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ders, attended by my companions, including Ben, who mani-
fested great anxiety to see the place where the Indian had
actually carried out upon others, those plans of destruction
which he had so often anticipated would be made personal to
himself. The scene of these butcheries is distant from the vil-
lage, in an easterly direction, about three miles. 1 received
the whole story from the widow of one of the murdered men,
Gagnier by name, who was, at the time, proprietor of the log
house in which he was killed. Gagnier was a half-breed, his
mother having been Indian, and his father French. The door
of this one-story log tenement fronts east, and a window oppo-
site, of course, west. A large tree grows near its south-western
corner. Gagnier was sitting on a chest, on the left of the
door. At the window his wife was washing clothes; on her
left was the bed, in which a child, eleven months old, was
sleeping. On her right, and a little back of her, sat a dis-
charged soldier, named Lipeap; and this was the situation of
the family when Wan-nig-sootsh-kau, or the Red Bird, We-
kau, or The Sun, and a third Indian entered. Visits of In-
dians being common, no particular attention was paid to them.
They were, however, received with the usual civility, and asked
if they would have something to eat. They said yes, and
would like some fish and milk.

Gagnier had, meantime, seen something peculiar in the
looks and movements of these Indians, as is supposed, which
led him to reach up, and take from brackets just over his head,
his rifle, which, as Mrs. Gagnier turned to get the fish and
milk, she saw lying across Gagnier’s lap. At the moment
she heard the click caused by the cocking of the Red-Bird’s
rifle, which was instantly followed by its discharge. She
looked and saw that her husband was shot. At the same mo-
ment, the third Indian shot old Lipecap, when Mrs. Gagnier
seeing We-kau, who had lingered about the door, about to
rush in, she met him, made fight, and wrested from him his
rifle. He ran out, she pursuing him, employing all her ener-
gies to cock the rifle and shoot him, but, by some mysterious
cause, was rendered powerless—“feeling,” as she expressed it,



