the lovely form 
before us, painted in words. 

Welch schon Gemiihlde ! 
Der dunkle Schattenwald, die blonden Haare, 
Die weisse Haut, das him mel blau Gewand 
Die Jugendfiille und det Todtenkopf, 
Das Weiberhafte und das grosse Bueh, 
Ihr habt mit vieler Kunst die Gegensatze 
In schoner Harmonie heir auf·geliist."t 

An erring maiden, that in fear and penitence, 
Flies, like timid hind, to the deep woods, 
Seeking t'escape the snares around her laid-
And it is good to see a haplegs woman 
That has once fallen redeem herself:--in t,..;l:" 
There be few men methinks could do as much. 

What a fair picture I 
Thisdark o'er-hanging shade, the long fair hair, 
The delicate white-skin, the dark blue robe, 
The full luxuriant life, the grim death'. head, 
The tender woman~od, and the great book-

4, 
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The manner in which Correggio betrays his re
gret on parting with his pieture, is also natural atH{ 

most exquisite. 

~, iii!' Dichter huben's gut j ~il' kunnell W1mer 

Die Kinder nile in der l';"hf' baben. 
I"f'r l\ldller ist ein ,Hiller Y,tl(T, eel.' 

~if' in die wei!:: ,ytlt [1.u,:s('lIl1·~1l muss j 

Da milssen sie l1nchhcr siciL selbst versorgen,H;: 

fhouped around Correggio in every possible de
',H'C of harmony and contrast, we haye a variety of 
figures aU sufficiently m<Jrh·tl, each in itself com· 
plete, and all aitlilIg in carrying out the main cflect, 
the apotheosis of the artist hero. 

N or has Oehlenschhiger made his tragedy the ye
hicle for mere declamation, nor for inculcating any 
particular syslem nf art or '['I ofprincil'les. In '\Ii
chael Angelo and in Giulio Hnmano we have exlJi
bited two artist-minds as tlifi"crent Crom each other 
and from Antonio C(JlTc·.!gi(, as can be imagined. 
The haughty, stern, arrug:lIlt, but magnanimuus and 
magnificent ~,:ichael Aile;"]'" can with difficulty be 
hrought to appreciate, or eyen look upon a style so 
,1ifferent from l.is own, and thunders out his rules of 
art like Olympian Jove. The gay, confident, gene-

These various contrasts have you cunllingly 
Brought into sweetest harmony . 

• 'V ell for the poet! he can ever have 
The children of his soul bes;de him here' 
The painter is a ncrrly father; he ' 

Sends his poor children out in the wide world 
To seek their fortune. 
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TOUS, courteous Giulio Romano is less exclusive, if 
less severely grand, in hi~ taste. The luxuriant 
grace of Correggio, the l,Jcmling of the purely na
tural with the purely ielcal, in his conceptions of 
beauty, are again iiistinrt from both tbese great 
masters. Again the infltlence of art over minds va
riously con,titutetl is exhibited in the tender wife of 
Correggio, the favorite model for his Madonnas: 
the old hermit Silvestro; the high-born, beautiful 
enthusi::lst, Celestina, who places the laurel-wreath 
on the brow of tbe sleeping painter: and the pea
~allt girl, Lauretta, wllO gives him drink when faint
jng with thirst; and the penitent robber; and the 
careless young noule, with whom art is subservient 
to his vanity an.! his passions; and the vulgar villain 
<If the piece, Battista, who alone is absolutely in
sensible to its influence ;-all these form as beauti
ful a group. and as perfect in keeping, as we can 
meet in dramatic literature. Then there are such 
c:nrmiugtouchesoffeeling, such splendid passages of 
ilescl"iption and apllOTisms on art, which seize on the 
fancy and cling to the memory! while the allusions 
to certain well-known pictures, bringing them before 
the mind's eye in a few expressive and characteris
tic words, are delicious to the amateur. 

The received account of the calise of Oorreggio'lO 
death t-ests on a tradition;'" which later researches 

• Thai of Va sari, who statesthathe died in extreme poverty; 
th:lt, having rcceL\·cd at Parma a payment of sixty crowns, 
which was churlishly made to him i~ copper, he walked to the 
city of Correggio with this load on his back from anxiety to 
relieve his family, and died in consequence of the effort. Lao?i 
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render very problematical; but it remains uncontra
dicted that he lived and died poor-that his health 
was feeble and delicate-his life retireu and blame
less; and the catastrophe has been so long current 
and crediteu, that the poet has done well to adhere 
to the common tradition. In the very moment that 
Correggio sinks into death, a messenger arrives from 
the Duke of Mantua, with splendiu offers of patron
age. He come~ too late. Art and the world are the 
heirs of the great man's genius; his poor family fol
low him heart-broken to the grave. 

The Schuld of Adolf l\Iu]Jner does not produce 
such an overpowering effect 011 the imagination the 
second time of reading, because we are not hurrieu 
forward by the interest of the story; but in one res
pect it has affected me more deeply than :!t first. 
Hugo says, 

U l\Iich dunket, nic 
Sollten Nord und Siid sieh hissen !'" 

And all through this flue play the spirit of the N orlh 
and the spirit of the South are brought into beauti
ful yet fearful contrast. The passions which form 
the grounuwork of the piece are prepared amid the 
palaces and orange'groves of the glowing South: 
the catastrophe evolved amid the deserts anu pine-

and other of his biographers distrust this story, and have point
ed out Its ImprobabIlity. ,\V iwtpver the cause of his death the 
expressions of Annibal Carracci are conclusive as to the ne~lect 
and poverty in which he lived. b 

, Methinks, 

Tho.t North and South should never kiss each other. 
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forests of tho North; and in the fail', still-souled, 
but heroic Scandinavian maid, Jerta, and the dark, 
impassioned Elvira, we have the personified senti
l1leT/,t of the North and the South; 

Has it ever occurred to you that Coleridge must 
have had this tragedy in his mind when he wrote 
his " Remorse 1" 

What a slight toueh upon an extreme link will 
Bend us back sometimes through a long, long chain 
of memories and associations! A word, a name, 
has sent me from Toronto to Vienna; what a flight! 
what a contrast !-jt makes even Fancy herself 
breathless! Did I ever mention to you Madame 
Arneth 1 \Vben tbe "Schuld" was produced at 
Vienna, she played the Scandinavian J erta, and I 
have heard the effect of her representation com.
pared, in its characteristic purity and calmness, aDd 
mild intellectual beauty, to the" moonlight on a 
Bllow-wreath"-a comparison which gave me a vivid 
impression of its truth.. Madame Arneth was her
self not unlike the fail' and serious J erta. 

The qllestion has been often agitated, often con
troverted,; but I am inclined to maintain the opinion 
elsewhere expressed, that there is nothing in the 
profession of an actress which is incompatible with 
the respect due to us as women-the cultivation of 
every feminine virtue-the practice of every private 
duty. I have conversed with those who think other
wise, and yet continue to frequent the theatre as an 
amusement, and even as a source of mental dlO}' 
ligbt and improvement; and tbis I conceive to 
be a dereliction of principle-wrong in itself, and 

4-
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the cause of wrong. A love fOI· dramatic repres en
tation, for imitative action, is in the elements of our 
human nature; we see it in children, in savages, in 
all ages, in all nations i-we cannot help it-it is 
even so. That the position of an actress should 
sometimes be a false one-a dangerous one even 
for a female, is not the fault of the profession, but 
the effect of the public opinion of the profession. 
When fashion, or conventional law, or public opi
nion, denounce as inexpedient what they cannot 
prove to be wrong-stigmatize what they allow
encourage alltl take delight in what they affect to 
contemn-what wonder that from such barbarous, 
such senseless inconsistency, should spring a whole 
heap of abuses and mistakes 1 As to the idea that 
acting, as a profession, is incompatible with female 
virtue and modesty, it is not merely an insult to the 
estimable women who have adorned and still adorn 
the stage, but to all womankind; it makes me blush 
with indignation. Unreflecting people-the world 
is full of such-point to the numerous instances 
which might be cited to the contrary. I have been 
perplexed by tbem sometimes in argument, but 
never on consideration and examination; and with 
regard to some other evils, not less, as it appears to 
me, in a moral point of view, 1 do not see their ne
cessary connexion with the stage as a profession. 
Vanity, jealousy, selfishness, the spirit of intrigue, 
the morbid effects of over-excitement, are not cori
fined to actresses; if women placed in this position 
~o require caution and dignity to ward off tempta
tIOn, and self-control to resist it, and some know-
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ledge of their own structure and the liabilities in· 
cUiTed by their profession, in order to manage bet
ter their own health, moral and physical, then they 
JIlly require what all women should possess-what 
every woman needs, no matter what her position. 

But to rdurn to Madame Arneth. 
At Yienna, some years ago, there lived three cele

brated actresses, all beautiful, and young, and gifted. 
Sophie ~Itiller was first mentioned to me by 
Schlegel; he spoke of her with rapturous admira· 
tion as the most successful representative of some 
of Shakspeare's characters tllat had yet been seen 
in Germany, and she seems to 11a\"e left an inefface
ble impres,ion on those who saw her play Cbrim
hilde ill the "Niebelllllg." She was surrounded 
by admirers, adorers, yet 1 never heard tllat one 
amollg them could boast of being distinguished even 
by a pref";"ence; austere to herself, devoted to her 
art, which she studied assiduously, her ambition 
centered in it; in the mean time she was perform
ing all the duties of a daughter to an aged father, 
and of a mother to a family of younger brothers 
and sisters; and her house was a model of good 
order and propriety. She died in 1830. 

Not long before died Anna Kruger, equally blame
less in her conduct and reputation as a woman, but 
in all other respects negligent of herself and of her 
own interests. She was remarkably free from all 
selfishness or jealousy, charitable and good, and 
universally beloved. Her representation of spirited 
or heroic characters, in comedy and in tragedy, has 



been described to me as lVonderfully fine. Schiller's 

Joan of ,\rc W,h her chif '/"'1'111"1"". 

1'110 tbird was Antuinette Adamberger', now 
l\Iad:lITIe ,\rneth, whom I am happy awl proud to 

Ilumuer amoll'i my friends. Her furmer name call

lIot be llnIUI'",,'n to YOll, f",' it has a dear yet melan
chuly celebrity thronghout ill! (;ermany, Hnd is in

separauly assl)ciated v.ilb t:le literature of her 
country, as tbe t.etr"thed I)ride of Theodore E, rileI', 

the poet·hero "f tl,e \\·"r uf ,:L: I iverance. It 'l"a8 not 
till \\"e Itad been for ,nme time intimate that I ever 
hear.1 Iler ullll,le to) Korner. ()11e e"elling ilS we 

\':('rc "i~ting a~l)l1c, sllf' g:I\'C' me, \\'ith n1uch feeling 
all(~ ,~,r l;I~Jic prHver, and (>"~'Il more ~ilnplicity, ~·ornt.~ 

p:1rt;,'ll!urs (;1' LeI' fir.:;t l:~ll'n'ic\\' with hinl, alld th!' 
circlI',I.I'nces which lecl to their enC;H,'icment. I 

"bOll:,] tell Y'''' that ,Le was at tI,,, tinw a ("'''Ilu· 
"clre'.' of the COllrt Theatre, and excel:c,] p"rliell
Iarly ill all character., that required more of deli,"'cy, 

and grace, and dign;ty, tIlan of po "'n Ul,clI""" i(>ll ; 

those of Thekla in the" \Vallenstein," aud Jerta 

in the" Schuld," heing con"itlcred as her rna-ter

pieces, Of hpj' judgment as an artiste I could form 
·",me il1e~, from an analysis into which I once tempt

ed her ofthel}e"trice in Schiller's" Eraut \'on Mes
sina," a characl"r in which she is said to have excel!

",1, Rwl which, i" its tender delicacy ancl almost 
(""ITJ~·..:n·lIt grelf'(', rnight he C("llparpd 141 Perl1it::t. 

'1'" analyze all the passive beauty and power of 
Scltil!e.r's conception, must have required a just ancl 

exqUls~te taste, and to render them with such felicity 
fWd eflect, a person corresponding in irlish deli-
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cacy. Yet, perhaps, in her youthful years, when 
she played Beatrice divinely, Madame Arneth could 
not have analyzed the character as ingeniously as 
she did when a ripened judgment and more culti
vated taste enabled her to reflect 011 her own COil

ception. This, however, is digressing; for the 
moral qualities, not the intellectual powers, of the 
actress, are what I am contending for. Theodore 
Korner came to Vienna in 1813, bringing with him 
his" Griine Domino," a piece composed expressly 
for Anna Kriiger and Antoinette Adamberger. 
These two young women, differing altogether ill 
character, were united by the most teuiler friend
ship, and a sincere admiration for each other's par
ticular talent. ~ have been told that it was delight
ful to see them play tvgether in the same piece, the 
perfect understanding which existed between them 
producing an effect of harmony and reality which 
was felt, rather than perceived, by the audience. At 
the period of Korner's arrival, Antoinette was ill 
in consequence of the extreme severity of the win
ter of that year, and the rehearsal of the "Griine 
Domino" was put ofl' from day to day, fcom week 
to week, till KOrner became absolutely impatient. 
At this time he had not been introduced to Antoi
nette, and it was suspected that the beauty of Anna 
Kriiger had captivated him. At length, the conva
lescence of the principal actress was announced, the 
day for the long-deferred rehearsal arrived, and the 
performers had assembled in the green-room. Now, 
it happened that in the time of the late empress,-

• Maria-Theresa-Caroline of Naples, who died in 1807. 
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til2 repre' (;llt~tion of Sd,iller', " :'I1;.,.ie Stuart" 11,,,1 
bec), :;>!,j,i· 1,Jc.n. !-r'l',m';l' her imperial lTI:Jj,',ty hatl 

lWf'll greatly ~calldalized by the indecorous 'I 11 arrel 
SCl'llc' l>et',\"'l:11 (!lll'.'ll Elizabeth and (~lleell ?.lary, 
alld particnlarly Ily the c"t:l,trnphe of the latter, 

l'C''',-;,rding trle wh"k ph)' ,1.' ,"'tr(,lllcly dangerous 
,wd ,brog:,r"ry to all cr\l\\,))('.l he,,,]:;, more espe

.. i:11Iy f,'male ones, (Jr, her lleath it was IwpeJ that 
this pr"hihition would ho repealed, end the perform
l'r, pre'ellk,1 a I,ctition to tl,at effect. The empe
ror, htl\y('n'r, sleadi!:; rc-i'we,], on tlIe "lea that he 
h:lcl jiromi.,:,·,? the ellll'l'l'o;S nel-er to permit the repre· 

sentation of th,' tragedy * The rcfusal hod just been 
receive,J, and the 11'1,,,10 c'''ps tirrll.'wti'luc were in a 

state or c"mmotinn, anll dil'i,led 011 the merits of 
the C:l ", l~qr:,er, in particular, was ill a perfect 
fe""r of illlli"llctitJn, allll (''<cbimed, in no ll10a,uretl 

t,·I'll'" a~"ill,t tLt' elliet "lIi"h tlepri\'"d th" puIJlie of 
one of Schiller'" m'''lerl'i('('l' .. , in tenderllc.'s to the 
c~lpriccs of nn 01(1 W01113n 1l0\V in her gr:.lYc, ct ('("tcra. 

'1'1: .. , g'L'"I"r number of tllO:il' pre,ellt sympathize,l 
with i,im. TIll' di'I'llte was at its Lt'i~l,t when 
Antoinette entered the rOOIll, still weak fr,)m recent 
iJlnes" alld wrappe,l up in cloaks a'nu furs. Her 

cnmra,les crowded aroan,l her with congratulations 

and ''''prc"ions of aff0ction, and insisted that the 
m,llttr in dispute should be referred to "Toni;" 
Komer, meanwhile, stan(ling by in proud silence; 

.. I do not know \vhether tlie C'mperor was ever inducpd to 
break this promise, It Was oj/a his death that I saw the Marie 
Stll;trt PCI formed at VienIH1, where .;\1;.1d,\I11e Schroeder and 
Mille. Fournier appeared a, U"",,,, Elizabeth and :\1ary Stuart. 



Al\TOINETTE ADAMBERGER. 41 

he hnil- not yet been intrnduct'(l, 'Vhen the affair 
was stated, and the opinions of the majority yehe
mently pressed on her, she repliet1 in her gentle 
manner, .. I do not pretend to judge about the in
jury done to the ptJblic, 01' the expediency or incx
l)ediency of the matter; it is a simple quc>tion be
tween right and w!'ong- betwcen truth and falsc
hood. For myself, I can unly say, tlwt if I hatl 
made a promise to a person I loved, (,I' to any onc, 
J would keep it as long as I had life myedf, and tl:e 
death of tbat person \\'ould rcnder such a promiw 
not less, but more bintling, mure sanctl, if possi
ble." 

This simple appeal to principle and truth silencctl 
all. Korner saitl no more, but his attention was 
fixed, and from that moment, as he told her after
wards, he loved her; his feelings were interested 
before he had even looked into her eyes; and it is 
no wonder that those eyes, when revealed, com· 
pleted her conq uest. 

Within a few weel{s they were hetrotheclloyers, 
and within a few months afterwartls the patriotic 
war (die Freiheits-Kl'iege) broke out, and Korner 
joined Lutzow's volunteers. His fate is well known. 
Young and handsome, a poet antl a hero, lO\'ing, 
and in the full assurance of being loved, with all 
life's fairest visions and purest affectiolls fresh a],out 
his head and heart, he perished-the milliature of 
.. Toni" being found within his bosom next to the 
little pocket-book in which he had written the Song 
of the S lVortl-the fir~t. shattered by the bullet which 
had foulltl his heart, the latter stained with his blood; 
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I have seen it-held it in my hand! Now, will you 
believe, that within three 01' four months afterwards, 
when Antoinette was under the obligation to resume 
her professional dllties, the first character she was 
ordererl to play was that of Thekla 1 In vain she 
entreated to be spared this outrage to every feeling 
of a heart yet bleeding from her loss; the greater 
her reluctance, the greater the effect wldeh would be 
produced on the curiosity and sympathy of the pub
lic i-this, I suppose, was the eold calculation of the 
directory! She was not excused; and after going 
throllgh the scene in which the Swedi,h captain re
lates to Thekln the death of her loyer,' the poor An
toiliette "'U" carried f, UI,] the stage by her aunt al
most lifeless, and reviyed only to give way to such 
agonies of grief and indignation as threatened her 
reason. 

Madame Arneth is remarkably calm and simple 
in her manner, and more than twenty years had 
elapsed since she had been thus insulted and tortur
ed; but when she alluded to this part of her history, 
she became gradually convulsed with emotion, trem
bled in every limb, and pressed her hands upon her 
eyp" from wbich the tears Icoll1" gush in spite of an 
effort to restrain them. Ana to this, you will say, 
an actress could be exposed! Yes; and I remem
ber another instance, when under circumstances as 
cruel and as revolting, a young and admired actress 
was hurried 1>-'fore the puhlic in an agony of reluc
tance; but still I do say. that such exhibitions are 

• It will be remembered that the death of Theodore Kurner 
was similar to that of ;\lax PiccoJomini. 



ANTOINETTE ADAM BERGER. 49 

flot necessarily or solely confined to the profession 
ef the stage; woman, as a legal property, is sub
jected to them in her conventional position; a woman 
may be brought into a church against her will, 
libelled and pilloried in an audacious newspaper; 
an English matron may be dragged from private 
life into a court of justice, expose<l, guiltless and 
helpless., to the public obloquy or the public sympa
thy, in shame and in despair. If such a scene can 
by possibility take place, one stage is not worse 
than another. 

Antoinette had suffered what a woman of a quiet 
but proud temper never forgets or forgi~·es. She 
had made up her mind to quit the stage, and there 
was only one way of doing so with honor. FoUL' 
years after the death of Korner she married l\1r. 
Ameth, one of the directors of the Imperial :\luseum, 
a learned and amiable man, considerably older than 
herself,'" and with whom she haslil'et! happily. Before 
I left Yienna she presented me with a book which 
Korner hat! given her, containing his autograph and 
tbe dramas he bad written for hel'--" Die Toni," 

.... Madame Arncth is now rJl,lcsrrill (Reader) to the Em .. 
press Dowager, and intrusted with the direction of::1 school, 
founrled by the Empress for the children of soldiers. In 
Austria olily two soldiers in each company are allowed to mar
ry, and the female children of such marriages are, in a manner, 
predestillcd to want and infamy. In the school under Madame 
Arneth's direction, I found (in 1-"35) forty-lire children, well 
managed and healtl,y. The benevolence which suggested such 
nn institution is, without doubt, praise\\'orthy j but what shall 
we say of the system which makes such an institution neees
o;aq1 
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"der Griine Domino," and others. I exclaimed 
thoughtlessly, .. 0 how can you part with it 1" and 
lIhe replied with a sweet seriousness, .. When I mar
ried a worthy man who loved me and trusted me, 1 
thought there should be no wavering of the heart 
between past recollections lind present duties: I 
put this lind all other objects connected with tkat 
first period of my life entirely away, and I have 
never looked at it since. Take it! and believe me, 
even now, it is better in your hands than in mine." 
And mine it shall never leave. 

Madame Arneth once described to me the ai!mi
rable acting of Schroei!er in Mei!ea, when playing 
with her OIm children: she treated them, howe\'er, 
with savage roughness, and when remonstrated 
with, she replieJ, " the children were her own, and 
she had a right tn elo what she likeel with them." 
.. That was certainly her affair," added l\18.dame 
Arneth, "but I woul,1 not f,'r the whole worlel have 
exhibited myself hef'Jre my own cl,ilJren in such a 
charactcr." 

18 not this a woman worthy of all 1,)\'." all respect, 
all reverence 1 and is not this the sentiment of duty 
which is, or should 1,(" " the star to every wandering 
bark 1" And thus 1 have reaa ani! scribbled away 
two long Jays. Tile eve of my intelldeel excursion 
is come at 1<"t; I am looking f"rwarel to to-morrow 
with almost chilJish pleasure awl impaticnce. The 
weather is most ominous; but 1 shall see Niagara 
in all its wintry magnificcnce-a sight granted to 
few. O! in this moment I do not envy you the 
blue Mediterranean, nor the summer skies and 
orange-grovea of your southern island! 
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NIAGARA IN WINTER. 

Merrily dash we o'er valley and hill, 
All but the sleigh-bell is sleel'ing and still; 
o bless the dear sleigh-bell! there's nought can compare 
To its loud merry tones as they break.,n the ear. 

Our horses are staunch, and they dash o'er the snow; 
Our bells ring out gaily the faster we go; 
The night breezes sing with an answering swell 
To the. melody rude of the merry sleigh·bell. 

Canadia,n Song. 

January 23. 

AT half-past eight Mr. Campbell was at the door 
in a very pretty commodious sleigh, in form like a 
barouche, with the head up. I was absolutely buried 
in furs; a blanket, netted for me by the kindest 
hands, of the finest lamb's-wool, rich in color, and 
as light and elastic as it was deliciously warm, was 
folded round my limbs; buffalo and bear skins were 
heaped over all, and every breath of the external air 
excluded by every possible device. Mr. Oampbell 
drove his own gray horses; and thus fortified and 
accoutred, off we flew, literally "urged by storms 
alollg the slippery way," for the weather was ter
rific. 

I think that but for this journey I never could 
have imagined the Stl blime desolation of a northern 
winter, and it has impressed me strongly. In the 
first place, the whole atmosphere appeared as if 
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converted into snow, which fell in thick, tiny, starry 
flakes, till the buffalo robes and furs about us ap
peared like swansdown, and the harness on the hor
ses of the same delicate material. The whole 
earth was a white waste: the road, on which the 
sleigh-track was only just perceptible, ran for miles 
in a straight line; on each side rose the dark, me
lancholy pine-forest, slumbering drearily in the hazy 
air. Between ~s and the edge of the forest were 
frequent spaces of cleared or half-cleared land, 
spotted over with the black charred stumps and 
blasted trunks of once magnificent trees, projecting 
from the snowdrift. These, which are perpetually 
:recurring objects in a Canadian la.ndscape, have a 
most melancholy appearance. Sometimes wide 
openings occurred to the left, bringing us in sight of 
Lake Ontario, and even in some places down upal'l 
the edge of it : in this pat't of the lake the enormous 
body of the water and its incessant movement pre
vents it from freezing, and the dark waves rolled 
in, heavily plunging on the icy shore with a sullem 
booming sound. A few roods from the land, the 
cold gray waters, and the cold, gray, snow-encum
bered atmosphel'e, were mingled with each othel', 
and each seemed either, The only living thing I 
saw in a space of about twenty miles was a magnb
ficent bald-headed eagle, whi::h, after sailing a few 
turns in advance of us, alighted on the topmost bough 
of a blasted pine, and slowly foldincr bis great wide 

, b 

wmgs, looked down upon us as we glided beneath 
him. 

The first village we passed through was Spring-
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field, on the river Credit, a river of some importance 
in ~ummer, but now, converted into ice, heaped up 
with snow, and undistinguishable. Twenty miles 
further, we stopped at Oakville to refresh ourselves 
and the horses. 

Oakville stands close upon the lake, at the mouth 
of a little river called Sixteen l\Iile Creek; it owes 
its existence to a gentleman of the name of Chis
holm, and, from its situation and other local circum
stances, bids fair to become a place of importance. 
In the summer it is a frequented harbor, and carries 
on a considerable trade in lumber. for so they chao 
racteristically call timber in this country. From 
its dock·yards I am told that a fine steamboat and a 
dozen schooners have been already launched. 

In summer, the country round is rich and beauti
ful, with a number of farms all in a bigh state of cul
tivation; but Canada in winter and in summer must 
be like two different regions. At present the mouth 
of the creek is frozen up; all trade, all ship-building 
suspended. Oakville presents the appearance of a 
straggling hamlet, containing a few frame and log
houses; one brick house, (the grocery store, or 
general shop, which in a new Canadian village is 
always the best house in the place,) a little Metho
dist church, painted green and white, but as yet no 
resident preacher; and an inn dignified by the name 
of the .. Oakville House Hote1." Where there is 
a store, a tavern, and a church, habitations soon 
rise around them. Oakville contains at present 
more than three hundred iHhabitants, who are now 

5-



WINTER STUD·IES. 

subscribing among themselves for a schoolmaste:r 
and a resident clergyman. 

I stood conversing in the porch, and looking about 
me, till I found it necessary to seek shelter in the 
house, l,,·fore my lllJ"e was absolutely taken off by 
the ice-blast. The little parlor was solitary, and 
heated like an oven. Against the wall were stuck 
a few vile prints, taken out of ohl American maga
zines; there was the Duchess de Derri in her wed
uing-dress, and as a pendant, the Modes de Paris
" Robe de tulle garnie de fleurs-coiffure nouvelle, 
inventee par :\1""0. Plaisir." The incongruity was 
but too laughable! I looked round me for some 
amusement or occupation, and at last spied a book 
open, and turned down upon its face. I pounced 
upon it as a prize; nnd what do you think it was 1 
.. Devinez, madame! je vous Ie donne en trois, je 
VOllS Ie donne en quatre !" it was-Don Juan! And 
so, while looking from the window on a scene which 
realized all you can imagine of the desolation of 
savage life, mixed up with just so much of the com
mon-place vulgarity of civilized life as sufficed to 
spoil it, I amused myself reauing of the Lady Ade
line Amundeville and her precious coterie, and there 
unent. 

Society is smoothed to that excess, 
That manners hardly differ more than dress. 
Our ridicules are kept in the back ground 
Ridiculous enough, but also dull; , 
Professions, too, are no more to be found 
Professional, and there is nought to cull 
Of F~l1y's fruit; for though your fools abound-, 
They re barren, and not worth the pains to pull. 
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Society is now one polished horde, 
Form'd of two mighty tribes-the bores and bored. 

A delineation, by the way, which might almost re
concile one to a more savage locality than that 
around me. 

While I was reading, the mail· coach between 
Hamilton and Toronto drove up to the door; and 
because you shall understand what sort of a thing 
a Canadian mail is, and thereupon sympathize in 
my irrepressible wonder and amusement, I must 
sketch it for you.. It was a heavy wooden edi
fice, about the size and form of an old-fashioned 
lord mayor's coach, placed on runners, and raised 
about a foot from the ground; the whole was paint
ed of a bright red, and long icicles hung frum the 
roof. This monstrous machine disgorged from its 
portal eight men-creatures, all enveloped in bear
skins and shaggy dreadnoughts, and pea-jackets, 
and fur-caps down upon their noses, looking like a 
procession of bears on their hind-legs, tumbling out 
of a showman's caravan. They proved, however, 
when undisguised, to be gentlemen, most of them 
going up to Toronto to attend their duties in the 
House of Assembly. One of these, a personage of 
remarkable height and size, and a peculiar cast of 
features, was introduced to me as Mr. Kerr, the 
possessor of large estates in the neghborhood, 
partly acquired, and partly inherited from his father
in-law, Brandt, the famous chief of the Six Nations. 
Kerr himself has Indian blood in his veins. His 
Bon, yaung Kerr, a fin.e boy about ten years old. is 
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the present acknowledged chief of the Six Nations, 
in his mother's right, the hereditary chieftainship 
beifl~ alwuy" transmitted through the female, though 
passing orC!" her. .l\Irs. Kerr, the eldest daughter 
of Urandt, is a squaw of unmixed Indian blood, and 
has been described to me as a yery superior crea
ture. :-;he has the good SPIlS" to wear habitually 
her Indian costume, slightly Illodifi.·:l, in which she 
looks and Illoves a princc"". graceful and unrestrain
ed, while in a fushionable European dress the effect 
is exactly the !"t'\·erse. 

;\luch mischief has been done in this neighbor
hood by beasts of prey, ano the decl", driven by 
huuger anel the wulves from their forest haunts, have 
been killl'd, ncar the settlements, in unusual Ilum
bers. ()ne of the Indians whom I saw at Toronto, 
on returning by this roall, shot with his new rifle 
eight deer in one day, and ~old them at Hamilton 
for three dollars each-uo bad day's hunting. The 
venison ill Canada is good and abundant, but very 
lean, very unlike English venison; the price is 
generally four or six cents (two pence or three 
pence) a pound. 

After taking some refreshment, we set forth 
again. The next village we passed was called, 
oddly enough, \Vellington Square; it has been re
cently laid out, ani! contains about twenty wooden 
houses; then came Port Nelson, i\Ir. Kerr's place. 
Instead of going round the head of the lake by 
Hamilton, we crossed that very remarkable tongue 
or slip of la~d which divides Burlington Bay from 
Lake Ontano; these were, in fact, two separato 
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lakes till a channel was cut" through the narrow 
isthmus. Burlington Bay, containing about forty 
square miles, is now one sheet of ice, and on the 
slip of land, which is near seven miles ill length, 
and about two hundred yards in width, we found 
the snow lying so deep and in such irregular drifts, 
that we proceeded with difficulty. At length we 
reached Stony Creek, a village celebrated in these 
parts as the,scene of the bloodiest battle fought be
tween the English and Americans during the last 
war. We had intended to sleep here, but the inn 
was so uncomfortable and unpromising, that after a 
short rest we determined on proceeding ten miles 
further to Beamsville. 

It was now dark, and, the snow falling thick, it 
soon became impossible to distinguish the sleigh
track. Mr. Campbell loosened the reins and left 
the horses to their own instinct, assuring me it was 
the safest way of proceeding. After this I remem
ber no more distinctly, except that I ceased to hear 
the ever-jingling sleigh-bells. I awoke, as if from 
the influence of nightmare, to find the sleigh over
turned, myself lying in the bottom of it half-smo
thered, and my companions nowhere to be seen; 
they were flounoerillg in the snow behind. 

Luckily, wben we had stretcbed ourselyes ano 
shaken off the snow, we were found unhurt in life 
and limb. \Ve had fallen down a bank into the bed 
of a rivulet, or a mill-race, I believe, which, being 
filled up with snow, was quite as soft, only a little 
colder, than a down-hed. Frightened I was, be
wildered rather, but "effective" in a moment. It 
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was impossible for the gentlemen to leave the 
horses, which were plunging furiously up to the 
shoulders in the snow, and had already broken the 
sleigh; so I set off to seek assistance, ha\'ing reo 
ceived proper directions. Fortunately we were not 
far from DeamwilJe. My beacon-light was to be 
the chimney of a forge, from which the bright sparks 
were 'treaming up into the dark wintry air, visible 
from a great distance. 1\['ter scrambling through 
mallY a snow-drift, up hill and down hill, 1 at last 
reached the forge, where a man was hammering 
amain at a ploughshare; such was the din, that I 
called for some time unheard; at last, as I advanced 
into the red liglJt of the fire, the man's eyes fell upon 
me, and I shall never forget his look as he stood 
poising his hammer, with the most comical expres· 
sion of bewildered amazement. I could not get 
an answer from him; he opened his mouth and 
repeated aw ! starine;- at me, but without speaking 
or moving. I turned away in despair, yet half 
laughine;-, and after some more scrambling up and 
down, I found mv>elf in the villarre and was directed 
to the inn. c\s,'i't~llCC was iml;:'e(liCltely sent off to 
my friends, and in a few minutes the supper table 
was spread, a pile oflogs higher than myself blazing 
away ill the chimney; venison.steaks, and fried fish, 
cofl~e, h?t ~ak~s, cheese, and whi,key punch, (the 
t1 a, eller s fare III Canada,) were soon smoking on 
~he table; our landlady presided, and the even
ITlg passed merrily away. 

. The old landlady of this inn amused me exceed
ITlgly j she had passed all her life among her equals 
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in station and .education, and had no idea of any 
distinction between guests and customers; and 
while caressing and attending on me, like an old 
mother or an old nurse, gave me her history, and 
that of all her kith and kin. Forty years before, 
her husband had emigrated, and built a hovel, and 
made a little clearing on the edge of the lake. At 
that time there was no other habitation within many 
miles of them, and they passed several years in 
almost absolute solitude. They have now three 
farms, some hundred acres of land, and have brought 
up nine 80n9 and daughters, most of whom are 
married, and settled on lands of their own. She 
gave me a horrid picture of the prevalence of drunk
enness, the vice and the curse of this coulltry. 

I can give you no idea of the intense cold of this 
nig],t; I was obliged to wrap my fur cloak round 
me before I could go to sleep. I rose ill and could 
eat no breakfast, in spite of all the coaxing of the 
good landlady; she got out her best tC3, kept for 
her own drillking, (which tasted for all the world, 
like musty hay,) and buttered toast, i. e. fried bread 
steeped in melted butter, and fruit preserH,d in mo
lasses-to all which I shall get use,l in time-l must 
try, at least, or" thank Heaven, fustillf!." \r e pro
ceeded eighteen miles further, to St. Catherine's, 
the situation of which appeared to me very pretty 
even in winter, and must 1e beautiful in ~ummer. 
I am told it is a place of importance, owing to the 
vicinity of the \Velland Canal, which connects 
Lake Ontario with Lake Erie: it contains more 
tban seven hundred inhabitants. The school here 
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is reckoned the best in the district. We passed 
this morning several streams, which in summer flow 
into the lake, now all frozen up and undistinguisha· 
ble, except by the wooden bridges which cross them, 
and the mills, now still and useless, erected along 
their banks. These streams have the names of 
Thirty Mile Creek, Forty Mile Creek, Twenty 
Mile Creel{, and so on; but wherefore I could not 
discover. 

From St. Catherine's we proceeded twelve miles 
farther, to Niagara. There I found some old En· 
glish or rather Irish friends ready to welcome me 
with joyous affection; and surely there is not a more 
blessed sight than the face of an old friend in a new 
huLl! 

JOlluat"y 2G. 
The town of ~iagara presents tIle same torpid ap' 

pearance which seems to prevail eyery where at tbis 
seawn; it is situateel at the mouth of the river 
Niagara. anel is a place of much business and resort 
when the nayigation is open. '1':,e lake does not 
freeze here, owing to the depth of its mHjestic wa. 
ters; nt'ither does the river, from the velocity of its 
current; yet both are blocked up by the huge frag
meuts "f ice which are brought duwn from Lake 
Erie, and which, unitinO" and accumulating at the 
~outh of the l-iver, form: field of ice extenJing far 
lnto the. lake. How beautiful it looked to.day, 
broken 1Oto vast longitud inal flakes of alternate 
white and azure, and sparkling in the sunshine! 
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There are dock-yards here lately erected, dry 
docks, iron works of some extent, and a steam-en
gine for hauling up vessels fur repair; the chief pro
prietor is a good-natured and public-spirited gentle
man, Captain Melville. He tells me that upwards 
of twenty thousand pounds have been expended on 
these works, and they employ constantly about fifty 
workmen; yet, in spite of this, and in spite of its 
local advantages, as a frontier town and the oldest 
settlement in Upper Canada, Niagara does not 
make progress. The population and the number of 
houses have remained nearly stationary for the 1as'l; 
five yeal"s. I find the people complaining much of 
the want of a good school. 

The laud all around Niagara is particularly fine 
and fertile, and it has been longer cleared and cul
tivated than in other parts of the province. The 
country. they say, is most beautiful in summer, taxes 
are trifling, scarcely felt. amI there are no poor·rates; 
yet ignorance. recklessness, despondency, and ine
briety, seem to prevail. A--, who has beeR 
settled here fill- five years, and B--, himself a 
Canadian, rate the morality of the Canadian popu
lation frightfully low; lying and drunkenness they 
spoke of as nearly ulliversal; men who come here 
with sober habits quickly fall into the vice of the 
country; and those who have the least propensity 
to drinking fina the means of gratification compa
ratively cheap, and little check from public opinion. 

Men learn to drink. who never drank before; 
And those who always drank, now drink the more. 

\-Of.. I. ~ 
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Though I parody, I do not jest; for in truth, if aU, 
or even half, of what I heartl to-day be true, this is 
a horrible state of things_ I asked for a bookseller's 
shop; there i:; not one in the town, but plenty of 
taverns_ There is a duty (If thirty per cent. on 
books impnrterl from tl,e l-nit<:?,l State's, and the ex
pense on 1" ,oks lInl'orted from Enghnd adtls at least 
one·third to their price; but there is no duty on 
whiskey. " If guyernmcnt," said B--, "were 
to lay a duty on whi,kpy, we shoultl only have the 
province overrull with illicit stills, and another 
80Ul'Ce of crime and depru.yity u.c1,],d to the main 
one." 

Sir Francis Hearl recommenl1cd to me, pbyfully, 
to get up a griev'l1lce, t1..d. J mizht have an excuse 
fur p"yifl'.2; him a visit. I think I will represent to 
his 1':",(·l~"IJ(,y tL.· ,1":1I'fl<'.'S ,,[bonks and the c\H?ap
ness of whiskey. I coul,1 not invent a worse griev
ance either in carll cst or in j.·.s!. 

The opposite '\",rc. about a (jlwrter of a mile off, 
is tbe :-ilate of X ew-Y ork. Ti,e Americans have a 
fort on their side, "lid we "Iso have a fort on ours. 
'What the amount of their garrisolJ may be I know 
Dot, but our force consi,h of three privates and a 
corporal, with ader\uate arms and ammunition, i. e. 
rusty firelocks and dumngetl guns. The fortress 
itself I mistook for a dilapidated brewery. This is 
charming-it looks like peace and security, at all 
events. 



NIAGARA IN WINTER. 63 

January 29; 
Well! I have seen these cataracts of Niagara, 

which have thundered in my mind's eal· ever since 
I can remember-which have been my "childhood's 
thought, my youth's desire," since first my imagina
tion was awakened to wonder and to wish. I have 
beheld them, and shall I whisper it to you I-but, 0 
tell it not among the I'hilistines! -1 wish J had 
not! 1 wish they were still a thing unbeheld-a 
thing to be imagined, hoped, and anticipated
something to live for :-the reality has displaced 
from my mind an allusion far more magnificeut than 
itself-l bave no words for my utter disappoint
ment: yet 1 have not the presumption to suppose 
that alII have heard and read of Niagara is false or 
exaggerated-that every expression of astonish
ment, enthusiasm, rapture, is affectation or hyper
bole. No! it must be my own fault. Temi, and 
some of the Swiss cataracts leaping from their 
mOllntains, have affected me a thousand times more 
than all the immensity of Xiagara. 0 1 could beat 
myself! and now there is no help I-the first mo
ment, the first impression is over-is lost; though 
I shoultl live a thousand years, long as Niagara 
itself shall roll, I can never see it again for the first 
time. Something is gone that cannot be restored. 
·What has come over my soul and senses 1-1 am no 
longer Anna-I am metamorphosed-I am trans
lated-I am an ass's head, a clod, a wooden spoon, 
It. fat weed growing on Leth~'s bank, a stock, a stone, 
:II. petrifa.ction-for have I not seen Niagara, the 
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wonder of wonilers; and felt-no words can tell 

'What disappointment! 
But, to take things in oriler: we set off for the 

Falls yesterday morning, with the intention of spend
ing the day there, sleeping, and returning the next 
day to Niagara. The i1istance is fourteen miles, by 
a road winding along the banks of the Niagara 
river, and over the Queens!on heights; and beauti
ful must this land be in summer, since even now it 
is beautiful. The flower garden, the trim shrubbery, 
the lawn, the meailow with its hedgerows, when 
frozen up and wrapt in snow, always give me the 
idea of something not only de:;E)late but dead: N a
ture is the ghost of herself, and trails a spectral 
pall; I always feel a kind of pity-a touch of me
lancholy-when at this sor:suu I have wandered 
:among withered shrubs and buried flower·beds ; but 
nere, in the wilderness, where Xature is wholly 
independent of art, she does not ilie, nor yet mourn; 
she lies down to rest on the bosom of \Vinter, anil the 
aged olle folds h~r in his robe of ermine and jewels, 
:and rocks her with his hurricanes, and hushes her 
to sleep. How still it was! how calm, how vast 
the glittering white waste and the dark purple 
forests! The sun shone out, and the sky was with
out a cloud; yet we saw few people, and for many 
miles the hissing of our sleigh, as we flew along 
up~n our dazzling path, and the tinkling of the 
818lgh-bells, were the only sounds we heard. When 
we were within four or five miles of the Falls, I 
Ilopped the sleigh from time to time to listen fOF 
the roar of the cataracts, hut the state of the at!!l.O&-



NI."GARA IN WINTER. 65 

phere was not favorable for the transmission of 
sound, and the silence was unbroken. 

Such was the deep, monotonous tranquillity 
which prevailed on every sille-so exquisitely pure 
and vestal-like the robe in which all nature lay 
slumbering around us, I could scarce believe that 
this whole frontier district is not only remarkable 
for the prevalence of vice, but of dark and despe
rate crime. 

M1'. A., who is a magistrate, pointed out to me 3. 

lonely house by the way-sille, where, on a lIark 
stormy night in the preceding willter, he had sur
prisell anll arrested a gang of forgers and coiners j 
it was a fearful descril'tiull. For some time my 
impatience had been thus beguiled -impatience and 
suspeJlse much like those of a c1,illl at a theatre be
fore the curtain rises. 1\1y imagination had been 50 

impressed by the vast height of the Falls, that I 
was constantly looking in an upward direction, 
when, as we came to the brow of a hill, my com
panion suddenly checked the horses, and exclaimed, 
.. The Falls !" 

I was not, for an instant, aware of their presence; 
we were yet at a distance, looking down upon them j 
and I saw at one glance a flat extensive plain; the 
sun having withllrawn its beams for the moment, 
there was neither light, nor shade, nor color. In 
the midst were seen the two great cataracts, but 
merely as a feature in the wide landscape. The 
Bound was by no means overpowering, and the 
clouds of spray, which Fanny Butler called ~o beau
tifully the "everlasting incense of the waters," 

.6* 
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now condensed ere they rose by the excessive cola, 
fell round the base of the cataracts in fleecy folds, 
just concealing that furious embrace of the waters 
above and the waters below. All the aesociatians 
which in imagination I had gathered round the 
!Scene, its appalling terrors, its soul-subduing beauty, 
power and height, and velocity and immensity, 
were all diminished in effect, or wholly lost. 

" 
I was quite silent-my very soul sunk within me; 

On seeing my disappointment (written, I suppose, 
most legibly in my countenance) my companion be
gan to comfort me, by telling me of all those who 
had been disappointed on the first view of Niagara, 
and had confessed it. I did confess; but I was not 
to be comforted. \Ve held on our way to the Clif
ton hotel, at the foot of the hill; most desolate it 
looked with its summer verandahs and open balco
nies cumbered up with snow, and hung round with 
icicles-its forlorn, empty rooms, broken windows, 
and dusty dinner tables. The poor people who 
kept the house in winter had gathered themselves 
far warmth and comfort into a little kitchen, and 
when we made our appearance, stared at us with a 
blank amazement, which showed what a rare thing 
was the sight of a visitor at this season. 

While the horses were cared for, I went up into 
the highest balcony to command a better view of 
the cataracts; a little Yankee boy, with a shrewd, 
8harp face, and twinkling black eyes, acting as my 
gentleman usher. As I stood gazing on the scene 
which seemed to enlarge upon my vision, the little 
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fellow stuck his hands into his pockets, and looking 
up in my face, said, 

" You be from the old country, I reckon 1" 
UYes." 
" Out over there, beyond the sea 1" 
" Yes." 
"And did you come all that way across the sea 

for these here Falls 1" 
"Ye " 
" My!!" Then after a long pause, and eyeing 

me with a most comical expression of impudence 
and fun, he added, " N ow, do you know what them 
'ere birds are, out yonder 1" pointing to a number 
of gulls which were hovering and sporting amid the 
spray, rising and sinking and wheeling around, ap
pearing to delight in playing on the verge of this 
" hell of waters" and almost dipping their wingg 
into the foam. My eyes were, in truth, fixed on 
these fair, fearless creatures, and they had suggested 
already twenty fanciful similitudes, when I was 
roused by this question. 

"Those birds 'I" said I. .. Why, wltat are they 7" 
"vVhy, them's EAGLE !" 
" Eagles 1" it was impossible to help laughing. 
"Yes," said tbe urchin sturdily; "and I guess 

you have none of them in the old country 1" 
"N ot many eagles, my boy j but plenty of gulls!" 

and I gave him a pretty considerable pinch by the 

ear . 
.. Ay!" said he, laughing j "well now, you be 

dreadful smart-smarter than many folks that come 
here !n 
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'" e now prepared to walk to the Crescent fall, 
and I bound some crampons to my feet, like those 
they use among the Alps, without which I could not 
for a moment have kept my footing on the frozen 
surface of the snow. As we approached the Table 
Rock, the whole scene assumed a wild and wonder
ful magnificence; down came the dark-green waters, 
hurrying with them over the edge of the precipice 
enormous blocks of ice llrought down from Lake 
Eric. On e3ch side of the Falls, from the ledges 
and o\'erhall~ing clifT;;, were suspended huge icicles, 
some twelll)" Wme thirty feet inlcngth, thicker than 
the booy of a man, alld in color of a paly green, 
like the glaciers of tlle Alps; and all the crags be
low, which projected frum the boilillg edoying 
waters, were inCl'u,tcrl, and in a manner built round 
widl ice, which hao fcmned into immense crystals, 
like basaltic CUllllllll,;, such as I have seen in the 
pictures of ;:;tafl'l and tbe (: iunt's Causeway; and 
every tree, aTllI leaf, and branch, fringing the wcks 
ano ravines, were wrought in ice. On them, and on 
the wooden buildings erected near the Table Rock, 
the spray from the cataract had accumulated and 
folTtwd into the most beautiful crystals and tracery 
work; they looked like houses of glass, welted and 
moulded into regular ornamental shapes, and hung 
round with a rich fringe of icy points. Wherever we 
8tood we were on unsafe ground, for the snow, when 
heaped up as now to the height of three or four feet, 
frequently slipped in masses from the bare rock and 
on its s~rface the spray. for ever falling, was' con
verted mto a sheet of ice, smooth, compact, and 
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glassy, on which I could not have stood a moment 
without my crampons. It was very fearful, and yet 
I could not tear myself away, but remained on the 
Table Rock, even on the very edge of it, till a kind 
of dreamy fascination came over me; the continu
ous thunder, and might and movement of the lap
sing waters, held all my vital spirits bound lip as by 
a spell. _Then, as at last I turned away, the descend
ing sun broke out, and an Iris appeared below the 
American Fall, one extremity resting on a snow 
mound; and motionless there it hung in the midst 
of restless terrors, its beautiful but rather pale hues 
contrasting with the death-like colorless objects 
around; it reminded me of the faint ethereal smile 
of a dying martyr. 

We wandered about for nearly four hours, and 
then returned to the hotel: there my good-natured 
escort from Toronto, Mr. Campbell, was waiting to 
conduct us to his house, which is finely situated on 
an erninenct: IIot far from the great cataract. We 
did not know, till we arrived there, that the young 
and lovely wife of our host had been confined only 
the day before. This event had been concealed 
from us, Jest we should have some scruples about 
accepting hospitality under such circumstances; 
and, in truth, I did feel at first a little uncomfortable, 
and rather de trop; but the genuine kindness of our 
reception soon overcame alI scruples: we were 
made welcome, and soon felt ourselves so ; and, for 
my own part, I have always sympathies ready for 
such occasions, and shared very honestly in the 
grateful joy of these kind people. After dinner I 
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went up into the room of the invalid-a little nest 
of warmth and comfort; and though the roar of the 
neighboring cataract shook the house as with a uni
versal tremor, it did not quite oyerpower the soft 
voice of the weak but happy mother, nor e\'en the 
feeble wail of the new-born babe, as I tflok it in my 
arms with a \\'llispered blessing, and it fell asleep 
in my lap. 1',,,,,' little thing i-it was an awful sort 
of lullaby, that ceaseless thunder of the mighty 
waters ever at hant!, yr:t no one but myself seemed 
to heed, or e\'en to hear it; such is the force of cus
tom, ana the power of adaptation even in our most 
delicate ()r.~a lIS. 

To sleep at the hotel was impossible, and to in
truoe oursehes on the Campbells equally so. It 
was near miunight when we mounted our sleigh to 
return to the town of Niagara, and, as I remember, 1 
eli,l not ntt"r ~ woro durin~ the whole fourteen mileR. 
The air was still, though keen, the snow lay around, 
the "-1,,,1e earth seemed to .lullIber ill a gllUstly, 
c.,lUl l(:'l'usej but the heavens were wioe awake. 
There the Aurora Borealis was holding her revels, 
and dancing ana flashing, and varying through all 
shapes aDd all hues-pale amber, rose tint, blood 
red-and the stars shone out with a fitful, restless 
brilliance; and every now and then a meteor would 
shoot athwart the skies, or fall to earth, and all 
around me was wild, ana strange, and exciting
more like a fever dream than a reality. 

To-day I am suffering, as might be expected, with 
pain and stiffness, unable to walk across the room; 
but the pain will pass: and on the whole I am glad 
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1 have made this excursion. The Falls did not 
make on my mind the impression I had anticipated. 
perhaps for that reason, even because I had aJltici· 

pated it. Under different circumstances it might 
have been otherwise; but" it W"8 sung tu me in 
my cradle," as the Germans say,' that I should live 
to be disappointed-even in the Falls of Xiagara. 

Toronto, February 7. 

M r. B. gave me a seat in his sleigh, and after a 
rapid and very pleasant journey, <luring which I 
gained a good deal or information. we reached To
ronto yesterday morning .. 

The road was the same as before-with one de· 
.. iation howevel-it \VCb found expedient to cross 
Hurlington Bay on the ice, about seYen miles o\'er, 
the lake beneath being twenty, and five-und-twenty 
fathoms in depth. It was ten o'duck at night, and 
the only light was that reflected from the snow. The 
beaten track, from which it is not safe to deviate, 
was very narrow, and a man, in the worst, if not the 
last stage of intoxication, noisy and brutally reck· 
less, was driving before us in a sleigh. All this, 
with the novelty of the situation, the tremendous 
cracking of the ice at every instant, gave me a sense 
of apprehension just sufficient to be exciting, ratber 

~ Ie So war mir's in der Wicge gesung-en," is a common phrase 
in the north of Germany to express something to which we are 
oecmingly predestined. 
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than very unpleasant, though I will confess to a 
feeling of relief when we were once more on the 
solid earth. 

n. is said to be a hard, active, clever, practical 
man. I liked him, and thought him intelligent and 
good·natured: we had much talk. Leaving his ser· 
vant to drive, he would jump down, stand poised 
upon one of the runners, and, thus gliding smoothly 
along. we conversed. 

It is a remarkable fact, with which you are pro
bably acquainted. that when one growth of timber 
is cleared from the land, another of quite a different 
species springs up spontaneously in its place. 
Thus, the oak or the beech succeeds to the pine, 
and the pine to the oak or maple. This is not ac· 
counted for, at least I have found no one yet who 
can give me a reason for it. We passed by a forest 
lately consumed by fire, and I asked why, in clear. 
ing the woods, they did not leave groups of the finest 
trees, or even single trees, here and there, to embel, 
lish the country 1 nut it seems that this is impossi. 
ble-for the trees thus left standing, when deprived 
of the shelter and society to which they have been 
accustomed, uniformly perish-which, for mine own 
poor part, J thought very natural. 

A Canadian settler /tates a tree, regards it as his 
natural enemy, as something to be dostroyed, eradi. 
cated, annihilated by all and allY means. The idea 
of useful or ornamental is seldom associated here 
even with the most magnificent timber trees, such 
as among the Druids had been consecrated, and 
among the Greeks would have sheltered oracles and 
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votive temples. The beautiful faith which assigned 
to every tree of the forest its guardian nymph, to 
every leafy grove its tutelary divinity, would find 
no votaries here. Alas! for the Dryads and Hama
dryads of Canada! 

There are two principal methods of killing trees 
in this country, besides the quick, unfailing destruc
tion of the axe; the first by setting fire to them, 
which sometimes leaves the root uninjured to rot 
gradually and unseen, or be grubbed up at leisure, 
or, more generally, there remains a visible fragment 
-0£ a charred and blackened stump, deformed and 
painful to look upon; the other methud is slower, 
but even more effectual; a -deep gash is cut through 
the bark intI!) the stem, quite round the bole of the 
tree. This prevents the circulation of the vital 
juices, and by degrees the tree droops and dies. 
This is technically called ringing timber. Is not 
this like the two ways in which a woman's heart 
may be killed in this world of ours-by passion and 
by sorrow 1 But better far the swift fiery death 
than this " ringing," as they call it! 

February 17 • 

... There is no society in Toronto," i.-l what I hear 
repeated a1\ around me-'Cven by those who compose 
the only society we have. .. But," YOli will say, 
.. wh~t could be expected in a remote town, which 
forty years ago was an uninhabited swamp, and 
twenty years ago only began to exist 1" I really 

VOL. I. ':/ 
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do not kllOw what I expected, but I will tell you 
what I did not expect. I did not expect to find here 
in this new capital of a new country, with the bound
less forest within half a mile of us on almost every 
side-concentrated as it were the worst evils of 
our old and most artificial social system at home, 
with none of its agremcns, aud none of its advan
tages. Toronto is like a fourth or fifth rate provin
cial tOWIl, with the pretensions of a capital city. 
W t: have here a petty colonial oligarchy, a self-con
stituted aristocracy, ba,cd upon nothing real, nor 
even upon any thing imaginary; aud we have all 
the mutual jealousy and fear, and petty gossip, and 
mutual meddling and mean rivabhip, whic hare 
common in a small society of which the members 
aTe well known to each other, a society composed, 
like all societies, of miilly LeterogeueOlls particles; 
but as these circulate within very confined limits, 
there id 110 gcttillg out of the way of what one most 
dislikes: we must lIecesEurily hear, see, and pas· 
sively endure ml.ch that annoys and disgusts allY 
one acclistomed to the independence of a large aml 
liberal society, or the ease of cOlltinelltal life. It 
is curious enough to see how quickly a Hew fashion, 
or a new folly, i~ imported from the old country, 
and with whJ.t difficulty and delay a lIew idea fillds 
its way into the heads of the people, or a new book 
into their hanus. Yet, in the midtit of all this, I 
cannot but see that good spirits and corrective prin. 
ciples are at work; that progress is making: though 
the march of intellect be not here in double quick 
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time, as in Europe, it does not absolutely stand 
stock -still. 

There reigns here a hateful factiOllS spirit in poli
tical matters, but for tbe present no public or patri
otic feeling, no recognition of general or generou8 
principles of policy: as yet I have meet with nODe 
of these. Cana.da is a colony, not a country; it is 
not yet identified with the dearest affections and as
sociations, remembrances, and hopes of its inhabit
ants: it is to them an adopted, not a real mother. 
Their love. their pride, are not for poor Canada. but 
for high and happy England; but a few more gene
rations must change all this. 

We have here Tories, V/higs, and Radicals. so 
.called; but these words do not signify exactly what 
lve mean by the same designations at home. 

You must recollect that the first settlers ill Upper 
Canada were those who were obliged to fly [\'Om the 
United States during the revolutiollary. war. in con
sequence of their attachment to the British govern
ment, and the soldiers and non·commissioned officers 
tvho had fought during the war. These were re
compensed for their losses, sufferings. and services, 
by gt'ants of land in e pper Canada. Thus the very 
first elements out of which our social system was 
framed. were repugnance and contempt for the new 
institutions of the United States, and a dislike to the 
people of that countl'y-a very natural result of 
foregoing causes; and thus it has happened that 
the slightest tinge of democratic, or even liberal 
principles in politics, was for a long time a sufficient 
impeachment of the IQ,)'alty, a stain upon the per. 
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sonal character, of those who held them. The 
Tories have therefore been hitherto the influential 
party; in their hands we fiud the government patron
age, the principal offices, the sales and grants of 
land, for a long series of years. 

Another party, professing the same boundless 
loyalty to the mother country, and.the same dislike 
for the principles and institutions of their Yankee 
neighbors, may be called the \Vhigs of Upper Ca
nada; these look with jealousy and scorn on the 
power and prejudices of the Tory families, and in
sist on the necessity of many reforms in the colonial 
government. Many of these are young men of 
talent, and professional men, who find themselves 
shut out from what they regard as their fair propor
tion of social consideration and influence, such as, in, 
a small society like this, their superior education 
and character ought to command for them. 

Another set are the Radicals, whom I generally 
hear mentioned as "those scoundrels," or "those 
rascals," or with some epithet expressive of the 
utmost contempt and disgust. They are tho$e wh!} 
wish to see this country erected into a republic, like 
the United States. A few among them are men of 
talent and education, but at present they are neither 
influential nor formidable. 

There is among all parties a general tone ef com
plaint aDd discontent_a mutual distrust~a languor 
and supineness-the causes of which I cannot as yet 
understand. Even those whQ are enthusiastically 
British in heart and feelin~, who sincerely believe 
that it is the tme in.terest of the c:olo~y to remai& 
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under the control of the mother country, are as dis
contented as the rest: they bitterly denounce the 
ignorance of the colonial officials at home, with reo 
gard to the true interests of the country: tbey as
cribe the want of capital for improvement on a large 
scale to no mistrust in the resources of the country, 
but to a want of confidence in the measures of tho 
government, and the security of property. 

In order to understand something of the feelings 
which prevail here, you must bear in mind the dis
tinction between the two prodnces of e pper and 
Lower Canada. The project of uniting them once 
more into one legislature, with a central metropolis, 
is most violently opposed by th"iC who~e personal 
interests and convenience would sulfer materially 
by a change in the seat of government. I have 
heard some persons go so far as to decbre, that if 
the ullion of the two provitlces were to be estab
lished by law, it were sufficient to absolve a man 
from his allegiance. On the other hand, the mea
sure has powerful advucates in both provinces.* It 
seems, on looking over the map of this vast and 
magnificent country, and reading its whole history, 
that the political division into five provinces,t each 
with its independent governor and legislature, its 
separate correspoudence with the Colonial-office, its 
local laws, and local taxation, must certainly add to 
the amount of colonial patronage, and perhaps ren-

• A very clever paper on this subject was published in the 
Quebec Mercury, Sept. 1·1th, 1837. 

t Viz. Upper Canada, Lower Canada, Nova Scotia, New
Brunswick, and Prince Edward's Island. 

'* 
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der more secure the subjection of the whoTe to tile 
British crown; but may it not also have perpetuated 
local distinctions and jealousies-kept alive divided 
interests, narrowed the resources, and prevented the 
improvement of the country on a large and general 
scale 1 

But I had better stop here, ere I get beyond my 
depth. I am not one of those who opine sagely, 
that women have nothing to do with politics. On the 
contrary; but I do seriously think, that no one, be 
it man or woman, ought to talk, much less write, on 
what they do not understand. Not but that I have 
my own ideas on these matters, though we were 
never able to make out, either to my own satisfac
tion or to yours, whether I am a Whig, or Tory, or 
Radical. In politics I acknowledge but two par
ties-those who hope and those who fear. In 
morals, but two parties-those who lie and those 
who speak truth: and all the world I divide into 
those who love, and those who hate. This compre
hensive arrangement saves me a vast deal of trouble, 
and answers all my own purposes to admiration. 

February 18. 
Toronto is, as a residence, worse and better than 

other small communities-u;orse in so much as it is 
remote from all the best advantages of a high state 
of ~iviliz~tion, while it is infected by all its evils, 
all Its fullIes; and better, because, besides being a 
small p~ace, it is a ~Qung place; and in spite of this 
affectation of looklllg back, instead of looking up. 
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it must advance-it may become the thinking head 
and beating heart of a nation, great, wise, and 
happy; who knows 1 And there are moments 
when, considered under this point of view, it as
sumes an interest even to me; but at present it is 
in a false position, like that of a youth aping matu
rity; or rather like that of the little boy in Hogarth's 
picture, dressed in a long-flapped laced waistcoat, 
ruffies, and cocked-hat, crying for bread and butter. 
With the interminable forests within half a mile of 
us-the haunt of the red man, the wolf, the bear
with an absolute want of the means of the most 
ordinary mental and moral development, we have 
here conventionalism in its most oppressive and 
ridiculous forms. If I should ""y, that at present 
the people here want cnltivation, want polish, and 
the means of acquiring either, tltat is natural-is in
telligible-and it were unreasouable to expect it 
could be otherwise; but if I say they want honesty, 
you would understand me, t!try would not; they 
would imagine that I accused them of false weights 
and cheating at cards. So far they are certainly 
.. indifferent honest" after a fashion, but never did 
I hear so little truth, nor find so little mutual be
nevolence. And why is it so 1-because in this 
place, as in other small provincial towns, they live 
under the principle of fear-they are all afraid of 
each other, afraid to be themselves; and where 
there is much fear, there is little love, and less 
truth. 

I was reading this morning* of Maria d'Escobar, 

• In the Life of Sjr James Mackintosh. 
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a Spanish lady, who first brought a few grains of 
wheat into the city of Lima. For three years she 
distributed the produce, giving twenty grains to one 
man, thirty grains to another, and so on-hence all 
the corn in Peru. . 

Is there no one who will bring a few grains of 
truth to Toronto 1 

February 21. 

The monotony of this, my most monotonous exis
tence, was fearfully brul;en last nigllt. I had gone 
early to my room, and bad just rung for my maid, 
when I was aware of a strange light flashing through 
the atmosphere-a fire was ragillg in the lower 
parts of the city. I looked out; there was the full 
moon, brighter than ever she shows her fair face in 
our dear cloudy Ellgland-bright and calm as you 
now behold her in the l\1editerranean, looking down 
upon the snowy landscape, and the icy bay glittered 
like a sheet of silver; and on the other side of the 
heavens all was terror and tumult-clouds of smoke, 
mingled with spires of flame, rose into the sky. 
Far off the garrison was beating to arms-the bells 
tolling; yet all around there was not a living being 
to be seen, and the snow-waste was still as deatb. 

Fires are not uncommon in Toronto, where tbe 
houses are mostly wood; they have generally an 
alarum once or twice a week, and six or eight 
houses burned in tbe Course of the winter; but it 
was evident this was of more fearful extent than 
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usual. Finding, on inquiry, that all the household 
had gone off to the scene of action, my own maid 
excepted, I prepared to follow, for it was impossible 
to remain here idly gazing on the flames, and lis
tening to the distant shouts in ignorance and sus
pense. The fire was in the principal street, (King
street,) and five houses were bUTlling together. I 
made my way through the snow-heaped, aeserted 
streets, and into a kind o( court or garaen at the 
back of the blazing houses. There \Vas a vast and 
motley pile of household stuff in the midst, and a 
poor woman keeping guard over it, nearly up to her 
knees in the sn:Jw. I stood on the top of a bed
stead, leaning on her shoulder, and thus we remained 
till the whole row of buildings had fallen in. The 
Irishmen (God bless my countrymen! for in all 
good-all mischief-aU frolic-all danger-they 
are sure to be the first) risked their lives most 
bravely; their dark figures moying to and fro amid 
the blazing rafters, tlleir fine attitudes, and the reck
lessness with which they flung themselve;; into the 
most horrible situations, became at last too fearfully 
excltlIlg. I was myself so near, and the flames 
were 80 tremendous, that one side of my face was 
scorched and blistered. 

All this time, the poor woman on whose shoulder 
I was leaning, stood silent ana motionless, gazing 
with apparent tranquillity on her burning hOllse. I 
remember saying to her with a shudder-" But this 
is dreadful! to stand by and look on while one's 
home and property are destroyed I"~ And she re
plied quietly, " Yea, ma'am; but I dare say some 
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good will come of it. All is for the best, if one 
knew it; and now J emmy's safe, I don't care for 
the rest." Now J em my was not her son, as 1 
found, but a poor little orphan, of whom she took 
charge. 

There had been at first a scarcity of water, but a 
hole being hewed through the ice on the lake, the 
supply was soon quick and plentiful. All wouIa 
have been well over, if the sudden fall of a stack 
of chimneys had not caused some horrible injuries. 
One poor boy was killed, and some others maimed 
-poor Mr. B. among the number. After this I re
turned home rather heart-sick, and nigh to the house 
a sleigh glanced by at a full gallop, on which I could 
just perceive, in the moonlight, the extended form 
of a man with his hands clenched over his head-as 
in agony, or lifeless. 

Talking this morning of the incidents of last 
night, several people have attempted to comfort 
themselves and me too with the assurance, that 
whatever might be the private loss or suffering, a 
fire was always a pub1ic benefit in Toronto-a good 
brick hou~e was sure to arise in the place of a 
wooden one. It may be so-brick houses are bet
ter certainly than wooden ones-safer too; but as 
a general argument, I never can bear to think that 
any public benefit can be based on individual suf. 
fering: I hate the doctrine, and am not convinced 
by the logic. In these days of political economy, 
it is too much a fashion to consider human being8 
only in masses. Wondrous, and vast, and all-im
portanta s is this wide frame of human society, with 
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nil its component elements variously blendcu-all 
its magnificent destinies-is it more important in 
the sight of God, more fearful, more sublime to 
contemplate, than that mysterious world of pow
ers, ant! affections, and aspirations, which we call 
the human soul? 

In what regards government anu politics, do we 
not find the interest of the many sacrificed to the 
few; while, in all that regards society, the morals 
and tbe happiness of illdiyiduals are SDCl'ificcd to 
the mallY 1 and hoth are wrong. I never can bring 
myself to admire a social system, in which the ho
llar, rights, or happiness of allY individual, though 
the meanest, is made to yiclu to a supposed future 
or general good. It is a wicked calculation, and it 
will be found as inexpedient as it is wicked. 

\\' e women have especial reason to exclaim 
against this principle. "Ye are told ope Illy by 
moralbts and politicians, that it is for the general 
good of society, nay, an absolute necessity, that 
one-fifth part of our sex should be condemned as the 
legitimate prey of the other, pl'edoomcd to die ill 
reprobation, in the streets, in hospitals, that the vir
tue of the rest may be preserved, alld the pride and 
the passions of men both gratified. But I have a 
hitter pleasure in thinking that tbis most base, most 
cruel conventional law is avenged upon those who 
made and uphold it; that here the sacrifice of a 
certain number of one sex to the permitted license 
of the other is no general good, but a general 
curse-a very ulcer in the bosom of society. 

The subject is a hateful one-more hateful is it 
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to bear it sometimes alluded to witb sneering levity, 
and sometimes waved aside with a fastidious or ar
rogant prudery. Unless we women take Borne cou
rage to look upon the evil, and find some help, some 
remedy within our~elves, I know not where it is to 
come from. 

F. told me yesterday a story which I must try to 
note down for you, if I can find fit words in which to 
relate it. It is another proof that the realit.ies of 
life transcend all fiction. I have known-have seen 
with these mine own eyes, more of tragedy and 
romance than I would dare to reveal-and who has 
nolt 

F. told me, that when he was serving in the army 
in the Lower Province, a young officer, one of his 
own friend8, (mentioning his name,) seduced from 
her parents a very pretty girl, about fifteen or six
teen. F. knew something of her family, which was 
respectable, and tried to save her, but in vain. After 
Borne months, the officer S. became tired of his vic
tim, and made her over to a brother officer. F. 
again interfered, and the poor girl did for a time 
return to her p::rellts, who gladly aud gratefully re
ceived her; but she was spoiled for her home, and 
her home was spoiled fur her; the sources of inno
cent pleasure were poisoned, and why should we 
wonder and exclaim, if a woman who has once 
known the flatteries and caresses of love, find it 
hard-most hard-to resign herself to Jays and 
nights, solitary, toilsome, joyless, un endeared 1 
After a while, the colonel of the regiment found 
means to allure her again Tram her home; he be. 
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.came strongly attached to her, she was faithful and 
~evoted to him, and he took her with him to England. 

Years had passed away, when S., who had left the 
.army, also returned to England. 'Vhile he was 
roamillg about London, amusing himself as young 
men are wont to do after a long absence from the cen
tral mart of pleasure and dissipation, he betook 
himself one evening, after a tavern dinner, to Borne 
hOllse of infamous reso,t, and one of the wretched 
women of the establishment wa~ sent to him as a 
companion. As she entered the room, S. started 
from the sofa to encounter in the impudent, degrad
ed, haggard, tawdry thing before him, the poor child 
who had been his victim in Canada; but long years 
<of vice and misery had not yet utterly hardened ber. 
T'lJCY stood face to face for a fel\" seconds, and look
ed in silence lipan each otber, (and whu can tell what 
in tbose few seconds may have passed through the 
minds of each 7) and tben the miseraLle girl fell 
senseless on the floor. 

He raised her up, and, in the remorse and agony 
of the moment, offered her all be had in the 
world ;-pour, pour compensation! He urged her 
retul'll to Canada :-he would pay all her expenses
place her beyond the reach of want-but it was all 
in vain. 

After the first burst of feeling was over, the 
wretched girl shook him from her with sullen &corn 
and despair, and not only refused to return to the 
home she had disgraced, but even to accept from 
him any thing whatever-and thus she left him. He 
it was -ldmself-who described the scene to F. 

VOL. L 8 
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" Poor fellow!" said F., in conclusion, "he did 
not recover it for a long time-he felt it very much !" 

Poor fellow i-and yet he was to be pitied j he 
did not make the system under which he was edu
cated. 

u \Vhat became of Captain S.1" I asked . 
.. 0, he married well j he is now a very respecta-

ble and excellent man-father of a family." 
.. He has children, thcn1" 
.. Yes; several." 
" Daughters 1" 
U Yes." 

.. No doubt," thought I, "he will take care of 
them." 

Ana yet one wora more before 1 throw down my 
pen. I have wandered far from the fire in King
~treet-but no matter. 

How often we hear repeated that most false and 
vulgar commonphlce, that the rakes and libertines of 
the other sex are sure to fina fayor with women
even the most yirtuollS women! This has heen re
peated oYer and o\·er again by wits and playwrights 
till foolish women take the thing for granted, and 
foolish men aim at such a reputation as a means of 
pleasing us. 0 the fully in them-the insult to us! 
No man eYer 1'1ea,cL; a woman because he was a 
libertine. What virtuous woman has the least idea 
of what a libertine really is 1 \Vhat fair, innocent 
girl, who hears a very agreeable and perfectly well
bred man stigmatized as such, images the thing 
to herself1 Does she know what it means 1 Can 
,he follow such a man iuto his daily life, his bought 
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pleasures, his shameful haunts 1 Luckily-or shall 

I not say unluckily 1-she has no knowledO'e no o , 

conception even, of all this. If the truth were 
laid open to her, how she would shrink away from 
all contact with such a being, in the utter disgust 
which a pure-hearted and pure.minded being would 
naturally feel! Her idea of a libertine is about as 
near the truth as poor Minna's idea of a pirate. 
And so that which is the result of the ignorance; 
the innocence, the purity of women, is oddly enough 
converted into reproach against us. 

No; there is no salvation for women but in our
selves: in self-knowledge, self-reliance, self·respect, 
-and in mutual help and pity; no good is done by a 
smiling abuse of the "wicked courses" of men, 
while we trample into irrecoverable perdition the 
weak and erring of our own sex:* 

• I cannot forbear quoting here a passage from Harriet Mar
tineau, printed since this little journal was written: 

" In the present case, the course to be pursued is to exalt tke 
.aims and to strengthen the self-discipline of the whole of socie
ty by each one being as good as he can make himself, and rely
ing on his own efforts after self-perfection, "'ther than on any 
fortunate arrangements of outw·ard social.circumstances. Wo
men, especially, should be allowed the free use of \V hatever 
.strength their Maker has seen fit to give them ; it is essential to 
the virtue of society that they should be allowed the freest monu 
8ction, unfettered by ignorance and un intimidated by authority: 
f6T it i. alt unquestioned and unquestionable fact, that if wom". 
were not 1"eak, men ,could not be wicked; that if women /l'e;e 
lnavel!l pure, there must be an end to the da.<tardlyl !lrann!! ./ 
licentiousness."-!SP&iel.y in America. 
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February 24. 

" Ce qui est moins que moi, m'eteint et m'assom
me: ce qui est d cote de moi m'ennuie et me fatigue ~ 
il n'y a que ce qui est au·dessus de moi qui me souti
enne et m'arrache it moimeme.""" This is true
llOW true, I feel, and far more prettily said than I 
could say it; and thus it is that during these last 
few days of illlless and solitary confillemeIlt, I took 
refuge in another and a higher world, and bring you 
my ideas thereupon. 

I have been reading over again the Iphigenia, the 
Tasso, and the Egmont of Goethe. 

Iphigenia is all repose; Tasso all emotion; Eg
mont all action and passion. Iphigenia rests upon 
the grace and grandeur of form-it is statuesque 
throughout. Tasso is the strife between the poetic 
and prosaic nature. Egmont is the working of the 
Teal; all here is palpable, practical-even love 
itself.' 

I laid down the Tasso with a depth of emotion 
which I have never felt but after reading Hamlet, to 
which alone I could compare it; but this is a trage
dy profound and complete in effect, without the in
tervention of any evil principle, without a dagger. 
without a death, without a tyrant, without a traitor! 
The Irutlt of Leonora d'Este's character struck me 
forcibly; it is true to itself, as a character-true to 
all we know of her history. The shadow which a 
a hidden love has thrown over the otheTwise trans
parent and crystalline simplicity of her mind is very 
charming-more charmiag from the cOlltrast with. 

• Mademoiselle de l'Espinasse. 
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her friend Leonora Sail vitale, who reconciles her
self to the project of removing Tasso with exquisite 
feminine subtlety and sentimental cunning. 

Why do you not finish your translation of the 
Egmont 1 who will ever do it as you can? \Vhat 
deep wisdom, what knowledge of human nature in 
every scene! And what can be finer than the two 
female portraits-the imperial, imperi0us Margaret 
of Austria, and the plebeian girl, (,lJrchen? The 
character of Chirchen grows upon me as I study it. 
Is she not reJ.lly a Flemish .J uliet, in her fond im
patience, her wilfulness, and the energy of resolve 
arising out of the strength of passion 1 And her 
tenderness for her poor discarded lover, Braken
berg, whom she cannot love and cannot hate, is all 
so womanly natural! 

.. 
Iphigenia is an heroic tragedy-Tasso, a poetical 

tragedy; Egmont, an historical tragedy-Clavigo 
is what the Germans call a biirgerliche, 01' domestic 
tragedy (tragedie bourgeoise.) I did not read this 
playas I read the Tasso, borne aloft into the ideal, 
floating on the wings of enthusiasm between the 
earth and stars; but I laid it down with a terrible 
and profound pain-yes, pain! for it was worse and 
deeper than mere emotion. Yet it is difficult to 
speak of Clavigo as a work of art. The matter-of
fact simplicity of the plLlt, the every-day nature of 
the characters, the prosaic sentiments, the deep 
homely pathos of the situations, are almost too real 
-they are brought home to our own bosoms, our 
own experience-~hey are just what, in feeling 

8· 
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most, we can least dare to express, The seene be
tween Carlos and Clavigo, in which Carlos dis
suades his friend from marrying the woman to 
whom he was engaged, is absolutely wonderful. If 
Clavigo yielded to any mere persuasion or common
place arguments, he would be a despicable wretch
we should feel no interest about him, and it would 
also belie the intellect with which he is endowed. 
It is to that intellect, Carlos addresses himself. His 
arguments, undcr oue point of view-that of com
mon sense-are unanswerable. His reasoning, 
springing from conviction, is reason itself. What 
can bc more practically wise than his calculations
more undeniably true than his assertions 1 His 
rhetoric, dictated as it is by real fi'iendship, and fun 
of fire and animation, is even more overwhelming 
from its sincerity than its eloquence; and his sar
castic observations on poor Marie Beaumarchais, on 
her want of personal attractions, her ill-health, her 
foreign manners; on the effect she will produce on 
society as his wife, and the clog she must prove to 
his freedom and ambitious career, are all so well 
aimed, so well meant, so well founded, that far from 
hating Carlos and despising Clavigo, we are im
pressed with a terror, a sympathy, a sort of fearful 
fascination. Everyone who reads this play must 
~c~lIowl~dge, and with an inward shuddering, that 
It IS possIble he might have yielded to this conven
tional common sense, this worldly logic, even for 
want of ~rguments. to disprove it. The only things 
left out In the admIrable reasonings and calculations 
of Carlos, are nature and conscience, to which. iu 
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tbeir combination, the world bave agreed to give 
the name of Romance. But never yet were the 
feelings and instincts of our nature violated with 
impunity; never yet was the voice of conscience 
silenced without retribution. In the tragedy, the ca· 
tastrophe is immediate and terrible; in real life it 
might come in some other shape, or it might come 
later, but it would come-of tllat there is no doubt. 

February ~:;. 

The accusation which has been frecluently made 
against Goethe, that notwithstanding his passionate 
admiration for women, he has throughout his works 
wilfully and systematically depreciated woman
hood, is not just, in my opmwn. No lloubt he is 
not so universal as Shakspeare, nor so ideal as 
Schiller; but though he might ha\-e taken a more 
elevated and a more enlargell view of tbe sex, his 
portraits of inllividual women are true as truth it
self. His idea of women generally was like that 
entertainell by Lord Byron, ratber oriental and sul
tanish,. he is a little of tbe bashaw persuasion. 
" Goethe," said a frienll of mine who knew him in
timately, "had no notion of heroic women," (Hel
denfrauen,) "in poetry, he thought tbem unnatural, 
in history, false. For such delineations as Schil· 
ler's Joan of Are, anll Stauffacher's wife (in Wil
helm Tell) he had neither faith nor sympathy." 

His only heroic and ideal creation is the Iphige
nia, anll she is as perfect and as pnre as a piece of 
Greek sculpture. I think it a proof that if he did 
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not understand or like the active heroism of Ama
zonian ladies, he had a very sublime idea of the 
pa~sive heroism of female nature. The basis of the 
character is trutlt. The drama is the very triumph 
of unsullied, unflinching truth. It has been said, 
that Goethe intended this character as a portrait of 
the Grand Duchess Louise, of "\Veimar. The in
tention of the poet remains doubtful; but it should 
seem that from the first moment the resemblance 
was generally admitted: and what a glorious com
pliment to the Duchess was tbis acknowledgment! 
It was through this true-hearted ness, tbis immuta
ble integrity in word and deed, and through no 
shining qualities of mind, or blandishments of man
ner, that she prevailed over the angry passions, and 
commanded the respect of Napoleon, a man who 
openly contemned women, but whose instructions 
to his ambassadors and ministers always ended with 
" Soignez les femmes," a comment of deep import 
on our false positiotl and fearful power. 

February 27. 
I have had a visit this morning from a man I 

must introduce to you more particularly. My 
friend, Col. F., would have pleased me any where, 
but here he is really invaluable. 

Do you remember that lyric of Wordswortb 
" The Reverie of Poor Susan," in which he de: 
scribes the emotions of a poor servant-girl from the 
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country, whose steps are arrested in Chellpside by 
the song of a caged bird 1 

'Tis a note of enchantment-wbat nils he.-1 she sees 
A mountain ascendill:;1 a "isioll of trees; 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove's, 
The one only d welling on earth that she loves! 

She looks, and her heart is in heaven! 

And how near are human hearts allied in all na
tural instincts and sympathies, and what an unfail
ing, universal fount of poetry are these even in 
their homeliest forms! F. told me to.day, that 
once, as he was turning down a bye street in this 
little town, he heard somewhere near him the song 
of the lark. (Now, you must observe, there are no 
larks in Canada but those which are brought from 
the old country.) F. shall speak in his own words: 
" So, ma'am, when I heard the voice of the bird in 
the air, I looked, by the natural instinct, up to the 
heavens, thvugh I knew it could 1I0t be there, and 
then on this side, and then on that, and sure enough 
at last I saw the little creature perched on its sod 
of turf in a little cage, and there it kept trilling and 
warbling away, and there I stood stock still-lis
tening with my heart. Well, I don't know what it 
was at all that came over me, but every thing seem
ed to change before my eyes, and it wa~ in poor 
Ireland I was again, and my home all about me, and 
I was again a wild slip of a boy, lying on my back 
on the hill-side above my mother's cabin, and watch
ing, as I used to do, tho lark singing and soaring 
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over my head, and I straining my eye to fullow her 
tiJl she melted into the blue sky-and there, ma'am 
-would you believe it 7- I stood like an old fool 
listening to the bird's song, lost, as in a dream, and 
there I think 1 could have stood till this day." And 
the eyes of the rough soldier filled with tears, even 
wbile he laughed at himself, as perfectly unconscious 
that he was talking poetry, as Mons. Jourdain could 
be that he was talking prose. 

Colonel F. is a soldier of fortune -which phrase 
means, in his case at least, that he owes nothing 
whatever to fortune, but every thing to his own 
good heart, his own good sense, and his own good 
sword. He was the son, and glories in it, of an 
Irish cotler, on the estate of the Knight of Glyn. 
At the age of fifteen he shouldered a musket, and 
joined a regiment which was ordered to Holland at 
the time the Duke of York was opposed to Du
mourier. His only reading up to this time had been 
.. The Seven Champions of Christendom," and 
" The Seven \Vise Masters." ·With his head full 
of these examples of chivalry, he marched to his 
first battle-field, vowing to himself, that if there 
were a dragon to be fought, or a giant to be defied, 
he would be their man I-at all events, he would 
enact some valorous exploit, some doughty deed of 
arms, which should astonish the world and dub him 
captain on the spot. He then described with great 
humor and feeling his utter astonishment and mor. 
tificatiuu Ull filJuill~ th," lJIeclJauical shiUghter of a 
modern field of battle so widely di/f"rent from the 
picture in pis fancy i-when he found himself one 
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of a mass in which the individual heart and arm, 
however generous, however strong, went for nothing 
~forced to stand still, to fire only by the word of 
command-the chill it sent to his heart, and his 
emotions when he saw the comrade at his side fall 
a quivering corse at his feet-all thi~ he described 
with a graphic liveliness and simplicity which was 
very amusing. He was afterwards taken prisoner, 
and at the time he was so oyercome by the idea of 
the indignity he had incurred by being captured and 
stripped, and of the affliction and dishonor that 
would fall on his mother, that he was tempted to 
commit suicide in the old Roman fashion; but on 
seeing a lieutenant of his own regiment brought in 
prisoner, he thought hetter of it; a dishonor which 
the lieutenant endured with philosophy, might, he 
thought, be borne by a subaltern, for by this time, 
at the age of eighteen, he was already sergeant. 

He was soon afterwards exchanged, and onlered 
out to Canada with his regiment, the Forty·ninth. 
He obtained his commis,ion as lieutenant in the 
same regiment by mere dint of brayery and talent; 
but as his pay was not sufficient to enable him to live 
like his brother officers and purchase his accoutre
ments, the promotion he had earned by his good 
conduct became, for a long time, a source of em
barrassment. During the last American war he 
performed a most brilliant exploit, for which he re
ceived his captain's commission on the field. Imme· 
diately after recehing it, he astonished his comman
der by asking leave of absence, although another 
battle was expected.in a few days. The request 
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was, in truth, so extraordinary that General Sheafl'e 
hesitated, and at last refused. F. said, that if his 
request was granted, he would be again at head
quarters within three days; if refused, he would go 
without leave. "For," said he, "I was desperate, 
and the truth was, ma'am, there was a little girl that 
I loved, and I knew that if I could but marry her 
befure 1 was killed, and I a captain, she would have 
the pension of a captain's widow. It was all I could 
leave her, and it would ha\'e been some comfort to 
me, though not to her, poor soul !" 

Leave of absence was granted; F. mounted his 
horse, rode a hundred and fifty miles in an exceed
ingly short time, married his little girl, and returned 
the day following to his duties, and to fight another 
battle, in which, however, he was not killed, but has 
lived to be the father of a fine family of four brave 
sons and one gentle daughter. 

The men who have most interested me through 
life were all self-educated, and what are called ori
ginals. This dear, good F. is originalissimo. Some 
time ago he amused me, and ga\'e me at the same 
time a most vivid idea of the minor horrors and ir
remediable mischiefs of war, by a description of his 
beillg quartered in a church in Flanders. The sol
diers, on taking possession of their lodging, began 
by breakillg open the poor-boxes and ransacking the 
sacristie. They then broke up the chairs and 
benches for fires to cook their rations, and these not 
sufficing, the wooden saints and earved altars were 
soon torn down. Finding themselves incommoded 
by the smoke, sume of the soldiers climbed up by 
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~he projecting ornaments and smashed through the 
windows of rich stained glass to admit the air and 
let out the smoke. The next morning at sunrise 
they left this sanctuary of religion and art a foul de
faced ruin. A century could not make good again. 
the pollution and spoliation of those few hours . 

.. You must not be too hard on us poor soldiers," 
added F., as if answering to a look, for I did not 
'Comment aloud. .. I ha-d a sort of instinctive per
'Ception of the mischief we were doing, but I was 
'Certainly the only one; they knew no better, and 
the precarious life 'of a soldier -gives him the habit 
()f sacrificing 'every thi'llg to the present moment 
and a certa·in callousness to the suffering (llld -destruc
tion which, bes-ides that it ministers to the immediate 
want, is out of sigbt and forgotten the next instaDt. 
Why I was not quite so insensible as the rest, I can
Ilot tell, unless it was through the goodness of God. 
When I was a boy, my first feeling, next to my love 

for my mother, was gratitude to God fur having made 
me alld called me into being out of nothing. My 
tirst thought was what I could do to plea~e him. 
Now, in spite of all the priest might say, I c()ul·d ndt 
perceive that fasting and praying would do Him 
any good, so I looked about in the fulness of my 
beart to see what I could do-and I fancied there 
was a voice which whispered continually, 'Do 
good to your neighbor, do good to your neigbbor!'" 

vVith so much overflowing benevolence and feat·
less energy of character, and all the eccentricity, 
and Rensibility, and poetry, and headlong courage 
of his country, you, cannot wonder that this u!'ave 
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and worthy man interests me; unluckily, I can seoe 
him seldom, his life being one of almost unremit
ting toil. 

March 1. 
In the different branches of art, each artist thinks 

his own the highest, and is filled with the idea of 
all its value and all its capabilities which he under
stands best and has most lal'gely studied and de
veloped. "But," says Dr. Chalmers, "we must 
take the testimony of each man to the worth of that 
which he does know, and reject the testimony of 
each to the comparative worthlessness of that which 
he does not know." 

For it is not, generally speaking, that he overratea 
his own particular walk of art from over-enthusi
asm, (no art, when considered separately, as a 
means of human delight and improvement, can be 
overrate<l,) but such a one-sided artist underrates 
from ignorance the walks of others which diverge 
from his own. 

Of all artists, musicians are most exclusive in de
votion to their own art, and in the want of sympathy, 
if not absolute contempt, fur other arts. A painter 
has more sympathies with a musician, than a musi
cian with a painter. ,-ernet used to bl'ing his easel 
into Pergolesi's room, to paint beside his harrsi
cord, and used to say tbat he owed some of hi!'; 
finest skies to the inspired harmonies of his friend. 
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P-ergolesi never felt, perhaps, any harmonies but 
tbose of his own delicious art. 

H Aspasia, he who lo\-es not music is a beast of 
one species, and he who overloves it, is a beast of 
anotber, whose brain is smaller than a nightingale's, 
a.lld his heart than that of a lizard!" I refer you 
for the rest to a striking passage in Landor's" Peri
cles and Aspasia," containing a most severe philip
pic, not only against the professors, but the profe.s
sion of music, and which concludes very aptly, 
H Panenus said this: let us never believe a word of 
it I"~ It is too true that some excellent musicians 
have been ignorant, and sensual, and dissipated, but 
there are suflicient exceptions to the sweeping cen
sure of Panenus to show that" imprudence, intem
perance, and gluttony," do not always, or necessa
rily, H open their channels into the sacred stream of 
mnsic." Musicians are not selfish, careless, sensual, 
ignorant, because they are mnsicians, but because, 
from a defective education, they are nothing elBe. 
T·he German musicians al'e generally more moral 
and more intellectual men than English or Italian 
musicians, and hence their music has taken a higher 
flight, is more intellectual than the music of other 
countries. Music as an art has Iilot degraded them, 
hut they have elevated music. 

It is impeac·hing the goodness of the beneficent 
Creator to deem that moral evil can be inseparably 
connected with any of the fine arts-least of all with 
music-the soul of the phy5ical, as love is of the 
moral, universe. 

The mostaccomplil>hed a!1d intellectual musician 
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I ever met with is Felix Mendelsohn. I do not re
collect if it were himself or some one else who told 
me of a letter which Carl von Weber had addressed 
to him, warning him that he never could attain the 
highest honors in his profession without cultivating 
the virtues and the elecencies of life. " A great 
artist," said Weber, "ought to be a good man." 

While I am "i' the vein," I must give you a few 
more musical reminiscences before my fingers are 
'Iuite frozen. 

I had once some conversation with Thalberg and 
Felix Mendelsohn, on the unmeaning names which 
musicians often give to their works, as Concerto in 
F, Concerto in B b, First Symphony, Second Sym
phony, &c. Mendelsohn said, that although in 
almost every case the composer might have a lead
ing idea, it would be often difficult, or even impos
sible, to give any title sufficiently comprehensive to 
convey the same idea or feeling to the mind of the 
hearer. 

But music, except to musicians, can only give 
ideas, or rather raise images, by association; it 
can give the pleasure which the just !:!ccorelance of 
musical sounds must give to sensitive ears, but the 
associated ideas or images, if any, must be quite 
accidental. Haydn, we are told, when he sat down 
to compose, used fiTst to invent a story in his own 
fancy-a regular succession of imaginary inci
dents and feelings-to which he framed or suited 
the successive movements (motivi) of his concerto. 
Would it not have been an advantage if Haydn 
could have given to his composition such a title as 
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would have pitched the imagination of the listener 
at once upon the same key 1 Mendelsohn himself 
has done this in the pieces which he has entitled 
"Overture to Melusina," "Overture to the He
brides," "Meeres Stille und Gliickliche Fahrt," The 
Brook," and others-which is better surely than 
Sonata No.1, Sonata "No.2. Take the I\Ielllsina, 
for example; Is there not in the sentiment of the 
music, all the sentiment of the beautiful old fairy 
tale 1-first, in the flowing, intermingling harmony, 
we have the soft elemental delicacy of the water 
nymph; then, the gushing of fountains, the undu
lating waves; then the martial prowL'ss of the 
knightly lover, all,l the splendor of chivalry prevail
ing over the softer and more ethereal natl,r.-; and 
then, at last, the dissolution of the charm; the ebb
ing, fainting, and failing away into silence of the 
beautiful water spirit. You will say it might 
answer just as well fOl' Ondine; but this signifies 
little, provided we have our fancy pitched to certain 
poetical associations pre·existing in the composer's 
mind. Thus, not only poems, but pictures and sta
tiles, might be set to music. I suggested to Thal
berg as a subject the Aurora of Guido. It should 
begin with a slow, subdued, and solemn movement, 
to express the slumbrous softness of that dewy hour 
which precedes the coming of the day, and which 
in the picture broods over the distant landscape, still 
wrapt in darkness and sleep; then the stealing 
upwards of the gradual dawn; the brightening, the 
quickening of all life; the awakening of the birds, 
the burst of the sunlight, the rushing of the .steeds 
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.. 
of Hyperiou through the sky, the aerial dance of 
the Hours, and the whole concluding with a mag
nificent choral song of triumph and rejoicing sent 
up from universal nature. . 

And then in the same spirit-no, in his own 
grander spirit-l would have Menuelsohn improvi
ser the Laocoon. There would be the pomp and 
procession of the sacrifice on the sea-shore i the 
flowing in of the waves i the two serpents which 
come gliding on tlJeir foamy crests, wreathing, and 
rearing, and undulating; tIle horror, the lamenta
tion, the clash of confusion, the death struggle, and, 
after a deep pause, the wail of lamentation, the 
funereal march i the whole closing with a hymn to 
Apollo. Can you not just imagine such a piece of 
music, and composed by Mendelsohn 1 and can you 
not fancy the possibility of setting to music in the 
same manuer, Raffaelle's Cupi and Psyche, or his 
Galatea, or the group of the Niobe 1 Niobe would 
be a magnificent subject either for a concerto, or for 
a kind of mythological oratorio. 

March 2. 
Turning over Boswell to·day, I came upon this 

passage: Johnson says, " I do not commend a so
ciety where there is au agreement that what would 
not otherwise be fair shall be fair; but I maintain 
that an individual of any society who practises what 
is allowed, is not dishonest." 

What say you to. thi,s reasOI;ling of our great mO' 



DR. JOHNSON. 103 

raHst 1 Does it not reduce the whole moral law to 
something merely conventional 1 

In another place, Dr. Johnson asks, " 'Yhat pro
portion does ciimate bear to the complex system of 
human life 1" I shiver while I answer, "A good 
deal, my dear Doctor, to some individuals, and yet 
more to whole races of men." 

He says afterwards, " I deal more in notions than 
in facts." And so do I, it seems. 

He talks of " men being held dOlcn in conversation 
by the presence of womell"-lteld up, rathel', where 
moral feeling is concerned; and if held down where 
intellect and social iatere"ts are concerned, then so 
much the worse for such a state of society. 

Johnson knew absolutely nothing about women; 
witness that one assertion, among others more in
sulting, that it is matter of indifference to a woman 
whether her husband be faithful or not. He says, in 
another place, " If we men require more perfection 
from women than from ourselves, it is doing them 
honor." 

Indeed! If, in exacting from us more perfection, 
you do not allow us the higher and nobler nature, 
you do us not honor but gross injustice; and if you 
do allow us the higher nature, and yet regard us as 
subject and inferior, then the injustice is the greater. 
There, Doctor, is a dilemma for you. 

Of all our modern authors, C01eridge best under
stood the essential nature of women, and has said the 
truest and most beautiful things of (lUI' sex gene
rally; and of all our modern authors, Hazlitt was 
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most remarkable for his utter ignorance of women, 
generally and individually. 

Charles Lamb, of all the men I ever talked to, 
had the most kindly, the most compassionate, the 
most reverential feelings towards woman; but he 
did not, like Coleridge, set forth these feelings with 
elaborate eloquence-they came gushing out of his 
heart and stammering from his tongue-clothed 
sometimes in the quaintest disguise of ironical 
abuse, and sometimes in words which made the 
tears spring to one's eyes. He seemed to under· 
stand us not as a poet, nor yet as a man of the 
world; but by the unerring instinct of the most 
loving and benevolent of hearts. 

When Coleridge said antithetically, "that it was 
the beauty of a woman's character to be character· 
less," I suppose it is as if be had said, "It is tbe 
beauty of the diamond to be colorless;" for he in
stances Ophelia and Desdemona; and though they 
are colorless in their pure, transparent simplicity, 
they arc as far as possible from characterless, for in 
the very quality of being colorless consists the cha
racter. 

Speaking of Coleridge reminds me that it was 
from Ludwig Tieck I first learned the death of this 
wonderful man; and as I, too, had " Bat at the feet 
of Gamaliel and heard his words," the news struck 
me with a solemn sorrow. I remember that Tieck, 
in announcing the death of Coleridge, said, in his 
impressive manner, "A great spirit has passed 
from the world, and the world knew him not." 
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There are two ladies in Toronto who have con
servatories, a proof of advancing wealth, and civi
lization, and taste, which you will greatly admire. 
One of them had the kindness to send me a bouquet 
of hot·house flowers while I was ill this last time; 
and a gift of fifty times the value could not have ex
cited the same pleasure and gratitude. I spread 
the flowers out on my bed, and inhaled their fra
grance with emotions I dare hardly confess-even 
to you. I had not seen a flower since 1 left 
England. 

Yesterday, (March 4th,) our provincial parliament 
was prorogued by the governor in state, and 1 had 
the honor of assisting, as the French say, on that 
important occasion. 

N ow you would not ask me, nor do 1 feel inclined, 
to encumber my little note·book (consecrated to far 
different purposes, far different themes) with infor
mation to be obtained in every book of travels and 
statistics; but it is just possible that you may know 
as little of our political constitution and forms of 
proceeding as 1 did before my arrival in Upper 
Canada, and 1 wish to make the scene of yesterday 
as intelligible and as interesting to you as I can, so 
I will give you, in as few words as possible, a sketch 
of our state machinery. 

1 have mentioned to you (1 believe) that the divi· 
sion of the province of Quebec into Upper and 
Lower Canada took }ilace in 1791; at that time a 
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chartered constitution and a separate executive and 
legislative government were conferred on each pro
vince: a measure well intended, doubtless, but of 
which the wisdom was more than doubtful, when 
we consider the results. 

Our constitution of Upper Canada seems, at first 
view, that of the mother country in miniature, and 
identical with it. For instance, we have, as the head 
of our executive, a governor, subject, in his military 
capacity, to the governor-in-chief of Lower Canada, 
but in all other respects dependent only on the 
government at home, assisted by au executive coun· 
cil appointed by himself; and we have a legislature 
composed of a legislative council, nominated by the 
government, and a house of assembly delegated by 
the people. These different branches seem to re
present, not unfitly, the sovereign, the cabinet of 
ministers, the House of Lords, and the House of 
Commons, in England. 

But there are some important distinctions which 
tend to secure the dependence of the provincial le
gislature on the executive government at home; for 
I do not know that our parliament has hitherto le
gislated for the colon ies. 

When Sir Francis Head arrived here the execu· 
tive council consisted of five; he added three to the 
number, who were noted Reformers. About three 
weeks afterwards this executive council addressed 
to the governor a document, in which they assumed 
a~ ~~e.ir right precisely the same powers and respon
Sibilities as those of the cabinet ministe1"S at home 
alleging, that although nominated by the governor: 
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they hold themselves responsible to the will of the 
people. 

To which document Sir Francis replied to thig 
efi'ect-" that though the constitution of the colony 
resembled, it was not to be considered as identical 
with, the cOllstitution of the mother country :-that 
if the lieutenant-governor stood in place of the 
sovereign-if, like the sovereign, he could do no 
wrong, then it would be evident that a millistry, an 
executive council, or some other body of men, 
should be appointe,l, who might be responsible to the 
country for their conduct. But this was not the casco 
The lieutenalJt-governor was delegated by the king, 
not as the representative, but as the responsible mi
nister of the sovert'ign, suhject to impeachment 
for neglecting the interests of the people, and liable 
to immediate recall; and that, under such circum
stances, to render the lieutenant-governor responsi
ble for the acts of an executi\'e council, which was 
responsible only to the people, was a manifest in
justice, as well as an anomaly." 

All which seems to me a very clear case as thus 
stated. The governor also denied not only any 
right or power of bis own to alter one lelter or iota 
of the constitution, but all power in the 11l1itcl! le
gislature of Upper Canada to alter or improve the 
political constitution of the country, as by law es
tablished, this power resting only with the execu
tive in England. From all which it "appears, as far 
as I can understand. that the government of this pro
vince is not derived from the people who inhabit it, 
nor responsible to them nor their delegates. 
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Immediately on receiving this answer, the six 
councillors who had presented the document or re
monstrance above·mentioned, resigned their seats 
in the council, and Sir Francis immediatelyappoint
ed four others. The president of the executive 
council-that is, the Premier of our cabinet of mi· 
nisters-is Mr. Sullivan. 

The legislative council varies in number: at pre· 
sent there are, I believe, thirty members. Of these, 
twenty·one are Scotch and Canadians, and nine 
English, Irish, and Americans. 'fhey represent 
the aristocracy of the country, but differ from the 
House of Lords, in not being herereditary; they 
Bre nominated for life by the governor. The speaker 
is the Chief Justice Robinson, a Tory in politics, 
and a very able and accomplished man. 

The House of Assembly consists of the delegates 
of the people, the number increasing with the popu
lation. As soon as the number of inhabitants in a 
town or country amounts to a certain number fixed 
by law, they have the right of choosing one or two 
representatives in parliament. The House of As
sembly consisted, in 1831, of about forty members. 
At present there are twenty·twocounties which send 
each two members to parliament; three counties 
'Which send only one member; and the fonr ridings 
of York, and the four ridings of Lincoln, each one 
member; and seven towns each one member: in all 
sixty.two members. Of these, forty-four are Con
servative members, and eighteen are Reformers. 
In the. former ~ouse of Assembly, dissolved by Sir 
FranCIS Head III 1836, the majority were Radicals, 
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or opposed to the British supremacy. The beat 
speakers on the Conservative side are, Hagerman, 
the Solicitor-general,* a Tory in politics, a man of 
great ability and good nature, but somewhat coarse 
and overbearing in character and manner; Draper, 
the member for Toronto,t a clever active-minded 
man, and a fluent speaker; M'Nab,t the member 
for Wentworth, also an able and influential man of 
large property; and Mr. Prince, member for Sand
wich, a gentleman educated at the English bar, and 
of very superior attainments, liberal, though not re
volutiunary, in principle. On the opposition aide, 
the cleverest man and most eloquent speaker is 
Dr. Rolph. 

The members are paid for their attendance during 
the session at the rate of ten shillings a-day. 

This slight sketch will give you some general idea 
of the political constitution and the state of parties 
in Upper Canada. 

The prorogation took place yesterday at three 
o'clock; when we arrived itt front of the government 
offices the scene was very striking. The snow·ex
panse was all around, and between the shore of the 
fwzen bay and the line of building, the space was 
filled by sleighs of all shapes and sizes, the horses 
curveting and kicking up the snow, and a crowd of 
some hundred people in all manner of stronge de
f.cnces against the piercing frost, intermingled with 

* Now Attorney-general. 
t Now Solicitor-general. 
~ Afterwards Speaker of the House of Assembly. 
VOL. L )0 
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military costumes, and a few Indians lounging by 
in their blanket-coats and war-plumes. 

The hall of the legislative council is a subject of 
great pride to the Canadians. It is certainly a spa
cious and lofty room, with a splendid throne and 
the usual superfluity of gilding and varnish; yet 
the interior decorations, (the admiration of the peo
ple here,) are in the vilest possible taste-which 
critical observation I make in no offensive spirit; 
any thing which is attempted here, beyond the put
ting together of a log-house, is praiseworthy. We 
must have time-time! "E coll' Tempo, tutto !" 
On the right of the throne sat Chief Justice Robin
Bon; he has a fine head and acute features, and the 
most pleasing, insinuating voice I ever heard. The 
judges and law officers of the crown sat at a table 
in frollt, and the other members of the legislative 
council were ranged on each side. My proper place 
was on the right, among the wives of tbe officials, 
the aristocracy of Toronto_ The toilettes arou1ll1 
me were gay and pretty, in the fashion of two or 
three years ago, and all the ladies showed a disposi
tion to be polite and amiable; but I was too much 
a stranger to join in the conversation, and there 
were none near me to give me any necessaty expla· 
tion, or to point out any remarkable or distinguished 
persons, if there were such. Among the spectators 
opposite I remarked a man with a very extraordi
nary head and countenance, and I was told tbat he 
was a disciple of EJward Irving. and a preacher of 
the" Unknown Tongues," and that several person!! 
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in Toronto, even members of the council, were con
verts to these wild doctrines. 

The governor, as he alighted, was enthusiastically 
cheered by the populace-a circumstance rather 
unusual of late, and which caused a good deal of 
excitement and exultation around me. In a moment 
afterwards he entered and took his seat on the 
throne. 

As an official representative, Sir Francis has not 
the advantage of the height, fine person, and mili
tary bearing of Sir John Col borne. He is a little 
man, with a neat, active figure, a small but intelli
gent head, grave and rather acute features; his 
bright blue eye is shrewd and quick, with an ex
pression of mingled humor and benevolence, and 
his whole deportment in the highest degree unaf. 
fected and pleasing. 

The members of the House of Assembly being 
summoned, appeared below the bar, and the gover
nor read his speech over with very distinct utter
ance and much quiet self-possession. He recapitu
lated the most important enactments of the session, 
thanked the gentlemen of the House of Assembly 
for the promptitude with which they had relieved 
tbe king's government from the embarrassment 
caused by the supplies having been withheld by the 
late House of Assembly, and ended by congratu
lating both Houses on the harmony, confidence, and 
tranquillity which prevailed generally throughout 
the province. 

The titles of the various bills passed during the 
session were then read; they amounted to oIle hun-
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dred and forty-seven j the reading occupied about 
an hour and a quarter. Among them were a few 
which especially fixed my attention. 

For instance, there was an act for making the 
remedy in cased of seduction more effectual, and 
for the provisi,m of children born out of wedlock 
Dy the supposed fathers, &c. This bill originated 
in the legislative council, and it id worthy of remark 
that they are enacting here, a law, which in England 
has been lately repealed, and which Sir Francie 
Head himself has openly condemned_ You re
member the outcry which was raised against that 
provision of the new poor law act, \Vhi~h _made 
women solely answerahle for the consequences of 
their own misconduct-misconduct, into which, in 
nine cases out of ten, they are betrayed by the con
ventional license granted to the other sex j but I, 
as a woman, with a hea-rt full of most compassionate 
tenderness for the wretched and the erring among 
my sister women, do still aver that the first step 
towards our moral emancipation, is that law which 
shall leave us the sole responsible guardians of OUl 

own honor and chastity; it may seem at fir$t view 
most pitiable that not only the ban of society, but 
also the legal liabilities, sbould fall on the least 
guilty; and hard indeed will be the fate of many a 
poor, ignorant delinquent, for the next few years, 
unless those women who take a generous and ex
tended view of the whole quebtion, be prepared to 
soften the horrors that will ensue by individual help 
and acts of mercy; but let the tendency of such 
l:.n enactment, such a public acknowledgment of tho 
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moral and legal responsibility of women, be once 
understood, let it once be brought iuto action, and I 
am sure the result will be the general benefit and 
elevation of the whole sex j it brings the only re
medy to this hateful mischief which can be brought j 
the rest remains with ourselves. The best boon 
we could ask of ollr masters and legislators, is to be 
left in all cases responsible for our own actions and 
our own debts. 

Another act provided two additional judges of 
the Court of King's Bench, and other law improve
ments, by which the gaol deliveries were rendered 
more frequent, and the long and demoralizing im
prisonment, previous to trial and conviction, would 
be shortened_ This sounds well. I should ob
serve, that by all accounts the gaols in this province 
are in a very bad state, and require revision alto
gether. 

Another act established a provincial court of 
equity, rendered necessary by the nature of the 
land tenures here, and to secure in the possession 
of their property, those whose titles, honestly ac
quired, were defective from mistake, ignorance, or 
accident j also to punish frauds and breaches of 
trust, beyond the reach of common law. I was 
rather surprised to find that this act gave to the pre
siding Chancellor even larger powers than those of 
the Lord Chancellor at home. It signifies nothing 
now, when there is notlting on which these powers 
can be exercised j but it will signify much, fifty or 
a hundred years hence, as society becomes more 

10* 
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complex and artificial, and the rights of property 

mOTe intricate. 
The chancellor will have power to repeal (or, 

what comes to the same thing, institute proceed, 
ing~ to repeal) all letters patent improvidently 
granted; an indefinite and dangerous power ill 

bad hands. 
Another act was to amend the charter of the 

eniversity of Upper Canada. The House of As
sembly, in addressing tbe governor at the opening 
of the session, had expressed their regret, that" no 
useful result had hitherto attended the beneficent 
intentions of his majesty in granting a charter to 
King's College, and their hope that the province 
would shol tly possess the means within itself of be
stowing upon the young a 1'efil!ed aDd liberal edu

cation." 
Next to the clergy reserves, there is no question 

which has been debated so long and so vehemently, 
as this of an endowed university. Forty years ago, 
in 1797, the establishment of bUeh an institution 
was recommended in an address from the pro\in, 
cial legislature to the British goy~rnment, but it 
was not till 1828 that the charter was sent over. On 
this occasion, the legislative council thanked his 
majesty's government humbly and gratefully for 
such a munificent proof of paternal regard. The 
House of Assembly, on the contrary, made their 
gratitude conditional-" provided that the princi
ples upon which the charter has been founded 
shall, upon inquiry, prove to be conducive to 
the advancement of true learninO' and piety and 

o .' 
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f7iendly to the civil and religious liberty of the 
people." 

