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had arrived, and after waiting twenty-four hours, had 
returned down river only that morning, taking Sir 
Bryson and his party. Since nothing could be guessed 
of the probable return of Jack, the captain had not felt 
justified in waiting. Jack guessed, furthermore, that 
Sir Bryson had not exerted his authority to delay the 
steamer. The lieutenant-governor had had his fill of 
the North. The steamboat had brought up Sergeant 
Plaskett of the mounted police, and a trooper from 
the Crossing.

Garrod was buried at dusk on the hillside behind the 
fort. Sergeant Plaskett read the burial service. 
Afterward Jack told his story, and at daybreak the 
policemen started west to interview the Sapi Indians. 
Before noon they had returned with Ahcunazie, the 
eldest son of Etzeeah, and the members of his imme­
diate family. He was on his way in to make peace with 
the authorities, as Jack had advised.

David Cranston learned something more from Mary, 
and something from Jack. The situation was too 
much for the honest trader. He shook his head de­
jectedly, and had nothing to offer. Measles broke out 
again among the Indians at Swan Lake — at least 
Mary said it had. At any rate, she rode away with 
Angus, Davy’s next younger brother, the following day, 
and Jack did not see her again.

Cranston had a letter for Jack. Thus it ran, the 
paper blistered with tears, and the headlong words 
tumbling over each other:


