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Conjurors Home

eyes were drawn steadily together in a

frown of attention. One after another tha

men arose and spoke. He made no move-
ment, gave no sign, his short, powerful form
blotted against the lighter silhouette of his

chair, only his eyes and the white of his

beard gleaming out of the dusk.

Kern of Old Brunswick House, Achard
of New; Ki-wa-nee, the Indian of Fly-

ing Post—these and others told briefly of

many things, each in his own language.

To all Galen Albret listened in silence.

Finally Louis Placide from the post at

Kettle Portage got to his feet. He too

reported of the trade,—so many "beaver"
of tobacco, of powder, of lead, of pork, of

flour, of tea, given in exchange ; so many
mmk, otter, beaver, ermine, marten, and
fisher pelts taken in return. Then he

paused and went on at greater length in


