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/AN OLD FUR HUNTER’S ADVENTURE"
: NS THE NORTH WEST.:

. Wm:v you sec gipsics sleep all the year 1ound on the
bme trlound under bhck rag, orcd tents, ox s1tt1ng bef‘01e

' they - musL Jead o ])1 otLy lhud life;. but it 1s nothmg
: comp‘u ed to the har dships- I had to go through .when, in
S my. youthful folly, I took to trapping wild animals for
‘the sake of their fur, far away in the. north-west: terri-
" tor y of America: Often for months together I never
saw a white face. Somefimes I was alone:for weels.and
. weeks without meeting with a fellow-creature, and, was
11crht 0‘1-1(1 to fall in.with o band of red Indians, heathens
and savages as they wore. ,
<L was trapping along the bfm]\s of the great Sftskntch-
~ewan river, which runs into Lake. Wmnupeg, some three
or four hlllldl ed nu]cs away from the British settlements.

: Aftel passmn' three, weeks by. myseif, and; having col- |

Allected a good pacls-of furs, T began to think that I would
turn my: face. homewalds J ust as I lnd -come to.this
‘1csolut10u I fell in vith a party of Crees. Wo. ca.mpcd
‘on, the bank of the river; close to a, thick wood, which
'.'_I\ept the wind off us;. for it was autumn, and the nights,

m the daytnne to bhstel “the. skin. off'a man’s. f’tce not
qccustomed to it." I soon. learned from the talk of my
‘ .compamons that, they had had a quarrel with a tribe .of

: Blackfeet born -enemies. to the. Crees. . They -live by: '

- huntmg thc buﬂalo, and dehfrht in k111m and scalping

“the enemles , The Crees were boasting, ofhavmo- killed
two.0 th1 ee of Lhem, :md swore before long to-haye the
5 scalps of as many more: They wanted me to join them ;'
" but I said that, althoucrh they, were. no friends of. mine,
I c'op]d-,not,'see-;that 1 had 'my busmess t0:80 ’a
my'fellow-cx catures.; R
: were, all seated 1ound a bxcr fir e, whlch W

were. g «ret,tm«r cold, thouf- h the sun was- still hot enough‘




