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MEMORIES OF THI ~=200."
BY MES. THOMAS D, GILBERT.!

The recent notice of the death of IHdward Ohshawanoe of the “0ld
Hanlt,” with o sketeh of hisg life, taken Trom the Sanlt Ste. Marie News,
in a recent issne of ''he Herald is deserving of more than passing notice
His strange, sad life seems a fitting end of the modest dynasty of which
he was the last, and his death breaks amother link in history with the
mysteriouns and mosl interegting race who were our predecessors in
this fair land of Michigan.

FEdward Obshawano was a real and not a manufactared chieftain,
being regularvly descended from n line of chiefiains, but he wns a chicf
without n nation nmd withont o country, He wog one of the few of
lils race left in his native place,

When a boy, or perhaps a very voung man. he with his brother, wepe
for a time members of the hoarding school of the Baptist mission of
the =ault, placed theve by his father, old Chief Shawano, a man of
great natural intelligence and dignity of charactor, appreciating the
white man's advantage in education. and who disd so recently as to
be still well remembered by very many of the present inhabitants. The
old chief was the lagt who had any portion of the tribe to rule, and
that, so small a portion as to mnlke his rule hardly more than nominal,
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But he was a1 man of influence among the few of his people and re-
spected nnd  treated with consideration by those paler Toees who ye-
pHaced his vanished sobjectz. T vy well rewember Edward Ohsha-
wano as a bright and preanisiog vonih, copable, mnbitlous and prond,
fecling his own capacity and his position as “crown prince;” bot the
civenmstaners of life were ngainst him. “*The man with the firewnter”
Lins had more to do with the vanishing of the Todinng, than any seem-
ing governmental injustice or the Intllets of Indinn Aghting soldiers,
That same man with the fivcowater hag been the most saceessfal of all
“missionaries to the Tndinns™ in teaching them not only to vie with,
but to excel their white bretheen in the capacily of drink themselves to
speedy and dishonorable deaih,  The sister. Liszie, hecame the wife of
John Logan Chipman. well known in Michizan polities. who was there-
fore brotherdin-law o Edward. A little incident connected with this
marvinge may not be ont of place here, the parties to it being mostly
gone.  Lizzie lived with Lher parvents in theic romantic island home at
the foot of the rapids of the St Mary's river. Myp, Chipman, ithen a
roung man., was practicing law in the old town. He was bright and
copable, but with not mwach there, to deaw out his brilliant talents,
aud he. too, was stingeling with the fee in the hands of “the man with
the fire-water,” and snbject at times to great mental depression.  One
Haturday evening in the “lopg ngo™ he visited Lizzie and persuaded her
to become his wife. and starvted out for a parson to perform the cere-
mony at once. He found the Methodist minister, who was, if T mistake
not, the Reyv, Mr. Pitezel, now an old mwan, il living, and a “superan.
g™ of the ,“it'hig:lu Meihodi=t confereace, Mpr. TPiiese] hesitated,
tryving o persmide him to change his purpose, thinkiog it wounld be a
matter of life-long regret, but without avail. =1 asked yon 1o marey
me, nol 1o mdvige me, and if you will nol, someone else will,"” he said.
Seeing reasoning was useless, the clergviman performed the marrviage
ceremony, and My, Chipman for o while took up his abode with the old
chief on Shawano's island. On Bunday evening there was a little un-
devband commaotion simong the group of young people and friends as-
gembled ac the chapel service in the Bapiist mission, wherve Mr. Chip-
man amd his compeudes usually attended. A voung West Point lien-
ienanl, now a grave, vetired general of the army, secretly passed a slip
of paper among the membors of the choir on which were written these
words: “Chip hos married the chief’s daughter.” After service there
was a gauthering together, and gossiping over the news, and much re-
gret was expressed for his hasty action, but, to his eredit be it said.
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he stood by it loyally and honovably, showed his wife every conrteouns
ditention and interested himsell greatly in the welfare of hor family.
1t was undoubicdly io his efforis that Edward, ihe brother-in-law, owel
his educational opportunities and his ambition to rise, which, but fop
Iis misfortune. might have made him a unique figure in Todinn history.