In what might consist "the civil and religious 
liberty of the people" was not so easily agreed. 
The first charter, modelled after those of our Eng
lish universities, was deemed too exclusive for a. 
young country like this, and became a source of 
contention and dissatisfaction. The bills to alter 
and amend the terms of the charter sent up by the 
House of Assembly, were always thrown out by the 
legislative council, and thus matters remained until 
this session. The act just passed abolishes the ne
cessity of any religious test Oll qualification what
ever in those who enter as scholars, and places the 
establishment under the partial control of the 
judges and legislature, instead of the exclusive di
rection of the clergy. The presidency of the uni
versity remains with Arehdeacon Strahan, but for 
the future the president shall not necessarily hold 
'lony ecclesiastical office. Two members of the 
legislative council have entered a formal protest 
against this Act j they objected that half of the 
lands which had been granted for the erection of 
free grammar schools throughout the different dis
tricts, amounting to two hundred and twenty-five 
thousand acres, ~ad been given up to the endow
ment of the university, and that these free-schools 
not being yet erected, this was a misapplication of 
the school-lands; and that after such two hundred 
and twenty-five thousand acres had been applied to 
the uses of the university, the residue of the school
lands would not suffi~e for the purpose of erecting 
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free-seminaries, being of a bad quality; nearly 
eiCYhty thousand acres of the lands originally allot
ted fOr the maintenance of schools having been ex
changed for other lands of a worse quality, and less 
eligibly situated: that the benefits of a good edu
cation, instead of being equally diffused through the 
province, were confined to one large and expensive 
establishment-too expensive for the population and 
wants of the country." 

Notwithstanding these objections, and the others 
made by the Tory and high church party, the act 
has passed after vehement debates, and I presume 
that the erection of the new university will be com
menced forthwith. 

Another act was for the establishment of agricul
tural societies, and the encouragement of agriculture 
in the several distriets. There are already agricul
tural societies in one or two districts, and whenever 
a certain sum of money was subscribed by the peo
ple, for such a purpose, the government assisted 
them with a further sum of one hundred pounds 
and upwards. 

Various bills were passed, voting sums of money 
for the mending of roads; the improvement of the 
harbors and light·houses on the lakes; the comple
tion of the great Well and Canal, which unites Lake 
Ontario with Lake Erie; and the opening of a great 
northern and western railway to connect Lake Hu
ron with Lake Ontario. All this is very well; but, 
as H. said this morning, where is the money to come 
from 1 It has become difficult to raise loans' and 
individuab do not willingly speculate in this ~OuJlo 
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try. That all these things will be done at same 
time or other is certain-certain as that the eun 
beids his course in heaven, but some changes must 
take place before speculation on a large scale be
comes either secure or profitable. 

A very important act was one introducing an im
proved s)-stem into the land granting department; 
but the law, as explained to me, remains defective; 
all the arrangements of our domestic policy are such 
as to render it difficult and inexpedient for aliens to 
buy or hold laud in this province, and even to Bri
tish subjects the terms are not so favorable as in the 
United States. :\Ir. Prince brought in a bill this 
session for encouraging settlers from all parts of 
the world, permitting aliens to acquire and hold 
lands on easier terms than at present, and to claim the 
rightR of citizp.llRhip Hftp.r a three yenrR' rp.Rirlp.ll""-

.. Evp.ry one," said he, "knolVR wp.11, though I 
am almost afraid to mention it in this place, that 
countless numbers of German, Swiss, and even Bri
tish emigrants passed, during the summer of lS3G, 

thruugh Canada to the western parts of the United 
States, and that none could be prevailed on to stop 
an:1 settle in this province, though the fertility of 
the lands, and all other natural advantages, are con
fessedly greater here, and the distance saved from 
five to seven hundred miles."" 

• The usual l'Oute of the emigrants to the -"ow Western 
States, is through the State of New-York, by the Erie Canol, 
passing the Niagara River at Queenston, and then through the 
fJ.nest parts of Upper Canada to Detroit, in Michigan. The 
number of the emigl'ants and settlers who passed through Cu. 
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This bill was violently opposed, upon the ground 
that it would introduce, as settlers, an immense 
num bel' of foreigners hostile to the principles orthe 
British constitution. None denied that it would 
introduce both population and capital, and that 
.. men, women, and money," being the three wants 
of the country, it would tend to supply these wants. 
vVith regard to the danger to our cODstitution, from 
the admission of aliens educated in different princi
ples, one member made some shrewd and pertinent 
observations. in a very homely style. .. We pro
fess," said he, " to desire emigration, yet we prohi
bit virtually nine-tenths of the world from setting 
their foot on our shores; and why 1 Because these 
foreigners, naturally republicans, would naturally 
overturn our institutions. Now all foreigners are 
not republicans; the Swiss, Prussians and other 
Germans, who pass through our country in multi
tudes, and cannot be persuaded to set up their rest 
here, are more fl iendly to our British institutions 
than to those of the United States; and if it were 
otherwise, it is a poor compliment to our govern
ment and institutions, to say t.hat they suffer from 
comparison, and that they who have enjoyed any 
other will not elHlure existence under ours. vVe 
are told that the Americans offer every inducement 
to foreigners and British subjects to settle in their 
new states; and we do not find that the monarchical 
predilections of these emigrants lead them to dis
turb the government of their new country," &c. &c. 

nada to the Western States, in 1835 and 1836, has been esti. 
mated at 200,000. 
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This bill passed the House of Assembly, and was 
lost in the Legislative Council. The fate of Texas 
was adduced as an example of the consequences of 
suffering foreign capitalists to speculate in the 
lands of Canada; but everyone agrees that some
thing must be done to attract to the province emi
grants of a higher grade than the Scotch and Irish 
paupers who now locate themselves on small por
tions of land, and who aid but little in developing 
the immense resources of this magnificent country. 
It is in the second generation that this class of peo
ple make useful and eligible settlers. 

The vital question of the clergy reserves remains 
as yet unsettled by law; the motion for establishing 
fifty-seven eudowed rectories within the province, 
exercising all powers, and privileges, and jurisdic
tion, which by the ecclesiastical law belongs to the 
Church of England, gave rise to a most violent and 
abusive debate in the House of Assembly, which 
ended in the motion being lost; but the House re-
801ved, that" the rights acquired under the patents, 
by which certain rectories have already been endow
ed, should be considered inviolate." 

An Act, faT a limited time, to impose an addi
tional duty on licenses to vend spirituous liquors, can 
do but little good in the present state of society 
here. You might as well think to dam up a torrent 
with a bundle of reeds, or put out a conflagration 
with a cup of water, as attempt to put down drunk
enness and vice by such trifling measures. 

I was in hopes that some Act would have passed 
this session for the erecdon of a provincial lunatic 
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asylum. At present these unfortunate persons 
either wander about uncared for. or are shut up in 
the jails. Instances are known of pauper lunatics 
straying into the forests. and perishing there. The 
fate of those confined in the prisons is not better; 
the malady is prolonged and aggravated by the horrid 
species of confinement to which, in such places 
these wretched beings are neccssarily subjected. 
A benevolent physician of this place (Dr. Rees) hrls 
offered a block of land a few miles from Toronto 
for the site of an hospital or asylum for lunatics, but 
at present it seems the intention of the legislature 
to take the penitentiary at Kingston for a lunatic 
asylum, and erect another penitentiary on a differ
ent plan. In the mean time this dreadful evil con
tinues-must continue for two or three years longer; 
and think what an amount of individual suffering 
may be crowded into this period! \Vhen I was at 
Niagara there was a maniac in the jail there, who 
had been chained up for four years. Here was mi
sery of the most pitiable kind suffering all the pains 
and penalties of crime-nay. far more, for the 
worst criminals had a certain degree of liberty. In 
the town jail of Toronto, four insane persons are at 
this time in confinement. 

It must be remembered that this state of things is 
not worse than that which prevailed in rich and civil
ized England only a few years ago. 

Good night! for my spirits are wearied and my 
fingers are frozen. 



FEMALE CHARACTER. 121 

MaTch 6. 
As light was the eldest-born principle of the uni

'Verse, so love was the eldest-born passion of hu
manity, though people quote Milton to prove that 
vanity was so-in our own sex at I~ast: and many 
are the witty sayings on this favQ1'ite text; but they 
are wrong, and their text misinterpreted. Eve, 
when she looked in passionate delight on her own 
lovely face reflected in the stream, knew not it was 
her own, and had nothing else to love; the moment 
she found an Adam on whom to lavish the awaken
oed sympathies, she turned from the shadow to the 
reality, even though" less winning soft, less amiably 
fair:" she did not si:t upon the bank and pine to 
.(leath for her Qwn fair face, 

" Like that too beauteous boy, 
That lost himself by loving 'of himself;" 

-while the voice oflo"e wooed her in vain. Vani
ty in this instance was but the shadow of love. 

But, 0 mel how many women siIX:e the days of 
Echo and Narcissus, have pined themselves into ail(" 
for the lLlve of men who were in love QnIy with 
themselves! 

'Where the vivacity of the intellect and tlle 
strength of the passions, exceed the development 
of the moral faculties, the character is likely to be 
'embittered or corrupted by extremes, either of ad
versity or prosperity. This is especially the case 

VOL. I_ 11 
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with women; but as far as my own observation and 
experience go, 1 should say that many more women 
have their heads turned by prosperity than therr 
hearts spoiled by adversity; and, in general, the 
female charaeter rises with the pressure of ill for
tune. Sir James Mackintosh says somewhere', 
" That almost every woman is either formed in the 
school or trred by the test of adversity: it may be 
more necessary to the greatness of the female cha
lacter than that of men." 

And why so 1-1 understand the first part of thi~ 
sentence, but not the Jast. Why should the test of 
adversity be more neceasary to the greatness of the 
female character than that of men 1 The perpetual, 
and painful, and struggling collision of man with 
man forms and tries him; woman has little compul
sory collision with woman; our equals are our most 
severe schoolmasters; and the tyranny of circum
stances supplies this lI:allt to women. 

March 8. 
Before the languid heart gasp and flutter itself to 

death, like a bird in an exhausted receiver let us 
see wbat can be dune, for wmething must b~ done. 

This relentless winter seems to stiffen and cnn
tract every nerve, and the frost is of that fierceness 
and intensity, that it penetrates eyen to the marro,,, 
of one's bones. One of the workmen told me yes-
erday, that on taking hold of un iron bar it had ta

ken the skin off his hand, as if he had grasped it 
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red hot: it is a favorite trick with the children to 
persuade each other to touch with the tongue 
a piece of metal which has been exposed to the 
open air; adhesion takes place immediately: 
even the metal knobs on the doors of the room I 
carefully avoid touching-the contact is worse than 
unpleasant. 

Let but the spring come again, and I will take to 
myself wings and tly off to the west! But will spring 
ever come 1 \Vhen I look out upon the bleak, 
shrouded, changeless scene, there is something so 
awfully silent, fixed, and immutable in its aspect, 
that it is enough to disturb one's faith in the ever
lasting revolutions ,of the seasons. Green leaves 
and flowers, and streams that murmur as they flow, 
£oft summer airs, to which we open the panting bo
som-panting with too much life-shades grate
ful for their coolness-can such things be, or do they 
exist only in poetry and Paradise? 

If it were not for this journalizing, I should fall 
into a lethargy-as it is I could envy a marmot or a 
dormouse; and if it were not for my promise to you, 
I should even abandon this daily noting of daily 
llothings,.of which I begin to be thoroughly asham
ed. One day .is ouly distinguishable from another 
by the degrees of the thermometer. Nor ean I, 
while imprisoned by this r.elentless climate, seek the 
companionship ,and sympathy which stand aloof
for no other r.eaSOD that I can guess-but because 
I come among them branded with notoriety. I 
wished to throw open my house in the evening, and 
bre,ak or thaw the socia1 frost around me; but sw:b 
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a novel and unheard of idea would startle all the
inhabitants from their propriety. Tbere must be
here, as elsewhere, kind-hearted, good people, if 
only they would be natural, and not afraid of each 
other-and of poor, solitary me. However, in the 
strait in which I am placed there is still a remedy . 

.. Books, dreams, are eacb a world j and the books we know 
Are a substantial world." 

A world ever at hand. I must try alI mechanical 
means to maintain tbe balance of my mind, and the 
llDimpaired use of my faculties, for they will be 
needed. There is no rescue but in occupation; 
serious and useful occupation if I can make or find 
it-trivial occupation when I can not. The desul
tory reading in which I have lately indulged will 
llever do; I must look round for something to try 
my strength-and force and fix my attention. To 
use my Lord Byron's phrase, I must get" a file for 
the serpent." 

March W. 
I have found afile, or what I will use as such. J 

8hal1 take to translating. 

I brought from Weimar Dr. Ekermann's book" 
which, as yet, I have only glanced over in part~ • 
lIy this time it must be well known all over th; 
world of literature. When I left Weimar it was. 

• Gespr;;.che mit Goethe. (Comrersations with Goethe.) 



GOETHE AND EKERHANN. 125 

not yet published. There, my attention was 
strongly directed to this hook, not so much by the 
interest, a. by the kind of interest it had excited 
around me. I remember one of Goethe's grand
sons, turning over the leaves as it lay on my table, 
and exclaiming with animation-" Es ist der Gross
papa selbst! da lebt er !~a spricht er!" (It is 
grand-papa himself!- here he lives-he speaks !") 

Another, habitually intimate with the domestic 
life of Goethe, said, with emotion-" Es ist das 
Buch von Liebe und \Vahrheit." (It is the book of 
love and truth.) 

" Whatever may be in that book," said a dear 
fi:iend of mind, when she placed it in my hand~, "I 
would pledge myself beforehand fur its truth. The 
mind of Ekermann, at once unsullied and uurufHed 
by all contact with the world, is so constitnted, that 
he could not perceive or speak other than the truth, 
any more than a perfectly clear and smooth mirror 
could reflect a false or a distorted image." 

N ow all this was delightful! The sort of praise 
one does not often hear either of a book or a writer 
-and so, to read I do most seriously incline. 

r read the preface to·day, and part of the intro· 
duction. 

In the preface, Ekermann says, very beautifully, 
" \Vhen I think of the fulness, the richness of those 
communications, which for nine years formed my 
chief happiness, and now perceive how little of all 
I have been able to preserve in writing, I feel like a 
child who seeks to catcl~ in his open hands the plen-

11* 
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teous showers of spring, and finds that the greatest 

part has escaped through his fingers." 
A little farthEr on he says-" I am far from be

lieving that I have here unveiled the whole inward 
being of Goethe, (der ganze inn ere Goethe.) One 
may liken this most wonderful spirit to a many
sided diamond, which in every direction reflected a 
different hue; and as in his intercourse with different 
persons, in different positions, he would himself ap
pear different-I can only say modestly-" This is 

MY Goethe t" 
This may be said with truth of every character. 

viewed through the mind of another; of every 
portrait of the same individual painted by a different 

artist. 
And not onlywhere we have to deal with marked 

and distinguished characters, but in the common in
tercourse of life we should do well to take this dis
tinction into account; and on this principle, I would 
never judge a character by hearsay, nor venture 
further, even in my own judgment, than to admit 
that such a person I like and such another I do noli 

like. In the last case the fault, the deficiency, the 
cause, whatever it may he, is as probably on my 
side as on theirs; and though this may sound offen
sive and arbitrary, it is more just than saying such a 
one is worthless or disagreeable, for the first I can 
never know, and as for the latter, the most disa
greeable people I ever met with had those who 
loved them, and thought them, no doubt with reason, 
very agreeable. 

Of a very great, and at the same time complex 
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mind, we should he careful not to trust entirely to 
anyone portrait, even though from the life, and of 
undoubted truth. Johnson, as he appears in Bos
well, is, I think, the only perfectly individualized 
portrait I remember; and hence the various and 
often inconsistent effect it produces. One moment 
he is an object of awe, the next of ridicule: we 
love, we venerate him on this page-on the next we 
despise, we abhor him. Here he gives out oracles 
and lessons of wisdom surpassing those of the sages 
of old; and there we see him grunting o\'er his 
favorite di~h, amI "trundling" the meat down his 
throat like a Hottentot. But in the end, such i~ 

the influence of truth, when we can have the whole 
of it, that we dismiss Johnson like a friend, 1<, 

whose disagreeable habits and peculiarities we had 
become accustomed, while his sterling virtues had 
won our respect and confidence. If 1 had seen 
Johnson once, I should probably have no impression, 
but that made on my imagination by his fame and 
his austere wisdom, and should remain awe-struck; 
at the second interview I might have disliked him. 
But Boswell has given me a friend, and I love tha 
old fellow, though I cannot love his bull-dog man
ners, and worse than bull-dog prejudices. 

Were it possible to have of Goethe as universal, 
many.sided, and faithful a picture, it would he 
something transcendent in interest; but I do not 
think he had a Boswell near him, nor anyone, I 
imagine, who would be inclined to buy immortality 
at the same price with tqp.t worthy; at least, Eker
mann does not seem such a man.* 

* A lady, a near and dear relation of Goethe, who had lived 
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The account of himself in the introduction is the 
most charming little bit of autobiography I have 
ever met with j it is written to account for his first 
introduction to, and subsequent intercourse with, 
Goethe, and is only tou short. The perfect simpli· 
city and modesty, yet good taste and even elegance 
of this little history, are quite captivating. The 
struggles of a poor German scholar, the secret aspi
rations, the feelings, the sorrows, the toils, the hard
Hhips, of a refined and gentle spirit, striving with 
obscurity and vulgar cares and poverty, are all 
briefly but graphically touched-a sketch only, yet 
full of life and truth. Ekermann, it seems, was the 
son of a poor cottager and pedlar, residing, when 

for very many years in the closest communion with him, was 
pressed by arguments and splendid offers of emolument to give 
to the world the domestic life of the poet, or at least contribute 
some notes, with regard to his private conversations and opi
nions. She refused at once and decidedly. "I had," said she, 
" several reasons for this. In the first place, I have not a good 
memory, and I have [\ very lively imagination: I could not 
always trust myself. What I should say would be something 
Yel'y near the truth, and very like the truth, but would it be lite 
truth? How could I send into the world a book, of the exact 
truth of which I could not in my own conscience, lind to my 
own conviction, be assured 1 A second reason wa3, that 
Goethe did not die young-; I could not do him any justice he 
was unable to do himself, by telling the world what he 100uld 
haye done, what he c<YUld have done, or what he had intended 
to do, if time had been given. He lived long enough to accom
plish his own fame. He told the world all he chose the world 
to know; and if not, is it for me-for me I-to fill up the ya
caney, by telling what, perhaps, he never meant to be told 1_ 
what lowed to his boundless love and confidence ?-that wero 
too horrible!" 
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not engaged in his ambulatory traffic, in a little vil
lage near Hamburg. Though steeped in poverty. 
they seem to have been above actual want, and not 
unhappy. For the first fourteen years of his life 
Ekermann was employed in taking care of their 
only cow, the chief support of the family; gather
ing wood for firing in the winter; and in summer 
occasionally assisting his father in carrying the 
package of small wares with which he travelled 
through the neighboring villages. "All this time," 
says Ekermann, .. I was so far from being torment
ed by any secret ambition for higher things, or any 
intuitive longing after science or literature, that I 
did not even know that they existed." In this case, 
as in many others, accident, as we call it, developed 
the latent faculties of a mind of no common order. 
A woodcut of a galloping horse-the excise stamp. 
on a paper of tobacco which his father brought from 
Hamburg-first excited his admiration, and then 
the wish to imitate what he admired. He attempted 
to copy the horse with a pen and ink; succeeded, 
much to his own delight and the wonder of his sim
ple parents; and then by dint of copying some poor 
engravings, (lent to him by a potter in the neighbor
hood, who used them to ornament his ware,) he be
came a tolerable draughtsmall; he was then noticed 
and encouraged by a gentleman, who asked him ifhe 
should like to become a painter. Now the only 
idea of a painter which had ever occurred to his 
father and mother was that of a house-painter; and 
as they had seen house-painters at Hamburg sus
pended on dangerous scaff~ld8, when decorating tho 
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exterior of the buildings there, his tender mother 
begged him not to think of a trade in which he ran 
the risk of breaking his neck; and the offer was re
spectfully declined. 

In the family of the gentleman who noticed IJim, 
Ekermann picked up a little French, Latin, and 
music; and now the thirst for information was 
awakened in his mind; he studied with diligence. 
and, as a clerk in different offices, maintained him
self till the breaking out of the war of deliverance, 
in 1813. He then, like every man who could carry 
a firelock, enrolled himself in the army, and made 
the campaigns of 1813 and 1814. The corps in 
which he served was marched into Flanders, and 
there for the first time he had the perception of 
what pictures are, of all that he had lost in refusing 
to become a painter, and could have wept, as he 
says, for very grief and self-reproach. He passed 
all his leisure in wandering through the churches, 
gazing on the works of the great Flemish masters. 
At once the resolution to become an artist took pos
session of his mind. When his regiment was dis
banded. he set to work and placed himself under the 
tuition of Ramberg, in Hanover. There is something 
very touching in this part of his history; he had 
himself nothing in the world-no means of subsist
ence; but he had a friend in tolerable circum
stances at Hanover; he made his solitary way 
t~rough the snow on foot to that city, and took up 
hiS residence with this friend of his youth, WIIO 
shared with him his home and slender income. 
Anxious, however, not to be a burthen longer than 
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was absolutely necessary, he sought employment, 
worked so hard as to injure hi~ health, and brought 
himself to the verge of the grave-in short, he was 
obliged to give up all hope of 8tudying art as a pro
fession, and he took to literature: here be show
ed the same indefatigable temper, and, conscious of 
his imperfect education, he put himself to school; 
and that he might be enabled to pay for instruction, 
procured the situation of a clerk in a pu blic office. 
At the age of twenty-six. he became a scholar in the 
second class of the Gymnasium, among boys of 
fourteen and fifteen. Here, he says, the most ad
vanced pupils in the school, far from turning him 
into ridicule, treated him witl) every mark of rea
pect, and even assisted him in his studies; but be
tween his clerk's office and his schooling, there re
mained to llim scarce one moment either for food or 
exercise; he was eager to perfect himself in the 
classics, remained ignorant of the great laws by 
which he held his existence; and we are not sur
prised to find that the result of these excessive 
efforts, was broken health, a eonstitution almost 
destroyed, and, in fact, permanently injured. In 
the midst of all this, Ekermann found time to fall 
deeply in love; and the wi"h to ohtain distinction 
and some settled means "f subsistence assumed 
another, a more pleasing, and a more an!;ious form. 
But iIl·health and a desultory education were against 
him. He wrote a book of poems, which was pub
lished and met with some success; the profits ena
bled him to goto a university, where for some time he 
seems to have entertained the hope of procuring an 
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office or a professorship, which should enable him to 
marry. Thus year after year passed. In the year 
1822, he wrote his" Beitrage zur Poesie," {poetical 
essays,} and sent the MSS., with a modest letter, to 
Goethe; the result was, an invitation to Weimar, 
where he finally took up his residence. Some time 
afterwards he procured a permanent situation, and 
was enabled to marry the woman he loved; shy by 
nature, and averse to society, ambitious only of lite
rary distinction, having laid up his whole heart, and 
hopes, and life, in the quiet pleasures of his modest 
borne, and in the society of the wife whom he had 
obtained after a protracted engagement of ten years, 
EI,ermann during the next three years might, per
haps, be pronounced a happy man. In the third 
year of his marriage he lost his 9.miable wife, who 
died in giving birth to a son, and since that time he 
has become more shy and inaccessible than ever
shrinking nervously from the presence of strangers, 
and devoted to the poor little infant which has cC'st 
him so dear. The daughter-in-law and the grand
sons of Goethe, who look up to him with a tender 
reverence, he seems to idolize, and has become in 
some sort the literary Mentor and aid of the young 
men, as Goethe had been ltis long years ago. It is 
a family tie, every way sanctified, and not, I trust, to 
be severed in this world by anght that the world 
can give or take away. 

The period at which these conversations com
menced was an interesting epoch in the personal 
existence of Goethe; it was about the time of his 
visit to Marienbad, in 1823, aud was marked by the 
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CompOSition of one of his finest lyrical poems, the 
elegy in three parts, which he has entitled, " Tri· 
logie der Leidenschaft." He is then seventy-four, 
but in appearance sixty j his eye still beaming with 
a softened fire, a cheek yet fresh with health, a 
well-knit figure, an upright, graceful carriage, a 
manner which took all hearts captive. The grand, 
the beautiful old man I-old, yet, alas! still young 
enough, it seems, in heart and frame, to feel once 
more, for the last time, the touch of passion j not a 
mere old man's love, such as we usually see it-half 
disease, or halfinfatuntion-at best a weakness-the 
sickly flare of a dying lamp; but genuine passion in 
all its effects and under its most profound and most 
painful, as well as its most poetical aspect. 

Ekermann merely touches on this subject with all 
possible, all becoming delicacy; but there seems no 
occasion for me to suppress here the mention of 
some circumstances not generally known, but which 
can bring nor shame, nor pain, nor regret to any 
human being. 

The object of this love was a young perNon he 
had met at Marienbad-one of the daughters of 
Madame de L--w. She has been described to 
me as fair and rather full-formed, intelligent, accom
plished, and altogether most attractive. He began 
by admiring and petting her as a child-then loved 
her-loved her against his will, his better sen'e, one 
might almost say, against his nature. There was a 
report in Germany that he had offered her marriage; 
this is not true j but it was feared he might do so. 
He returned from Marienead changed in manner j 

VOL. L 12 
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he had lost that majestic calm. that cheerfulness, 
which inspired such respect as well as affection in 
those around him; and for some weeks all were in 
anxiety for the event. But Goethe was a man of 
the world. and a man of strong sense; he resolved 
to free himself from a thraldom of which he felt all 
the misery and perceived all the ridicule. He 
struggled manfully. and conquered; but after weeks 
of terrible suffering and a fit of iIIness. during 
which he was seized with a kind of lethargy. a sus
pension of all memory, perception. feeling, from 
which he was with difficulty rOil sed : but he conquer
ed; and on his recovery betook himself to his usual 
remedy for pain and grief- hard work. He found 
II a file for the serpent." and was soon deep in his 
new theory of colors and his botanical researches. 
If there be anyone in the world so vulgar-minded 
and so heartless, as to find in this story of a great 
poet's last love, a subject for cruel and coarse plea
santry, I must say that I pity such a being. In the 
elegy alluded to, we fino no trace of the turbulence 
of youthful passion-no hopes, no wishes, no fears, 
JlO desires, no reproachE's such as lovers are wont to 
sing or say. It is no flowery, perfumed wreath of 
flattery thrown at the feet of a mistress, but rather 
the funereal incense of a solemn and fated sacrifice. 
It breathes the profoundest, the saodest tenJerness
as if in loving he took leave of love. There is 
nothing in these lines unbecominO" to his age nor 
discreditable to Iter, but all is gra~d, and heau~iful. 
a~d decorous: and gra\·e. in the feeling and expres
:lIon. Sometimes, when I read it and think upon its 
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truth, tears fill my eyes even to overfll)wing, and my 
very heart bows down in compassionate reverence, 
as if I should behold a majestic temple struck by 
the lightning of heaven and trembling through its 
whole massy structure. In other moments of calmer 
reflection, I have considered the result with another 
kind of interest, as one of the most extraordinary 
poetical and psychological phenomena ill the history 
of human genius. 

The first part of this poem is addressed to the 
shade of 'Verther, and contains some of the most 
powerful and harmonious lines he ever wrote; to 
the second part he bas prefixed, as a motto, those 
beautiful lines in his own Tasso-

Und wenn der Mensch in seiner Qual verstummt 
Gab miT ein Golt zu sagen was ich lei de ! 

Ekermann says, tbat when Goethe laid before him 
this singular poem, he found it distinguished above 
all the rest of his manuscripts, written with peculiar 
care in his own neatest hand-writing, on too best pa
per, and fastened with a silken knot into a red 
ml)rocco cover. This little piece of fanciful, senti
mental dandyism, will bring to your recollection the 
anecdote of Rousseau binding his favorite letters in 
the Heloise with ribbon coulcur de rose, and using 
lapis-lazuli powder to dry the writing . 

.. 
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March If. 

Went on with Ekermann's book, and found some 
interesting things. 

Ekermann, after he had spent some weeks at 
Weimar, tells his friend that he was beginning to 
feel the favorable influence of a more social life, 
and in some sort to emerge from the merely ideal 
and theoretical existence he had hitherto led, &c. 
Goethe encourages him, and says strikingly, " Hold 
fast to the PRESENT. Every position, (zustand,) 
every moment of life, is of unspeakable value as 
the representative of a whole eternity." 

The following passage is at once very touching 
and very characteristic. He seems to be a little 
melancholy, which was not often the case. "When 
I look back," said Goethe, "on my early and middle 
life, and now in myoId age reflect how few of those 
remain who were young with me, life seems to me 
like a summer residence in a watering-place. 
When we first arrive, we form friendships with 
those who have already spent some time there, and 
must be gone the next week. The loss is painful, 
but we connect ourselves with the second genera
tion of visitors, with whom we spend some time and 
become dearly intimate; but these also depart, and 
we are left alone with a third set, who arrive just as 
we are preparing for our departure, in whom we 
feel little or no interest . 

. "The ~orld has always regarded me as a pecu
ha~ favorIte of fortune, nor will I complain of my 
eXIstence taken as a whole: yet, in truth, it has 
been little else than weariness and labor; and I may 
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say, that in my five-and-seventy years I have not en
joyed four weeks of peace and comfort-it was the 
eternal rolling of the stone_ The claims upon my 
time and capabilities, from within and from without, 
were too many. My only happiness lay in my poe
tic talents; yet even in this how have I been, 
through outward things, disturbed, limited, and 
hindered! Had I kept myself more apart from 
public business, and could I have lived more in soli
tude, I had been happier as a man, and as a poet 
I had effected much more. Thus, after the publi
cation of my Gotz and my 'Verther, a certain sen
sible frien.l said to me in warning, ' \\'llell a man 
has once done something to delight the world, the 
world will thenceforward take care tbat he shall 
not do it a second time.' A wide-spread name, a 
high position in society, are douLtless good things, 
but with all my reputation and my rank, I could not 
often do more nor better than give way to the opi
nions of others; and this were in truth but a sorry 
jest, if I had not therewith so far the advantage, that 
I learned (erfahre) how others thought: aber sie 
nicht wie ich." 

How solemn sounds all this from the lips of a man, 
who in years, in fame, in wisdom, in prosperity, ex
ceeded so far his fellow-men! 

Pointing out to Ekermann some beautiful antique 
gems, and comparing them with the manner in which 
the same subjects and ideas had been treated by 
modern artists, he makes the oft-repeated observa
tion, how far in these later times we fall short of the 
(:lassical models; even wita the highest feeling fOf 

1~· 



138 WINTER STUDrE~. 

the pure inimitable grace, the unaffected nature or 
these relics, even with a conception of how it was all 
produced, we cannot repeat the results we admire. 
" Meyer," he added, " used often to say, • If only 
it were not so difficult to think j' but the worst is, 
that all the tltilll.·illg in the world will not help us 
to think-we must go direct to nature, so that beau
tiful ideas shall present themselves before us like 
Goa-sends, (freye kinder Gotte,,) and call out to us, 
• Elere 1Cf (ae l' ,,* 

Tiedge, in 1800, wrote a poem on the immortality 
of the soul, entitled" Urania," rlna Goethe alludes 
amusil'gly to the sensat"on it produced for a time; 
the" Urallia" lay on every table-" Urallia." and 
immortality were the subject of every convcrsation, 
and stupid, conceited women discussed round their 
tea-tables the sublimest speculations on a future 
life; all which seems to have excited his impatience 
and his derision. How truly he says somewhere, 
tbat the same things are constantly repeated in the 
world; that there never was any thing, any fact, 
that had only once existed! How well I recollect 
when the publication of" Satan," and the" Omni
presence of the Deity," and some other poems of 
the same stamp, were all the rage in England, and 
Bent our evangelical ladies, some up into the clouds, 
within precincts where seraphs fear to tread, and 
Borne down-never mind where-it was Tiedge's 
"Urania" over again. Of course, I speak here 

• H~ says the same thing otherwise, and better, in another 
place- . Alles Gescheite ist schon einmal gedacht worden; 
man muss nur versuchen, es noch einm!ll zu denlten." 
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only of the presumption and frivolity, amounting to 
profaneness and audacity, or worse, which 1 have 
witnessed in some women whose heated imagina
tions outran their reason, as different from the staid, 
the sober humility of real piety, as the raving Pytho
ness of old was unlike the meek ;\Iary, "who sat 
at Jesus' feet and heard his words." 

Goethe Rays, in the same passage, " that he would 
not himself gi\'e up for aught in the world the belief 
in futurity; and he thinks with Lorenzo de ;\Ieclici, 
that he \\"ho lin'S not in the hope of a future life 
may be counted as already dead; but he exclaims 
against treating with vulgar and audacious fami
liarity the divine, the incomprehensible truths, 
which prvphets and apostles touched upon with 
awe; and 1 think with him. 

Goethe has (has 1-1 think of him as being now!) 
1 should say, tbat out of a collection of more than 
seventy portfolios of engravings and original draw
ings, it was his general custom to have one or two 
laid on the table after dinner, and to turn them over 
in presence of his guests and the ladies of his 
family, discoursing most eloquently on the different 
subjects, or plea8ed to appeal to the natural sense 
and taste of those around him. It was a divine 
lecture on art. 

There are in one of these portfolios some most 
exquisite etchings and drawings by Roos, the famous 
animal painter, all representing sheep or goats ill 
every possible attitude, wonderful for their truth. 
" '\Then 1 look at them," says (: oethe, speaking in 
the fulness of his ad~iration, " I feel a certain 
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strange uneasiness. The narrow, stupid, silly, 
dreamy, yawny nature of these creatures attracts 
me into a kind of beastly sympathy with them j I 
look at them till I am half afmid of becoming a 
sheep myself, and could almost fancy that the artist 
had been one j he had no vocation to paint the 
fiercer quadrupeds, he confined himself to the rumi
nating animals, and in that he did well: his sympa
thy with the nature of these creatures was born with 
him-it was innate." 

What would Goethe haye thought of some of 
Edwin Landseer's pictures-his wild deer-his 
dogs !-tbc Highland Nurse, fur instance, where 
the colley is watching by tl,e sleeping infant? Did 
Roos, or Snyders, or Rubens himself, eyer give us 
the morale of animal life in the fine spirit of Edwin 
Landseer? 

After some other things, Goethe goes on to say, 
that he thinks a knowledge of the universe must be 
innate with some poets. (It seems to have been so 
with Shakspeare.) He says he wrote co Gotz von 
Berlichingen" when he was a young inexperienced 
man of two-and-twenty. .. Ten years later," he 
adds, II I stood astonished at the truth of my own 
delineation j I had never beheld or experienced the 
like, therefore the knowledge of these multifarious 
aspects of human nature I must have possessed 
through a kind of anticipation." 

Yes; the II kind of anticipation" through which 
J oanlla Baillie conceived and wrote her noble tra
gedies. Where did she, whose life has been pure 
and" retired as noontide dew," find the dark, stern, 
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terrible elements, out of which she framed the de
lineations of character and passion in De l\lontfort, 
Ethwald, Basil, Constantine ?-where but in her 
own prophetic heart and genius 1-in that intuitive, 
almost unconscious revelation of the universal na
ture, which makes the poet, and not experience or 
knowledge. Joanna Baillie, whose most tender 
and refined, and womanly and christian spirit neYer, 
I believe, admitted an ungentle thought of any liv
ing being, created De Montfort, and gave us the 
physiology of Hatred; and might \\ell, like G oelhe, 
stand astollished at the truth of her own delineation. 

Farther on, Goethe speaks of the perfection with 
which some of the German women write their own 
language, so as to excel in this palticular some of 
their best authors. The same holds good in France 
and England; so that to understand the full force 
of Goethe's compliment to his countrywomen, one 
must L'collect that it is no such easy matter to 
write a fine and clear German style, where tbere 
are twenty dialects and a hundred different styles. 
Prince Metternicb once observed to me, "What I 
admire in your language is, that you have one good 
style in speaking and writing; and all well-bred and 
well-educated persons in England speak and write 
nearly alike. Here, in Germany, we have as many 
different styles as individual writers, and the dif
ference is greater than a foreigner could easily 
imagine." 

Yet even this kind of individuality, in point of 
style, may possibly have a value and a charm, and 
this will be felt if ever the rules of a good style be 
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so fixed by criticism or fashion, that all Germany 
will write uniformly. 

·What he says of himself and Tieck is very inte
resting; he speaks of him with admiration and kind 
feeling, but adds, " that when the Schlegels set up 
Tieck as a sort of literary rival to himself, they 
placed him in a false position. I may say this 
openly," adds this great man, with a dignified and 
frank simplicity. "I did not make myself; and it 
were much the same thing as though I should even 
myself with Shakspeare, who also did not make 
himself-a being far, far above me, to whom I look 
up with reverence and wonder." 

Driving home one day from. Tiefurt, as the car
riage turned, they faced the sun just as he was sink
ing in the west. Goethe ceased speaking, and re
mained for a few moments as if lost in thought; 
then rousing himself, he repeated from some old 
poet-

" Untergehend sagar ist's immer dieselbige Sonne." 

He then continued, with a most cheerful and ani
mated expression-" \Vhen a man has lived seventy
five years, he must needs think sometimes upon 
death. This thought bri~gs me perfect peace, for 
1 have the fixed conviction that the spirit is immor
tal, and has a never-ceasing progression from eter
nity to eternity; it is like the sun, which only seems 
to set to our earthly eyes, but which in reality never 
does set, and never ceases to shine." 

Farther on, Ekermann expresses his regTet that 
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Goethe should have sacrificed so much time as direc
tor of the theatre at vVeimar, and considers that 
many works were thus lost to the world. To which 
Goethe replies-" Truly, it is possible I might have 
written many good thilJgs during that time; yet 
when I reflect, I feel no regret. All my produc
tions, as well as endeavors, I have been accustomed 
to regard as merely symbolical, (that is, as I under
stand it, leading to something beyond, and signifi
cant of something better, than themselve~,) and, in 
point of fact, it was with me as with a potter, to whom 
it is quite indifferent whether he makes pitchers or 
whether he makes platters of his clay." 

.. .. .. 

March I~ 

Idle to·day, and although I read a good deal, I 
translated very little, and noted less. ' 

Yet the following passage struck me. The con
versation turned on the German poetesses, and Reh
bein, Goethe's physician, insi~ted that the poetical 
talent in women was "ein Art von geistigem 
Geschlechtstl'ieb." 

"Hear him I"~ exclaimed Goethe; "bear the 
physician, with his 'intellectual impulse of sex!' " 

Rehbein explained himself, hyobserving .. that 
the women who had distinguished themselves in 
literature, poetry especially, were almost universally 
women who had been disappointed in their best 
Qffections, and sought in filis direction of the intel-
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lect a sort of compensation. When women are 
married, Dnd have children to take care of, they do 
not often think of writing poetry."· 

This is not very politely or delicately expressed; 
but we must not therefore shrillk from it, for it in
volves Bome impurtant considerations. It is most 
certain that among the women who have been dis
tinguished in literature, three·fourths have been 
either Ly nature, or fate, or the law of society, placed 
in a painful or a fal~e position; it is also most cer
tain that in these days when society is becoming 
every day more artificial and more complex, and 
marriage, as the gentlemen assure us, more and 
mure expensive, hazardous, and inexpedient, women 
must find means to fill up the void of existellce. 
Men, our natural protectors, our lawgivers, our mas
ters, throw us upon our own resources; the quali
ties which they pretelld to admire in us-the over
flowing, the clinging affections of a warm-heart
the llousehold devotion-the submissive wish to 
please, that feels" every vanity in fondness lost," 
the tender shrillking sensitiveness which Adam 
thought so charming in his Eye-to cultivate these, 
to make them, by artificial means, the staple of the 
womanly character, is it not to cultivate a taste for 
8~nshi~e and roses, in thnse we send to pass theIr 
hves III the arctic zone 1 We have gone away 
from nature, and we must, if we can, substitute 

• This arplies more to Germany than with Us and even up 
to the present time it has required a very powerful reaction of 
some kind to drive a German woman into the public path of 
hterature. 
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another nature. Art, literature and science, re
main to us. Religion, which formerly opened 
the doors of nunneries and convents to forlorn 
women, now mingling her beautiful and sooth
ing influence with resources which the prejudices 
of the world have yet left open to us, teaches 
us another lesson, that only in utility, such as is left 
to us, only in the assiduous employment of such fa
culties as we are permitted to exercise. can we find 
health and peace, and compensation for the wasted 
or repressed impulses and energies more proper to 
our sex-more natural-perhaps more pleasing to 
God; but trusting in bis mercy, and using the 
means he has given, we must do the best we can fOT 
ourselves and for our sisterhood. The cruel preju
dices which would have shut us out from nobler con
solation and occupations have cease<l in great part, 
and will soon be remembered only as the lude, 
coarse barbarism ofa by.gone age. Let us then have 
no more caricatures of methodistical, card-playing, 
and acrimonious old maids. Let us hear no more 
of scandal, parrots, cats, and lap.dogs-or worse! 
these never failing subjects of derision with the vul
gar and the frivolous, but the eource of a thousand 
compassionate amI melancboly feelings in those who 
can reflect! In the name of humanity and woman
hood, let us have no more of them! Coleridge. who 
has said and written the most beautiful, the most 
tender. the most reverential things of women-who 
understands better than any man, any poet, \\ hat I 
will call the metaphysics of ~ove-Coleridge, as you 
will remember, has asserted that the perfection ofa 

VOL. I. 13 
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woman's character is to be characterless. .. Every 
man," said he, " would like to have an Ophelia or a 
Desdamona for his wife." No doubt; the sentiment 
is truly a masculine one; and what was tlteir fate 1 
What would now be the fate of such unresisting 
and confiding angels 1 Is this the age of Arcadia 1 
Do we live among Paladins and Sir Charles Gran
disolls, and are our weakness, and our innocence, 
and our ignorance, safeguards-or snares 1 Do we 
iodeed find our account in being 

.. Fine by defect, and beautifully \veak 1" 

No, no; women need in these times "/laracter 
beyond every thing else; the qualities which will 
enable them to endure and to resist evil; the self~ 

governed, the cultivated, active mind, to protect ami 
to maintain ourselves. How many wretched women 
marry for a maintenance! How many wret.::hed 
women sell themselves to dis11Onor for bread! and 
thm'e is small difference, if ally, in the infamy and 
the misery! How many unmarried women live in 
heart-wearing dependence; if poor, in solitary pe
nury, loveless, joyless, IlnendeareJ; if l'ich, in aim
lese, pitiful trifling! How many, strange to say, 
marry for the independence they dare not other
wi~e claim! But the more paths opened to us, the 
less fear that we should go astray. 

Surely, it is dangerous, it i:l wicked, in t11ese days, 
to follow the old saw, to bring up women to be 
.. happy wives and mothers j" that is to say, let all 
her accomplishments, her sentiments, her views of 
life, take one direction, as if for women there exist-
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ed only one destiny-one hope, one blessing, one 
object, one passion in existence; some people say 
it ought to be so, but we know that it is not so; we 
know that hundreds, that thousands of women are 
not happy wives and mothers-are ne\'er either 
wives or mothers at all. The cultivation of the 
moral strength and the active energies of a woman's 
mind, together with the intellectual facnlties and 
tastes, will not make a woman a less good, less hap
py wife and mother, and will enable her to find con
tent and independence when denied love and hap
piness. 

March HI. 
Got on better to-day. 
Go~the speaks with great admiration of the poems, 

original and translated, of Talvi. (Madamoiselle 
Jacob, now Mrs. Robinson, and settled, I believe, in 
America.) 

There is a great deal about Lord Byron in scat
tered passages. Goethe seems to have understood 
him astonishingly well-1 mean the man as well as 
the poet.* At this time Lord Byron was turning all 
heads in Germany, and Goethe, who was flattered by 
the veneration and admiration of Byron, felt and ac
know ledged his genius. .. He was," says Ekermann, 
"quite inexhaustible when once he began to speak 

• Lord Byron ist nur gross wenn er dichtet, sobald er rellee
tirt, ist er ein kind. 
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of Byron," and as a poet himself, sympathized in 
the transcenuent poetical powers he displayed; but 
as a philosopher anu sage, Goethe lamented the 
abuse, the misdirection of the talents he appreciateu. 
He reproaches him with the negative, the gloomy 
tendency of his mind; he contrasts it with the 
healthful cheerfulness of such a spirit as Shak
speare's. Speaking of his strange attempt to de
fend anu revive the strict law of the drama with 
regaru to the three unities, he says pointedly, " Had 
he but known as well how to restrain himself withiR 
the fixeu moral limits !" 

In another place he speaks with contempt of the 
poets, imitators of Lord Byron, "who write as if 
they were all sick, and the whole bright world a 
lazar house." He says, "It is a real misuse and 
abuse of poetry, which was given to us to console 
UB in the struggle of life, and make man more con
tent with the world he lives in, not less." 

How entirely I sympathize with Goethe, when 
he breaks out in iuuignation against the negative 
and the satirical in poetry and art! He says, 
" \Vhen I have called the bad_bad, how much is 
gained by that 1 The man who would work aright 
must not deal in censure, must not trouble himself 
about what is bad, but show and do what is good;." 
and this is surely true. He says elsewhere, that 
when there was doubt and contl·adiction in his mind, 
he kept it within himself; he gave to the public only 
the assured result, (or what he considered such,) 
when he had arrived at it. This firmness of tone, this 
lofty and cheerful view of the universe and burna-
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nity, strike U1I particularly in many of Goethe's 
works. He says himself, that the origin of most of 
his lyrics was truth; some real incident, some real 
sentiment; and some of his fine moral poems-for 
instance, those which he has entitled" Granzen der 
Menschbeit" and" Das Gottliche," remind me of 
Wordsworth, in the pure healthful feeling, as well 
as the felicity and beauty of the expression through 
which it has found a channel to onl' hearts. 

He says of V{inckelmann, with nntrunslatable 
felicity, .. Man lernt nichts wenn man ihn lieset, 
aber man wird etwas." 

This next is amusing, and how frankly magnani
mous! He says, "People talk of originality
what du they mean 1 As soon as we are born the 
surrounding world begins to operate upon us, "and 
so on to the end. And, after all, what can we truly 
call our own, but energy, power, u;ill? Could I point 
out all tl,at I myself owe to my great forerunners 
and cotempol'aries, truly there would remain but 
little over !" 

Goethe could afford to say this! 
He speaks of Schiller so affectionately, and with 

such a fine, just discrimination of his powers! "All 
in Schiller was high and great-his deportment, his 
gait, the mould of his limbs, his least motion, was 
dignified and grand-only his eyes were soft." And, 
adds Goethe, "like his form was his talent. We 
lived together," he says, " in such close, such daily 
intimacy, so in one another, that of many thoughts 
which occur in the works of both, it would be a 

13-
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question whether they originated with the one OT 

the other." 
The two great mcn thus bound together during 

their lives, were, after Schiller's death, placed in a 
kind of rivalship; and still the partisans of the dif
ferent literary factions dispute where no dispute 
ought to exist. Coleridge says that" Schiller is a 
thousand times 1lI0re l,cartZI I han Goethe, and that 
Goethe does not, nor ever will, command the com
mon mind of the people as Schiller (loes," I believe 
it to be true. The reason is, that Schiller has with 
him generally the women and the young men, i. e. 
those whose opinions and feelings are most loudly, 
most enthusiastically expressed. Goethe, in allusion 
to this, says playfully, "Now have the public been 
disputing for these twenty years which of the two 
is greatest, Schiller or myself! Let them go and 
be thankful that have two such fellows to dispute 
awut !" 

He speaks of the new school of critical histori
ans, who have endeavored to prove that all ancient 
history is fable . 

•• Till IWW," be says, .. the world has believed in 
the heroism of a Lucretia, a Mutius Screvola, and 
has been warmed and inspired by the idea. Now 
comes some historical critic, and assures us that 
these personages never had a real existence; that 
it is alt fiction and fable, invented by the granel 
imagination of the old Romans. What have we to 
do with such pitiful truth! If the Romans were 
great enough to invent such things, let us at least be
great enough to belieye in them !" 
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Here I should think he was speaking more play
fully and feelingly than seriously and critically; and 
is it not charming 1 

He goes on-" I llsed to be delighted with a cer
tain fact in the history of the thirteenth century, 
where the Emperor Frederic II. being engaged 
against the Pope, all the north of Germany lay open 
to invaders. The Asi~tic hordes advanced even into 
Silesia, where the Duke of Leignitz defeated them; 
they tumed back to Moravia, there the Count Stern
berg beat them. These gallant warriors have 
hitherto lived in my imagination as the saviours of 
the German nation. Now comes your historical 
critic, and he tells me that these heroes sacrificed 
themselves very unnecessarily, for that of the Turkish 
army would doubtless have retired of itself-so is 
a grand pau'iotic deed lessened and maligned, and 
one is put horribly out of humor." It is plain that 
Goethe, like Johnson, did not like to have hisfaggot 
disturbed. 

He adds, farther on, that in poetry this kind of 
sceptical criticism is not so mischievous. .. Profes
sor Wolf has destroyed Homer, but he could do 
nothing to the poem itself, for the Iliad is en
dued with the miraculous property of the heroes 
in the Valhalla, who, though hewed to pieces in the 
morning fight, always sit down to dinner with whole 
limbs." 

But there is no end to this-I must stop; yet 
Ihis about Shakspeare is so beautiful I must have it 
down • 

.. How inconceivably dch and great is Shak-
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speare! There is no motive· inhuman existence 
which he has not represented and expressed. and 
with what ease and freedom! One cannot speak of 
Shakspeare. it is all insufficient. I have in the Wil· 
helm Meister. groped about him. but it is mere tri
fling; he is no play-writer. he never thought of a 
stage; it was too narrow. too paltry a space for his 
mighty spirit: yes, even the great visible universe 
itself was for him in space too narrow! 

" N ny, he is too rich. too mighty. A productive 
poet 5hould read but one piece of his in the year, or 
he will wreck himself in the vain attempt to reach 
the unrcadtaMe. "I did well," lie adds, that in wri
ting my Giitz and my Egmont, I shook him off my 
shoulders. How many excellent German poets 
have been destroyed through him and Calderon 1 
for Shakspeare," he adds fancifully, " presents to us 
golden apples in cups of silver; through the study 
of his works we get hold of thd cups of silver. but 
alas. we put potatoes into them." 

I close my book, and so good night! 
'Where is he now, he who disappeared and could 

not be lost 1-sitting with his Shakspeare and his 
Schiller up there among the stars in colloquy 
sublime 1 and Walter Scott standing by with love 
and thought upon his spacious brow-What a partie 
carree! 

• The meaning of the word motil", in German criticism, 
should pe~haps be explained. It is used to signify any cause 
out of whICh the action Or consequence springs. They have 
~h~ verb m.t~vtTe .. , and they say of a drama, or any fiction, that 
It 18 well or III motivirt, 



THE SUPERNATURAL. 153 

March 15. 

This last paragraph, which I wrote last evening, 
sent me to bed with my head full of all manner of 
thoughts and memories and fancies; and not being in 
a studious mood this miserably cold night, I draw my 
writing-table close to the fire, and bestow all my 
tediousness on you, and if it were twice as much, 
and you were twice as far off, I would bestow it on 
you with aU my heart-would you not accept the 
bargain 1 

I have been much busied to·day with domestic 
matters, for we are preparing to change our resi
dence for a new house never yet inhabited, and now 
I am alone in my room. I feel tired, and have fal
len into a very dismal and fantastic mood. 

Whence and what are we, " that things whose 
~ense we see not, frey us with things that be not 1" 
If I had the heart of that wondrous bird in the Per
sian tales, which being pressed upon a human heart, 
obliged that heart to utter truth through the lips, 
sleeping or waking, then I think I would inquire 
how far in each bosom exists the belief in the super
natural? In many minds which I know, and other
wise strong minds, it certainly exists a hidden source 
of torment; in others, not stronger, it exists a suurce 
of absolute pleasure and excitement. I have known 
people most wittily ridicule, or gravely discounte
nance, a belief in spectral appearances, and all the 
time I could see in their faces that once in their 
Iivei! at least they had been frightened at their own 
shadow. The conventional cowardice, the fear of 
ridicule, even the self-respect which prevents intel-
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ligent persons from revealing the exact truth of what 
passes through their own mindson this point, deprives 
us of a means to trace to its sources and develope 
an interesting br"nch of Psychology. Between 
vulgar credulity and exaggeration on the one hand, 
and the absolute scepticIsm and materialism of some 
would·be philosophers on the other, lies a vast space 
of debateable ground, a sort of twilight region or 
limbo, through which I do not see my way distinctly. 
0ne of the most gifted and accomplished, as well as 
most rational and most practical characters I ever 
met with, once said to me seriously, " I thank 
God I do not believe in the impossihility of any 
thing." 

How far are ol1l'perceptions confined to our outward 
senses? Can anyone te1l1-for that our perceptions 
are not wholly confined to impressions taken in by 
the outward senses seems the only one thing proved; 
and are such sensible impressions the only real ones1 
'\Vhen anyone asks me gaily the so common and 
common·place question-common even in these our 
rational times-" Do you now really believe in 
ghosts 1" I generally answer as gaily-" I really 
don't know!" J n the common, vulgar meaning of 
the words, I certainly do not,. but in the reality of 
many things termed imaginary I certainly do. 

While I was st'lying at \Veimar, in Goethe's house, 
a very pretty little soiree was arranged for me at 
Madame d' Alefeldt's; there were no cards that 
evening; and seated round a table we became ex' 
tremely talkative and confidential, and at last we 
took to relating ghost stories. It should seem that 
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Germany is still like Ireland, the land of the super
natural, as well as the land of romance. There was 
something quite delightful in the good faith and the 
perfect serieuL of some of the narrators, as well as 
some of the lititeners-myself included. 

Baron Sternberg gave us a story of an appari. 
tion at his sister's castle in Livonia; it was admira
ble, and most admirably told, though, truly, it seem
ed the last of all apparitions that one would have 
expected to haunt a castle in Livonia, for it was that 
of Vollaire. 

Thenthe grand Duke gave us the history of a cer
tain Princess of Rudulstadt, whose picture is at 
Kochberg, and who, in the estimation of her family, 
llad tbe gift of prophecy, of seeing visions, and 
(lreaming dreams; but such visions and such 
dreams-so wild, so poetical, and even so gro
tesque-shadowing forth the former and future des
tinieti of her family! and, in truth, the whole story, 
and the description of the old castle of Rudolstadt, 
awl the old court. and the three old superannuated 
prillcesses, like gothic figures woven into tapestry
so st~tely and so stiff, and so ugly, and withal so 
tinged with the ideal and romantic. were given with 
80 much loveliness of detail, and so much graphic 
spirit, that 1 was beyond measure amused and in· 
terested. I thought I saw them before me, and 
methinks I see them now. 

In return for this tale, I gave from the best autho
rity that of Crofton Croker, the history of the Irish 
banshee, and particularly of that identical hanshee, 
whose visitations as the hereditary attendant on my 
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own family 1 had painful reason to remember. My 
banshee pleased universa!ly; to most of the com
pany the idea was something new, and I have even 
hopes that it may have inspired Sternberg with a 
pendant to his poem on King O'Donohue. 

The conversation turned naturally upon heredi· 
tary apparitions and spectral penances, the fruit of 
ancestral crimes, on which superstition Urillparzer 
has founded his fine lyric drama of" The Ahnfrau." 
The castle of the \V-- family, in the neighbor
llOod of \Veimar, was mentioned as suhject to this 
species of ghostly visitation. Two individuals pre
sent, who had been on a visit to this castle, spoke 
of the phantom al:e,; connaissance defait. The pre· 
sent Baroness \V--, who had been brought up 
among enlightened and intelligent people, declared 
herself perfectly illcredulous, and after her marriage 
went to inhabit the castle of her husuand, in all the 
assurance that common sense and philosophy could 
give; hut-so \\ l'llt the tale-it happened that soon 
after the birth of I.eI' eldest child, she awoke at 
rniullight, and beheld an unearthly being bending 
over the cradle of l,er illfant-mure, as it seemed, 
in 10\'e and bellediction than with allY unholy pur
pose; huwe\er, from tbis time they said tbat she 
had not willingly inhauited the castle of her hus
balld's ancestors. 

In the family of the Baron --, wbose castle is 
also in the heighborbood of \Veimar there is a 
gold ring of ~arvellous power, giv:n by some 
supernatural bemg to a former Baron, with the as-
8urance that as long as it remained in the castle, 
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good fortune would attend the family. Every expe
riment made of late by unbelieving barons to put 
this tradition to the test has been followed by some 
signal disaster, the last time by a destructive fire, 
which consumed nearly the whole castle. This sto
ry also was yery well told. 

It should seem that in these little German states 
there was always some ancestor, some prince with 
a kind of Blue-Beard renown, to sene as the hero 
fOl' all the tales of horror-the bug-a-boo to frighten 
the children. Duke Ernest August plays the role 
du tyran in the history of Saxe \Veimar. He was 
not only a tyrant, but atheist, alchemist, magician, 
and heaven knows what besides. Now, there was a 
profligate adventurer, named Caumartin, who had 
insinuated himself into the favor of the Dllke, be
came his chamberlain, and assisted him in his magi
cal and chemical researches. It is a tradition, that 
one of the ancestors of this princely family had dis
covered the philosopher's stone, and had caused the 
receipt to be buried with him, denouncing a terri
ble malediction on whoever should violate, from 
avaricious motives, his last repose. Duke Ernest 
persuaded Caumartin to descend into the family 
vault, and pluck the mighty secret from the coffin of 
his ancestor. Caumartin undertook the task with 
gay audacity, and remained two hours in the vault. 
On Ie-ascending, he looked pale and much changed, 
and took solemn leave of his friends. as a man con
demned to death. They mocked at him of course; 
but on the third day afterw~nls he was found dead 
on the floor of his room, his rapier in his hand, his 
vo~ I. 14 
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clothes torn, and his featureB distorted, as if by a 

fearful struggle. 
This story so oft repeated in different ages and 

countries, and in every variety and form, appeared to 
me curious in a philosophical and historical point of 
view. Duke Emest August lived at the time 
when a wild superstitious credulity, a belief in ma
gic and alchemy, rose lip simultaneously with the 
most daring scepticism in religious matters, both 
becoming fasltionable in Germany, France, and 
England, at the same time. It was the reign of 
Cagliastro and his imitators and disciples. Do you 
not recollect, in the Daroll de Grimm's memoirs, the 
story of a French adventurer, who was received into 
the first circles of Paris as a supernatural being 1 
He was said to possess the elixir of life, and the 
wandering Jew was apparel'tly a youth to him ill 
point of longeyity. In the house of the Marechal 
de i\lirepoix he once sat down to the harpsichord, 
and played a piece of music of sublime and surpass
ing beauty. All inquired whether it was his own 
composition, or where it was to be found 1 To which 
he replied, with a pensive air-" The last time I 
heard it was when Alexander the Great entered 
Babylon I" 

Many more stories were told that nilYht of various 
• 0 

mterest, but all tinged with somethincr poetical and 
characteristic. At last the party sep~rated. I re-
turned home and h'l '11 I' I . . "w 1 e stl a Itt e exeIted, we con. 
tInue~ to co~verse for some time on influence of fancy 
and Its various illusions and th ' . f '. ,e superstItIOns 0 
vanous tImes and countries Tl h' I . Ie t mg was a-
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ways there, forming, as it seemed, a part of our hu
man nature, and only modified and chan!\"ed in its 
manifestations, sometimes by outward influences, 
sometimes by individual temperament; fashion, or 
in other words, sympathy alld imitation, having pro
duced many ghosts, as well as many maniacs, and 
not a few suicides. 

At last we bade good night. I lighted my taper, 
fixed in a candlestick of rather antique form, the 
same which had been used when Goethe was chris
tened, and which I always took in my hand with due 
reverence. In coming up to my bed-room I had to 
pass by the door of the apartment in which Goethe 
had breathed his last. It has been from that moment 
considered as a sanctuary; the things remain un
touched and undisturbed, and the key is deposited 
with the librarian. In the first or ante-room there 
stands -at least when I was at \Veimar there stood 
-a large house-clock, which had been presented to 
Goethe on the celebration of his jubilee; it is the 
same which stood in the room of his mother, and 
struck the hour he was born: after passing through 
various hands, it was purchased by the Grand Duke 
of Baden, and sent as a gift to the poet on that me
morable occasion. This clock, like the resL of the 
furniture of that sacred apartment, remains untouch
ed, but on this very night, by Borne inexplicable ac
cident,just as I arrived at the door, the clock within 
began to strike- one, two, three, four, and 80 on to 
twelve. At the first stroke I stopped, even my 
breath almost stopped, as ! listened. I looked not 
to the left, where the door opened into that hallowed 
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chamber of death and immortality; I looked not to 
the right, where the dark hollow of the staircase 
seemed to yawlI-nor yet before me; but, with my 
eyes fixed on the silver relic I held in my hand, I 
stood quite still. The emotion which bound up my 
powers in that moment was assuredly the farthest 
possibly from fear, or aught resembling it-it was 
only a sound, but it was the same sound and hour 
which had ushered into the world one of the great
est and most gifted spirits IV hOlD God, in his supreme 
goodness, had ever sent to enlighten the world, and 
to enlarge the bounds of human deLight and im
provement; it was the same sound and hour which 
sent it to mingle with the great soul of nature, to be 

A voice in all her music, from the moan 
Of thunder to the song of night's sweet bird; 
To be il I'ft'Sence to be felt and known 
In darkness and in light. 

And so in the s;.]ence and the loneliness of the 
night, as those sounds fell deliberately one by one, 
they seemed to fill the whole air around me, to enter 
in at my ears and thrill down to my finger end~, 
and I saw the light tremble which I held before me. 
But SOil", alld the puwer of motio!: returned. In 
the next moment I was in my room and seated in 
HIS chair, with a steady pulse and a calm spirit, glad 
to breathe again" queen o'er myself,"-my reason
able self; yet would I not have missed the strange, 
the overpowering, deliciously awful feelings of those 
well-remembered moments-no-not for the uni
verse! Short and transient as they have been, they 
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henceforth belong to the tissue of my life: were I 
to live a century, I cannot forget them, nor would I 
dare to give them expression-if inceed there are 
words which cuuld express them . 

.. 

lIIarch 16. 

I was idle to-day, and, instead of going on regu
larly with my book, I turned over the leaves, and 
dwelt upon passages here and there, as people, when 
they are nice and are not hungry, capriciously pick 
out tit-bits. 

The attempt to note down all that I would wish 
to retain in my memory of Ihid delightful book, I 
find hopeless, quite. At first I fancied it something 
like Boswell: nothing can be more unlike. The 
difference between Dr. Johnson and Goethe is not 
greater than the difference between Ekermann ana 
Boswell. Boswell's book is delicious, but the man's 
personal character is always in the way; we profit 
often by his indiscretion, but his indiscl iminate trio 
fling as often disgusts. Johnson, in his book, is the 
"great Colossus" bestriding this narrow world, with 
a Pharos in one hand, and a bundle of darts in the 
other; but in Ekermann's book Goethe is nothing 
less than the" Olympian Jupiter," seated at his 
table and dispensing nectar and ambroeia, while he 
plays child-like with his own lightnings.* Boswell's 

• There is now a melancholy propriety in the basso reliev() 
o-ver the entrance to Goethe's apartment, in his house at Wei-

14.-
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meddling coxcombry and servility sometimes place 
his great patron in no vp.ry <lignified position; and 
the well-known similes of the monkey on the bear's 
\Jack, and the puppy in the lion's den, seem hardly 
too severe. "\Yere I to find a simile for Ekermann, 
I should say he is like a thrush singing under the 
wing of a great cagle, sometime9 overshadowed by 
his mighty mastel', but not overdazzled, not over
awed by the "terrors of hi~ ceak and lightning of 
his eyes"-always himself-and, as himself, always 
amiable, always respectable. His simplicity, his 
uprightness, and his gentleness, his poetical and ar
tist-like f.'ding, arc always delightful: one mllst 
love him for his own sake as well as Goethe's. 

Yet a translation of this book would hardly please 
in England; it deals i~l "notions more than in 
facts," and in speculations and ideas, more than in 
anecdotes and personalities. It is necessary to take 
a strong intereat in German literature and society, 
and in the fine arts generally, to care about a great 
deal of it; it is something like Coleridge's" Tablo 
Talk," which certainly few G!'rmans would like or 
understand, though the criticisms and opinions are 
full of interest for the English reader; but it is yet 
more dramatic and lively in manner. 

When I was first in possession of this book, and 
referring with delight to some few sentences which 
caught my attention, a friend of mine, who had 
kn.own Goethe well and long, wrote me, in her own 

mar; it rep~esents the empty throne of Jupiter, with the eagle 
~owenng at Its foot, and the thunderbolts lyin~ extinguished and 
~L 0 
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peculiar style, some very charming things of its 
character and iutention ; the meaning, and as nearly 
as I can, the wonls, I must try to render into 
English . 

.. Ekermann's hook," said she, .. is' the purest 
altar that has yet been erected to the fame of 
Goethe. In times like these, when the feeling of 
reverence (Pietat) seems to be fast departing, when 
a young author of talent takes up the pen, as a sort 
of critical dissecting knife, mangling and p,ying 
where Ollce he trembled and adored; when hi, first 
enueavor is to fling Jown that heaviest burthen 
upon the soul of an egotist-the burthcn of admi
ration for the merits of another, is it not pleasant to 
meet with such a book as this 1 And whell every 
thing one reaus is so artificial, so gcmarld, so im
pertinent, is it not delightful to open a book where 
in every page we feel the pulse-throb of a warm, 
true heart 1 I do not know if I am right, but it 
seems to me that those who cannet admire, can have 
nothing in themselves to be admired; then how 
worthy of admiration must that man be, who thus 
throws down bis whole heart and soul in admiratioll 
before the feet of another!' tbe simplicity of this 
entire abnegation of selflends to it a certain dignity. 
There is notbing here but truth and love-for 
Goethe loved Ekermaml, and O! how Ekermann 
loved Goethe! 

"I can have no critical judgment here, and ought 
BOt to have; I can only bear witness to the general 
truth of the whole-nothing can be truer. I cannot 
be, like you, struck and cH'armed by particular pas-
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sages. I was too long a sort of Lady High Trea· 
surer to be dazzled or astonished now that the 
casl,ets are opened. I greet the gems as old ac
quaintance !" 

After this encouraging testimony, I go on with 
my notes and my translating. 

It appears that Schiller had the notion of a theatre 
where pieces should be given occasionally for men 
only, and Goethe seems to approve of this: I do 
not. The two sexes are more than sufficiently se
parated by different duties and pursuits; what tends 
to separate them farther in their amusements cannot 
be good for either. A theatre for men only would 
soon become a bear·garden. 

At an evening party, some of his own songs, to 
which EkermanTl had composed beautiful music, 
were sung for him-he was much pleased. When all 
was over he observed to Ekermann, that the songs 
out of the " Divan,"* seemed to have no longer 
any connexion with himself: "both what is Orien
tal and what is impassioned in those songs," said he, 
"have passed away from me ; it is like the cast skin 
of a snake, which he leaves lying on his path; but 
the little song 'U m Mitternacht't remains with me, 
a living part of my own life." 

After several pages on all manner of things, I 

• Written when he was more than seventy. 
t Written in his early youth. 
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find this remark on Schiller: "Through all his 
works," said Goethe, " we have the idea offrt'cdom. 
And this idea changed its form as the gellius and 
character of Schiller were progressively developed. 
Tn his early age it was physical freedom, in his lat· 
ter life the ideal;" and afterwards he says finely, 
"that is not freedom where we acknowledge nothing 
above ourselves, but that is freedom, when we can 
reverence something greater than ourselves." 

He says of La Grange, "he was a GOOD man, 
and even through that, he was truly great; for 
when a good human being is gifted with talents, he 
will work for the moral benefit of the world, whe· 
ther he be artist, natural philosopher, poet, or what
ever he may be." This is like what 'vVeber wrotc 
to Mendolsohn. 

Farther on he says, "All that is great and distin
guished must be in the minority. There have been 
ministers who bad both people and sovereign 
against them, and yet have accomplished their own 
great plans; it is not to be hoped that reason will 
ever be popular. Passion, feeling, may be popu
lar j but reason will be the possession of the few." 

March G. 

I have often thought and felt, that while in Eng
land we have political liberty, we have nothing like 
the personal and individual freedom, the social 
liberty of the Germans, even under their worst go
vernments. The passage w1Jich follows has, there-
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fore, struck me particularly. Goethe, in speaking 
with' approbation of Guizot, quotes his remark, that 
" from the old Germans we derive the idea of per
sonal freedom, which was especially characteristic 
of that people, and quite unknown in the ancient 
republics." .. Is not this true 1" said Goethe ... Is 
he not perfectly right 1 and is not the same idea 
pre\-alent among the Germans of our own time 1 
From this source sprung the Reformation, and not 
less the various complexion of our literature. The 
continual striving after originality in our poets, so 
that each thinks it necessary to make ur find a new 
path for himself, the isolation~ and eccentric habits 
of Ollr learned men, where each will stand on his 
ground, and work his aim out of his individual 
mind, all come from the same cause. The French 
and the English, all the contrary, hold more toge
ther, anu the people all imitate one another. There 
is something uniform in their dress and behavior; 
they are afraid to swerve from a given fashion, to 
make themselves peculiar or ridiculous. But in 
Germany every man follows his humor, without 
troubling himself about others; each man endea· 
Yors to suffice to himself; for in each man, as 
Guizot has well observed, lives the idea of per
sonal and inuiviuual freedom, from which proceeds 
much that is excellent, und also much tbat is 
absurd." 

This appears to me very true, anu must, I think, 

It" Verisolirun~. holirung is solitude and separation-what 
the French caillso/cmcnt. Verisolirung expresses isolation with 
its jnjllrious tendenry. 
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strike everyone who has been in Germany, and felt 
the interest which this kind of individuality imparts to 
society; though certainly I have met with travellers 
who were not a little put out by it. Life, with them, 
having hitherto flowed on "comme une gouette 
d'huile sur une table de marbre," they know not 
how to understand the little projections and angles 
they have to encounter. The women appear affect
ed, and the men quizzical, precisely because the 
former are natural and the latter original, and all 
very unlike the ladies and gentlemen they have left 
behind, whose minds, like their bodies, are dressed 
in the same fashion . 

.. 
'Vhen in Germany, I was accustomed to hear 

Madame de Stael's co De l'Allemagne" mentioned, if 
mentioned at all, with something worse than con
tempt. either as forgotten or out of date. Her trite 
information, her superficial criticisms, her French 
prejudices. her feminine rashness. met with no quar
ter; but think only, what changes of opinion, what 
revolutions in criticism. have taken place within 
thirty years! Sir James Mackintosh-rich in all the 
lore of his age, beyond his age in most respects
writes in 1807, (only two or three years before Ma
dame de Stael produced her book,) of German lite
rature and criticism, as a sort of tel'ra incognita, as 
the navigators of the fifteenth century talked of a 
western continent, venturing, but with hesitation, to 
commend Goethe, and seeming to think his ideas on 
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art not quite despicable-" rather plausible and inge. 
nious." He mentions the antipathy in France and 
England against German literature, and speaking 
of distinguished modem writers, who might be con
sidered as likely to survive their own age, he says, 
"I compl'ehend Cl'cn Goethe and Schiller within the 
pale; and though 1 know that few, either in France 
or England, agree with me, I have recourse to the 
usual consolation of singularity, that my opinion 
will be more prevalent when I am myself forgot
ten." 

l\ladame de Stael first made a breach through 
what ('oethe himself called a "Chinese wall of pre
judices j" and we may pass through it surely with
out trampling upon her who had courage to open 
the way for us. 

The Germans understand us better than we under
stand them. To have a far stronger stamp of na
tional character than most other people, yet better 
to comprehend and appreciate what lies in the 
national nature of other people, is one of the most 
interesting characteristics of the Germans. Their 
language lends itself with wondrous richness and 
flexibility to translation from every tongue. and their 
catholic taste embraces all literature, without insist
ing on any adaptation to their own canons of criti
cisms or bienseance. 

All that Goethe says of art and artists is admira
ble-worthy of him who was the greatest critic and 
connoisseur of his country and age; for instance, 
what he says of Claude Lorraine: "His pictures 
have the highest possible truth, and not a trace of 
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reality; he knew the real world in its minutest de
tails, and used these details as a means to express 
the fairer world within his own soul; and that is the 
true ideal, where real means are so used that the ap
parent truth shaII produce an illusion as if it were 
reality." 

He calIs architecture "eine ersta'frte musik," an 
expression as untranslatable as it is exquisitely feli
citous. And many other passages I leave unnoted 
with regret. 

Yet one thing I must not omit, for it has made 
me think much. 

Goethe appears to consider ollr Saviour, with the 
twelve apostles, as presenting too much uniformity 
to be a good subject for sculpture. The remark 
may possibly refer to the famous bronzes of Peter 
Vischer on the tomb of St. Sibald at N uremburg. 
I was struck by the variety and discrimination ex
hibited in these figures; yet, on recollection, the 
variety was in the drapery and attitude-in the ex
ternal, not internal character. It were easy to dis
tinguish in sculpture two such opposite characters 
as St. John and St. Paul; but how are we to dis
tinguish St. Anurew and St. Simon, except by an 
external attribute, as that of giving St. Peter the 
keys, and St. Bartholomew his own skin over his 
arm, as at Milan 1 How make St. Thomas look in
credulous 1 So that, on the whole, there must be 
something characterless in such a group. 

Goethe says, that he had selected from the scrip
tures a cyc1us of twelve figures as suited to scu)p-

VOL. I. 15 
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ture, and presenting all together the history of our 
religion. 

1. ADAM, as the first man and father of mankind 
-a type of human grandeur and perfection. He 
should have a spade, as the first cultivator of the 
earth; and to express his character of progenitor 
and parent, he should be accompanied by a child, 
looking up to him with a bold confiding glance-a 
kind of boyish Hercules, crushing a snake in his 
hand; (perhaps with reference to the promise.) 

2. NOAH, the beginner of a new creation, as a 
vine-dresser, who, by the introduction of the grape, 
relieved the cares and made glad the heart of man. 

·S. MOSES, as the first lawgiver. 
4. After him, ISAIAH, as prince and prophet. 
5. DANIEL, as the harbinger of the Messiah. 
6. CHRIST, as Saviour and Redeemer. 
7. JOHN. 

S. The CENTURION of Capernaum, as represent
illg the believer, the Christian. 

9. Next, the MARY MAGDALENE, as the symbol of 
humanity, reconciled to God through repentance. 
These two figures, Faith and Repentance, repre
senting the spirit of Christianity. 

10. Xext, ST. PAUL, as promulgator of its doc
trine. 

11. Then S-r. J A~IES, as the first missionary, 
representing the diffusion of Christianity among 
strange lands. 

12. Lastly, ST. PETER, as keeper of the gate of 
salvation. He should have an inquiring, penetrating 
expression, as if demanding of those who presented 
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themselves, whether they were worthy to enter the 
kingdom of heaven. 

""\\That do you think of this my cyclus 1" added 
Goethe; "I think it would be richer in expression 
and contrast than the twelve apostles. The Moses 
and the Magdalene should be seated." 

He says that he composed the witch scene in the 
"Faust," in the Borghese Gardens at Rome. If 
ever I visit those gardens again, what a strange 
association will now mingle itself with those antique 
statues, and fountains, and classical temples! 

There is a great deal about his new theory of 
colors, which I read with interest, but dare not 
meddle with, because I do not quite understand all. 
This theory, it seems, is intended to supersede 
Newton's theory of light and colors: whether it 
will or not is another thing; but as the savana in 
France have taken it up, I suppose it will be looked 
into by our own philosophers; and, meantime, which
ever way the question may be decided hereafter, 
Goethe's own feeling on the subject will be referred 
to with interest, either as a curious instance of self
delusion, or a sublime anticipation of future glory. 

"On what I have done as a poet," said he, " I 
would not presume much-I do not pique myself 
on it"-(hear this !)-" excellent poets have lived 
as my contemporaries-more excellent before me
and others wiI11ive after me; but that, in my own 
age, I am the only one who, in the profound science 
of colors, has obtained a knowledge of the trutl~
in that I do give myself some credit-in that only I 
have a consciousness of supe~iority over many." 
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This is something like the grand, calm, self-exul
tation of Milton. Is it as well founded ?-Methinks 
I should like to know. 

He speaks in various places of the unseen, im
perceptible influences of all outward things in form
ing the genius and character. .. Surely," he says, 
H the man who has passed all his life long beneath 
the lofty sel'ioug oak, will be a very different man 
from him who has lived beneath the shade of the 
myrtle and the willow." 

He says, feelingly, ., It is not good for man to he 
alone, aud. above all, it is not good for man to work 
alone; he requires sympathy, encouragement, ex
citement, to succeed in any thing good: in this way 
I may thauk Schiller for some of my best ballads; 
and you may take the credit to yourself," he adds 
kindly to Ekermann, "if ever I finish the second 
part of Faust." 

There is a great deal all through the second vol· 
ume relating to the second part of the Faust, which 
occupied Goethe during the last years of his life, 
and whicll he finished at the age of eighty-two. 
On completing it he s"ys, "Now I may consider the 
remainder of my exi,tence as a free gift, and it is 
iudifierent whether I do any thin(T more or not;" as 
if be had considered his whole former life as held 
conditionally, binding him to execute certain objects 
to which l,e believed himself called. He sunived 
the completion of the Faust only Olle year. 

The purport of the second part of Faust has 
puzzled many German and Engliah scholars, and in 
Germany there arc already treatises and com men-
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taries on it, as on the Divina Commedia. I never 
read it, and, if I had, would not certainly venture 
an opinion" where doctors disagree;" but I recol
lect that Von Hammer once gave me, in his clear 
animated manner, a comprehensive analysis of this 
wonderful production-that is, according to his own 
interpretation of it. "I regard it," said he, " as be
ing from beginning to end a grand poetical piece of 
iruny on the whole universe, which is turned, as it 
were, wrong side out_ In this point of view I un
derstand it; in any other point of view it appears to 
me incomprehensible. It contains some of the most 
splendid passages he has written." 

Every where Goethe speaks of Sir Walter Scott 
with the utmost enthusiasm of admiration, as the 
greatest writer of his time; he speaks of him as be
ing without his like, as without his equal. 

I remember Goethe's daughter-in-law saying to 
me playfully, " 'Vhen my father got hold of one of 
Scott's romances, there was no speaking to him till 
he had finished the third volume: he was worse 
than any girl at a boarding-school with her first 
novel !" 

I have particular pleasure in noting this, because 
I hal'e seen in several English papers and reviews 
a passage from some book of travels in which 
Goethe, on what authority I know not, is rerre
Men ted as hold ing Sir Walter Scott in the utmost 
contempt. This is altogether false; yet the same 
passage I have lately seen translated into American 
papers, and thence into the papers of Upper and 
Lower Canada. Thus over the '~hole reading world 

15· 
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is the belief diffusetl, that one great genius could 
either be wretchedly mistaken or enyious]y unjust 
in estimating another great genius-a belief as dis
honorable to genius and human nature, as it is 
consolatory to the common cry of curs, to ignorant 
mediocrity, "for folly loves the martyrdom of fame." 
I held in my own hands-read with mine own eyes 
-a long letter addressed by Sir Walter to Guethe, 
giving an account of his own family, his pursuits, 
&c., as friend to friend, and expressive of the utmost 
~everence,. as well as gratitude for marks of kind
Jless and approbation received from Goethe. 

" A lie," says the Chinese proverb, "has no feet. 
it cannot stand;" hut it has wings and can fly fast 
and far enough. I only wish that truth may be 
able to follow it, and undo the mischief thus done
through some unintentional mistake perhaps,-but 
not the less misclliif and injustice. 

The following beautiful and original interpreta
tion of Goethe's ballatl of the" Ed-King" is not in 
Eker ". 's book; but never mind, I give it to you 
in the words in which it was given to me. 

"Goethe's • Erl-Konig' is a moral allegory of 
deep mea, ng, though I am not sure he meant it as 
such, a i"tended all that it signifies . 

.. There are beings in the world who see who 
fe"l, with a finer sense than that granted to' other 
morta]~. They see the sf,iritual, the imaginative 
!larrow, or danger, or terror which threatens them; 
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and those who see not with the same eyes, talk rea
son and philosophy to them. The poor frightened 
child cries out for aid, for mercy; and Papa Wis
dom-worldly wisdom-answers, 

'" Mein Sohn, es ist ein Nebel.trief!' 

co Or, 

II 'Es scheinen die alten Weiden so grau !' 

" It is only the vapor-wreath, or the gray willows 
waving, and tells him to be quiet! At last the poor 
child of feeling is found dead in the arms of Wis
dom, from causes which no one else perceived-or 
believed! Is it not often so 1" 

What Goethe says of false and true tendencies of 
mind, and the mistaking a tendency for a talent, de
serves attention; it is a mistake we often fall into, 
both with regard to ourselves and others. 

He says, smiling, " People think that a man must 
needs grow old, in order to be wise; the truth is, that 
as years increase upon us, we have enough to do to 
be as good and as wise as we have been. * • In 
certain things a man is as likely to be in the right at 
twenty as at sixty." 

On this point there is much more, to which I Bub
scribe heartily. 

On the subject of religion I find this beautiful com~ 
parisoll, but am not sure whether it be Ekermann'iI 
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or Goethe's. .. A connoisseur standing before the 
picture of a great master will regard it as a whole. 
He knows how to combine instantly the scattered 
parts into the general effect; the universal, as well 
as the individual, is to him animated. He has no 
preference for certain portions: he does not ask why 
this or that face is beautiful or otherwise; why thi, 
part is light, tltat dark; only he requires that all 
shall be in the right place, and according to the just 
rules of art; but place an ignorant person before· 
such a picture, and you will see that the great de
sign of the whole will either be overlooked by him-, 
or confuse him utterly. Som~ 8mall portion will at
tract him, another will offend him, and in the end he· 
will dwell upon some trifling object which is fami~ 
liar to him, and praise this helmet, or that feather, as 
being well executed." 

.. We men, before the great picture of the destinies 
of the universe, play the part of such dunces, such 
novices in art. Here we are attracted by a brighll 
spot, a gr~ceful configuration; tllere we are repelled 
by a deep shadow, a painful object; the immense 
WHOLE belVilders and perplexes us; we seek in 
vain to penetrate the leading idea of that great 
Being, who designed the whole upon a plan which 
our limited human intellect cannot compreheRd." 

\Vhen Goe~he was more than eighty, he purchased' 
for the first lIme, au easy chair. His indifference, 
and even contempt for the most ordinary comforts. 
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and luxuries of this kind, were amusing, The 
furniture of bis study and bed-room (still preserved 
as he left them) is of the m,,,t homely description. 
A common deal table, a wooden desk, and a high 
stool, the very sight of which gave me a pain in my 
back, were tbe only conveniences. He used to say, 
tbat never being accustomed from his youth to lux
uries and fine furnitUIe, they took his attention from 
his work. But his drawing-room was elegant-I 
remember two very large frames, in which he was 
accustomed to dispose a variety of original drawings 
by the old masters, perhaps eight or ten in each. 
When they had hung some time, he changed them 
for another set. These were lzis luxuries: the set 
of drawings which be last selected, remain hanging 
in the room. 

The anecdote related by Ekermann of the Roman 
cobbler who used an antique head of one of the 
Caesars as a block to hammer his leather on, reminds 
me that the head of the Ilioneus was 1'111 tu a similar 
use by a cobbler at Prague. 

The most extraordinary thing in this bo II. is what 
Goethe calls" Das Damonische." I have (1 believe) 
a kind of glimmering of what he means: wha'tcver 
exercises a power', a fascination over I he mind, 
whatever in intellect or nature is inexplicable, 
whatever seems to have a spiritual existence apart 
from all understood or recei"ed laws, acknowledged 
as irresistible, yet mocking all reason to explain it
a kind of intellectual electricity or magnetism-in 
short, what r is unaccountable-he classes under 
the general head of "Das Damonische;" a very 
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convenient way, and truly a very poetical way, of 
getting rid of what one does not comprellend. It 
is, he says, as if " the curtain was drawn away from 
the background of existence." In thing., he in
stances as examples of this Damonische, music in 
itself and in its effect on the mind; poetry of the 
highest order; and ill characters he instances Shak
speare, Napoleon, Byron, the late Grand Duke, (his 
friend, Karl August,) and others. But it is danger
ous almost to go on playing thus with his and one's 
own deepest, wildest thoughts-and I cannot follow 
them. 

There are passages scattered up and down this 
book, which clearly prove that Goethe never consi
dered himself as one called upon to take a part in 
the revolutions and political struggles of his time; 
but because he stood calmly on the" shore of peace 
with unwet eye," and let the giddy torrent whirl 
past him, shall we infer that he took no heed of its 
course ~ Can we think that this great and gifted 
being, whose ample ken embraced a universe, had 
neither sympathies in the grandest interests, nor 
hope~ in the brightest destinies, of humanity1 It 
were a profanation to think thus: 

"Although his heart (so near allied to earth) 
Cannot but pity the perplexed state 
Of troublous and distressed mortality, 
That thus make way unto the ugly berth 
Of the." own sorrows, and do still beget 
AffilctlOn upon imbecility: 
Yet seeing thus the cour~e of thinrrs must run 
He looks thereon not strange, but °as forejone:'" 

• Daniel. 
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(Even while these lines were printing, Thomas 
Carlyle has observed, with equal truth and elo
quence, "That to ask of such a mind as Goethe's, 
tbat he should mix himself up with the political tur
moils of the day, was as if we should call down the 
moon from the firmament of heaven, and convert 
her into a street torch.") 

Great and worthy of all gratitude and fame were 
those men, who have devoted their best faculties, 
poured out their best blood, for the cause of freedom, 
for the land they called their own, the principles they 
espoused; but greater far and more worthy of gra
titude, and of purer and more enduring fame, the 
very few, who lived not for an age, a country, but 
for all ages-for all mankind; who did not live to 
preach up this or that theory, to sustain this or that 
sect or party, to insist on this or that truth, but who 
lived to work out the intellectual alld spiritual good, 
and promote the progress of the whole human race 
-to kindle within the individual mind the light 
which is true freedom, or leads to it. Such was the 
example left by Jesus Christ-such a man was 
Shakspeare-such a man was Goethe. 

March lR. 

I have before me the list of criminals tried at the 
spring assizes here, and the mayor's charge to the 
jury. 

The calendar (for Toronto only) contains forty
six. 
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For larcenies, twenty-seven. 
Receiving stolen goods, five. 
Taking up goods under false pretences, one. 

Assaults, seven. 
Keeping disorderly houses, six. 
Tbe mayor, in his (,harge to the jury, complains 

of tbe increase of crime, and of poverty, wretched
ness, and disease, (tbe natural causes of crime,) 
witbin the bounds of the city, and particularly of 
the increase of street beggars and juvenile depre
dators, and he recommends the erection of a house 
of industry on a large scale. 

Before we can estimate the increase in the nlim
ber of criminals as the increase of crime, we must 
look to the increase of the populatioll, which is 
enormous. The whole populat.ion of Upper Ca
nada has doubled in about nine years, the general 
average increase per anllum being 18,712 jll that of 
Toronto has doubled witbin five years. Tbe whole 
numher of criminal convictions for the city of To
ronto only, from the spring assizes of 1832 to the 
assizes of the present year, (1837.) is four hundred 
and twenty-four men and twenty-five women j of 
the former ten were for murder, and twenty·three for 
manslaughter and other violent crimes j and among 
the women, two were for manslaughter, all the rest 
were for larcenies and petty crimes. 

Tbese are very imperfect data, and quite useless 
where we wish to come at results j nor can 1 suc
ceed in getting copies of the yearly calendars in the 

• In 1837, the entire population of Upper Canada was esti
mated at 375,000. 
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various districts to compare with the yearly increase 
of the population; the officials are all too busy, and 
know nothing except in their own peculiar depart
ment i the difficulty of obtaining correct information 
of any kind is beyond what you can conceive; and 
this, too, where there is no want of good-nature, and 
the most obliging intentions; but labor is here the 
state of existence; no one has leisure apparently to 
interest himself about any thing but what concerns 
his OlYn business and subsistence. 

March 28. 
Ahout a week ago we removed into a new house, 

and I have since been too much occupied to go on 
with my studies, domestic matters having" possel!
sed me wholly." Our present residence has never 
yet been inhabited, an,] is not quite finished. It 
will be very pretty and pleasant, no doubt, when it 
is not so t'ery cold and comfortless. We are sur
rounded by a garden of some extent-or, rather, 
what will be a garden at some future time; at pre
sent it is a bleak waste of snow; we are so com
pletely blockaded by ice and mud, that to reach the 
house-door is a matter of some difficulty and even 
danger. Planks laid from one snow heap to ano
ther form the only access to the house-door. The 
site, though now so dreary, must be charming in 
summer, for we command, at one glance, the en
trance to the bay, the King's Pier, the lighthouse. 
and beyond, the whole expabse of Lake Ontario to 
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the Niagara shore, which in some particular states 
of tbe atmosphere is distinctly visible, though dis
tant nearly thirty miles. They say, that in clear 
summer mornings, the cloud of spray rising from 
the Falls can be seen from this point. There is yet 
no indication of the approach of spring, and I find 
it more than eYer difficult to keep myself warm. 
Nothing in myself or around me feels or looks like 
home. How much is comprised in that little word! 
May it but please God to preserve to me all that I 
love! But, 0 absence! how much is comprised in 
that word too! it is dcath of the heart and Jarkness 
of the soul; it is the ever-springing, ever·dying 
hope; the eyer-craving, ncver-having wish; it is 
fear, and doubt, and sorrow, and pain ;-a state in 
which the past swallows up the present, and the fu· 
ture becomes the past before it arrives! 

• • • • 
It is now seven weeks ,ince the aate of the last 

letters from my Llear far-distant home. The arch
deacon told me, hy way of comfort, that when he 
came to settle in this c'dlntry, there was only one 
mail-post from England in the course of a whole 
year, and it was calle,l, as if in mockery, .. The Ex
press;" now, either' hy way of ""ew-York or Hali
fax, we have a post almost every day. 

March :.Z9. 
o To those.wh.o ~ce only with their eyes, the distant 
1S always mdlstrnct and Ii·tle beco old " mmg ess an 
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less as it recedes, till utterly lost; but to the imagi
nation, which thus rever~es the perspective of the 
senses, the far off is great and imposing, the magni
tude increasing with the distance. 

I amused myself this morning with that most 
charming bouk "The Doctor j"-it is not the second 
nor the third time of reading. How delicious it is 
'wherever it opens !-how brimful of erudition and 
wit, and how rich in thought, and sentiment, and 
humor! but containing assumptions, and opinions, 
and prognostications, in which I would not believe j 
-no, not for the world! 

Southey's is a mind at which I must needs ad
mire; he standti upon a vast height, as upon a pin
nacle of learning; he commands all around an im
mense, a boundless prospect over whatever human 
intellect and capacity has achieved or may achieve; 
but, from the peculiar construction of his mind, he 
obstinately looks but one way-back to the past, to 
what has been done; if ever he looks to the future, 
he merely glances at it sideways. 

If I might, like Solomon, ask a gift of God, I 
would profit by his mistake. I would not ask a 
wise and an understanding heart: for what did his 
wisdum and his understanding do fur him? They 
brought him to the conclusion, that all under the 
sun was vanity and vexation of spirit, and that the 
increase of knowledge was the increase of sorrow, 
and so the end was epicuri:m, despair, and idolatry. 
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.. 0 most lame and impotent conclusion!" No!
I would ask, were it permitted, for a simple heart, 
that should not deceive itself or others, but seek 
truth for its own sake, and, having found truth, find 
also goodness and happiness, which must follow to 
complete the moral harmonic chord. 

Weare so accustomed to the artificial atmosphere 
round liS, that we lose sometimes the power of dis
tinguishing the false from the true, till we call in 
OUI' natural instincts to do for us what our perverted 
reason cannot. They say that the Queen of Sheba 
once presented before Solomon two garlands of 
flowers, and desired I,im to pronounce which was 
the natural, which the artificial wreath. The wis
dom of this wisest of men did not enable him to do 
this by the appearance only, so exquisitely had. art 
imitated nature, till 011 seeing a bee fluttering near, 
he called it to his aid. The little creature at once 
settled the questiOIl by alighting on the real flowers, 
and avoiding the false ones. 

"\Ve have instincts as true as those of the bee to 
refuse the evil and to choose the good, if we did not 
smother them up with nonsense and metaphysics. 

* • * * 
How true what Southey says! (the Doctor I mean 

-1 beg his pardon.)_" 'Ve make the greater part 
of the evil circumstances in which we are placed. 
and then we fit ourselves for those circumstances by 
a process of degradation, the effect of which most 
peorle see in the classes below them, though they 
may not he conscious that it is operating in a differ
ent manner, but with equal force, upon themselves." 
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The effect of those pre-ordained evils-if they 
are such-which we inherit with our mortal state; 
inevitable deat.h-the separation from those we love 
-old age with its wants, its feebleness, its helpless
ness-those sufferings which are in the conrse of 
nature, are quite sufficient in the infliction, or in the 
fear of them, to keep the spirit chastened, and the 
reflecting mind humble before God. But what I do 
deprecate, is to hear people preaching resignation 
to social, self-created evils; fitting, or trying to fit, 
their own natures by "a process of degradation" to 
circumstances which they ought to resist, and which 
they do inwardly resist, keeping up a constant, 
wearing, impotent strife betwet'n the life that is 
within and the life that is without. How constantly 
do I read this in the countenances of those I meet 
in the workl !-They do not know themselves why 
there should be this perpetual uneasiness, this jar
ring and discord within; but it is the vain struggle 
of the soul, which God created in his own image, to 
fit its strong, immortal nature for the society which 
men have .framed after their own devices. A vain 
struggle it is! succeeding only in appearance, never 
in reality,-so we walk about the world the masks 
of ourselves, pitying each other. \Vhen we meet 
truth we are as much astonished as I used to be at 
the ca1'llival, when, in the midst of a crowd of fan
tastic, lifeless, painted faces, I met with some one 
who had plucked away his mask and stuck it in his 
hat, and looked out upon me with the real human 
smile. 

16\ 
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Custom is a mere face, or rather a mere mask: 
as opinion is a mere voice-or less-the echo of a 
voice. 

The Aurora Borealis is of almost nightly occur
rence, but this evening it has been more than usu
ally resplendent; radiating up from the north, and 
spreading to the east and west in form like a fan, 
the lower point of a pale white, then yellow, amber, 
orange, successively, and the extremities of a glow
ing crimson, intense, yet most delicate, like the 
heart of an unblown rose. It shifted its form and 
hue at every moment, flashing and waving like a 
banner in the breeze; and through this portentous 
veil, transparent as light itself, the stars sholle out 
with a calm and steady brightness; and I thought, 
as I looked upon them, of a character we both know, 
where, like those f'lir stars, the intellectual powers 
shine serenely bright through a veil of passions, 
fancies, and caprices. It is most awfully beautiful! 
I have heen standing at my window watching its 
evolutions, till it is no longer night, but moming. 

April I. 
So, tbere is another month gone; and the snows 

are just beginning to disappear, and the flocks of 
snow·birds with them; and the ice is breaking up 
at the entrance of the bay, and one or two little ves-
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sels have ventured as far as the King's Wharf; and 
the wind blows strong to dry up the melting snow, 
and some time or other, perhaps, spring will come, 
and this long winter's imprisonment will be at an 
end. Yes; I h:Jvc been spoiled during theae last 
years-I h3.\'e been existing only fur, and by, the 
highest faculties of my being-have lived through 
admiration, hope, and love, "until aYcrsirJn and con
tempt were things I only knew by name;" and !lOW 

another time is come-how ill, how very ill I bear 
it ! 

This is the worst season in Canada. The roads 
are l>reaking up, and nearly impassable; lands are 
flooded, and in low situations there is much sickness, 
particularly ague. \'iT e have still sixteen square 
miles of ice within the bay. 

The market at Toronto is not well supplied, and 
is at a great distance from us. The higher class of 
people are supplied with provisions from their own 
lands and farms, or by certain persons they know and 
employ. With a little management and forethought, 
we now get on very well; but at first we had to suf
fer great inconvenience. Quantities of salted pro
visions are still imported into the coul,try for the 
consumption of the soldiers and distant settlers, and 
at certain seasons-at present, for example-there 
is some difficulty in procuring any thing else. 

Our table, however, is pretty well supplied. Beef 
is tolerable, but lean; mutton bad, scarce, and dear
er than beef; pork excellent and delicate, being fat
tened principally on Indian corn. The fish is of 
many various kinds, and -delicious. During the 
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whole winter we had black-bass and white-fish, 
caught in holes in the ice, and brought down by the 
IndiJ.lls. Yenison, game, and wild fowl are always 
to be had; the quail~, which are caught in immense 
numbers near Toronto, are most delicate eating; I 
lived on them when I could eat nothing else. What 
they call partridge here is a small species of phea
sant, also very good; and now we are promised 
snipes and woodcocks in abundance. The wild 
goose is also excellent eating when well cooked, but 
the old proverl) about Heaven sending meat, &c. &c. 
is verified here. Those who have farms near the 
city, or a country establishment of their own, raise 
poultry and vegetables for their own table. As yet 
I have seen no vegetables whatever but potatoes; 
even in the best seasons tbey are not readily to be 
procured in the market. Every year, however, as 
Toronto increases in population and importance, 
will diminish these minor inconveniences. 

The want of gooJ servants is a more serious evil. 
I could amuse you with an account of the petty mi
series we have been enduring from this cause, the 
strange characters who come to offer themselves, and 
the wages required. Almost all the servants are of 
the lower class of Irish emigrants, in general honest, 
warm-hearted, and wining; but never having seen 
any thing but want, dirt, and reckless misery at 
home, they are not the most eligible persons to trust 
with the cleanliness and comfort of one's household. 
Yet we make as many complaints, and express as 
muc~ su:prise at their deficiencies, as though it were 
possible it could be otherwise. We give to our man-
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servant eight dollars a month, to the cook six dollars, 
and to the housemaid four; but these are lower wa· 
ges than are usual for good and experienced ser
vants, who might indeed command almost any wages 
here, where all labor is high priced. 

A carriage of some kind is here one of the neces
saries of life, but a light English built carriage would 
be quite unfit for the country-absolutely useless. 
There is, however, an excellent coachmaker here, 
who bas turned out some very pretty equipages
both sleighs and barouches-of the build which is 
calculated for the roads in the neighborhood. 

There are other good shops in the town, and one, 
that of the apothecary, worthy of Regent.street in its 
appearance. The importations of china, glass, hard
ware, and clothing, arrive from England in the spring 
and autumn, the seasons for making our purchases, 
All these articles are much dearer than in England, 
and there is little choice as to taste or fashion. Two 
years ago we bought our books at the same shop 
where we bought our shoes, our spades, our sugar, 
and salt pork; now we havo two good booksellers' 
shops, and at one of these a circulating library of two 
or three hundred volumes of common novels. As 
soon as there is a demand for something better, 
there will be a supply of course; but, as I said be
fore, we must have time. Archdeacon Strahan and 
Chief Justice Robinson have very pretty libraries, 
but in general it is about two years befilJ'e a new 
work of Bny importance finds its way here; the 
American reprints of the English reviews and maga
zines, and the Albion newspaper, seem to supply 
amply our literary wants. 
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Apropos to newspapers-my table is covered 
with them. In the absence or scarcity of books, 
they are the principal medium of knowledge and 
communication in Upper Canada. There is 110 

stamp-act here-no duty on paper; and I have 
sometimes thought that the great number of local 
newspapers which do not circulate beyond their own 
little town or district, must, from the vulgar, narrow 
tone of many of them, do mi:lchief; but on the 
whole, perhapR, they do more good. Paragraphs 
printed fro:n En~lish or Americ.an papers, on sub
jects of general interest, the summary of political 
events, extracts from books or magazines, are copied 
from one paper into another, till they have travelled 
round the country. It is true that a great deal of 
base, vulgar, inflammatory party feeling is also cir
culated by the same means j but, on the whole, I 
should not like to see the number or circulation of 
the district papers checked. There are about forty 
published in r pper Canada j of these, three are re
ligious, viz. the" Christian Guardian," " The W es
leyan Advocate," and" The Church;" a paper in 
the Germ"!n language is published at Berlin, in the 
Gore district, for the use of the German settlers; 
" The Correspondent and Advocate" is the leading 
radical, "The Toronto Patriot," the leading Con
servative paper. The newspapers of Lower Cana
da and the l.;"llited States are circnlated in great 
numbers; and as they pay postage, it is no inconsi
derable item in the revenue of the post-office. In 
so~e of ll~ese provincial papers 1 have seen articles 
wnttcn with considerable talent; amongst other 
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things, 1 have remarked a series of letters signed 
Evans, addressed to the Canadians on the subject of 
an education fitted for an agricultural people, and 
written with infinite good sense and kindly feeling; 
these have been copied from one paper into another, 
and circulated widely; no doubt they will do good. 
Last year the number of newspapers circulated 
through the post-office, and paying postage, was 

Provincial papers 
United Slales and foreign papers 

178,065 
l49,502 

Add 100,000 papers stamped or free, here are 
427,1>67 papers circulated yearly among a popula
tion of 370,000, of whom, perhaps, one in fifty can 
read i-this is pretty well. The gross receipts of 
the post-office are 21,OOOl. a year. It is rather af
fecting to see the long lists of unclaimed letters ly
ing at the post-offiee, and read the advertisements in 
the Canada and American journals for husbands, 
relatives, friends, lost or strayed. 

There is a commercial news-room in the city of 
Toronto, and this is absolutely the only place of 
assembly or amusement, except the taverns and low 
drinking-houses. An attempt has been made to 
found a mechanics' institute and a literary club; 
but as yet they create little interest, and are very 
ill Sll pported. 

If the sympathy for literature and science be small, 
that for music is less. Owing to the exertions of an 
intelligent musician here, some voices have been so 
far drilled that the psalms tmd anthems at church 
are. very tolerably performed; but this gentleman 
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receives so little general encouragement, that he is 
at this moment preparing to go over to the Uuited 
States. The archdeacon is collecting subscriptions 
to pay for an organ which is to cost a thousand 
pounds; if the money were expended in aid of a 
singing-school, it would do more good. 

The interior of the episcopal church here is ra
ther elegant, with the exception of a huge window 
of painted glass which cost 500l., and is in a vile, 
tawdry taste. 

Besides the episcopal church, the Presbyterians, 
Methodists, Roman Catholics, and Baptists have 
each a place of worship. There is also an African 
church for the negroes. 

The hospital, a large brick building, is yet too 
small for the increasing size of the city. The pub
lic grammar·school, called the" U ppcr Canada Col
lege," forms a cluster of ugly brick buildings; and 
although the system of education there appears nar
row and defective, yet it is a beginning, and certain
ly productive of good. 

The physician I have mentioned to you, Dr. Rees, 
entertain~ the idea of founding a house of reception 
for destitute female emigrants on their arrival in 
Canada-a house, where, without depending on 
charity, they may be boarded and lodged at the 
smallest possible cost, and respectably protected till 
they can procure employment. You may easily 
imagine that I take a deep interest in this design. 

There yuu have the result of a walk I took this 
morning up and down Our city with a very intelligent 
guide. 
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I am afraid these trifling facts will nbt muck in
terest you. For me, no facts, merely as facts, are 
in the slightest degree interesting, except as they 
lead to some truth. I must combine them, and in 
the combination seek or find a result, before such 
focts excite either my curiosity or attention. 

ApriIIr.. 
The ice in the bay of Toronto has been, during 

the winter months, from four to five feet in thick
ness: within the last few days it has been cracking 
in every direction with strange noises, and last night, 
during a tremendous gale from the east, it was rent, 
and loosened, and driven at once out of the bay . 
.. It moveth altogether, if it move at all." The last 
time I drove across the bay, the ice beneath me ap_ 
peared as fixed and firm as the foundations of the 
earth, and within twelve hours it has disappeared. 

To-day the first steam-boat of the season enterea 
our harbor. They called me to the window to see 
it, as, with flags and streamers flying, and amid the 
cheers of the people, it swept majestically into the 
bay. I sympathized with the general rejoicing, for 
1 can fully understand all the animation and bustle 
which the opening of the navigation will bring to 
our torpid capital. 

In fonner times, when people travelled into 
~trange countries, they travelled de bonne fai, really 
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to soe and learn what was new to them. Now, 
when a traveller goes to a foreign country, it is 
always with a set of preconceived notions concern
ing it, to which he fits all he sees, and refers all he 
hears i and this, I suppuse, is the reason that the old 
travellers are still safe guides j while modern tra
vellers may be pleasant reading, but me withal the 
most unsafe guides anyone can have. 

I am inclined to distrust the judgment of those 
persons whom I see occupied by one subject, one 
idea, one object, and referring all things to th:!t, till 
it assumes by degrees an undue magnitude and im
portance, and prevents them from feeling the true 
relative proportion and value of other objects: yet 
thus it is, perhaps, that single truths are worked out 
and perfected. Yet, again, I doubt whether there be 

separate and single truths-whether it be possible 
for one to arrive at tlle truth by any narrcw path j
or is truth, like heaven, "a palace with many doors," 
to which we arrive by many paths, each thinking 
his own the right one j and it is npt till we have 
arrived within the sanctuary that we perceive we 
are. in a central point to which converge a thousand 
vanous paths from every point of the compass
every region of thought 1 

In the Pitti Palace at Florence there is a statue, 
atandin? alone in its naked beauty, in the centre of a 
manY-Sided saloon, panelled with mirrors in which 
it is reflected at once in every different a~pect. and 
in each, though differently, yet truly, as long as the 
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mirror be clear and unwarped-and such is truth. 
vVe all look towards it, but each mind beholds it 
under a different angle of incidence; and unless we 
were so freed from all earthly bonds as to behold in 
one and the same moment the statue itself, in its 
pure unvarying oneness, and all its multiplied and 
ever-varying reflections imaged around. how shall 
we presume to settle which of these is the false, and 
which the true 1 

To reason from analogy i3 often dangerous, but 
to illustrate by a fanciful analogy is sometimes a 
means by which we ligltt an idea, as it were, into 
the understanding of another. 

April24. 
The King of Prussia, after seeing Othello, for

uade Desdemona to be murdered for the future, and 
the catastrophe was altered accorclingly-" by his 
majesty's command." This good-natured monarch, 
whose ideas of art are quite singular, also iusisted 
that in the opera of Undine, Huldibrand should not 
die as in the tale, but become a water-spirit, and 
.. all end happily j" but I would not advise you to 
laugh at this. as long as we endure the new catas
trophes tacked to Shakspeare. 

It was Hoffmann, so celebrated for his tales of 
diablerie, and in Germany not less celebrated as a 
musician, who composed the opera of Undine. The 
music, as I have been assured, was delicious, and 
received at Berlin with rapturous approval. After 
the first few representations, the opera-house was 
burnt down, and with it the 8.OOre of the Undine 
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perished. Hoffmann had accidentally one partie ill 
his desk, but in the excess of his rage and despair 
lie threw that also into the fire, and thus not a note 
of this charming opera survives. 

Only the other day I was reading Hoffmann's 
analysis and ex position of the Don Juan. It is cer
tainly one of the wildest, and yet one of the most 
beautiful, pieces of criticism I ever met with-the 
criticism of an inspired poet and musician. Me
thinks that in this opera the words and the music 
are as body and soul; and certainly we must judge 
the character and signification of the whole by the 
music, not by the words. Hoffmann regards DOll 
Juan as a kind of Faust, and insists that Donna 
Anna was in love with him; and the music given to 
her expresses certainly a depth of passion and de
spair beyond the words, and something different from 
them. The text speaks the conventional woman, 
and the music breathes the voice of nature revealing 
the struggle, the tempest within. 

