12 A LITTLE GIRL IN OLD QUEBEC

severely plain. What need of fringes and bead work
and laying feathers in rows to be stitched on with a
sort of thread made of fine, tough grass? And as for
cooking, one had to be economical and make everything
with a view to real sustenance, not the high art of cook-
ing, though her peasant life had inducted her into this.
The little girl made a playhouse in one corner of
the cabin and stood up sticks for Indian children to
whom she told over what had been taught her. They
blundered just as she had done, but she had a curious
patience with them that would have touched one’s heart,
“What nonsense!” Mére Dubray would exclaim.
“It is well enough for men, and priests must know
Latin prayers, but this is beyond anything a woman
needs. And to be repeating it to sticks af
“But 1 get so lonely when they are all away,” and
the child sighed. “The real Indian girls were a pleas-
ure, but I'm afraid you could not teach them to read
any more than these make-believes.”
1 “Yes, winter is a dreary time. I’'m not sure but I
would rather be up in the fur country with my man.
It seems they find plenty of game.”

There was not so much game here, for the Indians
were ever on the alert and the roving bands always on
the verge of starvation. But once in a while there was
a feast of fresh meat and Mére Dubray made tasty
messes for the hungry men.

5 Rose, bundled up in furs sometimes, ran around the
| gallery where they had cleared the snow. Then there