OId Chief Shawanao lived to an honorable and respected old aze. In
an article prepaved for another oceasion is the following deseripiion
of n virit to his romantic home a few years anzo by =zome well-known
Grand Rapids people:

Al the foor of the rapils, near the Amervican shove, bat ®iill in the
swirl and foam of the falls, i a small island coverad with green of bal-
gams nmid cedars. It stands like ap emerald in o setting of white; noth-
ing vould be more picturesque.  Above, and af one side, o moagniticent
background, rvises the viver higher and higher. the water quickly «de-
seending, a great slope of rushing., twmbling, dashing white foam, em.
Llem of intensest life. Below, the deep blue of the brogwd river, settling
into calm after ite wild frolic, moving majestically on, At the other
sitle of the great shipeannls. emblem of man's power and force. On this
romnnitic epot, when the Indians were removed from the reservalion on
“The Pointe.” old Chief Shawano, the last of the petiy chicftning of
that vegion, built a home, It was not n palace, bt it was comfortable,
He kept o bireh bark canoe to bridge the narrow channel between the
island and the shore, Bhawano was a man of medium height. with a
tine, intelligent face, a grand “Websierinn bead” with a shock of iron-
gray hair. His manner was courtly, his speech grave and digoified,
with @ tinge of sadness. Herve, with his old wife, he lived for years,
anmid here, 1 presuame, he died.

Oue lovely summer evening, just before sunsci, n pariy of guesis nt
the guaint, old-time hotel set out for a enll on old Chisf Shawano.
There were oh=! and ahs! and little feminine shrieks az the uninitinted
atepped into the swaying., tipping ennoe in the swirling water, bul the
dark hand guiding it was steady and sure.  The old gentleman receivoed
Lhiz gnesis with conrvicous hospitality. One of the parviy the chief had
known as a child. who, familiar with his langnage, acted ns inter-
preter for the vest. He was glod to see her and toe meet her friends.
spoke feelingly of the time long past when he knew her fafther and
mother, of the school, the religious services at her father's “mission,”
expecinlly the singing there, of which he was very fond, mentioning
some of the hymns, and oceaszionally using an English word.  Someone
asked if he wounld not like to hear again one of the old hymns in his

7a



G626 MICHIGAN PIONEER AND HISTORICAL COLLECTIONS.

own tongue. Assenting, the song began. when instantly the old chief
removidal his hat. revevently bowed his head and stood in impressive
silemce while the hymn was sung. It was another renderving of Millet's
“Angelus amd the eves of mare than one in the group were suspicionsly
maixt., Ridding them favewell, he still stoml] with baved head as they
wenl down the narvow path throngh the sweet scented firs and cedars
to the hank. Torning for a last look., no one of that paviy will ever
forget the picture presented to view,

The sun was sertting in bhrillinnt hves right into the high backgzround
of white fonming waters; the sunsct sky was vavely beantiful even for
that counivy of lovely sunseis; the green island amid the boiling waves,
the winding path leading up to the little house. and there in the sun-
light, the =“grand old man® with the Websterian head and iron.grey
hair, hat in hand, kKingly in mnnner, waving his last farvewell.

What were his thoughts Were these his guesig, his friends or his
foes? Was he glad that he siood there in the sunset of his life and of
his race? And was there o crown for thot noble hend waiting in the
“happy bunting grounds” beyond the glowing sunset?

Edward Olshawano was boried in the new Riverside cemetery of the
vity of Bault Ste. Marvie among his pale-faced contemporaries; but near
the spot where his father lived so long, and through which the great
ship chanoels were bullt, was the Indian burving-ground where were
laid the remains of his dark-fuced ancestors. The first shnft of the fivst
canal, wns sunk right down throngh theiv hones, to the grent disiress
of the surviviez Tnidians, to whom this spot had been rescrved forever
by treaty with the government. Awpother chief. Shegnd, a man of noble
presence, of unusunlly intelligent mind, of great oratorical power, clo-
quent, impassioned in gpeech, on that sorrvow ful day when he saw the
tirst shaft sonk, went to the missionary. wha was also his pastor. and
in mever to be forgoiten words expressing his deep feeling, ashed if
Mr. Bingham would go with him to the “great father ar Washington™
1o remonstrale azaninst the desecration, and elaimed foltillment of gov-
erpwent promise. The matter was thoroughly discussed, and unjust as
it seemed, it was dechded, protest wus useless, The car of progress like
the car of Juggernaut, does not pause or turn aside in its relentless
march, lest dead men's bones be crushed., or living hearts be broken.
The sauddest face I ever saw, was the dark face of that native noble-
min as he vielded to the inevitable.

