BLACKFEET BRINGING IN BRANCHES FOR THE SUN LODGE
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HE Sun Dance gatherings of the
Blackfeet are the last surviving
remnants of the tribal life of a people
who once ranged supreme and un-
trammelled over a stretch of terri-
tory as large as the whole of Eng-
land. To-day their numbers are more
than decimated by war and disease.
Crowded to the wall by a foreign in-
vader whose civilisation they seem ut-
terly unable to assimilate, they drag
out a miserable existence cooped up
within the narrow limits of their
reservations, and huddled together
round the distributing offices of the
(Gevernment which feeds them.

But at these annual gatherings are
ty be seen the last broken outlines of
their unique social crganisation, the
lust spiritless performance of their
weird and frenzied religious rites,
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and the last faint gleam of the wild,
fierce and almost heroic spirit which
has made these and other red men

of North America appeal to the
imagination of the world.
Here the Tkunuhkatsi (comrades-

in-arms), the ancient warrior bands
bound together by oaths as solemn as
those which held the knightly orders
of mediseval chivalry, once more sit
m social circle and pass the memory-
stirring pipe from lip to lip, as thm
talk of battle and of buffalo hunt, of
scalping and of pony raiding, until
the old fierce flame lights up their
faces and flashes from their eyes, and
the ecrop-haired school-boys slink
away to hide their shameful store-
clothes, or cover them with the
blanket toga of their race. Here are
performed the fragments of that mys-



