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Feast of the Dead at Ossossané in 1636.
ssuary on Aylmer Island.—Another small ossuary was unc

gomeoyears ago, onyAylmer Island, called also Lighthouse Island, in
Deschénes, when the foundation for the new lighthouse was being ev-
ecavated ’The writer was not present at the exhumation of its contents,
] Mr. Frank Boucher, informed him that the skeletons

t the light-keeper, LK Do s i
E:re all giled together, indiseriminately. It is diffienlt to cstimate the

pumber of bodies interred in this grave, but it yielded about a wagon
load of bones. No entire skulls were fmu}d but the writer observed that
the teeth in all the jawbones were sound, in some cases being worn down
quite flat without the least sign of decay. Some single graves have glso
been found on this island. The presence of this ossuary is also at onee
suggestive of the celebration, on Aylmer Island, of the weird mortuary

rite called the Feast of the Dead.

Embowered in the solemn grandeur of a mighty forest of gloomy
pines, old Lac Chaudiére—our Lake Deschénes—was a fitting theatre for
that weird ceremonial. Resting on the old Algonkin ecamping ground
at Pointe aux Pins—now Queen’s Park—some roving coureur de bois
might have seen this great sheet of water fading away into the vast green
ocean of foliage to the south, and witnessed from his point of vantage
the uncanny incidents of the savage drama. From various points on the
lake he might have seen, converging on the island, great war canoes
freighted with the living and the dead, the sad remnants of a passing
race. He might have heard the long drawn-out wailing cries of the liv-
g, as they floated out across the water, outrivalling the call of the loon,
or the dismal and prolonged howl of the wolf, as they echoed through the
1};‘{;‘1&? of the forest; and, as the island rose before his vision, tenanted
i seéﬁtﬁiﬁmﬁui iaslfgrr}l]h]at;e of dusky forms, engaged in the final rite
A applic’atio tgth ave mused upon the mutability of human life,
oo 1 to the red denizens of the wilderness, whether in the

on of a clan, or the dissolution of a tribe or confederation.
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