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THE WARDEN OF THE

PLAINS.

N the wide western plains at the base of the
Rocky Mountains, where countless buffalo

D once found luxuriant feeding-grounds, the
rhite mans ca-ttle were ro4ming in tens of thou-

inds. It was the time of the '« round up." The
:)wboys had 'been scouring the plain for hundreds

E miles gathering in the cattle and horses, banding
àem and driving them into the corral, there to be

counted and the youùg branded.
The " round up party had camped for the night.

ýany of them were weary fro'm the hard day's riding,
aid were sitting or lounging about in the tents or on
he open prairie, waiting for the supper which others
ere preparing.
-Hello, - Jake shouted one of these, as a man who

emed to have sprung from, the prairie, so suddenly
he appeared, rode into the camp.

ccU -right, Bill," was the reply of the new-comer,
'tered in a short but friendly tone.



6 ÎHE WARbÉN OP fHE ÉLAI14S.

«' The boys '11 be right glad t' see ye, Jake, fur we
hý%ven't had a sermon fur a long time. Ye're the only
preacher we fellows have got, and ye're welcome."

Wall> Bill, ef ye wud follow the trail and no 'be
straying frae the herd, ye wouldna get lost sae often,

nur make it sae hard fur, yerselves, and fur the Gospel
cowboys t' find ye."

Jake, or as he called hiraself, the "' Gospel Cowboy,"
was a queer character but a true man, who Zelt him-
self called upon to go from ranch to ranch to, tell
in his own strange way the story of the Saviour's
love. L

Before his conversion he was known as "' Broncho
Jake," but since then the pioneers on the prairie had

called him " The Warden of the Plains." He was
a daring fellow, fearless of danger in crossing the

rapid rivers, a good rider and a splenclid roper. Few
of the cowboys could handle a lariat like Broncho

Jake. He was always foremost li'n trials of skill and
horsemanship. A few years before he had entered

upon his new life of itineratmig among the ranches,
there was a contest between the cowboys to, décide

who among them was the most sýilful rider. Jake
waa one of the competitors.

A large circle was formed upon the praîne whe
the contest was to be held. The various riders were
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we rrounded by friends who had come to witness the
nl xhibition of skilL Many feat8 of daring were per'

ormed, until the contest lay finally beiween Bill
'be ones and Broncho Jake.

en, Bill sprang lightly upon his horse, and riding
pel pidly around the cirele, flung his hat to the ground;

en inereasing the animal's speed until it became a

yý ad rush through space, he leaned downward on the
im- ight side, and holding on only by his left foot, picked

tell p the hat, and, putting it on his head, threw himself
rs k into the saddle. The crowd cheered hm' lustily

he sat his horse with'easy grace and rode once
cho re around the *eircle. Thehorse seemed to-under-

ad nd'ànd feel that his master's reputation was at
as ake, and his nostrils quivered as he stretched his

the eck forward in the race. Still riding at full s'peed,
ew ill loosed his necktie and threw it on the ground.

cho urely he does not mean to attempt to pick it up!
d f he trîýés he will certainly break his neck. Bill rode

red nce more round the ring; then throw-*g the reins
es, n the neck of the sure-féoted animal, while e,ýery

ide e was strained to catch his slightest movement, he
e nt forward, and with a sudden dash a-s he rode, paat

ere it, lay, he grasped the necktie in his fingers and
e îfted it from, the g-round, waving it in the air as'he

ere e onward to the starting-place. The cowboyý
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were delighted. Many of them. ran to, him., seized bis ýere
hands and expressed their hearty admiration of is ine
skill. P nd

It was then Jake's tùrn to show what he could do,
and although everyone was interested, they felt that t h
the contest was ended, and many of them. said so. ng

«'.Bet yer life Jàke can't beat that! " Jal
Jake, took no notice of this expression of public WM

opinion, but threw himself on his horse as indiffer. iven
ently as if such contests were of everyday occurrence. an
Riding easily eround the ring two or three times aý On
if to get himself into trim for his work, he threv Ys
his hat on the grou.nd, and as he rode past picked ii ymil

up. Taking off his necktie, he cast that on the prairie ve.
and picked it up as deftly as Bill had done. The Jal
crôwd were surprised. They had not thought Jak-t ds -V

,capable of such a daring feat. But he had not ]aC0]ý
exhausted his ability to astonish them. Riding aroun' iled
as before, Jake flung down both hat and tie, and oral
he passed them. on his next round Ieaneérf,ýrward an chi

picked up first one and then tbe oýher with his teeth gcre
then turning to the crowd, who were cheering him eir
IouýIy, he waved his, hand in acknowledgment- Mui
their pIraise, and rode quietly homeward. Brone -ent

Jake was 4enceforward honored by the boys. Whe hea
.1ýe joined the ranks of the '« Gospel grinders the d i-

IL

ai
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vere wry faces made and queer remarks uttered, for

oine of the boys thought he would be sentimental

ýnd sanctimonious; but there were others who knew

iim better and said, " Jake's a square fellow, and you

)et he'Il be a frood un ; none o' yer long faces nur yer

ong prayers when a fellow is in need of anything."

Jak-e justified his friends' faith, and no one exerted

i wider influence for good over the cowboys, or was

eiven a heartier welcome when he came among them,
ýhan The Warden of the Plains."

On this evening as soon as supper was over, the

)oys grathered round Jake and weresoon singing the

iymns he had set to the rollicking air§ all cowboys

ove.

Jake had a grand supply 6f stories, and when the

As were in good spirits they would listen eagerly,
ncousciously learning the lesson the story never

liled to convey. Jake was too wise fo draw the
loral of his, tales himself, thus treating his audience
s children. He told his stories in a fascinating and
ugcrestive.manner, and left each listener to adapt
heir teaching to his own need or consciousness.

