magine you've fallen asleep and
you're dreaming. It's winter in
northern Minnesota, and you are
standing under a pine tree that is cov-
ered in snow. In front of you is a long,
narrow building made of logs. The
building drips with melting ice. You
wonder what's inside, so you step for-
ward and peek through a crack between
logs. People fill the room
inside. Who are they?
What are they doing?
You decide to go inside
and find out.

Once the door opens,
you see a group of Amer-
ican Indian men standing
in front of a long, low
wooden counter. The
counter is filled with
some tin kettles, a gun,
and two wool blankets

with stripes. The American Indian men
are looking at the trade goods very care-
fully. Is this some kind of store, you
wonder?

No one notices you as you step up to
the long counter to see better. A tall
African American man is standing
behind the counter. You get the feeling
this man is selling the kettles, the gun,
and the blankets. He is talking to the
American Indian men. You can’t under-
stand them because no one is speaking
English. They are all speaking Ojibwe
(Oh-JIB-way), the language of the Amer-
ican Indian tribe in northern Minnesota.

After a while, the Ojibwe men turn
around and walk to the front of the
room where they have left their stack of
beaver pelts—stretched, cleaned beaver
skins with the fur still on them. One by
one, the men count their pelts and walk

back to the counter. They give their



