THE WHITE SWALLOW, T

maining near the camp on the look-out for small birds, the others
Foing hither and thither, in the hope of falling on more noble prey.
This was done for a weck, during which, right and left, every placo
where a hut could be hid was examined : then the camp was moved
a few miles further south, and the same plan resumed,

This was continued with various fortune for some time, until one
day they found themselves camped near a large wood, without pro-
visions, weary, hungry, and cold. A counci! was held, and it was
agreed that Mark and the Roaming Panther on the one hand, and

atonaza on the other, should start once more in chase of etk and
buffalo, and that the first which met with good fortune should give
the other notice.

. Matonaza moved about in various directions in moody silence.
The young chief had in his own mind given up all hope of finding
the beloved White Swallow, whom he imagined the prey of some
savage wild beast, or of Indians as ruthless. He moved along,
brooding on revenge, on some sudden and terrible foray into the
land of the Athapascows, and yet his eye was cast about in search
of game. Pres.ntly tbe forest grew less dense, aud the young
chief séon found himself in the open air beside the vast lake already
alluded to. The warricr paused, for never bad he seen waters so
vast. Ile gazed curiously around, and then followed the banks for
some time: but all in vain; not atrace of game did he find. Weary
and hungry, he turned his steps back towards the camp, and
reached the spot where he had first come out upon the lake, Ho
passed it, and pursued his way still further along the shore, which
was frozen hard as far out as the water was shallow.

. The Indian now came in sight of the fire seen by Thee-kis-ho in
the morning, bitherto masked from his view by the island already
alluded to. He knew this to be the signal given by his friends that
they had found game, and hurried his steps. Suddenly he halted.
A rabbit in its milk-white winter coat lay struggling at his feet, and
yet not running away. The animal was caught in a snare made by
human hands. The chief bounded like a stricken deer; his eyes
flashed ; aud then, after killing the animal, and casting it over his
shoulder, he began moving along the bank. Another and znother
snare fell under his notice, and then stops in the snow—those of a
woman and a dog—steps of that day, of that hour!

Matonaza stood for an instant leaning on his rifle; for though an
Indian and a warrior, he was a man, and young. Ile was not in-
sensible to gentle emotions, and he loved the girl with all the
warmth of a generous and unsophisticated heart that had never
loved before, Then he looked around, his eyes glaring like those
of the tiger about to spring; and he caughe sight of the hut, or
rather of the snow-pile that Lid it. The door was clearly defined.
He stogd by it, he mised*it : the ,:est has ql:een already told,

# . : * *

For some quarter of an hour they gave themselves up to the joy

of this unexpacted and happy meeting. The warrior then listened



