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Preface

This novel project began quite innocently when my mind
began to wander when I had watched a television movie of
Anne of Green Gables for about the third time. Because [
was familiar with the story by now, my imagination drifted
to wondering what the orphan girl character might have
been like earlier when she was in the orphanage. My mind
came up with some humorous incidents in a Victorian era
orphanage and that made me wonder what orphanages
were like in those days. Why not look it up on the internet?
By then, the world wide web was well established and it
was easy to research any question I had.

Since Anne of Green Gables was set in the Canadian
Maritimes, my internet research lead me to investigate the
nature of the Canadian Maritimes in the late Victorian era.
The term ‘Victorian' refers to the period during which
Queen Victoria of Britain ruled the British Empire. The
British Empire included the British American colonies that
remained after the formation of the United States. Some of
these remaining British American colonies became
provinces when the Dominion of Canada was founded in
1867.

From my initial questions about orphanages I became
fascinated by the Victorian period of history in general as
it unfolded on both sides of the Atlantic. I could see the
foundations of many of our modern institutions:

The steam engine and the ‘Industrial Revolution’ it
caused, lead the way to the use of engines and machinery
in all facets of life, from manufacturing to transportation.

Railways introduced the idea of being transported
without the use of horses.

Telegraphy, originally developed for managing railway
traffic, layed the foundation for electronic communication
and the resulting uniting of humanity on a larger scale.

Carriages and wagons pulled by horses established the
numerous ways in which the horseless carriages and
wagons were used, to set the stage for the later
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automobiles and trucks.

Interest in electricity stimulated by telegraphy lead not
just to the telephone, but also to the light bulb and electric
motors.

Electric motors introduced to horse drawn city trollies,
created horseless trollies or streetcars.

And we could go on and on.

I believe that learning about this period helps us
understand the origins of much of what we have today and
often take for granted. One could say that the Victorian
era, or more generally the Industrial Age, gave birth to the
modern age as we know it today.

Because much of it began in Europe and crossed the
Atlantic, in North America all these new developments
tended to develop first along the eastern seaboard, and
then migrate west. A novel about the Victorian Age in
North America would need to be situated in the Canadian
Maritimes and the American “New England”.

Meanwhile, during this time when I was doing my
internet explorations, North American Native peoples were
finding their voice in the media in regards to historical
mistreatment, theft of land, genocide, etc. It made me also
investigate the history of attitudes towards the Native
peoples during the Victorian Age. The reality of that time
was that governments and the church were bent on
‘civilizing’ the ‘Indians’. The view was that the ‘primitive’
way of life of the ‘Indian’ was coming to an end and the
‘Indians’ needed to be helped into the ‘modern world’. This
view was not unique to North America. That was the view
of Europeans to all peoples in the world who were living
close to Nature. Whether in Africa, Australia, Canada, or
South America, the ‘civilized’ person saw a great purpose
to ‘help’ ‘primitive’ people to ‘advance’ themselves.

At the same time, in 1855, the poet, and former Harvard
University professor, Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
published his epic poem about the Ojibwa ‘Indians’ called
The Song of Hiawatha. While governments and churches
were seeking to benevolently extinguish the ‘Indian’,
suddenly here was a popular work that celebrated and
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PREFACE

romanticized them! The whole English-speaking world
(and beyond, when some translations were published in
other languages) was enthralled by The Song of Hiawatha,
and the traditional North American ‘Indian’ it depicted.

Thus in the latter half of the 1800’s there were two
diametrically opposite views of the ‘Indian’ — on the one
hand the government and church view that wanted to
‘save’ and ‘convert’ the traditional ‘Indian’ from its ‘pagan’
and ‘primitive’ ways; and the other hand to have him
remain as he was, as depicted in The Song of Hiawatha.

On the one hand the government established reserves
and government acts to regulate ‘Indian’ behaviour which
laid the foundations for the institutions regulating ‘Indians’
that exist today. On the other hand, the popular interest in
the traditional Indian promoted tourism into the North
American wilderness to pursue Native ways — canoeing,
camping, hiking, fishing, and hunting. Thus, while
governments and churches would have wanted the ‘Indian’
to become like Europeans as quickly as possible, the
growing tourism industry wanted the Indian to continue
making their traditional costumes and crafts, to be fishing
and hunting guides for tourists, and to generally behave
‘Indian’.

The Native of today, the ‘Indian’, was spared quick
genocide and Longfellow’s poem can take much credit for
that. However, as far as concerns the poem itself, Native
people themselves have always viewed the work with
reservation. It was designed for the English—speaking
literary culture of the time. It was not created for ‘Indians’.
Still, the depiction of the Indian culture was generally
accurate since Longfellow used scholarly resources,
notably the ethnographic investigations by Henry
Schoolcraft, who had direct involvement with Ojibwa of
eastern Lake Superior in the early 1800’s.

The more [ learned about the Victorian period, including
the fame of The Song of Hiawatha and the treatment of the
‘Indian’, the more I was able to place myself into this time
period and wondered if I should proceed with a tale set in
this time. I had already developed some talent in story-
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telling from early artistic explorations in creating comic
strip stories, and later trying to visualize television stories.
I had the imagination, but very little writing experience.
Should I attempt something? It was a tempting challenge. If
I pursued an orphan story, what could be more appropriate
than a Native girl discovering she was an orphan and
setting out to discover her ‘Indian’ identity?

I finally decided to proceed. Not having written a novel
before, I made many mistakes, and [ had to rewrite it
several times. Many years have passed, and I still find
awkward sentences and spelling errors. The whole
process has been an education in novel-writing. [ think it
1s quite good now.

As with all authors, I developed my characters from my
own experiences — creating composites from people 1
know or have encountered. I can see how different
characters have origins in this or that person or
experience, but [ leave these observations to myself.

As the setting of the story, I cannot imagine I could
have written the story for another location than New
Brunswick around 1865-75. It had everything my novel
required — large cities, wilderness, railway building, the
rule of Queen Victoria, and more. Furthermore towards the
south of New Brunswick several hours away by train or
steamship, there was the American “New England” with
Boston, Harvard University, and Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow — all with some role in the story.

Abbi of the Wilderness , comprises three distinct parts
1. Growing Up in the Age of Railways, 2. In the
Wilderness, and 3. The Winter Carnival. It follows her
from the beginning until she discovers who she is. I
attempted to keep each part quite self-sufficient, but
naturally the journey is richer if you read all the parts in
sequence.

author, artist, designer, Dec 2012
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The late 1800’s was
the Age of the Steam Locomotive
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Abbi Arrives

THE BABY BEHIND THE CHURCH DOOR

It was in the spring of 1865 that Bradden Woodrow, a
young railway engineer, recently graduated from Harvard
University, and Jenine, a young woman of Littletonl, New
Brunswick, had married. Bradden had originated in New
Brunswick too. He had been born and raised, in Richdale,
New Brunswick, a hundred miles away, 15 minutes by
carriage outside of Saint John. Richdale was a wealthy
suburb associated with Saint John. And because his family
was wealthy, he had grown up in the lap of luxury, being
sent to private boarding schools when young, and then to
the prestigious American university, Harvard, near Boston,
instead of the University of New Brunswick, closer to
home.

Littleton was a rural town, and all of Littleton’s citizens
were happy that one of their own had been chosen by this
dashing man in his late 20’s — tall, dark, with slightly wavy
hair, and penetrating brown eyes. Why had he chosen their
Jenine? Her education was limited to the local grade
school. She was a country girl who only knew farming life,
and part time employment in the town’s hotel, or cleaning
at the Littleton Church. Still, she knew how to read, and
loved to read books. Her father, now deceased, had been
an educated man of British Loyalist descent who had come
north from New England, procured some land, and married
a woman of Acadian descent.

Littleton was, well, a little town. It had been a sleepy
town serving farming and logging, but now it was buzzing
with activity — wagons coming and going carrying workers
and railway ties to and from railway construction sites.

You see, Littleton lay on the planned path of a new

1 Littleton and Richdale are fictional, for this story
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railway link that would connect Amherst, Nova Scotia, to
Moncton, New Brunswick. Railways were new in these
times. Nova Scotia had built a major railway line between
Halifax and Amherst and New Brunswick had built a line
between Saint John and Moncton. Both colonies had built
additional tracks too, but so far, there was no way of
travelling from Nova Scotia to New Brunswick. Connecting
independent railway systems was the beginning of the
uniting of the remaining British American colonies ever
since the United States broke away from Britain, and the
creating of the Dominion of Canada a few years later.

Having a railway coming through Littleton was exciting
to the citizens of the Littleton area. Soon it would no
longer be necessary to travel by stage coach to reach
Moncton.

And it was the new railway construction that had
brought Bradden Woodrow to the area. After graduating in
the subjects required for railway engineering, he
succeeded in being hired by the railway construction
management company who was building this railway link. It
was his first step in what he hoped would be a long career
in the exciting world of railway building.

His first job was to go out to where the railway beds,
culverts, and bridges were being constructed and with
survey equipment, make sure they were done according to
plan. Because it was field work, it was advantageous to be
closer to the construction, instead of living in Moncton.
Living in Littleton, half way along the railway route, was
perfect. And it was in Littleton, while stopping for an ale
at the small hotel, that he met Jenine, came to know her,
and after a coutship of only half a year, decided to marry
her. The question was why her? Why a young country girl
so different from what he knew from his life either in the
wealthy circles of his mother in Richdale, or the
intellectual circles in Boston? Jenine herself wondered
why he paid her so much attention. But then, she was
pretty: a young woman of 18, with blue eyes, sandy blonde
hair, and a rounded, womanly, figure.

Throughout the courtship, they were the subject of
gossip. Everyone knew everyone else in Littleton, There
wasn't much going on. There was a grist mill on the river,
a small sawmill outside of town, a blacksmith, a livery,
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wagon repairs, general store with a post office, a small
hotel with a tavern, a small constable’s office with a room
with bars to hold drunks, and of course the church that
served as much for social gatherings as religi

Perhaps Bradden was attracted to the area, and to
Jenine, because he was tired of cities and finery that had
been his life so far. In his early years living near the large
city of Saint John, he had lived with his parents in the
Woodrow family mansion. Then when he went to Harvard,
for close to a decade he lived as a student, returning home
for short times only in summers, He had rarely seen his
parents. His contact with them was mainly by letter.
University life was simple, basic. A student does not need
much. He lived most of the time in student dormitories. As
a result he learned not to need to be surrounded by finery
like there was back at home.

Originally he simply chose to pursue a degree in arts,
with special interest in literature; but, inspired by Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow, who had been a professor of
languages at Harvard, and then became the famous poet
who wrote The Song of Hiawatha, Bradden created for
himself a personal pursuit of learning about the North
American Native peoples, which in those days were known
as “Indians”. But when he graduated he saw that there was
no career to be had with a mere arts degree — unless he
became a teacher or professor — and he wondered what lie
in his future. His parents all along expected he would
simply return home with the prestige of a degree from
Harvard, and take over running the Woodrow family
company called the Woodrow Timber Milling and
Manufacturing Company. Now he was witnessing the fever
of railway building that was going on everywhere in the
world. He couldn’t help getting caught up in the excitement
of it, and decided to continue his education, gaining the
required mathematics and science needed to be a railway
construction civil engineer. His parents did not understand.
They had always expected he would take over the
company. But he continued on this new path. When he
finally graduated with his second degree, now close to 30
years old, he was committed to a career in railway
building. But it was at that time that his father died. His
mother wanted him to take his place heading the company.

13



ABBI of the Wilderness

When he returned home they had a fierce argument.

“You are our only child,” she said to him. “Who else will
take over the company but you?”

“l have worked towards being a railway civil engineer
for several years now, Mother. [ cannot give it up now.
You are only 50. You have been running the company by
Father’s side for years. You can continue just fine without
me, When you die, well then I will have to deal with it. In
the meantime I have been dialoguing by letter with the
company in Moncton that has the contract to build the link
that will connect the Nova Scotia railway system to the
New Brunswick system. They are interested in hiring me.”

His mother, Audora Woodrow, from whom he had
obtained his dark looks, did not like this response one bit.
She realized she had been partly to blame, for not
including him in the operations of the company and
cultivating in him an interest in wood products. The
company was now three generations from its beginning,
from when Bradden’s grandfather cut down tall pines in
virgin forests to sent to Britain to serve as masts for the
Royal Navy ships. Those tall pines were now all gone, but
when his grandfather had developed his property outside
of Saint John, he had preserved some original forest on a
portion of his property, that still contained pine trees a
hundred feet tall, so that when he built the mansion he
called the property “Tall Pines”.

And now he was the third generation but interested in
something else. He was now a railway engineer and when
townspeople heard he was interested in their Jenine, it set
tongues wagging. Why he had come here was obvious — he
had been hired by the company who was constructing the
railway link. His mother too was puzzled by her son's
actions. Why her? Why Jenine?

The gossip women gathered daily at Farthing General
Store and it was always a topic to discuss as they selected
foodstuffs from Mrs. Farthing’s shelves.

“Who is to say how people fall in love,” said one of the
ladies. “He was smitten.”

“He could have had any woman, even from wealthy
society,” said another.

“If you want my opinion, mere attraction is not enough.
What will they even talk about if he talks about intellectual
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things, and she can only talk about how to wash laundry,
or tend to a garden?”

“l agree. How can the marriage endure, he being highly
educated and from a wealthy family, and she from this
rural area, where nobody has much education and there is
no finery.”

“His mother appears not to like it either. She didn't
even attend the wedding. And the excuse given that she
was ill, I don’t believe.”

“l can imagine! She was probably expecting him to
marry a young woman from high society and to live in a
mansion.”

“And few people from his world came to the wedding,
beyond his fellow employees in the Moncton railway
company.”

“Well that aspect is easily explained. Anyone from
farther way, would have to come here by stage coach from
Moncton. Even coming from Saint John might require
devoting two days — first the railway from Saint John to
Moncton, then overnight at a hotel and then the stage
coach.”

In spite of the lack of folks from Bradden’s side of the
family, the wedding had been a joyful one at the small
multidenominational Littleton church.

After the wedding, there had been a reception outside
on the lawn. Jenine had a sister named Gwendolyn.
Gwendolyn Cartsmith, married and with young children of
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her own, was happy to see her sister marry. Before
meeting Bradden, Jenine had lived with them and their
aged mother. Gwendolyn had brought their mother to the
wedding with a wheelchair. She had suffered a stroke
some time ago, and could only go places with a
wheelchair, She was old too — almost 70. While she had
had Gwendolyn early in life, she had had Jenine late.

It had been a sunny day and the reception had gone
perfectly.

After the reception, Jenine’s brother-in-law Wilbur
Cartsmith, who was a wagon—-maker, had taken them on a
tour in his fanciest carriage, ending up at the pretty
cottage that she and Bradden and Jenine had leased. This
was where they would live for the foreseeable future.

It wasn’t a large property — it was a section of a larger
farming property. There was a wonderful view from the
back vyard over the valley of Littleton Creek that ran
through Littleton. A white picket fence defined the borders
of this parcel, and in addition to the regular gates in front,
there was a small gate at the back by which one could
access the semi wild meadow that sloped down towards
the creek.

Bradden and Jenine agreed - the marriage had gone
without a hitch. Married life began. As Bradden left for
work at dawn, Jenine indulged in being in charge of her
own household, after so many years living with
Gwendolyn’s family down the road.

It was only a few weeks after the wedding, that Abbi
arrived.

As Bradden went off to work every morning, riding a
horse from Wilbur’s livery out to the railway construction
places, Jenine was beginning her new life at the cottage,
but continued some of her earlier activities, such as
cleaning at the church and the adjacent reverend’s cottage.

When she went there to clean, she didn’t linger to say
much to the gossipy ladies she met. She knew what they
were gossiping about — the marvellous man she had
married, and why she had chosen her.

She herself still didn’t know why. His explanation had
been that he didn’t believe one’s circumstances in life
mattered in matters of love, and that marriage was about
being complementary in spirit, and that raising a family
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was very basic and universal. She didn’'t have to
understand when he spoke about mathematics, or science,
or literature; and he didn’t have to understand her when
she spoke of how to weed the garden or treat a child’s
illness or whatever.

His mother of course, thought he was going mad, or that
he was doing it to spite her — to rebel like young people
do. Well he wasn’t young anymore. Better late than never,
perhaps. Was that something to do with it? No. Perhaps it
was as simple as embarking on his career and deciding
now was the time to get married and start a family, and he
did not have any other woman in his life. Was it a matter of
her being at the right place at the right time?

Recently, Bradden had recieved a letter from his
mother, and read part of it to her.

“While I approve of you embarking on a marriage,”
Bradden’s mother’s letter had begun, “I do not think
marrying a country girl with no formal education other
than the basic one all children get, was the right choice.
You live in two different worlds. What you do is up to you,
but forgive me if I reserve my judgment regarding the
marriage until you have proven the marriage will work,
that there are children, and that you and she remain
together. In any event, visiting you will be difficult until
the raillway to your little town 1s built. Should your
marriage succeed, well there will be plenty of time for me
to visit and meet your bride.....”

“I don’t agree with my mother’s view, of course,”
Bradden had said to her after reading it to Jenine.
“Marriage is about complementary spirits, and domestic
life and raising children is very basic. You don't need a
university degree or any formal education for the basic
human skills. [ don't aspire to having a luxury home with
servants like my mother envisioned for me. I am perfectly
fine heading a household without servants or maids — a
household like the one you know from your upbringing,
Jenine. Not the one I know from my upbringing. You will
run the family in your way, the plain way. My role is to be
a railway engineer and bring home the money we will live
on, and some fatherly guidance to any children. Together
we will prove my mother wrong. [ certainly do not feel this
is a mistake. Don’t worry, Mother will come around. Her
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annoyance will be short-lived.”

Today was the Monday, two weeks after the wedding.
Bradden had left for work and Jenine now planned her day.
Today was the day she cleaned the church. It had rained
yvesterday and people had tracked in some mud. And today
it was raining too when she left the cottage to cross from
one side of town to the other. She had the foresight to put
on a raincoat in case it got worse.

The church was on an incline after you crossed the
bridge where there was the old grist mill around which the
town had grown. This was the case for many small towns.
A mill that everyone shared, and to which everyone went,
tended to be the place other shared services sprung up
and presto, a town 1is born!

Arriving at the church, she went up a pathway to a side
door of the house. Reverend Jones heard her coming, and
opened the door.

“Come in Jenine. My, it is raining and blowing outside
today. I hope you didn't get too wet walking over here
from your and your husband’s cottage.

“Good afternoon, Reverend Jones,” she said, hanging up
her raincoat and umbrella. “I don’t mind wind and rain.”

“I know that your new husband is probably bringing in a
good income, and I may not have you helping out with
cleaning for much longer, but thank you for still coming.”

“I can't give up some of my past employments and
routines. But if I and Bradden begin having children, my
days will be fulll, 'm sure.”

The cleaning supplies were in a closet near the
entrance, and she went there next, as they continued
conversing.

“You will be raising a family soon, I'm certain. But have
you considered what you will do when the railway is
completed? The work your husband has will end.”

“Perhaps he’ll work in Moncton then. When the railway
1s operating he can commute back and forth. But, I realize,
Reverend, that if he finds work at some faraway project
that is when we may have to move. We will have to bear
that in mind always. Maybe to Fredericton. There is much
railway building going on up there to serve the logging
industry.”

Reverend Jones was in his 60s but still spry and
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healthy. He had a shaven narrow face and lean body, and
straight dark hair that sometimes fell over his eyes and
had to be pushed back.

Jenine by now had the mops, bucket, and cleaner in
hand and was ready to head over to the church. She didn’t
need a raincoat for that. She would simply walk quickly
from the Reverend’s house to the back door of the church
only ten feet away and bear the rain for only a half minute.
“Well, I'll begin with the church, and then clean here in
your cottage.”

“That would be splendid, Jenine.” A black dog
appeared apparently having wakened from slumber and
hearing voices. It was the reverend’s companion.

Jenine dashed through the rain and wind from the house
to the back door of the church, to begin her work. The rain
was drumming on the roof, and she could hear the wind
howling outside and rattling the shutters. It was even
shaking the double doors of the front entrance. It was not
the kind of weather in which anyone wanted to travel if
they did not have to. When she had walked over she had
only seen one wagon making a delivery of lumber, its
driver practically hidden under a large hooded raincoat.
The stagecoach from Amherst had clattered past as well,
arriving at Littleton on schedule. Once in town it always
stopped for fifteen minutes near Wilbur’s livery where the
horses received some attention while the passengers
might get out to stretch their legs or have an ale at the
hotel. The coachmen always left a bag of incoming mail on
the sidewalk which was picked up by Mrs. Farthing of the
General Store for the post office wicket at the back. And
she always left an outgoing mail bag for the coachman to
take.

Unseen by anyone, a figure approached the church,
identity hidden under a hooded cape, and crept up the
steps to the church’s front door. The figure was carrying a
basket, which it placed in front of the door. The figure
retreated and hurried off.

Jenine thought she heard something outside the front
doors. Putting down her mop she went to investigate,
opened one half of the double doors, and found there the
basket containing the baby, she estimated about four
months old. She glanced one way and then the other.
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There wasn’t a soul in sight. Who had left the baby?

She immediately took baby and basket and indoors into
the church, closing the doors behind her. She first tried to
soothe the baby, stop its crying. Then, dropping her
mopping activity, she ran with the baby over to the
reverend’s cottage. “Reverend Jones! Reverend
Jones!” she shouted as she entered. “Someone has left a
baby at the church door!”

Reverend Jones came from the parlour and met her in
the hall. He had a look in the basket and immediately ran
out to the street, with his black dog at his heels. With wind
blowing his hair all about, he looked first one way and then
the other, hoping to see some receding figure. “Hello!” he
shouted, his long hair tossed about by the wind. “Is anyone
here? Come out! Perhaps we can help you?”

There was no response of any kind.

When Reverend Jones arrived back, Jenine had by now
taken the baby to the reverend’s parlour and was holding it
in her arms. “It's a healthy little baby girl,” she reported,
“maybe only four months old. She has dark straight hair,
brown eyes, and could be Indian. And look here — her shirt
has the word A-B-B-I embroidered on it. It is a girl.”

“I will get the town constable to search the area. They
couldn’t have gotten far,” he decided without further ado.
With his big black dog at his heels, he put on a raincoat
and hastened out the front door and down the road in the
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direction of Littleton.

Jenine sat down on the reverend’'s couch with the baby
in her arms and the basket beside her. She could now
inspect it more closely and investigate what else was In
the basket.

“ABBI must be your name,” she spoke. “Look there’s
more in the basket with you under the blanket—a bottle
filled with milk, all warm and ready for you. And some
fresh diapers and a bib — everything a baby needs.
Whoever left it, can’'t have left you more than five minutes
ago! Would you like some milk, Abbi?”

Jenine had had experience with her sister Gwendoline’s
last babies, and tried to soothe it by giving her the bottle.
She enjoyed this moment as much as the baby did. But it
didn’t last long.

The Reverend and Constable McRoy were back, both in
the constable’s black official-looking wagon that had a
barred cubicle at the back for transporting prisoners,
usually drunks from the hotel’s tavern.

The constable charged in, the reverend close behind,
the wet dog next.

“As you can see, Constable McRoy,” said Jenine getting
up and showing Abbi to him, “She is a fine healthy baby
and whoever left it was considerate and left all the baby
necessities like some milk and diapers.”

Constable McRoy wasted no time. “I will take my
wagon up and down the nearby roads to see if the person
who left it is still in the area. I'll be back shortly to report
what [ find.”

The reverend stayed, of course. He was no longer
required. After putting his raincoat away, he joined Jenine
and the baby in the parlour.

“I will put the kettle on the stove in the kitchen, for
some tea,” he said.

Abbi began to wriggle, as if wanting some exercise.
Jenine set her down on the couch and sat down beside her.

While Reverend Jones and Blackie were in the kitchen,
Jenine had time for reflection. She enjoyed holding Abbi.
How long would it be before she and Bradden had a baby
of their own? But there were hurdles to overcome. Was
the gossip right? Were they really compatable? She had
seen that Bradden was capable of adapting to her and the
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rural environment generally. The reverse clearly was not
possible. If she visited his mother, Audora Woodrow, at
the Tall Pines mansion, she wouldn’'t know how to behave
or even how to dress. And she could not imagine how one
could have a strange servant living in her household.
Around here in Littleton, people might only hire someone
for work to be done in the fields. For domestic chores,
there were always friends and neighbours to help each
other out.

After Jenine and the reverend had had some tea the
constable was back.

“Aha,” said the reverend, setting his cup down to open
the door for him. “The constable has returned.”

The constable came in dripping from the weather, and
gave them his report.

“I took the wagon up and down the road. I even took
stock of the passengers of the stage coach that happens to
be stopped at the livery and hotel at this time of day. None
of the passengers reported seeing any baby on board
anytime along the journey from Amherst. I looked up every
road. Whoever left the baby has simply vanished. Possibly
they might still be in the area, hiding somewhere, intending
to flee a little later, and I can look into that next. I can
make inquiries about missing babies in this area and
beyond too. In the meantime we have to care for the
baby.”

“I can take her for now, Constable,” said Jenine.
“Babies are not new to me, since my sister Gwendoline
has had several, and I have tended to them when I was
younger.”

“Very well, I will leave the baby with you while [ make
further inquiries. It should not be difficult to determine if
there has been a birth in the towns around about.”

“About three or four months ago,” said Jenine.

“Yes, a birth several months ago. It is, after all, not
easy to give birth and for the neighbourhood not to know
about it. I'll look into it in the next few days. At last
something more interesting than dealing with the
railwaymen who come into town these days to get drunk at
the hotel’s tavern!”
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LOOKING FOR ABBI'S MOTHER

Jenine spent the rest of the afternoon completing
mopping in the church, and then sweeping and dusting the
reverend’'s cottage, all the while keeping an eye on Abbi,
moving her, basket and all, wherever her cleaning activity
took her. The rain let up later that afternoon, so it was a
pleasant walk back home. She found it easier to carry the
baby and have the basket in the crook of her arm. She was
a big baby at 3 or 4 months of age and heavy.

On her way home, Jenine had to drop in at the general
store to pick up the mail. Bradden corresponded with past
friends and colleagues a great deal and there was always
plenty of mail for him. It was also an opportunity to show
Abbi to Mrs. Farthing, who ran the store and post office
wicket.

“Where do you think she came from,” Jenine wondered.
“Abbi is a mystery.”

“She looks Indian to me,” said Mrs Farthing, “what with
her straight dark hair, brown eyes and round face. I think
I've seen a Micmac baby from the Indian village down by
Fundy that looked just like her.”

“It could be,” replied Jenine. “Anyway, Mrs. Farthing, I
will be needing some things that babies need. I can get
some baby things from my sister Gwendoline who has had
babies several times now. I wonder if Abbi has been
introduced to any solid food yet....”

Mrs. Farthing was quick to make suggestions, as she
was a mother to a 5 year old and had been through it
herself.

“And don’'t forget Mr. Woodrow’s mail,” added Mrs.
Farthing as Jenine was about to leave the store. “I notice
he even has a letter from Henry Wadsworth Longfellow,
the famous poet.”

“Yes, Mrs. Farthing. He is acquainted with him. He had
him as a professor the very first year at Harvard, and has
corresponded with him on and off, discussing with him his
famous poem The Song of Hiawatha, and about Indians in
general. Bradden has had a special interest in Indians and
in the poem itself ever since Mr. Longfellow published the
poem back in 1855. If Abbi is an Indian girl, well that
would be an interesting coincidence.”
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Jenine added the mail to the things in the basket,
departed for the main street, carrying Abbi in her arms and
all the things she bought in the basket in the crook of her
arm. It was all pretty heavy. Tomorrow, she needed to get
the old baby carriage Gwendolyn had in storage.

Bradden arrived home at sunset, looking quite soiled
from the mud and rain he had experienced that day. He put
his surveying equipment and notebooks in the corner of
the entry, went out back to remove his muddy clothes and
get into fresh ones. Then he returned inside and
proceeded to the kitchen where he found his wife cooking.

“Look what we have acquired, Bradden,” said Jenine,
showing him the baby in the basket on a table. “Someone
left her behind the church door. I offered to keep her while
Constable McRoy searches for her mother. Her name is
‘Abbi’ according to the letters on her shirt.”

Bradden was exhausted from a hard day in the rain, and
wanted nothing better than getting some rest in the big
upholstered chair, and having some supper. No time to
think about babies left behind church doors right now. He
left the matter all to Jenine.

The next day, after Bradden had left for work, Jenine
took the baby over to show her sister Gwendoline. She,
her husband Wilbur and their several children lived further
out of town, about a half mile in the other direction. It was
about a 10 minute walk.

Her sister, Gwendoline naturally fussed over the baby.
What woman wouldn’t? They showed it to their mother too,
who held her for a while. However, because of her stroke
a couple years ago, she could not speak but a few words in
French. She was of Acadian origins, while her husband had
been of British Loyalist origins. Both Gwendoline and
Jenine knew some Acadian, but they had been primarily
raised in English, since that was the language of the
Littleton area as well as the language of their father.

They then had tea at the kitchen table and caught up on
all the news since they last saw each other.

“I have been working on developing a garden around
our cottage,” said Jenine to Gwendoline. “Unfortunately it
isn't a very large property — just a section of the larger
farm that was hard to plow that the farmer leases out as a
residence. It is large enough for a vegetable garden and
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some fruit trees and berry bushes, but not large enough to
maintain any farm animals like chickens or a cow, or for
that matter horses. Thankfully Wilbur runs a livery in the
center of town, and Bradden can get a horse from him for
riding out to the construction sites or wherever he has to
go with his surveying equipment to take measurements.”

“Wilbur is making lots of money serving the railway
construction requirements,” said Gwendoline. “He has
even had to look for trained wagon horses to handle from
farms around the area. Much work is to be had from the
railway construction. But making money is not always
enough in life. Wilbur dreams of one day living close to a
large city and build fancy carriages for city folk. It is more
creative and challenging, Maybe someday....”

After tea and conversation, Jenine was anxious to show
the baby off some more to people around here.

“Can I borrow the baby carriage you have somewhere
in storage, Gwendoline?”’ Jenine wondered. “A three or
four month old baby is somewhat heavy. It would be very
helpful to put her into a baby carriage when I go into town
to fetch the mail or buy foodstuffs from Mrs. Farthing.”

“Of course, Jenine! Let’s go search. There may be other
things Abbi can use as well while she is in your care.”

Gwendoline was taller and leaner than Jenine. She was
also decades older, and almost like a mother to Jenine. She
still liked to advise Jenine on all kinds of matters, and now
did not hesitate to teach her how to take care of the baby.
Perhaps it was this natural tendency towards mothering
Jenine that made Jenine not want to stay too long. While
she appreciated the advice from her big sister, she didn’t
always enjoy her giving it.

They found the wicker carriage, dusted and cleaned it
off, and soon Jenine was on her way back towards town
with Abbi in it. She would pick up mail again and buy
something more from the store, while the gossipy ladies of
town milled around the carriage oogling at the baby.

“Mrs, Farthing said she looks like an Indian girl,” said
one.

“Yes, I think so too,” said another.

“How do you know? Maybe she is from some other
people. Asian maybe.”

“No anyone can see she is obviously Indian.”
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“Besides, there are no Asians around here. Most of us
around here are from Irish ancestors.”

“There are some Acadians too. Acadians are dark.”

“But they don’t have such round headed babies.”

“And she has high cheekbones. Indians tend to have
high cheekbones.”

“Ladies, ladies,” exclaimed Jenine as she returned with
her purchases and Bradden’s mail to the carriage. “The
answer will come when the constable finds the mother. I'm
sure he’ll even investigate at the Indian village at the Bay
of Fundy.”

At least, thought Jenine, the babies now had something
else to gossip about than her mysterious husband and why
he married her, and whether or not their marriage will fail.

During the week the constable was doing his
investigations, Jenine took Abbi with her wherever she had
to go, and she showed the baby to everyone they met.
Soon everyone knew about Abbi's arrival. Everyone was
wondering if she was Indian, and why her mother had to
give her up.

“Maybe she had too many children by now, and couldn’t
support one more,” someone said.

“Maybe she had her by accident and couldn’t raise her
by herself,” was another theory.

“One thing is for sure,” said a third, “she left with her
some milk and diapers. She must have been very
concerned and caring.”

“Why leave it at the church here in Littleton? Why not
another town?”

“Maybe because we are a good community,”

“Or maybe she was from the area and couldn’t afford to
travel far.”

“I guess we won't know until the constable has done his
investigations.”

“He seems happy to have something else to do than
round up drunk railway workers on Saturdays.”

“Don’t the railwaymen live at the construction sites?
They have tent villages there.”

“Those are the labourers that they bring in from the
unemployed in big cities. Usually family men to earn
money for their immigrant families. The supervisors and
such, like those from the engineering company like
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Bradden Woodrow can live closer and come and go from
home if not too far.”

“Ladies, ladies,” said Jenine, breaking up the chatter yet
again. “We’ll know soon.”

Jenine made a point of dropping in now and then to
Constable McRoy’s small office on the main street from
time to time to inquire if he had made any progress in his
inquiries.

Constable McRoy had a very small building next to the
blacksmith. It had a small office and a single cell, which
was most of the time used to hold men who had consumed
too much drink at the hotel tavern, in order to sleep it off.
Keeping the peace in this town was mostly about taking
care of drunkenness, and Constable McRoy appreciated
having a challenging assignment this time — to determine
the origins of a baby.

“'m sorry, Jenine,” he said when Jenine came in.
“Nothing yet. I have sent a number of letters of inquiry out
to neighbouring jurisdictions. It will take a while before I
have responses from them all.”

Jenine was both happy and sad — sad that he had not
discovered anything, but happy to have Abbi a while
longer.

She made a point in dropping in on the constable once
or twice a week. But after a month, he had discovered
nothing more.

“Sorry, Mrs. Woodrow. I have continued to correspond
with wvarious police departments in various places, but
nowhere is there any evidence of a baby being reported
missing. [ also took my wagon to two more Mikmaqg
villages to see if any baby of about three months old was
missing. Nothing seemed amiss anywhere from Moncton to
Amherst and further. I inquired from churches and social
services agencies usually connected with churches.
Nothing.”

“Nothing? How do you explain that?”

“I conclude, Mrs. Woodrow, that whoever left the baby
probably came from outside the area. They had to part
with the baby and quite deliberately looked for the best
place to leave it — a nice rural place — and thought this area
was perfect. She probably designed it that a young couple
would adopt the baby and give it a good life in the Littleton
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area. If she is Indian, well many Indian villages are
suffering from poverty and so leaving it in an Indian village
1s not necessarily the good choice; and if she left the baby
in a large city, it’'d wind up in an asylum orphanage and
then who knows where she’d end up next? I think, Jenine,
the mother deliberately chose the Littleton area, expecting
someone here would adopt her, and then she would know
it would have a good life. There is prosperity here, on
account of the railway construction, and will continue to
prosper once the railway comes through here. Having
decided to leave Abbi here, she went to a great deal of
trouble to prevent being tracked down too!”

“It seems logical,” replied Jenine, “that she didn't leave
Abbi on impulse but had it all planned out. Her leaving
things with Abbi in the basket demonstrated that she had
her best interest at heart. But what now?”

“Perhaps you and Mr. Woodrow would like to continue
to look after her, to be her adoptive parents. How do you
feel about that?”

“I have talked it over with Bradden, and we would be
happy to adopt her and raise her. We have been planning
to start a family. If it appears the mother deliberately
wanted Abbi to join this community, it would go against the
mother’s wishes if she doesn’t stay here in Littleton. My
husband asked me, supposing the mother realizes she had
made a great mistake, would I be prepared to give her up
again, if the mother returned maybe months or years in the
future? I told him it would be difficult, but if I can
empathize with the mother and her original plight, I guess
yves. I suppose I will just have to keep in the back of my
mind, the possibility. But in the meantime, we'd be happy
to adopt Abbi.”

“Well then, I will put it in my records that Abbi has been
adopted by Jenine and Bradden Woodrow of Littleton.”

“Constable McRoy, if you must put down a name for her
in the formal records, let’s call her ‘Abigail Woodrow’,
‘Abbi’ for short, since that was what was embroidered on
her shirt.”

“I can do that, yes,”
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THE SONG OF HIAWATHA

And so began Abbi’s life as a member of the Woodrow
family of Littleton.

Jenine, who had never had a child before, and now
wanted many children, spent her days happily looking after
Abbi. She had her nearby all the time — at home when she
did the housekeeping chores, later when she went to visit
her sister Gwendoline up the road, and then back at home
where she did some gardening. Towards the afternoon she
pushed Abbi in the wicker baby carriage into town, where
there were always people who gave Abbi their attention
and spoke adoringly of the little “Indian” baby.

She went regularly to Farthing’s General Store to pick
up some foodstuffs she needed for that evenings dinner,
and the mail from the post office wicket at the back.

After some exchanges of conversation with Mrs.
Farthing and others in the store, she might drop in at
Gwendoline’s husband’s Wilbur's business, which was
called Cartsmith and Son Livery and Wagon Repair. That
was where people went, either to obtain a horse to ride or
to pull a wagon, or to have a broken axle or wheel on their
wagon or buggy repaired. She could always rely on Wilbur
to provide her or Bradden with a horse or wagon if they
had to go somewhere more distant that could not be
reached by walking. The railway construction contracting
company was leasing horses and wagons from Wilbur for
use on the railway construction, and during these times
Wilbur was more busy than ever. The construction
company had hired him to find and supply them with strong
wagons capable of carrying railway ties, rails, and lumber
along the rough dirt road out to the railway construction
sites, and the required work horses needed to pull the
carts. Yes he and his older sons and hired help were very
busy these days!
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The pretty stone cottage which Bradden and Jenine had
leased was an old single story cottage, made of stone, and
there was much ivy climbing the walls, There were also
rose bushes against the wall as well, and a nice tall elm
tree in front. Jenine worked on a large garden in the back
where she had planted vegetables in spring soon after they
moved in. She took vegetables to her sister, and her sister
gave her eggs and milk from their chickens and cow.
Gwendoline’s family lived on the original family property,
which was large enough for farm animals. It was an
additional place Wilbur could keep horses for his livery
business. And there were old broken down wagons lying
around that yard too.

While Jenine busied herself around her cottage and the
Littleton area, Bradden was at work at various
construction sites along the route of the railway that would
connect Moncton to Amherst. He made his way out to the
construction sites at first light.

Jenine and Bradden rose before the sun had fully risen,
had breakfast and then Bradden took up his case of
surveying equipment and notebooks, and headed to work.
He procured a horse from Wilbur’s livery — he had a key to
enter, since it was too early for Wilbur and his workers to
be there — and rode it out from where the future railway
station would be, along a roughly constructed road that
followed the path of the future track. While a few other
men of the company made journeys to the sites as needed,
most of the men hired for the construction, the labourers,
lived in tent camps close to the construction sites. The
labourers were hired from unemployment lines in various
cities and would spend the summer swinging pickaxes and
heaving shovels. They were grateful for the work, for by
the end of the summer they could return to their families
with nice paychecks.

Bradden, on the other hand, and other engineers
working for the construction contracting company, were
permanent employees. He worked with other engineers to
first design the route of the rails, and various bridges and
culverts, and then ensure that everything was built
according to plan. The latter was what Bradden, as a
starting engineer, did, to begin with, as he took his survey
equipment out to the sites and compared what the plans
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required with what was actually being constructed, and
when necessary required small changes. He was also
qualified to design bridges and culverts, but that was work
more suited for the winter months in a warm office, when
most construction was stopped.

Jenine didn’t know very much about what her husband
did, however — unless he explained something to her. She
mainly knew him as the husband came home very dirty
when the sun came down, and needed to wash up and
change his clothes before they had supper by the light of
the oil lamps that hung over the dining room table.

Soon Abbi was old enough for a high chair and porridge
or mashed potatoes, and was part of the early breakfast
and late supper. Her early and late hours were made up by
her napping a great deal during the day when Jenine did
her chores.

On the weekend there were other routines. Bradden had
weekend days free, during which time he caught up with
his reading and writing. He continued correspondence by
post with friends and acquaintances from his scholarly
past. Mrs. Farthing continued to be amazed at the amount
of mail coming and going from him.

Sunday was the time for meeting friends and neighbours
from the local community. In all small towns, the church
was where the community met and socialized. Bradden did
not know how to fit in with these rural people, but Jenine
took charge of social interactions with them. He followed
her lead. Fortunately, when Abbi had arrived, most
attention was on Abbi.

In general the Woodrow family of Littleton stood out.
Little towns did not normally have a university graduated
engineer living among them, especially one who had
chosen a plain country girl as a wife. There was much
speculation about the reasons for it.

“It is obvious,” said one of the gossip ladies in town,
when the subject of the Woodrow family came up again.
“He decided to live in Littleton because he could reach the
railway construction places from the middle of the route
easily, instead of traveling all the way down from Moncton
or up from Amherst, and having to spend nights away. This
way most of the time he can go to work early in the
morning and return as the sun went down. He uses a horse
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from his brother—-in—-law’s livery. If you get up early in the
morning, you might catch a glimpse of him going into
Wilbur Cartright’s livery stables, saddling a horse, and
heading out in the morning sunlight along the rough road
that the construction people use to transport lumber and
railway ties, that follows along the path of the railway.”

“But,” countered another of the gossip ladies, “why
would he marry Jenine, when he comes from a wealthy
family and is educated in one of the most famous
universities? If you ask me, it was for convenience that he
married locally. Wait until the railway is done and he has
to work elsewhere? Will the marriage continue?”

“T think so,” said a third gossip lady in this group who
were huddled together in the general store. “You can see
how they love one another. I tend to think it will endure.”

“But I don’t think his own relatives and friends from
where he came from are very optimistic. Look how few of
them came to the wedding. Even his mother didn’t come -
only sending gifts, and claiming to have come down with
the fever.”

“But it could be because it is difficult to come from
anywhere far, when the only way to get here is by stage
coach or your own wagon. That will excuse many of them
not coming.”

“We have to watch that marriage, that's what we have
to do,” concluded one of them.

Contrary to what the pessimists predicted, Bradden and
Jenine’s marriage continued. The years flew by and the
Woodrow family in the little cottage was very much a part
of the community, as was little Abbi. There was no
evidence that there was any marital difficulty. Moreover,
soon Jenine was pregnant.

Yes Bradden and Jenine were excited their family was
growing. And it would continue to grow. Jenine gave birth
to a new baby boy by the time Abbi was a year and a half
old. They called him Mark. It was when Bradden’s mother
heard that she had become a grandmother, that her
feelings about Bradden’s marriage and his unexpected and
seemingly defiant choices in life changed. Up to then, Abbi
had not counted. She had seen the adopting of Abbi as an
act of charity, and had felt no connection with her. Now
the arrival of Mark not only represented a grandson with
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her blood in his veins, but also hope. About a year later
there was another son and Grandmama Audora was even
more delighted. Here, she thought, were two boys who
might take an interest in the Woodrow Timber Millwork
and Manufacturing Company 1if her son Bradden never
wavered in his career in railway engineering.

Now Audora Woodrow began making several trips a
year to visit her son’s family in Littleton to indulge in her
grandsons. But she hated to waste valuable time; so she
would line up business meetings in Moncton, take a hotel
room there, and time it so that she would travel down to
Littleton early Sunday morning, spend the day sitting in
the wicker garden furniture in her son's back vyard,
indulging in her grandson(s), and conversing with her son
over tea. Come afternoon, she would return to Moncton, to
her hotel room there, spend the night, meet business
appointments the next day and then return. home to Tall
Pines.

She definitely had to have a hotel room in Moncton.
Staying overnight in the small rural stone cottage was out
of the question. Nonetheless, there were occasions such
as in winter at Christmas where she was forced to stay
overnight and tried to tolerate the austere surroundings
and simple life her son had chosen for raising his family.

She tried to keep to herself the fact that she could not
understand the reasoning behind her son’s choices. Her
own life involved living in the mansion at Tall Pines,
surrounded by household staff, and being taken daily to
and from her offices in Saint John, a 15 minute carriage
ride away. She had a gardener, a coachman, some stable
boys, a cook, and some servants for cleaning. She couldn’t
understand why Bradden was happy in a small leased
cottage and had absolutely no staff at all. Bradden
explained:

“Jenine would feel uncomfortable having a paid stranger
in the house. Here neighbours help each other out. In her
case, her sister’s family is just a ten minute walk up the
road. Besides our cottage is too small. There is no place to
accommodate a live—in employee.”

When Bradden and his mother chatted, they were
usually out in the garden in the wicker garden furniture -
there was a table for tea there too. But Jenine felt out of
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place with them. She felt uncomfortable in Audora’s
presence and left Bradden and Audora alone.

“I have to admit, Bradden, that you have so far proven
me wrong,  said Audora during one visit, when they sat
out in the garden. “I did not expect the marriage to last a
year, but it has, and here are now children of your own as
proof of it. I am surprised.”

“Yes, Mother. I happen to believe that marriage is
between personalities, spirits. Being compatible is all that
1s required. The differences in backgrounds are merely
practical matters that work themselves out on a day—-to-
day basis. I don’t try to act like the rural folks, nor does
Jenine try to pretend to be from an upper educated class.
We act as we are and let the townspeople gossip as much
as they want.”

“Well I hope you are right. ”

In the course of her growing up, Abbi gradually learned
more and more about Bradden, the man who she knew as
‘Papa’. She was far too young to understand what it meant
to be adopted, and so she was, to all intents and purposes,
a full member of the family.

Because Bradden, like his mother, had dark brown hair
and brown eyes, from a distance Abbi could be construed
by strangers as being his daughter. It was only when one
was up close to her, that one saw features that seemed
Indian — if one was looking for them. Bradden and Jenine
had in her early years considered the possibility that Abbi
was not really 'Indian‘, but had come from dark Europeans
or even Asians. Whereupon Bradden did some
investigating, and finally concluded that Abbi’'s face had
some uniqueness to it characteristic of the Algonquian
peoples — that is, the Indians of the northeast quadrant of
North America which included Mikmaqg, Maliseet, Innu,
Algonquin, Ojibwa, Cree.

“These tribes have cultures and languages that are all
dialects of each other,” explained Bradden to Jenine one
time. “When people spread and separate from one another
their languages develop in their own unique ways into
dialects, and in the long run the dialects become so
different they are considered distinct but related
languages. They will still have similarities in many words,
grammatical structure, and also in the culture. For
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example, many Mikmaq customs local to this area are
similar to that of the Ojibwa way out at Lake Superior.
Abbi, I would say, is of the Algonquian race, which tends
towards the high cheekbones and broader face. If we
consider her to have originated nearby, that would mean
either the Mikmaq around here or the Maliseet living on
the Saint John River.”

“I am amazed, Bradden, you know so much about
Indians. And as providence would have it, an Indian girl
has been placed in our care.”

In his original pursuit of literature and languages,
Bradden had taken a great interest in the work of Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow, author of The Song of Hiawatha.
He had discovered that Longfellow had drawn from the
real-world accounts of a man named Henry Rowe
Schoolcraft who had, as ‘Indian agent’ at the north end of
Lake Michigan, on the American side of Sault Ste Marie,
learned a great deal about the Ojibwa of the area and of
Lake Superior thanks to his role as 'Indian agent’, as well
as his marrying a half-Ojibwa woman. Bradden had studied
the books by Henry Schoolcraft to learn the truth about
the Ojibwa described by Longfellow. He discovered that in
his design of The Song of Hiawatha, Longfellow had taken
his references to Ojibwa culture and stories from the
writings of Henry Schoolcraft. While Schoolcraft described
the legends in relation to various independent characters
and locations, Longfellow had applied them to the few
featured characters in his poem, especially the central
character, Hiawatha. The hero Hiawatha, Bradden found,
was contrived from two sources — a real Iroquoian leader
who united the Iroquois nations, and the mythological
Nanabozhoo of the Ojibwa nations. In the actual structure
of his poem, however, Longfellow had borrowed a little
from the Finnish folk poetry called Kalevala. In any event
The Song of Hiawatha had made Longfellow famous on
both sides of the Atlantic, and one could find boys putting
feathers in their hair and making bows and arrows in
England or Germany as much as in North America. It also
promoted wilderness tourism.

As the railways were developed to reach the natural
resources of the wilderness, tourism was not far behind.
Railway companies also operated steamship lines, and one

35



ABBI of the Wilderness

could take a train to Lake Michigan, and then board a
steamship that went to the north end of Lake Michigan, the
land of the people depicted in The Song of Hiawatha.

The Song of Hiawatha, thus celebrated and promoted a
new romantic view of the ‘Indian’. Owing to its popularity,
excerpts from it were included in school readers. Thus,
Jenine had learnt a little about The Song of Hiawatha in
the local school.

“The class memorized some of the part about
Hiawatha's childhood, Bradden,” said Jenine at one
dinnertime as she tended to Abbi who way by now two and
a half. “I may still remember some.... I'll sing it to Abbi.”

By the shores of Gitche Gumee’

By the shining Big—Sea—Water,

Stood the wigwam of Nokomis,

Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis.

Dark behind it rose the forest,

Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees,

Rose the firs with cones upon them,

Bright before it beat the water,

Beat the clear and sunny water,

Beat the shining Big—Sea—Water.

There the wrinkled old Nokomis

Nursed the little Hiawatha,

Rocked him in his linden cradle,

Bedded soft in moss and rushes,

Safely bound with reindeer sinews;

Stilled his fretful wail by saying,

‘Hush! the Naked Bear will hear thee!’

Lulled him into slumber, singing,

‘Twa-yea! my little owlet!

Who is this, that lights the wigwam?

With his great eyes lights the wigwam?

Ewa-yea! my little owlet!’

Many things Nokomis taught him

Of the stars that shine in heaven,

Showed him Ishkoodah, the comet,

Ishkoodah, with fiery tresses;,

Showed the Death—Dance of the spirits,

Warriors with their plumes and war—clubs,

Flaring far away to northward

In the frosty nights of Winter;
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Showed the broad white road in heaven,

Pathway of the ghosts, the shadows,

Running straight across the heavens,

Crowded with the ghosts, the shadows.

“How does it continue, Bradden. When I was younger
and in the local school, I memorized the entire chapter.”

“That was very good. It continues like this,” replied
Bradden.

“At the door on summer evenings
Sat the little Hiawatha,

Heard the whispering of the pine-trees,
Heard the lapping of the waters,
Sounds of music, words of wonder;
‘Minne-wawa!’ said the Pine-trees,
‘Mudway-aushka!’ said the water.

Saw the fire—fly, Wah—-wah—taysee,
Flitting through the dusk of evening,
With the twinkle of its candle
Lighting up the brakes and bushes,

And he sang the song of children,
Sang the song Nokomis taught him:
‘Wah-wah-taysee, little fire—{ly,
Little, flitting, white—fire insect,
Little, dancing, white—fire creature,
Light me with your little candle,
Ere upon my bed I lay me,

Ere in sleep I close my eyelids!’

Saw the moon rise from the water
Rippling, rounding from the water,

Saw the flecks and shadows on It,
Whispered, ‘What is that, Nokomis?’
And the good Nokomis answered:
‘Once a warrior, very angry,

Seized his grandmother, and threw her
Up into the sky at midnight,

Right against the moon he threw her,
T is her body that you see there.’

Saw the rainbow in the heaven,

In the eastern sky, the rainbow,
Whispered, ‘What is that, Nokomis?’

And the good Nokomis answered:

“T is the heaven of flowers you see there;
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All the wild—flowers of the forest,

All the lilies of the prairie,

When on earth they fade and perish,

Blossom in that heaven above us.’

When he heard the owls at midnight,

Hooting, laughing in the forest,

'What is that?” he cried in terror,

‘What is that,” he said, ‘Nokomis?’

And the good Nokomis answered:

‘That is but the owl and owlet,

Talking in their native language,

Talking, scolding at each other.’

Then the Iittle Hiawatha

Learned of every bird its language,

Learned their names and all their secrets,

How they built their nests in Summer,

Where they hid themselves in Winter,

Talked with them whene'er he met them,

Called them ‘Hiawatha's Chickens.’

Of all beasts he learned the language,

Learned their names and all their secrets,

How the beavers built their lodges,

Where the squirrels hid their acorns,

How the reindeer ran so swiftly,

Why the rabbit was so timid,

Talked with them whene’er he met them,

Called them ‘Hiawatha'’s Brothers.””

“You certainly seem to know a great deal about The
Song of Hiawatha, Bradden.”

“Indeed! I know many of the verses by heart, from
reciting it so much. I and my schoolmate Sandy back in
university even had the privilege of attending a fancy
touring production of the poem in a Boston theatre. It was
to do research for a student theatrical that was a satire
about the poem and the romantic ideas it has created.
Anyway, the production dramatized the words of the poem
with actors, and special effects. It was a touring
production that had gone to many major cities reachable
by railway. It was very well done, and the production
remained in Boston for a month or so before it went on to
New York. It had started in New York and then ended in
New York. [ must tell you more about it sometime.”
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“Was it authentic-looking? Did the Indians look like the
real Indians? Very often it is actors dressed up.”

“From my knowledge about Indians, I think yes, the
designer of the production seems to have consulted
Schoolcraft’s books and tried to be as authentic as
possible. They tried to have Indians in the cast, but Indians
do not exactly pursue a career in the theatre, so most I
think were dark complexioned actors from French,
Mediterranean, Spanish, or even Asian backgrounds. But
the advertising claimed they had an authentic Indian in the
cast. I met many of the cast when the university theatrical
company went ahead with our suggested student
production related to The Song of Hiawatha, and we spoke
to them for ideas, even loaning costumes. I believe that
there is as much variety in the faces of Indians as there
are in the faces of dark Europeans and it is only their
cultural behaviour that sets them apart. We are all the
same underneath. I would not be able to tell a woman is
Indian if she spoke and acted like we do, and wore our
clothing. And that may be the case with Abbi when she is
grown. She will behave like us, according to our culture,
and people will not guess she was Indian, unless told she
was, in which case they will look more closely and say ‘Oh
yves, I can see it...." whether they really can or not.”

“Hiawatha!” said Abbi, finding it an interesting word.
“Yes, Abbi. You are our little Hiawatha!”

Abbi was too young to understand discussions between
Papa and Mama at the dinner table but found them at least
entertaining.

“Still,” continued Jenine, “Abbi will have to be told, and
then she will be interested in her origins. I am so glad you
know about Indians, Bradden. That means you can teach
Abbi about the Indians so that when she is old enough to
be told how we got her, we will be ready. Imagine if
someone else around here had gotten Abbi. What would
they know about Indians? Yes, Abbi, you have a Harvard
scholar for a Papa, who first studied all about languages
and literature, then studied railway engineering, and all
along learned about Indians on his own. Is it possible,
Bradden, that whoever gave her knew about your
knowledge about Indians and that [ worked at the church?”

“I did tell the reporter who was writing about the
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progress of the railway link between Moncton and
Ambherst, about my having first pursued a degree in arts,
and was interested in The Song of Hiawatha. There might
have been a sentence in the article mentioning it. But it
isn't good to speculate. It would be best to consider it
God’s doing. It is good to interpret coincidences that turn
out well to be God’s work, and coincidences that turn out
badly to be Satan’s work.”

Bradden’s interest in Indians had not ceased since those
days as a university student. He continued to study the
books in his study, especially the major works by Henry
Schoolcraft. Schoolcraft had become famous for his
revelations about Indian cultures, and had been
commissioned by the government to write a series of
books about the Indians of North America in general.
There was plenty to study for Bradden, whenever he could
get his hands on those books.

Mrs. Farthing at the general store and post office
wicket could see from the correspondence that Bradden
was quite involved with scholarly issues.

“My, my,” said Mrs. Farthing to Jenine one day. “Your
husband is quite a scholar, still, even after working as a
railway engineer now several years.”

“He has always been like that, Mrs. Farthing. He
created a study in the smaller room next to our dining
room, put a large oak desk in there, and turned an entire
wall into bookshelves. While I developed my garden, he
developed his study. Last year he fetched all his books and
even some boyhood things that were at Tall Pines, where
he grew up. He had an old stuffed beaver for example,
which he brought here. It now sits like a sentry on top of
his desk watching over everything. Every evening after
supper, he retires to his study for an hour or two, to read,
take care of his correspondence, and generally pursue his
other passions like poetry. But he doesn’t withdraw from
his family. His door is open and his children can interrupt
him at any time. If Abbi comes, he will then put Abbi in his
lap and teach her things. Now I am in need of some
cinnamon. Do you have any cinnamon Mrs. Farthing?”

“I sure do. Let me get it for you. How much of it would
you like?”
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LIFE IN THE WOODROW FAMILY

In the midst of it Abbi’s growing up, the Dominion of
Canada was born. As of 1867, the British American
colonies of Ontario, Quebec, New Brunswick and Nova
Scotia, were now a single country, and one of the
consequences of this union was a plan to join up the
railway systems in each province to form an Intercolonial
Railway. So far the Maritime provinces, formerly colonies,
had been quite separated from Ontario and Quebec owing
to lack of transportation connection, aside from steamships
going up the Saint Lawrence. Thus a new Intercolonial
railway track connecting New Brunswick to Quebec was
the main challenge. That meant a railway link was to be
built from Moncton towards Riviere du Loup in Quebec. In
charge of this project was a man named Sandford Fleming.
Bradden was very interested in working for him, when the
Moncton—-Ambherst railway link was completed.

And now 1t was 1871. Abbi was nearly 6, Mark was 4,
Jimmy was 2, and a new baby boy they had named Jack or
Jacques was close to 1 year. The children, all four of
them, occupied one of two bedrooms in the upstairs of
their Littleton cottage. Bradden went up there to read to
them from The Song of Hiawatha when they were ready
for bed. Even if the younger children did not understand,
they were inspired by their father’s dramatic reading. It
seemed exciting.

“From where should I read today?” he asked one
evening. “The poem has 22 chapters. I will enumerate
them: After the introduction there are I-Peace Pipe 2-
The Four Winds, 3-Hiawatha’s Childhood, 4-Hiawatha and
Mudjekeewis, 5-Hiawatha's Fasting, 6—-Hiawatha's
Friends, 7-Hiawatha's Sailing, &8-Hiawatha's Fishing, 9-
Hiawatha and the Pearl-Feather, 10-Hiawatha's Wooing,
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11-Hiawatha's Wedding-Feast, 12-The Son of the Evening
Star, 13-Blessing the Cornfields, 14-Picture-Writing, 15—
Hiawatha's Lamentation, 16-Pau-Puk-Keewis, 17-The
Hunting of Pau—-Puk-Keewis, 18-The Death of Kwasind,
19-The Ghosts, 20-The Famine, Z21-The White Man's
Foot, 22-Hiawatha's Departure. Where shall 1 read from
this time, children?*

“We want to hear about when Hiawatha was a boy
again,” said Mark.

“Very well, I don’t know how many times [ have read it,
but Chapter 3 it is, once again. This time think about what
it says, and don’t just listen to my act of recitation:”

It was the same chapter that Jenine had learned in
school. Bradden was amazed at how popular it was -
perhaps it was because of the simplicity of it. But to his
children, it was also because it was about Hiawatha as a
child growing up which they could relate to.

