
Trooper and Redskin, ^85

no luiriian

the whitc-

liiist a cut

fth. The
off for use

above the

: ran down
ich took a

h a broad,

nd timber.

face were

s ofsmoke

)es. Here

; ravine so

L horseman

pression in

i unbroken

.he hills of

A few log

od a short

ty as folds

and some

sd at large

ousands of

hcd to the

c Govern-

enance of

Icme kind-

-aphs and

lall winter.

:ty miles.

our pay.

tor horse-

thieves and contrabandists from Dakota and Montana,

and to collect duty—twenty per cent, ad valorem— on all

stock brought across the line. The principal trails lead-

ing from the above territories converged upon Short

Creek. Alameda was thirty miles distant to the north-

cast, and thither one of us had to ride weekly lb.- the

mail, over an uninhabited plain. When the snow lay

thick over all the prairie, obliterating every familiar land-

mark, this was no light task. You were always liable to

be caught in a blizzard, which means almost certain

death. If you are lost on the plains, when snow is on

the ground you can always retrace your trail, if it

reviains ealvi. But in a blizzard, or even a breeze, you
are done for, when you are " out of sight of land." It is

so very, very easy to get lost. Many a time, when I

felt the wind rising, has Bummer instinctively hurried

on, struggling through crusted drifts, to gain the low

rise whence we could see the house. Sometimes he

would sink to his belly, und I had to dismount to let

him extricate himself. It was often a close race between

my plucky little horse and the gathering storm.

Time glided away quietly without anything worthy

of record, for the days of the white desperado and the

red-man are numbered. In the month of April, 1888,

after I had left the service, a notorious horse-thief, named
Mclntyre, was captured in the Cypress Hills with a

band of fifty stolen horses, which he had taken from

Fort Shaw. He was sentenced to fourteen years

by Colonel Macleod, C.M.G. (formerly commanding
N.W.M.P.), for bringing stolen property into Canada.

Hassard's coal-mine was in the ravine in front of his

house, and he worked it himself with the assistance of

a hired man. Their only machinery were picks and

ordinary felling axes. This coal was really as good in

quality as any I have seen, and it was sold to the


