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A ROMANCE .0F- REAL LIFE ON THE FRONTIER AS TOLD

IN THE RECORDS.

INTRODUCTION.

The magnificent obelisks of Central America lay crumbling
to decay-in the thickets of Yucatan. The mines of the Motnd,
Builder were deserted and silent. The eagle screamed*un-
disturbed in the homes of the Ciff Dweller.

A race who possessed no traditions of these old civilizations
held the soil of North America, when, from Greenland poured
down a horde of those Norse pirates,.whose name from-time
immemorial had been a terror to every land. The story of
the first meeting-of the white man'and the red man on our
shores is an. interesting one. Let us read it from the sagas
of the Northmen. They will be apt to tell it flatteringly to
themselves.

In the year of our Lord 999,.Leif the Lucky, son of Erie the
Red, spent the winter in Vinland,-wherever that may be,-
whether Nantucket, Narragansett, or Nova Scotia, we have
as yet 'no ken. "Leif was a mickie man and stout, most

noble to see; a wise man, and moderate in all things."
Apparently he had no encounter with the natives. Whether