“By the shores of Gitche Gumee,

By the shining Big—-Sea-Water,

Stood the wigwam of Nokomis,

Daughter of the Moon, Nokomis.

Dark behind it rose the forest,

Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees,

Rose the firs with cones upon them,

Bright before it beat the water,

Beat the clear and sunny water,

Beat the shining Big—-Sea—Water.

There the wrinkled old Nokomis

Nursed the little Hiawatha,

Rocked him in his linden cradle,

Bedded soft in moss and rushes,

Safely bound with reindeer sinewss.....

“Oh Papa!” interjected Abbi from her bed. “That sounds
so romantic — an old grandmother holding little baby
Hiawatha in a cradle with soft mosses and rushes for his
bedding.. I suppose Nokomis was more like Mama’'s
mother, Grandmama Marie, who is quite old and wrinkled,
and not like Grandmama Audora who is still quite young.”

“Gitche Gumee!” shouted Jimmy, who was still only two
years old. The littlest of their boys couldn’t understand
anything, but responded to the rhythm and tone of their
Papa’s dramatic manner of reading.
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“Yes, Jimmy. That refers to Lake Superior, the largest
of the Great Lakes.”

Here in Bradden Woodrow was an educated man, who
wished to share his ‘educatedness’, and as a result much
knowledge passed to his children over the course of their
upbringing.

Townspeople noticed.

As a result of Bradden’'s education and origins all his
children developed good manners, dressed well, spoke
well. They had to wash up, tidy their clothes and comb
their hair before they came to the dinner table. And there
was a tablecloth on the dinner table, and proper cutlery
and dishes. Bradden taught them all how to eat properly,
just as he had been taught.

“You are all human beings,” he would say, “not apes.
You have intelligence and culture, and have to show it, so
as not to be mistaken for apes.”

“What do apes act like, Papa,” Mark might ask.

“They act just like humans when humans have no
intelligence or culture. It i1s the only thing that
distinguishes us from them, as Charles Darwin says.”

“Who is Charles Darwin, Papa?” wondered Abbi.

“He’s a fellow who finds a good case for a theory that
humans descended from apes. If that is the case, then it is
wise we move forward and not regress to where we came
from.”

“Yes Papa.”

“Would you like some more potatoes, Mark?” Jenine
interjected, seeing he had eaten his potatoes already.

“Only if they are covered with gravy, Mama,” he
replied.

“Say ‘Yes, please, Mama,’ said Bradden. Say ‘If it is no
trouble could I have some gravy on top.” Say it or Mama
will not give it.”

“Alright Papa. Yes, please, Mama. Your potatoes are
delicious. I would enjoy some more, and could I please
have some gravy on top.”

“That’s better, Mark,” said their Papa.

Because Abbi was the oldest, townspeople saw the
children’s’ manners first of all in Abbi. As she grew,
around town, she was always well dressed, courteous, and
very articulate for her age, compared to the regular rural
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children of the area. It was the subject of gossip.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Farthing,” Abbi would say when
they visited the general store. “I hope you and your family
are well.” She was actually imitating Bradden who was, in
her mind her Papa. She had no idea at this early stage
that she had been adopted.

“My word,” whispered the gossip ladies in the corner,
with their straw shopping bags. “that little girl is so
articulate. You wouldn’t believe words like that could come
out of a girl so young and who looks so Indian. It's her
adoptive Papa, that's what!”

“He’s Harvard educated, you know,” whispered the
other one back, “and knows about literature, languages,
and such from his first degree, before he took a degree for
engineering. All his children are like that. Whenever they
come into town they are so well dressed and articulate! I
dare say they speak more clearly and intelligently than any
of the children of the farm workers or loggers around
here.”

“Yes! But especially the Indian girl. She is so chatty and
speaks so well. No bad grammar, and she hasn't even
started school!”

And that was not all. Bradden also taught his children to
read and write as soon as they showed interest. When
they came to investigate him when he was in his study at
home, he would take whoever came into his study onto his
lap, put his correspondence or reading aside, take a blank
sheet of paper and teach some letters of the alphabet.

Once again, because Abbi was two years older than
anyone else, the reading and writing skills appeared first
in her.

One day, Abbi appeared to read the headlines in a
newspaper on the counter in the general store.

“Mama, the newspaper says they are talking about
maybe building a railway across Canada.”

“Yes, maybe it is Papa’s friend, Sandford Fleming, who
he works for now, who is speaking about it. Papa will be
coming home with that paper, so he will see it. You can
then discuss it with him if it interests you. Now go and see
that Mark and Jimmy are not stealing anything from Mrs.
Farthings bins, while I give Mrs. Farthing another handful
of Papa’s letters.”
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It was a large general store, with shelves everywhere,
counters all around, and some barrels with apples and
potatoes in them. Mark and Jimmy were always attracted
to the counter with the penny candies. It became Abbi’s
job to keep them in line.

“My word!” said the gossip ladies who happened to be
nearby and heard. “The Indian girl has read the headlines
on that newspaper page. And she is only five and a half!
It’'s Jenine'’s husband’s influence again. The Harvard-
educated man who is the railway engineer, they say a
senior one now. Now that the Amherst—-Moncton
connection is done, he is working with the Intercolonial
people in their Moncton office.”

“The Intercolonial line?”

“The line that connects Moncton to the Quebec and
Ontario railways. It should now be called Interprovincial
Railway, since we just became the Dominion of Canada and
the colonies became provinces just a few years ago.”

“You are changing the subject, Myrtle. We are talking
about how precocious all their children are! Pretty soon
that smart Indian girl will be reading and writing better
than my husband!”

THE AMAZING COVER

Now working in the offices of the Intercolonial Railway
in Moncton, Bradden was happily continuing to work in the
area, and the family could postpone moving away from
Littleton a little longer. He was now commuting to
Moncton every day.

Abbi was there in the morning to see him off at
breakfast in the morning and to greet him when he
returned home every day. She had mastered the clock and
the idea that everyone did things according to its time. She
knew what time the train went to Moncton, and what time
it returned in the evening, and she was up in time in the
morning to see Bradden off, and waiting for him when he
returned. It took him five minutes to walk up from the
railway station. When she heard the train whistle, she
looked at the ticking clock in the living room and added
five minutes to determine when he would arrive home.

Since he always came home with a newspaper and
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sometimes a magazine, she looked forward to seeing what
he brought. She adored the magazine called Canadian
lllustrated News. It was a very famous magazine published
in Montreal. It was full of pictures. She loved to look at the
pictures and try to read the captions.

One day, Bradden came home with a copy of Canadian
lllustrated News that she absolutely fell in love with.

She was always able to have a first look at copies of
this magazine since Bradden always liked to change from
his professional railway engineer clothes — which involved
a suit and vest with a pocket watch on a chain in its pocket
- to his home clothes. He wasn’t interested in the
magazine right away, besides. He would usually read a
newspaper on the train from Moncton, and finish it while
Jenine was completing supper preparations.

“I want to see the copy of Canadian Illustrated News
you brought, Papa, while you go to change,” said Abbi as
she normally did when he saw him with the magazine
under his arm on arriving home.

“Very well. Here it is, the latest edition.”

Abbi couldn’t wait to see what picture was on the cover
this time. She took it over to the dining room table, which
was not yet set for supper, and was instantly enraptured
by the illustration on the front cover this time. “Mama!
Look at this picture on the cover! I want to know what’s
going on in it?”

Abbi was referring to the cover of the April 1, 1871
edition and was struck by it like a bolt of lightning! “There
is a wonderful picture on the front, Mama!” she exclaimed.
“It's a big hall with lots of people skating about in
costumes,” she continued. “What is it, Mama? There’s two
people in the centre under a light, a woman and a man, like
a princess and a prince.”

“You have to read what is written underneath to
understand what is in the picture,” said Jenine from the
kitchen. “How have your reading lessons with Papa been
going? Can you read any of it?”

Abbi tried to read it: “Fancy - Dress - Enter - tain -
ment - at - the - Vic - toria - Skating — Rink”

Jenine repeated her:” ‘Fancy dress entertainment at the
Victoria skating rink’. [ believe that’'s a large hall at
Montreal in Quebec.”
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Fancy Dress Entertainment at the Victoria Skating Rink, ‘Canadian
Hlustrated News’, April 1, 1871 (NLC-4377)

Jenine came over from the kitchen to take a look. “Well
that is an interesting question, what's going on in the
center? Why would there be a wedding in a skating rink?
Perhaps it is a performance. It seems there is a light on
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them. I expect that it is all explained somewhere inside the
magazine. Look. The title also says: ‘From a sketch by our
artist — see page 195". The picture is all explained on
page 195. Find page 195. Your Papa will be back in a
moment and help you read all about it. I have to get back
to my cooking.”

Bradden returned. Abbi picked up the magazine and
ran to him. “Papa,” she exclaimed. “I must know what is
happening in the picture on the cover. Can you tell me? It
1s all explained here on page 195. Please read it for me
Papa. I must know what is going on! I must know!” She
was utterly desperate!

“I can see the skaters in costume, Mama. But I don’t
understand what’s going on in the middle. There’s a lovely
woman in a white gown, and a man in a kilt. Maybe it is a
wedding.”

The magazine was no thicker than a newspaper. The
high page number — 195 — came from the fact that the page
numbering continued from one edition to the next
comprising a 'volume’ for that year.

Bradden took the magazine from Abbi and motioned her
to follow him into the living room. He looked at the cover
picture to become oriented, and then to page 195 where
Abbi had opened it. “Alright,” he said, as he sat himself
down in his favourite big after-work chair. “The Royal
Marriage Celebration at the Victoria Skating Ring,
Montreal. ® Tt says here that the couple in the middle are
celebrating a wedding. But the couple in the picture is not
the actual couple being married. They are only acting out
a very important marriage — that of Princess Louise and
Marquis of Lorne. Princess Louise 1is the second
youngest daughter of Queen Victoria. You know Queen
Victoria, don’t you? She rules the British Empire. Well
Princess Louise married a man named John Campbell, who
1s formally called Marquis of Lorne®. The marriage of

2 During the life of Canadian Illustrated News, skating rink

events in the wintertime were very popular. [llustrations of
skating carnivals in Montreal at the Victoria Skating
Rink appear in issues for Feb &, 1873; Feb 3, 1877, March 1,
1879. There were other locations too. More about it later.

Marquis of Lorne became Canada’s Governor-General some years

later.
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Princess Louise and John Campbell was celebrated in
different communities everywhere in the Empire in various
ways, and this celebration shown on the cover is one such
celebration. It says here the couple who pretended to be
Princess Louise and John Campbell are Miss Fairbairn and
Master McPherson.”

“That means they were actors?” Abbi said,
remembering what he had told her another time about
actors pretending.

“Yes, Abbi,” said Bradden. “They couldn’t have the real
Marquis and Princess at this skating rink because the real
ones are far away in England or wherever they were,
getting married for real. Actors pretend to be someone
else, or even someone that doesn’t really exist. Here is
what it says: ‘The great event of the day, which has
furnished our artist with a subject for an exceedingly
pretty illustration, was the skating carnival held in the
evening in the Victoria Rink. Skating carnivals have, for
the past few years, been of such frequent occurrence as
almost to have ceased to be objects of any public interest,
but the entertainment held last Tuesday week exhibited
such novel features as to be worthy of more than ordinary
notice. The skaters, who appeared in the usual variety of
bizarre costumes, arrived at the Rink at eight o’clock.
Shortly after this the gas was turned down, and what
appeared to be a dazzling column of light shot up from the
centre of the ice, attracting the attention and admiration
of all present. The ray of light proved on further
examination to be a beautiful prismatic fountain, which
playved during the greater part of the evening, throwing
streams of many hued light on the already motley
collection of colours that covered the ice. .. Let’'s look at
the illustration, again, Abbi. It seems that what looks like
a beam of light is a fountain of water, dropping down in a
circle around the couple. The water is lit up, so it looks
like a beam, see? Perhaps there is limelight shining on the
water and the couple.”

“Limelight?”

“Yes that’'s a way of achieving bright light — brighter
than any regular lamp. It is used in theatrical performances
to put a spotlight on an actor or performer.”

“Oh,” Abbi said. “But won't the actors become wet?”
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“T suppose the water falls into a pool and doesn’t touch
the actors.”

“Are there other queens than Queen Victoria, Papa?
And do they have daughters who are princesses too?”

“Yes there are many countries in Europe with royalty —
meaning a royal family, where a son is a prince, and a
daughter a princess.”

“Is there a royal family in the United States?”

“I'm afraid not....except, the original people of North
America had chiefs where the title was passed down by
heredity, just like how in our society property is passed
down from fathers to sons, including the last name. A
hereditary chief is a patriarch, and when many families
form a tribe, one of the patriarchs of family chiefs
becomes the chief of the tribe. Often the role of tribal
chief was passed down too by heredity, from father to son,
and that is why some early explorers called the tribal
chiefs ‘kings’. It was essentially the same concept. And a
woman would be a ‘queen’. That is why Indians understood
the concept of the British king or queen, and making
treaties with the king or queen of England or France was a
meaningful concept — king to king, royalty to royalty. And
their daughter would technically be like a princess. Thus
we might say North America had many many tribal kings.
But as for today, the United States only has a President
who is not like a king, because the title is not hereditary,
not passed down within a royal family. A President is
elected from among all citizens, chosen by citizens in an
election. And here in Canada too, we elect a Prime
Minister, but we also celebrate Queen Victoria because
Canada belongs to the British Commonwealth. We have
both.”

Abbi found it a little complicated and getting off track,
so she said: “Read more, Papa. I must know everything!”

“Alright, let me see,” said Bradden, leaning back in his
big upholstered chair, and returning to page 195 . “Here
we are. . .In the centre of the rink was a small bower—that
means a shelter of boughs and vines—which, on opening,
disclosed a youthful couple representing the Marquis and
the Princess, the latter in bridal costume and the former in
full Highland dress.” And it says at the end of the article
that there was music as well.”
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“Music?”

“Yes, it says ‘The band of the Grand Trunk Volunteer
Corps furnished music during the evening.””

“T would have loved to be there, Papa, to see it all. Can
[ have this picture? ”

“Certainly,” he said, “but let me read the magazine
first, before we cut it up.”

“I want to continue looking at it, Papa. This magazine is
always full of pictures. Will you read it with me?”

“Maybe in a while,” said Bradden. “I have a Moncton
newspaper to read. But why don’t you continue looking at
the pictures. Interrupt me if you have any questions.”

She took the magazine back from Bradden and spread it
out on the dining room table again. It was a big dining
room table with a fancy oil lamp hanging above it for
evening dining. She always chose that location when
reading, or at least looking at, a magazine or book. She
kept studying the picture. It was stirring every imaginative
atom in her mind as she tried to place herself in the event.
Finally she turned to other pages to look at other pictures.
She did this until Jenine required her to set the table.

VISITS FROM GRANDMAMA AUDORA

Abbi was now at an age when she was more aware of
things and had more questions. She knew where to find
Bradden — at his desk in his study after supper. This time
she was wondering about Grandmama Audora and where
she lived and the company she ran.

“Can you tell me about the company Grandmama Audora
runs, and how you grew up, Papa?”

“Alright. T will put my writing aside. Make yourself
comfortable in the chair on the other side of my desk.”

Abbi climbed up into the chair where she had seen
scholarly visitors sit. She had often listened to them talk
intellectual things, but hadn’t understood much. There was
a nice window in the study too, that overlooked their yard.

Bradden began: “The Woodrow Timber Milling and
Manufacturing Company that Grandmama Audora currently
operates, as its president, was started a few generations
ago by my great grandfather, for fetching tall pines for
ship masts for the Royal Navy in Britain. Then when all the
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large pines were gone, logging companies began to cut
trees for regular lumber, and my grandfather’'s company
did too. A great amount was sent to Britain. When the
company was under my father, it was very involved In
regular lumber originally, but my father and Grandmama
Audora shifted the company towards using new steam-—
engine powered machinery to make finished boards and
moldings for architectural uses. My father died and
Grandmama Audora runs the company by herself now, as
its president. They still have a hand in rough timber too
from past relationships. For example they make special
boards for carpenters and there is a sawmill in the interior
of New Brunswick that the company half-owns that
supplies unusual hardwoods that require special attention.
The company offices and operations are located at Saint
John, fifteen minutes by carriage from Richdale, where
Audora lives, at the Woodrow estate called Tall Pines.
The property with her mansion on it is called Tall Pines
because the first trees my great grandfather cut down
were the tall pines. When he developed the property he
found some uncut tall pines there, and instead of cutting
them down he preserved them and that is why he called
our property Tall Pines. I think some are hundreds of
years old. I grew up there at Tall Pines, Abbi, with
servants all around me, until Grandmama began sending
me to private schools and then supported me going to
university. When I was going to school I was hardly there
at home any longer. That is why I don’t feel comfortable
anymore going there. It is too fancy with too many
servants. Ever since my father died, Grandmama Audora
has been running the company and continuing to live at
Tall Pines. She wanted me to continue in the footsteps of
my father, but I had my heart set on becoming a railway
engineer. Grandmama Audora didn’t have any other
children but me and is always concerned who will take
over the company when she is gone. She likes her
grandsons very much because she can see the possibility
of them taking over the company if I never develop an
interest and remain a railway engineer. Does that answer
some of the questions you have?”

“T think so,” she replied, although she didn’t think she
understood everything he had described. But at least she
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knew a little more than before and could now read more
into Grandmama Audora’s words and behaviour when she
visited. She always arrived by a buggy or carriage from
the train station, even though it would have been only a
five minute walk. There was always some kind of small
carriage or buggy for hire at the train station for
passengers coming and going, who needed to come or go
to or fro from further than was comfortable for walking.
Once at the front of the cottage, Audora paid the driver
generously, and told him to return to pick her up in time
for the evening train returning to Moncton.

“She is coming this weekend again. Maybe you can ask
some questions from her directly when she comes.”

Abbi nodded, trying to think of possible questions.

And so the next Sunday morning she came, and Bradden
went out to the front yard to greet her as she arrived in
the carriage she hired at the train station.

“Welcome once again, Mother,” said Bradden as she
paid the driver and instructed him to return to pick her up
some fifteen minutes before the late afternoon train going
the other way was due.

She only carried a light bag for her short train journey
from Moncton. The rest of her luggage was at the hotel
room in Moncton to which she would return. She had as
usual arranged business meetings there for Monday so as
to make good use of her time and her visit to the area.

“Good to see you again son,” she said. “And where are
my precious grandsons?”

“They are all playing in the back yard. We will sit in
the garden furniture there as usual, seeing as you don’t
like being inside our cottage.”

“Don’t take it the wrong way, Bradden. It is just that
with the spacious nature of my mansion, your cottage feels
confining. You are simply used to it.”

The six—year old Abbi tagged along with the adults and
listened to their conversation. Grandmama didn’t even
notice her. She attempted to draw her attention with the
picture from the magazine.

“Look Grandmama! Look at my picture from the cover
of Canadian Illustrated News. It depicts the marriage of
Princess Louise.”

“Yes, yes. I subscribe to the magazine and saw it. The
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custom of a skating carnival 1s very interesting. People in
Saint John are thinking to have such a carnival themselves.
Have you heard about such carnivals, Bradden?”

“No more than what I have myself seen in Canadian
lllustrated News. 1 think it 1s a common event in Montreal
at the Victoria Rink.”

Abbi was a little disappointed at her not showing as
much interest as she had expected.

“Abbi we must find a nice frame for the picture,” said
Bradden, seeing how precious the picture was to her. “Put
it away now In a safe place, or else it will become all
wrinkled before we even have a frame on it.”

“Now take me to your back vyard, Bradden,” said
Audora. “I expect your wife is preparing tea. [ have
become thirsty during my train ride from Moncton.”

Jenine did not particularly enjoy Audora visiting. She
seemed to look down on her because she was a country
girl and not a wealthy socialite. She often felt that her
value to the woman was as a womb for producing her
grandsons, and for fetching tea for her when she came. So
aside from delivering tea, she tried to keep out of the way.
Abbi, on the other hand was at an age where she was
fascinated by adult conversations. She especially liked to
study Grandmama Audora when she came. She dressed
fashionably, but mostly in black. Her hair was done up
well, and she had some expensive jewelry. There was a
striking resemblance between her and Bradden, Abbi
thought. Both were commandingly tall — six feet at least —,
had brown eyes and dark, mildly wavy, hair.

In contrast to her coldness to Abbi, when Audora
reached the back yard where the boys were playing she
became all smiles and outreached arms.

“Grandmama!” shouted the boys when they saw her.
They boys rushed to meet her. “Did you bring anything for
us, Grandmama?” was their first question.

“No. I'm sorry. Your Papa forbids me to bring you
anything unless I get his approval first. He does not want
me to spoil you. And I did not get a chance to clear
anything with him. But [ promise to next time.”

Bradden had insisted already a few years ago, when
Audora had brought a few expensive toys, that he did not
want her spoiling the boys, and that she should check with
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him whether the gifts she brought were suitable for their
more austere way of life.

The boys were disappointed. As far as they were
concerned, what was the use of Grandmama Audora if she
did not bring anything? It didn’t take long before they were
back to playing with their balls and toys in the yard.

Audora and Bradden settled into the wicker garden
furniture in the backyard in the shadow of a large apple
tree.

“Abbi,” said Bradden. “You should take your picture
from the magazine inside where it is safe. Otherwise you
will be very unhappy if you get mud on it or tear it. I will
get a frame for it later. And tell Mama that Grandmama is
here.”

“Alright Papa.” Abbi ran inside, entering by the back
door.

Bradden took Abbi’s absence as an opportunity to talk
about his mother’s attitudes to Abbi.

“Jenine and I are a little upset that you always avoid
Abbi,” said Bradden. “you smother the boys and leave
Abbi on the sidelines.”

“T do? Well I suppose it is because she is not kin. It was
a wonderful thing you and Jenine did in adopting her — a
good act of charity — and raising her. But she is not from
you and Jenine. I don’t feel the same about her as I do to
my grandsons.”

“I and Jenine consider her as much a part of our family
as the boys. You make it seem as if we are merely giving
her room and board. I would like you to include her, to
treat her as part of the Woodrow family.”

Abbi came running back now, without her picture.
“Mama will bring some tea,” she announced. “I told her
Grandmama had arrived.”

Grandmama continued as if Abbi had not reappeared.
“Very well, I will make a conscious effort, if it will please
you, Bradden. I would certainly not want to anger you and
jeopardize my ability to come visit my grandsons. One of
them will take over the family company, even if you never
take an interest and continue with your railway career
until you die. But don’t get me wrong. In spite of my
disappointment that you did not wish to follow in your
father’s footsteps, [ am glad that at least you have pursued
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an honourable and practical profession. Both I and your
father were proud of your achievements at university
when he was alive. Being a railway engineering is an
honourable profession. I dare say, I can now see your
enthusiasm for railways. They are shaping our world like
you said. In my business, I am now able to find customers
from further afield. Soon I'll be able to sell our fine
architectural millwork, perhaps as far away as Montreal or
Toronto. When will that be possible?”

“The gap between Moncton and Riviere du Loup is
closing. It is expected it will be complete in about two-
three years. My own involvement in designing bridges is
declining, and I will probably resume working for the
original engineering firm for which I worked, who are now
engineering the railway that goes up beside the Saint John
River, to serve the timber industry mainly. In the not too
distant future we will be moving probably to Fredericton
where the contracting company has already a couple years
ago set up an office to manage the project.”

“Is that so? Well it will be much better to be in a city
instead of out in the country. And Fredericton is closer to
me. And I do have business connections there too. I will be
able to visit more often.”

Jenine arrived with the tea, and she exchanged formal
greetings with Audora. Then she excused herself again to
tend to the children. She did not want to sit and chat with
them. She felt uncomfortable around this woman.

On the other hand, Abbi decided to sit with them and
have tea too, even though she would be largely ignored as
mother and son got into in—depth discussions about
politics, science, and even philosophy. She understood
more about what was being discussed than Audora would
have thought.

And then in late afternoon the hired carriage came to
pick her up and she left, and everyone was relaxed once
again.
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THE SPELL OF THE ILLUSTRATION LINGERS

As promised, Bradden obtained a frame for Abbi's
picture of the skating carnival with the reenactment of the
wedding of the daughter of Queen Victoria in the middle. It
was now up on the wall in front of her bed in the
children’s bedroom.

Before going to sleep, she often gazed at it in the soft
light of the oil lamp, and let her imagination roam. She
imagined she was there, wearing skates, skating around in
a costume of her own.

All the children shared the same large room and each
one had their own bed area to themselves. Abbi's was
next to the end window.

Jenine was there this evening putting the boys to bed.

“Quiet down, boys, and get into bed,” Jenine
commanded the older boys. “If you are good, maybe [ will
fetch Papa to recite a little from The Song of Hiawatha or
read from the legends book of Mr. Schoolcraft like he
often does.”

“I'm a little tired of stories about Indians,” said Abbi
who was already in bed and gazing at the picture in the
frame on the wall opposite. “Maybe he could tell me a
story about a skating carnival like the one in the picture. I
think if I were there, I'd like to be wearing a costume
depicting a Snow Princess. Do you know what a Snow
Princess costume would look like. Mama?”

Jenine came over carrying little Jacques or Jack who
she was preparing for bed. “Well I suppose her costume
would be white like snow, and fancy befitting a princess.”

“Another possibility, if I were there in a costume, would
be if I were dressed like an Indian, like Minnehaha in the
Hiawatha stories. I can imagine myself dressed in the
clothing of an Indian girl. And if she was the daughter of
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an Indian royal family, the daughter of - Papa said
‘hereditary’ chief — then she would be an Indian princess.
I think it would be interesting to be dressed as an Indian
Princess, Mama.”

Jenine wanted from all her heart to tell her she really
was Indian. But she held back yet again. Was Abbi ready?
And what would she tell her? She didn’'t know anything
about her Dbackground. The Constable had never
discovered anything, and over the years no woman had
ever shown up who had displayed any special interest in
Abbi. When the time came for her to explain that she was
adopted, would she make something up about her mother?
In any event, Abbi was only six. Maybe she would not
need to tell her until she was eight or ten, and knew a little
about a child being born from one mother, but being raised
by another.

“What is an Indian woman’s dress made of?” Abbi
continued.

“I suppose it is made from deerskin — the hide of a deer
all tanned and made soft.”

“But what’s the use imagining,” sighed Abbi. “No
skating carnival will ever happen around here, and not
even in Moncton. I've never heard of one in Moncton.
According to The Canadian Illustrated News, they seem to
only occur in very large cities like Montreal.”

“I don’t know Abbi. But you're right, I've never heard of
any near here. But everywhere everyone always finds
ponds to clear and have small skating events anyway.”

“But I'd like to be someplace really fancy, all decorated,
where everyone comes in costume and I can pretend to be
an Indian Princess or a Snow Princess.” She then changed
the subject. “When will I get my own room, Mama? [ must
have my own room. I'll soon become seven. I don’t like
being in a room with all the boys.”

“Be patient a little longer. With all the growing children
we will have to have a larger house elsewhere. And look,
[ am pregnant again. There will be another baby.”

“You are? Oh I hope it will be a girl this time. We have
far too many boys so far. I would love a sister.”

“We’ll see what God decides to give us.”

“T will pray to God and ask him to make it a girl, Mama.”
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BRADDEN DESCRIBES A THEATRICAL PRODUCTION
HE SAW YEARS AGO

Ever since Bradden had ceased to be a university
student, and performed in student theatrical productions,
he had now and then attempted, as a hobby between
writing letters, to see if he could imitate Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow and write epic verse of a story from
Schoolcraft’s legends. In other words he wondered if he
could do as Longfellow had done in writing The Song of
Hiawatha. And then he began thinking about the stage
production of The Song of Hiawatha he and his schoolmate
Sandy had seen in Boston, where the recital of the poem
was accompanied by actions and special effects on the
stage. Increasingly he became inspired to create
something similar. It had been many years now since he
had done something truly original and creative.

One evening at the supper table, when everyone was
nearly finished eating, Bradden had something to discuss.

“As you children know by now, when [ was a university
student, I was involved with student theatre — with the
theatricals they called Hasty Pudding — which is what the
student theatrical group was called at Harvard. 1
participated in it every year throughout my university
years, taking on every duty and role, and not just acting.
Finally in my final year, I was able to actually write a
theatrical, along with my friend, Sandy. You remember
Sandy who has visited us a few times over the years?”

Most of the children remembered Sandy, the stout
sandy-haired fellow. He had visited last year with his wife
and new son. Abbi remembered plenty of conversation
between him and Papa about their university days, as well
as plenty of conversation about railways, since both had
pursued railway careers and were railway engineers.

“Well,” continued Bradden, “ever since that time, [ have
been itching to try something creative again. Up to now I
have been too busy with my railway work.”

“What do you have in mind?” Jenine wondered.

“ T would like to emulate the production I and Sandy saw
in Boston of The Song of Hiawatha. I have mentioned it to
you Jenine.”

“Yes, I remember,” said Jenine, as she got up from the

59



ABBI of the Wilderness

table and began carrying plates and cups to the kitchen for
washing.

“Tell us about it, Papa!” the children chorused.

“Well it was a recitation of the poem — just like I have
done for you children from time to time before bed -
except that there was a stage with actors, props, scenery,
and sound effects mirroring what the poem was saying.”

“Were there real Indians, Papa?”’ Mark wondered.

“Yes, Papa,” repeated Jimmy. “Where there real
Indians?”

“There were actors. Do you mean whether they came
from real Indian tribes? Well, unfortunately, Indians do not
take much interest in entering the world of the theatre, so
they had to have actors with dark hair and eyes play the
part of the Indians. However the advertising claimed there
were genuine Indians in the cast and that the costumes and
props were authentic.”

“Were they?” wondered Abbi. She already knew from
the newspapers how advertising exaggerates and even
misleads. Papa had explained it.

“I had the opportunity to investigate, since some of the
cast and crew had some curiosity about our Hasty Pudding
humorous satire about how the whole world had responded
to the romantic notion of the Indian. Well, I inquired, and
they did have at least one authentic Indian—-born cast
member, for sure. A young woman who played important
woman parts like Minnehaha. She seemed genuine. But she
had spent so much time in the civilized European culture
that she didn’t seem very Indian. You children should
remember that. Underneath, Indians are people just like
us. It is their way of life that makes them seem different. If
a European with a dark complexion was raised in an Indian
village, he would seem Indian, and if an Indian were raised
in a European—type setting, he would seem like you and I.
But even though none of the cast seemed Indian away
from their roles, [ think the producers had to get at least
one genuine Indian so they could not be accused of false
advertising. Their advertising said ‘Including a genuine
Indian actress, Wenona Storm, playing Wenona and
Minnehaha and other female parts.” Had it not been true, a
reporter would have found out, and it would have given the
production bad publicity. But enough about the cast. Don’t

60



4. Abbi is an Actress

you children want to know how the production went?”

“Yes Papa,” the children chorused.

“Yes Papa,” added Abbi. “Tell us about it. Describe
what went on, on the stage. Describe the theatre. Describe
the people. We want to go to a real theatre in Moncton one
day. Can we Mama?”

“Well we did see the children’s play in Moncton
recently, ” replied Jenine.

“I mean, a real theatre,” said Abbi. “Not one meant for
children.”

“Boston like all larger cities,” began Bradden, “has
many many theatres. Moncton has several, and Saint John
has quite a few too. Just you wait, children. You will have
plenty of opportunity to see good theatre as you grow up.”

“Tell us about the one you are talking about, Papa.”

“Let us finish up here, and then we can all gather in the
parlour or living room.”

The children hurried up, including helping Jenine take
dishes to the kitchen. Finally while Jenine and the littlest,
Jack, remained in the kitchen, the rest gathered in the
adjacent living room. Bradden took his place in his
favourite chair, and the children sat around about on stools
or on the carpet on the floor. Bradden began:

“Well it was Saturday and there was a matinee
performance. Attending it would not interfere with my
university studying schedules on weekdays. We joined the
lineup to purchase tickets and then, tickets in hand, we
made our way inside. We found ourselves surrounded by
men in well tailored suits and women in fancy gowns. They
were the wealthy and elite of Boston society. And this was
advertised as one of the most extravagant theatrical
presentations of Longfellow’s The Song of Hiawatha poem,
there had been so far.” “

“What did the women’s fancy gowns look like, Papa?”
Abbi wondered.

“Nobody wants to know, Abbi,” said Mark. “Papa tell us
what came next.”

“Well in a_short while, after the theatre was filled up,
the gas 1ights5 of the theatre were dimmed. The stage was

4 .
Invented for our story. No such production really occurred

This takes place before the invention of electric lights
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dark. The audience rustled. Then a sonorous voice began
reciting Longfellow’s famous poem The Song of Hiawatha
beginning thus — the beginning of the poem:

“Should you ask me,

Whence these stories?

Whence these legends and traditions,

With the odors of the forest,

With the dew and damp of meadows,

With the curling smoke of wigwams,

With the rushing of great rivers,

With their frequent repetitions,

And their wild reverberations

As of thunder in the mountains?

“Across the back of the stage was a large white linen
sheet stretched to serve as a screen. Images from a magic
lantern® were projected on the sheet from the back. You
all know about the magic lantern, where images are
projected from little paintings done on glass onto a wall.
But in this case, they had managed to make slides from
photographs, and color them too. The resulting projected
coloured 1mages were very authentic-looking. At this
moment, they showed scenes of the wilderness of north
central North America, the region where The Song of
Hiawatha was set. And let us not forget visual and sound
effects. When the speaker spoke of the curling smoke of
wigwams, some real smoke was created on the stage.
When he spoke of rushing great rivers, there were sound
effects of rushing water. The voice continued:

“[ should answer, I should tell you,

‘From the forests and the prairies,

From the great lakes of the Northland,

From the land of the Ojibways,

From the land of the Dacotahs,

From the mountains, moors, and fen—lands

Where the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,

Feeds among the reeds and rushes.

6 The ‘Magic Lantern’ was an invention as old as the glass lens. Before
photography, images were painted on strips of glass, and projected
on screens. After the advent of photography, photographic images on
glass could obviously be similarly projected. By the time of this
story, photography was an established institution and photographs on
glass, with some colour tinting were feasible. We assume back
projection here, onto a thin stretched sheet of linen.
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I repeat them as I heard them

From the lips of Nawadaha,

The musician, the sweet singer.’

“The images on the sheet in the background continued
to change, including photographic images of ‘Indians’.
Next an Indian—-accented voice began to add some
arbitrary chanting behind the speaker's voice and the
magic lantern images.

“Should you ask where Nawadaha

Found these songs so wild and wayward,

Found these legends and traditions,

I should answer, I should tell you,

‘In the bird’s—nests of the forest,

In the lodges of the beaver,

In the hoof print of the bison,

In the eye of the eagle!”

Bradden knew the introductory chapter to The Song of
Hiawatha so well, he could recite it from memory.

“What was to be seen on the stage, now?” asked Mark.

“Let me recall. Images of the animals were shown. All
were, as | explained, black and white photographs with
colour added. It looked more authentic than if the slides
had been hand drawn. The voice continued with the poem.
It continued like this:

“Should you ask where Nawadaha

Found these songs so wild and wayward,

Found these legends and traditions,

I should answer, I should tell you,

‘In the bird’s—nests of the forest,

In the lodges of the beaver,

In the hoof print of the bison,

In the eye of the eagle!

‘All the wild-fowl sang them to him,

In the moorlands and the fen—lands,

In the melancholy marshes;

Chetowaik, the plover, sang them,

Mahng, the loon, the wild-goose, Wawa,

The blue heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah,

And the grouse, the Mushkodasa!’

“Lights now were added with small lanterns, lighting up
sculptures or actual stuffed representatives of the animals.
Dark silhouetted figures were going around on stage
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handling the lighting — lanterns made to look primitive,
moved from near one object to another adding to the
drama.

“If still further you should ask me,

Saying, ‘Who was Nawadaha?

Tell us of this Nawadaha,’

[ should answer your inquiries

Straightway in such words as follow.

“A figure was standing in front of the white linen screen
of lantern images now, representing Nawadaha.

“In the vale of Tawasentha,

In the green and silent valley,

By the pleasant water—courses,

Dwelt the singer Nawadaha.

Round about the Indian village

Spread the meadows and the corn—fields,

And beyond them stood the forest,

Stood the groves of singing pine-trees,

Green in Summer, white in Winter,

Ever sighing, ever singing.”

“What was going on now?” Abbi interjected. She wanted
to picture it better.

“As the deep voice spoke these words, actual stalks of
corn, branches of pine, rocks, etc sitting on the stage were
revealed. More and more lanterns were added, revealing a
stage made to look like a woodland. And the poem
continued:

“ ‘And the pleasant water—courses,

You could trace them through the valley,

By the rushing in the Spring-time,

By the alders in the Summer,

By the white fog in the Autumn,

By the black line in the Winter;

And beside them dwelt the singer,

In the vale of Tawasentha,

In the green and silent valley.

“Sound effects were added where suitable, and the
Indian’s voice continued to quietly chant, as if singing in
the Indian language the songs of Hiawatha.”

Bradden chanted a little to convey what the singing was
like, and continued:
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There he sang of Hiawatha,

Sang the Song of Hiawatha,

Sang his wondrous birth and being,

How he prayed and how be fasted,

How he lived, and toiled, and suffered,

That the tribes of men might prosper,

That he might advance his people!’

“Drumming was added,” Bradden began to tap a drum
beat on the tea table next to him. The tea table also had a
silver tea tray on it which could be useful for sound effects
too. “... and the Indian singing increased in volume as did
the voice reciting the poem. It built up the tension. Now
the voice and the drum were speaking in the same rhythm.
And in the next verse, the sound-effects people were
doing their utmost— rushing of water, wind through
leaves, rainfall, thunder, echoes, etc.

“Ye who love the haunts of Nature,

Love the sunshine of the meadow,

Love the shadow of the forest,

Love the wind among the branches,

And the rain—-shower and the snow-storm,

And the rushing of great rivers

Through their palisades of pine-trees,

And the thunder in the mountains,

Whose innumerable echoes

Flap like eagles in their eyries;—

Listen to these wild traditions,

To this Song of Hiawatha!

“Crash of thunder at this point.” Bradden picked up the
tea tray on the tea table, and knocked on it causing it to
clatter like thunder. “... A pause. Now the speaker spoke
softly, the drumming having stopped. You heard assorted
voices of people. And the reciting continued:

“Ye who love a nation’s legends,

Love the ballads of a people,

That like voices from afar off

Call to us to pause and listen,

Speak in tones so plain and childlike,

Scarcely can the ear distinguish

Whether they are sung or spoken;—

Listen to this Indian Legend,

To this Song of Hiawatha!
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“Crash of thunder!” Bradden, holding up the tea tray
shaking it again to make a thunderlike sound. “Then there
was another pause, and the speaker continued. In this next
section, two figures appeared in silhouette in front of the
sheet with the images, and did a pantomime reflecting the
words:

“Ye whose hearts are fresh and simple,

Who have faith in God and Nature,

Who believe that in all ages

Every human heart is human,

That in even savage bosoms

There are longings, yearnings, strivings

For the good they comprehend not,

That the feeble hands and helpless,

Groping blindly in the darkness,

Touch God'’s right hand in that darkness

And are lifted up and strengthened, -

Listen to this simple story,

To this Song of Hiawatha!

“Crash of thunder! Next the background image screen
went dim, and lanterns in front went up, to light up actors
in Indian dress moving about the rocks, branches,
cornstalks, dirt, etc. arranged on the stage representing
the woodland. Some bushes represented berry bushes.
There was a stone wall, etc. An actor representing an
Indian woman moved about, inspecting the berries, running
her hand on the mosses. A male actor stood in the
shadows looking on, being the muse, pondering it all.

“Ye, who sometimes, in your rambles
Through the green lanes of the country,
Where the tangled barberry—-bushes
Hang their tufts of crimson berries
Over stone walls gray with mosses,
Pause by some neglected graveyard,
For a while to muse, and ponder

On a half-effaced inscription,

Written with little skill of song-craft,
Homely phrases, but each letter

Full of hope and yet of heart—break,
Full of all the tender pathos

Of the Here and the Hereafter;
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Stay and read this rude inscription,
Read this Song of Hiawatha!

“Crash of thunder, and all the lanterns and spotlights
were blown out, and the stage was dark. This ended the
first act.”

Bradden relaxed. That was the end of Chapter 1.

“What happened next, Papa?” Abbi asked.

“When the stage was dark, stage hands moved around
to change the props and so on. In about a minute the gas
lights were turned up again and the voice continued. I'm
afraid that is all for today, children. It is a very long poem.
It went on for three or four hours with an intermission in
the middle. I can’t possibly recount it all to you children.
You'll have to use your imaginations. Whenever I read
from the poem in future, imagine what might be going on,
on the stage.”

The children were a little crestfallen. They enjoyed it
when their Papa put on a performance for them. Perhaps
they could get him to continue at bedtime.

“So you see,” finished Bradden, “my memory of that
performance has inspired me. Mr. Longfellow himself
attended the one in Boston, and I and Sandy met him there.
He invited us to visit him at his home. We told him about
our own project for the university and I think he put on a
disguise and was in the audience for the performance of it.
He didn't mind that we based our theatrical on his poem
and himself. Those were the days! I have fond memories.
It came in the middle of winter and my studies. It was only
some months later that I passed my exams and graduated.
After that I went home to Richdale, and then came into this
area to work on the railway and that is where I met
Mama.”

Jenine, holding little Jacques, had watched them from
the kitchen doorway. “Why don’t you join some theatrical
group in Moncton, Bradden?” she asked. “Some amateur
group. You could put on something in Moncton.”

“But that means [ will become separated from you and
the children on weekends. I have a better idea. Why don’t
we create a production right here in Littleton? We can all
become the cast and crew. We can put it on at the
community center! What do you think, children?”
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“Yes Papa!” they all chorused. “We can perform the
Hiawatha poem!”

“No, we should perform our own original play, one
suited to children,” said Bradden. “I can write a long poem
and then we can perform it.”

“Yay! Yes Papa!” chorused the children.

A LOCAL CHILREN’S PRODUCTION

Well that began an idea that grew and grew and grew.
He would create a children’s entertainment based on one
of the legends in a book by Henry Schoolcraft.

In the following weeks, he asked his children which
story, from among those he had read them, they thought
would be entertaining as a play for children. They decided
it should be based on the story called Aggodagauda and
his Daughter, which was about an Indian whose one leg
had ceased to function, and he developed his good leg so
strong he could get around by hopping.

“It is a very good story for children,” he told Jenine
later. “First of all the idea of someone hopping instead of
walking is entertaining. But more importantly there is a
good message — that if you are handicapped in some way,
you can always develop what you have and overcome the
handicap. Aggodagauda had only one good leg, but he
developed that leg to be very strong so he could get
around by hopping. He didn’t even need a crutch.”

“T agree. It is a good story with a good message. It
sounds like a legend that could have been inspired by a
real person.”

Starting out small, the project became ever more
ambitious as time went on. Before long, backdrops had to
be impressive, and the costumes as authentic—looking as
possible, even if using local barnyard animal skins and
chicken feathers. This would be a very professional
looking presentation. Some admission would be charged.
The proceeds, after subtracting material expenses, would
then be donated to the needy.

It became most important to Bradden they had to have
small posters printed in Moncton, and put them up
everywhere in the Littleton area.

The posters read :
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- Children’s Entertainment —

‘AGGODACAUDA AND HIS
DAUGHTER’

New Original Presentation of an Ojibwa Indian Legend,
in verse form in the style of “The Song of Hiawatha’,

PRESENTED BY
the Woodrow & Cartsmith families

- IDEALFOR CHILDREN, ENJOYABLE FOR ALL -

The location and time was attached below it with a
separate piece of paper. Then they could re—use the
posters if they presented it elsewhere another time. In
addition to posters, Bradden had programmes printed that
gave the entire text of the poem to the audience..

After many weekends of rehearsals, the day came.
Everyone in town who had children, and some who didn’t,
came to the community hall, paid admission at the door,
were given a programme, and sat down in rows of chairs
filling the hall, facing a platform area that served as the
stage. The first backdrop was a painted scene of a
wilderness lake, with trees in the foreground. It was
painted on a sheet of canvas, and there were other sheets
of canvas too with other scenes. Bradden had originally
wanted to do a magic lantern approach, as magic lanterns
of all kinds were available those days, but the difficulty
was in getting the suitable slides made. It had been easier
to paint rough scenes from the imagination onto canvas
sheets. These sheets were stretched onto light wood
frames, and given rollers on the bottom edge to make it
easy to slide the required background scene to the front
on cue. Bradden had found two friends of the families to
assist in scene changing.

In front of the background there were some small real
trees, to add some realism. Also, real bushes cut from the
banks of Littleton Brook filled the sides, enough to let
actors disappear into them as needed.
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On the floor of the stage there were some rocks, some
pieces of wood, and some dirt, all collected from around
the area. There were no curtains, so the actors prepared
and hid behind the backdrop until it was time to come out.

The performance needed good lighting. The bright light
from “limelight” was found only in professional equipment
used in large halls and theatres. Next best was gas
lighting. Littleton was too small to have gas service. Oil
lamps or candles was all people used around here. The
best lighting was of course daylight. It was a Saturday
afternoon presentation, and Bradden decided that daylight
would be fine and they would devise some way to block
and unblock daylight from the windows of the community
hall for scene changes. His idea was that all the windows
would be well curtained, except that the window closest to
the stage could be fitted with curtains that could be
opened and closed rapidly to give light to the stage or
make the stage dark.

That was what they did. If the front curtains were
closed, it was quite dark; if opened the stage area was lit.

The production followed a similar format to what
Bradden had seen many years ago in the Boston
presentation of The Song of Hiawatha. Someone off to the
side recited his poem, and figures on the stage portrayed
the story. Working behind the scenes were those handling
the backdrops and those dressing the stage and making
sound effects. Jenine’s sister Gwendoline elected to recite
the poem, as she had a strong authoritative voice. Jenine
would operate the curtains. Both women would give their
children on the stage their cues, using gestures.

Bradden played the part of Aggodagauda the man who
hopped, and Abbi played his daughter. They were both
costumed in a general Algonquian style. The chief of the
buffalo, was played by Wilbur. He wore on his head a
headdress with buffalo horns, skillfully made from paper
machée made from newspapers and paint. Brown fur made
from a sheep’s pelt dyed brown, was over his shoulders.
All the feathers they used came from farmyard fowl or
gulls.

The followers of the chief of the buffalo were played by
Gwendoline and Wilbur's many children, and Bradden’s
own older boys. The whole group ranged in age from 5 to
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20. They didn’t have to do much other than follow the
chief of the buffalo, Wilbur, around the stage dressed like
Plains Indians.

Finally the audience was seated, and it was time to
begin.

The curtains were closed and the performance began
with a stage very dark. A strong low female voice,
presented by Gwendoline, began:

“There was a time, once long ago,

Neighbouring tribes they were at war,

Tribes of plains and tribes of forest,

Were in endless, angry, conflict.
Indian people of the area,

As they carried on their living,

Had to guard and keep attentive,

So as not get caught between them.”

Then with front curtains pulled back, a little light came
down on the stage. Bradden stood there, dressed as
Aggodagauda. He had his left leg tied up, as required.

“Was a man Ag-go-da-gau—da,
Lived beside this place of conflict,
Lived between the warring peoples,
Always had to watch for danger.

In one way he was peculiar.
Through some mischance once befell’'d him,
Only one leg could he function,
T’other had become quite useless.”

Bradden, as Aggodagauda turned to show his left leg
was tied up, and he hopped a little.

“One leg lame, he could not use it;
Had it tied and looped up tightly,
And instead of normal walking,
Carried on his life by hopping.”

Seeing the antlers of a deer amid the foliage, he took up
his bow, and placed an arrow in it. And then he hopped
after the deer vanishing into the foliage on stage right.
Then he emerged again, hopping across the stage to stage
left, disappearing into foliage there. (Lots of bushes of
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about six feet tall had been collected and placed at both
sides of the stage into which actors could disappear.)

“Constant use made leg that’s working
Grow in strength and health and power,
So’s could hunt and fish and travel,

Just as well as any other.”

Now the curtains were drawn closed and the stage
became dark. When the window curtains were opened
again, the backdrop had changed. The painting on the next
canvas showed an open plain. In front of it stood the
buffalo chief played by Wilbur, in his buffalo headdress and
robe, facing the audience, arms crossed.

“Now at this partic’lar moment
This man had, had in the prairie,
A man who he did not admire,
A foe who represented danger.

A foe known as the chief of bison,
Leader of the buffalo—men,
King of creatures crossing prairie,
Shaking ground and raising thunder.”

There were now sound effects to reproduce thundering
hooves of buffalo. Then Jenine closed the curtains again to
remove the light. When Jenine opened the curtains again
and the light came up again, there was a wood frame
construction about six feet high, with platform at the top,
covered with canvas painted to resemble the exterior of a
small log cabin. It had a ladder at back for climbing up.
There was a backdrop of fir trees behind it. This ‘cabin’
and its background scene was actually permanently
located on the stage. Scenes without the cabin involved
pushing new background scenes in front of this. That way
the ‘cabin’ did not need to be physically moved from the
stage; but just hidden by the large backdrops being placed
in front when the cabin wasn't involved.

Abbi entered from behind the bushes at stage right, and
sat in front of the ‘cabin’, pretending to do some work.

“Also ‘bout Aggodagauda
Was he had an only daughter,
Had a daughter, of great beauty,
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Sought by men throughout the region.
Sought by all, by many suitors,

Even by him, bison—Ileader,

He who led the men of thunder,

In the prairie lands adjacent.”

The head of the chief of the buffalo appeared from the
bushes to the side, and then vanished when Abbi turned in
that direction. Children in the audience laughed at that
visual comedy.

“She was such a lovely beauty,
She had hair that was so lengthy,
When untied it tumbled downward,
To the ground t'was almost reaching.”

To achieve the long hair, quantities of black yarn had
been used to add to Abbi’s own hair.
“Aggodagauda, worried father,
Was afraid his foe was planning,
For to come in from the prairie,
For to steal away his daughter.”

Once again the head of the buffalo chief appeared from
the bushes and once again it disappeared when Abbi
looked in his direction. The audience laughed. Then
Bradden as Aggodagauda came hopping into the scene
from the other side. He sat on a rock beside Abbi, showing
fatherly concern.

“Aggodagauda, careful, cautious,
Sought protect her ‘gainst the bison,
Protect her from her being taken,
Being kidnapped, stolen, captured.”

The head of the buffalo chief once again peeked out of
the bushes on the right side. As the narrator spoke next of
the house of logs, Aggodagauda, the father, stood up, and
swept his hand towards the structure, with the thin painted
canvas covering making it look like a dwelling.

“So he built for her a cabin,
Where she was to spend her hours,
Safe from danger ever present,
Should the bison-chief come calling.
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Said the hunter to his daughter:
‘If being inside was confining,
If it’s outdoors air you're wanting,
If you wish to see the sunshine,
Go and stay upon the rooftop,
Spend your time in rooftop’s safety,
Up above the horns of strangers,
Designing for to come and take you.”

Aggodagauda gestured that his daughter should climb
up to the roof for safety. Abbi climbed steps to the top of
the structure via a ladder built at the back and sat there on
the platform at the top, representing the roof, and
pretended to comb her hair. Bradden, as Aggodagauda
nodded approvingly.

The window light was again removed as Jenine blocked
the windows, and a new scene was set. When the lighting
was restored there was only the cabin. Then Aggodagauda
came out of the cabin through an opening in the canvas
representing a doorway in log walls. He was carrying a
fishing net. Abbi came out after him. He started to hop to
stage left, and then hopped back to her to talk to her.

“One fine day Aggodagauda,
Had to go off do some fishing,
Leaving daughter at the cabin,
All alone with no protection.

So before he left for fishing,
Once again he gave her warning,
Telling her beware of strangers,
Should the enemy come calling.”

The narrator, Gwendoline, was now silent as Bradden
as Aggodagauda actually spoke the following lines to Abbi
as his daughter.

“I am off to fish this morning.
As the sun continues rising,
Enemy may well be coming,
Coming in from yonder prairie.

Daughter thus [ wish to caution.
Not to exit from this cabin,

Not to open doors to no one,
Not to put yourself in danger.
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If it’s fresh air that you're wanting,
Go then just up to the rooftop,
Up beyond the reach of strangers,
Above the heads of bison—people.”
Abbi, as his daughter replied with these lines.
“Father thank you for reminding,
Of the danger that resides here,
Close to where there is the warring,
And the enemy who seeks me.

I will heed your concerned warning,
Stay indoors while you're gone fishing,
And go only to the rooftop,

High above the heads of strangers.”

Gwendoline resumed the narration. Bradden as
Aggodagauda then, nets in hand, hopped off into the
bushes stage left.

“Warning given, caution taken,,
Wished her father luck in fishing,
Bid him bye till his returning,

From his day upon the water.

He then left to do his fishing,

To his favourite fishing places,
Throw his nets to try to catch them,
Catch the bass and pike and musky.”

Abbi climbed up the steps behind the structure to the
top of the boxlike structure, sat there, and began to comb
her hair.

“After Aggodagauda’s leaving,
Morning sun was brightly shining,
Daughter didn’t stay in cabin,

But she went up to the rooftop.

As the sun shone down upon her,
There she whiled away the hours,
Feeling safe from danger lurking,
Free from all concern and worry.”

Then the buffalo chief emerged from the bushes,
rushing towards the cabin, followed by his followers,
played by the children dressed like Indians with paper
machée horned hats and brown sheepskin on their
shoulders, thus made out to be buffalo—-men.
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“Buffalo chief, king, and leader,
Rode in from the prairie flatlands,
Hoofs a-stomping, making thunder,
Buffalo were all around him,

Came they to where was the cabin,,
To the lodge and lovely daughter,
Of the man who was one-legged.
Known by name Aggodagauda.

When the foe arrived, he studied,
Saw Aggodagauda’s daughter,

Up upon the cabin rooftop,
Safe above the heads of all them.

Pacing this way, pacing that way,
Chief of buffalo, the leader,

Was frustrated, even angered,
That she was beyond his reaches.”

The buffalo chief, played by Wilbur, paced back and
forth in front of Abbi on the top of the ‘cabin’, leisurely
combing her hair. Wilbur walked bent over to more
resemble a buffalo, trying to reach his horns up to the
roof. Then as Abbi made a move with her brushing-
combing, a half of her long hair fell over the edge.
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“She felt safe and tried ignore them,
Sitting, combing, basking, sunning,
‘bove their reach, beyond their grasping.
Unafraid of being captured.
But her hair so long and raven,
Long and sleek and black as midnight,
Being loose, while she was combing,
Fell down to the cabin roof-edge.
Then her hair, it tumbled further,
O’er the edge and further downward,
To the eaves and even lower,
Down to where the foe could reach it.
Reached his horns up to the roof-edge,
Reached to catch upon her tresses,
Wrap his horns on hair like midnight.
Pull her down from where she’s sitting.
By her hair he pulled her on him,
Pulled her down upon his shoulders,
Took upon his back the daughter,
Captured her, made her his captive.”

Wilbur made it seem like the hair got entwined on his
horns, and Abbi acted to seem to be pulled, and leaped off
the stage to be caught by Wilbur the buffalo chief, who
placed her piggyback, and then rushed off synchronized to
the following narration:

“So he went, with hooves a-beating,
With his buffalo behind him,
Earth was shaking ‘neath their hoof beats
Raising clouds of dust and thunder.”

Everyone was now disappeared into the bushes stage
left. Sound effects of hooves followed. The stage was
made dark as the hoof-sounds continued. When the light
was restored, the first background showing forest had
been pushed in front of the ‘cabin’ and a canoe placed
right out at the front of the stage. Bradden as
Aggodagauda was sitting in the canoe handling a net and
pretending to be fishing. The strains that Aggodagauda
heard were made by Wilbur in the background, as a male
voice was needed.
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“Aggodagauda, on the water,
In canoe engaged in fishing,
Heard the sound of someone singing,
Strains and words that seemed to mock him:
‘Aggodagauda — one legg’'d human,
Man with one leg tied up tightly,
What is he but ra—-pa-ke-na,
Grasshopper, the hopping insect’
Right away the man, the father,
Sensing danger for his daughter,
Paddled 'shore so very quickly,
Set off home in giant hopping.”

The stage was made dark again. When light was
restored, the canoe and the backdrop placed in front had
been removed again, restoring the previous scene with the
cabin. Aggodagauda came hopping into the scene very
agitated, then hopped around looking at the ground,
looking for evidence and trying to pick up the trail.

“Hopping great leaps through the forest,
Came back to his cabin dwelling,
Found his daughter now was missing,
Gone and missing, cabin vacant.

As he'd feared she’d had a visit,
By the chief the king the leader
Of the tribe of buffalo—men.
And he’'d managed steal his daughter.”

Bradden as Aggodagauda stood up and expressed rage.
He paced around casting angry looks at the evidence on
the ground.

“Hoof-prints spoke they of the culprit,
Spoke they of these prairie creatures,
Creatures hooved and horned and thunderous,
Having been there very recent.”

Aggodagauda makes up his mind to follow them. He
follows the trail first with his eyes into the bushes stage
left and realizes they went that way.

“Then Aggodagauda, angry,
Was resolved, was much determined
Was determined for to fetch her,
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Fetch and save his kidnapped daughter,
Fetch her back from he who took her,

He who captured her so slyly,

He who was the thundering leader,

Leader, chief, of buffalo—-men. “

Bradden as Aggodagauda follows the trail and
disappears stage left
“Aggodagauda quickly followed
Trail of hoof-prints, made quite freshly,
Made quite recent, and quite lately,
Leading off into the prairie.
Right away, he set out hopping,
Tracked the foe across the prairie,
Following the trail of hoof prints,
Also clouds of dust and thunder.”

The stage was made dark again, as the narrator
continued; and in a few moments as the stage was lit up
again, the earlier backdrop depicting the plains had been
pushed in front of the cabin scene. Aggodagauda appeared
from stage right and hopped across to stage left as if
continuing to following a trail. Once off stage Bradden
circled around the back of the backdrops and reappeared
in the bushes on the other side, and repeated it. Traveling
right to left many times gave the illusion of traveling far.
The curtain was closed and opened each time.

“Hurried in the cloud’s direction,
Too towards the sound of thunder,
Kept on going, never stopping,
Slowly gaining, getting closer.

On and on, he went on thusly,
Till he came upon a river,
Where the beasts had crossed the water,
Where they'd forded, wading slowly.”

The third time Bradden came around and repeated the
travel left to right, he paused as if arriving at a river.
When the curtain had been opened this time, a bolt of blue
fabric had been unrolled across the front of the stage to
represent the river.
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“Looking closer, looking sharper,
Bending down, he read the markings.
Two days past had been their crossing,
That was when they'd crossed the river.

Since the last two nights were freezing,
There was ice now on the river,

So he could not wade nor swim it,
Nor was the ice enough to hold him.