With the mention of these names, characters and scenes of this an-
cient city by the greal waterway, are recalled many others, whose writ-
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ten lives would vend like the wasterpicces of fiction, and whose conrious
historvies shonld not be allowed o be lost in the dioe, bashed past,

It is said thar with the paszsing away of every lnnnnm life, is irre.
voverdbhly lost sowe portion of fmportant or Interesting history.  Xo
one having any imngination o any depth of feeling, can wander through
auy old cemetery without “peading between the lines on the old tomb:
stopes, and withour the thonght that could the quiet sleepers arise and
tell the real story of their lives it would prove anew, “Teeth I= stranger
than fletion." Even if thos many wrongs might be righted, it is best
that the “seal of silence” is fast set vpon the grave,

In the old town of Sanlt Bte. Marvie there was a burial place first
used probably over two cepruries ago hy the early French Jesuit mis-
sionaries, explorers and furtraders who penctrated this then wild re-
gion, inhabifed only by numerous wandering tribes of savage Indians
at war with each other. It was divectly on the bank of the nobile river,
ghided by moagniticent forest trees. It has been oblitesated well on
toward a ceniury, levelled annd built over as far back perhnps ns the
memory of the present oldest inhabitant,” s loeality and existence al.
most forgotien. A most inleresting relic found not long ago in an ex-
cavition there is a little erocifix made in France, exquisitely wronght
in iron or silver, much discoloved but otherwize pecfect, burvied who
Lknows when with some faithful French priest of the Roman Catholie
chureh,

How guictly the sleepers have lain there on the boank of the viver,
nnmindful of the changes passing by—sommer and winger; the swift
flowing water, and the solid lee; the wild warwhoops of savonges in
tieree, deadly combar. and the planting of the eioss awd intoning of
chants of the Christian chareli; bicch canoes flyving post with guick
sharp sfrokes of the pouddle. accompanied by shouts vells and weird
songs inspiriting enough 1o send the light conoe over the waters with.
ol hands; batteany of the fovtemders from Montreal and Quoebec with
their copagenirs keeping time 1o their oars with their guaint Canadian
boat songs: the patient gliding of sail vessels with thelr modest freights;
the little Ligh-pressure steamboat pufling its way up in great import-
ance at stated periods: the larger steamers in occnslonal teips with
their londs of tourisis, until in the march of civilization the hirch-canoe
with it2 paddle, the batieanx with their coyngenrs have given place to
floating paloces amd immense “whalebacks” eareying vich carvgocs—and
=till, the “fathers” sleepr on by the river side while the modern world
rushes past unmindful, too, of them.
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Three burvial plives were in nse during the past centoey, one by e
conglomerate vitizens of the town. one hy the militiey when Fort Beady
wias estabilished, aml one by the Indisos on the point of lamd jotting
into the raphils. The tfiest two have been vemoved to the sime rnge of
hills. south of 1l ciiy o which Fort Bruly has been removed  more
vecently, It was in these obl cemeteries that 1 wandercd with oy chihl-
hood companions, reading and heaviog (e inseribed gl anioseribed
histories of the sleepers Iving there.

In the wmilitary gronpds eciviliang were sometimes buried. On the
most imposing warble theee, was a long elaborate inscription: wone,
John Johnstone ;' age. eighiv: nalive land, Treland: rank. noble. By
hiz side the wife of hi= yonth and age, a princess of the Ofibway tribe
of Novth Amevican Indians. About this conple hovers roumuee enongh
for the wildest Faoey, and 0 mine of wealth for the “founded on faet"
novelist.  Foar separated ax were the ploees of theiv birth, they were
conmecied by a wonderful waterway, a chain of wnegual but unbroken
links. Lake Sopevioy, =, Mavy's viver, Lake Huroun, =2t Clair river,
Lake =t Clair, Detroit river., Lake Evie, Niagnra river. Lake Ontario,
Et. Lawrence river. Galf of 21, Lawrence and the broad Atlantice.