'Vhen at N ew-York this winter, I was introduced 
to a fine old Italian, with long and flowing white 
hair, and a most venerable and marked physiogno
my; it was Lorenzo da Porta, the man who had first 
introduced Mozart to the Emperor Joseph, and who 
wrote for him the text of the Don Juan, the Figaro. 
and the Cosi fan Tutti: we have no such libretti now! 

The German text of the Zauberflote was by Schi
c~enada, a buffoon comedian and singer in the ser
vIce of Joseph II.; he was himself the original 
Papagello. Some people think that he meant to 
dramatize in this opera the mysteries of Freema-
8onry, and others are anxious to find in it some pro-



SCHICHRN.ADA. 19'7 

found allegorical meaning; whereas I doubt whether 
the text has any meaning at all, while to the delici
ous music we may ally a thousand meanings, a thou
sand fairy-dreams of poetry. Schichenada was pa
tronized by Joseph, and much attached to him; after 
the emperor's death, he went mad, and spent the 
Test of his life sitting in an arm-chair, with a large 
sheet thrown all over him, refusing to speak to his 
family. When anyone visited him, he would lift 
the sheet from his head, and ask, with a fixed look, 
"Did you know Joseph?" If the answer were 
" Yes," he would, perhaps, condescend to exchange 
a few words with his visitor-always on the same 
subject, his emperor and patron; but if the answer 
were "No," he immediately drew his sheet about 
him like a shroud, hid his face, and sank again into 
his arm-chair and obstinate silence: and thus he died. 

April 29. 
This day, after very cold weather during the whole 

week, the air became filled with a haze like smoke, 
the wind blew suddenly hot as from the mouth of a 
furnace, and fOl' a few hours I suffered exceedingly 
from languid depression, and could scarcely breathe. 
It was worse than an Italian sirocco. 

I cannot learn the cause of this pheno.menon: the 
wind blew from the lake. 

Exceedingly cold,-a severe frost-a 
terous wind, and a.most turbulent lake. 

17-

May I. 
keen, bois
Too ill to 
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do any thing but read. I amused myself with Fried· 
rich Ruckert's poems,- which left on my imagina
tion an impression like that which the perfume of a 
boquet of hot-house flowers, or the sparkliug of a 
casket of jewels, would leave on my senses. As an 
amatory lyric poet, he may he compared to Moore; 
-there is the same sort of efflorescence of wit and 
fancy, the same felicity of expression, the same gem
like polish, and brilliance, and epigrammatic turn in 
his exquisite little lyrics. 1 suppose there could not 
be a greater contrast than between his songs and 
those of Heine. It is greater than the difference 
between Moore and Burns, and the same kind of 
<lifference. 

Lenau,t again, is altogether distinct; and how 
charming he is! Yet great as is his fame in Ger
many, I believe it has not reached England. He is 
the great pastoral poet of modern Germany-not 
pastoral in the old-fashioned style, for he trails no 
shepherd's crook, and pipes no song" to Amaryllis 
in the shade," nor does he deal in Fauns or Dryads, 
and such" cattle." He is the priest of Nature, her 
Druid, and the expounder of her divinest oracles. 
It is not the poet who describes or comments on na. 
ture i-it is Nature, with her deep mysterious voice, 
commenting on the passions and sorrows of humani
ty. His style is very difficult, but very expressive 

• Friedrich Ruckert is professor of the Oriental languages at 
E~I~ngen. He has published three volumes of' porms, panly 
o"gln~l, and partly translated or imitated from easlern poets, 
and enJoys a very high repulation both as a scholnr .IId a poet. 

t Nlcholaus L~nau is a n~ble Hung.uian, a Magyar by birth: 
the name under Which hiS poetry is published is not, I belie"e. 
h,s real name.' , 
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and felicitous: in one of those compound words to 
which the German language lends itself-like the 
Greek, Lenau will place a picture suddenly before 
the imagination, like a whole landscape revealed to 
sight by a single flash of lightning. Some of his 
poems, in which he uses the commonest stuff of our 
daily existence as a material vehicle for the loftiest 
and deepest tnought and sentiments, are much in 
the manner of Wordsworth. One of the most 
beautiful of these is " Der Postillion." 

Lenau has lately written a dramatic poem on the 
subject of " Faust," the scope and intention of which 
I find it difficult to understand-more difficult than 
that of Goethe. For the present 1 have thrown it 
aside in despair. 

The genius of Franz Grillparzer has always 
seemed to me essentially lyric, rather than dramatic: 
in his admirable tragedies the character, the senti
ment, are always more artistically evolved than the 
situation or action. 

The characters of Sappho and Medea, in his two 
finest dramas," are splendid creations. We have 
not, I think, in the drama of the present day, any 
thing conceived with equal power, and at the same 
time carried out in every part, and set forth with 

• The" Sappho" appeored after the" Ahnfrau," to whieh it 
presents a remarkable contrast in style and construction. The 
"Golden Fleece,"il! three parts, appeared in 1822. Both these 
tragedies have been represented on all the theatres in Germany; 
and Madame Wolff at Berlin, Madame Heygendorf at Wei
mar, Madame Schroeder at Munich and Vienna, have all excelled 
as Sappho and Medea. 
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such glorious poetical coloring. Lord Byron's 
"Sardanapalus" would give perhaps a more just 
idea of the manner in which Grillparzer treats a 
dramatic subject, than any thing else in our literature 
to which I could compare him. 

Sappho is the type of the woman of genius. She 
enters crowned with the Olympic laurel, surrounded 
by the shouts of gratulating crowds, and shrinks 
within herself to find that they bring her incense, 
not happiness-applause, not sympathy-fame, not 
love. She would fain renew her youth, the golden 
dreams of her morning of life, before she had sound· 
ed the depths of grief and passion, before experience 
had thrown its shadow over her heart, in the love 
of the youthful, inexperienceJ, joyous Phaon; and 
it is well imagined too, t.hat while we are filled with 
deepest aJmiration and compassion for Sappho, be
trayed and raging like :J. Pythoness, we yet have 
sympathy for the boy Phaon, who leaves the love of 
his magnificent mistress-love rather bestowed than 
yielJed-for that of the fair, gentle slave Melitta. 
His first love is the woman to whom he does ho
mage; his second, the woman to whom he gives 
protection. ~ othing can be more natural; it is the 
common course of things. 

Learned and unlearned agree in admiring Grill
parzer's versification of Sappho's celebrated ode-

" Golden-Throncnde Aphrodite !" 

-It sounds to my unlearned ears wonderfully grand 
and Greek, and musical and classical: and when 
Schroeder recites these lines in the theatre, you 
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might hear your own heart beat In the breathless 
silence around." 

German critics 'consider the "Medea" less per
fect than the" Sappho" iu poiut of style, and, consi
dered merely as a work of art, inferior. Of this 1 
cannot so well judge, but 1 shall never forget read
ing it for the first time-I think of it as an era in 
my poetie remlmscences. It is the only conception 
of the character ill which we understand the "feces· 

sity for Medea's murder of her children. In the 
other tragedies on the same subject, we must take 
it for granted; bnt Grillparzer conducts us to the 
appalling catastrophe through such a linked chain 
of motives and feelings, that when it comes, it comes 
as something inel·itable. 

Medea is the type of the woman of instinct 
and passion. Contrasted with the elegant, subdued 
Greek females, she is a half savage, all devotion and 
obedience one moment, a tameless tigress in the 
next; first subdued by the masculine valour, then 
revolted by the moral cowardice of Jason. Grill
parzer has wisely kept the virago and the sorceress, 
with whom we hardly sympathize, out of sight as 
much as possible; while the human being, humanly 
acted upon and humanly acting and feeling, is for 
ever before us. There is a dreadful truth and na-

• The translation of the same ode by Ambrose·Phillips, 
" 0 Venus! beauty of the skies, 

To whom a thousand lemples rise," 
is well known. In spite of the commendation bestowed on it 
by Addison, it appears vqy trivial and affected, compared with 
that of Grillparzer. 
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ture in the whole ptlrtmit, which is perfectly finished 
throughout. Placeo beside the l\~edea of Euripides, 
it is the picturesque compare,l with the statuesquo 
oelineation. 

The suhject of the" Medea" has a strange fasci
nation around it, like that of the terrible agonized 
beauty of the" l\Iedusa," on which we must gaze 
though it turn us to ,tllile. It has been treated iu 
every possible style, in r know not how many trage
dies and operas, ancient and mouern. I remember, 
at Vienna, a representation of a singular kinu given 
by Madame Schroeder; it was a monologue in prose, 
with musical symphanies, composed by George Ben
da, about 1755. After e\'ery two or three spoken 
sentences came a strain of music, which the actress 
accompanied by expressive pantomime. The prose 
text (by Gotter) appeared to me a string of adjura
tions. exclamations, and imprecations, without any 
coloring of poetry; and the music interrupted rather 
than aicleo the flow of the passion. Still it was a 
most striking exhibition of Schroeder's peculiar 
talent; her fine classical attitllues were a study filr 
an artist, and there were bursts of pathos, and flashes 
of inconceivable majesty, which thrilled me The 
fierceness was better expressed than the tenderness 
of the woman, and the adjuration to Hecate recalled 
for a moment :'II rs. Siddons's voice and look when 
she read the witch-scene ill " Macbeth;" yet, take 
her altogether, she wus not so fine as Pasta in the 
same character. Schroeder's Lady Macbeth I re
member thinking insufferable. 
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May l!l. 
After some days of rather severe indisposition 

from ague and fever, able to sit up. 
Sat at the window drawing, or rather not draw

ing, but with a pencil in my hand. This beautiful 
Lake Ontario I-my lake-for I begin to be in love 
with it, and look on it as mine I-it changed its hues 
every moment, the shades of purple and green fleet
ing over it, now d:lrk, now lustrous, now pale-like 
a dolphin dying; or, to use a more exact though less 
poetic.al comparison, dappled, and varying like the 
back ofa mackerel, with every now and then a streak 
of silver light dividing the shades of green: magnifi
cent, tumultuous clouds came rolling ruund the ho
rizon; and the little graceful schooners, falling into 
every beautiful attitude, and catching every variety 
of light and shade, came curtseying intI) the bay: 
and flights of wild geese, and great black loons, 
were skimming, diving, sporting over the bosom of 
the lake; and beautiful little unknown birds, in gor
geous plumage of crimsoll and black, were flutter
ing about the garden: all life, and light, and beauty 
were abroad-the resurrection of Nature! How 
beautiful it was! how dearly welcome to my senses 
-to my heart-this spring which comes at last-so 
long wished for, so long waited for! 

May 30. 
Last night, a ball at the goverument-house, to 

which people came from a distance of fifty-a hun
dred-two hundred miles-which is nothing to sig
nify ltere. There were very pretty girls, and very 
nice dancing; but we had all too much reason to 
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lament the loss of the hand of the 66th regiment, 
which left us a few weeks ago-to my 60lTOW. 

It is to he hoped that all the governors sent here 
for the future may he married men, and bring their 
wives with them, for the presence of a female at the 
head of our little provincial court-particularly if 
she be intelligent, good-natured, and accomplish~d 
-is a greater advantage to the society here, and 
lloes more to render the government popular, than 
you can well imagine. 

Erindale. 

-A very pretty place, with a very pretty name. 
A kind invitation led me hither, to seek change of 
air, change of scene, anll every ot1ler change I most 
needed. 

The Britannia steam-boat, which plies daily be
tween Toronto and Hamilton, brought us to the 
mouth of the Crellit River in an IHmr and a half. By 
the orders of Mr. M * * ., a spring cart or wagon, 
the usual vehicle of the country, wa.' waiting by the 
inn, on the shore of the lake, to convey me through 
the woods to his house; and the master of the inn, a 
aecent, respectable man, drove the wagon. He had 
left Englanll a mere child, thirty years ago, with his 
father, mother, and seven brothers and sisters, and 
eighteen years ago had come to Canada from the 
United States, at tbe suggestion of a relation, to set
tle "in the bush," the common term for uncleared 
land; at that time they had nothing, as he said, but 
"health and hands." The family, now reduced to 
five, are all doing well. He has himself a farm of 
two hnndred and fifty 11cres, his oWl! property; his 
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orother as much more; his sisters are well settled . 
.. Any man," said he, "with health and a pair of 
hand~, could get on well in this country, if it were 
not for the drinl. " tlwt ruins hundreds." 

They are forming a harbor at the mouth of the 
river-widening and deepening the channel; but, 
owin!l' to the want of means and money during the 
present perplexities, the works are not going on. 
There is a clean, tidy inn, and some log and frame 
houses; the situation is low, swampy, and I should 
suppose unhealthy; but they assured me, that though 
still subject to ague and fever in the spring, every 
year di~llished this inconvenience, as the draining 
and clearing of the lands around was proceeding 
rapidly. 

The River Credit is so called, because in ancient 
times (i. e. forty or fifty years ago) the fur traders 
met the Indians on its banks, and delivered to them 
'}n r.redit the goods for which, the following year, 
they received the value, or rather ten times the value, 
in skins. In a country where there is no law of 
debtor or creditor, no bonds, stamps, bills, 01' bailiffs, 
no possibility of puni8hing, or even catching a re
fractory or fraudulent debtor, but, on the contrary, 
every possibility of being tomahawked by said debt
or, this might seem a hazardous arrangement; yet I 
have been assured by those long engaged in the 
trade, both in the upper and lower province, that for 
an Indian to break his engagements, is a thing un
heard of: and if, by any personal accident, he should 
he prevented from bringing in the stipulated nnmber 
()f beaver skins, his relatives and friends consider 
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their honor implicated, and make up the quantity fot 
him. 

'fhe fur trade has long ceased upon these shores, 
once the scene of bloody conflicts between the H u
Tons and the lVIissassaguas. The latter were at length 
nearly extirpated; a wretched, degenerate remnant 
of the tribe still continued to skulk about their old 
haunts and the burial.place of the!l' fathers, which is 
a high mound on the west bank of the river, and close 
upon the lake. These were collected by the Metho
dist missionaries, into a village or settlement, about 
two miles farther on, where an attempt has been made 
to civilize and convert them. The governWlIIt have 
expen,Jed a large sum in aid of this charitable pur
pose, and about fifty log.huts have been constructed 
for the Indians, each hut being divided by a parti
tion, and capable of lodging two or more families. 
There is also a chapel and a school-house. Peter 
Jones, otherwise Kahkewaqu.onaby, a half-cast In
dian, is the second chief and religious teacher; he 
was in England a few years ago to raise contribu
tions for llis people. and married a young enthusias
tic English woman with a small property. She has 
recently quitted the village to return to Eur-ope. 
There is, besides, a regular l\lethodi8t preacher es
tablished here, who cannot speak one word of the 
language of the natives, nor hold any communion 
with them, except through an interpreter. He com
plained of the mortality among the children, and the 
yearly diminution of numbers in the settlement. 
The greater number of those who remain are half
breeds,and orthese, some of the young women and chi I-
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dren are really splendid creatures; hut the general ap
pearance of the place and people struck me as gloomy. 
The Indians; whom I saw wandering and lounging 
about, and the squaws wrapped in dirty blankets, 
with their long black hail' falling over their faces and 
eyes, filled me with compassion. \Vhen the tribe 
were first gathered together, they amounted to se
ven hundred men, women, and children; there are 
now about two hundred and twenty. The missiona
ry and his wife looked dejected; he told me that the 
Conference never allowed them (the missionaries) t~ 
remain with any congregation long enongh to know 
the people, or take a personal interest in their wel_ 
fare. In general the term of their residence in any 
settlemtnt or district was from two to three years, 
and they were then exchanged for another. Among 
the inhabitants a few have cultivated the portion of 
land allotted to them, and live in comparative com
fort; three or fonr women (half cast) are favorably 
distinguished by the cleanliness of their houses, and 
general good conduct; and some oftbe children are 
remarkably intelligent, and can read both their own 
language and English; but these are exceptions, and 
dirt, indolence, and drunkenness, are but too gene
ral. Consumption is the prevalent disease, and car
ries off numbers· of these wretched people. 

After passing the Indian village, we plunged again 
into the depth of the green forests, through a road or 
path which presented every now and theR ruts and 
abysses of mud, into which we sank nearly up to the 
axletree, and I began,. to appreciate feelingly the fit-

• The notes thrown together here are the result or three differ
ent visits to the Credit, and information otherwise obtained. 
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ness of a Canadian wagon. On each side of this fo
rest path the eye sought in vain to penetrate the laby. 
rinth of foliage, and intermingled flowers of every 
dye, where life in myriad forms was creeping, hum
ming, rustling in the air or on the earth, on which 
the morning dew still glittered under the thick 
shades. 

From these woods we emerged, after five or six 
milea of travelling, and arrived at Springfield, a 
little village we had passed through in the depth of 
winter-how different its appearance now!-and 
diverging from the road, a beautiful path along the 
high banks above the river Credit, brought us to 
Erindale, for so Mr. M 4 • *, in fond recollection 
of his native country, has named his romantic resi,
,knee . 

. \fr. 1\1 ;0 * * is the clergyman and magi'strate of 
the district, beside being the principal farmer and 
land proprietor. His wife, sprung from a noble and 
historical race, blended much sweetness and frank
heartedness, with more of courte'sy and manner 
than I expected to find. My reception was most 
cordial, though the whole house was in unusual bus
tle, for it was the 4th of June, parade day, when the 
district militia were to be turned out; and two of 
tbo yO-ung men of the family were buckling on 
swords and accoutrements, and furbishing up hel~ 
mets, while the sister was officiating with a sister's 
pride at this military toilette, tying on sashes and ar
ranging epaulettes; and certainly, whell they ap
peared-one in the pretty green costume of a rifle
man, the other all covered with embroidery as a cap
tiloi n of lancers-I thought I had seldom seen two:> 
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liner looking men. After taking coffee and refresh
ments, we ,lrove aown to the scene of action. 

On a rising ground above the river which ran 
gurgling and spadding thwugh the green IClvine 
beneath, the motley troops, about three 01' four hun

dred men, were marshalled-no, not marshalleil, 
but scattered in a far more picturesque fashion 
hither and thither: a few log houses and a saw-mill 
on the river-bank, and a little \V()oclc>n churc.h 
crowning the opposite height, formed the chief fea
tures of the scene. The boundless forest spread all 
arollnd us. A few men, well mountea, ancl dressed 
as lancers, in unifurms which were, hO\\"C\'cr, any 
thing but uniform, flonri,llPd backwarcls on the 
green sIVaI'd, to tbe manife;t peril of the spectators; 
themseh'es and their horses, equally wilil, dis()rclerly, 
spiritecl, undiscipJinecl: hut this was perfection 
compared with the infantry. Here there was no. 
uniformity attempted of dress, of appearance, of 
movement; a few had coats, others jackets; agreat
er number had neither coats nor.j'lckets, but appear' 
ed in their shirt slee"es," hite or checked, or clean 
or dirty, in edifying variety! Some wore hats, 
others caps, others their own shaggy heads of bair. 
Some had fireloc:ks; some had old swords, suspcncled 
in belts, or stuck in their waistbands, but the great
et· number shouldered sticks or umbrellas. Mrs. 
M * * * told us that on a former parade day she had 
hearil the word of command givcn thus-" Gentle· 
men with the umbrellas, takc ground to the rigbtl 
Gentlemen with the walking-sticks, take ground to 
the left!" Now the~ ran after each other, elbowed 

IS-
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and kicked each other, straddled, stooped, chat
tered; and if the commanding officer turned his 
back for a moment, very coolly sat down on the 
bank to rest. Not to laugh was impossible, and de
fied all power of face. Charles M. made himself 
hoarse with shouting out orders which no one obey
ed, except perhaps, two or three men in tbe front; 
and James, with his hor~emen, flourished their lances, 
and galloped, and capered, and curveted to admira
tion. J ames is the popular storekeeper and post
master of the village, and when, after the show, we 
went into his warehouse to rest, I was not a little 
amused to see our captain of lancers come in, and, 
taking off his plumed helmet, jump over the counter, 
to serve one customer to a" penny worth of tobac
co," and another to a " yard of check." Willy, the 
younger brother, a fine young man, who had been 
our cavalier on the field, assisted; and half in 
jest, half in earnest, I gravely presented myself as 
the purchaser of something or other, which Willy 
served out with a laughing gayety and unembarrassed 
simplicity quite delightful. \Ve returned to sit down 
to a plain, plenteous, and excellent dinner; every 
thing on the table, the wine excepted, was the pro
duce of their own farm. Our wine, water, and butter 
were iced, and every thing was the best of its kind. 

The parade day ended in a drunken bout and a 
riot, in which, as I was afterwards informed, the co' 
lonel had been knocked down, and one or two se
l'ious and even fatal accidents had occurred; but it 
was all taken so very lightly, so very much as a 
!:bing of course, in this half civilized community,. 
'!.hat l soun ceased to think about the mattE1r.. . 
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The next morning I looked out from my window 
upon a scene of wild yet tran(luil loveliness. The 
house is built on the etlge of a steep bank, (what 
in Scotland they term a scaul·,) perhaps a hunJred 
feet high, anJ descending precipitously to the rapid 
river.* The banks on either side were clothed with 
overhanging wooJ~ of the sumach, maple. tamarask, 
birch. in all the rich yet delicate array of the fresh 
opening year. Beyond. as usual. lay the dark pine
forest; anJ near to the house tllCre were several 
groups of lofty pines. the priginal giant·brooJ of the 
soil; beyond these again lay the" clearing." The 
sky was without a clouJ, and the heat intense. I 
fOtlTId breakfa5t laid in the veranJah: excellent tea 
and coffee, rich cream. delicious hot cakes. new-laid 
eggs-a banquet for a killg! The young men and 
their laborers had been out sillce sunrise. an(l the 
younger ladies of the house were busied in domestic 
affairs; the rest of us sat lounging all the morning 
in the verandah; anJ in the intelTals of sketching 
and reading. my kind host and hostess gave me an 
account of their emigrat.ion to this country ten years 
ago. 

Mr. M. was a Protestant clergyman of good 
family, and haJ held a consiJerable living in Ire
land; but such was the JistUI bed state of the coun
try in which he resided, that he was not only unable 
to cullect his tithes, but for several years neither hio 

• In this river the young sportsmen of the family had speared 
two hundred salmon in a single night. The salmon·hunts in 
Canada are exactly like that described so vividly in Guy Man· 
Dering. The fish thus caught is rather a large species of troul 
Ihan genu.ine salmon. Th! sport is roost exciting. 
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own life nor that of any of his family was safe. They 
neYer went out unarmed, and ne\'er went to rest at 
nio-ht without having barricadoed their hO!lse like a 
fo;t res', The healt'h of hi:; wife began to fail under 
thi:; anxiety, and at length, after a severe struggle 
with old feelings and old habits, he came to the de
termination to convert his Irish property into ready 
money and emigrate to Canada, with four fine sons 
from seven to seventeen years old, and one little 
daughter. Thus you see that Canada has become 
an asylum, not only for those who cannot pay tithes, 
but for tbose who cannot get them. 

Soon after his arrival, he purchased eight hundred 
acres ofland along the banks of the Credit. \Vith 
the assistance of his sons and a few laborers, he SOOR 
cleared a space of ground for a house, in a situation 
of great natnral beauty, but then a perfect wilder
ness; and with 110 other aid designed and built it in 
very pretty taste. .Being thus secllre of lodging and 
shelter, they proceeded in their toilsome work-toil· 
some, most laborious, he allowed it to be, blJt not 
unrewarded; aIHI they ba\'e now one IllIndred and 
fifty acres "f land cleared and in cultivation; a noble 
barn, entirely constructed by his sons, measuring 
sixty feet long by fi)rty in width; a carpenter's shop. 
a turning-lathe, in the use of which the old gentle
man ~nd one of his sons are very ingenious and 
effective; a forge; extensive outhouses; a farm'yard 
well stocked; anu a house comfortably furnished, 
much of the ornamental furniture bein(T contrived o , 
carved, turned, by the father and his sons. These 
young men, who had received in Ireland the lUd~ 
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ments of a classical education, had all a mechanical 
genius, and here, with all their energies awakened, 
and all their physical and mental powers in full oc
cupation, they are a striking example of what may 
be done by activity and perseverance; they are their 
own architects, masons, smiths, carpenters, farmers, 
gardeners; they are, moreover, bold and keen hun
ters, quick in resource, intelligent, cheerful, united 
by strong affection, and doating on their gentle sis
ter, who has grown up among these four tall. manly 
brothers, like a beautiful azalia under the towering 
and sheltering pines. Then I should add, that olle 
of the young men knows something of surgery, can 
bleed or set a broken limb in case of necessity; 
while another knows as much of law as e~ables him 
to draw up an agreement, and settle the quarrels alJ(I 
arrange the little difficulties of their poorer neigh
bors, without having recourse to the" attorney." 

The whnle family appear to have a li\'ely feeling 
for natural beauty, and a taste for natural history; 
they know the habits and the haunts of the wild ani· 
mals which people their forest domain; they have 
made collections of minerals and insects, and have 
"traced each herb and flower that sips the silvery 
dew." Not only the stout servant girl, (whom I met 
running about with a sucking-pig in her arms, look
ing for its mother.) and the little black boy Alick; 
-but the animals in the farm-yard, the old favorite 
mare, the fowls which come trooping rOllnd the be
lliguant old gentleman, or are the peculiar pets of 
the ladies of the family,.-the very dogs and cats ap
pear to me, each and all, the most enviable of thei, 
sJ?eci.es. 
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There is an atmosphere of benevolence and cheer
fulness breathing round, which penetrates to my very 
heart. I know not wIlen I hal'e felt so quietly-so 
entirely happy-so full of sympathy-so light·heart
ed-so inclined to shut out the world, and its cares 
and vanities, and" fleet the time as they did i' the 
golden age." 

In the evening it was very sultry, the sky was 
magnificently troubled, and the clouds came rolling 
down, mingling, as it seemed to me, with the pine 
tops. \Ve walked up and down the verandah, list
ening to the soft melancholy cry of the whip-pool'
will, and watching the evolutions of some beautiful 
green snakes of a perfectly harmless species, which 
~'ere gliding after each other along the garden 
walks; by degrees a brooding silence aud thick 
darkness fell around us; then the storm burst forth 
in all its might, the lightning wrapped the whole 
horizon round in sheets of flame, the thunder rolled 
over the forE'st, alld still we lingered-lingered till 
the fury and tumult of the elements had suhsided, 
and the rain began to fall in torrents; we then went 
into the house and had some music. Charles and 
\VilIy had good voices, and much natural taste; and 
we sang duets and trios till supper-time. \Ve again 
assembled round the cheerful table, where there was 
~nfinite laughing-the heart's laugh-and many a 
Jest sea~oned with true Irish gallantry and humor; 
and then the good old gentleman, after discussing 
h!s sober tumbler of whiskey-punch, sent us all with 
hIS blessing to our rest, 
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;\lr. M. told me, that for the first seven or eight 
years they had all lived and worked together on his 
farm; but latterly he had reRected that though the 
proceeds of the farm afforded a subsistence, it did 
not furnish the means of independence for his SOilS, 

so as to enable them to malTY and settle in the 
world. He has therefore established two of his 
sons as storekeepers. the one in Springfield, the 
other at Streetsville, both within a short distance 
of his own residence, and they have already, by 
their intelligence. activity, and popular manners, 
succeeded beyond his hopes. 

I could perceive that in taking this step there had 
been certain prejudices and feelings to be overcome, 
on his own part and that of his wife: the family 
pride of the well· born Irish gentleman, and the an
tipathy to any thil'g like trade, once cherished hy a 
certain class in the old country-these were to be 
conquered, before he could recolJcile himself to the 
idea of his boys serving out groceries in a Canadian 
village; but they Ztcrc overcome. Some lingering 
of the" old Adam" made him think it necessary to 
excuse-to account for this state of things. He did 
not know with what entire and approving sympathy 
I regarded. not the foolish national prejudices of my 
country, but the honcst. generous spirit and good 
sense through which he had conquered them, and 
provided for the future independence of his children. 

I inquired concerning the extent of his parish, 
and the morals and condition of his parishioners. 

He said that on two.sides the district under his 
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charge might be considered as without bounds, for, 
in fact, there was no parish boundary line between 
llim and the North Pole. He has frequently ridden 
from sixteen to thirty miles to officiate at a marriage 
01' a funeral, or baptize a child, or preach a sermon, 
wherever a small congregation could be collected 
together; but latterly his increasing age rendered 
such exertion difficult. His parish church is in 
Springfield. When he first took the living, to 
which he was appointed on his arrival in the coun
try, the salary-for here there are no tithes-was 
two hundred a year: some late measure, fathered 
by Mr. Hllmc, had reduced it to one hundred. He 
spoke of this without bitterness as regarded him· 
self, observing that he was old, and had other means 
of subsistence; but he considered it as great injus
tice both to himself and to his successors-" For," 
said he, "it is clear that no man could take charge 
of this extensive district without keeping agood horse 
and a boy to rub him down. Now, in this country, 
where wages are high, he could not keep a horse 
and 11 servant, and wear a whole coat, for less than 
one hundred a year. No man, therefore, who had Dot 
other resources, could live upon this SUIll; and no 
man who had other resources, and had received a 
fitting education, would be likely to come here, 
I say nothing of the toil, the fatigue, the deep 
responsibility-these belong to his vocation in 
which, though a man mu~t labor, he need' not 
surely starve :-yet starve he must, unless he 
takes a farm or a store in addition to his cleri-
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cal duties. A clergyman in such circumstances 
could hardly command the respect of his parishion
ers: what do you think, madam 1 

When the question was thus put, I could only 
think the same: it seems to me that there must be 
something wrong in the whole of this Canadian 
church system, from beginning to end. 

With regard to the morals of the population 
around him, he spoke of two things as especially 
lamentable, the prevalence of drunkenness, and the 
early severing of parental and family ties; the first, 
partly owing to the low price of whiskey, the latter 
to the high price of labor, which rendered it the in
terest of the young of both sexes to leave their home, 
and look out and provide Eor themselves as soon as 
possible. This fact, and its consequences, struck 
him the more painfully, from the contrast it exhi
bited to the strong family affections, and respect for 
parental authority, which even in tbe midst of 
squalid, reckless misery and ruin, he had been ac
customed to in poor Ireland. The general mora]s 
of the women he considered infinitely superior to 
those of the men; and in the midst of the horrid 
example and temptation, and one may aild, provo
cation, rOllnd them, their habits were generally BO

ber. He knew himself bllt two females abandoned 
to habits of intoxication, and in both instances the 
cause had been the same-an unhappy home and a 
brutal husband. 

He told me many other interesting circumstances 
and anecdotes, but being of a personal nature, and 
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hiB permission not expressly given, I do not note 
them down here. 

On the whole, I shall never forget the few days 
spent with this excellent family. We bade fare
well, after many a cordial entreaty on their part, 
many a promise on mine, to visit them again. 
Charles M. drove me over to the Credit, where we 
met the steam-boat, and 1 returned to Toronto with 
my heart full of kindly feelings, my fancy full of 
delightful images, and my lap full of flowers, which 
Charles had gathered for me along the margin of 
the forest: flower~ such as we transplant and nur
ture with care in our gardens and green-houses, 
most dazzling and lovely in color, Atrange and new 
to me in their forms, and names, and uses; unluckily 
I am no botanist, so will not venture to particular· 
ize farther; but one plant struck me particularly, 
growing every where in thousands: the stalk was 
about two feet in height, and at the top were two 
large fan-like leaves, one being al ways larger than the 
other; from between the two sprung a single flower, 
in size and shape somewhat resembling a large wild 
rose, the petal white, just tinted with a pale plush. 
The flower is succeeded hy an oval·shaped fruit, 
which is eaten, and makes an excellent preserve. 
They call it here the May.apple. 



St:MMER RAMBLES 

IN CANADA. 

You d well alone; 
You walk, you read, you speculate alone; 
Yet doth remembrance, like a sovereign prince, 
For you a stately gallery maintain 
Of gay or tragic pictures. 

If"ordsworth. 

Vergniigen "itzt in Blumen"kelchen, und kommt aile Jahr 
etnmal als Geruch heraus. 

RaM. 

June 8. 

WE have already exchanged" the bloom and 
ravishment of spring" for all the glowing maturity 
of summer; we gasp with heat, we long for ices, 
and are planning venetian blinds; and three wee~ 
ago there was snow lying beneath 'our garden 
fences, and not a leaf on the trees! In England, 
when Nature wakeB up from her long winter, it is 
like a sluggard in the morning-she opens one eye 
and then another, and shivers and draws her snow 
coverlet over her face again, and turns round to 
slumber more than once, before she emerges at last, 
lazily and slowly, from her winter chamber; but 
here, no sooner has tIfe sun peeped through her 
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curtains, than up she springs, like a huntress for the 
chase, and dons her kirtle of green, and walks 
abroad in full·blown life and beauty. I am basking 
in her smile like an insect or a bird! Apropos to 
birds, we have, alas! nQ singing birds in Oanada. 
There is, indeed, a little creature of the ouzel kind, 
which haunts my garde1J, and has a low, sweet war· 
ble, to which I listen with pleasure; but we have 
nothing like the rich, continuous song of the night
ingale or lark, or even the linnet. We have no 
music in our groves but that of the frogs, which set 
up such a shrill and perpetual chorus every evening, 
that we can scarce hear each other speak. The reo 
gular manner in which the bass and treble voices 
respond to each other is perfectly ludicrous, so that 
in the midst of my impatience I have caught myself 
laughing. Then we have every possible variety of 
note, from the piping squeak of the tree-frog, to the 
deep. guttural croak, almost roar, of the bull-frog. 

The other day, while walking near a piece of 
water, J was startled by a very loud deep croak, as 
like the croak of an ordinary frog, as the bellow of 
a bull is like the bleat of a calf; and looking round, 
perceived one of those enormous bull frogs of the 
country seated with great dignity on the end of a 
plank, and staring at me. The monster was at least 
a foot in length, with a pair of eyes like spectacles; 
on shaking my parasol at him, he plunged to the 
bottom in a moment. They are quite harmless, I 
believe, though slander accuses them of attacking 
the young ducks and chickens. 

It would be pleasant, verily, if, after all my ill-
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humored and impertinent tirades against Toronto, I 
were doomed to leave it with regret; yet such is 
likely to be the case. There are some most kind
hearted and agreeable people here, who look upon 
me with more friendliness than at first, and are win
ning fast upon my feelings, if not 011 my sympathies. 
There is considerable beauty too around me-not 
that I am going to give you descriptions of scenery, 
which are always, however eloquent, in some res
pect failures. vVords can no more give you a defi
nite idea of the combination of forms and colors 
in scenery, than so many musical notes: music were, 
indeed, the better vehicle of the two. Felix Men
delsohn, when a child, used to say, .. I cannot tell 
you how such or such a thing was-I cannot speak 
it-l will play it to you!" and run to his piano: 
sound was then to him a more perfect vehicle than 
words; so, if I were a musician, I would play you 
Lake Ontario, rather than describe it. Ontario 
means tke beautiful, and the word is worthy of its 
signification, and the lake is worthy of its beautiful 
name; yet I can hardly tell you in what this fasci
uation consists: there is no scenery around it, no 
high lands, no bold shores, no picture to be taken in 
at once by the eye; the swamp and the forest en
closes it, and it is 80 wide and 50 vast that it pre
sents all the monotony without the majesty of the 
ocean. Yet, like that great ocean, when I lived be
side it, the expanse of this lake has become to me 
like the face of a friend. I have all its various ex
pressions by heart. I go down upon the green 
bank, or along the King's Pier, which projects 
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about two hundred yards into the bay. I sit ther~ 
with my book, reailing sometimes, but oftener watch· 
ing untired the changeful colors as they flit over 
the bosom of the lake. Sometimes a thunder-squall 
from the west sends the little sloops and schooners 
sweeping- and scuilding into the harbor for shelter. 
Sometimes the sunset COllverts its surface into a sea 
of molten golil, and sometimes the young moon 
walks trembling ill a path of sih-er; sometimes a 
purple haze flnats ovcr its ho~om like a yeil; some· 
times the willll blows strong, and the wild turbid 
waves come rolling in like breakers, flinging them
selves over the pier in wrath and foam, or dancing 
like spirits in their glee. Nor is the land without 
Borne charm. About four miles from Toronto 
lhe river Humber comes down between high wood· 
covered banks, and rushes into the lake: a more 
charming situation for yillas and garden-houses 
could hardly he desired than the vicinity of this 
beautiful little river, and such no doubt we shaH 
see in time. 

The opposite side of the bay is formed by a long 
sand-bank, called the" island," though, in fact, no 
island, but a very narrow promontory, about three 
miles in length, and forming a rampart against the 
main waters of the lake. At the extremity is a 
light-house, and a few stunted trees and underwood. 
This marsh, intersected by inlets and covel'ed with 
reeds, is the haunt of thousaooB of wild fowl and of 
the terapin, or small turtle of the lake' and ~s even
ing co~es on, we see long rows of r~d lights from 
lbe fishmg..boats gleaming along the surface of the 
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water, for thus they spear the lake salmon, the bass, 
and the pickereen. 

The only road on which it is possible to take a 
drive with comfort is Young-street, which is mac
adamised for the first twelve miles. This load leads 
from Toronto northwards to Lake Simcoe, through 
a well-settled and fertile country. There are some 
commodious, anLl even elegant houses in this neigh
borhood. Dundas-street, leading west to the Lon
don district and Lake Huron, is a very rough road 
for a carriage, but a most ,lelightful ride. On this 
side of Toronto you are immeLliately in the pine 
forest, which extends with little interruption (except 
a new settlement risillg here and there) for about 
fifty miles to Hamilton, which is the next important 
town. The wooded shores of the lake are very 
beautiful, and aboullding in game. In short a rea
sonable person might make himself very happy 
here, if it were not for some few things, among 
which, those Egyptian plagues, the flies and frogs 
in summet·, and the relentless iron winter, are not 
the most intolerable: add, perhaps, the prevalence 
of sickness at certain seasons. At present many 
families are flying off to Niagara, for two or three 
days together, for change of air; and I am medita
ting a flight myself, of such serious extent, that 
some of my friends here laugh outright; others 
look kindly alarmed, and others civiI1y incredulous. 
Bad roads, bad inns-or rather no roads, no 
iuns; wild Indians, and white men more savage 
far than they; dangers and difficulties of every 
kind are threatened aftd prognosticated, enough 
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to make one's hair stand on end. To undertake 
such a journey alone is rash perhaps-yet alone 
it must be achieved, I find, or not at all; I shall 
have neither companion nor man·servant, nor femme 
de clwmbJ"e, nor even a "little foot-page," to give 
notice of my fate, should I be swamped in a 
bog, or eaten up by a bear, or scalped, or disposed 
of in some strange way; but shall I leave this fine 
country without seeing any thing of its great charac
teristic features ?-and, aboye all, of its aboriginal 
inhabitants 1 Moral courage will not be wanting, 
but physical strength may fail, and obstacles, which 
I cannot anticipate or o\"ercome, may turn me bac.k ; 
yet the more I consider my project-wild though it 
be-the more I feel determined to persist. The 
French haye a proverb which docs honor to their 
gallantry, and to which, from experience, 1 am inclin
ed to give full credence-" Ce quefemmc n'ui, Die!t 
!"eut." \" e shall see. 

June 10" 

Mr. Hepburne brought me yesterday the number 
of the Foreign Review for February last, which con
tains, among other things, a notice of Baron Stern. 
berg's popular and eloquent novels. It is not very 
well done. It is true, as far as it goes; but it gives 
no sufficient idea of the general character of his 
works, some of which display the wildest and most 
playful fancy, and others again, pictures, not very 
attractive ones, of every day sociallife. 



STERNBERG'S NOVELS. 225 

Sternberg, whom I knew in Germany, is a young 
nobleman of Livonia, bandsome in person, and of 
quiet, elegant manners. Yet I remember that in 
OUI' first interview, even while he interested and 
fixed my attention, he did not quite please me j 
there was in his conversation something cold, guard
ed, not flowing; and in the expression of his dark, 
handsome features, something too invariable and 
cynical; but all this thawed or brightened away, 
and I became much interested in him and his works. 

Sternberg, as an author, may be classed, I think, 
with many other accomplished and popular authors 
of the day, flourishing here, in France, and in Eng
land, simultaneously-signs of the times in which 
we live. taking the form and pressure of the age, 
not informing it with their own spirit. They are a 
set of men who have drunk deep, even to license, of 
the follies, the pleasures, and the indulgences of so
ciety, even while they struggled (some of them at 
least) with its most bitter, and most vulgar cares, 
From this gulf the intellect rises, perhaps, in all its 
primeval strength, the imagination in all its bril .. 
liance, the product of both as luxuriant as ever: 
but we are told, 

II That every gift of noble origin, 
Is breathed upon by Hope's perpetual breath !" 

And a breath of a different kind has gone over the 
works of these writers-a breath as from a 1azar
bouse. A power is gone from them which nothing 
can restore, the healtby, tTie clear vision, with which 
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a fresh, pure mind looks round upon the social and 
the natural world, perceiving the due relations of all 
things one with another, and beholding the" soul of 
goodness in things evil ;" these authors, if we are 
to believe their c.wn account of themselves, given 
ih broad hints, and very intelligible mysterious allu
sions, have suffered horribly from the dominion of 
the passions, from the mortifications of wounded self
love, betrayed confidence, ruined hopes, ill-directed 
and ill-requited affections, awl a long etcetera of mi
series_ They wish us to believe, that in order to pro
duce any thing true and great in art, it is necessary 
to have known and gone through all this, to have 
been dragged through this sink of dissipation, or 
this fiery furnace of suffering and passion_ I don't 
know_ Goethe, at least, did not think so, when he 
spoke of the "sort of anticipation" through which 
he produced his Gotz von Berlichingen and his 
Werther_ I hope it is not so_ I hope that a know
ledge of our humau aTHl immortal nature, and the 
oue exercise of our faculties, does not depend on 
this sort of limited, unhealthy, artificial experience. 
It is as if a man or woman either, in order to learn 
the free, natural graceful use of the limbs, were to 
take lessons of a rope-dancer; but waving this, we 
see in these writers, that what they call truth and 
experience has at least been bought rather dear; 
they can never again, by all the perfumes of Arabia, 
sweeten what has been once polluted, nor take the 
blistering scar from their brow. From their works 
we rise with aomiration, with delight, with astonish
ment at the talent displayed i with the most excited 
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feelings, but never with that blameless as well as 
vivid sense of pleasure, that unreproved delight, that 
grateful sense of a healing, holy influence, with 
which we lay down Shakspeare, Walter Scott, 
Wordsworth, Goethe. Yet what was hidden from 
these men ~ Did they not know all that the world, 
and man, and nature could unfold ~ They knew it 
by .. anticipation," by soaring on the wings of un
trammelled thought, far, far above the turmoil, and 
looking superior down, and with the ample ken of 
genius embraced a universe. These modern novel 
writers appear to me in comparison like children, 
whose imperfect faculties and experience induce 
them to touch every thing they see; so they burn or 
soil their fingers, and the blister and the stain sticks 
perpetual to their pages-those pages which yet can 
melt, or dazzle, or charm. Nothing that is, or has 
been, or may be, can they see but through some per
sonal medium. What they have themselves felt, 
suffered, seen, is always before them, is mixed up 
with their fancy, is the material of their existence, 
and this gives certainly a degree of vigor, a palpa
ble reality, a life, to all they do, which carries us 
away; but a man might as well think to view the 
face of universal nature, to catch the pure, unmixed, 
all-embracing light of day through one of the gor
geous painted windows of Westminster Abbey, as to 
perceive abstract moral truth through the minds of 
these writers; hut they have their use, ay, and their 
beauty-like all things in the world-only I would 
not be one of such. I do not think them enviable 
either in themselves as individuals, or in the imme-
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diate effect they produce, and the sort of applause 
they excite; but they have their praise, their merit, 
their use-they have their day-hereafter, perhaps, 
to be remembered as we remember the school of 
writers before the French revolution; as we think 
of the wretehed slave, or the rash diver, who from 
the pit or from the whirlpool has snatched some 
gems worthy to be gathered into Truth's immortal 
treasury, or wreathed into her diadem of light. 

They have their day-how long it will last, how 
long they will last, is another thing. 

To this school of fiction-writing belong many au
thors of great and various merit, and of very dif
ferent character and tendencies. Some by true but 
partial portraitures of social evils boldly aiming at 
the overthrow of institutions from which they have 
as individuals suffered; others, through this medium, 
publicly professing opinions they would hardly dare 
to promulgate in a drawing-room, and discussing 
questions ofa doubtful or perilous tendency; others, 
only throwing off, in a manner, the impressions of 
their own minds, developed in beautiful fictions, 
without any ultimate object beyond that of being 
read with sympathy and applause-especially by 
women. 

I think Sternberg belongs to the latter class. He 
has written somt most charming things. I should not 
exactly know where to find his prototype: he reminds 
me of Bulwer sometimes, and one or two of his 
tales are in Barry St. Leger'S best manner-the 
eloquence, the depth of tragic and passionate inte
rest, are just his; then, again, others remind me of 
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Wilson, when he is fanciful ~nd unearthly; but, on 
the whole, his genius differs essentially from all 
these. 

His comic and fantastic tales are exquisite. The 
fancy alld the humor run illto pathos and poetry, 
and lIever into caricatllre, like some of Hoffmann's. 

One of the first things I fell upon was his" Herr 
von Mondshein," (Master Moonshine,) a little jeu 
d'esprit, on which it seems he sets small value him
self, but which is all exquisite thing for all that-so 
wildly, yet so playfully, so gracefully grotesque! 
The effect of the whole is really like that of mooIl"' 
light on a rippled stream, now seen, now lost, now 
here, now there-it is the moon we see-and then 
it is not; and yet it is again! and it smiles, and it 
shines, and it simpers, and it glitters, antI it is at once 
in heaven and on the earth, near and distant, by our 
side, or peeped at through an astronomer's telescope; 
now helping off a pail' of lovers-then yonder 
among the stars-and in the end we rub our eyes, 
and find it is just what it ought to be-all moon
sMne! 

Superior and altogether different is the tale of 
"Moliere,"-the leading idea of which appears 
to me beautiful. 

A physician of celebrity at Paris, the inventor of 
some famous elixir-half quack, half enthusiast, and 
something too of a philosopher-finds himself, by 
Borne chance, in the parterre at the representation 
of one of Moliere's comedies, in which the whole 
learned faculty are so exquisitely ridiculed; the 
player who represents tlie principal character, .in 
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order to make the satire more poignant, arrays 
himself in the habitual dress of Tristan Dieu· 
donne; the unfortunate doctor sees himself repro
duced on the stage with every circumstance of ig
nominious ridicule, hears around him the loud ap
plause, the laugh (If derision-meets in every eye 
the mocking glance of recognition; his brain turns, 
and he leaves the theatre a raving maniac. (So far 
the tale is an "o'er true tale.") By degrees this 
frenzy subsides into a calmer but more hopeless, 
more melancholy madness; he shuts himself up 
from mankind, at one time sinking into a gloomy des
pondency, at another revelling in projects of ven
geance against ]\!oliere, his enemy and destroyer. 
One only consolation remains to him; in this misera
ble, abject state, a charitable neighbor comes to vi
sit him daily; by degrees wins upon the affections, 
and gains the confidence of the poor madman
soc,thes him, cheers him, and performs for him all 
tender offices of filial love ; and this good Samaritan 
is of course the heart·stricken, remorseful poet, 
l\loliere himself. 

There is a love-story interwoven of no great in
terest, and many discussions between the poet and 
the madman, on morals, medicine, philosophy: that 
in which the insane doctor endeavors to prove that 
many of his patients who nppear to be living are in 
reality dead, is very striking and very true to nature: 
shows. bow ingenious metaphysical madness can 
80metlmes be. 

O~ber kno~vn personages, as Boileau, Chapelain, 
Racme, are llltroduced in person, and give us theic 
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opinions on poetry, acting, the fine arts, with consi
derable discrimination, in the characters of the 
speakers. 

The scenes of Parisian society in this novel are 
not so good; rather heavy and Germanesque-cer
tainly not French. 

" Lessing" is another tale in which Sternberg has 
taken a real personage for his hero. He says that 
he has endeavored, in these two tales, to delineate 
the strife which a man whose genius is in advance 
of the age in which he Ii\'es, must carryon with all 
around him. They may be called biographical 
novels. . "" .. .. 

" Galathee," Steruberg's last novel, had just made 
its appearance when I was at Weimar; all the wo
men were reading it and commenting on it-some 
in anger, some in sorrow, almost all in admiration. 
It is allowed to be the finest thing he has done in 
point of style. To me it is a painful book. It is 
the history of the intrigues of a beautiful coquette 
and a Jesuit priest to gain over a young Protestant 
nobleman from his faith and his betrothed love. 
They prove but too successful. In the end he turns 
Roman Catholic, and forsakes his bride. The he
roine, Galathee, dies quietly of a broken heart . 
.. The more fool she!" 1 thought, as I closed the 
book, "to die for the sake of a man who was not 
worth living for!" but" 'tis a way we have." 

Sternberg's women-his virtuous women especi
ally, (to be sure he is x;ather sparing of them,)
have always individual character, and are touched 



232 SUMMER RAMBJ.EIf. 

with a firm, a delicate, a graceful pencil; but 
his men are almo8t without exception vile, or 
insipid, or ercentric-ulld his heroes (where could 
he find them 1) al'e absolutely charar:terlesa-as weak 
as they are detestahle. 

Sternberg possesses, with many other talents, 
that of being an accomplished amateur artist. He 
sketches charmingly and with enviable facility and 
truth catches the chamcteristic forms both of persons 
and things. Then he has all the arcana of a lady's 
toilette at the end of his pencil, and his glance is as 
fastidious as it is rapid in detecting any peculiarity 
of dress 01' manner, \Vhenever he came to us he 
used to ask for some white paper, which, while he 
talked or listened, he covered with the prettiest 
sketches and fancies imaginable; but whether this 
was to employ his fingers, or to prevent me from 
looking into his eyes while he spoke, I was never 
quite sure. 

This talent for lira-wing-this lively sense of the 
picturesque in form and color, we trace through aU 
his works. Some of the most striking passages
those which dwell mo~t strongly on the memllry
are pictures. Thus the meeting of Moliere and the 
Doctor ill the church,yard at dusk of evening, the 
maniac seated on the grave, the other standing by, 
wrapped in his flowing mantle, with his hat and 
feather pulled over his brow, and bendiurr over his 
victim with benewlent expression, is wha~ painters 
call a fine" bit of effect." The scene in the half
lighted chapel, where the beautiful Countess Meli
certe is doing penance, and receivinlY on her naked 

o 
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shoulders the scourgefrom the hand of her confessor, 
is a very powerful but also a very disagreeable piece 
of painting. The lady in crimson velvet seated on 
the ground en Madelene, with her silver crucifix on 
hel' knees and her long dark jewelled tresses flowing 
dishevelled, is a fine bit of color, and the court 
ballet in the gardens of the Favorita Palace a per
fect Watteau. Reading very fine, eloquent, and 
vivid descriptions of nature and natural scenery, 
by writers who give us licentious pictures of social 
life in a narrow, depraved, and satirical spirit, is 
very disagreeable-it always leaves on the mind an 
impression of discord and unfitness. And this dis
crepancy is of perpetual recurrence in Sternberg, 
and ill other writers of his class. 

But it is in the tale entitled Die Gebriider Bren' 
ghel (the Two Breughels) that Sternberg has aban
doned himself con amore to all his artist· like feelings 
and predilections. The younger Breughel (knowll 
by the names of Hollen Breughel and the "Mad; 
Painter," on accuunt of the diabolical subjects in 
which his pencil revelled.) is the hero of this re
markable tale: forsaking the worship of beauty, he 
paid a kind of crazed adoration to deformity, and 
painted his fantastic and extravagant creations with 
truly demoniac skill and power. Sternberg makes 
the cause of this eccentric perversion of genius a 
love-affair, which has turned the poor paintel"s wits 
.. the seamy side without," and rendered him the 
apostate to all that is beautiful in nature and art. 
This love-tale, however, occupies little of the inte
\'est. The charm of the ~hole consists in the lively 
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sketches of Flemish art, and the characteristic por
traits of different well-known artists: we have the 
gay, vivacious Teniers-the elegant and domewhat 
affected Poelenberg-the coarse, good-humored 
J ordaens-Peter Laers, the tavern-keeper-the 
grave yet spleudid coxcombry of the Velvet 
Breughel-his eccentric, half-crazed brother, the 
Hero-old Peter Kock, with his color mania, (the 
Turner of his day,) and presiding over all. the noble, 
the magnificent Peter Paul Rubens, and the digni
fied, benevolent Burgomaster Hubert, the patron of 
art: all these are brought together in groups, and 
admirably discriminated. In this tale, Sternberg 
has most ingeniously transferred to his pages some 
cele brated and well-known pictures as actual scenes ~ 
and thus Painting pays back part of her debt to 
Poetry and Fiction. The Alchymist in his lahora, 
tory-the Gambling Soldiers-the Boors and Beg
gats at cards-the Incantation in the Witch's Tower 
-the Burning Mill-the Page asleep in the Ante
chamber-and the Country I\lerry.making-are each 
a Rembrandt, a Jordaens, an Ostade, a Peter Laers, 
a Breughel. or a Teniers, transferred from the can, 
vass to the page, and painted in words almost as 
brilliant al)(.1 lively as the original colors. 

I doubt whether a translation of this clever tale 
woulll please generally in England; it is too dis
cursive and argumentative. It requires a familiar 
knolVleuge of art and artists, as well as a feeling for 
art, to enter into it, fur it is almost entirely de\'oid 
of any interest arising from incident or passion. 
Yet I sat up till arter two o'clock this morning to 
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finish it, wasting my eyes over the small type, like 
a most foolish improvident woman. 

As the rolling stone gathers no moss, so the roving 
heart gathers no affections. 

I have met with certain minds which seem never 
to be themselves penetrated by truth, yet have the 
power to demonstrate clearly and beautifully to 
other min<h, as there are certain substances which 
most brightly reflect, and only partially absorb, the 
rays of light. 

Reading what Charles Lamb says on the" sanity 
of true genius," it appears to me that genius and 
sanity have nothing (necessarily) to do with each 
other. Gellius may he combined with a healthy or 
a morbid organization. Shakspeare, 'Val tel' Scott, 
Goethe, are examples of the former: Byron, Col
lins, Kil'ke "Thile, are examples of the latter. 

A man may be as much a fool from the want of 
sensibility as the want of sense. 
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How admirable what Sir James Mackintosh says 
of Madame de Maintenon !-that "she was as vir· 
tuous as the fear of hell and the fear of shame 
could make her." The same might be said of the 
virtue of many women I know, and of these, I be
lieve that more are virtuous from the fear of shame 
than the fear of hell.-Shame is the woman's hell. 

Rahelll said once of an acquaintance, "Such a 
one is an ignorant man. He knows nothing but 
what he has learned, and that is little, for a man can 
only learn that which man already knows."-Well. 
and truly, and profoundly said! 

Every faculty, every impulse of our human na
ture, is useful, available, in proportion as it is dan
gerous. The greatest blessings are those which 
may be perverted to most pain: as fire and water 
are tbe two most murderous agents in nature, and 
the two things in which we can least endure to be 
stinted. 

'Vho that has lived in the world, in society, and 
looked on both with observing eye, but bas often 

. *' Madame Varnhagen von Ense, whose remains were pub. 
hshed a few years ago. The book of "Rahel" i. famous from 
one end of Germany to the oth,r, but remains, I believe, a. 
sealed fountain still for English readers. 
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been astonished at the fearlessness of women, 
and the cowardice of men, with regard to public 
opillion 1 The reverse would seem to be the natu
ral, the necessary result of the existing order of 
things, but it is not always so. Exceptions occur 
so often, and so immediately within my own pro
vince of observation, that they have made me reflect 
a good deal. Perhaps this seeming discrepancy 
might be thus explained. 

Women are brought up in the fear of opinion, but 
from their ignorance of the world, they nre in fact 
ignorant of that which they fear. They fear opinion 
as a child fears a spectre, as something shadowy and 
horrible, not defined or palpable. It is a fear based 
on habit, on feeling, not on principle or reason. 
\Vhen their passions are strongly excited, or when 
reason becomes matured, this exaggerated fear 
vanishes, and the probability is. that they are imme
diately thrown into the opposite extreme of inere
dulity, defiance and rashne~s : but a man, even while 
courage is preached to him, leams from habitual 
intercourse with the worlel, the immense, the terrible 
power of opinion. It wraps him rou",1 like despo
tism; it i8 a reality to him; to a woman a shadow, 
and if she can overcome the fear in her own person, 
all is overcome. A mall fears opinion for himself, 
his wife, his daughter; and if the fear of opinion 
be brought into conflict with primary selltiments 
and principles, it is ten to one but the habit of fear 
prevails, and opinion triumphs over reason alJd feel. 
ing too. 
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The new law passed during the last session of 
our provincial parliament, ., to remler the remedy in 
cases of seduction more effectual," has just come into 
operation. '''bat were the cireumstan"es which gave 
rise to this law, and to its peculiar pro\'isions, I cannot 
learn. Here it is touching on delicate and even for
bidden ground to ask any questions. One person said 
that it was to guard against iufantiride; and I recollect 
hearing the same sort of argument used in London 
against one particular clauseofthe new Poor Law Act, 
viz. that it 1V0uld cltl"Ourage infcmticide_ This is the 
most gross and unpardonable libel on our sex ever 
uttered. vVomen do not murder their children 
from the fear of want, but from the fear of shame. 
In this fear, substituted for the light and the strength 
of virtue and genuine self-respect, are women 
trained, till it becomes a second. nature-not indeed 
stronger than the natural instincts and the passions 
which God gave us, but strong enough to drive to 
madness and delirious outrage the wretched victim 
who finds the struggle between these contradictory 
feelings too great for her conscience, her reason, 
her strength. Nothing, as it seems to me, but 
throwing the woman upon her own self-respect 
and added responsibility, can bring a remedy 
to this fearful state of things. To say that the 
punishment of the fault, already too great, is 
thereby increased, is nut true; it admitted of no. 
real increase. In entailing irremediahle disgrace, 
and death uf name and fame, upon the frail woman, 
the law of society had done its utmost - and to Jet 
it be supposed that the m[l~ h[ltl pow~r to make 
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amends by paying a nominal tax for indulgence 
bought at such a tremendous price, what was it 
but to flatter and delude hoth the vanity of lordly, 
sensual man, and the weakness of wretched. igno
rant, trusting woman 1 As long as treachery to 
woman is honorable in man; as long as men do not, 
or will not protect us; as long as we women cannot 
protect ourselves. their protecting laws are a farce 
and a mockery. Opinion has ever been stronger 
than law. Luckily there is something stronger 
than either. 

It was not for the forms, though fair, 
Though grand they were beyond compare,-
It was not only for the forms 
Of hills in sunshine or in storms, 
Or only unrestrain'd to look 
On wood and lake, that she forsook 

By day or night 
Her home, and far 

'Wander'd by light 
Of sun or star-

It was to feel hpr fancy free, 
Free in a world without an end: 

With ears to hear, and eyes to see, 
And heart to apprehend. 

TAYLOR'S Pltilip Van Artet'elde. 

June 13. 

IN these latter days I have lived in friendly com
munion with so many exellent people, that my 
departure from Toronto was not what I anticipated 
-an escape on one side, or a riddance on the other 
My projected tour to tq,e west excited not only 
some intelelt, but much kind solicitude; and aid 
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and co'unsel were tendered with a feeling which 
touched me deeply. The chief justice. in particular, 
sent me a whole sheet of instructions, and several 
letters of introduction to settlers along my line of 
route. Fitzgibbon. always benevolent. gave me 
selJ,ible and cheerful encouragement as we walked 
lei$urely down to the pier, to embark in the steam
hoat which was to carry me across the lake to 
Niagara. 

And hcre I might rr:oralize on the good effects of 
being too early ilJstead of too late on a jnuruey: on 
the prescllt occasion, huvilJg a quarter of an hour or 
twellty miuutcs to spare proved the most important 
and most fortunate circumstance which could have 
occurred at my outlet. 

The first bell of the steam·boat had not yet rung, 
when my good friend Dr. Rees came running up to 
tell me that the missionary from the Sault St.Marie, 
and his Indi:m wife, had arrived at Toronto. and 
were then at the inn. and that there was just time 
to introduce me to them. :No sooner thought than 
done: in another moment we were in the hotel, 
and I was introduced to Mrs. Mac l\Iurrav, other-
wiseO'ge-ne-bu'go-quay, (i. e. ti,e lei1ll ros:') 

I must confess that the spccimens of Indian 
squaws and half-cast women I had rr:et with, had 
in no wise prepared me for what I found in Mr~. 
~bc l\]urray. The first glance, the first sound of 
her vOi.ce. struck me with a pleased surprise. Her 
figure IS tall-at leust it is rather above than below 
the miil~le size, with that inilescribable grace and 
undu\atlon of movement which ~peaks the perfection 
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of form. Her features are distinctly Indian, but 
softened and refined, and their expression at once 
bright and kindly. Her dark eyes have a sort of 
fawn-like shyness in their glance, but her manner, 
though timid, was quite free from embarrassment 01' 

restraint. She speaks English well, with a slightly 
foreign intonation, not the less pleasing to my ear 
that it reminded me of the voice and accent of some 
of my German friends. In two minutes I was seat
ed by her-my hand kindly folded in hers-and we 
were talking over the possibility of my plans. It 
seems there is some chance of my reaching the 
Island of Michillimackinac, but of the Sault St. 
Marie, I dare hardly think as yet-it looms in my 
imagination dimly described in far space, a kind of 
Ultima Thule; yet the sight of Mrs. MacMurray 
seemed to give something definite to the vague hope 
which had been floating in my mind. Her sister, 
she said, was married to the Indian agent at Michil
limackinac,· a man celebrated in the United States 
for his scientific researches; and from both she 
promised me a welcome, should I reach their island. 
To her own far-off home at the Sault St. Marie, be
tween Lake Huron and Lake Supel'ior, she warmly 
invited me-without, however, being able to point 
out any conveyance or mode of travel thither that 
could be depended on-only a possible chance of 
such. Meantime, there was Bome hope of our meet
ing somewhere on the road, but it was of the faint
est. She thanked me feelingly for the interest I 
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took in her own fated race, and gave me excellent 
hints as to my manner of proceeding. We were in 
the full tide of conversation when the bell of the 
steam·boat raug for the last time, and I was hurried 
off. 011 the deck of the vessell found her husband, 
Mr. MacMurray, who had only time to say, in few
est words, all that was proper, polite, aud hospitable. 
This rencontre, which some would call accidental, 
and some providential, pleased and encouraged me, 
and I felt very grateful to Dr. Rees. 

Theil came blessings, good wishe~, kind pressures 
of the haud, and last adieus, and waving of hand
ker.·hief8 from the shore, as the paddles were set in 
motion, and we glided swiftly over the mirror-like 
bay, while "there was not a breath the blue waves 
to curl." 

I had not been happy enough in Toronto to regret 
it as a place; and if touched, as I truly was, by the 
kind solicitude ofthose friends who, but a few weeks 
ago, were entire strangers to me, I yet felt no SOf

fOW. Though no longer young, I am quite young 
enough to feel all the excitement of plunging into 
scenes so entirely new as were now opening before 
me; aud this, too, with a specific object far beyond 
mere amusement and excitement-an object not 
unworthy. 

But though the spirit was willing and cheerful, I 
was under the necessity of remembering that I was 
not all spirit, but clogged with a material frame 
which required some looking after. My general 
heal~h had suffered during the long trying winter, 
and It was judiciously suggested that I should spend 
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a fortnight at the falls of Niagara to recruit, previous 
to my journey. The good sense of this advice 1 
could not appreciate at. the time, any more than I 
could anticipate the Ltigues aud difficulties wbich 
awaited me; but my good angel. in the shape of a 
a certain languid inclination for silence and repose, 
whispered me to listen anu obey-fortunately, or 
proviuentially. Meantime I was alone-alone
anu on my way to that ultimate somewhere of which 
1 knew nothing. with fore,ts, and plains, anu suc
cessIve seas intervening. The day was sultry, the 
air heavy and still. and a strange fog, or rather a 
series of dark clouds, hung resting on the bosom of 
the lake, which in some places was smooth and 
transparent as glass-in others, little euuies of wind 
had ruffled it into tiny waves, or welts rather-so 
that it presented the appearance of patchwork. The 
boatmen looked up and foretold a storm; but when 
we came within three 01' four miles from the mouth 
of the river Niagara, the fog drew off like a curtain, 
and the interminable line of the dark forest came 
into view, stretching right and left along the whole 
horizon; then the white buildings of the American 
fort, and the spires of the town of Niagara, became 
visible against the rich purple-green back.ground 
and we landed after a four hours' voyage. The 
threatened storm came on that night. The slimmer 
storms of Canada are like those of the tropics; not 
in Italy, not among the Appenilles, where I have in 
my time heard the "live thunder leaping from crag 
to crag," did I ever hear s~h terrific explosions of 
80 und ai burst over our heads this night. The 
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silence and the darkness lent an added horror to the 
elemental tumult-and for the first time in my life I 
felt sickened and unpleasantly affected in the inter
vals between the thunder·claps, though I cannot say 
I felt fear. Meantime the rain fell as in a deluge, 
threatening to wash us into the lake, which reared 
itself up, and roared-like a monster for its prey. 

Yet the next morning, when I went down upon 
the shore, how beautiful it looked-the hypocrite! 
-there it lay rocking and sleeping in the sunshine, 
quiet as a cradled infant. Niagara, in its girdle of 
verdure and foliage, glowing with fresh life, and 
breathing perfume, appeared to me a far different 
place from what I had seen in winter. Yet I recol
lect, as I stood on the shore, the effect produced on 
my mind by the sound of the death-bell pealing 
along the Runny blue waters. They said it was 
tolled for a young man of respectable family, who, 
at the age of three 01' four and twenty, had died 
from habitual drinking; his elder brother having a 
year or two hefore fallen from his horse in a state of 
intoxication, and perished in consequence. Yes, 
every thing I see and hear on this subject convinces 
me that it should be one of the first objects of the 
government to put down, by all and every means, 
a vice which is rotting at the core of this infant 
society-poisoning the very sources of existence. 
But all their taxes. and prohibitions, and excise laws, 
will do little good, unless they facilitate the means 
of education. In society the same evening, the ap
pearance of a very young, very pretty, sad-looking 
creature, with her first baby at her bosom, whos~. 
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hnsband was staggering and talking drunken gibber
ish at her side, complete.1 the impression of di~gust 
and affright with which the continual spectacle of 
this vile h'lbit strikes me since I have been in this 
country. 

In the docl<yard here, I was glad to find all in 
movement; a steamer was on the stocks, measnring 
one hundred and twenty-nine feet in length, and 
twenty in the beam; also a large scbooner; and 
all the brass-work and casting is now done here, 
which was formerly executed at Montreal, to the 
manifest advantage of the province, as well as the 
town. And I have been assured, not only here but 
elsewhere, that the work turned out is excellent-of 
the first order. 

In the jail here, a wretehed maniac is confined in 
chains fur murdering his wife. He was convicted, 
condemned to death, and on the point of heing 
hung; fur though tbe phy~ician believed the man 
mad, he could nut prove it in evidence: he appeared 
rational on every suhject. At length, after his con
demnation, the physician, holding his wl'ist, repeated 
the religious Orange toast-something about the 
Pope and the devil; and instantly, as he expressed 
it, the man's pulse bOUOlled like a shot under his 
fingers, and he was seized with a fit of frenzy. He 
said that his wife ha~ been possessed by the seven 
deadly sins, and he had merely given her seven 
kicks to exorcise her-and thus he murdered the 
poor woman. He has been in the jail four years, 
and is now more mad, more furious, than when first 
confined. This I had froin the physician himself. 

21" 
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Before quitting the subject of Niagara, I may as
well mention an incident which occurred shortly 
afterwards, on my last visit to the town, which in~ 
teres ted me much at the time, and threw the whole 
of this little community into a wonderful ferment. 

A black man, a slave somewhere iu Kentucky, 
having been sent on a message, mounted on a very 
valuable horse, seized the opportunity of escaping. 
He reached Buffalo after many days of hard riding, 
Bold the horse, and escaped beyond the lines into 
Canada. Here, as in all the British dominions, God 
be praised! the slave is slave no more, but free, and 
protected in his freedom." This man acknowledged 
that he had not been ill treated i he had received 
some education, and hlld been a favorite with his 
master. He gave as a reason for his flight, that he 
had long wished to marry, but was resolved tba~ 
his children should not be born slaves, In Canada, 
a runaway slave is assured of legal protection i but, 
by an international compact between the United 
States and our provinces, all felons are mutually 
surrendered. Against this young man the jury in 
Kentucky had found a true bill for horse-stealing i' 
as a felon, therefore, he was pursued, and, on the 
proper legal requisition, arrested i and then lodged 
in the jail of Niagara, to be given up to his master, 
who, with an American constable, was in readiness 

• Among the addresses presented to Sir Francis Head, in 
1S36~ was ,one from tbe cotored inhabitants of this plltt;ef tbe 
province, slgoed by four hundred and thirty-one indi1lid~ls, 
most.of them refugees from the United Slates or their descend-
ants. J . . , 
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to take him into custody, as soon as the government 
order should arrive. His case excited a strong in
terest among the whites, while the colored popula
lation, consisting of many hundreds in the districts 
of Gore and Niagara, chiefly refugees from the 
States, were half frantic with excitement. They 
loudly and openly declared that they would peril 
their lives to prevent his being carried again across 
the frontiers, and surrendered to the vengeance of 
his angry master. Meantime there was some delay 
about legal forms, and the mayor and several of the 
inhabitants of the town, united in a petition to the 
governor in his favor. In this petition it was ex
pressly mentioned that the master of the slave had 
been heard to avow that his intention was not to 
give the culprit up to justice, but to make what he 
~alled an example of him. Now there had been 
lately some frightful instances of what the slave 
proprietors of the south called "making an exam
pIe;" and the petitioners entreated the governor 
to interpose, and save the man from a torturing 
death "undel' the lash or at the stake." Probably 
the governor's own humane feelings pleaded even 
more strongly in behalf of the poor fellow. But it 
was a case in which he could not act from feeling, 
or, "to do a great right, do a little wrong." The 
law was too expressly and distinctly laid down, and 
his duty as governor was clear and imperative-to 
give up the felon, although, to have protected the 
slave, he would, if necessary, have armed the pro
vince. 

In the mean tim.e the celored people assembled 
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from the adjacent village6, and among them a great 
number of their women. The conduct of this black 
mob, animated and even directed by the females, 
was leally admirable for its good sense, forbearance, 
and resolution. They were quite un'lrmed, and de
clared their intention not to commit any violence 
against the English law. The culprit, they said, 
might lie in the jail, till they could raise among 
them the price of the IlOrse; Lllt if any attempt 
were made to take him from the prison, and send 
him aross to Lewiston, they would resist it at the 
hazard of their lives. 

The fatal order did at length come; the sheriff 
with a party of constables prepared to enforce it. 
The Llacks, still unarmed, assembled rouno the jail, 
aTIlI waiteo till their cnmrarle, or their brother as they 
called him, was brought out anrl placed hamlcuifed 
in a cart. They then threw themseh·es simultane
ously on the sheriff's parly, anrl a dreadful scuffle 
ensuerl; the artillery mf'n from I he little fort, our 
only military, were callerl in aid of the civil authority, 
an,l o1"<lere,1 to fire, on the assailants. Two blacks 
were killed, aTIlI two or three wounded. In the 
melee the poor slave escaped, and has not since 
been retaken, neither was he, I believe, pursueo. 

But it was the conrluct of the women which, on 
this occasion, excited the strongest surprise and in· 
terest. By all those passionate and persuasive ar
guments that a woman knows so well how to use, 
whatever Le her color. country, or clas8, they had 
prevailed on their husbnnda, brothers, and loyers, 
to use no arms, to do no illegal violence, but to. lose 
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their lives rather than see their comrade taken by 
force acrosS the lines. They had been most active 
ill the fray, throwing themselves fearlessly between 
the blaek men and the whites, who, of course, shrank 
from injuring them. One woman had seized the 
sheriff', and held him pinioned in her arms; another, 
on one of the artillery-men presenting his piece, 
and swearing that he would shoot her if she did 1I0t 
get out of his way, gave him ol'lly one glance of unut
terable contempt, and with one hand knocking up his 
piece, and collaring him with the other, held him in 
such a manner as to prevent his firing. I was curi
ous to see a mulatto woman who had been foremost 
in the fray, and whose intelligence and influence had 
mainly contributed to the success of her people; and 
young !\Ir. M--, unJet· pretence of inquiring after 
a sick child, drove me round to the hovel in which 
she liveJ, outside the town_ She came out to speak 
to us. Sbe was a fine creature, apparently about 
five.and-twenty, witb a kindly animated countenallce; 
but the feelings of exasperation and indignation had 
evidently not yet subsided. She told us, in answer 
to my close questioning, that she had formerly been 
a slave in Virginia; that, so far from being ill-treat
~d, she had been regarded with especial ldndness 
by tbe family on whose estate sbe was born. When 
she was about sixteen her master died, and it was 
said that all the slaves all the estate would be sold, 
and therefore she ran away. "Were you not at
tached to your mistres.s 1" I asked. " Yes," said 
sbe, "I liked my mistresl, but I did not like to be 
sold." I asked her if she was happy here in Canada ~ 
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She hesitated a moment. and then replied, on my 
repeatillg the question, "Yes-that is, 1 'Was happy 
here-hut Ilow-I don't know-I thought we were 
safe 1, ere-I thought Ilothing could touch IlS Itere, on 
your British groullll, but it seems I was mi~taken, 
and if so 1 won't stay here-I wOIJ'!-I won't! 
I'll go and find 50me country where they cannot 
reach us! I'll go to the end of the world, I will !" 
And as she spoke. her black eyes flashing. she ex
tended her arms, and folded them 'lCTOSS her bosom, 
with an attitude and expression of resolute dignity, 
which a painter might have studied; and truly the 
fairest white face I ever looked on never beamed 
with more of soul and high resolve than hers at that 
moment. 
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BETWEEN the town of Queenston and the cataract 
of Niagara lies the pretty village of Stamford, (close 
to Lundy Lane, the site of a famous battle in the 
last war,) and celebrated for its fine air. Near it is 
a beautiful house with its domain, called Stamford 
Park, built and laid out by a former governor (Sir 
Peregrine Maitland.) It is the only place I saw in 
Upper Canada combining our ideas of an elegant, 
well-furnished English villa and ornamented grounds, 
with some of the grandest and wildest features of 
the forest scene. It enchanted me altogether. 
From the lawn before the house, an open glade, 
commanding a park-like range of broken and undu
lating ground and wooded valleys, displayed beyond 
them the wide expanse of Lake Ontario, even the 
Toronto light-house, at a distance of thirty miles, 
being frequently visible to the naked eye. By the 
hostess cf this charming seat I was conveyed in a 
light pony carriage to the hotel at the Falls, and left, 
with real kindness, to follow my own devices. The 
moment I was alone, I hurried down to the Table
rock. The body of water was more full and tre· 
mendous than in the winter. The spray rose, densely 
falling again in thick showers, and behind those 
rolling volumes of vapor the last gleams of the 
evening light shone in lurid brightness, amid amber 
and crimson clouds; on tIle other side, night was 
rapidly coming on, and all was black, impenetrable 
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gloom, and "boundless contiguity of shade." It 
was very, very beautiful, and strangely awful too! 
For llOW it was late, and as I stood there, lost in a 
thousand reveries, there was no human being near, 
no light but that reflected from the leaping. whirling 
foam; and in spite of the deep-voiced continuous 
thunder of the cataract, there was such a stillness 
that I could hear my own heart's pulse throb
or did I mistake feeling for hearing 1-so I strayed 
homewards, or housewards I should say, through 
the leafy, gloomy, pathways-wet with the spray 
and fairly tired out. 

Two or three of my Toronto friends are here, and 
declare against my projects of solitude. To-day we 
had a beautiful drive to Colonel Delatre's. We 
drove along the road abOl'e the Falls. There was 
the wide river spreading like a vast lake, then nar
rowing, then boiling, foaming along in a current of 
eighteen miles an hour, till it swept over the Cre
scent rock in a sheet of emp-rald green, and threw 
up the silver clouds of spray into the clear blue sky. 
The fresh luxurious verdure of the woods, relieved 
against the dark pine forest, added to the beauty of 
scene. I wished more than ever for those I love 
most I-for some one who would share all this rap
ture of admiration and delight, without the necessity 
of speaking-for after all, what are words 1 They 
express nothing, reveal nothing, avail nothing. So 
it all sinks back into my own heart, there to be kept 
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-quiet. After a pleasant dinner and music, I return
ed to the hotel by the light of a full moon, heneath 
which the Falls looked magnificently mysterious, 
part glancing silver light, and part dark shadow, 
mingled with fleecy folds of spray, over which float
ed a soft, sleepy gleam; and in the midst of this 
tremendous velocity of motion and eternity of sound, 
tbere was a deep, deep repose, as in a dream. It 
impressed me for the time like something superna
tural-a vision, not a reality. 

The good peopie, travellers, describers, poets, and 
others, who seem to have hunted through the dic
tionary for woros ill which to depict these cataracts 
under every aspect, have never said enough of the 
rapids above-even for which reason, perbaps, they 
bave struck me the more; not that any words ill any 
language would have prepared me for what I now 
feel in this wondrous scene. Standing to-day on the 
banks above the Crescent Fall near Mr. Street's 
mill, gazing on the rapids, they left in my fancy two 
impressions which seldom meet together-that of 
the sublime and terrible, and that of the elegant and 
graceful-like a tiger at play. I could not withdraw 
my eyes; it was like a fascination. 

The verge of the rapids is considerably above the 
-eye; the whole mighty river comes rushing over the 
brow ·of a hm, and as you look up, it seems1:oming 
down to overwhelm you .• Then meeting with the 
rocks, as it pours down the declivity, it boils and 
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frets like the breakers of the ocean. Huge mounds 
of water, smooth, transparent and gleaming like the 
emerald, or rather like the more delicate hue of the 
chrysopaz, rise up and bound over some unseen 
impediment, then break into silver foam, which 
leaps into the air in the most graceful fantastic forms; 
and 50 it rushes 011, whirling, boiling, dancing, spark
ling along, with a playful impatience, rather than 
overwhelming fury, rejoicing as if escaped from 
bondage, rather than raging in angry might-wildly, 
magnificently beautiful! The idea, too, of the im
mediate danger, the consciousness that any thing 
caught within its verge is inevitably hurried to a 
swift destination, swallowed up, alJnihilated, thrills 
the blood; the immensity of the picture, spreading 
a mile at least each way, and framed in by the inter
minable forests, adds to the feeling of grandeur: 
while the giddy, infinite motion of the headlong wa
ters, dancing and leaping, and revelling and roaring, 
in their mac.l glee, gave me a sonsation of rapturous 
terror, and at last caused a tension of the nerves 
in my head, which obliged me to turn away. 

The great ocean, when thus agitated by conflict
ing winds or opp'lsing rocks, is a more tremendous 
thing, but it is merely tremendous-it makes us 
think of our prayers; whereas, while I was looking 
on these rapids, beauty and terror, power and joy, 
were blended, and 50 thoroughly, that even while I 
trembled and admired, I could have burst into a 
Wild. laugh, and joined the dancing billows in their 
gloTlou8, fearful mirth-
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Leaping like Bacchanals from rock to rock, 
Flinging the frantic Thyrsus wild and high! 

255 

I shall never see again, or feel again, aught like 
it-never! I did not think there was an ohject in 
nature, animate or inanimate, that could thus over
set me now! 
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I HA VE only three books with me here, besides the 
one book needful, and find them sufficient for all pur· 
poses-Snakspeare, Schiller, "\Vordsworth. One 
morning, being utterly disinclined for all effort, 
either of conversation or movement, I wandered 
down to a little wild bosquet beyond the Table
rock, not very accessible to dilettante hunters after 
the picturesq,ue, and just where the waters, ren
dered smooth by their own infinite velocity, were
sweeping by, before they take their leap into the 
gulf below i-there I ~at all the ~ultry noontide
quiet, among the birds and the thick foliage, and 
read through Don Carlos-one of the finest dramas 
in the world, I should think. 

It is a proof of the profound humanity of Schiller, 
that in this play one must needs pity King Philip, 
though it is in truth the sort of pity which Saint 
Theresa felt for the devil -one pities him because he 
is tke devil. The pitiableness and the misery of 
wickedness were lIever so truly and so, pathetically 
demonstrated. The unfathomable abyss of egotism 
in the character turns one giddy to look into. 

With regard to Posa, it has been objected, I be
lieve-for 1 never read any criticism on this play
that he is a mere abstraction, or rather the embodied 
mouthpiece of certain abstract ideas of policy and 
religion and morals-those of :Schiller himself-and 
not an individual human being-in short, an impossi-
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biJity. Yet, why so 1 Perhaps such a man as Posa 
never did exist i-but why impossible 1 Can a man 
conceive that which a man could not by possihility 
be 1 If Schiller were great enough to invent such 
a character, is not humanity great enough to rea
lize it? My belief is, that it is only a glorious anti
cipation- that poets in some sort are the prophets of 
perfection-that Schiller himself might have hpen a 
Posa, and, had he lived a century or two hence, 
would have been a Posa. Is that a mere ahstrac
tion which while I read, makes me thrill, tremble. 
exult, and burn, and on the stage filled my eyes 
with m(\st delicious tears 1 Is that a mer'e abstrac
tion which, excites our human sympathies in the 
strongest, highest degree 1 Every woman, me
thinks, would like a Posa for a lover-at least, if I 
could love, it would be such a man. The notion 
that Posa could not by possibility exist in the court 
of Philip II. appears to me unfounded, for such a 
court would be just the place where such a charac
ter would be needed, and by reaction produced: 
extremes meet. Has not the Austrian court in 
these days, produced Count Auersperg, the poet of 
freedom, who has devoted his whole soul, his genius, 
and his gift of song, to the cause of humanity and 
liberty 1 Francis the First and Metternich, and the 
dungeons of the Spielberg, have as naturally pro
duced an Auersl?erg, as Philip and the Autos-da-Fe 
in Flanders might have produced a Posa. 

It may be said that the moral unity and consis
tency of the character of Posa is violated by that 
lie which he tells to save the life of Carlos_ 

2211 
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Po;;a is liyinS- in an atmosphere of falsehood; the 
existence and honor of Carlos are about to be sacri
ficed by a lie, and Posa, by another lie, draws the 
vengeance of the king upon himself; 

lVLlgnanima menzogna! or qllando c it V2ro 

S! hello, ehe si pos," a te preporre? 

-But the effect of this "magnanimous" falsehood' 
is like that of a1l falsehood, eviL This one devia
tion from the clear straight line of truth not only 
fails of its purpose, but plunges Carlos, the queen, 
and Posa himself, in the same abyss of destruction. 

It was the opinion of ---, with whom I read 
this play in Germany, that the queen (Elizabeth of 
France, Philip's second wife) is a character not de. 
fined, nat easily understood-that there is a myste
ry about her intended by the author. I do \Jot see 
the character in this point of view. It does not 
seem to me that Schiller meant her to be [my thing 
but what she appears. Then: is no mask here, 
conscious or unconscious; in such a mind her love 
ror DDn Carlos is not a feeling combated, struggled 
with, but put out of her mind altogether, as a thing 
which oUi!ht not to be thought of, ought not to ex
ist, and therefore ceases to exist i-a tender, per
flletly pure interest in the happiness and thQ fate of 
Don Carlos remains; but this is all; she does not 
cheat herself nor us with yerbal yirtue, The cloud
less, transparent, crystalline purity of the character 
is its greatest charm, it will be said perhaps, that if 
we see tlte wltole -if there be indeed nothing yeiled, 
beyond or beneath what is visible and spoken, then 
it is shallow. N vt so-but, like perfectly limpid 
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water, it 8eems shallower than it IS. The mind of 
a woman, which should be wholly pure, simple. and 
true, would produce this illusion: we see at once 
to the bottom, whether it be shining pebble or 
golden sands, and do not perceive tbe true depth till 
we try and are made to feel and know it by getting 
beyo~j our own deptb before we are aware. Such 
a character is tbat of Elizabeth of France. The 
manner in which sbe rebukes the passionate ravings 
of Carlos-the self-confiding simplicity-the dig
nity without assumption-the virtue, so clothed in 
innocence as to be almost unconscious-all is most 
beautiful, and would certainly lose its charm the 
moment we dou.bted its truth-the moment we sus
pected that the queen was acting a forced or a con
scious part, however virtuous. The scene in which 
Elizabeth repels the temptation of the Duke of 
Alva and the monk might be well contrasted with 
the similar scene between Catherine of Arragon 
and the two. cardinals in Shal.speare. Elizabeth 
has a passive, graceful, uncontending pride of vir
tue, which does not assert itself, only guards itself. 
Her genuine admiration of Posa, and the manner in 
which, in the last scene, you see the whole soft, 
(eminine being. made up of affections. tears, and 
devotion, develope itself to be caught and crushed 
as in an iron vice, renders this delineation, delicate 
as it is in the conception, and subordinate in inte
rest, one of the finest I have met with out of Shak
speare, and comparable onlf to his Hermione in the 
beauty and singleness of the conception. 

When I saw Don Carlos performed at Vienna,. 
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with a perfection and ensemble of which our stage 
affi)l'(ls few examples, it left, as a work of art, an 
impression of a moral kind, at alice delightful and 
elevating, which I c.mnot easily forget. I was 
ne\'er more tOUched, more excited, by any dramatic 
representation that I can remember. Kom, allow
ed to be one of their finest actors, played Posa 
maguificently; and it seemed to he no slight pri
vilege to tre::td the stage hut forthree hours, clothed in 
such god·like attribt.:tes-to utter, ill words eloquent 
as music, the sentiments of a MAN-aentiments and 
aspirations that, in every thrilling heart, found at 
least a silent echo-sentiments which, if uttered or 
written off the stage, would have brought down 
upon him the snrveillance of the secret police, or 
the ban of the censor. 

Fichtner played Don Carlos with impassioned 
youthful sensibility; and though I heard it objected 
by the Princess H---, that he had not suffi· 
ciently l'air noble, it did not strike me. Karl La 
Roche, an actor formed under Goethe's tuition, in 
the gulden age of the vVeimar theatre, played Phi· 
lip II., and looked, and dressed, and acted the cha
racter with terrible and artist·like fidelity. Made
moiselle Fournier, one of the most beautiful women 
I ever beheld, and a cle\'er actress, was admirable 
in the Princess Eboli. Mademoiselle Peche, also a 
good actress, failed in the queen, as at the time I felt 
rather than thought, for I had not well considered 
the character. She embodied too formally, per· 
haps intentionally, the idea of something repressed 
and concealed with effort, which I do not find ill 
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Schiller's Elizaheth. On this representation occur
red an incident worth noting. The old Emperor 
Francis was pre&ent in his box, looking, as usual, 
very heavy-headed and attentive; it was about a 
month or six weeks before his death. In the scene 
where Posa expostulates with King Philip. pleads 
eloquently for toleration and liberty, and at length, 
throwing himself at his feet, exclaims, " Gehen Sie 
uns Gedankenfreiheit!" the audience, that is, the 
parterre, applauded; and there were around me, 
cries, not loud hut deep, of" Bravo, Schiller!" After 
this the performance of Don Carlos was forbidden, 
and it was not given again while I was at Vienna. 

" " 
This I \nite fo.r your edifieation before I go to

rest, after a day of much quiet enjoyment and luxu
rious indolence_ The orb of the moon new risen 
is now suspended upon the very verge of the 
American fall, just opposite to my balcony; the 
foam of the rapids shines beneath her in dazzling, 
shifting. fantastic figures of frosted silver, while the 
downward perpendicular leap of the waters is 
almost lost to view-all mysterious tumult and 
shadow. 

Accompanied the· family of Colonel Delatre to 
the American side, and dined on Goat Island_ 
Though the various vielVs of the two cataracts be 
here wonderfully grand. and beautiful, and the 
b.ridge across the rapids a sort of miracle, as they 
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say, still it is not altogether to be compared to the 
Canadian shore for picturesque scenery. The 
Americans have disfigured their share of the rapids 
with mills and manufactories, and horrid red hrick 
hOllses, and other unacceptable, unseasonahle sights 
and signs of sordid industry. Worse than all is 
the round tower, which some profane wreteh has 
erected 011 the Crescent Fall; it stands there so de
testably impudent amI mal-ilpropos-it is such a 
signal yet pUlly monument of bad taste-so misera
bly m,!squin, and so presumptuous, that 1 do hope 
the violated majesty of nature will take the matter 
in hand, and overwhelm or cast it down the preci

pice one of these fine days. though indeed a barrel 
of gunpowder were a shorter if not a surer metbod. 
Can YO'l not send us out some Guy Faux, heroically 
ready to be victimized in the great cause of insulted 
nature. and no less insulted art 1-But not to tire 
you with descriptions of precipices, caves, rocks, 
woods, and rushing waters, which I can buy here 
ready made for sixpence, I will only tell you that 
our party was very pleasant. 

Colonel Delatre is a veteran officer. who has pur
cbased a fine lot of land in the neighborhood, bas 
settled on it with a very interesting family, alld is 
cultivating it with great enthusiasm and success. 
He served for twenty year8 ill India, chiefly in tbe 
island of Ceylon, and was l,resent at the capture of 
that amiable despot, the king of Candy-he who 
had such a penchant for pounding his suhjects in a 
mortar. He gave me some anecdotes of this savage 
war, and of Oriental life, which were very 
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amusing. After answering some questions re
lative to the condition of the European women in 
Ceylon, and the manners aud morals of the native 
women, Colonel Delatre said, with unaffected 
warmth, "I have seen milch hard service in differ
ent climates, much of hum:;n nature in savage and 
civilized life, in the east and in the west, aud all I 
have seen has raised your sex generally in my esti
mation. It is no idle cornpliment-I speak from 
my heart. I have the very highest idea of the 
worth and capabilities of women, founded on expe
rience, but, I must say, the highest pity too! You 
are all in a false position; in England, in Ceylon, 
in America-every where I have found women alike 
in essentials, and alike ill treated, in one way or in 
another !" 

The people who have spoken or written of these 
Falls of Niagara, have surely never done justice to 
their loveliness, their inexpressible, inconceivable 
beauty. The feelillg of their beauty has become 
with me a deeper feeling than that of their sub
limity. What a scene this evening! What splen
dor of color! The emerald and chrysopaz of the 
transparent waters, the dazzling gleam of the foam, 
and the snow-white vapor ou which was displayed 
the most perfect and gigantic iris I ever beheld
forming not a half, but at least two-thirds of an en
tire circle, one extremity resting on the lesser (or 
American) Fall, the other in the very lap of the 
Crescent Fall, spanning perhaps half a mile, per
fectly resplendent in hue""Tso gorgeous, so vivid, 
and yet so ethereally delicate, and apparently with-
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in a few feet of the eye; the vapors rising into the 
blue heavens at least four hundred feet, three times 
the height of the Falis, and tinted rose and amber 
with the evening sun; and over the woods around 
every possible variety of the richest foliage-no, 
nothing was ever so transendently lovely! The 
effect, too, was so grandly uniform in its eternal 
sound and movement, it was quite different from 
that of those wild, impatient, tumultuous rapids. 
It soothed, it melted, it composed, rather than ex
cited. 

There are no water-fowl now as in the winter
when driven from the ice-bound shores and shallows 
of the lake, they came up here to seek their food, 
and sported and wheeled amid tIle showers of 
spray. They have returned to their old quiet 
haunts; sometimes I miss them: they were a beau
tiful variety in the picture. 

How I wish for those I lo\'e to enjoy all this with 
me! I am not enough in myself to feci it all. I 
cannot suffice for it all, without some sympathy to 
carry off this "superflu d'ame et de vie;" it over
whelms, it paina me. \Vhy should I not go down 
now to the Table-rock or to the river's brink below 
the Falls-now when all is still and sol·itary, and 
the rich moonlight is blending heaven and earth, 
and the vapors, and woods, and waters, in shadowy 
splendor 1 All else in nature sleeps-all but those 
-eve.r.bounding and rejDicing waters, still holding on 
-their way, ceaseless, exhaustless, without pause m' 
rest., .1 lo.ok. out with longing and wakeful eye, 
lIu-t It IS mldmght, and 1 am alone; and if I do not 
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feel fear, I feel at least the want of a supporting 
arm, the want of a sustaining heart. SI) to bed, to 
be hushed to slumber by tbat tremendous lullaby. 

ADREA:'.!. 

Very significant, poetical, allegorical dreams have 
often been invented or dreamt with open eyes; 
but once I haeI a singular dream. which was a real 
dream of sleep-such a one as, ifI haeI lived in the 
days of Pharaoh or Nebuchadllezzar, I should have 
sent for the nearest magician or prophet to interpret. 
I remember no vision of the night which ever left 
on my waking fancy so strong. so vivid an impres
sion; but unfortunately the beginning and the eneI 
of the vision faded before I could collect the whole 
in my remembrance. 

I had been reading over, late in the evening, Stern
berg's Herr 'l-'on lYlonrlshein, and in sleep the im
pression continued. I dreamed I was reading a 
volume of German tales, and as I read, it seemed 
as if, by a strange, dream-like, dou ble power of per
ception, not only the words before me, but the forms 
and feelings they expressed, became visible and 
palpable to sense. What I read seemed to act it
self before my eyes. It was a long hist.ory, full of 
fantastic shapes and perplexing changes, and things 
that 8eemed and were not; but, finally, one image 
predominated and dwelt on my memory clearly and 
distinctly, even long after I waked. It was that of 
a Being, I know Dot of what nature or sex, which 

TOL. I. 23 
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went up and uown upon our worlu lamenting-for it 
loved all things, suffered with a 11 things, sympathized 
with all things; and a crowu of all sentieut creatures 
followed-men, women, and children, and anirnal;
a mournful throng. 

An,] the Being I have mentioned looke,] round 
upon them, and feeling in itself all their miseries, 
desires, and wants, wept and wrung its hands. 

An,] at length a wioh arose in the heart of that 
Being to escape from the sight of sorrow and suffer
ing which it could share and not alleviate; and with 
thi; wish it looke,]np for a moment towards heaven, 
and a cup was held forth by a heavenly han,]-a 
charmed cup, by \\ hich the secret wish was fulfilled, 
and the Being drank of this cup. 

And then, I know not how, all things changed. 
And I saw the same Being standing upon a high 
altar, in an illuminateu ten-. pIe. The garments 
were floating in light. The arms were extended 
toward; hea\'en; tbe eyes en'r upwards tumed; 
but there \vas no hope or rapture iu those eyes; on 
the contrary, they were melancholy, and s\\ imming 
in tear~. And aronnd the altar was the same crowd 
of all human and semient beings, and they looked 
up constantly with clasped hands, anu with a sad 
and a"xious gaze, imploring one of those looks of 
sympathy and tenderness to which they had been 
accustomed-but ill vain. 

"\.nd I looked into the heart of that Being which 
~tocd alone upon the altar, and it was also sad, and 
full of regret and love towards the earth and vain 
longiug to look dow h ' n once more on t ose creatures: 



NI.\GAR.~. 267 

but the consecrating spell was too strong; the eyes 
remained ever directed towards hem'en, and the 
arms were extended upwards; and the bond which 
had united the symp·lthizing with the suffering 
heart was broken for eyer. 

I do not mean to tell you th"t I dreamed all this 
to the sound of the Falls of Kiagara; but I do aYer 
that it was a real bona }ide dream. Send me now 
the interpretation thereof-or look to be sphinx·de
youred. 

June l~. 

Returned from Stamford Park, where I spent a 
few days rather agreeably, for there were books, 
music and mirth within, though a perpetual storm 
raged without . 

.. 
The di~tance from the Falls is four miles, and the 

hollow roar of the cataract not only ~ouuded all 
night in my ears, but violently shook doors and 
windows. The very walls seemed to \'ibrate to the 
sound. 

I came back to the Clifton Hotel, to find my beau
tiful Falls quite spoiled and discolored. Instead of 
the soft aquamarine hue, relieved with purest white, 
a dull dirty brown now imbued the waters. This is 
owing to the shallowness of Lake Erie, where every 
storm turns up the muddy bed from the bottom, and 
discolors the whole river. The spray, instead of 
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ho\'ering in light clouils round and above the cata
racts, was beaten down, and rolled in volumes round 
their base; then by the gusty winds dri\'en along 
the surface of the river hither and thither, covering 
every thing in the neighborhood with a Email rain. 
I sat down to draw, and in a moment the paper was 
wet through. It is as if all had been metamor
phosed during my absence-and I feel very discon
solate. 

There are, certainly, two ways of contemplating 
the sublime and beautiful I remember one day, as I 
was standing on the Table-rock, feeling very poeti
cal, an lri']Jlnan 1>"hilld me suddenly exclaimed, in 
II. most cordial brogue, and an accent of genuine 
admiration-" Faith, then, that's a pretty dacent 
dhrop o' water that's coming over there !" 
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June l~. 

TIIAT you may have some understanding of my 
whereabouts, my outgoings, and my incomings, I in
tend this to be a chapter on localities; and puttinf 
poetry and description far from me, I now writ. 
you a common sensible lecture on topography aDL 
geography. It is no unpardonable offence, I hope, 
to suppose you as ignorant as I was myself, till I 
came here. 

Perhaps even for my sake you may now and then 
look upon a map of Canada, and there, as in the 
maps of Russia in Catharine the Second's time, you 
will find !Jot a few towns and cities laid down by 
llame which you might ill vain look for within 
the precincts of the province, seeing that they are 
non-extant, as yet, at least, though full surely to be, 
some time or other, somewhere or other, when this 
fair country shall have fair play, and its fair quota of 
population. But from this anticipation I would wil
lingly except a certain CITY OF THE FALLS which I 
have seen marked on 80 many maps, and mentioned 
in so many books, as already laid out and com
menced, that I had no doubt of its existence till I 
came here for the first time last winter. But here 
it is not-Grazie a Dio I-nor likely to be, ad far as I 
can judge, for a century to cpme. "V ere a city to 
rise here, it would necessarily become a manufactur
ing place, because of the" water powers and privi-

23* 
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leges," below and above the cataract, which would 
then be turned to account. Fancy, if you can, a 
range of cotton factories, iron foundries, grist mills, 
saw mills, where now the mighty waters rush along 
in glee and liberty-where the maple and the pine 
woods now bend and wave along the heights. Sure
ly they have done t'nough already with their wooden 
hotels, museums, and curiosity stalls: neither in 
such a case wefe red brick tenements, gas-lights, 
and smoky chimneys, the worst abomination to be 
feared. There wou]J be a moral pollution brought 
into this majestic scene, far more degrading; more 
than a\1 those rushing waters, with their" thirteen 
millions of tons per minute," could wash away. 

Let us pray against such a desecration. J n the 
mean time can you tell me who was the first white 
man whose eyes beheld this wonder of the earth? 
He was a Frenchman, but nowhere do I fiud record 
of his name, nor of tbe impressions wbich such a 
discovery would make on any, even the most vulgar 
and insensible nature. 

In former seasons, the two hotels have been 
full to overflowing. They tell me here that last 
summer one hundred and fifty persons sat down 
almost daily to dinner; the far greater number 
were travellers and visiters from the United States. 
This year, owing to the commercial embarrassments 
of that country, there are so few visiters that one 
hotel (F?rsyth's) is closed, and the othe:' (Clifton 
House) IS neady empty, to the serious loss, I fear, 
of the poor people, but to myself individually all 
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unspeakable comfort-for thus J wander about and 
drive about in full liherty and loneliness. 

The whole of this district between the two great 
lakes is superlatively beautiful, and was the first 
settled district in Upper CanaJ ; it is now the b st 
culti\·ated. The population is larger in propurtion 
to its extent than that of any other district. In 
Niagara, and in the neighhoring oistrict of Gore, 
many fruits come to perfection, which are not 
found to thrive ill other parts of the province, and 
cargoes of fruit arc sent yearly to the cities of 
Lower Canaoa, where the clima~e is much more 
seYere and the winter longer than with us. 

On the other side the country is far less beautiful 
and they say less fertile, but rich in activity and 
in population; and there are within ;he SCllllC space 
at least half a dozen flourishing towns. Our specu
lating energetic Yankee neighbors, not satisfied 
with their Manchester, their manufactories, and 
their furnaces, and their mill "privileges," have 
opened a railroad from Lewiston to ,'uff.lo, thus 
connecting Lake Erie with the Erie Canal. On 
our side, we have the Weiland Canal. a magnificent 
work, of which the province is justly proud; it 
unites Lake Erie with Lake Ontario. 

Yet from the Falls all along the shores of the 
Lake Erie to the Grand River and far beyond it, 
the ollly plaee we have approaching to a town is 
Chippewa, just above the rapids, as yet a small 
village, but lying immediat\lly in the road from the 
\Vestern States to the Falk From Buffalo to thiti 
place the Americans nlll a steamboat daily; the)' 
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have also planned a suspension bridge across the 
Niagara river, between Lewiston and Queemton. 
Another village, Dunnville, 011 the Grand River, 
is likely to be the commercial depot of that part of 
the province; it is situated where the Welland 
Canal joins Lake Erie. 

As the weather continued clamp and gloomy, 
without hope of change, a sudden whim seized me 
to go to Buffalo for a day or two; so I crossed the 
turbulent ferry to Manchester, and tbence an en
gine, snorting, shrieking like fifty tortured animals, 
conveyed us to Tonawando,* once a little village of 
Seneca Indians, nnw rising into a town of some size 
and importance; and there to my great delight I 
encountered once more my new friends, Mr. and 
Mrs. l\Iac:.'lIurray, who were on their return from 
Toronto to the Sault St. Marie. We proceeded on 
to Buffalo together, and during the rest of the day 
had some pleasant opportunities of improving our 
acquaintance. 

Buffalo, as all -travel-books will tell you, is a very 
fiue young city, abollt ten years old, and containing 
already about twenty thousand inhabitants. There 
is here the largest and most splendid hotel I have 
ever seen, except at Frankfort. Long rows of mag
nificent houses-not of painted wood, but of brick 
and stone-are rising on every side. 

The season is unusually dull and dead, and I hear 

• Nea,' this place lived and died the chief Red-jacket, one of 
the last and greatest sperimens of the Indian (,atriot &1-Id 
warrior. 
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nothing but complaints around me ; but compared 
to our sleepy Canaoian shore, where a lethargic 
spell seems to bind up the energies of the people, 
all here is bustle, animation, activity. In the port 
I counted about fifty vessels, sloops, schooners, 
ano steam-boats; the crow(is of people buying, sell
ing, talking, bawling j the Inoians lounging by in 
their blankets, the men looking so oark, and inoif
ferent, and lazy j the women so busy, care-worn, 
and eager j ano tbe quantities of stu roy chil
dren, squalling, frisking among the feet of busy 
sailors-formed altogether a strange ano amusing 
scene. 

On board the Michigan steamer, then lying ready 
for her voyage up the lakes to Chicago, I fOllnd all 
the arrangements magnificent to a oegree I could 
not ha\'e anticil'ateo. Thi; is one of the three 
great steam-boats navigating the Upper Lakes, 
which are from five to seven hundred tons bunhen, 
and there are nearly forty smallel- ones coasting 
Lake Erie, between Buffalo ano Detroit, besioes 
schooners. 'Ve have (in 18::\7) on this lake two 
little ill·constructeo steamers, which go puffing up 
and oown like two little tea·kettles, in proportion 
to tIle gigantic American boats; and unfortunately, 
till our side of the lake is better peojJ~ed ano CLJlti
vateo, we have no want of them. vVhen they are 
requireo, they will exist, as on Lake Ontario, where 
we have, I believe, eight or ten steamers. 

I found here several good booksellers' shops, the 
counters and shelves loaded with cheap American 
editions of English publications, generally of a 
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trashy kincl, but some good ones; and it is not a 
l'leasil!'; 1"'1'[ that our two booksellers at Toronto 
are principally supplied from this place. 'Vhen I 
wanted a book at Tornnto which was not forthcom
in'i, the usn:!l answer was, "that it would be sellt 
for from Buffalo." The clothing and millinery shops 
wcre the I>e:;t ancI ~ayl·'t in appearance. In the 
window of one of the largest of these I saw writ
ten up in hrge lntters, "'Valk in, and name your 
price!" ()\,<,r the door of anoll.er was inscribed, 
"Book and bandbox store." I marvelled what 
could bring these app:J.rcntly heterogeneous articles 
iuto such close emulation and juxtaposition, till I 
ramemberecl-that both are macle of paper. 

The l\IClc;\Iurrays, with their beautiful infant and 
his Indi:!n I!urse, embarked on board the Michigan, 
ancl J parted from them with regret, for !\Irs. Mac
l\IlIrray had won upon me more and more with her 
soft voice and her beuign eyes, and her maternal 
anxieties. 

I wac now again alone, in a vast inn, swarming 
with dirty, lazy, smoking men-the rain was falling 
in a deluge, and no books-no companions. As I 
wCllked disconsolately up and down a great room, 
they call in American hotel5 the ladies' parlor, a 
youlIg girl, very pretty and well dressed, who was 
swinging herself in a rocking-chair, and reading 
1\1,.". Hemans, rose from her seat, left the room 
without saying a word, and returned with a bandful 
of books, and several numbers of an excellent lite
rary periodical, .. The Knickerbocker, of New
York," which she most cOUl·teously placed before 
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me. A cup of water in a desert could hardly have 
been more welcome, or excited warmer thanks and 
gratitude. Thus charitably furnished with amuse
ment, the gloomy wet morning did at last glide 
away, for time and the hour will creep through the 
dullest, as they" run through" the roughest day. In 
the evening I went to the theatre, to a private box, 
a luxury which 1 had not expected to find in this 
most democratical of cities. The theatre is small 
of course, but very neat and prettily decorated. 
They had an actress frum New-York starring it 
here for a few nights, the tallest, handsomest woman 
I ever saw on the stage, who looked over the head 
of her diminutive Romeo, or down upon him-the 
said Romeo being dressed in the costume of Othello, 
turban and all. 'Vhen in the balcony, the rail did 
not reach up to Juliet's knees. and I was in per
petual horror lest she should topple down headlong. 
This would have been the more fatal, as she was 
the only one who knew any thing of her part. The 
other actors and actresses favored us with a sort 
of gabble, in which not only Shakspeare, but num
bers, sense, and grammar, were equally put to con
fusion. Mercutio was an enormously corpulent man 
with a red nose, who swaggered about and filled 
np every hiatus of memory with a good round oath. 
The whule exhibition was so inexpressibly ludicrous, 
that I was forced to give way to fits of uncontrolla
ble laughter-whereat my companions looked not 
well pleased. Nor was the audience less amusing 
than the dramatis personaJ: the pit was filled by 
artisans of the lowe~t grade, and lake mariners 
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sitting in their straw hats and shirt·sleeves-·for few 
had either coats or waistcoats. They were most 
devoutly attentive to the story in their own way, 
eating cakes and drinking whiskey between the acts, 
and whenever any thing especially pleased them, 
they uttered a loud whoop and halloo, which rever
berated through the theatre, at the same time slap. 
ping their thighs and snapping their fingers. In 
their eyes, Peter and the nurse were evidently the 
hero and heroine of the piece, and never appeared 
without calling forth the most boisterous applause. 
The actor and actress had enriched the humor of 
Shakspeare by adding several Yankee witticisms 
and allusions, the exact import of which I could not 
comprehend; but they gave unqualified delight to 
the merry parterre. I did not wait for the second 
entertainment, having some fear that as the tragedy 
had proved a farce, the farce might prove a tragedy. 

The next morning I returned to the Falls, which 
are still sullen and turbid, owing to the stormy 
weather on Lake Erie. 
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How divine 
'rhe liberty (or frail, fol' mortal man 
To roam at large among unpeopl'd glens, 
And mountainous retit"ements, only trod 
By devious footsteps- regions consecrato 
To oldest time I 
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'VORnsWORTn, 

June 27. 

IN a strange country, much is to be learned by 
travelling in the public carriag:s: in Germany and 
elsewhere I have preferred this mode of convey
,ance, even when the alternative lay within my 
choice, and I never had reason to regret it. 

