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_people there is hardly a winter that we are far from
starvation.” .
“ But you can always pick up something at the
Forts:" replied a former speaker ; ‘ the masters are
-not such bad men if we are really starving, and then
there is the Mission: we are not often turned away
‘from the Mission without a taste of something.”

“ All very good for you,” said Michel's wife;
“who like the white man and know how to take
him, but my man wiltHave nothing to say to him.
The very sight of a~pale face makes him feel bad,
and sends him into one of his fits of rage and
madness. Oh, it has been dreadful, dreadful,” con-
tinued the poor woman, while her voice melted into
a truly Indian wail, “for my children I kept alive, or
else I would have thrown myself into the river many
a time last year.”

% Bah,” said Peter, who being the brother of
Michel, would, with true Indian pertinacity, take

art with him whatever were his offences; ard,
moreover, lookmg with his natlve instinct upon
woman as the “ creatyre” of socnety, whose duty it
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