2 The Translation of a Savage.

scorn upon him alone. Apparently they
did not see that .the woman was to be
pitied. He had married her; and she was
only. an Indian girl from Fort Charles of
the Hudson’s Bay Company, with a little
honest white blood in her veins. Nobody,
not even her own people, felt that she had
anything at stake, or was in danger of un-
happiness, or was other than a person who
had ludicrously come to bear the name of
Mrs. Francis Armour. If anyone had
said in justification that she loved the
man, the answer would have been that
plenty of Indian women had loved white
men, but had not married them, and yet
the population of half-breeds went on in-
creasing.

Frank Armour had been a popular man
in London: His club might be found in
the vicinity of Pall Mall, his father’s name
was high and honoured in the Army List,
one of his brothers had served with Wolse-
ley in Africa, and himself, having no pro-
fession, but with a taste for business and
investment, had gone to Canada with some
such intention as Lord Selkirk’s in the -
early part of the century. He owned large



