
With the Indians in the Rockies

again in a half stupor. It was past noon
when, from the edge of a sloping plain, we
saw the big lake of the Flatheads. Pitamakan

knew the place at once.

" Down there by the shore was the big

camp the time we were here," he said, "and
over there by the side of that little river runs

the trail to buffalo land."

We came to it a little later, a broad, well-

worn trail that had been used for countless

years for summer travel by the mountain

tribes. There were no tracks in it now save

those of the wolf and the deer. Dismounting

beside it to rest the horses, we took a few bites

of dry meat, while they greedily cropped the

tender spring grass.

We did not remain there long. Behind us

stretched the trail of our horses, plain enough

in the young green grass, a trail that could be

easily followed from where we had first taken

the animals. We went on all through the

afternoon eastward into the mountains. Here
the mountains were low, and in the still lower
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