The Canadian stage·coaches* are like those of 
the United States, heavy, lumbering vehicles, well 
calculated to live in roaus where any decent carriage 
must needs founder. In olle of these I embarked 
to return to the town of Niagara, thence to pursue 
my journey westward: a much easier and 8horte1' 
course bad been by the lake steamers; hut my 
object was not haste, nor to see merely sky and 
water, but to see the country . 

• That is, the better class of them. In some parts of U ppef 
Canada, the stage-coaches conveyin~ the mail were lar;;;e,oblong 
wooden buxes, formed of a few planks nailed together ,nd placed 
on wheels l into which you entered by the windows, there being 
no doors to open and shut, and no springs. Two or three scats 
were suspended inside on Jeuther straps. The travellers pr<>
vided their own buft:'lo-skins or cushions to sit on. 
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In the slage-c"ach two persons were alreaJy stat
ed-an Engll~h emigrant aud his wife, with wllOtn 
1 quickly made acquaintance after my usual fashion. 
Thecircumstances and the story of this man I thought 
worth noting-not Decauoe there was any thing un
common or peculiarly iuterestillg ill his ease, but 
~imply becau~e his case is that of so many others; 
..... hile the direct good sense, honesty and illtelligenco 
(.f the man pleased me ::;xcce,lingly. 

lIe ~()Id me thilt be had cume to Amerka in hi. 
own behalf and that of several others of I,is own 
class-men who had each a large f<.tmily and a small 
capital, "hu fUl\ll'] ~t difficult to get on and settle 
their chilJl'en in England. In his o\\'n case, be had 
l)een 30me years ago the only olle of his trade in B 

ftuuriohing country tOWII, where he had now four
teen competitors. Six families, ill a similar posi
tivn, had delegated him on a vOY3ge of discovery: 
it was It,ft to him t,) decide whether they should 
settle in the United States or ill the Cauadas j 80 

Juadllg hia children at school in Long Island, .. he 
was jllst," to use his own phrase, "taking a turn 
through tbe two countries, to look about him and 
gathclf ilJlofmation before he decided, and had 
brought his little wife to sec the grand FaJl~ of 
~iagara, of which he had heard so much in the old 
country." 

Ad we proceeded, my companion. mingled with 
Lis a.:ute questions, and his learned calculatiolld 011 

crops and prices of land, certain observations on 
the beauty of the scenery, and talked of lights and 
sha'\es. aud fvregrouuds, :1nd effects, in veTY homely, 
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plebeian English, but with so much of real taste and 
feeling, that I was rather astonished, till I found he 
had been a print-seller and frame-maker, which last 
branch of trade had brought him into contact with 
artists and amateurs; and he told me, with no little 
exultation, that among his stock of moveables, he 
had brought out with him several fine drawings of 
Prout, Hunt, and even Turner, acquired in his busi
ness. He said he 'had no wish at present to part 
with these, for it was his intention, wherever llc Bct

tIed, to hang them up in his house, though that hOllse 
were a log hut, that his children might have the 
pleasure of looking at them, and learn to distinguish 
what is excellent in its kind_ 

The next day, on going from Niagara to Hamil
ton, in a storm of rain, I fOllnd, to my no smaH 
gratification, the English emigrant and his quiet, 
silent little wife, already seated in the stage, and my 
only compagnons de voyage. In the deportment of 
this man there was that deferential cOllrtesy which 
you see in the manners of respectable tradesmen, 
who are brought much into intercourse with their 
superiors in rank, without, however, II tinge of ser
yility; and his conversation amused and interested 
me more and more. He told me he had been born 
on a farm, and had first worked as a farmer's boy, 
then as a house-carpenter, lastly, as a decorativ€ 
cat'ver and gilder, 80 that there was no kind of busi
ness to which he could not readily turn his hand. 
His wife was a good sempstress, and he had brought 
up all his six children to be useful, giving them such 
Dpportll~il~~S .of acquiring kl)owledge as he tould, 
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He regretted his own ignorance, but, as he said, be 
had been all his life too busy to find time for reading 
much. He was, however, resolved that his boys 
and girls should read, because, as he well observed, 
"eyery sort of knowled~e, be it much or little, was 
sure to turn to account some time or other." Hia 
notions on education, his objections to the common 
routine of common schools, and his views for his 
ehildren, were all marked by the same OI'iginalit, 
and good sense. Altogether he appeared to be, in 
every !"espect, just the kind of settler we want in 
Upper Canada. I was therefore pleased to hear 
that hitherto he was better satisfied with the little. 
he had seen of this province, than with those states 
of the Union through which he had journeyed; he 
said, truly, it was more" home·like, more English. 
like." I did my best to encourage him in this favor
able opinion, promising myself that tbe little I, 
might be able to do t'.> promote his view.s, that I, 
u'oulJ do.-

'Vhile the conversati-on was thus kept up with 
wonderflll pertinacity, considering that au, vehicle 
was reeling aud tllmbling along the detestable road, 
pitching like a SGow among the breakers. in a lake 

• And I did my best, in referring him by letter to Dr. Dunlop; 
for, though personally unknown to him, I lmew that myemi. 
grallt was exactly the man to deserve and obtain his notice. I 
also wrote to Chief Justice Robin~on in his favor and invited 
him to come to us on his arrival in Toronto, promiSing him the 
Chancellor'. good-will and assistance. But I never heard 0' 
Ihe man again, nor could I find, before I left Canada, thl\t hiA. 
Q~mo was regtslered as a purchaser of lan<i 
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li'tOTm, our driver stopped before a vile little log hut, 
~ver the door of which hung crooked·wise a board, 
setting forth that" wiskey and tabacky" were to be 
had there. The windows were broken, anu the 
loud voice of some intoxicated wretch was heard 
from witbin, in one unint-errupted torrent of oaths 
and blasphemies, so shocking in their variety, and 
j!0 new to my ears, that I was really horror-sti"uck. 

After leaving the hut, the coach stopped again. I 
(:alled to the dri,'er in some terror, "You are not 
j!urely going to admit that drunken man into the 
coach 1" He replied coolly, "0 no, I an't; don't 
you be afear'd!" In the next moment he opened 
the door, and th~ very wretch I stood in fear of was 
tumbled in head foremost, smelling of spirits, and 
looking-O most horrible! Expostu1ation was in 
vain. Without even listening, the driver shut the 
.floor, and drove on at a gallop. The rain was at 
this time falling in torrents, the road knee-deep in 
mud, the wild f,)rest on either side of us dark, grim, 
impenetrable. Help tl,ere was none, nor remedy, 
nor redress, nor hope, but in patience. Here, then, 
was one of those inflictions to which speculative 
travellers are exposed now and then, appearing, for 
the time, to outweigh all the p'c,ssible au vantages of 
experience or knowledge bought at such a price. 

I bad never before in my whole life been obliged 
to endure the presence or proximity of such an ob
ject for two minutes together, and the astonishment, 
horror, disgust, even to siclmess and loathing, which 
it now inspired, are reilly unspeakable. The Eng
lisbman, placin« himself in the middle seat, in front 
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of his wif6 and myself, did his best to prote4 
us from all possibility of contact with the object of 
,)ur abomination; while the wretched being, awar0 
of our adverse feeling, put on at one moment an air 
of chuckling self-complacency, and the next glared 
on us with ferocious defiance. 'When I had re
covered myself sufficiently to observe, I saw, with ad· 
ded horror, thathe was no morethan five-and-twenty, 
probably much younger, with a face and figure which 
must have been by nature not only fine, but uncom· 
monly fine, though now deformed, degraded, haggard 
1I.nd inflamed with filth and inebriety-a dreadful and 
humiliating spl?ctacle. Some glimmering Temainsof 
sense and decency prevented him from swearing and 
blaspheming when once ill the coach; but he abused 
us horribly: his nasal accent, and his drunken objur
gations against the old country, and all who came 
from it, betrayed his own birth and breeding to have 
been on the other side of the Niagara, or" down 
east." Once he ad,lressed some words to me, and, 
offended by my resolute silence, he exclaimed, with 
'" scowl, and a hiccup of abomination at eVery word, 
"I should like-to know-madam-lIow- I came 
under your diabolical influence 1" Here my friend 
the emigJ'ant, seeing my alarm, interposed, and a 
scene ensued, which, in spite of the horrors of this 
horrible propinquity, was irresistibly comic, and not 
without it~ pathetic significance too, now I come to 
think of it. The Englishman, forgetting that the 
con~ition of the man placed him for the time beyond 
the IIlfluence of reasoning or sympathy, began with 
gravo and bene,-olent earnestness to leclure him on 
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his profligate habits, expressing his amazement and 
his pity at seeing such a fine young man fallen into 
such evil ways, and exhortillg him to mend, the fel
low, meanwhile, rolling himself from side to side 
with laughter. But suddenly his countenance 
changed, and he said vlith a wistful expression, and 
the tears in hi$ eyes, "Friend, doyou believe in the 
devil 1" 

" Yes, I do," replied the En.~lishman, with solem
~ity. 

" Then it's your opinion. I guess, that a man may 
be tempted by the devil 1" 

"Yes, and I should suppose as how that has been 
your case. friend; though." added he, l.ooking at 
him from head to fuot with no equivo.cal e"pression, 
.. I think the devil himself might Ilal'e more charity 
than to put a man in such a pickle." 

" What do you mean hy that 1" exclaimed the 
wretch fiercely. and for the first time uttering a hor
rid oath. The emigrant only replied hy shaking 
his head significantly; and the other, after pouring 
forth a volley of abuse against the insolence of the 
.. old country folk," stretched himself on his back, 
and kicking up his legs on high, and setting his feet 
against the roof of the coach, fell a~leep in this atti
tude, and snored, till, at the end of a long hour, he 
was tumbled out at the door of another drinking 
hovel as he had tumbled in, and we saw him ng 
more. 

The distance from the town of Niagaru to Hamil· 
ton is about forty miles. We had left the former 
place at teu in the n!orning, yet it was nearly mid-
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flight before we arrived, having had no refreshment 
during the whole day. It was market-day, and the 
{ime of the assizes, and not a bed to be bad at the 
only tolerable botel, which, I should add, is large 
and commodious. The people were civil beyond 
measure, and a bed was made up for me in a back 
parlour, into which I sank half nan'cd, and very 
completely tired. 

The next day rose bright and beautiful, and J 
amused myself walking up and down the pretty 
town for two or three hours. 

Hamilton is the capital of the Gore district, and 
one of the most flourishing places in Upper Canada. 
Jt is situated at the extreme point of Burlington 
Bay, at the head of Lake Ontario, with a popula
tion, annua}]y increasing, of about three thousand, 
The town is about a mile from the lake shore, a 
~pace which, in the course of time, will probably be 
~overed with buildings. I understand that seventeen 
thousand bushels of wheat were sllippcd here in 
one month. There is a bank here; a court-house 
and jail looking unfin ished, and the commencement 
of a public reading-room and literary society, of 
which I cannot speak from my own knowledge, and 
which appears as yet in embryo. Some of the linen
drapers' shops, called here clothing stores, and the 
grocery stores, or shops for all the descriptions of 
imported merchandise, mad'e a very good appear
ance; and thel'e was an air of business, and bustle, 
lind animation about the place which pleased me. 
I law no bookseller's shop, but a few books on the 
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shelves of a grocery store, of the most common and 
coarse description. 

Allen M'Nab, the present speaker of the house of 
assembly, has a very beautiful house here, and is a 
principal merchant and proprietor in the to\\'n; but 
he was at this time absent. I had heard much or 
Mr. Cattermole, the author of a yery de\'er little 
hook addressed to emigrants, and also a distinguished 
inhabitant of the place. I wished to see this gentle
man, but there were some difficulties in finding him, 
and, after waiting some time. 1 was obliged to take 
my departure, a long day's journey being before 
me. 

I hope you have a map of Canada before you, or 
Ilt hand, that what I am now going to tell you may be 
intelligible. 

They have projected a railroad from Hamilton 
westward through the London and 'Vestern dis
tricts-certainly one of the grandest and Illost use
ful undertakings in the world-in tltis world, 1 
mean. The want of a line of road, of an accessi
ble market for agricultural produce, keeps this 
magnificent country poor and ignorant in the midst 
of unequal capabilities. If the f<Jrmation of the 
Rideau Canal, in the eastern districts. (connecting 
Lake Ontario with the Ottawa river,) has, in 8pite 
of many disadvantages in the soil and locality, 
b.rought that part of the prO\'ince so far in advance 
of the rest, ill population, wealth, and illtelligenee-
what would not a railroad do for them here, where 
the need is at least as great-the resources, natural 
~d accidental, much superior-and the prospect of 
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advantage. in every point of view, infinitely more 
promisillg 1 

Under all disadvantag('~, tllis part of the pro· 
vince has been the usual route of emigrants to 
the "T estern States of the Union; fot·, as you will 
perceive by a glance at the map, it is tIle shortest 
road to :\lichigan and the Illinois hy some hundreds 
of miles. If there were but .a railroad. opening a 
direct communication through the principal settle
ments between Hamilton Oll Lake Ontario, and 
Sand wich at the llead of Lake Erie, tlJere i~ no 
calculating the advantages that must arise from it
even immediate advantage; but" want of capital," 
as I hear all round me- and they might add want of 
energy, want of enterprise, want of every thing 
needful, besides mOlJPy- the one thing most need
ful-are likely to defer the completion of this mag
nificent plan for many years. I wonder some of 
our great speculators and monied men in England 
do not speculate here, instead of sending their 
money to the T; nited States ;--nr rather I do not 

wonder, seeing what I see. But I wish that the 
government would do something to remove the 
almost univer,:al impression, that this province i~ 
regarded by the powers at home with distrust and 
indifference-something to produce more confi
dence in public men anel public measures, without 
w~ich there can be no enterprise, no prosperity, no 
railroads. 'Vhat that somethinlY is beinO" no politi-

• b' 0 

clan nor political economist like Harriet Martineau, 
~ cannot point out, nor even conjecture. I have 
Just sense enough to see, to feel, that something 
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must be done-that the necessity speaks in ever'! 
form all round me. 

I should not forget to mention, that ill the Nia
gara and Gore districts there is a vast number of 
Dutch and Uerman settlers, favorably distinguished 
by their industrious, sober, and thriving habit~. 

They are always to be distinguished in person and 
dress from the British settlers; and their houses, 
and cbun:hes, and above all, their bu rial-place~. 
have a distind a!ld characteristic look. At Berlin, 
the Uermaus have a printing·press, and puhli.h a 
Ilewspaper in their own language, which is circub· 
ted among their countrymen through the whole 
province .. 

At Hamilton I hired a light wagon, as they call 
it, a 60rt of gig perched in the middle of a wooden 
tray, wherein my bagg~ge was stowed; and a man 
to drive me over to Brun(ltfonl, the distance being 
about five.and.twenty miles, and the charge five 
dollars. The country all the way was rich, and 
beautiful, and fertile beyond descriptiun-the roads 
abominable as could be imagined to exist. Su I 
thell thought, but have learned since that there are 
degrees of badness in this respect, to which the 
human imagination hilS not yet uescended. I re
member a space of about three miles on this road, 
bordered entirely on each side by dead trees, which 
ha~ been artificially blasted by fire, or by girdling. 

It was a ghastly forest of tall white spectre!, 
&trangely contrasting with the glowing luxunuu. 
fuliage all aruuud. 

The pit)' I have for the trees in Canada, shuws 
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how far I am yet from being a true CanadiaN. 

How UO "'e know that trees UO not feel their down· 
fal 1 \Ye kllow nothing about it. The line which 

uivides animal from wgetable sensibility is as un
uefined as tbe line wllieh divi(les animal from 

human intelligence, AntI if it be true" that nothing 
dies on eartl: uut n:!ture mourns," how must she 
mourn f.)r the:;c, the migbty clJihlrcn of her bosom 

-her I ride, her glory, her garment 1 'Yithout ex' 
actly belie\ ill'.; the assertion of the old philosopher," 

that a tree .feels the fir:;t stroke of the axe, I know 
I never Willie',,, Ilur hear th:!t fir:;t stroke without a 
Rhudu(,r; allll as yet I cannot luok on with indif· 

ference, far \c" ,b'lre the Canadian's exultation, 
when t:,,';,e hu,;c oaks, tIl esc umbrageous elms and 

stately pine:;, ,'I e lying prostrate, 10ppeil of all their 
honors, an.] piled in beaps with the brushwood, to 
be fired-or !Jurneil duwn to a charred and black

ened fragment-fir ,tanding, leafless, sapless, seared, 

ghastly, having been "girdled," alld left to perish. 

The" Fuol i' tl". F"n'.'t,"* moralized not more 
qUCliutiy over the wouude,i deer, thall I could some· 

lillle~ over th",,, 1,J'"lrull'd aud mangled trees. I 
remember ill olle of tllC clearings t'J~day, one par· 
ticubr tree wllich had Lccn burned and blasted j 

only 11 blackl'IIV" "tUIlJ i' of mouldering bark-a 
mere shell )'( .. 111" i III'''; aut! from the celltl'e of thi~, 
all from sume hiclclen ~ource of vitality, sprang up 
a yuulIg g:'een shoot, tull and flouJi:;hing, and fre~h' 

• Quol"d I.y Evelyn, 
t As You Like It. 
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and leafy. I looked and thought of hope! Why, 
indeed, should we ever despair 1 Can Heaven do 
for the blasted tree what it cannot do for the human 
heart 1 

The largest place we passed was Ancaster, very 
prettily situated among pastures and rich woods, 
and rapidly improving. 

Before sunset I arrived at Brandtford, and took 
a walk about the town and its environs. The situ
ation of this place is most beautiful-on a hill above 
the left bank of the Grand River. And as I stood 
and traced this noble stream, winding through rich
ly-wooded flats, with green meadows and cultivated 
fields, I was involuntarily reminded of the Thames 
near Richmond; the scenery has the same charac
ter of tranquil and luxuriant beauty. 

In Canada the traveller can enjoy little of the in
terest derived from association, either historical or 
poetical. Yet the memory of General Brock, and 
some anecdotes of tbe last war, lend something of 
this kind of interest to the ~iagara frontier; and 
this place, or rather the name of this place, has cer
tain recollections connected with it, which might 
well make an idle contemplative wayfarer a little 
pensive. 

Brandt was the chief of that band of Mohawk 
warriors which served on the British side during 
the American War of Indflpendence. After the 
termination of the contest, the .. Six N atiolls" left 
their ancient seats to the south of Lake Ontario, 
and having received fro!Jl the English government 
a grant ofland along the banks of the Grand Rivef', 

VOL. IV. 25 
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and the adjacent shore of Lake Erie, they settleu 
J1ere under their chief, Brandt, in 1783. Great part 
of this land, some of the finest in the province, has 
lntely been purchased hack from them by the gov
ernment, and settled by thriving English farmers. 

Brandt, who had intelligence enough to perceive 
and acknowledge the superiority of the whites in 
all the arts of life, was at first anxious for the con
version and civilization of his nation; but I was 
told by a gentleman who had known him, that after 
a visit he paid to England, this wish no longer ex
isted. He returned to his own people with no very 
sublime idea either of our morals or manners, and 
died in 1807. 

He is the Brandt whom Campbell has handed 
down to most undeserved execration as the leader 
in the massacre at \Vyoming. The poet indeed 
tells us, in the notes to (;ertrude of \\"yoming, 
that all he has said against Brandt must be con
sidered as pure fiction, "for that he was remarka
ble for his humanity, amI lIot even present at the 
massacre;" but the name stands in the text as 
heretofore, apostrophized as the" accursed Brandt," 
the" monster Brandt;" and is not this most unfair, 
to be hitched into elegant and popular rhyme as an 
assassin by wholesale, and justice dune in a little 
fag·end of prose? 

His son, John Brandt, received a good edu~ation, 
a~d ~as a member of the house of assembly for hi~ 
dlBtnct. He too died in a short time before my ar
rival in this country i and the son of his sister, 
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1.'.tr3. Kerr, is at present the hereditary chief of the 
Six Nations. 

They consist at present of two thousand fil'e 
hundred, out of the seven or eight thousand who 
first settled here. Here, as every where else, the 
decrease of the Indian population settled on the 
reserve lands is unifurm. The "hite population 
throughuut America is supposed to double itself on 
an average in twenty-three years; in about the 
same proportion do the Indialls perish before them. 

The interests and property of these Indians are 
at present managed by the guvernment. The reve
nue arising from the sale of their lands is in the hands 
of commissioners, and much is done for their conver
sion and civilization. It will, however, be the affail
of two, or three, or more generations; and by that 
time not many, 1 am afraid, will be left. Consump
tion makes dreadful havoc among them. At present 
they have churches, schools, and an able missionary 
who has studied their language, beside several resi
dent Methodist preachers. Of the two thousand 
five hundred already mentioned, the far greater 
part retain their old faith and customs, having bor
rowed from the whites, only those habits which cer
tainly " were more hunored in the breach than in the 
observance." I saw many of these people, and 
spoke to some, who repli~d with a quiet, self-pos
sessed courtesy, and in very intelligible English_ 
One group which I met ontside the town, consisting 
of two young men in blanket coats and leggings, 
one haggard old woman, with a man's hat on her 
head, a blue blanket a~d deer-skin moccasins, and a. 
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yery beautiful girl, apparently not more than fifteen, 
similarly dressed, with long black hair hanging loose 
over her face and shoulders, and a little baby, many 
shades fairer than herself, peeping from the folds of 
11er blanket behind, altogether reminded me of a 
group of gipsies, such as 1 have seen on the borders 
of Sherwood Forest many years ago. 

The Grand River is navigable for steam·boats 
from Lake Erie up to the landing·place, about two 
miles below Brandtford, and from thence a canal is 
to be cut, some time or other, to the town. The 
present site of Brandtford was chosen on account of 
those very rapids which do indeed obstruct the navi
gation, but turn a number of mills, here of the first 
importance. The usual progress of a Canadian 
village is this: first on some running stream, the 
erection of a saw·mill and grist·mill for the cOllve
nience of the neighboring scattered settlers; then 
a few shanties or log· houses for the work.people ; 
then a grocery·store ; then a tavern-a chapel-per
chance a school-house-und so/triter, as the Ger
mans say.* 

,. The erection of a church or chapel generally precedes that of 
a school-house in U ppcr Canada, but the mill and the tavern in. 
variably precede bo.h. "In "the United States," says !\Ir. 
Schoolcraft, "the first public edifice is a court-house; then a 
JaIl; then a school-hause-perhaps an academy, where religious 
exerc.1Ses may be occasionally held; but .. house of public wor
ShIP IS the result of a more mature state of the settlement. If," 
he adds, "we have sometimes been branded as litigious, it is 
not altogether without foundation i and, notwithstanding the 
very humble estimate which foreign reviewers have been pleased 
to make of Our literary character and attHinments, tl.ere is more 
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Not having been properly forewarned, I unfortu
tunately allowed the driver to take me to a wrong 
inn. I ought to have put up at the Mansion-house, 
well-kept by a retired half-pay British officer; in
stead of which I was brought to the Commercial 
Hotel, newly undertaken by an American. I sent 
to the landlord to say I wished to speak to him 
about proceeding on my journey next day. The 
next moment the man walked into my bed-room 
without hesitation or apology. I was too much ac
cllstomed to foreign manners to be greatly discom
fited ; but when he proceeded to fling his hat down 
on my bed, and throw himself into the only arm
chair in the room, while I was standing, I must own 
I did look at him with some surprise. To those 
who Ilave been accustomed to the servile courtesy 
of English innkeepers, the manners of the innkeep
ers in the United States are not pleasant. I cannot 
say they ever discomposed me: I always met with 
civility and attention; but the manners of the coun
try innkeepers in Canada are worse than any thing 
you can meet with in the United States, being gene
rally kept by refugee Americans of the lowest class, 
or by Canadians who, in affecting American manners 
and phraseology, grossly exaggerate both. 

In the present case I saw at once that no incivility 
was intended; my landlo'rd was ready at a fair price 
to driye me over him5elf, in his own" wagon," to 
\Voodstock; and after this was settled, finding, after 
a few questions, that the man was really a most 

likelihood of our obtaining tlftl reputation of a learned than II. 
pious people."-8choo{c,-a{t's T-ra,·e/s. 

25· 
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stupid, ignorant fellow, I turned to the window, and 
took up a book, as a hint fo1' him to be gone. He 
continued, however, to lounge in the chair, rocking 
himself in silence to and fro, till at last ha did con
descend to take my hint, and to take his departure. 

Though tired beyond expression, I was for some 
time prevented from going to rest by one of th05e 
disgraceful scenes which meet me at every turn. A 
man in the dress of a gentlem!ln, but iH a state of 
brutal intoxication, was staggering, swearing, voci
ferating, beneath my window, while a party of men, 
also respectably dressed, who were smoking and 
drinking before the door, regarded him with amuse
ment or indifference; some children and a few In
dians were looking on_ This person, as the maid
servant informed me, was by birth a gentleman, and 
bad good practice in the law_ .. Three years ago 
there wasn't a smarter (cleverer) man in the dis
trict:" now he was ruined utterly in health, fortune, 
and character. His wife's relations had taken her 
and her children away, and had since clothed him, 
and allowed him something for a subsistence. He 
continued to disturb the whole neighborhood for 
two hours, and I was really surprised by the for
bearance with which he was treated. 

Next morning I took another walk. There are 
several good shops and many houses in progress, 
some of them of brick and stone. I met two or 
three well-dressed women walking down Colborne
street; and the people were bustling about with 
animated faces-a strong contrast to the melancho
ly, indolent-looking Indians. I understand tbat there-
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are now about twelve hundred inhabitants, the po
pulation having tripled in three years: and they 
have a newspaper, an agricultural society, a POBt
office; a Congregational, a Baptist, and Methodist 
church, a large chair manufactory, and other mills 
and manufactories which I had no time to visit. 

At ten o'clock, a little vehicle, like that which 
brought me from Hamilton, was at the door; and I 
set off for Woodstock, driven by my American land
lord, who showed himself as good-natured and civil 
as he was impenetrably stupid. 

Ne one who has a single atom of imagination, 
can travel through these forest roads of Canada 
withont being strongly impressed and excited. The 
seemingly interminable line of trees before you; 
the boundless wilderness around; the mysterious 
depths amid the multitudinous foliage, where foot 
of man hath never penetrated,-and which partial 
gleams of the noontide sun, now seen, now lost, lit 
up with a changeful, magical beauty-the wondrous 
~plendor and novelty of the flowers-the silence, 
unbroken but by the low cry of a bird, or hum of 
insect, or the splash and croak of some huge bull
fTOg,-the solitude in which we proceeded mile 
after mile, no human being, no human dwelling 
within sight,-are all either exciting to the fancy, 
or oppressive to the spirits, according. to the mood 
one may be in. Their eflect on myself I can hard. 
ly describe in words. 
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I observed some birds of a species new to me ; 
there was the lovely blue·bird, with its brilliant 
violet plumage; and a most gorgeous species of 
woodpecker, with a black head, white breast, and 
back and wings of tbe brightest scarlet; hence it is 
called by some the field-officer, and more generally 
the cock of the woods. I should have called it the 
coxcomb of the woods, for it came flitting across our 
road, clinging to the trees before us, and remaining 
pertinaciously in sight, as if conscious of its own 
splendid array, and pleased to be admired. 

There was also the Canadian robin, a bird as large 
as a thrush, but in plumage and shape resembling 
the sweet bird at home "that wears the scarlet sto
macher." There were great numbers of small 
birds of a bright yellow. like canaries. and I believe 
of the same genus. Sometimes. when 1 looked up 
from the depth of foliage to the blue firmament 
above, I saw the eagle sailing through the air on 
apparently motionless wings. Nor let me forget the 
splendor of the flowers which carpeted the woods 
on either side. I might have exclaimed with Eich
endorff, 

" 0 \V cit I Du sellone welt, Du! 
"[ann sieht Dieh VOl' BWmen kuum! 

for thus in some places did a rich embroidered pal) 
of flowers literally hide the earth. There those 
beautiful plqnts. which we cultivate with such 
care in our gardens, azalias, l'hododendl'Ons, all the 
gorgeous family of the lobelia, were flourishing in 
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wild luxuri'lUce. Festoons of creeping and para
sitical plants hung from hranch to branch. The 
purple and scarlet iris, blue larkspur, and the ele
gant Canadian columbine with its bright pink flow
ers; the scarlet lychnis, a species of orchis of the 
most dazzling geranium·color, and the white and 
yellow and purple cyprepedium,lO bordered the path, 
and a thousand others of most resplendent hues, for 
which I knew no names. 1 could not pass them 
with forbearance, and my Yankee driver, alighting, 
gathered for me a superb bouquet from the swampy 
margin of the forest. I contrived to fasten my 
flowers in a wreath along the front of the wagon, 
that I might enjoy at leisure their novelty and beauty. 
How lavish, how carelessly profuse is nature in her 
handiwork! In the interior of the cyprepedium, 
which I tore open, there was variety of configura
tion, and color, and gem-like richness of ornament, 
enough to fashion twenty different flowers; and for 
the little fly in jewelled cuirass, which I found couch
ed within its recesses, what a palace! that of Aladdin 
could hardly have been more splendid! 

But I spare you these fantastic speculations and 
cogitations, and many more that came flitting across 
my fancy. I am afraid that, old as I am, my youth 
has been yokefellow with my years, and that I am 
yet a child in some things. 

From Brandtford we came to Paris, a new settle
ment, beautifully situated, and thence to \Voodstock • 

• From its resemblance in form to a shoe, this splenoid flower 
bears every where the same name. The English call it lady's 
slipper j the Indians know it as the moccasin flower. 
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a distance of eighteen miles. There is no village, 
only isolated inns, f<lr removed from each other. In 
one of these, kept by a Frenchman, I dined on milk 
and eggs and excellent bread. Here I found eyer:; 

appearunce of prosperity and plenty. The land
lady, an American woman, told me they had come 
into this wilderness twenty years ago, when there 
was not another farm-house within fifty miles. She 
had brought up and settled in c,,,nfort several SOliS 

and daughters. _\n Irish farmer came in, who had 
refreshments spread for him in the porch, and with 
whom I had some amusing conversation. He, too, 
was prospering with a large farm and a large fami'ly, 
-here a blessing and a means of wealth, too often 
in the old country a curse and a burthen. The 
good-Il:ltured fellow was extremely scandalized by 
my homely and temperate fare, which he besought 
me to mend by accepting a glass of whiskey out of 
his own travelling-store, genuine potheen, which he 
swore deeply, and nnt unpoetically," had never seen 
God's beautiful world, nor the blessed light of day, 
since it had been bottled in ould Ireland." He told 
me, boastingly, that at Hamilton he had made eight 
hundred dollars by the present extraordinary rise 
ill the price of wheat. In the early part of the 
year, wheat had been selling for three or four dollars 
a bushel, and r,lse this summer to twelve and four
teen dollars a bushel, owing to the immense quan
tities exported during the winter to the back settle
ments of Michigan and the Illinois. 

The whole drive would have been productive of 
unmixed enjoyment, but for one almost intolerable 
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draw-back. The roads were throughout so execra
bly bad, that no words can give you an idea of them. 
"Ve often sank into mud-holes above the axletree; 
then over trunks of trees laid across swamps, called 
here corduroy roads, were my poor bones disloca
ted. A wheel here and there, or broken shaft lying 
by the way-side, told of former wrecks and disas
ters. In some places they had, in desperation, 
flung huge boughs of oak into the mud abyss, and 
covered them with clay and sod, the rich green 
foliage projecting on either side. This sort of illu
sive contrivance would sometimes give way, and we 
were nearly precipitatetl in the midst. By the time 
we arrived at BlanJford, my hands were swelled 
amI blistered by continually grasping with all my 
~trength an iron bar in front of my yel.icle, to pre
vent myself from being flung out, and my limbs 
ached wofully. I never beheld or imagined such 
roads. It is clear that the people do not apply any, 
even the commonest, principles of road-making; 110 

.lrains are cut, no attempt is made at levelling or 
preparing a foundation. The settlers around are 
too much engrossed by the necessary toil for a daily 
subsistence to give a moment of their time to road
making, without compulsion or good payment. 
The statute labor does not appear to be duly en
fJrced by the commissioners and magistrates, and 
there are no laborers, and no spare money; specie, 
never very plentiful in these parts, is not to be had 
at present, and the 500,OOOl., voted during the last 
session of the provincial .,parliament for the repair 
of roads, is not yet even raised, I believe. 
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N or is this all: the vile state of the roads, the 
very little communication between places not far 
distant from each other, leave it in the power of iII
disposed persons to sow mischief among the igno
rant, isolated people. 

On emerging from a forest road seven miles in 
length, we stopped at a little inn to refresh the 
poor jaded horses. Several laborers were lounging 
about the door, and I spoke to them of the horrible 
state of the r03d8. They agreed, one and ail, that 
it was entirely the fault of the government; that 
their welfare was not cared for; that it was true 
that money had been voted for the roads, but tbat 
before any thing could be done, or a shilling of it 
expended, it was always necessary to write to the 
old country to ask the king's permission-which 
might be sent or not-who could tell! And mean
time they were ruined for want of roads, which it 
was nobody's business to reclaim. 

It was in vain that I attempted to point out to the 
orator of the party the falsehood and absurdity of 
this notion. He only shook his head, and said he 
knew better. 

One man observed, that as the team of Admiral 
y-- (one of the largest proprietors in the dis
trict) had lately broken down in n mud·hole, there 
was Borne hope that the roads about here might be 
looked to. 

About sunset, I arrived at Blandford, dreadfully 
weary, and fevered, and bruised, having been more 
than nine hours trayelling twenty-five miles; and I 
must needs own that not all my sa voir faire could 
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prevent me from feeling rather dejected and shy, as 
I drove up to the residence of a gentleman, to whom. 
indeed, I had not a letter, but whose family, as I 
had been assured, were prepared to receive me. It 
was rather formidable to arrive thus, at fall of night, 
a wayfaring, lonely woman, spiritless, half-dead 
with fatigue, among entire strangers: but my recep
tion set me at ease in a moment. The words, " We 
have been long expecting you I"~ uttered in a kind, 
cordial ~'oice, sounded .. like sweetest music to at
tending ears." A handsome, elegant-looking woman, 
blending French ease and politeness with English 
cordiality, and a whole brood of lively children of 
all sizes and ages, stood beneath the porch to wel
come me with smiles and outstretched hands. Can 
you imagine my bliss, my gratitude 1-no !-impos
sil;le, unless you had travelled for three days through 
the wilds of Canada. In a few hours I felt quite at 
home, and my day of rest was insensibly prolonged 
to a week, spent with this amiable and interesting 
family-a week, ever while 1 live, to be remembered 
with pleasurable and grateful feelings. 

The region of Canada in which I now find my
self, is called the London District; you wiII sec its 
situation at once by a glance on the map. It lies 
between the Gore District and the Western District, 
having to the south a large extent of the coast of 
Lake Erie; and on the north the Indian territories, 
and part of the southern shore of Lake Huron. It 

VOL. I. 26 
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is watered by rivers flowing into both lakes, but 
chiefly by the river Thames, which is here (about 
one hundred miles from its mouth) a small but most 
heautifu1 stream, winding like the Isis, at Oxford. 
\Voodstock, the nearest village, as 1 suppose I must 
in modesty call it, is fast rising into an important 
town, and Ihe whole district is, for its scenery, fer
tility, and advantages of every kind, perhaps the 
finest in Upper Canada.*' 

The society in this immediate neighborhood is 
pal·ticularly good; several gentlemen of family, su
perior education, and large capital, (among whom 
is the brother of an English and the son of an Irish 
peer, a colonel and a major in the army,) have made 
very extensive purchases of land, and their estates 
are in flourishing progress. 

One day we drove over to the settlement of one 
of these magnificos, Admiral V--, who has already 
expended upwards of twenty thousand pounds in 
purchases and improvements. His house is really 
a curiosity, and at the first glance reminded me of 
an African village-a sort of Timbuctoo set down 
in the woods; it is two or three miles from the high 
road, in the midst of the forest, and looked as if a 
number of log-huts had jostled against each other by 
accident, and there stuck fast. 

The admiral had beglln, I imagine, by erecting, 
as is usual, a log-house, while the woods were clear
ing; then, being in want of space, he added an-

• The I\,-erage produce of an acre of land is greater through
out Canada than in England. In these western districts greater 
than in the rest of Canada. 
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other, then another and another, and so on, all Of 
different shapes and sizes, and full of a seaman's 
contrivances-odd galleries, passages, porticos, cor
ridors, saloons, cabins and cupboards; so that if the 
outside reminded me of an African village, the in
terior was no less like that of a man-of-war. 

The drawing-room, which occupies an entire build
ing, is really a noble room, with a chimney in which 
they pile twenty oak logs at once. Around this 
room runs a gallery, well lighted with windows from 
without, through which there is a constant circula
tion of air, keeping the room warm in winter and 
cool in summer. The admiral has besides so many 
ingenious and inexplicable contrivances for warm
ing and airing his house, that no insurance office 
will insure him upon any terms. Altogether it was 
the most strangely picturesque sort of dwelling I 
ever beheld, and could boast not only of luxuries 
and comforts, such as are seldom found so far inland, 
but" cos a altra pili cara," or at least" pili rara." 
The admiral's sister, an accomplished woman of in
dependent fortune, has lately arrived from Europe, 
to take up her residence in the wilds. Haying re
cently spent some years in Italy, she has brought 
out with her all those pretty object, of yirtli, with 
which English travellers load themselves in that 
country. Here, ranged round the room, I found 
views of Rome and Naples; tazzi, and marbles, 
and sculpture in lava, or alabaster; miniature copies 
of the eternal Sibyl and Cenci, Raffaelle's Vatican, 
&c.-things not wonderful nor rare in themselves
the wonder was too Bee them here. 
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The woods are yet close up to the house; but 
there)s a fine well-cultivated garden, and the pro
cess of clearing and log-burning proceeds all around 
with great animation. 

The good admiral, who is no longer young- au 

contraire-has recently astonished the whole neigh
borhood-nay, the whole province, by taking to him
self a young, very young wife, of a station very in
ferior to his own. There have been considerable 
doubts in the neighborhood as to the propriety of 
visiting the young lady-doubts which appear to 
me neither reasonable nor good-natured, and which 
will, no doubt, give way before the common sense 
and kind feeling of the people. Selden might well 
say, that of all the actions of a man's life, his mar
riage was that in which others had the least concern, 
and were sure to meddle the most! If this gen
tleman be unhappy, he has committed a folly, and 
will be punished for it sufficiently without the inte~
ference of his friends and neighbors. If he be 
happy, and they say he is, then he has committed 
DO folly, and may laugh at them all round. His 
good sister has come out to countenance him and 
his menage-a proof equally of her affection and 
her understanding. I can now only wish her a con
tinuance of the same cheerfulness, fortitude and 
perseverance she has hitherto shown-virtues very 
necessary in this new province. 

On Sunday, we attended the pretty little church 
at Woodstock, which was filled by the neighboring 
settlers of all classes: the service was well read, 
and the hymns were sung by the ladies of the COD-
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gregation. The sermon, which treated of some 
abstract and speculative point of theology, seemed 
to me not well adapted to the sort of congregation 
assembled. The situation of those who had here 
met together to seek a new existence in a new world, 
might have affiJrded topics of instruction, praise, 
and gratitude, far more practical, more congenial, 
more intelligible than a mere controversial essay on 
a disputed text, which elicited no remark nor sym
pathy that I could perceive. After the service, the 
congregation remained some time assembled before 
the church-door, in various and interesting groups 
-the well-dressed families of settlers who had come 
from many miles' distance, in vehicles well-suited to 
the roads-that is to say, carts, or, as they call them 
here, teams or wagons; the belles and the beaux of 
.. the Bush," in Sunday trim-and innumerable 
children. Many were the greetings and inquiries; 
the news and gossip of all the neighborhood had to 
be exchanged. The conversation among the ladies 
was of marriages and births-Iamentatiom; on the 
want of servants and the state of the roads-the 
last arrival of letters from England-and specula
tions upon the character of a new neighbor come to 
settle in the Bush: Among the gentlemen, it was of 
crops and clearings, lumber, price of wheat, road
mending, deer-shooting, log-burning, and so forth
subjects in which I felt a lively interest and curiosi
ty; and if I could not take a very brilliant and pro
minent part in the discourse, I could at least listen, 
like tbe Irish corn-field, .. with all my ears." 

I think it was this day at dinner that a gentleman 
26" 
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described to me a family of Mohawk Indians, con
sisting of seven individuals, who had encamped upon 
some of his uncleared land in two wigwams. They 
had made their first appearance in the early spring, 
and had eince subsisted by hunting, selling their 
venison for whiskey or tobacco; their appearance 
and situation were, he said, most wretched, and their 
indolence extreme. vVithin three months, fivc out 
of the seven were dead of consumption; two only 
were left -languid, squalid, helpless, hopeless __ 
heartless. 
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AFTER several pleasant and interesting visits to the 
neigbboring settlers, 1 took leave of my hospitable 
friends at Blandford with deep and real regret; and, 
in the best and only vehicle wbicb could be procur
ed-videlicet, a baker's cart-set out for London, tho 
chief town of the district; the distance being about 
thirty miles-a long day's j01uney; the cost seven 
dollars. 

The man who drove me proved a very intelligent 
and civilized person. He had come out to Canada 
in the capacity of a gentleman's servant; he now 
owned some land-1 forget bow many acres-and 
was besides baker-general for a large neighborhood, 
rarely receiving money in pay, but wheat and other 
farm produce. He bad served as constable of the 
district for two years, and gave me some interesting 
accounts of bis tbief-taking expeditions througb the 
wild forests in tbe deep winter nights. He consi
dered himself, on the whole, a prosperous man. He 
said he should be quite happy here, were it not for 
his wife, who fretted and pined continually after her 
U home." 

" But," said I, "suraly wherever you are, is her 
home, and she ought to be happy where she sees you 
getting on better, and enjoying more of comfort and 
independence than you could have hoped to obtain 
in the old country." 

" Well, yes," said he, hesitatingly; ,< and I can't 
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say but that my wife is a good woman: I've no par
ticular fault to find with her; and it's very natural 
she should mope, for she has no friend or acquaint
ance, you see, and she doesn't take to the people, 
and the ways here; and at home she had her mother 
and her sister to talk to; they lived with us, you see. 
Then, I'm out all day long, looking after my busi
ness, and she feels quite lonely like, and she's a cry
ing when I come back-and I'm sure I don't know 
what to do!" 

The case of this poor fellow with his dicontented 
wife is of no unfrequent occurrence in Canada; and 
among the better class of settlers the matter is worse 
still, the suffering more acute, and of graver conse
quences_ 

I have not often in my life met with contented and 
cheerful-minded women, but I never met with so 
many repining and discontented women asin Canada. 
I never met with one woman recently settled here, 
who considered herself happy in her new home and 
country: I heard of one, and doubtless there are 
others, but they are exceptions to the general rule. 
Those born here, 01· brought here early by their pa
rents and relatiolls, seemed to me very happy, and 
many of them had adopted a sort of pride in their 
lIew country, which I liked much. There was 
always a great desire to visit England, and some 
little airs of self-complacency and superiority in those 
who had been there, though for a few months only; 
but all, without a single exception, returned with 
pleasure, unable to forego the early habitual influ
ences of their native land. 
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I like patriotism and nationality in women. 
Among the German women both these feelings give 
a strong tincture to the character; and, seldom disu
nited, they blend with peculiar grace in our sex: 
but with a great statesman they should stand well 
distinguished. Nationality is not always patriotism, 
and patriotism is not, necessarily, nationality. The 
English are more patriotic than national; the Ame
ricans generally more national than patriotic; the 
Germans both national and patriotic. 

I have observed that really accomplished women, 
accustomed to what is called the best society, have 
more resources here, and manage better, than some 
women who have no pretensions of any kind, and 
whose claims to social distinction could not have been 
great any where, but whom I found lamenting over 
themselves as if they had been so many exiled prin
cesses. 

Can you imagine the position of a fretful, frivo
lous woman, strong neither in mind nor frame, aban
doned to her own resources in the wilds of Upper 
Canada 1 I do not believe you can imagine any 
thing so pitiable, so ridiculous, and, to borrow the 
Canadian word, " so shiftless." 

My new friend and kind hostess was a being of 
quite a different stamp; and though I believe she 
was far from thinking that she had found in Canada 
a terrestrial paradise, and the want of servants and 
the difficulty of educating her family as she wished, 
were subjects of great annoyance to her, yet these 
and other evils she had met with a cheerful spirit. 
Here, amid these forest wilds, she had recently 
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given birth to a lovely baby, the tenth, or indeed I 
believe the twelfth of a flock of manly boys and 
blooming girls. Her eldest daughter mean time, a 
fair and elegant girl, was acquiring, at the age of 
fifteen, q'lalities and habits which might well make 
ample amends for the pos5essing of mere accom
plishments. She acted as a manager in chief, and 
glided about in her household avocations with a se
rene and quiet grace which was quite charming. 

The road, after leaving \Voodstock, pursued the 
course of the winding Thames. \\C e passed by the 
house of Colonel Light, in asituation of superlative 
natural beauty on a rising-ground above the river. 
A lawn, tolerably cleared, sloped down to the mar
gin, while the opposite shore rose clothed in varied 
woods which had been managlild with great taste, 
and a feeling for the picturesque not common here; 
but the Colonel being himself an accomplished 
artist accounts for this. We also passed Beechville 
a small, but beautiful village, round which the soil' 
is reckoned very fine and fertile; a number of most 
respectable settlers have recently bought land antI 
erected huuses here. The next place we came to 
was Oxford, or rather, Ingersol, where we stopped 
to dine and rest previous to plunging into an ex' 

tensive furest, called the Pine \V oods. 
Oxford is a little village, presenting the usual 

saw-mill, grocery-store and tavern, with a dozen 
shanties congregated on the bank of the stream, 
which is here rapid and confined by high banks. 
Two back-woodsmen were in deep consultation over 
a wagon which had broken down in the midst of 
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that very forest road we were about to traverse, 
and which they described as most execrable-in 
some parts even dangerous. As it was necessary 
to gird up my strength for the undertaking, I laid 
in a good dinner, consisting of slices of dried veni
son, broiled; hot cakes of Indian corn, eggs, butter, 
and a bowl of milk. Of this good fare I partook 
in company with the two back-woodsmen, who ap
peared to me perfect specimens of their class-tall 
and strong. and bronzed lind brawny, and shaggy 
and unshaven-very much like two bears Bet on 
their hind legs; rude but not uncivil, and spare of 
speech, as men who had lived long at a distance 
from their kind. They were too busy, however, 
and so was I, to feel or express any mutual curi
osity; time was valuable, appetite urgent-so we 
discussed our venison steaks in silence, and after 
dinner I proceeded. 

The forest land through which I had lately pass
ed, was principally covered with hard timber, as 
oak, walnut, elm. basswood. We were now in a 
forest of pines, rising tall and dark, and monotonous 
on either side. The road worse certainly "than 
fancy ever feigned or fear conceived," put my neok 
in perpetual jeopardy. The driver had often to dis
mount, and partly fill up some tremendous hole 
with boughs before we could pass-or drag or lift 
the wagon over trunks of trees-or we sometimes 
sank into abysses, from which it is a wonder to me 
that we ever emerged. A natural question were
why did you not get out and walk 1-Y es indeed! 
I only wish it had been possible. Immediately 



312 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

on the border of the road so called, was the wild, 
tangled, untrodden thicket, as impervious to the foot 
as the road was impassable, rich with vegetation, 
variegated verdure, and flowers of loveliest dye, 
but the haunt of the rattlesnake, and all manner 
of creeping and living things not pleasant to en
counter, or even to think of. 

The mosquitos, too, began to be troublesome; 
but not being yet in full force, I contrived to defend 
myself pretty well, by waving a green branch be
fore me whenever my two hands were 1I0t employ. 
ed in forcible endeavors to keep my seat. These 
seven miles of pine forests we traversed in three 
hours and a half; and then succeeded some miles 
of open flat country, called the oak plains, and so 
called uecause covered with thickets and groups of 
oak, dispersed with a park-like and .beautiful ef
fect; and still flowers, flowers every where. The 
soil appeared sandy, and not so rich as in other 
parts.* The road was comparatively good, and as 
we approached London, clearing new settlements 
appeared on every side. 

The sun had set amid a tumultuous mass of lurid 
threatening clouds, and a tempest was brooding in 
the air, when I reached the town, and found very 
tolerable accommodations in the principal inn. I 

• It is n"t the most open land which is most desirable for a 
settler. "The land," says Dr. Dunlop in his admirable little 
book, "is rich and lasting, just in proportion to the size and 
quantity of the timber which it bears, and therefore the more 
troubl:- he is put to it in clearing his land, the better will it re
pay hIm the bbor he has expended on it." 



!:lISS MARTINEAU. 313 

was so terribly bruised and beaten with fatigue, 
that to move was impossible, and even to speak, 
too great an effort. I cast my weary aching limbs 
upon the bed, and requested of the very civil and. 
obliging young lady who attended to bring me some 
books and newspapers. She brought me thereupon 
an old compendium of geography, published at Phi
ladelphia forty years ago, and three newspapers. 
Two of these, the London Gazette and the Free
man's J ourna1, are printed and published within the 
district; the third, the New-York Albion, I have 
already mentioned to you as having been my delight 
and consolation at Toronto. This paper, an exten
sive double folio, is compiled for the use of the Bri
tish settlers in the United States, and also in Canada, 
where it is widely circulated. It contains all the 
interesting public news in extracts from the leading 
English journals, with tales, essays, reviews, &c., 
from the periodicals. Think, now, ifI had not reason 
to bless newspapers and civilization! Imagine me 
alone in the very centre of this vast wild country, a. 
storm raging without, as if heaven and earth had 
come in collision-lodged and cared for, reclining 
on a neat comfortable bed, and reading by the light 
of one tallow candle, (for there was a scarcity either 
of candles or of candlesticks,) Sergeant Talfourd's 
speech in the Commons for the alteration of the law 
of copyright, given at full length, and if I had been 
worse than "kilt entirely," his noble eulogy of 
Wordsworth responded to by the cheers of the whole 
house, would have brought me to life; so did it 
make my very heart glow with approving sympathy. 

VOL. I. 21 
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In the same paper, and in the two provincial pa
pers, 1 found whole columns extracted from Miss 
Martineau's long expected book on America. 'What 
I now read, fulfilled the highest expectations I had 
previously formed. There will, of course, be diver
sity of opinion on many points; but one thing is 
clear; that she is a good woman, and a lover of truth 
for truth's sake; and that she has written in a good 
and womanly spirit, candid and kind; -stern some
times, never sharp, never satirical. There is in these 
passages at least, an even tone of good-nature and 
good temper-of high principle and high feeling of 
every kind, which has added to my admiration of her, 
and makes me long more than ever to see the book 
itself. There are things in it, apparently, which 
will not yet be appreciated-but all in good time. 

With regard to the law of copyright, I see in 
another part of the paper that the publishers have 
tnken the alarm, and are beginning to bestir them
selves against it. \Ve shall have .them cryillg out 
like the French actresses, "C'est une chose eton
Dante qu'on ne trouve pas un moyen de se passer 
d'auteurs!" Perhaps the best thing at this moment 
for all parties would be an international law, which 
sbould protect both authors and publishers; for if 
they have no respect for the property which is the 
mere produce of the brain, perhaps they will res
pect and acknowledge the existence of property for 
which a man can prove he has paid hard money. 
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Julyo. 

THE next morning the weather continued very 
lowering and stormy. I wrote out my little journal 
for you carefully thus far, and then I received several 
visiters, who hearing of my arrival, had come with 
kind offers of hospitality and attention, such as are 
most grateful to a solitary stranger. I had also much 
conversation relative to the place and people, and 
the settlements around, and then I took a long walk 
about the town, of which I here give you the re
sults. 

When Governor Simcoe was planning the foun
dation of a capital for the whole province, he fixed 
at first upon the present site of London, struck by 
its many and obvious advantages. Its central posi
tion, in the midst of these great lakes, being at an 
equal distance from Huron, Erie, and Ontario, in 
the finest and most fertile district of the whole pro
vince, on the bank of a beautiful stream, and at a 
safe distance from the frontier, all pointed it out as 
the most eligible site for a metropolis j but there 
was the want of land and water communication-a 
want which still remains the only drawback to its 
rlsmg prosperity. A canal 01' rail-road, running 
from Toronto and Hamilton to London, then branch
ing off on the right to the harbor of Goderich on 
Lake Huron, and on the left to Sandwich on Lake 
Erie, were a glorious thing !-the one thing need-
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ful to make this fine country the granary and store· 
house of the west; for here all grain, all fruits which 
flourish in the south of Europe, might be cultivated 
with success-the finest wheat and rice, and hemp 
and fla:K, and tobacco. Yet, in spite of tbis want, 
/roOD, I trust, to be supplied, the town Qf London 
has sprung up and become within ten years a place 
of great importance. In size and population it ex· 
ceeds every town I have yet visited, except Toronto 
and Hamiltom. The first house was erected in 1827 ; 
it now contains more than two hundred frame or 
brick houses; and there are many more building. 
The population may be about thirteen hundred peo
ple. The jail alld court-house, compl"ised in one 
large stately edifice, seemed the glory of the towos
people. As for the style of architecture, I may not 
attempt to name or describe it; but a gentleman 
informed me, in rather equivocal phrase, that it was 
"somewhat gothic." There are five places of wor
ship, ror the Episcopalians, Presbyterians, Metho
dists, Roman Catholics, and Baptists. The church 
is handsome. There are also three or four schoofs, 
and seven taverns. The Thames is very beautiful 
llere, and navigable for boats and barges. I saw 
to-day a large timber raft floating down the stream, 
containing man.y thousand feet of timber. On the 
whole, I have nowhere seen such evident signs of 
progress and prosperity. 

The population consists principally of artisane
as blacksmiths, carpenters, builders, all flourishing. 
There is, I fear, a good deal of drunkenness and pro
fligacy; for though the people have work and wealt!:., 
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they have neither education nor amusements.'" Be
sides the seven taverns, there is a number of little 
grocery stores, which are, in fuct, drinking houses. 
And though a law exists, which forbids the sale of 
spirituous liquors in small quantities by any but li
censed publicans, they easily contrive to elude the 
law; as thus ;-a customer enters the shop, and asks 
for two or three pennyworth of nuts, or cakes, and 
he receives a few nuts, and a large glass of whiskey. 
The whiskey, you observe, is given, not sold, and no 
one can swear to the contrary. In the same man· 
ner the severe law against selling intoxicating li· 
quors to the poor Indians is continually eluded or 
violated, and there is no redress for the injured, no 
punishment to reach the guilty. It appears to me 
that the government should he more careful in the 
choice of the district magiatrates. While I was in 
London, a person who had acted in this capacity 
was carried from the pavement dead drunk. 

Here, as every where else, I find the women of the 

• Hear Dr. Channing, the wise and the good :-" People," he 
says, "should be guarded against temptation to unlawful plea
sures by furnishing the means of innocent ones. In every com
munity, there must be pleasures, relaxations, and means ofagreea
ble excitement; and if innocent are not furnished, resort will be 
had to criminal. Man was made to enjoy as well as to labor; 
and the state of society should be adapted to this principle of hu
man nature." "Men drink to e>;cess very often to shake off de
pression, or to satisfy the restless thirst for agreeable excitement, 
and these motives are excluded in a cheerful community." 

When I was in Upper Canada, I found no means whatever 
of social amusement for any class, except that which the tavern 
afforded; taverns consequently abounded every where .. 

~7· 
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better class lamenting over the want of all society, 
except of the lowest grade ill manners and morals. 
For those who have recently emigrated, and are set
tied more in the interior, there is ahsolutely no so
cial intercourse whatever; it is quite out oftbe ques
tion. They seem to me perishing of ennui, or from 
the want of sympathy which they cannot obtain, and, 
what is worse, which they cannot feel; for being in 
general unfitted for out-dool" occupations, unable to 
comprehend or enter into the interests around tbem, 
and all their earliest prejudices and ideas of the fit
ness of things continually outraged in a manner ex
ceedingly unpleasant, they may be said to live in a 
perpetual state of inward passive discord and fretft;;l 
endurance-

~ All (00 (imid and reserved' 
For onset) for resistance too inert-. 
TQo weak for suffering, and for hope too tame." 

A gentleman, well known to me by name, wh0 
was not a resident in London, but passing through it 
on his way from a far western settlement up by Lake 
Huron, was olle of my morning visiters. He had 
been settled in the Bush for five years, had a beauti
ful farm, well cleared, well stocked. He was pleas
ed with his prospects, his existence, his occupations: 
all he wanted was a wife, and on this subject he pour.
ed forth a most eloquent appeal. 

" Where," said he, " shall I find such a wife as I 
E:ould, with a safe conscience, bring into these wilds, 
\0 share a settler's fate, a settler's home 1 You, 
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who know your own sex so weIl, point me out such 
a one, or tell me at least where to seek her. I am 
perishing and deteriorating, head and heart, fot
want of a companion-a wife, in short. I am be
coming as rude and coarse as my own laborers, and 
as hard as my own axe. If I wait five years longel', 
no woman will be able to endure such a feIlow as I 
shall be by that time-no woman, I mean, whom I 
could marry-for in this lies my utter uureasonable
ness; habituated to seek in woman those graces and 
refinements which I have always associated with 
her idea, I must have them here in the forest, or 
dispense with all female society whatever. 'With 
some one to sympathize with me-to talk to-to 
embellish the home I return to at night-such a life 
as I now lead, with all the cares and frivolities of III 
too artificial society cast behind us, security and 
plenty all around us, and nothing but hope before 
us, a life of "cheerful yesterdays und confident to
morrows"-were it not delicious 1 I want for myself 
nothing more, nothing better; but-perhaps it is a 
weakness, an inconsistency !-I could not love a 
woman who was inferior to all my precoflcei \'ed no
tions of feminine el~ganee and refinement-inferior 
to my own mother ann sisters. You know I was in 
England two years ago i-well, I have a vision of a 
heautiful creature, with the figure of a sylph and 
the head of a sibyl, bending over her harp, and sing
ing "A te, 0 cara;" and when I am logging in the 
woods with my men, I catch myself meditating on 
that vision, and humming Ate, 0 cam, which some
h.ow or other runs strangely in my head. NoV!, 
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what is to be done 1 What could I do with that fair 
vision here 1 Without coxcomhry may I not say, 
that I need not entirely despair of winning the 
affections of an amiable, elegant woman, and might 
even persuade her to confront, fill' my sake, worse 
than all this? For what will not your sex do and 
dare for the sake of us men creatures, savages that 
we are 1 But even for that reason shall I take ail
vantage of such sentiments 1 You know what this 
life is-this isolated life in the Bush-and 50 i10 I; 
but by what words could I make it comprehensible 
to a fine lady 1 Certainly I might draw such a 
picture of it as should delight by its novelty and 
romance, and deceive even while it does not deviate 
from the truth. A cottage in the wild wood a-soli
tude and love-the world forgetting, by the world 
forgot-the deer come skipping by-the red Indian 
brings game, and lays it at her feet-how pretty and 
how romantic! And for the first few months, per
haps the first year, all goes well; but how goes it 
the next, and the next 1 I have observed with re
gard to the women who come out, that they do well 
enough the first year, and some even the second; 
but the third is generally fatal: and the worst with 
you women-or the best shall I not say 1-is, that 
you cannot, and do not, forget domestic ties left be
hind. "\-Ve men go out upon our land, or to the 
chase, and the women, poor souls, sit, and sew, and 
tltink. You have seen :\lrs. A_ and Mrs. B., who 
came out here, as I well remember full of health 
and bloom-what are tbey now 1 ~remature old 
women, sickly, care-worn, without nerve or cheer-
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fulness :-and as for C--, who brought his wife 
to his place by Lake Simcoe only three years ago, 
I hear the poor fellow must sell all oif, or see his 
wife perish before his eyes. Would you have me 
risk the alternative 1 Or perhaps you will say, 
marry one of the women of the country-one of the 
daughters 0/ the Bush. No, I cannot; I must have 
something diiferent. I may not have been particu
larly fortunate, but the women I have seen are in 
general coarse and narrow minded, with no educa
tion whatever, or with an education which apes aU 
I most dislike, and omits all I could admire in the 
fashionable education of the old country. What 
could I do with such women 1 In the former I 
might find an upper servant, but no companion-in 
the other, neither companionship nor help !" 

To this discontented and fastidious gentleman I 
ventured to recommend two or three very amiable 
girls I had known at Toronto and Niagara; and I 
told him, too, that among the beautiful and spirited 
girls of New-England, he might also find what 
would answer his purpose. But with regard to 
Englishwomen of that grade in station and educa
tion, and personal attraction, which would content 
him, I could not well speak; not because I kllew of 
none who united grace of person and lively talents 
with capabilities of strong aifection, ay, and suffi
cient energy of character to meet trials and endure 
pril'Rtions; but in women, as now educated, there is 
a strength of local habits and attachments, a want of 
cheerful self-dependence, a cherished physical deli
cacy, a weakness of temperament,-deemed, and 



322 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

falsely deemed, in deference to the pride of man, 
essential to feminine grace and refinement,-alto
gether unfitting them for a life which were other
wi~e delightful :-the active out·of.ooor life in wbich 
she must share and sympathize, and tbe in·door oc
cupations which in England are considered servile j 
for a woman who cannot perform for herself and 
others all household offices, has no business here. 
But wben I hear some men declare that tbey can
not endure to see women eat, and others speak of 
brilliant health and strength in young girls as being 
rude ano vulgar, with various notions of the same 
kind too grossly absurd and perverted even for ridi
cule, I cannot wunder at any nonsensical affecta
tions I meet within my own sex j nor do otherwise 
than pity the mistakes and deficiencies of those who 
lire sagely brought up with the one end and aim
to get married. As you always used to say, " Let 
there be a demand for a better article, and a better 
article will be supplieJ." 

A woman, blessed with good health, a cheerful 
spirit, larger capabilities of reflection and action, 
some knowledge of herself, her own nature, and the 
common lot of humanity, with a plain understand
ing, which has been allowed to throw itself out un· 
wal'ped by sickly fancies and prejudices,-such a 
woman wOllld be as happy in Canada as any where 
in the world. A weak, frivolous, half·educated, or 
i1!·eJucated woman may be as miserable in the heart 
of London as in the heart of tbe forest. But there 
her deficiencies are not so injurious, and are sup. 
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plied to herself and others by the circumstances and 
advantages around her. 

I have heard (and seen) it laid down as a princi
ple, that the purpose-one purpose at least-of 
education is to fit us for the circumstances in which 
we are likely to be placed. I deny it absolutely. 
Even if it could be exactly known (which it cannot) 
what those circumstances may he, I should still deny 
it. Education has a far higher object. I remember 
to have read of some Russian prince (was it not 
Potemkin 1) who, when he travelled, was preceded 
by a gardener, who around his marquee scattered 
an artificial soil, and stuck into it shrubs and bou
quets of flowers, which, while assiduously watered, 
looked pretty for twenty-four hours perhaps, then 
withered or were plucked up. What shallow bar
barism to take pleasure in such a mockery of a 
garden! better the wilderness, better the waste! 
that forest, that rock yonder, with creeping weeds 
around it! An education that is to fit us for cir
cumstances, seems to me like that Russian garden. 
No; the true purpose of education is to cherish and 
unfold the seed of immortality already sown within 
us; to develope, to their fullest extent, the capaci
ties' of every kind with which the God who made us 
has endowed us. Then we shall be fitted for all 
circumstances, or know how to fit circumstances to 
ourselves. Fit us for circumstances! Base and 
mechanical! Why not set up at once a "fabrique 
d'education," and educate us by steam 1 The hu
man soul, be it man's or woman's, is not, I suppose, 
an empty bottle, into which you shall pour and cram 
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just what you like, and as you like j nor a plot of 
waste soil, in which you shall sow what you like j 
but a divine, a living germ planted by an almighty 
band, which you may indeed render more or less 
productive, 01' train to this or that form-no more. 
And when you have taken the oak sapling, and 
dwarfed it, and pruned it, and twisted it, into an 
ornament for the jardiniere in your drawing-room, 
much have you gained truly j and a pretty figure 
your specimen is like to make in the broad plain 
and under the free air of heaven! 



THE TALBOT COUNTRY. 325 

THE plan of travel I had laid down for myself did 
not permit of my making any long stay in London, 
I was anxious to push on to the Talbot Settlement, 
or, as it is called here, the Talbot Country, a name 
not ill applied to a vast tract of land stretching from 
east to west along the uhore of Lake Erie, and of 
which Colonel Talbot is the sovereign de facto, if 
not de jure-be it spoken without any derogation to 
the rights of our lord the king. This immense set
tlement, the circumstances to which it owed its ex
istence, and the character of the eccentric man who 
founded it on such principles as have illsured its 
success and prosperity, altogether inspired me with 
the strongest interest and curiosity. 

To the residence of this "big chief," as an Indian 
8tyled him-a solitary mansion on a cliff above Lake 
Et'ie, where he lived alone in his glory-was I now 
bound, without exactly knowing what reception I 
was to meet there, for that was a point which the 
despotic habits and eccentricities of thid hermit·lord 
of the forest rendered a little doubtful. The reporte 
I had heard of his singular manners, of his being a 
sort of woman·hater, who had not for thirty years 
allowed a female to appear in his sight, I had partly 
discredited, yet enough remained to make me feel a 
little nervous. However, my resolutiori was taken, 
and the colonel had been apprized of my intended 
visit, though of his gracious acquiescence I was yet 

VOL. I. :?8 
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to learn; so, putting my trust in Providence, as here
tofore, I prepared to encounter the old buffalo in his 
lair. 

From the master of the inn at London I hired a 
vehicle and a driver for eight dollars. The distance 
was about thirty miles; the road, as my Irish inform
ant assured me, was quite" iligant!" but hilly, and 
80 broken oy the recent storms, that it was thought 
I could not reach my destination before nightfall, 
and I was advised to sleep at the little town of St. 
Thomas, about twelve or fifteen miles on this side of 
Port Talbot. However, I was resolute to try, and, 
with a pair of stout horses and a willing driver, did 
not despair. My conveyance from Blandford had 
been a baker's cart on springs; but springs were a 
luxury I was in future to dispense with. My pre
sent vehicle, the best to be procured, was a common 
cart, with straw at the bottom; in the midst a seat 
was suspended 011 straps, and furnished with a cush
ion, not of the softest. A board nailed across the 
front served for the driver, a quiet, demure-looking 
boy of fifteen 01' sixteen, with a round straw hat and 
a fustian jacket. Such was the elegant and appro
priate equipage in which the" chancellor's lady," as 
they call me here, paid her first visit of state to the 
.. great Colonel Talbot." 

On leaving the town, we crossed the Thames on 
a wooden bridge, and turned to the south through a 
very beautiful valley, with cultivated farms and ex
tensive clearings on every side. I was now in the 
Talbot country, and had the advantage of travelling 
on part of the road constructed under the colonel's 
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direction, which, compared with those I had recently 
travelled, was better than tolerabld. While we were 
slowly ascending an eminence, I took the opportu
nity of entering into some discourse with my driver, 
whose very demure and thoughtful though boyish 
face, and very brief but pithy alld intelligent replies 
to some of my questions on the road, had excited 
my attention. Though perfectly civil, and remark
ably self-possessed, he was not communicative or 
talkative; I had to pluck out the information blade 
by blade, as it were. And here you have my cate
chism, with question and response, word for word, 
as nearly as possible. 

" Were you born in this country 1;' 
"No; I'm from the old country." 
" From what part of it 1" 
"From about Glasgow." 
" What is your name 1" 
" Sholto ---." 
" Sholto I-that is rather an uncommon name, is it 

not 1" 

" I was called Sholto after a son of Lord Douglas. 
My father was Lord Douglas's gardener." 

" How long have you been here 1" 
"I came over with my father about five years 

ago." (In 1832.) 
" How came your father to emigrate 1" 
" My father was olle of the commuted pensioners, 

as they call them.* He was an old soldier in the 
veteran battalion, and he sold his pension of five-

• Of the commuted pensioners, and their fate in Canada, 
more will be aaid hereafter. 
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pence a day for four years and a grant of land, and 
came out here. Many did the like." 

.. But if he was gardener to Lord Douglas, he 
could not have suffered from want 1" 

.. \Vhy, he was not a gardener then,. he was a 
weaver; he worked hard enough for us. I remem
ber often waking in the middle of the night, and 
seeing my father working still at his loom, as if he 
would never give over, while my mother and all of 
us were asleep." 

" All of us !-how many of you 1" 
"There were six of us; but my eldest brother 

and myself could do something." 
" And you all emigrated with your father 1" 
"Why, you see, at last he couldn't get no work, 

and trade was dull, and we were nigh starving. I 
remember I was always hungry then-always." 

" And you all came out 1" 
" All but my eldest brother. When we were OD 

the way to the ship, he got frightened and turned 
back, and wouldn't come. My poor mother cried 
very much, and begged him hard. Now the last we 
hear of him is, that he is very badly off, and can't 
get no work at all." 

" Is your father yet alive 1" 
" Yes, he has lalld up in Adelaide." 
" Is your mother alive 1" 
" No; she died of the cholera, coming over. You 

see the cholera broke out in the ship, and fifty·three 
people died, one after t'other, and were thrown into 
the sea. My mother died, and they threw her into 
the sea. And then my little sister, only nine months 
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old, died, because there was nobody to take care of 
her, and they threw her into the sea-poor little 
thing !" 

"Was it not dreadful to see the people dying 
around you 1 Did you not feel frightened for your
self1" 

" W ell-l don't know-one got used to it-it was 
nothing but splash, splash, all day long-first one, 
then another. There was one Martin on board, I 
remember, with a wife and nine children-one of 
those as sold his pension: he had fought in Spain 
with the Duke of Wellington. Well, first his wife 
died, and they threw her into the sea; and then he 
died, and they threw him into the sea j and then the 
children, one after t'other, till only two were left 
alive; the eldest, a girl about thirteen, who had 
nursed them all, one after another, and seen them 
die-well, she died, and then there was only the lit
tle fellow left. " 

" And what became of him ~" 
" He went back, as 1 heard, in the saBle ship with 

the captain." 
.. And did you not think sometimes it might be 

your turn next 1" 

" No-I didn't j and then 1 was down with the 
fever." 

.. What do you mean by the fever ?" 

.. Why, you see, 1 was looking at some fish that 
was going by the ship in shoals, as they call it. It 
was very pretty, and I never saw any thing like it, 
and I stood watching over the ship's side all day 
long. It poured rain, and 1 was wet through and 

25· 
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through, and felt very cold, and I went into my 
berth and pulled the blanket around me, and feU 
asleep. After that I had the fever very bad. I 
didn't know when we landed at Quebec, and after 
that I didn't know where we were for five weeks', 
nor nothing." 

I assured him that this was only a natural and ne· 
cessary consequence of his own conduct, and took 
the opportunity to explain to him some of those 
simple laws by which he held both health and ex' 
istence, to all which he listened with an intelligent 
look, and thanked me cordially, adding-

.. Then I wonder I didn't die! and it was a great 
mercy I didn't." 

.. I hope you will live to think so, and be thankful 
to Heaven. And so you were detained at Quebec 1" 

"Yes; my father had some money to receive of 
hill pension, but what with my illness and the ex· 
pense of living, it soon went; and then he sold his 
silver watch, and that brought us on to York-that's 
Toronto now. And then there was a schooner pro· 
vided by government to take us on board, and we 
had rations provided, and that brought us on to Port 
Stanley, far below Port Talbot; and then they put 
us ashore, and we had to find our way, and pay our 
way, to Delaware, where our. lot of land was; that 
cost eight dollars; and' then we had nothbg left
nothing at all. There were nine hund<red emigrants 
encamped about Delaware, no better off than our
_elves." 

U What did you do then 1 Had you not to build 
a house 1" 
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" No; the government built each family a house, 
that is to say, a log-hut, eighteen feet long, with a 
hole for the chimney; no glass in the windows, and 
empty of course; not a bit of furniture, not even a 
table or a chaiI." 

.. And how did you live 1" 

.. Why, the first year, 'my father and us, we clear
ed a couple of acres, and sowed wheat enough for 
next year." 

.. But meantime you must have existed-and 
without food or money-1" 

.. 0, why we worked meantime on the roads and 
got half a dollar a day and rations." 

.. It must have been rather a hard life 1" 

.. Hard! yes, I believe it was; why, many of 
them couldn't stand it, no ways. Some died j and 
then there were the poor children and the women 
-it was very bad for them. Some wouldn't sit 
down on their land at all j they lost all heart to see 
every where trees, and nothing beside. 

And then they didn't know nothing of iarming
how sbould tbey 1 being soldiers by trade. Tbere 
was one Jim Grey, of fatber's regiment-he didn't 
know how to handle his axe, but he could han
dle his gun well j so he went and shot deer, and 
sold them to the others; but one day we missed him, 
anll he never came back; and we thought the bears 
had got him, or may be he cleared oft' to Michigan 
-there's no knowing." 

.. And your fatber 1" 

.. 0, he stuck to his land, and he has now fiTe 
acres cleared: and he's planted a bit of a garden, 
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and he has two cows and a calf, and two pigs; 
and he's got his house comfortable-and stopped up 
the holes, and built himself a chimney." 

" That's well; but why are you not with them 1" 
" 0, he married again, and he's got two children, 

and I didn't like my stepmothel, because she didn't 
use my sisters well, and so I came away." 

" Where are your sisters now 1" 
" Both out at service, and they get good wages; 

one gets four, and the other gets five dollars a month. 
Then I've a brother younger than myself, and he's 
gone to work with a shnemaker at London. But 
the man drinks hard-like a great many here-and 
I am afeard my brother will learn to drink, and that 
frets me; and he won't come away, though I could 
get him a good place any day-no want of places 
here, and good wages too." 

.. \\That wages do you receive ~" 
"Seven dollars a month and my board. Next 

month I shall have eight." 
.. I hope you put by some of your wages 1" 
" Why, I bought a yoke of steers for my father 

last fall, as cost me thirty dollars, but they won't be 
fit for ploughing these two years." , 

(1 should inform you perhaps, that a yoke of 
oxen fit for ploughing costs about eighty dollars.) 

I pointed out to him the advantages of his present 
situation, compared with what might have been his 
fate in the old country, and urged him to avoid all 
temptations to drink, which he promised. 

" You can read, I suppose 1" 
He hesitated, and looked down. "I cal! read in 
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the Testament a little. I never had no other book. 
But this winter," looking up brightly,-U I intend 
to give myself some schooling. A man who has 
reading and writing, and a pair of hands, and keeps 
sober, may make a fortune bere-and so will I, 
with God's blessing !" 

Here he gave his whip a very expressive flourish. 
We were now near the summit of a hill, which he 
called Bear Hill; the people, he said, gave it that 
name because of the number of bears which uiled 
to be found here. Nothing colild exceed the beau
tyand variety of the timber trees, intermingled with 
the most luxuriant underwood, and festooned with 
the wild grape and flowering creepers. It was 
some time, he said, since a bear had been shot in 
these woods; but only last spring one of his com
rades had found a bear's cub, which he had fed and 
taken care of, and had sold within the last few 
weeks to a travelling menagerie of wild beasts for 
:live dollars. 

On reaching the summit of this hill, I found my
self on the highest land I had yet stood upon in 
Canada, with the exception of Queenston heights. 
I stopped the horses and looked around, and on eve
ry side, far and near, east, west, north, and south, it 
was all forest-a boundless sea of fOl'est, within 
whose leafy recesses lay hidden as infinite variety of 
life and movement as within the depths of the ocean; 
and it reposed in the moon tide so still and so vast! 
Here the bright sunshine rested on it in floods of gol
den light; there cloud-shadows sped over its bosom, 
just like the effects I remember to have seen on the 
Atlantic j and here and ther..,rose \'Vl'eaths of white 
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smoke from the new clearings, which, collected into 
little silver clouds, and hung suspended in the quiet 
air. 

I gazed and meditated till, by a process like that 
of the Arabian sorcerer of old, the present fell like a 
film from my eyes: the future was before me, with 
its towns and cities, fields of waving grain, green 
lawns and villas, and churches, and temples-turret
crowned: and meadows tracked by the frequent 
foot-path; and railroads, with trains of rich merchan
dise steaming along :-for all this will be! Will be 1 
It is already in the sight of Him who hath ordained 
it, and for whom there is no past nor future: though 
I cannot behold it with my bodily vision, even now 
it is. 

But is that NOW better than this present NOW 1 
When these forests, with all their solemn depth of 
shade and multitudinous life have fallen beneath the 
axe-when the wolf, and bear, and deer are driven 
from their native coverts, and all this infinitude of 
animal and vegetable being has made way for rest
less, erring, suffering humanity, will it then be betted 
Better-I know not; but surely it will be '!Cell, and 
right in His eyes who has ordained that thus the 
course of things shall run. Those who see nothing 
in civilized life but its complicated cares, mistakes, 
vanities, and miseries, may doubt this-or despair. 
For myself and you too, my friend, we are of those 
who believe and hope; who behold in progressive 
civilization, progressive happiness, progressive ap
proximation to nature and to nature's God; for are 
we not in His hands 1-and all that He does is good. 
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Contemplations such as these were in my mind 
as we descended the Hill of Bears, and proceeded 
through a beautiful plain, sometimes richly wooded, 
sometimes opening into clearings and cultivated 
farms, on which were usually compact farm-houses, 
each flanked by a barn three times as large as the 
house, till we came on to a place called Five Stakes, 
where I found two or three tidy cottages, and procur
ed some bread and milk. The road here was no long
er so good, and we travelled slowly and with difficulty 
for &ome miles. About five o'clock we reached St. 
Thomas, one of the prettiest places I had yet seen. 
Here I found two or three inns, and at one of them, 
styled the" Mansion House Hotel," I ordered teJ. for 
myself and good entertainment for my young driver 
and his horses, and then walked out. 

St. Thomas is situated on a high eminence, to 
which the ascent is rather abrupt. The view from it, 
over a fertile, well settled country, is very beautiful 
and cheering. The place bears the christian name 
of Colonel Talbot, who styles it his capital, and,from 
a combination of advantages, it is rising fast inlO im
portance. The climate, from its high position, is de
licious and healthful; and the winters in this part of 
the province are milder by several degrees than else
where. At the foot of the cliff, or eminence, TUns a 
deep rapid stream, called the Kettle Creek,· (1 wish 

• When I remonstrated against this nume for so beautiful a 
stream, Colonel Talbot told me that his first settlers had found a 
kettle on the bank, left by some Indians, and had given the ri
ver, from this slight circumstance, a name which he had nO\ 
thought it worth while to alter. 
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they had given it a prettier name,) which, after a 
course of eight miles, and turning a variety of saw
mills, grist· mills, &c., flows into Lake Erie, at Port 
Stanley, one of the best harbors on this side of the 
lake. Here steamboats and schooners land passen
gers and merchandise, or load with grain, flour, lum
ber. The roads are good all round; and the Talbot 
road, carried directly through the town, is the finest 
in the province. This road runs nearly parallel with 
Lake Erie, from thirty miles below Port Stanley, 
westward as far as Delaware. The population of St. 
Thomas is at present rated at seven hundred, and it 
has doubled within two years. There are three 
churches, one of which is very neat; and three tav
erns. Two newspapers are published here, one vio
lently tory, the other as violently radical. I found 
l:leveral houses building, and in those I entered a gen
er'll air of cheert'uiness and well-being very pleasing 
to contemplate. There is here an excellent manu· 
facture of cabinet ware and furniture; some articles 
of the black walnut, a tree abounding here, appeared 
to me more beautiful in color and grain than the fin
est mahogany; and the elegant veining of the maple
woud cannot be surpassed. I wish they were suffi
ciently the fashion in England to make the transport 
worth while. Here I have seen whole piles, nay, 
whole forests of such trees, burning together. 

I was very much struck with this beautiful and 
cheerful little town, more, I think, than with any place 
I have yet seen. 

By the time my horses were refreshed, it was near 
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seven o'clock. The distance from Port Talbot is 
about twelve mile8, but hearing the road was good, I 
resolved to venture. The sky looked turbulent and 
stormy, but luckily the storm was moving olle way 
while 1 was moving another; and, except a little 
sprinkling from the tail of a cloud, we escaped very 

well. 
The road presented on either side a succession of 

farm-houses and well-cultivated farms. Near the 
houses there was generally a patch of ground plant
ed with Indian corn and pumpkins, and sometimes 
a few cabbages and potatoes. I do Dot recollect to 
have seen oue garden, or the least attempt to culti

vate flowers. 
The goodness of the road is owing to the syste

matic regulations of Colonel Talbot. Throughout 
the whole" couDtry" nODe can obtain land without 
first applying to him, and the price and condition! 
are uniform and absolute. The lands are divided 
into lots of' two hundred acres, and to each settler 
fifty acres are given gratis, and one hundred and 
fifty at three dollars an acre. Each settler must 
clear and sow ten acres of land, build a house, (a log· 
hut of eighteen feet in length,) and construct one 
chain of road in frollt of his house, within three 
years; failing in this, he forfeits his deed. 

COlonel Talbot does not like gentlemen settlers, 
nor will he have any settlements within a certain 
distance of his own domain. He never associates 
with the people except on one grand occasion, the 
anniversary of the foundation of his settlement. Thi! 
is celebrated at St. Thomas by a festive meeting of 

VOL. IV. 29. 
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the most respectable settlers, and the colonel him
self opens the ball with one of the ladies, generally 
~11Owing his taste by selecting the youngest and 
prettiest. 

The evening now began to close in, night came 
on, with the stars and the fair young moon in her 
train. I felt much fatigued, and my young driver 
appeared to be out in his reckoning-that is, with 
regard to distance-for luckily he could not miss the 
way, there being but one. I stopped a man who 
was trudging along with an axe on his shoulder, 
"How far to Colonel Talbot's 1" "About three 
miles and a hal£" This was encouraging; but a 
quarter of an hour afterwards, on asking the same 
question of another, he replied," About seven miles." 
A third informed me that it was about three miles 
beyond Major Burwell's. The next person I met 
advised me to put up at "\Vaters's," and not think of 
going any farther to-night; howeyer, on arriving at 
Mr. Waters's hotel, I was not particularly charmed 
with the pr03pect of a night's rest within its pre
cincts. It was a long-shaped wloden house, com
fortless in appearance; anum ber of men were drink
ing at the bar, and sounds of reyelry issued from the 
open door. I requested my driyer to proceed, which 
he did with all willingness. 

\Ve had trayelled nearly the whole day through 
open well-cleared lund, more densely peopled than 
any part of the province I had seen since I left the 
Niagara district. Suddenly we came upon a thick 
wood, through which the road ran due west, in a 
straight line. The shadows fell deeper and deeper 
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from the depth of foliage on either side, and I could 
not see a yard around, but exactly before me the 
last gleams of twilight lingered where the moon was 
setting. Once or twice 1 -was startled by seeing a 
deer bound across the path, his large antlers being 
for one instant defined, pencilled, as it were, against 
the sky, then lost. The darkness fell deeper every 
moment, the silence more solemn. The whip-poor
will began his melancholy cry, and an owl sent forth 
a prolonged shriek, which, if I had not heard it be
fore, would have frightened me. After a while my 
driver stopped and listened, and I could plainly hear 
the tinkling of cow-bells. I thought this a good sign, 
till the boy reminded me that it was the custom of 
the settlers to turn their cattle loose in the summer 
to seek their own food, and that they of len strayed 
miies from the clearing. 

We were proceeding along our dark path very 
slowly, for fear of accidents, when I heard the ap
proaching tread of a horse, and the welcome sound 
of a man whistling. The boy hailed him with some 
impatience in his voice, "I say !-mister! where
abouts is Colonel Talbot's 1" 

" The Colonel's 1 why, straight afore you j-follow 
your nose, you buzzard !" 

Here I interposed. "Be so good, fliend, as to 
inform me how far we are yet from Colonel Talbot's 
house 1" 

.. Who have you got here 1" cried the man in sur
prise. 

" A lady, corned over the sea to visit the Colonel." 
.. Then," said the man, approaching my carnage 

• 
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-my cart, I should say,-wilh much respect, " I 
guess you're the lady that the Colonel has been look
ing out for this week past. "\Vhy, I've been three 
.imes to St. Thomas's with the team after you!" 

.. I'm very sorry you've had that trouble!" 

.. 0 no trouble at all-shall I ride back and tell 
him you're coming 7" 

This I declined, for the poor man was evidently 
going home to his supper. 

To hear that the formidable Colonel was anxiously 
expecting me was very encouraging, and, from the 
man's description, I supposed that we were close to 
the house. Not so; the road, mocking my impa
tience, took so many bends, and sweeps, and wind
ings, up hill and down hill, that it was an eternity 
before we arrived. The Colonel piques himself ex
ceedinglyon this graceful and picturesque approach 
to his residence, and not without reason; but on the 
present occasion I could have preferred a line more 
direct to the line of beauty. The darkness. which 
concealed its charms, left me sensible only to its 
Jength. 

On ascending some high ground, a group of build
ings was dimly descried. And after oversetting part 
of a snake-fence before we found an entrance, we 
drove up to the door. Lights were gleaming in the 
windows, and the Colonel sallied forth with prompt 
gallantry to receive me. 

My welcome was not only cordial, but courtly. 
The Colonel, taking me under his arm, and order
ing the boy and hiB horses to be well taken care of, 
banded me into the hall or vestibule, where sacks of 
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wheat and piles of sheep-skins lay heaped in primi
tive fashion; thence into a room, the walls of which 
were formed of naked logs. Here no fauteuil, 
spring-cushioned, extended its comfortable arms-no 
sofa here" insidiously stretched out its lazy length i" 
Colonel Talbot held all such luxuries in sovereign 
contempt. In (ront of a capacious chimney stood a 
long wooden table, flanked with two wooden chairs, 
cut from the forest in the midst of which they now 
stood. To one of these the Colonel handed me, with 
the air of a courtier, and took the other himself. 
Like aU men who live out of the world, he retained 
a lively curiosity as to what was passing in it, and I 
was pressed with a profusion of questions as well as 
hospitable attentions; but wearied, exhausted, ach
ing in every nerve, the spirit with which I had at 
first met him in his own style, was fast ebbing. I 
could neither speak nor eat, and was soon dismissed 
to repose. 

With courteous solicitude, he ushered me himself 
to the door of a comfortable, well furnished bed
room, where a fire blazed cheerfully, where female 
hands had evidently presided to arrange my toilet, 
and where female aid awaited me i-SO muc~ ~ad 
the good Colonel been calumniated! 

ElfD OF VOL. I. 
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SUMMER RAMBLES 

IN CANADA. 

-----you shall 
Go forth upon your arduous task alone, 
N one shall assist you, none partake your toil, 
N one share your triumph! still you must retaiD 
Some one to trust your glory to-to share 
Your rapture with. 

P Al\ACELSlIa. 

Port Talbot, July 10. 

u .MAN is, properly speaking, based upon hope. He 
has DO other possession but hope. This world of 
his is emphatically the place of hope :"* and more 
emphatically than of any other spot on the face of 
the globe, it is true of this Dew world of ours, in 
which I am now a traveller and a sojourner. This 
is the land of hope, of faith, ay, and of charity, for a 
man who hath not all three had better not come 
here; with them he may, by strength of his own 
right hand and trusting heart, achieve miracles: 
witness Colonel Talbot. 

Of the four days in which I have gone wandering 
and wondering up and down, let me now tell you 
something-all I cannot tell you; for the informa_ 
tion I have gained, and the reflections and feelings 

• Vide Sartor Resartus. 
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which have passed through my mind, would fill a 
volume-and I have little time for scribbling. 

And first of Colonel Talbot' himself. This reo 
markable man is now about sixty.five, perhaps 
more, but he does not look so much. In spite of his 
rustic dress, his good.humoured, jovial, weather· 
beaten face, and the primitive ~implicity, not to say 
rudeness, of his dwelling, he has in his features, air, 

'1d deportment, that something which stamps him 
gentleman. And that something which thirty.four 
years of solitude has not effaced, he derives, I sup. 
pose, from blood and birth, things of more conse. 
quence, when philosophically and philanthropically 
considered, than we are apt to allow. He must 
have been very handsome when young; his resem· 
blance now to our royal family, particularly to the 
King, (William the Fourth,) is so very striking as to 
be something next to identity. Good.natured people 
have 8et themseh-es to account for this wonderful 
likeness in various ways, possible and impossible; 
but after a rigid comparison of dates and ages, and 
assuming all that latitude which scandal usually 
allows herself in these mailers, it remains unac. 
countable, unless we suppose that the Talbots have, 
par la grace de Dieu, a family knack at rcsemblini 
kings. You may remember that the extraordinary 
resemblance which his ancestor Dick Talbot, (Duko 
of TYl'connel,) bore to Louis the Fourteenth, gave 
occasion to the hn ppiest and most memorable repar. 
tee ever recorded in the chronicle of wit. * 

• A. it is just possible that the reader may not have met with 
this anecdote,_ it is here repeated-perhaps for the thousandth 
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Colonel Talbot came out to Upper Canada as aide. 
de.camp to Governor Simcoe in 1793, and accompa. 
nied the governor on tha first expedition he made to 
survev the western district, in search (as it was 
said) . of an eligible site for the new capital he was 
then projecting. At this time the whole of the beau. 
tiful and fertile region si tuated between the lakes 
was a vast wilderness. It eontained not one white 
settler, except along the borders, and on the coast 
opposite to Detroit: a few wandering tribes of Hu. 
rons and Chippewas, and the Six Nations settled on 
Grand River, were its only inhabitants. 

It was th~n that the idea of founding a colony 
took possession of Col. Talbot's mind, and became 
the ruling passion and sole interest of his future life. 
For this singular project, wise people have set them. 
selves to account much in the same manner as for 
his likeness to William the Fourth. That a man of 
noble birth, high in the army, young and handsome, 
Bnd eminently qualified to shine in society, should 
voluntarily banish himself from all intercourse witb 
the civilized world, and submit, not for a temporary 
frolic, but for long tedious years, to the most horri· 
ble privations of every kind, appeared too incompre. 
hensible to be attributed to any of the ordinary mo. 
tives and feelings of a reasonable human being; so 

time: When Richard Talhot was sent ambassador to France, the 
king, struck by that likeness to himself which had excited the 
IIttention of his courtiers, addressed him on Bomo ocoasion, 
.. M.I·Ambassadeur, est.ce que madame votre mere ajamais o!l<! 
dans III cour du Roi mon pere 1" Talbot replied with II low 
bow, .. Non, sire-maio mon pere y ~tait!" 
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they charitably set it down to motives and feelings 
very extraordinary indeed,-and then" they looked 
the lie they dared not speak." Olhers went no 
farther than to insinuate or assert that early in life 
he had met with a disappointment in love, which had 
turned his brain. I hud always heard and read of 
him, as the "eccentric" Colonel Talbot. Of his eccen· 
tricity I heard mueh more than of his benevolence, 
his invincible courage, his enthusiasm, his perse. 
verance; but perhaps, according to the worldly no
menclature, these qualities come under the general 
head of" eccentricity," when devotion to a filVourite 
object cannot possibly be referred to self. interest. 

On hi~ return to England, he aslwd and obtained 
a grant of 100,000 acres of land along the shores of 
Lake Erie, on condition of placing a settler on every 
two hundred acres. He came out again in 1802, 
!Lnd took possession of his domain, in the heart of 
the wilderness. Of the life he led for the first six. 
teen years, and the difficalties and obstacles he en. 
countered, he dr~w, in his discourse with me, a 
strong, I might say a terrihle, picture: and observe 
that it was not a life of wild wandering freedom
the life of an Indian hunter, which is said to be so 
fascinating that "no man who has ever followed it 
for any length of time, ever voluntarily returns to 
civilized society !"* Col. Talbot's life has been one 
of persevering, heroic self.devotion to the completion 
of a magnificent plan, laid down in the first instance, 
Ilnd followed up with unflinching tenacity of pur . 

.. Dr. Dunlop. 
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pose. For sixteen years he saw scarce a human 
being, except the few boors and blacks employed in 
clearing and logging his land: he himself assumed 
the blanket. coat and axe, slept upon the bare earth, 
cooked three meals a day for twenty woodsmen, 
cleaned his own boots, washed his own linen, milked 
his cows, churned the butter, and made and baked 
the bread. In this latter branch of household eeonomy 
he became very expert, and still piques himself on it. 

To all these heterogeneous funetions of sowing 
and reaping, felling and planting, frying, boiling, 
washing, wringing, brewing, and baking, he added 
another, even more extraordinary ;-for many years 
he solemnized all the marriages in his district! 

While Europe was converted into a vast battle. 
field, an arena 

.. Where distract ambition compassed 
And was encolnpass'd," 

and his brothers in arms, the young men who had 
begun the career of life with him, were reaping 
bloody laurels, to be gazetted in the list of killed and 
wounded, as heroes-then forgotten ;-Col. Talbot, 
a true hero after another fashion, was encountering, 
amid the forest solitude, unchcered by sympathy, un. 
bribed by fame, enemies far more formidable, and 
earning a far pl1\'er, as well as a more real and last· 
ing immortality. 

Besides natural obstacles, he met with others far 
more trying to his temper and patip,nce. His con· 
tinual quarrels with the successive governors, who 
were jealous of the independent power he exercised 

TOL. II. 1* 
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in his own territory, are humorously alluded to by 
Dr. Dunlop. 

"After fifteen years of unremitting labour and 
privation," says the Doctor," it bl'came so notorious 
in the province, that even the executive government 
at Toronto became aware that there was such a 
place as the Talbot Settlement, where roads were 
cut and farlIls in progress; and hereupon they reo 
joiced-for it held out to them just what they had 
long felt the want of, a well.settled, opened, and 
cultivated country, wherein to obtain estate~ for 
themsri'res, their childl'en, born and unborn, and 
their whole kith, kin, and allies. When this idea, 
80 creditable to the paternal feelings of these worthy 
gentlemen, was intimated to the Colonel, he could 
not be b,'ought to see the fitness of things in an 
arrangement which would confer on the next gene. 
ration, or the next again, the fruits of the labour of 
the present; and accordingly, tholl/!:h his answer to 
the proposal was not couched in terms quite so diplo. 
matic as might have been wished, it was brief, Bol. 
dier.like, and not easily capable of misconstruction; 
it was in these words-" I'JI be d-d if you get one 
foot of !and here;" and thereupon the parties joined 
issue. 

"On this, war was declared against him by his 
Excellency in council, and every means were used 
to annoy him here, and misrepresent his proceedings 
at home; but he stood firm, and bv an occasional 
visit to the colonial office in Engla~d, he opened the 
eyes of ministers to the proceedings of both parties, 
and for a while averted the danger, At length, Borne 
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five years age, finding the enemy was getting too 
strong for him, he repaired once more to England, 
and returned in tr:umph with an order from the Co. 
lonial Office, that nobody was in any way to inter. 
fcre with his proceedings; and he has now the plea. 
sure of contemplating some hundreds of miles of the 
best roads in the province, closely settled on each 
side by the most prosperous farmers within its 
bounds, who owe all they possess to his judgment, 
enthusiasm, and perseverance, and who are grateful 
to him in proportion to the benefits he has bestowed 
upon them, though in many instances sorely against 
their will at the time." 

The original grant must have been much extended, 
for the territory now unde'r Colonel Talbot's manage. 
ment, and Learing the general name of the Talbot 
Country, contains, according to the list I have in 
his own handwriting, twenty.eight townships, and 
about 650,000 acres of land, of which 98,700 are 
cleared and cultivated. The inhabitants, including 
the population of the towns, amount to about 50,000. 
"You see," said he gaily, ., I may boast, like the 
Irishman in the farce, of having peopled a whole 
country with my own hands." 

He has built his house, like the eagle his eyry, on 
a bold high cliff overhanging the lake. On the east 
there is a precipitous desr-ent into a wild woody ra. 
vine, along the bottom of which winds a gentle 
stream, till it steals into the lake: this stream is in 
winter a raging torrent. The storms and the grad. 
ual action of the waves have detached large por. 
tions of the cliff in front of the house, and with them 
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huge trees. Along the lake.shore I found truriks and 
roots of trees half buried in the sand, or half over. 
flowed with water, which I often mistook for rocks. 
I remember one large tree, which, ill falling head. 
long, ~till remained suspended by its long and strong 
fibres to the cliff above; its position was now reo 
ver~ed-the top hung downwards, shivered and de. 
nuded: the large spread root, upturned, formed a 
platform, on which new earth had accumulated, and 
a new vegetation sprung forth, of flowers, and bush. 
es, and sucklings. Altogether it was a most pictu. 
resque and curious object. 

Lake Eric, as the geography book says, is two 
hundred and eighty miles long, and here, at Port 
Talbot, which is near the centre, about seventy mile3 
across. The Colonel tells me that it has been more 
than once frozen over from side to side, hut I do not 
Bee how this fact could be ascertained, as no one 
has been known to cross to the opposite shore on the 
ice. It is true that more ice accumulates in this 
lake than in any other of the great lakes, by reason 
of its ~hallowness; it ('~n be sounded through its 
whole extent, while the other lakes are found in some 
parts unfathomable. 

But to return to the chateau: it is a long wooden 
building, chiefly of rough logs, with a covered porch 
running along the south side. Here I found suspend. 
ed, among sundry implements of husbandry, one of 
those ferocious animals of the feline kind, called 
here the cat.a.mountain, and by some the American 
tiger, or panther, which it more resembles. This 
one, which had been killed in its attack on the fold 
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or poultry.yard, was at least fOllr feet in length, and 
glared on me from the rafters above, ghastly and hor. 
rible. The interior of the house contains several 
comfortable lodging.rooms; and one really handsome 
one, the dining room. There is n large kitchen with 
Il tremendously hospitable chimney, and underground 
Ilre cellars for storing wine, milk and provisions. 
Around the house stands a vast variety of out. 
buildings, of all imaginable shapes and sizes, and 
disposed without the slighest regard to order or 
symmetry. One of these is the very log-hnt which 
the Colonel erected for shelter when he first "sat 
down in the bush," four.and.thirty years ago, and 
which he is naturally unwilling to remove. Many 
of these outbuildings are to shelter the geese and 
poultry, of which he rears an innumerable quantity. 
Beyond these is the cliff, looking over tht' wide blue 
lake, on which I have cOllnted six schooners at a. 
time with their white sails; on the left is Port Stan. 
ley. Behind the house lieaan open tract of land, 
prettily broken and varied, where large flocks of 
sheep and cattle were feeding-the whole enclosed 
by beautiful and luxuriant woods, through which 
runs the little creek or river abovementioned. 

The farm consists of six hundred acres: but as the 
Colonel is not quite so active as he used to be, and 
does not employ a bailiff or overseer, the manage. 
ment is said to be slovenly, and not so productive as 
it might be. 

Re has sixteen acres of orchard.ground, in which 
he hus planted and'real'ed with success all the com. 
mon European fruits, as apples,' pears, plums, cher. 
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ries, in abundance j but what delighted me beyond 
everything else, was a garden of more than two 
acres, very neatly laid out and enclosed, and in 
which he evidently took exceeding pride and plea
sure j it was the first thing he showed me after my 
arrival. It abounds in roses of different kinds, the 
cuttings of which he had brought himself from 
England in the few visits he had made there. Of 
these he gathered the most beautiful buds, and pre. 
sented them to me with such an air as might have 
become Dick Talbot presenting a bouquet to Miss 
Jennings. * We then sat down on a pretty seat 
under a tree, where he told me he often came to 
meditate. He described the appearance of the spot 
when he first came here, as contrasted with its pre. 
sent appearance, or we discussed the exploits of 
Borne of his celebrated and gallant ancestors, with 
whom my acquaintance was (luckily) almost as in
timate as his own. Family and aristocratic pride I 
found a prominent feature in the character of this 
remarkable man. A Talbot of Malahide, of a family 
representing the same barony from father to son for 
six hundred years, he set, not unreasonably, a high 
value on his noble and unstained lineage j and, in 
his lonely position, the simplicity of his life nnd 
manners lent to tbese lofty and not unreal preten
sions a kind of poetical dignity. 

I told him of the surmises of the people relative 

• Dick Talbot married France. Jcnnings-Ia b.lI. Jenning_ 
of De Grammont's Memoirs, and elder .ister of the celebrated. 
Duchess of Marlborough. 
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to his early life and his motives for emigrating, at 
which he laughed. 

"Charlevoix," said he, "was, I believe, the true 
cause of my coming to this place. You know he 
calls this the' Paradise of the Hurons.' Now I was 
resolved to get to paradise by hook or by crook, and 
80 I came here." 

He added, more seriously, "I have accomplished 
what I resolved to do-it is done. But I would not, 
if anyone was to offer me the universe, go through 
again the horrors I have undergone in forming this 
settlement. But do not imagine I repent it; I like 
my retirement." 

He then broke out against the follies and false. 
boods and restrictions of artificial life, in bitter and 
scornful terms; no ascetic monk or radical philoso. 
pher could have been more eloquently indignant. 

I said it was granted to few to live a life of such 
complete retirement, and at the same time such 
general utility; in flying from the world he had 
benefitted it: and I added, that I was glad to Bee him 
so happy. 

" Why, yes, I'm very happy here"-and then the 
old man sighed. 

I understood that sigh, and in my heart echoed it. 
No, " it is not good for man to be alone;" and this 
law, which the Father of all life pronounced him. 
self at man's creation, was never yet violated 
with impunity. Never yet was the human being 
withdrawn from, or elevated above, the social wants 
and sympathies of his human nature, without paying 
a tremendous price for such isolated independence. 
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With all my admiration for what this extraordi. 
nary man has achieved, and the means, the powers, 
through which he has achieved it, there mingles a 
feelil.g of commiseration, which has morc than once 
brought the tears to my eyes while listening to him. 
He has passed his life in worse than solitude. He 
will admit no equal in his vicinity. His only inter. 
course has been with inferiors and dependents, whose 
servility he dCBpised, and whose resistance enraged 
him-men whose interests rested on his favour-on 
his will, from which there was no appeal. Hence 
despotic h:tbi ts, amI contempt even for those whom 
he benefitted: hence, with much natural benevolence 
and generosity, a total disregard, or rather total ig. 
norance, of the feelings of others ;-all the disadvan. 
tages, in short, of royalty, only on a smaller scale. 
Now, in his old age, where is to him the solace of 
age? He has honour, power, obedience; but where 
are the love, the troops of friends, which also should 
accompany old age) He is alone-a lonely man. 
His constitution has suffered by the dreadful toils and 
privations of his earlier life. His sympathies have 
had no natural ontlet, his affections have wanted their 
natural food. He suffers, I think; and not being 
given to general or philosophical reasoning, causes 
and effects are felt, not known. But he is a great 
man who has clone great things, and the good which 
be has dobe will live after him. He has planted, at 
Ii terrible sacrifice, an enduring name and fame, and 
will be commemorated in this" brave new world," 
this land of hope, as Triptolemus among the Greeks. 
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For his indifference or dislike to female society, 
Ilnd his determination to have no settler within a 
certain distance of his own residence, I could easily 
account when I knew the man; both seemed to me 
the natural result of certain habits of life acting 
upon a certain organization. He has a favourite 
servant, Jeffrey by name, who has served him faith. 
fully for more than five.and.twenty years, ever 
since he left off cleaning his own ~hoes and mending 
his own coat. This honest fellow, not having for. 
sworn female companionship, began to sigh after a 
wife-

.. A wife! ah! Saint Marie Benedicit6, 
How might a man have any adversite 
That hath a wife 7" 

And, like the good knight in Chaucer, he did 

.. Upon his bare knees pray God him to send 
A wife to last unto his life's end." 

So one morning he went and took unto himself 
the woman nearest at hand-one, of whom we must 
needs suppose that he chose her for her virtues, for 
most certainly it was not for her attractions. The 
Colonel swore at him for a fool; but, after a while, 
Jeffrey, who is a favourite, smuggled his wife into 
the house; and the Colonel, whose increasing age 
renders him rather more dependent on household 
help, seems to endure very patiently this addition to 
his family, and even the presence of a white. headed 

VOL. II. 2 
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chubby little thing, which I found running about 
without let or hindrance. 

The room into which I first introduced you, with 
its rough log. walls, is Colonel Talbot's library and 
hall of audience. 011 leaving my apartment in the 
morning, I used to find groups of strange figures 
lounging round the door, ragged, black.bearded, 
gaunt, travel.worn and toil. worn emigrants, Irish, 
Scotch, and American, come to offer themselves as 
settlers. These he used to call his land.pirates; 
and curious, and characteristic, and dramatic beyond 
description, were the scenes which used to take 
place between this grand bashaw of the wilderness 
and his hungry, importunate clients and peti· 
tioners. 

Another thing which gave a singular interest to 
my conversations with Colonel Talbot, was the sort 
of indifference with which he regarded all the stir· 
ring events of the last thirty years. Dynasties rose 
and disappeared; kingdoms were passed from hand 
to hand like wine decanters; battles were lost and 
won ;-he neither knew, nor heard, nor cared. No 
post, no newspaper brought to his forest.hut the ti
dings of victc.ry and defeat, of revolutions of em
pires, "of rumours of unsuccessful and successful 

. ,var." 

When he first took to the bush, Napoleon was 
consul; when he emerged from his solitude, the tre
mendous game of ambition had been played out, and 
Napoleon and his deeds and his dynasty were num. 
bered with the things o'erpast. With the stream of 
events had flowed by equally unmarked the stream 
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of mind, thought, literature-the progress of social 
improvement-the changes in public opinion. Con. 
ceive what a gulf between us! but though I could go 
to him, he could not come to me-my sympathies 
had the wider range of the two. 

The principal foreign and domestic events of his 
reign are the last American war, in which he narrow. 
Iy escaped being taken prisoner by a detachment of 
the enemy, who ransacked his house, and drove off 
his horses and cattle; and a visit which he received 
some years ago from three young Englishmen of 
rank and fortune, Lord Stanley, Mr. Stuart Wortley, 
and Mr. Labouchere, who spent some weeks with 
him. These events, and his voyages to England, 
seemed to be the epochs from which he dated. His 
last trip to England was about three years ago. 
From these occasional flights he returns like an old 
eagle to his perch on the cliff, whence he looks down 
upon the world he has quitted with supreme con. 
tempt and indifference, and around on that which 
he has created, with much self.applause and self. 
gratulation. 
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.. Alles was Du siehst und so \Vie Du's siehst,-was Dir da. 
Liebste, daB Schrecklichste, daB Peinlichste, das Heimlich.te. 
daB Verfiihrerischeste ist, das kehre hervor-" 

RADEL. 

IT was not till the sixth day of my sojourn at Port 
Talbot that the good colonel could be persuaded to 
allow of my departure. 

He told me, with good-humoured peremptoriness, 
that he was the grand autocrat of the forest, and 
that to presume to order horses, or take any step 
towards departing. without his express permission, 
was against" his laws." At last he was so good 
as to issue his commands-with flattering reluc. 
tance, however-that a vehicle should be prepared, 
and a trusty guide provided; and I bade farewell to 
this extraordinary man with a mixture of delighted, 
and grateful, and melancholy feelings not easily to 
be described, nor ever forgotten. 

My next journey was from Port Talbot to Chat. 
ham, on the River Thames, whence it was my inten
tion to cross Lake St. Clair to Detroit, and there 
take my chance of a vessel going up Lake Huron to 
Michillinachinac. I should, however, advise any 
future traveller, not limited to any particular time 
or plan of observation, to take the road along the 
shore of the lake to Amherstberg and Sandwich, in. 
stead of turning off to Chatham. During the first 
day's journey I was promi.ed a good road, as it lay 
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through the Talbot settlements; what was to become 
of me the second day seemed a very doubtful matter. 

The best vehicle which the hospitality and inllu. 
ence of Col. Talbot could provide was a farmer's 
cart, or team, with two stout horses. The bottom of 
the cart was well filled with clean soft straw, on 
which my luggage was deposited. A seat was slung 
for me on straps, and another in front for the driver, 
who had been selected from among the most reo 
spectable settlers in the neighbourhood as a fit guide 
and protector for a lone woman. The charge for 
the two days' journey was to be twelve dollars. 

As soon as I had a little recovered from the many 
thoughts and feelings which came over me as we 
drove down the path from Col. Talbot's house, I 
turned to take a survey of my driver, and from his 
physiognomy, his deportment, and the tone of his 
voice, to divine, if I could, what chance I had of 
comfort during the next two days. The survey was, 
on the whole, encouraging, though presenting some 
inconsistencies I could by no means reconcile. His 
dress and figure were remarkably neat, though plain 
and homely; his broad.brimmed straw hat, encircled 
with a green ribbon, was pulled over his brow, and 
from beneath it peered two sparkling, intelligent 
eyes. His accent was decidedly Irish. It was in. 
deed a brogue as "nate and complate" as ever was 
sent forth from Cork or Kerry; but then his face 
was not an Irish face; its expression had nothing 
of the Irish character; the cut of his features and 
his manner and figure altogether in no respect har. 
monized with his voice and accent. 