Much, however, as they liked his stories, the great
,vent of Jake's visit, was his sermon. The boys loved

a
,Dhear him preach. He talked to them in language

,nd in a way that they c-uld understand, and his
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genuine goodness of heart and interest in their wel. stle
fare had taught them to love him. It was a rough trays
kind of affection, and theboys would not have called e. 1
it by that name, perhaps, but it was none the less a ell o
genuine love for the man. feard

Taking a little book out of his Éocket, Jake loo-ed , ye 1
around on the men who sat about him, and smiling as nd sc

he held it up, said: n the
ci Ye see, boys, I allus bring my brand Book wi' me f ye

to see to, the strays and return them to the master& head
Fve got nearly all the brands by heart. The bigge-st evil's

cattle-bosses 1',Ve known-an' a good many I've met eet c
in'Iny day-are the Lord Jesus Christ and the devil stro

I'm a - wee bit àfeard the devil's got the biggest herd. S9es
for his ranore is cropped off bare, and the cattle are ut

pretty thin. Ilè's no a bit particIer how he gets t.
them, mavrocks, strays and sich, like, he puts his re, a

brand on them all. . Sich a lot of scrubs you never is raic
saw afore. Puir things, wi'a hummocky, stony range a

they gét hardly anythin' té eat. singi
Sc Fve ridden over the range, an' I reckon I know

what it's like. His herd is j ust like Slim Jim's.

where the cattle feed on furze and rushes, thinkin' ci 01(
they're fine grass 'and vetches, but ye can tell wheu ke th,

ye see their ribs they're no well herdect I reckon e cat
the cowboys are asleep, an' the puir things maun not

'1ý

10
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ustle fur themselves. Ah, ma lads, ye're among the
trays the devil haq stolen, an' he's put his brand on

le. Ye canna see his mark, fur he's put it pretty
vell on yer flanks. He's a cunnin' cattle-boss. He's
Seard the owner might claim ye, for would ye believe
L, ye belong to the herd of Christ, an' ye've strayed,
ýnd some of ye were mavrocks. It's ea.9y to, get lost
>n the prairie when ye take the wrong trail, an'some
é ye hae jist shut yer eyes an' followed the ithers

ýhead o'ye. I reckon the Christ cowboys and the
levil's cowboys hae pretty hard times when they

,4eet on the prairie. Its none o' yer wee fights, but
strong tussle. They're just like the big cattle-

osses I wus a readin' about that got into trouble
bout their ranges. There wus Old Abe and Parson
nt. Wall, they had big herds, an' they got cropped,
are, ani one day Abe, the cattle-boss, looked out 0'
Js ranch and he mffl Parson Lot, the other big eà'ttle-
Ss, a comin' wi' his cowboys an' cattle, an' they was

singin' t'O*
'We're comin', Father Abraham,

Wi' three hundred thousand more.'

Old Abe wasna pleased at Lot's puttin" on airs
e that, and he says, « Come in l' They sat down in
e eattle-boss's shanty, and he says, ', See here, this
not going to do. If the cowboys get a fightin' thé
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Injuns an' half-breeds will come an' drive us out, so rail.
yp see it wull pay us to be friends.' Lot turns to ust
him and says, 'That's what's the matter.' ni W(

"Wall, the two bosses rode over the country pro- ost il]
spectin', an'Abe says, 'It's a big country; make your elli 1

choice, Lot, fur I respee' ye, ye're an hone'st chap.' ver V
Wall, Lot went to the prairies o' the Jordan, an' anch.

Abram went to, the range o' Canaan. That ended trayi
their wee bit spat. Ân' that's the wa-y to settle rairii
squabbles on the tanches. Jist separate them, au' e be
that will, save powder, an' none o' the cowboys will nni
get scalped. If ye're no contented to herd for Lot, 1 in'

guess Abram would give ye a job, an' he pays well. he-b is good.an the gru thE
I tell ye, the devil's a good roper, an' his boys are ightý

up to all kinds o' pranks. Get on his range an' lie'ý ame,
hae ye coralled an' his mark on ye afore ye know it. ve.
Christ is a fine boss, an' don't you forget it. His Bef(

cattle are all slick an' fat, an' his -,cowboys al us ing b
engage again after their times out. Stick to Iiiin, artak

my lads. He disna say much, buf ye get the best 0' Few
everything! id tl
Jake fell upon his knees and prayed briefly: ravél

"Blessed Maister, -we love you, an' we're n iner
ashamed to tell everybody. We oughter be as" cg Ar

'If we didna tell. Some of us are not on the right itere,

r a
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Wail. We've lost it, and we canna find it. Thé snow
baust o' covered it, or else our eyesight is gettin' bad
an' wé canna see. Corral us, 0 Lord, afore we get
lost in the storm. Brand. us wij yer ain mark, that

ýe'll ken yer aii. Keep us on yer ain range, an) if
ver we stampede, throw yer rope an' lead us to yer

anch. Save us frae wand'rin' in the mountains or
etrayin' in the coulees when there's fine feed on the

rairie. Help us to feed on grace an' truth, an) may

.e be prepared to walk in the trails o' heaven; no
nniii' an' tossin' up the- horns, but walkin' an'
in' dôwn, sae peaceful like. When we're faint in

he winter, an' there's no room - fur us in the herd, or
the stables at the ranch, take us quietly some

ight, when there's nobody lookin'. an' when we get
ame we'll thank ye oursels fur all yer kindness. an
ve. Amen 1"
Before sünrise the camp was astir, and Jake, bid-

ing his friends good-bye, continued his journey after
artaking of a hasty meal.

Few were the houses on the prairie, and frequently
id thià skyý pilot, " as.he was sometimes -called,

ravel fiom forty td-fifty miles to visit some- aged
iner or sick cowboy-
cc An' yer lyin' there yet, Jim, " said Jake, as lae

'tered the shack of -an old-timer who hâd been sick
or a few weeks.
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Ay, Jake, ifs hard lines, but I mi crht be worse." de PU
«' That's true. Ye never looked on it that w vel

afore, an' Vm glad to hear ye, talk in that way." Ilow
Jake threw off his coat and stepped outside'with. hen

out saying a word, and in a few moments the vigor. id J
ous play of an axe was heard. It was Jake putting ci Ye
in a preface to his sermon. Oftentimes he would ere

say, "' Ye maun heed the Book., fur it tells ye afore nt. f
ye eat ye maun work, an' a clean religion is to cree- ollars

down quietly afore anyone sees ye to thé widow's en t]
house, an' split wood an' carry water. Ye min' that éïr 1

publican? 1 reckon he must hae been a cowboy e cra
when he was young. Afore he prayed hýe struck his Jake
breast pretty hard, an' then he prayed; but that akiný

Pharisee was too lazy an'. proud, fur he prayed first ola.
Now, ye maun work afore ye preach or pray or eat Jim

Ye see it means if ye dinna work ye'll get so fat m s&
ye'll no be healthy, an' if ye don't take exercise prayiu' id nol
a bit, rèadin' the Book awhile, choppin' wood fur the med 1
wido,#s -an' sheerin' sheep fur the orphans, yell esent
lazy an' unco clumsy. An' if ye get fat the devfl d su-
will soon get ye, fur- he's allus on the lookout fur fat en wi

cattle.
«c The Maister -didn -a -thiiik much o' them publicai1% hen'(

but I reckon He had a kind o- -hankerin' after that tractE
un that cried, « God be merciful 1
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«I Publicans! - I should think yer Muter wouldn't

.avel on the same trail with them, fur they're the
illows as seRs ye bad whiskey fur a 'big price, an"

rhen yer dimes are gone, turn ye out on the prairie,"
9,id Jim.
igYe're on the wrong trail, Jim-e them publicans3

rere Nor'-West lawyers, who charge-ye thirty per
ent. fur lèndin' mâney, an'when ye borrow a hunner
[ollars gie y-è- sixty-four. I know them, fur Fve
een there. Séme o' them fellers wilf hae to strike

heir breuts pretty hard afore the Maister 'Il hear
he crack."