Aggodagauda, was frustrated,

All his efforts now were thwarted,
All his rushing all for nothing,
Now he had to do some waiting.

But he looked upon the bright side,
More days passing, more delaying,
Might be good: he needed resting,

Build his strength for to continue.

So he camped and started waiting,
Camped to walit for further freezing,

Let the water ice get thicker,
Thick enough so it would hold him.”

Bradden, pretended to camp, pulling the robe on his
back around him as it was chilly, then lying down. On the
stage, a plate with smoking tobacco, surrounded by
several rocks represented a campfire. The stage was then
made dark to represent darkness, and then made light
again to represent morning.

“Sleeping by a warming fire,
In the morning went and tested,
See If ice was getting thicker,
Thick enough that it will hold him.”

Bradden as Aggodagauda mimed testing imaginary
water on the stage, jumping back after sound effects
suggested the ice was breaking. He returned to the
‘campfire’ to wait some more, and test some more. The
stage was made dark again and then Ilit again. The
subsequent morning, after testing the ice once again, it
was good. He laughed and clapped. Bradden mimed
carefully crossing as sound effects of cracking is heard,
creating suspense for the audience. But he got across. The
stage was made dark again. When the light was restored
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the bold of blue fabric and ‘campfire’ removed, Bradden as
Aggodagauda took up the trail again. Again he went off on
stage left and repeated it by going around the back of the
backdrop. It was done three times. In one scene, there
were twigs strewn on the stage, and Bradden as
Aggodagauda picked them up and inspected them. The
accompanying narration went thusly:
“When he found the ice could hold him,
On he went, took up the chasing,
Chased a trail of twigs and branches,
Strewn about to show the pathway.
Twas a scheme employed by daughter,
Hair untied, dragging behind her,
Caught on twigs and caught on branches,
Showed the way the foe had traveled.
They had dashed, pursued a course—way,
To their village, to their home ground,
Village of the bison people.
And the dwelling of their leader.
Aggodagauda, chased the trail,
By eve he reached the destination —
Lodge of chief, the thief, the stealer,
Who had whisked away his daughter,
Stolen 'way his late wife’s baby,
Thinking he could be successful,
Not be followed, not be thwarted,
Nor be ever punished for it.”

The stage went dark again, and when the stage was lit
up again, the backdrop sheet represented the interior of
the buffalo chief’s lodge, a skin teepee such as used by
plains Indians. The backdrop was generally tan in colour
but painted dark towards the upper left and right,
suggesting light from a fire did not reach there. It gave an
1llusion of depth. There was a slit in it for the doorway and
a few other slits representing breaks in the wall of the
teepee, one of which opened enough so that the audience
could see Aggodagauda peer inside. The buffalo chief and
others mimed the actions described in the narration. A
couple of Gwendoline’s older boys, wearing wigs to
resemble women, played the women who gave the
daughter attention. The narration went this way:
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“Now the daughter, gentle captive,
She was in the leader’s teepee,

Was attended by some women,
Treated well that she would like them,

Live like them under their leader,
That she would not hate them thusly,
That she’d even like her captor,
Come to like the man who stole her.

And her captor, chief, and leader,
Also paid her much attention,

Tried to bring her round to like him,
Tried to charm her with some music.,

Took his flute, began to playing,
Played soft strains to please her hearing,
Charm her with pleasant melody,
Adding to it pleasant chanting:

‘No ne mo sha makow’ it went,
‘Aghi saw ge naun’ it’s saying,
‘sweetheart mine bosom is truthful,
Only you - it's you I'm loving’

Women brought refreshing water,
From the spring in some bark dishes,
Set they also there before her,
Choicest food, and meals so tasty.

He again sought to impress her,
Gave her sweet nuts of the pecan,
Went to hunt for meats, procuring,
Finest meats, and water fowl.

Aggodagauda's lovely daughter,
Was not moved by shows of kindness,,
Was not moved by leader's singing,
Was not moved by cool spring water,

Was not moved by pecan nutmeats,
Nor was moved by meat of wildfowl,
Was not moved by gentle chanting,
Nor by women'’s kind attentions.

Did not eat, was not responding,
Sitting, fasting, was unmoving,
Stayed remaining unforgiving,
Stayed determined not to give in.

For so forcibly be taken,

Taken and with no permission,
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Without proper courting custom,
No hello, no introduction.
Stayed this way the lovely captive,
Yet the chief, buffalo leader,
Kept on waiting, ever hoping,
That her anger soon would lessen.”

After the singing and fussing, everyone left the
daughter, played by Abbi, sitting alone. Wilbur, the chief
of the buffalo sat to the side with several of his followers
chatting, ignoring the stubborn girl. The backdrop,
depicting the interior wall, had a slit cut into it, as we said.
Aggodagauda’s head appeared through it to look inside, in
accordance with the continuing narration.

“Aggodagauda was arriving,
He now stood outside the teepee,
Where was his daughter? he was wondering.
Was she in the leader’s dwelling?
Peeped he through the dwelling's cover,
Looked inside, in through an opening,
Saw his daughter sitting quietly,
Saw she was not very happy,
Saw his daughter sitting grimly,
Sitting fasting, never yielding,
Saw the thief was not forgiven,
Saw his daughter was unbending.”

Children in the audience laughed when Aggodagauda’s
head looked about and then quickly withdrew when the
Buffalo-Chief looked in that direction. That was done
twice and children laughed. We continue:

“Daughter saw her father spying,
Knowing he had come to save her,
Sought a way to flee to join him,

Flee her captors who were watching.

Thought she’d act to seem relenting,
Changing thoughts about her captors,
Coming round to start forgiving,
Excusing them their brutal actions.”

Abbi as the daughter now stood up and went to the side
(stage right) where the Buffalo—Chief and his entourage
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were sitting, to the accompaniment of the following
explanation:
“Asked her captors for a dipper,
Told the chief she would now get him,
Water clean and cool for drinking,
Bring it back to quench his thirsting,”

The backdrop also had a slit cut into it to serve as the
doorway by which Abbi would exit and later the chief and
his followers. Abbi as the daughter went out through the
slit. The Buffalo—-Chief laughs and points to show he
believes she is having a change of heart.

“This apparent change delighted,
Both the Chief and all his followers,
Let her go, and then they waited,
He was pleased she seemed be changing.

So he waited, kept on talking,
Kept on chatting with his followers,
Passing time inside his building,
Waiting for the quenching water.

But he saw that time was passing,
Lovely woman not returning,

Did not come back with the water.
What had happened to the woman?”

The Buffalo Chief stands up and shows he is puzzled.
Where is she? He heads to the doorway slit with the
followers behind and they all exit out through the doorway.

“Went out of the dwelling doorway,
Followed by his rough companions,
Looking for his missing captive,

Where was she in this night darkness?”

The stage again was made dark for a scene change.
When the light was restored, the backdrop was the one
depicting the prairie again. Aggodagauda meets his
daughter, puts her piggyback and hops off into the bushes
at stage left, leaving the stage empty.

“Aggodagauda hunter, father,
Met his daughter in exterior,
Took her up upon his shoulders,
Carried her away from danger.”
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The Buffalo—Chief and several of his men enter stage
left looking around, studying the ground, trying to find the
woman'’s trail.

“Buffalo went on with searching,

Searching further for the woman.

They went out onto the prairie,
Under sky now lit by moonlight,

Could not find where she had gone to.
But came upon a hunting party,
Led by Aggodagauda’s relation,
Father-in-law, his late wife's father.”

Suddenly, in accordance with the narration, with war
whoops, the party of hunters — some of Wilbur and
Gwendoline’s boys, minus the horn headdresses — leapt
into the scene from the bushes, and after some confusion,
drove the chief of the buffalo and the remainder wearing
the horns, off stage, synchronized to the following
narration:

“Hunting party come upon them,
Come upon them from the rear side,
Started shooting arrows on them.
All upon the buffalo—men,

Felling many, many falling.

Many fell, but not their leader.
Chief, and king, buffalo leader,
Fled he off in west direction.”

he dead lie on the stage, but the nasty Buffalo—Chief,
faking death, gets up and flees into the bushes. The
father—-in-law of Aggodagauda sees him flee, and run after
him but then return — he has disappeared! All the action
was exaggerated for the benefit of the children in the
audience.
“Where he went, there is no knowledge.

All that’s known, is what they re saying:

Vanished he from that whole region,

Never ‘gain to pose a danger.”

The stage went dark again, and when the light was
restored, it is the prairie again. Aggodagauda with
daughter on his back hops from stage left to right. This is
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repeated as before, but in the opposite direction with
Bradden and Abbi circling around the back when the stage
was made dark, to give the sense of a long journey home.
“Helped along by guardian spirit,
Hopped he back the way he’'d come there,
Hundred steps to every hopping,
Till he came up to the river.
River was now very solid,
And he hopped across the river,
Then continued east and homeward,
Back along the trail he'd followed.
Over prairie into forest,
Through the forest, place familiar,
To the place where was the clearing,
Back home to their forest cabin.”

The stage became dark again, and when the light was
restored, the scene with the structure representing the
cabin, was restored by removing the backdrops that had
been placed in front of it to represent the prairie. Again,
Abbi as the daughter, sat on a rock in the foreground. Her
father sat off to the side, seemingly mending a fishing net,
or carving something.

“Daughter of Aggodagauda,
She was back in log house safety,
Safe from strangers uninvited,
Safe from those without the manners,
Without proper courting customs,
Customs asking her and father,
Customs asking for permission ,
For to wed with hopper’s daughter.”

One of Gwendoline’s boys, dressed as a handsome
young hunter came onstage from the left, acting as an
interested suitor.

“Soon a young man came a-calling,
Asked permission for to take her,
Take his daughter for to marry,

If she too would care to choose him.”

He takes her hand and helps her stand up. She nods
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approval of this hunter. Aggodagauda in the background
too stands up and joins them, nodding. Then all three stand
together in the foreground like a family, as the narration
drew to an end.

“Aggodagauda, hunter, fisher,

Saw his daughter, fair and lovely,

Marry with this worthy hunter,

Free him of his fret and worry,

Worry ‘bout the unknown future,

When old age should overtake him,

And he could not hop no longer,

Could no longer be provider.”

The stage was slowly darkened for the final verse.
While the final verse was being spoken, with all attention
on Bradden standing center stage as Aggodagauda.

“Sing again about the famous,
Aggodagauda, hunter, fisher,

Had but one leg that was working;
Went about his life by hopping.

Constant use made leg that’s working
Grow In strength and health and power,
So’s could hunt and fish and travel,

Just as well as any other!!”

Bradden, instead of remaining on the stage, leaped out
into the audience, hopped up the aisle, to the surprise of
the audience, disappearing out the front door.

The window curtains were closed to darken the stage.
The audience clapped. Children expressed glee. In a
minute or so, the window curtains were opened and light
restored to reveal the entire cast on the stage, including
Bradden who had returned via the back door. They took
their bows.

All the light was restored to the hall, as all the curtains
were opened by Gwendoline’s children, still in costume.
Some of the audience stayed to congratulate Bradden and
his actors. Others began to file their way outside. Then
outside the hall one saw a remarkable phenomenon. Every
child, once reaching the outside, began to hop. It only
took several doing so to make them all want to hop. The
adults who had brought their children could only look on,
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as every child out in front of the community hall was
hopping about on one leg. If a detective had investigated,
he would have found a great number of footprints in the
snow In front of the theatre made with only the right
boots. He would have ended up scratching his head about
that.

And that was not the end of the hopping. When
Littleton’s church had their annual picnic the coming
summer, they had to introduce a new event — the one-
legged race where every participant had to have one leg
tied up.

ANOTHER PERFORMANCE

When they performed it again in January in Moncton,
thanks to the help of Bradden’s railway colleagues, there
was a larger audience, as a result of putting up many
posters and having Moncton citizens to draw from. Before
the performance, Bradden hired a photographer, who took
a picture of the cast, to remember it by. The photographer
had a large camera on a tripod, asked everyone to hold as
still as a statue, and used a gunpowder flash.

While Jenine knew most people in the audience in
Littleton, at this performance, everyone in the audience
was a stranger. They were also city folk, men and women
of a middle class, and were well dressed.

When a woman with dark hair came up after the show
to congratulate Abbi on a fine performance, for a moment
Jenine wondered if this woman was the woman she was
always expecting might show up one day to see how Abbi
was doing.

“You are a fine little actress,” the woman said to Abbi.

“Thank you,” Abbi replied.

“Would you like to meet more of the cast?” Jenine
asked, since not many of them had remained up front after
the curtain call. “Many of them are removing their makeup
and costumes. My husband, Bradden is probably resting
his right leg for a few minutes from all that hopping at the
end.”

“No that is fine,” the woman replied. “I have an
appointment to keep and won't have time to linger. Thank
you anyway. By the way, I see you are pregnant.
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Congratulations about that. [ hope it will go well.”

Jenine was indeed showing by this time.

“We are hoping it is a girl this time,” said Jenine. “I
have now had three boys in a row. A girl now, would be
just fine.”

And she left with all the other strangers from the
Moncton area who had come to the rented hall.

THE GOSSIP LADIES HEAR SOME NEWS

In the weeks following the production of the play,
Littleton was abuzz with both discussion and gossip about
it. Here is what one could hear in the general store when
the local gossipy ladies met.

“That Woodrow family never ceases to amaze me,” said
one of the gossip ladies to another. “Who would have
expected to see a production of a play here in Littleton!”

“And children are still hopping around in their games
because of it. Have you seen their footprints in the mud of
the streets? They are all from the right boot. A line of
footprints of only the right foot is very strange to see!”

Another woman in the store, overhearing these two,
came over. “Have you heard? Soon the Woodrow family
will be leaving?”

“What?”

“Yes. Mr. Woodrow will resume working for his original
employer, who has now relocated to Fredericton. It is now
building the railway that goes up alongside the Saint John
River and because of it, the family will move to
Fredericton!”

“When?”

“I expect soon after Mrs. Woodrow’s new baby is born.”

“Oh what will we gossip about when they are gone? No
more precocious Indian girl.”

“No more articulate well dressed children who speak
really good English, and even some Acadian French.”

“No more visits by the eccentric mother who runs the
big company in Saint John.”

“No more dramatic poetry recitals by Mr. Woodrow.”

“No more scholarly men with whom Mr. Woodrow
corresponds visiting the Woodrows.”

“...0Oh what will we gossip about now?! There has never
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been a more interesting and colourful family in Littleton in
all my years!”

The winter dissolved into spring. Jenine gave birth.
The Woodrow family acquired one additional child. And it
was a girl as Abbi had hoped! Three boys had been
enough! she thought.

Jenine called her Mary, or Marie in French. Since Jenine
had Acadian heritage on her mother’s side, she like to
choose names that had French equivalents. For example
Jack, who was now over a year old, was also Jacques.

“Hello Marie!” said Abbi when the family crowded into
the bedroom when the midwife had left. “I am so happy
you are a girl. And then she peeked under the blanket to
assure herself that it was really a girl this time!
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A Rai[way Fami[y
in Fredericton

GOODBYE TO LITTLETON

The need to move out of Littleton was already years in
coming. Not only would Bradden's work take him
elsewhere that was too far for commuting, but the Littleton
cottage was becoming too small for all the growing
children. They needed to move to a larger home anyway.

His work for Intercolonial Railways where he had
worked after the Moncton—-Amherst line was completed
some years ago, was now completed too. He would now
return to his former employer, which was currently
supervising the construction of the new railway that went
up along the Saint John River towards Edmunston. He
would now be supervising men in a design office in
Fredericton.

Life in Littleton had been wonderful, but all wonderful
things must come to an end, and who knows, their new
location may be even more wonderful.

The children were excited about moving because it
represented an adventure. Jenine, who had grown up in
Littleton and had a sister Gwendoline and mother down the
road, as well as friends and neighbours around the area,
was not so keen. But soon, there were further changes in
her life that would help her accept moving away from
Littleton.

Jenine gave birth to the baby girl who she named Mary
or Marie, after her mother. But then soon after, her
mother died. Thus the children acquired a new sister
Marie while their Grandmama Marie passed away. It was
the cycle of life.

The two families laid Grandmama Marie to rest in the
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church cemetery on a solemn grey day. Afterward the two
sisters, Jenine and Gwendoline, discussed the future.
What was certain so far was that Jenine would be moving
away to Fredericton soon. That had caused Gwendoline
and Wilbur to consider their own family’s future. Perhaps it
was time for them to move too, to embark on a new stage
in their lives.

“Wilbur has always been frustrated that he cannot make
fancy carriages for wealthy urban folk,” said Gwendoline
to Jenine after the funeral. “Furthermore, with the railway
having been completed, he no longer has all the business
the railway construction activities gave him — their hiring
work horses and wagons to haul things. Things have been
back to normal for some time now. We have saved up,
though. We may decide to travel west as far as the new
railways will take us, and settle outside a developing city.
They say once you get on the Grand Trunk Railway you
can go all the way to southwest Ontario.”

It was early 1873, and railway developments going even
further west had not yet begun. Nor had the Intercolonial
Railway that connected Moncton to Riviere du Loup
Quebec been quite finished yet. They might have to begin
by taking a steamship to Quebec.

“Well our mother is gone,” replied Jenine, “and our
father went many years ago. It is a good time to sell the
family property and both of us embark on new beginnings.”

Gwendoline wondered how she would do without her
daily contact with her sister.

While the adults were talking, Abbi studied the
gravestone of Grandmama Marie. Abbi remembered her as
quite an old woman, restricted to a rocking chair or wheel
chair, compared to the spry but stern Grandmama Audora.
Grandmama Audora had been generous to donate such a
nice expensive tombstone for Grandmama Marie, even
though the two had never properly met each other. It was
the nicest one in the church graveyard, Abbi thought.
Grandmama Audora had had it engraved in Saint John. It
even had French words on it in recognition of her Acadian
heritage.

“Come, Abbi,” Jenine called “You can visit Grandmama
Marie’s grave again before we leave Littleton.”

Folks of Littleton continued to be sorry that the
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colourful Woodrow family was leaving. What would the
gossip ladies gossip about now?

“We won't be able to talk about how Mr. Woodrow
sends and receives volumes of mail,” said one of the
gossip ladies to Mrs. Farthing at the general store.

“We won’t be able to remark on the precociousness of
their children,” said another gossip lady.

“Nor will we be able to remark on the smartness of the
Indian girl.”

“Nor be able to wonder out loud where she came from
and the circumstances.”

“And what about that mother of Mr. Woodrow — the
woman who comes and has such airs, like she is better
than anyone else?”

“Or wonder what is going on between them — how she
hates it her son married a country girl instead of a
wealthy young woman from high society around Saint
John.”

“Nor will we be able to hear Mr. Woodrow give recitals
of poetry with his dramatic voice which he acquired from
the theatrical productions when at university.”

“Yes,” finally replied Mrs. Farthing to the women.
“Littleton won't be the same, that’s for certain.”

“Now it will be Fredericton’s turn to gossip about the
family!” finished the first gossip woman.

Among the folks sad to see the colourful Woodrow
family go was their landlord. Their landlord had been the
man who owned most of the land in the Littleton area. His
great grandfather had begun Littleton by putting a small
grist mill on Littleton Brook.

“Well I'm sad to see the Woodrow family go,” he told
them. “But [ expected it. This cottage is already becoming
too small for your growing family.”

“Well you have been a good landlord, and the cottage is
pretty, and with a pretty view over the valley.”

“But you have made it prettier by keeping it in good
shape. The next tenant will value the garden you have
created, Jenine.”

“Much of the furniture came with the house and will
remain for the next tenant. We do not have many large
items of our own to ship. I suppose the large oaken desk
my husband bought is the largest piece of furniture we
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have added here, and which he will want to keep even if it
will be expensive to ship.”

Instead of starting over with respect to his comfortable
study, where he did all his work, Bradden decided to take
the entire contents and reproduce it as closely as possible
in the new house in Fredericton. Abbi found him one day
putting books into boxes.

One of the most important items in the study, as far as
Abbi was concerned, was the stuffed beaver that had
always sat on top of the oaken desk like a sentinel. She
had already developed a relationship with it by talking to it
when Bradden was at work, as if it were living. She called
1t Amik, because that was how beavers were called in The
Song of Hiawatha poem.

“You are taking the stuffed beaver aren’t you?” asked
Abbi, concerned it might remain behind. “I'm very fond of
Amik. I like imagining it is living and sitting very still. [
even pretend I can talk to it and it understands.”

“Yes the stuffed beaver is familiar to me too — sitting on
my desk like a sentry and companion. I got it from
somewhere when I was a boy. Definitely he will come. And
most everything in the study including the wonderful beat-
up oaken desk.”

When the moving men had come and taken the furniture
and boxes that would be shipped, and organized for their
shipping by the railway system, it was now time for the
family to go too. They went around town saying goodbyes
to everyone.

Early the next morning Gwendoline and her family,
along with some other friends and neighbours who were
free at the time, saw them off at the railway station, “We
will be going soon, too, Jenine,” Gwendoline said as she
hugged her sister. “Just as soon as Wilbur finds a buyer
for his livery and wagon works, and I have found a buyer
for our property, and Wilbur has done some research to
determine the best place to start up his carriage works in
the west. We'll keep in touch by letter.”

When all goodbyes had been made, and the train pulled
in at the station, Jenine, carrying baby Mary, sheparded all
her children into the passenger car. “Abbi, help little
Jimmy get on board.”

When they had all sat down, the conductor shouted “all
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aboard” and the train began chugging and moving,
Everyone waved from the windows.

“Goodbye Littleton,” Abbi said. When would she ever
see it again? she wondered. But before her lay a new
adventure — living in Fredericton while Papa worked for
the railway going up the Saint John River towards
Edmunston!

The journey would take them pretty well all day, Jenine
had told the children. They had to change trains a couple
of times along the way. “I ask you children to be very very
patient. It will be a long and boring journey, but there will
be plenty to see out the train window.”

Abbi had watched the scenery on the train between
Littleton and Moncton several times by now during those
times they had gone to Moncton for various reasons. They
had to change trains at Moncton, and Abbi looked forward
to what new kinds of scenery would be found between
Moncton and Saint John. Jenine and Bradden let the
children get beside the window, as she knew the scenery
that went past outside would keep them preoccupied.

The journey between Moncton and Saint John, even on
an express train was a long one, and eventually the
children began to get bored. Abbi tried to keep the boys
preoccupied with games like counting the number of cows
they saw.

After several hours, Abbi heard the conductor shout
“Richdale! Next stop Saint John Station!”

“Papa!” exclaimed Abbi. “This is where Grandmama
Audora lives! Richdale!”

“Yes, Abbi. We were wondering earlier if we should
stop here and stay a short while with Grandmama, but we
decided that it would be better to go directly to our
destination and get settled in our new home. Grandmama is
busy anyway all day at her office in Saint John. We can
pay a visit to Grandmama later for a longer stay. Don’t you
worry. We are getting off at Saint John Station, the next
stop, children. That is where we will change to an express
train that goes to Fredericton.”

As passengers got off and on at Richdale, Abbi studied
the houses of the wealthy nearby the station, many of
them mansions, which explained why this suburb outside
of Saint John was called “Richdale”.
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The train started up and moved on to the final station,
Saint John. There they transferred to the final leg of their
journey — from Saint John to Fredericton..

THE MARVELS OF THEIR FREDERICTON HOME

Bradden had made all the arrangements to prepare their
destination. It was a leased house in a ‘modern’ subdivision
of identical houses. In cities, the working class tended to
live in the centre of cities in row housing — housing units
connected to one another — which were not very large nor
had very big yards. But this subdivision had larger lots and
larger houses that stood on their own, meaning ‘detached’.
Those that lived here were a little better off than the
regular worker inside the cities close to the factories.
Indeed, as an experienced railway civil engineer Bradden
was one of these. He received a quite good salary, and
was proud of it. It meant he had succeeded in his career in
railway engineering.

But this new place they would live was still leased, like
their Littleton property. Bradden knew that in his line of
work, they might move once again in a few years when the
current project and his current position, came to an end.
Who knows where he would be working next? Perhaps his
next position could be with the railway that had been
talked about in government circles for years, going west
to the Pacific from the Thunder Bay region. The Dominion
of Canada was destined to grow all the way to the Pacific
and the railway system would have to be continued
westward, just as was happening in the United States. But
for the time being he would be working a few years here
in Fredricton.

When they finally arrived, Abbi thought: What a
wonderful big new house! The children set out to explore
every nook and cranny. There were more rooms upstairs.
The boys would be in one room and Abbi and Marie in the
other. Abbi immediately envisioned how she would
decorate the girl’'s room. She would mostly have it to
herself to start, because Marie or Mary was still only a
baby.

After much excitement and unpacking. There is no need
to describe the joy of moving into a brand new house in a
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brand new city. The first months were filled with
discovery. But eventually the excitement would settle and
life would become routine like it was before in their former
home.

There were significant differences between this new
home and their home in Littleton. First of all there was
more room in this larger house. Secondly, because this
was a recently built therefore modern house, it had more
household conveniences. Thirdly the city was only minutes
away and one could walk downtown. Bradden’s workplace
too was not far away. He could reach the offices where his
designers worked with a ten minute walk,

But other things remained a constant. Suppertimes were
like they had been in Littleton. The children had to clean
up, be neat and tidy and courteous.

Seeing their Papa going to work down the road and
coming back up the road, the children began to wonder
more about where their Papa went and what he did.
Besides, the boys were getting older and developing the
curiosity that comes with age.

“I want to see the railway being built,” said Mark one
suppertime shortly after they had arrived and settled in.

“But Mark,” Bradden replied. “There is nothing to see
where [ go every day — a large bright room filled with
railway engineers and technicians bent over lots of maps
and plans. We mainly do the designing there. We don’t
manage the construction. That is the responsibility of the
construction manager. We do on occasion travel out to the
sites, which are many hours away by train, to check that
the work i1s going according to specifications. But not
often.”

“Specifications?” Abbi wondered.

“That means according to how we the railway designers
have specified — that the beams are the right size and
everything is properly aligned and so on.”

“Oh,” said Abbi and continued eating.

“Mark would you like some more potatoes?” Jenine
wondered.

“Yes, please, Mother,” he replied. “And some gravy too,
please.”

“This dining room is more spacious than the one we
had in Littleton,” remarked Abbi. “And we have a large
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lamp above the table as before. We can even dine when it
is dark.”

“Yes, Abbi,” said Jenine, now turning her attention to
baby Mary sitting in a high chair. “It is a newly built house.
I think we are the first tenants here. It has the latest
conveniences. It has plumbing — water coming in from the
water works, and pipes to take away sewage somehow. It
1S a mystery to me where it comes and goes. All my life
we have pumped water from a well, and visited the
outhouse, and thrown grey water into the garden.”

“I like the water closet, Mama,” said Abbi. “You have
only to pull the chain and everything disappears.”

“Well don’t use it too much. They charge us for the
water.”

“We have central heating in this house too, children,”
said Bradden.

“What does that mean?” Mark wondered.

“It means we throw coal or wood into the furnace in the
basement, and then the heat is distributed through the
house with pipes and radiators. But there is one fireplace
too in the living room above where the furnace is, for
when the weather is extra cold. At Littleton, and
everywhere in the olden days, we only had fireplaces and
kitchen stoves, and we relied on heat distributing itself
through the house by itself.”

“Grandmama said her mansion has lots of fireplaces,
Papa,” said Mark. “When will we be able to visit Tall
Pines? We have never been there.”

“Perhaps soon, seeing as it is now much closer than it
was when we lived in Littleton. Tall Pines has many
fireplaces because my grandfather built the mansion long
before central heating. Every room needed a fireplace, and
servants put fires in them all. But Grandmama has recently
installed central heating and radiators too. Originally all
the lighting was by oil lamps and candles. Now she has
also converted most of the oil lamp and candle fixtures for
gas. Unfortunately for us, there is no gasworks yet around
here and so we still have to use oil lamps and candles. But
before long we will have gas here too.”

“I think oil lamps and candles are more romantic,” said
Abbi.

“May I have another slice of bread, Mama?” asked the

98



5 A Rai[way Fami[y in Fredericton

younger boy, Jimmy, who was now 4—-and-a—half.

Jenine passed the bread to Jimmy. “We also have the
latest in stoves,” remarked Jenine. “It has a wonderful
oven.”

“Yes,” added Abbi. “Papa, it has everything — there is a
tank in it for making hot water, and a place for keeping
something warm, and the largest oven I have seen, and
you can put either coal or wood in it. And for keeping
things cool, the kitchen has an icebox. An ice man comes
around and sells people blocks of ice. And there is a
milkman that comes from a dairy and brings milk. And
another man comes around and delivers eggs.”

“T know,” said Bradden. “It is why I chose this location.
It has the latest and most modern of conveniences. One
day every place will be like this. Have you explored the
back yard, children?”

“Yes it is twice as big as at Littleton.”

“T can’t wait to start a garden,” said Jenine. “We can
grow some of our own vegetables. In any case, for food,
there is a large farmer’s market in town where we can get
groceries. And there is a post office in its own building
instead of just a wicket in a general store.”

“Are there any gossipy ladies?” Abbi wondered,
thinking of the ladies who gathered at the general store
every day to gossip.

“I'm sure there are gossipy women everywhere in the
world, Abbi, and that Fredericton will not be an
exception.”

“What about school?” wondered Abbi. “I've become
seven and according to the laws, I am supposed to start
school.”

“There is a brick building with several classrooms down
the road,” said Bradden. “I am sure that is where you will
go just as soon as September arrives.”

“Have you met the neighbours, Bradden?” Jenine
wondered. “I've spoken briefly or waved to neighbours,
but haven’t had much chance to get to know anyone
besides the Jacksons, our neighbours to the right. Mr.
Jackson is a manager at the large sawmill in town. He and
his wife Joan only have one child. A girl name Charlotte.
She is your age Abbi.”

“She is!! A girl my age just next door? Oh I must meet
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her! We can become fast friends! Why didn’t you tell me
earlier, Mama?”

Jenine was very happy with their new situation. It was
genuinely a new adventure. And she preferred having
conveniences to assist with her housekeeping instead of
having to hire household help — even if Bradden made
enough salary now for them to afford household help.
Where she had grown up near Littleton, neighbours helped
each other as needed and hired help was only needed for
special practical purposes like bringing in the harvest. She
didn’t care for hiring strangers for household work.

Abbi, having now explored the house and settled in her
very own room — along with baby Mary — was now ready to
become friends with Charlotte next door.

“Why don’t you just walk over there, knock on the door,
and say that you would like to meet Charlotte,” said
Jenine.

And that is what Abbi did. Mrs. Jackson answered. She
was a little surprised at Abbi's boldness, but called
Charlotte to the front door. And soon they were fast
friends, doing girl things together whenever they were
free.

“We are both seven,” Abbi pointed out to her, “and that
means we will start school together!”

A VISIT DOWNTOWN

The children could not get enough of going downtown.
Happily Jenine still liked to walk downtown to buy needed
food and things, as well as visit the post office. She still
had the wicker baby carriage, and now put baby Mary in it.
She had Abbi keep the boys in line, keeping them following
behind in orderly fashion.

But soon visits into town — to the food market and then
the post office — became routine, and the children became
restless to visit other places. They had to wait for the
weekends when if lucky their Papa would propose a family
outing.

But sometimes he went by himself. His scholarly
interests compelled him to visit the public library and
bookseller from time to time, which would not appeal to
children. Abbi however was curious, and one day asked to
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come along.

“I know how to read a little,” she told him. “I would like
to get a book to read — a new book that is my very own
compared to your books from when you were little, like
Treasure Island.”

“Very well, Abbi, next Saturday I plan to visit the
bookseller to see if they have any writings by Henry
Schoolcraft, the expert on Indian peoples. There are some
books of his I would like to own, rather than only see them
when [ visit libraries. You can come along this time.”

“T want to go too!” exclaimed Mark when he heard.

“You are two years younger than Abbi,” said Jenine.
“Wait until you can read a little better. Papa is not going to
a place that only sells children’s picture books. He is going
to a very fancy bookseller downtown.”

Thus, the next day, Bradden and Abbi walked
downtown. Abbi was still amazed at all the people and
carriages on bustling city streets. She had had some
experience of them in Moncton, but most of her
experience had been with Littleton where one would only
see the occasional wagon or buggy coming into town for
one reason or another from the surrounding farmlands.
Here there was plenty to observe.

After they had walked a while, Bradden revealed to
Abbi a secret. “There is another reason for our going
downtown today, Abbi, and I needed you for your advice.”

“What is it?”

“Tomorrow happens to be Mama’s birthday, and I want
to buy her something special. She is a very practical
woman, so tell me what would she love to have?”

“She was admiring the sewing machines in one of the
store windows a few days ago when we all went to visit
the food market. She said it would be a wonderful
convenience to make it easier to mend and make clothes
for all the children.”

“Perfect! Before we go to the bookseller, let’s
investigate the sewing machines. Show me where the
store is.”

Before long, they were walking along a sidewalk with a
strip of stores with large windows. Other people were
strolling along here, and looking at the goods on display in
the windows.
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“Look Papa,” said Abbi. “The sign says ‘Pianos, Sewing
Machines, and Furniture’. Mama has read about how
sewing machines make stitches very fast.”

They went inside. Inside the shop there was furniture
all around, not just pianos and sewing machines. A clerk
approached them and Bradden said: “Well I could not help
noticing that you have the much-discussed household
sewing machine. I have frequently seen your small
advertisement in the Fredericton newspaper. ”

“Yes indeed,” said the clerk. “We have the new sewing
machine that makes sewing clothes many times faster than
stitching clothes by hand’. Such a machine will pay for
itself very quickly.”

“I now have five children, all growing fast. My wife
would appreciate such a machine, I'm certain. It’s for her
birthday.”

They went over to the most popular sewing machine
model. It was mounted on a wooden table and activated by
pumping a pedal underneath. The clerk demonstrated the
pedaling, and even produced some stitching on a sample.
“As you can see,” he continued, “I have produced a
hundred stitches within mere seconds. Imagine how long it
would take to do so many stitches with a needle and
thread by hand.”

“Mama will love it, Papa!” Abbi said excitedly. “Buy it
Papa!”

“Very well, sir,” said Bradden, “We’'ll take it.”

Bradden paid for it and arranged for it to be delivered
the next day to their address. Then he and Abbi walked
further to the bookseller.

The bookseller had shelves of books from floor to
ceiling. This was the golden age of reading. Everyone read
books for learning and for entertainment.

Bradden was interested in out—of-print books about
Indians, particularly books by Henry Schoolcraft. Abbi
explored books on a lower shelf that were intended for
school-age children.

“I have all the children’s classics, Abbi. But perhaps

7 The first chain-stitch sewing machine in North America appeared in
1830, and the first lock-stitch sewing machine in 1846, but the first
practical household sewing machine was invented by Isaac Merritt
Singer in 1851. They were common by 1873, the time of this story.
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there is something newer that interests you.”

When they left, both Bradden and Abbi had books, and
he also purchased the latest newspaper and a copy of
Canadian Illlustrated News.

Next day, which was Sunday, a horse drawn wagon with
the name of the store written on the side, arrived in front
of their house. Bradden went outside to help bring in the
sewing machine, all wrapped up for the short trip. Before
electricity, sewing machines were attached to small tables,
as they were powered by a foot pedal down below. The
entire thing was like a small piece of furniture.

“What is this?” Jenine wondered when Bradden and the
wagon driver had it inside.

“It’'s your birthday present,” said Abbi. “We bought it
yesterday. Let’s remove the packaging and see.”

Jenine soon saw it was the one she had admired in the
window last time they went into town. She couldn’t wait to
try it out.

“It makes stitches really really fast, Mama,” said Abbi.

Soon she had found some fabric and was making her
first sewn items — napkins nicely stitches around its edges.

“Can I try, Mama?” Abbi asked. Jenine let Abbi stitch
the edges of a few of the napkins.

Then it was time for supper and experimenting with the
sewing machine had to be postponed until later.

At supper, Jenine spoke a great deal about the sewing
machine, and what they could make. But the boys were not
interested in that topic.

“What about showing us how railways are built,” said
Mark to his Papa once again.

The family was, as always, neat and tidy for supper.
Food was passed around and knives forks and spoons
were used properly.

“Do you want some beans, Mark?” asked Jenine. “They
are from the farmer’s market?”

“No thank you Mama. [ have plenty, and they are
delicious.”

Bradden answered Mark’s question. “I am sure an
opportunity will arise, boys, to see some railway
construction. Be patient. I have only begun my work in the
offices here in Fredericton. I'm not fully aware what is
going on yet at the construction end of things. I will

103



ABBI of the Wilderness

inevitably have to make some trips to the sites to check
the accuracy of the work being done relative to the plans.”

“T also need a desk in my room, Papa,” said Abbi,
changing the subject. “for when I start school.”

“It is still summer. We’ll have a chance to do that too.
We can’t do everything all at once. Be patient, children.”

Everyone set about familiarizing themselves with the
neighbourhood and everything available here in the
Fredericton area during the summer of 1873.

By the time summer ended, the Woodrow family was
part of the local community, and life became increasingly
routine, somewhat similar to their life in Littleton except
for the fact that the town was much larger and had many
more services and things to do.

ABBI AND CHARLOTTE

The summer provided Abbi the opportunity to get to
know her next door neighbour’s girl, Charlotte. She was
indeed Abbi's age. “We will both be starting school
together when September comes, Charlotte!” Abbi said to
her for the tenth time. “We can walk to school and back
together!”

Charlotte was quite the opposite of Abbi. She had
blonde, curly, hair and blue eyes, and was quiet compared
to Abbi's expressiveness and adventurousness. She liked it
when Abbi took initiatives and she followed along.

There were gossipy ladies in every town in the world,
Jenine had said, and there were some in this
neighbourhood for sure! — the kind who peer out from
behind curtains and then hustle over to their friends to
exchange what each one has learned.

The post office was no longer a wicket in a general
store, but a separate building. As before, Jenine picked up
from the post office and delivered the plentiful
correspondence her husband carried on in his study when
at home from work.

As before, Bradden could not be without a study to
which he could withdraw to read and write after work. In
the new house his study was set up very much like in the
old. The entire contents of the original study had been
shipped — nothing left behind — and that included Amik the
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stuffed beaver sitting on the desk like a sentry overseeing
Bradden’s work.

Abbi showed it to Charlotte one time when she was
over during the week and Bradden was still at work.

“Here is where my Papa does his reading and writing. It
is called a ‘study’. And that is a real beaver on his desk,
except only the skin part. His insides is only straw
wrapped with twine. He is very light as a result. Come in
and see.”

Abbi lifted it up with one hand. It was easy even though
it was about two feet high. “Papa said that beavers can
grow even bigger than this — a big man beaver can be as
big as [ am.” She put it back down, returning it to where it
was. Charlotte touched its fur.

“Papa lets me read whatever book [ want,” Abbi
continued, turning her attention to an entire wall of
bookshelves filled with books. “He doesn’t mind as long as
I put everything back exactly where I got it. That is why I
just put Amik back exactly where it was sitting. He will
notice if he is moved. I like to speak to Amik. Sometimes I
think he is living and just holding very still and looking at
me. Whoever made him, posed him so he is holding and
gnawing on a twig. Beavers eat twigs, the bark part.
Apparently it is nourishing for them. They are very
industrious. He is on the Canadian stamp because he was
trapped for his fur, but I prefer to see him as a symbol for
industriousness.”

Charlotte nodded.
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“Hello, Amik, “said Abbi

“Hello Abbi,” said Amik back to her. No he didn’t! Abbi
simply imagined he did say hello back in some way.

“Let’'s see what book for children Papa has that I
haven’t read,” Abbi continued “....The books for children,
that he had when he was a boy, are on the bottom shelf
and I can take one whenever I want, as long as I bring it
back and don’t leave it lying around. I like the one called
Treasure Island. Papa has read from it to us during
bedtime. My brothers like it because it has pirates in it.
I'm sure Papa would let you read a book from here,
Charlotte.”

“T can’t read yet.”

Abbi was puzzled. She couldn’'t read? Little did she
realize that on account of growing up in the Woodrow
family she now knew how to read and write well ahead of
other children her age.

“My Papa said I will learn when [ start school,”
Charlotte continued.

“Alright, now let’s look at other things in this house.”

They went upstairs to look at the room she and Mary
shared. She pointed out how it was more elegant and to
girls’ tastes, while previously she had to tolerate the
messiness and antics of her brothers when they were all in
the same room in Littleton. Then after inspecting the
upstairs, they came down and looked at the backyard.

“There isn’'t much here in the backyard yet, but I can
show you where Mama plans to start a vegetable garden
just like she had in Littleton. And look: we have wicker
lawn furniture there now, for when Grandmama Audora
visits, just like at Littleton. She likes to sit out in gardens
and have tea and talk endlessly with Papa who is her son.”

Just as Charlotte sometimes came over to the Abbi's
home, so too at other times Abbi went over to Charlotte’s
house. Charlotte’s mother might make them some lunch.
Charlotte’s mother, Joan Jackson was sometimes very
helpful for Jenine when now and then she babysitted all
the children when Jenine had to go somewhere important.
And Jenine returned the favour at other times by looking
after Charlotte.
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STARTING SCHOOL

Summer flew by quickly. There is plenty to do during
the summer. And the days are long.

Throughout the summer, Abbi wore herself to
exhaustion every day and slept soundly. Jenine, needing to
tend to the new baby Mary, came in and out of the girls’
bedroom often. Abbi liked to speak to Mary but Mary
couldn’t say much yet. She couldn't wait until Mary got
older and they could have a sister—-to—sister conversation,
when she could say more than ‘Ga-ga!’

As she mastered the sewing machine, Jenine made
many trips to buy fabrics. She adored making clothes for
her children, and while it was common that younger
children get hand-me-downs from their older siblings,
Abbi was the oldest so everything she got had to be made
new. [t enabled her to become very involved with Jenine’s
clothing—-making.

They went to a store where almost the entire store was
about fabrics and about sewing clothes using sewing
machines. Jenine couldn't believe how many kinds of
fabrics there were. Back at Littleton, the bolts of fabric
were limited to a couple of shelves in the general store.

September meant Abbi and Charlotte would start school.
“I need a new dress to mark the occasion,” said Abbi.

“Very well, Abbi, we'll make you a special school dress.
You can help me.” Abbi expressed her opinion about
fabrics and patterns and they decided together how it
should be. Jenine showed Abbi how to run the sewing
machine and she did some parts herself. She couldn’t
have been happier with the result.

And then the day for starting school came. Jenine
helped Abbi put it on the morning of that special day. She
combed her hair and put a green ribbon in it. Abbi only
regretted Papa had already gone to work and couldn’t see
her in the dress..

Since Jenine had four other children on her hands,
Charlotte’s mother Joan, walked both girls to the school to
enroll them.

The school was made of brick, and the neighbourhood
was large enough that it had four classrooms, a large hall,
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and various smaller rooms — washrooms, teachers’ lounge,
principal’s office, etc. The four classrooms were divided
between junior, intermediate, and senior grade levels,
instead of the rural one room school situation where was
all grades were mixed together and the teacher had to
teach all grades at the same time.

When the registrations were over, Joan Jackson left
Abbi and Charlotte there, and returned home.

The teacher for the junior grades — comprising the first
two grades — was named Mr. Slatescreech.

“Welcome to a new year of school,” said Mr.
Slatescreech. He was blonde with thin hair and wore round
glasses. It was his habit to take off his suit jacket and
teach class in his vest.

Abbi glanced around the classroom. There was a clock
on the wall, a picture of Queen Victoria at the front, a map
of Canada on a side wall, a flag of the new Dominion of
Canada, a shelf with books. Each student had their own
desk. There were even inkwells for holding ink bottles.
There was a blackboard at front, with chalks, and above it
sheets of paper showing in large size how letters were
printed and written. Abbi already knew about how letters
were written from Papa having already taught her. She
even knew how to write some sentences.

“For the new students, welcome to the beginning of
your schooling. Here you will learn to read, write,
arithmetic, and some geography, history and science. Let
us begin by getting the names of everyone new, and if you
like you can tell the class a little about yourself. Who
would like to begin?”

Abbi raised her hand.

“My name is Abbi Woodrow. My Papa is a railway
engineer working at the offices of the company here in
Fredericton. He previously worked for the same company
when it was situated in Moncton. He is helping make
designs and plans for the railway construction going on
right now up the Saint John River, in the direction of
Edmunston — that is a town along the river, high up on the
river.”

“Very good. Next? The girl with the curly blonde hair
next to Abbi.”

Charlotte was reluctant, but Abbi encouraged her.
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“My name is Charlotte Jackson. I live next to Abbi. My
father manages workers at the sawmill on the south side
of Fredericton....”

“Good. Next new student...”

The next one, a boy, said his father worked as a clerk
in the store downtown that sells sewing machines.

Maybe it was the same clerk that she and Papa had met
when he bought Mama’s sewing machine, thought Abbi.
There was another girl who was a new student as well.
Her hair was far too red, Abbi thought. Nobody could have
hair that red!

And so it went, the handful of new students each telling
their name and a little more. Then they began classes.

As the day went on, Mr. Slatescreech discovered that
Abbi already knew how to read and write as well as
students two grades higher, and that she knew a great deal
about other things too. She explained to him her Papa had
graduated from university and had taught her a lot already.

“That would explain it,” agreed Mr. Slatescreech.

From then on, she was placed with older students in
reading and writing assignments.

When in the coming weeks, the teachers met for their
own lunch in their own teacher’s lunchroom and lounge,
they gossiped about Abbi.

“It is amazing. She is so articulate, polite, and knows
how to read and write well above children of the same
age,” said a teacher who had visited Mr. Slatescreech’s
class and observed her.

“Apparently her father is a Harvard graduate and a
senior railway engineer,” said Mr., Slatescreech.

“She has picked up her skills and brilliance from him,
without any doubt.” said a third teacher.

“And she isn’t even aware of how advanced she is. She
believes all children are like she is!” said Mr.
Slatescreech.

“Well T for one would like to meet her remarkable
father. Perhaps he will come on teacher—-parent day!”

Abbi was unaware of the gossiping going on about her,
or that she was advanced. Since they lived close enough,
Abbi and Charlotte went home for lunch. Joan, who only
had Charlotte to take care of, had taken a job as a store
clerk, and so she left Charlotte to have lunch with Abbi.
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Jenine was happy to have both Abbi and Charlotte for
lunch every day. That gave Joan the freedom to be away
all day earning additional income for her family.

“Mama said she will feed the children first so we can
have our lunch by ourselves,” said Abbi as they entered.

“How was school today, Abbi?” asked Jenine as she
gave each of them a fat sandwich.

Abbi always began talking so copiously and quickly that
Jenine almost regretted having asked the question.

“I plan to learn everything there is possible to learn,
and then go to university like Papa did,” Abbi finished.

“Well then you will have to eat well so your brain is
well nourished!” declared Jenine.
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The Rai[way Engineers’
Picnic
ABBI CORRECTS A CLASSROOM MAP

Abbi was very happy to be going to school. And then
when she returned home from school she couldn’t wait to
do her homework.

In all her life her adoptive father, who she saw as her
Papa just like the other children, withdrew in the evening
after supper to his study where he engaged himself in
reading or writing important things. Abbi wanted to imitate
him now, now that she had serious homework assignments.
Jenine smiled to see how she now had two scholars in the
house — one downstairs in his study, and the other upstairs
at her desk in her room. Furthermore, in the morning Abbi
woke up earlier to have breakfast at the same time as her
Papa, which was before the little children got up, and just
like her Papa was off to work, she would be off to school.

At school, every morning began with singing “God Save
the Queen” and looking at the same old picture of Queen
Victoria on the wall that she had seen everywhere in
institutional buildings. There was also the “Lord’s Prayer”
And only when all that was done, the lessons began.

Abbi devoured everything she was taught, and couldn’t
wait for what new discovery was just around the corner.
One day, a Tuesday, when there was geography, was
especially memorable.

“This morning, class,” began Mr. Slatescreech, “we
will study geography. Geography is about how the earth
looks — not just its topography but its people and economy.
New Brunswick is famous for its forests. First the tall
pines were cut down and shipped to Britain for use for
masts in the Royal Navy. When all the tallest trees were
gone the smaller ones followed. The logs were sent down

111



ABBI of the Wilderness

the Saint John and Nashwaak Rivers in spring where they
were sawn into boards at the sawmills. Boards then were
used to build houses and many other things. I thought
since Fredericton owes a great deal to the timber industry,
for our geography today, we will discuss the subject today
— where the logs are cut, how they reach the sawmills and
so on. Many of you children have fathers who work in
sawmills and probably know a great deal. To begin with,
let us look at a map of New Brunswick.”

The classroom already had some maps on the wall — a
map of the world, and a map of eastern Canada showing
New Brunswick and Nova Scotia. He picked up a pointer
and went to the latter.

“This is New Brunswick children. It used to be a British
colony, like Nova Scotia, but since 1867 it is now a
province of the Dominion of Canada. The developed areas
are naturally those closest to the Bay of Fundy. Here we
have Moncton, and here we have Saint John. Fredericton,
where we are now, is up here, some distance up the Saint
John River. Fredericton is smaller than Saint John, but it
was decided it should be the capital because it is more
central. Helping the timber industry move logs and
lumber, New Brunswick has railways. Here the map shows
the railway from Moncton to Saint John, and from Saint
John to Fredericton.”

Abbi threw up her hand.

“Yes, Abbi?”

“The map must be old because some railways are
missing. My Papa works on the railway construction going
on right now.”

“You may be right. The map is some years old. Can you
come up and show with the pointer where the new
railways are?”

Abbi was thrilled to be just like a teacher. She took the
pointer and stood in front of the map.

“First of all,” she began. “The empty space between
Moncton and down here in Amherst, Nova Scotia, is linked.
My Papa worked on it some years ago, and we lived here
in a small town called Littleton which was along the path.
It was completed only a couple years ago. That's why it
isn’t printed on the map. Over here above Fredericton,
there is a railway that goes on the other side of the river
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from Fredericton all the way over here to Woodstock. My
Papa said that railway is in service now. Then from
Woodstock the railway will go up beside the Saint John
River all the way to Edmunston up here. The track is done
as far as a big bridge approximately over here where the
Saint John rushes through a gorge. Papa said it will be one
of the big bridges called a trestle bridge. The main
purpose of the railway is to bring logs down to the
sawmills. My Papa said in winter when there is ice in the
rivers, it 1s impossible to move logs down the river, and
the logging companies would love it to be able to ship logs
by train. And he said that if timber can go by train, it
doesn’t have to be logs, but lumber, and small sawmills can
turn logs into boards already in the wilderness, and ship
boards. It would be impossible to float sawn boards down
the rivers — unless they are put on barges.”

“Very good Abbi!” Mr. Slatescreech clapped to
encourage the children to applaud her. “Abbi has
illustrated the importance of the new railways. Not only
are logs being sent down the rivers, but also very soon by
train, and the trains will encourage sawmills in the interior,
and that in turn will encourage more settlement. That is
how an economy works — one thing affects another. Is that
all, Abbi?”

“No. There is also the very important Intercolonial
Railway which the government of the Dominion of Canada
is building. It will go up north from Moncton and meet the
Quebec railway that goes as far as here — Riviere du
Loupe. Its purpose will be to connect the railways of New
Brunswick and Nova Scotia to those of Quebec and Ontario
to unite the new country together. My Papa did some
engineering design work for it when we were in Littleton
after the Amherst—-Moncton line was done. But that railway
1s only half- done, but my Papa knows exactly how it will
run when done.”

“Indeed, children,” added Mr. Slatescreetch. “how can
we have political union if here is no transportation union
as well, to allow free movement of people and goods. Let
us continue, then. You may sit down Abbi. Thank you very
much. Our own map appears to be about a decade old.
Perhaps [ can give you the map to take home, Abbi, and
you can draw the new railways on the map, Perhaps your
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Papa will show you.”

“T would be pleased to do that, Mr. Slatescreech. I will
use my Papa’s best India ink.”

Abbi sat down as pleased as could be.

Mr. Slatescreech continued: “Now let us discuss the
geography in the interior of New Brunswick. What kind of
terrain is there, what kinds of trees? There are forests of
course, but when you go northwest, you enter the top of
the Appalachian mountain chain, and there you will find
mountains of various sizes. The water runs down from
these mountains, and that is why in some places the water
tumbles roughly and has over a long period caused gorges.
Before Europeans came, the only people there were the
Indians. Today the Indians no longer roam nomadically like
they used to but tend to stay congregated at several Indian
villages.”

“Indian villages!” thought Abbi. They were learning
about Indians! Real ones! She was quite interested in
Indians from her Papa having read to the children from
The Song of Hiawatha and his explaining things about
Indians. She did not yet know she had been adopted and
might be Indian herself. She was interested in Indians
purely on account of her Papa being interested in them,
because people always said she looked much like an Indian
girl, and because she had played Aggodagauda’s daughter
in her Papa’s poem-play.

Mr. Slatescreech continued on to discuss how the Saint
John wvalley was first settled by French, and how
Fredericton was originally Saint Anne, and how when the
British took over, the French withdrew upriver. And then
he talked about how Irish and other immigrants came.
Nothing more about Indians.

“That was a good presentation you made, Abbi,” said
Charlotte after school on their way home. “Do you think
you will be able to put all the railways on the map in the
right places?”

Abbi had the map under her arm, all rolled up and inside
a tube for protection.

“It won’t be difficult. My Papa already has a map of his
own that shows where the railway goes. In fact, the
railway men have lots and lots and lots of maps and plans
of every size that they work from. It won't be difficult.”
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And she was right. After supper, Bradden brought out
several maps, showing different railway lines in
considerable detail. She only had to copy from them. When
she had lightly outlined the locations and her Papa said she
had put them in the right places, she carefully went over
the outlines with black India ink. She even added some
large dots for some stations that did not exist before the
railway was built, and carefully printed their names. She
then asked her Papa to show exactly where the railways
not yet completed would go. “Then I can tell Mr.
Slatescreech that the map will be up to date for several
years to come.”

When done, Abbi was very pleased with herself. When
she returned it the next day, Mr. Slatescreech was very
pleased too.

THE FIRST WINTER IN THEIR NEW HOME

Abbi’s life at school had started out well, and continued
well. Charlotte benefited from Abbi's enthusiasm. With
Abbi supporting and encouraging her, she did better than
she would have otherwise.

The fall went by all too fast for Abbi. Grandmama
Audora finally visited one day to see how her son’s family
was now living. She took a hired carriage from the
Fredericton station to their home, and before coming
inside, she instructed the driver to return to pick her up
again in a couple of hours.

“T have a hotel room in Fredericton,” she said to Jenine
by way of explanation, “and a number of appointments to
keep on business matters for the Woodrow Timber
Manufacturing and Millwork Company, and can’t stay long.
I only came to see how you were all settled in. I must say,
this is a roomier house. Perhaps I will stay for a few days
when next time [ visit.”

As always she fussed over her grandsons, remarking on
how they had grown, and even held baby Mary. As usual,
she only acknowledged Abbi. Jenine tried to draw her
attention to Abbi by telling her she was excelling in
school, but that did not generate any excitement in
Audora. To her Abbi was, and had always been, only a
stranger her son Bradden had adopted. Jenine sometimes
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wondered if Audora even had an interest in her, the
country girl her son married against her approval, other
than for the fact that she gave birth to her son’s boys, her
grandsons. She sighed a sigh of resignation. Happily soon
Audora Woodrow was gone again, the unpleasantness was
over, and things returned to normal.

As Christmas approached, the school put on a
Christmas pageant in the school hall and presented it to all
the parents.

Railway engineer families met socially during the
holidays.

At home there was a Christmas tree in the corner, and
talk of Father Christmas, and the expectations among all
children of getting wonderful gifts.

Grandmama Audora visited again for Christmas and this
time actually spent a few days at their home. She brought
gifts for everyone, but was very careful not to be too
extravagant, knowing her son did not like her to spoil his
children.

Christmas holidays flew by too fast, and soon the
regular routine returned. Abbi and Charlotte began again
to walk to and from school. The learning in geography,
history, science, arithmetic, literature, reading and writing
continued. The school was well heated. There was a
janitor and maintenance man who saw to that.

Their home did not lack warmth either. Bradden
shoveled coal into the furnace in the morning before going
to work. He got the fire raging so that the water that was
carried to the radiators upstairs was good and hot. If it had
snowed, he also cleared a path from the door to the road.
There was a young man in the neighbourhood who could
be called on to help with winter chores too.

If the days were particularly cold, Abbi liked to sit in
the kitchen. Since there was always a fire in the stove to
cook and bake food, it was the warmest room in the house.
Jenine often had baby Mary there, sitting in a high chair.
The boys hung around in there too, or they went outside to
play in the snow. The children made a snowman and put a
hat on its head and made a nose for him out of a carrot.

Construction on the railways did not go on during the
winter, but there was plenty to do for the engineers and
other permanent staff in the construction contractor’s
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offices. Plans had to be prepared for the construction
activity that would resume in spring as soon as the snow
was gone. To satisfy the curiosity of his children, Bradden
took them one day to see the office where he worked. It
was one large room with tables all around the sides, and
men on stools bent over all kinds of plans. There were
also scale models of bridges and culverts. Bradden was a
senior railway engineer now and supervised these men.
Mark and Jimmy asked endless questions about what the
men were doing, but men working on plans, and doing
calculations in books, did not look very exciting. They
wanted to see real action.

“I want to see where the railway construction is going
on, Papa,” pleaded Mark yet again.

“You'll have to wait until summer. There is no
construction going on when there is snow on the ground.
But come spring, the construction company will post signs
in large cities, and hire a large gang of labourers from the
unemployed there, and bring them to the construction
sites. They will live in tent cities all summer. Come fall
they are taken back home with money in their pockets.”

Mark made a point of asking his Papa from time to time
at the supper table, whether construction had resumed and
when he could see work being done.

“In a while,” replied Bradden once again. “I told you
before. It is not easy to get out to the construction sites,
Mark. It takes a good four or five hours to get there. Be
patient.”

Soon spring was upon them again. Abbi welcomed the
sun and warmth and the chirping of happy birds in the
trees.

The family had always celebrated birthdays and Abbi's
had always been celebrated on the first day of spring,
March 21%. It came and she was now eight years old!
There was plenty of birthday cake. It had been made in the
oven of their large modern stove.

With everything there was to do, time flew by and soon
summer was approaching again. They had now been in
Fredericton for more than a year. They were now well
settled, and expected to be there for many years to come,
since there was plenty of railway building going on. Soon
there would be a railway going up the Nashwaak River as
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well, a river that flowed into Saint John near Fredericton.

Soon Abbi and Charlotte faced examinations at the
school and then school was out for the summer. Abbi and
Charlotte set out to find new things they could do to make
this summer even more interesting than the last.

RAILWAY FAMILIES PICNIC TRIP

One day, Bradden made an announcement at the supper
table.

