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with them, and, like Breaking Rock, she watched her 
daughter’s life, standing afar off, since it was the un
written law of the tribe that the wife’s mother must not 
cross the path or enter the home of her daughter’s hus
band. But at last Dingan had broken through this 
custom, and insisted that Swift Wing should be with 
her daughter when he was away from home, as now on 
this wonderful autumn morning, when Mitiahwc had 
been singing to the Sun, to which she prayed for her 
man and for everlasting days with him.

She had spoken angrily but now, because her soul 
sharply resented the challenge to her happiness which 
her mother had been making. It was her own eyes that 
refused to see the cloud, which the sage and bereaved 
woman had seen and conveyed in images and figures 
of speech natural to the Indian mind.

“Hai-yai,” she said now, with a strange touching 
sigh breathing in the words, “you are right, my mother, 
and a dream is a dream; also, if it be dreamt three 
times, then is it to be followed, and it is true. You 
have lived long, and your dreams arc of the Sun and 
the Spirit.” She shook a little as she laid her hand on 
a buckskin coat of her man hanging by the lodge-door; 
then she steadied herself again, and gazed earnestly 
into her mother’s eyes. “Have all your dreams come 
true, my mother?” she asked with a hungering heart.

“There was the dream that came out of the dark 
five times, when your father went against the Créés, 
and was wounded, and crawled away into the hills, and 
all our warriors fled—they were but a handful, and the 
Créés like a young forest in number! I went with my 
dream, and found him after many days, and it was after 
that you were born, my youngest and my last. There 
was also”—her eyes almost dosed, and the needle and