After proceeding about three miles, we stopped in 
VOL. II. 2. 
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front of a neat farm. house, surrounded wi th a garden 
and spacious outbuildings, and forth came a very 
pretty and modest.looking young woman, with a 
lovely child in her arms, and leading another by the 
hand. It was the wife of my driver j and I must 
confess she did not seem well pleased to have him 
taken away from her. They evidently parted with 
reluctance. She gave him many special charges to 
take care of himself, and commissions to execute by 
the way. The children were then held up to be 
kissed heartily by their father, and we drove off. 
This little family scene interested me, and augured 
well, I thought, for my own chances of comfort and 
protection. 

When we had jogged and jolted on at a reasonable 
pace for some time, and I had felt my way suffi. 
ciently, I began to make some inquiries into the po
sition and circumstances of my companion. The 
first few words explained those discrepancies in his 
features, voice, and appearance, which had struck 
me. 

His grandfather was a Frenchman. His father 
had married an Irishwoman, and settled in conse· 
quence in the sonth of Ireland. He became, after 
some changes of fortune, a grazier and cattle. dealer j 

and having realized a small capital which could not 
be safely or easily invested in the old conntry, he had 
brought out his whole family, and settled his sons on 
farms in this neighbourhood. .~Iany of the first set. 
tlers about this place, generally emigrants of the 
poorest and lowest description, after clearing a cer. 
tain portion of the land, gladly disposed of their 
farms at an advanced price j and thus it is that a 
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considerable improvement has taken place within 
these few years by the introduction of settlers of a 
higher grade, who have purchased half.c1eared 
farms, rather than waste toil and time on the wild 
land. 

My new friend, John B--, had a farm of one 
hundred and sixty acres, for which, with a log.house 
and barn upon it, he had paid 800 dollars, (about 
200l.); he has now one hundred acres of land 
cleared and laid down in pasture. This is thc first 
instance I havc met with in these parts of a grazing 
farm, the land being almost uniformly arable, and the 
staple produce of the country, wheat. He told me 
that he and his brother had applied most advanta. 
geously their knowledge of the management and 
rearing of live stock; he had now thirty cows and 
eighty sheep. His wife being clever in the dairy, 
he was enabled to sell a good deal of butter and 
cheese off his farm, whc h the neighbourhood of 
Pmt Stanley enabled him to ship with advantage. 
The wolves, he said, were his greatest annoyance; 
during the last winter they had carried off eight of 
his sheep and thirteen of his brother's flock, in spite 
of all their precautions. 

The Canadian wolf is about the size of a mastiff, 
in colour of a dirty yellowish brown, wi-th a black 
stripe a long his back, and a bushy tail of about a foot 
in length. His habits are those of the European 
wolf; they are equally bold," hungry, and gaunt, 
and grim," equally destructive, ferocious, and trouble. 
some to the farmer. The Canadian wolves hunt in 
packs, and their perpetual howling during the winter 
nights has often been del!cribed to me as frightful. 
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The reward given by the magistracy for their des. 
truction (six dollars for each wolf's head) is not 
enough. In the United States the reward is fifteen 
and twenty dollars a head, and from their new settle· 
ments the wolves are quickly extirpated. Here, if 
they would extend the reward to the Indians, it 
would be of some advantage j for at present they 
never think it worth while to expend the ,. powder 
and shot on an animal whose flesh:s uneatable, and 
the skin of little value j and there can be no doubt 
that it is the interest of the settlers to get rid of the 
wolvp-s by all and any means. I have never heard of 
their destroying a man, but they are the terror of the 
sheepfold-as the wild cats are of the pouItry yard. 
Bears become scarcer in proportion as the country 
is cleared, but there are still a great number in the 
vast tracts of forest land which afford them shelter. 
These, in the severe winters, advance to the borders 
of the settlements, and carry off the pigs and young 
cattle. Deer still abound, and venison is common 
food in the cottages and farmhouses. 

My guide concluded his account of himself by an 
eloquent and heartfelt eulogium on his wife, to whCllll, 
as he assured me, "he owed all his peace of mind 
from the hour he was married!" Few men, I 
thought, could say the same. She, at least, is not to 
be numbered among the drooping and repilling woo 
men of U rrer Canada j but then she has left no 
family-no home on the other side of the Atlantic
all her near relations are settled here in the neigh. 
bourhood. 

The road continued very tolerable during the 
greater part of this day, running due west, at a dis. 
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tance of about six or ten miles from the shore of 
Lake Erie. On either side I met a constant succes· 
sion of farms partially cleared, and in cultivation, 
but no village, town, or hamlet. One part of the 
country through which I passed to.day is settled 
chiefly by Highlanders, who bring hither all their 
clannish attachments, and their thrifty, dirty habits
add also their pride and their honesty. We stopped 
about noon at one of these Highland settlements, to 
rest the horses and procure refreshments. The 
house was called Campbell's Inn, and consisted of a 
log.hut and a cattle.shed. A long pole, stuck into 
the decayed stump of a tree in front of the hut, 
served for a sign. The family spoke nothing but 
Gaelic; a brood of children, ragged, dirty, and with. 
out shoes or stockings, (which latter I found hanging 
against the wall of the best room, as if for a show,) 
were running about-and all stared upon me with a 
sort of half.scared, uncouth curiosity, which was 
quite savage. With some difficulty I made my 
want~ understood, and procured some milk and 
Indian corn cakes. This family, notwithstanding 
their wretched appearance, might be considered 
prosperous. They have a property of two hundred 
acres of excellent land, of which sixty acres are 
cleared, and in cultivation: five cows and forty 
sheep. They have been settled here sixteen years,
had come out destitute, and obtained their land 
gratis. For them, what a change from abject 
poverty and want to independence and plenty! But 
the advantages are all outward; if there be any 
inward change, it is apparently retrogradation, not 
advancement. 



22 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

I know it has been laid down as a principle, that 
the more and the closer men are congregated together, 
the more prevalent is vice of every kind; and that 
an isolated or scattered population is favourable to 
virtue and simplicity. It may be so, if you are satis
fied with negative virtues and the simplicity ofigno· 
rance. But here, where a small population is scat. 
tered over a wide extent of fruitful country, where 
there is not a village or a hamlet for twenty or thirty 
or forty miles together-where there are no manu. 
factories-where there is almost entire equality of 
condition-where the means of subsistence are abun
dant-w here there is no landed aristocracy-no poor 
laws, nor poor rates, to grind the souls and the sub. 
stance of the people between them, till nothing reo 
mains but chaff,-to what shall we attribute the 
gross vices, the profligacy, the stupidity, and basely 
vulgar habits of a great part of the people, who know 
not even how to enjoy or to turn to profit the inesti· 
mabIe advantages around them 1-And, alas for 
them! there seems to be no one as yet to take an 
intereet about them, or at least infuse a new spirit 
into the next generation. In one log.hut in the 
very heart of the wilderness, where I might well 
have expected primitive manners and simplicity, I 
found vulgar finery, vanity, affectation, under the 
most absurd and disgusting forms, combined with a 
want of the commonest physical comforts of life, and 
the total absence of even elementary knowledge. In 
another I have seen drunkenness, profligacy, stolid 
indifference to all religion; and in another, the most 
senseless fanaticism. There are people, I know, 
who think-who fear, that the advancement of 
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knowledge and civilization must be the increase of 
vice and insubordination; who deem that a scattered 
agricultural population, where there is a sufficiency 
of daily food for the body; where no schoolmaster 
interferes to infuse ambition and discontent into the 
abject, self.satisfied mind; where the labourer reads 
not, writes not, thinks not-only loves, hates, prays, 
and toils-that such a state must be a sort of Arca. 
dia. Let them come here !-there is no march of 
intellect here !-there is no "schoolmaster abroad" 
here! And what are the consequences 1 Not the 
most agreeable to contemplate, believe me. 

I passed in these journeys some school.houses 
built by the wayside: of these, several were shut up 
for want of schoolmasters; and who that could earn 
11 Bubsistence in any other way, would be a school. 
master in the wilds of Upper Canada? III fed, ill 
clothed, ill paid, or not paid at all-boarded at the 
houses of the different farmers in turn, I found in· 
deed some few men, poor creatures! always either 
Scotch or Americans, and totally unfit for the office 
they had undertaken. Of female teachers I found 
none whatever, except in the towns. Among all the 
excellent societies in London for the advancement 
of religion and education, are there none to send 
missionaries here l-such missionaries as we want, 
be it understood-not sectarian fanatics. Here, 
without means of instruction, of social amusement, 
of healthy and innocent excitements-can we won. 
der that whiskey and camp.meetings assume their 
place, and" s,eason toil" which is unseasoned byany. 
thing better 1 

Nothing, believe me, that you may have heard or 



24 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

read of the frantic disorders of these Methodist love· 
feasts and camp.meetings in Upper Canada can ex. 
ceed the truth; and yet it i, no less a truth that the 
Methodists are in most parts the only religious teach. 
ers, and that without them the people were utterly 
abandoned. What then are our church and our 
government about 1* Here, as in the old country, 
they are quarrelling about the tenets to be inculca. 
ted, the means to he used; and so, while the shep. 
herds are disputing whether the sheep are to be fed 
on old hay or fresh grass-out of the fold or in the 
fold-the poor sheep starve, or go astray. 

This night I met with a bed and supper at the 
house of "lr8. Wheatly, the widow of an officer in 
the commissariat. She keeps the post.office of the 
Howard township. She told me, as a proof of the 
increasing population of the district, that the reo 
ceipts of the post.office, which six years ago had been 
below tcn dollars a quarter, now exceed forty 
dollars. 

• " When we consider the prevalent want of a missionary 
spirit in that branch of the Church of England which has been 
transplanted to this colony, we doubt whetber its members will 
not be regarded ratber as novices in tbeir holy religion, mis. 
trustful of their qualifications to become the instructors of the 
ignorant; or, whicb is worse, in the light of men half persuad. 
ed thrmzseives, and therefore hesitating to attempt the contler. 
sian of others."-Vide Report of the Cburch Society 'for cOn. 
verting and civilizing the Indians, and propagating the Gospel 
among destitute setti"'s. 
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The poor emigrants who have not been long from 
the old country, round whose hearts tender remem. 
brances of parents, and home, and home friends, yet 
cling in all the strength of fresh regret and unsub. 
dued longing, sometimes present themselves at the 
post. offices, and on finding that their letters cost 
three shillings and four pence, or perhaps five or six 
shillings, turn away in despair. I have seen such 
letters not here only, but often and in greater num· 
bel'S at the larger post. offices j* and have thought 
with pain how many fond, longing hearts must have 
bled over them. The torture of Tantalus was surely 
nothing to this. 

I supped here on eggs and radishes, and milk and 
bread. On going to my room, (Mrs. WheatIy had 
given me up her own,) I found that the door, which had 
merely a latch, opened into the road. I expressed a 
wish to fasten it, on which the good lady brought a 
long nail, and thrust it lengthways over the latch, 
saying, "That's the way we lock doors in Canada!" 
The want of a more secure defence did not trouble 
my rest, for I slept well till morning. After break • 

• At Brandtford I saw forty.eight such letters, and an adver. 
tisement from the postmaster, setting forth that these letters, if 
not claimed and paid for by such a time, would be sent to the 
dead.letter office. 

The management of the post.office in Upper Canada will be 
found among the" grievances" enumerated by the discontented 
party; and without meaning to attach any blame to the func. 
tionaries, I have said enough to show that the letter. post of 
Canada does not fulfil its purpose of contributing to the solace 
and advantage of the people, whatever profit it may bring to the 
revenue. 

VOL. II. 3 
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fast, my guide, who had found what he called "a 
shake-down" at a neighbouring farm, made his 
appearance, and we proceeded. 

For the first five 01' six miles the road continued 
good, but at length we reached a point where we had 
to diverge from the Talbot road, and turn into what 
they call a "town line," a road dividing the How. 
ard from the Harwich township. My companion 
stopped the team to speak to a young man who was 
mixing lime, and as he stood talking to us, I thought 
I had never seen a better figure and countenance: 
his accent was Irish; his language and manner in. 
finitely superior to his dress, which was that of a 
common workman. I soon understood that he was 
a member of one of the richest and most respectable 
families in the whole district, connected by marriage 
with my dri ver, who had been boasting to me of their 
station, education, and various attainments. There 
wpre many and kind greetings and inquiries after 
wives, sisters, brothers, and children. Towards the 
conclusion of this family conference, the following 
dialogue ensued: 

" I say, how are the roads before us 1" 
"Pretty bad!" (with an ominous shake of the 

head.) 
" Would we get on at all, do you think 1" 
"Well, I don't know but you may." 
" If only we a'n't mired down in that big hole up 

by Harris's, plaze God, we'll do finely! Have they 
done anything up there 1" 

"No, I don't know that they have; but (with a 
glance and a good-humoured smile at me) don't be 
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frightened! you have a good stout team there. I 
dare say youll get along-first or last !" 

" How are the mosquitos 1" 
" Pretty bad too; it is cloudy, and then they are 

always worse; but there is some wind, and that's in 
your favour again. However, you've a long and a 
hard day's work, and I wish you well through it; if 
you cannot manage, come back to us-that's all! 
Good.bye !" And lifting the gay handkerchief 
knotted round his head, he bowed us off with the air 
of a nobleman. 

Thus encouraged, we proceeded; and though I 
was not mired down, nor yet absolutely eaten up, I 
suffered from both the threatened plagues, and that 
most severely. The road was scarcely passable; 
there were no longer cheerful farms and clearings, 
but the dark pine forest, and the rank swamp, crossed 
by those terrific corduroy paths, (my bones ache at 
the mere recollection!) and deep holes and pools of 
rotted vegetable matter, mixed with water, black, 
bottomless sloughs of despond! The very horses 
paused on the brink of some of these mud.gulfs, and 
trembled ere they made the plunge downwards. I 
set my teeth, screwed myself to my seat, and com. 
mended myself to Heaven-but I was well nigh dis. 
located! At length I abandoned my seat altogether, 
and made an attempt to recline on the straw at the 
bottom of the cart, disposing my cloaks, carpet.bags, 
and pillow, so as to afford some support-but all in 
vain; myself and all my well.contrived edifice of 
comfort were pitched hither and thither, and I ex. 
pected at every moment to be thrown over head. 
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long; while to walk, or to escape by any means from 
my disagreeable situation, was as impossible as if I 
had been in a ship's cabin in the midst of a rolling 
sea. 

But the worst was yet to come. At the entrance 
of a road through the woods, 

If road that might be called where road was none 
Distinguishable, 

we stopped a short time to gain breath and courage, 
and refresh the poor horses before plunging into a 
forest of about twenty miles in extent. 

The inn-the only one within a circuit of more 
than five.and.thirty miles, presented the usual aspect 
of these forest inns; that is, a rude log.hut, with 
one window and one room, answering all purposes, a 
lodging or sleeping place being divided off at one end 
by a few planks; outside, a shed of bark and boughs 
for the horses, and a hollow trunk of a tree disposed 
as a trough. Some of the trees around it were in 
full and luxuriant foliage; others, which had been 
girdled, stood bare and ghastly in the sunshine. To 
understand the full force of the scripture phrase, 
"desolate as a lodge in a wilderness," you should 
come here! The inmates, from whom I could not 
obtain a direct or intelligible answer to any ques. 
tion, continued during the whole time to stare upon 
me with stupid wonder. I took out a card to make 
a sketch of the place. A man stood near me, looking 
on, whose appearance was revolting beyond descrip. 
tion-hideous, haggard, and worn, sinewy, and fierce, 
and squalid. He led in one hand a wild.looking 
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urchin of three or four years old j in the other he 
was crushing a beautiful young pigeon, which 
panted and struggled within his bony grasp in agony 
and terror. I looked on it, pitying. 

" Don't hurt it !" 
He replied with a grin, and giving the wretched 

bird another squeeze, "No, no, I won't hurt it." 
"Do you live here 1" 
"Yes, I have a farm hard by-in the bush here." 
"How large is it 1" 
"One hundred and forty acres." 
" How much cleared 1" 
" Five or six acres-thereabout." 
" How long have you been on it 1" 
"Five years." 
" And only five acres cleared 1 That is very little 

in five years. I have seen people who had cleared 
twice that quantity ofland in half the time." 

He replied, almost with fierceness, "Then they 
had money, or friends, or hands to help them j I have 
neither. I have in this wide world only myself! 
and set a man with only a pair of hands at one of 
them big trees there !-see what he'll make of it ! 
You may swing the axe here from morning to night 
for a week before you let the daylight in upon 
you." 

"You are right!" I said, in compassion and self 
reproach, "and I was wrong! pray excuse me!" 

"No offence." 
" Are you from the old country 1" 
" No, I was raised here." 
"What will you do with your pigeon there 't" 

3* • 



30 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

"0, it will do for the boy's supper, or may be he 
may like it best to play with." 

I offered to redeem its life at the price of a shil. 
ling, which I held out. He stretched forth imme. 
diately one of his huge hands and eagerly clutched 
the shilling, at the same moment opening the other, 
and releasing his captive; it fluttered for a moment 
helplessly, but soon recovering its wings, wheeled 
round our heads, and then settled in the topmost 
boughs of a sugar.maple. The man turned away 
with an exulting laugh, thinking, no doubt, that he 
had the best of the bargain-but upon this point we 
differed. 

Turning the horses' heads again westward, we 
plunged at once into the deep forest, where there 
was absolutely no road, no path, except that which 
is called a blazed path, where the trees marked on 
either side are the only direction to the traveller. 
How savagely, how solemnly wild it was! So thick 
was the overhanging foliage, that it not only shut 
out the sunshine, but almost the daylight; and we 
travelled on through a perpetual gloom of vaulted 
boughs and intermingled shade. There were no 
flowerli here-no herbage. The earth beneath us 
was a black, rich vegetable mould, into which the 
cart. wheels sank a foot deep; a rank, reedy grass 
grew round the roots of the trees, and sheltered rat. 
tlesnakes and reptiles. The timber was all hard 
timber, walnut, beech, and bass. wood, and oak and 
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maple of most luxuriant growth; here and there the 
lightning had struck and shivered one of the loftiest 
of these trees, ,riving the great trunk in two, and 
flinging it horizontally upon its companions. There 
it lay, in strangely picturesque fashion, clasping with 
its huge boughs their outstretched arms as if for 
support. Those which had been hewn to open a path 
lay where they fell, and over their stumps and roots 
the cart had to be lifted or dragged. Sometimes a 
swamp or morass lay in our road, partly filled up or 
laid over with trunks of fallen trees, by way of 
bridge. 

As we neared the limits of the forest, some new 
clearings broke in upon the solemn twilight mono. 
tony of our path: the aspect of these was almost 
uniform, presenting an opening of felled trees of 
about an acre or two; the commencement of a log. 
house; a patch of ground surrounded by a snake. 
fence, enclosing the first crop of wheat, and perhaps 
a little Indian corn; great heaps of timber.trees and 
brushwood laid together and burning; a couple of 
oxen, dragging along another enormous trunk to add 
to the pile. These were the general features of the 
picture, framed in, as it were, by the dark mysterious 
woods.. Here and there I saw a few cows, but no 
sheep. I remember particularly one of these clear. 
ings, which looked more desolate than the rest; 
there was an unfinished log. house, only one half 
roofed in and habitable, and this presented some 
attempt at taste, having a small rustic porch or por. 
tico, and the windows on either side framed. No 
ground was fenced in, and the newly.felled timber 
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lay piled in heaps ready to burn; around lay the 
forest, its shadows darkening, deepening as the day 
declined. But what rivetted my attention was the 
light figure of a female, arrayed in a silk gown and a 
handsome shawl, who was pacing up and down in 
front of the house, ,,-ith a slow step and pensive air. 
She had an infant lying on her arm, and in the other 
hand she waved a green bough, to keep off the mosqui. 
tos. I wished to stop-to speak, though at the 
hazard of appearing impertinent; but my driver 
represented so strongly the danger of being benighted 
within the verge of the forest, that I reluctantly suf. 
fered him to proceed, 

.. And oft look'd back upon that vision fair, 
And wondering ask'd, whence and how came it there 1" 

At length we emerged from the forest.path into a 
plain, through which ran a beautiful river (myoid 
acquaintance the Thames,) "winding at his own 
sweet will," and farmhouses with white walls and 
green shutters were scattered along its banks, and 
cheerful voices were heard, shouts of boys at play, 
sounds of labour and of life; and over all lay the 
last glow of the sinking sun. How I blessed the 
w hole scene in my heart , Yes, I can well conceive 
what the exulting and joyous life of the hunter may 
be, roaming at large and independent through these 
boundless forests; but, believe me, that to be dragged 
along in a heavy cart through their impervious 
shades, tormented by mosquitos, shut in on every side 
from the light and from the free air of heaven, is 
quite another thing; and its effect upon me, at least, 
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was to bring down the tone of the mind and reflec. 
tions to a gloomy, inert, vague resignation, 01' rather 
dejection, which made it difficult at last to speak. 
The first view of the beautiful little town of Chat. 
ham made my sinking spirits bound like the sight of 
a friend. There was, besides, the hope of a good 
inn; fo; my driver had cheered me on during the 
last few miles by a description of" Freeman's Hotel," 
which he said was one of the best in the whole dis. 
trict. Judge then of my disappointment to learn 
that Mr. Freeman, in consequence of the" high price 
of wheat," could no longer afford to take in hungry 
travellers, and had" no accommodation." I was 
driven to take refuge in a miserable little place, 
where I fared as ill as possible. I was shown to a 
bedroom without chair or table; but I was too 
utterly beaten down by fatigue and dejection, too 
sore in body and spirit, to remonstrate, or even to 
stir hand or foot. Wrapping my cloak round me, I 
flung myself on the bed, and was soon in a state of 
forgetfulness of all discomforts and miseries. Next 
morning I rose refreshed and able to bestir myself; 
and by dint of bribing, and bawling, and scolding, 
and cajoling, I at length procured plenty of hot and 
cold water, and then a good breakfast of eggs, tea, 
and com.cakes j-and then I set forth to reconnoitre. 
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So westward tow'rd the unviolated wood. 
I bent my way-
But that pure archetype of human greatness 
I found him not. There in his stead appeared 
A creature squalid, vengeful, and impure. 
Remorseless, and submissive to no law. 
But superstitious fear or abject sloth. 

WORDSWORTH. 

At Chatham, in the Western District, and on 
board the steamboat, hetween Chatham and 
Detroit. July 12, 13. 

I CAN hardly imagine a more beautiful or more 
fortunate position for a new city than this of Chat. 
ham; (you will find it on the map just upon that 
neck of land between Lake St. Clair and Lake 
Erie.) It is sufficiently inland to be safe, or easily 
secured against the sudden attacks of a foreign ene
my; the river Thames is navigable from the mouth 
up to the town, a distance of sixteen miles, for all 
kinds of lake craft, including steamers and schoon
ers of the largest class. Lake St. Clair, into which 
the Thames discharges itself, is between Lake Erie 
and Lake Huron; the banks are formed of extensive 
prairies of "exhaustless fertility, where thousands of 
cattle might roam and feed at will. As a port and 
depot for commerce, its position and capabilities can 
hardly be surpassed, while as an agricultural coun. 
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try it may be said literally to flow with milk and 
honey. A rich soil, abundant pasture, no rent, no 
taxes-what here is wanting but more intelligence 
and a better employment of capital to prevent the 
people from sinking into brutified laziness, and stirn. 
ulate to something like mental activity and improve. 
ment 1 The profuse gifts of nature are here running 
to waste, while hundreds and thousands in the old 
country are trampling over each other in the eager, 
hungry conflict for daily food. 

This land of Upper Canada is in truth the very 
paradise of hope. In spite of all I see and hear, 
which might well move to censure, to regret, to 
pity,-how much there is in which the trustful spirit 
may reasonably rejoice! It would be possible, look. 
ing at things under one aspect, to draw such a pic
ture of the mistakes of the government, the corrup. 
tion of its petty agents, the social backwardness and 
moral destitution of the people, as would shock you, 
and tempt you to regard Canada as a place of exile 
for convicts. On the other hand, I could, without 
deviating from the sober and literal truth, give you 
such vivid pictures of the beauty and fertility of this 
land of the west, of its glorious capabilities for agri. 
culture and commerce, of the goodness and kindli. 
ness and resources of poor, much-abused human na. 
ture, as developed amid all the crushing influences 
of oppression, ignorance, and prejudice; and of the 
gratitude and self.complacency of those who have 
exchanged want, servitude, and hopeless toil at home, 
for plenty and independence and liberty here,-as 
would transport you in fancy into an earthly elysi. 
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urn. Thus, as I travel on, I am disgusted, or I am 
enchantcd; I despair or I exult by turns; and these 
inconsistent and apparently contradictory emotions 
and impressions I set down as they arise, leaving 
you to reconcile them as well as you can, and make 
out the result for yourself. 

It is seldom that in this country the mind is ever 
carried backward by associations or recollections of 
any kind. Horace Walpole said of Italy, that it was 
"a land in which the memory saw more than the 
eye," and in Canada hope must play the part of me. 
mory. It is all the difference between seed-time and 
harvest. Weare rich in anticipation, but poor in 
possession-more poor in memorials. Some vague 
and general traditions, of no interest whatever to the 
ignorant ~ettlers, do indeed exist, of horrid conflicts 
between the Hurons and the Iroquois, all along these 
shores, in the time and before the time of the French 
dominion; of the enterprise and daring of the early 
fur traders; above all, of the unrequited labours and 
sacrifices of the missionaries, whether Jesuits or 
Moravians, or Methodists, some of whom perished in 
tortures; others devoted themselves to the most hor. 
rible privations-each for what he believed to be the 
cause of truth, and for the diffusion of the light of 
salvation; none near to applaud the fortitude with 
which they died, or to gain hope and courage from 
their example. During the last war between Great 
Britain and the United States*-that war, in its 
commencement dishonourable to the Americans, in 
its conclusion shameful to the British, and in its pro-

• 10 1813. 
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gress disgraceful and demoralising to both ;-that 
war, which began and was continued in the worst 
passions of our nature, cupidity and vengeance;
which brought no advant,lge to anyone human be. 
ing-not even the foolish noise and empty glory 
which wait oftentimes on human conflicts; a war 
Bcarce heard of in Europe, even by the mother coun. 
try, who paid its cost in millions, and in the blood 
of some of her best subjects; a war obscure, fratrici. 
dal, and barbarous, which has left behind no effect 
but a mutual exasperation and distre~s along the 
frontiers of both nations; and a hatred which, like 
hatred between near kinsmen, is more bitter and ir. 
reconcilable than any hostility between the merce. 
nary armies of rival nations; for here, not only the 
two governments quarrelled, but the people, their 
institutions, feelings, opinions, prejudices, local and 
personal interests, were brought into collision;
during this vile, profitless, and unnatural war, a bat. 
tie was fought near Chatham, called by some the 
battle of the Thames, and by others the battle of the 
Moravian towns, in which the Americans, under 
General Harrison, beat General Proctor with consi. 
derable loss. But it is chiefly worthy of notice, as 
the last scene of the life of Tecumseh, a Shawanee 
chief, of whom it is possible you may not have heard, 
but who is the historical hero of these wild regions. 
Some American writers call him the "Indian N a· 
poleon; both began their plans of policy and con. 
quest about the same time, and both about the same 
time terminated their career, the one by captivity, 
the other by death. But the genius of the Indian 

VOl .. II. 4 
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warrior and his exploits were limited to a narrow 
field along the confines of civilization, and their re
cord is necessarily imperfect. It is clear that he 
had entertained the daring and really magnificent 
plan formerly embraced by Pontiac-that of uniting 
all the Indian tribes and nations in a league against 
the whites. That he became the ally of the British 
was not from friendship to us, but hatred to the 
Americans, whom it was his first object to repel from 
any further encroachments on the rights amI terri_ 
tories of the Red men-in yain! The attempts of a 
noble and a fated race, to oppose, or even to delay 
for a time, the rolling west"'ard of the great tide of 
civilization, are like efforts to dam up the rapids of 
Niagara. The moral world has its laws, fixed as 
those of physical nature. The hunter must mako 
way before the agriculturist, and the Indian must 
learn to take the bit between his teeth, and set his 
hand to the ploughshare, or perish. As yet I am 
inclined to think that the idea of the Indians be. 
coming what u'e call a civilized people, seems quite 
hopeless; those who entertain such benevolent an
ticipations should come here, and behold the effect 
which three centuries of contact with the whites 
have produced on the nature and habits of the Indian. 
The benevolent theorists in England should como 
and see with their own eyes that there is a bar to 
the civilization of the Indians, and the increase or 
even preservation of their numbers, which no power 
can overleap. Their own principle, that" the Great 
:Spirit did indeed create both the red man and the 
white man, but created them essentially different in 
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nature and manners," ill not perhapii far from the 
truth. 

There is a large settlement of Moravian Indians 10. 
cated above Chatham, on the river Thames. They 
are a tribe of Delawares, and have been for a number 
of years congregated under the care of Moravian 
Missionaries, and living on the lands reserved for 
them by the British Govcrnment ; a fertile and beau. 
tiful region, comprehending about one hundred thou. 
sand acres of the richest soil of the province. Part 
of this district has been purchased from them by the 
present Lieutenant.governor; a measure for which 
he has been severely censured, for the tribe were by 
no means unanimous in consenting to part with their 
possessions. About one hundred and fifty refused to 
agree, but they were in the minority, and twenty. 
five thousand acres of rich land have been ceded to 
the government, and are already lotted out in town. 
ships.* 

The Moravian missionary from whom I had these 
particulars, seemed an honest, common· place man, 
pious, conscientious, but very simple, and very igno. 
rant on every subject but that of his mission. He 
told me further, that the Moravians had resided 
among these Delawares from generation to genera. 
tion, since the first establishment of the mission in 

• The terms are 1501. a year for ever-a sum which the gov
ernor truly calls" trifling." The" for ever," is like to be of 
.hort duration, for the tribe will soon be lost beyond the Mi •• 
• ourl, or extinct. or amalgamated: these pensions also are sel. 
dam paid in dollar., but in goods, on which thero i. alway. a 
profit. 
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the Southern States, in 1735; from that period to 
177'2. seven hundred and twenty Indians had been 
baptized. The War of the Revolution, in all its reo 
sults, had fallen heavily on them; they had been 
driven northwards from one settlement to another, 
from the banks of the Delaware to that of the Ohio
from tIl!' Ohio beyond tht· lakes-and now they were 
driven from tllis last refuge. His assistant, Brother 
Yul!!"r, was about to emigrate \\"('S( with the one hun. 
dred and fifty f'lmilies who objected to the sale of 
their lands. Till'v wer<' going to join a remnant of 
their nation heyond the :\IisHuuri ; and he added, that 
he himself would probably soon follow with the r('st, 
for he did not expect that they would be able to reo 
tain the residue of their lands; no doubt they would 
be required for the use of the white settlers, and if 
government urged on the purchase, they had no 
means of resisting. He admitted that only a small 
portion of the tribe under his care and tuition could 
be called Christians; there were about two hundred 
and thirty baptized out of seven hundred, principally 
women and children, and yet the mission had been 
established and supported for more than a century. 
Their only chance, he said, was with the children; 
and on my putting the question to him in a direct 
form, he replied decidedly, that he considered the 
civilization and conversion of the Indians, to any 
great extent, a hopeless task. 

He admitted the reasonableness and the truth of 
those motives and facts, which had induced the Lieu. 
tenant.governor to purchase so large a portion of 
the Delaware hunting.grounds: that they lay in the 
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midst of the white settlements, and were continually 
exposed to the illegal encroachments, as well as the 
contagious example, of the whites: that numbers of 
the tribe were half-cast-that nearly the wholc were 
in a frightful state of degeneration, addicted to the 
use of ardent spirits, which they found it easy to 
procure; and, from the gradual diminution of the 
wild animals, and their own depravity and indolence, 
miserably poor and wretched; and that such was the 
diminution of their numbers from year to year, there 
seemed no hope for them but in removing them as 
far as possible from the influence of the whites. All 
this he allowed, and it certainly excuses the Gover. 
nor, if you consider only the expediency and the be. 
nevolence, independent of the justice, of the measure. 

God forbid that I should attempt to make light of 
the zeal and the labors of the mbsionaries in this 
land_ They only stand between the Indian and his 
oppressors, and by their generous self.devotion in 
Borne measure atone for the injuries and soften the 
mischiefs which have been inflicted by their coun
trymen and fellow Christians; but while speak. 
ing with this worthy, simple-minded man, I could not 
help wishing that he had united more knowledge and 
judgment with his conscientious piety-more ability 
with good-will-more discretion with faith and zeal. 
The spirit was willing, but it was weak_ The igno. 
rance and intoleranoe of some of these enthusiastic, 
well-meaning men, have done as much injury to thl! 
good cause for which they suffered and preached, as 
their devotion and self-sacrifices have done honor to 
the same cause and to hum~n nature. Tak.e, fOJ" iu-

VOL. II. 4* 
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!!tance, the following scene, as described with grea 
naive!1i by one of these very Moravians. After 
conference with some of the Delaware chief men, i 
which they were informed that the missionaries ha 
come to teach them a better and purer religion, ( 
which the one fundamental principle, leading to etel 
nal salvation, was belief in the Redeemer, and atOnE 
ment through his blood for the sins of all mankind
all which was eontained in the book which he he I, 
in his hand,-" Wangoman, a great chief and medi 
cine.man among them, rose to reply. He began b 
tracing two lines on the ground, and endeavoured t 
explain that there \\ere two ways which led alike t 
God and to happiness, the way of the Red man, an 
the way of the White man, but the way of the Re 
man, he said, was the straighter and the shorter ( 
the two." 

The missionary here interposed, and represente 
that God himself had descended on earth to teac 
men the true way. Wangoman declared that" h 
had been intimately acquainted with God for man: 
years, and had never heard that God became a ma 
and shed his blood, and therefore the God of whO! 
Brother Zeisberger preached could not be the tru 
God, or he, Wangoman, would have been made a( 
quainted with the circumstance." 

The missionary then declared, "in the power ( 
the Spirit, that the God in whom Wangoman and h 
Indians believed, was no other than the devil, th 
father aflies." Wangoman replied in a very mod, 
rate tone, " I cannot understand your doctrine, it . 
quite new and strange to me. If it be true," he adde' 
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"that the Great Spirit came down into the world, 
became a man, and suffered so much, I assure you, 
the Indians are not in fault. but the white men 
alone. God has given us the beasts of the forest for 
food, and our employment is to hunt them. We 
know nothing of your book-we cannot learn it; it 
is much too difficult for an Indian to comprehend." 

Brother Zeisberger replied, "I will tell you the 
reason of it. Satan is the prince of darkness: where 
he reigns all is dark, and he dwells in you-there. 
fore you can comprehend nothing of God and his 
word; but when you return from the evil of your 
ways, and come as a wretched lost sinner to Jesus 
Christ, it may be that he will have mercy upon you. 
Do not delay therefore; make haste and save your 
poor souls !" &c.* 

I forbear to repeat the rest, because it would seem 
as if I intended to turn it into ridicule, which Heaven 
knows I do not; for it is of far too serious import. 
But if it be in this style that the simple and sublime 
precepts of Christianity are first presented to the un· 
derstanding of the Indians, can we wonder at the 
little progress hitherto made in converting them to 
the truth 1 And with regard to all attempts to civil. 
ize them, what should the red man see in the civili. 
zation of the white man which should move him to 
envy or emulation, or raise in his mind a wish to ex. 
change his" own unshackled life, and his innate ca. 
pacities of soul," for our artificial social habits, our 

• History of the Missions of the United Brethren amon, 
the Indian. of North America, tr":,nslated from the German. 



morals, wJ:ich arc contradictd by our Opi;lio)n~, and 
our religion, which is violated b<JIli in our laws and 
our live;? 'Vlwn the good Illj.·"icll<lfY Siljrl, with 
emphas;';, that there was no hope for the crlD\'~r;ion 
of the Indians, but in removing them as far as possi. 
ble from all intercourse with Europeans, he spoke a 
terrible trnth, confirmed by all I see and !J"ar-by the 
opinion of everyone I have spoken to, ,,'ho has ever 
had any intercourse with these people. It will be 
said, as it has often been said, that here it is the self
ishness of the white man which speaks; that it is 
for his interest, and for his worldly advantage, that 
the red man should be removed out of his way, and 
be thrust back from the extending limits of civiliza. 
tion-even like these forests, \\ hich fall before us, 
and vanish from the earth, leaving for a while some 
decaying stumps and roots over which the plough 
goes in time, and no vestige remains to say that here 
they have been. True; it is for the advantage of 
the European agriculturist or artisan, that the hunt
er of the woods, who requires the range of many 
hundred square miles ofland for the adequate support 
of a single family, should make way for populous 
towns, and fields teeming with the means of subsist
ence for thousands. There is no denying this; and 
if there be those who think that in the present state 
of things, the interests of the red man and the white 
man can ever be blended, and their natures and ha. 
bits brought to harmonize, then I repeat, let them 
come here, and behold and see the heathen and the so. 
called Christian placed in near neighbourhood and 
comparison, and judge what are the ohanoes tor both! 
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Wherever the Christian comes, he brings the Bible 
in onc ho.nd, discase, corruption, and the accursed 
fire-water, in the other ~ or flinging down the book of 
peace, he boldly and openly proclaims that might 
gives right, and substitutes the sabre and the rifle for 
the slower desolation of starvation and whiskey. 

Every means hitherto provided by the Canadian 
government for th~ protection of the Indians against 
the whites has failed. Evny prohibition of the use 
or sale of ardent spirits among them has proved a 
mere mockery. The refuse of the white population 
along the back settlements have no perception of the 
gt'nuine virtues of the Indian character. They see 
only their inferiority in the commonest arts of life; 
their subjection to our power; they contemn them, 
oppress them, cheat them, corrupt their women, and 
deprave them by the means and example of drunken. 
ness. Tile missionaries alone have occasionally suc. 
ceeded in averting or alleviating the,c evils, at least 
in some degree; but their influence is very, very 
limited. The chiefs and warriors of the different 
tri bes are perfectly a ware of the monstrous evils in. 
troduced by the use of ardent spirits. They have 
held councils, and made resolutions for themselves 
and their people to abstain from their use; but the 
very first temptation generally oversets all these 
good resolves. My Moravian friend described this 
intense passion for intoxicating liquors with a sort of 
awe and affright, and attributed it to the direct agen. 
cy of the devil. Another missionary relates that 
soon after the Delaware Indians had agreed among 
themselves to reject every temptation of the kind, 
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and punish those who yielded to it, a white dealer in 
rum came among them, and pluring himself in the 
midst of one of their villag"e, with a barrel of spirits 
beside him, he introduced a straw into it, and with 
many profl'ssions of civility and friendship to his In. 
dian friends, he invited everyone to come and take 
a such through the straw gratis. A young Indian 
approached with a grave and pensive air and slow 
step, but suddenly turning round, he ran off precipi. 
tately as one terrified. Soon after he returned, he 
approached yet nearer, but again ran off in the same 
manner as before. The third time he suffered him. 
self to be persuaded by the white man to put his lips 
to the stm w. No sooner had he tasted of the fiery 
drink, than he offered all his wampum for a dram; 
and subsequently parted with every thing he pos. 
sessed, even his ritle and his blanket, for more. 

I han' anothcr illustrative anecdote for you, which 
I found among a number of documents, submitted to 
the society established at Toronto, for converting 
and civilizing the Indians. There can be no doubt 
of its truth, and it is very graphically told. The 
narrator is II. travelling schoolmaster, who has since 
been taken into the service of the society, but whose 
name I have forgotten. 

" In the winter of 1832, I was led, partly by busi. 
Dess, and partly by the Ilovelty of the enterprise, to 
Jralk from tbe Indian Establishment of Coldwater, to 
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the Sault St. Marie, a distance of nearly four hun. 
dred miles. 

" The lake was well frozen, and the ice moderate. 
ly covered with snow; with the assistance of snow. 
shoes, we were enabled to travel a distance of fifty 
miles in a day; but my business not requiring any 
expedition, I was tempted to linger among the thous. 
and isles of Lake Huron. I hoped to ascertain some 
facts with regard to the real mode of life of the In. 
dians frequenting the north side of the lake. With 
this view, I made a point of visiting every wigwam 
that we approached, and could, if it were my present 
purpose, detail many interesting pictures of extreme 
misery and destitution. Hunger, filth, and ignorance, 
with an entire absence of all knowledge of a Suo 
preme Being, here reign triumphant. * 

"Near the close of a long and fatiguing day, my 
Indian guide came on the recent track of a single 
Indian, and, anxious to please me, pursued it to the 
head of a very deep bay. We passed two of those 
holes in the ice which the Indians use for fishing, 
and at one of them noticed, from the quantity of 
blood on the snow, that the spear had lately done 
considerable execution. At a very short distance 
from the shore, the track led us past the remains of 
a wigwam, adjoining to which we observed a large 
eanoe and a small hunting canoe, both carefully laid 

• We .hould perhaps read, "An entire absence of aU know. 
ledge of a Supreme Being, as revealed to us in the Gospel 8f 
Christ;" for I never heard of any tribe of north.west IndiAn., 
lIowenr barbarous, who had not the notion of .. God, (ttwo 
arMt Spirit,) and of Ito 1Uture life. 
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up for tbe winter. After a considerable ascent, , 
narrow winding path brought us into a deep hollow, 
about four hundred yards from the bay. Here, Bur. 
rounded on every side by hills. on the margin of one 
of the smallest inland lak,'~, we came to a wigwam, 
the smoke from which showed us that it was occu. 

pied. The path for a considf'rable distance was 
Ill"''] on both sid!," hy billets of firewood, and a blan. 
ket, cleaner than usual. suspended before the en· 
trance, gave me at the Ycry first a favorable opinion 
of the inmates. I notic!,d on the right hand a dog. 

train, and on the left two pair of snow.shoes, and 
t.wo barrels of salt fish. The wigwam was of the 
square form, and so large. that I was surprised to 
find it occupied by two Indians only-a young man 
and his wife. 

" \Ve were soon made welcome, and I had leisure 
to look round me in admiration of the comfort dis. 
played in the arrangement of the interior. ;\ cover. 
ing of fresh branches of the young hemlock· pine was 
neatly spread all round. In the centre of the right 
hand side, as we entered, the master of the lodge 
was seated on a large mat; his wife occupied the 
station at his left hand; good and clean mats were 
spread for myself and my guide-my own being op. 
posite the entrance, and my guide occupying the reo 
maining side of the wigwam. Three dogs, well con. 
ditioned, and of a lar!!;e breed, lay b,;fore the fire. 
So much for the live stock. At th"e back of the wife, 
I saw, suspended near the door, a tin can full of wa. 
ter, with a small tin cup; next to it, a mat bag filled 
with tin dishes, and wooden spoons of Indian manu. 
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racture ; above that were several portions of female 
dress-ornamented leggings, two showy shawls, &c. 
A small chest and bag were behind her on the ground. 
At the back of the Indian were suspended two spear 
heads, of three prongs each; an American rifle, an 
English fowling-piece, and an Indian chief piece, 
with shot and bullet pouches, and two powder horns; 
there were also a highly ornamented capuchin, and 
a pair of new blanket leggings. The corner was oc. 
cupied by a small red-painted chest; a mokkuk of 
sugar was placed in the corner on my right hand, 
and a barrel of flour, half empty, on the right hand 
of my Indian; and between that and the door were 
hanging three large salmon trout, and several pieces 
of dried deer flesh. In the centre, as usual, we had 
a bright blazing fire, over which three kettles gave 
promise of one of the comforts of weary travellers. 
Our host had arrived but a few minutes before us, 
and was busied in pulling off his moccasins and blank
ets when we entered. We had scarcely time to reo 
move our leggings and change our moccasins, pre
paratory to a full enjoyment of the fire, when the In. 
dian's wife was prepared to set before us a plentiful 
mess of boiled fish; this was followed in a short space 
by soup made of deer fle~h and Indian corn, and our 
repast terminated with hot cakes baked in the ashes, 
in addition to the tea supplied from my own stores. 

"Before daylight on the following morning we were 
about to set out, but could not be allowed to depart 
without again partaking of refreshment. Boiled and 
broiled fish were set before us, and to my surprise, 
the young Indian, before partaking of it, knelt to pray 

VOL. u. 5 
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aloud. His prayer was short and fervent, and with. 
out that whining tone in which I had bpe';1 accus. 
tomed to hear the Indians address the Deity. It ap· 
peared to combine the manliness and humility which 
one '.I"I,lIJd naturally expect to find in an address 
spoken from the heart, and not got up for theatrical 
effect. 

" On taking our dep'lrture, I tried to scan the coun. 
tenance of our host, and I flatter myself I could not 
mistake the marks of unfeigned pleasure at having 
exercised the feelings of ho~pitality, mixed with a 
little pride in the disphy of the riches of his wig. 
warn. 

"You may be sure I did not omit the opportunity 
of diving into the secret of all his comfort and pros· 
perity. It could not escape observation that here 
was real civilization, and I anxiously sought for 
some explanation of the difference between the habits 
of this Indian and his nei~hboura. The story was 
soon told :-He had been brought up at the British 
Settlement on Drummond Island, where, when a 
child, he had, in frequent conversations, but in no 
studied form, heard the principles of religion ex· 
plained, and he had been told to observe the Sabbath, 
and to pray to the Almighty. Industry and prudence 
had been frequently enjoined, and, above all things, 
an abh'lrrence of ardent spirits. Under the influ. 
ence of this wholesome advice, his hunting, fishing, 
and sugar.making, had succeeded to such an extent, 
as to provide him with every necessary and many 
luxuries. He already had abundance, and still reo 
tained some few skins, which he hoped, during the 
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winter, to increase to an amount sufficient to pur. 
chase him the indulgence of a barrel of pork, and 
additional clothing for himself and his wife. 

"Further cxplanation was unnecessary, and the 
wearisomeness of this day's journey was pleasingly 
beguiled by reflections on the simple means by which 
a mind, yet in a state of nature, may be saved from 
degradation, and elevated to the best feelings of 
humanity. 

" Shall I lift the same blanket after the lapse of 
eighteen months 1-The second summer has arrived 
since my last visit j the wigwam on the Lake shore, 
the fit residence of summer, is unoccupied-the fire 
is still burning in the wigwam of winter; but the 
situation, which has warmth and quiet to recom. 
mend it at that season when cold is our greatest 
enemy, is now gloomy and dark.-Wondering what 
could have induced my friends to put up with the 
melancholy of the deep forest, instead of the spark. 
ling of the sun.lit wave, I hastened to enter. How 
dreadful the change! There was, indeed, the same 
Indian girl that I had left healthy, cheerful, content. 
ed, and happy; but whiskey, hunger, and distress of 
mind, had marked her countenance with the furrows 
of premature old age. An infant, whose aspect was 
little better than its moth"r's, was hanging at her 
breast, half dre~sed and filthy. Every part of the 
wigwam was ruinous and dirty, and, with the excep. 
tion of one kettle, entirely empty. Not one single 
article of furniture, clothing, or provision remained. 
Her husband had left in the morning to go out to 
fish, and she had not moved from the spot; this I 
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thought strange, as his canoe and spear were on tbe 
beacb. In a short time he returned, but witbout any 
food. He had, indeed, set out to fish, but had lain 
down to sleep in the bush, and had been a wakened 
by his dog barking on our arrival. He appeared 
worn down and helpless both in body and mind, and 
seated himself in listless silence in his place in the 
wigwam. 

"Producing pork and flour from my travelling 
stores, I requested his wife to cook tbem. They 
were prcpared, and I looked anxiously at the Indian, 
expecting to hear his accustomed prayer. He did 
not move. I therefore commenced asking a bless. 
ing, and was astonished to observe him immediately 
rise and walk out of the wigwam. 

"However, his wife and child joined us in par. 
taking of the food, which they ate voraciously. In 
a little time the Indian returned and lay down. My 
curiosity was excited, and although anxious not to 
distress his feelings, I could not avoid seeking some 
explanation of the change I observed. It was with 
difficulty I ascertained the following facts :-

"On the opening of the spring of 1833, the Indian, 
having got a sufficiency of furs for his purpose. set 
off to a distant trading post to make his purchase. 
The trader presented him with a plug of tobacco 
and a pipe on his entrance, and ofleret.! him a glass 
of whiskey, which he declined; the trader was then 
occupied with other customers, but soon noticed tbe 
respectable collection of furs in the pack of the poor 
Indian. He was marked as his victim, and not ex. 
pecting to be able to impose upon him unless he mad6 
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him drunk, he determined to accomplish this by indio 
rect means. 

" As soon as the store was clear of other custom· 
ers, he entered into conversation with the Indian, 
and invited him to join him in drinking a glass of 
cider, which he unhesitatingly accepted; the cider 
was mixed with brandy, and soon began to affect the 
mind of the Indi<Ln; a second and a third glass were 
taken, and he became completely intoxicated. In 
this state the trader dealt with him; but it was not 
at first that even the draught he had taken could 
overcome his lessons of prudence. He parted with 
only one skin; the trader was, therefore, obliged to 
continue his contrivances, which he did with such 
effect, that for three weeks the Indian remained eat. 
ing, drinking, and sleeping in his store. At length 
all the fur was sold, and the Indian returned home 
with only a few ribbons and beads, and a bottle of 
whiskey. The evil example of the husband, added 
to vexation of mind, broke the resolution of the wife, 
and she, too, partook of the accursed liquor. From 
this time there was no change. The resolution of 
the Indian once broken, his pride of spirit, and con· 
sequently his firmness, were gone; he became a 
confirmed drinker-his wife's and his own orna. 
mented dresses, and at length all the furniture of his 
wigwam, even the guns and traps on which his hunt. 
ing depended, were all sold to the store for whiskey. 
When I arrived, they had been two days without 
food, and the Indian had not energy to save himself 
and his family from slarvation. 

"All the arguments that occurred to me I made 
VOL. 11. 5* 
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use of to convince the Indian of his folly, and to in
duce him even now to begin life again, and redeem 
his character. He heard me in silence.' I felt that 
I should be distressing them by remaining all night, 
and prepared to set out again, first giving to the 
Indian a dollar, desiring him to purchase food with 
it at the nearest store, and promising shortly to see 
him again. 

"I had not proceeded far on my journey, when it 
appeared to me, that by remaining with them for the 
night, and in the morning renewing my solicitations 
to them, I might assist still more to effect a change. 
I therefore turned back, and in about two hours ar
rived again at the wigwam. The Indian had set off 
for the store, but had not returned. His wife still 
remained seated where I left her, and during the 
whole night (the Indian never coming back) neither 
moved nor raised her head. Morning came; I quick
ly despatched breakfast, and leaving my baggage, 
with the assistance of my guide set out for the tra
der's store. It was distant about two miles. I in. 
quired for the Indian. He came there the evening 
before with a dollar: he purchased a pint of whis
key, for which he paid half a dollar, and with the 
remainder bought six pounds of flour. He remained 
until he had drunk the whiskey, and then requested 
to have the flour exchanged for another pint of whis
key. This was done, and having consumed that 
also, he was so "stupidly drunk," (to use the words 
of the trader,) that it was necessary to shut him out 
of the store on closing it for the night. Search was 
immediately made for him, and at the distance of a 
few yards he was found lying on his face, dead." 
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THAT the poor Indians to whom l'eserved lands 
have been granted, and who, on the faith of treaties, 
have made their homes and gathered themselves into 
villages on such lands, should, whenever it is deemed 
expedient, be driven out of their possessions, either 
by purchase, or by persuasion, or by force, or by 
measures which include all three, and sent to seek a 
livelihood in distant and strange regions-as in the 
case of these Delawares-is horrible, and bears 
cruelty and injustice on the face of it. To say that 
they cannot exist in amicable relation with the 
whites, without depravation of their morals, is a fear. 
ful imputation on us as Christians i-but thus it is. 
And I do wish that those excellent and benevolent 
people who have taken the cause of the aborigines 
to heart, and are making appeals in their behalf to 
the justice of the government and the compassion of 
the public, would, instead of theorising in England, 
come out here and behold the actual state of things 
with their own eyes-and having seen all, let them 
say what is to be done, and what chances exist, for 
thc independence, and happiness, and morality of a 
small remnant of Indians residing on a block ofland, 
six miles square, surrounded on every side by a 
white population. To insure the accomplishment of 
those benevolent and earnest aspirations, in which 
80 many good people indulge, what is required 1 
what is expected 1 Of the white men such a pitch 
of lofty and self. sacrificing virtue, of humane philo. 
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Bophy and christian benevolence, that the future wei. 
fare of the wronged people they have supplanted shall 
be preferred above their own immediate interest
nay, their own immediate existence: of the red 
man, that he shall forget the wild hunter blood 
flowing through his veins, and take the plough in 
hand, and wield the axe and the spade instead of the 
rifle and the fish.spear! Truly they know not what 
they ask, who ask this; and among all those with 
whom I have conversed-persons familiar from thirty 
to forty years together with the Indians and their 
mode of life-I never heard but one opinion on the 
subject. Without casting the slightest imputation 
on the general honesty of intention of the missiona. 
ric,; and others de/'·gatc·d and well paid by various 
societies to teach and protect the Indians, still I will 
say that the enthusiasm of some, the l:Ielf-interest of 
other~, and an unconscious mixture of pious enthusi. 
asm and self-interest in many more, render it neces· 
sary to take their testimony with some reservation; 
for often with them .. the wish is father to the 
thought" set down; and feeling no lack of faith in 
their cause or in themselves, they look for miracles, 
such as waited on the missions of the apostles of old. 
But in the mean time, and by human agency, what 
is to be done? Nothing so easy as to point out evils 
and injuries, resulting from foregone events, or deep. 
seated in natural and necessary causes, and lament 
over them with resistless eloquence in verse and 
p.rose, or hold them up to the sympathy and indigna. 
hon of the universe; bu t let the real friends of reli. 
gion, humanity, and the poor Indians, Bet down a 
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probable and feasible remedy for their wrongs and 
miseries; and follow it up, as the advocates for the 
abolition of the slave.trade followed up their just and 
glorious purpose. With a definite object and plan, 
much might be done; but mere declamation against 
the evil does little good. The people who propose 
remedies forget that there are two parties concerned. 
I remember to have read in some of the early mis. 
sionary histories, that one of the Jesuit fathers, 
(Father Ie Jeune,) full of sympathy and admiration 
for the noble qualities and lofty independence of the 
converted Indians, who could not and would not 
work, suggested the propriety of sending out some 
of the French peasantry to work and till the ground 
for them, as the only means of keeping them from 
running off to the woods. A doubtful sort of philan. 
thropy, me thinks ! but it shows how one-sided a life's 
devotion to one particular object will make even a 
benevolent and a just man. 

Higher up, on the river Thames, and above the 
Moravian settlements, a small tribe of the Chippewa 
nation has been for some time located. They have 
apparently attained a certain degree of civilization, 
live in log-huts instead of bark wigwams, and have, 
from necessity, turned their attention to agriculture. 
I have now in my pocket-book an original document 
sent up from these Indians to the Indian agency at 
Toronto. It runs thus: 

"We, the undersigned chiefs of the Chippewa In. 
dians of Col borne on the Thames, hereby request Mr. 
Superintendent Clcnch to prOCUrl;l for us-

" One yoke of working oxen. 
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" Six ploughs. 
"Thirty.thrce tons of hay. 
" Onc hundred bushels of oats. 
" The price of the above to be dEducted from our 

land.payments. " 
Signed by ten chiefs, or, more properly, chiefmen, 

of thc tribe, of whom one, the Bcaver, signs his name 
in lcgible characters; the others, as is usual with 
the Indians, affix each their totem, (crest or sign. 
manual,) being a rude scratch of a bird, fish, deer, 
&c. Another of these papers, similarly signed, con. 
tains a requisition for working tools and mechanical 
instruments of various kinds. This looks well, and 
it is well; but what are the present state and proba. 
ble progress of this Chippewa settlement? Why, 
one half the number at least are half. cast, and as the 
whole population doses and thickens around them, 
we shall see in another generation or two none of 
entire Indian blood; they will become, at length, 
almost wholly amalgamated with the white people. 
Is this cit'ilizing the Indians?* I should observe, that 
when an Indian woman gives herself to a white man, 

.. The Indian village of Lorette, near Quebec, which I visit. 
ed subsequently, is a case in point, Seven hundred Indians, 
" wretched remnant of the Huron tribe, had once been congre. 
gated here under the protection of the Jesuits, and had alway. 
been cited as examples of what might be accomplished in the 
task of conversion and civiiizJ.tion. When I wn.~ there, tho 
number was under two hundred; many of the huts deserted, 
the inhabitants having fled to the woods and taken up the hunt. 
er's life ag ain; in thoso who remained, there was Bcarce a 
trace of native Indian blood, 
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she considers herself as his wife to all intents and 
purposes. If forsaken by him, she considers herself 
as injured, not disgraced. There are great numbers 
of white settlers and traders along the borders living 
thus with Indian women. Some of these have been 
persuaded by the missionaries or magistrates to go 
through the ceremony of marriage; but the number 
is few in proportion. 

You must not imagine, after all I have said, that I 
consider the Indians as an inferior race, merely be. 
cause they have no literature, no luxuries, no steam. 
engines; nor yet, because they regard our superiority 
in the arts with a sort of lofty indifference, which is 
neither contempt nor stupidity, look upon them as 
cast beyond the pale of our sympa thies. It is possi. 
ble I may, on a nearer acquaintance, change my 
opinion, but they do strike me as an untameable race. 
I can no more conceive a city filled with industrious 
Mohawks and Chippewas, than I can imagine a flock 
of panthers browsing in a penfold. 

The dirty, careless habits of the Indians, while 
sheltered only by the bark.covered wigwam, matter 
very little. Living almost constantly in the open 
air, and moving their dwellings perpetually from 
place to place, the worst effects of dirt and negli. 
gence are neither perceived nor experienced. But I 
have never heard of any attempt to make them sta. 
tionary and congregate in houses, that has not been 
followed by disease and mortality, particularly among 
the children; a natural result of close air, confine. 
ment, heat, and filth. In our endeavours to civilize 
the Indians, we have not only to convince the mind 
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Ilnd change the habits, but to overcome a certain 
physical organization to which labour and constraint 
Ilnd confinement appear to be fatal. This cannot be 
done in less than three generations, if at all, in the 
unmixed race; and meantime-they perish' 
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IT is time. however, that 1 should introduce you to 
our party on board the litttle steamboat, which is 
now puffing and snorting. and gliding at no rapid 
rate over the blue tranquil waters of Lake St. 
Clair.* First, then, there are the captain, and his 
mate or steersman, two young men of good manners 
and appearance; one English-the other Irish; one 
a military. the other a naval officer; both have land, 
and are near neighbours up somewhere by Lake 
Simcoe; but both b3ing wearied out by three years 
80litary life in the hush, they have taken the steam. 
boat for this season on speculation, and it seems 
likely to answer. The boat was built to navigate 
the ports of Lake Huron from Pen~tangllishine, to 
Goderich and St. Joseph's Island, but there it utterly 
failed. It is a wretched little boat, dirty and ill 
contrived. The upper deck, to which I have tied 
from the close hot cabin, is an open platform, with 
no defence or railing around it, and I have here my 
establishment-a chair, a little table, with pencil and 
paper, and a great umbrella; a gust of wind or a 
pitch of the vessel would inevitably send me sliding 
overboard. The passengers consist of my acquain. 
tance, the Moravian missionary, with a family of 
women and children,(hisow:J wife and the relatives of 

Mo.tofthe small steambo1tson the American lakoshave high. 
pressure engines, which make a horrible and perpetllalsnortinr 
like the engine on a railroad. 

VOL. II. 6 
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his assistant Volger,) who are about to emigrate with 
the Indians lJ~yond the Missouri. These people 
speak a dialect of German among themeelves, being 
descended fi'om the early German Moravians. I find 
them civil, but neither preposscs~ing nor intelligent j 
in short, I can make nothing of tlwm j I cannot ex· 
tract an idea beyond eating, drinking, dressing, and 
praying j nor can I make out with what feelings, 
whether of regret, or hope, or indifference, they con. 
templute their intended exile to the fur, far west. 
Me,wtime the children squeal, and the women chatter 
incessantly. 

VI e took in at Chatham a large cargo of the usual 
articles of exportation from Canada to the United 
States, viz., barrels of flour, sacks of grain, and COli. 
grants proceeding to Michigan and the lIIinois. 
There aro on board, in the steerage, a great number 
of poor Scotch and Irish of the lowest grade, and also 
ono large family of American emigl'ants, who have 
taken up their station on the deck, and whose ope. 
rations amuse me exceedingly. I wish I could place 
before you this vcry original menoge, even as it is 
before me now while I write. Such a group could be 
encountered nowhere on earth, methinks, but here in 
the wcst, or among the migratory Tartar hordes oC 
the cast. 

They are from Vermont, and on their way to the 
Illinois, having been already eleven weeks travelling 
through New York and lJ pper Canada. They have 
two wagons covered in with canvass, a yoke of oxen, 
and a pair of horses. The chief or patriarch of the 
set is an old V ormont farmer, upwards of sixty at least, 
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whose thin shrewd face has b30n burnt to a deep 
brickdust colour by the sun and travel, and wrinkled 
by age or carc into a texture like that of tanned sail. 
canvass,-(the simile nearest to mc at this moment.) 
The sinews of his neck and hands are like lmotted 
whipeord j his turned.up nnse, with l'll'ge nostrils, 
snuffs the wind, and his small light blue eyes have a 
most keen, cunning expression. He wears a smock. 
frock over a flannel shirt, blue woollen stockings, and 
a brol(Cn pipe stuck in his stmw hat, and all day 
long he smokes or chews tobacco. He has with him 
fifteen children of different ages hy three wives. 
The present wife, a delicate, intelligent, care. worn 
looking woman, seems about thirty years younger 
than her helpmate. She Mits on the ijhaft of one of 
the wagons I have mentioned, a baby in her lap, and 
two of the three younger children crawling about her 
feet. Her time and nttention are completely taken 
up in disl'cnMing to the whole b,'ood, young and old, 
rations of food, consisting of lard, bread of Indian 
corn, and pieces of sassafras root. The appearance 
of all (except of the poor anxiolls mother) is equally 
robust and cheerful, half.civilized, coarse, and by no 
means clean j all are barefooted except the two 
eldest girls, who are uncommonly handsome, with 
fine dark eyes. The eldest son, a very young man, 
has been recently married to a very young wife, and 
these two recline together all day, hand in hand, un. 
der the shade of a sllil, neither noticing the rest nor 
conversing with each other, but, as it seems to me, 
in silent contentment with their lot. I found these 
people, most unlike others of their class I have met 
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with before, neither curious nor communicative, 
answering to all my questions and advances with 
cauiious monosyllables, and the old man with even 
laconic rudeness. The contrast which the gentle anx. 
ious wife and her baby presented to all the others, 
interested me; but she looked so overpowered by 
fatigue, and so disinclined to converse, that I found 
no opportunity to satisfy my curiosity without being 
impertinently intrusi ve; so, after one or two inef. 
fectual advances to the shy, wild children, I withdrew, 
and contented myself with observing the group at a 
distance. 

The banks of the Thames are studded with a BUC. 

cession of farms, culti vated by the descendants of the 
early French settlers-precisely the same class of 
people as the Habitans in Lower Canada. They 
go on exactly as their ancestors did a century ago, 
raising on their rich fertile lands just sufficient for a 
Bubsistence, wholly uneducated, speakilJg only II. 

French patois, without an idea of advance or im. 
provement of any kind, submissive to thpir priests, 
gay, contented, courteous, and apparently retaining 
their ancestral tastes for dancing, singing, and 
flowers. 

In the midst of half-dilapidated, old-fashioned 
rarm.houses, you could always distinguish the priest's 
dwelling, with It flower-garden in front, and the lit. 
tle chapel or church surmounted by a cross,-both 
being generally neat, clean, fresh-painted, and form. 
ing a strange contrast with the neglect and slovenli· 
ness around. 
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Ague prevails very much at certain seasons along 
the banks of the river, and I could see by the manner 
in which the houses are built, that it overflows its 
banks annually; it -abounds in the small fresh. water 
turtle (the Terrapin;) every log floating on the 
water, or muddy islet, was covered with them. 

We stopped half way down the river to take in 
wood. Opposite to the landing.place stood an ex. 
tensive farmhouse, in better condition than any I had 
yet seen; and under the boughs of an enormous tree, 
wh~ch threw an ample and grateful shade around, 
our boat was moored. Two Indian boys, about seven 
or eight years old, were shooting with bow and 
arrows at a mark stuck up against the huge trunk of 
the tree. They wore cotton shirts. with a crimson 
belt round the waist ornamented with beads, such 
as is commonly worn by the Canadian Indians; 
one had a gay handkerchief knotted round his head, 
from beneath which his long black hair hung in mat. 
ted elf locks on his shoulders. The elegant forms, 
free movements, and haughty indifference of these In. 
dian boys, were contrasted with the figures of some 
little dirty, l'Ugged Canadians, who stood staring 
upon us with their hands in their pockets, or impor. 
tun:ltely begging for cents. An Indian hunter and 
his wife, the father and mother of the boys, were 
standing by, and at the feet of thc man a dead deer 
lay on the grass. The steward of the boat was bar. 
gaining with the squaw for some vcnison, while the 
hunter stood leaning on his rifle, haughty and silent. 
At the window of the farmhouse sat a well.dressed 
female, engaged in needlework. After looking up at 

YOLo II. 6*' 
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me once or twice as I stood upon the deck gazing OD 

this picture-just such a one as Edwin Landseer 
would have delighted to paint-the lady invited me 
into her house; an invitation I most gladly accepted. 
Everything within it and around it spoke riches and 
substantial plenty; she shower! me her garden, 
abounding in roses, and an extensive orchard, in 
which stood two Indian wigwams. She told me 
that every year f:lmilies of Chippewa hunters came 
down from the shore of Lake Huron. and encamped 
in her orchard, and those of her neighbours, witbout 
asking permission. They were perfectly inoffensive, 
and had never been known to meddle with her 
poultry, or injure her trees. "They a re," said she," an 
honest, excellent people; but I must shut the gates 
of my orchard upon them to.night-for this bargain 
with your steward will not conclude without whiskey, 
and I shall have them all ivres morte before to·mor. 
row morning." 

Detroit, at night. 

I passed half an hour in pleasant conversation 
with this lady, who had been born, educated, and 
married in the very house in which shfl now resided. 
She spoke English well and fluently, but with a for. 
eign accent, and her deportment was frank and easy. 
with that sort of graceful courtesy which seems in. 
berent in the French manner, or used to be so. On 
parting, she presented me with a large bouquet of 
roses, which has proved a great delight, and served 
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all the purposes of a fan. Nor should I forget that 
in her garden I saw the only humming-birds I have 
yet seen in Canada; there were two lovely little 
gem-like creatures disporting among the blossoms of 
the scarlet-bean. They have been this year less 
numerous than usual, owing to the lateness and 
severity of the spring. 

The day had been most intolerably hot; even on 
the lake there was not a breath of air. But as the 
Bun went down in his glory, the breeze freshened, 
and the spires and towers of the city of Detroit 
were seen against the western sky. The schooners 
at anchor, or dropping into the river-the little 
canoes flitting across from side to side-the lofty 
buildings-the enormous steamers-the noisy port, 
and busy streets, all bathed in the light of a sunset 
such as I had never seen, not even in Italy-almost 
turned me giddy with excitement. I have emerged 
from the solitary forests of Canada to be thrown 
suddenly into the midst of crowded civilized life; 
and the effeet for the present is a nervous flutter of 
the spirits which banishes sleep and rest; thflugh I 
have got into a good hotel, (the American,) and have 
at last, after some trouble, obtained good accom. 
modation. 
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To them was life a simplo art 
Of duties to be done; 

A game where each man took hi. part
A race where all must run-

A battle whose great scheme and scope 
They little e>fed to know; 

Content as men at arms to cope 
Each with his fronting foe. 

MILNES. 

Detroit, June-. 

THE roads by which I have at length reached this 
beautiful little city were not certainly the smoothest 
and the easiest in the world; nor can it be said of 
Upper Canada as of wisdom, "that all her ways 
are ways of pleasantness, and her paths are paths of 
peace." On the contrary, one might have fancied 
oneself in the road to paradise for that matter. It 
was difficult, and narrow, and foul, and Rteep enough 
to have led to the seventh heaven; but in heaven I 
am not yet-

* * * * * 
Since my arrival at Detroit, some malignant 

planet reigns in place of that favourable and guiding 
star whieh has hitherto led me so deftly on my way, 

"Through brake, through brier, 
Through mud, through mire." 

Here, where I expected all would go 80 well, every
thing goes wrong, and cross, and contrary. 
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A severe attack of illness, the combined effect of 
heat, fatigue, and some deleterious properties in the 
water at Detroit, against which travellers should be 
warned, has confined me to my room for the last 
three days. This mal.apropos indisposition has pre. 
vented me from takiDg my passage in the great steam. 
er which has just gone up Lalte Huron; and I must 
now wait here six days longer, till the next boat 
bound for Mackinaw and Chicago, comes up Lake 
Erie from Buffalo. What is far worse, I have lost, 
for the time being, the advantage of seeing and know. 
ing Daniel Webster, and of hearing a display of that 
wonderful eloquence which they say takes captive all 
ears, hearts, and souls. He has been making public 
speeches here, appealing to the people against the 
money transaction .. of the 8overnment; and the 
whole city has been in a ferment. He J"ft D"troit 
two days after my arrival, to my no small mortifica. 
tion. I had letters forohim ; and it so happens that 
several others to whom I had also letters, have fled 
from the city on summer tours, or to escape the heat. 
Some have gone east, some west, some up the lakes, 
some down the lakes; so I am abandoned to my own 
resources in a miserable state of languor, lassitude, 
and weakness. 

It is not, however, the first time I have had to en. 
dure sickness and soli tude together in a strange land; 
and the worst being over, we must needs make the 
hest of it, and send the time away as well as we 
can. 

Of all the places I have yet seen in these far west. 
ern regions, Detroit is the most interesting. It is, 



70 SlTlIMER RAMBLES. 

moreover, a most ancient and venerable place, dating 
b:.tck to the d<lrk immemorial ages, i. e. almost a cen· 
tury and a quarter ago! and having its history and 
antiquities, and traditions and heroes, a nd epochs of 
peace and war. "No place in the United States pre. 
sents such a series of events int~resting in them. 
selves, and permanently affecting, as they occurred, 
both its progress and prosperity. Five times its flag 
has changed; three different sovereignties have 
claimed its allegiance; and since it has been held by 
the United States, its government has been thrice 
transferred: twice it has been besieged by the In. 
dians, once captured in \l'ar, and once burned to the 
ground :"-truly, a long list of events for a young 
city of a century old! Detroit may almost rival her 
old grandam Qllch~e. who sits hristling defiance on 
th" ~lImmit of her rocky height, in warlike and tragic 
experience. 

Can YOII tell me why we gave lip thiR fine and im. 
portant place to thp, Ampricans, without leaving our· 
selves even a fort on the opposite shore 1 Dolts and 
blockheads as we have been in all that concerns the 
partition and management of these magnificent reo 
gions, now that \I"e ha\"c ignorantly and blindly ceo 
ded wholc cOllntrie~, and millions and millions of 
square miles of land and "":.tter to ollr neighbours, 
they say we are likely to quarrel and go to war about 
a partition line through the barren tracts of the east! 
Well, thi" ill not your affJir nor mine-let our legis. 
lator;1 look to it. Colonel Talbot told me that when 
he took a map, and pointed out to one of the English 
commissioners the foolish bargain they had made, 
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the real extent, value, and resources of the countries 
ceded to ihe United States, the man covered his eyes 
with his clenched hands, and burst into tears. 

The pOdition of Detroit is one of the finest imagi. 
nable. It is on a strait between Lake Erie and 
Lake St. Clair, commanding the whole internal com. 
merce of these great "successive seas." Michi. 
gan, of which it is the capital, being now received 
into the Union, its importance, both as a frontier 
town and a place of trade, increases every day. 

The origin of the city was a little palisadoed fort, 
erected here in 1702 by the French under La MoUe 
Cadillac, to defend their fur.trade. It was then 
called Fort Portchartrain. From this time till 1760 
it remained in possession of the French, and contino 
ued to increase slowly. So late as 1721, Charlevoix 
speaks of the mst herds of bulfalos ranging the plains 
west of the city. Meantime, under the protection 
of the fort, the settlement and cultivation of the 
neighbouring districts went on in spite of the attacks 
of some of the neighbouring tribes of Indians, par. 
ticularly the Ottagamies, who, with the I\'()quois, 
seem to have been the only decided and irreconcila. 
ble enemies whom the French found in this pro,-ince. 
The capture of Quebec and the death of Wolfe being 
followed by the cession of the whole of the French 
territory in North America to the power of Great 
Britain, Detroit, with all the other trading posts in 
the west, was given up to the English. It is curio 
ous that the French submitted to this change of 
masters more easily than the Indians, who were by 
no means inclined to exchange the French for tho 
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English alliance. .; Whatever may have been the 
calise," says Governor Cass, ., the fact is certain, 
that there is in the French character a peculiar 
adaptation to the habits and ft:e1ings of the Indians, 
and to this day the period of French domination is 
the era of all that is happy in Indian reminiscen. 
ces." 

The conciliating manners of the French towards 
the Indians, and the judgment with which they 
managed all their intercourse with them, has had a 
permanent effect on the minds of those tribes who 
were in friendship with them. At this day, if the 
British are generally preferred to the Americans, the 
French are always preferred to either. A Chippewa 
chief addressing the American agent, at the Sault 
St. Marie, so late as 1826, thus fondly referred to 
the period of the French dominion :-" When the 
Frenchmen arrived at these Falls, they came and 
kissed us. They called us children, and we found 
them fathers. We lived like brethren in the sarno 
lodge, and we had always wherewithal to clothe us. 
They never mocked at our ceremonies, and they 
never molested the places of our dead. Seven gene· 
rations of men have passed away, but we have not 
forgotten it. Just, very just, were they towards us !"* 

The discontent of the Indian tribes upon the trans. 
fer of the forts and trading posts into the possession 
of the British, showed itself early, and at length gave 
rise to one of the most prolonged and savage of all 
the Indian wars, that of Pontiac, in 1763. 

• Vide Historical Sketches of Michigan, 
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Of this Pontiac you have read, no doubt, in various 
books of travels and anecdotes of Indian chief.~. * But 
it is one thing to read of these events by an English 
fireside, where the features of the scene-the fQrest 
wilds echoing to the war. whoop-the painted war. 
riors-the very words scalping, tomahawk, bring 
no definite meaning to the mind, only a vague hor. 
ror i-and quite another thing to recall them here on 
the spot, arrayed in all their dread yet picturesque 
reality. Pontiac is the hero par excellence of all 
these regions; and in all the histories of Detroit, 
when Detroit becomes a great capital of the west, 
he will figure like Caractacus or Arminius in the Ro. 
man history. The English cotemporaries call him 
king and emperor of the Indians; but there is abso. 
lutely no sovereignty among these people. Pontiac 
was merely a war chief, chosen in the usual way, 
but exercising a more than usual influence, not by 
mere bravery-the universal savage virtue-but by 
talents of a rarer kind; a power of reflection and 
combination rarely met with in the character of the 
red warrior. Pontiac was a man of genius, and 
would have ruled his fellow.men under any circum. 
stances, and in any country. He formed a project 
similar to that which Tecumseh entertained fifty 
years later. He united all the north.western tribes 
of Ottawas, Chippewas, and Pottowatamies, in one 
great confederacy against the British, "the dogs in 
red coats;" and had very nearly caused the over. 
throw, at least the temporary overthrow, of our pow. 

• There is a. Life of Pontiac in Thatcher's India.n Bio
graphy. 

VOL. II. 7 
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er. He had planned a simultaneous attack on all the 
trading posts in the posaession of the English, and 
so far succeeded that ten of these forts were sur. 
prised about the same time, and all the English sol. 
diers and traders massacred, while the French were 
spared. Before any tidings of these horrors and 
outrages could reach Detroit, Pontiac was here in 
friendly guise, and all his measures admirably ar. 
ranged for taking this fort also by stratagem, and 
murdering every Englishman within it. All had 
been lost, if a poor Indian woman, who had received 
much kindness from the family of the commandant, 
(Major Gladwyn,) had not revealed the danger. I 
do not yet quite understand why Major Gladwyn, 
on the discovery of Pontiac's treachery, and having 
him in his power, did not make him and his whole 
band prisoners; such a stroke would have ended, or 
rather it would have prevented, the war. But it 
must be remembered that Major Gladwyn was igno. 
rant of the systematic plan of extermination adopted 
by Pontiac; the news of the massacres at the upper 
forts had not reached him; he knew of nothing but 
the attempt on himself, and from motives of humanity 
he suffered them to leave the fort and go free. No 
sooner were they on the outside of the palisades, 
than they set up the war-yell, " like so many devils," 
as a bystander expressed it, and turned and dis. 
charged their rifles on the garrison. The war, thus 
savagely declared, was accompanied by all those 
atrociolls barbarities, and turns of fate, and traits of 
heroism, and hair.breadth escapes, which render these 
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Indian conflicts so exciting, so terrific, so pictu. 
resque.* 

Detroit was in a state of siege by the Indians for 
twelve months, and gallantly and successfully de. 
fended by Major Gladwyn, till relieved by General 
Bradstreet. 

The first time I was able to go out, my good. 
natured landlord drove me himself in his wagon, 
(Anglice, gig,) with as much attention and care for 
my comfort as if I had been his near relation. The 
evening was glorious; the sky perfectly Italian-a 
genuine Claude Lorraine sky, that beautiful intense 
amber light reaching to the very zenith, while the 
purity and transparent loveliness of the atmospheric 
effects carried me back to Italy and times long past. 
I felt it all, as people feel things after a sharp fit of 
indisposition, when the nervous system, languid at 
once and sensitive, thrills and trembles to every 
breath of air. As we drove slowly and silently 

• The following extract from a cotemporary letter given in 
the Life of Pontiac is at least very graphic. 

"DETROIT, July 9, 1763. 
"You have heard long ago of our pleasant situation, but the 

iltorm is blown over. Was it not very agreeable to hear every 
day of their cutting, carving, boiling, and eating our compa
nions1 to see every day dead bodies Boating down the river, 
mangled and disfigured 1 But Britons, you know, never 
ahrink; we always appeared gay, to spite the rascals. They 
boiled and ate Sir Robert Devers, and we are informed by Mr. 
Pauly, who escaped the other day from one of the stations 8ur. 
prised at the breaking out of the war, and commanded by him
self, that he had seen an Indian have the skin of Captaia 
Robertson's arm for a tobacco pouch." 
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along, we came to a sluggish, melancholy.looking 
rivulet, to which the man pointed with his whip. 
" I expect," said he, "you know all about the baUle 
of Bloody Run 1" 

I was obliged to confess my ignorance, not without 
a slight shudder at the hateful, ominous name which 
sounded in my ear like an epitome of all imaginable 
horrors. 

This was the scene of a night attack made by 
three hundred British upon the camp of the Indians, 
who were then besieging Detroit. The Indians had 
notice of their intention, and prepared an ambush to 
receive them. They had just reached the bank of 
this rivulet, when the Indian foe fell upon them sud. 
denly. They fought hand to hand, bayonet and 
tomahawk, in the darkness of the night. Before 
the English could extricate themselves, seventy men 
and most of the officers fell and were scalped on the 
spot. "Them Indians," said my informant, " fought 
like brutes and devils," (as most do, I thought, who 
fight for revenge and existence,) "and they say the 
creek here, when morning ca.me, ran red with blood; 
and so they call it the Bloody Run." 

There certainly is much in a name, whatever 
Juliet may say, and how much in fame! Do you 
remember the brook Sanguinetto, which flows into 
Lake Thrasymene 1 The meaning and the deriva. 
tion are the same, but what a difference in Bound! 
The Sanguinetto! 'tis a word one might set to mu. 
sic. The Bloody Run! pah! the very utterance 
pollutes one's fancy! 

And in associations, too, how different, though the 
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circumstances were not unlike! This Indian Fabius, 
this Pontiac, wary and brave, and unbroken by de. 
feat, fighting for his own land against a swarm of 
invaders, has had no poet, no historian to immortal. 
ize him, else all this ground over which I now tread 
had been as classical as the shores of Thrasymene. 

As they have called Tecumseh the Indian Napo. 
leon, they might style Pontiac the Indian Alexan. 
der-I do not mean him of Russia, but the Greek. 
Here, for instance, is a touch of magnanimity quite 
in the Alexander.the.great style. Pontiac, before the 
commencement of the war, had provided for the safe· 
ty of a British officer, Major Rogers by name, who 
was afterwards employed to relieve Detroit, when 
besieged by the Indians. On this occasion he sent 
Pontiac a present of a bottle of brandy, to show 
he had not forgotten his former obligations to him. 
Those who were around the Indian warrior when the 
present arrived, particularly some Frenchmen, warned 
him not to taste it, as it might be poisoned. Pontiac 
instantly took a draught from it, saying, as he put 
the bottle to his lips, that" it was not in the power of 
Major Rogers to hurt him who had so lately saved 
his life." I think this story is no unworthy pendant 
to that of Alexander and his physician. 

But what avails it all ! who knows or cares about 
Pontiac and his Ottawas 1 

.. Vain was the chief's, the warrior's pride! 
He had no poet-and he died !" 

If I dwell on these horrid and obscure conflicts, it is 
partly to amuse the languid idle hours of conva· 

YOLo II. 7* 



78 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

iescence, partly to inspire you with some interest for 
the localities around me :-and I may as well, while 
the pen is in my hand, give you the conclusion of the 
story. 

Pontiac carried on the war with so much talent, 
courage, and resources, that the British government 
found it necessary to send a considerable force a· 
gainst him. General Bradstreet came up here with 
three thousand men, wasting the lands of the Miami 
and '''yandot Indians, "burning their villages, and 
destroying their eorn.fields;" and I pray you to ob. 
serve that in all the accounts of our expeditions a· 
gainst the Indians, as well as those of the Americans 
under General Wayne and General Harrison, men. 
tion is made of the destruction of corn.fields (planta. 
tions of Indian corn) to a great extent, which show 
that some attention must have been paid to agricul. 
ture, even by these wild hunting tribes.* I find men· 
tion also of a very interesting and beautiful trarlition 

• I believe it is a prevalent notion tbat tbe Indians of tb .. 
nortb.west never cultivated grain to any extent until under tho 
influence of the whites. This, apparently, is a mistake. When 
General Wayne (in 1794) destroyed the settlements oftbe Wy. 
andots and Miamis along the Miami river, and on the south 
shores of Lake Erie, he wrote thus in his official despatch:
"Tbe very extensive and cultivated fields and gardens show 
the work of many hands. The margins of those beautiful 
rivers, the ;\liami of the L,ke and Au Glaize, appear like ono 
continued village for a number of miles, both above and below 
this place. Nor ha~e I e~er beheld such immeme field. of 
eorn in any part of America, from Canada to Florida." And 
all this fair scene was devastated and laid waste! and we com. 
plain that the Indians make no advance in civilization! 
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connected with these regions. To the east of the 
Detroit territory, there was settled from ancient 
times a band of Wyandots or Hurons, who were 
called the neutral nation; they never took part in 
the wars and conflicts of the other tribes. They had 
two principal villages, which were like the cities of 
refuge among the Israelites; whoever fled there from 
an enemy found a secure and inviolable sanctuary. 
If two enemies from tribes long at deadly variance 
met there, they were friends while standing on that 
consecrated ground. To what circumstances this 
extraordinary institution owed its existence is not 
known. It was destroyed after the arrival of the 
French in the country-not by them, but by some 
national and internal feud. 

But to return to Pontiac. With all his talents 
he could not maintain It standing or permanent army, 
such a thing being contrary to all the Indian usages, 
and quite incompatible with their mode of life. His 
warriors fell away from him every season, and de. 
parted to their hunting grounds to provide food for 
their families. The British pressed forward, took 
possession of their whole country, and the tribes 
were obliged to beg for peace. Pontiac disdained 
to take any part in these negociations, and retired 
to the Illinois, where he was murdered, from some 
motive of private animosity, by a Peoria Indian. 
The Ottawas, Chippewas, and Pottowattomies, who 
had been allied under his command, thought it in. 
cumbent on them to avenge his death, and nearly 
exterminated the whole nation of the Peorias-and 
this was the life and the fall of Pontiac. 
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The name of this great chief IS commemorated in
that of a flourishing village, or rising town, about 
twenty miles west of Detroit, which is called Pon
tiac, as one of the townships in Upper Canada is 
styled Tecumseh: thus literally illustrating those 
beautiful lines in Mrs. Sigourney's poem on Indian 
names;-

.. Their memory liveth on your hills, 
Their baptism on your 8hore ; 

Your everlasting rivers speak 
Their dialect of yore !" 

For rivers, bearing their old Indian names, we 
have here the Miami, (or Maumee,) the Huron, the 
Sandusky; but most of the points of land, rivers, 
islands, &c., bear the French appellations, as Point 
Pelee, River au Glaize, River des Canards, Gros
Isle, &c. 

The melange of proper names in this immediate 
neighbourhood is sufficiently curious. Here we 
have Pontiac, Romeo, Ypsilanti, and Byron, all 
within no great distance of each other. 

Long after the time of Pontiac, Detroit and all the 
country round it became the scene of even more 
horrid and unnatural conflicts between the Americans 
and British, during the war of the Revolution, -in 
which the Indians were engaged against the Ameri
cans. When peace was proclaimed, and the inde
pendence of the United States recognized by Great 
Britain, this savage war on the frontiers still eon. 
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tiDued, aDd mutual aggressions and injuries have 
left bitter feelings rankling OD both sides. Let us 
hope that in another generation they may be effaced. 
For myseIt~ I cannot contemplate the possibility of 
another war between the English and the Ameri. 
cans without a mingled disgust and terror, as some. 
thing cruel, unnatural, fratricidal. Have we DOt the 
same ancestry, the same father.land, the same Ian. 
guage 1 "Though to drain our blood from out their 
being wcre an aim," they cannot do it ! 

The ruffian refuse of the two nations-the most 
ignorant, common.minded, and vulgar among them, 
may hate each other, and give each other nick. 
names-but every year diminishes the number of 
such; and while the two governments are shaking 
hands across the Atlantic, it were indeed supremely 
ridiculous if they were to go to cuffs across the 
Detroit and Niagara! 
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.. In vain sedate reflections we would make 
When half our knowledge we must snatch, not take." 

POP&. 

Detroit. 

WHEN the intolerable heat of the day has subsi. 
ded, I sometimes take a languid stroll through the 
streets of the city, not unamused, not altogether un. 
observing, though unable to profit much by what I 
see and hear. There are many new houses build. 
ing, and many new streets laid out. In the prinei. 
pal street, called the Jefferson Avenue, there are 
rows of large and handsome brick houses; the others 
Rre generally of wood, painted white, with bright 
green doors and windows. The footway in many 
of the streets is, like that of Toronto, of planks, 
which, for my own part, I like better than the burn. 
ing brick or stone pave. The crowd of emigrants 
constantly pouring through this little city on their 
way to the back settlements of the west, and the 
number of steamers, brigs, and schooners always 
passing up and down the lakes, occasion a perpetual 
bustle, variety, and animation on the shore and in 
the streets. Forty.two steamers touch at the port. 
In one of the Detroit papers (there are five or six 
published here either daily or weekly) I found a long 
column, headed MARINE INTELLIGENCE, giving an 
Ilccount of the arrival and departure of the shipping. 
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Last year the profits of the steamboats averaged 
seventy or eighty per cent., one with another: this 
year it is supposed that many will lose. There are 
Silveral boats which ply regularly between Detroit 
Ilnd some of the new.born cities on the south shore 
of Lake Erie-Sandusky, Cleveland, Port Clinton, 
Monroe, &c. The navigation of the Detroit river 
is generally open from the beginning of April to the 
end of November. In the depth of winter they pasa 
Ilnd repass from the British to the American shore 
on the ice. 

There are some excellent shops in the town, a 
theatre, and a great number of taverns and gaming. 
houses. There is also a great number of booksellers' 
shops; and I read in the papers long lists of books, 
newly arrived and unpacked, which the public are 
invited to inspect. 

Wishing to borrow some books, to while away the 
long solitary hours in which I am obliged to rest, I 
asked for a circulating library, and was directed to 
the only one in the place. I had to ascend a steep stair. 
case-so disgustingly dirty, that it was necessary to 
draw my drapery carefully round me to escape poIlu. 
tion. On entering a large room, unfurnished except 
with bookshelves,I found several men sitting or ra ther 
sprawling upon chairs, and reading the new·spapers. 
The collection of books was small; but they were 
not of a common or vulgar description. I found 
some of the best modern publications in French and 
English. The man-gentleman I should say, for all 
are gentlemen here-who stood behind the counter, 
neither moved his hat from his head, nor bowed on 
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my entrance, nor showed any officious anxiety to 
serve or oblige; but, with this want of what we Eng. 
Iish consider due eourtesy, there was no deficiency 
of real civility-far from it. When I inquired on 
what terms I might have some books to read, this 
gentleman desired I would take any books I pleased, 
and not think about payment or deposit. I remon. 
strated, and represented that I was a stranger at an 
inn-that my stay was uncertain, &c. ; and the reply 
was, that from a lady and a stranger he could not 
think of receiving remuneration: and then gave him. 
self some trouble to look out the books I wished for, 
which I took away with me. He did not even ask 
the name of the hotel at which I was staying; and 
when I returned the books, persisted in declining all 
payment from" a lady and a stranger." 

Whatever attention and politeness may be ten. 
dered to me, in either character, a~ a lady or as a 
stranger, I am always glad to receive from anyone, 
in any shape. In the present instance, I could in. 
deed have dispensed with the form: a pecuniary ob. 
ligation, small or large, not being much to my taste; 
but what was meant for courtesy, I accepted cour. 
teously-and so the matter ended. 

Nations differ in their idea of good manners, as 
they do on the subject of beauty-a far less conven. 
tional thing. Bu t there exists luckily a standard for 
each, in reference to which we cannot err, and to 
which the progress of civilization will, it is to be 
hoped, bring us all nearer and nearer still. For the 
type of perfection in physical beauty we go to Greece, 
and for that of politeness we go to the gospel. .All 
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it is written in a charming little book I have just 
bought here,-" He who should embody and manifest 
the virtues taught in Christ's sermon on the Mount, 
would, though he had never seen a drawing. room, 
nor even heard of the artificial usages of society, 
commend himself to all nations, the most refined as 
well as the most simple."* 

If you look upon the map, you wiII find that the 
Detroit River, so called, is rather a strait or chan. 
nel about thirty miles in length, and in breadth frJm 
one to two or three miles, dividing the British from 
the American shore. Through this channel all the 
waters of the upper lakes, Michigan, Superior, and 
Huron, come pouring down on their way to the 
ocean. Here, at Detroit, the breadth of the river 
does not exceed a mile. A pretty Ii ttle steamer, gaily 
painted, with streamers flying, and shaded by an 
awning, is continually passing and re-passing from 
shore to shore. I have sometimes sat in this ferry. 
boat for a couple of hours together, pleased to remain 
still, and enjoy, without exertion, the cool air, the spark. 
ling redundant waters, and green islands :-amused, 
meantime, by the variety and conversation of the pas. 
sengers, English emigrants, and FrenchCanadians ; 
brisk Americans; dark, sad.looking Indians folded in 
their blankets; farmers, storekeepers, speculators in 
wheat; artisans; trim girls with black eyes and short 
petticoats, speaking a Norman patoi.t, and bringing 
baskets of fruit to the Detroit market; over.dressed, 
long-waisted, damsels of the city, attended by their 

• "HOME," by Miss Sedgwick. 
VOL. II. 8 
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beaux, going to make merry on the opposite shore. 
The passage is not of more than ten minutes dura
tion, yet there is a tavern bar on the lower deck, and a 
con",tant demand for cigars, liquors, and mint julep
by the men only, I pray you to observ!', and the 
Americans chiefly; I never saw the French peasants 
ask lor drink. 

Yesterday and to-day, feeling better, I have passed 
some hours straying or driving about on the British 
shore. 

I hardly know how to convey to you an idea of 
the difference between the two shores; it will 
appear to you as incredible as it is to me incompre
hensi ble. Our shore is said to be the most fertile, 
and has been the longest settled; but to float be
tween them (as I did to-day in a little canoe made 
of a hollow tree, and padJled by a half-breed imp of 
a boy)-to behold on one side a city, with its towers 
and spires and animated population, with villas and 
hand"nme hOU'8S stretching along the shore, and a 
hundred H','sl'ls or more, gigantic steamers, brigs, 
schooners, crowding the port, loading and unloading; 
all th" blHtk, in short, of prosperi ty and commerce; 
-and, on th" other side, a little strdggling hamlet, 
one schooner, one little wretched steamboat, some 
windmills, a catholic chapel or two, a supine igno
rant peasantry, all the symptoms of apathy, indo
lence, mistrust, hopelessness !-can I, can anyone, 
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help wondering at the difference, and asking whence 
it arises 1 There must be a cause for it surely-but 
what is it 1 Does it lie in past or in present-in 
natural or accidental circumstances 1-in the insti. 
tutions of the government, or the character of the 
people 1 Is it remediable 1 is it a necessity? is it a 
mystery 1 what and whence is it ?-Can you tell? 
or can you send some of our colonial officials across 
the Atlantic to behold and solve the difficulty 1 

The little hamlet opposite to Detroit is called 
Richmond. I was sitting there to.day on the grassy 
bank above the river, resting in the shade of a tree, 
and speculating on all these things, when an old 
French Canadian stopped near me to arrange some. 
thing about his cart. We entered forthwith into 
conversation; and though I had some difficulty in 
making out his patois, he understood my French, and 
we got on very well. If you would see the two ex. 
tremes of manner brought into near comparison, you 
should turn from a Yankee storekeeper to a French 
Canadian! It was quite curious to find in this reo 
mote region such a perfect specimen of an old.fash. 
ioned Norman peasant-all bows, courtesy, and good. 
humour. He was carrying a cart·load of cherries to 
Sandwich, and when I begged for a ride, the little 
old man bowed and smiled, and poured forth a volu. 
ble speech, in which the words enchante! honneur! 
and madame! were all I could understand j but these 
were enough. I mounted the cart, seated myself in 
an old chair surrounded with baskets heaped with 
ripe cherriei, lovely as those of Shenstone-
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" Scattering like blooming maid their glances round, 
And mUBt be bought, though penury betide !" 

No occasion, however, to risk penury here; for after 
permission asked, and granted with a pleasant smile 
and a hundredth removal of the ragged hat, I failed 
not to profit by my situation, and dipped my hand 
pretty frequently into these tempting baskets. 
"'hen the French penetrated into these regions a 
century ago, they brought with them not only their 
national courtesy, but some of their finest national 
fruits,-plums, cherries, apples, pears, of the best 
quality-excellent grapes, too, I am told-and all 
these are now grown in such abundance as to be al
most valueless. For his cart-load of cherries my 
old man expected a sum not exceeding two shillings. 

Sandwich is about two miles below Detroit. It is 
the chief place in the Western District, the county 
town; yet the population does not much exceed four 
hundred. 

I had to regret much the absence of Mr. Prince, 
the great proprietor of the place, and a distinguished 
member of our House of Assemby, both for ability 
and eloquence; but I saw sufficient to convince me 
that Sandwich makes no progress. The appearance 
of the place and people, so different from all I had 
left on the opposite side of the river, made me melan
choly, or rather thoughtful. What can be the rea
son that all flourishes there, and all languishes here? 

Amherstberg, another village about ten miles far. 
ther, contains about six hundred inhabitants, has a 
good harbour, and all natural capabilities; but here 
also no progress is making. Then is a wretched 
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little useless fort, commanding, or r..tther not com· 
manding, the entrance to the Detroit river on our 
side, and memorable in the history of the last Ameri. 
can war as Fort Malden. There are here a few 
idle soldiers, detached from the garrison at To. 
ronto j and it is said that even these will be reo 
moved. In ease of an attack or sudden outbreak, all 
this exposed and important line of shore is abso. 
lutely without defence. * 

Near Amherstberg there is a block of reserved 
land, about seven miles square, the property of a 
tribe of Huron or W yandot Indians: it extenos 
along the banks of the Detroit river, and is one of 
the finest regions for climate, soil, and advantages of 
every kind, in the whole province j of great impor. 
tance t: 0, as lying opposite to the American shore, 
and literally a stumbling.block in the way of the 
white settlements, diminishing very considerably the 
value and eligibility of the lands around. Our gov. 
ernment has been frequently in negociation with 
these Indians to induce them to dispose of their 
lands, and I understood that fifteen thousand acres 
have lately been purchased from them. It is most 
certain, however, that in all these transactions they 
consider themselves aggrieved. 

I have in my possession an original petition of 
these Wyandot Indians, addressed to Sir John Col. 
b9rne. It appears that in 1829, the other lake 
tribes, the Chippewas, Pottowattomies, and Ottawas, 

• This was written on the .pot. Since the late troublcs in 
Upper Canada, it is understood to be the intention of Sir John 
Col borne to fortify this coast. 

VOL. II. 8* • 
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claimed an equal right to these lands, and offered to 
dispose of them to our government. The Hurons 
resisted this claim, and were most unwilling to relin. 
quish their right to keep and reside on their "own 
little piece of land." The petition, which has been 
translated by one of their missionaries in a style 
rather too ambitious and flowery, contains some very 
touching and beautiful passages. They open their 
statement of grievances thus :-

"FATHER! 

"Your Red children the Hurons approach you 
"under the gathering clouds of affliction. Father, 
.' we visit you to tell you the sorrows of our hearts . 
. , We have learned at a council that the three nations 
"of Ottawas, Chippewas, and Pottowattomies, claim 
"our lands. We understand, with grief and sur· 
"prise, that they proposed at that council to traffic 
., with you for our Huron reserve." 

They then allude to their ancient contests with 
the Iroquois, by which they were driven up the lakes, 
as far as beyond Lake Michigan; and their return 
to their former hunting-grounds when these contests 
ceased. 

"Our fires were quenched, and their ashes scat
" tered: but, Father, we collected them again, 
.. removed to our present homes, and there rekindled 
"the embers." 

They allude to their services in the late war, as 
giving them a peculiar claim to protection. 

" Father, when the war.hatchet was sent by our 
"great Father to the Americans, we too raised it 
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"against them. Father, we fought your enemies 
" on the very spot we now inherit. The pathw,lY 
" to our doors is red with our blood. Every track 
"to our homes reminds us, 'here fell a brother'
" fell, Father! in the hour of strife for you. But, 
"Father, we mourn not for them. The memory of 
"their exploits lives sacred in our breasts. We 
"mourn not for them; we mourn for ourselves and 
"our children. We would not recal them to the 
"pains and sufferings through which the steps of 
" the living Huron must pass. Theirs is the morn
"ing of stillness after the tempest: the day of 
"peace after the fury of the battle! Father, their 
" brave spirits look down upon you. By the"r blood 
"we implore you to stretch your protecting arm 
.. over us. The war.club has been glutted with the 
"havoc of our nation. We look round for our 
"young men, our warriors, our chiefs: where is 
"now the Huron 7 gone, Father, laid low in the 
" earth; nerveless are now the hands that grasped 
"the Huron tomahawk. Father, in our might we 
" aided you: let us not lament in our weakness that 
"our vigour has been wasted." 

They then attempt to substantiate their claim by 
pointing out the places which bear their name, as 
the ancient inhabitants of the soil j and it is certain 
that in the time of Charlevoix all these regions were 
in possession of the Huron tribes. 

" The great lake is called the Huron Lake. There 
.. are no less than three rivers in our vicinity which 
"bear the name of the Huron: the Huron river on 
" the north side of Lake St. Clair-the Huron river 
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.. on the north side of Lake Erie-and the Huron 
" river on the south side of Lake Eric. Upper and 
.. Lower Sandusky* owe their names to our language • 
•. Fatill'r. what is the soil in dispute everywhere 
"termed? The Ottawa or Chippewa Reserve 1-
" no, Father; but simply the Huron Reserve. Thus 
"your maps designate it. We had a yillage at Big 
" Rock. in the entrance to the westerly channel of 
.. the river Detroit, called Brown's Town, from one 
" of our chiefs. Another at l\Iaguaga, in the same 
"channel. But Amherstberg now covers the 'pace 
"where were once our principal town and settle. 
"ment, extending to the mouth of the river Des 
" Canards, our present abode." 

"Yet, FaLer, the Ottawas ask our lands as their 
" property; they offer to you the sale of crops they 
" have not tilled-of barns they have not raised-of 
" houses th .. y have not built-of homes wherein they 
"never slept. Father, they would reap where the 
" ancient Huron only has SOWII." 

* * * * * * 
"Father, we have had the strongest declarations 

"that we should not be molested, from Governor 
" Simcoe, on the behalf of our great Father; also 
" from the Governor.general, Lord Dorchester; from 
" Governor Gore, and from every other Governor to 
" the present day. Th, same ha~ been repeated to us 
" by your command ng officc'fS sta tio" ed at Amherst. 
"berg. Father, on the faith of these repeated promi. 
" ses, we retained our habitations among you. Deem. 

• Two rising towns on the American shore of Lake Erie. 
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"ing your protection certain, we have cleared our 
"fields and cultivated them, raised barns for our grain, 
"and houses for our families. We have taught our 
" children to smoke the pipe of peace, and follow the 
"precepts of the gospel.. Our feet are unaccus. 
"tomed to the chase-their swiftness is no more j 
"our hands unfamiliar with the bow, and the sure· 
" ness of the arrow is lost." 

They attribute these new claims to their lands to 
the devices of their white neighbours, and they allude 
to their fallen state and diminished numbers as pleas 
for the white man's forbearance. 

" We conjure you not to expel us from our homes, 
"rendered dear to us by many recollections. The 
" morning and the noon.day of our nation has passed 
"away-the evening is fast Eettling in darkness 
"round us. It is hardly worth an effort to hasten 
" the close of night," &c. 

" Father, the dejected Huron throws himself upon 
" your clemency and justice." 

This petition is signed by their principal chief, 
Split.log, and nine other chiefs, of whom three sign 
their names in rude but legible manuscript j the others 
affix their mark only. 

Is there not much reason as well as eloquence in 
this appeal? Apparently it was successful, as I find 
the Wyandots still on their land, and no question at 
present of the rights of the other tribes. Warrow 
and Split.log, two of the chiefs who sign this peti. 
tion, were distinguished in the last war j they were 
present at the council at Fort Malden, and fought in 
the battle in which Tecumseh was slain. 
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Spltt-log is still Ii ving, and has been baptized a 
Christian, by the name of Thomas. 

This same Huron reserve has been more lately 
(in lS:}G) the subjlOet of dispute between the Lieu. 
tenant.~,,\('rnol' and the House of Assembly. The 
Indians pI'! i t iOllrtl the hou,~e against the encroach. 
ments of the whites and half. breeds, and the conduct 
of the superintendent; and complained that the tel'. 
ritory of their fathers was taken from them without 
their acquiescence. 

Hereupon the House of Assembly sent up an 
address, requesting that the subject of this petition, 
and the proceedings of the government thereon, 
should be laid before the house. Sir Francis Head 
declined acceding to this request, and gave his rea. 
s·')ns at length, arguing that the management of the 
Indian affairs belonged to the Executive alone, and 
that the interference of the provincial legislature 
was an undue invasion of the king's prerogative. * 

• The following i. part of his Excellency's answer to the 
address of the House of Assembly . 

.. Without reverting to the anomalous history of the aborigines 
of this land, I will merely observe that in Upper Canada the 
Indians have hitherto been under the exclusive care of his 
Majesty, the territories they inhabit being tracts of crown lands 
devoted to their sale use as his allies. Over these lands his 
JIIajesty has never exercised his paramount right, except at 
their request and for their manifest adMntage,"-(this is 
doubtful, I presume.) .. Within their own communities they 
have hitherto governed themselves by their own unwritten 
laws and customs; their lands and properties have never been 
subjected to tax or assessment, or themselves liable to personal 
service. As they are not .ubject to such liabilities, neither do 
they yet posses! the political privileges of his Majesty'. sub. 
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1 am hardly competent to give an opinion either 
way, but it seemeth to me, in my simple wit, that 

ject. generally. The superintendents, missionaries, school. 
masters, and others, who reside among them for their protection 
and civilization, are appointed and paid by the king. To his 
representative all appeals have until now been made, and with 
him all responsibility has rested. In every respect they ap. 
pear to be most constitutionally within the jurisruction and pre. 
rogative of the Crown; and as I declare myself not only ready 
but desirous to attend to every complaint they may offer me, I 
consider it would be highly impolitic (especially for the object 
of redressing a trifling grievance) to sanction the adoption of a 
new course for their internal government." 

I believe that Sir Francis Head entertained an enthnsiastic 
admiration for the Indian character, and was sincerely interest. 
ed in the welfare of this fated people. It was his deliberate 
conviction that there was no salvation for them but in their 
removal as far as possible from the influence and dominion of' 
the white settlers; and in this I agree with his Excellency; 
but seeing that the Indians are not virtually British subjects, 
no measure should be adopted, even for their supposed benefit, 
without their acquiescence. They are quite capable of judging 
for themselves in every case in which their interests are con. 
cerned. The fault of our executive is, that we acknowledge 
the Indians our allies, yet treat them, as well as call them, 
our children. They acknowledge in our government a father; 
they never acknowledged any master but the" Great Master of 
Life," and the rooted idea, or rather instinct of personal and po. 
Iitical independence in which every Indian is born or reared, 
no earthly power can obliterate fi'om his soul. One of the 
early missionaries expresses himself on this point with great 
na'iveU. "The Indians," he says, "are convinced that every 
man is born free; that no one has a right to make any attempt 
npon his personal liherty, and that nothing can make him 
amends for its loss." He proceeds-" We have even had much 
pains to undeceive those converted to Christianity on this head, 
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this is a case in which the government of the Crown, 
always ~upposing it to be wisely and paternally ad. 
mini,;/t'n·d, must be preferable to the interposition of 
the colonial legislature, seeing that the interests of 
the colonists and settlers, and those of the Indians, 
arc brought into perpetual collision, and that the 
colollis[, can scarcely be trusted to decide in their 
own case. As it is, tll" poor Indian seems hardly 
destined to meet with jllstice, either from the legisla. 
tive or exC'cutive power. 

Of the number here I can form no exact idea; 
they say there arc about two hundred. At present 
they are busied in preparations I;)r their voyage up 
Lak~ Huron to the Great Manitoolin Island to receive 
their annual presents, and one fleet of canoes has 
already departed. 

and to mako them understand that in consequence of the cor
ruption of our nature, which is the elFect of sin, an unrestrained 
liberty of doing evil dilFers little from the necessity of doing it, 
considcring the strength of the inclination which carries os to 
it; and that the law which restrains us brings us nearer to our 
first liberty in seeming to deprive us of it." 

That a man, because he has tho free use of his will and hi. 
limbs, must therefore necessarily do evil, is a doctrine which 
the Indian can never he brought to understand. He i. too po. 
lite to contradict us, but be insists tbat it was made for the pale. 
faces, who, it may be, are naturally inclined to all evil; but has 
notbing to do witb tbe red skins, whom the Great Spirit created 
free. .. \Vbere the spirit of tho Lord is, tbere is liberty;" but 
about liberty there may be as many differing notions as about 
charity. 
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Fort Malden and the whole of this coast (on both 
sides of the river) were the scene of various vicissi. 
tudp.s during the last war of 1813. The shameful 
retreat of the American General Hull, and his sur. 
render with his whole army to General Brock j the 
equally shameful retreat of the British General Proc. 
tor, and his defeat by General Harrison, are fresh in 
the recollection of all people j and these national dis. 
graces, with mutual wrongs and injuries, have left, 
I fear, much mutual animosity along both :shores. 
Here it was that Tecumseh attempted in vain to 
prevent the retreat or rather flight of General Proc. 
tor from Fort Malden. "Weare astonished," ex. 
claimed the Indian chief, "to see our Father tying 
up everything and preparing to run away, without 
letting his red children know what his intentions 
are. You always told us you would never dra w your 
foot off British ground. But now, Father, we see 
you are drawing back, and we are sorry to see onr 
Father doing so without seeing the enemy. We 
must compare our Father's conduct to a fat dog that 
carries its tail upon its back, but when affrighted, it 
drops it between its legs and runs off. Father! you 
have got the arms and ammunition which ollr great 
Father sent for his red children. If you have an idea 
of going away, give them to us, and you may go and 
welcome. Our lives are in the hands of the Great 
Spirit. We are determined to defend our lands, and, 
if it be his will, we wish to leave our bones upon 
them." 