Somewhere about one hundred and twenfy-five yvents ago (1792), John
dohnstone, o young Teishman of rank and fortune, left his home for the
wilds of North America. There is a story extont of fraternal treachery
and schieming to get him away never to retuen for the bhrother's advan-
tage in place and power.  However that may be. Cupid called him,
though he kpew ii not. Brave little Cupid! Beside the Indian maiden
in her forest homwe lie hiad bent his bow and sent his arrow steaizht fo
its wmark in the heart of the youug noble far away in the Emerald lsle,
There i< yet in the fumily an elegant gold wateh brought by John John-
vtone when he lefr home, and clogely fitted into the inper case is still
the Lt of fine tissue paper. skillfully cut into hearvts and doves and
ecnplds. placed there by the “givl he lelt behind him” a8 was the custom
then for =entle maidens to do,

Mre. Johopstones business in Americn was with the Hud=zon Tay Far
vompany., He lunded in Cannda and tosk the biveh eanoe amd poddle
line to the fur ioterior, where the royal dusky malden wnconsciously
awailed hiz coming. They met, and loved, and warried. “Indian
fashion.” rearing a lurge family of sons and daunghters,

Retiving finally from active business, Mr. Johnstone seitled at the
Sault de Ste. Marie and built a large house near the site of the oll

1 For portraita of the Johnstone fumily see Vol. 32, p. 305 M. Cillert spells this
name Jugmhtculr Hehooleraft and other nuthorities gl.u.- it Julinston.
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cemelery on the river bank. and just below where old Fort Brady was
buile lader on, The hoose was elognnt for irs thoe, and bas become his
toric,  The mwmodern porchascr encased it with claphoarids to preserve
the orisinal, ol in alteration for his own ocenpaney el it s nearls
s possible of the ol design—the laege parlor and dinipgroom in the
center, at e cast end o large kitchen, at the west end amd i the rear
he sleeping rooms.

[ the “Tale of Two Citles™ written 15090 for the *Tioneers™ is
thid= deseription: “A long, low, well built Jog honse in o beantifnl old-
fashivacd garvden, roses in perfection, lilacs, sweet-willimm=, hachelor
Imtiom=, warigolds and other flowers of long ogo grew luxoriantly in
front, while buck of the bhouse was a kitcheo-gonlen, where long rows
of careant bushes hinng foll of vich-colored Linit the taste of which
Hopgers In wemory yvet,  Here had gathered from away back mawy
uoialblde people. and here was kept up all possible of the state and cere-
mony of 4 noble honsge of Iveland; the presiding zenius o digniged and
stately woman, danghter of a poted Ofibway ehief,  Whe sons and
tiinghters of the heonse were sent away to school, ot trainsd at home
to the sivict conventionalities of the social life in which thelr futher
wns reared. Sowme were sent to lrefand to be edocaled. On the great
sidebourd in the dining-room were areanged many pieces of solid silver
gervice brought feom Leelamd, and always exactly in ihe same pliees.
On the walls were old porteaits, and about (he voows many foreign
prticles, exciting in onr childish minds great wonder and admiration.™

OFf the danghiers one marvied Heonvy I Schoolerafe, Indinn ngeni for
the government, once known in that “upper country™ ns *Cnele BSam’s
el who Jived in \\':Ie:hilj:_‘;luu miEiny yvears, L owas Selooleraflt's bools
on the Indions from which the poet Longiellow drew for inl‘m:mﬂliuu in
“Hinwniha” in which leepglfellow’s abszelhitely corvect use of the In-
dinp words i= very remarkable.  Another sister morvied o brother,
simmes Schooleralt, a very handsome mon, aod she o very handsome and
clegant woman,  When o ehild | wsed 1o think that if cver 1 grew ap
and could sweep the tedn of wmy gown in the same greand fashion Mes,
Jitmies Behooleralt did as she walked with stately tread up the aisle
of the little mission chapel, life would be worih living. She wore
mes=tly black. brightened with rvich red. as most becoming toe her fine
Liruneite complexion and the rich red of her cheek, Tt was her huas
biand’s murder ot the old homestead which gave the fown its great
tragedy of July 60 1516, ealled the “Toonner summer.”  He hod spent

" ¥ Published in Vol. 20, p. 322,
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Saturday. the “glovious Fourth,” with a gay party of friends in Can-
nda ot the Hwlson Iy company's s=tarion, of whom Major Julius
Kingsbwiy, o commaml at FPort By, was one.  The danghter of
Mojor Wingsbury was the first wife of CGenernl Simon Bolliver Buckner,
Lte cpdldate for viee-president on the golid democeat ticket, They
staved Iote and doth b vesied until Mowdoy afiernoon, when Mre.,
Hehooleralt went for a wallk in the above mentioned garden. going on
a litle into the near woods, when he was shot throngh the heart from
the nmbush of 0 near tree and fell forward Jdead., That is o long tale
by it=ell. with o mystery still unsalved,  Mes. Schooleraft's chililren
had compicxion= a= fair and veins ag blne as thongh no «drop of Tudian
blood counreed throungh thom.

