
Chapter One

with the thronging of many people. The

Indians nitclied their wigwams on the broad

meadows l>elow the l)end ; the half-breeds

sauntered about, Hashing bright teeth and

wicked dark eyes at whom it might con-

cern ; the traders gazed stolidily over their

little black pipes, and uttered brief sen-

tences through their thick black beards.

Everywhere was gay sound— the fiddle,

the laugh, the song ; everywhc re was gay

color—the red sashes of the voijagcurs,

the beaded moccasins and leggings of the

mitk, the capotes of the '>rigade, the varie-

gated costumes of the Crees and Ojibways.

Like the wild roses around the edge of the

muskegs, this brief flowering of the year

passed. Again the nights were long, again

the frost crept down from the eternal snow,

again the wolves howled across barren

wastes.
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