You may find the whole of this famous speech in 
Thatcher's Indian Biography •. Neither Tecumseh's 
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reasoning, nor his ludicrous and scornful simile of 
the fat dog, had any effect on Gen~ral Proct(J1", who 
continued his retreat. It is not generally known 
that Tecumseh, exasperated by the fuint.heartcdness 
of the BI it!sh general, threatencd (before the battle 
of the Moravian Towns) to tomahawl, him if he 
would not fight. This fact I had from one who 
served most honourably in this very war-Colonel 
Fitzgibbon. 

As yd, these bloody and obscure conflicts arc little 
known Leyond the local;ty, and excite Lut little in· 
terest when read cursorily in the dry chronicles of 
the time. But let some eloquent historian arise to 
throw OVE'f these events the light of a philosophical 
mind, and all the picturesque and romantic interest 
of which they arc capable; to trace the results 
which have already arisen, and must in future arise, 
from this collision Letween two great nations, though 
fought out on a remote and half barbarous stage, 
with little sympathy and less applause :-we shall 
then have thcse far.off shores converted into classic 
grolind, and the name of Pontiac, Tecumseh, Isaac 
Brock, become classic names filmiliar on all lips a. 
household words-such at least they will bee om. 
Aere.* 

• Tho events of our wars with America, both tho war of 
Independence and the last war of 1813, are not a popular study 
In England, and imperfectly known except. to thl'se who make 
th~s part of modern history a particular study for a particular 
object. We cannot be surprised that exactly the reverse is the 
case ~n America, where, I rcmcmbr.r, I got myselfinro irretrieva.
ble disgrace by not reco:Jecting Lhe battlc of Now Orleans. 
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Sund~y Evening. 

My business here is to observe, as well as lassitude 
and sickness will let me; but-I must nceds confess 
it-I never spent six fine sunshiny sUlllmer days, 
though in solitude, with less of profit or pleasure. 
Two summers ago I was lingering thus alone, and 
convalescent, on the b:mks of the Traun-See in Upper 
Austria. 0 that I could convey to you in intelligible 
words all the difference between there and he,-e!
between then and now!-between that solitude and 
this solitude! There 1 was alone with nature and 
my own heart, bathed in mouncain torrents, and 
floated for hours together on the bosom of that de
licious lake, not thinking, not observing, only enjoy
ing and dreaming! As on that lake I have seen a 
bird hang hovering, poised on almost motionless 
wing, as if contemplating the reflection of its own 
form, suspended between two heavens, that above 
and that beneath it; so my mind sccmcd lost to 
earth's objects, and beheld only itself and heaven! 
What a contrast between that still, sublime loneli. 
ness, thut vague, tender, tranquil, bJcossed mood, and 
the noisy excitement of this restless yet idle existence, 
where attention is continually fatigued and never 
satisfied! and the nerves, unstrung and languid, are 
frelted out of all repose! What a contra&t between 
my pretty Tyrolean batelicre singing as she slow y 
pulled her oar, and my wild Indian boy flourishing 
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his paddle !-between the cloud-capped Traunstein 
and gleaming glaciers, and these flat marshy Ilhores 
-and tllat little cupful of water not twenty miles in 
circumference, and tllese inland oceans covering thou
sands of leagues! 

But it is well to have known and seen both. 
Nothing so soon passes away from the mind as the 
recollection of physical inconvenience and pain
nothing is so permanent as the picture once impressed 
on the fancy; and tllis picture will be to me a plea. 
sure and an inalienable property, like that of the 
Traun-See, when this irksome languor of the sinking 
spirit will be quite forgotten and effaced. 

* * * * 
So, as I have said, my business here being not to 

dream, but to observe, and this morning being Sun. 
day morning, I crept forth to attend the different 
church oervices merely as a spectator. I went first 
to the Roman Catholic church, called the Cathedral, 
and the largest and oldest in the place. The catho. 
lie congregation is by far the most numerous here, 
and is composed chiefly of the lower classes and the 
descendants of the French seUlers. On entering the 
porch, I found a board suspended with written regu. 
lations, to the effect that all Christians, of whatever 
denomination, were welcome to enter; but it was 
requested that all would observe the outward cere. 
monial, and that all gentlemen (tous les messieurs) 
would lay aside their pipes and cigars, take off their 
hats, and wipe their shoes. The interior of the 
church was similar to that of many other provincial 
Roman Catholic churches, exhibiting the usual as. 
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sortment of wax tapers, gilding, artificial flowers, and 
daubsd Madonnas. The music and singing were not 
good. In the course of the ssrvice, the officiating 
priest walked up and down the aisles, flinging about 
the holy water on either side, with a silver.handled 
brush. I had my share, though unworthy, of thi9 
sprinkling, and then left the church, where the heat 
nnd the smell of incense, et cetera, were too overpow. 
ering. On the steps, and in the open space before 
the door, there was a crowd of peasants, all talking 
French-laughing, smuking, tob:lCCO chewing, et cet. 
era, et cetera. One or two were kneeling in the 
porch. Thence I went to the Methodist chapel, 
where I found a small congregation of the lower 
classes. A very ill.looldng man, in comparison to 
whom Liston's Mawworm were no caricature, was 
holding forth in a most whining and lugubrious tODe; 
the poor people around joined in sobs and ejaculation!', 
which soon became howlilg, raving, and crying. 
In the midst of this worlll assembly I observed a Ii ttlo 
boy who was grinning furtively, kicking his heels, 
and slidin/!: bits of apple fi'om his pocket into hill 
mouth. Not baing able to endure this long with pro. 
per seriollsness, I left the place. 

I then went into the Baptist church, on the oppo. 
site side of the road. It is one of the largest in th" 
town, plain in appearance, but the interior handsomo, 
and in good taste. The congregation was not 
crowded, but composed of most respectable, serious, 
well.dressed people. As I entered, the preacher was 
holding forth on the unpardonable sin, very incohe. 
rently and unintelligibly; but on closing his sermon, 
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he commenced a prayer; and I have seldom listened 
to one more eloquently fervent. Both the sermon 
and prayer were extemporaneous. He prayed for all 
people, nations, orders and conditions of men through. 
out the wodd, including the l{ing of Great Britain: 
but the prayer for the president of the United States 
seemed to me a little original, and admirably calcu. 
lated to suit the two parties who are at present di. 
vided on the merits of that gentleman. The sup. 
pliant besought the Almighty, that "if Mr. Van 
Buren were a good man, he might be made better, 
and if a bad man, he might be speedily regenerated." 

I was still in time for the Episcopal church, a 
very spacious and handsome building, though" some. 
what Gothic." On entering, I perceived at one 
glance that the Episcopal church is here, as at New. 
York, the fashionable church of the place. It was 
crowded in every part: the women well dressed
but, as at N ew York, too much dressed, too fine for 
good taste and real fashion. I was handed imme. 
diately to the" strangers' pew," a book put into my 
hand, and it was whispered to me that the bishop 
would preach. Our English idea of the exterior of 
a bishop is an old gentleman in a wig and lawn 
sleeves, both equally de rigueur; I was therefore 
childishly surprised to find in the Bishop of Michigan 
It young man of very elegant appearance, wearing his 
own fine hair, and in a plain black silk gown. The 
sermon was on the well. worn subject of charity as it 
consists in giving-the least and lOWEst it may be of 
all the branches of charity, though indeed that de. 
pends on what we give, and how we give it. We 
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may give our heart, our soul, our time, our health, 
our life, as well as our money; and the greatest of 
these, as well as the least, is still but charity. At 
home I have often thought that when people gave 
money they gave counters; here, when people give 
money they are really charitable-they give a POI'. 

tion of their time and their existence, both of which 
are devoted to money.making. 

On closing his sermon, which was short and unex· 
ceptionable, the bishop leaned forward over the pul. 
pit, and commenced an extemporaneous address to 
his congregation. I have often had occasion in the 
United States to admire the ready, graceful fluency 
of their extemporaneous speakers and preachers, 
and I have never heard anything more eloquent and 
more elegant than this address; it was in perfect 
good taste, besides being very much to the purpose. 
He spoke in behalf of the domestic missions of his . 
diocese. I understood that the missions hitherto 
supported in the back settlements are, in consequence 
of the extreme pressure of the times, likely to be 
withdrawn, and the new, thinly.peopled districts 
thus left without any ministry whatever. He called 
on the people to give their aid towards sustaining 
these domestic missionaries, at least for a time, and 
said, among other things, that if each individual of 
the Episcopal Church in the United States subscribed 
one cent per week for a year, it would amount to 
more than 300,000 dollars. This address was reo 
sponded to by a subscription on the spot. of above 
400 dollars-a large sum for a small town, suffering, 
like all other places, from the present commercial 
difficulties. 
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With keen eye'd hope, with memory at her Bide, 
And the glad muse at Iiberly to note 
All that 10 each is precious as we lIoat 
Gently along! regardless who shan ehide-
If the heavens smile-

WORDSWORTH. 

July 18. 

Tms evening the Thomas Jefferson arrived in the 
river from Buffalo, and starts early to.morrow morn· 
ing for Ch'cago. I hastened to secure a passage as 
far as the island of Mackinaw j when once there, I 
must trust to Providence for some opportunity of 
going up Lake Huron to the Sault Ste. Marie to visit 
my frien..Is the MaeMlIrraYB; or down the lakp. to 
the great Manitoolin I~lalld, where the annual dis. 
tribution of presents to the Indians is to take place 
under the auspices of the governor. If both these 
plans-wild plans they are, I am told-should fail, I 
have only to retrace my way and come down the 
lake, as I went up, in a steamer; but this were hor. 
ridly tedious and prosaic, and I hope better things. 
So evviva la speranza! and Westward Ho ! 

On board the Jefferson, River St. Clair, Ju1119. 

This morning I came down early to the steamboat, 
attended by a cortege of amiable people, who had 
heard of my sojourn at Detroit, too late to be of any 
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solace 01' service to me, hut had seized this last and 
only opportunity of showing politeness and good. 
will. General Schwarz and his family, the sister of 
the governor, two other ladies and a gentleman, 
came on board with me at that early hour, and reo 
mained on deck till the paddles were in motion. 
The talk was so pleasant, I could not but regret that 
I had not seen some of these kind people earlier, or 
might hope to see more of them; but it was too late. 
Time and steam wait neither for man nor woman; 
all expressions of hope and regret on both sides were 
cut short by the parting signal, whieh the great bell 
swung out from on high j all compliments and ques. 
tions "fumbled up into a loose adieu;" and these 
new friendly faces-seen but for a moment, then to 
be lost, yet not quite forgotten-were soon left far 
behind. 

The morning was most lovely and auspicious; 
blazing hot though, and scarce a breath of air; and 
the magnificent machine, admirably appointed in all 
respects, gaily painted and guilt, with flags waving, 
glided over the dazzling waters with an easy, stately 
motion. 

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

The captain told me that last season he had never 
gone up the lakes with less than four or five hundred 
passengers. This year, fortunately for my individual 
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comfort, the case is greatly altered: we have not 
more than one hundred and eighty passengers, con· 
sequentl)" an abundance of accommodation, and air, 
and space-inestimable b!essings in this sultry 
weather, and in the enjoyment of which I did not 
sympathise in the lamentations of the good.natured 
captain as much as I ought to have done. 

We passed a lal'ge and bcautifulIy green island, 
formerly called Snake I~land, from the immense num· 
bel' of rnttlesnal<cs which infested it. These were 
destroyed by turning large herds of swine upnn it, 
and it i~ now. in compliment to its last conquerors 
and possessors, tae swinish multitude, called Hog 
Island. This was the scene of some most horrid In. 
dian atrocitiEs during the Pontiac war. A large 
party of British prisoners, surprised while they were 
coming up to relieve Dctwi t, were brought over here, 
and, almost within sight of their friends in the fort, 
put to death with all the unutterable accompani. 
ments of savage ferocity. 

I have been told that since this war the custom of 
torturing persons to death has tidlen gradually into 
disuse among tho Indian tribes of these regions, and 
even along the wlwle frontier of the Statcs an in. 
stance has not been known within these forty 
years. * 
L~aving the channel of the river and the cluster of 

islands at its entrance, we stretched northwards 
across LClke St. Clair. This beautiful lake, though 
three times the size of th~ L:d<c of Geneva, is a mere 
pond compared with the enorm~lJs seas in itd neigh. 

• This was subsequontly confirmed by Mr. Schoolcraft. 
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bourhood. About one o'clock we entered the river 
St. Clair, (which, like the Detroit, i~ rather a strait 
or channel than a river,) forming the communication 
between L~ltc St. Clair and Lflke Huron. Ascending 
this bSflutilul river, we hud, 0/1 the right, purt of the 
western district of U ppel" Canada, and on the left the 
Michigan territory. The shores on either side, 
though low and bounded always by the line of forest, 
were broken into bays and little promontorits, or 
diversified by islunds, richly wooded, and of every 
variety of form. The bateaux of the Canadians, or 
the canoes of the Inrlians, were perpetually seen 
gliding among these winding channel8, or shooting 
across the river from side to side, as ifplaying at hide· 
and.sed, among the lea(v recesseH. Now and then a 
beautiful schooner, with white sails relieved against 
the green masses of foliage, passed us, gracefully 
curtseying and ~idling along. Innumerable flocks of 
wild fowl were disporting among the reedy islets, 
and here and there the great black loon was seen 
diving and dipping, vr skimming over the waters. 

As usual, the Bri:ish coast is here the most beau. 
tiful and fertile, and the American coa,t the best 
Bettled and cleared. Along the former I see a few 
isolated log-shanties, and groups of Indian lodges j 
along the latter, several extensive clearings, and 
80me hamlets and rising ,-ilIages. The facility 
afforded by the American steam-boats for the trans. 
port of goods and sale of produce, &c., is one reason 
of this. There is a boat, for instance, which leaves 
Detroit every morning for Fort Gmtiot, stopping at 
the intermediate" hndings." Wc are now moored 
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at a place called "Palmer's Landing," for the pur
pose of taking in wood for the Lake voyage. This 
process has already occupied two hours, and is to 
detain us two more, though there are fourteen men 
employed in flinging logs into the wood.hold. 
Meantime I have been sketching and lounging about 
the little hamlet, where there is a good grocery.store, 
R sawing-mill worked by steam, and about twenty 
houses. Now I rest, and scribble this for you. 

I was amused at Detroit to find the phraseology of 
the people imbued with metaphors taken from the 
mo~t familiar mode of locomotion. "Will you take 
in wood 1" signifies, will you take refreshment 1 "Is 
your steam up 1" means, are you ready 1 The com
mon phrase, "go ahead," has, I suppose, the same 
derivation. A witty friend of mine once wrote to 
me not to be lightly alarmed at the political and 
social ferments in America, nor mistake the whizzing 
of the safety-valves for the bursting of the boilers! 

But all this time I have not yet introduced you to my 
companions on board; and one of these great Ameri
can steamers is really a Ii ttle world. a little social sys. 
tem in itself, where a near obs('l'n:r of faces and man· 
ners may find endless subjects of obscn'ation, amuse. 
ment, and interest. At the other end of the ves~el we 
have about one hundred emigrants on their way to 
the Illinois and the settlements to the west of Lake 
Michigan. Among them I find a large party of Ger. 
mans and Norwegians, with their wives and fami
lies, a very respectable, orderly community, consist. 
ing of some farmers and some artisans, ha\ing with 
them a large quantity of stock and utensils-just the 



THE STEAMBOAT. 109 

80rt of people best ~alculated to improve and enrich 
their adoptl'lll country, wherever that may be. Then 
we have twenty or thirty poor ragged Irish emi. 
grants, with good.natured potato. faces, and strong 
arms and willing hearts. Men are smoking; women 
nursing, washing, sewing; children squalling and 

rolling about. 
The ladies' saloon and upper deck exhibit a very 

different scene: lhere are about twenty ladies and 
c:hildren in the cabin. and state.rooms, which are 
beautifully furnished and carpeted, with draperies 
of blue silk, &c. On the upper deck, shaded by 
an awning, we have sofas, rocking.chairs. and peo. 
pIe lounging up and down; some reading, some chat. 
tering, some sleeping; there are missionaries and 
missionaries' wives, and officers on their way to the 
garrisons on the Indian frontier; and settlers, and 
traders, and some few nondescripts-like myself. 

Also among the passengers I find the Bishop of 
Michigan, whose preaching so delighted me on Sun. 
day last. The governor's sister, Miss Mason, intro. 
dueed us at starting, and bespoke his good offices for 
me. His conversation has been a great resource 
and interest for me during the long day. He is still 
a young man, who began life as a lawyer, and after. 
wards, from a real vocation, adopted his present pro. 
fession: his talents and popularity have placed him 
in the rank he lIOW holds. He is on his way to visit 
the mi3sious and churches in the back settlements, 
and at Green Bay. His diocese, he tells me, extends 
about cight hundred milcs in length and four hun. 
dred in breadth. And then if you think of the scat. 

YOLo II. 10' 
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tered population, the sorl of population, the immen. 
sity of this spiritual charge and the amount of labour 
and responsibility it necessari.ly brings with it are 
enough to astound nne. The amount of power i. 
great in proportion j and the extensive moral influ. 
encc exercised by such a man as this Bishop of 
Michigan, struck me very much. In conversinlJ 
with him and the missionaries on the spiritual and 
moral condition of his diocese, and these newly set. 
tled regions in general, I learned many things which 
interested me very much j and there was one thing 
discussed which especially surprised me. It was 
said that two thirds of the misery which came under 
the immediate notice of a popular clergyman, and to 
which he was called to minister, arose from the infe. 
Iicity of the conjugal relations; there was no ques. 
tion here of open immorality and discord, but ~imply 
of infelicity and unfitness. The S'lme thing has been 
brought before me in every country, every society in 
which I have been a sojourner and an observer; but 
I did not look to find it so broadly placed before me 
here in America, where the state of morals, as reo 
gards the two sexes, is comparatively pure j where 
the marriages are early, where conditions are equal, 
where the means of subsistence are abundant, where 
the women are much petted and considered by the 
men-too much so. 

For a result then so universal, there must be a 
cause or causes as universal, not depending on any 
particular customs, manners, or religion, or political 
institutions. And what are these causes? Many 
things do puzzle me in this strange world of ou~ 
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many things in which the new world and the old 
world are equally incomprehensible. I cannot un· 
derstand why an evil everywhere acknowledged and 
felt is not remedied somewhere, or discussed by some 
one, with a view to a remedy; but no, it is like put. 
ting one's hand into the fire, only to touch upon it i 
it is the universal bruis~, the putrefying sore, on 
which you must not lay a finger, or your patient 
(that is, society) cries out and resists, and, like a 
sick baby, scratches and kicks its physician. 

Strange, and passing strange, that the relation be· 
tween the two sexes, the passion of love in short, 
should not be taken into deeper consideration by our 
teachers and our legislators. People educate and 
legislate as if there was no such thing in the world i 
but ask the priest, ask the physician-let them reveal 
the am,ount of moral and physical cesults from this 
one cause. Must love be always discussed in blank 
verse, as if it were a thing to be played in tragedies 
or sung in songs-a subject for pretty poems and 
wicked novels, and had nothing to do with the pro. 
laic current of our every.day existence, our moral 
welfare and eternal salvation T Must love be ever 
treated with profaneness, as a mere illusion 1 or 
with coarseness, as a mere impulse 1 or with fear, a. 
a mere disease 1 or with shame, as a mere weakness' 
or with levity, as a mere accident 1 Whereas, it is 
a great mystery and a great necessity, lying at the 
foundation of human existence, morality, and happi. 
ness; mysterious, universal, inevitable as death, 
Why then should love be treated less seriously than 
deatb 1 It is as serious a thi.ng. Love and Dea.th, 



112 SU}IMER RAMBLES. 

the alpha and omega of human life, tbe author nnd 
finisher of existence, the two points on which God's 
universe tluns; which He, our Father and Creator, 
has placed beyond our arbitration-beyond the reach 
of that election and free will which He has left us 
in all other things! 

Deatb must come, and Love must come-but tho 
state in which they find us 7-whether f>linded, as
tonished, and frightened, and ignorant, or, like reas
onable creatures, guarded, prepared, and fit to manage 
our own feelings 7-this, I suppose, depends on our· 
selves; and for want of self-management and self. 
knowledge, look at the evils that ensue !-hasty, im. 
provident, unsuitable marriages; repining, diseased, 
or vicious celibacy; irretrievable infamy; cureless 
insanity ;-the death that comes early, and the love 
that cOllies late, reversing the primal laws of oUP 
nature. 

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

* * * * '* 
Another of my deck companions is a son of tho 

celebrated Daniel Webster, with whom I began an 
aequaintance over Philip van Artevelde. He was 
reading that most charming book for the first time-
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a pleasure that I half envied him: but 118 I have it 
well nigh by heart, I could at least help him to ad. 
mire, I know nothing prettier than this 80rt of 
sympathy over a faveurite book-and then there was 
no end to the talk it gave rise to, for Philip van Arte. 
veIde is apropos to everything-war, love, politics, 
religion. Mr. Webster was naturally anxious to 
know something of an o.uthor who had so much inte-r. 
el!lted him, and I was f10Try I could not better satisfy 
the curiosity and intel'est he expressed. 

There is yet another person on board who has at. 
tracted my attention, and to whom I was especially 
introduced. This is General Brady, an officer or 
high distinction in the American army. He has 
taken a conspicuous part in all the Indian wars on 
the frontiers since Wayne's war in 1794, in which 
he served as lieutenant; and was not only present, 
but also a distinguished actor in most of the scenel 
I have alluded to. I did certainly long to ask him a 
thousand things; and here was a good opportunity 
of setting myself right on doubtful points. But 
General Brady, like many men who are especially 
men of action and daring, and whose lives have been 
passed amid scenes of terrific adventure, seems of 11 

silent and modest temper; and I did not conceive 
that any longing or curiosity on my part gave mo 8. 

right to tax his politeness, or engross his attention, 
or torment him with intrusive questions. So, after 
admiring for some time his fine military bearing, 8.. 

YOLo u. 10· 
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he paced up and down the deck alone, and as if in 
deep thought,-I turned to my books, and the corner 
of my sofa. 

At Detroit I had purchased Miss Sedgwick's tale 
of "The Rich Poor Man and the Poor Rich Man," 
and this sent away two hours delightfully, as we 
were gliding over the expanse of Lake St. Clair. 
Those who glanced on my book while I was reading 
always smiled-a significant sympathising smile, 
very expressive of that unenvious, afIectionate hom. 
age and admiration which this genuine American 
writer inspires among her -countrymen. I do not 
think I ever mentioned her name to any of them. 
that the countenance did not light up with plea. 
Bure and gratified pride. I have also a sensible little 
book, called" Three Experiments in Living," attri
buted to Miss Sedgwick-but I should think not hers· 
-it must be popular, and true to life and nature, for 
the edition I bought is the tenth. I have also ano
ther book to which I must introduce you more par
ticularly-" The Travels and Adventures of Alex
ander Henry." Did you ever hear of such a man 1 
No. Listen then, and perpend. 

This Mr. Henry was a fur. trader who journeyed 
over these lake regions about seventy years ago, and 
is quoted as first-rate authori ty in more recent books 
of travels. His book, which was lent to me at To. 
ronto, struck me so much as to have had some in
fluence in directing the course of my present tour. 
Plain, unaffected, telling what he has to tell in few 

• It is written by Mrs. Lee of Boston. 
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and simple words, and without comment-the inter. 
nal evidence of truth-the natural seDsibility and 
power of fancy, betrayed rather than displayed
render not onlY the narrative, but the man himself, 
his personal' character, unspeakably interesting. 
Wild as are the tales of his hairbreadth escapes, I 
never heard the slightest impeachment of his vera· 
city. He was living at Montreal so late as 1810 or 
1811, when a friend of mine saw him, and described 
him to me as a very old man past eighty, with white 
hair, and still hale.looking and cheerful, so that his 
hard and adventurous life, and the horrors he had 
witnessed and suffered had in no respect impaired 
hill spirits or his constitution. His book has been 
long out of print. I had the greatest difficulty in 
procuring the loan of a copy, after sending to Mon. 
treal, Quebec, and New York, in vain. Mr. Henry 
is to be my travelling companion, or rather our 
travelling companion, for I always fancy you of the 
party. I do not know how he might have figured 
as a squire of dames when living, but I assure you 
that being dead he makes a very respectable hero 
of epic or romance. He is the Ulysses of these 
parts, and to cruise among the shores, rocks, and 
islands of Lake Huron without Henry's travels, were 
like coasting Calabria and Sicily without the Odys. 
sey in your head or hand,-oniy here you have the 
island of Mackinaw instead of the island of Circe; 
the land of the Ottawas instead of the shores of the 
Lotophagi; cannibal Chippewas, instead of man. 
eating Lrestrygons; Pontiac figures as Polypheme ; 
and Wa.wa·tam plays the part of good king Alcinou8. 
I can find no type for the women, as Henry does not 
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tell us his adventures among the squaws, but no 
doubt he might have found both Calypsos and Nau. 
sicaas, and even a Penelope, among them. 

Juno 20. 

Before I went down to my rest yesterday evening, 
I beheld a strange and beautiful scene. The night 
was coming on, the moon had risen round and full, 
like an enormous globe of fire, we were still in the 
channel of the river, when to the right I saw a 
crowd of Indians on a projecting point of land-the 
very Hurons from near Amhel'stberg, already men. 
tioned. They were encamping for the night, some 
hauling up their canoes, some building up their wig. 
warns j there were numerous fires blazing amid the 
thick foliage, and the dusky figures of the Indians 
were seen glancing to and fro, and I heard loud 
laughs and shouts as our huge steamer swept past 
them. In another moment we turned a point, and 
all was dark j the whole had vanished like a scene 
in a melodrama. I rubbed my eyes, and began to 
think I was already dreaming. 

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

At seven this morning, when I went on deck, we 
had advanced about one hundred miles into Lake 
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Huron; we were coasting along the south shore 
about four miles from the land, while, on the other 
side, we had about two hundred miles of open sea, 
and the same expanse before us: soon after, we had 
to pass the entrance of Sagginaw Bay. Here we 
lost sight ot'land for the first time. Sagginaw Bay, 
I should suppose, is as large as the Gulf of Genoa; 
it runs seventy or eighty miles up into the land, and 
ill as famous for storms as the Bay of Biscay. Here, 
if there be a capful of wind or a cupful of sea, one is 
sure to have the benefit of it, for even in the finest 
weather there is a considerable swell. 'Ve were 
about three hours crossing from the Pointe Aux 
Barques to Cape Thunder, and during this time anum. 
ber of my companions were put llOrs de combat. The 
rest is silence. After a vain struggle against the 
fates and the destinies I fainted away, and was con. 
signed to my berth-a very wretch. 

All this part of Michigan is unsettled, and is said 
to be sandy and barren. Along the whole horizon 
was nothing visible but the dark omnipresent pine 
forest. The Sagginaw Indians, whose hunting 
grounds extend along the shore, are, I believe, a triba 
of Ottawas. I should add, that the Americans have 
built a lighthouse on a little island near Thunder 
Bay. A situation more terrific in its solitude you 
cannot imagine than that of the keeper of this lonely 
'tower, among rocks, tempests, and savages. All 
their provisions come from a distance of at least one 
hundred miles, and a long course of stormy weather, 
which sometimes occurs, would place them in danger 
of starvation. 
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Doth the bright sun from the high arch of heaven, 
In all his beauteous robes of f1ecker'd clouds, 
And ruddy vapours, and deep glowing flames, 
And softly varied, hades, look gloriously 1 
Do the green woods dance to the wind 1 the lake. 
Cast up their sparkling waters to the light 1 

JOANNA BAILLIE. 

THE next morning, at earliest dawn, I was 
1Vakened by an unusual noise and movement on 
board, and putting out my head to inquire the cause, 
wa~ informed that we were arrived at the island of 
Mackinaw, and that the captain being most anxioul 
to proceed on his voyage, only half an haul' was al. 
lowed to make all my arrangements, take out my 
luggage, and so forth. I dressed in all haste and 
ran uo; to the deck, and there a scene burst at once 
on my enchanted gaze, sllch as I never had imagined, 
such as I wish I could place before you in 'words,
but I despair, unless words were of light, and Ius. 
trous hues, and breathing mlJ~ic. However, here is 
the picture as well as I can paint it. We were 
lying in a tiny bay, crescent.shaped, of which tbe 
two horns or extremities were fOl'med by long nar· 
row promontories projecting into the lake. On the 
east, the whole sky was flushed with a deep amber 
glow, fleckered with softest shades of rose.co!our
the same intense splendour being reflected in the 
lake j and upon the extremity of the point, between 
the glory above and the glory below, stood the little 
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Missionary church, its light spire and belfry defined 
against the sky. On the opposite side of the hea. 
vens hung the moon, waxing paler and paler, and 
melting away, as it seemed, before the splendour of 
the ri~ing day. Immediately in front rose the ab
rupt and picturesque heights of the island, robed in 
richest foliage, and crowned by the lines of the little 
fortress, snow-white, and gleaming in the morning 
light. At the base of these cliffs, all along the shore, 
immediately on the edge of the lake, which, trans
parent and unruffled, reflected every form as in a 
mirror, an encampment of Indian wigwams extended 
far as my eye could reach on either side. Even 
while I looked, the inmates were beginning to be~tir 
themselves, and dusky figures were seen emerging 
into sight from their picturesque dormitories, and 
stood gazing on us with folded arms, or were busied 
about their canoes, of which some hundreds lay along 
the beach. 

There was not a breath of air; and while heaven 
and earth were glowing with light, and colour, and 
life, an elysian stillness-a delicious balmy serenity 
wrapt and interfused the whole. 0 how passing 
lovely it was! how wondt'ously beautiful and strange! 
I cannot tell how long I may have stood, lost-abso. 
lutely lost, and fearing even to wink my eyes, lest 
the spell ehould dissolve, and all should vanish away 
like some air_wrought phantasy, some dream out of 
fairy land,-when the good Bishop of Michigan 
came up to me, and with a smiling benevolence 
waked me out of my ecstatic trance; and remind
lng me that I had but two minutes left, seized upon 
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80me of my packages himself, and hurried me on to 
the little wooden pier just in time. \V e were then 
conducted to a little inn, or boarding-house, kept by 
a very fat half. cast Indian woman, who spoke Indian, 
bad French, and worse English, and who was ad. 
dr~ssed as Madame. Here I was able to arrange my 
hasty toilette, and we, that is, General Brady, his 
aide.de.camp, the bishop, two Indian traders, myself, 
and some others, sat down to an excellent breakfast 
of white-fish, eggs, tea and coffee, for which the 
charge was twice what I should have given at the 
first hotel in the United States, and yet not unrea· 
sonable, considering that European luxuries were 
placed ldurc us in this remote spot. Dy the time 
breakfast was di:;cusscd it was past six o'clock, and 
tailing my sketch-book in my hand, I sauntered forth 
Illone to the beach till it should be a fitting h~ur to 
present myself at the door of the American agent, 
Mr. Schoolcraft. 

The first object which caught my eye was the im. 
mense steamer gliding s\\,~ltly away toward3 the 
straits of Mieitililllackinac, alr.:ady far, rar ,0 the 
west. 3'Jddenly the th0ught of my extreme loneli. 
ness c;,m~ 0\ cr me-a m.)mentary \\'():lder and alarm 
to find myself SD tilr fr •• 111 any human b::ing who 
took the least interest about my fate. I had no let
ter to :\lr. Schoolcraft, and if Mr. and :\Irs. :\hdlur
ray had not passc:d this way, or had forgotten to 
mention me, what would be my reception? what 
should I do? Here I must stay for some days at 
least. _\'11 the accommodation that could U~ afforded 
by the half French, half Indian ., Madame," had 
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been already secured, and, without turning out the 
bishop, there was not even a room for me. These 
thoughts and many others, some natural doubts, and 
fears, came across my mind, but I cannot say that 
they remained there long, or that they had the effect 
of rendering me uneasy and anxious for more than 
half a minute. With a sense of enjoyment keen 
and unanticipative as that of a child-looking nei
ther before nor after-I soon abandoned myself to 
the present, and all its delicious exciting novelty, 
leaving the future to take care of itself,-which I am 
more and more convinced is the truest wisdom, the 
most real philosophy, aftet' all. 

The sun had now risen in cloudless glory-all was 
life and movement. I strayed and loitered for full 
three hours along the shor"" I hardly knew whither, 
sitting down occasionally under the shadow of a 
cliff or cedar fence to rest, and watching the opera
tions of the Indian families. It were endless to tell 
you of each individual group or picture as succes
sively presented before me. But there were some 
general features of the scene which struck me at 
once. There were more than one hundred wigwams, 
and round each of these lurked several ill-looking, 
half-starveJ, yelping dogs. The women were busied 
about their children, or making fires and cooking, or 
pounding Indian corn. in a primitive sort of mortar, 
formed of part of a tree hollowed out, with a heavy 
rude pestle which they moved up and down as if 
churning. The dress ot" the men was very various
the cotton shirt, blue or scarlet leggings, and deer
skin moccasins and blanket coat, were most general; 

VOL. II. 11 
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but many had no shirt nor vest, merely the cloth 
leggings, and a blanket thrown round them as dra. 
pery; the faces of several being most grotesquely 
painted. The dress of the women was more uniform; 
a cotton shirt, and cloth leggings and moccasins, and 
a dark blue blanket. .1Iieeklacc8, silver armlets, silver 
earrings, and circular plates of silver fastened on the 
brellst, were the usual ornaments of both sexes. 
There may be a gem'ral equality of rank among the 
Indians; but there i.; evidently all that inequality of 
condition which difference of character and intellect 
might naturally produce; there were rich wigwams 
and poor wigwams; whole families ragged, meagre, 
and squalid, and others gay with dress and orna. 
ments, fat and well.favoured: on the whole, these 
were beings quite distinct from any Indians I had yet 
seen, and realised all my ideas of the wild and lordly 
~Ilva:;(>. I remember I carne upon a family group, 
consisting of a fine tall young man and two squaws; 
one had a child swaddled in one of their curious bark 
cradles, which she composedly hung up against the 
i1ide of tho ,,·igwam. They were then busied launch. 
ing a canoe, and in a moment it was dancing upon 
the rippling waves: one woman guided the canoe, 
the other paddled; the young man steod in the prow 
in a striking and graceful attitude, poising his fish. 
spear in his hand. 'When they were about a hun. 
dred yards from the shore, suddenly I saw the fish. 
IIpear darted down into the water, and disappear be. 
neath it; as it sprang up again to the surface, it was 
rapidly seized, and a large fish was sticking to the 
prongs; the same process was repeated with unerr. 
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ing success, and then the canoe was paddled back 
to the land. The young man flung his spear into 
the bottom of the canoe, and, drawing his blanket 
round him, leapt on shore, and lounged away without 
troubling himself farther; the women drew up the 
canoe, kindled a fire, and suspended the fish over it, 
to be cooked a la mode Indienne. 

There was another group which amused me ex. 
ceedingly: it was a large family, and, compared with 
Bome others, they were certainly people of distinc. 
tion and substance, rich in bead~, blankets and brass 
kettles, with "all things handsome about them;" 
they had two wigwams and two canoes. But I 
must begin by making you understand the construe. 
tion of a wigwam,-such, at least, as those which 
now crowded the shore. 

Eight or twelve long poles are stuck in the ground 
in a circle, meeting at a point at the top, where they 
are all fastened together. The skeleton thus erected 
is covered over, thatched in some sort with mats, or 
large pieces of birch bark, beginning at the bottom, 
and leaving an opening at top for the emission of 
smoke: there is a door about four feet high, before 
which a skin or blanket is suspended; and as it is 
summertime, they do not seem particular about closing 
the chinks and apertures.* As to the canoes, they 

• I learned subsequently, that the cone.like form of the wig. 
wam is proper to the Ottawas and Pottowattomies, and that the 
oblong form, in which the branches or poles are bent over at 
top in an arch, is proper to the Chippewa tribe. But as this lat
ter is more troublesome to erect, the former construction is usu
ally adopted by the Chippewas also in their temporary encamp
ments. 
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are uniformly of birch bark, exeeedingly light, flat. 
bottomed, and most elegant in shape, varying in size 
from eighteen to thirty-six feet in length, and from a 
foot and a half to four feet in width. The family 1 
have mentioned were preparing to embark, and were 
dismantling their \I·igwams and packing up their 
goods, not at all discomposed by my vicinity, as Isat on 
a bank watching the whole process with 110 little in
terest. The most striking personage in this group 
was a very old man, seated on a log of wood, close 
upon the edge of the water; his head was quite bald, 
excepting a few gray hairs which were gathered in 
a tuft at the top, and decorated with a single feather 
-I think an eagle's feather; his blanket of scarlet 
cloth was so arranged as to fall round his limbs in 
graceful folds, leaving his chest and shoulders ex. 
posed; he held a green umbrella over his head, (a 
gift or purchase from some white trader,) and in the 
other hand a long pipe-and he smoked away, never 
stirring, nor taking the slighest interest in anything 
which wa~ going on. Then there were two fine 
young men, and three women, one old and hideous, 
with matted grizzled hair, the youngest realIy a 
beautiful girl about fith:cn. There were also three 
children; the eldest had on a cotton shirt, the breast 
of which was covered with silver ornaments. The 
men were examining the canoes, and preparing to 
launch them; the women were taking down their 
wigwams, and as they uncovered them, I had an op. 
portunity of observing the whole interior economy of 
their dwellings. 

The ground within was spread oyer with mats, 
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two or three deep, and skins and blanl[ets, so as to 
form a general couch: then all around the internal 
circle of the wigwam were ranged their goods and 
chattels in very tidy order; I observed wooden 
chests, of European make, bags of woven grass, bas. 
kets and cases of birch bark (called mokkuks,) also 
brass kettles, pans, and, to my surprise, a large coffee· 
pot of queen's metal. 

When all was arranged, and the canoes alioat, the 
poles of the wigwams were first placed at the bot· 
tom, then the mats and bundles, which served appa. 
rently to sit on, and the kettles and chests were 
stowed in the middle; the old man was assisted by 
the others into the largest canoe; women, children, 
and dogs followed; the young men stood in the stern 
with thell' paddles as steersmen; the women and 
boys squatted down, each with a paddle ;-with all 
this weight, the elegant buoyant little canoes scarcely 
sank an inch deeper in the water-and in this guise 
away they glided with surprising swiftness over the 
sparkling waves, directing their course eastwards 
for the l\'lanitoolin Islands, where I hope to see them 
again. The whole process of preparation and em. 
barkation did not occupy an hour. 

About ten o'clock I ventured to cali on Mr. School. 
eraft, and was received by him with grave and quiet 
politeness. They were prepared, he said, for my 
arrival, and then he apologised for whatever might 
be deficient in my reception, and fOl' the absence of 

VOl .. II. 11* 
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bis wife, by informing me that she was ill, and had 
not left her room for some days. 

I leave you to imagine how much I was discom
posed-how shocked to find myself an intruder under 
such circumstances. I said so, and begged that they 
would not think of me-that I could easily provide 
for myself-and so I could and would. I would have 
laid myself down in one of the Indian lodges rather 
than have been de trop. But ;\11'. Schoolcraft said, 
with much kinuncss, that they knew already of my 
arrival by on~ of my fellow-passengers-that a room 
was prepared for me, a senant already sent down 
for my goods, and Mrs. Schoolcraft, who was a little 
better that morning, I}()pcd to see me. Here, then, I 
am installed for the next few days-and I know not 
how many more-so completely am I at the mercy 
of" fates, destinies, and such branches of learning!" 

I am charmed with ;\frs. Schoolcraft. When able 
to appear, she received me with true lady-like sim
plicity. The damp, tn'mulous hand, the soft, plain
tive voice, the touching expression of her countenance, 
told too painfully of resigned and habitual suffering. 
1\1rs. Schoolcraft's features arc more decidedly Indian 
than those of her sister Mrs. MacMurray. Her 
accent is slightly foreign-her choice of language 
pure and remarkably elegant. In the course of an 
hour's talk, al\ my sympathies. were enlisted in her 
behalf, and I thought that I perceived that sbe, on 
her part, was inclined to return these benignant 
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feelings. I promised myself to repay her hospitality 
by all the attention and gratitude in my power. I 
am here a lonely stranger, thrown upon her suffer. 
ance; but she is good, gentle, and in most delicate 
health, and there are a thousand quiet ways in which 
woman may be kind and useful to her sister woman. 
Then she has two sweet children about eight or 
nine years old-no fear, you see, that we shall soon 
be the b~st friends in the world! 

This day, however, I took care not to be Ii charge, 
so I ran about along the lovely shore, and among the 
Indians, inexpressibly amused, and occupied, and 
excited by all I saw and heard. At last I returned 
-0 so wearied out-so spent in body and mind! I 
was fain to go to rest soon after sunset. A nice lit
tle room had been prepared for me, and a wide com
fortable bed, into which I sank with such a feeling 
of peace, security, and thanHulness, as could only 
be conceived by one who had been living in corn. 
fortless inns and close steamboats for the last fort. 
night. 
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.. Un pezzo del cielo caduto in terra." 

Mackinaw. 

ON a little platform not quite half. way up the 
wooded height which overlooks the bay, embowered 
in foliage, and sheltered from the tyrannous breath. 
ing of the north by the precipitous cliff, rising almost 
perpendicularly behind, stands the house in which I 
find myself at present a grateful and contented in. 
mate. The ground in front sloping down to the 
Ehore, is laid out in a garden, with an avenue offruit 
trees, the gate at the end opening on the very edge 
of the lake. From the porch I look down upon the 
scene I have endeavoured-how inadequately !-to 
describe to you: the little crescent bay; the village 
of Mackinaw; the beach thickly studded with In. 
dian lodges; canoes, fishing, or darting hither and 
thither, light and buoyant as sea.birds; a tall grace. 
ful schooner swinging at anchor. Opposite rises the 
island of Bois.blanc, with its tufted and most luxuri. 
ant foliage. To the east we see the open lake, and 
in the far western distance the promontory ofMichili. 
mackinac, and the strait of that name, the portal of 
Lake Michigan. The exceeding beauty of this lit. 
tle paradise of an island, the attention which has 
been excited by its enchanting scenery, and the salu. 
brity of its summer climate, the facility of communi. 
cation lately afforded by the lake steamers, and ita 
lituation half-way between Detroit and the newly. 
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eettled r{'gions of the west, are likely to render 
Mackinaw a sort of watering.place for the Michigan 
Rnd Wisconsin fashionables, or, as the bishop ex. 
pressed it, the "Rockaway of the west;" so at 
least it is anticipated. 

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

When I left my room this morning, I remained for 
Borne time in the parlour, looking over the Wisconsin 
Gazette, a good sized, well printed newspape,', pub. 
lished on the west shore of Lake Michigan. I was 
reading a most pathetic and serious address from the 
new settlers in Wisconsin to the down.east girls, (i.e. 
the women of the eastern states,) who are invited to 
go to the relief of these hapless hard.working bache. 
lors in the backwoods. They are promised affluence 
Rnd love,-the " picking and choosing among a set of 
the finest young fellows in the world," who were ready 
to fall at their feet, and make the most adoring and 
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the most obedient of husbands! Can you fancy what 
a pretty thing a Wisconsin pastoral might be? Only 
imagine one of these despairing backwoodsmen indit. 
ing an Ovid ian epistle to his unknown mistress
" dou'n east,"-wooing her to come and be wooed! 
WcIl, I was enjoying this comical effusion, and think. 
i ng that women must certainly be at a premium in 
these parts, when suddenly the windo,,'s were dark. 
ened, and looking up, I beheld a crowd of faces, 
dusky, painted, wild, grotesque-with flashing eyes 
nnd white teeth, staring in upon me. I quickly 
threw down the paper and hastened out. The porch, 
the little lawn, the garden walks, were crowded with 
Indian~, the elder chiefs and warriors sitting on the 
ground, or leaning silently against the pillars; the 
young men, women, and boys lounging and peeping 
about, with eager and animated looks, but all per. 
fectly well conducted, and their voices low and 
pleasing to the ear. They were chi ('fly Ottawas 
and Pottowuttomies, two tribes "'hieh "call brother," 
that is, claim rplationship, and aTe usually in alliance, 
but widely different. The Ottawas are the most 
civilized, the Pottowattomies the least so of all the 
lake trilles. The Ottawa I soon distinguished by the 
decency of his dress, and the handkerchief knotted 
round the head-a custom borrowed from the early 
French settlers, with whom they have had much 
intercourse: the Pottowattomie by the more savage 
finery of his costume, his tall figure, and a sort of 
swagger in his gait. The dandyism of some of these 
Pottowattomie warriors is in~xpressibly amusing 
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and grotesque; I defy all Regent Street and Bond 
Street to go beyond them in the exhibition of self. 
decoration and self.complacency. One of these ex. 
quisites, whom I distinguished as Beau Brummel, 
was not indeed much indebted to a tailor, seeing he 
had neither a coat nor any thing else that gentlemen 
are accustomed to wear; but then his face was most 
artistically painted, the upper half of it being vcr· 
milion, with a black circle round one eye, and a 
white circle round the other; the lower half of a 
bright green, except the tip of his. nose, which was 
also vermilion. His leggings of scarlet cloth were 
embroidered down the sides, and decorated with tufts 
of hair. The band, or garter, which confines the 
leggings, is always an especial bit of finery ; and his 
were gorgeous, all embroidered with gay beads, and 
strings and tassels of the liveliest colours hanging 
down to his ankle. His moccasins were also beau. 
tifully worked with porcupine quills; he had armlets 
and bracelets of silver, and round his head a silver 
band stuck with tufts of moose.hair, died blue and 
red; and conspicuous above ali, the eagle feather in 
his hair, showing he was a warrior, and had taken 
a scalp-i. e. killed his man. 

Over his shoulders hung a blanket of scarlet cloth, 
very long and ample, which he had thrown back a 
little, so as to display his chest, on which a large 
outspread hand was painted in white. It is impossi. 
ble to describe the air of perfect self.complacency 
with which this youth strutted about. Seeing my 
attention fixed upon him, he came up and shook 
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hands with me, repeating" Bojou! bojou !"* Otherll 
immediately pre~sed forward also ttl shake hands, or 
rather take my hand, for they do not shake it; and 
I WaS soon in the midst of a crowd of perhaps thirty 
or forty Indians, all holding out their hands to me, 
or sn.ltching mine, and repeating" bojou" with every 
expr<'s8:on of delight and good humour. 

This must suffiee in the way of description, for I 
cannot further particularize drcs,cs ; they were very 
varioH", and few so fine as my young Pottowattomie. 
I remember another young man, who had a common 
black b'~;"','r hat, all ronnd which. in several silver 
bands, he had stuck a profusion of feathers, and long 
tufts of dyed hair, so that it formed a IIIOst gorgeous 
helmet. Some wore the hair hal>ging loose and wild 
in df.locks, but others again had combed and ar. 
ranged it with much care and puins. 

The men seemed to engross the finery; none of 
the women that I saw were painted. Th"ir blankets 
were mostly dark blue; some had strings of beads 
round their necks, and silver armlets. The hair of 
some of the young womc;n was ypry prettily ar. 
rang~d, being parted smooth upon the forehead, and 
b,istC'u in a knot behind, very much ala Grccque. 
There is, I imagine, a very general and hearty aver. 
sion to cold water. 

This morning there was a "talk" held in Mr. 
Schoolcraft's office, and he kindly invited me to wit. 

• This univers.u Indian s.uutation is merely a corrnption or 
6onjour. 
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ness the proceedings. About twenty of their prin. 
cipal men, including a venerable old chief, were 
present; the rest stood outside, crowding the doors 
and windows, but never attempting to enter, nor 
causing the slightest interruption. The old chief 
wore a quantity of wampum, but was otherwise un. 
distinguished, except by his fine head and acute fea
tures. His gray hair was drawn back, and tied on 
the top of his head with a single feather. All, as 
they entered, took me by the hand with a quiet smile 
and a "bojou," to which I replied, as I had been in
structed, "Bojou, neeje!" (Good-day, friend!) They 
then sat down upon the fioor, all round the room. 
Mr. Johnston, Mr3. Schoolcraft's brothel', acted as 
interpreter, and the business proceeded with the 
utmost gravity. 

After some whispering among themselves, an ora. 
lor of the party addressed Mr. Schoolcraft with great 
emphasis. Extending his hand and raising his 
voice, he began: " Father, I am come to tell you a 
piece of my mind." But when he had uttered a few 
sentences, Mr. Schoolcraft desired the interpreter to 

. tell him that it was useless to speak farther on that 
subject. (I understood it to relate to some land pay
ments.) The orator stopped immediately, and then, 
after a pause, he went up and took Mr. Schoolcraft's 
hand with a friendly air, as if to show he was not 
offended. Another orator then arose, and proceeded 
to the object of the visit, which was to ask an allow_ 
ance of corn, salt, and tobacco, while they remained 
on the island-a request which 1 presume was grant
ed, as they departed with much apparent satisfaction. 

VOL. II. 12 
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There was not a figure among them that was not 
a study for a painter; and how I wished that my 
hand had been readier with the pencil to snatch 
some of those picturesque heads and attitudes! But 
it was all so new-I was so lost in gazing, listening, 
observing, and trying to comprehend, that I could 
not make a single sketch for you, except the above, 
in most poor and inadequate words. 

The Indians here-and fresh parties are constant. 
ly arri\ing-are chiefly Ottawas, from Arbre Croche, 
on the east of Lake Michigan; Pottowattomies; 
and Winnebagos, from the west of the lake; a few 
Menomonies and Chippewas, from the shores north
west of us i-tile occasion of this assemblage being 
the same wit;l all. They are on the way to the 
Manitoolin Islands, to recei ve the presents annually 
dish'ibuted by the British government to all those 
Indian tribes who were friendly to us during the 
wars with America, and call themselves our allies 
and our cbildren, though living within the bounds of 
another state. Some of them make a voyage of five 
hundred miles to receive a few blankets and kettles; 
coasting along the shores, encamping at night, and 
paddling all day from sunrise to sunset, living on the 
fish or game they may meet, and the little provision 
they can carry with them, which consists chiefly of 
parched Indian c'~rn and bear's fat. Some are out 
on this excursion during six weeks, or more, every 
year; returning to their hunting-grounds by the end 
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of September, when the great hunting season begins, 
which continues through Octob3r and November; 
they then return to their villages and wintering
grounds. This applies generally to the tribes I find 
here, except the Ottawas of Arbre Cl'oche, who have 
a good deal ofland in cultivation, and arc more sta. 
tionary and civilized than the other Lake Indians. 
They have been for nearly a century under the care 
of the French jesuit missions, but do not seem to 
have made much advance since Henry's time, and 
the days when they were organised under Pontiac; 
they were even then considered superior in humanity 
and intelligence to the Chippewas and Pottowatto
mies, and more inclined to agriculture. 

After some most sultry weather, we have had II. 

grand storm. The wind shifted to the north-east, 
and rose to a hurricane. I was then sitting with 
my Irish friend in the mission.house; and while the 
little bay lay almost tranquil, gleam and shadow 
floating over its bosom, the exp~nse of the main lake 
was like the ocean lashed to fury. On the east side 
of the island the billows came "rolling with might," 
flinging themselves in wrath and foam far up the 
land. It was a magnificent spectacle. Returning 
home, I was anxious to see how the wigwam estab
lishments had stood out the storm, and was sur
prised to find that little or no damage had been done. 
I peeped into several, with a nod and a bojou, and 
found the inmates very snug. Here and there a mat 
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was blown away, but none of the poles were dis. 
placed or blown down, which I had firmly expected. 

Though all these lodges seem nearly alike to a 
casual observer, I was soon aware of differences and 
gradations in the particular arrangements, which are 
amusingly characteristic of the various inhabitants. 
There is one lodge, a little to the east of us, which I 
call the Chateau. It is rather larger and loftier 
than the others: the mats which cover it are whiter 
and of a neater texture than usual. The blanket 
which hangs before the opening is new and clean. 
The inmates, ten in number, are well and handsome. 
ly dressed; even the women and children have abun. 
dance of ornaments; and as for the gay cradle of the 
baby, I quite covet it-it is so gorgeously elegant. I 
supposed at first that this must be the lodge of a 
chief; but I have since understood that the chief is 
seldom either so well lodged or so well dressed as the 
others, it being a part of his policy to avoid every. 
thing like ostentation, or rather to be ostentatiously 
poor and plain in his apparel and possessions. This 
wigwam belongs to an Ottawa, remarkable for his 
skill in hunting, and for his habitual abstinence from 
the" fire.water." He is a baptized Roman Catholic, 
belonging to the mission at Arbre Croche, and is reo 
puted a rich man. 

Not far from this, and almost immediately in front 
of our house, stands another wigwam, a most wretch. 
ed concern. The owners have not mats enough to 
screen them from the weather; and the bare poles 
are exposed through the" looped and windowed rag. 
gedness" on every side. The woman, with her 10 n g 
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neglected hair, is always seen cowering desponding. 
ly over the embers of her fire, as if lost in sad reve· 
ries. Two naked children are scrambling among 
the pebbles on the shore. The man wrapt in a dirty 
ragged blanket, without a single ornam'!nt, looks the 
image of savage inebriety and ferocity. Observe 
that these are the two extremes, and that between 
them are many gradations of comfort, order, and res· 
pectability. An Indian is respectable in his own 
community, in proportion as his wife and children 
look fat and well fed j this being a proof of his prow· 
ess and success as a hunter, and his consequent 
riches. 

I was loitering by the garden gate this evening, 
about sunset, looking at the beautiful effects which 
the storm of the morning had left in the sky and on 
the lake. I heard the sound of the Indian drum 
mingled with the shouts and yells and shrieks of the 
intoxicated savages, who were drinking in front of 
the village whiskey.store j-when at this moment a 
man came slowly up, whom I recognized as one of 
the Ottawa chiefs, who had often attracted my at. 
tention. His name is Kim,e,wun, which signifies 
the Rain, or rather" it rains." He now stood before 
me, one of the noblest figures I ever beheld, above 
six feet high, erect as a forest pine. A red and green 
handkerchief was twined round his head with much 
elegance, and knotted in front, with the two ends 
projecting; his black hair fell from beneath it, and 
his small black piercing eyes glittered from among 
its masses, like stars glancing through the thunder 
clouds. His ample blanket was thrown over his left 
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shoulder, anu brought und8r his right arm, 80 as to 
leave it free and exposed; anu a sculptor might ltHe 
envi"d the disposition of thl' whole dr;lpny-it was 
so felicitous, so richly gracefuJ.* He stood in a 
contemplative attitude, eviuently undecided w],dhcr 
he shoulu join his drunken companlons in their night 
revel, or return, like a wi,c man, to his lodge and his 
mat. He adl'anced a few steps, then turneu, then 
paused and listened-then turnf'd back again. I 
retired a littk within the gate, to wutch, unseen, the 
issue of the conflict. Alas! it was soon decided
the fatal temptation prevailed owr better thoughts. 
He suddenly drew h;s blanket rounu him, and strided 
onwards in the direction of the village, treading the 
earth ,,-ith an air of defiance, and a step which 
would have become a prince. 

On returning home', I mentioned this scene to 'If r. 
and Mrs. Schoolcraft, as I do everything which 
strikes me, that I may profit by their remark" ~lL,I 

explanatiull';. Mr. f'. told Ille a laughabk anecdole. 
A distinguished Pottowattomie warrior prc'cn(, " 

him,'elf to the Indian agent at Chicago, and ob·c,":, 
ing that he was a very good man, vcry good indect\
and a good friend to the Long-Knives, (the "\n,,! i· 
cans,) requested a dram of whiskey. 'I'll" agent 

• While among the Indians, I often had occasion to observe 
that what we call tho antique ~ncl the ideal are merely free, 
unstndied nature. Since my return from Canada, I have seen 
some sketches made by )Ir. Harvey when in Ireland-figures 
of the Cork and Kerry girls, folded in their large blne cloaks; 
and I remember, on opening the book, I took them for draw_ 
ings after the antique-figures brought from Herculaneum or 
Pompeii, or somo newly.discovered Greek temple. 
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replied, that he never gave whiskey to good mcn,
good men never asked for \\"hdic~·; and never drink 
it. It was only bad Indians who asked for whiskey, 
or liked to drink it. 'Then,' replied the Indian 
quickly in his broken English, ' me damn rascal !' 

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

It is surprising to me, considering the number of 
savages congregated together, and the excess of 
drunkenness. that no mischief is done; that there 
has been no fighting, no robberies committed, and 
th1t there is a feeling of perfect security around me. 

The women, they tell me, have taken away their 
husband's knives and tomahawks, and hidden them
-wisely enough. At this time there arc about 
twelve hundred Indians here. The fort is empty
the garrison having been withdrawn as useless; and 
perhaps there are not a hundred white men in the 
island,-rather unequal odds! And then that fearful 
Michilimackinac in fiJll view, ,dth all its horrid 
murderous associations '* But do not for a moment 

• Michilimackinac was one of the forts snrprised by the In
dians at the breaking out of the Pontiac 'War, when seventy 
British soldiers with their officers were murdered and scalped. 
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imagine thu.t I feol fear, or the slightest doubt of se· 
curity; only a sort of thrill which enhances the en· 
joyment I have in these wild scenes-a thrill such as 
one feels in the presence of danger when most safe 
from it-such as I felt when bending over the rapids 
of Niagara. 

The Indians, apparently, have no idea of correct· 
ing or restraining their children; personal chastise· 
ment is unheard of. They say that before a child 
has any understanding there is no USf) in eorrecting 
it; and when old enough to understand, no one has a 
right to correct it. Thus the fixed, inherent senti. 
ment of personal independence grows up with the 
Indians from earliest infancy. The will of an In. 
dian child is not forced; he has nothing to learn 
but what he sees done around him, and he learns by 
imitation. I hear no scolding, no tones of command 
or reproof; but I see no evil results from this mild 
system, for the general reverence and affection of 
children for parents is delightful: where there is no 
obedience exacted, there can be no rebellion; th"y 
dream not of either, and all live in pLcce under the 
same wigwam. 

I observe, while loitering among them, that they 
seldom raise their voices, and they pronounce several 
words much more softly than we write them. Wig. 
warn, a house, they pronounce wee.ga.waum; moc. 
casin, a shoe, muck.a-zeen; manito, spirit, mo.needo, 

Henry gives a most vivid description of this scene of horror in 
few words. He was present, and escaped through the friend. 
ship of an Indian (Wa,wa,tam), who, in consequence of a 
drelllD in early youth, had adopted him as his brother. 
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-lengthening the vowels, and softening the aspirates. 
Chippewa is properly O,jib,wdy; ab,bin,no,jee is a lit. 
tle child. The accent of the women is particularly 
soft, with a sort of plaintive modulation, reminding 
me of recitative. Their low laugh is quite musical, 
and has something infantineoin it. I sometimes hear 
them sing, and the strain is generally in a minor 
key; but I cannot succeed in detecting or retain. 
ing an entire or distinct tune. I am, however, 
bent on bringing you au Indian song, if I can catch 
one. 

There was a mission established on this island in 
1823, for the conversion of the Indians, and the educa. 

tion of the Indian and half. breed children. -!< A large 
mission and school house was erected, and a neat little 
church. Those who were interested about the Indians 
entertained the most sanguine expectations of the sue. 
cess of the undertaking. But at present the exten. 
sive buildings of the mission.house are used merely 
as storehouses, or as lodgings; and if Mackinaw 
should become a place of resort, they will probably 
be converted into a fashionable hotel. t The mission 

• In 1828, Major Anderson, our Indian agent, computed the 
number of Canaoians and mixed breed married to Indian woo 
men, and residing on the north shores of Lake Huron, and in 
the neighbourhood of Michilimackinac, at nine hundred. This 
he called the lowest estimate. 

t I have before me a copy of certain queries proposed by 
Bishop M'Donell (of Upper Canada) in 1828, with the answers 
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itself is established farther west, somewhere near 
Green Bay, on Lake Michigan; and when overtaken 
by the advancing stream of white civilization, and 
the contagion which it carries with it, no doubt it 
must retirc yet farther. 
A~ for the little missionary church, it has been for 

some time disused, the French Canadians and half. 
breeds o~ the island being mostly Roman Catholics. 
To.day, however, divine service was performed in it 
by the Bishop of Michigan, to a congregation of 
about twenty persons. Around the open doors of 
the church, a crowd of Indians, principally women, 
had assembled, and a few came in, and stood lean. 
ing against the pews, with their blankets folded 
round them, mute and still, and respectfully atten. 
tive. 

Immediately before me sat a man who at once at. 

of our Indian agent, Major Anderson, who has been employed 
in the Indian department for many years, and passed the last 
thirty years of his life in communication with tho tribes round 
Lake Huron. Speaking of this missionary establishment at 
Mackinaw, he says, that" it has caused great excitement in the 
minds of the Indians; that one hundred and twenty half.breeds 
and Indians are actually receiving instruction; and that if a 
similar establishment were promoted at Drummond's Island," 
(then in possession of the English,) "he believes the Indian. 
would swarm to it." He adds, "that the mission.house built at 
Mackinaw was supposed to be of sufficient space to contain all 
that would present themselves for instruction for mnny years to 
come; but Buch i8 the thirst for knowledge that the houBe i. 
full, and at least fifty fI·om Prairie du Chien, Green Bay, and 
Lake Superior, have prayed for admittance this Beason, without 
being able to obtain it from want of room." The house thus 
deBcribed is now empty. 
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tractcd my attention. He was an Indian, evidently 
of unmixed blood, though wearing a long blanket 
coat and a decent but worn hat. His eyes, during 
the whole service, were fixed on those of the Bishop 
with a passionate, eager gaze; not for a moment 
were they withdrawn: he seemed to devour every 
word both of the office and the sermon, and, by the 
working of his features, I 8upposed him to be strongly 
impressed-it was the very enthusias n of devotion: 
and yet, strange to say, not one word did he under. 
stand. When I inquired how it was that his atten. 
tion was so fixed, and that he seemed thus moved by 
what he could not possibly comprehend, I was told, 
,. it was by the power of faith." I have the story of 
this man (whom I see frequently) from Mr. School. 
craft. His name is Chusco. He was formerly a 
distinguished man in his tribe as professor of the 
Meta and the Wabeno,-that is, physician and con· 
juror; and no less as a professor of whiskey.drink. 
ing. His wife, who had been converted by one of 
the missionaries, converted her husband. He had 
long resisted her preaching and persuasion, but at 
last one day, as they were making maple sugar to. 
gether on an island, "he was suddenly thrown 
into an agony as if an evil spirit haunted him, and 
from that moment had no peace till he had been 
baptized and received into the Christian church." 
From this time he avoided drunkenness, and surren. 
dered his medicine bag, manitos, and implements of 
sorcery, into the hands of Mr. Schoolcraft. Sub. 
sequently he showed no indisposition to speak of the 
power and arts he had exercised. He would not al. 
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low that it was all mere trick and deception, but in. 
sisted that he had been enabled to perform certain 
cures, or extraordinary magical operations, by the 
direct agency of the evil spirit, i. e. the devil, who, 
now that he was become a Christian, had forsaken 
him, and left him in peace. I was a little surprised 
to find, in the course of this explanation, that there 
were educated and intelligent people who had no 
more doubt of this direct satanic agency than the 
poor Indian himself. 

Chusco has not touched ardent spirits for the last 
seven years, and, ever since his conversion in the 
sugar.camp, he has firmly adhered to his Christian 
profession. He is now between sixty and seventy 
years old, with a countenance indicating more of 
mildness and simplicity than intellect. Generally 
speaking, the men who practise medicine among the 
Indians make a great mystery of their art, and of 
the herbs and nostrums they are in the habit of using; 
and it were to be wished that one of these converted 
medicine.men could be prevailed on to disclose some 
of their medical arcana; for of the efficacy of some 
of their prescriptions, apart from the mummery 
with which they are accompanied, there can be no 
doubt. 

\Ve have taken several delicious drives over this 
lovely little island, and traversed it in different direc. 
tions. It is not more than three miles in length, 
and wonderfully beautiful. There is no large or 



145 

lofty timber upon it, but a perpetual succession of 
low, rich groves, "alleys green, dingles, and bosky 
dells." There is on the eastern coast a natural arch 
or bridge, where the waters of the Lake have under. 
mined the rock, and left a fragment thrown across a 
chasm two hundred feet high. Strawberries, rasp· 
berries, whortleberries, and cherries, were growing 
everywhere wild, and in abundance. The whole 
island, when seen from a distance, has the form of 
a turtle sleeping on the water: hence its Indian ap. 
pellation, Michilimackinac, which signifies the great 
turtle. The same name is given to a spirit of great 
power and might, "a spirit who never lies," whom 
the Indians invoke and consult before undertaking 
any important or dangerous enterprise;* and this 
island, as I apprehend, has been peculiarly dedicated 
to him; at all events, it has been from time imme. 
morial a place of note and sanctity among the In. 
dians. Its history, as far as the Europeans are con. 
nected with it, may be told in few words. 

After the destruction of the fort at Michilimacki. 
nac, and the massacre of the garrison in 1763, the 
English removed the fort and the trading pos~ to this 
island, and it continued for a long time a station of 
great importance. In 1796 it was ceded, with the 
whole of the Michigan territory, to the United 
States. The fort was then strengthened, and garri. 
soned by a detachment of General Wayne's army. 

In the war of 1813 it was taken and garrisoned 
by the British, who added to the strength of the for· 

VOL. II. 

• See Henry'. Travels, p. 117. 
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tifications. The Americans were so sensible of its 
importance, that they fitted out an expensive expe. 
dition in 1814 for the purpose of retaking it, but 
were repulsed with the loss of one of their bravest 
commanders and a great number of men, and forced 
to retreat to their vessels. After this, Michilimacki. 
nac remained in possession of the British, till at the 
peace it was again quietly ceded, one hardly knows 
why, to the Americans, and in their possession it 
now remains. The garrison, not being required in 
time af profound peace, has been withdrawn. The 
pretty little fort remains. 

We drove to.day to visit a spot of romantic inter. 
est in the life of Henry; the cave in which he was 
secreted after the massacre at Michilimackinac by 
his adopted brother, Wa,wa,tam, lest he should be 
made into a "mess of English broth," like some of 
his hapless companions. He describes the manner 
in which he was brought here at eventide; how he 
crept into its farthest recesses and fell asleep ;-and 
waking in the morning, found himself lying upon a 
heap of human skulls! Henry's opinion is, that the 
cave was an ancient receptacle for the bones of 
prisoners, sacrificed and devoured at war.feasts. 
"I have always observed," he adds, "that the In. 
dians pay particular attention to the bones of sacri. 
fices, preserving them unbroken, and depositing them 
in some place kept exclusively for the purpose." 
The cave is admirably contrived for a place of con. 
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cealment, the opening being in the rock, high above 
the level of the ground, and almost entirely concealed 
by the rich foliage of bushes and underwood. It is 
still called the "cave of skulls," but all the bones 
have been removed and interred in a desolate, pic. 
turesque little cemetry hard by. This rock is upon 
the highest point of the island, from which the view 
over the neighbouring islands, the main land, the 
two capes of Michilimackinac and St. Ignace, and 
the straits between them, as seen beneath the glow 
of an evening sun, formed a panorama of surpassing 
beauty. 

In short, this is a bijou of an island !-a little bit 
of fairy ground, just such a thing as some of our 
amateur travellers would like to pocket and run 
away with (if they could)-and set down in the 
midst of one of their fish.ponds-cave of skulls, wig. 
warns, Indians, and all. 

It might indeed be an objection to some people, that 
several luxuries, and some things usually considered 
as necessaries of life, seldom find their way here; 
meat is very scarce, not often seen j but poultry, 
wild.fowl, the most exquisite fish-as the white-fish, 
bass, sturgeon, lake trout-abound. These, dressed 
in different ways, with corn. cakes and buck.wheat 
cakes, form the usual food; no better can be desired. 
As to the white.fish, I have never tasted anything 
like it, either for delicacy or flavour. 
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The most delightful as well as most profitable 
hours I spend here, are those passed in the society 
of Mrs. Schoolcraft. Her genuine refinement and 
simplicity, and native taste for literature, are charm. 
ing; and the exceeding delicacy of her health, and 
the trials to which it is exposed, interest all my 
womanly sympathies. While in conversation with 
her, new ideas of the Indian character suggest them. 
selves; new sources of information are opened to 
me, such as are granted to few, and such as I grate. 
fully appreciate. She is proud of her Indian origin; 
she takes an enthusiastic and enlightened interest in 
the welfare of her people, and in their conversion 
to Christianity, being herself most unaffectedly pious. 
But there is a melancholy and pity in her voice, 
when speaking of them, as if she did indeed consider 
them a doomed race. We were conversing to.day 
of her grandfather, Waub.Ojeeg, (the White.fisher,) 
a distinguished Chippewa chief and warrior, of 
whose life and exploits she has promised to give me 
some connected particulars. Of her mother, O,shah,. 
gush,ko,da,wa,qua, she speaks with fond and even 
longing affection, as if the very sight of this beloved 
mother would be sufficient to restore her to health 
and strength. ,. I should be well if I could see my 
mother," seems the predominant feeling. Nowhere 
is the instinctive affection between parent and child 
so strong, so deep, so sacred, as among these people. 

I recollect, some years ago, meeting wi th a strange 
story of a north. west Indian hunter, who, on the 
sudden death of his wife in child. birth, had suckled 
his surviving infant. I asked Mrs. Schoolcraft if 
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this could possibly be true 1 She said that the man 
belonged to her people, and that the fact was not 
doubted among them. Her mother recollects to have 
seen the man some years after the circumstance oc. 
curred. At that time his bosom retained something 
of the full feminine form. This is very curious evi. 
dence. I cannot remember by whom the anecdote 
was first brought to Europe, but it excited so much 
attention and disputation among our scientific and 
medical people, that you will probably recollect it. 

Celibacy in either sex is almost unknown among 
the Indians; equally rare is all profligate excess. 
One instance I heard of a woman who had remained 
unmarried from choice, not from accident or neces. 
sity. In consequence of a dream in early youth, 
(the Indians are great dreamers,) she not only reo 
garded the sun as her manito or tutelary spirit, (this 
had been a common case,) but considered herself es. 
pecially dedicated, or in fact married, to the lumi. 
nary. She lived alone; she had built a wigwam for 
herself, which was remarkably neat and commodious; 
she could use a rifle, hunt, and provide herself with 
food and clothing. She had carved a rude image of 
the sun, and set it up in her lodge; the husband's 
place, the best mat, and a portion of food, were ale 
ways appropriated to this image. She lived to a 
great age, and no one ever interfered with her mode 
of life, for that would have been contrary to all 
their ideas of individual freedom. Suppose that, ac· 
cording to our most approved European notions, the 
poor woman had been burnt at the stake, corporeally 
or metaphorically, or hunted beyond the pale of 
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the village, for deviating from the law of cus. 
tom, no doubt there would have been directly a 
new female sect in the nation of the Chippewas, an 
order of wives of the sun, and Chippewa vestal vir. 
gins; but these wise people trusted to nature and 
common sense. The vocation apparently was not 
generally admired, and found no imitators. 

Their laws, or rather their customs, command 
certain virtues and practices, as truth, abstinence, 
courage, hospitality; but they have no prohibitory 
laws whatever that I could hear of. In this respect 
their moral code has something of the spirit of Chris. 
tianity, as contrasted with the Hebrew disposition. 
Polygamy is allowed, but it is not common j the se' 
cond wife is considered as subject to the first, who 
remains mistress of the household, even though the 
younger wife should be the favourite. Jealousy, 
however, is a btrong passion among them: not only 
has a man been known to murder a woman whose 
fidelity he suspected, but Mr. Schoolcraft men. 
tioned to me an instance of a woman, who, in a 
transport of jealousy, had stabbed her husband. But 
these extremes are hry rare. 

Some time ago, a y,-,ung Chippewa girl conceived 
a violent passion for a hunter of a different tribe, 
and follo\';cd him from his winter hunting. ground to 
his own village. He was already married, and the 
wife, not being inclined to admit a rival, drove this 
love.sick damsel away, and treated her with the 
utmost indignity. The girl, in desperation. offered 
herself as a slave to the wife, to carry wood and 
water, and lie at her feet-anything to be admitted 



JEALOUSY. 151 

within the same lodge and only look upon the object 
of her affection. She prevailed at length. Now, 
the mere circumstance of her residing within the 
same wigwam made her also the wife of the man, 
according to the Indian custom; but apparently she 
was content to forego all the privileges and honours 
of a wife. She endured, for several months, with 
uncomplaining resignation, every species of ill usage 
and cruelty on the part of the first wife, till at length 
this woman, unable any longer to suffer even the 
presence of a rival, watched an opportunity as the 
other entered the wigwam with a load of fire. wood, 
and cleft her skull with the husband's tomahawk. 

" And did the man permit all this 1" was the natu. 
ral question. 

The answer was remarkable. "What could he 
do 1 he could not help it: a woman is always abso. 
lute mistress in her own wigwam !" 

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

Women sometimes perish of grief for the loss of a 
husband or a child, and men have been known to 
starve themselves on the grave of a beloved wife. 
Men have also been known to give up their wives to 
the traders for goods and whiskey; but this, though 
forbidden by no law, is considered disreputable, or, 
BS my informant expressed it, " only bad Indians do 
80." 
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I should doubt, from all I see and hear, that the 
Indian squaw is that absolute slave, drudge, and non· 
entity in the community, which she has been descri. 
bed. She is despotic in her lodge, and everything it 
contains is hers; even of the game her husband kills, 
she has the uncontrolled disposal. If her husband 
does not please her, she scolds and even cuffs him; 
and it is in the highest degree unmanly to answer or 
strike her. I have seen here a woman scolding and 
quarrelling with her husband, seize him by the hair, 
in a style that might have become civilized Billings. 
gate, or christian St. Giles's, and the next day I have 
beheld the same couple sit lovingly together on the 
sunny side of the wigwam, she kneeling behind him, 
and combing and arranging the hair she had been 
pulling from his head the day before; just such a 
group as I remember to have seen about Naples, or 
the Campagna di Roma, with very little obvious 
difference either in costume or complexion. 

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

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

During the last American war of 1813, the young 
widow of a chief who had been killed in battle, as. 
sumed his arms, ornaments, wampum, medal, and 
went out with several war parties, in which she dis. 
tinguished herself by her exploits. Mrs. Schoolcraft, 
when a girl of eleven or twelve years old, saw this 
woman, who was brought into the Fort at Mackinaw 
and introduced to the commanding officer; and reo 
tains a lively recollection of her appearance, and the 
interest and curiosity she excited. She was rather 
below the middle size, slight and delicate in figure. 
like most of the squaws ;-covered with rich orna· 
ments, silver armlets, with the scalping.knife, pouch, 
medals, tomahawk-all the insignia, in short, of an 
Indian warrior, except the war. paint and feathers. 
In the room hung a large mirror, in which she sur· 
veyed herself with evident admiration and delight, 
turning round and round before it, and laughing trio 
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umphantly. She was invited to dine at the officers' 
mess, perhaps as a joke, but conducted herself with 
so much intuitive propriety and decorum, that she 
was dismissed with all honour and respect, and with 
handsome presents. I could not learn what became 
of her afterwards. 

Heroic women are not rare among the Indians, 
women who can bravely suffer-bravely die; but 
Amazonian women, female amateur warriors, are 
very extraordinary; I never heard but of this one in. 
stance. Generally, the squaws around me give me 
the impression of exceeding feminine delicacy and 
modesty, and of the most submissive gentleness. Fe. 
male chiefs, however, are not unknown in Indian his. 
tory. There was a famous Squaw Sachem, or chief, 
in the time of the early settlers. The present head 
chief of the Ottawas, a very fine old man, succeeded 
a female, who, it is further said, abdicated in his 
favour.* 

Even the standing rule or custom, that women are 
never admitted to councils, has been evaded. At the 
treaty of Butte des Morts, in 1827,t an old Chippe. 
wa woman, the wife of a superannuated chief, ap. 
peared in place of her husband, wearing his medal, 
and to all intents and purposes representing him. 
The American commissioners treated her with 
studied respect and distinction, and made her rich 

• Major Anderson. 

t This was a treaty arranged by the American government, 
for settling the boundary line between the territories of the 
Menomonies and Chippewas, who had previously disturbed th., 
frontiers by their mutua! animositiel. 
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presents in cloth, ornaments, tobacco, &c. On her 
return to her own village, she was way.laid and mur. 
dered by a party of Menomonies. The next year 
two Menomonie women were taken and put to death 
by the Chippewas: such is the Indian law of retali. 
ation. 

The language spoken around me is the Chippewa. 
tongue, which, with little variation, is spoken also by 
the Ottawas, PoUowaUomies and Missasaguas, and 
diffused all over the country of the lakes, and through 
a population of about seventy thousand. It is in 
these countries what the French is in Europe, the 
language of trade and diplomacy, understood and 
spoken by those tribes with whom it is not vernacu. 
lar. In this language Mrs. Schoolcraft generally 
speaks to her children and Indian domestics. It is 
not only very sweet and musical to the ear, with its 
soft inflections and lengthened vowels, but very com· 
plex and artificial in its construction, and subject to 
strict grammatical rules; this, for an unwritten 
language-for they have no alphabet-appears to me 
very curious. The particulars which follow I have 
from Mr. Schoolcraft, who has deeply studied the 
Chippewa language, and what he terms, not without 
rllason, the philosophy of its syntax. 

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

What ig curious enough is, that the noun or name 
can be conjugated like a verb: the word man, for in. 
stance, can be inflected to express, I am a man, thou 
art a man, he is a man, I was a man, I will be a man, 
and so forth; and the word husband can be so in· 
fleeted as to signify by a change of syllaLles, I have a 
husband, and I have not a husband. 

They have three numbers, like the Greek, but of 
different signification: they have the singular, and 
two plurals, one indefinite and general like ours, and 
one including the persons or things present, and ex· 
c1uding those which are absent; and distinct inflec. 
tions are required for these two plurals. 

There are distinct words to express certain dis. 
tinctions of sex as with us; for instance, man, 
woman, fdther, moth')r, sister, brother, are distinct 
words, but more commonly sex is distinguished by a 
masculine or feminine syllable or termination. The 
word equay, a woman, is thus used as a feminine 



cnIPPEW A LANGUAGE. 157 

termination where persons are concerned. Ogima, 
is a chief, and Ogima.quay, a female chief. 

There are certain words and expressions which 
are in a manner masculine and feminine by some pre
scriptive right, and cannot be used indifferently by 
the two sexes. Thus, one man addressing another 
says nichi, or neejee, my fricnd. One woman ad· 
dressing another woman says, "Nin,dong,quay," (as 
nearly as I can imitate the sound,) my friend, or ra
ther, I believe, female relation; and it would be in. 
delicacy in one sex, and arrogance in the other, to 
exchange these terms between man and woman. 
When a woman is surprised at anything she sees or 
hears, she exclaims, "N'ya!" vVhen a man is sur· 
prised he exclaims, " T'ya !" and it would be contrary 
to all Indian notions of propriety and decorum, if a 
man condescended to say .. N'ya !" or if a woman 
presumed to use the masculine interjection·' T'ya !" 
-I could gi ve you other comical instances of the 
same kind. They have different words for eldest 
brother, eldest sister, and for brother and sister in 
general. Brother is a common expression of kind· 
ness, father, of respect; and grandfather is a title 
of very great respect. 

They have no form of imprecation or swearing. 
Closing the hand, then throwing it forth and opening 
it suddenly with a jerk, is the strongest gesture of 
contempt; and the words "bad dog," the strongest 
expression of abuse and vituperation: both are un· 
pardonable insults, and used sparingly. 

A mother's term of endearment to her child is 
" My bird-my young one," and sometimes playfully, 
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"~Iy old man." When I asked what words were 
used of reproach or menace, I was told that Indian 
children were never scolded-never menaced. 

The form of salutation in common use between 
the Indians and thc whitcs is the bo-jou, borrowed 
from the early French settlers, the first Europeans 
with whom the 1'\ orth-west Indians were brought in 
contact. Among themselves there is no set form of 
salutation; when two friends meet after a long ab
sence, they take hands, and exclaim, "\Ve see each 
othcr I" 

I have b"en "working like beaver," to borrow 
an Indian phras2, and all for you !-this has been a 
rich and busy day: what with listening, learning, 
scribbling, transcribing, my wits as well as my pen 
are well nigh ,,;orn to a stump. But before I place 
before you my new acquisitions, there are a few 
things I mllst premise'. I am not going to tell you 
here of w~I1-known Indian customs, and repeat an. 
ecdotes to be found in all the popular books of travel. 
With the general characteristics of Indian life and 
manners you are already familiar, from reading the 
works of Cooper, ,,- ashington Irving, Charles Hoff_ 
man, and others. I can add nothing to these sources 
of information j only bear testimony to the vigour, 
and liveliness, and truth of the pictures they have 
drawn. I am amused at every moment by the coin. 
cidence between what I see and what I have read· 
but I must confess I never read anything like th; 
Indian fictions I have just been transcribing for you 
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from the first and highest authority. You can ima
gine that among a people whose objects in life arll 
few and simple, that society cannot be very brilliant, 
nor conversation very amusing. The taciturnity of 
the Indians does not arise from any ideas of gravity, 
decorum, or personal dignity, but rather from the 
dearth of ideas and of subjects of interest. Henry 
mentions the dulness of the long winters, when he 
was residing in the wigwam of his brother \Va,wa,. 
tam, whose family were yet benevolent and intelli. 
gent: he had nothing to do but to smoke. Among 
the Indians, he says, the topics of conversation are 
few, and are limited to the transactions of the day 
and the incidents of the chase. The want of all 
variety in their lives, of all intellectual amusement, 
is one cause of their passion for gambling and for 
ardent spirits. The chase is to them a severe toil, 
not a recreation-the means of existence, not the 
means of excitement. They have, however, an 
amusement which I do not remember to have seen 
noticed anywhere. Like the Arabians, they have 
among them story.tellers by profession, persons who 
go about from lodge to lodge amusing the inmates 
with traditional tales, histories of the wars and ex. 
ploits of their ancestors, or inventions of their own, 
which are sometimes in the form of allegories or par. 
ables, and are either intended to teach some moral 
lesson, or are extravagant inventions, having no 
other aim or purpose but to excite wonder or amaze. 
ment. The story. tellers are estimated according to 
their eloquence and powers of invention, and are 
always welcome-sure of the best place in the wig. 
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wam and the choicest mess of food wherever they 
go. Some individuals, not story.tellers by profes
sion, possess and exercise these gifts of memory and 
invention. 1\1rs. Schoolcraft mentioned an Indian 
living at the Sault Ste. Marie, who in this manner 
amuses and instructs his family almost every night 
before they go to rest. Her own mother is also 
celebrated for her stock of traditional lore. and her 
poetical and inventive facnltie." which she inherited 
from her father, Waub-Ojeeg, who was the greatest 
poet and story-teller, as well as the greatest warrior, 
of his tribe. 

The stories I give you from Mr... Schoolcraft's 
translation ha\-e at least the merit of bein~ genuine. 
Their Ycry wildness and childishnes;, and dissimi. 
larity to all other fictions, will recommend them to 
you. The first story is evidently intended to incul
cate domestic union and brotherly love. It would 
be difficult to draw any moral from the second, un. 
less it be that courage, and perseverance, and cun. 
ning, arc sure at length to triumph over even magi. 
cal art; but it is surely \"Cry picturesque, and pecu. 
liar, and fanciful. 

THE FORSAKEN BROTHER. 

IT was a fine summer evening; the sun was 
scarcely an hour high; its departing rays shone 
through the leaves of the tall elms that skirted a 
little green knoll, whereon stood a solitary Indian 



THE FORSAXEN BROTHER. 161 

lodge. The deep, deep silence that reigned around 
seemed to the dwellers in that lonely hut like the 
long sleep of death which was now about to close 
the eyes of the chief of this poor family; his low 
breathing was answered by the sighs and sobs of his 
wife and three children: two of the children were 
almost grown up ; one was yet a mere child. These 
were the only human beings near the dying man; 
the door of the lodge" was thrown aside to admit 
the refreshing breeze of the lake on the banks of 
which it stood; and when the cool air visited the 
brow of the poor man, he felt a momentary return 
of strength. Raising himself a little, he thus ad. 
dressed his weeping family :-

"I leave ye-I leave ye! thou who hast been my 
partner in life, thou wilt not stay long behind me, 
thou wilt soon join me in the pleasant land of spirits; 
therefore thou hast not long to suffer in this world. 
But 0 my children, my poor children, you have just 
commenced life, and unkindnes~, and ingratitude, and 
all wickedness, is in the scene before you. I have con. 
tented myself with the company of your mother and 
yourselves for many years, and you will find that my 
motive for separating myself from other men has 
been to preserve you from evil example. But I die 
content, if you, my children, promise me to love 
each other, and on no account to forsake your 
youngest brothe;. Of him I give you both particu. 
lar charge-love him and cherish him." 

The father then became exhausted, and taking a 

" The skin or blanket suspended before the opening. 
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hand of each of his elder children, he continued
" My daughter, never forsake your little brother ,
my son, never forsake your little brother !"-" Kever! 
never!" they both exclaimed.--" "ever! never!" 
repeated the father, and expired. 

The poor man died happy, because he thought 
that his commands would be obeyed; the sun sank 
down behind the trees and left behind a golden sky, 
which the family were wont to behold with pleasure; 
but now no one heeded it. The lodge, so still an 
hour before, was now filled with loud cries and 
lamentations. 

Time wore heavily away. Five long moons had 
passed, and the sixth was nearly full, when the 
mother also died. In her last moments, she pressed 
upon her children the fulfilment of their promise to 
their departed father. They readily renewed this 
promise, because they were as yet free from any 
selfish motives to break it. The winter passed away, 
and spring came. The girl being the eldest, 
directed her brothers, and seemed to feel a more 
tender and sisterly affection for the youngest, who 
was sickly and delicate. The other boy soon showed 
signs of selfishness, and thus addressed his sis. 
ter :-

" My sister, arc we always to live as if there were 
no other human beings in the world 1 Must I be 
deprived of the pleasure of associating with men 1 
I go to Sl:ck the villages of my brothers and my tribe. 
I have resolved, and you cannot prevent me." 

The girl replied, " My brother, I do not say no to 
what you desire. We were not forbidden to associ. 
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ate with men, but we were commanded to cherish 
and never forsake each other-if ,~e separate to fol. 
low our own selfish desires, will it not oblige us to 
forsake him, our brother, whom we are both bound 
to support 1" 

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

Many moons had come and gone after the young 
man's departure, and still the girl ministered kindly 
and constantly to the wants of her little brother. At 
length, however, she too began to weary of solitude 
and her charge. Years added to her strength and 
her power of providing for the household wants, but 
also brought the desire of society, and made her soli. 
tude more and more irksome. At last she became 
quite impatient; she thought only of herself, and 
cruelly resolved to abandon her little brother, as her 
elder brother had done before. 

One day, after having collected all the provisions 
she had set apart for emergencies, and brought a 
quantity of wood to the door, ~he said to her little 
brother, " My brother, you must not stray far from 
the lodge. I am going to seek our brother, I shall 
soon be back." Then taking her bundle, she set off 
in search ofthe habitations of men. She soon found 
them, and became so much occupied with the pleas. 
ures of her new life, that all affection and remem· 
brance of her brother were by degrees effaced from 
her heart. At last she was married, and after that 
she never more thought of her poor helpless little 

.brother whom she had abandoned in the woods. 
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In the mean time the eldest brother had also set
tled on the shores of the same lake near which re
posed the bones of his parents, and the abode of his 
forsaken brother. 

Now, as soon as the little boy had eaten all the pro. 
visions left by his sister, he was obliged to pick ber. 
ries and dig up roots for food. Winter came on, 
and the poor child was exposed to all its rigour; the 
snow covered the earth; he was forced to quit the 
lodge in search of food, and strayed about without 
shelter or home: sometim ,s he passed the night in 
the clefts of old trees, and ate the fragments left by 
the wolves. Soon he had no other resource; and 
in seeking for food he became so fearless of these 
animals, that he would sit close to them while they 
devoured their prey, and the fierce hungry wolves 
themselves seemed to pity his condition, and would 
always leave something for him. Thus he lived 
on the bounty of the wolves till the spring. As 
soon as the lake was free from ice, he followed his 
new friends and companions to the shore. Now it 
happened that his brother was fishing in his canoe, 
out far on the lake, when he thought he heard a cry 
as of a child, and wondered how anyone could exist 
on the bleak shore. He listened again more atten. 
tively, and heard the cry repeated. and he paddled 
towards the shore as quickly as possible, and there 
he beheld and recognised his little brother, whom he 
heard singing in a plaintive voice, 

N eesya, neesya, shyegwich gushuh ! 
Ween, ne myeeguniwh! 

That is, .. My brother, my brother, I am now turning 
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into a wolf, I am turning into a wolf." At the end 
of his song he howled like a wolf, and his brother 
approaching, was dismayed to find him half a wolf 
and half a human being. He however leaped to the 
shore, strove to catch him in his arms, and said, 
soothingly, "My brother, my brother, come to me!" 
But the boy eluded his grasp and fled, still sing. 
ing as he fled, "I am turning into a wolf! I am 
turning into a wolf!" and how ling frightfully at the 
end of his song. 

His elder brother, conscience.struek, and feeling 
all his love return, exclaimed in anguish, " My bro. 
ther, 0 my brother, come to me!" but the nearer he 
approached the child the more rapidly the transfor. 
mation proceeded. Still he sung, and howling called 
upon his brother and sister altel'llately in his song, 
till the change was complete, and he fled towards 
the wood a perfect wolf. At last he cried, " I am a 
wolf!" and bounded out of s:ght. 

The young man felt the bitterness of remorse all 
his days; and the sister, when she heard the fate of 
her litle brother whom she had promised to protect 
and cherish, wept many tears, and never ceased to 
lYIourn him till she died. 
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MISnOSHA. ; 

OR, TUB M'&'GICIAN AND HIS DAUGHTERS. 

IN an early age of the world, when there were 
fewer inhabitants on the earth than there are now, 
there lived an Indian man, who had a wife and two 
children, in a remote situation. Buried in the soli. 
tude of the forest, it was not often that he saw any 
one out of the circle of his own family. Such a 
situation was favorable to his pursuits of hunting 
and fishing, and his life passed on in uninterrupted 
happiness, until he found reason to suspect the affec. 
tion and fidelity of his wife. 

This woman secretly cherished a passion for a 
young hunter whom she accidentally met in the 
forest, and she lost no opportunity of inviting his 
approaches; she even planned the death of her hus. 
band, whom she justly concluded would certainly 
kill her, should he d·scover her infidelity. But this 
design was frustrated by the alertness of her llU&
band, who, having cause to suspect her, resolved to 
watch her narrowly, to ascertain the truth before 
he should determine how to act. One day he fol. 
lowed her stealthily at a distance, and hid himself 
behind a tree. He Boon beheld a tall, handsome man 
approach his wife, and lead her away into the depth 
of the wood. 

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

When the wife returned ~he was disappointed not 
to find her husband in the lodge, having formed a 
plan to murder him. When she saw that day after 
day he returned not, she guessed the true reason of 
his absence. She then returned to her lover, and 
left her two helpless boys behind, telling them she 
was only going a short distance, and would soon reo 
turn; but she was secretly resolved never to see 
them more. 

The children, thus abandoned, had consumed the 
food that was left in the lodge, and were compelled 
to quit it in search of more. The eldest boy possess. 
ed great intrepidity, as well as much affection for 
his little brother, frequently carrying him when he 
became weary, and gathering for him all the wild 
fruit he saw. Thus they plunged deeper and deeper 
into the forest, soon losing all traces of their former 
habitation, till they were completely lost in the 
wilderness. The elder boy fortunately had with 
him a knife, with which he made a bow and arrows, 
and was thus enabled to kill a few birds for himself 
and his brother. In this manner they lived some 
time, still pressing on, they knew not whither. At 
last they saw an opening through the woods, and 
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soon were delighted to find themselves on the mar. 
gin of a broad lake. Here the elder boy busied 
himself to pluck some of the pods of the wild rose 
for his brother, who in the mean time amllsed himself 
with shooting arrows into the sand. One of them 
happen cd to fidl into the lake; the elder brother, 
not willing to lose his time in making others, waded 
into the water to reach it. Just as he was about to 
grasp thc alTO"', a canoe passed him with the swift. 
ness of lightning. "\n old man sitting in the canoe 
seized the atl'l'ighted youth, and placed him in the 
canoc. In vain the boy supplicated him, saying, "}Iy 
grandfather," (a general term of respect for old peo. 
pie,) "pray take my little brother also: alone I 
cannot go with you, he will die if I leave him." 
The old magician, for such was his real character, 
only laughed at him. Then giving his canoe a slap, 
and commanding it to go, it glided through the water 
with inconceivable rapidity. In a few minutes they 
reached the habitation of Mishosha, standing on an 
island in the centre of the lake. Here he lived with 
his two daughters, and was the terror of the surround. 
ing country. Leading the youth up to the lodge, 
" Here, my eldest daughter," said he, ., I have brought 
you a young man who shall become your husband." 
The youth beheld surprise in the countenance of the 
girl, but she made no reply, seeming thereby to ac. 
quiesce in the command of her father. In the even. 
ing the youth overheard the two daughters conversing. 
"There again!" said the eldest daughter, "our 
father has brought another victim under the pretence 
of giving me a husband; when will his enmity to 
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the human race cease? How long shall we be 
forced to witness such sights of horror and wicked. 
ness as we are daily condemned to behold 1" 

When the old magician was asleep, the youth told 
the eldest daughter how he had been carried off, and 
forced to leave his helpless brother on the shore. 
She advised him to get up and take her father's 
canoe, and using the spell he had observed the magi. 
cian use, it would carry him quickly to his brother; 
that he could carry him food, prepare a lodge for 
him, and return before morning. He followed her 
directions in all respects; and after providing for 
the subsistence and shelter of his brother, told him 
that in a short time he should come to take him 
away; then returning to the enchanted island, 
resumed his place in the lodge before the magician 
was awake. Once during the night Mishosha awoke, 
and not seeing his son.in.law, asked his eldest 
daughter what had become of him. She replied, that 
he had merely stepped out, and would return Boon; 
and this answer satisfied him. In the morning, find. 
ing the young man in the lodge, his suspiciona were 
completely lulled, and he said, "I see, my daughter, 
that you have told me the truth." 

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

The young man, who saw no reasonable excuse 
for refusing, got into the canoe. Tho magician gave 
it a slap as before, and bidding it to go, in an instant 

VOl .. 11. 15 
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they were at the island. They found the shore 
covered with gulls' eggs, and the island surrounded 
with those birds. " Go, my son," said the old man, 
"go and gather them while I remain in the canoe." 
But the young man was no sooner ashore than Mi. 
shosha pushed his canoe a little from land, and ex· 
claimed, "Listen, ye gulls! you have long expected 
something from me-I now give you an offering. 
Fly down and devour him!" Then striking the 
canoe, he darted off, and left the young man to his 
fate. 

The birds immediately came in clouds around their 
victim, darkening all the air with their numbers. 
But the youth, seizing the first gull that came ncar 
him, and drawing his knife, cut off its head. In 
another moment he had flayed the bird, and hung the 
skin and feathers as a trophy on his breast. "Thus," 
he exclaimed, "will I treat everyone of you that 
approaches me! Forbear, therefore, and listen to 
my words. It is not for you to eat human flesh j 

you have been given by the Great Spirit as food for 
men. Neither is it in the power of that old magi. 
cian to do you any good. Take me on your back!:! 
and carry me to his lodge, and you shall seo that I 
am not ungratefuI." 

The gulIs obeyed j collecting in a cloud for him 
to rest upon, they quickly bore him to the lodge, 
where they arrived even before the magician. The 
daughters were surprised at his return, but Mishosha 
behaved as though nothing extraordinary had hap. 
pened. 

On the following day he again addressed the 
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youth: " Come, my son," said he, "I will take you 
to an island covered with the most beautiful pebbles, 
looking like silver. I wish you to assist me in 
gathering some of them; they will make handsome 
ornaments, and are possessed of great virtues." En. 
tering the canoe, the magician made use of his 
charm, and they were carried in a few moments to 
a solitary bay in an island, where there was a smooth 
sandy beach. The young man went ashore as usual. 
"A little farther, a little farther," cried the old man; 
"up on that rock you will get some fine ones." 
Then pushing his canoe from the land, he exclaimed, 
"Come, thou great king of fishes, thou hast long ex· 
pected an offering from me! come and eat up the 
stranger I have put ashore on your island." So 
saying, he commanded his canoe to return, and was 
soon out of sight. Immediately a monstrous fish 
poked his long ':!Dout from the lake, and moving to. 
wards the beach, he opened wide his jaws to receive 
his victim. 

"When," exclaimed the young man, drawing his 
knife and placing himself in a threatening attitude, 
"when did you ever taste human flesh 1 have a care 
of yourself! you fishes were given by the Great 
Spirit for food to man, and if you, or any of your 
tribes, taste man's flesh, you will surely fall sick and 
die. Listen not to the words of that wicked old 
magician, but carry me back to his island; in reo 
turn for which I will give you a piece of red 
cloth." 

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

The daughters were still more surprised to see him 
thus cscaped a second time from the snares of their 
father, but the old man maintained his usual silence; 
he could not, however, help saying to himself, 
" What manner of boy is this, who thus ever baffles 
my power? his Good Spirit shall not, however, always 
save him; I will entrap him to.morrow." And then 
he laughed aloud, ha! ha! ha! 

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

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

" Now, my son," said he, "climb up this tree and 
bring down the birds." The young man obeyed, 
and when he had with great effort got up near the 
nests, "Now," exclaimed the magician, addressing 
the tree, "stretch forth yourself to heaven, and be. 
come vcry tall !" and the tree rose up at his com. 
mand. Then the old man continued, "Listen, ye 
eagles! you have long expected a gift from me; I 
present you this boy, who has the presumption to 
molest your young: stretch forth your claws and 
seize him!" So saying, he left the young man to 
his fate, and returned home. But the intrepid youth. 
drawing his knife, instantly cut off the hcad of the 
first eagle who menaced him, and raising his voice, 



MISROSHA. n3 

he cried, "Thus will I deal with all who come near 
me! What right have ye, ye ravenous birds, to eat 
human flesh 1 Is it because that old cowardly rna. 
gician has bid you do so 1 He is an old woman! 
See! I have already slain one of your number: reo 
spect my bravery, and carry me back to the lodge of 
the old man, that I may show you how I shall treat 
him!" 

The eagles, pleased with the spirit of the young 
man, assented; and clustering round him, formed a 
seat with their backs, and flew towards the enchanted 
island. As they crossed the lake, they passed over 
the old magician, lying half asleep in the bottom of 
his canoe, and treated him with peculiar indignity. 

The return of the young man was hailed with joy 
by the daughters, but excited the anger of the magi. 
cian, who taxed his wits for some new mode of rid. 
ding himself of a youth so powerfillly aided by his 
Good Spirit. He therefore invited him to go a hunt. 
ing. Taking his canoe, they proceeded to an island, 
and built a lodge to shelter themselves during the 
night. In the mean time, the magician caused a 
deep fall of snow, and a storm of wind with severe 
cold. According to custom, the young man pulled 
off his moccasins and his metasses (leggings,) and 
hung them before the fire. After he had gone to 
sleep, the magician, watching his opportunity, got 
up, and taking one moccasin and one legging, threw 
them into the fire. He then went to sleep. In the 
morning, stretching himself out, he arose, and utter. 
ing an exelamation of surprise, he exclaimed, "My 
Bon, what has become of your moccasin and legging? 

VOl.. II. ID* 
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I believe this is the moon in which fire attracts, and 
I fear they have been drawn in and consumed 1" 

The young man suspected the true cause of his 
loss, and attributed it rightly to a design of the old 
magician to freeze him to death during their hunt, 
but he mailltuincd the strictest silence j and drawing 
his blanket over his head, he said within himself, " I 
have full faith ill my Good Spirit who has preserved 
me thus far, and I do not fear that he will now for. 
sake me. Great is the power of my Manito! and he 
shall prevail against this wicked old enemy of man· 
kind." Then he uncovered his head, and drawing 
on the remaining moccasin and legging, he took Ii 

coal from the fire, and invoking his spirit to give it 
efficacy, blackened the foot and leg as far as the 108t 
legging usually reached j then rilling, said he was 
ready for the morning hunt. In vain the magician 
led the youth through deep snow, and through frozen 
morasses, hoping to see him sink at every step j in 
this he was doomed to feel a sore disappointment, 
and they for the first time returned home together. 

Taking courage from this success, the young man 
now determined to try his own power. Having pre. 
viously consulted with the daughters, they all agreed 
that the life of the old man was detestable, and that 
whoever would rid the world of him would be enti. 
tId to the thanks of the human race. 

On the fo!l!H"ing day the young man thus ad. 
dressed the magician. " My grandfather, I have of. 
ten gone with you on perilom! expeditions, and never 
murmured j I must now request that you accompany 
me j I wish to visit my little brother, and bring him 
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home with me." They accordingly went 011 shore 
on the main land, wh~re they found the boy in the 
spot where he had been formerly left. After taking 
him into the canoe, th0 young man llgain addressed 
the magician: " My grnndfather, will you go and cut 
QlC a few of those red willows on the bank 1 I wish 
to I'ft:p,lre some kinnakinie," (smokiuf; 11llxture.) 
" Certainly, my son," replied the old man, " what you 
wish is not so very hard; do you think me too old to 
get up there 1" And then the wicked old f"llow 
laughed loud, ha, ha, ha ! 

No sooner was the magician ashore. (han the 
young man, placing himself in the proper position. 
struck the canoe, and repeated the charm, " N' Che. 
maun Pal!" and immediately the canoe flew through 
the water on its passage to the enchanted island. 
It was evening when the two brothers arrived, but 
the elder daughter informed the young man, that un· 
less he sat up and watched, keeping his hand upon 
the canoe, such was the power of their f<lther. it 
would slip off from the shore and return to him. 
The young man watched steadily till near the dawn 
of day, when he could no longer resist the drowsi. 
ness which oppressed him, and suffered himself to 
nod for a moment; the canoe slipped off and sought 
the old man, who soon returned in gre<l t glee. " Ha ! 
my son," said he, "you thought to play me a trick; 
it was very clever, my son, but you see J am too old 
for you." And then he laughed again that wicked 
laugh, ha, ha, ha ! 

A short time afterwards, the youth, not vet dis-
couraged, again addressed the magician. "My 
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grandfather, I wish to try gJy skill in hunting j it is 
said there is plenty of game in an island not far off. I 
have to request you will take me there in your canoe." 
They accordingly spent the day in hunting, and night 
coming on, they set up a lodge in the wood. When 
the magician had sunk into a profound sleep, the 
young man got up, and taking a moccasin and leg. 
ging of Mishosha's from where they hung before the 
fire, he threw them in, thus retaliating the old man's 
artifice upon himself. He had discovered by some 
means that the foot and the leg were the only parts 
of the magician's body which could not be guarded 
by the spirits who served him. He then besought 
his Manito to cause a storm of snow with a cold 
wind and ir,y sleet, and then laid himself down be. 
side the old man, and fell asleep again. Consterna. 
tion was in the face of the magician when he awoke 
in the morning, and found his moccasin and legging 
gone. "I believe, my grandfather," said the young 
man with a smile, "that this is the moon in which 
the fire attracts; and I fear your garments have 
been drawn in and consumed." And then rising, 
and bidding the old man follow, he began the morn. 
ing's hunt. Frequently he turned his head to see 
how Mishosha kept up. He saw him faltering at 
every step, and almost benumbed with cold, but en. 
couraged him to follow , saying, ,,'" e shall soon be 
through the wood, and reach the shore,"-but still 
leading him roundabout ways, to lct the frost take 
complete effect. At length the old man reached the 
edge of the island where the deep woods were suc. 
ceeded by a border of smooth sand, but he could go 
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no farther; his legs became stiff, und refused all mo. 
tion, and he found himself fixed to the spot; but he 
still kept stretching out his arms, and swinging his 
body to and fro. Every moment he found the numb. 
ness creeping higher and higher: he felt his legs 
growing like roots; the feathers on his head turned 
to leaves, and in a few seconds he stood a tall and 
stiff maple tree, leaning towards the water • 

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

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

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

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

This old man was ambitious that his son should 
surpass all others in whatever was deemed most wise 
and great among his tribe; and to this effect he 
thought it nece8Bury that his son should fast a much 
longer time than any of those persons celebrated for 
their uncommon power or wisdom, and whose fame 
he envied. 

He therefore directed his son to prepare with great 
ceremony for the important event: after he had 

• This custom is universal among the Chippewas and their 
kindred tribea. Al a certain age, about twelve or fourteen, the 
youth or girl is shut up in a separate lodge to fast and dream. 
The usual term is from three to five or six days, or even longer. 
The object which during this time is most frequently presented 
in sleep-the disturbed feverish oleep of an .. xhausted frame 
and excited imagination-is the tutelary spirit or manito of the 
future life: it is the sun or moon or evening star; an eagle, 
s moose deer, a crane, a bat, &c. Wawatam, the Indian friend 
of Henry, had dreamed of a white man whom the Great Spirit 
brought to him in his hand and presented as his brother. This 
dream, as I have related, saved Henry's life. 
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been in the sweating lodge and bath several times, he 
ordered him to lie down on a clean mat in a little 
lodge, expressly prepared for him, telling him at the 
same time to bear himself like a man, and at the ex
piration of twelve days he should receive food and 
his father's blessing. 

The youth carefully observed these injunctions, 
lying with his face covered, with perfect composure, 
awaiting those spiritual visitations which were to 
seal his good or evil fortune. His father visited 
him every morning regularly to encourage him to 
perseverance-expatiating on the renown and honour 
which would attend him through life, if he accom
plished the full term prescribed. To these exhorta_ 
tions the boy never replied, but lay still without a 
murmur till the ninth day, when he thus addressed 
his father-" My father, my dreams are ominous of 
eviL May I break my fast now, and at a more pro
pitious time make a new fast." 

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

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

The next morning, ,the father, elate at having 
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gained his object, prepared a repast for his son, and 
hastened to set it before him. On coming to the 
door, he was surprised to hear his son talking to 
himself; he stooped to listen, and looking through a 
small aperture, he was more astonished when he saw 
his son painted with vermilion on his breast, and in 
the act of finishing his work by laying on the paint 
as far as his hand could reach on his shoulders, say. 
ing at the same time," My father has ruined me as 
a man-he would not listen to my request-he will 
now be the loser, whiltJ I shaH be for ever happy in 
my new state, since I have b4ilen obedient to my pa. 
rent. He alone will be a sufferer, for the spirit is a 
just one, though not propitious to me. He has shown 
me pity, and now I must go!" 

At that moment the father, in despair, burst into 
the lodge, exclaiming," My son, my son, do not leave 
me." But his sun, with the quickness of a bird, had 
flown up to the top of the lodge, and perched upon 
the highest pole, a beautiful Robin Redbreast. He 
looked down on his father with pity beaming in his 
eyes, and told him he should always love to be near 
man's dwellings-that he should always be seen 
happy and contented by the constant sprightliness 
and joy he would display-and that he would ever 
strive to cheer his father by his songs, which would 
be some consolation to him for the loss of the glory 
he had expected-and that although no longer a 
man, he would eYer be the harbinger of peace and 
joy to the human race." 

• Even while these pages are printing. I learn that this tale 
of the Robin has already been published by an American travel. 
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IT is a mistake to suppose that these Indians are 
idolaters! heathens and pagans you may call them, 
if you will; but the belief in one Great Spirit, who 
created aU things, and is paramount to all things, 
and the belief in the distinction between body and 
soul, and the immortality of the latter-these two sub. 
lime principles pervade their wildest superstitions; 
but though none doubt of a future state, they have no 
distinct or universal tenets with regard to the condi. 
tion of the soul after death. Each individual seems to 
have his own thoughts on the subject, and some 
doubltess never think about it at all. In general, how. 
ever, their idea of a paradise (the land of spirits) is 
some far-off country towards the south-west, abound. 
ing in sunshine, and placid lakes, and riv~rs full of 
fish, and forests full of game, whither they are trans. 
ported by the Great Spirit, and where those who are 
separated on earth meet again in liappiness, and 
part no more. 

Not only man, but everything animate, is spirit, 
and destined to immortality. According to the In. 
dians, (and Sir Humphry Davy,) nothing dies, noth. 
ing is destroyed; what we look upon as death and 
destr.:ction is only transition and change. The an. 

ler, to whom Mrs. Schoolcraft imparted it_ It is retained here 
notwithstanding, because it is sufficiently pretty and fanciful to 
justifY a repetition, and is besides illustrative of the custom so 
often referred to-of dreaming for a guardian spirit. 