Jake had a roaring fire on, and was soon busy
iiaking pancakýé9, buns and tea, -and frying some
Mon.

Jim was badly crippled wîth rheumatism, and sel-
,om saw anyone except a cowboy or an Indian. He
id not, however, feel lonely, as he had been a,eus-

med to this-m-ode of living for many years. The
esent year had been one of the hardest for bim, he
d suffered so much with rheumatism. Jim had
en well brought up, his connections being numbered
one some of -the first families of PhiIýdeIphia;

hen quite a__young man he had drifted westward,
tracted-1ý -the report of the fortunes made at, the
ines. His life had been one of expectancy, always
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hoping for the fortune whieh seemed to others a long8 C1 aited
way off. He was not daunted in his pursuit of rin, 1
wealth. Several times he had made large sums and well

then squandered thein freely, hoping to replace them 11,11
by greater; but that happy day never came to, him, an, ai
and now he was almost a helpless cripple, crawling real

around his shanty,- and glad to, see the face of effl ir
a stranger. There was none more welcome thau reckoi
Broncho Jake. Jim. had know-n him before he eh lik

became a "sky pilot," and so fully did he believe him, could
that no one dared to say a word against him in his JiM
hearing. wn 1

The slap-jacks are no the best, Jim, but I rec-ou eh thi
they'll keep life in for a while." s Min

C'They're fine, Jake, they're fine." aint i
"TheMaister" said Jake, "must ha been agood e w*

one, for He wus worse off than our rabbits; He didua e fire,
hae a hole to creep into out o' the sight oHis enemies: e disf
an min'.He had a lot o' them fur He was the frielad em.
on the side o' the men who had their failings and had e Maç
none to, sympathize with them. When a cowboy%0 if he
went off on the wrong trail an' got lost,-wi' d-rink, 1 im ul

mean -He wud come after him, an' make signs lik-e him.
the Indians, an' shout, « Come back, ye're on the wrongor ept, ai
trail Ayy

He didn't trample ye down when ye fell, but nkio-

îý
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aited till ye got yer breath, an' then takin' yer

mý He wud say, 'My friend, get up; ye'll soon

well. l'H gie ye a hand to put ye on yer horse,

I'11 help ye to, find the trail.' He was a bonnie

an, an' don't you forget it ; none o' yer gentry, but

9 real man, wha, if He were here among us,ý wud

f effl in 9 chapps' an' sombrero) an' ride a fine horse.

reckon He wud beat us a' at the ropin' an' ridin' an'

e eh like. I wud allus let Him beat me if I thought

could do bâter than Him."

Jim was silent. He had finished his meal and

wn near to the stove. He had seldom thought of

U eh things until Jakè began to visit him, and then

s mind was directed towards religion, but in the

aint way which was characteristie of these men of

e western plains. Jim sat gazing intently into

e fire, while Jake continued his talk as he cleared

e dishes from the small table and began to wash

em. As he scrubbed and cleaned he talked about

e Master in such a familiar strain that Jim felt

if be were some relation, that he also had some
im upon His sympathies, and- would work gladjy

him. The dishes were eleaned and the room

ept, and then Jake joined him beside the stove.

«'Ay, Jim, many a time I hae crossed these prairies
nking I was pretty smart, but I tell ye I found my



match. I could ride faster and better'n any of the withoi

boys, 'n, thinks I, there's none can beat me, Fin boss herd Z,

0' the ranches. Wall, 1 wus a ridin' to the ranch Big M

one day, an' as I wus a crossin' the Belly River I for 1

thought I heard a voice out o' the bus1ý,,caIling my bit of

naine. It wasna the saine as the boys call me, but to MYLC

the voice cried, ' Johnnie!' Wall, it wasna the stoppe

naine that struck me so mu«eh as the voice. 1 says cryin',

to mysel', 'l ken that voice.' When I got across the to me,
river 1 went into the bush, and agen I heard my come.

naine called out, 'n I say's, 'Hullol' but 1 heard- glad tc

nothin', till the third time I was a liýstenin', ant him an

then fainter so I could hardly catch it, it said, he, and

Johnnie 1 turned my horse's head to go to the was ýhi

mountains, but, wud ye believe it, the beast wudna my nar

go. I got a kind- o' skeered,'n says 1, 'There must be into th(

some ghosts liere.' 1 dinna believe in such thi'gs, so big hot

1 drove the spurs into my horse, but he wudna the bec

Omo; so, jest to see the end o' the thing, I let him tak-e that ye

his own way, an' I gie him the lines an' let him Cro- JO]

He turned right to the river an' crossed back an off Bronq

as fast as he could go. The spirits haie got hiin down h

sure, says 1. But as he went on, I began to thiink-, intense

an puttin' the voice an'the horses gait together, I it ýM

says, e l'Il see the end 0' tbis., ran ai

My horse took me right to the Missouri River, au' cotten a

18 THE WARDEN OF THE PLAINS.
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without thinkin' what I was doin', 1 put him in a

herd an' stepped 'on a boat, an' off 1 went down the

Big Muddy. I couldna tell ye all my queer journey,
for I waspa mysel'. Wall, I landed at last in a wee

bit of a town, an'as I wus goin'up the street, 1 thinks

to myself, 1 hae seen some o' theýse things afore. I
stopped at' a door to pick up a wee thing that was

cryin', an' when I was talkin' to it, azi old man comes
to, me, an' holdin' out his hand, he says, ý I'm glad -ye're

y come. She's been a lookin' fur ye, an' shim!ll be right
.,I. glad to see ye, fur she canna last long! I looked at

ni him an' shook my head. 'Come in, John Fraser,' says

di he, and I looked. I didna ken what to say. That

1 was ýhe first time fur many long years that I'd heard

[la my name. I had almost forgotten it mysel . I went

be into the house. It was none o y yer shanties, but a fine

so big house; an', as -I went in, the old man took me to

na the bed, an' he says, « He's come . Didna I tell ye

k- lu that yer dreamcý,,an' prayers would all come true

-0 «"Johnnie! J nnie!"'

ff Broncho e stopped. The tears were coursing
down his cheeks, and his lips were quivering with

intense motion.