“Well your opportunity will finally come, Mark and
Jimmy. | proposed today, to the chief engineer who looks
after all the offices, Mr. Dalton, that we hire a fancy
passenger car and take all the railway engineer families up
the railway line as far as it can go, to let them have a look
at the work being done. He liked the idea. ‘Why not make
it a railway family picnic’ he replied. So here is what has
been planned. In about a month this summer, we will have
a railway engineer and technician families picnic. A special
construction locomotive that normally pulls wagons full of
rails and railway ties, will pull a passenger car with us all
in it, to the limits of the construction — even if some tracks
are temporary tracks — to view the whole project so far.
The trip has been christened the ‘Railway Engineers
Picnic’. We will stop in midday to picnic as well, but the
main purpose is to see the work to date.?”

“Yay!!” shouted Mark. “At last! We can see railways
being built!”

“You shouldn’t shout, Mark,” said Jenine. “Reply to Papa
properly.”

“Thank you Papa. I find the promise of such a journey
extremely enlightening and am looking forward to it.”

“You need not go so far, Mark,” said Bradden. “Just say
‘Excellent!” Who knows what ‘Yay!” means? Everyone who
wants to come can come.”

“I can leave our two littlest, who will not understand
such a journey and be a burden, with our neighbour Joan,”
said Jenine.

“Can Charlotte come, Papa?” asked Abbi. “I can't
imagine going on such a trip without being able to share it

8 This event is also fictional, invented for this tale.
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with Charlotte.”

“Certainly. Friends are welcome. But I warn you, the
journey will be very long — it is a very long distance. We
will have to leave at the break of day, and only arrive back
home when dark. While we can go quite fast on the
finished track, such as the Fredericton to Woodstock leg,
we will be quite slow going through sections under
construction. Thank goodness summer days are quite long
— ] mean there is plenty of daylight from 5 in the morning
to 8 at night. There will be plenty to see out the windows
all the way.”

Abbi couldn’t wait to tell Charlotte. But it was a month
away, and Abbi and Charlotte had to find other adventures
to pursue in the meantime.

But finally the day arrived.

Jenine left the two littlest, both under 4, with her
neighbour Joan, and took Charlotte under her care in
exchange.

“T will tell you all about it, Mother,” said Charlotte to
her mother.

Mark and his brother Jimmy couldn’t wait either for the
day to arrive. They wanted to see big locomotives and
workers 1in action. They wanted to see hills only half
excavated, and teams of oxen carrying dirt from one
location to another. Yes, he had accumulated a long mental
list of what he wanted to see, based on what he had heard
about railway construction so far from his Papa when
growing up.

Thus on a warm July day, the railway families gathered
one Saturday at the break of dawn at the railway yard on
the other side of the river, where the construction
locomotive was located. They took their seats in the
passenger car attached to it.

“Come Charlotte,” said Abbi, as they climbed into the
car. “Let’s get the window seats. We can look out the
window.”

The train was initially parked at the first station, waiting
to receive a ‘go’ from the stationmaster. Train movement
was regulated with the help of the telegraphy lines that
sent instant messages about trains coming from up or
down the track. There was regular railway service now as
far as Woodstock.
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Bradden explained to Abbi the responsibility of
stationmasters at every station, and how they
communicated with one another via the telegraph line
alongside the track. “Through those lines, we can learn
about anything anywhere along the track, instantly. One
only needs to attach Morse code equipment and tap out the
message. Usually it is a stationmaster up the line sending a
message that a particular train is now arrived at such and
such a station. Another stationmaster can then send a
message that another train is in another location. And that
way they know where all the trains are so as to prevent
them running into each other. But in this case, there is
only one train traveling regularly along this track, so it
isn’t a problem like would be the case when there are
several trains going in both directions.”

“How do two trains going in opposite directions pass
each other then?”

“One of the trains has to pull off onto a spur at a station
to let the other pass before continuing. Since this special
train we are on 1s not going to stop at any stations, but
pass through, the stationmasters will arrange for us to
pass the regular train going in the same direction when we
come up behind it. And then at the end of the line, we'll
continue on up the newly laid track, just as if we were a
train carrying construction materials or labourers. But we
can still communicate ahead. Telegraph lines are put up
very early so that we can communicate with foremen at
the construction sites and to regulate the trains bringing
railway rails and ties. Labourers will then step aside to let
us through. Some of the tracks will be temporary and we’ll
go through slowly. That's when all the families will have a
chance to look out the windows at on the construction
work going on.”

“I can’t wait to see the construction,” declared Mark.
“We're starting to move,” said Charlotte. The locomotive
was going chug, chug, chug at an increasing rhythm until
they were moving at a good rate of speed.

When Abbi looked around she saw that the railway
families filled up the entire passenger car. All the windows
were open to allow the breeze to flow through. It was July
after all and very warm. All the women wore loose cotton
dresses and the men the lightest of suits. Not all the
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families had children to bring along. Some had children too
young to bring along and who remained behind, and others
had children who were already mature and had other
things to do. There was one family with boys that Mark
and Jim could relate to, but no more girls Abbi’s age. Abbi
was happy Charlotte could come along.

On this passenger train, benches faced each other with
a narrow table between them. It was more comfortable for
longer journeys than when benches were facing one way.
Charlotte and Abbi sat facing each other right beside the
window, to be able to see everything going on outside.
Mark and Jimmy had found their own window seats too.
Generally all the children on the journey were encouraged
to be given window seats. Children, being small, adults
could easily see over their heads.

It was understood by all, that the first part of the
journey to Woodstock would be a regular ride — except
that this special train would breeze through all the railway
stations and not stop, just like an express train.

“Let’s count things,” suggested Charlotte to Abbi. “I'll
count cows and you count horses.”

“No let’s count clotheslines with fresh laundry.”

“No let’s count wagons.”

“No let’s count .....farmhouses.”

The ideas of what to count flew fast.

Abbi called to her Papa who was conversing with
another man. “Papa we want to count things. What should
we count?”

“Well if you count telegraphy poles, you can figure out
how far we have traveled because the poles are a hundred
feet apart. Multiply the number of poles by a hundred and
you will know how many feet we have traveled.”

“It sounds like arithmetic to me,” said Abbi to Charlotte.
“Papa is teaching me arithmetic because it is my poorest
subject. I'm not an arithmetical type of person.”

“Arithmetic is my best subject,” said Charlotte. “I think
it will be fun to determine how many feet we have
traveled. But are the telegraphy poles exactly a hundred
feet apart? Your Papa may have said it to make it easy to
calculate.”

“Mama, when will we stop for lunch?” wondered Abbi,
turning to Jenine on the seat beside her.
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“Close to midday I expect. We will all get off at a
special place and have a big picnic. All the women have
prepared picnic baskets. Perhaps we’ll stop after
Woodstock where there is a scenic view of the Saint John
River.”

Then a well dressed middle aged man with lots of white
hair and sideburns, stood at the front of the passenger car
and called the attention of all. He steadied himself against
the swaying of the car as he spoke.

“T am Henry Dalton, the head of the engineering group
in Fredericton, and welcome to this picnic ride we have
arranged. It will be an opportunity for the families of our
engineers and technicians to socialize and to see first hand
what we do. We have also invited a couple of reporters
from newspapers as well, so they can report on the
progress of this very important railway line connecting
Fredericton and Edmunston.? Since the journey itself will
take a long time, we will spend most of the time in this car.
We will stop midday at a beautiful spot overlooking the
Saint John River and have a real picnic. Then we will
continue up the tracks to where we will see places where
there is actual construction in progress. We will move very
slowly through sections still under construction, and we
cannot go further than a large trestle bridge under
construction crossing the upper Saint John. You will, thus,
see the railway, still under construction, but that is the
point — to see how the work is being done. So settle back,
and enjoy the ride. It is an opportunity to socialize with
one another. This car 1s a first class car, and there is
plenty of room to stretch your legs and walk about — as
long as you can maintain your balance against the swaying
of the car.”

Mr. Dalton then went around and met the various
families independently. Although he knew the men who
worked under him, he hadn’t met many of their families,
and this was an opportunity to do so.

This picnic ride and all details are fictional compared to the real
railway construction. We don’t know what activities were arranged
during the construction of this leg of the railway towards Edmunston,
nor the names of people involved, other than that the real chief
engineer of this New Brunswick Railway construction was a man
named Henry Ketchum originally of Fredericton.
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The day unfolded as wonderfully as everyone expected.
The families got to know each other, and there was plenty
to see outside going past the window. After a couple of
hours, the train stopped at a prearranged location where
the locomotive and its passenger car could park on a spur
off the main track and where there was a pretty hill
overlooking the Saint John River. Women spread out table
cloths on the grass and passed around the sandwiches and
juices they had prepared. The Woodrow family was joined
by Mr. Ridgeway with whom Bradden worked, and his wife
and they shared what they had brought.

And then after an hour, the journey continued. After a
further hour they began seeing construction activity. Abbi
saw tent camps where workers slept, and then gangs of
men here and there with shovels and pickaxes, or carrying
railway ties, or wagons pulled by horses or oxen bringing
loads of gravel, or carrying soil cut away from high ground
and moved to low ground.

Abbi noticed how attentive Mark and Jimmy were
towards gazing out their window. This was exactly what
they had wanted to see for a long time. Men at work
wasn’t particularly interesting to girls.

When the locomotive came through where there was
work being done, the workers stepped back to let the
locomotive through. When it was suitable, Mr. Dalton went
to the front and explained to everyone in as loud a voice
as he could what they were seeing. Two newspaper
reporters accompanying the trip took notes. As far as the
construction workers were concerned, normally such a
locomotive might be bringing rails or railway ties or timber
for bridges. This time there was this passenger car. Abbi
and Charlotte waved to men who had stepped aside to let
them back, leaning on their shovels and pickaxes. Some
waved back at the girls in the window, but wondered what
this was all about.

Finally in mid afternoon they stopped where a large
trestle bridge was being built that would cross a gorge.
This was as far as they would go as the bridge was still
under construction.

When the locomotive had stopped, the families got out
to stretch their legs and marvel at the gorge and the
bridge.
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“That’s what I and my team have been designing and
supervising recently,” said Bradden to his children and
Jenine. “Hear the water? There is a deep gorge here and
water rushing along below. Keep away from the side,
children. We don’'t want anyone to slip and fall down into
the gorge.”

“Can I peek Papa?” asked Abbi.

“Very well. Hold my hand. We’'ll walk out a few yards
onto the bridge. You'll be able to see down through the
gaps in the railway ties.”

Jenine forbade Mark and Jimmy from accompanying
them. Charlotte stayed back too.

Abbi saw he was right. It was quite a long ways down
below, and water was rushing along and making lots of
noise.

“Can the locomotive cross? We can then look down
from the car window.”

“No it is still under construction. This is as far as the
railway picnic 1s going today. There is still work to do
from here on. The locomotive will run in reverse now and
take us back.”

After this short peek of the gorge, they returned to safe
ground.

Before they returned to the passenger car, Mr. Dalton
addressed the group of railway families again. “Attention
everyone! Once you have breathed some fresh air and
stretched your legs, we will all begin our journey back.
The company will provide supper on the train, at our
expense. We have hired the cooks who prepare food for
the construction workers to prepare something special for
us. We will pick it up momentarily and serve it for the first
part of your journey back. Later, I have arranged for some
wine and coffee to finish off the day. It will be a long
journey back, and alas not as exciting as the coming as it
will be a repeat of what you already saw. It might take
until 9PM before we are back at Fredericton. But it is
summer and it remains light quite late.”

During the trip up to now, Bradden had been
preoccupied with meeting the families of colleagues, and
now on the trip back he gave more attention to his sons.
As the train began returning through the same stretches of
construction, Bradden sat with his sons to explain in more
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detail what they saw out the window. Abbi, always curious
what Papa had to say, joined them. Charlotte, not
interested, sat with Jenine and had a conversation with her
and another woman.

“There,” Bradden was explaining to Mark and Jimmy,
“the men are removing that hill, and moving the dirt and
rock into that valley. The whole idea of building a track
bed, is not to bring in any fill, but to simply level things
out, take down the high spots to fill the low spots. And if
the valley has a creek, well then we have to add a culvert
to let the water through.”

Abbi and the boys saw plenty of muscular and sweaty
men with pickaxes and shovels. Dirt that was to be moved
went into carts, big ones pulled by oxen or sturdy horses.

“Look Papa,” exclaimed Abbi. “Those men look like
Indians in your books — except they are dressed in the
regular way.”

“Yes, Abbi. The railway will hire any able-bodied man.
If Indians have learned how to get along with the
immigrant men, and can even socialize with them, this is a
good job for them. But more often Indians like to work in
logging and at sawmills closer to them. In any case, the old
days of living entirely off the land is coming to an end.”

“What is that man doing, Papa?” inquired Mark, pointing
at a man that was not among those swinging pickaxes.

“He’s a surveyor — he is determining with survey
equipment how much hill to remove, and how much valley
to fill so that the track bed is at its right elevation. He
drives stakes into the ground showing the desired final
elevation at various locations. When I began in Littleton,
they sent me out to do plenty of that.”

Yes, Abbi and the boys learned a great deal from their
Papa about how railways were constructed that day.

When they were through the construction areas, and the
train began to travel normally, dinner was served.
Tablecloths were put down on the tables, and everyone
was given proper dinnerware.

“It is like being in a moving restaurant,” observed Abbi,
remembering one time when the family went into a
restaurant when visiting Moncton.

The dinner was capped off with a dessert of ice cream —
just perfect for such a warm July day!
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As the day came to an end, after a whole day lasting
from seven in the morning to nine at night — 14 hours —
everyone was tired. Many children were sleeping in their
seats by the time the locomotive and the passenger car
arrived in Fredericton and the ‘Railway Engineer’s Picnic’
came to a close. .

A REVIEW OF THE RAILWAY ENGINEERS PICNIC

The next day, which was a Sunday, all the tired children
of the Woodrow family slept longer. When they finally got
up they talked about the journey all day long.

Memories of yesterday’'s events swirled around in
everyone’s mind, and everyone had questions. Suppertime
was always an opportune time to air one’s questions.

“How was the big trestle bridge at the gorge built
Papa?” Abbi wondered. “Did any workers fall into the
water?”

“The bridge was built from below upward. There will
always be some accidents, Abbi, but if you anticipate
everything that could go wrong, you can prevent serious
accidents. The workers building the bridge would be men
who already have experience putting up structures. We
won't use just anyone. Those workers who only come with
a healthy body and have no suitable experience, do
straight labour — they swing pickaxes and heave dirt with
shovels. But even if men have experience, there will
always be the unforeseen. When accidents happen it is
because of something unexpected and unforeseen. But by
taking precautions we can make accidents very rare.”

“Like what for example, Papa,” Mark wondered.

“Well once an ordinary worker had a big rock fall on his
leg and crush it so badly they had to amputate it. He has to
live the rest of his life with one good leg and an artificial
one for the other.”

“Like a pirate,” exclaimed Jimmy. “Like Long John
Silver and his peg leg in the book.”

“No,” said Abbi. “Like Aggodagauda in the Indian
legend. He could develop his good leg and not even need
an artificial one. The Aggodagauda story is inspiring, I
think. I'm so happy we presented the story in a poem play
before we moved to Fredericton.”

126



6. The Rai[way Engineers’ Picnic

“Has anyone died?” Mark asked his Papa.

“Mark, don’t talk about dying at the dining room table,”
commanded Jenine. But Bradden answered anyway.

“It happens, just as it happens anywhere. Someone
could trip on the street outside here and hit their head in a
fatal way and die. The same on a construction site -
anything is possible. Even something simple can lead to
tragedy if Fate or God chooses their time has come.
Supposing the man who had a rock fall on his leg, instead
had it fall on his head. Well the outcome of that would have
been much worse.”

“l think it is best to die in a noble way like in the
books,” said Abbi, thinking of the way death was portrayed
in the novels she had read by now.

“What do you mean, Abbi?” Mark wondered.

“I mean it is better for a mouse to die in the mouth of a
lion than a small cat. Or it is better for a soldier to die in
combat than to trip accidentally and fall onto his bayonet.
Or 1t 1s better for someone to die in an avalanche than
from getting hit by a big piece of ice falling off a roof. It is
best if you die in a noble and romantic way doing
something important.”

“That’s enough talking about death, children,”
commanded Jenine.

“If you ever die, Papa,” Abbi finished, “you must make
sure it 1s in a noble romantic way. Dying in a plain
accidental way just won’t do.”

Bradden laughed. “Well if I ever face death, Abbi, I'll
make sure it is a noble and romantic one just like in the
novels. Now let us change the subject children.”

“Let us talk about other things we can do as a family
this summer,” said Jenine, trying to steer the conversation
towards more pleasant subjects.

‘Yes, Mama! We should go on a trip. We can take the
train somewhere.”

“Indeed,” said DBradden. “railway companies are
promoting tourism. You can now pick up railway and
steamship guides that are filled with information about
places to go.”

“T would like to go visit Niagara Falls,” said Abbi. “I saw
a picture of it in the Canadian Illustrated News that you
bring home, Papa.”
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“Well maybe when you children are older and more
responsible, and the Intercolonial Railway link from here to
Quebec is complete, we can all take a railway journey to a
special place like that. But for now there are plenty of
things to do that are close by.”

“We haven’t yet visited Grandmama,” Jimmy
complained. “We didn’t visit when we came and Papa said
we will visit later.”

With that, the boys got it into their heads that they
would like to visit Grandmama near Saint John.

“Well,” said Bradden, realizing he had promised it,
“Perhaps later this summer we could go for a few days
and you can see where [ grew up.”

“Yay!!v
“I would rather see Niagara Falls,” said Abbi. “Or
Montreal or Toronto.” Grandmama Audora had never

taken an interest in her, so why should she take an
interest in Grandmama Audora? she thought.

The trip to Tall Pines was made later that summer. It
wasn't as long a journey as the railway engineers’ picnic
train ride — it was merely an express train from
Fredericton to Saint John, and then to the small suburb-
village of Richdale with all its mansions of the Wealthy.lo

Bradden had already described to the children long ago
the nature of the mansion and property where Grandmama
Audora lived and where he had grown up until his parents
began sending him away to boarding schools and
university. Abbi had had enough imagination to imagine
how it looked, and when they arrived, it was as she had
expected — a mansion with lots of lawns and gardens
around it, and an area where Bradden’s great grandfather
had left original growth pines standing, and called the
property Tall Pines.

Abbi noted that Grandmama Audora was the only
resident since her husband had passed away, and that
there were more servants living there than residents.
There was a cook, a maid, a head servant, old Desmond
who drove the carriage that took Grandmama Audora to

10 Richdale, as a district outside Saint John, is a fictional place, but all
large cities in those days had districts on the fringes where the
wealthier population lived on larger properties and more extravagant
houses.
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her company offices in Saint John about fifteen minutes
away every morning, and his assistant who looked after
the horses in their carriage house with the stalls for
horses attached.

Abbi made a point of visiting the horses. She talked to
the young man who looked after them, and asked
everything she could think of about the horses.

“We had a horse when we lived in Littleton, but it
stayed in town at Uncle Wilbur’s livery. Our property was
too small to pasture a horse on it, and look after it. Papa
sald he rode a horse in the early days when he had to
travel to construction sites with his survey equipment to
make sure the construction of the Amherst—-Moncton
railway connection was accurate. So we kept it at Uncle
Wilbur’s livery which was beside his wagon-making and
repair shop — you could get your buggies or wagons
repaired there — and whenever we needed a horse or a
buggy or a wagon, we simply walked there to fetch it. It
was only a ten minute walk. So I never saw horses every
day like you do. I see two carriages in here — the one that
Grandmama Audora sent to bring us from the station, and
another smaller one. Do you sometimes use both?”

Abbi found Desmond’s assistant nice — a young man in
his twenties. He explained: “The big carriage is officially
the company carriage. You can see the company name
written on the side door. The smaller one is for use around
here — for when the cook has to go to the market to
purchase food, for example.”

“But if the large carriage carries only her to Saint John,
why does she need such a big coach-carriage that can
hold as many as six people?”

He chuckled. “It is to impress. Besides, she sometimes
entertains presidents of other companies when they do
business, and then there will be more passengers.”

“Yes she can show visiting businessmen from far away
the sights around here, like Saint John harbour.”

Abbi liked it when she could walk around outside alone
away from the rambunctious boys. She was happy her
brothers were engaged in running around inside and
exploring every nook and cranny of the mansion and
making Grandmama Audora fearful the boys would break
her valuable vases. She had the whole outside to herself to
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explore. After visiting the horses, and then talking to the
gardener about what he was planting, she took a path that
went through the Tall Pines Park as they called it. The
gardener had told her how to get there. He also maintained
the pathway — keeping it clear for strolling — not that
anyone strolled along it these days. When she reached it,
she walked the path, gazing up.

“I've never seen trees so enormous!’ she thought to
herself. “They seem almost to touch the clouds!”.

When the path ended, she found herself in front of the
sea, the Bay of Fundy, and the tall trees became reduced
to normal trees, bushes and grasses such as one finds near
the coast.

She decided it was unwise to explore further by herself.
She would return to the mansion, and persuade Papa to
take all the children on a hike. It was always happier when
he was the guide. He always had informative things to say.
She ran back to the mansion just in time to find a big fuss
about the boys having slid down the banister and broken a
large vase next to the banister. It lay shattered to pieces
on the carpet at the base of the stairs.

Grandmama Audora had been thrilled that her son had
finally brought her precious grandsons to visit her, so her
concern over the loss of a valuable vase was short-lived.
Still, she was happy at Abbi’s suggestion the family goes
on a hike, as that would get the young boys out of the
mansion before they could do more damage.

Abbi explained to Bradden how she had explored the
grounds and walked through Tall Pines Park.

“T was wondering where you had gone,” said Bradden.
“You have been gone a while....But yes, that is a good
idea. Let’s all go on a hike. I will tell you about things I did
as a boy. I too liked to run away into the Tall Pines and to
the shore, and even pretend I was an Indian, and talk to
the squirrels. And then, if we can take the carriage, we can
explore Littleton. We can visit where they have the Winter
Carnival, see the main street...There is the theatre, the
marketplace, and even a small hospital so that the wealthy
here do not have to go all the way into Saint John when
they are ill.”

“How can a small town have all those things, Papa?
Littleton had hardly anything.”
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“All it takes is wealth. The wealthy here have promoted
and funded their own important institutions, quite apart
from what can be found in Saint John. There is even an
Orphan Home run by the women of Richdale who like to
carry out charitable activities.”

They then went on a hike and later visited the main
street of Richdale. Time flew by fast.

The family only spent four days visiting Grandmama
Audora. Bradden didn’t want his children to get too used to
living in the lap of luxury and get spoiled. And Grandmama
Audora was fine with that since the boys were a little to
enthusiastic, and breaking expensive things. Having lived
now for a long time alone with her meticulous staff, a
family with children all of a sudden in her mansion was a
little overwhelming for her.

“Couldn’t we stay longer?” the boys whined on day four.

“If you boys had not broken your Grandmama’s
thousand dollar vase,” said Jenine, happy to have
discovered a very good excuse to use, “maybe we could.
But Grandmama Audora is concerned you may destroy
some of her other valuable things!”

“We didn't know it was valuable. We're sorry..”

“Everything in her house is valuable. Now, when we
return home, everything in our house is regular price, and
I put things that children should not handle on high shelves
or inside locked drawers.”

That was the great thing about their house in
Fredericton. They didn’t have to be careful about breaking
things, since Jenine had taken precautions and put them
away from children’s’ reach.

0Old Desmond drove everyone to the Saint John Station
in the spacious company carriage. Grandmama Audora saw
them off and continued from there to her offices in Saint
John. The company had an office building and a yard
where lumber was milled with steam powered equipment
into fancy architectural moldings. The boys had wanted to
see that too, but their Papa said “Another time.”

When they were on the train back home, Bradden
summarized their visit to Grandmama Audora. “So now you
children have seen where Grandmama Audora lives and
where [ grew up. Don’t become charmed by the fanciness
of it all. I originated there, but in the long run I developed

131



ABBI of the Wilderness

my own plainer preferences while I was a student. The
most important things in life in my opinion is what is inside
— our spirit, our soul, our intellect. Luxuries are just
veneer. They are fine to have, but what we possess inside
- goodness, wisdom, intelligence, creativity,
expressiveness, and so on — are more important. It is fine
to appreciate the fine things in life, as long as you keep it
all in perspective.”

“What do you mean, Papa?”’ Abbi wondered.

“I mean that when you eat fancy food, the artistry of the
chef is more important than the fanciness of the meal.
That i1s why chefs feel a great sense of accomplishment
when they can turn very plain food ingredients that might
be horrible by themselves into something wonderfully
palatable and delicious. Sometimes I wonder if my mother
appreciates the artistry behind many of the things she
purchases for high prices.”

Abbi decided that she agreed, and she was glad that her
Papa and Grandmama Audora did not see eye-to—eye
philosophically. It made it easier for her not to see eye-
to—eye with her either!

By this time there wasn’t much left of summer. Abbi
told Charlotte all about their trip to visit their
Grandmama’s mansion, and then they found further
adventures of their own before the summer was over and
school began again.

132



7

Accident!

OLD WAYS BECOME CULTURE

When Abbi and Charlotte commenced school again in
September they were both eight and beginning their
second year. Since the students in their school had been
divided between junior, intermediate and senior grades,
Abbi and Charlotte got the same class again, although they
were now one grade level higher. They were happy too
that they got Mr. Slatescreech again as the teacher. Abbi
was by now quite fond of him, and she was quite
accustomed to her.

The first assignment was to write an essay about what
children did in the summer, and Abbi wrote a long essay
about the railway engineers’ picnic. She described in
detail the view of the gorge from the trestle bridge.

Anne’s essay happened to be passed around in the
teacher’s lounge and all the teachers marveled at how well
it was done.

“She expresses so well the view of the gorge as she
looks down at the rushing water, I can almost feel I was
there myself,” said one teacher.

“Are there any grammatical errors? [ don’t see any. And
the spelling is superb,” said another who had read it.

“And she uses words beyond the vocabulary we expect
from a girl her age,” said another.

“Apparently,” said Mr. Slatescreech, “her father has
two degrees from Harvard, first obtaining a degree in the
arts, and when he got that only then did he continue and
learn the science and mathematics required for being a
railway engineer.”

“We know. You already explained it to us last year.”

Abbi was unaware teachers were making a fuss over
her. But it wouldn't have mattered anyway. She did things
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because she was inspired and interested, not to get
attention or accolades.

Jenine listened happily to Abbi's descriptions of what
they had done that day at school. Secretly she fretted that
one day Abbi would learn in school or elsewhere about
genetics — how children resemble their parents — and begin
to wonder why she didn’t look very much like anyone in
her family other than Bradden having brown eyes and dark
hair, and then in conjunction with learning about orphans,
come to the idea that she had Indian parents. Yes, Jenine
dreaded when the time would come that she would have to
tell the whole story of how they got her. Jenine reflected
on it often. It would be much easier if she knew something
to tell, other than that she was left anonymously at the
church door. She really wanted to be able to identify a
mother at least.

Meanwhile, Abbi kept thinking about the Indian men she
saw included among the construction workers along the
railway tracks when they were on the railway engineers’
picnic. They did not resemble at all the Indians in The
Song of Hiawatha. They were dressed like regular men,
with their hair cut like regular men, but their faces were
like Indians in pictures in books. She asked Bradden after
school one day, after he got home from work, but before
supper. He was reading a newspaper he had picked up in
town to see what was going on in the world today. He
never minded his children interrupting him in his study.

“Papa,” she began, after sitting down in the cushioned
chair he had opposite his desk for visitors. “You have
taught me about all the different Indian nations all over
North America, that you learned from books by the man
named Mr. Schoolcraft, and how interestingly they dressed
and so on. But I am wondering where they are? It seems
that Indians are dressed and act like regular people these
days.”

“What Longfellow described in his The Song of
Hiawatha about the Lake Superior Ojibwa, and Henry
Schoolcraft describes additionally about many other
peoples around North America, pertains to the past. They
describe how North America was before Europeans
arrived a few centuries ago, and began to settle here. The
Europeans brought different culture and technology and it

134



7. Accident!

has had an impact. Indians, being humans, were not
reluctant to obtain things that European traders brought,
and by doing so, their original culture of obtaining things
entirely from the wilderness was eroded. It weakened
their original culture, compromised it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean for example, when French and English came,
they had iron axes and pots, and the Indians found them
marvelous, because they had cut trees with stone tools,
and cooked food by dropping red hot stones into bark or
wood containers. So the Indians who saw the axes and
pots simply had to obtain them, and were happy to trap
furs to trade for them. Thus, the mere contact between
them was enough to alter the way things were in North
America. Beavers were in some places trapped to near
extinction simply because the beavers were a way of
getting iron axes and pots.”

Bradden indicated the stuffed beaver on the desk, the
one Abbi had named ‘Amik’ after the Ojibwa name for the
beaver, used in The Song of Hiawatha.

“And then along came rifles,” he continued. “Now it is
far easier to hunt animals with a rifle than a bow and
arrow. They couldn’t resist that too. And now we have
factories that turn out miles of cotton fabric at small cost.
Why should Indians spend days weaving their own fabric,
or tanning animal skins until they are as soft as cloth,
when they can obtain inexpensive fabric from first the
trader and now at any store?”

“lI see. That is why they wear regular clothes — it is so
cheap and easy to get now.”

“So you see a lot of change in the Indian culture is very
simply the fact that the contact happened, and it was
bound to happen one day anyway. Sooner or later the
Atlantic Ocean would be crossed. We can criticize what
happened later, when the settler was so numerous he
began to smother the Indian, but a great part of the reason
Indians do not look like the romantic past is simply from
the contact simply occurring. And it went the other way
too, a little. The European changed too.”

“How has the European side changed?”

“Well, we eat maize or corn, which the Indians farmed —
the farming Indians especially, like the Iroquois.”
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“l like maize that pops. Mama bought some and we
made it pop.”

“The tomato and potato too came from the Indians. And
tobacco. They gave the Europeans tobacco and we gave
them alcohol. European men are now coughing with lung
problems and Indians are getting drunk. And then there are
some sports. Europeans have tried the Indian game of
lacrosse. Lacrosse played on ice combined with European
ice skates has resulted in a game that I think is called
‘hockey’ by some. So remember that, Abbi. For the
Indians, things are not like they were. Nor are they for
Europeans in North America. And the romanticization of
the Indian as Longfellow did through his The Song of
Hiawatha, has spread even to Europeans still in Europe.
Everyone now wants to paddle in canoes, and go camping.
But the contact did not influence both sides evenly.
Because the Europeans are now more numerous, it tends
to be that the Indian has to change more in the European
direction than the FEuropeans in the Indian direction.
Imagine if Indians had been ten times more numerous.
North America would be a much different place. Instead of
men wearing top hats they might be wearing hats with
feathers — which was fashionable among Indian men in the
original cultures. The final result of contact depends on
which side is stronger in numbers and influence.”

Abbi laughed when she imagined men she saw on the
street wearing feather headdresses rather than their
various kinds of felt hats.

“Europe was overpopulated,” Bradden continued, “and
once they knew North America existed, the flood of
migrations began. It was inevitable.”

“Then are Indians not learning old ways anymore if new
ways replace the old ways?”

“I hope not. There is nothing wrong with Indians
wearing cotton shirts, or taking jobs in construction or
logging or anything else in the European’s world. But it
will be sad if they don’t also know about their own origins.
Wouldn't it be grand for an Indian girl to learn how to
make an Indian girl’'s dress out of deerskin, even if she
doesn’t need it because she can get regular dresses easily
from the store? It is true of any culture on earth. Let’s say
you were a Norwegian girl. or Swiss, or French or
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whatever culture you choose. Wouldn't it be grand if a girl
from those countries knew how to make a folk costume
that was normal dress in past centuries even if today she
wore regular fashionable dresses? Often what is now
culture was once real practices. Did you know that in one
of the Ojibwa dances women form a circle and dance
around a fire, just stepping in time to a drum - and then
turn and circle it the other way. That is viewed as culture
now, but at one time it was a way to keep warm. You move
your feet to keep your blood circulating, and the fire
warms one side of you, then you turn and the fire warms
the other side of you. Other kinds of dancing had other
uses originally such as telling stories in a theatrical way.
Much of what we do today that we call culture, had a real
purpose at its origins.”

“What about.....paintings?”

“Yes, paintings. There are cave paintings in Europe
made by cave men; but they didn’t do it to decorate their
caves. They had a real purpose, to communicate with the
spirits of the animals they painted. Today it is culture and
its original deep purpose has vanished.”

“You said before that Indians believed in spirits, and
how a spirit was seen as the difference between when
something is living and dead.”

“Yes — it is obvious that something living and something
dead are very different. We can’t see what it is directly,
but we see there is something that departs when
something dies, and this something is called either spirit or
soul. This is something universal. Different cultures may
only relate to it differently. Even though the world has
many different cultures, we are all human beings and we
have a great deal in common. Everyone recognizes that
something is missing when a living thing dies. Europeans
say the spirit departs and flies up to heaven. All humanity
shares in being mystified by the phenomenon of birth and
death. What happens to us? Do we float up high? Do we
journey with the sun into the west? It is the eternal
mystery of life.”

Abbi didn’t care to think about that at this moment. She
returned to the earlier thoughts — the idea that culture was
to remember something that was originally important but
now isn’t.
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“You said that culture is to remember something that
was earlier necessary, Papa. That means the Indians who
were working at the railway would feel happier if they also
sometimes put on their old time clothes.”

“Yes, during festival times. And that applies to all
humanity, like I said. Culture helps us know who we are.
Knowing where we came from helps us know where we
are going. Otherwise we will be bobbing around aimlessly
like a cork in an ocean. When we no longer live in the
wilderness, we can still keep some wilderness whole to
remind us where we originated from.”

“Like setting aside wilderness as a park.”

“Yes, and therein lies a reason why 7The Song of
Hiawatha , and the idea of the pure wilderness Indian, is so
popular among Europeans. Once long ago Europeans too
lived like Indians, complete with totems, bows and arrows,
campfires, and so on. Indian culture has provided the
European with a cultural outlet. I predict one day there will
be more and more tourism in which Europeans will act like
Indians, not to become like Indians specifically, but to
become like all humans once were, even in Europe. That
would then be part of our culture, where, through the
Indian, we get in touch with our similar wilderness roots.”

“How long ago were there Indians in Europe?”

“I imagine that there still are, in the remote north,
maybe in the backwoods of Finland or Russia. But earlier
they were far south — even in France and Germany.
Germans are especially taken by Indians, I think because
there was such a way of life, with tribes, canoes, fishing,
trapping, more recently than elsewhere in Europe.”

“How long ago?”

“Well maybe two thousand years. That's only about a
hundred generations According to writing from back then,
from a Roman man named Tacitus, there were people
called Fenni, and his description of them in his book called
Germania, was exactly like a description of canoe-using
hunting Indians in northern Canada. At one time, all across
northern Europe there must have been people like these
Fenni. In fact in later history the Swedish and Norwegian
historians always called the natives of their land Finns,
which is very close in sound.”

“It would be interesting to know how the European
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Indians looked, whether they had feathers in their hair or
what. Maybe they used birch bark vessels, and had sweat
lodges like the Ojibwa described by Mr. Longfellow.”

“I think Longfellow was surprised when he visited
Finland, and consulted with learned men there. He found
regular European-looking people but with a culture that
had all those things in their past, including birch—-bark
vessels, and the sweat lodge which they called sauna. That
may have been the reason Longfellow borrowed from the
Finnish folk poetry called the Kalevala. It has heroes too,
called the sons of Kaleva. He borrowed the same basic
structure, and used the same poetic meter. I think he found
it easy to place the Ojibwa legends into the Finnish
template because both originated from very similar
situations — similar wilderness, similar hunting ways,
similar use of canoes to travel through a land of lakes.”

Bradden knew that Abbi might not fully understand
everything he said, but thought it better to challenge her
than to simplify. If his children had questions about
anything he would elaborate.

“Abbi! Bradden!” called Jenine from the other room.
“Come to supper! Supper is ready!”

“We can continue another time Abbi. We are wanted for
supper. Have [ answered your question?”

“Yes, Papa. I now understand that The Song of
Hiawatha 1s more about the original Indian culture, than
how it is today with inexpensive clothes and rifles and so
on being much easier to use than what they had originally,
and how even Europeans were once upon a time like
Indians, in old time northern Europe.”

"Good! Now let us go to supper!”

FALL, WINTER, AND CHRISTMAS SPIRIT

When fall and winter comes, the major construction on
the railways stopped, and most of the work gangs returned
home to the cities from which they were hired. But the
contracting company that designed and managed it all,
continued to work — there was plenty to do at least on
paper, to plan for the next stages of construction. Designs,
plans, and scale models had to be prepared for the next
construction season. Thus engineers like Bradden and his
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team had plenty to do in the offices in Fredericton
throughout the year, even when there was no actual
construction going on.

The daily routine of life continued on with Bradden
going to work, Abbi going to school with Charlotte, and
Jenine tending to the needs of her remaining children, as
well as walking with them into the downtown in the
afternoons, chatting with neighbours, and the rest.

After work and on weekends at home, Bradden put work
from his mind, and became involved with his family,
according to the time of year and what was going on in the
world around them. For instance, when December came,
everyone began anticipating Christmas again. There was
the Christmas tree to fetch and to decorate and social
activities to participate in that expressed the goodwill of
the season. It was a time to reflect on the message in
Charles Dickens’ book A Christmas Carol, wherein the
miserly Mr. Scrooge was visited by ghosts. Charles
Dickens had published it not long previously and it was by
now very famous in the English speaking world. Bradden
read from it, as he did every Christmas, to his children.

As always, the children took on the task of decorating
the tree their Papa had procured for their living room. The
children made handmade ornaments. Abbi had learned at
school how to make paper snowflakes by folding a sheet of
paper into six segments — to represent the six sides of a
snowflake — and to cut the sides when folded so that it
would unfold to give a perfectly symmetrical snowflake.

It was a good time to ask questions about Charles
Dickens’s story.

“Are ghosts real, Papa?” Abbi asked, “or did Mr.
Scrooge only dream he saw ghosts.”

“Ghosts are real, Abbi,” interjected Mark.

“Have you seen one?” Abbi countered.

“No, but I heard there are ghosts.”

“Many cultures believe in spirits, children,” said
Bradden. “The very fact that the concept is so widespread
suggests there i1s something to cause it. An imagined
fiction cannot endure for so long in all humanity if there
wasn't some consistent experience to cause it.”

“Perhaps,” suggested Abbi, “the ghosts were Mr.
Scrooge’s guardian spirits, come to help him get on a
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better path. One spirit that took three forms.”

“Indians too believed in spirits in nature, as well as
guardian spirits,” said Bradden. “Perhaps we all have a
guardian spirit. But [ expect they don’t show themselves
and help unless you really need them, and perhaps they
could appear in a dream. Yes, Abbi, Scrooge’s ghosts must
have been spirits interested in him because their ultimate
purpose was to help him .”

“What kind of spirits would those in haunted houses be,
Papa?”

“Well frightening ones — nobody likes to meet a ghost in
a haunted house. And once again many cultures have some
1deas about frightening spirits. They are invariably seen as
spirits that were unable to continue to the afterlife and
roamed the earth looking for unsuspecting bodies to
possess.”

“What did they look like Papa?” wondered Mark. “Were
they pale and transparent?”

“Well in some Indian cultures, the way they knew there
was a wandering spirit, was a shadow with nothing to cast
it — a shadow on the ground without any visible person to
cause the shadow.”

“That would have been frightening,” agreed Abbi, “even
with the day being bright and sunny!”

Bradden took care of hanging the higher ornaments.
The children handed them to him. “To conclude, children,
Scrooge’s ghosts were the good kind of spirits, who
wanted Scrooge to see the error of his ways and that in
the long run it is better to be good and charitable.”

All conversations between Bradden and his children
tended to be of this sort, the children asking questions and
getting knowledgeable and insightful replies from their
well educated Papa without him particularly simplifying
what he said for them. If some children did not understand,
well maybe they would remember and realize what was
meant at a later time as they thought back. Add to this the
fact that he expected his children to be clean, well-
dressed, and courteous, and we can see why the Woodrow
children continued to stand out to friends and neighbours
even here in Fredericton!

Yes, the local gossipy ladies talked about the Woodrow
family as much here as in Littleton.
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And then came snow, and then Christmas. Grandmama
Audora came and brought toys again— being careful not to
be too extravagant and thereby upsetting her son, who did
not like her exerting too much influence on his children.
She indulged in her grandsons, and as always, took Abbi
for granted. Bradden reminded her once again to treat
Abbi as part of his family. He could stand up to his
mother’s authority easily. Jenine on the other hand was
intimidated by her. She was happy when Bradden could be
a buffer between them, and even happier when she
returned home to her mansion in Richdale.

January brought with it the new year of 1875. The
regular routine of work, school, and daily chores resumed.
Nobody could have predicted that Fate would now
intervene and begin a new chapter in the life of the
Woodrow family and especially Abbi.

AN ACCIDENT

One suppertime in early January, Bradden said to Jenine
and the children that he and some men had to take the
construction train up the track to the large bridge crossing
the gorge of the Saint John — the trestle bridge the family
finally looked at in their summer railway picnic outing.

“In winter?” Jenine wondered. “Why in winter?”

“In winter rushing water produces lots of ice, and if the
ice beats against wood of bridges, it can wear the wood
away, and the bridge can collapse. It is one reason why
some designers are favouring the use of iron. We'll be
taking a construction locomotive and it will pull a car in
which we will live and sleep for those several days. It'll
only take a few days like previous times when [ have had
to go to the construction sites to inspect the work.”

Bradden had indeed often gone on such inspection trips,
but Abbi felt uneasy this time. He had packed his suitcase
and was going to go directly tomorrow morning, as the
journey would take a good part of the entire day.

He went first thing the next morning.

Abbi went to school with Charlotte and the day went as
normal, but that night she had a dream. In it she was riding
in a train. It was like when the railway families went on
their picnic ride up the railway line. She was absorbed in
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looking out the window at the world passing by. There
were stations, there were farm fields, there were forests,
there were lakes, and there were meadows. Everything
could be seen in this railway ride. The train went past
railway platforms filled with people. It went past men
working hard. Then it went over the large bridge that
crossed the gorge with the rushing river below. She was
watching a log floating down the river, and suddenly the
log turned into a man. It was Papa. “Papa!” she exclaimed,
but the train was now past, now across the bridge. Abbi
looked for a conductor, went to him and implored, “We
need to go back! I saw my Papa! We need to go back!”

She must have shouted out loud because when she
woke up, Jenine appeared at the doorway carrying a
candle. “You shouted out, Abbi. Are you alright?”

“It was a dream. I'm fine, I think, Mama.”

“Well go back to sleep. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.”

The next day was a normal school day, but around
suppertime, there were visitors.

Jenine was preparing supper, when she saw through the
window that a covered carriage had stopped in front, this
snowy day. There was snow on the street but not deep
enough to cause difficulty for a carriage. Three men got
out and were coming up the path.

Most of the children were playing elsewhere, and were
not initially aware anyone had come. But Abbi was upstairs
and had seen them come from her upstairs window. She
recognized some of the men from the railway picnic
journey ride. They were associated with the company
Papa worked for. Drawn by curiosity, she gradually made
her way down the stairs to see what it was about.

Jenine went to the door and recognized Henry Dalton,
the older man with thin white hair but bushy white
sideburns that ran the engineering office for which
Bradden worked. He had been the host for the railway
picnic trip last summer. He now stood in front of the door,
holding his hat in his hands, letting his white hair and
bushy sideburns be blown about by the wind outside. The
others were Mr. Burke, the other Mr. Ridgeway who
Jenine recognized — men who worked with Bradden. She
knew Mr. Burke’s wife quite well now socially. These

143



ABBI of the Wilderness

other two stood a little to the back of Mr. Dalton, and held
their hats in their hands too. The carriage with driver
waited for them at the street.

Mr. Dalton asked if they could come in. They had
something important to say. Their grim disposition was
ominous. Jenine backed up and motioned them inside.

“What’s wrong?” Jenine wanted to know.

“We have come to deliver you some bad news. You
certainly know Mr. Burke and Mr. Ridgeway...” Jenine
nodded.

Mr. Dalton continued: “I'm afraid to report, Jenine, that
Bradden, your husband, has been in an accident on the site
of a bridge on the new railway line we are building up the
Saint John River where it crosses the gorge. The word has
been sent down to our office by the telegraphy line along
the track. ”

Jenine felt limp and dizzy. She held her hand to her
forehead and one of the men assisted her to the sofa. “He
has been killed! ...”

“We're not certain yet. He fell off the bridge into the
Saint John River where the river is rushing strongly, and
does not freeze. The telegraph message from the
telegraph operator there, said the men searched for a day
many miles down the river. They found his hat, and his
long winter coat, but not him. While we can hold out some
hope he got out, it i1s wintertime. To survive, he would
have had to first survive the rocks in the rapids, and then
be out of the river within a quarter hour, clothes changed,
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and warmed up at a fire. The men are still looking. They
will continue looking for a few days for something
hopeful.”

Jenine calmed a little. Yes, he must be alive if they have
found no proof he wasn’'t! And yet finding his coat and hat
and not him, seemed ominous. She didn't know what to
think, how to react.

“I suppose, Mrs. Woodrow,” Mr. Dalton continued, “that
there are others we should inform about this. We can do it
to save you the burden.”

“Bradden’s mother should be contacted,” said Jenine.
“That’s Madam Audora Woodrow. She is reachable at the
Woodrow Timber Milling and Manufacturing Company at
Saint John.”

“We’ll send a telegram to her. And we're watching the
telegraph constantly for further word from the site. But a
whole night and day has now passed since the event. The
telegraph operator up there is waiting for the search
parties to return. ”

Abbi’s first reaction as she listened from the top of the
stairs was to remember the dream she had had last night.
And now it seemed the dream was somehow connected to
what Mr. Dalton was saying.

The other children, the boys, were becoming aware that
something was wrong and were coming to see as well.

Jenine had by now found a chair to sit down. She saw
Abbi who was descending the stairs, and explained with a
grim shaky voice, “Papa has fallen from a bridge into the
rushing Saint John, and he is missing. They fear he might
be drowned. These men with whom Papa worked have
come to tell us.” Jenine was beginning to sob at the
thought he was really drowned.

Abbi knew a little about death, because she had
experienced Grandmama Marie’s death. But this was Papa.
One does not imagine one’s father to die until they are old
and grey. And she began to remember what he had said at
the dinner table last summer after their railway picnic trip
- that if he died before he was old, he would make it a
noble death, and not an ordinary one. He would not slip on
a banana peel or something trivial like that. And now Abbi
asked herself: how could falling off a bridge be a noble
death? This was not right no matter how you looked at it.
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Finally Jenine was able to ask for more details. “How
did it happen? How did he fall off the bridge?”

“It isn’t certain,” said Mr. Dalton, “The telegraph does
not send very much information at once. We are still
gathering information, but we won’t really know everything
until the locomotive comes back with the eyewitnesses.
But the locomotive and men have remained there to carry
on the search. That's why it hasn’'t come back and we can
only rely on the telegraph line, and its short messages, for
now.”

No, Abbi could not accept that he simply fell off a
bridge and drowned. It could not be true! She ran to Mr.
Dalton and proclaimed tearfully: “No he couldn’t have just
fallen off the bridge! You're wrong! That’s too ordinary!
He can’t have died in that way! Maybe he isn’t dead!
Maybe he isn't drowned! Papa promised that if he died
before he was old, he would die in a noble way! He
promised me! He said it, didn’'t he Mama?! He said: Well if
I ever face death, Abbi, I'll make sure it is a noble and
romantic one Falling off a bridge and drowning isn't a
noble way! You must be mistaken! You must have it wrong!
He wouldn’t die like that! He couldn’t have just slipped and
fallen! He promised he wouldn’t die unless it was in a
noble way, like a soldier in war. Not just slipping from a
bridge into a river! No!”

Mr. Dalton was startled and felt apologetic. He knelt
down and looked intensely but warmly into her eyes and
said gently. “Calm down Abbi. It's possible he has not
drowned. But you have to accept that maybe he has. The
river is cold, and the air is far below freezing. But I'm sure
he didn't simply slip off the bridge. Perhaps he did indeed
do something noble. And bear in mind that the bridge is
over a great canyon and there is a rushing river far below.
If he drowned it was In quite a dramatic rapids. But
perhaps it is wrong for us to give up hope yet. Do you
want me to ascertain the details of what happened?”

Abbi could only stare at him with a intense, grim, tearful
eyes, but she nodded.

“Well, give me a few days, then. I'll find out every little
detail and come back and tell you. We'll do absolutely
everything to determine what his fate was. He may even
be still alive somehow. Alright?”
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Abbi nodded. But still the thought that he may simply
have slipped was something she could not bear. That
would be far too ordinary and unromantic. She couldn’t
stay. She ran upstairs to her room and threw herself on
her bed. She was furious, angry, disbelieving. She was
everything else but tearful.

Mr. Dalton repeated to Jenine. “Judging from your
daughter’s reaction, perhaps we should have gathered
more information about what has happened, and about the
search before fearing the worst has happened. But we
thought it wise to let you know of the accident at least.
Give us a few days more, for our men to search some
more, and to determine what happened, for little Abbi’s
sake. Can one of the men go fetch a friend or neighbour
for you?”

“There’s Joan, our neighbour,” said Jenine.

Upstairs, Abbi turned over on her back and glared at the
ceiling. It was like he had broken a promise and hurt her to
the bottom of her being. As far as she was concerned,
Papa was either still alive, or did not die from a simple fall.
Hearing the door close, she leaped off the bed and went to
the window. She saw Mr. Ridgeway bringing Joan over to
comfort Jenine. Then a couple minutes later she saw the
three men who had come, climbing back into the carriage
and driving off. She just sat there and glared out the
window, body rigid, fist clenched, heart beating hard,
angry to the deepest reaches of her soul, burning up
inside.

During the next days, Jenine was comforted by Joan,
and came to accept the possibility that her husband might
be gone, even as she hoped otherwise. Abbi remained in
her room, by herself, silent, angry, even refusing to eat.
She didn't even talk to Amik, the stuffed beaver on her
Papa’s desk. She was never—endingly angry. It was as if
she had been greatly wronged by her Papa, or had been
told a blatant lie by Mr. Dalton. Eventually she ate a little
from what Jenine brought her and left on the side table,
but stayed in her room and refused to go to school.

Joan explained the situation to her daughter Charlotte.
Charlotte was unhappy to have to go to school by herself
the next day.

Jenine appeared at the door of Abbi's room many times,
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and invariably found her lying on her bed looking at the
ceiling. “Abbi,” she said, “we don't know for sure yet.
Let’s wait until the men find out more. In any case, your
Papa would not like it if you act so remote and angry like
that. You have to let out your feelings somehow. You can’t
keep it inside. And you've hardly eaten anything. And you
must go to school. You aren’t physically ill.”

Abbi only glared at her.

“Say something, Abbi. You're making me worried.
Charlotte is worried too. Won't you see Charlotte? She had
to go to school by herself. She brought homework back for
you.”

“If Papa fell and drowned, Papa had no right to,” she
repeated yet again. “He promised us that he would not die
before he was old, unless it was a noble death. I heard him
say it last summer with my own ears.”

“But Abbi, maybe he has not drowned. Let’s not assume
the worst yet. And if he did drown, we have no say in how
and when we die. It is God who decides.”

“Well I hope he lived, because dying in that way, by
simply slipping, is too plain, too unromantic. Papa is a
poet, and actor as well as a railway designer. He acted in
theatricals when he was in university, and he played
Aggodagauda. He would have made certain to die in a
proper romantic way.”

“Just you wait, Mr. Dalton promised to gather more
information. It's been two days now. Perhaps he will arrive
anytime now to report in detail what happened, and what
the men have found. Perhaps Papa survived. But if not, 'm
sure he has discovered Papa died in a noble way, like you
want.”

Abbi turned away from Jenine and stared out the
window. Jenine patted her shoulder and let her be. She
left. She was greatly worried. She feared what this would
lead to if Abbi remained in this state on and on.

Before long a carriage arrived in front of the house.
Abbi heard voices from her window and went to look.
There was Mr. Dalton and two men. These two men were
strangers this time, one a young man. Mr. Dalton did not
come to the door this time. He stood near the carriage and
let the two men go up the walk. Curiosity got the better of
her and she made her way slowly down the stairs. When
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Jenine opened the door she did not recognize the men. One
was in his 40’s and the other in his 20’s.

“Mrs. Woodrow?” the older one began.

“Yes?”

“'m Gerry Marino. I was one of a number workers
assisting the team of construction inspectors led by your
husband. This is my son, John, who was assisting too. We
do not work for the company all the time. I come from
New York. I'm immigrant. I come when railway companies
need ordinary workers. I was hired because I have
experience with bridges.”

“Is this about my husband?”

“Yes.”

She motioned them inside.

“I want to tell you Mrs. Woodrow, that I owe my life to
your husband.”

“Can you wait a moment, Mr. Marino. I want my
daughter Abbi to listen too.”

Abbi had descended the stairs a ways out of curiosity.
Jenine motioned her towards her.

“Like I say, Mrs. Woodrow, if it had not been for your
husband, my boy here, and my other seven children would
no longer have a papa, and my wife not a husband. I would
be dead.”

“Tell us what happened.”

“Both of us, and your husband, were walking across the
bridge, I was carrying surveying equipment for him, when
the locomotive that had brought us began to move across
the bridge towards us — the brakes were not working — or
maybe the rail had ice on it. There was a very slight
incline. The bridge has little room at the side to get out of
the way. When your husband saw the locomotive coming
he warned the whole group to get out of the way, but I
stumbled and almost fell off the bridge. Your husband
returned to me to pull me back, but in doing so he himself
went over the side. I was saved, but he fell a full 100 feet
into the greatest torrent of water on the Saint John. We all
watched him vanish, then come up and float down the
river, and vanish again. The water was moving fast and he
was out of sight very quickly. All of us workers, as well as
the inspection team, and as well as the locomotive men,
we all headed downriver along the edge of the canyon,
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looking for him. We must have gone five miles before dark.
And next day we searched again. If your husband had not
warned everyone, many of us would have been struck by
the locomotive, and if he had not leapt to pull me back, it
would be me in the river, not him — maybe many more,
because he warned the others too. He is a hero.”

Jenine looked at Abbi for her reaction.

“I knew it,” Abbi said. “I knew there had to be a noble
reason.”

She continued to the bottom of the stairs and went
towards Mr. Marino and hugged him around the waist
(Abbi was still quite short). She began to tear up. He was
taken aback a little, could not understand her reaction. He
knelt down. “Your Papa was a hero, Abbi. He saved my
life. He saved many lives perhaps, since he warned us all
and everyone was able to get out of the way.” That only
made Abbi want to hug Mr. Marino, even harder. It made
him teary—eyed as well.

“Look, Abbi,” Mr. Marino said. “You're making me cry
too. Don’t cry. But there is some small chance he is still
alive. The company has sent a large search party up there
now. We will search and search and search until we find
him. But if he drowned, he drowned a hero.”

“Let her cry, Mr. Marino. She has not expressed any
emotion in two days,” said Jenine.

When Mr. Marino let Abbi go, she could not hold back
her tears. They flowed like a stream. She ran upstairs
back to her bed, to cry.

There was nothing more to say. The two men nodded to
Jenine, and headed back out, and back to the carriage
where Mr. Dalton was waiting. Jenine waved to Mr. Dalton,
communicating that all was fine. He waved back. Jenine
went after Abbi to comfort her now that comforting was
welcomed finally.

The wvisitors climbed back into the carriage and left
again.

Abbi resumed eating, and next day went to school with
Charlotte. Charlotte tried to comfort her, but Abbi was not
her lively self anymore. At school Mr. Slatescreech, other
teachers, and other students expressed their sadness, and
hope that her railway engineer father would be found alive
soon.
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MONTHS OF WAITING

Was he alive or not? The searching did not find him.
Finding his winter coat, hat, shoes and other items did not
look good. He could be drowned and at the bottom of the
river.

Jenine held on to hope but prepared for the worst. And
she advised her children to do the same — to hope for a
miracle, but be prepared to accept he would never be
coming back again.

Grandmama Audora contributed to the searching. She
provided money to finance the largest search party money
could buy. But because the river rushed strongly in that
region, and was filled with ice, it was difficult to search
the river at this time of year. But nothing was found even
when searching was resumed in spring. Where had he
vanished to?

In the meantime, Jenine, Abbi and the children continued
on as best they could, paying for expenses from the family
savings. They also received support from both Bradden’s
employers and from their community. The neighbourhood
women came over often to express their condolences and
to lift Jenine’s spirit.

Thus life went on. It reminded Jenine of when back at
Littleton the constable searched to determine Abbi’s
origins, but week after week, month after month, there
was no further news.

Abbi carried on in school and after a while managed to
resume her lively spirit a little. Jenine continued with her
daily routine raising her children. All along they hoped for
a miracle. But as the months went by — February, March,
April, May — everyone began to accept the worst.

At Abbi’s birthday, celebrated at March 21, she became
nine; but it was a sad day, as her Papa was missing from
it. Usually he would have taken Abbi to town and bought
her something wonderful. Now the family had to watch
their pennies. There was no breadwinner for the family.
Support from the company, and from Grandmama Audora,
for continuing to live as before in their nice middle—class
house, could not continue forever. Grandmama was
starting to suggest the family move to Richdale, to the Tall
Pines mansion, saying that she had plenty of room for
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everyone. That was what her recommendation when she
visited in May when the latest search had failed to find
anything more.

“Perhaps we have to accept the worst,” Audora told
Jenine finally. “That he is at the bottom of the river, and
his remains may not show up anywhere for months or
years or never. It is impossible to drag the entire bottom
of the Saint John River. Until we see the body, we can
keep a grain of hope, but the highest probability is that he
drowned. Almost a half a year has passed. As the
grandmother of your children, it is my duty to help you
out, and it is very difficult to do so when I have to run the
Woodrow Timber Milling and Manufacturing Company in
Saint John, so far from here. You have no further reason
for remaining here in Fredericton, Jenine. I have a large
empty mansion with nobody in it other than myself and the
servants.”

“It’'s clear you are right,” said Jenine. “We can't stay
here in this house with its high expenses and keep hoping
for a miracle, if there is no money to pay for everything.
You are so kind, Audora, for your help. I suppose then, I
should begin making arrangements to give up our
handsome home, and to sell whatever belongings we don’t
really need to keep. It will soon be June. Abbi's school
session will end too for the summer months.”

When Grandmama Audora left to return to her company
in Saint John, the realization that they would have to leave
hit Jenine hard. She was tearful about it that evening. Abbi
tried to comfort her.

“T don’t want to leave here, Abbi,” she said to Abbi. “I
have developed friends. But even more [ don’t want to live
in Papa’s mother’s mansion. [ don't belong there.
Whenever I've had to go there, I have always felt
uncomfortable. I'm a country girl. I don’t fit in. I don’t
know how I can endure being there without Papa with me.”

Abbi too didn’t want to leave. She had started school
and made lots of friends.

