
"RASKLL OP LAMONTl."

CHAPTER IX.

"rASRELL op LAMONTl."

The echoes are no longer silent in Tamahnous Peak^e witchcraft of silver has killed the old superstition.
The "something" in Genesee's pocket had been a
specimen that warranted investigation. The lost tribe
had left enough ore there through the darkness of
generations to make mining a thing profitable. Above
those terraces of unknown origin there is a dwelling-
house now, built of that same bev/itched stone in which
the echoes sleep; and often there is gathered under its
roof a strange household.

The words of Genesee, "Be good to my Kootenais"'
l^ve so far been remembered by the girl who during
the last year of his life filled his thoughts so greatly
His fnends are her friends, and medley as the lot would
appear to others, they are welcome to her. They have
helped her solve the problem of what use she could
make of her life. Her relatives have given up in despair
trying to alter her unheardK)f manner of living. The
idea is prevalent among them that Rachel's mind on
some subjects, is really queer—she was always so
erratic I They speak to her of the loneliness of those
heights, and she laughs at them. She is never lonely
She had his word that he would not go far. With her
Uves old Davy MacDougall, who helps her much in
the mimng matters, and Kalitan is never far off. He
is her shadow now, as he once was Genesee's. Indian
women do the work of her home. A school is there for