It was my mither, Jim. I hadna ben back since
1 ran away when 1 wus a wee fellow, an' I had for-
gotten all about them, an' I didna ken which, way toe
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find them, an' hére I was at last.. That voice a-t the a pair
river brought me to, her bedside. * She took my hands Yonde
in hers an' says, La

(C'Johnnie, HeIl be a true friend to, ye.' beside
"' He's too old, mither, to be any use to me. He 'Maist

wouldna make a cowboy; he's too, old.' an, Fil
Oh, Johnnie,'sa'ys she, « dinna talk in that way. cc i

\*e trusted in Him since I wus a wee lassie, and He'11 the orr
no leave me noo when I'm crossin' the Jordan.' - to serv

Mither, Fll tak ye across the Jordan if it's no Jim
too deep. Mony a time 1 hae crossed the Kootenay his mi
an' the Saskatchewan, an' if the Jordan's no wider there 1
an' deeper an' them, 1 can tak ye across. He's tod' Ci Jak
old to tak ye o'er the water.' Her pri

Johnnie, Johnnie! my laddie! hae ye forgotten point.
all I taught ye at my knee ?' says my mither to me. Gospel

"Wall, Jim, she talked to me till I couldna see, fur boy the
my eyes were fu' of teai-à. The dear old body took the talý

me by the hand as she prayed for me wi' her dying bigger i
breath, and afore she went away she says, 'Ye'll serve Sunday

him, ýohnnie ?' an' 1 put my hand --lin- hers, and with thý
couldna say anything, but jest kissed her old cheek- the wee'

afore she died. 'Meet me yonder, Johnnie,' she said, cc Just
and then she elosed her eyes. are like
. "' I got a fine stone an' put it at her grave, an' I got when tl

tWfellow who made it to eut out on it a saddle and them to
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he a pair o' spurs, and above them the words, "Meet Me
ids Yonder.

Late one night I went to her grave an' got down

beside it, an' wud ye believe it, I.prâyed and 1 says,
e Maister., Maister, I'll serve ye! I'mno -happy here,

an' Fll gang back to, the ranch and serve ye.'

I went again next morning to take a last look at
the orrave, and then I said: 'I'm off to ee mountains
to serve Him."'

n Jim was deeply interested. Jake had never opened

aY his mind so freely to, anyone. When he had finished
er there were tears in Jim's eyes.

Jake 1 had a mother and she wus a good, un.

Her prayers were short, but I tell ye they were to the

point. SIfe was what some o' the folks calléd a
e. Gospel livéri, -not a Gospel talker. When" I wus a
ur boy there wus two kinds of religion-the livers and

Ok the talkers. The talkers had bigger ellurches an'----,-,
lag bigger crowds, an' the folks said they wus fine on

Sunday; but ye had to look out when you wus dealin'
I with them on Monday.' The livers were fin s al
ek- the week, an ye could trust them."

id) Just like our bronchos," said Jak "Christians

are like bronchos, Jim. If they're Il broken in
Ot when they're young they'll be steady, an if ye break
d them to ride or drive its all the same t Itiem, if ye
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train them right. Now, there are some Christians loss of

that have never been broken in rigirht. Sometimes biit the

they'll balk, an' it's no their fault, they were trained in the s
liad a fiwronor. An' there are some kickers., Wall, the fel-
IIII a hlows that broke them in are to b-ame, not the kickin'
but wouChristians; they were na broken in right. Tbere ar
He woulsoine Christians that shy aI a prayer because some

fellow didna pray like them, or they shy at sonie found h
They gChristian in their churches just like a horse at a piece
workedof paper or an engine on a railroad. Then there are

some Christians like our bucking horses, they won't they we
all theywork. Ye can't put a saddle or harness on 'em, an'
well.they're fat, sleek an' strong. They all want to be

their liebosses an' feed on the best without doing any work.
had theWall, they're not to blame. It's the fellows wha
were pubreaks 'em in that causes all the trouble. Gie me a

steady Christian, a good stepper, sure-footed, well- their'he
f Ujl ofbuilt for saddle or to draw not a genteel,-high-spirited
itlier thnervous thing, ýbut one full of life, well bro-en in,
while thqwillin' to work and wha kens his boss. I don't li-e

yer dreachy Christian, allus going into his neighbor's they wo-u
sae ashaifield'or corral, an' 1 dont want them, that won't sta

good spiin their own band, but are allus runnin' on their
ken whàneighbors.
MethodiEI hae, like you, Jim, met some queer folks in my

day, jest like the hoirses 1 hae handled. Once I wus the boss
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1)oss of a rai-Ai, an' I had some fine bands of horses,
biit there wus one band that beat me. 1 wus kept

in the saddle most o' the time lookin' after them. I

had a fine black horse called Seottie he stood sixteen

an a half hands high, an' was as sober as a judge,
but would ye believe me, 1 couldna keep him at hame.

He would stray away every chance he got, an' I allus

found him in a band called the Methodist band.

Thev got the name frae the way in whieh they

worked thegither. You never saw the like; wheniver

they were hitched up thegither they would pull for

all they wus worth. They would keep step and pull

well. When they came to a hill they bent down Aý
their heads and afore ye could get yer breath they le
had the load on the top o' the hill. Whenever they

were put out on the range they wud run and toss up

their heads, an' kick an' whinny. They were all so

fuJl of mischief, an man', they seemed to like each

ither that well yola couldna part them. Once in a

while they would stampéde, and then for several days

they wouldna look into eâch ithers faces., they seemed
sae ashamed. There wus nothing in it; it wus purely

good spirits. They wur.sae full o' life they didna

ken what to, do. Wall, Seottie wud stray into the
Methodist band, an' I wusna pleased, fur I saw that

the boss o' the ranch wud like to get hirn, and when-
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ever Seottie wus with the band the cowboys drove ci0
the whole band onto the finest pasture on the range. fur we
Fur a long time I couldna mak out what attraction.s trails e

wus there, fur I wus sure Seottie -vvus a sensible to the
animal. I found out the secret from one o' the cow- feed, b

bo s. This fellow wus a particular friend of mine, so

he told me. There wus a fine mare in the band that keep us
Seottie had taken up wi', an' the two got to like each credit, f

ither that much ye could hardly separate them. Cowboy
Buy her,' says my friend, " she's a fine animal, devit f

then ye can keep Seottie at hame. mavroc

Wall, it was hard work; as the Methodist boss yell be
didna like to part wi' the mare, but 1 paid him, a big they ke
price, an' so I wus able after that to keep Seottie in the ran
his ain band." night.

