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THe~ Canadian Government doesn't feed an Indian
at Stony Mountain jaîl for seven yearsý for
nothing. He must have due soinething serious,
to be fed well, decorated with the iron jewellery,

have a trained chaperon, and become really the exclusive
ward of the nation.

If he get seven years i ail probability lie sliould have
~been lianged, for the Queen's agents are tolerant of these
lialf-tamed cliildren of the forest.

Maxepeto, a Blackfoot half-breed, liad been sent to
Stony Mountain for seven years. According to this tale,
a k~hite man, in lis place would have been lianged.

Maxepeto was always bad. Those who knew ^hlm
best said he was exclusively bad.

When an evil Indian dies,-too evil to get into the
H.appy Huntimg Ground, he cornes back remncarnated as
a half-breed ; and Mzpt a noyee o
"breed." Mzpt a noyee o

It was at Trapper's LIanding that the thing happened-
Trapper's Landing was seven miles from the 'rerritories'
North West boundary. Beyond that was a wilderness of
spruce, and muskeg, and fierce running rivera stretching
away to the Artic Ocean. In the wilderness were fuir
animais, Indians, a few white traders, and a deficiency
of -the law and holy writ.

Trapper's Landlug was the whiskey ihuit. No mian
inight take the fire-water beyond the Territories' bordes,
and to --that end two preventive police abode at the
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law was enforced,
)re or less always
as a keg broaclied,

Lee was one long
Id have been a sin
beniglited red-men

Thé girl brushed her black, glistening hair smooth ;
tied a bilibus-yeilow sill liandkerchief, witli Impossible
blue designs ln the corners, about her neck ; threw a
Scotch plaid sliawl over lier shoulders, and silently fol-
lowed the big lialf-breed to the Compýany's store.
Perhaps the Factor wanted to, give lier a pound of tea,
or an order for silk-worked moccasins.

The Factor had been enforcing the law by patrioticaily
destroylug mucli over-proof whiskey, so lie was enthus-
iastically primed for the work i hand.

"Stand up there together," lie said with maudlin
dîgnity. "Hold on a bitl" and lie fuxnbled lu a drawer
where mucli jewellery of unique design and iuzheard of
metai was kept i dîsorderly abandon. He fislied ont a
ring, witli an olive coloured diamond hall the size of the
Koh-i-noor i it, and handing it to Maxepeto said:
"'Now we'l go ahead. Wlien I sliout, put it on lier
finger."

The marriage was more or less legaily consummated,
with the store assistant as witness.

"I-low old are you?" the Factor asked Maxepeto ; the
census routine becoining indefinitely mlixed up with the
other rite lu his niind.

O "Fifty summers,1" answered thie breed.
&,Andyou?"
"Trwenty,> lisped Nonokasi covering lier face witli tlie

red-cliecked sliawl, baslifuily.
The Factor pufled a big sheet of brownl wrapping

paper toward him, mnade an exhaustive calculation with
his pencil and said : "That averages thirty-flve. Write
tleie down as thirty-five years old," lie added to the
clerli.

Then. Maxepeto's reward materialized lnunediately.
"Give theni debt for a good outfit," the Factor com-
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