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rendered our walking much more difficult. Although
one of our men went in advance of us to sound the
way, I suddenly sank knee-deep; another man, who
was walking by my side, suddenly sank waist-deep,
crying out: ‘‘ My father, Iam a dead man!’’ As
I was approaching him to give him my hand, I
myself sank still deeper. Finally, it was not without
much difficulty that we extricated ourselves from this
danger, on account of the impediment caused us by
our snowshoes, of which we could not rid ourselves.
Nevertheless, I ran much less risk of drowning than
of dying from cold in the middle of this half-frozen
Lake.

New dangers awaited us the next day at the cross-
ing of a river, which we were compelled to pass on
floating cakes of ice. We went over safely, and at
last reached our Village. At once I had them
dig out some Indian corn that I had left at my
house; and I ate of it, wholly uncooked as it was,
to appease my pressing hunger, while those poor
Savages were making every effort to entertain me
well. And, in truth, the repast which they were
making ready for me, however frugal and little
appetizing it may appear to you, was, in their
opinion, a veritable feast. They served me at first
a dish of porridge made of Indian corn. For the
second course, they gave me a small piece of bear-
meat, with acorns, and a cake of Indian corn baked
in the ashes. Finally, the third course, which made
the dessert, consisted of an ear of Indian corn roasted
before the fire, with a few grains of the same roasted
in the ashes. When I asked them why they had
made me such a fine feast, they answered: ‘‘ What,
our Father! for two days thou hast eaten nothing