Jim, was deeply interested in Jake's style of preach- the rou
ing. He seemed to understand him, easily and it spoïl th

suited 'hini well. cline the
Yer mother was a good un," said Jim. If we Fur ye

wus only as good as our mothers we'd be the pick o' to Meet
the prairie." but) 0 L

The two men sat talking together over matters wur no
pertaining to their welfare, temporal and eternal, and them all

after Ja-e had attended to, his horse he knelt in keep ou

prayer, pouring out his heart for Jim and himself. our hors

It was a simple prayer, short and pointed: the prair
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-e 0 Lord, ye ken Jim and me. We're no strays,

fur we belong'to, yer band, but we don't keep in the

trails every day, an' we sometimes steal pretty close

to the devil's range. It's no because there's »good

feed, but we ge -t lazy, and afore we open our eyes to,

look up, we're iight close on his boundary. Lord,
t keep us frae wanderin' in that way. It's no to our

credit, fur ye're a kind Maister. 0 Lord, corral the

cowboys an' make them yer ain. Some belong to, the

devil, fur I've seen his brand on them, an' some are

mavrocks. Theyre kind, good-hearted lads, an' if

ye11 be on the look-out ye can catch them, an' when

they ken that ye're a good Maister, theyll stay on

the range. Shelter the poor cattle on the prairie th'
night. Poor things, they'll be tired an' hungry wi

the round-up. Be kind to them, aR' no let any rain

spoïl their rest, or wolves touch their calves, an' in-

cline the hearts o' the cowboys to be kind to them.

fur ye ken I love the cattle, an' I hope some day

to meet them in heaven. I want to do what's right,
but) 0 Lord, it would be a poor heaven to me if there

wur no cattle there, an' no cowboys, fur I hae loved
them all my life. Watch over Jim an' me. May we

keep our spurs bright, our saddles in good shape, an'
our horses well fed, an' when we're done servin' ye on
the prairies, take Jim an"me to, yer heavenly range.
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The two men then lay down side by side. Their with h
çouch was of the rudest and most primitive descrip- each ot

tion and somewhat the worse from age and wear, use of t
but its occupanes were soon fast asleep. As J

Jake remaîned several days with his friend. Jim offered
was ill and sadly needed all his friend's willing care. the Fat
He intended staying until Jim was quite recovered thouçrhtC
and able to do* for himself, but his plans were upset thing o
by the arrival of a messenger from Sam Burgoyne's his hea
shanty demanding his help there. Sam's babe was watche

lying very nigh. to, death, and having learned that As he
Broncho Jake was at Jim's shack, Sain sent a younçr eould s

Indian lad to fetch him. heart w
Questioning the lad, Jake gathered that the child takincyZI

was very ill. He saddled his horse and set out at short b
once. He had only a few miles to ride, but when h to yer a

reached the shanty and looked at the child, he saw an' the
that his knowledge was not sufficient to save it. It heart-s 0'

was beyond huinan aid. Jake sat down, and byIV Feed thE
kind sympathetie words and prayer did his best Ous tiint

to, comfort the parents. ye ken
The mother was a Blood Indian woman and the by, but

father a white man. She understood the Enorlish Amen."
language, although she did not speak it well or fre As Ja
quently. Her husband understanding the Indian lambie's

tongue, she talked to him in it while he conversed feeling

iniopht g
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with her in English. In this way they un derstood

each other perfectly, though practising little in the

use of the tongue spoken by the other.

As Jake sat beside the bed of the dying* child and

offered his simple prayers, asking that the blessing of

the Father of men might rest on the wee lamb, he

thouorht what a pretty babe it was, and realized some-

thino- of the pride the mother felt in her darling, and

his heart went out in sorrow for them, as they

watched the ebb tide in the life of the child they loved.

As her eyes closed, Jake fell upon his knees. He

eould say nothing to the poor father and mother, his

heart was too full; there were tears in his eyes as,
ta-inçr their hands in his he offered- up the following

short but touching prayer: " Lord, take the wee lamb

to yer ain fold, where she'll. be safe frae the wolves

an' the winter's snow. Come yersel' an' comfort the

lieart.s o' mv comrades here who hae lost their lambie.

Feed them wi'yer ain hand. Corral them in danger-

ous times. We are puir folk, but ye're our friend an'

ye ken what we say. Dinna furget us an' pass us

by, but brand us well an' then yell know yer ain.

Amen."

As Jake rose from. his knees he said gently, " The

lambie's gone l" and then with true refinement of

feeling he turned aside that the bereaved parents

iniopht gîve way to, their grief unwatched.
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The Indian inother wept bitterly when she saw Unde

that life had fled, but after the first paroxysm of the li

grief had spent itself, she set to worký to, prepare her aroun

darling foi its last resting-place. of it,
ýn - child.
Jake beckoned to the father and led the way out not liof the room. After a few moments' consultation

they went out on the prairie together to choose a Prairi
kD tlirou

spot not far from the shanty for the grave.
shine

Like the women of many of the Indie tribes, this
poor mother had been accustomed to see her dead the pl

lay dplaced upon a platform supported by poles and raised Ja-
upon the prairie some eight or ten feet from the to le

ground; and knowing how hard it is to give up highe
old custâms, Jake was anxious to make the new dwelli

mode of burial as attractive as possible to the feel-

ings of the mother. He chose a beautiful spot, and, IMMO

being a strong man, soon had a neat grave dug. He
H

then returned to the shanty and found the woman
w

had wrapped her babe in a fine blanket, and with it fellow
for a covering was going to have the child buried.

fool."
Jake bade her wait a little while. In a few hours

The
he had made a handsome coffin and placed the babe

settler

of the
The little funeral procession went to the grave, and

be hel
after laying the cofEn in it, Jake said a few words of

stran(y
love and faith-words that- were listened to and b
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understood by his hearers, Who could l'ive only up to
the light the had been given. They put a fence
around the grave, and J'ake set up a board at the head
of it, on which he wrote the name and age of. the
child. The'little one had not lived long, but she hadit

not lived in vain. As a beautiful flower of then
prairie, she had come in the spring--time and bloomeda

t1irourrh the glad summer, filling the home with sun-
shine and happiness until summercame again. Then
the playthings were laid aside and the stric-en child
lay down to rest.

