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men who were clamouring about me, that I had nothing
whatever to do with the quarrel; that I happened to
be where I was by accident, as I had happened by
accident to see the difficulty of the morning. But I
said that it was the duty of every man who was a good
citizen and respected the laws of his country, to see, in
so far as it was possible, that there should be no breach
of those laws. I spoke in a clear strong voice, and I
think I produced some effect upon both parties to the
quarrel. The reply of the leader was almost immedi-
ate. He said that all they demanded was the Indian
who had so treacherously injured the foreman of their
gangs. I saw the position at once, and was dum-
founded. For a moment I did not speak.

I was not prepared for the scene that immediately
followed. Some one broke through the crowd at my
back, rushed past me, and stood between the two
forces. It was the Indian who had injured the fore-
man. He was naked to the waist, and painted and
feathered after the manner of his tribe going to battle.
There was a wild light in his eye, but he had no weapon.
He folded his arms across his breast, and said:

“Well, you want me. Here I am. I will fight with
any man all alone, without a gun or arrow or anything.
I will fight with my arms—to kill.”

I saw revolvers raised at him instantly, but at that
the man, my friend, who stood beside me, sprang in
front of the Indian.

“Stop—stop!” he cried. “In the name of the law!
I am a sergeant of the mounted police of Canada. My
jurisdiction extends from Winnipeg to Vancouver. You
cannot have this man except over my body: and for
my body every one of you will pay with your lives;
for every blow struck this night, there will be a hundred




