
The Master of Life.

immense, round-topped bark houses stood, each 
the home of several families of the Men of 
Men, whose chief town, Hochelaga, was a crow’s 
flight inland. Looking up the shallow gravels 
of the Little River, the visitors saw the grasses 
and scrub willows of a marsh whose limits were 
lost in outlines of distant forest.

Why were all these thousands of the dwellers 
in wigwams and the dwellers in houses now 
assembled t

Every year, at full moon of cornharvest, the 
people of the Northern Lights—scattered hun
ters of the woods—came in from their fishing 
haunts by many far off lakes, to meet the Men 
of Men, the polished race of the town, here 
where the Pine of Peace, standing alone on this 
point, dominated for miles the view up and 
down the River of the Master, and now dwarfed 
the whole assembly of both tribes into pigmies 
by its mighty, rough-ribbed girth and straight 
rise of the height of thirty braves. And here 
on the fragrant brown needles beneath it the 
gifts of both nations were laid, a pile for 
each band, and the council fire was made 
ready. There the strangely-painted Sachems 
of the Wilderness sat down in a wide semi
circle on the side towards the river, and
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