Jake often visited the desolate home, and was ablee
to lead the bereaved parents to, thoughts of thep

higher life, from the perishable things of this earthly
dwelling place fo the eternal blessedness of the
immortal land.

" He's a rum one, and don't ye forget it."
" Wall, he's none o' yer dandy city preachers. A
fellow can catch what he says, an' ye bet he's no

fool."

The speakers were in a group of cowboys and
settlers, Who had assembled in one of the new towns

of the country, attracted by the rumor of a service to,
be held in the settlement. Many of them were

strangers to each other, while others were strangers

a
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to, the place. The assembling to attend a religious lest he

service where there were stores not only gave them ri(lin',,,
an opportunity to meet and know e-ach other, but wi' his

also of doing business at the same time. Some of the ba(hre

men caine to get their mail and to buy provisions, As 1

and wlien they heard of the " Gospel cowboy " and his fac

his eccentrie ways, they weré induced to remain. Iiiin t

Breoncho Jake had not arrived, and while they die lio

waited remarks about him and his deeds were bandied As 11 e

about ffâm one to the other. They were still speak- hel(l i

ing of him when a solitary cowboy rode quickly up to Turni

the group and dismounted. He was a tall man and a (C If

good rider. Only a few of the old-timers in the tinie.

group recognized him or guessed that he was the wlien

man they had waited to, hear. back t

Jake, still sitting his horse, spoke a few words in he's ri

the peculiar phraseology of the West, and then prayed Mo

briefly. Drawing a sinall Bible from the canteen on hand

his saddle, lie opened it and began bis sermon: prairie

«' Boys, I allus carries my guide Book, an' it tells sermor

me the ranges an' brands an' sich like. I'm goin' to

read what Paul says about backslidin' and bacz- Win

ridin'. Paul wus a character. He had a mind o' bis cold n

ain, an' he wasna afeard to speak. Wall, he àays in were i

the first Corinthens, in the tenth, chapter and verse shelter

twelve, Let Iiiin that thinks lie stands take heed roaine(
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lest he falU An'that means, don't think because ye're

ridin' ve'll no get a tumble, fur the cowboy that rides
wi'his head too high will sometimes get thrown in a
badcrer hole."rn

As lie spoke, Jake turned upon his horse's back,
Iiis face toward the tail of the animal, and spoke to

Iiiin to start. Suddenly, when touched by the spur,
die liorse bolted and Jake was thrown to the ground.
-1s, lie struck ithe jerked the lariat, which he still
hel(l in his hand, and brought the horse to a stand.

Ttiriiincr to the audience, he said:
If ye're guilty o' backridin' ye'll get lef t every

tinie. Backridin' is backslidin'. Seek the Lord, an'
wlien ve're workin'on His range never ride wi' yer
back to yer horse's head. Fur let him that thinks

lie's ridin' take heed or he'll falU'
Mounting his horse, with a farewell wave of the

hand to his hearers, Jake rode rapidly away over the
prairie, leaving the listen - ers to his brief but pointed
sermon visibly impressed.

Winter had returned with its short days and long,
cold nights. The rivers were frozen, the buffalo
were no longer seen, the antelope kept well to the

shelterincr woods and mountains; the wolves alone
roamed the prairie in search of food, haunting the

THE WARDEN OF THE PLAINS.
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neighborhood of man. The snow was deep, and the Co
many storms swept over the country, making- the marin,

travelling very difficult and often dangerous. The inail-w
cowboys, devoted to their work and the care of the silow

herds, remained on the ranges. These sailors of the than e
prairies are daring fellows, and have large, truc tainine
hearts. The ranchers cheered each other by frequent Fiv

visits-visits which extended. from a few days to Bitter
two or three months. said To

At nicrht the gathered around the large stove,
ÏD y ininded

which is always the principal article of furniture was st
in a rancher*s shanty, and entertained themselves and wus gr

lit each other by telling tales of adventure and repeating
many an experience of their life on the prairie. the bos

Young though some of them wère, they had gone in cha
through many a scene of temptaticýn and trial, had illyself,

been brou ht safely through ma'ny an hour of diffi-9 hini se
culty and danger. These experiences had hardened back t
their sinews'an, d muscles, developed the keen sense of in the

sýioht and hearing, as well as the readiness of resource got pr

and rapidity of action peculiar to the cowboy. It was would

a life which made them true men, faithful to, their The c
work and courageous of heart. into mý

It was on a bitterly cold night-just how cold f ur aftý
no one cared to say ; the experience of that winter range fý

was sufficient for any tenderfoot on the prairie-that all be sý
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the cowboys at Oxley ranch were gathered around a

ro.-triiig fire recountinçr their individual exploits. The

inail-wagon had been detained sonlewhere by the deep

Silow: literature, always scanty, was thus scantier

than ever, and the boys had no other source of enter-

tainnient.

I'Five years ago 1 wus, workincr on a ranch in the

Bitter Root valley, when I had a pretty close shaN-e,."
ail industrious, strong

sai(I Tom Jones, -limbed, strong-

iiiinded young man, who was as true and daring as he

was stron(y. Those wur the Indian times, and I
wus green at the business. I didn't know when to,

shoot an Indian and when to let him alone. Wall,
the boss was going away fur a month, an' he put me

in charge, an' I was gettinor crood pay, so 1 says to
niyself, I'm going to do my level best fur him, an' let

hini see that I can work better for him behin-d his
back than when he's here allus a watè'hin' us. I wus

in the saddle from mornin' to night, an' you bet I

got pretty tired - but 1 wus a bit afeard the Indians

would play sharp on me when the boss Wus away.
The cattle wur strayin' pretty hard, an' I got it

into my head that there wus sonie mischief goin' on,
fur after I had crot theni all bunched up an' on the
range feedin' quiet an' contented, next day they wud

all be scattered, an' 1 had to cro after thein -acrain.tn



34 THE WARDEN OF THE PLAINS.

There wus five-- of us on the ranch, an' after witil
talkin' the thing over we made up our minds that 1 kep

we wud get all the cattle in again an' then we'd zeep fili(l Il
a watch on them. We started out after layint our ili illy
plans, an' after a lot o' hard wor- we got them on Die.
the rançre We wur used up, but we wur so angry the in
at havin' to do so much that we determined to ketch Toi
the fellow that gave us the trouble. One o' the cowbo,
boys took the first part o' the night, an' at twelve turne