VOL. II. 16 
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cients, it is said-for I cannot speak from my own 
knowledge-without telescopes or logarithms, di
vined the grandest principles of astronomy, and cal
culated the revolutions of the planets j and so these 
Indians, who never heard of philosophy or chemistry, 
have contrived to hit upon some of the profoundest 
truths in physics and metaphysics j but they seem 
content, like Jaques," to prai~e God, and make no 
boast of it." 

In some things, it is true, they are as far a~ POil

sible from orthodox. Their idea of a hell seems al
together vague and negative. It consists in a tem
porary rejection from the land of good spirits, in a 
separation from lost relatives and fri8nds, in being 
doomed to wander up and down desolately, having 
no fixed abode, weary, restless, and melancholy. To 
how many is the Indian hell already realized on this 
earth 1 Physical pain, or any pain which calls for 
the exercise of courage, and which it is manliness to 
meet and endure, does not apparently entor into their 
notions of punishment. They believe in evil spirits, 
but the idea of the EVIL Spirit, a permitted agency 
of evil and mischief, who divides with the Great 
Spirit the empire of the universe-who contradicts 
or renders nugatory His will, and takes especially in 
hand the province of tormenting sinners-of the 
devil, in short, they certainly had not an idea, till it 
was introduced by Europeans. * Those Indians 
whose politeness will not allow them to contradict 
this article of the white man's faith, still insist that 
the place of eternal torment was never intended for 

• History of the Moravian Missions. Mr. Schoolcraft. 
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the Red.skins, the especial favorites of the Great 
Spirit, but for white men only. 

Formerly it was customary with the Chippewas 
to bury many articles with the dead, such as would 
be useful on their journey to the land of spirits. 

Henry describes in a touching manner the inter. 
ment of a young girl, with the axe, snow-shoes, a 
small kettle, several pairs of moccasins, her own or
naments, and strings of beads; and, because it was 
a female-destined, it seems, to toil and carry bur
thens in the other world as well as this-the carry
ing-belt and the paddle. The last act before the 
burial, performed by the poor mother, crying over 
the dead body of the child, was that of taking from 
it a lock of hair for a memorial. " While she did 
this," says Henry, " I endeavoured to console her by 
offering the usual arguments, that the child was hap
py in being released from the miseries of this life, 
and that she should forbear to grieve, because it 
would be restored to her in another world, happy 
and everlasting. She answered, that she knew it 
well, and that by the lock of hair she should know 
her daughter in the other world, for she would take 
it with her-alluding to the time when this relic, 
with the carrying.belt and axe, would be placed in 
her own grave." 

Do you remember the lamentation of Constance 
over her pretty Arthur 1 

" And rising so again, 
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven. 
I shall not know him." 

o nnture-O Shakspeare-everywhere the same
and true to each other! 
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This custom of burying property with the dead 
was formerly carried to excess from the piety and 
generosity of surviving friends, until a chief, greatly 
respected and admired among them for his bravery 
and talents, took an ingenious method of giving his 
people a lesson. He was seized with a fit of illness, 
and after a few days expired. or seemed to expire. 
But after lying in his death.trance for some hours, 
he came to life again, and recovering his voice and 
senses, he informed his friends that he had been 
half.way to the land of spirits; that he found the 
road thither crowded with the souls of the dead, all 
so heavily laden with the guns, kettles, axes, blan· 
kets, and other articles buried with them, that their 
journey was retarded, and they complained griev. 
ously of the burthens which the love of their friends 
had laid on them. " I will tell you," said Gitchee 
Gauzinee, for that was his name, "our fathers have 
been wrong; they have buried too many things with 
the dead. It is too burthensome to them, and they 
have complained to me bitterly. There are many 
who, by reason of the heavy loads they bear, have 
not yet reached the land of spirits. Clothing will 
be very acceptable to the dead, also his moccasins to 
travel in, and his pipe to refresh him on the way; 
but let his other possessions be divided among his 
relatives and friends."* 

This sensible hint was taken in good part. The 
custom of kindling a fire on the grave, to light the 
departed spirit on its road to the land of the dead. is 

• Mr. Schoolcraft. 
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very general, and will remind you of the oriental 
customs. 

Here is Ii story not altogether new, for it has been 
published;* but if you have not met with it, I fancy 
it will amuse you. 

A Chippewa chief, heading his war party against 
the Sioux, received an arrow in his breast, and fell. 
No warrior thus slain is ever buried. According to 
ancient custom, he was placed in a sitting posture, 
with his back against a tree, his face towards his 
flying enemies; his head.dress, ornaments, and all 
hiB war.equipments, were arranged with care, and 
thus he was left. But the chief was not dead; 
though he could neither move nor speak, he was sen. 
sible to all that passed. When he found himself 
abandoned by his friends as one dead, he was seized 
with a paroxysm of rage and anguish. When they 
took leave of him, lamenting, he rose up and followed 
them, but they saw him not. He pursued their track, 
and wheresoever they went, he went; when they 
ran, he ran; when they encamped and slept, be did 
the like; but he could not eat with them; and when 
he spoke, they heard him not. "Is it possible," 
he cried, exalting his voice, "that my brothers do 
not see me-do not hear me 1 Will you suffer me 
to bleed to death without staunching my wounds 1 
will you let me starve in the midst of food 1 have 
my fellow. warriors already forgotten me 1 is there 
none who will recollect my face, or offer me a mor· 
sel of flesh 1" Thus he lamented and upbraided, but 

.. In Mr. Schoolcraft's Travels. 
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the sound of his voice reached them not. If they 
heard it at all, they mistook it for that of the sum
mer wind rustling among the leaves. 

The war party retul'Ded to the village; the women 
and children came out to welcome them. The chief 
heard the inquiries for himself, and the lamentations 
of his friends and relatives over his death. "It is 
not true!" he shrieked with a loud voice; "I am 
not dead; I was not left on the field; I am here! I 
live! I move! see me! touch me! I shall again 
raise my spear in the battle, and sound my drum at the 
feast!" but no one heeded him; they mistook his 
voice for the wind rising and whistling among the 
boughs. He walked to his wigwam, and found his 
wife tearing her hair, and weeping for his death. 
He tried to comfort her, but she seemed insensible 
of his presence. He besought her to bind up his 
wounds-she moved not. He put his mouth close to 
her ear, and shouted, •. I am hungry, give me food!" 
she thought she heard a mosquito buzzing in her ear. 
The chief, enraged past endurance, now summoned 
all his strength, and struck her a violent blow on the 
temple; on which she raised her hand to her head, 
and remarked, "I feel a slight aching here !" 

WheB the chief beheld these things, he began to 
reflect that possibly his body might have rcmuined 
on the field of battle, while only his spirit was among 
his friends; so he determined to go back and seek 
his body. It was four days' journey thither, and on 
the last day, just as he was approaching the spot, he 
saw a flame in the path before him; he endeavoured 
to step aside and pass !t, but was still opposed; 



CHIPPEWA TRADITION. 187 

whichever way he turned, still it was before him. 
"Thou spirit," he exclaimed in aDger, "why dost 
thou oppose me 1 knowest thou not that I too am a 
spirit, and seek only to re.enter my body 1 thinkest 
thou to make me turn back 1 know that I was never 
conquered by the enemies of my nation, and will not 
he conquered hy thee!" So saying, he made an ef. 
fort, and leapt through the opposing flame. He 
found himself seated under a tree on the field of bat. 
tle, in all his warlike array, his bow and arrows at 
his side, just as he had been left by his friends, and 
looking up, beheld a great war.eagle seated on the 
boughs; it was the manito of whom he had dreamed 
in his youth, his tutelary spirit who had kept watch 
over his body for eight days, and prevented the ra. 
venous beasts and carrion birds from devouring it. 
In the end, he bound up his wounds and sustained 
himself by his bow and arrows, until he reached his 
village; there he was received with transport by his 
wife and friends, and concluded his account of his 
adventures by telling them that it is four days' jour. 
ney to the land of spirits, and that the spirit stood 
in need of a fire every night; therefore the friends 
and relatives should build the funeral fire for four 
nights upon the grave, otherwise the spirit would be 
obliged to build and tend the fire itself,-a task 
which is always considered slavish and irksome. 

Such is the tradition by which the Chippewas ac. 
count for the custom of lighting the funeral fire. 

The Indians have a very fanciful mythology, 
which would make exquisite machinery for poetry. 
It is quite distinct from the polytheism of the Greeks. 
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The Greek mythology personified all nature, and 
materialized all abstractions: the Indians spiritual. 
ize all nature. They do not indeed place dryads and 
fawns in their woods, nor naiads in their streams; 
but every tree has a spirit; every rock, every river, 
every star that glistens, every wind that breathes, 
has a spirit; everything they cannot comprehend is 
a spirit; this is the ready solution of every mystery, 
or rather makes everything around them a mys. 
tery as great as the blending of soul and body in 
humanity. A watch, a compass, a gun, have each 
their spirit. The thunder is an angry spirit; the 
aurora borealis, dancing and rejoicing spirits; the 
milky way is the path of spirits. Birds, perhaps 
from their aerial movements, they consider as in 
some way particularly connected with the invisible 
world of spirits. Kot only all animals have souls, 
but it is the settled belief of the Chippewa Indians 
that their souls will fare the better in another world, 
in the preeise ratio that their lives and enjoyments 
are curtailed in this; hence, they have no remorse 
in hunting, but when they have killed a bear or rat. 
tle.snake, they solemnly beg his pardon, and excuse 
themselves on the plea of necessity. 

Besides this general spiritualization of the whole 
universe, which, to an Indian, is all spirit in diversity 
of forms, (how delighted Bishop Berkeley would have 
been with them!) they have certain mythologic ex. 
istenccs. Manabozho is a being very analogous to 
the Seeva of the Hindoo mythology. The four car. 
dinal points are spirits, the west being the oldest 
and the father of the others, by a beautiful girl, who, 
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one day while bathing, suffered the west wind to 
blow upon her. Weeng is the spirit of sleep, with 
numerous little subordinate spirits, his emissaries, 
whose employment is to close the eye of mortals, 
and by tapping on their foreheads knock them to sleep. 
Then they have Weendigos-great giants and can. 
nibals, like the Ascaparts and Morgantes of the old 
romances; and little tiny spirits or fairies, which 
haunt the woods and cataracts. The Nibanaba, 
half human, half fish, dwell in the waters of Lake 
Superior. Ghosts are plentiful, and so are transfor. 
mations, as you have seen. The racoon was once a 
shell lying on the lake shore, and vivified by the sun. 
beams; the Indian name of the racoon, aisebun, is, 
literally, he was a shell. The brains of a wicked 
adulteress, whose skull was beaten to pieces against 
the rocks, as it tumbled down a cataract, became the 
white fish.* 

As to the belief in sorcery, spells, talismans, incan. 
tations, all which go by the general name of medicine, 
it is unbounded. Henry mentions, that among the 
goods which some traders took up the country to 
exchange for furs, they had a large collection of the 

• I bave beard tbe particulars of tbis wild story of tbe 
origin of tbe wbite.fisb, but cannot remember them. I think 
tbe woman was put to death by her sons. Most of the above 
particulars I learned from oral communication, and from some 
of the papers published by Mr. Schoolcraft. This gentleman 
and others instituted a society lit Detroit, (1832,) called the Algie 
Society, for" evangelizing the north. western tribes, inquiring 
into their history and superstitions, and promoting education. 
agriculture, industry. peace, and temperance, among them." 
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little rude prints, published for children, at a half
penny a piece-I recollect such when I was a child. 
They sold these at a high price, for medicines, (i. e. 
talismans,) and found them a very profitable and 
popular article of commerce. One of these, a little 
print of a sailor kissing his sweetheart, was an es
teemed medicine among the young, and eagerly pur
chased for a love-spell. A soldier presenting his 
gun, or brandishing his sabre, was a medicine to 
promote warlike courage-and so on. 

The medicines and manitos of the Indians will reo 
mind you of the fetishes of the negroes. 

With regard to the belief in omens and incanta
tions, I should like to see it ascertained how far we 
civilized Christians, with all our schools, our pastors, 
and our masters, are in advance of these (so-called) 
eavages.* 

" "One of the most distingushed men ofthe age, who has left. 
11 reputation which will be as lasting as it is great, was, when a 
boy, in constant fear ofa very able but unmerciful schoolmaster, 
and in the state of mind which that constant fear produced, he 
fixed upon a great spider for his fetish, (or manito,) and used 
every day to pray to it that he might not be flogged."- The 
Doctor, vol. v. 

When a child, I was myself taken to a witch (or medicine 
woman) to be cured of an accidental bum, by charms and in
cantation.. I was then about six years old, '.'ld have a very 
distinct recollection of the whole scene, which left a strong and 
frightful impression on my childish fancy. 
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Who would believe that with a smile, whose blessing 
Would, like the patriarch's, soothe a dying hour; 

With voice as low, II. gentle, as caressing, 
As e'er won maiden'S lip in moonlit bower; 

With look, like patient Job's, eschewing evil; 
With motions graceful as a bird's in air ; 

Thou art, in sober truth, the veriest devil, 
That e'er clench'd fingers in a captive'. hair! 

HALLECK. 

191 

:\In. Johnson tells me, what pleases me much, that 
the Indians like me, and are gratified by my pre. 
sence, and the interest I express for them, and that I 
am thc subject of much conversation and specula
tion. Being in manners and complexion unlike the 
European women they have been accustomed to 
see, they have given me, he says, a name among 
themselves expressive of the most obvious charac. 
teristic in my appearance, and call me the white or 
fair English chieftaines8 (Ogima-quay.) I go among 
them quite familiarly, and am always received with 
smiling good-humour. With the assistance of a few 
words, as ninni, a man; minno, good; mudjee, bad; 
mee gwcdge, thank you; maja, good-bye; with nods, 
smiles, signs, and friendly hand-taking,-we hold 
most eloquent conversations. Even the little babies 
smile at me out of their comical cradles, slung at 
their mothers' backs, and with the help of beads and 
lollypops from the village store, I get on amazingly 
well; only when asked for some "English milk," 
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(rum or whiskey,) I frown as much as I can, and cry 
Mudjee! mudjee !-Bad! bad !-then they laugb, 
and we are friends again. 

The scenes I at first described are of constant reo 
iteration. Every morning when I leave my room 
and come out into the porch, I have to excbange 
bojou ! and shake hands with some twenty or thirty 
of my dingy, dusky, greasy, painted, blanketed, 
smiling friends: but to.day we have had some new 
scenes. 

First, however, I forgot to tell you that yesterday 
afternoon there came in a nUmerous fleet of canoes, 
thirty or forty at least; and the wind blowing fresh 
from the west, each with its square blanket sail 
came scudding over the waters with astonishing ve
locity; it was a beautiful sight. Then there was 
the usual bustle, and wigwam building, fire.lighting, 
and cooking, all along the shore, which is now ex. 
cessively crowded: and yelling, shouting, drinking 
and dancing at the whiskey store-but all this I 
bave formerly described to you. 

I presume it was in consequence of these new 
arrivals that we had a grand talk or council after 
breakfast this morning, at which I was permitted to 
be present, or, as the French say, to assist. 

There were fifty-four of their chief"-, or rather cl.ief 
men, present, and not less than two hundred Indians 
round the house, their dark eager faces filling up the 
windows and doorways; but they were silent, quiet, 
and none but those first admitted attempted to enter. 
All as they came up took my hand; some I had seen 
before, and some were entire strangers, but there 
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was no look of surpri~f), and" 11 was ease and grav& 
self. possession : a set of more perfect gentlemen, in 
manner, I never met with. 

The council was convened to ask them if they 
would consent to receive goods instead of dollars in 
payment for the pensions due to them on the sale of 
their lands, and which, by the conditions of sale, 
were to be paid in money. So completely do the 
white men reckon on having everything their own 
way with the poor Indians, that a trader had can. 
tracted- with the government to supply the goods 
which the Indians had not yet consented to receive, 
and was actually now on the island, having come 
with me in the steamer. 

As the chiefs entered, they sat down on the floor. 
The principal person was a venerable old man with 
a bald head, who did not speak. The orator of the 
party wore a long gray blanket-coat, crimson sash, 
and black neckcloth, with leggings and moccasins. 
There was also a well-looking young man dressed in 
the European fashion, and in black; he was ofmixed 
blood, French and Indian; he had been carried early 
to Europe by the Catholic priests, had been educated 
in the Propaganda College at Rome, and was lately 
come out to settle as a teacher and interpreter 
among his people. He was the only person besides 
Mr. Schoolcraft who was seated on a chair, and he 
watched the proceedings with great attention. On 
examining one by one the assembled chiefS, Ire. 
marked five or six who had good heads-well deve. 
loped, intellectual, and benevolent. The old chief, 
and my friend the Rain, were conspicuous among 

VOl.. u. 17 
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them, and also an old man with a fine square head 
and lofty brow, like the picture of Redjacket,* and a 
young man with a pleasing countenance, and two 
scalps hung as ornaments to his belt. Some faces 
were mild and vacant, some were stupid and coarse, 
but in none was there a trace of insolence or fero. 
city, or of that vile expression I have seen in a de. 
praved European of the lowest class. The worst 
physiognomy was that of a famous medicine.man
it was mean and cunning. Not only the counte. 
nances but the features differed; even the distinct 
characteristics of the Indian, the small deep. set eye, 
breadth of face and high cheek. bones, were not uni. 
versal: there were among them regular features, 
oval faces, aquiline noses. One chief had a head 
and face which reminded me strongly of the Marquis 
'Vellesley. All looked dirty, grave, and picturesque, 
and most of them, on taking their seats on the 
ground, pulled out their tobacco. pouches and lighted 
their wooden pipes. 

The proposition made to them was evidently dis. 
pleasing. The orator, after whispering with the 

• The picture by Weir, in the possession of Samuel Ward, 
Esq., of New. York, which see-or rather see the beauti!ullinee 
of_Hlllleck-

If he were with me, King of Tuscarora! 
Gazing as I upon thy portrait now, 

In all its medalIed, fring'd, and beaded glory, 
Its eyes' dark beauty and its tranquil brow

It. brow, half martial, and half diplomatic, 
Its eye. upsoaring like an eagle's wings

Well might he boast that we, the democratic. 
Outrival Europe, even in our kings! 



A TALK:. 195 

chief, made a long and vehement speech in a loud 
emphatic voice, and at every pause the auditors ex. 
claimed, "Hah!" in sign of approbation. Ire. 
marked that he sometimes made a jest, which called 
forth a general smile, even from the interpreter and 
Mr. Schoolcraft. Only a few sentences were trans. 
lated : from which I understood that they all con. 
sidered this offer as a violation of the treaty which 
their great father at Washington, the president, had 
made with them. They did not want goods,-they 
wanted the stipulated dollars. Many of their young 
men had procured goods from the traders on credit, 
and depended on the money due to them to discharge 
their debts; and, in short, the refusal was distinct 
and decided. I am afraid, however, it will not avail 
them much.* The mean, petty. trader style in which 
the American officials make (and break) their trea· 
ties with the Indians is shameful. I met with none 
who attempted to deny it or excuse it. Mr. School. 
craft told me, that during the time he had been In· 
dian agent (five.and-twenty years,) he had never 
known the Indians to violate a treaty or break a pro
mise. He could not say the same of his government, 

• Since my return to England I found the following passage 
in the Morning Chronicle, extracted from the American pa_ 
pers :-" The Indians of Michigan have committed se'lera! 
shocking murders, in consequence of the payments due to them 
on land treaties being made in goods instead of money. Serious 
alarm on that subject prevails in the State." 

The wretched individuals murdered were probably settlers, 
quito innocent in this business, probably women and children; 
but such is the well-known Iudian law of retaliation. 
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and the present business appeared most distasteful to 
him; but he was obliged to obey the order from the 
head of his department. 

The Indians themselves make witty jests on the 
bad faith of the "Big Knives."* "My father!" 
said a distinguished Pottowattomie chief at the 
treaty of Chicago-" my father, you have made sev
eral promises to your red children, and you have put 
the money down upon the table: but as fast as you 
put it upon the top, it has slipped away to the bot. 
tom, in a manner that is incomprehensible to us. 
We do not know what becomes of it. When W{l get 
together, and divide it among ourselves, it is noth. 
ing! and we remain as poor as ever. My father, I 
only explain to you the words of my brethren. We 
can only see what is before our eyes, and are unable 
to comprehend all things." Then pointing to a 
newspaper which lay on the table-" You see that 
paper on the table before you-it is double. You 
can see what is upon the upper sheet, but you can. 
not see what is below. We cannot tell how our 
money goes !" 

On the present occasion, two orators spoke, and 
the council lasted above two hours: but I left the 
room long before the proceedings were over. I must 
needs confess it to you-I cannot overcome one dis. 
agreeable obstacle to a near communion with these 
people. The genuine Indian has a very peculiar 

• The Indians gave the name of Cheemokomaun (Long 
Knives, or Big KniDes,) to the Americans at the time they were 
defeated by General Wayne, near the Miami river in 1795, 
and suffered so severely from the sabre8 of the cavalry. 



A TALE. 197 

odour, unlike anything of the kind that ever annoyed 
my fastidious senses. One ought to get over these 
things; and after all, it is not so offensive as it is 
peculiar. You have probably heard that horses 
brought up in the white settlements can smell an In. 
dian at a great distance, and show evident signs of 
perturbation and terror whenever they snuff an In. 
dian in the air. For myself, in passing over the 
place on which a wigwam has stood, and whence it 
has been removed several hours, though it was the 
hard pebbly beach on the water edge, I could scent 
the Indian in the atmosphere. You can imagine, 
therefore, that fifty of them in one room, added to 
the smell of their tobacco, which is detestable, and 
the smoking and all its unmentionable consequences, 
drove me from the spot. The truth is, that a woman 
of very delicate and fastidious habits must learn to 
endure some very disagreeable things, or she had best 
stay at home. 

In the afternoon, Mr. Johnson informed me that 
the Indians were preparing to dance, for my particu. 
lar amusement. I was, of course, most thankful and 
delighted. Almost in the same moment, I heard their 
yells and shrieks resounding along the shore, min. 
gled with the measured monotonous drum. We had 
taken our place on an elevated platform behind the 
house-a kind of little lawn on the hill side i-the 
precipitous rocks, clothed with trees and bushes, rose 
high like a wall above us; the glorious sunshine of 
a cloudless summer's day was over our heads-the 
dazzling blue lake and its islands at our feet. Soft 

VOL. II. 17* 
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and elysian in its beauty was all around. And when 
these wild and more than half-naked figures came up, 
leaping, Whooping, drumming, shrieking, hideously 
painted, and flourishing clubs, tomahawks,javelins, it 
was like a masque of fiends breaking into paradise! 
The rabble of Comus might have boasted them~elves 
comely in comparison, even though no self-deluding 
potion had hlp-ared their eyes anu inteUect.* It was a 
grotesque and horrible phantasmagoria. Of their style 
of clothing, I say nothing-for, as it is wisely said, 
nothing can come of nothing :-only if " all symbols 
be clothes," according to our great modern philoso
phert-my Indian friends were as little symbolical 
as you can dare to imagine :-passons par lao If the 
blankets and leggings were thrown aside, all the 
resources of the Indian toilette, all their store of 
feathers, and bears' claws, hawks' bells, vermilion, 
soot, and verdigris, were brought into requisition as 
decoration; and no two were alike. One man wore 
three or four heads of hair, composed of the manes 
and tails of animals; another wore a pair of deers' 
horns; another was coijfe with the skin and feathers 
of a crane or some such bird-its long bill projecting 
from his forehead; another had the shell of a small 
turtle suspended from his back, and dangling behind; 
another used the skin of a polecat for the same pur
pose. One had painted his right leg with red bars, 

• "And they, so perfect is their misery,. 
Not Once perceive their foul disfigurement, 
But boast themselves mOle comely than before." 

t Sartor Resartus. 
COllI\TS. 



INDIAN DANCE. 199 

and his left leg with green lines: pal'ticoloured eyes 
and faces, green noses, and blue chins, or vice versa, 
were general. I observed that in this grotesque de. 
formity, in the care with which everything like sym. 
metry or harmony in form or colours was avoided, 
there was something evidently studied and artistical. 
The orchestra was composed of two drums and two 
rattles, and a chorus of voices. The song was with. 
out melody-a perpetual repetition of three or four 
notes, melancholy, harsh, and monotonous. A flag 
was stuck in the ground, and round this they began 
their dance-if dance it could be called-the move. 
ments consisting of the alternate raising of one foot, 
then the other, and swinging the body to and fro. 
Every now and then they paused, and sent forth that 
dreadful, prolonged, tremulous yell, which re.echoed 
from the cliffs, and pierced my ears and thrilled 
along my nerves. The whole exhibition was of that 
finished barbarism, that it was at least complete in 
its way, and for a time I looked on with curiosity 
and interest. But that innate loathing which dwells 
within me for all that is discordant and deformed, 
rendered it anything but pleasant to witness. It 
grated horribly upon all my perceptions. In the 
midst, one of those odd and unaccountable transi. 
tions of thought caused by some mental or physical 
re.action-the law which brings extremes in con. 
trast together-came across me. I was reminded 
that even on this very day last year I was seated in 
a box at the opera, looking at Carlotta Grisi and 
Perrot dancing. or rather flying through the galoppe 
in "Benyowsky." The oddity of this sudden asso-
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ciation mnde me laugh, which being interpreted into 
the expression of my highest approbation, they be
came every moment more horribly ferocious and ani
mated; redoubled the vigour of their detestably awk
ward movements and the shrillness of their savage 
yells, till I began involuntarily to look about for 
some means of escape-but this would have been 
absolutely rude, and I restrained myself. 

I should not forget to mention that the figures of 
most of the men were superb; more agile and ele. 
gant, however, than muscular-more fitted for the 
chase than for labour, with small and well formed 
hands and feet. \Yhen the dance was ended, a 
young warrior, leaving the group, sat himself down 
on a little knoll to rest. His spear lay across his 
knees, and he reposed his head upon his hand. He 
was not painted, except with a little vermilion on 
his chest-and on his head he wore only the wing of 
the osprey: he sat there-a model for a sculptor. 
The perfection of his form, the graceful abandon
ment of his attitude, reminded me of a young Mer. 
cury, or of Thorwaldsen's "Shepherd Boy." I 
went up to speak to him, and thanked him for his 
exertions in the dance, which indeed had been con. 
spicuous: and then, for want of something else to 
say, I asked him if he had a wife and children? The 
whole expression of his face suddenly changed, and 
with an air as tenderly coy as that of a young girl 
listening to the first whisper of a lover, he looked 
down and answered softly, "Kah.ween !"-N 0, in. 
deed! Feeling that I had for the first time embar. 
rassed an Indian, I withdrew, really as much out of 
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countenance as the youth himself. I did not ask 
him his name, for that were a violation of the Indian 
form of good breeding, but I learn that he is called 
the Pouncing Hawk-and a fine creature he is-like 
a blood horse or the Apollo; West's comparison of 
the Apollo Belvidere to a young Mohawk warrior 
has more of likelihood and reasonableness than I 
ever believed or acknowledged before. 

A keg of tobacco and a barrel of flour were given 
to them, and they dispersed as they came, drumming, 
and yeIling, and leaping, and flourishing their clubs 
and war.hatchets. 

In the evening we paddled in a canoe over to the 
opposite island, with the intention of landing and 
looking at the site of an intended missionary settle. 
ment for the Indians. But no sooner did the keel of 
our canoe touch the woody shore than we were en. 
veloped in a cloud of mosquitoes. It was in vain to 
think of dislodging the enemy, and after one or two 
attempts, we were fairly beaten back. So leaving 
the gentlemen to persist, we-that is, the young 
Irish lady and myself-pushed off the canoe, and sat 
in it, floating about, and singing Irish melodies and 
Italian serenades-the first certainly that ever roused 
the echoes of Woody Island.* Mackinaw, as seen 
from hence, has exactly the form its name implies,t 

• The island of Bois Blanc, or Woody Island, has never 
been inhabited in the memory of man. 

t I believe Mackinaw is merely the abbreviation of Michlli. 
mackinac, the great turtle. 
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that of a large turtle sleeping on the water. It was 
a mass of purple shadow; and just at one extremity 
the sun plunged into the lake, leaving its reflection 
on the water, like the skirts of a robe of fire, floating. 
This too vanished, and we returned in the soft calm 
twilight, singing as we went. 
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Vague mystery hangs on all these desert places, 
The fear which hath no name, hath wrought a opeli, 

Strength, courage, wrath, have been, and left no traces; 
They came-and fled! but whither! who can tell ? 

'Ve know but that they were; that once (in days 
When ocean was a bar 'twixt man and man,) 

Stout spirit. wander'd o'er these capes and bays, 
And perish'd where these river wo.ters ran. 

BARRY CORNWALL. 

July 29th. 

'V IIERE was I 1 Where did I leave off four days 
ago 1 O-at Mackinaw! that fairy island, which I 
shall never see again! and which I should have dear. 
ly liked to filch from the Americans, and carry home 
to you in my dressing.box, or, perdie, in my tooth. 
pick case-but, good lack! to see the ups and downs 
of this (new) world! I take up my tale a hundred 
miles from it-but before I tell you where I am now, 
I must take you over the ground, or rather over the 
water, in a proper and journal.like style. 

I was sitting last Friday, at sultry noon· tide, un. 
der the shadow of a schooner which had just anchored 
alongside the little pier-sketching and dreaming
when up came a messenger, breathlesd, to say that a 
boat was going off for the Sault Ste. Marie, in which 
I could be accommodated with a passage. Now 
this was precisely what I had been wishing and wait. 
ing for, and yet I heard the infol'mation with aD emo· 
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tion of regret. I had become evcry day more at. 
tached to the socidy of ;\I rs. Schoolcraft-more in. 
terested about llf'r ; and the idea of parting, and part. 
ing suddenly, took me by surpriRE', and wa~ anything 
but agreeable. On reae hing the hOllsP, I found all in 
movement, and learned, to my inexprcs,ible delight, 
that my friend would take til" opportunity of paying 
a Yi~it to her mother and family, and, y\'ith her child. 
ren, was to accompany me on Illy Yo~'nge. 

'Ye had but one hour to prepare packages, provi. 
sions, everything-and in one hour all was ready. 

This voyage of two days was to be made in a 
little Canadian bateau, rowed by five voyageurs from 
the Sault. The boat might have carried fifteen per. 
sons, hardly more, and was rather clumsy in form. 
The two ends were appropriated to the rowers, bag. 
gage, and provisions; in the centre there was a clear 
space, with a locker on each side, on which we Bat 
or reclined, having stowed away in them our smaller 
and more valuable packages. This was the internal 
arrangement. 

The distance to the Sault, or, as the Americans 
call it, the Sou, is not more than thirty miles over 
land, as the bird flies; but the whole region being 
one mass of tangled forest and swamp, infested 
with bears and mosquitoes, it is seldom crossed but 
in winter, and in snow shoes. The usual route by 
water is ninety.four miles. 

At three o'clock in the afternoon, with a favour. 
able breeze, we launched :forth on the lake, and 
having rowed about a mile from the shore, the little 
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equare sail was hoisted, and away we went merrily 
over the blue waves. 

For a detailed account of the voyageurs, or Cana. 
dian boatmen, their peculiar condition and mode of 
life, 1 refer you to Washington Irving's" Astoria ;" 
what he describes them to have been, and what Henry 
represents them in his time, they are even now, in 
these regions of the upper Jakes.* But the voy. 

• As I shall have much to say hereafter of this peculiar cia. s 
of people, to save both reader and author time and trouble, the 
passage is here given. 

" The voyageurs form a kind of confraternity in the Canadas, 
like the anieros or carriers Qf Spain. The dress of these peo. 
pIe is generally half civilized, half savage. They wear a capote 
or surco~t, made of a blanket, a striped cotton shirt, eloth trow. 
sers or leathern leggings, moccasins of deer skin, and a belt of 
variegated worsted, from which are suspaneled the knife, tohacco. 
pouch, and other articles. Their language is of the same pie. 
bald character, being a French patois embroidered with English 
and Italian words and phrases. They are generally of French 
descent, and inherit much of the gaiety and lightness of heart 
of their ancestors; they inherit, too, a fund of civility and 
complaisance, and instead of that hardness and grossnes", which 
men in laborious life are apt to indulge towards each other, 
they are mutually obliging and accommodating, interchanging 
kind offices, yielding each other assistance and comfort in every 
emergency, and using the familiar appellations of cousin and 
brother, when there is in fact no relationship. Nomen are 
more submissive to their leaders and employers, more capable of 
enduring hardships, or more good.humoured nnder privations. 
Never are they so happy as when on long and rough expeditions, 
towing up rivers or coasting lakes. They are dexterous boat. 
men, vigorous and adroit with the oar or paddle, and wiII roW 
from morning till night without a munnur. The steersman 
often singa an old French song, with some regular burilien, in 
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ageurs in our boat were not favourable specimens of 
their very amusing and peculiar class. They were 
fatigued with rowing for three days previous, and 
had only two helpless women to deal with. As 
soon, therefore, as the sail was hoisted, two began 
to play cards on the top of a keg, the other two 
went to sleep. The youngest and most intelligent 
of the set, a lively, half.breed boy of eighteen, took 
the helm. He told us with great self.complacency 
that he was captain, and that it was already the 
third time that he had been elected by his comrades 
to this dignity-but I cannot say he had a very obe. 
dient crew. 

About seven o'clock we landed to cook our supper 
on an island which is commemorated by Henry as 
the Isle des Outardes, and is now Goose Island. 
Mrs. Schoolcraft undertook the general management 
with all the alertness of one accustomed to these 
impromptu arrangements, and I did my best in my 
new avocation-dragged one or two blasted boughs 
to the fire-the least of them twice as big as myself 
-and laid the cloth upon the pebbly beach. The 
enormolls fire was to keep off the mosquitoes, in 
which we slleceeded pretty well, swallowing, how. 
ever, as much smoke as would have dried us externally 
into hams or red herrings. '" e then returned to the 
boat, spread a bed for the children, (who were my 
delight,) in the bottom of it, with mats and blankets, 

which they all join, keeping time with their oars. If at any 
time they flag in spirits or relax in exertion, it is but necessary 
to strike up a song of this kind to put them all in fresh spirits 
and activity."-,4storia, vol. i. chap. 4. 
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and disposed our own, on the lockers on each side, 
with buffalo skins, blankets, shawls, cloaks, and 
whatever was available, with my writing·case for a 
pillow. 

After sunset the breeze fell: the men were urged 
to row, but pleaded fatigue, and that they were hired 
for the day, and not for the night, (which is the 
custom.) One by one they sulkily abandoned their 
oars, and sunk to sleep under their blankets, all but 
our young captain; like Ulysses, when steering away 
from Calypso-

Placed at the helm he sat, and watched the skies, 
N or closed in sleep hi. ever.watchful eyes. 

He kept himself awake by singing hy"mns, in which 
Mrs. Schoolcraft joined him. I lay still, looking at 
the stars and listening: when there was a pause in 
the singing, we kept up the conversation, fearing lest 
sleep should overcome our only pilot and guardian. 
Thus we floated on beneath that divine canopy
"which love had spread to curtain the sleeping 
world:" it was a most lovely and blessed night, 
bright and calm and warm, and we made some little 
way, for both wind and current were in our favour. 

As we were coasting a little shadowy island, our 
captain mentioned a strange circumstance, very 
illustrative of Indian life and character. A short 
time ago a young Chippewa hunter, whom he knew, 
was shooting squirrels on this spot, when by some 
chance a large blighted pine fell upon him, knocking 
him down and crushing his leg, which was fractured 
in two places. He could not rise, he could not reo 
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move the tree which was lying across his broken leg. 
He was in a little uninhabited island, without the 
slightest probability of passing aid, and to lie there 
and starve to death in agonies, seemed all that was 
left to him. In this dilemma, with all the fortitude 
and promptitude of resource of a thorough.bred In. 
dian, he took out his knife, cut off his own leg, bound 
it up, dragged himself along the ground to his hunt. 
ing canoe, and paddled himself home to his wigwam 
on a distant island, where the cure of his wound 
was completed. The man is still alive. 

Perhaps this story appears to you incredible. I 
believe it firmly; at the time, and since then, I heard 
other instances of Indian fortitude, and of their 
courage and skill in performing some of the boldest 
and most critical operations in surgery, which I 
really cannot venture to set down. You would be· 
lieve them if I could swear that I had witnessed them 
with" my own two good.looking eyes," not other. 
wise. But I will mention one or two of the least 
marvellous of these stories, There was a young 
chief and famous hunter, whose arm was shattered 
by the bursting of his rifle. No one would venture 
the amputation, and it was bound up with certain 
herbs and dressings, accompanied with many magic. 
al ceremonies. The young man, who seemed a ware 
of the inefficacy of such expedients, waited till the 
moment when he should be left alone. He had 
mean time, withpain and difficulty, hacked one of 
his knives into a saw; with this he completed the 
amputation of his own arm; and "'hen his relations 
appeared, they found the arm lying at one end of the 
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wigwam, and the patient silting at the other, with 
his wound bound up, and smoking with great tran. 
quillity. 

Mrs. Schoolcraft told me of a young Chippewa 
who went on a hunting expedition with his wife 
only; they were encamped at a considerable dis. 
tance from the village, when the woman was seized 
with the pains of child.birth. This is in general a 
very easy matter among the Indian women, cases of 
danger or death being exceedingly rare; but on this 
occasion some unusual and horrible difficulty occur
red. The husband, who was described to me as an 
affectionate, gentle Apirited man, much attached to 
his wife, did his best to assist her; but after a few 
struggles she became insensible, and lay, as he sup. 
posed, dead. He took out his knife, and with as. 
tonishing presence of mind, performed on his wife 
the Cesarean operation, saved his infant, and ulti
mately the mother, and brought them both home on a 
sleigh to his village at the Sault, where, as Mrs. 
Schoolcraft told me, she had frequently seen both the 
man and woman. 

* * 
We remained in conversation till long after mid

night; then the boat was moored to a tree, but kept 
off shore, for fear of the mosquitoes, and we address
ed ourselves to sleep. I remember lying awake for 
some minutes, looking up at the quiet stars, and 
around upon the dark weltering waters, and at the 
faint waning moon, just suspended on the very edge 
of the horizon. I saw it sink-sink into the bosom 
of the lake, as if to rest, and then with a thought of 
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far.off friends, and a most fervent thanksgiving, I 
dropped asleep. It is odd that I did not think of 
praying for protection, and that no sense of fear 
came over me; it seemed as if the eye of God him. 
self looked down upon me; that I was protected. I 
do not say I thought this any more than the unwean. 
ed child in its cradle; but I had some such feeling 
of unconscious trust and love, now I recall those 
moments. 

I slept, however, uneasily, not being yet accus. 
tomed to a board and a blanket; fa viendra avec le 
temps. About dawn I a\"oke in a sort of stupor, but 
aftcr bathing my face and hands over the boat side, 
I felt refreshed. The voyageurs, aftcr a good night's 
rest, were in better humour, and took manfully to 
their oars. Soon after sunrise, we passed round 
that very conspicuous cape, famous in the history of 
north. west adventurers, called the" Grand Detour," 
half. way between Mackinaw and the Sault. Now, 
if you look at the map, you will see that our course 
was henceforth quite altcred; we had been running 
down the coast of the main land towards the cast; 
we had now to turn short round the point, and steer 
almost due west; hence its most fitting name, the 
Grand Detour. The wind, hitherto favourable, was 
now dead against us. This part of Lake Huron is 
studded with little islands, which, as well as the 
neighbouring main land, are all uninhabited, yet 
clothed with the richest, loveliest, most fantastic 
vegetation, and no doubt swarming with animal 
life. 

I cannot, I dare not, attempt to describe to you the 
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strange sensation one has, thus thrown for a time 
beyond the bounds of civilizt'd humanity, or indeed 
any humanity j nor the wild yet solemn reveries 
which come over one in the midst of this wilderness 
of woods and waters. All was so solitary, so grand 
in its_ solitude, as if nature unviolated sufficed to her
self. Two days and nights the solitude was unbro. 
ken j not a trace of social life, not a human being, 
not a canoe, not even a deserted wigwam, met our 
view. Our little boat held on its way over the pia. 
cid lake and among green tufted islands j and We its 
inmates, two women, difft!ring in clime, nation, com. 
plexion, strangers to each othQr but a few days ago, 
might have fancied ourselves alone in a new.born 
world. 

We landed to boil our kettle, and breakfast on a 
point of the island of St. Joseph's. This most beau. 
tiful island is between thirty and forty miles in 
length, and nearly a hundred miles in circumference, 
and towards the centre the land is high and pictu. 
resque. They tell me that on the other side of the 
island there is a settlement of whites and Indians. 
Another large island, Drummond's Isle, was for a 
short time in view. We had also a settlement here, but 
it was unaccountably surrendered to the Americans. 
If now you look at the map, you will wonder, as I 
did, that in retaining St Joseph's and the Manitoolin 
islands, we gave up Drummond's island. Both these 
islands had forts and garrisons during the war. 

By the time breakfast was over, the children had 
gathered some fine strawberries j the heat had now 
become almost intolerable, and unluckily we had no 
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awning. The men rowed languidly, and we made 
but little way; we coasted along the south shore of 
Bt. Joseph's, through fields of rushes, miles in ex
tent, across Lake George, and Muddy Lake; (the 
name, I thought, must be a libel, for it was as clear 
as a crystal and as blue as heaven; but they say 
that, like a sulky temper, the least ruffle of wind 
turns it as black as ditch water, and it does not sub. 
side again in a hurry,) and then came a succession of 
openings spotted with lovely islands, all solitary. 
The sky was without a cloud, a speck-except when 
the great fish.eagle was descried sailing over its 
blue depths-the water without a wave. 'Ve were 
too hot and too languid to converse. Nothing dis. 
turbed the deep noon.tide stillness, but the dip of the 
oars, or the spring and splash of a sturgeon as he 
leapt from the surface of the lake, leaving a circle of 
little wavelets spreading around. All the islands 
we passed were so woody, and so infested with mos· 
quitoes, that we could not land and light our fire, till 
we reached the entrance of St. Mary's River, be. 
tween Nebish island and the main land. 

Here was a well.known spot, a sort of little open. 
ing on a flat shore, called the Encampment, because 
a party of boatmen coming down from Lake Superior, 
and camping here for the night, were surprised by 
the frost, and obliged to remain the whole winter till 
the opening of the ice in the spring. After rowing 
all this hot day till seven o'clock against the wind, 
(what there was of it,) and against the current com. 
ing rapidly and strongly down from Lake Superior, 
we did at length reach this promised harbour of rest 



HOSQ,UITOES. 213 

Bnd refreshment. Alas! there was neither for us; 
the moment our boat touched the shore, we were en. 
veloped in a cloud of mosquitoes. Fires were lighted 
instantly, six were burning in a circle at once; we 
were well nigh suffocated and smoke.dried-all in 
vain. At last we left the voyageurs to boil the keto 
tle, and retreated to our boat, desiring them to make 
us fast to a tree by a long rope; then, each of us 
taking an oar-I only wish you could have seen us
we pushed off from the land, while the children were 
sweeping away the enemy with green boughs. This 
being done, we commenced supper, really half fam. 
ished, and were too much engrossed to look about us. 
Suddenly we were again surrounded by our adversa. 
ries ; they came upon us in swarms, in clouds, in my. 
riads, entering our eyes, our noses, our mouths, sting. 
ing till the blood followed. We had, unawares, and 
while absorbed in our culinary operations, drifted 
into the shore, got entangled among the roots of trees, 
and w"re with difficulty extricated, presenting all 
the time a fair mark and a rich banquet for our de. 
tested tormentors. The dear children cried with 
agony and impatience, and but for shame 1 could al. 
most have cried too. 

I had suffered from these plagues in Italy; you too, 
by this time, may probably know what they are in 
the southern countries of the old world; but 'tis a 
jest, believe me, to encountering a forest full of them 
in these wild regions. I had heard much, and much 
was I forewarned, but never could have conceived 
the torture they can inflict, nor the impossibility of 
escape, defence, or endurance. Some amiable per. 
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son, who took an especial interest in our future weI. 
fare, in enumerating the torments prepared for hard. 
ened sinners, assures us tha t they will be stung by 
mosquitoesall made of brass, and as large as black bee
tles-he was an ignoramus and a bungler; you may 
credit me, that the brass is quite an unnecessary 
improvement, and the increase of size equally super. 
fluous. Mosquitoes, as they exist in this upper world, 
are as pretty and perfect a plague as the most inge. 
nious amateur sinner-tormentor ever devised. Ob. 
serve, that a mosquito does not sting like a wasp, or 
a gad-fly; he has a long proboscis like an awl, with 
which he bores your veins, and pumps the life-blood 
out of you, leaving venom and fever behind. Enough 
of mosquitoes-I will never again do more than allude 
to them; only they are enough to make Philosophy 
go hang herself, and Patience swear like a Turk or 
a trooper. 

Well, we left this most detestable and inhospitable 
shore as soon as possible, but the enemy followed us 
and we did not soon get rid of them; night came on, 
and we were still twenty miles below the Sault. 

I offered an extra gratuity to the men, if they 
would keep to their oars without interruption; and 
then, fairly exhausted, lay down on my locker and 
blanket. But whenever I woke from uneasy, rest. 
less slumbers, there was }irs. Schoolcraft, bending 
over her sleeping children, and waving off the mos. 
quitoes, singing all the time a low, melancholy In. 
dian song; while the northern lights were streaming 
and dancing in the sky, and the fitful moaning of the 
wind, the gathering clouds, and chilly atmosphere, 
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l'oretold a change of weather. This would have been 
the comble de malheur. When daylight came, we 
passed Sugar Island, where immense quantities of 
maple sugar are made every spring, and just as tha 
rain began to fall in earnest, we arri,'ed at the Sault 
Ste. Marie. On olle side of the river, Mrs. School. 
craft was welcomed by her mother; and on the 
other, my friends, the l\Iacl\Iurrays, recei ved me with 
delighted and delightful hospitality. I went to bed 
-ah! the luxury !-and slept for six hours. 

* 
Enough of solemn reveries on star.lit lakes, enough 

-too much-of self and self.communings; I turn 
over a new leaf, and this shall be a chapter of geo. 
graphy, and topography, natural philosophy, and such 
wise.like things. Draw the curtain first, for if I 
look out an,! longer on those surging rapids, I shall 
certainly tUi,; giddy-forget all the memoranda I 
have been collecting for you, lose my reckoning, and 
become unint('llj~ible to you and myself too. 

This river c.f St. Mary is, like the Detroit and the 
~:Jt. Cl",:r, already described, properly a strait, the 
channel of communication between Lake Superior 
and Lake Huron. About ten miles higher up, the 
great Ocean.lake narrows to a point; then, forcing 
a channel th'rough the high lands, comes rushing 
along till it meets with a downward ledge, or cliff, 
over which it throws itself in foam and fury, tearing 
a path for its billows through the rocks. The des. 
cent is about twenty.seven feet in three quarters of 
a mile, but the rush begins above, and the tumult 
continues below the fall, so that, on the whole, the 
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eye embraces an expanse of white foam measur. 
ing about a mile each way, the effect being eXdctly 
that of the oel'cm breaking on a rocky shore: not so 
terrific, nor on so large a scale, as the rapids of Ni. 
agara, but quite as beautiful-quite as animated. 

What the French call a saut, (leap,) we term afall; 
the Sault Ste. 3Iarie is translated into the falls of 
St. -'lary. By this name the rapids are often men· 
tioni·d, but the village on their shore still retains its 
old name, and is called the Sault. I do not know 
why the beautiful river and its glorious cataracts 
should have been placed under the peeuliar patron
age of the blessed Yirgin; perhaps from the union of 
exceeding loveliness ,dth irresistible po,vcr; or, 
more probably, because the fir;t adventurers reaehed 
the spot on some day hallowed in the calendar. 

The French, el','r active and enterprising, were 
the first who penetrated to this wild region. They 
had an important trading post here early in the last 
centnr~', and also a small fort. They were ceded, 
with the rest of the country, to Great Britain, in 
176:).* I wonder whether, at that time, the young 
king or any of his ministers had the least conception 
of the value and immensity of the magnificent country 
thrown into our possession, or gave a thought to the 
responsibilities it brought with it !-to be sure they 
made good haste, both king and ministers, to get rid 
of most of the responsibility. The American war 

• The first British commandant of the fort was that misera.
ble Lieutenant Jemette, who _was_scalped at the massacre at 
Michilimackinac. 
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began, and at its conclusion the south shore of St. 
Mary's, and the fort, were surrendered to the 
Americans. 

The rapids of Niagara, as 1 once told you, reo 
minded me of a monstrous tiger at play, and threw 
me into a sort of ecstatic terror; but these rapids of 
St. Mary suggest quite another idea; as they come 
fretting and fuming down,curIing up their light foam, 
and wreathing their glancing billows round the 
opposing rocks, with a sort of passionate self. will, 
they remind me of an exquisitely beautiful woman in 
a fit of rage, or of Walter Scott's simile-" one of the 
Graces possessed by a Fury ;"-there is no terror in 
their anger, only the sense of excitement and loveli. 
ness; when it has spent this sudden, transient fit of 
impatience, the beautiful river resumes all its placid 
dignity, and holds oft its course, deep and wide 
enough to float a squadron of seventy. fours, and rapid 
and pellucid as a mountain trout.stream. 

Here, as everywhere else, 1 am struck by the dif. 
ference between the two shores. On the American 
side there is a settlement of whites, as well as a 
large village of Chippewas; there is also a mission 
(I believe of the Methodists) for the conversion of 
the Indians. The fort, which has been lately 
strengthened, is merely a strong and high enclosure, 
surrounded with pickets of cedar wood; within the 
stockade are the barracks, and the principal trading 
store. This fortress is called Fort Brady, after that 
gallant officer whom I have already mentioned to 
you. The garrison may be very effective for aught 
I know, but [ never beheld such an unmilitary look. 

VOL. II. 19 



218 SU~i.MEB RAMBLES. 

ing set. When I was there to-day, the sentinels 
were lounging up and down in their flannel jackets 
and shirt sleeves, with muskets thrown over their 
shoulders-just for all the world like ploughboys 
going to shoot sparrows j however, they are in keep
ing with the fortress of cedar-posts, and no doubt 
both answer their purpose very well. The village 
is increasing into a town, and the commercial !fd
vantages of its situation must raise it ere long to a 
place of importance. 

On the Canada side, we have not even these de
monstrations of power or prosperity. Nearlyoppo
site to the American fort there is a small factory 
belonging to the North-West Fur Company; below 
this, a few miserable log-huts, occupied by some 
French Canadians and voyageurs in the service of 
the company, a set of lawless mauvais sujets, from all 
I can learn_ Lower down stands the house of Mr. 
and Mrs. MacMurray, with the Chippewa village 
under their care and tuition, but most of the wig
wams and their inhabitants are now on their way 
down the lake, to join the co~gress at the Manitoo
lin Islands_ A lofty eminence, partly cleared and 
partly clothed with forest, rises behind the house, on 
which stand the little missionary church and school
house for the use of the Indian converts_ From the 
summit of this hill you look over the traverse iflto 
Lake Superior. and the two giant capes which guard 
its entrance_ One of these capes is called Gros-Cap, 
from its bold and lofty cliffs, the yet ulll'iolated 
haunt of the eagle_ The opposite cape is more ac
cessible, and bears an Indian name, which I cannot 
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pretend to spell, but which signifies "the place of 
the Iroquois' bones;" it was the scene of a wild and 
terrific tradition. At the time that the Iroquois (or 
Six Nations) were driven before the French and 
Hurons up to the western lakes, they endeavoured 
to possess themselves of the hunting.grounds of the 
Chippewas, and hence a bitter and lasting feud be. 
tween the two nations. The Iroquois, after dl'feat. 
ing the Chippewas, encamped, a thousand strong, 
upon this point, where, thinking themselves secure, 
they made a war.feast to torture and devour their 
prisoners. The Chippewas from the opposite shore 
beheld the sufferings and humiliation of their friends, 
and, roused to sudden fury by the sight, collected 
their warriors, only three hundred in all, crossed the 
channel, and -at break of day fell upon the Iroquois, 
now sleeping after their horrible excesses, and mas. 
sacred everyone of them, men, women, and children. 
Of their own party they lost but one warrior, who 
was stabbed with an awl by an old woman who was 
sitting at the entrance of her wigwam, stitching 
moccasins: thus runs the tale. The bodies were 

-left to bleach on the shore, and they say that bones 
and skulls are still found there. 

Here, at the foot of the rapids, the celebrated 
white.fish of the lakes is caught in its highest per. 
fection. The people down below,* who boast of the 
excellence of the white.fish, really know nothing of 
the matter. There is no more comparison between 

• That is, in the neighbourhood of Lake Ontario and Lake 
Erie. 
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the white·fish of the lower lakes and the white.fish 
of St. Mary's, than between plaice and turbot, or 
between a clam and a Sandwich oyster. I ought to 
be a judge, who have caten them fresh out of the 
river four times a day, and I declare to you that I 
never tasted anything of the fish kind half so exqui. 
site. If the Roman Apicius had lived in these latter 
days, he would certainly have made a voyage up 
Lake Huron to breakfast on the white.fish of St. 
Mary's river, and would not have returned in dud. 
geon, as he did, from the coast of Africa. But the 
epicures of our degenerate times have nothing of that 
gastronomical enthusiasm which inspired their an· 
cient models, else we should have them all coming 
here to eat white.fish at the Sault, and scorning 
cockney white.bait. Henry declares that the flavour 
of the white.fish is "beyond any comparison what. 
ever," and I add my testimony thereto-pTobatum est! 

I have eaten tunny in the gulf of Genoa, ancho. 
vies fresh out of the bay of Naples, and trout of the 
Salz.kammergut, and divers other fishy dainties rich 
and rare,-but the exquisite, the refined white.fish, 
exceeds them all; concerning those cannibal fish 
(mullets were they, or lampreys 1) which LuculJus 
fed in his fish.ponds, I cannot speak, never having 
tasted them; but even if they could be resuscitated, I 
would not degrade the refined, the delicate white. 
fish by a comparison with any such barbarian 
luxury. 

But seriously, and badinage apart, it is really the 
most luxurious delicacy that swims the waters. It 
is said by Henry that people never tire of them. 
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Mr. MacMurray tells me that he has eaten them 
every day of his life for t!even vear~, and that his reo 
lish for them is undiminished.' The enormous quan
tities caught here, and in the bays and creeks round 
Lake Superior, remind me of herrings in the lochs 
of Scotland; besides subsisting the inhabitants, 
whites and Indians, during great part of the year, 
vast quantities are cured and barrelled every faIl, 
and sent down to the eastern states. Not less than 
eight thousand barrels were shipped last year. 

These enterprising Y ankees have seized upon ano
ther profitable speculation here: there is a fish found 
in great quantities in the upper part of Lake Supe
rior, called the skevat," so exceedingly rich, luscious, 
and oily, when fresh, as to be quite uneatable. A 
gentleman here told me that he had tried it, and 
though not very squeamish at any time, and then 
very hungry, he could not get beyond the first two 
or three mouthfuls; but it has been lately discovered 
that this fish makes a most luxurious pickle. It is 
very excellent, but so rich even in this state, that 
like the tunny maTinie, it is necessary either to taste 
abstemiously, or die heroically of indigestion. This 
fish is becoming a fashionable luxury, and in one of 
the stores here I saw three hundred barrels ready for 
embarkation. The Americans have several schoon
ers on the lakes employed in these fisheries: we 
have not one. They have besides planned a ship 
canal through the portage here, which will open a 
communication for large vessels between Lake Huron 

• I spelJ the word as pronounced, never having seen it written. 
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and Lake Superior, as our WeIland Canal has united 
Lake Erie with Lake Ontario. The ground has al. 
ready been surveyed for this purpose. When this 
canal is completed, a vessel may load in the Thames 
and discharge her burthen at the upper end of Lake 
Superior. I hope you have a map before you, that 
you may take in at a glance this wonderful extent of 
inland navigation. Ought a country possessing it, 
and all the means of life besides, to remain poor, 
oppressed, uncultivated, unknown 1 

But to return to my beautiful river and glorious 
rapids, which are to be treated, you see, as a man 
treats a passionate beauty-he does not oppose her, 
for that were madness-but he gets round her. Well, 
on the American side, further down the river, il:l the 
house of Tanner, the Indian interpreter, of whose 
story you may have heard-for, as I remember, it 
excited some attention in England. He is a Euro. 
pean of unmixed blood, with the language, manners, 
habits of a Red.skin. He had been kidnapped some. 
where on the American frontiers when a mere boy, 
and brought up among the Chippewas. He after. 
wards returned to civilized life, and having relearned 
his own language, drew up a very entertaining and 
valuable account of his adopted tribe. He is now 
in the American service here, having an Indian wife, 
and j" still attached to his Indian mode of life. 

Just abovc the fort is the ancient burial. place of 
the Chippewas. I need not tell you of the profound 
veneration with which all the Indian tribes regard 
the places of their dead. In all their treaties for 
the ~ession of their lands, they stipulate with the 
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white man for the inviolability of their sepulchres. 
They did the same with regard to this place, but I 
am sorry to say that it has not been attended to, for 
in enlarging one side of the fort, they have consider. 
ably encroached on the cemetery. The outrage ex. 
cited both the sorrow and indignation of some of 
my friends here, but there is no redress. Perhaps it 
was this circumstance that gave rise to the allusion 
of the Indian chief here, when in speaking of the 
French he said, " They never molested the places of 
our dead !"* 

The view of the rapids from this spot is inexpres. 
sibly beautiful, and it has besides another attraction, 
which makes it to me a frequent lounge whenever I 
cross the river ;-but of this by.and.bye. To com. 
plete my sketch of the localities, I will only add, that 
the whole country around is in its primitive state, 
covered with the interminable swamp and forest, 
where the bear and the moose.deer roam-and lakes 
and living streams where the beaver builds his hut.t 
The cariboo, or rein.deer, is still found on the nortll. 
ern shores. 

The hunting.grounds of the Chippewas are in the 

• Ante, p. 72. 
t The beaver is, however, becoming rare in these regions. 

It is a curious fact connected with the physiology and psycho. 
logy of instinct, that the beaver is found to change its instincts 
and modes of life, as it has been more and more persecuted, and, 
instead of being a gregarious, it is now a solitary animal. The 
beavers, which are found living in solitary holes instead of com
munities and villages, the Indians call by a name which signi
fies Old Bachelor. 
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immediate neighbourhood, and extend all round Lake 
Superior. Beyond these, on the north, are the Chip. 
pewyans; and on the south, the Sioux, Ottagamies, 
and Pottowattomies. 

I might here multiply facts and details, but I have 
been obliged to throw these particulars together in 
haste, just to give you an idea of my present situa. 
tion. Time presses, and my sojourn in this remote 
and interesting spot is like to be or short duration. 

One of the gratifications I had anticipated in com· 
ing hither-my strongest inducement perhaps--was 
an introduction to the mother of my two friends, of 
whom her children so delighted to speak, and of 
whom I had heard much from other sources. A 
woman of pure Indian blood, of a race celebrated in 
these regions as warriors and chiefs from generation 
to generation, who had never resided within the pale 
of what we call civilized life, whose habits and man. 
ners were those of a genuine Indian squaw, and 
whose talents and domestic virtues commanded the 
highest respect, was, as you may Buppose, an object 
of the deepest interest to me. I observed that not 
only her own children, but her two sons.in.law, Mr. 
;\[uc.'\[urray and Mr. Schoolcraft, both educated in 
good society, the one a clergyman and the other a 
man of science and literature, looked up to this reo 
markable woman with sentiments of affection and 
venera tion . 

. \8 SOOIl, theil, as I was a little refreshed after my 
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two nights on the lake, and my battles with the mos
quitoes, we paddled over the river to dine with Mrs. 
Johnston: she resides in a large log-house close upon 
the shore j there is a little portico in front with seats, 
and the interior is most comfortable. The old lady 
herself is rather large in person, with the strongest 
marked Indian features, a countenance, open, benevo
lent, and intelligent, and a manner perfectly easy
simple, yet with something of motherly dignity, be
coming the head of her large family. She received 
me most affectionately, and we entered into conver
sation-Mrs. Schoolcraft, who looked all animation 
and happiness, acting as interpreter. Mrs. Johnston 
speaks no English, but can understand it a little, and 
the Canadian French still better j but in her own 
language she is eloquent, and her voice, like that of 
her people, low and musical j many kind words 
were exchanged, and when I said anything that 
pleased her, she laughed softly like a child.
I was not well, and much fevered, and I remember 
she took me in her arms, laid me down on a couch, 
and began to rub my feet, soothing and caressing me. 
She called me Nindannis, daughter, and I called her 
Neengal, mother, (though how different from my own 
fair mother, I thought, as I looked up gratefully in 
her dark Indian face!) She set before us the best 
dressed and best served dinnp.r Thad "p.en since I left 
Toronto, and presided at her table, and did the hon
ours of her house with unembarrassed, unaffected 
propriety. My attempts to speak Indian, caused, of 
COlli'SC:, considerable amusement j if I do not make 
progress, it will not be for want of teaching and 
teachers. 
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After dinner we took a walk to visit ]\frs. John. 
ston's brother, \Vayish,ky, whose wigwam is at a 
little distance, on the verge of the burial.ground. 
The lodge is of the genuine Chippewa form, like an 
egg cut in half lengthways. It is formed of poles 
stuek in the ground, and bent over at top, strength. 
ened with a few wattles and boards; the whole is 
covered over with mats, birch.bark, and skins; a 
large blanket formed the door or curtain, which was 
not ungracefully looped aside. Wayish,ky, being a. 
great mnn, has also a smaller lodge hard by, which 
serves as a storehouse and kitchen. 

Rude as was the exterior of Wayish,ky's hut, the 
interior presented every appearance of comfort, and 
even elegance, according to the Indian notions of 
both. It formed a good.sized room: a raised couch 
ran all round like a Turkish divan, sening both for 
seats and beds, and covered with very soft and beau. 
tiful matting of various colours and patterns. The 
chests and baskets of birch.bark. containing the 
family wardrobe and property; the rifles, the hunting 
and fishing tackle, were stowed away all round very 
tidily; I observed a coffee.mill nailed up to one of 
the posts or stakes; the floor was trodden down hard 
and perfectly clean, and there was a place for a fire 
in the middle: there was no window, hut quite suf. 
fieip.nt light and n ir wp.re admitted through the door, 
and through an aperture in the roof. There was no 
disagreeable smell, and everything looked neat and 
clean. We found Wayish,ky and his wife and three 
of their children seated in the lodge, and as it was 
Sunday, and they are aU Christians, no worft: was 
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going forward. They received me with genuine and 
simple politeness, each taking my hand with a gentle 
inclination of the head, and some words of welcome 
murmured in their own soft language. We then 
sat down. 

The conversation became very lively; and, if I 
might judge from looks and tones, very affectionate. 
I sported my last new words and phrases with great 
effect, and when I had exhausted my vocabulary
which was very soon-I amused myself with looking 
and listening. 

Mrs. Wayish,ky (I forget her proper name) must 
have been a very beautiful woman. Though now no 
longer young, and the mother of twelve children, she 
is one of the handsomest Indian women I have yet 
seen. The number of her children is remarkable, for 
in general there are few large families among the 
Indians. Her daughter Zah,gah,see,ga,quay, (the 
sunbeams breaking through a cloud,) is a very beauti
ful girl, with eyes that are a warrant for her poeti
cal name-she is about sixteen. Wayish,ky himself 
is a grave, dignified man about fifty. He told me 
that his eldest son had gone down to the Manitoolin 
Island to represent his family, and receive his quota 
of presents. His youngest son he had sent to a col
lege in the United States, to be educated in the learn
ing of the white men. 1\Irs. Schoolcraft whispered 
me that this poor boy is now dying of consumption, 
owing to the confinement and change of living, and 
that the parents knew it. Wayish,ky seemed aware 
that we were alluding to his son, for his eye at that 
moment rested on me, and such an expression of keen 
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pain came suddenly over his fine countenance, it was 
as if a knife had struck him, and I really felt it in my 
heart, and see it still before me-that look of misery. 

After about an hour we left this good and interest. 
ing family. I lingered for a while on the burial. 
ground, looking over the rapids, and watching with 
a mixture of admiration and terror several little ca· 
noes which were fishing in the midst of the boiling 
surge, dancing and popping about like corks. The 
canoe used for fishing is very small and light; one 
man (or woman more commonly) sits in the stern, 
and steers with a paddle; the fisher places himself 
upright on the prow, balancing a long pole with both 
hands, at the end of which is a scoop.net. This he 
every minute dips into the water, bringing up at cach 
dip a fish, and sometimes two. I used to admire the 
fishermen on the Arno, and those on the Lagune, and 
above all the Neapolitan fishermen, hauling in their 
nets, or diving like ducks, but I never saw anything 
like these Indians. The manner in which they keep 
their position upon a footing of a few inches, is to 
me as incomprehensible as the beauty of their forms 
and attitudes, swayed by every movement and turn 
of their dancing, fragile barks, is admirable. 

George Johnston, on whose arm I was leaning. 
(and I had much ado to reach it,) gave me such a 
vivid idea of the delight of coming down the cata. 
ract in a canoe, that I am half resolved to attempt it. 
Terrific as it appears, yet in a good canoe, and with 
experienced guides, there is no absolute danger. and 
it must be a glorious 8ensation. 

Mr. Johnston had spent the last fall and winter in 
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the country, beyond L:tkc Superior, towards the 
forks of the Mississippi, where he had been employed 
us American agent to arrange the boundary line be. 
tween the country of the Chippewas and that of their 
neighbours and implacable enemies, the Sioux. His 
mediation appeared successful for the time, and he 
smoked the pipe of peace with both tribes; but during 
the spring this ferocious war has again broken out, 
and he seems to think that nothing but the annihila. 
tion of either one nation or the other will entirely 
put an end to their conflicts j "for there is no point 
at which the Indian law of retaliation stops, short of 
the extermination of one of the parties." 

I asked him how it is that in their wars the In· 
dians make no distinction between the warriors op. 
posed to them and helpless women and children 1-
how it could be with a brave and manly people, that 
the scalps taken from the weak, the helpless, the un. 
resisting, were as honourable as those torn from the 
warrior's skull 1 And I described to him the horror 
which this custom inspired-this, which of all their 
customs, most justifies the name of savage! 

He said it was inseparable from their principles of 
war and their mode of warfare; the first consists in 
inflicting the greatest possible insult and injury on 
their foe with the least possible risk to themselves. 
This truly savage law of honour we might call 
cowardly, but that, being associated with the bravest 
contempt of danger and pain, it seems nearer to the 
natural law. With regard to the mode of warfare, 
they have rarely pitched battles, but skirmishes, sur. 
prises, ambuscades, and sudden forays into each 
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other's hunting.grounds and villages. The usual 
practice is to creep stealthily on the enemy's village 
or hunting-encampment, and wait till just after the 
dawn j then, at the moment the sleepers in the 
lodges are rising, the ambushed warriors stoop and 
level their pieces about two feet from the ground, 
which thus slaughter indiscriminately. If they find 
one of the enemy's lodges undefended, they murder 
its inmates, that when the owner returns he may 
find his hearth desolate; for this is exquisite ven
geance! But outrage against the chastity of wo
men is absolutely unknown under any degree of fu
rious excitement. * 

This respect of female honour will remind you of 
the ancient Germans, as described by Julius Cresar : 
he contrasts in some surprise their forbearance with 
the very opposite conduct of the Romans j and even 
down to this present day, if I recollect rightly, the 
history of our European wars and sieges will bear 
out this early and characteristic distinction between 
the Latin and Teutonic nations. Am I right, or am 
I not 1 

To return to the Indians. After telling me some 
other particulal's, which gave me a clearer view of 
their notions and feelings on these points than I ever 

• .. The whole history of Indian warfare," says Mr. School. 
craft, .. might be challenged in vain for a solitary instance of 
this k ;nd. The Indians believe that to take a dishonourable ad. 
vantage of their female prisoners, would deotroy their luck in 
huntin.g ; it would be considered as effeminate and degrading in 
a w~mor, and render him unfit for, and unworthy of, all manly 
a.chlevement." 
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had before, my informant mildly added,-" It is a 
constant and favourite subject of reproach against 
the Indians-this barbarism of their desultory war
fare j but I should think more women and children 
have perished in one of your civilized sieges, and 
that in late times, than during the whole war be. 
tween the Chippewas and Sioux, and that has lasted 
a century." 

I was silent, for there is a sensible proverb about 
taking care of our own glass windows: and I won
der if any of the recorded atrocities of Indian war
fare or Indian vengeance, or all of them together, 
ever exceeded Massena's retreat from Portugal,-and 
the French call themselves civilized. A war party 
of Indians, perhaps two or three hundred, (and that 
is a very large number,) dance their war dance, go 
out and burn a village, and bring back twenty or 
thirty scalps. They are savages and heathens. We 
Europeans fight a battle, leave fifty thousand dead 
or dyi~g by inches on the field, and a hundred thou
sand to mourn them, desolate j but we are civilized 
lind Christians. Then only look into the motives 
and causes of our bloodiest European wars a& reveal. 
ed in the private history of courts :-the miserable, 
puerile, degrading intrigues which set man against 
man-so horridly disproportioned to the horrid reo 
suit! and then see the Indian take up his war.hatch. 
et in vengeance for some personal injury, or from 
motives that rouse all the natural feelings of the 
natural man within him! Really I do not see that 
an Indian warrior, flourishing his tomahawk, and 
11IneILred with his ellemy's blood, is so very much a 
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greater savage than the pipe.clayed, padded, embroid
ered personage, who, without cause or moti,'c, has 
sold himsclf to slay or be slain: one scalps his ene· 
my, thc other rips him open with a sabre; one 
smashes his brains with a tomahawk, and the other 
blows him to atoms with a cannon· ball : and to me, 
femininely speaking, therc is not a needle's puint 
difftrencc bdween the one and the othcr, If war IX' 
unchristian and barbarous, then war as a science is 
more absurd, unnatural, unchristian, than war as a 
passion. 

This, pcrhaps, is putting it all too strongly, and a 
little exaggerated-

God forbid that I should think to disparnge the 
blessings of civilization! I am a woman, and to thc 
progress of civilization alone can we women look for 
release from m<lny pains and penaltics and liabilities, 
which now lie heavily upon us. Neither am I greatly 
in love with savage life, with aJl its picturesquo 
accompaniments and lofty virtues. I see no' reason 
why these virtues should be necessarily connected 
with dirt, ignorance, and barbarism. I am thankful 
to live in a land of literaturc and steam.engines. 
Chatsworth is bettcr than a wigwam, and a seventy. 
four i, a finer thing than a bark canoe. I do not 
positively assert that Taglioni dances morc gracefully 
than the Little.Purc tobacco.smoker, nor that soap 
and water are preferable as cosmetics to tallow and 
charcoal; loi' these are matters of taste, and mine 
may be disputed. But I do say, that if our advan. 
tages of intellect and refinement are not to lcad on 
to farther moral superiority. I prefer the Indian!:! on 
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the score of consistency; they are what they profess 
to be, and we are not what we profess to be. They 
profess to be warriors and hunters, and are so; we 
profess to be Christians, and civilized-are we so 1 

Then as to the mere point of cruelty i-there is 
something to be said on this point too. Ferocity, 
when the hot blood is up, and all the demon in man 
is roused by every conceivable excitement, I can un. 
derstand better than the Indian can comprehend the 
tender mercies of our law. Owyawatta, better 
known by his English name, Red.Jacket, was once 
seen hurrying from the town of Buffalo, with rapid 
strides, and every mark of disgust and consternation 
in his face. Three malefactors were to be hung 
that morning, and the Indian warrior had not nerve 
to face the horrid spectacle, although 

" In sober truth the veriest devil 
That ere clenched fingers in a captive'. hair." 

Thus endeth my homily for to.night. 

* * * * * 
The more I looked upon those glancing, dancing 

rapids, the more resolute I grew to venture myself in 
the midst of them. George Johnston went to seek 
a fit canoe and a dexterous steersman, and meantime 
I strolled away to pay a visit to 'Vayish,ky's family, 
and made a sketch of their lodge, while pretty Zah,. 
gah,see,gah,qua held the umbrella to shade me. 

The canoe being ready, I went up to the top 01 

the portage, and we launched into the river. It was 
u. small fishing canoe about ten feet long, quite new, 
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and light and elegant and buoyant as a bird on the 
waters. I reclined on a mat at the bottom, Indian 
fashion, (there a~e no seats in a genuine Indian ca· 
noe ;) in a minute we were within the verge of the 
rapids, and down we went with a whirl and a 
splash !-the white surge leaping around me-over 
me. The Indian with astonishing dexterity kept 
the head of the canoe to the breakers, and somehow 
or other we danced through them. I could see, as I 
looked over the edge of the canoe, that the passage 
between the rocks was sometimes not more than two 
feet in width, and we had to turn sharp angles-a 
touch of which would have sent us to destruction
-all this I could see through the transparent eddy. 
ing waters, but I can truly say, I had not even a 
momentary sensation of fear, but rather of giddy, 
breathless, delicious excitement. I could even ad. 
mire the beautiful attitude of a fisher, past whom we 
swept as we came to the bottom. The whole affair, 
from the moment I entered the canoe till I reached 
the landing place, occupied seven minutes, and tho 
distance is about three quarters of a mile. * 

My Indians were enchanted, and when I reached 
home, my good friends were not less delighted at my 
exploit: they told me I was the first European female 
who had ever performed it, and assuredly I shall not 

• "The total descent of the Fall of St. Mary's has been ascer. 
tained to be twenty.two and a half perpendicular feet. It has 
been found impracticable to ascend the rapid; but canoes have 
ventured down, though the experiment is extremely nervous 
and hazardous, and avoided by a portage, two miles long, which 
connects the navigable parts ofthe strait."-Bouchette'B Canada. 
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be the last. I recommend it as an exercise before 
breakfast. Two glasses of champagne could not have 
made me more tipsy and more self.complacent! As 
for my Neengai, she laughed, clapped her hands, and 
embraced me several times. I was declared duly 
initiated, and adopted into the family by the name of 
Wah,sah,ge, wah,no,qua. They had already called 
me among themselves, in reference to my complexion 
and my travelling propensities, O,daw,yaun,gee, the 
fair changing moon, or rdther, the fair moon which 
changes her place; but now, in compliment to my 
successful achievement, Mrs. Johnston bestowed this 
new appellation, which I much prefer. It signifies 
the bright foam, or more properly, with the feminine 
adjunct qua, the woman of the bright foam; and by 
this name I am henceforth to be known among the 
Chippewas. 

Now that I have been a Chippewa born, any time 
these four hours,* I must introduce you to some of my 
new relations" of the totem of the rein·deer j" and 
first to my illustrious grand.papa, Waub.Ojeeg.t (the 
White.fisher. ) 

The Chippewas, as you perhaps know, have long 
been reckoned among the most warlike and numer· 

e Ant. I know you now, Sir, a gentleman born. 
Clo. Aye, that I have been any time these four hours. 

WINTER'S TALE. 

t The name is thus pronounced, but I havo seen it "pelt 
Wabb.jik. 
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ous, but also among the wildest and more untamable 
nations of the north-west_ In progressing with the 
other Algonquin tribes from south to north, they 
seem to have crossed the St_ Lawrence and dispersed 
themselves along the shores of Lake Ontario, and 
Lake Huron and its islands. Driven westward be
fore the Iroquois, as they retired before the French 
and Hurons, the Chippewas appear to have crossed 
the St. Mary's River, and then spread along the south 
shores of Lake Superior. Their council fire, and 
the chief scat of the nation, was upon a promontory 
at the farthest end of Lake Superior, called by the 
French, La Pointe, and by the Indians, Che,goi,me,
gon; by one name or the other you will find it on 
most maps, as it has long been a place of importance 
in the fur-trade.'" Here there was the grand national 
council fire, (the extinction of which foretold, if it 
did not occasion, some dread national calamity,)t and 
the residence of the presiding chief. The Indians 
know neither sovereignty nor nobility, but when 

• Henry says, " The Chippewas of Chegoimegon are a hand
some, well-made people, and much more cleanly, as well as 
mu~h more regular in the government of their families, than 
the Chippewas of Lake Huron." "The women," he adds, 
"have agreeable features." At this time (1765) they knew 
nothing of European manufactures and were habited in dressed 
deer_skins. 

t Governor Casso He adds, "that there were male and fe
male guardians to whose care the sacred fire was committed." 
And that" no fact is better established in the whole range of 
Indian history than the devotion of some, if not all, the tribes, 
to this characteristic feature of the ancient superstition of the 
Magi." 
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one family has produced several distinguished war. 
chiets, the dignity becomes by courtesy or custom 
hereditary; and from whatever reason, the family of 
'" ayish,ky or the Mudgi,kiwis, exercised, even from 
a remote period, a sort of influence over the rest of 
the tribe. One traveller says that the present des. 
cendants of these chiefs evince such a pride of an. 
cestry as could only be looked for in feudal or des. 
potic monarchies. The present representative, Piz,. 
hi,kee, (the Buffalo,) my illustrious cousin, still reo 
sides at La Pointe. When presented with a silver 
medal of authority from the American government, 
he said haughtily, " What need of this? it is known 
to all whence I am descended!" Family pride, you 
see, lies somewhere very deep in human nature. 

When the Chippewas first penetrated to these reo 
gions, they came in contact with the Ottagamies or 
Foxes, who, being descended from the same stock, 
received them as brothers, and at first ceded to them 
a part of their boundless hunting.grounds : and as 
these Ottagamies were friends and allies of the 
Sioux, these three nations continued for some time 
friends, and intermarriages and family alliances took 
place. But the increasing power of the Chippewas 
soon excited the jealousy and apprehension of the 
other (\1"0 tribes. The OUagamies committed inroad~ 
on thoir hunting.grounds, (this is the primary cause 
of almost all the Indian wars,) the Chippewas sent 
an embassy to complain of the illjury, and desired 
the Ottagamics tu restrain their youug mell within 
the stipulated bounds. The latter returned an in. 
sulting answer. The war.hatchet was rai~ed, and 
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the Sioux and the Ottagamies united against the 
Chippewas: this was about 1726 or 1730. From 
this time there has been no peace between the Chip. 
pewas and Sioux. 

It happened just before the declaration of war, that 
a young Chippewa girl was married to a Sioux chief 
of great distinction, and bore him two sons. When 
hostilities commenced the Sioux chief retired to his 
own tribe, and his wife remained with her relationR, 
aecording to Indian custom. The two children, be. 
longing to both tribes, were hardly safe with either; 
but as the father was best able to protect them, it was 
at last decided that they should accompany him. Tho 
Sioux chief and his boys departed to join his war· 
riors, accompanied by his Chippewa wife and her 
relations, till they were in safety j then the young 
wife returned home weeping and inconsolable for the 
loss of her husband and children. Some years after. 
wards she consented to become the wife of the great 
chief at Chegoimegon. Her 80n by this marriage was 
Mamongazida, or Mongazida, (the Loon's.foot,) a 
chief of great celebrity, who led a strong party of 
his nation in the Canadian wars between the French 
and English, fighting on the side of the French. He 
was present at the bat tie of Quebec, when Wolfe was 
killed, and according to the Indian tradition, the 
Marquis Montcalm died in Mongazida's arms. After 
the war was over, hc "shook hands" with the Eng. 
lish. He WU8 at the grand u>lsemblage of chiefs, 
convened by Sir William John>ltone, at Niagara, and 
from him received a rich gorget, and broad belt of 
wampum, as pledges of pcace and alliance with the 



WAUB-OIEEG_ 239 

English_ Thcse relics were preserved in the family 
with great veneration, and inherited by Waub-Ojeeg, 
and afterwards by his younger brother, Camudwa; 
but it happened that when Camudwa was out on a 
winter. hunt near the river Broule, he and all his 
family were overtaken by famine and starved to 
death, and these insignia were then lost and never 
recovered. This last incident is a specimen of the 
common vicissitudes of Indian life; and when listen. 
ing to their domestic histories, I observe that the 
events of paramount interest are the want or the 
abundance of food-hunger or plenty. "We killed 
n moose, or a bear, and had meat for so many days j" 
or, "we followed on the track of a bear, and he es
caped us j we have had no meat for so many days ;" 
these are the ever-recurring topics which in their 
conversation stand instead of the last brilliant essay 
in the Edinburgh or Quarterly, or the last news 
from Russia or Spain. Starvation from famine is 
not uncommon; and I am afraid, from all I hear, 
that cannibalism under such circumstances is not 
unknown. Remembering some rccent instances 
nearer home,when extreme hunger produced the same 
horrid result, I could not be much astonished. 

To return. Waub-Ojeeg was the second son of 
this famous Mongazida. Once when the latter went 
out on his "fall hunts," on the grounds near the 
Sioux territory, taking all his relatives with him, 
(upwards of twenty in number,) they were attacked 
by the Sioux at early dawn, in the usual manner. 
The first volley had gone through the lodges; before 
the second could be fired, Mongazida rushed out, and 
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proclaiming his own name with a loud voice, de. 
manded if Wabash, his mother's son, were among the 
assailants. There was a pause, and then a tall figure 
in his war· dress, with a profusion of feathers in his 
head, stepped forward and gave his hand to his half. 
brother. They all repaired to the lodge in peace to· 
g~ther; but at the moment the Sioux chief stooped 
to enter, Waub.Ojeeg, then a boy of eight years old, 
who had planted himself at the entrance to defend 
it, struck him a blow on the forehead with his little 
war.club. Wabash, enchant~d, took him up in his 
llrms and prophesied that he would become a great 
war.chief, and an implacable enemy of the Sioux. 
Subsequently the prophecy was accomplished, and 
Waub.Ojeeg commanded his nation in all the war· 
parties againt the Sioux and Ottagamies. He was 
generally victorious, and so entirely defeated the Ot. 
tagamies, that they never afterwards ventured to 
oppose him, but retired down the Wisconsin river, 
where they are now settled. 

But Waub.Ojeeg was something more and better 
than merely a successful warrior: he was remarka. 
ble for his eloquence, and composed a number of 
war. songs, which were sung through the Chippewa 
villages, and some of which his daughter can repeat. 
He was no less skilful in hunting than in war. 
His hunting.groullds extended to the river Broule, 
at Fond du Lac; and he killed anyone who dared to 
intrude on his district. The skins he took annually 
were worth three hundred and fifty dollars, a sum 
arr.ply sufficient to make him rich in clothing, arms, 
powder, vermilion, and trinkets. Like Tecumseh, 
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he would not marry early lest it should turn his at. 
tention from war, but at the age of thirty he married 
a widow, by whom he had two sons. Becoming 
tired of this elderly helpmate, he took a young wife, 
a beautiful girl of fourteen, by whom he had six 
children; of these my Neengai is the eldest. She 
described her father as affectionate and domestic. 
"There was always plenty of bear's meat and deer's 
flesh in the lodge." He had a splendid wigwam, 
sixty feet in length, which he was fond of ornament. 
ing. In the centre there was a strong post, which 
rose several feet above the roof, and on the top there 
was the carved figure of an owl, which veered with 
the wind. This owl seems to have answered the 
same purpose as the flag on the tower of Windsor 
Castle: it was the insignia of his power and of his 
presence. When absent on his long winter huntlJ 
the lodge was shut up, and the owl taken down. 

The skill of Waub.Ojeeg as a hunter and trapper, 
brought him into friendly communication with a fur· 
trader named Johnston, who had succeeded the en
terprising Henry in exploring Lake Superior. This 
young man, of good Irish family, came out to Canada 
with strong letters of recommendation to Lord Dor. 
chester, that he was invited to reside in the govern. 
ment house till a vacancy occurred in his favour in 
one of the official departments; mean time, being of 
an active and adventurous turn, he joined a party of 
traders going up the lakes, merely as an excursion, 
but became so enamoured of that wild life, as to 
adopt it in earnest. On one of his expeditions, when 
encamped at Che,goi,me,gon, and h'ufficking with 
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Waub.Ojeeg, he saw the eldest daughter of the chief, 
and "no sooner looked than he sighed, no sooner 
sighed than he asked himself the reason," and ended 
by asking his friend to give him his beautiful daugh. 
ter. "White man!" said the chief with dignity, 
.. your customs are not our customs! you white men 
desire our women, you marry them, and when they 
cease to please your eye, you say they are not your 
wives, and you forsake them. Return, young friend, 
with your load of skins, to Montreal; and if there, 
the women of the pale faces do not put my child out 
of your mind, return hither in the spring and we will 
talk farther; she is young, and can wait." The 
young Irishman, ardently in love, and impatient and 
impetuous, after the manner of my countrymen, tried 
arguments, entreaties, presents, in vain-he was 
obliged to submit. He went down to Montreal, and 
the following spring returned and claimed his bride. 
The chief, after making him swear that he would 
take her as his wife according to the law of the white 
man, till deatli, gave him his daughter, with a long 
speech of advice to both. 

Mrs. Johnston relates, that previous to her mar. 
riage, she fasted, according to the universal Indian 
custom, for a guardian spirit: to perform this cere. 
mony, she went away to the summit of an eminence, 
and built herself a little lodge of cedar boughs, paint. 
ed herself black, and began her fast in solitude. She 
dreamed continually of a white man, who approached 
her with a cup in his hand, saying, "Poor thing I 
why ~re you punishing yourself? why do you fast? 
here IS food for you I" He was always accompanied 
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by a dog, which looked up in her face as though he 
knew her. Also she dreamed of being on a high 
hill, which was surrounded by water, and from which 
she beheld many caDoes full of Indians, coming to 
her and paying her homage; after this, she felt as 
if she were carried up into the heavens, and as she 
looked down upon the earth, she perceived it was on 
fire, and said to herself, "All my relations will be 
burned!" but a voice answered and said, "No, they 
will not be destroyed, they will be saved;" and she 
knew it was a spirit, because the voice was !lot human. 
She fasted for ten days, during which time her grand. 
mother brought her at intervals some water. When 
satisfied that she had obtained a guardian spirit in 
the white stranger who haunted her dreams, she reo 
turned to her father's lodge, carrying green cedar 
boughs, which she threw on the ground, stepping on 
them as she went. When she entered the lodge, she 
threw some more down upon her usual place, (next 
her mother,) and took her seat. During the ten sue· 
ceeding days she was not permitted to eat any meat, 
nor anything but a little corn boiled with a bitter 
herb. For ten days more she ate meat smoked in a 
particular manner, and she then partook of the usual 

food of her family. 
Notwithstanding that her future husband and fu. 

ture greatness were so clearly prefigured in this 
dream, the pretty O,shah,gush,ko,da,na,qua having 
always regarded a white man with awe, and as a 
being of quite another species, (perhaps the more so 
in consequence of her dream,) seems to have felt 
nothing throughout the whole negociation for her 
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hand, but .reluctance, terror, and aversion. On being 
carried with the usual ceremonies to her husband's 
lodge, she fled into a dark corner, rolled herself up 
in her blanket, and would not be comforted nor even 
looked upon. It is to the honour of Johnston that 
he took no cruel advantage of their mutual position, 
and that she remained in his lodge ten day~, during 
which he treated her with the utmost tenderness and 
respect, and sought by every gentle means to over· 
come her fear and gain her affection; and it was 
touching to see how tenderly and gratefully this was 
remembered by his bride after a lapse of thirty.six 
years. On the tenth day, however, she ran away 
from him in a paroxysm of terror, and after fasting 
in the woods for four days, reached her grandfather's 
wigwam. Meantime, her father, Waub.Ojeeg, who 
was far off in his hunting camp, dreamed that his 
daughter had not conducted herself, according to his 
advice, with proper wife.like docility, and he reo 
turned in haste two days' journey to see after her; 
and finding all things according to his dream, he gave 
her a good beating with a stick, and threatened to 
cut off both her ears. He then took her back to her 
husband, with a propitiatory present of furs and 
Indian corn, and many apologies and exculpations 
of his own honour. Johnston succeeded at length 
in taming this shy wild fawn, and took her to his 
house at the Sault Ste. Marie. When she had been 
there some time, she was seized with a longing once 
more to behold her mother's face, and revisit her 
people. Her husband had lately purchased a small 
schooner to trade upon the lake; this he fitted out, 
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and sent her, with a retinue of his clerks and retain
ers, and in such state as became the wife of the 
"great Englishman," to her home at La Pointe, 
loaded with magnificent presents for all her family. 
He did not go with her himself, apparently from 
motives of delicacy, and that he might be no con
straint upon her feelings or movements. A few 
months'residence amid comparative splendour and 
luxury, with a man who treated her with respect and 
tenderness, enabled the fair O,shah,gush,ko,da,na,qua 
to contrast her former with her present home. She 
soon returned to her husbantl, and we do not hear of 
any more languishing aller her father's wigwam. 
She lived most happily with Johnston for thirty.six 
years, till hia death, which occurred in 1828, and is 
the mother of eight children, four boys and four girls. 

She showed me her husband's picture, which he 
brought to her from Montreal j the features are very 
gentleman-like. He has been described to me by 
some of my Canadian friends, who knew him well, 
as a very clever, lively, and eccentric man, and a 
little of the bon vivant. Owing to his independent 
fortune, his talents, his long acquaintance with tho 
country, and his connexion by marriage with the 
native blood, he had much influence in the country. 

During the last American war, he of course ad
hered to the English, on an understanding that he 
should be protected j in return for which the Ameri. 
cans of course burnt his house, and de~troyed his 
property. He never couid obtain either redress or 
compensation from our government. The very spot 
on which his house stood, was at the peace made over 

21* VOl.. U. 



246 SUMMER RAMBLES. 

to the United States i-himself and all his family 
became, per force, Americans. His sons are in the 
service of the States. In a late treaty, when the 
Chippewas ceded an immense tract in this neigh. 
bourhood to the American government, a reserve 
was made in favour of O,shah,gush,ko,da,na,qua, of a 
censiderable section of land. which will render her 
posterity rich territorial proprietors-although at 
present it is all unreclaimed forest. A large tract of 
Sugar Island is her propcrty; and this year she 
manufactured herself three thousand five hundred 
weight of sugar of excellent quality. In the fall, 
she goes up with her people in canoes to the entrance 
of Lake Superior, and fishes in the bays and creeks 
for a fortnight, and comes back with a load of 
tish cured for the winter's consumption. In her 
youth she hunted, and was accounted the surest eye 
and !lee test foot among the women of her tribe. 
Her talents, energy, activity, and strength of mind, 
and her skill in all the domestic avocations of the 
Indian women, have maintained comfort and plenty 
within her dwelling in spite of the losses sustained 
by her husband, while her descent from the blood of 
their ancient chiefs renders her an object of great 
veneration among the Indians around, who, in all 
their miseries, maladies, and difficulties, apply to 
her for aid or for counsel. 

She has inherited the poetical talent of her father 
W ~u b.Ojeeg; and here is a little fable or allegory 
whlch was witten down from her recit~tion, and 
translated by her daughter. 
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THE ALLEGORY OF WIN'rER AND SUMMER. 

A MAN from the north, gray.haired, leaning on his 
staff, went roving over all countries. Looking 
around him one day, after having travelled without 
any intermission for four moons, he sought out a 
spot on which to recline and rest himself. He had 
not been long seated, before he saw before him a 
young man, very beautiful in his appearance, with 
red cheeks, sparkling eyes, and his hair covered with 
fiowers: and from between his lips he blew a breath 
that was as sweet as the wild rose. 

Said the old man to him, as he leaned upon his 
staff, his white beard reaching down upon his breast, 
"Let us repose here awhile, and converse a little. 
But first we will build up a fire, and we will bring 
together much wood, for it will be needed to keep us 
warm." 

The fire was made, and they took their seats by it, 
and began to converse, each telling the other where 
he came from, and what had befallen him by the 
way. Presently the young man felt cold. He looked 
round him to see what had produced this change, 
and pressed his hands against his cheeks to keep 
them warm. 

The old man spoke and said," When I wish to 
cross a river, I breathe upon it and make it hard, and 
walk over upon its surface. I have only to speak, 
and bid the waters ba still, and touch them with my 
finger, and they become h:,ard as stone. The tread of 
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my foot makes soft things hard-and my power is 
boundless. " 

The young man, feeling every moment still colder, 
and growing tired of the old man's boasting, and 
the morning being nigh, as he perceived by the red. 
dening east, thus began-

"Now, my father, I wish to speak." 
" Speak," said the old man, "my ear, though it be 

old, is open-it can hear." 
" Then," said the young man, "I also go over all 

the earth. I have seen it covered with snow, and 
the waters I have seen hard as stone j but I have 
only passed over them, and the snow has melted j the 
mountain streams have began to flow, the rivers to 
move, the ice to melt: the earth has become green 
under my tread, the flowers blossomed, the birds 
were joyful, and all the power of which you boast 
vanished away!" 

The old man drew a deep sigh, and shaking his 
head, he said, " I know thee, thou art Spring !" 

"True," said the young man, "and here behold 
my head-see it -::rowned with flowers! and my 
cheeks how they bloom-come near and touch me. 
Thou art Winter! I know thy power is great j 

but, father, thou darest not come to my country,-thy 
beard would fall off, and all thy strength would fail, 
Ilnd thou wouldst die !" 

The old man felt this truth j for before the morn
ing was come, he was seen vanishing away: but 
each, before they parted, expressed a hope that they 
might meet again before many moons. 
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The language of the Chippewas, however figurative 
and significant, is not copious. In their speeches 
and songs they are emphatic and impressive by the 
continual repetition of the same phrase or idea j and 
it seems to affect them like the perpetual recurrence 
of a few simple notes in music, by which I have 
been myself wound up to painful excitement, or 
melted to tears. 

A cousin of mine (I have now a large Chippewa 
cousinship) went on a hunting excursion, leaving his 
wife and child in his lodge. During his absence, 
a party of Sioux carried them off, and on his return 
he found his fire extinguished, and his lodge empty. 
He immediately blackened his face, (Indian mourn· 
ing,) and repaired to the lodge of his wife's brother, 
to whom he sang, in a kind of mournful recitative, 
the following song j-the purport of which seems to 
be partly a request for aid against his enemies, and 
partly an excuse for the seeming fault of leaving 
his family unprotected in his wigwam. 

My brother.in.law, do not wrongfully accuse me for this 
seeming neglect in exposing my family, for I have come to re. 
quest aid from my brother.in.law ! 

The cry of my little son was heard as they carried him acros. 
the prairie, and therefore I have come to supplicate aid from my 
brother .in.la w • 

And the voice also of my wife was heard as they carried her 
across the prairie; do not then accuse your brother.in.law, for 
he has come to seek aid from his brother.in.law ! 

This song is in a measure, ten and eight syllables 
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alternately; and the perpetual recurrence of the 
word brothcr-m-law seems intended to impress the 
idea of their relationship on the mind of the hearer. 

The next is the address of a war party to their 
women, on leaving the village :* 

Do not weep, do not weep for me, 
Loved women, should I die; 
For yourselves alone should you weep! 
Poor are ye all and to be pitied: 
Ye women, ye are to be pitied! 

I seek, I seek our fallen relations, 
I go to revenge, revenge the slain, 
Our relations fallen and slain, 
And our foes, our foes shall lie 
Like them, like them .hall they lie, 
I go to lay them low, to lay them low! 

And then da capo, over and over again. 

The next is a love song, in the same style of itera. 
tion: 

'Tis now two days, two long days, 
Since last I tasted food; 
'Tis for you, for you, my love, 
That I grieve, that I grieve, 
'Tis for you, for you that I grieve! 

The waters flow deep and wide, 
On which, love, you have sail'd ; 
Dividing you far from me. 
'Tis for you, for you, my love, 
'Tis for you, for you that I grieve! 

e From Mr. Schoolcraft, translated literally by Mrs. School. 
craft. 
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1£ you look at some half thousand of our most 
fashionable and admired Italian songs-the Notturni 
of BIangini, for instance-you will find them very 
like this Chippewa canzonetta, in the no.meaning 
and perpetual repetition of certain words and phrases; 
at the same time, I doubt if it be always necessary 
for a song to have a meaning-it is enough if it have 
a sentiment. 

Here are some verses of a war song, in the same 
style as to composition, but breathing very different 
sentiments: 

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

Under the centre of the sky I sing, I Bing, 
Under the centre of the sky! 

Every day I look at you, you morning stur, 
You morning star; 

Every day I look at you. you morning star, 
You morning star. 

The birds of the brave take a fligh\ round the sky. 
A flight round the sky; 

The birds of the brave take a flight, tako a flight, 
A flight round the sky. 

They cross the enemy's line, the birds! 
They cross the enemy's line; 

The birds, the birds. the ravenous birds, 
They cross the enemy'. line. 

The spirits on high repeat my name, 
Repeat my name; 

The spirits on high. tho spirits on high. 
Repeat my name. 
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Full happy am I to be slain and to lie, 
On the enemy's side of the line to lie ; 

Full happy am I, full happy am I, 
On the enemy's side of the line to lie ! 

I give you these as curiosities, and as being at 
leas t genuine; they have this merit, if they have no 
othel'. 

Of the next song, I subjoin the music. It seems to 
have been composed on a young American, (a Long. 
Knife,) who made love to a Chippewa girl, (Ojibway 
quaince. ) 

OJIBWAY QUAINCE. 

~Sl~ __ -----E H+-=-l---,----~ . -U--II-l-.--- -11---- -,.-~- --'----
~ -'-- _'-_11_ '----11- -II---L -~ 
:;t{-L-I-L-L:.-t-L-t- --.- -.---1----- -L-f-- _L-I - ----- ---.-

Aun dush ween do we 

\\- e ah, bern, ah de, 
We mah jah need de, 
We ne moo, sha yun 

nain, Git - chee mo-

We ye., ya hah hil' we ya ya hah hit' 
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o mow we mah ne 
We mahjah neid de, 
o jib we quaince un ne, 

We yi, ya hah ha' we ya ya hah h .. f 

Kah ween, goo shah, ween ne, 
Keesh wan zhe e we ye 
o gah, mah we mah zecn. 

We ya, ya hah ya' we ya ya hah hal 

Mee goo shah ween e goo 
Ke bish quah bern ah de 
ehe wah nain ne mah de. 

We ya, yi hah hil.' we ya ya hah hil. I 

253 

The literal meaning of the song, without the per. 
petual repetitions and transposi tions, is just this: 

Hah! what is the matter with the young Long.knife 1 he 
crosses the river with tears in his eyes. He sees the young 
Chippewa girl preparing to leave the place; he sobs for his 
sweetheart because she is going away, but he will not sigh for 
har long; as soon as he is out of sight he will forgot her! 

I have been too long on the other side of the rio 
ver; I must return to our Canadian shore, where in· 
deed I now reside, under the hospitable roof of our 
miSSIOnary. Mrs. MacMurray's overflowing good. 
nature, cleverness, and liveliness, are as delightful 
in their way as the more pensive intelligence of her 

sister. 
I have had some interesting talk with Mr. Mac. 

Murray on the subject of his mission and the char. 
acter of the people consigned to his care and spirit. 

TOL. II. 22 
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ual guidance. He arrived here in 1832, and mar. 
ried Charlotte Johnston (O,ge,bu,no,qua) the follow. 
ing year. During the five years which have elapsed 
since the establishment of the mission, there have 
been one hundred and forty.five baptisms, seven bu. 
rials, and thirteen marringes; and the present num. 
ber of communicants is sixty.six. 

He i~ satisfied with his success, and seems to have 
gained the good.will and attachment of the Indians 
around; he owes much, he says, to his sweet wife, 
whose perfect knowledge of the language and habits 
of her people have aided him in his taEk. She is a 
warm enthusiast in the cause of conversion, and the 
labour and fatigue of interpreting the prayers and 
sermons, and teaching the Indians to sing, at one 
time seriously affected her health. She has a good 
voice and correct ear, and has succeeded in teaching 
several of the women and children to 8ing some of 
our church hymns very pleasingly. She says all the 
Ind~ans are passionately fond of music, and that it 
is a very effective means of interesting and fixing 
their attention. Mr. MacMurray says, they take 
the most eager delight in the parables, and his ex. 
planations of them-frequently melting into tears. 
When he collected them together and addressed them, 
on his first arrival, several of those present were in. 
toxicated, he therefore took the opportunity of de. 
claiming against their besetting vice in strong terms. 
After waiting till he had finished, one of their chief 
men arose and rep'ied gravely: "My father, before 
the white men came, we could hunt and fish, and 
raise com enough for our families; we knew no. 
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thing of your-fire water. If it is so very bad, why 
did the white men bring it here 1 we did not desire 
it !" 

They were in a degraded state of poverty, reck
lessness, and misery: there is now at least some im
provement j about thirty children attend Mrs. Mac_ 
Murray's school; many of them are decently cloth
ed, and they have gardens in which they have raised 
crops of potatoes and Indian corn. The difficulty 
is to keep them together for any time sufficient to 
make a permanent impression: their wild, ]"estless 
habits prevail: and even their necessities interfere 
against the efforts of their teachers j they go off to 
their winter huntmg-grounds for weeks together, and 
when they return, the task of instruction has to be
gin again. 

One of their ehiefs from the north came to Mr. 
Mac:\lnrray, and expressed a wish tu become a 
Christian j unfortunately, he had three wives, and, 
as a necessary preliminary, he was informed that 
he must confine himself to one. He had no objec
tion to keep the youngest, to whom he was lately 
married, and put away the two others, but this was 
not admissible. The one he had first taken to wife 
was to be the permitted wife, and no other. He ex
postulated j Mr. MacMurray insisted j in the end, 
the old man went off in high dudgeon. Next morn
ing there was no sign of his wigwam, and he never 
applied again to be "made a Christian," the terms 
apparently being too hard to digest. "The Roman 
catholic priests," said Mr. MacMurray, "are not so 
stric t on this point as we are j they insist on the 
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convert retaining only one wife, but they leave him 
the choice among those who bear that title." 

They have a story among themselves of a convert. 
ed Indian, who, after death, applied for admittance 
to the paradise of the white men, and was refused; 
he then went to the paradise of the Red.skins, but 
there too he was rejected: and after wandering 
about for some time disconsolate, he returned to life, 
(like Gitchee Gausinee,) to warn his companions by 
his experience in the other world. 

Mr. MacMurray reckons among his most zealous 
converts several great medicine. men and conjurors. 
I was surprised at first at the comparative number 
of these, and the readiness ,,-ith which they become 
Christians; but it mny be ac('ounted for in two 
wayB: they are in general the most intelligent men 
in the tribe, and they are more sensible than any 
others of the false and delusive nature of their own 
tricks and superstitious observances. When a Bor. 
cerer is converted, he, in the first place, surrenders 
his meia,wa,aun, or medicine·sack, containing his 
manitoR. ;\Ir. MacMurray showed me several; an 
owl.skin, a wild.cat.skin, an otter.skin; and he gave 
me two, with the implements of sorcery; one of 
birch.bark, containing the skin of a black adder; 
tbe other, an embroidered mink·skin, contains the 
skin of an enormous rattle.snake, (four feet long,) 
a fcather died crimson, a cowrie shell, and some 
magical pebbles, wrapped up in bark-the spells and 
charms of this Indian Archimago, whose name was, 
I think, Matabash. He also gave me a drum, form. 
ed of a skin stretched over a hoop, and filled with 
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pebbles, and a most portentous looking rattle formed 
of about a hundred bears' claws, strung together by 
a thong, and suspended to a carved stick, both being 
used in their medicine dances. 

The chief of this Chippewa village is a very extra. 
ordinary character. His name is Shinguaconse, the 
Little Pine, but he chooses to drop fhe adjunct, and 
calls himself the Pine. He is not an hereditary chief, 
but an elective or war. chief, and owes his dignity to 
his bravery and to his eloquence; among these peo. 
pIe, a man who unites both is sure to obtain power. 
Without letters, withuut laws, without any arbitrary 
distinctions of rank or wealth, and with a code of 
morality so simple, that upon that point they are 
pretty much on a par, it is superior natural gifts, 
strength, and intelligence, that raise an Indian to 
distinction and inJiuence. He has not the less to 
fish for his own dinner, and build his own canoe. 

Shinguaconse led a band of warriors in the war of 
1812, was at Fort Malden, and in the battle of the 
Moravian towns. Besides being eloquent and brave, 
he was a famous conjuror. He is now a Christian, 
with all his family; and Mr. MacMurray finds him 
a most efficient auxiliary in ameliorating the condi. 
tion of his people. When the traders on the opposite 
side endeavoured to seduce him back to his old habit 
of drinking, he told them," When I wanted it, you 
would not give it to me; now I do not want it, you 
try to force it upon me; drink it yourselves!" and 

turned his back. 
The ease with which liquor is procured from the 

opposi te shore, and the bad example of many of the 
VOL. II. 22.f< 
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soldiers and traders, are, however, a serious obstacle 
to the missionary's success. Nor is the love of whis
key confined to the men. Mrs. MacMurray imitated 
with great humour the deportment of a tipsy squaw, 
dragging her blanket after her, with one corner over 
her shoulder, and singing, in most blissful indepen
dence and defiance of her lordly husband, a song, of 
which the burthen is-

The Englishman will give me some of his milk! 
I will drink the Englishman's milk! 

Her own persol18l efforts have reclaimed many of 
these wretched creatures. 

Next to the passion for ardent spirits is the pas
sion for gambling. Their common game of chance 
is played with beans, or with small bones, painted of 
different colours; and these beans have been as fatal 
as ever were the dice in Christendom. They will 
gamble away even their blankets and moccasins; 
and while the game lasts, not only the players, but 
the lookers-on, are in a perfect ecstasy of suspense 
and agitation. 

Mr. :\lacMurray says, that when the Indians are 
here during the fishing season from the upper waters 
of the lake, his rooms are crowded with them; 
wherever there is an open door they come in. " It 
is impossible to escape from an Indian who chooses 
to inflict his society on you, or wishes for yours: he 
comes at all hours, not having the remotest idea of 
convenience or inconvenience, or of the possibility 
of intrusion. There is absolutely no remedy but to 
sit still and endure. I have them in my room some-
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times, without intermission, from sunrise to sunset." 
He added, that they never took anything, nor did the 
least injury, except that which necessarily resulted 
from their vile, dirty habits, and the smell of their 
kinnikinic, which together, I should think, are quite 
enough. Those few which are now here, and the 
women especially, are always lounging in and out, 
cvming to Mrs. MacMurray about every little trifle, 
and very frequently about nothing at all. 

Sir John Colborne took a strong interest in the 
conversion and civilization of the Indians, and though 
often discouraged, did not despair. He promised to 
found a village, and build log-houses for the converts 
here, as at Coldwater, (on Lake Simcoe j) but this 
promise has not been fulfilled, nor is it likely to be 
so. I asked, very naturally, "Why, if the Indians 
wish for log-huts, do they not build them 7 They 
are on the verge of the forest, and the task is not 
difficult_" I was told it was impossible j that they 
neither could nor would !-that this sort of labour is 
absolutely inimical to their habits. It requires more 
strength than the women possess j and for the men 
to fell wood and carry logs were an unheard-of de
gradation. Mrs_ MacMurray is very anxious that 
their houses should b'l built, because she thinks it 
will keep her converts stationary. Whether their 
morality, cleanliness, health, and happiness, will be 
thereby improved, I doubt j and the present governor 
Reems to have very decidedly made up his mind on 
the matter. I should like to see an Indian brought 
to prefer a house to a wigwam, and live in a house 
of his own building j but what is gained by building 
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houses for them? The promise was made, however, 
and the Indians have no comprehension of a change 
of governors being a change of principles. They 
consider themselves deceived and ill.treated. Shin. 
guaconse has lately (last January) addressed a letter 
or speech to Sir Francis Head on the suhject, which 
is a curious specimen of expostulation. "My father," 
he says, "you have made promises to me and to my 
children . You promised me houses, hut as yet nothing 
has heen performed, although five years are past. I 
am now growing very old, and, to judge hy the way 
you have used me, I am afraid I shall he laid in my 
grave hefore I see any of your promises fulfilled. 
Many of your children address you, and tell you they 
are poor, and thl'y are much better off than I am in 
everything. I can say, in sincerity, that I am poor. 
I am like the beast of the forest that has no shelter. 
I lie down on the snow, and cover myself with the 
boughs of the trees. If the promises had becn made 
by a person of no standing, I should not be astonished 
to see his promises fail. But you, who are so great 
in riches and in power, I am astonished that I do not 
Bee your promises fulfilled! I would have been bet. 
ter pleased if you had never made such promises to 
me, than that you should have made them and not 
performed them." 

