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door. So I pushed on to the Indian village of Calumet,
where I arrived at ten or eleven at night, only to find that
everybody had gone out into the sugar bush. Wandering
on a way, I was just starting a fire to warm myself, for T
was stiff with cold and very hungry, when I saw another
small blaze off through the woods, and hurried to it. There
I found a party of Stockbridge Indians, with two teams of
horses. They had been hauling hand-made shingles from
Stockbridge village to Fond du Lac, for Daniel Whitney.
The bad road had belated them, and they had camped for
the night. Sitting on my mail bag, in front of the fire, I
hoped that my hosts would get something for me to eat;
but they did not, and the warmth of the blaze making me
drowsy I dropped off to sleep. At daybreak the cold awak-
ened me; so I straightened my stiff legs, and getting up,
stirred the fire. Finally one of the Indians bestirred him-
self, and going around among the sleepers, awakened them
one by one. Then I learned that they had practically noth-
ing to eat; for hoping to get through to Fond du Lac, they
had brought nothing with them. However, I noticed a
frozen potato on a stump, and warmed and ate it.

Starting out afresh to Stockbridge village, on the way I
came across a house where a woman lived alone. I asked
for breakfast, at the same time telling her that I was pen-
niless, but being the mail carrier would pay her upon my
return. “ We don't trust!” was her reply; so on I walked
along the trail, until I came to a Stockbridge Indian chop-
ping in the sugar bush. He pointed to a house near by,
where another woman lived alone. This time, in asking
for breakfast, I did not tell of my lack of money until after
the meal was eaten, and the woman had given me a pair of
stockings and mended one of my moccasins. When I ad-
mitted my condition, her eyes blazed and she hit me over
the head with a broomstick. My legs were stiff, and my
bag seemed unusually heavy, yet I made off with rapidity.
In August, in Green Bay, I was in a bowling alley, and saw
this woman, with other Stockbridges of both sexes. She



