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AN OLD FUR .HU]TER'S ADVENTURA
IN THE NORTH-WEST.

Wriu you sec gipsies slecp all the year round on the
bare ground, under black raggcd tents, or sitting before
t.heir fires, in sunshine or ivin, in the open air, you.thinl
they must lead a prctty hard life; but it is,nothing
com pared to the hardships I had to go through when, in
my yonthful folly, I took to trapping wild animais for
the sake of their fur, far away in the.rth-west terri-
tory of America. Often for months togetiher I never
saw a white face. Somotimes I was alone for weeks and
weeks without meeting with.a fellow-crcaturc, and was
right gliad to faill in with a band of:red Indians, hoathens
and savages as tlcy were.

I.was trapping along the banks of the groat Saskateh-
ewan river, which runs into Lake Winnepeg, soe three
or four hundred miles away fron the British settiements.
After passing threev,.iwecks by mysef, and having col-
leeted a good pack of furs,-I began . to think thatI would
turn m.yface.henewards. . Just as I had come to. this
resolution, T fell in with a party of Crees. ,Wecqamped
on the bank ofthe river, close to a thick wood, which
kept the wind off us; for it was autumn, and the nights,
weic.gctting cold:tliough fthe sun was still hot enough
in the daytinîie to blister the skin offa man's face not
accustomed to it. I soon. learned froi the talk of mny
companions that they had had a quarrel with a tribe of
Blackfeet, born enemies. to the Crees., They live by
huntiuîg the bufftalo, and dolight.in killing and scalping
their encinies. The Crees werc boastingeofhavingekiilled
two or thre,e of thom, and swore before long to have the
scalps of as many more. They wanted me tojoin the M;
but I said that, although thày ovre no friends of.mine,
I could notsee thatI had any business to o ki

my fellow-cr:eatures. ~
ewere ail seatedround a big fire, which was b azing


