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This is po‘\rtioned out among the assembled com-
pany; a bladder of grease is added, and seized with
avidity by one of the party; a portion of this was
then melted down and eaten with the dried meat;
while the steaming tea, sipped out of small tin cups,
and taken without sugar or milk, was the *loving

cup” of that dark-visaged company. And far into

the morning hours they sat sipping their favourite
beverage, and discussing the last tidings from the
woods. Every item of news is interesting, whether
from hunter’s camp, or trapper’s wigwam. There
are births, marriages, and deaths, to be pondered
over and commented upon ; the Indian has his chief,
to whom he owes deference and vows allegiance ; he
has his party badge, both in religion and politics;
what wonder then that even the long winter night of
the North, seemed far too short for all the important
knotty points which had to be discussed and settled!
“You have had good times at the little Lake,”
said Peter, a brother of Michel’s, who was deliberately
chewing a piece of dried meat held tight between his
teeth, while with his pocket-knife he severed its