o'clock it wus my turn to be on herd. Wall, 1 wus

tired an' not in the best trim. fur doin'any fightin', if of Ind
there wus Indians about but I wus in fur it, an' of inade

course I couldn't back out; besides, 1 wus takin' the the fflr
place o' the boss, an' 1 had to see that everythin' wus no ene

right. 1 had a good strong cup o' tea at the ranch was o
an' rode out to take my partner's place. When I got aliiiost
up to the spot where we had acrreed to watch, Isaw lialf a
him. sittin' on horseback, never movin'. 1 called out wrapp
low so as no one else wud hear, but he didn't answer. (Icad
It was dark 1 rode up near to him. - My mare was d
began to snort, and then she gave a terrible spring voices

an' bol ted. 1 held on fur a minute when whiz' panied
whiz 1 came two bullets after me. Had -my partner or son

turned traitor. or did he think that I was an Indian horse's
In another minute an Indian came rushin' past me. The
He gave a wild warwhoop- an' made a swoop at me late th
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fter witli his bic k-nife, but in the darkness he missed me.
hat 1 kept a sharp lookout fur my partner, but I couldn't

eep tiii(l Iiiin. I wus lookin' round with my sharpshooter
our ni illy hand, when I saw a tall object comin' toward

on iiie. I grasped rny revolver firm an'kept my eye on
gry the inovin' figure-ý3
tell Toni had reached this part of his story when the
the cowboys, who had been listenin(r intently, started and
Ive turned Èheir heads. There was an unusual noise out-
us si(le. Still affected by the story and their minds full

of Indians and enemies, they drew their revolvers and

iiiade for the door. After a momentary hesitation,
the the first one to reach it threw it wide open. It was,

s no enemy, although the noise made by the new-comers
eh was of so unusual a nature as to startle the cowboys
got aliiiost as much as if it had been the discharge of

aw half a dozen revolvers. Upon an Indian travaille,
olit wrapped in a buffalo robe, lay a man apparently
er. (Icad or dying. The sound of the travaille, as it.

are was dragged over the frozen snow, and the loud
ng voices and -shouts of the two horsemen who accom-

iz. panied it, was very different frm- the merry laugh
er or song of the cowboy and the swift rush of his
n ? horse's feet over the prairie to the door of a ranch.
e. The three men had been out hunting cattle, and

me late that afternoon while passinom some Indian lodges
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at the edue of the wood several uçrly curs rushedýD > ýD search of
out and snapping at the heels of the horses ha(] procure
made them rear and plunge. The horse whieh Sarn When
Lynch had ridden was frightened by the sudden on- cattle hi
slaucrht, of the dogs, had kicked and plunged, and, girl -five

rearing, - had fallen over backwards with his rider Indian
under him. absencel

Sam's companions thouorht at first that he was were upo
killed, and the Indians had rushed out to see the to restor

victim of the calamity. They carried him into one care and
of the lodges and the medicine-men gave him some Sam's ini
of their remedies; but his comrades, fearing that e that thou

migýt have sustained some internal. injuries, thought a cripple
it would be unwise to trust to the knowledge of thý During

Inclian doctor. As soon as he recovered conscious- the Oxley
neàs, they secured the loan of a travaille and started, but kindl

hoping to find better medical aid and care for hin they took

at one of the-ranches. They travelled several weary buckboari

miles and reached the Oxley ranch, as we have seen, ance. Hg

after dark. care, and

The lads lifted the injured, apparently dying maii. hand, telI

and carried him, into the shanty. The laid him B selves to 1

the best couch they possessed, thinking only of making lie was al

him, as comfortable as their means and the accom- express h

modation at their command would permit. Although fered the

the storm was still severe, one of them set out in the valUE
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led searcli of a doctor, riding tifty miles to reach one and
ýa(] procure his services.
Irfi When Sam had been obliged to, seek his straying

cattle his wife was ill, and his only child, a little
girl -five years of age, had succeeded in finding an

ler Indian woman to, take care---of thèm during his
absence - but the boys, knowing how dependent theywere upon Sam,ýa, felt that every effort must be made

e to restore him to the wife and child who needed his
)ne care and protection. When the doctor had examined
me Sam's injuries he shook his head, and told the men

Jihe that though he would probably recover he would be
rht a cripple for life.
5hý During the three or four weeks that Sam lay at
as- the Oxley ranch he was well cared for by the rougli
ed, but kindly cowboys, and when he was able to move 4

im they took him home. Sam was not able to, ride, so a
Lry buckboard was called into requisition for his convey-

eny ance. He was very grateful to them. for all their
care, and when one of thern put fifty dollars into his

au, hand, telling him they had made it up among them-
ou selves to help him to keep hunger from his door until
ýng he was able to fight it himself, he knew not how to

express his thanks. Rough, kindly lads, they prof- ti
"f[orh fered their gift in so unostentatious a manner that

in the value of it was enhanced ten"fold both in the
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lieart of the recipient and in the sight of the Giver of Il sailly

all good gifts. liusband 1
Sam found his wife very low, but she seemed to would à

be comfortable. When he went round the house and Minnie.

into the out-buildings he was struck by the Deatness, iiot wee

and evidence of care and comfort he found every- Pelled toi
where. There were several cords of wood piled neatly as I lie h

in one place,-,and a quantity split up and laid in the done " «

yard. The stables were clean, the small storehouse of You w

had been repaired; there was an abundance of food crippled,

provided, and there were, several hand-made articles things h

of furniture in the house Sam did not remember away, an

having seen before. Someone had certainly been Never Ic

taking a deep and helpful interest in his affairs our Fatl

during his absence. Who it was he could not tell. pillow e

His wife was unable to answer any questions he at her w

was thin]might ask; she seemed to be at the point of death,
and he needed no experienced eye to, tell him that her what the

hours were 4numbered. He was still so weak from The f u

the effects of his accident that the little exertion t1iinking,
rooin buiwearied him. Sitting down in a chair by the fire,

unable to do anything except to, wateh the dying Tlie dooi

woman, he let his thoughts dwell upon his many Broncho

troubles, while he wondered from whom the strange had been

help had come. in(r with

Presently his wife opened her eyes and beckoned thein do-N

him to her.side.
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Saiii," she said feebly, " you have been a çrood
liusband to me. When you got hurt I thought 1
would die, and I was so anxious about you and

ý,Iinnie. My heart was hard against God and 1 could
iiot weep. I could not see why we should be com-

pelled to suffer so much, but 1 can see it all now, and
as I lie here at night praying I can say, « Thy will be
done!' I know it is hard to think what will become
of you when I am gone, Minnie so young and you so
crippled, but God has been good to us. You see how
things have been provided for us while you were

away, an' Fin, sure you will not suffer after l'in gone.
Never look to yourself, but trust in the wisdom of

our Father in heaven," and she sank back on the
pillow exhausted with the long speech. Sam looked

at her with loving, sad eyes. He said nothing, but
was thinkino, seriously of her words, and wondering
what the end would be.