Jenine pulled herself together to attend to little Mary
sitting in a high chair in the kitchen. While Jenine did that,
Abbi was drawn to her Papa’s study. She pushed open the
door, and saw it as it had always been. There were some
books and papers on the table. It seemed like unfinished
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work. The stuffed beaver, Amik, was there too, as always,
sitting on the desktop, like a sentry. She was drawn inside.
She seemed to notice everything now in a way she never
had before. She was suddenly very interested in
everything Papa had been doing here. What had he been
reading? What had he been writing? She picked up the
book on the desk. It was the book of Indian legends by
Henry Schoolcraft. A piece of paper with writing on it
suggested he was attempting to write another legend into
verse form like he had done with Aggodagauda and His
Daughter. She sat down in Bradden’s chair.

She was used to talking to Amik now and then. She had
even heard her Papa thinking out loud as he composed
letters, as if speaking to Amik. Now Abbi thought she
heard Amik speak.

“What are you going to do now, Abbi?” he seemed to
ask.

Abbi began talking to Amik, and I couldn’t hold back.

“Oh, Amik, it is simply horrible. I don’t know what is
going to happen. Mama said we will have to move because
we cannot afford to live here any more without money.
And she can’t go to work herself because of having to look
after five children. Grandmama Audora wants the family to
move to her large empty house with her at Richdale—into
her big mansion. That's what will happen. We have to
move away and live with Grandmama Audora. Nobody
wants to move away. [ don’t care about all the fancy things
in her mansion. Papa never liked it, even though he grew
up there when he was little. I don’t want to leave here. I
have school and friends here.”

Amik had become a source of security to her, a
constant in her life, as well as something she and her Papa
had shared. He had after all, always been there sitting on
Papa’s large old oaken desk.

Amik was not the best stuffed specimen that a
taxidermist could make. His eyes were made of two black
beads and his insides were plain straw and twine. But to
Abbi that did not matter. She loved him like a pet or a
favourite stuffed toy.

“You're my best friend, Amik. Now I will kiss you.”

She moved her face close to the stuffed beaver’'s and
lightly gave the tip of its nose a peck
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“Goodbye Amik. You were my best friend.” she sobbed.

Just then Jenine came in and saw Abbi hugging the
stuffed beaver. “Abbi!” she exclaimed. “Why are you
hugging and talking to the stuffed beaver!”

“T was talking to my friend Amik.”

“My word,” replied Jenine. “You have developed an
attachment to that dirty stuffed animal as if it were a
stuffed toy. Bradden has had it since he was a boy. We
don’'t know what germs it has on it from over the years.
Get away from it, or you may catch some germ or another
and get sick.”

Jenine tugged at her a little, as Abbi held tightly to
Amik. Then Abbi broke loose and shouted: “We're leaving
here! I don't want to leave! I won’t be able to go to school
here any more! I don’'t want to leave!” And she ran out and
upstairs to her room, to throw herself onto her bed and
cry.
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Jenine’s
Made-up Story

“YOU'RE NOT MY MOTHER?”

Jenine, realizing she had been harsh, sat down in
Bradden’s chair in his study after Abbi had run upstairs,
and put her head in her hands. The stress of it all was
getting to her. She shouldn’t have snapped at Abbi for
finding comfort in the stuffed beaver. After a minute she
pulled herself together and made her way upstairs to see
how Abbi was doing. She took little Mary with her and
commanded toddling little Jack to come too. The older
boys were busy elsewhere with their toys.

Jenine sat on the bed beside Abbi. Abbi remained face
down. She stroked Abbi’s black hair.

“We really have no choice, Abbi,” she began. “Everyone
has been very charitable to us — the company Papa worked
for, the neighbourhood ladies, Joan next door, the church
group, and last but not least Grandmama Audora who
spent much money trying to find Papa, beyond what the
railway company did. But this cannot keep on forever. We
cannot keep looking for Papa forever. Grandmama Audora
1s right, we have no choice but to give up this house and
our life here, and move down to Saint John, or rather
Richdale outside of Saint John, where Grandmama Audora
has her mansion called Tall Pines, and live with her. I
think that is what Papa would have wanted. Although Papa
and his mother never saw eye to eye and he rejected her
fancy way of life, Grandmama Audora is still his mother,
and they did manage to get along these last number of
yvears. | don’t particularly like the idea of moving into
Grandmama Audora’s mansion any more than you, Abbi.
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There will be finery all around, household staff, servants,
— all those things that wealthy people have. I'm such a
country girl with country ways. I'm certain not to do
anything right. I won’t fit in; and with Papa gone,
Grandmama will finally try to exert all the influence on the
boys that she was unable to exert when Bradden was
around. She will try to steer them into her world of wealth
and finery. She has never liked it that Papa married me
and not some refined young woman from her world of
wealth and finery.”

“Why didn't he like fancy women?” replied Abbi
without moving from where she lay.

“He said they were all surface and little underneath.
That means if you took away all their finery, they weren’t
interesting. Papa was more interested in what was
underneath, and I think he found what I had inside very
interesting. But Grandmama Audora only saw her son
marrying, out of impulse, a plain ordinary country girl. So I
don’t like the moving and the changes that will come any
more than you do, Abbi. She has always only tolerated you
and me, Abbi. Her attention has always been on the boys.
We have forever had to remind her not to ignore you....”

“But why does she not like me? How am I different from
Mark, Jimmy, Jack and Mary? I once thought it was
because I was a girl, but Mary is a girl, and Grandmama
likes her better than me.”

Jenine suddenly realized she could not wait any longer.
The time had come to tell Abbi about her being adopted,
especially if they were to live at Tall Pines with Audora
who would discriminate against Abbi even more than ever
now. It would be wise that Abbi be told the reason now,
before she experiences Audora’s rejection of her, so that
she will understand.

“We were going to tell you when you were ready —
when you understood the idea of being born from someone
else and being adopted. But clearly the time has come,
before we move in with Grandmama Audora, to tell you.
It’s now time to explain it all to you.”

“Tell me what?”

“That you were adopted. Do you understand the
meaning of being ‘adopted’?”

“T have people call me the ‘Indian girl’. And sometimes I
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have overheard people say I'm ‘adopted’. I don’t
understand. The dictionary says that ‘adopted’ means for
parents to take another’s child as your own. But I don't
remember ever being anyone else’s daughter! How can
that be true?”

“Look in the mirror, Abbi,” Jenine said, turning Abbi in
the direction of the dressing mirror opposite the bed. “The
fact of the matter is that you are indeed Indian, and we
adopted you. You are a very beautiful Indian girl. See your
tan skin, your straight black hair, your high cheekbones?
That is why people think you look Indian when they see
you. 'm sorry Abbi, we were going to tell you everything
when you were ready, perhaps when you were 11 or 12,
but I can see the time has come even though you are still
only 9.”

“People say I'm ahead of my age.”

“The fact is that indeed Papa and I adopted you and
raised you as our own, but Grandmama Audora always saw
us raising an Indian orphan girl out of charity, and never
really saw you as part of our family. She never saw you
as being connected to her because you were not born from
me and her son.”

“If T was adopted, please tell me, Mama. Tell me where
[ came from.”

Jenine thought hard. She had thought about what she
would say for a long time now. She had decided that she
could not tell Abbi that she was left by an unknown
person at the church door at Littleton. It would raise a host
of unpleasant issues - Was she abandoned? Was her
mother in great difficulty? Did she not want her? Did she
die? Was she still alive somewhere? She simply could not
tell Abbi she may have been abandoned, now that Bradden
was vanished and they were about to be uprooted! This
was not the time! so she decided she had to tell Abbi a lie
that was better than that. The best course was to simply
make it that her mother died, and they adopted her, and
imagine for her some details about her mother.

“Well,” Jenine began, “your name was Abbi with an ‘T,
as it is still. We called you ‘Abigail’ for the long form.”

“If it’'s ‘Abigail’ I've always wondered why ‘Abbi’ with
an ‘I’ and not with a ‘Y’?”

Jenine remembered that Bradden had once said that
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ABBI could be an abbreviation of abbinochi meaning ‘baby’
— in other words, she had embroidered ‘baby’ on the shirt
Abbi was found in. She finally answered:

“That’s because it is Indian. Papa said that it was short
for abbinochi according to one of his books. That is Indian
for ‘baby’ or ‘child’. Your mother obviously liked to call
you that. It was embroidered on your shirt when we got
you when we lived in Littleton. Your parents . . . uh. .
Jlived there too.”

“I know the word abbinochi, from Papa’s books about
Indians. It's an Ojibwa or Chippewa word. Does that mean
my mother was from the Ojibwa or Chippewa tribe? ”

Jenine saw that Abbi knew more about Indians than she
did, that Bradden had obviously talked a great deal more
about Indians to Abbi than to her. She’'d have to be careful
that Abbi did not trip her up with her questions. Finally she
replied: “I don’t know very much about Indian languages. I
know about Mikmaqg and Maliseet here in New Brunswick,
and the people in Mr. Longfellow’s poem, The Song of
Hiawatha. Are there many?”

“Papa explained that there are different tribes, and
because they lived so far apart, even though they may
have begun speaking the same way, each developed their
own dialect and sometimes their own new words. He
explained it was similar to how Americans talk compared
to British. That happens because they are so far apart. He
told me that where we lived first — in Littleton — the
Indians there and in Nova Scotia spoke Mikmaq, and that
hereabouts along the Saint John River, the language is
Maliseet. But if my mother called me abbinochi, like you
said, she came from the Ojibwa tribe. That was their word
according to the man named Schoolcraft. They are the
people in The Song of Hiawatha and also in the book of
myths written by Mr. Schoolcraft. They are situated at
Gitche Gumee which is Lake Superior. If she used the
word abbinochi, then did she come from there? Was my
mother Ojibwa? Was she from Gitche Gumee?”

“Oh!” said Jenine. “Evidently Papa has taught you a
great deal!. . . Well. . .yes. . .That’s right! She was from
the same people. Yes. [ remember that is the case. She did
come from Lake Superior, from Gitche Gumee. Yes, and
like Hiawatha’s tribe, her tribe lived on the north shore of
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Lake Superior, yes. [ remember that was the case. But I'm
afraid I don’t know more. Papa knew much more about
this.”

Jenine did not know very much about The Song of
Hiawatha other than the verse about Hiawatha's childhood
and other parts that Bradden had often recited.

Abbi furrowed her brow and looked a little puzzled.
“But Mama, if my mother was at Littleton like you were,
why would my Ojibwa mother come from Lake Superior to
Mikmagq territory? They are quite far apart.”

“Well. .. .it was on account of the man she married.
They fell in love when he was at Lake Superior. He was a
fur trader for a while.”

Jenine remembered Bradden telling her about Henry
Schoolcraft, and how he married the daughter of an Irish
trader and an Ojibwa woman — daughter of a chief. That
gave her some ideas.

“But,” Jenine continued, “they came east on account of
wanting to settle down somewhere, and he found work on
the same railway project Papa worked on, and so they
came east to Littleton.”

Abbi’s interest perked up. “A fur trader? What was he
like? And what was my mother’s name? Did [ have another
name besides ‘Abbi’, because if it comes from abbinochi,
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then saying ‘Abbi’ is like calling a little boy or girl a ‘child’.
It isn’t a real name.”

“Abbi you are asking so many questions at once. Well
let me see. .. .Your father was. . .uh. . .Pictish.”

Instead of saying “Irish” she said “Pictish” — Picts were
people in northern Britain before the Scottish. She
remembered it from the school history book when she was
a schoolgirl. She did not know that the Picts disappeared
in northern England already many hundreds of years ago.
But in this case Abbi was none the wiser.

She continued. “Yes, he was Pictish — the people in
northern Britain before the Scottish came. His first name
was uh . .. Irwin. His last name was uh . . . Pictford. I don’t
know what your mother’s Indian name was, but everyone
called her Paula, Paula Pictford.”

“If her homeland was Gitche Gumee, Mama, then she
could have had an Indian name like in Mr. Longfellow’s
poem. Was it Wenona? Was it Minnehaha? 1 like
Minnehaha. Perhaps I had that name. Minnehaha would
have been a very good name for me, I think.”

Jenine could not keep up. Abbi’s imagination was better
than hers and getting ahead of her. “I'm sorry, Abbi.
Nobody in Littleton called her by her Indian name, and you
were so new, perhaps she hadn’t even given you your
Indian name yet, but called you ‘Abbi’ for the time being.”

THE TALE OF PAULA AND IRWIN

“Tell me more, Mama. Leave nothing out. When did you
get me? How did my mother die? What happened to my
father?”

Jenine thought quickly what to say.

“Well, she was fine when you were very little, and she
could nurse you, but then she became ill. You see, Indian
women are very susceptible to diseases from Europe.
They do not have the same resistance Europeans have
developed over the centuries. She got, [ believe. . .uh. . .
smallpox. Indians everywhere died from smallpox after the
Europeans arrived. Irwin vyour father was so very sad
when Paula died. Then, since a father has to work and
can’t look after a baby of four months, he looked around
for assistance, and found that [ and Papa had just married
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and wanted to start a family; so he visited us one day with
you in his arms and said. 7T have to go away to work and to
get away from everything. I have got myself hired on a
ship that carries wood to Britain, and I wonder if you can
look after Abbi, when I am at sea. I will send money to
help support her from time to time, and visit whenever I'm
on this side of the Atlantic.” That’s what he said. You were
so lovely so we were happy to take care of you for him.
Before that we did not know Paula and Irwin or you too
well — only from gossip around town — so we never learned
things like your mother’s exact tribe or Indian name and so
on. Afterwards, because Irwin was away at sea so much of
the time while you were in our care, we had little chance
to ask more about you, him, or Paula. I would have loved
to ask him many more questions if [ had had a chance.”

“What happened then? What happened to him?”

“I'm afraid that the second time he crossed the Atlantic
as a sailor on the ship that carried wood, the ship was in a
storm, a hurricane, and broke apart, with lumber scattered
all over the North Atlantic, and everyone on board, they
say, was drowned.”

“Oh!” Abbi reacted. She had now lost two fathers to
drowning, although it wasn't confirmed yet for the second
one.

“I'm sorry, Abbi,” Jenine said, comforting Abbi. “It must
be terrible to learn that your earlier father also suffered an
accident.”

“Don’t worry, Mama. I am getting used to deaths in my
life. Besides, I think it is romantic to drown in the
enormous Atlantic ocean in a hurricane while struggling to
keep the ship together. I will now forever picture the
storm in my mind, with waves 50 feet tall, and how all the
sailors struggled against the mighty sea.”

These revelations from Jenine, were absolutely amazing
to Abbi. Suddenly there was so much more to her identity.
In reality Jenine still had no more idea where the baby left
at the church doorstep came from than the day she found
her. Since then, she had never noticed anyone taking any
special interest who might be her father or mother.
Without knowing anything, she had no choice but make up
this story. If she had told Abbi the truth, then, she knew,
Abbi would be consumed by questions that had often
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consumed her. Questions like: What was the reason Abbi's
mother was unable or did not want to keep the baby? Was
it a child obtained out of wedlock? Or was the mother so
poor and already had a dozen children, and decided to give
up the newest one? Was she still alive somewhere? A
thousand questions can fill the void of knowing nothing. It
was important not to leave a void, especially considering
Abbi’s imagination. She had to tell Abbi a story that was
clear, known, and solid. She would postpone the truth until
their lives were stable and happy once again. By then Abbi
would be older and wiser and better able to understand the
difficulties faced by women who give up their babies, and
be able to process the truth in a more mature way.

“Yes, Abbi that’s the story,” Jenine finished. “The fact
of the matter, Abbi, is that I didn’t give you birth. Another
woman did. You came out of another woman. But I got you
when you were only a baby, so I might just as well have
given you birth. Yes ‘adopted’ means that [ and Bradden
took you to be our own. And you can't remember it
because you were too young to remember it. If people
have gossiped about you, it is because you do look very
much like an Indian, like you already understand.”

Abbi now realized the woman she had always called
‘Mama’ was not really her mother. “Does that mean you
are not really my mother? What should I call you now?”

“Of course, I'm your mother. There are different forms
of mother. One is the birth mother who actually brings you
into the world, and the other is the one who raises you,
brings you up. Your birth mother and birth father are the
ones who determine how you look, your facial features,
hair color, and so on. Your fostering mother and father,
those who raise you, determine how you develop in your
habits, values, and so on—whether you are good or bad,
and such. And obviously Bradden had much to do with that
part. All his interest in reading, writing, studying, and his
romantic spirit has clearly left its mark on you, Abbi. That
is very plain to see. He has influenced you immensely.”

Thoughts were now racing through Abbi’'s mind -
countless questions about her natural parents. “Tell me
more about my parents. Don't leave anything out!”

Jenine was by now very much committed to her
inventive story and invented some more details: “Well, let

162



8. Jenine’s Made-up Story

me think...Mr. Irwin Pictford I think he was in charge of
arranging for the shipment of wood and rails and such for
the railway building. That is how he came to know ships.
Some of the materials came by ship to the coast, and then
by wagon. As for Paula, she had you to look after, but I
think she made wonderful things pertaining to Indian
culture. Yes she made wicker baskets for people in the
area, and even wicker furniture. And she wrote poetry —
yes she wrote Indian poetry. She was proud of being
Indian.”

Abbi fell back on the bed, gazed at the ceiling, and
imagined it all. “I'm trying to imagine how Paula looked. If
she came from Gitche Gumee, maybe she was an Ojibwa
princess? It would be so grand if she were the daughter of
a chief from Gitche Gumee. By the shores of Gitche
Gumee, By the shining Big—Sea-Water, Stood the wigwam
of Nokomis—Noko means grandmother. She probably
called her grandmother Noko, but it is sad she was so far
from her home at Lake Superior. She must have missed
her Noko, while living at Littleton.”

“Yes, Abbi. Lake Superior is very far away. Perhaps Mr.
Pictford managed to get a message back by post when she
died, but there was no reason for Irwin Pictford to send
you there when she died, since Mr. Pictford expected to
be back to visit you from time to time while we looked
after you. He probably wanted to spend a few years at sea
forgetting about Paula, and then remarry and take you
back from us. But he drowned, and you were with us, and
he had never told us where you were from other than
Paula was from the Lake Superior area of course. But we
knew nothing about where on Lake Superior her tribe was.
Irwin had not had a chance to tell us. So you stayed with
us. But we loved you and it was fine with us if you stayed
permanently. And Bradden - Papa - did look into
discovering where you were from. And the Constable did
too. Perhaps Papa would have discovered it by and by — by
the time you were ready to be told you were adopted. But
now he has disappeared and I don't know what he had
discovered about you by now.”

Abbi lay back on the bed again with a faraway look in
her eyes. “Well, then I will have to continue looking,
myself. Perhaps one day I will discover my tribe and my
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relatives at Gitche Gumee and let them know I am fine,”
she declared.

“There is no rush, Abbi. We can right away begin to
investigate like Papa did, to look for more clues, although
I'm sure Papa has already done so. Perhaps after much
detective work, we can trace your past and find relatives.
Right now, we have to deal with the current situation and
with Grandmama Audora. [ hope telling you all this hasn’t
upset you, Abbi.”

“Don’t worry, Mama. I feel relieved that you told me. It
explains clearly why Grandmama Audora doesn’t like me,
and never really has. But, it will take me a while to get
used to the idea that my mother was really an Indian, and
my looking the way [ do isn’t a coincidence but that I'm
really Indian. I have so much to think about now. I have
never even seen a real Indian before— except I saw those
men working on the railway last summer.”

“So now you know why Grandmama Audora doesn’t
care too much about me or you — me for not being the
refined wealthy woman she thought her son should marry,
and you for being adopted and not coming from her son. It
would be wise we kept this to ourselves, alright?”

“Don't worry,” Abbi replied. “I will keep this
conversation a secret. I'm so grateful you and Papa
decided to take me. Knowing what you have just told me,
Mama, I can tolerate whatever Grandmama Audora has in
store for me. But now that I know about Irwin and Paula, is
it right for me to call you ‘Mama’? Perhaps the spirit of
Paula feels unhappy about it. Perhaps [ should call you
‘Jenine’, or when talking to strangers ‘Mrs. Woodrow’. It
wouldn't be out of disrespect. I just like the idea of
thinking of Paula Pictford now as ‘Mama’ for a while, and
Irwin Pictford as ‘Papa’, to see how it feels and to imagine
how my life would have been if they had lived.”

“Whatever feels best in your heart, Abbi,” Jenine
replied. “You will always feel like my daughter to me, no
matter what you call me.”

“If it’s all right, Mama, I'd like to lie here and imagine
my origins as you have described them. It will take a while
for it all to sink in.

“Imagine as much as you wish, Abbi.” Jenine said
getting off the bed and picking up little Mary. “When you
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are ready to come down, there will be some supper ready
for you. We will both deal with what Grandmama Audora
has in store for us as we move to her mansion.”

Jenine commanded little Jack to follow, and then Abbi
was alone with her thoughts.

For the first time in her life, Abbi began to think about
her past. She tried hard to remember everything she
could; but try as she might she couldn’'t remember much of
anything from earlier than when she was about three. All
she had was what she had been told. What had she been
told earlier in life? Over the years she had been told that
her Papa, her adoptive one, Bradden, had spend many
years in a university called Harvard, where he had been
interested in theatre and Henry Wadsworth Longfellow,
and where he had studied for one degree, before becoming
interested in raillway construction engineering and
studying for another degree. Then he had met Mama, that
1s, Jenine, and that she had been their first child for a
couple years before Mark had been born. That was what
Abbi had known about her past before this.

Now there was more to add to it — an Indian woman, a
Pictish man. . . her mind was swirling with visions of them
and how they might have been. At that moment she didn’t
even have the slightest suspicion that these people had not
really existed, and that Jenine had created them for her.

It was just what Abbi needed at this point of time. She
could forget that her Papa had vanished, and that they had
to move to Richdale and live in Grandmama Audora’s
mansion. She could devote her mind to imagining
everything Mama, er Jenine, had told her. She got up from
her bed, looked in the mirror and imagined her mother
would have looked like her, except grown up. She
wondered how her father looked. She had to ask Jenine to
describe him. and would Jenine know how they lived? What
their house was like? She had endless questions.

She also imagined Irwin on that ship in the hurricane
and how wind blew and waves broke over the deck. She
imagined how one large wave may have split the bow, and
water gushed in, and lumber piled on deck being carried
away by the waves and becoming distributed over the
North Atlantic.

She now had somewhere her mind could go to escape.

165



ABBI of the Wilderness

“You are unusually happy, Abbi,” said Jenine when she
finally came down for supper.

“Yes, Mama, I have been imagining my parents Paula
and Irwin Pictford. I imagine Paula looked like me, or
rather that I look like Paula, and that Irwin was a tall man
with reddish color hair, I think. Was he?”

“Well...er....yes! You made a very good guess.”

She continued in the next days to ask questions about
Paula and Irwin, and Jenine continued to think up good
answers, unless it was a question for which she could
claim she did not know, for some reason, and that Bradden
might have known the answer better.

Thus Paula and Irwin Pictford became increasingly vivid
and real to Abbi even though in reality they had never
existed.

Jenine was happy that Abbi was back in good spirits.
She smiled to herself and thought: “When [ reveal it to her
in years to come, when she is mature, we will both have a
good laugh about it.” She did not realize that this invention
would have consequences later on.
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Audora Makes Decisions

JUNE 1875 - MOVING TIME

Jenine, Abbi and the rest of the family came to accept
that without Papa there was no breadwinner to support
them there in Fredericton anymore, they would have to
soon move into Grandmama Audora’s mansion at Tall
Pines, Richdale, far away near Saint John.

The children soon came to understand how they would
no longer experience this house, their rooms, their
activities outdoors, the nearby city, and so on. But what
was not clear was what the future would hold living in
Grandmama Audora’s mansion complete with its servants
and finery. Before he vanished from the mishap on the
Saint John River, Bradden had deliberately kept his
children from experiencing his mother’s wealthy way of
life. Usually it had been Grandmama Audora who had
visited them. Bradden had even forbid his mother filling
his children’s heads with ideas. The family had only visited
their grandmother’s mansion once — last summer. That was
when Mark and Jimmy broke the fancy vase when the slid
down the banister.

Now with Bradden, gone, who was going to keep an eye
on Grandmama Audora? Would she now begin molding her
grandsons to her world? And what would she do with
Jenine and Abbi, the country woman and the adopted
orphan, neither of whom had her blood in their veins?

Jenine let her friends and neighbours know that they
would be soon moving. Everyone was sad about it, Was
there no alternative. Everyone had suggestions.

“Maybe I and other neighbours can look after your little
ones during the day while you take on some work.”

As much as Audora Woodrow made Jenine
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uncomfortable, she was still her husband’s mother. “No,”
replied Jenine. “Bradden’s mother has done so much. She
contributed to the search for Bradden. Her people are
helping us terminate the lease, and dealing with the
moving. Even if it was possible for me to work, the reality
is that they — except Abbi — are her son’s children.
Bradden would not have objected to it — just as long as his
mother did not fill their heads with ideas about wealth and
luxury.”

Jenine was discussing it with her neighbour, Joan, this
time. Joan had come over with Charlotte for tea.

“On the other hand,” remarked Joan, “who of us
wouldn’'t mind living in a mansion with servants!”

“But I'm a country girl,” said Jenine. “I wouldn’t know
how to behave. And what would I do if servants did
everything? I know of nothing else than being a mother
and running a household. I confess I have a dread of how it
will go.”

“I'm sure it will work out fine, Jenine. Can [ help you
with packing?”

“Thank you, but we can mange. [ think we should take it
slowly so we can say goodbye to this place as we do so.
There are decisions to be made about what to take and
what to leave behind.”

“Well fetch me if you need any help, Jenine.”

Thus Jenine proceeded with the packing. Abbi helped
out. It was a sad time. “It reminds me of when we were
moving from Littleton to here, Mama,” said Abbi; “but
without Papa.”

Although Audora had her company to run in Saint John,
she did make one visit in June to see how things were
progressing. As usually was the case when she came, she
had a business meeting in Fredericton that day as well She
arrived as always in a carriage she had hired at the
railway station.

She commanded the carriage driver to wait and came in.
Jenine took her into a living room strewn with boxes and
packaging materials.

“Well I see you have made progress with the packing.”
Audora said after looking around. “Have you decided on
what will be shipped, what will remain, and what will be
sold or given away?”
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“On most things.”

“There will be no point in shipping any furniture since
my mansion is quite furnished,” decided Audora. “But then
many of the furnishings here came with the leased house, I
suspect...like the dining room table, and those chairs.”

“Yes, those came with the house,” said Jenine. “We
haven’t purchased many furniture items. I must keep the
sewing machine, thought. It was a birthday gift from
Bradden.”

“Certainly, anything of sentimental value can come.”

They now inspected Bradden’s study and library that
was in a room off the dining room. Abbi watched from the
doorway.

“Alright, we should take everything in this study,”
Grandmama Audora said. “Some of it brings memories to
me of when Bradden was a boy, and the rest may be of
interest to his children when they get older.”

“Even the stuffed beaver?” Jenine wondered, glancing
towards Abbi, knowing how much it meant to her.

“Certainly. As old as it is, I remember it from when
Bradden was a boy. Besides, they say the beaver are gone
around here, so it is actually an important scientific
specimen. Certainly it should not be thrown out.”

Abbi heaved a sigh of relief and was happy Jenine had
not revealed her attachment to it, or else Audora may have
decided another way.

“Well, let us put all the books in the crates,”
Grandmama Audora continued, “and seal them tight for
shipping. I expect you have little nails and a hammer to
seal them up.”

“Yes the movers supplied them. Will you stay for
supper?”

“Thank you, Jenine, but I cannot. I have a business
meeting here in Fredericton And then I am scheduled to
return to my Saint John office. However, I have given
instructions to the moving firm to assist you in every way.
And another company will come to make an offer on all
remaining things, other than the furnishings that came with
the house, of course. Feel free to give away to friends and
neighbours whatever you wish, of course.”

“Some items, like railway books, could go to Bradden’s
railway offices,” Jenine suggested.
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“Certainly. Now where are my grandsons?”

Whenever Audora visited she simply had to see her
grandsons Mark, Jimmy, and Jack.

“They are now in the living room,” said Jenine.

“I was thinking that I would be happy to take your
oldest boys, Mark and Jimmy, off your hands during the
moving process. They can come with me and get to know
a little of what I do and the mansion where we will live.”

Jenine stuttered. She didn’t know what to think of that.
Would Bradden have agreed? “Y..you're right, it would
lessen the burden of tending to the children with all the
packing that has to be done.....”

“Fine then. Let us tell them.”

They proceeded to the living room.

“Do you boys wish to come with Grandmama ahead of
everyone else?” Audora asked them. “Jenine and the
remainder will come in a week.”

Boys are always up for an adventure and shouted
“Yes!”

“Well then you must tell Jenine everything you want to
keep, to transport down to Tall Pines. Or else you will
later discover them gone. I have to visit some businesses
next, but you can come along. Then we will take the
express train back to Saint John.”

“Yes boys,” said Jenine. “Go and put everything you
want to keep from your room into one of the boxes, and
take some of it in a trunk to take with you right away as
you go back to Saint John with Grandmama Audora.
Grandmama and I can have some tea while we wait.”

The boys rushed off and clattered up the stairs. Abbi
stood around watching it all. Baby Mary and little Jack
were out of the way in playpens in the corner.

Jenine brought tea that she had started brewing when
Audora had arrived, and they sat down at the dining room
table. Abbi joined them, first placing Bradden’s large
dictionary on the chair, as she was still small.

“When all the moving arrangements are done,” said
Grandmama Audora, “we will all sit down and talk about
the future as I proposed earlier. Not here but at Saint John.
We have not talked about the future very much, other than
the general idea that your family moves into my home at
Tall Pines. We have to look at the matter in a businesslike
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way — the children’s schooling for example — perhaps
enrolling the older boys in private school. And things for
you to do, Jenine. And how we will deal with Abbi. We will
discuss a new beginning for us all.”

“T understand,” said slightly bewildered Jenine,
apprehensive about having this strong woman take over
their lives like this. But the family had no choice.

Audora continued: “The moment you are all packed and
the moving company has been here and carted the boxes
away, say your goodbyes to friends and neighbours and
take the train to Saint John. Let me know by telegram
when you are coming. When you get there, I will have
Desmond with the company carriage pick up all of you
from the Saint John railway station and transport you to
my offices, joining myself and the two oldest boys, who I
will bring to my office that day. There we will all meet,
review everything that we have accomplished so far, and
come to some further decisions as to what is still to be
done, and what the future will hold. We can get it all out of
the way at my office and then proceed to Tall Pines.”

The boys were soon done packing. Jenine made sure
they had a change of clothes. The carriage Audora had
hired was still outside. Audora and the two oldest boys
were off.

During the course of the week that followed, the
moving work got done and Jenine said her goodbyes to all
the friends and neighbours in particular to neighbour Joan.
Abbi said goodbye to Charlotte and some other children
she knew by now.

And finally the day came when the family — at least the
remainder since Mark and Jimmy had already gone with
Grandmama Audora — had to go. Jenine sent a telegraph
from the railway station to let Grandmama Audora know
they were on their way, and which train.

Joan, Charlotte and other neighbourhood women saw
them off at the railway station “I and Charlotte are sorry
to see you go,” said Joan. “Do come back for a visit.”

Jenine gave Joan a hug. Abbi gave Charlotte a hug. And
then Jenine gathered up Mary and Jack, and climbed onto
the train, Abbi following behind. The conductor blew the
whistle and the train was off.

The train ride seemed a long one for fidgety children,
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even though it was express and would take only a couple
hours. Jenine got little Mary or Marie to sleep most of the
time. All the while she herself was quietly apprehensive.

“This reminds me of the first time after Papa and [ were
married, before we got you,” she told Abbi, “that he and I
went to see Grandmama Audora in Richdale. Papa wanted
to show me to her. She was convinced the marriage would
fail based on absolutely nothing but her general views
about things. I was all butterflies the entire journey. I felt
so helpless. Grandmama Audora is just such a powerful,
commanding, woman. What she says, is how things will be.
She wants to see us first of all at the company offices in
Saint John. That's where we will be taken the moment we
arrive at Saint John.”

While she knew Tall Pines by now, she had not been to
the company offices in Saint John. All she knew was that
Audora worked there, and that she was managing the
Woodrow Timber Milling and Manufacturing Company, and
that it was specialized in milling finished lumber and
manufacturing architectural wood for buildings, and was
therefore not a raw operation like a sawmill that turned
logs into rough lumber.

MEETING AT AUDORA’S OFFICES IN SAINT JOHN

When they arrived at the Saint John station Desmond,
the coachman, was there to pick them up along with the
baggage with which they had traveled. All the other things
had been shipped days ago and were at Tall Pines by now.

Desmond, an older man who had been with the
Woodrow family and company for a long time, explained
that Madam Audora was waiting at the company offices,
along with Mark and Jimmy.

After a short drive from the railway station, the
carriage stopped in front of a three story brick building.
Abbi looked up and read the sign out loud: “Woodrow
Timber Milling and Manufacturing Company .

“There are people inside who will show you the way as
it is still business hours,” explained Desmond as the family
climbed down from the carriage. “Just enter those doors. I
must take the carriage on another errand.”

Jenine carrying baby Mary, and Abbi leading little Jack,
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entered the front doors. A young man acting as a
receptionist at a desk in the lobby told them “Make your
way to the third floor, and enter the door marked
‘Administration’.”

“Thank you.”

They made their way up the stairs. Finally they were
there. Abbi could tell by a sign on a large oaken door.

“This is it. It says ‘Administration’” said Abbi. She
opened the door and they walked in. It was a large area
filled with desks, cabinets, chairs, and a number of busy-
looking people.

A young spectacled man in a tight-fitting vest at a desk
closest to the door said “Can I help you?”

Abbi took the initiative: “We're here to see Madam
Woodrow. She is expecting us.”

“Indeed,” he replied, “you must be her son’s family. My
sympathies about your husband’s accident and
disappearance. Come with me, I will show you into her
office.”

Abbi had never seen a fancy business office before.
Audora’s office had tall windows and high ceilings typical
of interiors of that period in time. Her large desk was
situated next to the windows, so that when she sat behind
it, her back was to the windows and she faced the
entrance doorway. There were various new cabinets,
bookshelves, clock, wall decorations, and of course plenty
of chairs and couches for visitors. Abbi was amazed by the
exotic knickknacks she had - quaint things she had
obtained in her travels no doubt. She would have loved to
study everything in the room, if there had been the time.

The two older boys, Mark and Jimmy, were already
there with Grandmama Audora and when they entered
Jimmy shouted: “Mama, this is where they make all kinds
of lumber!”

Mark added excitedly: “We looked at where they mill
the lumber here! They have steam powered machinery and
everything!”

Audora advanced to receive everyone. “Come in, come
in. The boys have quite enjoyed this past week with me at
the mansion. And they seem to be quite excited to see our
operations here as well.”

“Yes, Mama,” exclaimed Jimmy. “We saw where all the
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lumber is piled up high and men were working!”

“That’s nice,” said Jenine, forcing a smile. In reality she
was quite nervous.

The boys’ enthusiasm obviously pleased Grandmama
Audora. Here were the heirs to whom she could pass the
company. “Come see, everyone,” she said, motioning
everyone to the tall windows. “The whole of the lumber
yards is visible from this window. We are three stories
from the ground. And in the distance is the Bay of Fundy.”

Abbi joined the boys to look out the window. It did
indeed look over the lumber yard and its operations. While
the building fronted on the main street, these windows
were at the back and overlooked the lumber operations.
Beyond that was the sea, the Bay of Fundy. It was a band
of blue in the distance.

“Well enough, boys.” Grandmama Audora ushered
everyone to the chairs and herself sat behind her fancy
business desk. “Sit down everyone. There are lots of
chairs and couches in here. Everyone make themselves
comfortable. As you can see I have made my office a
pleasant environment complete with feminine touches.

“Yes,” said Jenine, “It resembles a parlour.”

Other than baby Mary, who remained in Jenine’s lap, the
children found themselves chairs and sofas on which to sit.

“This office wasn’t this way before,” continued Audora.
“I made it to suit my feminine tastes after Stanley died.
Besides, I spend more time here than I do at home! This is
where I consider issues and make business decisions. My
home, alas, has largely become a place to go to sleep! So
let us proceed. Once we have talked about all the serious
business related to our future, we can all continue to Tall
Pines to complete the moving process — unpacking
everything the movers have delivered in the past weeks
and deciding where to put it all, and of course making
yourselves at home there. I trust all that had to be done in
Fredericton got done?”

“Yes, we no longer have the house,” replied Jenine.
“And we have said our goodbyes. We donated railway
related things, including Bradden’s model trains, bridge
models and scientific books, to the railway engineering
office where Bradden used to work.”

Audora folded her hands and commenced with a
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summary of the whole situation. “Well I've lost my son,
and you've all lost a father or husband. Even though there
is no closure — his body not having been found - let’s
forge ahead into the future. Life must go on. Cheer up, be
positive, and make the best of it. So to start with, tell me,
Jenine, how do you view your situation? You've now had
some weeks to think things through. Can you summarize
your thoughts?”

Jenine sighed. “With Bradden gone we no longer have
any income to live on. We have lived for many months now
on savings and charity from both you and the railway
company. Because the children are all so young and can’t
be left alone, I wouldn’t be able to go to work myself.
Someone would have to look after them if I worked. So
your invitation to move into Tall Pines is much
appreciated. In this world, one cannot be a bread—winner
and child-raiser at the same time. My parents are dead,
my sister's family has taken the opportunity the new
railways have offered and have moved far out west. But
above all else, you are Bradden’s children’s grandmother
and I expect Bradden would have approved of this course
of action. Thus I agree that your taking me and the
children into your home is a natural next step.”

“T'll be happy to give my son’s children all the benefits
they are entitled to as Woodrows,” replied Audora. “I do
have the financial ability to take care of them without
difficulty. But more importantly, as you said, they are my
grandchildren. Thus my supporting your and my son’s
children is without question — to give them every benefit
Bradden had when he was young: sending them to private
boarding schools and every other privilege they deserve
as Woodrows. The younger ones can immediately receive
the benefit of a nursery governess and tutors. As for you
Jenine, you can benefit too. Relieved of some of the
burdens of child-raising and housekeeping, you are free to
pursue things you have only dreamt of doing previously. It
would be a wonderful new beginning for you, [ think.
Perhaps educate yourself a little; do things you have never
had time for before. You can be involved with your
children, certainly, but let the hired staff deal with the
drudgery.”

“But I like doing all those things for my children . . !
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have never contemplated any other pursuit . . .But I
suppose there may be something else that interests me. . .
. I'm sorry, I didn’t mean to be negative. You are very,
very, generous. The boys will have the best things money
can offer. Money is very important. One can’t eat, buy
clothes, and have a roof over one’s head without having
some money coming in. Thus I appreciate that I and my
family are very lucky in having you to assist us. The boys
are lucky to have you as their grandmother.”

“You will like Richdale where Tall Pines is located. You
saw some of it last summer. And it is only a 15 minute
carriage ride to Saint John, were we are right now, where
you will enjoy even more amusements and shops than
even Fredericton. Fredericton is small by comparison.”

“'m sure it will be quite an experience, living at
Richdale,” Jenine replied.

“Well, then that’s settled,” Audora declared. “When we
are done here, we will all go home to Tall Pines and get
everyone settled in. It will work out very well. And it is
quite possible your boys will become interested in the
wood business. It is a business that is very appealing to
the male of the species — cutting down trees, making
building materials, and building things. Frankly, even
though I like doing business deals, as a woman, [ don’t find
much appeal in the industry of making lumber; but that is
what my husband and his father developed and what I took
over. And I had hoped my son would take over from my
husband, his father; but he had his own ideas, and
distanced himself from it all in favour of his interest in
railways; and that is why I have been running this company
by myself these past years. But you already know all that.
Truth is, between you and me, as a woman, I'd rather
manage, say, a textile mill or women’s fashion
manufacturing—something closer to women’s interests.
But I have nonetheless found an interest in designing new
and interesting ornamental moldings such as can be used
by architects. There 1s a feminine aspect to that. You can
see some samples hanging on the wall.”

Abbi went over to look at them out of curiosity. They
were short pieces each about a foot long. Audora probably
showed them to businessmen who visited. Abbi then
returned to her seat.
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“You are very generous,’ repeated Jenine. “You are
very generous. The children are very lucky to have you as
their grandmother.”

Whether it was truly good or bad she actually did not
know. “You are so kind,” she said again. Jenine was
resigned to the situation. “Is that all?” she added. She
wanted to get out of there. Audora was quite intimidating
when she had all the power.

“There is one final matter,” Audora added, “and it
relates to Abbi.”

“Uh-oh,” Abbi thought. “Here it comes!” Abbi was
prepared for the expected discrimination. She was glad
Jenine had explained how she was an orphan and that it
was the reason over the years Grandmama Audora had
always ignored her.

“I know,” Audora continued towards Jenine, “you would
like to keep Abbi with the others, and even I have
developed a special affection for her, even though she is
adopted, and not kin — a poor Indian girl you and Bradden
took in out of charity. We may have to decide on her
future separately from the other children. She needs to be
prepared for a different future because of who she is. On
the positive side, Abbi is mature beyond her years even
though she is only nine. From what you have told me, she
goes to school already, and she has considerable
experience looking after the three boys and Mary, and
assisting you around the house in other ways. Perhaps
there is an alternative path to be found for Abbi.”

Jenine  became  white—-faced. “What are you
proposing...?”

“You can rest assured that I would not make this
suggestion if I did not have a delicate problem on my
hands, and if I didn’t think it would be an educational
experience for Abbi as well. Here’s the situation: One of
my company’s smaller operations, which we half own, is
upriver from Fredericton towards Grand Falls, on a branch
of a small river that runs into the Saint John. The other
half is owned by Martha Koski Loggerman, the daughter of
a partner in earlier years - Harry Koski, A man named
Percy Loggerman operates it for us. Harry Koski, now too
deceased, came from Finland, which is unusual since most
people in those parts are of English, American, French
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Canadian, Acadian, Scottish, and Irish origins. The small
company is now called Koski Logging and Sawmill, now
run, as [ said, by Koski's daughter’s husband Percy
Loggerman. He runs the operation, while Woodrow Timber
Milling and Manufacturing Company continues to run the
business end of it. It supplies us with raw lumber to mill
into fine wood products for architecture and cabinetry
down here. The large sawmills deal more with regular
softwood for regular lumber. Naturally its successful
operation is important to our business. But it’'s more than
about business. Harry was an early family friend of ours as
well as business partner, so I do feel obliged to help his
daughter. Lately Percy Loggerman’s logging and
sawmilling operation — logging in winter, sawmilling in
summer — is in disarray because Percy has been greatly
distracted by a great burden that has been placed on him
personally as a result of his wife producing one baby after
another so that she had five in four years. And now Martha
1s pregnant with another. She desperately needs household
assistance. I have been trying to find hired help for her,
but all the urban women I send to her from here or
Fredericton, will not stay, as they have been spoilt by
urban life, and will not accept a life in the wilderness. The
Loggermans are some three miles out from the nearest
town. Local women there have their hands full themselves
and it is hard to find help from among them either. But
now, the other day, a possible solution occurred to me.”

“You mean. . .Abbi? But she is only nine!” Jenine feared
where it was leading.

“A nine-year old can keep an eye on babies and keep
them out of mischief, I'm sure. I trust that Abbi is now
aware she was adopted and we have to think of her future,
what she might be doing as she gets older...”

“I want to go to Harvard like Papa,” said Abbi. “If
Harvard is too expensive, then the University of New
Brunswick, that Papa pointed out to me in Fredericton.”

“I have recently explained it to her that we obtained her
as a baby,” said Jenine. “But I don’t know....It would be
better if she were a teenager at least.....”

“An adopted individual,” Audora continued, “one without
any relatives beyond that of her adoptive family, is not
able to enjoy the same privileges and protection in life as
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normal individuals. In case they chance to be alone in the
world, Lord forbid, separated from kindly guardians, they
need to learn more about the ways of the world and
develop self-reliance and independence, especially if they
are of Indian origins. And furthermore, since Abbi is of the
Indian race, perhaps an encounter with real wilderness will
be good. And there are Indians up there too working in the
logging industry. Thus this and any new experience that
she can gain will prove a benefit in the long run. By
contrast, how will she be furthered by living in my
mansion? I see Abbi to be perfect for Martha and Percy
Loggerman’s situation—that is, to assist them with their
many young children. This situation will ease up as the
oldest ones become old enough to look after the youngest
in some years time. Thus, it could be just until she gets
the matter of babies under control. I acknowledge, being
nine, Abbi may be a few years too young in the opinion of
some, on the other hand she is several years older than
her age in maturity, and should be able to handle the
situation well. And I wouldn't even suggest it if I did not
know Martha and Percy Loggerman personally. In fact
when I and Stanley started the logging and milling along
with her father, Martha played with Bradden among the
stumps. Their house is not far from the sawmill. I
remember when my husband and Harry Koski were getting
the sawmill operating — back in the days when sawmills
were water driven. Then Stanley’s father died, and we
moved back here to Tall Pines to take over from his father
— as I already said. But for two years we were there, when
Bradden was a boy; and so I am not speaking about a place
unknown to me. Even though both Stanley and Harry Koski
are passed away, the Koski Logging and Sawmill Company
continues to supply us with rough lumber, specialized
hardwood lumber for cabinetry and special architectural
use, and the business relationship continues, although at a
distance. It has become of greater importance now that the
railway has recently reached it and we can ship the
hardwood lumber we need down here at any time of year
now.”

“But, but,” replied Jenine with alarm in her voice, “I'm
so fond of Abbi, and so used to her being by my side!”

“Come, come Jenine. Every parent wishes their child
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will remain a child forever. Sooner or later they grow up
and follow their own course in life. You'll see, this will be
good for her. Abbi will learn to live with another family,
learn to become more self-reliant, and Mrs. Loggerman
will also have a companion, besides help with her children.
I will hopefully have a more productive Percy Loggerman.
And Abbi will have a memorable experience living in the
wilderness, an experience she will remember fondly in
years to come.”

“I will have to think about it. It is an idea that takes
getting used to.”

Audora was keen on getting Jenine's acceptance, and
wondered what more to say. “I know that Abbi likes nature
too,” Audora continued. “So did little Bradden. I remember
how when you lived in Littleton, Abbi loved to walk
through the meadow with Bradden and visit the brook. I
guarantee you that Abbi can fit in much better there in the
wilderness than in my stuffy old mansion!”

Abbi could do nothing more than observe and listen in
silence. They hadn’t even heard her comment that she
wanted to go to university one day. Now Audora turned to
Abbi, thinking that if Abbi did not object then perhaps
Jenine would not object either. “Isn’t that right, Abbi?
You'd prefer running through wilderness better than
having to walk around in a city all prim and proper and
restrained, hardly able to breathe, inside a corset, wouldn't
you? It would be an adventure for you to live in a house in
the wilderness, isn’t that right? Even if it didn’t work out,
you'd have been through a memorable adventure in the
wilderness. If it absolutely doesn’t work out, we can bring
you back. But right now Mrs. Loggerman is desperate for
help. Utterly desperate. What do you think, Abbi? Would
you like to meet Mrs. Loggerman, and go to live with her
for a while in the wilderness with a river going past the
property and nature all around?”

Abbi was not surprised by all this, ever since Jenine
explained that she was discriminated against for not being
‘kin’. The prospect of living in the wilderness was indeed
somewhat romantic on the face of it. It might not be so
bad, as long as she could still return to Jenine whom she
had always known as her Mama. But she didn’'t say
anything because Grandmama Audora was completely
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controlling the situation. It would be a waste of breath. She
glanced at Jenine, and it seemed they understood each
other — Grandmama Audora’s discriminating against Abbi
was inevitable, and perhaps they simply had to accept it.

“Well you are not reacting negatively,” continued ogre—
woman, “as I expected; so I have already taken the liberty
of bringing Mrs. Loggerman down to the city to meet you. I
have hired and sent a woman, a trained nanny, up to her
from Fredericton last week to look after her five children
to enable Mrs. Loggerman to come down. I arranged it the
last time [ visited you when you were packing crates.”

“She is here? Mrs. Loggerman is here?!” Jenine
exclaimed. She hadn’t expected it to be already decided!!

“Indeed. She came yesterday and I put her up in the
Richdale Hotel. She was keen to travel the new railway,
and to visit Saint John at our expense, and could not pass
up the opportunity. Desmond brought her here before he
picked you up at the train station. I told her to wait in the
other room until we got the general matters out of the
way. | took the initiative to bring her down, because I
realized that you would not let Abbi go without actually
meeting the woman who would look after Abbi. I will bring
her in. You will see what a nice woman she is, and you
can discuss the matter between yourselves. Once you
meet her, you'll see that Abbi will be in very good hands.”

Grandmama Audora got up and went to a side door, and
motioned for Martha Loggerman waiting in the adjoining
room to come in. She came through the door, as pregnant
as could be.

“Boys!” said Audora, “Move over to the chairs. Make
room for Mrs. Loggerman to sit down on the couch.”

The boys scampered off to still-empty chairs, while
Audora helped the overly pregnant woman to settle down
on the couch.

“T hope it isn’t yet another girl,” the woman moaned. “If
so she is a big and heavy one! Oh! Perhaps I shouldn’t
have come down here. I felt another contraction. The first
ones came on the train down. I hope it was a false alarm. I
thought the baby would be still weeks off. I so longed to
visit Saint John and do some shopping.”

“Are you fine now?” asked Audora, “Indeed. I too was
under the impression you weren't due for weeks yet.”
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“Yes I'm fine. Knowing when they will come is not an
exact science. In any event, this will be my sixth in five
years, and I hope it is a boy this time. All the previous
ones were girls.”

Audora continued with the matter at hand: “This girl
here is the Abbi I was talking to you about, the orphan
taken in by my son many years ago.”

“Hello, Abbi,” said Martha Loggerman. “My you look
somewhat like the Indian girl I saw a while ago up there.”

“There is an Indian girl there who looks a little like
me?” Abbi exclaimed. That seemed promising. A real
Indian gir]l from a real Indian tribe! Nothing would suit her
better now than to become friends with a real Indian girl,
now that she knew she was one herself.

Audora continued: “Abbi is the girl that I thought might
be able to assist you to relieve your burden of tending to
your babies. And this is Jenine, and her other children,
who will be living with me at my home in Richdale.”

Martha Loggerman turned towards Jenine and extended
her hand to shake hers. “I'm pleased to meet you Jenine.
Madam Woodrow made a proposal to me a week ago by
letter and then offered recently by telegraph11 to bring me
down here to meet you and to enjoy Saint John. It certainly
would not do for me to have Abbi without meeting you,
Jenine and you meeting me. So Madam Woodrow wanted
me to come down to meet you, so that if you approved, the
girl could return with me. It was a long trip down, an entire
day travel, but I wanted to see Saint John anyway and buy
some things, and Madam Woodrow offered to pay for my
trip and hotel room. I've only been to Saint John once
before in my life. But that was before there was any
railway track. Back then we had to travel down the Saint
John in barges that took passengers. The first part was not
very fast since the train was a freight train, but railway
from Fredericton to Saint John was very fast. I was able to
take an express that did not stop at every little place.
Unfortunately the baby began to consider coming while
riding the train. And then changed its mind.” She laughed

1 Samuel Morse invented the telegraph already in 1837 and sent his
first message in 1844, thus telegraphy was, by 1874, very common,
and available to the public at least at railway stations since railways
needed it to time the trains.
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and patted her belly.

Jenine did not know what to say. This was all very
sudden and unexpected.

Martha Loggerman continued: “I should let you feel
assured, Jenine, that I don’t want to obtain a daughter. All I
have so far are girls, five of them, under four years old;
thus what would I want with another daughter? What I
require 1s live—in help, who I will still treat every bit as a
daughter, who doesn’t mind living in the wilderness on our
property near our sawmill. We have a nice large log home.
[ am told Abbi loves nature. Well there is a lot of nature up
there, that is for certain. [ won’t do anything to come
between her and you, Jenine. But I should add that it is
isolated and it is not easy to make contact, but there is
mail service at Pinewood, the nearest town, now that the
railway has arrived, and there is telegraphy at the railway
station for short messages.”

“Can she continue to go to school?” Jenine asked. “Abbi
has already gone two years in the school. Is there a school
up there?”

“Indeed,” Martha replied. “There is a small log house
school in Pinewood, so she can continue going to school if
it is not too difficult to reach it. Pinewood, you see, is all
of three miles away.” She then had a contraction. “Oh!
Another contraction. Lordy, lordy, maybe I'm going to give
birth right here. . . . . Ooooh!” With that she lay back onto
the couch, continuing to make her distressful moans and
exclamations.

“Oh my goodness!” responded Audora leaping to her
feet. “She’s giving birth right now! We have to call for a
midwife and doctor! Jenine, hurry to the front and call in
the woman assistant there! Get her to fetch a nurse, doctor
or midwife. Boil water! Find blankets! Oh my word, what’s
going to happen to my fine couch. . . oooh!”

Suddenly bedlam all around, and Abbi soon witnessed
Mrs. Loggerman give birth to the dreaded further girl right
there in the offices of the Woodrow Timber Milling and
Manufacturing Company.

As a result of this sudden turn of events, Abbi did not
leave with Mrs. Loggerman right away, but stayed at the
Tall Pines mansion with Jenine and everyone for a week,
while Mrs. Loggerman rested from her birth—giving and did
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some of her planned shopping and sight-seeing in Saint
John. The delay gave Abbi and Jenine time to adjust. They
were able to discuss it over the next days, and reconcile
themselves to the necessity of it.

“Let’s look on the positive side, Abbi.” said Jenine to
her in private. “Mrs. Loggerman seems nice. And Audora
already knew her. And you have never been to a real
wilderness before. You'll have an adventure. And there is
a school there. I will try to persuade Grandmama to bring
you back for Christmas, although it is a long journey. It
should work out fine, shouldn’t it? It would be like going on
a summer vacation.”

Abbi sighed. “I'm sure I will be fine, Mama. Mrs.
Loggerman will probably be nicer to me than Grandmama
who seems to have no use for me in her life!”

ABBI'S LIFE TAKES A TURN

The time to depart soon arrived.

Audora’s carriage man, Desmond, took everyone by the
household carriage to the Saint John Railway Station. It
was better to go from Richdale directly to the Saint John
Station by carriage when traveling north to Fredericton,
since the Richdale Station was on the line that went the
other way towards the northeast, towards Moncton, and
one would have to go first to Saint John anyway.

For luggage Abbi had a small trunk and a large travel
bag of heavy canvas-like cloth'Z, Shortly before the train
was about to go, she and Jenine said their goodbyes while
Desmond assisted Mrs. Loggerman with her luggage and
baby things.

“I wish you could take more with you, Abbi,” said
Jenine. “But we can’t put more into the trunk and the
travel bag. And I know how much you like all your books.”

“I've read most of my books,” [ said, “It’'s best [ leave
them for Mark when he begins to read. I'm sorry [ couldn’t
take Amik, though, Mama.” Abbi was referring to the
stuffed beaver from Papa's desk with whom she had
developed a connection.

“It’s too big,” said Jenine. “He would fill up the entire

12 Of carpet-like material, called a “carpet—bag” in those times.

184



9. Audora Makes Decisions

trunk space. We need the trunk for clothes.”

“Please take care of it, Mama, even though it is quite
old.”

“Audora seems to like Amik too. It reminds her of when
Bradden was a boy. But he is only a stuffed beaver.
Perhaps you will discover a real live beaver where you are
going. You did take some books, didn’t you?”

Abbi nodded. “Thank you for telling me my mother was
Indian. I took some of Papa’s books, I mean Bradden’s
books, about Indians. I took the ones he already showed
me. [ took ‘The Song of Hiawatha and the book about
Indian legends by the man called Henry Schoolcraft, and
another one that is more difficult to read that Papa
referred to often. Now that I know I am Indian, I want to
learn everything about Indians.”

“Well here is something else, Abbi.” Jenine took from
the handbag she herself was carrying, a cardboard folder,
the kind in which people kept letters and other writings,
bound on one side and tied with a ribbon on the other, to
hold it closed. “I found Papa’s originally writing of his
poem-play Aggodagauda and His Daughter — and there is a
copy of the program we handed out too when we
performed it — and guess what?”

“What. .. ?”

“I discovered more verse among his papers. I think he
wanted to write another one in the Hiawatha verse style.
Maybe one day you can finish it. And there are other
papers and letters, besides. I thought you will find more
meaning in them than I; so I brought them for you to take.
There is in here even correspondence with the famous
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. Maybe vyou will find it
interesting what they discussed. I didn’t tell Audora about
this either. She never showed much interest in Bradden’s
writing, or his interest in Indians. It'll be our secret.”

Abbi found it special that Jenine thought to give this
folder for her to take. She did not realize it right away, but
this folder would become very important to her in the next
months. She put it in her travel bag.

“And there is one more thing, Abbi,” continued Jenine.
“A hunter found a button in the woods some distance from
the Saint John River down from where Papa fell in. He
knew of the searching during the winter, and brought it to
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the railway people. It could have come from his shirt. They
sent it to me, and I told them it seems similar.”

“But they also found his coat and boots earlier....”

“But this button was found almost a half a mile away
from the river. Maybe be made it out of the river and then
got lost. Don’t give up hope that Papa — Bradden — is still
alive somewhere. If something is unknown, it is always
better to think in terms of the positive than the negative. I
will imagine that he is wandering in the wilderness and
that one day he will return. Otherwise, it would be a
torment to think he is dead and be unable to visit a grave
to talk to him.”

“I understand, Mama.”

“Think positive. Look on your visit with the Loggermans
like a summer vacation. Maybe by the time you return,
he’ll be back and we can be a family once again.”

“Alright, Mama.”

“Well, be good, Abbi. We'll see you again soon. I'm sure
that if you have to stay longer, Madam Audora will be able
to pay for you to travel down for Christmas. I'm sure I'll
see you soon. I'm sure I will.”

“Mama, [ mean Jenine, I will think a great deal about
the Pictfords who you said I came from. Thank you for
telling me about Paula and Irwin Pictford, and about Paula
having been Indian.”

Jenine felt a little guilty about having made up the story,
but it was the only way to do it. Abbi was too young, and it
was a stressful time for describing in detail how they got
her, and the mysteries behind her arrival. She concluded
that it was all for the best that she had made up real
people for Abbi. How terrible it would have been had she
told her that she was found at a church door and her
parents were actually completely unknown, other than that
from her appearance she had Indian origins. It was time to
support her Indian origins, and not deal with how they got
her.

“Yes, perhaps you'll meet some Indians up there—and
perhaps one your age. So go now. We'll all be very fine
down here at Tall Pines. Grandmama Audora may be harsh
but Mary and the boys are her grandchildren and she
adores them.”

“'m sure you'll do fine in Madam Audora Woodrow’s
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mansion,” Abbi replied. “The children will have everything
children can possibly want.”

As Abbi joined Mrs. Loggerman and the baby to climb
up onto the train, she made a note that she should refrain
from calling Audora Woodrow ‘Grandmama’, and sadly
‘Mama’ would have to be called ‘Jenine’ or ‘Mrs.
Woodrow’. It seemed hard to think of Paula and Irwin
Pictford as her mother and father, after having always
thought of Jenine and Bradden Woodrow as her mother
and father all her life so far.