Then follows a stroke of Indian irony. 
"But, my father, perhaps I do not see clearly; I 

am old, and perhaps I have lost my eye.sight; and 
if you should come to visit us, you might discover 
these promises already performed! I have heard 
that you have visited all parts of the country around. 
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This is the only place you have not yet seen j if you 
will promise to come I will have my little fish (i. e. 
the white.fish) ready drawn from the water, that you 
may taste of the food which sustains me." 

8hinguacons6 then complains, that certain of the 
French Canadians had cut down their timber to sell 
it to the Americans, by permission of a British rna. 
gistrate, residing at St. Joseph's. He says, " Is this 
right 1 I have never heard that the British had pur. 
chased our land and timber from us. But whenever 
I say a word, they say, 'Pay no attention to him, he 
knows nothing.' This will not do !" 

He concludes with infinite politeness: 
"And now, my father, I shall take my seat, and 

look towards your place, that I may hear the answer 
you will send me between this time and spring. 

"And now, my father, I have done! I have told 
you some things that were on my mind. I take you 
by the hand, and wish you a happy new year, trust· 
ing that we may be allowed to see one another 
again." 

Mrs. Johnston told me that when her children 
are absent from her, and she looks for their return, 
she has a sensation, a merely physical sensation, 
like that she experienced when she tlrst laid them to 
her bosom j this yearning amounts at times to absolute 
pain, almost as intolerable as the pang of child. birth, 
and is so common that the Indians have a word to 
express it. The maternal instinct, like all the other 
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natural instincts, is strong in these people to a degree 
we can no more conceive than we can their quick 
senses. As a cat deprived of its kittens will suckle 
an animal of a different species, so an Indian woman 
who has lost her child must have another. "Bring 
me my son! or see me die!" exclaimed a bereaved 
mother to her husband, and she lay down on her mat, 
covered her head with her blanket, and refused to eat. 
The man went and kidnapped one of the enemy's 
children, and brought it to her. She laid it in her 
bosom, and was consoled. Here is the animal woo 
man. 

The mortality among the children is very great 
among the unreclaimed Indians, from want of know. 
ing how to treat infantine maladies, and from want 
of cleanliness. When dysentery is brought on from 
this cause, the children almost invariably perish. 
When kept clean, the bark.cradles are excellent 
things for their mode of life, and effectually preserve 
the head and limbs of the infant from external in. 
jury. 

When a young Chippewa of St. Mary's sees a 
young girl who pleases him, and whom he wishes to 
marry, he goes and catches a loach, boils it, and cuts 
off the tail, of which he takes the flat bone, and 
Ilticks it in his hair. He paints himself bewitch. 
ingly, takes a sort of rude flute or pipe, with two or 
three stops, which seems to be only used on these 
amatory occasions, and walks up and down his vil. 
lage, blowing on his flute, and looking, I presume, 
as sentimental as an Indian can look. This is reo 
garded as an indication of his intentions, and throwl 
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all the lodges in which there are young marriage. 
able girls into a flutter, though probably the fair one 
who is his secret choice is pretty well aware of it. 
The next step is to make presents to the parents 
and relatives of the young woman j if these are ac. 
cepted, and his suit prospers, he makes presents to 
his intended j and all that now remains is to bring 
her home to his lodge. He neither swears before 
God to love her till death-an oath which it depends 
not on his own will to keep, even if it be not perjury 
in the moment it is pronounced-nor to endow her 
with all his worldly goods and chattels, when even 
by the act of union she 103es all right of property j 

but apparently the arrangements answer all purposes, 
to their mutual satisfaction. 

The names of the women are almost always derived 
from some objects or appearances in nature, gene. 
rally of a pleasing kind j tho usual termination qua 
or quay, immediately blending with their significa. 
tion the idea of womanhood. Thus, my Indian 
mother is "the green prairie," (woman.) Mrs. 
Schoolcraft's name, Obah,bahm,wa,wa,ge,zhe,go,qua. 
signifies literally" the sound which the stars make 
rushing through the sky," and which I translate into 
the music of the spheres. Mrs. MacMurray is "the 
wild rose:" one of her youngest sisters is W ah,bu,. 
nung,o,qua, the morning star (woman j) another is 
Omi~,ka,bu,go,qua, (the woman of) "the red leaf." 
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I went to. day to take leave of my uncle Wayish,. 
ky, and found him ill-poor fellow! he is fretting 
about his younger son. I learn with pleasure that 
his daughter Zah,gah,see,ga,qua is likely to accom· 
pany me to the ;\Ianitoolin Islands. 

July:n. 

This last evening of my sojourn at the Sault Ste. 
Marie is very melancholy-we have been all very 
sad. Mr. and Mrs. MacMurray are to accompany 
me in my voyage down the lake to the Manitoolin 
Islands, having some business to transact with the 
governor :-so you see Providence does take care of 
me! how I could have got there alone, I cannot tell, 
but I must have tried. At first we had arranged to 
go in a bark canoe; the very canoe which belonged 
to Captain Back, and which is now lying in Mr. Mac. 
Murray's court-yard; but our party will be large, 
and we shall be encumbered with much baggage and 
provisions-not having yet learned to live on thll 
portable maize and fat: our voyage is likely to take 
three days and a half, even if the weather continueii 
favourable, and ifit do not, why we shall be obliged to 
put into some creek or harbour, and pitch our tent, 
gipsy fashion, for a day or two. There is not a set. 
tlement nor a habitation on our route, nothing but 
lake and forest. The distance is about one hundred 
and seventy miles, rather more than less; Mr. Mac. 
Murray therefore advises a bateau, in which, if we 
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do not get on so quickly, we shall have more space 
and comfort,-and thus it is to be. 

I am sorry to leave these kind, excellent people. 
but most I regret Mrs. Schoolcraft • 

• • • • • 
August 1. 

The morning of our departure rose bright and 
beautiful, and the loading and arranging our little 
boat was a scene of great animation. I thought I 
had said all my adieus the night before, but at early 
dawn my good N eengai came paddling across the 
river with various kind offerings for her daughter 
Wa,sah,ge,wo,no,qua, which she thought might be 
pleasant or useful, and more lcut affectionate words 
from Mrs. Schoolcraft. We then exchanged a long 
farewell embrace, and she turned away with tears, 
got into her little canoe, which could scarcely con. 
tain two persons, and handling her paddle with sin. 
gular grace and dexterity, shot over the blue water, 
without venturing once to look back! I leaned over 
the side of OUl' boat, and strained my eyes to catch 
a last glimpse of the white spray of the rapids, and 
her little canoe skimming over the expanse between, 
like a black dot; and this was the last I saw of my 
dear good Chippewa mamma! 

Meantime we were proceeding rapidly down the 
beautiful river, and through its winding channels. 
Our party consisted of Mr. and Mrs. MacMurray 
and their lovely boy, myself, and the two Indian 
girls-my cousin Zah,gah,see,ga,qu8, and Angelique, 
the child's attendant. 
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These two girls were, fol' Indians, singularly beau' 
tiful j they would have been bmwtiful anywhere. 
Angelique, though of unmixed Indian blood, has a 
face of the most perfect oval, a clear brown com· 
plexion, the 10ng, half-shaded eye, which the French 
call coupe en amande; the nose slightly aquiline, 
with the proud nostril open and well defined j daz. 
zling teeth j-in short, her features had been fault. 
less, but that hcr mouth is a little too large-but 
then, to amend that, her lips are like coral: and a 
more perfect figure I never beh"ld. Zah,gah,see,ga,. 
qua is on a less scale, and her features more decided. 
ly Indian. 

We had a small, but compact and well.built boat, 
the seats of which we covered with mats, blankets, 
buffalo skins, cloaks, shawls, &c.: we had four 
voyageurs, Mast a, Content, Le Blanc, and Pierrot; 
a very different ~et from those who brought me from 
Mackina w: they were all Canadian voyageurs of 
the true breed, that is, half. breed, showing the Indian 
blood as strongly as the French. Pierrot, worthy his 
name, was a most comical fellow; Masta, a great 
talker, amused me exceedingly; Content was our 
steersman and captain; and Le Blanc, who was the 
best singer, generally led the song, to which the 
others responded in chorus. 

They had a fixed daily allowance of fat pork. 
Indian meal, and tobacco: finding that the latter 
was not agreeable to me, though I took care not to 
complain, they always contrived, with genuine po. 
liteness, to smoke out of my way, and to leeward. 

After passing Sugar Island, we took the channel 
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to the left, and entered the narrow part of the lake 
between St. Joseph's Island and the main land. We 
dined upon a small picturesque islet, consisting of 
ledges of rock, covered with shrubs amI abounding 
with whortle.berries; on the upper platform we ar· 
ranged an awning or shade, by throwing a sail over 
some bushes, and made a luxuriant dinner, succeeded 
by a basin of good tea; meantime, on the rocky 
ledge below, Pierrot was making a gaZette, and Masta 
frying pork. 

Dinner being over, we proceeded, coasting along 
the north shore of St. Joseph's Island. There is, in 
the interior, an English settlement, and a village of 
Indians. The p;'incipal proprietor, Major It--, 
who is a magistrate and justice of the peace, has 
two Indian women Ii vin~ \I,ith him-two sisters, and 
a family by each !-such are the examples sometimes 
set to the Indians on our frontiers. 

In the evening we came to an i-;Iand consisting of 
a flat ledge of rock, on which were the rema ins of a 
former camp.fire, surrounded by tall trees and bushes: 
here we pitched our little marquee, and boiled our 
kettle. The sun·set was most glorious, with some 
floating ominous clouds. The stars and the fire.flies 
carne ont together; the latter swarmed around us, 
darting in and out among the trees, and gliding and 
sparkling over the surface of the water. Unfortu. 
nately the mosquitoes swarmed too, notwithstanding 
the antipathy which is said to exist between the 
mosquito and the fire.fly. We made our beds by 
spreading mats and blankets under us; and then, 
closing the curtain of the tent, Mr. MacMurray be. 
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gan a very effective slaughter and expulsion of the 
mosquitoes. We laid ourselves down, Mrs. Mac
Murray in the middle, with her child in her bosom; 
Mr. MacMurray on one side, myself at the other, and 
the two Indian girls at our feet: the voyageurs, 
rolled in their blankets, lay upon the naked rock 
round the fire we had built-and thus we all slept. 
I must needs confess that I found my rocky bed 
rather uneasy, and my bones ached as I turned from 
side to side, but tbis was only a beginning. The 
night was close and sultry, and just before dawn I 
was wakened by a tremendous clap of thunder: 
down came the storm in its fury, the lake swelling 
and roaring, the lightning gambolling over the rocks 
and waves, the rain falling in a torrent j but we were 
well sheltered, for the men had had the precaution, 
before they slept, to throw a large oil cloth over the 
top of our little marquee. The storm ceased sud. 
denly; daylight came, and soon afterwards we again 
embarked. We had made forty.five miles. 

The next morning was beautiful: the sun shone 
brightly, though the lake was yet heaving and swell. 
ing from the recent storm,-altogether it was like 
the laughing eyes and pouting lips of a half. appeased 
beauty. About nine o'clock we ran down into a 
lovely bay, and landed to breakfast on a little lawn 
surrounded by high trees and a thick wood, abound. 
ing in rattlesnakes and squirrels. Luckily for us, 
the storm had dispersed the mosquitoes. 
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Keeping clear of the covert to avoid the!lc fearful 
snakes, I strayed down by the edge of the lake, and 
found a tiny creek, which answered all purposes, 
both of bath and mirror, and there I arranged my 
toilette in peace and security. Returning to our 
breakfast. fire, I stood some moments to admire the 
group around it-it was a perfect picture: there lay 
the little boat rocking on the shining waves, and 
near it Content was washing plates and dishes; 
Pierrot and Masta were cooking; the two Indian 
girls were spreading the tablecloth on the turf. Mrs. 
MacMurray and her baby-looking like the Madonna 
and child in the" Repose in Egypt"-were seated 
under a tree; while Mr. MacMurray, having sus. 
pended his shaving.glass against the trunk of a pine, 
was shaving himself with infinite gravity and sang. 
froid. Never, I think, were the graceful, the wild, 
the comic, so strangely combined !-add the rich 
back.ground of mingled foliage, the murmur ofleaves 
and waters, and all the glory of a summer morn. 
ing !-it was very beautiful! 

We breakfasted in much mirth, and then we I!et 
off again. The channel widened, the sky became 
overcast, the wind freshened, and at length blew 
hard. Though this part of the lake is protected by 
St. Joseph's and the chain of islands from the swell 
of the main lake, still the waves rose high, the wind 
increased, we were obliged to take in a reef or two 
of our sail, and scudded with an almost fearful rapid. 
ity before the wind. In crossing a wide, open ex. 
pause of about twenty miles, we became all at once 
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very silent, then very grave, then very pathetic, and 
at last extremely sick. 

On arri ving among the channels of the Rattle. 
snake Islands, the swelI of course subsided; we land. 
ed on a most beautiful mass of rock, and lighted our 
fire under a group of pincs and sycamores; but we 
were too sick to eat. Mr. MacMurray heated some 
port wine and water, into which we broke biscuit, 
and drank it most picturesquely out of a slop basin
too thankful to get it! Thus recruited, we proceed. 
cd. The wind continued fresh and fair, the day kept 
up fine, and our sail was most delightful and rapid. 
We passed successive groups of islands, countless in 
number, various in form, little fairy Edens-populous 
with life and love, and glowing with light and colour 
under a meridian sun. I remember we came into a 
circular basin, of about three miles in diameter, so 
surrounded with islands, that when once within the 
circle, I could perceive neither ingress nor egress; 
it was as if a spell of enchantment had been wrought 
to keep us there for ever; and I realIy thought we 
were going with our bows upon the rocks, when sud. 
denly we darted through a narrow portal, not above 
two or three yards in width, and found ourselves in 
another wide expanse, studded with larger islands. 
At evening we entered the Missasagua river, having 
come sixty miles, right before the wind, since morn. 
ing. 

The Missasagua (i. e. the river with two mouths) 
gives its name to a tribe of the Chippewa nation, 
once numerous and powerful, now scattered and de. 
graded. This is the river called by Henry the Mu. 
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.asalci, where he found a horde of Indians who had 
never seen a white man before, and who, in the ex. 
cess of their hospitality, crammed him with" a por. 
ridge of sturgeons' roe," which I apprehend, from 
his description, would be likely to prove" caviare to 
the general." There is a remnant of these Indians 
here still. We found a log.hut with a half.breed 
family, in the service of the Fur Company; and two 
or three bark wigwams. The rest of the village, 
(dwellings and inhabitants together,) had gone down 
to the Manitoolin. A number of little Red.skins 
were running about, half, or rather indeed wholly, 
naked-happy, healthy, active, dirty little urchins, 
resembling, except in colour, those you may see 
swarming in an Irish cabin. Poor Ireland! The 
worst Indian wigwam is not worse than some of her 
dwellings; and the most miserable of these Indians 
would spurn the destiny of an Irish poor.slave-for he 
is at least lord o'er himself. As the river is still 
famous for sturgeon, we endeavoured to procure some 
for supper, and had just prepared a large piece to 
roast, (suspended by a cord to three sticks,) when one 
of those horrid curs so rife abnut the Indian dwell. 
ings ran off with it. We were asked to take up our 
night's lodging in the log.hut, but it was so abomina. 
bly dirty and close, we all preferred the shore. 
While they pitched the marquee, I stood for some 
time looking at a little Indian boy, who, in a canoe 
about eight feet 1D length, was playing the most ex· 
traordinary gambols in the water; the buoyant thing 
seemed alive beneath him, and to obey every move. 
ment of his paddle. He shot backwards and for. 
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wards, described circles, whirled himself round and 
round, made pirouettes, exhibited, in short, as many 
tricks as I have seen played by a spirited English 
boy on a thorough.bred pony. 

The mosquitoes were in great force, but we began 
by sweeping them out of the tent with boughs, and 
then closing the curtain, we executed judgment on 
the remainder by wholesale. We then lay down in 
the same order as last night; and Mrs. MacMurray 
sang her little boy to sleep with a beautiful hymn. 
I felt all the luxury of having the turf under me in· 
stead of the rock, and slept well till wakened before 
dawn by some animal sniffing and snuffing close to 
my ear. I commanded my alarm, and did not disturb 
those who were enjoying a sound sleep near me, and 
the intruder turned out to be a cow belonging to the 
hut, who had got her nose under the edge of the tent. 
We set off early, and by sunrise had passed down 
the eastern channel of the river, and !!wept into the 
lake. It was a lovely morning, soft and calm; there 
was no breath of wind; no cloud in the sky, no 
vapour in the air; and the little islands lay around 
"under the opening eyelids of the morn," dewy, and 
green, and silent. We made eighteen miles before 
breakfast; and then pursued our way through Aird's 
bay, and among countless islands of all shapes and 
sizes; I cannot describe their beauty, nor their hal'. 
monious variety; at lallt we perceived in the east 
the high ridge called the mountains of La Cloche. 
They are really respectable hills in this level coun. 
try, but hardly mountains: they are all of lime.stone, 
and partially clothed in wood. All this coast is very 
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rocky and barren; but it is said to be rich in mineral 
productions. About five in the evening we landed at 
La Cloche. 

Here we found the first and only ~igns of civilized 
society during our voyage. The North.West Com. 
pany have an important station here; and two of 
their principal clerks, MI'. MacBean and Mr. Bethune, 
were on the spot. We were reeeived with much 
kindness, and pressed to spend the night, but there 
was yet so much daylight, and time was so valuable, 
that we declined. The factory consists of a large 
log.house, an extensive store to contain the goods 
bartered' with the Indians, and huts inhabited by 
work people, hunters, voyageurs, and others; a small 
village, in short; and a number of boats and canoes 
of all sizes were lying in the bay. It is not merely 
the love of gain that induces well·educated men
gentlemen-to pass twenty years of their lives in 
such a place as this; you must add to the prospec. 
tive acquirement of a large fortune, two possessions 
which men are most wont to covet-power and 
freedom. The table was laid in their hall for supper, 
and we carried off, with their good. will, a large mess 
of broiled fish, dish and all, and a can of milk, which 
delicious viands we discussed in our boat with great 
satisfaction. 

The place derives its name from a large rock, 
which they say, being struck, vibrates like a bell. 
But I had no opportunity of trying the experiment, 
therefore cannot tell how this may be. Henry, how. 
ever, mentions this phenomenon; and the Indians 
regard the spot as sacred and enchanted. Just after 
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sunset, we reached one of the most enchanting of 
these .enchanting or enchanted isles. It rose sloping 
from the shore, in successive ledges of picturesque 
rocks, all fringed with trees and bushes, and clothed 
in many places with a species of gray lichen, nearly 
a foot deep. With a sort of anticipative wisdom 
(like that of a pig in a storm) I gathered a quantity 
of this lichen for our bed, and spread it under the 
mats; for, in fear of the rattle-snakes and other 
creeping things, we had pitched our resting place on 
the naked rock. The men had bllilt up the fire in a 
sheltered place below, and did not perceive that a 
stem of a blasted pine, about twenty feet in length, 
had fallen aCross the recess; it caught the flame. 
This at first delighted us and the men too; but soon 
it communicated to another tree against which it was 
leaning, and they blazed away together in a column 
of flame. We began to fear that it might communi
cate to the dried moss and the bushes, and cause a 
general conflagration; the men prevented this, how
ever, by clearing a space around them. The waved, 
the trees and bushes and fantastic rocks, and the 
figures and faces of the men, caught the brilliant 
light as it flashed upon them with a fitful glare-the 
rest being lost in deepest shadow. Wildly magnifi
cent it was! beyond all expression beautiful, and 
awful too !-the night, the solitude, the dark weltering 
waters, the blaze which put out the mild stars which 
just before had looked down upon us in their tender 
radiance !-I never beheld such a scene. By the 
light of this gigantic torch we supped and prepared 
our beds. As I lay down to rest, and closed my eyes 
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on the flame which shone through ollr tent curtain, 
I thought that perhaps the wind might change in the 
night, and the flakes and sparks be carried over to 
us, and to the beds of lichen, dry and inflammable as 
tinder; but fatigue had subdued me so utterly, that 
even this apprehension could not ke('p me a wake. I 
pressed my hands on my eyes, breathed my prayer, 
and slept in peace. 

The burning trees were still smouldering; day. 
light was just creeping up the sky, and some few 
stars yet out, when we bestirred ourselves, and in 
a very few minutes we were again afloat; we were 
now steering towards the south-east, where the 
great Manitoolin Island was dimly discerned. There 
was a deep slumbrous calm all around, as if Nature 
had not yet awoke from her night's rest: then the at
mosphere began to kindle with gradual light; it 
grew brighter and brighter: towards the east, the 
lake and sky were intermingling in radiance; and 
then,just there, where they seemed flowing and glow
ing together like a bath of fire, we saw what seem
ed to us the huge black hull of a vessel, with masts 
and spars rising against the slry-but we knew not 
what to think or to believe! As we kept on rowing in 
that direction, it grew more distinct, but lessened in 
size; it proved to be a great heavy-built schooner. 
painted black, which was going up the lake against 
wind and current. One man was standing in her 
bows, with an immense oar, which he slowly pulIed, 
walking backwards and forwards j but vain seemed 
alI his toil, for still the vessel lay like a black log, 
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and moved not; we rowed up to the side, and hailed 
him-" What news 1" 

And the answer was that William the Fourth was 
dead, and that Queen Victoria reigned in his place! 
We sat silent looking at each other, and even in that 
very moment the orb of the sun rose out of the lake, 
and poured its beams full in our dazzled eyes. 

We asked if the governor were at the Manitoolin 
Island 1 No; he was not there; but the chief offi. 
cer of the Indian department had come to represent 
him, and the presents were to be given out to the as. 
sembled Indians this morning. We urged the men 
to take to their oars with spirit, and held our course 
due east down by the woody shores of this immense 
island; among fields of reeds and rushes, and almost 
under the shadow of the towering forests. 

Meantime, many thoughts came into my mind
some tears too into my eyes-not certainly for that 
dead king, who in ripe age and in all honour was 
gathered to the tomb-but for that living queen, so 
young and fair-

.. As many hopes hang on that noble head 
As there hang blossoms on the boughs in May!" 

And what will become of them-of her! The idea 
that even here, in this new world of woods and 
waters, amid these remote wilds, to her so utterly un. 
known, her power reaches and her sovereignty is 
acknowledged, filled me with compassionate awe. 
I say compassionate, for if she feel in their whole 
extent the liabilities of her position, alas for her! 
And ifshe feel them not !-O worse and worse! 
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I tried to recall her childish figure and features. 
I thought over all I had heard concerning her. I 
thought she was not such a thing as they could make 
a mere pageant of; for that there is too much within 
-too little without. And what will they make of 
her 1 Fer at eighteen she will hardly make anything 
.of them-I mean of the men and women round her. 
It is of the woman I think, more than of the queen; 
for as a part of the state machinery, she will do quite 
as well as another-better, perhaps: so far her youth 
and sex are absolutely in her favour, or rather in our 
favour. If she be but simple-minded, and true
hearted, and straightforward, with the common por
tion of intellect-if a royal education have not 
blunted in her the quick perceptions and pure kind 
instincts of the woman-if she has only had fair 
play, and carries into business plain distinct notions 
of right and wrong-and the line moral sense that is 
not to be confounded by diplomatic verbiage and ex
pediency-she wiII do be Iter for us than a whole 
cabinet full of cut-and-dried officials, with Talley
rand at the head of them. And what a fair heritage 
is this which has fallen to her! A land young like 
herself-a land of hopes-and fair, most fair! Does 
she know-does she care anything about it 1-while 
hearts are beating warm for her, and voices bless 
her-and hands are stretched out towards her-even 
from these wild lake shores 1 

These thoughts were in my mind, or something like 
to these, as with aid of sail and oar we were gliding 
across the bay of Manitoolin. This bay is about 
three miles wide at the entrance, and runs about 
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twelve miles in depth, in a southern direction. All 
we approached the farther end, we discerned the 
whole line of shore, rising in bold and beautiful reo 
lief from the water, to be covered with wigwams, 
and crowded with Indians. Suddcnly we came to a 
little opening or channel, which was not visible till 
wc were just upon it, and rounding a promontory, to 
my infinite dclight and surprise, we came upon an 
unexpected scenc,-a little bay within the bay. It 
was a beautiful basin, nearly an exact circle, of 
about three miles in circumference; in the centre 
lay a little wooded island, and all around, the shores 
rose sloping from the margin of the lake, like an am. 
phitheatre, covered with wigwams and lodges, thick 
as they could stand amid intermingled trees; and 
beyond these arose thc tall pine forest crowning and 
enclosing the whole. Some hundred canocs were 
darting hither and thither on the waters, or gliding 
along the shore, and a beautiful schooner lay against 
the green bank-its tall masts almost mingling with 
the forest trees, and its white sails half furled and 
half gracefully drooping. 

We landed, and were received with much polite
ness by Mr. Jarvis, the chief superintendent ofIndian 
affairs, and by Major Anderson, the Indian agent; 
and a space was cleared to pitch our tent, until room 
could be made for our accommodation in one of tbe 
I:0vernment log.houses. 
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.. Had I plantation ofthia isle, my lord, 
And were the king of it, what would I do 1 

• No kind of traffic 
Would I admit ;-no name of magistrate; 
Letters should not be known; no use of serv ice, 
Of riches or of poverty-

All men idle-all. 
I would with such perfection govern, sir, 
T' excel the golden age." 

979 

THB TEMPEST. 

THE word Manitoolin is a corruption or frenchiti. 
cation of the Indian Manito,a,walm,ing, which signi. 
fies the" dwelling of spirits." They have given this 
name to a range of islands in Lake Huron, w: ich 
extend from the channel of St. Mary's river nearly 
to Cape Hurd, a distance of about two hundred miles. 
Between this range of islands and the shore of the 
main land, there is an archipelago, consisting of many 
thousand islands or islets. * 

The Great l\ianitoolin, on which I now am, is, aCt 
cording to the last survcy, ninety.three miles in 
length, but very narrow, and so deeply and fantasti. 
cally inde'lted with gulfs and bays, that it was sup • 

• The islands which fringe the north shores of Lake Huron 
from Lake George to Penetanguishine have been estimated by 
Lieut. Bayfield (in his official survey) at upwards of thirty.three 
thousand. 
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posed to consi!!t of many distinct islands. This is 
the second year that the presents to the Indians have 
been issued on this spot. The idea of forming on 
the Great IHanitoolin a settlement of the Indians, 
and inyiting those tribes scattered round the lakes to 
adept it as a residence, has been for the last few 
years entertained by the Indian department; I say 
for the last few years, because it did not originate 
with the prescnt governor; though I believe it has 
his entire approbation, as a means of removing them 
more effectually from all contact with the white set. 
tlers. It is objected to this measurc that by cutting 
off the Indians from agricultural pursuits, and throw. 
ing them back upon their habits of hunting and fish· 
ing, it ,,"ill retard their civilization; that removing 
Ihem frc,m the reserved land among the whites, their 
religious instruction will be rendered a matter of dif. 
ficulty; tlID.t the islands, being masses of barren 
rock, are almost incapable of cultivation; and that 
they arc so far north· west, that it would be difficult 
to raise even a little Indian corn:* and hence the 
plan of settling the Indians here has heen termed 
unjustifiable. 

It is true that the smaller islands are rocky and 
b:lfren; but the Great Manitoolin, Drummond's, and 
St. Joseph's, are fertile. The soil on which I now 
tread is rich and good i and all the experiments in 

• It appears, however, fi'om the notes of the missionary Elli. 
ott, that a great number of Ottawas and Potoganatees had been 
residing on the Great Manitoolin two or three years previQ1lI 
to 1834, and had cultivated" a portion of land. 
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cultivation already tried here have proved success. 
ful. As far as I can judge, the intentions of the go. 
vernment are benevolent and justifiable. There aro 
a great number of Indians, Ottawas ilnd Pottowatto. 
mies, who receive annual presents from the British 
government, and are residing on the frontiers of the 
American settlements, near Lake Mi.::higan. These 
people, having disposed of their lands, lmow not 
where to go, and it is the wish of our government to 
assemble all those Indians who are our allies, and 
receive our annual presents, within the limits of the 
British territory-and this for reasons which cere 
tainly do appear very reasonable and politic. 

There are three thousand seven hundred Indians, 
Ottawas, Chippewas, Pottowattomies, Winnebagoes, 
and Menomonies, encamped around us. The issue 
of the presents has just concluded, and appears to 
have given universal satisfaction j yet, were you to 
see their trifling nature, you would wonder that they 
think it worth while to travel from one to five hun. 
dred miles or more to receive them j and by an or. 
dinance of the Indian department, every individual 
must present himself in person to receive the allotted 
portion. The common equipment of each chief or 
warrior (that is, each man) consists of three quare 
ters of a yard of blue cloth, three yards of linen,one 
blanket, half un ounce of thread, four strong needles, 
one comb, one awl, one butcher's knife, three pounds 
of tobacco, three pounds of ball, nine pounds of shot, 
four pounds of powder, and six flints. The equip. 
ment of a woman consists of one yard and three 
quarters of coarse woollen, two yards and a half of 
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printed calico, one blanket, one ounce of thread, four 
[~eedles, one comb, one' awl, one knife. For each 
"hild there was a portion of woollen cloth and cali. 
'0. Those chiefs who had been wounded in battle, 

or had extraordinary claims, had some little articles 
I extra quantity, and a gay f;hawl or handkerchief. 

'1'0 each principal chief of a tribe, the allotted por. 
i ion of goods for his tribe was given, and he made 
the distribution to his people individually; and such 
., thing as injustice or partiality on one hand, or a 
llIurmur of dissatisfaction on the other, seemed equal. 
Iy unknown. There were, besides, extra presents of 
thgs, medals, chiefs' guns, rifles, trinkets, brass keto 
i.les, the choice and distribution of which were left 
to the superintendent, with this proviso, that the ex· 
pense on the whole was never to exceed nine pounds 
8terling for everyone hundred chiefs or warriors. 

While the Indians remain on the island, which is 
icnerally about fi ve days, they receive rations of 
Indian corn and tallow, (fat melted down;) with this 
they make a sort of soup, boiling the Indian corn till 
it is of the consistence of porridge-then adding a 
handful of tallow and some salt, ~ nd stirring it well. 
Many a kettleful of this delectable mess did I see 
made, without feeling any temptation to taste it; 
but Major Anderson says it is not so very bad; when 
a man is very hungry, which I am content to believe 
on his testimony. On this and on the fish of the bay 
~hey live while here. 
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. As soon as the distribution of the presents was· 
over, a grand council of all the principal chiefs was 
convened, that they might be informed of the will of 
their great father. 

You must understand, that on the promontorY' I 
have mentioned as shutting in the little bay on the 
north si-de, there are some government edificeR; one 
large house, consisting of one room, as accommo. 
dation for the superintendent and officers; also a 
carpenter's house and a magazine for the stores and 
present!:!, all of logs. A deal plank raised on tressels 
lerved as a table; there were a few stools and benches 
of deal.board, and two raised wooden plattorms for 
beds: such were the furniture and decorations of 
the grand council.hall in which the representative of 
the representative of their Great Mother had now 
assembled her red chi.ldren; a flag was displayed in 
front upon a lofty pole-a new flag, with a new de. 
vice, on which I saw troops of Indians gazing with, 
much curiosity and interest, and the meaning of 
which was now to be explained to them. 

The council met about noon. At the upper end 
ef the log.house :I ha\le mentioned, stood the chief 
superintendent, with his secretary or grand vizier, 
Major Anderson; the two interpreters, and some 
other officials. At some Ii ttle distance I sa t with 
Mr. and Mrs. M-acMurray, and a young SOli of the 
lieutenant governor; near me I perceived three Me. 
thodist missionaries and two Catholic priests. The 
chiefs came in, one after another, without any order 
of precedence. All those whom I had seen at Mack. 
inaw recognized me immediately, and their dusky. 



S84 6U!IIIER RAMBLES. 

faces brightened as they held out their hands with 
the customary bojou! There was myoId acquain. 
tance the Rain, looking magnificent, and the vener. 
able old Ottawa chief, Kish,ke,nick, (the Cut.hand.) 
The other remarkable chiefs of the Ottawas were 
Gitchee,Mokomaun, (the Great or Long.knife;) So,. 
wan,quet, (the Forked.tree ;) Kim,e,ne,chau,zun, (the 
Bustard;) Mokvmaun,ish, (the Bad.knife;) Pai,. 
mau,se,gai, (the Sun's course in a cloudless sky,) and 
As,si,ke,nack, (the Black.bird ;) the latter a very reo 
markable man, of whom I shall have to say more 
presently. Of the Chippewas, the most distinguished 
chiefs were, Aisence, (the Little Clam;) Wai,sow,. 
win,de,bay, (the Yellow.head,) and Shin,gua,conse, 
(the Pine;) these three are Christians. There were 
besides Ken,ne,bec,ano, (the Snake's.tail;) Muc,. 
konce,e,wa,yun, (the Cub's.:;>kin;) and two others 
whose style was quite grandiloquent,-Tai,bau,se,gai, 
(Bursts of Thunder at a distance,) and Me,twai,. 
crush,kau, (the Sound of Waves breaking on the 
rocks. ) 

Nearly opposite to me was a famous Pottowaltomi 
chief and conjuror, called the Two Ears. He was 
most fantastically dressed and hideously painted, 
a.nd had two large clusters of swansdown depending 
from each ear-I suppose in illustration of his name. 
There were three men with their faces blacked with 
grease and soot, their hail' dishevelled, and their 
whole appearance studiously squalid and miserable: 
I was told they were in mourning for near relations. 
With these exceptions the dresses were much what I 
have already described; but the chief whom I imme. 
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diatelydistinguished from the rest, even before I 
knew his name, was my cousin, young Waub.Ojeeg,. 
the son of Wayish,ky j in height he towered above' 
them all, being about six feet three or four. His 
dress was equally splendid and tasteful j he wore a 
surtout of fine blue cloth, under which was seen 8' 

shirt of gay colours, and his father's medal hung on 
his breast. He had a magnificent embroidered belt 
of wampum, from which hung his scalping.knife and 
pouch. His leggings (metasses) were of scarlet 
cloth, beautifully embroidered, with rich bands or 
garters depending to his ankle. Round his head was 
an embroidered band or handkerchief, in which were 
stuck four wing.feathers. of the war.eagle, two on 
each side-testimonies of his prowess as a warrior. 
He held a tomahawk in his hand. His features were 
fine, and his countenance not only mild, but almost 
femininely soft. Altogether he was in dress and, 
personal appearance the finest specimen of his race 
I had yet seen j I was quite proud of my adopted 
kinsman. 

He was seated at some distance j but in far too 
near propinquity, for in truth they almost touched 
me, sa· a group of creatures-human beings I must 
BUPPUE8 them, such as had never been seen before 
within the lines of civilization. I had remarked 
them in the morning surrounded by a group of Otta. 
was, among whom they seemed to excite as much 
wonder and curiosity as among ourselves j and when 
1 inquired who and what they were, I was told they 
were cannibals from the Red RiveI', the title being, I 
IUspect, quite gratuitous, and merely expressive of 
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the disgust they excited. One man had his hair cut 
ahort on the top of his head, and it looked like a cir. 
cular blacking.brush, while it grew long in a fringe 
all round, hanging on his shoulders. The skins 
thrown round them seemed on the point of rotting 
off; and their attitude, when squatted on the ground, 
lVas precisely that of the larger ape I have seen in 
0. menagerie. More hideous, more pitiable specimenll 
of humanity in its lowest, most degraded state, can 
hardly be conceived; melancholy, squalid, stupid
and yet not fierce. They had each received a kettle 
and a gun by way of encouragement. 

The whole number of chiefs assembled was seventy. 
five; and take notice, that the half of them were 
smoking, that it was blazing noon· tide, and that 
every door and window was filled up with the eager 
faces of the crowd without, and then you may ima.
gine that even a scene like this was not to be en. 
joyed without some drawbacks; in fact, it was a 
Bort of purgatory to more senses than one, but I made 
up my mind to endure, and did so. I observed that 
although there were many hundreds round the house, 
not one woman, outside or inside, was visible during 
the whole time the council lasted. 

When all were assembled, and had seated them. 
selves on the floor, withont hurry, noise, or confusion, 
there was a pause of solemn preparation, and then 
Mr. Jarvis rose and addressed them. At the end of 
every sentence, As,si,ke,nack, (the Black.bird,) our 
chief interpreter here, translated the meaning to tha 
assembly, raising his voice to a high pitch, and speak. 
ing with much oratorical emphasis-the others reo 
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Iponding at intervals, " Ha !" but listening generally 
in tlolemn silence. This man, the Black.bird, who 
understands English well, is the most celebrated ora. 
tor of his nation. They relate with pride that on 
one occasion he began a speech at sunrise, and that 
it lasted, without intermission, till sunset: the long. 
est breathed of our parliament orators must yield, I 
think, to the Black.bird. 

The address of the superintendent was in these 
words:-

"Children!-When your Great Father, the lieu. 
tenant.governor, parted with his Red children last 
year at this pklce, he promised again to meet them 
here at the council.fire, and witness in person the 
grand delivery of presents now just finished. 

"To fulfil this engagement, your Great Father lefl 
his residence at Toronto, and proceeded on his way 
to the Great Manitoolin Island, as far as Lake Sim. 
coe. At this place, a messenger who had bren de. 
Ipatched from Toronto overtook him, and informed 
him of the death of our Great Father, on the other 
side of the Great SaIt Lake, and the accession of the 
Queen Victoria. It consequently became necessary 
for your Great Father, the lieutenant-governor, to 
return to the seat of his government, and hold a 
council with his chief men. 

"Children!-Your Great Father, the lieutenant. 
governor, has deputed me to express to you his reo 
gret and disappointment at being thus unexpectedly 
cleprived of the pleasure which he had promised to 
himself, in again seeing all his Red children, and ia 
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taking by the hand the chiefs and warriors of the 
numerous tribes now here assembled. 

" Children !-1 am now to communicate to you a 
matter in which many of you are deeply interested. 
Listen with attention, and bear well in mind what I 
say to you. 

" Children!-Your Great Father the King had de. 
termined that presents should be continued to be 
given to all Indians resident in the Canadas. 

"But presents will be given to Indians residing in 
the United States only for three years, including the 
present delivery. 

"Children .I-The reasons why presents will not 
be continued to the Indians residing in the United 
States I will explain to you. 

" First: All our countrymen who resided in the 
United States forfeited their claim to protection from 
the British government, from the moment their Great 
Father the King lost possession of that country. 
Consequently the Indians have no right to expect 
that their Great Father will contiuue to them what 
he does not continue to his own white children. 

"Secondly: The Indians of the United States who 
served in the late war have already received from 
the British government more than has been received 
by the soldiers of their Great Father, who have fought 
for him for twenty years. 

"Thirdly: Among the rules which civilized na. 
tions are bound to attend to, there is one which for. 
bids your Great Father to give arms and ammunition 
to Indians of the United States, who are fighting 
against the government under which they live. 
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" Fourthly: The people of England have, through 
their representatives in the great council of the na. 
tion, uttered great complaints at the expense atten. 
dant upon a continuation of the expenditure of so 
large a sum of money upon Indian presents. 

"But, Children! lilt it be distinctlv understood, 
that the British government has not 'come to a de. 
termination to cease to give presents to the Indians 
of the United States. On the contrary. the govern. 
ment of your Great Father will be most happy to do 
80, provided they live in the British empire. There. 
fore, although your Great Father is willing that his 
Red children should all become permanent settlers 
in the island, it matters not in what part of the Bri. 
tish empire they reside. They may go across the 
Great Salt L:tke to the country of their Great 
Father the King, and there reside, and there receivo 
their presents; or they may remove to any part of 
the provinces of Upper or Lower Canada, New 
Brunswick, Nova Scotia, or any other British colo. 
ny, and yet receive them. But they C:lDnot and must 
not expect to receive them after the end of threo 
years, if they continue to reside within the limits of 
the United States. 

" Children!-The Long Knives have complained 
(and with justice too) that your Great Father, whilst 
he is at peace with them, has supplied his Red child. 
ren residing in their country, with whom the Long 
Knives are at wal', with guns and powder and 

ball. 
" Children!-This, I repeat to you, is against the 

rules of civilized nations, and if continued, will 
20 
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bring on war between your Great Father and the 
Long Knives. 

" Children!-You must therefore come and live 
under the protection of your Great Father, or lose 
the advantage which you have so long enjoyed, of 
annually receiving valuable presents from him. 

" Children !-I have one thing more to observe to 
you. There are many clergymen constantly visiting 
you for the avowed purpose of instructing you in reo 
ligious principles. Listen to them with attention 
when they talk to you on that subject; but at the 
same time keep always in vicw, and bear it well in 
your minds, tl.at they have nothing whatever to do 
with your temporal affairs. Your Great Father who 
lives across the Great Salt Lake is your guardian 
and protector, and he only. He has relinquished 
his claim to this large and beautiful Island, on which 
we are assembled, in order that you may have a home 
of your own quite separate from his white children. 
The soil is good, and the waters which surround 
the shores of this island are abundantly supplied 
with the finest fish. If you cultivate the soil with 
only moderate industry, and exert yourselves to obtain 
fish, you can never want, and your Great Father will 
continue to bestow annually on all those who per. 
manently reside here, or in any part of his domino 
ions, valuable presents, and will from time to time 
visit you at this island, to behold your improve. 
ments. 

" Children!-Your Great Father, the lieutenant. 
governor, as a token of the above declaration, trans. 
mits to the Indians a silk British flag, which repre. 
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Bents the British empire. Within this flag, and im. 
mediately under the symbol of the British crown, are 
delineated a British lion and a beaver j by which is 
designated that the British people and the Indians, 
the former being represented by the lion and the lat. 
fer by the beaver, are, and will be, alike regarded by 
their sovereign, so long as their figures are imprint. 
ed on the British flag, or, in other words, so long as 
they continue to inhabit the British empire. 

" Children !-This flag is now yours. But it is 
necessary that some one tribe should take charge oC 
it, in order that it may be exhibited in this island on 
all occasions, when your Great Father either visits 
or bestows presents on his Red children. Choose, 
therefore, from among you, the tribe to which you 
are willing to entrust it for safe.keeping, and reo 
member to have it with you when we next meet 
again at this place. 

" Children !-I bid you farewell. But before we 
part, let me express to you the high satisfaction I fell 
at witnessing the quiet, sober, and orderly conduct 
which has prevailed in the camp since my arrival. 
There are assembled here upwards of three thousand 
persons, composed of different tribes. I have not 
seen nor heard of any wrangling or quarrelling among 
you; I have not seen even one man, woman, or child, 

in a state of intoxication. 
" Children !-Let me entreat you to abstain from 

indulgin<T in the use of fire·water. Let me entreat 
o . 

you to return immediately to your respective homes, 
with the presents now in your possession. Let me 
warn you against attempts that may be made by 
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traders or other persons to induce you to part with 
your presents, in exchange for articles of little 
value.-FareweIl." 

'Vhen Mr. Jarvis ceased speaking, there was a 
pause, and then a fine Ottawa chief (I think Moko. 
maun,ish) arose, and spoke at some length. He said, 
that with regard to. the condition on which the 
presents would be issu"d in future, they would delib. 
eratc on the affair, and bring their answer next 
year. 

Shinguaconse then came forward and made a long 
and emphatic speech, from which 1 gathered that he 
nnd his trib~ requested that the principal council.fire 
might be transferred to St. M"ry's Hi ver, and ob. 
jeeted to a residence on the Manitoolin Island. Af. 
ter him spoke two other chief.~, who signified their 
entire acquicscence in v .. hat their Great Father had. 
advised, and declared themselves satisfied to reside· 
on the Manitoolin Islands. 

After some deliberation among themselves, the 
custody of the flag was consigned to the Ottawa 
tribe then residing on the island, and to their princi. 
pal chief, who came forward and received it with 
great ceremony. 

There was then a distribution of extra present8, 
mcdal~, silver gorgets, and amulets, to some of the 
chiefs nnd relatives of chiefs whose conduct wall 
particularly approved, or whom it was thought expe. 
dient to gratify. 

The council then b:'oke up, and I made my way 
into the open air as quickly as I could. 
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In walking about among the wigwams to. day, I 
found Borne women on the shore, mal,ing a canoe. 
The frame had been put together by the men. The 
women were then joining the pieces of birch. bark, 
with the split ligaments of the pine. root, which they 
call wattup. Other women were employed in melt. 
ing and applying the resinous gum, with which they 
smear the seams, and render them impervious to the 
water. There was much chattering and laughing 
meanwhile, and I never saw a merrier set of 
gossips. 

This canoe, which was about eighteen feet in 
length, was finished before night; and the next 
morning I saw it afloat. 

A man was pointed out to me, (a Chippewa from 
Lake Superior,) who, about three years ago, when 
threatened by starvation during his winter hunt, had 
devoured his wife and one or two of his children. 
You shudder-so did I; but since famine can prevail 
over every human feeling or instinct, tiII the" pitiful 
mother hath sodden her own children," and a woman 
devoured part of her lover,* I do not think this 
wretcheo:l creature must necessarily be a born mono 
ster of ferocity. His features were very mild and 
sad: he is avoided by the other Chippewas here, and 
not considered respectable; and this frem an opinion 
they entertain, that when a man has once tasted hu. 
man flesh, he can relish no other: but I must quit 
this abominable subject • 

VOL. II. 

• See the Voyage of the Blonde. 
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At sunset this evening, just as the air was begin. 
ning to grow cool, Major Anderson proclaimed a ca. 
noe race, the canoes to be paddled by the women 
only. The prize consisted of twenty-five pair of 
silver ear-rings and other trinkets. [can give you 
no idea of the stute of commotion into wh:ch the 
whole camp, men and women and children, were 
thrown by this announcement. Thirty canoes started, 
each containing twelve women, and a mun to steer. 
They were to go round the little island in the centre 
of the bay, and return to the starting point,-the first 
canoe which touched the shore to be the winner. 
They darted off together with a sudden velocity, 
like that of an arrow from the bow. The Indians on 
the shore ran backwards and forwards on the beach, 
exciting them to exertion by loud cries, leaping into 
the air, whooping and clapping their hands j and 
when at length the first canoe dashed up to the land
ing place, it was as ifall had gonc at once distracted 
and stark mad. The men, throwing themselves into 
the water, carried the winners out in their arms, 
who were laughing and panting for breath j and then, 
the women cried "Ny'a! Ny'a!" and the men. 
shouted" Ty'a!" till the pine woods rang again. 

But all was good humour, and even guod order .. 
in the midst of this confusion. There was no ill 
blood, not a dispute, not an outrage, not even a sound 
of unkindness or anger j these are certainly the 
most ~ood-natured, orderly savages imaginable! We 
are twenty white people, with 3,700 of these wild. 
creatures around us, and I never in my life felt more 
security. I find it necessary, indeed, to Ruspend Ii 
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blanket before each of the windows when I am dress. 
ing in the morning, for they have no idea of the 
possibility of being intrusive; they think "men's 
eyes were made to look," and windows to be looked 
through; but, with this exception, I never met with 
people more genuinely polite. 

The scenes and groups around me here are mefely 
a repetition of 8ych as I described to you at Macki~ 
naw, only with greater variety and on a larger scale: 
I will therefore only particularize one or two things. 

There is a man here, an Englishman, settled up 
the lakes somewhere, who has a couple of Indian 
mistresses, and has brought them down to receive 
their presents. He is a man of noble f.'lmily, and 
writes honourable bpfore his name. He swaggers 
about in a pair of canvass trowsers and moccasins, a 
check shirt with the collar open, no cravat, a straw 
hat stuck on the side of his head, and a dirty pipe in 
his mouth. He had a good fortune, and an honour. 
able statio)], in society; the one was wasted in e:J:. 

cesses, and the other he has disgraced and abandoned. 
His countenance and his whole deportment conveyed 
an impression of reckless profligacy, of folly, weak. 
ness, and depra,-ity, inexpressibly disgusting. There 
is no ruffian like the ruffian of civilized life. I 
turned from this man to my painted, half. naked Pot. 
towattolllies with a sense of relief: 

To.day, when Mr. Jarvis was expressing his deter. 
mination to keep liquor from the Indians, and en· 
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force the laws on that subject, I heard this man 
mutter just behind me, "I'll be d-d, though, if I 
don't give 'em whiskey whenever I choose!" I would 
write down the name of this wretched fellow, but 
that perhaps he has some mother or sister to whom 
he has already caused pain and shame enough. 

After a very tiring day, I was standing to.night at 
the door of our log.house, looking out upon the tran. 
quil stars, and admiring the peace and tranquillity 
which reigned all around. Within the house Mrs. 
MacMurray was hearing a young Chippewa read 
the Gospel, and the light of a lamp above fell upon 
her beautiful face-very beautiful it was at that mo· 
ment-and on the dusky features of the Indian boy, 
akin to her own, and yet how different! and on his 
silver armlets and feathered head.dress. It was 
about nine o'clock, and though a few of the camp 
fires were yet burning, it seemed that almost all had 
gone to rest. At this moment old Solomon, the in. 
terpreter, came up, ann told me that the warriors 
had arranged to give me an exhibition of their war. 
dance, and were thcn painting and preparing. In a 
few minutes more, the drum, and the shriek, and the 
long tremulous whoop, were heard. A large crowd had 
gathered silently in front of the house, leaving an open 
space in the midst; many of them carried great 
blazing torches, made of the bark of the pine rolled 
up into a cylinder. The innermost circle of the 
spectators sat down, and the rest stood around; some 
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on the stumps of the felled trees, which were still at 
hand. I remember that a large piece of a flaming 
torch fell on the naked shoulder of a savage, and he 
jumped up with a yell which made me start j but 
they all laughed, and so did he, and sat himself 
down again quietly. 

Meantime the drumming and yelling drew nearer, 
and all at once a man leaped like a panther into the 
very middle of the circle, and, flinging off his blan. 
ket, began to caper and to flourish his war.club; 
then another, and another, till there were about 
forty j then they stamped round and round, and ges. 
ticulated a sort of fiercely grotesque pantomime, 
and sent forth their hideous yells, while the glare of 
the torches fell on their painted and naked figures, 
producing an effect altogether quite indescribable. 
Then a man suddenly stopped before me, and began 
a speech at the very top of his vo',ce, so that it sound. 
ed like a reiteration of loud cries; it was, in fact, a 
string of exclamations, which a gentleman standing 
behind me translated as he went on. They were to 
this purport :-" I am a Red·skin! I am a warrior! 
look on me' I am a warrior' I am brave! I have 
fought! I have killed! I have killed my enemies! I 
have eaten the td'ps of the hearts of my enemies! 
I have drunk their blood! I have struck down seven 
Long.knives! I have taken their scalps !" 

This last vaunt he repeated several times with ex· 
wtation, thinking, perhaps, it must be particularly 
agreeable to a daughter of the Red.coats j-nothi,ng 
was ever less so! and the human being who was 
thus boasting stood within half a yard of me, his 



298 !UMMER RA.MBLES. 

grim painted face and gleaming eyes looking into 
mine! 

A.propos to scalps, I have seen many of the war. 
riors here, who had one or more of these suspended 
as decorations to their dress; and they seemed to 
me so much a part and parcel of the sauvagerifl 
around me, that I looked on them generally without 
emotion or pain. But there was one thing I never 
could see without a start, and a thrill of horror,-tha 
scalp of long fair lIair. 

Walking about early next morning, I saw that 
preparations for departure had already commenced: 
all was movement, and bustle, and hurry; taking 
down wigwams, launching canoes, tying up bundles 
and babies, cooking, and "sacrificing" wretched 
dogs to propitiate the spirits, and procure a favoura. 
ble voyage. I came upon such a sacrifice just at the 
opposi te side of the point, and took to flight forth. 
with. No interest, no curiosity, can overcome tha 
sickness and abhorrence with which I shrink from 
certain things; so I can tell you nothing of this 
grand ceremony, which you will ftnd described cir. 
cumstantially by many less fastidious or less sensi. 
tive travellers. 

All the Christian Indians now on the island (about 
nine hundred in number) are, with the exception of 
Mr. MacMurray's congregation from the Sault, 
either Roman Catholics or Methodists. 

I had some conversation with Father Crue, tho 
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Roman Catholic missionary, a very clever and very 
zealous man, still in the prime of life. He has been 
here two years, is indefatigable in his calling, or, as 
Major Anderson said, .. always on the go-up the 
lake and down-in every spot where he had the hope 
of being usefuI." I heard the Methodists and 
Churchmen complain greatly of his interference; 
but if he be a true believer in his religion, his active 
zeal does him honour, I think. 

One thing is most visible, certain, and undeniable, 
that the Roman Catholic converts are, in appearance, 
dress, intelligence, and general civilization, superior 
to all the others. 

A band of Ottawas, under the particular care of 
Father Crue, have settled on the Manitoolin, about 
six miles to the south. They have large plantations 
of corn and potatoes, and they have built log-huts, a. 
chapel for their religious sen-ices, and a house for 
their priest. I asked him distinctly whether they 
had erected these buiidings themselves: he said they 
had. 

Here, in the encampment, the Roman Catholic 
Ottawas have erected a large temporary chapel of 
posts covered in with bark, the floor strewed over 
with green boughs and mats, and an altar and cru
cifix at the end. In front a bell is suspended be
tween the forked branches of a pine. I have heard 
them sinO' mass here, with every demonstration of 

'" decency and piety. 
The Methodists have two congregations: the In. 

dians of the Credit, under the direction of Peter 
Jones, and the Indians from Coldwater and the 
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N arrows, under a preacher whose name I forget,
both zealous men; but the howling and weeping of 
these Methodi,ft Indians, as they lie grovelling on 
the ground in their religious services, struck me 
painfully. 

Mr. Mae.'lIurray is the only missionary of the 
Church of England, and, with all his zeal and his 
peculiar means of influence and success, it cannot be 
said that he is adequately aided and supported. 
"The English Church," said one of our most intelli. 
gent Indian agents, .. either cannot or will not, eer. 
tainly does not, sow; therefore cannot expect to 
reap." The zeal, activity, and benevolence of the 
travelling missionary Elliot are beyond all praise; 
but his ministry is devoted to the back settlers more 
than to the Indians. The Roman Catholic missions 
have been, of all, the most active and persevering; 
next to these the Methodists. The Presbyterian and 
the English Churches have been hitherto compara. 
tively indifferent and negligent. 

Information was brought to the superintendent, 
that a trader from Detroit, with a boat laden with 
whiskey and rum, was lying concealed in a little 
cove near the entrance of the great bay, for the pur. 
pose of w?ylaying the Indians, and bartering the 
whiskey for their new blankets, guns, and trinkets. 
I exclaimed with indignation !-but Mr. Jarvis did 
better than exclaim; he sent off the Blackbird, with 
a canoe full of stout men, to board the trader anci 
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throw all the whiskey into the lake, and then desire 
the owner to bring any complaint or claim for resti. 
tution down to Toronto; and this was done accord. 
ingly. The Blackbird is a Christian, and extreme. 
ly noted for his general good conduct, and his 
declared enmity to the" dealers in fire. water." 

Yet a word more before I leave my Indians. 
There is one subject on which all travellers in 

these regions-all who have treated of the manners 
and modes of life of the north. west tribes, are accus. 
tomed to expatiate with great eloquence and indigo 
nation, which they think it incumbent on the gal. 
lantry and chivalry of Christendom to denounce as 
constituting the true badge and distinction of barbar. 
ism and heathenism, opposed to civilization and 
Christianity :-1 mean the treatmcnt and condition 
of their women. The women, they say, are 
"drudges," "slaves," "beasts of burthen," victims, 
martyrs, degraded, abject, oppressed; that not only 
the cares of the household and maternity, but the 
cares and labours propcl' to the men, fall upon them; 
and they seem to consider no expression of disap. 
probation, and even abhorrence, too strong for the 
occasion; and if there be any who should feel in. 
clined to modify such objurgations, or speak in ex· 
cuse or mitigation of the fact, he might well fear 
that the publication of such opinions would expose 
him to have his eyes scratched out, (metaphorically,) 

VOL. II. 26 
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or die, in every female coterie, in every review, the 
death of Orpheus or Pentheus •. 

Luckily I have no Buch risk to run. Let but 
my woman's wit bestead me here as much as 
my womanhood, and I will, as the Indians say, "tell 
you a piece of my mind," and place the matter be. 
fore you in another point of view. 

Under one aspect of the question, all these gen tie. 
men travellers are right: they are right in their es. 
timate of the condition of the Indian squaws-they 
are drudges, slaves: and they are right in the opin. 
ion that the condition of the women in any commu· 
nity is a test of the advance of moral and intellectual 
cultivation in that community; but it is not a test of 
the virtue or c;vilization of the man; in these Indian 
tribes, \I here the men are the noblest and bra vest of 
their kind, the women are held of no account, are 
despised and (.pprcssed. But it does appear to me 
that the woman among these Indians holds her true 
natural.position relatively to the state of the man and 
the state of society; and this cannot be said of all 
societies. 

Take into consideration, in the first place, that in 
these Indian communities the task of providing sub. 
sistence falls solely and entirely on the men. When 
it is said, in general terms, that the men do nothing 
but hunt all day, while the women are engaged in 
perpetual toil, I suppose this suggests to civilized 
readers the idea of a party of gentlemen at Melton, 
or a turn.out of Mr. Meynell's hounds i-or, at most, 
a deer.stalking excursion to the Highlands-a holi. 
day atl"air ;-while the women, poor souls! must si t 
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at home and sew, and spin, and cook victuals. But 
what is the life of an Indian hunter ?-one of inces. 
sant, almost killing toil, and often danger.* A hunt. 
er goes out at dawn, knowing that, if he returns 
empty, his wife and his little ones musl starve-no 
uncommon predicament! He comes home at sun· 
set, spent with fatigue, and unable even to speak. 
His wife takes off his moccasins, places before him 
what food she has, or, if latterly the chase has failed, 
probably no food at all, or only a little parched wild 
rice. She then examines his hunting.pouch, and in 
it finds the claws, or beak, Of tongue ofthe game, or 
other indications by which she knows what it is, and 
where to find it. She then goes for it, and drags it 
home. When he is refreshed, the hunter caresses 
his wife and children, relates the events of his chase, 
smokes his pipe, and goes to sleep-to begin the same 
life on the following day. 

Where, then, the whole duty and labour of provid. 
ing the means of subsistence, ennobled by danger 
and courage, fall upon the man, the woman natu. 
rally sinks in importance, and is a dependent drudge. 
But she is not therefore, I suppose, so very miserable, 
nor, relatively, so very abject; she is sure of protec. 

• I had once a description of an encounter between my iIlus. 
trious grandpapa Waub.Ojeeg and an enormous elk, in whi~h 
be had to contend with the infuriated animal for hi. very hfe 
for a space of thrpe hours, and the snows were stained with his 
blood and that of hi. adversary for a hundred yards round. At 
last, while dodging the elk round and ~ound a tr~e, ~e contrived 
to tear off the thong from his moccasm, and wIth It to fasten 
h~ knife to the end of a stick, and with this he li~eraVy hacl!i~d 
,~ the creature till it fell t}-om 1088 of blood. 
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tion j sure of maintenance, at least while the man 
has it j sure of kind treatment j sure that she will 
never have her children tahen from her bllt by death; 
sees none better off than herself, and has no concep. 
tion of a superior destiny j and it is evident that in 
such a state the appointed and necessary share of 
the woman is the household work, and all other 
domestic labour. As to the necessity of carrying 
bUl'thens, when moving the camp from place to place, 
and felling and carrying wood, this is the most 
dreadful part of her lot j and however accustomed 
from youtn to the axe, the paddle, and the carrying. 
belt, it brings on internal injuries and severe suffer. 
ing-and yet it must be done. For a man to carry 
burthens would absolutely incapacitate him for a 
hunter, and consequently from procuring sufficient 
meat for his family. Hence, perhaps, the contempt 
with which they regard it. And an Indian woman 
is unhappy, and her pride is hurt, if her husband 
should be seen with a load on his back j this was 
strongly expressed by one among them who said it 
wa!' "unmanly j" and that "she could not bear to 
see it!" 

Hence, however hard the lot of woman, she is in 
no false position. The two sexes are in their natural 
and true position relatively to the state of society, 
and the means of subsistence. 

The first step from the hunting to the agricultural 
state is the first step in the emancipation of the fe. 
male. I know there are some writers who lament 
that the introduction of agncuiture has not bene. 
fitted the Indian women, rather added to their toils, 
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as a great proportion of the hoeing and planting has 
devolved on theni j but among the Ottawas, where 
this is the case, the women are decidedly in a better 
state than among the hunting Chippewas j they can 
sell or dispose of the produce raised by themselves, if 
there be more than is nece,ssary for the family, and 
they take some share in the bargains and business of 
the tribe: and add, that among all these tribes, in 
the division of the money payments for the ceded 
land, every woman receives her individual share. 

Lewis and Clarke, in exploring the Missouri, came 
upon a tribe ofIndiaDB who, from local circumstances, 
kill little" game, and live principally on fish and 
roots j and as the women are equally expert with the 
men in procuriDg subsistence, they have a rank and 
influence very rarely found among Indians. The 
females are permitted to speak freely before the men, 
to whom indeed they sometimes address themselves 
in a tone of authority. On many subjects their judg. 
ment and opinion are respected, and in matters of 
trade their advice is generally asked and pursued I 
the labours of the family too are shared equally.· 
This seems to be a case in point. 

Then, when we speak of the drudgery of the 
women, we must note the equal division of labour; 
there is no class of women privileged to sit still while 
others work. Every squaw makes the clothing, 
mats, moccasins, and boils the kettle for her own 
family. Compare her life ~'ith the refined leisure ~f 
an elegant woman in the hIgher classes of our SOCI • 

VOL. D. 

• Travels up the Miasouri. 
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ety, and it is wretched and abject; but compare her 
life with that of a servant.maid of all work, or a fac. 
tory girl,-I do say h.at the condition of the squaw 
is gracious in comparison, dignified by domestic feel. 
ings, and by equality with all around her. Ifwomen 
are to be exempted from toil in reverence to the sex, 
and as women, I can understand this, though I think it 
unreasonable; but if it be merely a privilege of sta. 
tion, and confined to a certain set, while the great 
primeval penalty is doubled on the rest, then I do not 
see where is the great gallantry and consistency of 
this our Christendom, nor what right we have to 
look down upon the barbarism of the Indian savages 
who make drudges of their women. 

I will just mention here the extreme delicacy and 
personal modesty of the women of these tribes, which 
may seem ~trange when we see them brought up and 
living in crowded wigwams, where a whole family is 
herded within a space of a few yards; but the lower 
classes of the Irish, brought up in their cabins, are 
remarkable for the same feminine characteristic: 
it is as if true modesty were from within, and could 
hardly be outwardly defiled. 

But to return. Another boast over the Indian 
savages in this respect is, that we set a much higher 
value on the chastity of women. We are told (with 
horror) that among some of the north.west tribes 
the man offers his wife or sister, nothing loth, to his 
guest, as a part of the duty of hospitality; and this 
is, in truth, barbarism !-the heartless brutality on 
one side, and the shameless indifference on the other, 
may well make a woman's heart shrink within her. 



TlIfl INDIAN WOMEN. 307 

But what right have civilized men to exclaim, and 
look sublime and self-complacent about the matter 1 
If they do not exactly imitate this fashion of the In
dians, their exceeding and jealous reve;ence for the 
virtue of women is really indulged at a very cheap 
rate to themselves. If the chastity of women be a 
virtue, and respectable in the eyes of the community 
for its own sake, well and good; if it be a mere mat
ter of expediency, and valuable only as it affects 
property, guarded by men just as far as it concerns 
their honour-as far as regards ours, a jest-if this 
be the masculine creed of right and wrong-the fiat 
promulgated by our lords and masters, then I should 
be inclined to answer, as the French girl answered 
the Prince de Conti, "Pour Dieu! monseigneur, wtre 
altesse royale est par trop insolente!" There is no 
woman, worthy the name, whosc cheek does not burn 
in shame and indignation at the thought. 

Such women as those poor perverted sacrificed 
creatures who haunt our streets, or lead as guilty 
lives in lavish splendour, are utterly unknown among 

the Indians. 
With regard to female right of property, there III 

no such thing as real property among them, except 
the hunting.grounds or territory which are the pos
session of the tribe. The personal property, as the 
clothing, mats, cooking and hunting apparatus, all 
the interior of the wigwam, in short, seems to be under 
the control of the woman; and on the death of her 
husband the woman remains in possession of the lodge. 
and all it contains. except the medal, /lag. or other 
insignia of dignity, which go to his aon or male rela. 
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tives. The corn she raises, and the maple sugar she 
makes, she can always dispose of as she thinks fit
they are hers. 

It seems to me a question whether the Europeans, 
who. Heaven knows, have much to answer for in 
their intercourse with these people, have not, in some 
degree, injured the cause of the Indian women:
first, by corrupting them; secondly, by checking the 
improvement of all their own peculiar manufactures. 
They prepared deer.skins with extraordinary skill; 
I have seen dresses of the mountain sheep and young 
buffalo skins, richly embroidered and almost equal in 
beauty and softness to a Cashmere shawl; and I 
could mention other things. It is reasonable to 
presume that as these manufactures must have been 
progressively improved, there might have been farther 
progression, had we not substituted for articles they 
could themselves procure or fabricate, those which 
we fabricate: we have taken the work out of their 
hands, and all motive to work, while we have created 
wants which they cannot supply. We have clothed 
them in blankets-we have not taught them to weave 
blankets. We have substituted guns for the bows 
and arrows-but they cannot make guns: for the 
natural progress of arts and civilization springing 
from within, and from their own intelligence and reo 
sources, we have substituted a sort of civilization 
from without, foreign to their habits, manners, orga. 
nization: we are making paupers of them; and this 
by a kind of terrible necessity. Some veryeconomi. 
cal members of our British Parliament have remon. 
strated against the system of Indian presents, as too 
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Upensive; one would almost suppose, to hear their 
arguments, that pounds, shillings, and pence, were 
the stuff of which life is made-the three primal ele
ments of all human existence-all human morals. 
Surely they can know nothing of the real state of 
things hfJre. If the issue of the presents from our 
government were now to cease, I cannot think with. 
out horror of what must ensue: trifling as they are, 
they are an Indian's eJtistence; without the rifle he 
must die of hunger; without his blanket, perish Qt 
cold. Before he is reduced to this, we should have 
nightly plunder and massacre all along our frontiers 
and back settlements; a horrid brutalizing contest 
like that carried on in Florida, in which the white 
man would be demoralized, and the Red man exter
minated. 

The sole article of traffic with the Indians, their 
fUTS, is bartered for the necessaries of life; and these 
furs can only be procured by the men. Thus their 
only trade, so far from tllnding to the general civili
zation of the people, keeps up the wild hunting 
babits, and tells fearfully against the power and 
utility of the women, if it be not altogether fatal to 
any amelioration of their condition. Yet it should 
seem that we are ourselves just emerging from a 
similar state, only in another form. Until of late 
years there was no occupation for women by which 
a subsistence could be gained, except servitude in 
some shape or other. The change which has taken 
place in this respect is one of the most striking and 
interesting signs of the times in which we live. 

I must stop here: but do you not think, from the 
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hints I have rather illogically and incoherently 
thrown together, that we may assume as a general 
principle, that the true importance and real dignity 
of woman is everywhere, in savage and civilized 
communities, regulated by her capacity of being 
useful; or, in other words, that her condition is de
cided by the share she takes in providing for ber 
own subsistence and the well-being of society as a 
productive labourer? Where she is idle and useless 
by privilege of sex, a divinity and an idol, a victim 
or a toy, is not her position quite as lamentable, as 
false, as injurious to herself and all social progress, 
as where she is the drudge, slave, and possession of 
the man 1 

The two extremes in this way are the Indian 
I!Iquaw and the Turkish sultana; and I would rather 
be born the first than the last :-and to carry out 
the idea, I would rather, on the same principle, be 
an English woman or a French woman than an 
American or a German woman-supposing that the 
state of feeling as regards women were to remain 
stationary in the two last countries-which I trust 
it will JIIOT. 



CA~OE VOYAGE. 

The ways through which my weary .teps I guide, 
In this delightful land of faery, 
Are 80 exceeding spacious and wide, 
And sprinkled with such sweet variety 
Of all that pleasant is to ear or eye, 
That I nigh ravish'd with rare thought's delight, 
My tedious travel doe forget thereby, 
And when I 'gin to feel decay of might, 
It strength to me IIIlpplies, and clears my dulled spright. 
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SPENSER. 

ON the 6th of August I bade adieu to my good 
friends Mr. and Mrs. Macl\'1urray. I had owed too 
much to their kindness to part from them without 
regret. They returned up tho lake, with their beau. 
tiful child and Indian retinue, to St. Mary's, while I 
prepared to embark in a canoe with the superintend. 
ent, to go down the lake to Penetanguishine, a voyage 
of four days at least, supposing wind and weather 
to continue favourable. Thence to Toronto, across 
Lake Simcoe, was a journey of three days more. 
Did I not Bay Providence took care of me 1 Always 
I have found efficient protection when I most needed 
and least expected it; and nothing could exceed the 
politeness of Mr. Jarvis and his people ;-it began 
with politeness,-but it ended with something more 
and better-real and zealous kindness. 

N ow, to talte things in order, and that you may 
accompany us in our canoe voyage, I must describe 
in the first place our arr~ngementB. You shall con. 
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fess ere IQng that the RQman emperQr who. proclaimed 
a reward for the discovery of a new pleasure, ought 
to have made a voyage down Lake Huron in a birch. 
bark canoe. 

There were two canoes, each five.and.twenty feet 
in length, and fQur feet in width, tapering to the 
two. extremities, and light, elegant, and buoyant as 
the sea·mew when it skims the summer waves: in 
the first canQe were Mr. Jarvis and myself, the go. 
vernor's son, a lively bo.y of fourteen or fifteen, old 
So.lomo.n the interpreter, and seven vo.yageurs. My 
blankets and night.gear being rolled up in a bundle, 
served fo.r a seat, and I had a pillo.W at my- back; 
and thus I reclined in the bottom of the canoe, as in 
a litter, very much at my ease: my companions were 
almost equally comfortable. I had near me my cloak, 
umbrella, and parasol, my note. books and sketch. 
books, and a little compact basket always by my 
side, containing eau de CQlogne, and all those neces. 
sary luxuries which might be wanted in a moment, 
for I was well resolved that I would occasion no 
trouble but what was inevitable. The voyageurs 
were disposed on low wooden seats, suspended to. 
the ribs of the canoe, except our Indian steersman, 
Martin, who, in a cotton shirt, arms bared to the 
shoulder, IQose trowsers, a Flcarlet sash rQund his 
waist, richly embroidered with beads, and his long 
black hair waving, took his place in the stern, with 
a paddle twice as long as the others. * 

• The common paddle (called by the Canadians all;rOft and 
by the Indians adm •• ) i. about two feet and a half long. ' 
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The manner in which he stood, turning and twist. 
ing himself with the lithe agility of a snake, and 
striking first on one side, then on the other, was 
very graceful and picturesque. So much depends on 
the skill, and dexterity, and intelligence of these 
steersmen, that they have always douhle pay. The 
other men were all picked men, Canadian half.hreeds, 
young, well.looking, full of glee and good.nature, 
with untiring arms and more untiring lungs and spi. 
rits; a handkerchief twisted round the head, a shirt 
and pair of tron-sers, with a gay sash, formed the 
prevalent costume. We had on board a canteen, 
and other light baggage, two or three guns, and 
fishing tackle. 

The other canoe carried part of MI'. Jarvis's reo 
tinue, the heavy baggage, provisions, marquees, guns, 
&c., and was equipped with eight paddles. The 
party consisted altogether of twenty.two persons, 
viz: twenty. one men, and myself, the only woman. 

We started off in swift and gallant style, looking 
grand and official, with the British flag floating at 
our stern. Major Anderson and his people, and the 
schooner's crew, gave us three cheers. The Indians 
uttered their wild cries, and discharged their rifles 
all along the shore. As we left the bay, I counted 
fleventy.two canoes before us, already on their home. 
ward voyage-some to the upper waters of the lake 
-some to the northern shores; as we passed them, 
they saluted us by discharging their rifles: the day 
was without a cloud, and it was altogether a most 

animated and beautiful scene. 
I forgot to tell you that the Indians are very fond 
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of having pet animals in their wigwams,-not only 
dogs, but tame foxes and hawks. !\Ir. Jarvis pur. 
chased a pair of young hawks, male and female, 
from an Indian, intending them for his children. 
Just as we left the island, one of these birds escaped 
from the basket, and flew directly (0 the shore of the 
bClY, where it'was lost in the thick forest. "Ve pro. 
ceer]"d, and after leaving the bay about twelve miles 
onwards, we landed on a little rocky island: some 
one heard the cry of a hawk over our heads; it was 
the poor bird we had lost; he had kept his compan. 
ion in sight all tho way, following us unseen along 
the shore, and now suffered himself to be taken and 
caged with tho other. 

\\' c bought some blaek.bass from an Indian who 
was spearing fish: and, a.propos! I never yet have 
mentioned what is one of the greatest pleasures in 
the navigation 01 these magnificent upper lakes-the 
purity, the coldness, the transparency of the water. 
I have been told that if in the deE'per parts of the 
lake a white handkerchief be sunk with the lead, it 
is distinctly visible at a depth of thirty fathoms-we 
di,l not try the experiment, not being in deep water; 
but here, among shoals and islands, I could almost al. 
ways see the rocky bottom, with glittering pebbles, and 
the fish gliding beneath us with their waving fins and 
staring "yes-and if I took a glass of water, it came 
up sparkling as from the well at Harrowgate, and 
the flavour was delicious. You can hardly imagine 
how much this added to the charm and animation 
of the voyage. 

About sunset, we came to the hut of a fur trader, 
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whose name, I think, was Lcmorondiere: it was on 
the shore of a beautifnl channel runninIF between 
the main land and a large i.,land. On a nei"hbourinO" 
point, Wai.so\\',win,de,luy (the Yellow.head) and hi~ 
people were buildi ng their wigwams for the night. 
The appearance was most picturesque, particularly 
when the camp fires were lighted and the night came 
on. I cannot forget the figure of a squaw, as she 
stood, dark and tall, against the red flameR, bending 
over a great black kettle, her blanket trailing behind 
her, her hair streaming 011 the night breeze ;-Illost 
like to one of the witches in Macbeth. 

We supped here on excellent trout and white.fish, 
but the sand. flies and mosquitoes were horridlv tor. 
menting; the former, which are so diminutive' as to 
he scarcely visible, were by far the worst. We 
were off next morning by daylight, the Yellow·head's 
people discharging their rifles by way of salLlte. 

The voyageurs measure the distance by pipes. At 
the end of a certain time there is a pause, and they 
light their pipes and smoke for about five minutes, 
then the paddles go off merrily again, at the rate of 
about fifty strokes in a minute, and we absolutely 
seem to fly over the water. "Trois pipes," are 
about twelve miles. We breakfasted this morning 
on a little island of exceeding beauty, rising precipi. 
tately from the water. In front we had the open 
lake, lying blue. and bright, and serene, under the 
morning sky, and the eastern extremity of the ;\Ian. 
itoolin Island; and islands all around as far as we 
could see. The feeling of remoteness, of the pro. 
found solitude, added to the. sentiment of beauty: it 
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was Nature in her first freshness and innocence, as 
she came from the hand of her Maker, and before' 
she had been sighed upon by hllmanity~defiled at 
once, and sanctified by the contact. Our little island 
abounded with heautiful shrubs, flowers, green 
mosses, and scarlet lichens. I found a tiny recess, 
where I made my bath and toilette very comfortably. 
On returning, I found breakfast laid on a piece of 
rock; my seat, with my pillow and cloak all nicely 
arranged, and a bouquet of tlowers lying on it. This 
was a nevcr.failing gallanterie, somctimes from one, 
sometimes from another, of my numerous cavaliers. 

This clay we had a most delightful run among 
hundreds of islands; sometimes darting through nar· 
row rocky channels, so narrow that I could not see 
the ,';ater on either side of tHe canoc; and thea 
emerging, we glided through vast fields of white wa. 
ter.lilies; it was perpetual variety, perpctual beauty, 
perpetual delight and enchantment, from hour to 
hour. The men sang their gay French songs, the 
other canoe joining in the chorus. 

This peculiar singing has often been described; it 
is very animated on the water and in the open air, but 
not very harmonious. They all sing in unison, rais. 
ing their voices and marking the time with their pad. 
dIes. One always led, but in these there was a 
diversity of taste and skill. If I wished to hear "E1I 
roulallt rna boule, roulette," I applied to Le Due. 
Jacques excelled in "La belle rose blanche," and Louis 
was great in "Trois canards s'en vont baignant." 

They often amused me by a specimen of dexterity, 
something like that of an accomplished whip in Lon. 
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don. They would paddle up towards the shore with 
Buch extreme velocity, that I expected to be dashed 
on the rock, and then in a moment, bv- a simultaneous 
back.stroke of the paddle, stop with a jerk, which 
made me breathless. 

My only discomposure arose from the destructive 
propensities of the gentlemen, all keen and eager 
spo1"tsmen j the utmost I could gain from their mercy 
was, that the fish should gasp to death out of my 
sight. and the pigeons and the wild ducks be put out 
of pain instantly. I will, however, acknowledge, 
that when the bass.fish and pigeons \\-ere produced, 
broiled and fried, they looked so appetissants, smelt 
60 savoury, and I was so hungry, that I soon forgot 
all my sentimental pity for the victims. 

We found to.day, on a rock, the remains of an In. 
dian lodge, over which we threw a sail-cloth, and 
dined luxuriously on our fish and pigeons, and a glass 
of good madeira. After dinner, the men dashed ofl" 
with great animation, singing my favourite ditty, 

Si mon moine voulait danser, 
Un beau cheval lui donnerai! 

-through groups of lovely islands, sometimes Beat. 
tered wide, and sometimes clustered so close, that I 
often mistook twenty or thirty together for one large 
island j but on approaching nearer, they opened be. 
fore us, and appeared intersected by winding laby. 
rinthine channels, where, amid flags and water-lilies, 
beneath the shade of rich embowering foliage, we 
glided on our way j and then we came upon a wide 
open space, where we could feel the heave oftbe wa· 
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ters under us, and across which the men-still sing. 
ing with untiring vivacity-paddled with all their 
might to reach the opposite islands before sunset. 
The mament it becomes too d'l! k for our sleersmaR 
10 see through the surface of the water, it becomes in 
the highest degree dangerous to proceed j such is the 
frail texture of these canoes, that a pin's point might 
scratch a hole in the buttom j a sunk rock, or a snag 
or projecting b3ugh-and often we glided within an 
inch of them-had certainly swamped us. 

We passed this day two Indian sepulchres, on a 
point of rock, overshadowed by birch and pine, with 
the sparkling waters murmuring round them; I land. 
ed to examine them. The Indians cannot here bury 
their dead, for there is not a sufficiency of earth to 
cover them from sight, but they lay the body, wrapped 
up carefully in bark, on the flat rock, and then cover 
it over with rocks and stones. This was the tomb 
of a woman and her child, and fragments of the or. 
naments and other things buried with them were still 
perceptible. 

We landed at sunset on a flat ledge of rock, free 
from bushes, which we avoided as much as possible. 
from fear of mosquitoes and rattle.snakes j and while 
the men pitched the marquees and cooked supper, I 
walked and mused. 

I wish I could give you the least idea of the beau. 
ty of this evening j but while I try to put in words 
what was before me, the sense of its ineffable love. 
liness overpowers me now, even as it did then. The 
Bun had set in that cloudless splendour, and that pe. 
euliar blending of rose and amber light that belongs 
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only to these climes and Italy; the lake lay welter
ing under the western sky like a bath of molten 
gold; the rocky islands which studded its surface 
were of a dense purple, except where their edges 
seemed fringed with fire. They assumed, to the 
visionary eye, strange forms; some were like great 
horned beetles, and some like turtles, and some like 
crocodiles, and some like sleeping whales, and 
winged fishes: the foliage upon them resembled dor
sal fins, and sometimes tufts of feathers. Then, as 
the purple shadows came darkening from the east, 
the young crescent moon showed herself, flinging a 
paly splendour over the water. I remember stand_ 
ing on the shore, "my spirits as in a dream were all 
bound up"-overcome by such an intense feeling of 
the beautiful-such a deep adoration for the power 
that had created it,-I must have suffocated if--

But why tell you this 1 
They pitched my tent at a respectful distance from 

the rest, and !\fl'. Jarvis made me a delicious elastic 
bed of some boughs, over which was spread a bear
skin, and over that blankets: but the night was hot 
and feverish. The voyageurs, after rowing since 
daylight, were dancing and singing on the shore till 
neal' midnight. 

Next morning we were off again at early dawn, 
paddled "trois pipes" before breakfast, over an 
open space which they call a "traverse," caught 
eleven bass fish, and shot two pigeons. The island 
on which we bt'eakfasted was in great part whito 
marble; and in the clefts and hollows grew quanti
ties of gooseberries and raspberries, wild-roses, the 
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crimson columbine, a large species of harebell, a sort 
of willow, juniper, birch, u!ld stunted pine, and such 
was the usual vegetation. 

It i, beautiful to see in these islands the whole 
procciis of preparatory vegetation unfolded and ex
emplified before one's eyes-each successive growth 
preparing a soil for that which is to follow. 

There was first the naked rock washed by the 
spray, where the white gulls were sitting: then you 
saw the rock covered with some moss or lichens; 
then, in the clefts and Beams, some long grass, a 
few wild flowers and strawberries; then a few juni
per and rose bushes; then the dwarf pine, hardly 
rising two or three feet; and lastly, trees and shrubs 
of large growth: and the nearer to the main land, 
the richer of course the vegetation, for the seeds are 
wafted thence by the winds, or carried by the birds, 
and so dispersed from island to island. 

We landed to.day on the" Island of Skulls," an 
ancient sepulchre of the Hurons: [lome skulls and 
bones were scattered about, with the rough stones 
which had once been heaped over them. The spot 
was most wild and desolate, rising from the water 
edge in successive ledges of rock to a considerablo 
height, with a few blasted gray pines here and there, 
round which several pair of hawks were wheeling 
and uttering their shrill cry. We all declared we 
would not dine on this ominous island, and proceed. 
ed. We doubled a remarkable cape mentioned by 
Henry as the Pointe aux Grondines. There'is always 
a heavy swell here, and a perpetual sound of break
ers on the rocks, whence its name. Only a few years 
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ago, a trader in his canoe, with sixteen people, were 
wrecked and lost on this spot. 

We also passed within some miles of the mouth 
of the Riviere des Franrais, the most important of all 
the rivers which flow into Lake Huron. It forms 
the line of communication for the north. west tra. 
ders from Montreal; the common route is up the 
Ottawa River, across Lake Nippissing, and down 
the River Fran<;ais into Lake Huron, and by the 
Sault Ste. Marie into Lake Superior. Pray have a 
map before you during this voyage.* 

Leaving bphind this cape and river, we came 
again upon lovely groups of Elysian islands, chan. 
nels winding among rocks and folia~e, and more 
fields of water·lilies. In passing through a beauti. 
ful <::hannel, I had an opportunity of seeing the man· 
ner in which an Indian communicates with his 
friends when en route. A branch was so arranged 
as to project far across the water and catch the eye: 
in a cleft at the extremity a piece of birch.bark was 
stuck with some hieroglyphic marks scratched with 
red ochre, of which we could make nothing-one 
figure, I thought, represented a fish. 

To.day we caught several bass, shot four pigeons. 
also a large water.snake-which last I thought a 
gratuitous piece of cruelty. We dined upon a large 
and picturesque island-large in comparison with 
those we usually selected, being perhaps two or 

• This part of Lake Huron, and indeed all its upper shores, 
are very incorrectly laid r.OWIl in Wyld'. map of Upper Cana
da. Bouchette'. large map, and also a beautiful small one pub.. 
Hshed by Blackworul in 1833, are much more accurate. 
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three miles round; it Was very woody and wild, in
tersected by deep ravines, and rising in bold, abrupt 
precIpices. We dined luxuriously under a group of 
trees: the heat was overpowering, and the mosqui. 
toes very troublesome. 

After dinner we pursued our course through an 
archipelago of islets, rising out of the blue waves, 
and fringed with white water.lilies i-little fairy 
Edens, of such endless varil:ty in form and colour, 
and of such wondrous and fantastic bcauty, I know 
not how to describe them. 

We landed on one, where there was a rock so ex
actly resembling the head and part of a turtle, that 
I could have taken it fer a sculpture. The Indians 
look upon it as sacred, and it i3 cu~tomary for all who 
pass to leave an off~ring in money, tobacco, corn, 
&c., to the spirit. I duly left mine, but I could see 
by the laughing eyes of Jacques and Louis, that 
.. the spirit" was not likely to be the better for my 
devotion. 

Mr. Jarvis asked me to sing a French song for 
the voyageurs, and Louis looked back with his bright 
arch face, as much as to say," Pray do," when a 
.13houl was heard from the other canoe, "A mink! 
A mink !"'" and all the paddles were now in animated 
motion. We dashed up among the reeds, we chased 
the creature up and down, and at last to a hole under 
a rock; the \'oyngeurs beat the I'eeds with their 
paddles, the gentlemen seized their guns; there were 
twenty.one men half frantio in pursuit of a wretch. 

• A species Qf otter. 
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ed little creature, whose death could serve no pur
pose. It dived, but rose a few yards farther, and was 
Been making for the land; a shot was fired, it sprang 
from the water; anoth!:'r, and it floated derrd i-thus 
we repaid the beauty, and enjoyment, and lavish love. 
liness spread around us, with pain and with destruc
tion. 

I recollect that as we passed a lovely bit of an is
land, all bordered with flags and white lilies, we 
saw a beautiful wild duck emerge from a green co
vert, and lead into the lake a numerous brood of duck
lings, It was rr sight to touch the heart with a tender 
pleasure, and I plcrrded hard, very hard, for mercy; 
but what thorough sportsman ('\'('r listened to such a 
word 1 The deadly guns were already levelled, and 
even while I spoke, the poor mother.hird was shot, 
and the little ones, which could not fly, went flutter
ing and scudding away into the open lake, to perish 
miserably. 

But what was really very touching was to see the 
poor gulls; sometimes we would startle a whole bevy 
of them as they were floating gracefully on the 
waves, and they would rise soaring away beyond 
our reach; but the voyageurs, 8uspending their pad
dles, imitated exactly their own soft low whistle; 
and then the wretched, foolish birds, just as if they 
had been so many women, actually wheeled round in 
the air, and came flying back to meet the "fiery 

death." 
The voyageurs eat these gulls, in spite of their 

fishy taste, with great satisfaction. 
I wonder how it is that some of those gentry whom 
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I used to see in London, looking as though they 
would give an empire for a new pleasure or a new 
sensation, do not come here 7 If epicures, they 
should come to eat white.fish and beavers' tails; if 
sportsmen, here is a very paradise for bear-hunting, 
deer.hunting, otter.hnnting; and wild.fowl in thou. 
sands, and fish in shoals; and if they be contempla. 
tive lovers of the picturesque, bIases with Italy and 
elbowed out of Switzerland, let them come here and 
find the true philosopher's stone-or rather the true 
elixir of life-novelty! 

At sunset we encamped on a rocky island of most 
fantastic form, like a Z. They pitched my tent on 
a height, and close to the door was a precipitous de. 
scent into a hollow, where they lighted vast fires, 
and thus kept off the mosquitoes, which were in 
great force. I slept well, but towards morning some 
creature crept into my tent and over my bed-a 
snake, as I supposed; after this I slept no more. 

We started at half. past four. Hitherto the wea. 
ther had been glorious; but this morning the sun 
rose among red and black clouds, fearfully ominous. 
As we were turning a point under some lofty rocks, 
we heard the crack of a rifle, and saw an Indian 
leaping along the rocks, and down towards the shore. 
We rowed in, not knowing what it meant, and came 
upon a night.camp oflndians, part of the tribe of Ais
ence, (the Clam.) They had only hailed us to make 
some trifling inquiries; and I heard Louis, sotto voce, 
send them au diable I-for now the weather low. 
ered darker and darker, and every moment was pre. 
cious. 
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We breakfasted on an island almost covered 
with flowers, some gorgeous, and strange, and 
unknown, and others sweet and familiar; plenty 
of the wild.pea, for instance, and wild.roses, of 
which I had many offerings. I made my toilette 
in a recess among some rocks; but just as I was 
emerging from my primitive dressing.room, I felt a 
few drops of rain, and saw too clearly that our good 
fortune was at an end. We swallowed a hasty 
breakfast, and had just time to arrange ourselves in 
the canoe with all the available defences of cloaks 
lind umbrellas, when the rain came down heavily 
lind hopelessly. But notwithstanding the rain and 
the dark gray sky, the scenery was even more beau. 
tiful than ever. The islands were larger, and as· 
sumed a richer appearance; the trees were of more 
luxuriant growth, no longer the dwarfed pine, but 
lofty oak and maple. These are called the Bear 
Islands, from the number of those animals found 
upon them; old Solomon told me that an Indian 
whom he knew had shot nine bears in the course of 
a single day. We found three bears' heads stuck 
upon the boughs of a dead pine-probably as offer. 
ings to the souls of the slaughtered animals, or to 
the" Great Spirit," both being usual. 

We dined on a wet rock, almost covered with that 
species of lichen which the Indians call wa,ae, and 
the Canadians tripe de roche, because, when boiled till 
soft, and then fried in grease, it makes a dish not un 
palatable-when one has nothing else.'" The Clam 

•• It is often mentioned in tho ,Tra.vels of,Back and FraaldiD. 
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and some of his people landed and dined at the same 
time. After dinner the rain came on worse and 
worse. Old Solomon asked me once or twi.::e how I 
felt; and I thought his anxiety for my health was 
caused by the rain; but no :-he told me that on the 
island where we had dined he had observed a great 
quantity of a certain plant, which, if only touched, 
causes a dreadful eruption and ulcer all over the 
body. I asked why he had not sho\\'n it to me, and 
warned me against it 1 and he assured me that such 
warning would only have increased the danger, for 
when there is any knowledge or apprehension of it 
existing in the mind, the very air blowing from it 
sometimes infects the frame. Here I appealed to 
Mr. Jarvis, who replied, "All I know is, that.J once 
unconsciously touched a leaf of it, and became one 
ulcer from head to foot; I could not stir for a fortnight. * 

This was a dreadful night, for the rain came on 
more violently, accompanied by a storm of wind. 
It was necessary to land and make our fires for the 
night. The good.natured men were full of anxiety 
and compassion for me, poor, lonely, shivering woo 
man that I was in the midst of them! The first 
thought with everyone was to place me under shelter, 
and my tent was pitched instantly with much zeal, 
and such activity, that the sense of inconvenience 

• ! do not know the botanical name of this plant, which ra. 
oembles a dwarf sumach: it was subsequently pointed out to me 
in the woods by a Methodist preacher, who told me that his 
daughter, merely by standing to windward of the plant while 
looking at it, suffered dreadfully. It is said that formerly the 
IJldian. used it to poilon their arrows. 
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and 1iuffering was forgotten in the thankful sense of 
kindness, and all things became endurable. 

The tent was pitched on a height, so that the wa
ter ran offon al\ sides; I contrived for myself a dry 
bed, and Mr. Jarvis brought me some hot madeira. 
I rolled myself up in my German blanket, and fell 
into a deep, sound sleep. The voyageurs, who) ap
parently need nothing but their own good spirits to 
feed and clothe them, lighted a great fire, turned the 
canoes upside down, and, sheltered under them, were 
heard singing and laughing during great part of this 
tempestuous night. 

Next morning we were off by five o'clock. My 
beautiful lake looked horribly sulky, and all the little 
islands were lost in a cold gray vapour: we were 
now in the Georgian Bay. Through the misty at
mosphere loomed a distant shore of considerable 
height. Dupre told me that what I sa w was the Isle 
des Chretiens, and that formerly there was a large 
8ettlement of the Jesuits there, and that still there 
were to be seen the remains of "une grande calM
drale." About nine o'clock we entered the bay of 
Penetanguishine, so called from a high sand-bank at 
the entrance, which is continually crumbling away. 
The expressive Indian name signifies" Look! it ill 
falling sand!" 

'We spent the greater part of two days at Pene
tanguishine, which is truly ~ most lovely spot. '~he 
bay runs up into the land hke some of the Scothsh 
lochs, and the shores are bolder and higher than usual, 
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and as yet all clothed with the primeval forest. Dur. 
ing the war there were dockyards and a military and 
naval depot here, maintained at an immense expense 
to government; and it is likely, from its position, to 
rise into a station of great importance; at present, 
the only remains of all the warlike demonstrations 
of fornwr times are a sloop sunk and rotting in the 
bay, and a large stone building at the entrance, 
called the" Fort," but merely serving as barracks for 
a few soldiers f,'om the garrison at Toronto. There 
are several pretty houses on the beautiful declivity, 
rising on the north sidfJ of the bay, and the families 
settled here have contrived to assemble round them 
many of the comforts and elegancies of life. I have 
reason to remember with pleasure a Russian lady, the 
wife of an English officer, who made my short so· 
journ here very agreeable. 

There was an inn here, not the worst of Canadian 
inns; and the wee closet called a bed.room, and the 
little bed with its white cotton curtains, appeared to 
me the ne plus ultra of luxury. I recollect walking 
in and out of the room ten times a day for the mere 
pleasure of contemplating it, and anticipated with 
impatience the moment when I should throw myself 
down into it, and sleep once more on a Christian 
bed. But nine nights passed in the open air, or on 
rocks, and on boards, had spoiled me for the comforts 
of civilization, and to sleep on a bed was impossible: 
I was smothered, I was suffocated, and altogether 
wretched and fevered ;-1 sighed for my rock on 
Lake Huron. 

At Penetanguishine there is a hamlet, consi~ting 
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of twenty or thirty log.houses, where a small rem. 
nant of the poor commuted pensioners (in all a hun. 
dred and twenty.six persons) now reside, receiving 
daily rations of food, and some little clothing, just 
sufficient to sustain life. 

From some particular circumstances t\l.e case of 
these commuted pensioners was frequently brought 
under my observation while [ was in Canada, and 
excited my strongest interest and compassion. I 
shall give you a brief sketch of this tragedy, for 
such it truly is; not by way of exciting sympathy, 
which can now avail nothing, but because it is in 
many points of view fraught with instruction. 

The commuted pensioners were veteran soldiers, 
entitled to a small yearly pension for wounds or 
length of service, and who accepted the offer made 
to them by our government in 1832, to commute 
their pensions for four years' purchase, and a grant 
of one hundrcd acres of land in Canada. 

The intention of the government seems to have been 
to send out able.bodied men, who would thus cease, 
after a few years, to be a burthen on the country. 
A part of the money due to them was to be deducted 
for their voyage and expenses out; of the remaining 
sum a part was to be paid in London, part at Que
bec, and the rest when settled on the land awarded 
to them. These intentions sound well; unluckily they 
were not properly acted upon. Some received the 
whole of the money due to them in England, and 
drank themselves to death, or squandered it, and then 
refused to leave the country. Some drank themselves 
to death, or died of the cholera, at Que?ec; and of 

VOL. II. 28* 
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those who came out, one half were described to me· 
as presenting a list of all the miseries and diseases 
incident to humanity-some with one arm, some with 
one leg, bent with old age or rheumatism, lame, halt, 
and even, will it be believed, blind!t And such were 
the men to be set down in the midst of the swamp 
and forest, there to live a3 they could. When some 
few, who had bcen more provident, presented them. 
selves to the commissary at Toronto for payment of 
the rest of the money due to them, it was found that 
the proper papers had not been forwarded j they 
were written for to the Chelsea Board, wl;ich had to 
apply to the War.office, which had to apply to the 
Treasury: the papers, after being bandied about 
from office to office, from clerk to secretary, from 
secretary to clerk, were sent, at length, after a 
lapse of eight or tcn months, during which time the 
poor men, worn out with suspense, had taken to 
begging, or to drinking, in utter despondency j and 
when the order for their money did at last arrive, 
they had become useless, abandoned creatures. 

Those who were located were sent far up into the 
bush (there being no disposable government lands 
nearer,) where there were no roads, no markets for 
their produce if they did raise it; and in this new 
position, if their hearts did not sink, and their limbs 
fail at once, their ignorance of farming, their im. 
providence and helplessness, arising from the want 

• I have these particulars from the chief of the commissariat 
in Upper Canada, and the emigrant agent. 

t One of these men, stone.b1ind, was begging in the street. 
of Toronto. 
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of self.dependence, and the mechanical docilitvof 
military service, were moral obstacles stronger than 
any physical ones. The forest. trees they had to 
contend with were not more deeply rooted than the 
adverse habits and prejudices and infirmities they 
had brought with them. 

According to the commissary, the number of those 
who commuted their pensions was about twelve hun. 
dred. Of these it is calculated that eight hundred 
reached Upper Canada: of these eight hundred, not 
more than four hundred and fifty are now living; 
and of these, some are begging through the town. 
ships, living on public charity: some are at Pene. 
tanguishine: and the greater part of those located 
on their land have received from time to time rations 
of food, in order to avert" impending starvation." 
To bring them up from Quebec during the dreadful 
cholera season in 18:32, was a heavy expense to the 
colony, and now they are likely to become a pel·ma . 

. nent burthen upon the colonial funds, there being no 
military funds to which thBy can be charged. 

I make no retlection on the commuting the peD. 
eions of these poor men at four instead of seven 
years' purchase: many of the men I saw did not 
know what was meant by commuting their pension: 
they thought they merely gave up their pension for 
four years, and were then to receive it again; they 
knew nothing of Canada-had never heard of it
had a vague idea that a very fine offer was made, 
which it would be foolish to refuse. They were like 
children-which, indeed, disbanded soldiers and sail. 

ors usually are. 
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All that benevolence and prudence could suggest, 
was done for them by Sir John Colborne: he aided 
them largely from his own purse-himself a soldier 
and a brave one, as well as a good man-the wrongs 
and miseries of these poor soldiers wrung his very 
heart. The strongest remonstrances and solicita
tions to the heads of the government at home were 
sent over in their behalf; but there came a change 
of ministry; the thing once done, could not be un
done-redress was nobody's business-the mother 
country had got rid of a burthen, and it had fallen on 
Canada; and so the matter ended: that is, as far as 
it concerned the Treasury and the War-office j but 
the tragedy has not yet ended here. Sir Francis 
Head, who never can allude to the subject without 
emotion and indignation, told me, that when he was 
at Penetanguishine last year, the poor veterans at
tempted to get up a feeble cheer in his honour, but, 
in doing so, the half of them fell down. "It was too 
much for me-too much," added he, with the tears 
actually in his eyes. As for Sir John Col borne, the 
least allusion to the subject seemed to give him a 
twinge of pain. 

From this sum of mischief and misery you may 
subtract a few instances where the men have dono 
better j one of these I had occasion to mention •• 
have heard of two others, and there may be more, 
but the general case is as I have stated it. 

These were the men who fought our battles in 
Egypt, Spain, and France! and here is a new page 

• Vol. i., p. 327. 
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for Alfred de Vigny's " Servitude et Grandeur Mili. 
taire!" But do you not think it includes another 
lesson? That this amount of suffering, and injury, 
and injustice, can be inflicted from the errors, igno. 
r.aDce, and remoteness of the home government, and 
that the responsibility apparently rests nowhere
and that nowhere lies redress-seems to me a very 
strange, a very lamentable state of things, and what 
ought not to be. * 

Our voyageurs had spent the day in various ex
cesses, and lHlxt morning were stilI half tipsy, lazy, 

• I give the\following individual oase, noted at the time in my 
diary: 

.. Sept. 7, 1837.-Called on me Anthony M'Donell, invalided 
from the 47th, first battalion, to the 12th veteran battalion-lo. 
eated in the twelfth concession of the township of Emily; 
-aged 69; twenty.one years in active service; commut~d his 
pension of 14/. a year for fomr years; never knew what com. 
,muting meant; received 261. in Ireland,a.nd 131. odd shillings 
at Quebec; deducting the expense of his voyage, 131. remains 
due to him from government; does not know where to apply for 
It-has applied to tho commissariat here in vain; hasno friend; 
has a daughter aged nineteen, an idiot, and subject to epileptio 
fits. He brought his daughter with him; the unhappy girl i. 
tall .and handsome; the father dare not leave her for a moment; 
,there is no lunatic asylum in Canada to reoeive her, only the 
jllil, .. and I'll die," said the father vehemently, .. before 8h. 
,.h(Jll go there." He cannot sell his land, for present subsi .. 
tence, because he cannot take out his deed--cannot take out hi. 
deed, because he cannot do the duty.work on his land required 
by law--cannot work, because he cannot lea.ve his poor daugh. 
ter: he had come to Toronto to ~eg a few articles of clothinlt 
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and out of spirits, except Le Duc; he was the only 
one I could persuade to sing, as we crossed Glouces-

for her. The poor man cried very mucb, while tbe childish in
sensibility and good looks of the daughter were yet more de
plorable. 

Here is anotber case of a different kind :-
Dr. Winder, a gentleman wbo bas distinguished himself by 

writing cleverly in tbe newspapers here, on wbat is considered 
the right side of politics (i. e. the support of the British supre
macy in the colony,) came out with an order from Lord Bathurst 
for 500 acres of land. baving BCrved in the army twenty years. 
He was told, on arriving, that his papers were irregular, and that 
he must have an order from the Commander. in-chief. What is 
to be done? .. Petition the Colonial_office." Will you forward 
my petition? .. You must petition direct." The petition was 
Ben I-returned in some montbs as irregular, because not sent 
througb the governor: the ministry changed-there was dela,. 
on delay, and at this time (1837) Dr. Winder has not received 
his grant ofland. 

Colonel Fitz Gibbon, a very preu:c che .. alier of bravery and 
loyalty, who saved Toronto, on the fourth of December, b,. 
placing the pickets before M'Nab came up, ia likely to be in. 
valved in a similar predicament. The House of Assembly, on 
meeting, voted him unllnimouaiy five thousand acrea of the waste 
government landa, as an acknowledgment of hia services. 
The grant waits for royal confirmation: it is to be hoped it will 
not wait long. 

There is no sense of injustice that would shake the loyalty 
and principles of such a man as Colonel Fitz Gibbon: like the 
old Roman, "it were easier to turn the sun from its course, thaD 
him from the path of honour;" but all are not like him; and the 
ranks of the disaffected are perpetually recruited in Canada from 
the ranks of the injured. The commissary told me expressly. 
that some of these commuted pensioners, who were respectahle 
men, had joined what he called the" Radical set," from a sense 
of ill treatment. 
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ter Bay from Penetanguishine to Coldwater. This 
bay abounds in sturgeon, which are caught and cured 
in large quantities by the neighbouring settlers; 
80me weigh ninety and one hundr"d pounds. 

At Matchadash (which signifies" bad and swampy 
place") we had nearly lost our way among the 
reeds. 

There is a portage here of sixteen miles across the 
forest to the Narrows, at the head of Lake ::imcoe. 
The canoe and baggage were laid on a cart, and 
drawn by oxen; the gentlemen walked, as I must 
also have done, if a Methodist preacher of the neigh. 
bourhood had not kindly brought his little wagon 
and driven me over the portage. We stopped about 
half-way at his log-hut in the wilderness, where I 
found his wife, a pretty, refined looking woman, and 
five or six lovely children, of all ages and sizes. 
They entertained me with their best, and particularly 
with delicious preserves, made of the wood-strawber
ries and raspberries, boiled with the maple sugar. 

The country here (after leaving the low swamps) 
is very rich, and the settlers fast increasing. Dur
ing the last winter the bears had the audacity to 
carry off some heifers, to the great consternation of 
the new settiers, and the wolves did much mischief. 
I inquired about the Indian settlements at Coldwater 
and the N al'l'ows; but the accounts were not en
c(lUragin/:. I had been told, as a proof of the ad. 
vancement of the Indians, that they had here saw. 
mills and grist. mills. I now learned that they had 
a saw-mill and a grist. mill built for them, which they 
never used themselves, but 19t out to the white let· 

tiers at a certain rate. 
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The road through the forest was bordered in many 
places by raspberry bushes, bearing fruit as fine, 
and large, and abundant, as any I have seen in our 
gardens. 

In spite of the mosquitoes, my drive was very 
pleasant; for my companion was good.natured, in. 
telligent, and communicative, and gave me a most 
interesting, but rather sad, account of his missionary 
adventures. The road was, as usual, most detestable. 
We passed a lovely little lake called Bass Lake, from 
the numbers of these fish found in it; and arrived late 
at the inn at the Narrows. Though much fatigued, 
I was kept awake nearly the whole night by the 
sounds of drunken revelry in the room below. Many 
of the settlers in the neighbourhood are dis. 
charged soldiers and half. pay officers, who have 
received grants of land; and, removed from all 
social intercourse and all influence,of opinion, many' 
have become reckless and habitual drunkardR. The 
only salvation of a man here is to have a wife and 
children; the poor wife must make up her mind to 
lead a hard life; but the children are almost sure 
to do well-that is, if they have intelligent parents: 
it is the very land for the young, and the enterpris
ing. I used to hear parents regret that they could 
nol give what is called a good education to their 
children: but where there are affection and common 
sense, and a boundless nature round them, and the 
means of health and sub~istence, which (with com. 
mon industry) all can command here, it seems that 
education-i. e. the developement of all the faculties 
in a direction suited to the country in which they 
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are to exist-comes of course. I sa w an example 
of this in the excellent family of the l\bgraths of 
Erindale; but those persons are unfortunate and 
miserable, and truly pitiable, who come here with 
habits previously formed, and unable to adapt them· 
selves to an entirely new existence-of such I saw 
too many. My landlady gave me no agreeable pic. 
ture of the prevalent habi ts of the settlers round 
this place; the riot of which I complained was of 
nightly occurrence. 

Next day we went on a fishing and shooting ex. 
cursion to Lake Cuchuching, and to see the baautiful 
rapids of the river Severn, the outlet from these lakes 
into Lake Huron. If I had not exhausted all my 
Burperlatives of delight, I could be eloquent on the 
charms of this exquisite little lake, and.' the wild 
beauty of the rapids. Of our sport, I only recollect 
the massacre of a dozen snakes wh'ch were holding 
a kind of conversaztone in the hollow of a rucky 
islet where we landed to dine. The islanrls in Lake 
Cuchuching belong to the Indi,ln chief, the Yellow. 
head; and I understand that he and oth.,rs of his 
tribe have peti tioned for legal titles to the ir reserved 
lands. They represent to their Father the governor 
that their prosperity is retarded from the circumstance 
of their not having titles to their lands, I ke their 
white brethren. They say, " Many of ollr young 
men, and some of our chiefs, fear that the time will 
arrive when our white brethren will possess them· 
selves of our farms: whereas, if our Fath 'r the go. 
vernor would be pleased to grant us titles, We sllOuld 
work with more confidence,"-and they humbly en. 

TOIo. II. 2g 
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treat, (these original lords of the soil !) as a particular 
boon, that their" little bits of land" may be secured 
to their children and posterity for ever. 

Next morning we embarked on board tlle Peter 
Robinson steamer, and proceeded down Lake Simcoe. 
This moot beautiful piece of water is above forty 
miles in length, and about twenty in breadth, and is 
in winter so firmly frozen over, that it is crossed in 
sledges in every direction. The shores are flat and 
fertile; and we passed a number of clearings, some 
very extensive. On a point projecting into the lake, 
and surrounded by cleared land, a village has been 
laid out, and some houses built. I went into one of 
them to rest while they were taking in wood, and 
found there the works of Shakspeare and Walter 
Scott, and a good guitar; but the family were 
absent. 

'Ve reached the Holland Landing, at the southern 
extremi ty of the lake, about three o'clock, and the rest 
of our way lay through the Home District, and 
through some of the finest land and most prosperous 
estates in Upper Canada. It was a perpetual sue. 
cession, not of clearings such as I had seen of late, 
but of well.cultivated farms. The vicinity of the 
capital, and an excellent road leading to it, (called 
Yonge Street,) have raised the value of landed pro. 
perty here, and some of the farmers are reputed rich 
men. Every thing told of prosperity and security: 
yet all this part of the country was, within a few 
weeks after, the scene of ill.advised rebellion, of 
tumult. and murder! 

Mr. Jarvis gave me an account of an Irish emi. 
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grant, a labouring man, who had entered his service 
some years ago as teamster (or carter:) he was then 
houseless and penniless. Seven years afterwards 
the same man was the proprietor of a farm of two 
hundred acres of cleared and cropped land, on which 
he could proudly set his foot, and say, " It is mine, 
and my children's after me !" 

At three o'clock in the morning, just as the moon 
was setting in Lake Ontario, I arrived at the door 
of my own house in Toronto, having been absent on 
this wild expedition just two months. 

TUB END. 