Another zister, nlse on elegant and charming woman., married the
Rev, Willinm MeMareay of the Lpiscopnl chureh. afterward o long and
well-kknown bishop of Canada, When the Tlev. Abel Bingham first went
to the Sault as misslonary to both whires and Indinns, Mrs, MceMuarray
sat by hiz side in the Sabhath afterncon service and interpreted his =ep-
mon into the muos=ical phrases of her mother tongue. nml he alwoays re-
tained for her a most tender regard. Tt wazs a granddanghier of Mrs,
McMurray, living in St Louis, who not long ago mavried Farrer Cobhb,
gon of the Lev. Sanford T1. Cobh. recently of this city.

The eldest sister. =Missz Eliza" pever mareied. and was the most
picturesque of this famons family. Ehe delighted in her lineage, kept a
maid. a young Twlian givl pamed Equa-zhan-shis, who followed ey
everywliere at o siated. vespeciful distanee, and was as picturesgne and
familine o fignee ns her mistress,

Im winter =Miss Eliza”™ wore a long Llue pellize. or ¢ionk with wing-
Hke capes. a square of plaited folds af the back trimmend with black
velver: o r-'r-]tpr.'r voloved satin bonnet with robmd, high crown and Dbromd
front: o long green boeege veil tiod over the front wich a ribbon, alwoys
deawe to ope side, amd hebd back by her vight aeme In simmer she
wore @ “hineblack sk gown., a bonunet with a heavily embroidered
black Lice veil, demwn over the Gee and reaching nearly to the fect, or
n large preen silk cilash made ke the top of a covered boagey, with et
tan cowrilds shirred in. to fold up or et down, managed by a ribbon at-
tached to one #ide.  In Quebes there is a carvinge called ealash tn com
mon wse. Whether ihe earvvinge gave (he name to the bonnet or the bon-
net (o the eaveinge, I capnot say, . _

“Mi=s Eliza” never chapzed her styvle of dress. Ton season she always
ciarried o «prig of sweetscented greeen, like eglantine, or a frageant bud
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twirled in one hamd, while-with the other she

or blossom, which she
Exacting due conszideration, she was kind-

carvicd a blue-beaded bae,
mess it=cell: siod when lefr alope o the great homesteand it was a greal
resort for “us chililven,” wha were fascinated with [tg air of state, the
vonderlfnl stories tobd with her own peeunlioe nguage, intonation and
pride, and the sponge cake no one else conld make so delicionsly deli-
cate % she,  They were all famous cooks,

The last thwe T saw her she lay on her boed walting for death—eighty
vears old—lome, fTamily, fortune gone. ey =Miss Eliza " Aflter these
many vears she stands out o clear cut, unique memory of o happy child-
Iraend,

Mrs, Johnstone, the Twodian morher, was a strong charpeter aml of
great influence with her people.  2he it was who discovered, and by
skilliul maneuver prevented, the intended massacre of the government
party at the time of the treaty with General Cass when he purchased
the land for the government, TUpeducated in books, rveaved among a
gavage people in the wilids of foresi 1ife, ghe possesscd that innate dig-
nity, intelligence, self-respect amd courvage which “rises to occasion,™
superior to circnmsinnee.

She wonderfnlly adapted herself to her strange position ; was the head
of the hovsehold, loved by her family, meeting on oqual terms guests
of the bhowse from palace or wigwam.

1 have deseribed these women in detail beeanse they were fine types
of 6 elass that has vanished, What is sald of them waey be said with
voual trath of many other dames similarly situnted at the old SBanlc
e Ste. Mavie.  The “grand dames™ amd lovely “danghiers” of America
have not all been folr of fuce or descended from Pilgrim or Poavitan,