She followed Martha Loggerman and her new baby up
into the train; and then she stood for a moment at the top
of the steps and waved goodbye to Jenine, Mark, Jimmy,
Jack and Mary.

“Au revoir.” Abbi said, using some of the French she
had picked up when she was little from Jenine’s mother
now passed away, who was of Acadian origins. “I will not
stop believing that Papa is still alive somewhere, will be
found and that when I return he will be back. He could be
in a hospital somewhere.”

“I hope so, Abbi. Au revoir, Abbi,” replied Jenine, trying
hard to remain equally positive.

A NEW STAGE BEGINS

With Bradden Woodrow having disappeared and her
having learned she was an Indian girl who Bradden and
Jenine had adopted, and now her being sent into the
wilderness of New Brunswick and separated from her
former family, the first stage of Abbi's life was over and a
new stage of her life was about to begin.

She had never been to any wilderness before. She
wondered what it was like. And what was Mrs. Loggerman
like? What kinds of chores would she have for her?

“May [ have the window seat, Mrs. Loggerman?”

“Of course, Abbi. With this newborn baby to care for, I
will not have much time to view the landscape going by
outside the window.”

She loved to study the landscapes outside the train
window.

As the train began moving and she gazed at the
scenery, she reflected on what she was leaving. Growing
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up in Littleton had been very happy, and also the last two
years in Fredericton.

She was not completely leaving it all behind. She could
write letters to Jenine, describing her experiences. She
could describe how things went at Tall Pines. And of
course, she would write to Charlotte too. Uh-Oh! She
hoped there was mail service to where she was going! Of
course there would be! Wherever the railway went, the
mail went.

And if her adoptive Papa lost a button while escaping
the river, then perhaps he would soon return and the
family would be together again and everything would
return to normal.

In the meantime, she would make the best of what lay
ahead for her in the wilderness of New Brunswick.

She was ready to begin her new adventure.
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Abbi greets the morning sun
rising over the mist
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Abbi is Qﬁ to the Wilderness

ARRIVING IN THE WILDERNESS IN JULY 1875

The journey to the Loggerman’s began with the express
to Fredericton and then a single passenger car on a freight
train that transported logs and Ilumber between
Fredericton and New Brunswick’s interior. She recognized
the route as being the same one she had experienced
earlier with the railway engineers’ picnic trip. More of it
was now completed and in operation, including the branch
that went to Pinewood, where they were going.

What she saw from the window of the passenger car
was rugged forest country where people made a living
mostly from cutting timber, sawing it into lumber, and
sending — by river or rail — either the logs or lumber to the
booming cities.

During the long journey, lasting all day since the train
stopped often, Abbi told Mrs. Loggerman more about
herself, especially about how she had learned just some
weeks ago that her mother was Indian.

“Well yes, from your appearance, your brown eyes and
straight hair, anyone can see that.”
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“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman. Jenine, my adoptive mother,
explained it all to me a few weeks ago, My mother was
Indian and her name was Paula Pictford, Pictford on
account she married a Pictish man named Irwin Pictford.”

She spoke innocently and enthusiastically about it, not
having the slightest inkling that her origins were actually
unknown and that Jenine had made up these parents in
order to give her something more concrete 1in regards to
her origins than her simply being left behind a church
door. But she had now embraced the story thoroughly and
thought about it endlessly.

“Pictish? [ never heard of such a thing.”

“Mama—Jenine—said they were the people in the
British Isles before the Irish and Scottish.”

“And there are some still around?”

“I suppose so. Anyway Jenine said my mother and
father met at Gitche Gumee - that’s the Indian word for
Lake Superior — on the north side; and after marrying they
went east on account Irwin had an interest in railway
work, just like Bradden, my adoptive Papa. Jenine said I
was only three months old when my adoptive Papa and
Mama got me, after Paula had died of smallpox; so they
still referred to me as ‘baby’ or ‘child’. That is how I got
my name ‘Abbi'— short for abbinochi which is how the
Ojibwa language at Gitche Gumee says it. She may have
had an Indian name for me and even an English one, but
because I was only three months, nobody thought to call
me anything but ‘Abbi’, and when my mother died nobody
really knew of any other name; so my adoptive mother
decided my English name should be ‘Abigail’ because the
short form for that is ‘Abbi’—although, the short for
‘Abigail’ is normally written with a ‘Y’; but I like it with an
‘T as then it is also an Indian word. That is the story of
how I got my name. I think I'm satisfied with ‘Abbi’. I'm so
used to it now. But now [ think my last name should be
‘Pictford’, in honour of my natural father. I have been
saying ‘Abbi Pictford’ or ‘Abigail Pictford’ over and over in
my mind. It would be more correct, when I am no longer
living with the Woodrows, don’t you think?”

Perhaps Jenine back at Tall Pines would have thought
twice about making up a history like this for Abbi, if she
had known Abbi would embrace it so thoroughly as truth!!!
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“My, [ have never heard a nine year old talk like you,”
replied Mrs. Loggerman. “You sound more like you are 12
or 13.7

“I suppose it's because my Papa, I mean adoptive Papa,
whose name i1s Bradden Woodrow, who raised me,
educated me considerably before I began school without
my knowing. When I finally got to school I was surprised
myself that I was ahead of everyone else my age — except
in arithmetic: I am still behind in arithmetic. My Papa never
taught me arithmetic—only all about literature and other
things he learned about when he was in university. He said
he was in university for ten years, and got two degrees. I
think that means he did double what was needed and
became very smart. ”

“Well in any event, from what you have just told me
you have quite a romantic history, Abbi. But don’t you go
changing your name yet. You are only to be with us until
my difficulties managing my children are over. Then you'll
be back with the Woodrows. I suggest you remain Abigail
Woodrow a little longer.”

“Alright, as long as I still feel I have a place in the
Woodrow family that raised me,” replied Abbi, “after I
return from helping you with all your children.”

Abbi, who had ensured she had a seat beside the
window, gazed at the pine trees in the lovely scenery
passing the train. Most of it was very wild. One did not see
very many farm fields.

“Did Indians have last names?” Mrs. Loggerman
wondered.

“Indians belonged to totems, my Woodrow Papa told me
once. He had a special interest in Indians ever since Mr.
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow made Indians famous in his
long poem The Song of Hiawatha. I'm wondering now what
my totem was. Perhaps it was the beaver. I have always
been fond of beavers. Are there real live beavers where
we are going?”

“There are. A family has made a dam down below our
clearing, and caused a little flooding of a valley of a small
creek entering the larger one, but it does not affect us.”

“Real beavers? There is? There is? There is?” Abbi
exclaimed. “I would be so thrilled to see a real live beaver!
[ have only seen one filled with straw, although it was very
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handsomely made. I was unhappy to depart from it. It
belonged to Papa. But now I'm elated. I will see a live one.
In the language of my people, a beaver is called amik.”

And so it went, Abbi telling nearly everything she could
think of about herself, her experiences, even about her
adoptive Papa having been taught by Professor Longfellow
at the very beginning before he retired to be a full-time
poet; and that she had brought books and letters and notes
that belonged to her adoptive Papa to study.
“Unfortunately,” she finished, “he had an accident and
disappeared and has not been found yet.”

“T am so sorry about that, Abbi.”

All the while, Mrs. Loggerman held her newborn who
had unexpectedly decided to be born in Saint John. She
happily let herself be entertained by Abbi, whose inventive
mind kept coming up with new angles on things, so that
she was never repetitive, never dull.

Throughout the long train ride Abbi looked at the
brighter side of things. She was glad that the weather was
warm and the landscape was at its best. Imagine if it had
been winter or spring! They'd all be bundled in heavy
coats, and be fighting mud or snow when they arrived!
Also, because all the recent changes in the lives of her
Woodrow family had occurred in the summertime, when
there was no school, she did not miss any school. But if
she stayed longer than the summer, would she be able to
continue school up here when summer ended? Was there
even a proper school around here? Mrs. Loggerman had
said earlier there was, but that it was some distance away
from where they were. Abbi thought not to pursue the
subject of school until she knew Mrs. Loggerman and the
place they were going a little better. Instead she
questioned Mrs. Loggerman about the area where they
were going.

“There is some nice scenery where we are going,
Abbi,” Mrs. Loggerman revealed. “Did you know there is a
big falls called Grand Falls? There is a gorge there with
rushing rapids. But we are not going that far. . .”

“I know about it, Mrs. Loggerman. That is where my
adoptive Papa fell into the river and hasn’t been seen
since.”

“'m sorry Abbi. [ didn't mean to remind you. In any
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event, we're not going up that far. We're going up beside
another river that flows into the Saint John, a short ways.
But it is interesting there too. There are hills and gorges
and lots of lovely pine trees. There is logging going on,
and salmon coming up the rivers. ..”

“Is there farming? When I lived with the Woodrow
family in Littleton there were plenty of farms. ”

“Yes, a little, where it can be done — where there are no
ridges or marshes. Many Irish came there, and they tried
their hand at farming potatoes and have been quite
successful.”

“Irish were also in Littleton, where [ grew up.”

“There are people from many origins here. The French
came first, and then the British drove some of them out
when they took over New Brunswick. And then along came
people from the United States, who didn’t agree with it
becoming separate from Britain. They were called United
Empire Loyalists. It's then that many Irish came next,
when there was a potato famine in Ireland. Many Scottish
have come too. My mother was Scottish. Both my mother
and father are dead now, Abbi. My father was unusual in
that he was Finnish. This isn’t one of the locations Finnish
usually went. But he came and joined all the logging that
was going on. Do you know about Finnish, Abbi? Normally
everyone confuses them with the Swedish, but they are a
very different people, my father told me. The Finnish
speak a completely different kind of language, he said. ”

“I think I know a little, Mrs. Loggerman,” replied Abbi.
“Papa said that Mr. Longfellow was inspired by their big
poem when he wrote The Song of Hiawatha. They must
have been analogous to Indians if Mr. Longfellow was
inspired by their big poem. I learned about Sweden and
Europe in geography at school, and I asked the teacher to
tell me where Finland was, and 1 know where it is. My
teacher said it is part of the kingdom of Sweden but on the
east side of the sea there.”

“Well, in any event, my father came, and married my
mother, whose father came from Scotland. Her mother was
Acadian. . .”

“My grandma. . .I mean my adoptive Mama’'s mother
whose name was Maria, who died a couple years ago, was
Acadian too. I learned to speak a little to her, but in our
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family we spoke English on account that was what Papa
was used to.”

“Well the French people tend to reside further north in
the direction of Quebec, and above Grand Falls, these
days. There aren't many French near Pinewood, where
we're going.”

“Tell me about Pinewood!®. In French that would be
Bois—Des—Pins. Does anyone call it that?”

“Yes I think I've heard that name used.”

“Pinewood is a descriptive name, Mrs. Loggerman. It is
possible to express the name in any language, even in
Indian.”

And thus the conversation went, as the wheels of the
train click—-clacked, and rugged scenery flew past the
window.

Abbi learned from Mrs. Loggerman that Pinewood was a
small town, even smaller than Littleton where she had first
lived. In addition to businesses associated with the
industry of the area, in this case logging and sawmilling, it
had the general store, small hotel with a tavern,
blacksmith, and whatnot, typical of any small town.
Recently, after the arrival of the railway, it had grown a
great deal.

“Oh vyes, it is changing, Abbi. When the railway arrives
at a town in these parts, the town grows very quickly. So
many things become possible when a train can be used.”

“Yes, I know, Mrs. Loggerman. There were many
changes in Littleton, where I was originally, after the
railway came, except I was only a few years old when it
did, but my Papa told me how much it had changed. Papa
worked in constructing it — It was to connect Moncton and
Ambherst, and it went through Littleton. Most recently he
helped build the railway track we are on right now. I feel
proud about that. I keep thinking about how every bridge
we cross was designed by my Papa over the past two
years.”

“Well it has caused much change. Most importantly the
railway here allows us logging people to transport logs to
the city by train. It hadn’t always been like that. Originally

13 Made up place, located on an imagined river/brook in the Toblique
River area south of Grand Falls we have called Logger’s River
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the logs continued down the river and entered the Saint
John River and then traveled down to large sawmills
downriver. And it couldn't be done in winter. Now trains
can be used to transport logs, and even cut lumber, even
in winter.”

“Wouldn’t the tracks be covered with snow?”

“Well there are locomotives that plow the snow off the
track after a big snowfall, of course. Anyway, now it is
possible to send actual rough boards to the cities by train
even in winter. Earlier we had to hire barges to carry our
boards down the Saint John to Madam Woodrow's
company. Now we only have to have our horses take our
lumber to the Pinewood railway station and load up freight
cars. We tend to deal with special woods that Madam
Woodrow wants for fancy uses in cabinetry and such.
Boards of that nature go all the way to her in Saint John.”

Madam Audora Woodrow! Her adoptive Papa’s mother,
and president of the Woodrow Timber Milling and
Manufacturing Company, who had decided to send her
away with Mrs. Loggerman, rather than letting her live
with the Woodrow family at her mansion. It was clear her
adoptive Grandmama Audora had always disliked her
because she was adopted. But now she was on her way to
the wilderness to live with Mrs. Loggerman and she had to
make the best of it.

“I learned a little about how big sawmills work, Mrs.
Loggerman, when I was in Fredericton which has some
large sawmills. How big is your sawmill?”

“Oh, it is very small. And it is very old. It doesn’t even
use steam. Water moves the saw blade for us still. Percy,
my husband, says the advantage of it is everything can be
repaired with wood and leather. Steam engines need
precisely made metal parts.”

And so, besides Mrs. Loggerman learning a great deal
about Abbi’s past experiences, Abbi learned a great deal
about the logging industry where she was going even
before she arrived there.

After a day-long journey with many stops during which
freight cars were connected or disconnected from the
train, they arrived by the late afternoon at the small
Pinewood railway station.

“Alright, Abbi, here we are in Pinewood,” said Mrs.
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Loggerman, as they descended from the train. “Our
handyman Jeffrey will take us the rest of the way in the
wagon. Jeffery’s an old retired logger who works for us.”

Mrs. Loggerman and Abbi collected their baggage and
then looked around for the wagon. They did not have to
wait long as Jeffery arrived almost immediately, having
first collected weekly provisions from the general store
while waiting for the train to arrive. Although the sawmill
operation employed big wagons for transporting the
lumber to Pinewood, this wagon was the Loggerman’s
general purpose wagon. It was still a working wagon
requiring two horses, and could be used for every purpose
from hauling equipment to simply going into town to fetch
provisions, pick up mail, send telegrams at the railway
station, or other routine purposes. It was more than large
enough to hold Jeffrey, Mrs. Loggerman, Abbi, the baby,
and all the luggage, and could have held considerably more
besides. They were soon under way.

The road, deeply rutted by wheels of larger heavily
loaded lumber-transporting wagons, made the wagon
bounce this way and that. There were many twists and
turns as it wound its way around marshes on the one hand
and rock outcrops on the other.

When the wagon arrived at its destination, Abbi saw
that the Loggermans truly lived in the wilderness.

The main house was situated on a high ridge location
where there was scarcely any soil, but it looked down a
slope that had been cleared of trees. Abbi decided this
location with pine and fir trees and little soil was not an
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area for settlers seeking to establish farms. This was a
very different place than she had experienced before. It
was much more wild and much more rocky.

The Loggerman main dwelling was made of logs and
was lacking in the refined trim and polish found in urban
dwellings; but it would prove large and spacious since
there had not been any need to economize on the amount
of wood, or space, used—both wood and space were in
plentiful supply here.

Abbi noticed next the buildings in the further distance.
Sounds came from there. The repetitive sounds of
equipment must signify the location of the sawmill, and the
sound of rushing water signify the river.

As the wagon with Abbi, Mrs. Loggerman, and the new
baby reached the dwelling house, Percy Loggerman, taking
a break from his work at the sawmill, came up the lane
from the sawmill to meet them.

Percy Loggerman was a stout, balding, lifelong logging
man, who knew how the business of logging and
sawmilling should be done. “Another girl, just like your
telegram said!” he lamented when Mrs. Loggerman handed
her husband the new baby that had arrived unexpectedly
in Saint John.

“Now we have six girls,” he continued. “How am [ to
run a sawmill with girls? Six boys would have been more
practical. But I almost expected it when I heard in your
telegram. Such is my luck.” He then looked at Abbi. “So
this is the girl who will help us?”

“Her name is Abbi.” Mrs. Loggerman replied as she
and Abbi climbed out of the wagon. “She is of Indian
origins, but has been raised in a regular family so she
looks more Indian than she acts,”

“My natural mother was Indian, from Gitche Gumee,”
declared Abbi proudly.

“From where?” asked Mr. Loggerman.

“That’s the Indian name for Lake Superior, in the
language of the Ojibwa in those parts. Mrs. Loggerman
said there are Indians hereabouts in the interior of New
Brunswick. What tribe are the Indians here?”

Mr. Loggerman was surprised at her bold manner, but
he replied. “They are Maliseet. Sometimes some men work
for me in the logging camp or here.”
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“Then [ should acknowledge the fact that I am from
another tribe, and hope they will accept me as a guest
from the western branch of the Algic people.” Abbi had
since Jenine had told her about being Native Indian, by
now thoroughly embraced her newly discovered identity
as an Indian.

Mr. Loggerman didn’'t know what to make of this bold
girl who spoke like someone older, so Mrs. Loggerman
intervened by returning to the matter at hand. “She was
adopted by Madam Woodrow’s son when she was a baby,
and she will return to her family in a while, but for now
she will assist us to look after our girls and we will raise
her some in return.”

“Well, of course we would not wish to adopt any girl,”
Mr. Loggerman said sarcastically. “Six girls is already too
much!”

“Exactly what I told Jenine, Abbi's adoptive mother,”
replied Mrs. Loggerman, “when she looked like her
mother-in—-law Madam Woodrow of the company was
giving her to us! Abbi will certainly be moving back when I
get matters well in hand. But in the meantime I will now
have some welcome help and companionship around here,
and someone who will not depart within weeks of arriving
like the past hired women. Right, Abbi?”

Abbi said nothing as she wondered silently what was
driving hired household help away from here.

Just then, a large matronly woman came out of the
house with a one year old in one arm. She was followed by
four other children between the ages of two and four
stumbling along on their unsteady feet. This, Abbi
presumed, was the nanny that Audora Woodrow had hired
from Fredericton to look after the existing babies while
Martha Loggerman made the trip down to Saint John. She
was a big woman and seemed to handle all five at once
without difficulty. How was the still-small Abbi to manage?

“Here are your five precious children,” said the large
nanny. “All happy and healthy. And [ presume here is the
new baby the telegraph spoke of who arrived
unexpectedly. Doesn’'t she look so precious? Now you
have six children all under five years old, and all girls.”

“I'm so sorry, Hilda,” said Martha Loggerman, “that this
new baby chose to arrive in the city, and that I was
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delayed coming back, and that you had to stay longer than
expected. But I'm sure the Woodrow Company will pay you
well for the extra time you had to spend here while I was
gone.”

“I really would like to return to Fredericton now,
madam, where [ normally work, if I can,” replied Hilda.
“And right away, ma’am. I've noted the train schedule and
there will be a Fredericton—-bound return train in an hour.
I'm sorry Mrs. Loggerman, but the mosquitoes here have
been eating me alive. I'm not accustomed to it. I'm also
greatly afraid of bears. I awaken at night to any unusual
sound. Please let me return immediately. Please, madam.”

It didn’t sound very promising to Abbi, if nannies did not
care to stay here very long, and were afraid of bears. Abbi
felt a mosquito bite her and swatted it to mush. It left a red
splash on her forearm.

“Very well, let’s put the new baby into a crib and you
can then get your belongings together to leave. Jeffrey will
hold the wagon here to take you to town so as to meet up
with the return train. I and Abbi will take it onward from
here, won’t we Abbi?”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman,” replied Abbi, however not
feeling very optimistic about life in this place.

“Well I must be getting back to my work at the sawmill,”
sald Mr. Loggerman, handing the new baby back to his
wife. He then walked briskly down the rutted laneway to
the sawmill in the distance beside the river.

As Abbi and the women went inside the log house, Abbi
noticed the broad verandah area, a place where one could
sit and look down over the cleared area out in front, and
even see the sparkle of the waters of the river in the
distance. She could imagine Mrs. Loggerman sitting there
on the verandah on summer afternoons looking after her
children in cribs and playpens all around her; or Mr.
Loggerman sitting there smoking a pipe and enjoying a
conversation with a visiting neighbour on a Sunday
afternoon when there was no work to be done. She
continued inside.

Inside, Nanny Hilda put two of the babies in a crib in the
living room and commanded the little toddlers to sit down
and behave, and then she disappeared up a staircase, to
fetch her belongings. Standing inside the door, Abbi was
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unsure what she should do, so she just stood around
holding her large travel bag of belongings. Her trunk, as
well as Mrs. Loggerman’s luggage, as well as a box of
provisions from the Pinewood store, had been left by
Jeffrey on the verandah for the moment. Jeffrey was now
turning the wagon around for the trip back to Pinewood
with Hilda.

Abbi watched Mrs. Loggerman put the new baby into a
second crib. These cribs were made of pine and were
quite home—-made in appearance, designed with rockers, so
they could be easily rocked to put babies to sleep.

Mrs. Loggerman then said to Abbi, “After I have shown
you the house, Abbi, where you will sleep, and so on, I'll
let you roam around the area a little, so you can learn
more about our situation here. The river and the sawmill
are over there in the distance. You can hear the river, and
the sound of the saw.”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman,” said Abbi. She was curious
about the area outside, but for the moment she explored
the interior of this house with her eyes. The unpainted
logs and lumber made the atmosphere very rustic. It was
rough and primitive compared to what she had
experienced in her past.

Central to the main room was a large fireplace built out
of local rocks, which were certainly plentiful in this rocky
location. In city and even many farm houses, heat was
distributed by ducts, or by pipes of hot water and
radiators; but there was nothing like that here in this log
house. To allow the heat to distribute itself easily
throughout, the interior was not greatly subdivided. Only
rooms at the ends, used for storage, and therefore not
needing heating, were separated from the main area that
held the fireplace. The kitchen, dining and living room
areas were thus not divided by walls, and it was not very
clear where one area began and the other left off.
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There were no books, no bookcases. That meant the
Loggermans were not very literate. There was no stuffed
beaver, but there was a moose head high up on the wall.
She studied it as she had never seen such a thing before.
“Is that a moose head?” Abbi asked. “I don’t like it that it
is only a head, even if it isn’t living. It should be whole.”
To her it was creepy to think that a moose could be
separated from its body even if stuffed. She had loved to
talk to Amik, the stuffed beaver that was on her adoptive
Papa’s desk, but she would not talk to that strange thing!

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Loggerman, “The men around here
like to hunt, and I suppose the moose head is proof they
got such a large one. But, you'll never see Indians with a
moose head on the wall.”

“Why?”

“Because I am told the moose’s snout is delicious.
They’d rather eat it. But I've never tasted it myself.”

“It is?” This was something Abbi had never heard
before.

“According to Mr. Loggerman, they use every part out
of respect for the animal.”

Abbi could not see any furniture that would have been
finely made by a furniture-maker. Everything was
constructed by hand in quite rough fashion probably by Mr.
Loggerman himself or one of his workers. She noticed a
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large table that was obviously used for eating; wooden
chairs for the table; the cribs, playpens, and high chairs
for use by her children—all seemed to look home—-made.
But still, all that wood was broken up by colourful blankets
and rugs and drapes. Abbi imagined that none of these
were purchased, but that Mrs. Loggerman had made them
all herself from raw materials.

Seeing Abbi admiring her rugs and wall hangings, Mrs.
Loggerman said: “I have a loom. I like to make rugs,
drapes and wall hangings when I have the time. They
brighten the place, don’t you think?”

Abbi continued observing. The ceiling was of flat boards
sitting on top of beams, and that meant there was an upper
floor. Of course there was: there were stairs leading
upward. That was where the big woman had gone a
moment ago. The sleeping areas were obviously upstairs
under the slope of the roof, a situation that was familiar to
Abbi, since that was in her life generally where bedrooms
were located, to take advantage of the fact that heat rises,
so that sleepers are warm during cold nights.

“Take your bag upstairs, Abbi,” said Mrs. Loggerman.
“Hilda is there now collecting her belongings together. She
will show you where you will be. Your bed will be at the
far end. Mr. Loggerman and [ occupy the room at the other
end. Between us in the middle are the cribs and beds of all
the babies. That way both you or I can attend to them in
the night as needed, you from one end I from the other.
With both of us attending to them, it should be fine, eh
Abbi?”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman.”

Abbi went up the roughly constructed stairs to the
sleeping area. It was as Mrs. Loggerman had said, one
large floor with dividing walls creating three rooms — a
room at one end and the other, and the cribs and playpens
for the babies in the central area.

Hilda wasn’t particularly interested in explaining things
to Abbi. She wanted to get out of there as quickly as
possible. Thus Abbi just watched her pack her two small
suitcases; and when she was done, Abbi left her travel
bag there, and followed Hilda back down, who carried her
two suitcases, one on each arm, with ease.

“Good-bye, Mrs. Loggerman,” said Hilda when she

204



10. Abbi is gﬁ to the Wilderness

reached the bottom of the stairs. “It has been a pleasure
taking care of your babies for this while. But I must hasten
if I am to make the train station in Pinewood in time.
Although it is three miles, the road through the forest is
quite rough and it will take some time even to travel three
miles. It would be best to arrive at the station ahead of
time rather than too late.”

“Thank you again, Hilda, for all your help,” said Mrs.
Loggerman. “I fully understand your haste. You didn't
expect having to stay longer—for the additional few days I
was resting from giving birth.”

“Goodbye Mrs. Loggerman.”

With that the big woman left, and then Mrs. Loggerman
said to Abbi: “Can you see my difficulty, Abbi? Every
household assistant hired for me by Madam Woodrow in
the last two years has left in haste. Lord knows what it is
that makes them wish to leave. But then, I'm completely
used to living in the wilderness. I grew up in this area. For
them it is all new and strange. Yes I was a little girl in this
area. In fact, that sawmill was started by my father. I
inherited it, or at least the half my father owned. The
Woodrow company owns the other half. I married Mr.
Loggerman so he would manage it.”

“I suppose the longer a person stays here, the more
used to it they get,” said Abbi, as she slapped another
mosquito. There were mosquitoes indoors. Luckily, the
Loggermans appeared to have plenty of loose woven
material that served as netting, to drape over cribs and
playpens, to keep mosquitoes off the children.

Mrs. Loggerman fetched the box of provisions from the
verandah and carried it to the large pine table. “Oh how I
missed this kitchen while I was away,” she said. “I haven't
made supper myself for a week now! And oh how I missed
my two older ones, the ones who can already walk around
and talk. Come to me my little dears.” She invited the two
oldest girls, 3 and 4, to come towards her and hugged
them. “How are you my little dears? Did you miss your
mama?”

There was crying going on from one of the cribs.

“Oh, Abbi, can you help me get the youngest babies
to stop crying? Isn’t that a nice crib? You can rock it. Mr.
Loggerman made it himself when [ had my earlier babies.”
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Abbi rocked the cribs as she continued to inspect her new
environment. The babies in the cribs were dressed in
white shirts and had small white caps on their heads.

“Where is Jeffrey going?” asked Mrs. Loggerman’s
four-year old from her mother.

“Jeffrey is taking Hilda to the station, Cutsie. And this
girl is Abbi. She will be helping instead.”

“I want something to drink,” said the other older girl.

“In a moment, Toddles.”

The new baby in the crib started to cry again in spite of
Abbi’s rocking the crib, and Mrs. Loggerman went over to
sooth it, taking her into her arms.

“Is that their names? Cutsie and Toddles?” Abbi
wondered.

“Oh, I haven't settled on names yet. Haven't had the
time. It’s terrible isn't it, Abbi? But I've got so used to
using nicknames. One is ‘Cutsie’, another is ‘the Toddler’,
another girl is ‘Blue Eyes’. It hasn't created much
difficulty. But I suppose I should settle on some proper
names soon, especially for the older ones. I dare say they
will want to know their names when they are talkers.
Who'd want to be nameless? And these two, who are 3 and
4 are talking more and more.”

Abbi had never heard of anyone taking so much time
naming their babies. She had an idea.

“Oh, can [ name them, Mrs. Loggerman? I can help you
out giving them all names that seem suitable to them. Papa
said once that was the principle when Indians named their
infants. The mother would wait until she had an
inspiration, or a dream. But my mother, the real one I
never knew, only called me ‘Abbi’, which means ‘baby’. I
wonder if she had an interesting Indian name picked out
for me yet. Indians don’t need to find a name right away.”

“Oh I'm sure you have a proper Indian name too, Abbi!”
replied Mrs. Loggerman, as she put her baby back in her
crib and returned to the kitchen area to empty the
contents of the box of provisions and put the items in their
places on shelves and in cupboards. “Well certainly you
can help me name my girls. Lord knows I'd only give them
whatever ordinary girl's name pops into my head and
that’s not right. I fully agree. The Indian way seems wise.”

“T'll name them all as time goes on, according to what [
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observe about their appearance and character, or if I get
insight in a dream,” offered Abbi. “It’s not wise to rush it.”

Martha Loggerman was anxious to reacquaint herself
with her home and did not need Abbi for that end; so she
said to Abbi: “Never mind helping me out right now. [ think
the first thing you should do is look around the property,
become familiar with where you are. It is now summer and
the sun remains up quite late, and everything around here
continues on later, so there is still lots of time for you to
investigate this place before the sun sets.”

Indeed, here people rose and went to bed with the rise
and fall of the sun. In summer, when days were long, work
might go till 7 o’clock and suppertime might be 8 or later.

“Perhaps you need to use the facilities,” suggested Mrs.
Loggerman. “It must be hours since you have been able to
use any facilities other than the awful one on the train. It is
in any event good to know where the outhouse is. To
reach it you just follow the path at the back door. Then
when you're done, feel free to wander around a little, like I
said, and familiarize yourself with where you are, the
location of the sawmill, the river, and the yard. I have been
trying to grow vegetables between the rocks. And there is
a cow too somewhere, wandering between the rocks and
in the marsh meadow looking for grass. I obtained the cow
so as to have plenty of milk for the babies. There are also
some chickens running around, for eggs. And then when
you've had enough of what is around here, you can follow
some paths and look at the beautiful nature we have
around here. Just be very careful not to have an accident.
Alright?”

“Alright,” Abbi replied.

The prospect of exploring a new place lifted her spirits
a little and chased away her current worries about
whether she would like living here given that nannies
always left soon after arriving. It was also a relief to be
able to walk around after so many hours sitting on a train.

She went out the back door, as directed. She noticed all
the diapers hanging on clothes lines. Hilda must have hung
them there. She could imagine herself doing a great deal of
diaper washing in the days to come. She followed the path
to a very, very, used outhouse. She did have to ‘go’, and
had already wondered for a half hour how people ‘went’
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here in the wilderness, while she held it in. What facilities
did wilderness people use? An outhouse of course!
Outhouses or privies were common among rural people.
They had even had one in Littleton. But this one was
decidedly plain and primitive in nature. She opened the
creaking door, held her nose for a moment, and then
settled down on the bench.

She looked around, her eyes wandering around the
interior. Light shone through the cracks in the boards. At
this moment all was quiet except for the special
whispering sound of wind in pines, an occasional bird call
here and there, and in the distance the faint rush of water.
But then the natural sounds were punctuated by the sound
of sawing or of winches, every time a log was turned into
boards.

She now took this opportunity to take stock of her
situation. How quickly her life could change, she thought.
Just this morning she was in Saint John saying goodbye to
Mama, and now she was in a strange place in the
wilderness. There was a fly or two buzzing around.
“Flies,” she said. “I suppose you enjoy the smell here. I
don’t; but frankly I can tolerate the smell just to get a few
minutes of peace and quiet. If you must know, Mr. Fly, an
awful lot has happened to me in the past few weeks. First
because my Papa has vanished, maybe drowned, we had to
move out of our home in Fredericton. Then I was told that
my Mama and Papa are not my natural parents, and that I
was adopted when I was four months old, and that I was
Indian—at least, half-Indian. Then Grandmama Audora
took charge of everything, and decided the fate of
everyone. She decided I should come here. She acted as if
she was giving me special treatment for my own good,
when she really wanted to get rid of me because I was not
‘kin’, and maybe also because I am Indian. Then finally
today came the long train ride from Saint John to
Fredericton and then from Fredericton to Pinewood. After
Fredericton it was not by the regular fast train, but a slow
lumber freight train. And finally the bumpy wagon ride
from Pinewood to here. I have been traveling from early
morning until now; and now I'm here. And guess what?
The house is full of baby girls under the age of five. |
regret ever complaining to Mama about her producing only
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boys, before finally she had a girl. Do you think God is
punishing me? [ can understand why Mrs. Loggerman
needs help. I suppose a woman only needs help when she
has her babies all in a row, since, if she spreads out the
children over more years, the older ones can look after the
younger ones more. If [ ever have babies [ will put two or
three years between each, Mr. Fly. Well, I guess I'll just
have to make the best of it. I'll bet you've never heard of
anything like this before, Mr. Fly. But then flies have their
own problems, like avoiding getting swallowed by a toad.”

“Buzzz” said the fly.

She noticed there was an old Fredericton newspaper on
the bench beside her, many pages ripped away. “Oh,” she
remarked. “Someone here reads... But I saw no
bookshelves in the house...” With the front headlines
ripped away, she caught sight of some advertisements and
small articles.

She sighed. It was time to resume life, and meet its
challenges head-on. It would do no good hiding from them,
even if for a couple of minutes in an outhouse.

“As much as I'd like staying here forever, in the dim
solitude of this outhouse, to escape all my problems, I
guess ['ll have to leave so that Mrs. Loggerman doesn’t
imagine [ have some digestive malady.”

Brightening her spirit was the prospect of exploring the
area, that still lay before her. She jumped off the outhouse
seat, pulled up her drawers, straightened her dress,
opened the creaky old door of the outhouse and resumed
her exploration. She decided to go in the direction of the
whining saw blade of the sawmill.

She saw as she got away from the house, how the
house was situated at the top of a wide ridge of rock
where only grasses and bushes could grow. Perched on
this ridge, the house looked down towards the river where
once there had been trees, but also a marsh, now dried up,
except there seemed to be a pond further away. That was
what was in front of the house. Behind the house there
was a wall of fir trees that enclosed a back yard. There
had not been any reason to cut down any more trees or
clear away the stumps since farming was not possible. The
trees behind, at least served as a windbreak in the winter.
They now blocked the afternoon sun and much of the place
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was in shadow. She imagined that mornings here, on the
other hand, would be bright and sunny, since the house
was facing towards the east.

As she continued exploring the area near the house, she
saw that Mrs. Loggerman had endeavoured to create a
vegetable garden in one place, at a place that had more
soil than normal. She also saw some chickens wandering
about.

“Here chicken! Here chicken!” she called. They did not
respond in any way and kept on strutting around and
pecking at grain scattered on the ground. “I suppose your
job here is to lay eggs, isn't it?”

The yard was quite disorderly, with pieces of lumber,
woodpiles, rusting equipment, wheel barrows, tubs, and
what have you, seemingly strewn about; although, Abbi
imagined that to the Loggermans everything was in its
place.

She continued wandering about studying whatever
caught her eye, and gradually made her way towards the
sawmill, its assorted buildings, piles of logs, stacks of
lumber and wood refuse.

She was drawn towards the sound of the saw, and
men’s voices. The sawmill building stood beside the river.
The river rushed past, tumbling over rocks; but on this
side where the sawmill was, the tumbling water was
diverted to a waterwheel. Some of the water was directed
by chutes to fall over the waterwheel and turn the wheel.

Abbi already knew about how water was used to turn
the mills that ground grain into flour, from having observed
the grain mill in Littleton. In this case, through wooden
gears and leather belts, this turning would be moving a
large saw inside.

Abbi saw above the mill that there were logs still in the
water, captured to a broad pond-like area next to the
sawmill; and they were held by ropes. But most logs were
on the shore next to it in piles waiting to be sawn into
boards. There were a great number of such logs along the
banks beside the shore above the sawmill.

Away from the tumbling water, in the downstream
direction, there were great stacks of sawn lumber across
the clearing from the sawmill, at the beginning of the
rutted laneway. There were tarpaulins covering some of
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the stacks to keep rain off when it rained. There was a
wagon there, loaded with lumber, ready to be taken away

Abbi opened a door and peered inside the building from
where the sounds of the saw were coming from. She saw a
handful of men at work guiding logs into a large saw blade,
and removing the resulting rough lumber.

Mr. Loggerman saw the girl.

“Abbi!” shouted Mr. Loggerman. “You shouldn’t wander
around in here unattended. It's dangerous!”

“'m sorry, Mr. Loggerman,” said Abbi as Mr.
Loggerman came towards her. “Mrs. Loggerman said I
should familiarize myself with my new surroundings. I was
just wondering where all the saw noise was coming from.”
Abbi observed the awesome large saw that cut the logs
into rough lumber. A long leather belt came to it, bringing
the energy of the waterwheel inside.

Mr. Loggerman led her outside, away from the work
area, where it was also quieter and easier to talk.

“Forgive me, Mr. Loggerman,” said Abbi. “My curiosity
was getting the best of me. I was drawn to the sound of
the saw and the river. I love rivers. Are there fish in
there? Do you have to turn all those logs in the great big
piles into lumber? Mrs. Loggerman said you also have a
cow. [ would love to see the cow. Where is it?”

“Miss Abbi, you are asking too many questions all at
once. Yes, there are fish — trout especially, but also
salmon come up the river from spring through summer.”

“My Papa said in the olden days Indians used to catch
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salmon in weirs and with torches at night. He knows a
great deal about Indians.”

“That’s correct. They still do sometimes. As for your
second question — yes, we will spend all summer turning
the logs we have hauled onto the shore into rough lumber.
As for the last question: the cow could be anywhere in the
clearing. We let Annabelle wander among the rocks to look
for grass. There isn't much, so we also have to purchase
hay or oats for the cow and the horses and some grain for
the chickens. There is little good soil for anything else,
other than what Mrs. Loggerman tries to grow in her
garden which has been fertilized and improved with
manure. By the way, those two horses you see grazing
over here are not ours. They belong to one of my workers.
The other three workers come with him from Pinewood in
the morning and return at night.”

“We were brought by Jeffery. Jeffrey has taken the
wagon with the horses back into town to take the nanny to
the railway station. Who is Jeffrey?” Abbi wondered.

“Jeffrey is our all around hired hand. He was once quite
a woodsman and logger, but is now in his 60’s and can’t do
such work any longer. He lives by himself in a cabin
behind the barn over there. He tends to the animals, and
many other things pertaining to the household. But he also
assists me with the business because he reads and writes
much better than I do. You need not concern yourself with
the animals anyway, Abbi. That will be left to old Jeffrey.
But Mrs. Loggerman will have you fetch eggs from the
chickens and milk the cow. That’s work that is connected
to housekeeping.”

“T like animals,” Abbi replied. “I look forward to
collecting eggs and milking Annabelle. We didn't have
animals at Fredericton. We hired a horse and wagon from
the livery whenever it was needed. But earlier in Littleton
my aunt Gwendoline—I mean my adoptive aunt, since I
recently learned I was adopted—had horses and cows and
chickens. I saw them when I visited and we got eggs and
milk from them, and Mama gave her vegetables from our
garden.... I'd very much appreciate it if you could
summarize what you do here, Mr. Loggerman. Otherwise I
will always be wondering what is going on here when I
hear the saw cutting the logs. It would be hard to ignore
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the sound. I know a little about turning logs into lumber, on
account Fredericton has large sawmills, and some children
of the mill workers explained the process in a school
project. I expect you do the same here, but on a much
smaller scale.”

Mr. Loggerman thought it might be good to give Abbi a
brief explanation, so he agreed. “It’s all very simple,” he
explained. As he talked, he led Abbi about, gesturing and
pointing as needed. “It is basically the same as at a large
sawmill, but on a small scale, as you said. Everything is
smaller, including this river, which is more like a large
brook, because it is only a subsidiary flowing into Loggers
River which flows into the Saint John River. We call this
Sawmill Brook or Sawmill Creek.”

“Mrs. Loggerman said that the new railway has made it
much easier to send lumber to Madam Woodrow's
company in Saint John.”

“That’s correct. Before the railway, we had to send out
boards south by river, on barges. Now we only need to
take them to the railway station and load them onto freight
cars. When the train comes, our freight cars and those of
other businesses are connected to the train and the train
takes them away. The best way would be if we had a rail
spur to here, and we could load up the freight cars
directly, but we are a little too far away.”

“You are very good at explaining things to someone. [
suppose that is why you manage things here. Does the
sawmill operate in the winter too?”

“No, we close down for the winter. All the men go
upriver to the logging camps to cut down trees for the
next year and take the logs to the river.”

“How do you do that? Isn’t the water frozen?”

“Horses drag the logs onto the ice, the frozen river, and
in spring when ice goes they will be in the water. We guide
them down the river and capture them here, just above the
drop so they don’t continue down the river, and pull the
logs out of the water with winches. Then, from spring to
fall we saw them into rough lumber like I just explained.
That 1s the whole cycle. The wood goes to various
customers, as well as to Madam Woodrow’s company in
Saint John. The rough lumber is made by her company into
finished lumber, moldings, and so on, for building
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construction in the cities. That's why Madam Woodrow
still has a half interest, and we continue to saw lumber for
her company, she can order special wood from us,
particularly cabinet wood that takes special handling.”

“Thank you, Mr. Loggerman,” she said. “You have been
very thorough in explaining it all to me. The water looks
very, very, clean; cleaner than the water of Littleton Brook
where I first lived.”

“Yes, moving water coming down from the higher rocky
land is very clean, and tastes good. We do not have a well.
We take all our water directly from the river. For
lunchtime our men only bring their biscuits and such. We
fetch our water directly from the river.”

“The water is good enough to drink?”

“There is no need to boil it into tea, as with water
elsewhere. But, the water from down there in the marsh
would probably need to be boiled into tea before drinking.
The Indians always made tea when the water did not look
or smell too well.”

“I am very interested in Indians,” said Abbi, “since I
recently discovered I am one myself. Mrs. Loggerman says
that tomorrow she will start employing me in her many
chores. I'm sure [ will have much to learn from her too. I'm
sorry I am keeping you away from your work. Perhaps I
have taken up too much of your time and should continue
my explorations.”

“Well, until you become familiar with the grounds, be
careful. We wouldn’t want you to get hurt on your very
first day here.”

“Yes, Mr. Loggerman,” said Abbi as she ran off to
determine where she would explore next.
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DISCOVERING WHERE SHE IS

Abbi returned to the house for ideas where else to
explore.

“Mrs. Loggerman, [ would like to explore the nature
beyond the property now. Where do you suggest I go?
What is to be found beyond the sawmill and the clearing?”

Mrs. Loggerman was happily making supper and having
her little girls all around her and was pleased to help Abbi
get to know the area. “Well you could follow paths that go
along the river. The nature varies greatly as you walk.
Upriver the river comes tumbling down through a very
rocky ravine; while below the sawmill the river flows more
slowly and there is a marshy area on this side. That is
because beavers have dammed a small creek that runs into
the river and . . .”

“Beavers!” shouted Abbi. “You told me about it earlier!
[ love beavers! [ would love to see a real live beaver!”

“Well, Abbi, if you sit and wait in the area, you may
catch sight of one. You will certainly hear them though. If
they are surprised by you, they will slap their tails on the
water to warn all the other beavers.”

“T must go there first,” exclaimed Abbi. “I must explore
downriver before I explore upriver. I am so thrilled to
explore, Mrs. Loggerman. I have never experienced a true
wilderness before. I must get to know the whole area
before I begin work here, or else I will forever wonder
what is all around here.”

Abbi was now back in good spirits after initially having
reservations about this place. Her only previous encounter
with nature had been in Littleton when her Papa had taken
her along to explore the Littleton Brook valley and catch
trout. She couldn’t wait to explore this place!
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“Well, there is a path you can follow. Mind you be
careful. When by yourself you must be double careful
against having an accident. Getting lost is no danger,
however. If you don’'t know where you are, just go in the
direction of the sounds of the sawmill — until the workers
go home of course and the saw is quiet. But that won’t be
for about another hour yet, at 7 o'clock. They work later
during summer — and we pay them more money of course.”

Abbi did not wait a moment longer. She ran back out the
door and down the slope of the rocky clearing towards the
river again. When reaching the river she walked
downstream along the bank until a path became clear, and
then began to follow it, the flowing water to her left. The
water was not tumbling now like underneath the sawmill
drop, but smooth. Before long she saw a wondrous sight —
a beaver dam. It was as Mrs. Loggerman had said,
damming a small creek entering the big one, and causing
the area above it to be flooded. Abbi saw what looked like
a beaver lodge in the middle of the wide pond it created.
Her heart pounded. At any moment she might see a real
live amik, not merely a stuffed one. She continued very
quietly. The ground was damp, but it was solid as long as
she followed the path. She saw evidence of the beaver’s
work — stumps with pointed ends, where they had toppled
trees. There was no sign of the beavers. It was a very
large flooded area, though, and they could be anywhere.

Abbi came to the beginning of the dam. She marveled at
it —a mass of branches mixed with mud. Beavers are smart
too about where they will build it. They look for the
narrowest depression so that the dam they build can be as
short as possible.

Below the dam, the drop was a whole four feet. She
attempted to walk along the top. She wanted to get closer
to the lodge.

The first part was solid and overgrown with grasses,
but the middle part seemed like it had been repaired often.
Suddenly she slipped and she broke some of the dam at
the top and water began to flow through the break like a
tiny waterfall. She herself slipped down the four feet into
the wet mud and grass below. She pulled herself from the
mud and climbed back up the dam to see what she had
done.
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“Oh I'm sorry, beavers! I'm sorry! I've broken your
dam!”

She felt badly. She thought she should repair it. She put
the twigs and branches back, but she needed mud to
create the seal. She climbed down below the dam, and
began to gather mud with her hands, which she then added
to the sticks. It wasn't an easy task. Obviously the beavers
had much better knowledge as to technique. How to add
mud so the water does not right away wash the mud away?

“I need more solid material,” she said to herself, “and I
must put it above the branches. I'll figure it out. . .”

By trial and error she discovered a technique, but it
took a good half hour to repair only a small break at the
top of the dam. Of course the beavers would have repaired
it themselves had she left it alone, but she felt responsible
and it felt better to do the repair herself. When done, she
stood up, her face, hands, feet, and dress all covered in
mud.

“Where are you, beavers?” she called. There wasn’t a
sound. “I suppose you are wondering what creature I am
who 1s breaking and then repairing your dam. I suppose
I've frightened you. I will go now and leave you alone.
Please don’t be mad at me for breaking the dam. I hope I
fixed it properly and you don’t have to redo my work.”

Abbi, thus decided not to continue along the dam to the
other side and instead began her journey back. Being over
the anticipation of seeing beavers, she was now aware of
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other animals. She saw birds and became aware of their
song. She looked down into the water of the river and saw
some kind of minnow swimming there. She heard a frog
croak. Insects were buzzing all around, especially the
mosquitoes she had to swat from time to time. She saw
wildflowers she had never seen before. She noticed lily
pads out in the water, and their yellow flower. She paused
here and there to look and listen.

Soon she was back at the clearing with all the buildings,
the sawmill, waterwheel, and free water tumbling over the
rock dam beside it. She stopped to observe the situation
again from below. On the side where the sawmill was built,
the side with the waterwheel, an actual wall had been built
using logs, in order to guide the water in an orderly way
over the waterwheel and down into a pool below. She
watched the waterwheel turning. The sawing sound
indicated the work was still going on inside the sawmill,
since it was still light outside.

“But it will start to become dark in an hour or so,” said
Abbi to herself. “I must hurry and explore!”

Recalling that Mrs. Loggerman had said that there was a
path also going upriver, and that upriver was also
interesting, with rocks and tumbling water, Abbi went
behind the sawmill to look for the beginning of this other
path. She first went past enormous piles of pieces of wood
—refuse from the sawing.

“I suspect they will use that for firewood in the winter,”
Abbi thought. She learned later that hardwood refuse could
also be sold at Pinewood to the railway company to use
instead of coal for its locomotive.

Then she came to the small barn they had. There was a
cabin attached to the back of it.

“That must be where they keep Annabelle and the
horses and the wagon,” said Abbi to herself. “And that
cabin must be where old Jeffrey lives.”

Curiosity drew her to the barn. She carefully opened the
door and peered inside. It was a barn alright. There was
plenty of hay strewn about. But there was nothing inside —
no cow, no horses, no wagon.

“It’'s empty,” Abbi said to herself. “Oh yes, Jeffrey took
the wagon with Hilda to the station. It probably takes an
hour to go to Pinewood and come back. Perhaps the train

218



11. Further Eﬁfpfomtions

was late too and he waited for Hilda to get on board before
heading back. I'll have to visit the horses later. But where
1s the cow? I suppose she is eating grass in the clearing
away from the river, where I haven't been. I will see her
soon enough when Mrs. Loggerman has me milk her.”

It was a good thing that there wasn't anyone or any
animal to see her. She might have frightened them, for the
episode with the beaver dam, with all the mud, did not
leave her looking too attractive.

She closed the barn door, continued behind the barn and
found the beginning of the path. As she progressed along
the well worn trail, the elevation rose, the ground became
very rocky, and the trees became sparse.

“This path cannot be following the river,” she thought,
“but rising up beside it on a ridge. I can hear the water
rushing to my right down in the valley. Mrs. Loggerman
did say that the river is rough and tumbling for a while.”

There were enormous dead stumps signifying that once
earlier the area had had large trees but they had been cut
down. The smaller trees were new growth. Soon she was
on a ridge of nearly barren rock, overlooking a valley. The
slanting rays of the low late afternoon sun, lit up the rocks
and trees on the opposite side of the valley. It was
beautiful.

“The river must be down there,” she thought. “I can
hear it even though [ can’t see it. I want to see what it
looks like. Maybe I can climb down to its edge.”

She decided to do so. The rocky slope was not all that
steep for climbing down. It had few trees but plenty of
bushes. Soon she was beside rushing water that made
much noise. Looking upstream she saw even whiter water.

“I don’t think Mrs. Loggerman would approve if she
knew | was here. This looks dangerous. What would
happen to me if I fall in? But this would be a wonderful
place to fish. I think there must be salmon and trout in
here.”

Climbing from rock to rock along the shore, she came to
a place where there was once again a large drop. The
water poured over in many cascades, like many small falls.

“This would have been another location where the
sawmill could have been situated. There is already a large
drop. But a sawmill here would have ruined the beauty of
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it. I have never seen anything so beautiful. It's like many
waterfalls. I will call this ‘The Place of Many Waterfalls’. I
wish I spoke Indian, then I would know how to name it in
Indian. All I know 1is that in Mr. Longfellow’s poem,
Minnehaha is Hiawatha's beloved’s name and means
‘laughing water’ in the Dacotah language. I can call this
Minnehaha, but because there are many waterfalls,
perhaps 1 should call it Minnehahahaha. It is a happy
place.”

Her recent discovery that she was Indian, or at least
that her natural mother had been Indian, had had a great
impact on her. Suddenly everything she had learned so far
from Bradden about Indians, particularly information within
the stories from Henry Schoolcraft’s writing, or presented
in Longfellow's The Song of Hiawatha, became very
important to her. They were no longer interesting stories
to be viewed from the outside like a spectator does. Now
she wanted to identify with the characters in those stories.
She was one of them!

Abbi inspected the location more closely. As in the case
of many places with cascading water, the water tended to
rush mainly in the middle. At the sides there could be
pools where water lingered before joining the flow. Abbi
stopped to look at a small waterfall on her side of the river
that dropped into a lovely pool.

“Oh I am so hot and thirsty from all this walking,” she
said. “I want to drink some water. Mr. Loggerman said the
water from this river is very clean and good to drink.”

So she crouched on a rock beside the pool, and began
to scoop up water with her hand and drink it. Since you
can’t get very much water at a time by hand, she had to
SCoOp many times.

“I wonder if there are fish in here,” she said between
scoops. She tried to look down into the pool for fish.
Suddenly a fish dashed and tried to bite her fingers as she
scooped. It took her by surprise, she lost her balance and
fell into the pool. As she stood up she was waist deep in
water, and was quite annoyed.

“There are fish in here. Mr. Fish you must have thought
my fingers were some kind of interesting worm. But look
what you made me do. I fell in. Now [ am all wet. But I
don’t mind. It's a hot summer day today, and that was
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refreshing. I'll dry out anyway in no time. But that was
scary. What if the water had been rushing here? I'd have
drowned for sure. Mrs. Loggerman would not be pleased in
the least if she knew I went off the path to explore down
here. I suppose I'd better go back on the path before I
suffer another mishap.”

Instead of going back up the way she had come, she
decided to climb up the ridge at this spot.

After she had managed to climb above Minnehahahaha,
she saw that the water was smooth and flat, like it usually
1s before a falls. This location was not as dangerous, and it
was quiet too.

“I really shouldn’t be here by myself,” she said to
herself. “I can’t tell Mr. or Mrs. Loggerman I was here.
They’d be very angry. [ have to find a good way to get up
to the ridge now. Look, here is a path. Perhaps it is a path
people use for fishing. It must lead up to the top”

She followed this path now. The noisy water was left
behind. With the reduced sound of the water she found
that the sound of her steps reverberated on the rock walls
on both sides.

Climbing the rocky wvalley back up to the top of the
ridge was certainly more difficult than coming down; but at
least here there was a path of sorts. Here and there she
found blueberry bushes growing between the rocks, with
some blueberries on them. Where there was more soil she
found blackberry bushes. She stopped to eat both.

“Blueberries! Blackberries!” she said. “Nourishment. [
have quenched my thirst; now some food. I feel very much
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like an Indian. It's a good thing I know what blueberries
and blackberries look like. Nobody should taste any berry
they don’t know — it could give them a stomach-ache,
Mama always said.”

She put berries in her mouth, and then moved on as
she ate. When she came upon another bush, she picked
again and moved on. Then she came upon a bush
absolutely brimming with blueberries. She picked them and
put them in a pocket of her dress. She wished she had an
apron or smock, which has many large pockets for putting
things when doing household chores. She still had on the
dress with which she came, which had only one pocket.
Soon she had a whole two handfuls in the pocket. She
continued on. By the time she was at the top she was
exhausted. She found a large rock near the top and sat
down on it to rest.

The view was extraordinary. From this ridge, which
was mostly rock, she could see over the whole canyon
through which the small river ran. Further downriver, near
the sawmill and below, there wasn't any valley like this.
There, the land became flatter and the river smoother and
slower, as we saw before.

She remembered the berries she had just collected and
figured this was a good time to eat them, while taking in
the wonderful view.
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“There are so many blueberries and blackberries in this
valley, that I think the valley could be called blueberry or
blackberry valley — but blueberries are mostly where it is
rocky and dry. Blackberries are everywhere else. I think it
is the same on the other side of the valley.”

At this spot of the valley the distance between her and
the rock cliff on the other side was quite large, and the
river down at the bottom was smooth and quiet. The rough
water sound and the sound of the sawmill were faint and to
her right, some distance downriver. It was somewhat
peaceful here. She wished someone had come with her she
could talk to, to express what she thought and felt.

She noticed she had mud in her hair from the work on
the beaver dam, and tried to remove it. She now had a
moment to take stock of her appearance.

“I must look very dirty. Happily I fell in the river and
some of it washed off.”

She heard a little girl’s voice say “Some of it washed
off.”

“Who said that?” she exclaimed.

“WHO SAID THAT?” came the voice.

“Are you a spirit? Are you a Manito?” she said looking
all around. She had learned all about the manito’s or
nature spirits found in the beliefs of the Ojibwa from the
legend stories in Henry Schoolcraft’'s book that her
adoptive Papa had read her when she was younger. Now
that she knew she was Indian, she was inclined to believe
in them.

“ARE YOU A MANITO?” came the voice in response.
She realized that it was an echo, and was relieved. For a
moment she had thought it was a real Manito.

Apparently if she spoke loudly enough, enough to go
above the sound of the wind and the water, she could hear
her voice echo. Since there was only a two second delay,
she would only hear the last two seconds from when she
stopped talking.

“Are you a spirit or an echo?” she said in a heightened
voice.

“... AN ECHO” came the voice.

“I thought you were a spirit, a Manito,” said Abbi.

“. .. A MANITO’ came the voice.

“Which is it? An echo or a Manito?” she asked.
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“. .. A MANITO.” came the voice.

Of course, she would tend to hear a repetition of only
the last part of any sentence she spoke. She was inspired
to have some fun with that.

“I will call you the Great Spirit then which is called
Gitche Manito. Are you Gitche Manito?”

“. .. GITCHE MANITO?"

“Probably not. I imagine the Great Spirit would have a
deep resonating voice. But your voice is high like a girl’s. I
will imagine then you are girl spirit of about my age, a
daughter of Gitche Manito.”

“...DAUGHTER OF GITCHE MANITO"

She stood up and raised her arms towards the valley.
“O, Girl Spirit of the Cliff, my name is Abbi, and [ hail
from Gitche Gumee, the mighty lake to the west the
English call ‘Lake Superior’; and I bear greetings from the
western tribe, as that is where [ am from — well my mother
anyway, according to Jenine my adoptive mother. I am
honoured to have met you.”

“HONOURED TO HAVE MET YOU,” said the echo.

“I have had a most enjoyable time exploring this great
land that you rule, starting with the beaver pond and
ending at this very wonderful place.”

“. .. WONDERFUL PLACE”

“I have drank from your river, O daughter of Gitche
Manito, and eaten your blackberries and blueberries, and I
thank you for all that you have to offer a little girl like
me.

“...GIRL LIKE ME.”

Abbi noted the sun was low, and she could not linger
any longer, even though she felt she could stay in a place
like this for hours.

“Oh, it is getting late. I think the sawmill sounds have
stopped. It must be seven. Goodbye, Girl Manito of the
Canyon. [ will come again soon. Goodbye”

“COME AGAIN SOON. GOODBYE. ” said the echo with
the little girl voice.

“T will,” said Abbi as she got up and began to hop over
the rocks along the top of the ridge.

She knew she would enjoy having conversations with
the echo whenever she came this way again. She wished
she could call the echo something — a real Indian name -
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and not simply ‘daughter of Gitche Manito'.

She followed the top of the ridge, keeping the sound of
the river or brook in the valley to her left. She climbed up,
she climbed down, she hopped from one rock to another,
she went under some pines, she went over lichens and
mosses, she went through berry bushes. She saw
blueberries and stopped only for an instant to pick some
more. She came upon raspberries too, but they were old
and there weren't many. But mostly she came across
blackberries — all very ripe at this time of year. Soon she
came upon an extra large patch of blackberries, and she
couldn’t resist stopping again to eat some of them.

