
With the Indians in the Rockies

I could n't help hearing. My mother was

taking Uncle Wesley to task. " You know

that the presents you bring him only add to

his interest in trapping and trading," she

said, "and as it is, we don't succeed very

well in interesting him in his studies, and in

the life we have planned for him."

"You know how our hearts arc ^et on his

going to Princeton," said my father, in his

always low, gentle voice, " and then becom-

ing such a preacher as his grandfather was

before him. You must help us, Wesley.

Show the boy the dark side of the plains

life, the hardships and dangers of it."

In our Uttle sitting-room there was a pic-

ture of Grandfather Fox, a tall, dark man
with a long wig. He wore a long-tailed coat

with a tremendous collar, knee-breeches,

black stockings, and shoes with enormous

buckles. I thought that I should not like to

be a preacher if that was the way I must

dress. And thinking that, I lost the rest of

what they were saying and fell asleep.
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