Of the sons, George Johnstope was a very well alucated man, con-
ventioual aml very cercmonious in manner. uaniting in himself very
noticeably, the stadied manuers of his "rank’ in both natiops. the Trish
and the Indian.  He frequentdy belil goverument positions amd wing# for
weveral yoenrs gtationed by the government on Traverse bay, somewhere
near what Is now called Ol Mission, He wos a greeat venler and gave
Lis brotherin-law, Heory . Schoolerafi, valuable assistance in re-
searches among the Indinns in compiling his books, In Schooleraflt's
“Characteristics of the Hed DRoace of Amorien™ will e found a chapter
by him. His flrst wife was an Indian woman, who left twe gons and n
For his second wife he married Miss
She

daughter. our o fine looking zivl.
Mary Rice of Boston, Mass<, a0 member of (he Baprist mission.
was a very bright, eapable, energetic woman, holdiog op the failing for-
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tunes of the family «as long as she lived. Her three sons, Ben, Jamie
and Sam, all died in the army 1 think, during the Civil war. Her daugh-
ter, “Miss Eliza™ the secomd, the only one left, lives with her mother’s
relatives in Boston.  The last and youngest of the oviginal family, John
Jolhinstone, Jr,, died only a few years ngo, a llne looking, vencrable man
of three score and ten, whose life, so strangely blended and mingled
with varving conditions, save him an endless fund of wonderfully in-
teresting stories. He was edueated at a sehool in New York state, T
think in Fredonia, and for a long time acted as interpreter for the Rev.
Abel Bingham at the mission.

With both of these men have died much of great interest to the
student of early Michigan history and Indinn lore. That generation
s about all passed nway. A very feow remain who ean from natural
iztelligence, edueation and personal experience, give reliable and inter-
esting information comcerning the curious conditions of this frontier
country, or do its more curious people justice, during the carlier years
of the century now =0 near its end.

One man, not very old, still lives on Sagar Island, near the Saull,
whose life lins been an eventful one. Many years ngo the Rev. Abel
Dingham, in one of his trips with snowshoes and dog trains to the
winter camps of the Indians, went to Gouley's bay, on the north shore.
IHe found that dreaded scourge, smallpox, raging in the little colony.
which had nearly depopulated the settlement, Whole families hiad been
swept away, and many dying. One little Indian boy of four yvears had
pluckily lived it through. his face a mass of scars, while his whole
family had died, leaving him with hardly a relative in the world. He
had no clothing but rags, and nowhere to go. Mr. Bingham begged a
wan's old cont, in which he wrapped the naked little body, tucked him
up in the blankets and furs of hiz toboggan and took him home to the
misggion-house. Here he was put into a tub and serubbed, his head close
shaved, the old coat burned, and “Little Moses,” newly clothed. stood
out with his twinkling black eyes, his round, Inughing face, well started
on the road in his new life. “Little Moses” will never he forgotten by
those who knew him. He was uncommonly bright; in school he learned
easily, was capable in almost every way, and with a bit of quick, flery
temper which sometimes brought him into trouble. He lived to young
manhood at the mission, and then went forth to shift for lilmself, being
abundantly able to earn his own living. For many years he carried
the United States mnils in winter over the snows and jce, having
many strange experiences and narrow escapes, somclimes going along
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through the dense wild foresis, Doring the Civil war he enlisted in
the avmy aml fought bravely for the Unfon. It was said his conrage
pot only never failed, but was an inspivation 1o others, aml that he
nule an uneommenly  fine =oldier, Moses Greenbind, the “veteran,”
lins his own licele home aml receives o modest peonsion from the govern.
ment.  The sears on his silll expressive face have fadied with the vears,
amd liis Nife §% oot all vemssoee. bne “Moses™ will walk many  miles
throngh any stress of weather to look onee move upon the fiuce of any
of the mission fmily who moy wander northward to the childhoml
hone,

Mrs. D, J. C. Buchanan returned o short time ago from a hasty visit
to fhe =Old SEanlt,”  Bdward Obshawoane and Moses Greenbisd, lieap.
ing she was there, came wany miles to see her and to grasp hee hand ;
iunderd, could hardly lose sight of her during her short stay. Tt was
lees thana forinight before Edward's death, and he was apparently well.
He was elegantly dressed and very geotlemanly in manner, <Moses™
was “Moses” still, and bis warm bheart showed in his still twinkling
ryes,

John Gurooe and wife, who celebrated their golden wediding a feow
weeks ago; Willinm Shaw and wife, old vesideats, and Lewis Cadotte
and some few athers of ihe Preoch and Tnilians of olden thwe, still live
g connecting links lwtween the modern ~Hoo™ and the old SBault de
Sie, Mavie: but soon these, 100, will reach the boumlary line and “pass
on.” and the old familiae pames will belong only to unfamiline people,
modern, like the city, nod the curions past will be A tale that is old.”
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