“Oh I have not seen so many blackberries in all my life.
The berry patches are everywhere along the ridge in this
area, especially blackberries. If I could call the echo girl
by something, I think I would call her, ‘Girl spirit of the
Blackberry Ridges.” But maybe that is too long. But alas I
don’'t know what it is in Indian. And it should be in the
language of the Indians around here....” She popped
blackberries in her mouth one after the other. She was
hungry from the long journey up from Saint John.

As she did so she suddenly came upon a very large
poop on the ground.

“What is this!” she exclaimed. “An enormous poop, and
it is fresh! What kind of animal would do that? It's bigger
than one from the biggest horse on the street of
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Fredericton.” Then she saw the large track of a bear too.

“An enormous track! It must be a bear track!” she
exclaimed. It was clear she could not linger about here.
There was a bear in the area enjoying blackberries too!!

She hurried on her way, now with a quicker step. Soon
she broke into a run. She found the path she had followed
up from the sawmill area, and hurried along. She turned
every once in a while to make sure there wasn’t any bear
following her. With every passing moment she became
more and more anxious that a bear was on her heels.
When finally she came back to the clearing, she ran to the
house, went inside and slammed the door, panting.

“What on earth has happened to you?”’ exclaimed Mrs.
Loggerman. “You look an utter mess. Your hair is all over
and you have mud in it, and your clothes seem wet, and
also covered with mud, and you are sweating and panting.”

“I saw an enormous bear poop on the ridge where there
1s an especially large patch of blackberry bushes, and I
hastened back as quickly as I could. I was afraid he was
following me.”

“Did you see the bear?”

“No, but I saw tracks.”

“Thank goodness! I thought for an instant that you had
been fighting the bear. That is what you look like.”

“No, Mrs. Loggerman. The mud is from my attempting
to repair the beaver dam I accidentally damaged. It proved
not to be as easy as I anticipated. And as for my clothes
being wet, I fell in the pond underneath Minnehahahaha.”

“Minnehahahaha? What is that?”

“That is the place where there are many laughing
waterfalls all side by side. That’s the name [ gave it, after
the name in The Song of Hiawatha. Minnehaha means
‘laughing waters’ and it can also be a woman’'s name. I
added a couple more haha's because there were so many
waterfalls there.”

“What! Did you go there? I expected you would only
follow the trail. You shouldn’t go by yourself off the trail
unless you are with someone or know where you are going
very, very, well. Had you fallen into the rushing water, you
would have drowned and I would have lost you the very
day I got you. What sense is there in that I ask you? Where
else did you go?”
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“I knew you would not approve where I went by myself
Mrs. Loggerman. I wanted to keep it a secret, but it seems
I am incapable of keeping any secret very well. When | am
excited every thought in my head comes out. I continued
above Minnehahahaha where the water is smooth and quiet
for a while and saw a path that came down and went up it.
I remembered you had told me to follow the path and
expected that you would be angry since I had fallen in the
pool underneath one of the Minnehahahaha's And then at
the top I rested and ate the berries I had collected and
discovered the place echoes well there, and I called to
Gitche Manito but he turned out to be a girl, so I assumed
she was a girl spirit of the cliff, and then I imagined you'd
be worried where I was, and I continued back and stopped
to eat some more blackberries and discovered the large
poop a bear made — [ guess from eating too many
blackberries and blueberries — and then I almost ran all the
way back expecting I might be chased by that bear
because I invaded his personal berry patch and . ..” Abbi
turned and opened the door a crack, looked out, and
closed it again. Explaining this action, Abbi added: “I just
wanted to make sure that I didn’t draw the bear back here,
Mrs. Loggerman.”

“Well, I hardly understood you at all just now. We'll
sort it all out later. First thing is you have to get out of
your wet clothes and wash off the mud. Hereabouts in
summer, we make use of the river instead of fetching pails
of water. Take a cake of soap and go to the bathing place
— that’s on this side before the little creek from the beaver
dam and pond — and wash yourself and your clothes, and
hang them to dry. Do you have other clothes in your
trunk?”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman. I have one change of
everything. I'm sorry for causing you some hardship right
on the day I arrive, but I promise it will all go better when
[ am more familiar with everything here.”

“And wear an apron or smock over your dress, or else,
before you know it, it will be covered with stains. Are
those berry stains on your pocket?”

“Oh, 1 wasn’t thinking, Mrs. Loggerman. I collected
some berries. You are right. ['ll wear an apron or smock
from now on when I'm busy around here. That way, T'll
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spare my good dress from harm. And I'll wear my less—
good dress too, so my good dress will be in good shape for
traveling and special occasions.”

“Well that is enough exploring for today. Tomorrow we
will begin chores, and you will be able to explore only
after chores are done.”

“Yes Mrs. Loggerman. [ will now clean myself up.”

As she went to wash herself by the river, she saw the
workers leaving in their wagon — several men came from
Pinewood to work here, she learned later.

ABBI'S FIRST SUPPERTIME WITH LOGGERMANS

Abbi scrubbed herself clean, hung up her clothes, put on
a fresh change of clothing in her room, including a smock
with many large pockets for doing work, returned to Mrs.
Loggerman, and actually asked if she could help in order
to make amends for not staying on the path when
exploring. “Well you can help with the children. You can
help feed the oldest two. They can operate their spoons,
but tend to make a mess. I will take care of the others, and
of course I'll nurse the newborn later. She’ll stay in her
crib till she wakes up. So get the toddlers into their
highchairs. My husband, Percy, Mr. Loggerman, is washing
up now too, and will join us very soon and we’ll all have
supper. I have been preparing it while you have been
exploring.

“What does Mr. Loggerman do after supper? Does he
read? My Papa, my adoptive Papa, the one who they think
drowned, used to read in his study.”

“I'm afraid we around these parts don’t read very well.
We just sit around, and chat. On Sunday he likes to chat
with old Jeffrey and smoke the pipe on the verandah.
Jeffrey picks up gossip from when he goes to town, and
Percy gets gossip from the workers, and they have gossip
to share; and both have stories and tales from their past
too. That 1s how time is spent. If you are tending to the
children, you may find it entertaining to overhear their
gossip and stories. They will not curse or be coarse if they
know we are listening in, thankfully.”

“I love to hear stories,” said Abbi.

“Well you can tell us about your adventure breaking the
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beaver dam, falling into the pool of water, and running
from the bear, during supper,” said Mrs. Loggerman.

For meals, the smaller babies were put in the high
chairs made from rough boards. They had been
sandpapered a little to avoid the danger of the babies
getting splinters in their behinds.

Mr. Loggerman soon arrived for supper and helped lift
the smaller children into high chairs as Mrs. Loggerman
brought the food to the table. The table was nice and
large. There was plenty of room for lots of people to sit.
Hanging above the table was a large oil lamp. He lit it
because it was starting to become dark outside.

Abbi helped with getting the little girls settled down to
free Mrs. Loggerman to serve the food to everyone. “We
have made wooden plates and bowls and cups, Abbi,” said
Mrs. Loggerman. “That way the babies will not break
them. Our proper china, for when adults come for tea, stay
in the cabinet. So let us begin. Help yourself Abbi, and
help the two older girls.”

Mr. Loggerman was hungry from a long day of work,
and could not wait to start into the potatoes and slices of
meat. Actually it was salted and smoked moose meat.

“Mr. Loggerman and a couple friends got the moose last
fall, and we preserved it with salt and smoking,” explained
Mrs. Loggerman. “This is the last of it. But come fall, the
men will get more meat. Everyone in these parts gets as
much meat as they can from the wilderness.”

“Hmm,” said Abbi, tasting it. “It does taste a little like
corned beef. In the city beef is preserved in that way and
then kept in a cool place until used.”

She glanced at the moose head on the wall on the end
of the living room wall and imagined she was eating an
animal like that.

Soon the supper table conversation turned to what had
gone on this day, from the journey by train to Abbi’s
adventure exploring. Mr. Loggerman wanted to know a
little more about the new girl they had gotten to help his
wife out.

Abbi explained how she had been raised by a family
called Woodrows, and about the recent tragedy of the
father having an accident and falling in the Saint John
River from a railway bridge and not having been found, and
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how the rest of the family except herself had to move to
live with Audora Woodrow in Richdale.

“I am keeping up hope that my adoptive Papa, Bradden
Woodrow managed to escape the river and will eventually
be found.”

Mrs. Loggerman changed the subject: “Abbi had quite
the adventure today when exploring the area.” she said.
“What did you say happened at the beaver dam, Abbi?”

“Well, Mr. and Mrs. Loggerman,” began Abbi, as she
wiped the face of the toddler so far named Cutsie, who had
gravy all over her face. “Here is what happened - I
thought to walk along the beaver dam to get a closer look
at their lodge, but when I came to the middle my foot
slipped and the dam broke at the top part. I fell down into
the mud below and the water gushed through the break. I
thought I would fix the break, since I caused it. I wouldn't
want to leave a bad impression on the beavers on the first
day. As a person from the tribe at Gitche Gumee, Mr.
Loggerman, I call the beaver amik. But that is not the
language hereabouts. You said when [ came that the
Indians hereabouts were Maliseet, a different tribe. Mr.
Loggerman, what do the Maliseet Indians here call the
beaver? What is their word for it? Among my people, as I
said, he is called amik.”

“I think I've heard them call it gapit. Quite different.”

“I must bear that in mind, when talking to the beavers,”
said Abbi, “in case they are more familiar with that name.”

“What do beavers care what you call them?” wondered
Mrs. Loggerman.

Abbi had an answer: “Animals do get used to a name,
Mrs. Loggerman. For example if you always call your cow
‘Annabelle’, after a while when you say ‘Annabelle’, the
cow has a meaning for that when you say it. Wild animals
are no different. If you call them by a name over and over,
they become familiar with it. Therefore imagine beavers
hereabouts always hearing Maliseet Indians saying gapit
when they are around. Well, the beavers will become
familiar with that name. So when someone else comes
along and calls them something different, they will not
understand. It is therefore important to speak the language
of the area to animals, in case they are used to it, rather
than your own. If I went to Lake Superior and saw a
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beaver, I would say amik there. Therefore when I go visit
the beaver dam here, I must make a point to use Maliseet
words, in case they have much experience talking to
Maliseet Indians.”

“It sounds logical,” agreed Mr. Loggerman, but was
more interested in buttering his slice of bread.

“Are there many Maliseet Indians close to here, Mr.
Loggerman?”

“They help in the logging in winter,” replied Mr.
Loggerman, between mouthfuls, “and in spring when the
logs come down the river, we have several helping out
here. Sometimes even in summer if we have plenty of logs
to get done by fall. There is a village downriver. The
government wants them to settle down and farm, but many
still like to fish and hunt. The Maliseet people especially
like to fish the rivers, to spear salmon at night by
torchlight. Could you pass the potatoes, Abbi?”

Abbi did so.

“How nice to have your cooking again, Martha,” he said
to Mrs. Loggerman. “The food the nanny made seemed a
little, too....city-like.”

“Oh, Mr. Loggerman,” continued Abbi. “I would love to
talk to the Indians who come here to work. I have never in
my life even spoken to a real Indian, even though I am
half-Indian, according to Mama — I mean Jenine Woodrow
who raised me. Do they have birch bark canoes around
here too?”

“Yes, and they make them not just for themselves, but
sometimes to sell.”

“I would simply adore to once ride in a birch bark
canoe, Mr. Loggerman,” said Abbi. “It means the Maliseet
are not so different from my people. It is the Iroquois who
are quite different. My adoptive Papa said the Iroquois
lived in villages and were farmers. There is so much I
want to know, now that I've learnt that my mother was an
Indian from the Chippewa or Ojibwa tribe at Lake Superior.
[ can't wait to read through all the books my Papa, my
adoptive Papa, had; but most are still back in Richdale. I
brought three with me and it will take me a while to go
through them. They are intended for older people than me,
although, people say I'm ahead for my age in reading.”

Meanwhile the three and four year olds Abbi was in
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charge of were getting more food on the floor than in their
mouths

“Cutsie and Toddles, don't throw your food on the
floor!” said Abbi to them, using their temporary names.

“Abbi has offered to give them all names that suit
them,” said Mrs. Loggerman to Mr. Loggerman. “I think it’s
about time we started settling on names, the older ones
are already speaking.”

“Indeed, some of the names we've been using are
beginning to sound silly,” replied Mr. Loggerman.

“You seem to have a knack with our older girls, Abbi,”
said Mrs. Loggerman as she observed Abbi tend to Cutsie
and Toddles.

“Yes,” replied Abbi. “I have had practice with my
younger brothers, my adoptive brothers, in the Woodrow
family in which I grew up.”

“Well, I think you will do just fine with us, Abbi,” said
Mrs. Loggerman, “and enjoy living around here. Every
other woman who came here to assist me had no interest
at all in exploring the nature around here. You remind me
of myself when I was young. But continue describing your
adventure.”

“After I repaired the beaver dam, [ went upriver along
the ridge. I was so tempted to see the river I climbed
down, and came to where there are many small falls. I
decided to <call them Minnehahahaha because in
Longfellow’s poem Minnehaha means ‘laughing water’ but
added two more ha's because there are many laughing
waters there.”

“T too loved to explore,” mused Mrs. Loggerman, “and
we called the place with the many falls, simply Pikkut-
Koskit, which means ‘many little falls’ in Finnish. Our
father created names for places. Sadly I didn’t learn to
speak his language very much because my mother spoke
to her daughters in English. But our father taught us
Finnish things. For example, he called little children Pikku.
It means ‘little one’. Sometimes [ like to call one of my
little ones, Pikku. Everyone in this country has many
origins. Tell Abbi what your origins are, Percy.”

“French, English, Irish, Scottish — all mixed up . . .” said
Mr. Loggerman as he ate.

“Continue your story, Abbi,” said Mrs. Loggerman.
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“Well then I picked and ate some blueberries and
blackberries and went back to the top where I sat on a
rock and rested. Then I discovered the valley echoes, and
I thought it was a manito — that is what nature spirits are
called according to Papa. Because for me it speaks in a
girl’'s voice, [ decided to call it ‘Daughter of Gitche
Manitou' that means ‘daughter of the Great Spirit’ because
I imagine the Great Spirit himself would have a deep
resounding voice. And then [ discovered lots more
blackberries. Oh, Mrs. Loggerman, there are so so many of
them...!”

“Yes they get ripe about now. We should pick them for
jam.”

“And then I thought a perfect name I could call the girl
echo — instead of simply ‘daughter of the Great Spirit’ I
would want to see her as the guardian of the valley, which
1s filled with blackberry bushes — except for where it is
more sunny and rocky where the blueberries are. Mr.
Loggerman, do you know what the Maliseet word is for
‘blackberry’?”

“I do. I have heard my Indian employees speak of their
wives going to pick the blackberries. They call it
something like Sagteminimus”

“Saqgteminimus’ repeated Abbi. “Oh, Mr. Loggerman, I
really wanted to give the girl spirit an Indian name. That
would be the perfect name since there are so many
blackberries in the valley. I can imagine her as an invisible
girl like me, tending to her blackberry bushes.”

“lI believe that when the Maliseet wish to describe a
child, they add —sis at the end, so if you wish to name a
little girl spirit, you'd add —sis as in Saqteminimusis”

“Sagteminimusis,” replied Abbi. “That is even better —
since she is a girl spirit. Do you know any more Indian
words, Mr. Loggerman. I am very interested in learning
some Indian now that [ know I am one.”

“T know a few words I've picked up over the years from
the Indians who have worked for me.”

“Then I must ask you some more words from time to
time, even though they are in the Maliseet dialect rather
than my Gitche Gumee dialect that is in the words in The
Song of Hiawatha. Papa, my adoptive Papa, told me that
Mr. Longfellow, who wrote ‘The Song of Hiawatha  was
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inspired when he wrote it by the Finnish folk poem
collection called the Ka-le-va-la, and made it even sound
much like it.”

Mrs. Loggerman laughed, “Yes I know Kalevala. My
father had the book — he brought it all the way from
Finland when he came here as a young man — and liked to
read it out loud to us girls.”

“Papa said that the beat, the meter, of the lines is the
same. You must tell me more about it, Mrs. Loggerman.”

“It sounded musical even though we barely understood
anything when he read it. It 1s very famous to Finnish
people. It is not hard to read, even if you don’t know any
Finnish. That’s because Finnish is written more closely to
how it sounds. On the other hand English words are not
always written like they sound. That is why [ can’t read
English very well. It takes much practice to learn how the
words sound differently from how they are written. For
Finnish, you simply read the letter sounds out loud and
listen what comes and understand—if you know the
language.”

“I know what you mean, Mrs. Loggerman. Papa told me
that the sounds of all the letters we use properly should
have the sounds used by the people who invented it, the
ancient peoples called Romans. But English doesn’t. For
example weak ought to be written W-I-1-K, or mouse
ought the be written M—-A-U-S. English is hard to learn to
read because of it. But you said Finnish is written like it
sounds?”

“That’s right. [ have my father’s book and you can look
at it.”

“You have now made me very interested, Mrs.
Loggerman, how Mr. Longfellow’s poem is similar to the
Finnish one. Perhaps I can now discover how. I feel that
my coming here is the beginning of my true education, and
my discovery of who I really am, and this will be my first
discovery — a discovery connected with Mr. Longfellow’s
poem about my people.”

Mrs. Loggerman got up and went to a shelf. There were
only three books on the shelf. She took a large book from
it and brought it over.

“This is my late father’s copy of the Kalevala. You may
look at it, if you like. You can then see how the meter
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works. But don’'t ask me what anything means. Our father
explained in English in general, and sometimes translated,
but that was long ago when he and my mother were still
alive and my sisters had not married yet and moved away.
To see how it sounds, you only need to know two things. It
sounds exactly like the letters show, and you must
emphasize the first syllable. Oh yes, the letters with the
dots represent the higher versions. For example plain A is
like ‘father’ while the one with the dots is like in ‘happy’.
You see English doesn’t show how the A differs in sound
from time to time.”

“Oh, Mrs. Loggerman,” said Abbi, “you have made me
want to get all the chores done quickly so I can look at it
and compare it to my Papa’s book of ‘The Song of
Hiawatha'. 1 intend to read the three books of Papa’s I
brought very carefully. Everything about Indians now has a
different meaning when I know [ am Indian, compared to
before I knew.”

“Well, let us then finish feeding the children and put
them to bed, and you are free to borrow my father’s
book.”

Abbi couldn’t wait for supper to be over and for the
children to be in bed so she could begin her education in
Indian culture by comparing The Song of Hiawatha with
Kalevala.

But before supper was over, Abbi also told Mr.
Loggerman about discovering bear poop and becoming
scared and running home.

Mr. Loggerman chuckled at that. “You need not be too
afraid, Abbi. The bear may be as wary of you as you are of
it. If you see it, just move away calmly. Make yourself look
bigger than you are if you can by spreading your clothes.
But I doubt a bear in a berry patch is interested in eating a
small girl, since its belly will be full of berries. But be
careful about going close to a cub. If the cub squeals, the
mother will come at you like a locomotive to protect is
cub! That is the only situation — accidentally coming upon a
cub.”

“Thanks for telling me, Mr. Loggerman. Up till now I
have not known anything at all about bears.”

Mrs. Loggerman added: “In all my years growing up
here, I have never heard of anyone being attacked by a
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bear, perhaps because people getting in a dangerous
situation with a bear is very rare. But you have reminded
me Abbi that blackberries are getting ripe and it is time to
pick as many as possible to preserve for the winter! Would
you like to do that?”

Yes! I would love to!” exclaimed Abbi.
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THE CHORES BEGIN

As we said, Abbi had the small room at one end of the
upper floor, while Mr. and Mrs. Loggerman had a large
room at the other end, and the babies occupied the middle
area during the night. After the children were put to bed
that first night, Abbi retired to her room, where she
arranged things to her liking, and then by the light of the
oil lamp thought to have a look at the Kalevala book Mrs.
Loggerman had loaned her. She wanted to begin
investigating Indian ways in The Song of Hiawatha and her
two other books, and this was a good way to begin — by
looking at the book that Longfellow took as inspiration to
some extent.

Mrs. Loggerman, carrying one of her babies, looked in
on Abbi. “How is it, Abbi? How is the room? Are you
settled in nicely?”

Abbi was sitting on her bed in her nightgown. In her lap
was the Kalevala book from Mrs. Loggerman, and beside
her on the bed the Song of Hiawatha book of her Papa’s
open at a page.

“You are right, Mrs. Loggerman,” said Abbi. “When I
read the Kalevala text, and then some of The Song of
Hiawatha, they both seem to have the same rhythm.
Listen. From The Song of Hiawatha.” She put the book in
her lap at the open page so that her hands were free. She
read:

“There he sang of Hi—a-wa—-tha,

Sang the song of Hi—a-wa-tha,

14 The Song of Hiawatha was a work of literature designed for English

speaking audiences, and Longfellow took ‘poetic liberties’ to achieve
that end, which included borrowing poetic formulas from the Finnish
folk poetry epic.
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Sang his won—-drous birth and be-ing.”

Abbi pointed at the fingers of her left hand as she spoke
a line, each time pointing through eight fingers. She
continued: “For each line, Mrs. Loggerman, I count eight
beats. Now [ will try the same with a line from your
father’s Kalevala book — even though I don’t understand
what it means:

tuo-sta kas—-vu kai—-ken-Ilain—en,

tuo-sta kuu ku-mot-ta—ma-han,

tuo-sta pédi-vé pai—sta—ma-han”

She did the same counting on her fingers, once again
counting eight beats. “See Mrs. Loggerman, [ count the
same eight beats. Now [ can see how my Papa wrote his
poem about Aggodagauda and His Daughter — oh I didn’t
tell you, my Papa wrote a long poem a few years ago in
the same style as The Song of Hiawatha. Anyway, you
only have to choose words so that each line has eight
beats, not seven, nor nine. I have even thought of some
lines of my own just now and wrote them down. I have
them on this paper.” She took a paper from between her
Papa’s book pages and read:

“Ab-bi came up from the cit-y

To the Log-ger—mans log dwell-ing,

Came to help them with their child-ren”

She counted on her fingers eight beats, as before. “See?
It’s easy. The hard part is trying to choose words in ways
so the beat is right, not seven, not nine, but eight, per line.
I suppose when you are a poet it comes easy. Happily,
rhyming 1s not necessary for this kind of verse, unless it
happens to work.”

“Well don’t spend too much time trying to write verse,”
said Mrs. Loggerman. “You have had a very long day and
your body is probably much more tired than you think it is.
Mr. Loggerman is already snoring soundly. He’ll be up at
the break of dawn, as usual.”

“Can I run down to the river the moment it is light, Mrs.
Loggerman? I want to check on the beaver dam, to make
sure my repair to it is fine.”

“Well if you manage to wake up, and you'll be away only
a few minutes, and the little children are still asleep.”

When Mrs. Loggerman left, carrying her lamp, Abbi did
not burn more lamp oil herself. She put all her books aside
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on the handmade side table, blew out the lamp and climbed
into bed.

Abbi slept well and even slept through the baby’s crying
during the night. Mrs. Loggerman was reluctant to wake
her this first night. She attended to the baby herself. She
wanted Abbi to be well rested for tomorrow.

Abbi awoke as the morning light appeared at the
window. At first she wondered where she was, and then
realized she was in a new place, and remembered all the
adventures she had had yesterday. She remembered her
plan to check on the beaver dam; and so, still in her
nightgown, she pulled on her shoes, tore out of the room,
tiptoeing past the sleeping babies, then quickly down the
stairs, and out the door. She ran down the slope to the
river, then followed the path towards the beaver dam.

The sky was light, but the sun had not yet appeared.
The sawmill was silent, but the roar of the water below the
sawmill was steady. Mist rose from the water further down
where it flowed smoothly. Within minutes she arrived at
the beaver dam. She walked quietly out onto the dam to
the middle part where she had broken it. She crouched
down where she had repaired it, and saw that the beavers
had done additional work. It was very solid now.

She looked out over the beaver pond to her right. The
water was smooth and covered with mist. Then she saw it.
A head above the surface of the water was moving along,
creating a wake. A real live beaver! She kept as quiet as
possible and watched it. She saw it arrive at the opposite
shore and climb out of the water. It was so close! Perhaps
it had not seen her. Then it continued on and vanished into
the bushes, and there was nothing more to see.

The birds were all waking up, and singing a happy
chorus announcing the break of day. Suddenly a large
crane flew over her head, its wings going wish—wish—-wish.
She wanted to stay here, but she realized that she should
not annoy the Loggermans on only the first morning by
being absent. She must return even before anyone else
was up, thereby cause no disruptions in the schedule.
Then perhaps she could come here every morning. So she
turned back. When she arrived back at the clearing she ran
up the slope and in moments was back inside the house.
As she was entering, Mr. Loggerman was coming down the
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stairs having only slipped on his trousers and boots, now
pulling his suspenders over top of his undershirt.

“Hello, Mr. Loggerman,” said Abbi. “I just ran down to
the beaver pond to make sure the break I made in it
yesterday was fixed. It was. What is the first thing we do
around here in the morning?”

“Oh, good morning Abbi,” said Mr. Loggerman. “Well I
usually build a small fire in the stove, just enough to boil
water in the kettle for tea and for making oatmeal
porridge. And then I go down to the river and splash water
on my face.”

“T'll build the fire, Mr. Loggerman. [ have built a fire in a
stove before for my Mama, my adoptive Mama, when she
made bread in the oven.”

“Well if you want to try, Abbi. I will then take a towel
and a cake of soap and go down to the river, and leave the
fire in your hands.”

Abbi was keen to show she could put a kettle boiling.
Mr. Loggerman would then show what to do next. So she
took birch bark and some kindling, put it in the stove, and
lit it with a match. She had a fire going in no time. She
then filled the kettle with water from a large pitcher in
which Mrs. Loggerman stored water from the river for
drinking and cooking.

When Mr. Loggerman returned, the fire was under way.
He was pleasantly surprised. He put the towel and cake of
soap away, and removed a shirt from a peg on the wall,
and put it on. He then joined Abbi at the stove.

“T'll start the porridge, Abbi.” he said. “You should wash
and get dressed. Any moment now the babies will become
very noisy and want attention. Pull a towel off the
clothesline for your use, and we have a large supply of
homemade soap.”

Thus Abbi went back out, and ran to the river again,
this time to the spot, closer to the sawmill, were people
washed, where yesterday she had washed herself and her
clothes after her adventure. She worried, however about
how the animals in the water would feel about soap in their
water. She would have to ask Mr. Loggerman about that.
When she took a towel from the clothesline she checked to
see if her clothes from yesterday were dry. They were.
She took them with her when she returned to the house,
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and rushed right upstairs.

She tiptoed again past the cribs of the many little girls,
hoping they would not be yet awakened, went to her room
and got dressed. She heard Mr. Loggerman leave by the
front door to do some chore or other. Then one of the
babies awoke and began crying. That woke others, and the
day had begun. Abbi was with the babies even before Mrs.
Loggerman appeared. She was surprised Abbi was up
already, and dressed.

“Good morning, Abbi. You are already up and dressed?”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman. [ checked the beaver dam as I
said I would, and came back. I started the fire, and Mr.
Loggerman looked after the tea and started the porridge
for the children. I suspect Mr. Loggerman has it done,
because he left.”

“He must have something to attend to,” said Mrs.
Loggerman. “Mr. Loggerman gets up very early, and eats
breakfast before anyone else, to get out to do some chores
and then go to the sawmill. Now the first thing is to get all
the little girls from the upstairs cribs to the kitchen chairs
downstairs.”

“Yes Mrs. Loggerman,” said Abbi. “I'm afraid I'm still
rather small. I shall only be able to carry one light baby.”

“Well never mind carrying any babies down the stairs. If
you are to fall carrying a baby down the steps, then we
will have a real accident on our hands. You will instead
lead the older ones who walk down the stairs — just to
keep them from falling down. Before long they will do it
well without assistance.”

“Alright, Mrs. Loggerman,” said Abbi.

“Well let’s get the girls dressed. You know all about
changing diapers, [ hope, Abbi.”

“I watched my Mama, my adoptive Mama, Jenine,
change Mary many times.”

And so it went until all the children were clean and
dressed and sitting in high chairs in the kitchen—dining
part of the downstairs. As their mama and Abbi were
rushing about, the little girls entertained themselves by
banging their spoons on their wooden porridge bowls. One
bowl fell on the floor and bounced.

“Precious!” exclaimed Mrs. Loggerman, using another
temporary nickname. “Keep the bowl in front of you. In a
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moment we'll put porridge in it!” Abbi picked it up and put
it back in front of her.

The porridge on the stove was steaming and appeared
to be almost done.

“Have you milked a cow, Abbi?”

“No, Mrs. Loggerman. Gwendoline had a cow.
Gwendoline was my aunt. But I was too small to remember
seeing how she milked it.”

“Well I will have to show you later, then. Then it'll be
your responsibility to milk Annabelle every day, preferably
first thing, about now, as milk does not keep long. When I
was by myself, I had to get Percy to milk the cow in the
morning, or else I'd have to leave these children alone.”

Just then Mr. Loggerman returned. He was carrying a
pail.

“Oh, Percy, you have milked Annabelle. Now we have
milk for the babies for breakfast.”

Mrs. Loggerman took the pail from Mr. Loggerman. “I'll
teach Abbi how to milk the cow, so she can do it from now
on.

“She was up even before I was, Martha,” said Mr.
Loggerman. “Well, I will leave you and Abbi to feed the
children, and get myself out to the sawmill. My workers
will be arriving soon in the wagon. I've already had a
couple of biscuits and a mug of tea. It'll last me until
midday.”

With that Mr. Loggerman left again. Mrs. Loggerman
added some milk to the porridge.

Would you like an egg for breakfast, Abbi?”

“T suppose so0.”

“T want eggs too,” chorused the oldest three girls, who
could talk. “Egg!” said a younger one, banging her spoon.

“Well, go fetch some eggs from the chickens in the
coop out back, Abbi. That is easier than milking the cow.”

“How will I do that?”

“Take this basket. Just lift the chickens to see if there
1s an egg underneath, and then take it. Oh, it is so nice to
have you here, Abbi. If I were by myself, I would have to
leave the little girls alone for some minutes, and you
cannot know what will happen with them wandering about
like this. I'd have to put them safely into cribs and
playpens to get away. But with you here, I can simple ask
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you to fetch something, and continue on. Now take the
basket and fetch the eggs.”

“Will they peck me?”

“No. They're used to being lifted for getting eggs.”

Abbi took the basket and headed out the back door,
leaving behind the ruckus of little girls banging spoons and
shouting baby talk.

Fetching eggs for the first time was an adventure in
itself. She had seen Aunt Gwendoline do it when she was
little, but not done it herself. Perhaps Aunt Gwendoline had
thought she would drop them. She went to the coop and
looked to where hens were sitting on nests.

“Hello Mrs. Hen,” said Abbi. “I am Abbi. I'm new here.
Don’t be afraid. I just have to get eggs. I know you would
like to sit there on the eggs until they hatch into chicks,
but humans like to eat eggs.”

Putting the basket down, she lifted the first hen with
one hand, saw an egg and removed it with her other hand.

“I'm sorry Mrs. Hen. But you'll make another egg in no
time. I was told that egg laying chickens have eggs all the
time, more than regular birds. Just you wait. You'll have
another soon. And then we'll come steal it from you
again.”

“Cluck, cluck,” said Mrs. Hen.

She went on to the next hen and then the next until she
had eight eggs in the basket. She hated the idea that these
eggs would not become chicks, but she liked the taste of
eggs. She liked chicken meat too, but she hoped Mrs.
Loggerman would not ask her to kill and clean a chicken.
Stealing eggs and milk from hens and cows was as nasty
as she wished to be.

She returned to Mrs. Loggerman and the ruckus of little
girls in the kitchen. By then, she had put out some tea and
porridge for Abbi too. There were also some biscuits and
a jar of jam on the table.

“Thank you Abbi. I will now boil some eggs for
breakfast too. Do you like boiled eggs?”

Abbi nodded.

“While I do that, can you help the little ones with their
spoons? They tend to miss their mouths a lot and get
porridge all over themselves.”

“Yes Mrs. Loggerman.”
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And so it went until breakfast was over.

“Now,” said Mrs. Loggerman, “it’s time for the babies to
get some fresh air. Today we’ll carry them down to the
river. Today is laundry day for diapers. I have some tubs
down there, close to the water. We put the babies on the
ground and do the diapers, and then we hang it all on the
clothesline. We'll be done all the laundry by mid-day, and
then we’ll have lunch. After lunch we try to get the girls all
to nap. And then we can have some time to rest too,
before we start preparing supper.”

Soon Mrs. Loggerman, Abbi and all the little ones were
down by the river below the sawmill, at the place that was
used for washing. While the older of the girls took the
liberty of walking around looking at what their mama was
doing, the younger sat in the grass and played with
wooden toys with wheels that presumably their papa had
made for them sometime. The littlest, the new one, slept
inside a wicker basket.

Mrs. Loggerman had large metal and wooden tubs there.
They were filled with water brought with pails from the
river. A fire underneath the large metal tub heated the
water.

“Oh Abbi,” said Mrs. Loggerman, “I am so happy to
have you helping me! Imagine trying to wash all these
diapers and bed sheets all by myself! I dread it when I'm
by myself. And you may wonder why we do it here by the
river. It 1S easler in summer with the water so close.
Otherwise we’'d have to carry water all the way to the
house.”

“At home, my Mama, my adoptive Mama, took large
tubs and washboards to the back yard not too far from the
well pump, and we did the laundry there. We heated the
water inside on the stove for washing, but we used fresh
water from the well pump for rinsing. Then we hung the
clothes up on a clothesline. This is similar, except you do
it beside the river, and you heat the water with a fire
under the metal tub.”

The oldest girl took an interest in the fire. “Stay away
from the fire, Toddles!” exclaimed Mrs. Loggerman.
“You'll burn yourself.”

“Yes” added Abbi. “Then it’'ll hurt and you’ll cry and
cry.
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Abbi added a piece of wood to the fire.

“It is easier,” continued Mrs. Loggerman, “than heating
water in kettles or pots in the house, and having to carry it
here. Mind you, that’'s what we'd have to do in winter.
Before you came, when I had no help, I had to get Mr.
Loggerman, or our hired hand, Jeffrey, to help me. And
that took them away from their regular work. Needless to
say, they did not enjoy helping me maintain the house one
bit!—and helping with the diaper-washing the least! That
1s why I needed household help so much, and I am so very
happy Madam Woodrow let me have you to help me, Abbi.”

“I know what you mean, Mrs. Loggerman. Men like to
do men-things.”

“Now Abbi,” Mrs. Loggerman continued, “add some
more wood to the fire. The water in the metal tub is still
only lukewarm. Might as well add the rest of the soiled
diapers to the tub now, too. And some soap. When the
diapers have stewed a little, then what we do is take them
over here to the wooden tub, where we scrub them on the
washboard. Then we rinse the diapers in the third tub
which is filled with clean water.”

While Abbi went to fetch more wood, Mrs. Loggerman
began scrubbing diapers on the washboard with a cake of
soap. The bottom end of the corrugated metal washboard
was 1n a large wooden tub which contained soapy water.
She scrubbed, dipped the diaper down into the soapy
water, then scrubbed again, and then when the dirt
appeared to be out, she wrung it by hand, took it to the tub
of clean water, rinsed it, wrung it and put it in the basket
of washed diapers, ready for carrying to a clothesline to
dry.

The two toddlers copied Abbi and fetched wood. Abbi
took the wood from them, and added it to the fire under
the tub. She then loaded the remaining soiled diapers from
a basket into the steaming tub. With all the diapers in the
steaming tub, she stirred the diaper stew with a big stick
that, from its well worn look, had been used for that
purpose a long time.

“Give me another diaper, Abbi,” said Mrs. Loggerman.

Abbi lifted another diaper out of the heated tub with the
end of the stirring stick, and threw it into the tub with the
washboard. Mrs. Loggerman began to scrub it on the
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washboard with the cake of soap. In a minute the diaper
was scrubbed, rinsed and piled in the basket of clean
diapers, whereupon Abbi was holding another diaper on
the end of her stick and throwing it into the wash-tub for
Mrs. Loggerman to do another.

“Waaaaah!” The baby had woken up and was making
her presence known.

“Oh dear!” said Mrs. Loggerman. “I hope she doesn’t
want to be fed again so soon!” She hurried over to the
basket. Happily she was able to calm her down, and return
to the tubs.

Finally Abbi asked: “Is that everything?”

“Those are all the diapers. We also have to do sheets
and shirts and other things. Then it will all be done for a
week or two. We'll have to empty the tubs and fill them
with fresh water.”

“Where do you dump the water?”

“Right there.”

“But it will run into the river,” said Abbi. “The beavers
who live in the water might not like it. I don’t think they
like soapy water.”

“Soapy water,” said Cutsie, imitating the older people.

“Well it has never been a problem before. I think the
water dilutes the soap. Besides, the beavers live on the
creek that runs into the river, and not in the river,” replied
Mrs. Loggerman. “Besides, homemade soap is not very
harmful, I don’t think. It is all natural. I make it from ash
and fat.”

“Please, Mrs. Loggerman. There is such a large amount
of soapy water in the tub. It won’t dilute very fast. It is too
much at once. Can we dump the used water on the ground
where it will not go directly into the river? I will not be
able to sleep at night thinking of baby beavers having their
eyes hurting from soapy diaper water getting into them.”

This image of baby beavers with soap in their eyes took
Mrs. Loggerman by surprise.

“I have never thought of it, Abbi. I always thought that
because there is so much water in the river, that the soapy
water, even so much from the tubs, will become diluted
and disappear. I don't know what to think, now. . . .Very
well, Abbi, let us dump the water on the grass over there.
It won’t be any more difficult. You take one handle and I'll
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take the other.”

So Mrs. Loggerman and Abbi carried the metal tub, next
the wooden tub, away from the shore and dumped it in the
grass.

“Mama, [ mean my former Mama,” said Abbi, “told me
that plants do not mind soapy water. In fact it is nourishing
for them. Wherever we dumped it, the grass grew thicker.
It didn’t die.”

“Alright then,” said Mrs. Loggerman. “That went fast.
Let us now take a break and then hang the diapers on the
clothesline, and then see if we can get the sheets and
shirts done before lunchtime. You see, around here, the
faster chores get done, the more time there is to do more
pleasant things. For me, I like to make some cookies or
cakes or make something on my loom. So let that be an
incentive, Abbi. If we get chores done fast, I will have time
to make cakes or cookies or work on my loom, and you
will have time too for your interests.”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman. I long to get started reading my
Papa’s books on Indians. They have become so much more
important to me since I learned I was Indian myself.”

Soon the laundry was all done. The clotheslines they
used were not far from the river, so that the washed
laundry didn’t have to be carried very far.

Abbi handed laundry items to Mrs. Loggerman as she
attached them to the clothesline with wooden clothes pegs.
“Can I help, Mama?” asked Cutsie after a few minutes.

“T want to help too,” two others who talked, chorused
in.

“Alright. You can hand me clothes pegs so I don’t have
to hold them in my mouth.”

The little girls stood around a stump that had a small
basket filled with wooden clothes pegs, and took turns
handing them to their mama. It went fast.

“I have been thinking about names for the girls, Mrs.
Loggerman, like [ promised,” said Abbi as they worked. “If
you were Indian, I would have looked for Indian names
with wonderful descriptive ideas, but since you are not,
and since I don’'t know many Indian words anyway, [ have
been thinking about names suitable for the English
language, that have some meaning. The oldest in the blue
dress you so far call ‘Cutsie’, I have decided that she will
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have a bright happy temperament. [ therefore suggest her
name should be ‘Gladiolus’, that's a flower related to the
irises, you know, but it contains the word ‘glad’. She can
be called ‘Gladis’ for short. I would call her ‘Gladis’ around
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the house, but on formal occasions ‘Gladiolus’.
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Mrs. Loggerman liked the name. “Gladiolus Loggerman.
That is indeed a suitable name for her. She is always
making those very glad faces, and is also pretty as a
flower. Cutsie, would you like to be called Gladiolus?”

Cutsie failed to understand. To her ‘Cutsie’ was fine.
Only Abbi and Mrs. Loggerman knew that ‘Cutsie’ would
no longer be suitable when she was grown.

“That’'s one down, five to go,” declared Mrs.
Loggerman, happily.

“] promise not to rush with the names. I will give every
one the deepest consideration, Mrs. Loggerman,” Abbi
replied. “Naming is so very, very, important. A person
carries their name all their life. I will never know what
Indian name my mother gave me, since Abbi really only
means ‘baby’ from abbinochi.”

“It is easy for me to forget that you are Indian, or at
least, as you said, have an Indian mother. You speak and
act just like any other European, not at all like the Indians
around here who are rather quiet. But I suppose that is
only because you were raised by Europeans, and taught to
read and write very early and to be very expressive.
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Sometimes you seem like a dark Acadian girl, or someone
like that. But then, many Acadians married Indians, and
many are already part Indian even if they aren’t aware of
it.”

“Alas, Mrs. Loggerman, [ once did not know I was
Indian. Now that I have been told, I have to catch up. I
have to learn about who I am. That is why at every
opportunity I must read from the three books of Papa’s I
brought with me.”

“Well the sooner chores get done, the sooner you can
do that.”

“Now, returning to the babies’ names, Mrs. Loggerman,
I suggest the next oldest baby who you temporarily have
called ‘Toddles’, be called ‘Sylvia’.”

“ ‘Sylvia’?” inquired Mrs. Loggerman.

“That’s because she, on the other hand, makes silly
faces. ‘Sylvia’ reminds us of the word ‘silly’ but it is still a
dignified name.”

“Sylvia and Gladis Loggerman. At least we now have
names for the oldest two, who at three and four years old
— or maybe they are already four and five, I forget — are
already talkers and walkers. Thank goodness!”

“But,” added Abbi. “They should also have second
names. The second names should be names from women
of your family — your mother, aunt, grandmother, and so
on — to honour them.”

Mrs. Loggerman became thoughtful, trying to recall first
names of her female relatives. “Well there was Aunt Pearl.
...Hmm. Sylvia Pearl Loggerman. That sounds pretty. I'll
have to try to remember names of women who are
relatives. Well that is a fine idea. But there is time for that.
Second names are not often used. It is the first names that
are most urgent. Thank you, Abbi. Sylvia and Gladis sound
fine for these oldest two.”

Sylvia handed her mama a clothes peg. “Thank you
Sylvia. Yes, Toddles, we will from now on call you Sylvia.
That is your permanent name. ‘Toddles’ is only your
nickname for now. So I will either call you ‘Sylvia’ or, out
of habit, ‘Toddles’, but both will refer to you. Do you
understand?”

Sylvia ‘Toddles’ Pearl Loggerman nodded.

“What’s my name?” wondered Cutsie, sensing there was
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a game going on here.

“You will be Gladis, Cutsie, as I already said. I have to
think of a woman relative’'s name that goes well with
Gladis, though.” She continued towards Abbi. “Oh that
removes a fear [ have had — calling her ‘Cutsie’ even when
she 1s a schoolgirl. Other children would make fun of her if
she kept that name. 'm glad you came up with a good
name, Abbi.”

“Mrs. Loggerman . .. 7 Abbi began again.

“Yes?”

“When the chores are done, and the babies are napping,
I'd like to go to the ridge again.”

“You're not afraid of the bear, Abbi?”

“I realized last night before I fell asleep, that being
afraid is not wise, because if I'm afraid I won't be able to
enjoy walking along the paths. So I decided this morning I
will accept what fate decides. If fate decides I shall be a
meal for a bear, then I will accept that fate. Otherwise I
will be scared of doing what I enjoy.”

“Well, a bear is not likely to eat you,” said Mrs.
Loggerman. “Bears do not eat humans. They would rather
eat berries and insects and small animals. I have lived in
this area since I was a girl, and seen many bears when
picking berries, and they haven't been a problem if you
keep your distance. Unless they feel threatened or their
babies seem threatened, they will not bother you, and in
fact they are often afraid of you because they can’t figure
out what you are. So remain calm. Now, I will agree that
you can go to the ridge, because the blackberries are ripe
and we need blackberries for dessert. From July into
August they become ripe when raspberry time is coming to
an end. So when you go onto the ridge again, could you
take a basket and pick some blackberries? That would be a
chore you can have, to combine with looking at your
Papa’s books. We could have some with cream from
Annabelle for dinner, and cook some for winter preserves.
But keep to the ridge. I don’t want you to have an accident
by wandering off the path.”

“Please can I go to the waterfalls, Mrs. Loggerman? I
will be very, very, very, very, careful. I will use the path
to go down there. I must see them again, I must see
Minnehahahaha again.”
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Mrs. Loggerman pondered the plea. She knew Abbi was
unstoppable. In fact she herself had been the same way
when she was little. “Well, Abbi. If you fall in and drown,
the guilt will be on your shoulders. I will be without any
help and struggle as [ did earlier before [ got you.”

“It would be so grand if there were a girl close to my
age I could be friends with. Is there any nearby?”

“I'm afraid not. We are in the middle of nowhere. You
have to walk three miles almost to Pinewood before there
1s another house. But be patient, we have to send you to
school in September — I promised Mrs. Woodrow, and
besides I think it’s the law that children must go to school
— and then you can meet other children of the area. We can
talk about that, and how you will get there, when the time
gets closer. You'll be alright for now won’t you?”

“Yes, if I can explore. Can I go to the waterfalls again?”

“Very well, go have a look at the waterfalls again. We
can only pray that we will still have you when this week is
over.”

When lunch was over and the little girls were in the
cribs sleeping or inside handmade playpens with their
handmade wooden toys, where Mrs. Loggerman could
keep an eye on them without difficulty, Abbi ran upstairs
and fetched the books to take to study, put them in a
canvas bag that had a shoulder strap, and then, coming
back down with them, also took from Mrs. Loggerman a
small basket for berries, and went.

Abbi felt exhilarated as she looked for the beginning of
the trail. But first she said hello to horses and advised
Annabelle that she would milk her soon. And then she
headed towards the ridge. Life with the Loggermans was
not going to be very bad after all. People did things in
interesting ways here. There was a cow to milk. There
were hens from whom to fetch eggs. And there was a
school, and Mr. Loggerman said real Indians actually
worked at the sawmill sometimes. She could learn from
them about being an Indian directly — to teach her what her
books couldn’t. But the best thing about this place was that
there was nature all around, here. There was a real beaver
family, spirits in the canyons, a place with many small
waterfalls, roaring river, smooth river, a marsh, and lots of
wild animals. And now she had an hour or two free. This
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was a wonderful place!!

To save time, she didn’t visit the beavers — she had
seen them in the morning and would visit them again
tomorrow morning. She was anxious to get to the ridge,
and she was there in no time!

She first looked for the echo place, and talked to the
echo.

“Little spirit girl of the cliff, I have decided to give you
a name. Since | imagine you picking blackberries, I will call
you ‘Little Blackberry' or Sagteminimusis which is what
Mr. Loggerman says it is in the local Maliseet language.”

“. . .MALISEET LANGUAGE...” replied the echo girl.

“ Sagteminimusis! Sagteminimusis! Sagteminimusis!”

“...SAQTEMINIMUSIS..SAQTEMINIMUSIS!”

“That sounds wonderful!”

“...SOUNDS WONDERFUL!”

“But I can’t talk right now, Sagteminimusis. [ really want
to climb down and visit the Minnehahahaha's.”

“MINNEHAHAHAHA'S”

“Yes, the Minnehahahaha...hahahahahaha!”

Abbi felt so happy at this moment.

“ . HAHAHAHAHAHA!"

Evidently so did the blackberry girl spirit roaming the
ridge on the other side.

She was anxious to visit the place with the many happy
falls right off and walked down the side of the ridge into
the river valley. Reaching Minnehahahaha, she was extra
careful not to fall into the pond at the side. She talked to
the spirits there, like she knew Indians did. Then she
climbed back up the hill and ate some blackberries and
blueberries. Finally she sat down to look at the books she
had brought. She had nothing in particular in mind as to
what she would read.

She remembered her adoptive Papa had once told her:
“The Song of Hiawatha is an important work of literature,
but if you really wanted to know what Indians are really
like, and what the original legends that Longfellow used
were like, you have to go to the source writing that
Longfellow used — the books about the Lake Superior
Indians around Sault Ste Marie by the man called Henry
Schoolcraft.” Luckily the two other books she had with her
were by Schoolcraft.
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First she opened Papa’s well worn book of The Song of
Hiawatha. Her adoptive Papa had read to his children so
often from it, that her curiosity about that had worn off.
Besides, Bradden had told her that Longfellow had used
poetic license, and changed things from the original
legends, as well as borrowing ideas from the Finnish folk
poetry. But the lexicon of Ojibwa words at the back was
useful, he had said. She could find Ojibwa Indian words
used in the poem summarized there. She then browsed the
other two books to see what was in them. The one about
Indian legends was easy to read because it was written for
the general public. She glanced through it to plan what she
would read. She soon realized if she was going to teach
herself about Indian ways she would have to become more
organized and disciplined.

“I should focus on one aspect of Indian ways each time,
and not be aimless. I should have one day for learning
about language, another for learning customs, and so
on....

She almost forgot Mrs. Loggerman wanted her to pick
berries. It was time now to head to some blackberry
patches, keeping an eye out for the bear and Mrs.
Loggerman’s instruction to remain calm if it is there and
walk slowly away.

First she checked if the big bear poop was still there. It
was, but it was getting old. There were lots of flies around
it. Then she looked and listened to make sure the bear was
not there today, and cautiously began to fill the basket
with nice fat blackberries, putting every fifth one in her
mouth for herself. Every now and then she poked her head
up above the blackberry bushes to look around to make
sure there was no bear nearby.

By late afternoon, she was back at the house and Mrs.
Loggerman was happy to see a whole basket brimming
with blackberries.

“Wonderful!” she said. “I hope you didn’t eat too many,
Abbi, yourself, while you picked.”

Abbi showed a guilty expression.

“I don’t mind, Abbi, but you know as well as anyone,
that if you eat too much, the same thing will happen to you
as to the bear.”

“I hope 1 didn’'t eat too much, Mrs. Loggerman; but
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they're so delicious it is hard to resist.”

“Well be careful. In any event we now have some
blackberries for dessert, and we should get more to make
into preserves for the winter.”

“I would love to pick them every afternoon, Mrs.
Loggerman, while they are so ripe and delicious! I could go
to the ridge and study my Papa’s books like I did today,
and then pick some blackberries for preserves tomorrow
and the next day and next.”

At this moment all the little girls were in the living room
and being relatively quiet. Abbi was glad of that. The
younger half were still napping, and the oldest two were
playing together putting assorted things they found around
the living room into a small basket, taking them out and
putting them in again.

“Yes, Abbi. I appreciate you picking berries. When I am
by myself with all the babies, I can’t get away.
Blackberries aren’t ripe for very long. After we have
gotten the girls napping after lunch every day, you can go
do as you did today for two hours, and then we can start
making lots of preserves and have blackberry jam to have
with bread in winter.”

“I appreciated your letting me also read a while from
my adoptive Papa’s book. I only became aware that [ am
Indian a few weeks ago, and it is very important to me to
learn all about Indians.”

“Yes it is very important to know who you are,” agreed
Mrs. Loggerman.

“When I was little, my Papa, I mean my adoptive Papa,
read legends, and pieces from The Song of Hiawatha, to
me, and I know a great deal already; but [ never knew that
I was an Indian back then. Now I want to review
everything from a new perspective, and learn more, now
that I know. I want to picture myself in the stories. I
especially like the legends that feature an Indian girl,
because I can relate to her; although, I can relate to an
Indian boy as well.”

“T understand, Abbi. As I said, if we get all the chores
done quickly then you’ll have plenty of time; and I/l have
plenty of time too to follow my own interests. I am
currently making a wall hanging on the loom in the corner.
Instead of valuable yarn I use twisted rags from clothes
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that are too worn to repair. It is wonderfully relaxing. I can
watch the children as I work as well.”

Abbi went over to the loom. She had noticed it in the
corner before, but not studied it yet. It was big and had
many wood pieces to it. It had been well made. She saw
the wall-hanging half done on it.

“T inherited it from my mother,” Mrs. Loggerman
explained. “One day when I'm working on it, [ can let you
watch. Perhaps you’ll want to try it too.”

Abbi returned to Mrs. Loggerman’s side in the kitchen
part.

“So there you are, Abbi. We both have projects to
pursue. What did you study today, then?”

“For the first day, [ mainly walked around, pretending I
was an Indian — well being an Indian since I don’t have to
pretend if I am one. I also glanced through the three
books. But I realized, Mrs. Loggerman that to properly
learn I must be organized just like when we learn things in
school. At school the subjects are divided up between
literature, history, arithmetic and so on. I think I should
divide up my Indian studies in a similar way.”

“That seems wise. I realize how important it is for you
to have a study programme to learn about Indians, since
you won't find anything of that sort in regular school. Have
you decided on a plan?”

Abbi had thought about it on her way back. “I decided I
would study a different subject about Indians for every
weekday. I'll give myself the weekend off just like in
regular school. Today is Monday, and [ haven't decided yet
what I would study on Mondays, but I think I would like to
start by studying Indian culture on Tuesdays. On
Wednesday I can study Indian legends. On Thursday I think
I can study Indian language. One Friday I could look to be
taught by animals.”

“How do you get taught by animals?”

“We can learn a great deal from animals. For example
humans might learn a great deal about constructing an
earth dam from beavers.”

“But the beavers are not actually teaching you. You are
simply observing and learning.”

Mrs. Loggerman had now put the blackberries aside for
supper and was mixing dough for bread.
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“But isn’t that how we learn?” Abbi continued. “By
observing and copying? Mrs. Loggerman, I have been
watching how you mix and knead the dough for the bread,
and I am learning by observing, even though you are not
actually teaching me. We can learn something from all
animals in the same way. Indians learned much about living
in the wilderness by watching and learning from the
animals. So what I will do on Fridays, is find an interesting
animal and then watch it as long as I can and see if it does
anything that seems wise, and which we can use.”

“Evena ... fly?”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman. [ have come to think that every
single animal has something to teach us. All we have to do
is figure out what it is. For example, perhaps butterflies
and flying squirrels can give us an idea of how a man can
jump off a cliff and glide to the bottom, by wearing a large
piece of canvas, to serve as wings.”

“Well don’t you try anything like that, Abbi! Promise me
to tell me what animals have taught you. I would not like
you to do anything foolish. But in general, it sounds like a
fine plan. The faster we get scheduled chores done, the
more time we will both have for other things. Furthermore
the more of the yearly chores we get done in the summer,
the less there will be for the fall, winter and spring.”

“Like making soap and candles?”

“That’s right. It’s difficult to do that in winter.”

But right now it’s time to start the supper.”

“This will be my first day helping with making supper,”
said Abbi. “What would you like me to do?”

“Well, . . ..” began Mrs. Loggerman. She was so very
happy to have Abbi. She was not just help for her, but
good company as well, and someone to talk to while she
worked. And Abbi knew how to talk!
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NEXT DAY: TUESDAY

The next morning Abbi once again got up just as the
sky was lightening up, put on her boots, tiptoed past the
little girls, and ran in her nightgown to visit the beavers.
Perhaps she would see one again this morning.

She ran so fast, she almost tripped over a beaver. She
froze when she saw him. He was cornered so he didn't
know which way to run, and just froze too to see what
Abbi would do.

“Don’t be afraid, beaver. [ can see you are afraid and
would like to get past me to get to the safety of the water.
So I will back up, Mr. Qapit” She used the Maliseet word
Mr. Loggerman had told her earlier. She saw it was bigger
than the stuffed one that was on her adoptive Papa’s desk.
It had to be Mr. Qapit.

Abbi backed up very slowly. The beaver, seeing she
was not going to charge at him, began moving towards the
water. Reaching it, the beaver slipped into the water. But
he had abandoned the branch he was dragging.

“You left your branch you were dragging, behind, Mr.
Qapit,” she called.

Abbi went to pick up the branch, took it to the edge of
the water, and threw it as far as she could into the pond.

“Here is your branch, Mr. Qapit,” she called. “I am
sorry for damaging your dam the other day. But I saw that
it was fine.”

She looked out over the water, and saw the wake of a
beaver swimming, and then another.

“There are at least two. Maybe they are husband and
wife,” said Abbi. “Perhaps there are babies inside the
lodge. Or maybe the babies are already grown up and have
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gone off and married and built their own lodge elsewhere.
Well goodbye Mr. and Mrs. Qapit. I didn't mean to startle
you.”

She enjoyed the sights and sounds of the marsh coming
alive as the day dawned, but couldn’t stay. She had to rush
back before everyone else was up. But before going back
she thought she might as well wash her face while she was
near the place where washing was done.

And then she was back, started a fire, rushed upstairs,
tiptoed past the babies, and got dressed. Meanwhile, Mr.
Loggerman came down and set the kettle boiling. Abbi was
back downstairs too moments later.

“Thanks for starting the fire in the stove,” said Mr.
Loggerman. “Mrs. Loggerman would like you to get the
milk every morning. If you come with me, Abbi. I will show
you how to milk Annabelle so you can do it from now on.”

She went with Mr. Loggerman to the barn. He showed
her how to milk the cow, and when the pail was full, he set
Annabelle loose to roam the yard for grasses and clover.

“I throw grass seeds around,” he explained to Abbi,
“and that seems to have encouraged grasses to grow. Now
let’s return to the house. Martha is no doubt tending to the
babies now, and will soon be down.”

“I look forward to milking Annabelle and also fetching
eggs from the chickens, Mr. Loggerman, and the chores
that have to be done. When the chores are done and the
children napping in the afternoon, Mrs. Loggerman will let
me head to the ridge to pick blackberries and do my Indian
studies. I have a lot to learn about being an Indian, now
that 'm aware I'm one. Yesterday [ decided I must be
organized in my studying just like they are in school, I will
study a different aspect of being an Indian for each day of
the week, as if I'm in school, and then I will give myself
the weekend off like in regular school. I already explained
it to Mrs. Loggerman.”

Abbi liked to explain things thoroughly.

Mrs. Loggerman and the little girls were up and the
morning began again the same way as before — Mr.
Loggerman left to the sawmill, workers arrived by wagon,
Mrs. Loggerman and Abbi fed the babies, and then they all
set out to do a major chore needing to be done — this time
making candles and soap from fat. Abbi liked it when she
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learned a new practical skill.

When the children were napping in the afternoon, Abbi
was ready to go do her Indian studies.

“Remind me what you are studying today, Abbi.”

“Tuesday, 1 planned to be about Indian -culture
generally. I am very interested in spirits — that Indians
called manito’s. But I'm wondering what I should study as
my first step. I know. I will look at Mr. Schoolcraft’s book
about legends. But I won't be studying the legends — that’s
for Wednesdays which is tomorrow. I will read all his
introductions and footnotes - to see what notes he makes
about culture.”

“Well do you have any ideas about spirits yet from the
reading you have done so far?”

