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brows had nothlng inean or treacherous
in their depths. 1'I arn camping for a
few weeks with sorne miners a few miles
frorn here, and chancing to corne across
this settiement, was arnazed to find the
Indians flot only living and dressing like
civilised whltes, but actually speaking
Broad Scotch. I could gain no reliable
inforrnation frorn outslde parties, and so
I carne to the fountain head. I trust
you will pardon me if 1 intrude."

"WiII you kindly be seated, sir," said
rny strange host, after I had finished
speaking, "and take sorne refreshrnent
after your walk."

I sat down, and he proceeded to mix
a couple of glasses of steaming toddy,
one of which lie handed to me with grave
politeness. We pledged each other in
silence. Then lie gave me a pipe and
sorne tobacco, saying brîefly, " You smoke,
I suppose?"

I judged it best to fali in with lis rnood
and did flot attempt to force conversa-
tion, and for at least an hour we sat and
smoked, without exchangîng a single
Word. Several times, on looking at hirn,
1 found bis eyes frxed on me with a sort
of sad curiosity, and when at last he
spoke, I fancied bis voice trernbled.

"Do you knuw," lie said, "that you
are the first man of my own station in
lie to whom, I have spoken in twenty
years?")

I looked rny surprise and pity, and he
went on: " There are the miners, of course,
but 1 do not encourage themn to invade
mny domains," and lie srniled somewhat
disdainfully; and lookÀng at his grand,
rugged face and aristocratic bearing, I
was forced to admit that miners were
no fit cornpanions for hlm. Stili, was
not a white marn, however rude and
ignorant, more companionable than an
Indian?

Hie mnust have read my thoughts, for
he said sadly: "I arn as utterly alone as
îf 1 were on a desert island. 1 arn a
sort of deity to thee simple savages by
whorn 1 arn surrounded. 1 have lived
with them here for twýenty years, and
tauglit them what 1 could, but as for
educating themn to be fit associates and
congenial companions for cultivated white
men, the thing is utterly impossible, ln

this generation at least. There is no
foundation on which to work, and with-
out foundation, you know, no man can
build. I have tauglit thema to speak
broad Scotch for the pleasure of hearing
my native tongue; it is the only link
which binds me to the chain of the past."

"But have you neither wife nor child ?"
I ventured to ask.

."Nol" lie thundered, with sucli angry
vehemence that lie startled me. "I have
had neither wife nor child. I neyer shail
have--God pity mel Neyer dare men-
tion that subject to me again." He
strode back and forth through the room
with fierce, angry strides, looking, as I
fancied, the prophets of old mnust have
looked when denouncing the sins of the
people. I feit that any words of apology
I could utter would be quite inadequate
to make arnends for rny i-timed ques-
tion, so held my peace.

"ýForgive me," lie said at last, stopping
before me and holding out bis hand.
"There are sorne wounds whîch neyer
heal, and you have inadvertently touched
mine. You know the old rhyrne, la shaft
at random sent'; and now, will you go
away please, I wish to be alone. But
corne agaîn to-rnorrow and spend a few
days wîth me. Sornetirne, perhaps, I
rnay tell you my story," and with another
warm shake of the hand lie opened the
door and bowed me out.

Tie« friendsiuip, so, straagely begun,
progressed rapidly. 1 went to set my
new friend the next day, and rernained
with hlm for a week, but aithougi lie
treated me with univarying kindness, and
gratified my curiosity to the fttllest ex-
tent bith regard to bis present surround-
ings, even admitting me to the little
church where, mornmng and evening, lie
conducted ser-vice with a rigid adherence
to the old Scotch Covenant style, he
wrapped himself and bis past lu a veil
of impenetrable reserve which I dared
flot atternpt to unfold.

On the last niglit of my stay, however,
after we had smoked for a long time lu
silence, lie asked abruptly, his piercing
eyes noting dlosely every muscle of my
face, " Do you believe me guilty of any
crime? "

1 was thankful, how thankful 1 cannet


