REDRAWN FROM AN
A MOUNTED POLICE OFFICER.

many nights, with their feather beds
and piles of soft Hudson Bay blan-
kets, looked the very personification of
rest and comfort. Off this hall was the
large drawing-room, with its upright
horsehair chairs and sofas placed
stifly at respectful distances against
the wall, with a gaily painted and sug-
gestive-looking spittoon in front of
each. Then there was the centre
table, with its gay, bright covering,
and big glass water pitcher and gob-
lets—for ornament only ; the lace cur-
tains stretched to their full length and
breadth, lined with turkey-red cotton
to show off the pattern. But to tired
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travellers, all this dis-
play lost its vulgarity,
and appeared bright and
cheerful. Old Batoche
personally did the hon-
ours, and while we were
awaiting supper, proud-
ly exhibited the con-
tents of a large cup-
board at the end of the
room. First of all a
bandbox carefully lifted
down disclosed within
a lovely sealskin cap, a
purchase from “the
Hudson’s Bay Store”;
then came a case with
a huge meerschaum
pipe, presented by “The
Company ”; and last,
but not least, two beau-
tiful China dinner sets,
for which he had paid,
he with much dignity
informed wus, $90 and
$150, respectively. Both
were brought into use
in my honour, one for
supper and the other
for breakfast, though it
is perhaps needless to
add all the dishes were
not required, since the
meals were alike. They
consisted chiefly of
those two staple deli-
cacies, boiled pork and
potatoes in their jackets. I felt very
much tempted to eat the latter half-
breed fashion, on the wide blade of my
knife, after fruitless endeavors to bal-
ance even the smallest portion on the
end of a two-pronged fork. With
what pride the old man showed us
his treasures, little dreaming, I dare
say, how short a time they were to be
his, for instead of joining the other
“breeds,” he remained loyal and his
place was looted while he was away
trading for furs.

Loyalty was at a premium thosedays,
hence I may speak of old “ Moosomin,”
a Cree chief who went about with a