“I've noticed in all the books and from what my Papa
has said, that there is a great deal of attention to nature
spirits, which as I said the Ojibwa called manito’s - I'm not
sure how exactly it ought to be pronounced. I think they
are central to Indian culture. They touch on everything. I
thought that perhaps that is what I should concentrate on
first — to understand better how the Indians looked on
nature. According to Mr. Schoolcraft, the Indian nature
spirts are everywhere, all around us in nature—not just in
animals, but anything that feels living. Spirits make the
winds blow, the clouds to float across the sky, the sun to
shine, the forest to grow. Papa once said when he read a
legend to us children, that in civilization people believe
that spirits are found only in animals and plants, but
Indians believe spirits are in everything. A person is part
of something larger that is living, and that has a spirit too,
and we are part of that spirit. He said it is something like
how a part of us, like our stomach, is something separate,
yet is still part of the whole living thing that we are.”

“That makes sense,” replied Mrs. Loggerman.

“Nature does seem to have some order and purpose in its
overall behaviour, and I can see that it can be viewed as a
very large living being that we are inside. My father talked
about such things sometimes. It isn't only an Indian idea. It
1s something anyone can appreciate — that Nature is a
whole single living thing and we are inside it all. And a
rock in the environment, or a cliff, even though it doesn’t
seem living, 1s something like a fingernail or hair that we
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have, which by itself is not living and yet it is part of our
whole living body. Well hurry up and be off.”

Abbi was happy Mrs. Loggerman was so supportive of
her educational endeavours and that there were some
things in Indian beliefs that all humans could believe in.
Then it wasn't so much Indian beliefs as beliefs for all
humanity.

Before long she was at the ridge again, the spot she had
chosen for pursuing her self-education — the place where
there was a good view over the valley.

“Hello girl spirit of the blackberry slopes! Hello
Saqteminimusis. It is Abbi again!” she called. It was
necessary to raise her voice, or else the echo would be
hard to hear over the noise of the river down below.

The echo, who she liked to think of as a spirit
replied:”....ABBI AGAIN!”

“T am determined to study about Indians today!”

“..STUDY ABOUT INDIANS TODAY”

“T must get started, I will talk to you more later.”

“.TALK TO YOU MORE LATER.”

She sat down and took out her books, as well as some
paper and a pencil in case she needed to make notes. She
opened Schoolcraft’s book and looked for something
relating to spirits. She soon realized she couldn’t learn
about nature spirits from books. She should simply
observe the world around her!

“I don’t think one can learn about manito's from a
book. One has to experience it, I think. I will walk around
trying to feel the nature spirits, the manito’'s. I will leave
my books here and come back for them later.” In a loud
voice she said “I will return here in a short while
Saqteminimusis.”

Abbi began to wander and explore along the ridge. As
she went she found herself talking out loud as if talking to
someone. Perhaps she was remembering the beaver and
speaking to it without realizing it. She had, after all, in her
early life frequently talked to Amik, the stuffed beaver on
her adoptive Papa’s desk often. She was by now used to
expressing herself to a beaver,

"You cannot see nature spirits, no more than you can
see the spirit of a person,” she said to herself as she went.
“But if you close your eyes and feel with your being, you
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can. I know, because once when we were playing hide-
and-seek at school, I sensed someone hiding behind a
bush, even though I couldn’t see them. That must be how
you can feel the manito’s. And if you have imagination, you
can give them some kind of form, to picture them
somehow.”

Abbi therefore tried to feel her environment with her
whole being. She tried to percieve her environment with
her being and not with her normal senses. She took a deep
breath and closed her eyes. She opened her eyes and
continued on.

She first came upon a blueberry patch. “I think there is
a spirit here. The blueberry spirit. I can feel it all around
these bushes. I picture this spirit as a woman and she
wears a blue gown.”

She walked on and found herself beneath a pine tree.
The wind blew through the pine needles and made it
whistle. “Listen. The wind spirit and the pine tree spirit
are talking to each other. O Spirit of the Wind, what
messages are you whispering to the pine tree?”

She continued on.

She came to a large gnarled cedar tree. She looked up
at it. It had much character. She wondered what kind of
spirit it had inside it. She patted the bark. “Hello spirit of
Gnarled Cedar. I mean you no harm. I greet you. I am on
my way to the side of the river. I want to see the falls
again, the ones I called Minnehahahaha as there seem to
be several falls all together. Don’t worry, I will be very
careful not to fall in. You seem to be motherly, Cedar
Spirit. That is why [ imagined you said ‘Be careful’ .
Thank you Mrs. Gnarled Cedar, for showing me your
concern.”

As she went she recalled some episodes in The Song of
Hiawatha, and how Hiawatha communicated with Nature.

She continued on.

She came across a blackberry patch. “Oh!” she said, “I
can see there could be a spirit of a girl like me picking
blackberries in there!”

It was fun to imagine things being alive. In the Indian
view of things, you could even address a rock as if it were
alive. Her Papa had explained once when reciting 7The
Song of Hiawatha to his children, that the Ojibwa language
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paid attention to whether something was animate or
inanimate, which meant living or non-living.

“Papa said that something animate would be seen to
have a spirit in it, and something inanimate was simply
without spirit. Even rocks are living if they are part of a
living landscape. I suppose a rock is no longer living if you
remove it, but then it gets its livingness back when you put
the rock into a new use like the walls of a house. I wish
Papa was here. He could explain how Indians saw things.”

Finally she arrived at Minnehahahaha. It was uplifting to
see them. The cascading water created much water noise
and cool mist.

“Good morning, Minnehahahaha's,” said Abbi. “I see
you as sister spirits. Each one a different nature,
depending on how you fall. The falling water seems like
your cascading hair. If I squint, it is easy to see something.
If T listen, I can imagine a soft voice coming through the
water noise. | wonder what you are saying.” She sat down
on a rock beside the pool of water beneath the falls. “And
as I sit beside this pool, and take my shoes off, and put my
feet in the water, I can almost see the spirits of the water.
The water, rocks and light seem to be playing with one
another, and they all look happy. On the other hand, the
roaring water further down, sounds like a noisy gang of
boys, playing a rousing team sport of some kind. Mr.
Slatescreech at the Fredericton school said that these are
metaphors. I think metaphors are good ways of giving
spirits some meaningful form. It's very important to be
able to picture spirits. Otherwise they are just feelings and
we can't relate to them in any real way.”

She recalled once in Littleton watching an old man
carving a piece of wood. She asked him “How do you
know what to carve?” and he said “I carve what the
piece of wood wants me to carve — whatever I see wanting
to emerge, | help it to emerge.” But first the carver
needed to get a picture in his mind. Only then can you turn
it into something more tangible. “Like for example turning
the sights and sounds of the water into poetry....”

Abbi got up again and continued on.

“I'd better start back. I still have to pick some berries
for Mrs. Loggerman....”

She climbed the path up the valley side again. She
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returned to where she had left her books, bag, and berry-
picking basket.

It was a very good place to speak to Sagteminimusis
because the noise of the river was fainter.

“Sagteminimusis! I'm here again!” she shouted.

“.-.HERE AGAIN!” replied the echo with the girl voice.

In a normal voice Abbi continued: “I wonder if
Saqteminimusis 1s the best name for the girl spirit. But I
don’t know any Malitseet Indian words for other names.”
She stopped and thought a moment and nodded. “I'm
already getting used to picturing a spirit girl travelling
through the blackberry patches like breezes. Calling
her ‘Little Blackberry’ which Mr. Loggerman said was
Saqteminimusis in the Maliseet language, seems perfect!”.
She gazed into the distant opposite side of the valley and
imagined her among the bushes swaying in the breeze
going from bush to push with a large wicker berry picking
basket. She pictured her in an old-time Indian dress of
deerskin, with long black hair and a feather in her hair. For
an instant, some swaying of the leaves made her think she
actually saw something.

“Is that you, Sagteminimusis picking berries on the
ridge on the opposite side?” Abbi called.

“ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE?” was the reply.

“Yes. ” Abbi shouted.

“YES!” the echo, replied as if affirming what Abbi
imagined.

Abbi was learning to phrase her sentences so that the
final words when echoed back could also sound like a
reply. It made Sagteminimusis seem more real. Suddenly
she thought she heard:

“WHERE ARE YOU GOING ABBI?”

Abbi was startled, like someone who had seen a ghost.
That was not an echo! Was that a real spirit? Or did she
imagine it from the sound of the wind?

“Are you a real spirit?” Abbi stuttered.
. A REAL SPIRIT?” came the reply.

The echoing was back to normal.

What had happened just then? Was her mind playing
tricks on her, or had something real occurred? How much
of the spirit world was out there, and how much was in her
head? Is there a difference?
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Back at her learning spot, she sat down and opened the
books she had temporarily left behind. Combining with her
exploration and what she remembered from her adoptive
Papa reciting The Song of Hiawatha to his children, Abbi
come to the conclusion that everything the Indian did had
some dialogue with or reference to spirits of one kind or
another. Even if you washed your face, the spirit of the
water was involved! One could wash one’s face very
quickly to get it clean so as to do other things, but also
one could indulge in it very deeply and have a deep
dialogue with the water and soap.

“What more can [ discover about manitos in these
books?”

She decided to thumb through Mr. Schoolcraft’s book.
This book was written for the general public a year after
Longfellow’s The Song of Hiawatha, which borrowed from
his writings. It was called The Myth of Hiawatha and Other
Oral Legends, Mythological and Allegoric, of the North
American Indians. *® Tt was easy to read compared to his
very serious books, that her adoptive Papa had as well.

She began at the front, paying particular attention to
footnotes in which he explained things in the legend
stories. The book began with the legends of Manabozho
(Nanabozho) which Longfellow had interpreted as
Hiawatha, even though, as her Papa had told her, Hiawatha
was actually an Iroquois word.

“Here are the stories about Manabozho, at the front of
Mr. Schoolcraft’s book! Look, here is almost an entire
page of footnotes. It seems to be about spirits. ...hmm...It
1s about fasts....like Hiawatha had in one of the
stories...What does he say”..... the footnote relates to a
legend where an old woman tells someone to have a fast
before going to war... And here is what this footnote says:

“ Fasts. The ritual of fasting is one of the most deep—
seated and universal in the Indian ritual. It is practiced
among all the American tribes, and is deemed by them
essential to their success in life in every situation. No
young man is fitted and prepared to begin the career of life

15 The Myth of Hiawatha and Other Oral Legends, Mythological and

Allegoric, of the North American Indians. Henry Schoolcraft, 1856
was a small book written for the general public in response to the
popularity of The Song of Hiawatha 1855, by Longfellow
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until he has accomplished his great fast. Seven days
appear to have been the ancient maximum Iimit of
endurance, and the success of the devotee is inferred from
the length of continued abstinence for which he is known
to have attained. These fasts are anticipated by youth as
one of the most important events of life. They are awaited
with Interest, prepared for with solemnity, and endured
with self-devotion bordering on the heroic. Character is
thought to be fixed from this period, and the primary fast,
thus prepared for and successfully established, seems to
hold that relative importance to subsequent years that is
attached to a public profession of religious faith in civilized
communities. It is at this period that young men and young
women ‘see visions and dream dreams,’ and fortune or
misfortune 1s predicted from the guardian spirit chosen
during this, to them, religious ordeal . .

“Oh. I didn’'t know it was significant for young people.
And it is for girls as well as boys. ... I must read more:

“The hallucinations of the mind are taken for divine
inspiration. The effect 1s deeply felt and strongly
impressed on the mind, too deeply, indeed, to ever be
obliterated in after life. The father in the circle of his
lodge, the hunter in the pursuit of the chase, and the
warrior in the field of battle, think of the guardian genius
which they fancy to accompany them, and trust his power
and benign Influence under every circumstance. This
genius is the absorbing theme of their silent meditations,
and stands to them In all respects Iin place of the
Christian’s hope, with the single difference that, however
deeply mused upon, the name is never uttered, and every
circumstance connected with Its selection, and the
devotion paid to it, is most studiously and professedly
concealed even from their nearest friends. . .

“That means when the boy or girl selects his or her
guardian spirit, it remains private and personal. . ..

“Fasts in subsequent life appear to have for their object
a renewal of powers and virtues which they attribute to
the rite. And they are observed more frequently by those
who strive to preserve unaltered the ancient state of
society among them, or by men who assumed austere
habits for the purpose of acquiring influence in the tribe,
or as preparatives for war or some extraordinary feat. It is
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not known that there is any fixed day observed as a
general fast. So far as a rule is followed, a general fast
seems to have been observed in the spring, and to have
preceded the general and customary fasts of that season.

“It will be inferred from these fasts, that the Indians
believe fasts to be very meritorious. They are deemed
most acceptable to the Manitoes or spirits whose influence
and protection they wish to engage or preserve. And it Is
thus clearly deducible, that a very large proportion of the
time devoted by the Indians to secret worship, so to say, Is
devoted to these guardian or intermediate spirits, and not
to the Great Spirit or Creator.”

Abbi had come to the end of the long footnote about
fasts. It told her so much she did not know, especially the
part where it was a special custom for young Indians like
her!

“I'm a young Indian. Maybe I have to have a fast!”

“YOU HAVE TO PICK BERRIES NOW FOR MRS
LOGGERMAN!” came a voice.

Abbi looked up. Where did that come from? Was she
imagining it, or was it the girl spirit she had befriended?

It scared her a little, so she quickly obeyed. She packed
the books into her canvas bag, which went over her
shoulder with a strap, picked up Mrs. Loggerman’s berry-—
picking basked and set off to the blackberry patches.

She scanned the bushes for any sign of a bear, and
found none, so she began picking. There were plenty of
them, and she filled up the basket in no time. She could not
linger, as she had spent much time exploring, and headed
along the ridge and then the path back to the Loggerman’s.

Arriving back, she found Mrs. Loggerman in the kitchen
part. She handed the blackberries to her.

“These blackberries wish to be put inside a pie, Mrs.
Loggerman,” said Abbi.

“They do? And how did you determine that?”

“They told me as [ was picking them.”

“They did?”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman. Today I walked around
everywhere trying to tune in to all the nature spirits
around me. And in the Indian view, there is spirit in
everything. When the basket was full, the berries seemed
to say to me they wanted to be in a pie. I am quite sure
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that I heard the blackberries tell me in a high chorus of
voices that they wished to be put inside a pie.”

Mrs. Loggerman laughed. “Very well. I suppose we
have to respect the wishes of the blackberry spirits. Inside
a pie it will be, instead of making jam.”

“Also, Mrs. Loggerman. [ think [ should have a fast.

“Have a what?”

“A very long footnote in Mr. Schoolcraft’s book says
that Indian youths have fasts, living by themselves and
waiting for a dream or vision that reveals to them their
path in life. Losing my Papa, having to move, learning I am
Indian, being sent up here ....has made me very confused.
Should I become an Indian, or not, and how. A fast will
help me determine who I am and where I am to go.”

“Well, let us speak more about that later. It sounds like
a major undertaking. Now help me make the crust for the
pie, seeing as the blackberries are insisting they become a
pie filling.”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman.”

They all had a wonderful fresh pie that suppertime.

In the evening before bed, Abbi made notes about the
realizations she had made during the day about manito’s.

WEDNESDAY — STUDYING INDIAN LEGENDS

Wednesday began the same as Tuesday. Abbi sprung
out of bed the moment she saw light coming in the
window, put on her shoes and ran down to the beaver pond
to watch the early morning activity. There was no wind,
and aside from the sound of falling water in the distance
beside the sawmill, it was quiet. She could hear the sounds
of nature in the morning better than she could later. A
beaver must have noticed her, because she heard a slap of
its tail.

“Now they are all wary of me. I might as well run back
and get the fire and porridge started.”

She ran back, started the fire, went upstairs to get
dressed, this time barely having time to say ‘good
morning’ to Mr. Loggerman, and then out to the barn to
milk Annabelle and fetch eggs from the chickens.

After breakfast there were the chores. She helped Mrs.
Loggerman enthusiastically as she knew the sooner they
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were done, the sooner she could be free to return to the
ridge to continue her programme of learning about Indians.

“What are you studying today, Abbi? I forgot what you
told me about your schedule.”

“Today I plan to study about Indian legends and stories.
I will read from The Song of Hiawatha and the two books I
have by Mr. Schoolcraft.”

“But how do you know these books which you have
inherited from your former Papa, are proper books to learn
from?”

“Henry Wadsworth Longfellow who wrote The Song of
Hiawatha used to be a professor at Harvard, and the other
books are by a man whose last name is ‘Schoolcraft’. How
can his books be anything else than suitable, if his name
has the word “School” in it? Did you know his ancestor ran
a school in Albany? 16 One book of the two I brought is
easy to read. Papa read from it at bedtime to the children
often. It is called The Myth of Hiawatha and Other Oral
Legends. It has many notes in it about Indian culture. But
mostly Mr. Schoolcraft tells legends he collected from my
people, some of which Henry Wadsworth Longfellow used
to design Hiawatha's adventures in The Song of Hiawatha.
It isn’t too difficult to read that. And it is genuine because
Mr. Schoolcraft’s wife was half-Ojibwa and probably
helped him collect the stories, and make sure he got
everything right.”

“Well it sounds like a good book then if his wife was
half-Indian.”

“Yes. Her mother was the daughter of a chief, which
means she was an Indian Princess, and her father was an
Irish trapper named Mr. Johnson. I can therefore identify
with her because I'm also half-and-half. According to my
adoptive Mama, my mother was Ojibwa, and my father was
Pictish, like I told your before.”

“Well it sounds Mr. Schoolcraft’s book is a good one to
study from, then. It will be very knowledgeable and

16 Henry Rowe Schoolcraft’s British ancestor of many generations ago,
was James Calcraft, an educated military man, who eventually settled
at Albany, N.Y. During his old age, James Calcraft conducted a large
school, the first English school in that then frontier part of the
country. This appears to be the reason for the change of the family
name from Calcraft to Schoolcraft.
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truthful.”

“I brought another book that I saw my adoptive Papa
reading, but it is much more difficult. It is very difficult to
read because it is about everything he did — that Mr.
Schoolcraft did. There are lots of American government
and geology and geography things he did. But I found the
part where he went to live beside the Ojibwa people at
Sault Ste Marie, on the American side, easier to read and
more interesting. He served as the Indian Agent for the
American government, to make sure there was peace and
that traders were properly licensed and did not bring in
any whiskey. He went there in July 1822, so things have
probably changed considerably since then. I wonder if my
mother came from there. My adoptive mother, Jenine, only
knew that my mother came from Gitche Gumee, from Lake
Superior. Mr. Schoolcraft mentions Gitche Gumee because
it is right west of Sault Ste Marie.”

“It seems you have plenty to study from. How will you
know where to begin?”

“l already know some legends from when my Papa
read from The Myth of Hiawatha and Other Oral Legends,
Mythological and Allegoric, of the North American Indians.
But when he read it before I didn’t know I was Indian. Now
when I read them again, [ will picture myself as one of the
people in the legend. It will be like reading the legends
from a completely new perspective. It will all seem new.”

When she was free that afternoon, she ran out to the
ridge — a fifteen minute walk — and after saying her hello’s
to the blackberry girl spirit of the ridge opposite, she sat
down to begin today’s studying.

She opened the book and began by studying the
contents carefully, including the contents page and
preface.

“This was published not just in America, at
Philadelphia, but also in London, England,” she said to
herself. “It is amazing that Indian legends are also of
interest all the way across the Atlantic Ocean. Here is one
that isn’t very long. I don’t recall Papa reading it. It is
called Shingebiss, an Allegory of Self-Reliance. 1 think
self-reliance is very important, especially for people living
out here in the wilderness, without other people for miles
around. I will begin:
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“There was once a Shingebiss, the name of the fall
duck living alone, in a solitary lodge, on the shores of the
deep bay of a lake in the coldest winter weather. . This
story seems to be about a duck. The ice had formed on the
water, and he had but four logs of wood to keep his fire.
Each of these would, however, burn a month, and as there
were but four cold winter months, they were sufficient to
carry him through till spring.

“Shingebiss was hardy and fearless, and cared for no
one. He would go out during the coldest day, and seek for
places where flags and rushes grew through the ices, and
plucking them up with his bill, would dive through the
openings in quest for fish.. In this way he found plenty of
food, while others were starving, and he went home daily
to his lodge, dragging strings of fish after him, on the ice. .
Kabebonicca (which is a personification of the Northeast
direction) observed him, and felt a little piqued at his
perseverance and good luck in defiance of the severest
blasts of wind he could send from the northwest. ‘Why!
this is a wonderful man,” said he; ‘he does not mind the
cold, and appears to be happy and contented as If it were
the month of June. I will try whether he cannot be
mastered.” He poured forth tenfold colder blasts, and
drifts of snow, so that it was next to impossible to live in
the open air. Still, the fire of Shingebiss did not go out. he
wore but a single strip of leather around his body, and he
was seen, in the worst weather, searching the shores for
rushes, and carrying home fish.

“ ‘I shall go visit him,” said Kabebonicca, one day,
as he saw Shingebiss dragging along a quantity of fish.
And, accordingly, that very night, he went to the door of
his lodge. Meantime, Shingebiss had cooked his fish, and
finished his meal, and was lying, partly on his side, before
the fire, singing his songs. After Kabebonicca had come to
the door, and stood listening there, he sang as follows: —

Ka Neej Ka Neej
Be In Be In

Bon In Bon In

Oc Ee. Oc Ee.

Ca We-ya! Ca We-ya!

“Mr. Schoolcraft now explains Indian language. It will
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be useful when I study language tomorrow. This is how
Ojibwa song really sounded, not like when it is put into
English form like Longfellow did!” She read: “The
number of words, in this song, are few and simple, but
they are made up from compounds, which carry the whole
of their original meanings, and are rather suggestive of the
ideas floating in the mind than actual expressions of these
ideas. Literally, he sings: —

Spirit of the Northwest — you are but my fellow man”

Abbi found this explanation of Indian song worthy of
pause and reflection. “Indian song is suggestive of ideas.
I think he means that besides the strict meaning of the
whole word there are meanings inside it that come from
the smaller ideas in the way it is constructed. Being
broken into syllables, to correspond with a simple chant,
and by the power of Intonation and repetition, with a
chorus, these words are expanded into melodious
utterance, if we may be allowed the term, and may be thus
rendered. Unfortunately when it is translated into English,
all this is lost. You have to know the Indian language to
understand. Here is a translation of the song into English...

Windy god, I know your plan,

You are but my fellow man;

Blow you may your coldest breeze,

Shingebiss you cannot freeze.

Sweep the strongest wind you can,

Shingebiss is still your man;

Heigh! for life — and he! for bliss,

Who so free as Shingebiss?”

Abbi now understood what her adoptive Papa had meant
when he said that English verse, like that in The Song of
Hiawatha, didn’t properly translate the nature of Indian
song — English simply is so completely different!

Abbi continued reading. “The hunter knew that
Kabebonicca was at his door, for he felt his cold and
strong breath;, but he kept on singing his songs, and
affected utter indifference. At length Kabebonicca entered,
and took his seat on the opposite side of the lodge. But
Shingebiss did not regard, or notice him. He got up, as if
nobody were present, and taking his poker, pushed the log,
which made his fire burn brighter, repeating, as he sat
down again: -
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You are but my fellow man

Very soon the tears began to flow down Kabebonicca's
cheeks, which increased so fast, that, presently, he said to
himself: ‘I cannot stand this — I must go out.” He did so,
and left Shingebiss to his songs, but resolved to freeze up
all the flag orifices, and make the ice thick, so that he
could not get any more fish. At last, Kabebonicca was
compelled to give up the contest. ‘He must be aided by
some Monedo,” said he. ‘I can neither freeze him nor
starve him, he is a very singular being - I will let him
alone.” ”

That wasn't a long story. She thought about what was
the message of the story. “I think this story is about how
man can cope with winter cold by being inventive and
resolute.”

Abbi closed the book, and put it back into her canvas
bag along with the Hiawatha book. She conversed loudly
with the echo girl again, and when she had had enough,
she took Mrs. Loggerman’s berry basket and went to pick
more berries today. There was now enough collected that
perhaps tomorrow the chores would involve making the
first batch of blackberry preserves.

She liked reading the legends, They were also
entertaining, so she read another legend before bed.

“Tomorrow,” she thought when she blew out the oil
lamp and got under the covers, “I will begin to learn Indian
words.”

THURSDAY: LEARNING ABOUT LANGUAGE

The day dawned bright and fresh again. Abbi rushed to
visit the beavers and begin the morning chores. The more
she became used to the routine the faster she became,
sometimes running past Mr. Loggerman now with only a
quick ‘Good Morning.’

Today when the chores were done, the plan was that
she would continue her Indian studies by learning Indian
words. She knew there was at least a big vocabulary at the
back of The Song of Hiawatha, She had not particularly
wanted to learn the words before she knew she was
Indian. Now that she knew, she wanted to learn them all by
heart.
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When Mrs. Loggerman asked her about her plans, Abbi
replied: “I want to start an Ojibwa Vocabulary, just like Mr.
Schoolcraft did in the winter of 1822. Since the real Ojibwa
of my mother’s origins are thousands of miles from here
and I can’t talk to them, [ will write down all the words I
can find from the books. But since this is Maliseet country,
I want to also start a vocabulary of Maliseet words. Mr.
Loggerman has already taught me the word gapit and
sagteminimusis.

“Well, be careful about asking Mr. Loggerman for
Maliseet words. He only knows from his Maliseet workers
who come work for him sometimes, and he doesn’t
pronounce them like they do. Do you have enough to study
from? Do the books you have tell enough about the
language?”

“Well yes for the Ojibwa words. The Song of Hiawatha
has a long vocabulary at the back. I can begin with that.
But Mr. Schoolcraft’s books have notes about the Ojibwa
language too. But alas, I will have to find some other
means to learn Maliseet words later. But since my mother
was Ojibwa from Gitche Gumee, the Ojibwa language will
be most important to me anyway. I already know what I
will do in regards to the vocabulary in Mr. Longfellow’s
book. I have to study the contents of Mr. Schoolcraft’s
books to find passages about language. In some places he
talks about when he began to learn the Ojibwa language of
his wife’s family, and what he discovered from the English
point of view. I will imagine I am just like him.”

“That sounds like a good plan,” agreed Mrs. Loggerman
as she worked.

"And like in real school, I want to write down what I
learn. Mrs. Loggerman, do you have a quill and ink I could
use? I only have the pencil. And paper? I want to write a
vocabulary of Indian words and add to it over time.”

“Yes, there is some on the desk in the living room that
Mr. Loggerman and Jeffery use for business and accounts
and for our correspondence with Madam Woodrow’'s
company from time to time — although Jeffery is usually
the one who writes it. His writing and penmanship is very
good. But wouldn’t a graphite pencil do?”

“Yes for notes, but for my main list, ink is best. It won't
smudge from always referring to it.”
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“Very well. Take the small bottle of ink and a quill. And
don’'t forget to take the little basket again to pick
blackberries.”

“Yes, Mrs. Loggerman.”

And so Abbi was off.

It became a ritual to first find the echo place and speak
to the girl spirit, Sagteminimusis, to let her know she was
back.

“Sagteminimusis! It is Abbi. I've returned.”

“ . ABBIL..RETURNED”

“Today I will try to learn some vocabulary of my
people, the Ojibwa of Gitche Gumee.”

“...0JIBWA OF GITCHE GUMEE"

“My teacher in Fredericton school said the best way to
learn is to write it down. And I have come with pencil and
pen and ink and writing paper to write down grammar
pointers and some words.”

“..,AND SOME WORDS..”

Abbi talked some more to the Sagteminimusis spirit, and
then began serious study. This time she would spend most
of her time looking at The Song of Hiawatha. She had the
attractively illustrated version of her Papa’s. She turned to
the back to where she knew Longfellow had put the list of
the words used in the poem. But she would leave writing
the vocabulary until later. First she wanted to read from
the other book what Mr. Schoolcraft had written about the
Ojibwa language when he was an ‘Indian Agent’ near Sault
Ste Marie some decades ago. She opened to the page she
had marked with a sheet of paper, and began to read,
writing down in point form whatever new he said.

She quietly read. It was difficult because it was written
for adults. And it was almost like a journal and points
about grammar came up only when he devoted time to
investigating it. But she didn't mind it was a journal
because reading about his experiences, especially his
relationship with the Indians there, was Iinteresting in
itself. She made notes in pencil on the paper.

“Oh here, Mr. Schoolcraft says he could not find any
proper information in the European world about the
language at all...”

Abbi had said it loud enough that it echoed.
“..LANGUAGE AT ALL!”
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“Yes, Saqgteminimusis, Mr. Schoolcraft really wanted to
understand the grammar. He explained that up until he
looked into it, every outsider who learned the Ojibwa
language learned common phrases directly and never
learned how the language was constructed. He had the
hardest time finding any books that explored the grammar.
All he found were phrase books — translations for entire
phrases and sentences. That doesn’t allow anyone who
doesn't know the language to extend their speech to
anything new outside the phrase books. Understanding
grammar helps us to understand the phrases or sentences
we read or hear, and form new ones of our own, without
our ever reading or hearing it before. If I learn grammar,
then I can make up my own phrases. That would be
wonderful!”

“..BE WONDERFUL!”

When she had read a considerable number of pages, she
felt it was time to write some pointers down properly in
pen and ink. She could write smaller and neater with it,
and summarize in point form. She began, talking to herself
as she did:

“Point 1. Like most languages Mr. Schoolcraft
discovered there has to be agreement between verbs and
nouns in number and tense and so on. I'll write ‘agreement
as in most languages’. Point 2. In terms of gender, there is
no gender in terms of male and female, it's between
animate and inanimate — whether something is to be living
or not. I'll write ‘animate vs. inanimate’ I suspect that is
because everything either has a spirit or not.”

She wrote down these two points.

“Point three. Mr. Schoolcraft said that all languages
have ways of changing verbs to nouns and vice versa. All
languages have ways of doing that. In Ojibwa verbs are
converted to nouns by adding —win. [ will write ‘verb to
noun with ending —win' as in kegido ‘to speak’ becomes
‘speech’ with kegido-win’ which was one of Schoolcraft’s
examples.”

She wrote it.

“Now what else did he discover? Point four. ‘We’ comes
in two forms, one includes the speaker and the other
doesn’t. That’s an unusual one. ‘We but not myself’ versus
‘we including myself’!’ I will write ‘Two versions for ‘we’”
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She wrote it.

“Next, about pronouns. They are completely attached to
nouns instead of being separate. For example os signifies
‘father’, nos ‘my father’, and kos ‘thy father’. I'll have to
look into that more. English on the other hand separates
things into separate elements, and doesn’'t tie them
together so much. So point five will be ‘pronouns attached
to nouns, n seems to mean ‘my and k seems to mean
‘vour’.”

She wrote it.

“Schoolcraft also wrote that in the Ojibwa language two
good words that are used are awanan and wagonan which
mean ‘who’ and ‘what’ separately.”

She wrote it.

Her hand was becoming sore from writing, so Abbi sat
back and relaxed. She listened to the wind in the pine
needles and the murmur of water in the distance. She was
tempted to call it a day and continue with berry picking.
But she was determined today. This was her summertime
schooling, and she wanted to at least start a vocabulary
too. What is the good of grammar if you don’t also have
words?! She sat up again and now opened again the fancy
The Song of Hiawatha book and turned to the end where
the vocabulary was.

So with Longfellow’s book in her lap open to the page
where his vocabulary began, and a sheet of paper on top
of the opposite page, she dipped her quill into the bottle of
ink on the rock beside her and began writing in her best
penmanship,

She now became so studious and quiet that a robin
landed on her straw hat that Mrs. Loggerman had loaned
her to keep the sun off her head. She didn’t even notice
until it flew away and she heard a flutter.

“That bird is in Mr. Longfellow’s vocabulary Opechee'
Goodbye, Opechee Now I will copy his vocabulary...

Vocabulary from H.W. Longtfellow’s book:

Adjidau'mo — the red squirrel

Ahdeek' - the reindeer

Ahmeek' - the beaver”

“Oh,” she noted. “I was writing it ‘AMIK’ earlier. ‘AMIK’
Papa said is how you write it with Latin pronunciation...
But Longfellow writes it in ways that suits English for
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example using ee for the long ‘I' sound...I could rewrite
everything in the other way later..I'll copy it in
Longfellow’s way first. And I already know the Maliseet
word for ‘beaver’ — Mr. Loggerman told me — gapit [ will
put that word beside it, noting it is Maliseet. And also the
word for ‘blackberry’ — but Mr. Longfellow doesn’'t have
that one...”

She continued:

“Apuk'wa - a bulrush

Baim-wa'wa — the sound of the thunder

Bemah'gut - the grape-vine

Chemaun' — a birch canoe

Chetowaik' — the plover

Chibia'bos — musician; ruler of the Land of Spirits”

“Oh my hand is already getting sore, and I have only
reached ‘C’. This is going to be ha—-ard!”

She sighed and forged on. An hour and a half later she
had it done, all very neat like in her best school
assignments.

Abbi had by now learned that these words were mainly
from the Ojibwa language from the Lake Superior area.
Since that was where — according to Jenine — her natural
mother, Paula Pictford, had come from, it was meaningful
for her to learn these words. (Abbi didn’'t have the
slightest idea that Jenine had entirely made up the notion
that she had an Ojibwa mother from Lake Superior.
Therefore, it’'s possible that Abbi’s mother wasn’t from
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Lake Superior after all! It will be yet a while before Abbi
learns the truth about where she is really from.)

Finally her word list taken from The Song of Hiawatha
was done. “There,” said Abbi out loud to no one in
particular. “That is the vocabulary from Longfellow’s
poem. 1 will gather more words from the other books. I
have left space to the right side of each to add other
spellings and words in other Indian languages.”

She felt satisfied she had satisfied her programme for
doing Indian language studies on Thursday. She wanted to
continue studying the books, but a whole afternoon had
gone by — Mrs. Loggerman would be expecting her back
with a basket full of blackberries. Besides, her wrist was
very sore from all the writing. She would continue
language studies next Thursday.

“Maybe by next week I will have learned some Maliseet
words that Mr. Loggerman knows and add them. I expect
that Sagteminimusis is a Maliseet girl spirit and she would
like me to learn some Maliseet too. Wouldn't it be
wonderful if I could speak some Maliseet sentences to
her?”

She closed her bottle of ink, put her books and paper
and pen into the canvas bag she had obtained from Mrs.
Loggerman to carry the books and writing tools. Writing
out Longfellow’s glossary was a major achievement, she
felt. This was a good solid first step to learning Indian
languages. It would be unlikely there would be that much
writing, all at once, in future.

She now picked blackberries very fast, not even
stopping to snack, so that Mrs. Loggerman would not be
disappointed when she returned with a brimming basketful.

FRIDAY - INDIAN CRAFTS

Abbi couldn’t wait for the next day’s learning. In her
inventive summertime self-schooling schedule, on Friday
she could actually try to make things. There was so much
Indian she could attempt to make. But there were no clear
instructions in any of the books, so she had to figure it out
by trial and error.

When the afternoon came and all the little girls were set
to napping, Abbi said: “Today is when I study Indian crafts,
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Mrs. Loggerman, I would like to make something in an
Indian way.”

“Have you decided on anything.”

“Something that is found in the legend book by Mr.
Schoolcraft is the sweat lodge. I am wondering if I can
make one.”

“What’s that?”

“From what [ remember, it is a small wigwam like a
dome covered really well to make it airtight. Rocks are
made very hot in a fire outside, and then brought inside.
One sits there and becomes very sweaty, and then with
pores open, they jump into a lake or river to become clean
and cool down. That's what a sweat lodge is, Mrs.
Loggerman.”

“Ahh,” replied Mrs. Loggerman. “It’s like a sauna. The
Finns have been doing that too for thousands of years —
except these days they have it in a small tall log building.
The practice is called a ‘sauna’.”

“How do you know about that, Mrs. Loggerman?”

“Well my father was Finnish as I said before. That’s
why his name was Koski. It means ‘Falls’. He was ‘Mr.
Falls’. But my mother was not Finnish, so I have become
half-and-half.”

“Like me, Mrs. Loggerman. I'm half-and-half too.”

“Well,” continued Mrs. Loggerman, “the sauna that he
built down there by the river, is nowadays only used for
smoking and storing meat — meat from the salmon caught
mostly in spring, or moose and deer from hunting in fall
and winter. We salt it first, then with the smoke coating it
lasts a long time in the cool dry storehouse. But now and
then I sometimes wish to enjoy a sauna like when I was a
girl, but it is so much trouble to remove all the meat
hanging there inside, and to heat it up to a high
temperature; and nobody else around here understands the
custom, and it is too much work unless there are many
people participating. Well, anyway, back when I was little,
we did exactly the same as the sweat lodge you
described— we sweated and then washed and jumped in the
river. You get very, very, very, clean that way because
your pores open right up and release all the dirt on your
skin.”

“Oh, you make me even more want to build one, Mrs.
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Loggerman. Since a sweat lodge is small and easier to heat
up, we can both use it, and the babies too.”

“Never mind about me, Abbi. 've become used to being
without. But do you know how to build one?”

“Not yet, but you have made me determined to build
one. It doesn’t have to be very big — just enough that [ can
crawl in and sit there in the warmth. I just have to make a
frame from bendable branches and twine to tied them
together. I could get a handsaw from Jeffery to cut the
branches, and some twine. I would bend them over so that
it has a shape like a dome. When that is done, [ only have
to make it airtight. Maybe there are some large pieces of
leather or fur. Or I can pile fir branches and dirt over top.”

“Well if you think you can do it.”

“T will build it beside the log storehouse near the river
that you said was a sauna once, so that it will be like
mother and daughter sweat lodges. And the river is handy
from both. And then if I have a fast, I can use it to make
myself clean and pure for the fast as well. That was the
Indian custom.”

“The fast? Oh yes, we have to talk about your wanting
to do the Indian fast. Well we still have to talk about that
later. You'll have to explain it to me in detail.”

Thus when all the chores were done for the day Abbi
set to work building her sweat—-lodge wigwam. Cutting the
slender bendable poles from new birch trees that had
sprung up in the meadow was easy. The hard part was
fashioning them together. First she stuck the ends in the
ground in a circle, and bent them over, tying the ends of
opposite branches together. She didn’t make it taller than
herself. It didn’'t have to be. A sweat lodge has supposed
to be small and confined. Then she added sideways
branches all around. Inside in the middle she dug a hole in
the sand, into which the hot stones would be placed.

She stepped back and was a little disappointed — it
wasn’t a very neat dome; but quite shapeless. At least it
didn’t fall down. She went back to the house to ask Mrs.
Loggerman about how to make it airtight. “It isn't easy to
make it airtight, Mrs. Loggerman. What it really needs is a
very large piece of leather like a blanket. Either that or
use birch bark and fir branches and then pile dirt on top.”

“You could use a tarpaulin like the workers put over the
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lumber.”

“But, Mrs. Loggerman, that would not be Indian.”

“Mr. Loggerman has tanned deer hides, but he wants
me to make him a vest from them. Why not use birch bark
and branches and soil.”

“You're probably right, Mrs. Loggerman. My frame is
quite shapeless with points sticking up. I don’'t think
anything will sit smoothly unless I make the frame better.
I will use birch bark and fir branches, and then put sods of
grass and dirt. A large piece of birch bark can serve for
the doorway. It doesn’t have to be absolutely airtight. At
least, aside from using twine, it will be made of all natural
materials like the Indians had.”

“Be careful you don’'t add so much to the roof that it
collapses.”

“I won't.”

Thus Abbi continued for an hour more, and Mrs.
Loggerman came to see, leading the older girls who could
walk.

“My, my, my,” said Mrs. Loggerman. “It looks like a
small mound.”

“But there is a doorway and at least three small people
can sit inside. I will try it out next time we do laundry. I
can heat up stones in the fire we use for heating the water
for the diapers.”

Abbi brushed the dirt from her hands. Another
successful day in her schooling programme. “Oh now I
must go and pick berries, Mrs. Loggerman,” she said
remembering.

“You can skip today, seeing as you stayed around here
and didn’t go out to the ridge today.”

THE WEEKEND ARRIVES: CATCHUP AND TESTING

Finally Saturday had arrived for Abbi only to discover
that Saturday in summer was almost like a regular
weekday. The workers came and the sawmill was in
operation.

“It’'s because here in the wilderness,” explained Mrs.
Loggerman when they fed her girls breakfast, “and I
expect in other rural areas, summer is valuable. Outside
work can get done easily, whereas in winter it 1s difficult.
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That is also why we make the best use of daylight too, and
the workday is longer. However, Sunday is holy, and that
is the day off, and Saturday work ends early so that folks
can unwind and prepare for Sunday.”

“Does everyone go to church, then?”

“I suppose if they live near Pinewood, where there is a
small church. Otherwise folks say grace at dinner and read
their bible, and that is the sum of what we do religion—
wise. But on significant holy days, everyone makes an
effort, even if many miles away, to gather at the church.”

“What shall I do today then, after all the chores are
over? [ haven’t planned to do any Indian studies for
Saturday since in regular school students are free on
Saturday.”

“Well, around here there is no school on Saturday either
— when school in Pinewood is in session of course, which
1s not until September. That is I think so that children can
help their elders on Saturday. So you are correct in not
having Indian studies for Saturday, as you wouldn’t have
regular school either.”

“I haven't figured out what I will do today when I am
free after chores. I know, perhaps I should do what I
planned for Monday, to catch up.”

“Catch up? But you have only begun.”

“Before I look for things to do for fun on Saturdays, I
think I should complete my schedule of Indian studies. I
missed Monday, which I designed to learn what animals
have to teach humans, since I only thought of my plan of
studying different things on different days Monday
afternoon. I would feel better if I did Monday today, so that
next Monday would begin my second round of studies.”

“Oh yes, you only began your schedule of Indian
learning on Tuesday...What do you plan for your animal
studies?”

“Since [ have every day visited the beavers first thing
in the morning, I think I will start with the beavers at the
beaver pond. They are used to me by now, and not too
afraid to make an appearance and even come close. I want
to observe the beavers, and see what they have to teach.”

“Well let us get the babies fed and so on, and then you
can go.”

So with the sawmill noise going on just like on the
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regular weekdays, Abbi headed in the afternoon to the
beaver pond, and sat down at a spot not far from where
she knew they came and went. They were used to her by
now and not afraid.

“Beavers are very smart,” said Abbi to herself “They
are just like farmers. Instead of cutting down trees,
however, they flood a low-lying area, so the trees die. But
they can also kill trees by simply gnawing away the bark
of the trunk. With the trees dead, the sunlight reaches the
ground and helps a wonderful meadow to grow. The
beavers like the young shoots that come up. That is what
they eat. They harvest them like farmers, and drag them in
front of their lodges underwater, and then they have a
supply to eat all winter long. They only eat the bark part,
however. There are lots of lessons for humans in this. Let
me enumerate them. First, if I wanted to farm an area, and
did not have an axe to cut down trees, I could build a dam
and flood a valley, so that the trees died. Then, if I did not
want to grow marsh plants, but dry ground plants, I could
break the dam and drain the valley again. When a beaver
dam breaks naturally and is abandoned, the result is a
‘beaver meadow’. But a human can do it all deliberately.
That produces a wonderful meadow in which [ could plant
whatever plants I want to grow. The dead trunks would
still be standing, but they would not be blocking the sun
since the dead trunks would not have leaves.”

Abbi hadn’t brought a quill and bottle of ink this time,
but she had the graphite pencil and sheets of paper, to
make notes on.

“Now, what other lesson do we see here? Well, if the
beaver finds great nourishment from the bark of certain
trees, well that means in an emergency humans can eat it
too, perhaps; even though for humans it may taste awful.
But we must always be careful. Sometimes animals
develop a tolerance for some plants and humans lack it.
But as far as beaver food is concerned, Mrs. Loggerman
said that in an emergency people in the past have boiled
and eaten the inner bark of poplar. The third lesson is of
course the same one other rodents demonstrate -
collecting and storing food for winter. Animals that don’t
collect and store food, do something else — they build up
fat on their bodies. They get as fat as they can in the
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summer and then hibernate and live off the fat through the
winter. Humans can do both. We can store food, and we
can eat a lot before winter comes. I will write this down.
At the top I will give a heading ‘Lessons Taught By
Beavers'. There. Now [ will sit here some more. You never
know what else you might discover.”

Just then a beaver came along, dragging a large branch.
Swish, swish, the branch went past Abbi, and then got
caught on a stump. Well the beaver stopped, went back
and bit off the part of the branch that was getting caught,
and then resumed his dragging.

“See there is another lesson. I will write it down.
Lesson number four: ‘If when dragging something with lots
of branches, and one part gets caught on something, it is
easier to just snap it off that to struggle loosening it.” Oh,
I already know another lesson. I already learned it earlier.
Lesson five: ‘When making a dam to hold back water,
create a matrix of small branches and twigs inside larger
ones, and then seal the matrix with mud. Twigs by
themselves are porous and mud by itself is fluid. If we
wanted, humans could build enormous dams by the beaver
method. And of course to make the dam permanent,
encourage grasses and bushes to grow on top, because
then the roots further bind it all together.”

The beaver was about ready to drag the branch into the
water. He stopped and turned to look at Abbi. Or maybe
that was Mrs. Amik. She didn't know how to tell the
difference. He tilted his head and looked at her as if asking
“What are you doing Abbi?”

“I'm observing you, Mr. or Mrs. Amik, to see what [ can
learn from you.”

The beaver seemed to find that answer acceptable, and
continued into the water, pulling the poplar branch into the
water behind him.

ABBI'S SWEAT LODGE WORKS

That evening at supper, Abbi reported for dinner
conversation, what she had discovered about beavers that
would be useful for humans. Mr. Loggerman liked Abbi’s
insights. He too knew beaver behaviour but had not
thought about how it could applied in human enterprise.
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“Well, there is the saying ‘busy as a beaver’,” said Mr.
Loggerman. “And I have heard a beaver described as the
engineer of the wilderness. Of all the animals, the beaver
does most construction — he constructs a dam, and a quite
elaborate lodge.”

“Yes that is why I have developed a special affection
for the beaver,” said Abbi as she helped feed the toddlers,
as was her duty at suppertime. “He means so many things.
He is even the emblem of Canada. His image was on
Canada’s first postage stamp.”

“Well, it was a good idea then,” added Mrs. Loggerman,
as she attended to feeding her little ones, “that you chose
the beaver as your first subject of your animal studies.”

“Monday I will start a proper week of Indian studies
fresh. That means I will start with animal studies this
time.”

“What will you study this time?”

“So far I have also developed a relationship with a bear
— even though I have only seen his poop and tracks. [ don’t
expect I'll see him. I won't deliberately look for him. I'll
instead study his tracks and poop for ideas. I already got
an idea. A bear uses his tongue under some berries to
make them drop into his mouth. That shows a good way of
picking berries. We can make a scoop similar that catches
berries as they drop, and a lip at the front that helps them
jar loose.”

“A scoop that tackles the berries like a bear’s mouth?
That would be interesting,” said Mr. Loggerman with a
laugh as he finished a second helping of mashed potatoes.
Potatoes were easy to obtain around here on account of
the Irish who came and developed potato farming — where
there was soil and not rock, of course.

“l figure that the bear’s mouth has developed by
evolution — that is something that according to my Papa, a
man named Charles Darwin discovered not long ago -
especially to improve eating berries. Therefore we can
copy what Nature has perfected. But that is only one thing
I have already thought about. I would like to actually watch
a bear eat berries and see how his tongue and lips gets the
berries. A big bear needs to consume an awful lot to get
his stomach full.”

“Well don’t get yourself in harm’s way, Abbi. Even if
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you see a bear, keep your distance.”

“I don’t need to discover everything about the bear
right away. I can spread my studies of the bear over the
whole summer, making observations as | come across
evidence.”

“Tomorrow is Sunday. Have you thought about what
you would like to do Sunday, Abbi? Sunday is a day of
rest. You should do something that is restful.”

“I haven’t thought of anything. Maybe I can explore the
area some more. ....Sylvia, look at how you have gotten
gravy all over you!......” She proceeded to wipe the gravy
off Syvia’s shirt. When all clean, she continued. “I think
maybe I can try out the sweat lodge [ built to see if it
works, Mrs. Loggerman. It would be thrilling to see if it
works.”

Mrs. Loggerman nodded. “I remember when I was little,
Sunday was the sauna day. The sauna was about health
and it was religious too. My father used to say a prayer to
the sauna spirits. He said it in Finnish so I really didn’t
understand what he said.”

“Perfect!” exclaimed Abbi. “When I get the sweat lodge
going, I can bring all the children inside, as many as can fit
at once, and then wash them. Sunday will be a wash day.
And you can go in too — although you will have to go alone
since it is small.”

“Yes that sounds like it would be enjoyable — and
practical as well. You will make me reminisce about the
old days when the Koski family had their Sunday sauna in
the log building that is now used for storing our smoked
and dried foods.”

“Like the corned beef we are eating now?”

“That’s not corned beef, Abbi,” said Mrs. Loggerman.
“That is corned moose meat! People around here also hunt
a lot.”

“I will read up about how the Indians performed the
sweat lodge. I know a little already — hot stones were
heated in a fire. And when red hot the stones were rolled
with a stick into the sweat lodge. That was how the heat
got inside.”

“That is the only way it differs from the sauna. With the
sauna, the stones are heated by a fire inside, and then if
people wish to be in there rather than something needing
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to be smoked, the fire is put out and the smoke is driven
out by creating steam. Then it is breathable for people.”

“Maybe after we have perfected the sweat lodge, you
may want to restore the cabin into a sauna, Mrs.
Loggerman.”

“It would be nice, but it would be too much work..”

That evening Abbi searched her books for anything she
could find about the Ojibwa use of the sauna. She found
some details in conjunction with the fasting practice.
Before a fast, the Indian cleansed his body and soul in the
sweat lodge so that he would be pure and open to all
things in the spirit world.

The next day dawned and after the morning routines,
Abbi tended to her sweat lodge. If they were also going to
wash, then it was wise to heat water in the laundry tub as
well as heat some nice big stones for the sweat lodge. She
set to work. Mrs. Loggerman had set her Sunday aside for
actually enjoying her children, rather than ‘managing’
them. She brought them outside and they watched Abbi do
her preparations.

After the laundry tub of water was being heated by a
fire, Abbi removed several large stones from the fire, and
with some branches rolled them into her little sweat lodge.

“T will try it first,” she told whoever was nearby. Then
she removed most of her clothes and went inside, closing
a birch bark flap behind her. She sat cross—legged in front
of the stones, and felt the heat radiating from them, and
she began to perspire. She was happy that the ceiling only
inches from the top of her head as she sat, was not
collapsing.

“T want to go inside with Abbi,” pleaded Sylvia from her
mother.

“Not yet Sylvia. Abbi is first testing it out to see if it
works.”

Mrs. Loggerman and all her girls, seated in the nearby
grasses, waited and watched.

“Is it fine, Abbi?” Mrs. Loggerman called to Abbi inside.

“It is very fine, Mrs. Loggerman. It is very calming in
here. It is like I imagine it to be like when you are in a
womb before being born.”

Ten minutes went by and suddenly Abbi emerged and
the naked nine year old ran to the river and jumped in.
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When she emerged she said. “And that was analogous to
being born!...It worked, Mrs. Loggerman. Now when I need
to purify myself, I have a place. I think it is too small for
an adult, Mrs. Loggerman. But you can try it if you bend
your head down. But I can take Sylvia and Galdis in with
me right now, if they are quiet and solemn. You can try it
too, Mrs. Loggerman. Maybe [ can make another sweat
lodge. The first one looks a shapeless mound, but I think I
will get better at it with practice.”

“Or we can bring the sauna building back to life one
day, make it like it was in the old days,” said Mrs.
Loggerman, thinking back to her girlhood.

Abbi brought the toddlers Sylvia and Gladis inside with
her, and taught them to be silent and listen to the waterfall
and birds.

“It is like a womb in here,” said Abbi. “Think back,
Sylvia and Gladis, to before your were born.”

Sylvia and Gladis of course did not understand what
Abbi meant. They were simple fascinated by whatever this
was that Abbi was doing. And then when Abbi said it was
enough, she pushed them all out, and told them to jump in
the water. The water was shallow where the Loggermans
went to wash. Mrs. Loggerman was there to receive her
little ones and soap them up. Might as well use this
opportunity to wash the babies — just like when she was a
girl and it was sauna day at the Koski’s.

Soon Mrs. Loggerman just had to try it herself. She
crawled in and had to sit hunched over, but she enjoyed it
nonetheless. And then Mrs. Loggerman burst out too and
ran naked to the water as all the children clapped and
laughed.

But alas, heat is lost, and the hot rocks cool. It ceases
to be so good if there isn’t enough heat. The activity,
therefore lasted no more than an hour.

At supper, Abbi pronounced her sweat lodge a success.

“Even though it may not look the best, it works, and
that is what counts,” she declared.

Mr. Loggerman shook his head and said nothing. Not
having either Indian or Finnish in his background, he
couldn’t understand it at all, other than how it might help in
washing the children.

288



14
Abbi Wants a Fast

NEEDING SOMETHING MORE

The next day began Abbi’s new round of Indian studies.
Since Monday was animal studies and she already had
settled on studying the bear, she went to search for bear
poop, and to poke it to see what the bear had been eating.

“By determining what the bear eats this time of year,
humans can determine what there is in the wild to eat —
well at least in terms of berries. Bears are omnivores,
which means they eat all kinds of things. Anything bears
eat humans can probably eat, including ants.”

She also studied tracks and the way the bear had
navigated through the berry patches, its nose seeking out
the largest bunches. She always kept in mind a path of
retreat in case she saw the bear and needed to back away.
But she didn't see a bear. Would she ever see it? Their
paths might never cross. She increasingly began to want to
see a real live bear and not just its poop.

There was so much to be done during the week when
assisting Mrs. Loggerman: getting wood for the stove,
fetching eggs from the chickens, milking Annabelle, doing
laundry, sweeping the floor, fetching water from the river
for use in the house, helping Mrs. Loggerman make
supper, — all the while also looking after the many little
girls: getting them dressed, changing diapers on the
littlest, helping them eat, putting them to bed, and — yawn —
so much more.

She was always happy to have an hour or two free in
the afternoon to continue her schedule of Indian studies.
She imagined the discipline her Papa had in his study when
he had pursued his research and writing, and was
determined to exert the same discipline on herself. When
it was time to study Indian language some more, she set
out to memorize the vocabulary she had written down from
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The Song of Hiawatha. As for Indian culture, all she could
do was to keep reading the few books of her Papa’s she
had brought with her. By the following Friday she had
Indian crafts again and decided to investigate by trail and
error the art of making woven mats after procuring lots of
bulrush leaves from the beaver pond.

“What is that in front of the doorway?” asked Mr.
Loggerman when she came across a woven square of
bulrush leaves in front of the entry.

“That is a mat I made in the Indian way, Mr.
Loggerman,” said Abbi. “I also made one for my sweat
lodge so that people have something to sit on when in
there.”

“But it is still green,”

“It will dry in no time.”

“Well I hope it isn’t the kinds of leaves that will crumble
and fall apart when dry.”

“I don’t know, but I read that Indians used that material.
I think the long fibres inside the leaves will hold it
together. But maybe it isn’t suitable for a doormat. I will
try other materials next time. I might also try to make
wicker things. That is when you use fresh twigs that bend
easily and then become hard when dry. And I also know
that Indians used cedar root to hold birch bark together. I
can’t wait for next Friday to do more Indian crafts. I would
like to make something out of birch bark. I must look for
places around here where there are old birches that are
dying and their birch bark is coming off, and borrow some.
[ wouldn’t want to cut birch bark off a living birch — unless
it is only a small piece that is coming off anyway.”

As enjoyable as her Indian studies were, she became
torn inside. She was increasingly feeling she was living in
two worlds at once. The more she pursued her Indian
identity, the more she became confused about her overall
identity. How was she to view herself if she was raised in
a regular European fashion by Bradden and Jenine and yet
also being Indian. She had to reconcile the two somehow;
but sometimes it was difficult. For example, she had gone
to church in Fredericton and Littleton and learned the
Christian view of things. What was “God” compared to
“Gitche Manitou” the Great Spirit? There were many
questions like that.
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Thus, with everything that had happened, from her Papa
vanishing, to learning she was Indian, to coming here into
the wilderness, she was increasingly in need of some
guidance, beyond what Mrs. Loggerman could offer.

She could learn about all the Indian things in the books
and what she remembered from her Papa taking about
them, but what then? How would she use what she
learned? How should she now become, now that she knew
she was Indian? She needed to be guided and had learned
last week in the long footnote in Mr. Schoolcraft’s book
that Indian youths achieved that guidance by doing a fast
and discovering their guardian spirit.

ABBI WANTS A VISION QUEST

One day after she had been there only two weeks, Abbi
finally told Mrs. Loggerman: “I need to have a fast.”

“You have said it several times now. Well explain to me
some more about it.”

She tried to recall everything she had learned.

“According to Mr. Schoolcraft when Indian youths get to
an age when they need to find out who they are, and which
way their lives should go, they go on a fast for up to a
week, eating nothing, only drinking water, living by
themselves and waiting for a dream or vision that reveals
to them who they are and what their purpose is. I really
need to discover my purpose in life, Mrs. Loggerman. Ever
since I was told I was an Indian, or at least half-Indian, and
my adoptive Papa vanished, and I was sent here, I have
been very, very, very, confused. [ don't know who I really
am, what world I belong to — that of the Indian or that of
the European colonists - and what lies in my future. I
want to fast in order to have a vision, according to the
tradition.t””

“What do you mean by a vision?”

“TIt would be like Scrooge had in Charles Dickens’ story,
where he discovers his proper path into the future -
except that Scrooge did not seek his visions deliberately.
The visions just appeared in spite of himself.”

Abbi’s adoptive Papa had read Charles Dickens’s The

]. . . . ‘“ . . ”
7 Today, this practice is commonly known as the “Vision Quest
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Christmas Carol to his children the last winter.

“I see.”

Abbi was helping Mrs. Loggerman wash the dishes. Two
of Mrs. Loggerman’s girls were sitting in their high chairs,
while two were playing on the floor in the living room, and
the remaining — the newborn and one year old — were fast
asleep in cribs. It was a good time to talk. Mrs. Loggerman
considered Abbi’s question for a moment as she put a dish
into the cupboard. “Hmm. Well, what does having an Indian
fast involve?”

“Well it seems that I must find a nice spot, an
enchanting spot. It cannot be around here. I was thinking
that spot on the ridge overlooking the canyon. And there
build a small lodge, a small wigwam, and live in it all alone,
eating nothing, and waiting for a vision. The idea is to
discover your guardian spirit. That is why it is sometimes
called the ‘guardian spirit quest’”

“Well, describe the procedure.”

“The young person has to first become very clean, such
as through being in a sweat lodge. And I already happen to
have a sweat lodge.”

“You certainly do. It works like a tiny little sauna. Did
you know the Finnish name ‘sauna’ describes the activity
and not the building, so in fact my father would have called
your sweat lodge a little sauna. Pikku sauna, he would
have called it.”

“I must remember that in case I run into any Finns in my
life.”

Sylvia, came to see what was going on. She wanted to
participate. “I want to dry dishes,” she said.

“No Sylvia,