


October 21 , 1962 

Dea.,, Connor, 

1<:t story "The Amulet11 is fiction , based upon certain actual 
thing6, scenes -nd people . Iiany yeers ago I saw a withered old worri\l.11 s'-tting 
on the floa .. of :1. shl.!.ck , the home of v. !>!ic:nac Indian i"anil.y . She took no 
part in tho conversation . l'\'hen :-C asked the youncer peop1e Who she -wao • t.hoy 
he::.itutod, .:u:d then O'J.1~ af them oi~id 11 Sh~ ls one of the Ancients - the Sa-
ak-o...ii;,inch--kik" • I took it ns G. joke, although they didn I t lauch . 

T-n those ck~ys I had a hob'oy of :".Ull'tin,._, for ancient. Irxiit-.n canp si tea , 
both inJ.;.nd and on tho coo.nt . Once , a.t. a 3POt called Indian Gardena on 
the i'~ersey River , the bir;e;est krnm caJll!) sii-,e in Nov~ Scot.in , ! was ohcwn 
a little stone amulet such as the ooe I d0scribed in my story. Part or it 
ti:a.s rnissing. Irxlian GLrdena had 00f> .. .1r a place l..·'hers a Inree tribe spent 
the winters . I.-i the spring m.1.n:, of them ~led their ~oes down the river , 
and G"fJetlt s1.wr-.cr 1n sri-.all f'ishine;: c.ar;,,s 21.onc tho ccaot . Dvet'Y time I 
soarclwd in ooc of thene coastal sites I hoped to find the miBsing pc>rtion 

~he n;;.ulot, but I twVf<r did. 0.f coo.roe I foond a good r-iany arr<:Mheads , 
hide-scrapers, pioces of pottex-y, etc . 

Once I was v!.si ted by an arcblaeologist . He had heard that I was interested 
in the ,rchlstoric Irxlians of Nov2 Scot:tn, and t.hnt I had dug in several 
of their ca.rrip sitea . I showed him what I ha.d found, and we talked a lot 
about tho !nd:iA1w oZ the olden tir,e . One of the things we talked about was 
the Indi.nn belief in the tr-..i.nsmieration of souls . I mentioned the amulet I 
lJAd seen, and wondered i.f it had anythinc to do with that belief . About 
Q. year after trult, I found myself' discussing these same things wit h a 
retired d.nioter, llnd I nentioned the o1d l.ady who was said to be one or 
the Sa-ak-a-wach-kik . 

Out of all these searches, and o:id mM!tings and talks. and out af the .feeling 
that I m1s L"l actu{.1 touch wit:1 the remote past and its DtYster1.es whenever 
i ppobcd in one of the oJ.d camp sites , caxne the story which I called the 
/J'J'il.ct . It is, I think, a gocd e:Y.ample of the way .a writer ' s mind works , 
subconsciously using the assorted scenes and experiences that cane to his 
notice, and th~ asking himself the !ne\.ritable question, "Given these facts , 
what mi:;ht have happened?" ' 

'r.'oold you mind looking inside t he f'ront pages of 11The Golden Caravan1' and 
telling oo the name of the publishers . the date of publie:ltion, a.rd the 
nomo of the editor or editors? 11Thc Ar.rul.et 11 has been print.ad in a good many 
collections, nnd ! 88fl'j' to have rniss~ 1-:oldn.; a note of this one . 

Connor Rae Doak , Esq. , 
Ingelcrw, }!,QnitobQ. . 

Sincerely. 
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