The f uture was desolate to the poor man as he sat
t1iinking, his face buried in his hands, no sound in the
rooin but the labored breathing of the sick woman.

Tlie door opened and Sam raised his head. It was
Broncho Jake with his arms laden with parcels. He
had been away to the settlement, and was now return-
ing with a supply of groceries for the house. ' Putting
thein down on the table he held out his hand to Sain.
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CC Sam, my heart is sore fur ye, 51 he said gently. Cliristia

You an' me have been friends fur many years, an' I found i

hae come to help ye. When ye wus hurt I wus a lie calle
Éidin' the range just doin' the work of a Gospel cow- friend,
boy, an' one o' the lads told me about yer wife. 1 to him

wus readin' the Guide Book an' I seed my brand, an' God's W

as I wus lookin' at it I could see the bulletin o' the was stro

Cowboys' Association had on it the words, 'Pu re prairie,
religion an' undefiled before God an' the Father is him the

this, to visit the fatherless and widows in their afflic- come to

tion, an' to keep himself unspotted from the world.' happy a.%

Now that means when anybody is sick or poor there's food for

no use singin' an' prayin' if theres no wood in the selves.

house. It means that __ if ye would serve the Maister shanty.

ye're to chop wood f ur the sick, mind the house, When

make a chair, carry in water, and get them, som'at to two men

eat.' Singin' an' prayin' isna religion. The Maister subdued

healed the sick an'helped the poor,'an' did all His woman.

singin' an' prayin' after. If ye liavena anything to approacý
eat ye canna sing very well, an'if there's no wood fur Sam's lil

the stove an' it's a cold day, ye canna pray very hard. loving, q

Afore I start, on a- long trip 1 allus feed my horse face and

well, an' that's how God does. He fills ye wi' the woman

good things so ye can sing an' pray." proving

The change in the surroundings on Sam's small prepared

rancli Nvas tlius due to Jake's k-hidly, practie,,il encourao
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Cliristianity. He had obeyed the instructions lie hal
found in the bulletin of the Cowboys' Association, as

a lie called it, and came to thý aid of the -wife of his
friend, lier helpless condition being sufficient reason

1 to him for leaving the preaching for the doing of
1 God's Word. The journey was a long one, but Jake
ýe was strong and happy. He sang as lie rode over the
le prairie, his heart full of gratitude to God for giving
S him the health and strength by which lie was able to,

come to the aid of the helpless. He was never so
1.1 happy as when chopping wood, preparing or earning

s food for those who were unable to work for thein-
Le selves. His place for the present time was in Sam's
r shanty.

e, When work for the day or hour was done the
.0 two men sat by the stove and talked, speaking in
r subdued tones that they might not disturb the sick

is woman. She was very low, and they both felt the
jo approach of the death-angel could not long be delayed.

tr Sam's little daughter clung to, lier father's knee, lier
1. loving, questioning glances divided between his sad
;e face and the bed wh.ere lier mother lay. The Indian

ie woman passed to and fro in lier tender ministrations,
proving herself a kind and capable nurse. Jake

prepared all the meals, and with kind words of
encouracement hé persuaded Sam to eat, and b -
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keeping up his slowly returning strength-- be rnore Tlie Iiii
hopeful for the future. He had brought medicine skv, u
and food for the invalid, too, and when she was beauty

awake and could understand him, he talked to her when t«
of the better land where she should ere long fin(l tiful th

rest and péace. her gra
Two days passed in anxious watching before the tains.

end came. Late in the evening while the Indian They
woman sat at the bedside, she noted a change in the to the
sick woman. She called the family together that Jake ki

they might say the last words permitted them before siinple,
her spirit departed on the long journey to its eternal given
home. As they waited her lips moved, and Sani, After t
bending down, caught the words, " Meet me there " - ý1

flowers
then as he lifted the child Minnie to kiss her mother, uprighi
a smile of joy passed over her face, and she closed her it the r
eyes as the spirit passed without a sigh to its rest. On t

Sam wept bitterly when all was over. She ha(J friend
been a good wffe, and now that she was dead he felt had ma
alone and desolate indeed. often c

Sunset on the Rocky Mountains is a grand sight. was his
lits loveliness once seen can never be forgotten. The of this
lofty and varied mountains rear their majestic heads beautifi

high. into heavens that seem aglow with fire; clouds the City
lined with silver and gold guard the topmost heights. A là
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The lines of light and shade deepen the glory of the

sky, until the beholder stands entranced with the

beauty of the scene. It was on such an evening,
when the radiance of the heavens seemed more beau-

tiful than ever, that the mourners laid their dead in

her grave upon the prairie at the foot of the moun-

tains.

They placed the coffin on a travaille and drew it

to the spot Jake and Sam had chosen for the grave.

Jake knelt upon the ground and offered up one of his

siinple, manly prayers-a prayer for strength to be

given to the mourners and of trust in the Almighty.

After they had covered the grave they planted a few

flowers in the upturned soil, and placed a small

upright board at the head of the grave, inscribing on
pit the name and age of the deceased.

On the Saturday morning following Jake bade his

friend uood-b e. He had to keep an engagement he

had made to preach at Macleod, on Sunday. Jake

often claimed the prairie as his church, though he

sometimes called it his range." His favorite pulpit

was his horse, and he felt more at home on the back

of this faithful friend than he would have done in a

beautiful walnut pulpit such as the preachers have in

the city churches.

A large congregation had assembied in one of the
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billiard halls in Macleod on that Sunday morning sinnei
to hear the " Gospel cowboy " preach. The majority Somel
of the men were drawn thither by the report of the story,
strange style of his preaching, but there were many ,., pi l t 1
who had been helped at various times by Jake, and Czospe

their gratitude and love constrained them to meet and in adc«
hear again the man who had done so much for them. to exr

They were Jake's " boys," and he felt he had a claim (lis he
upon them. The singlng of the congregation was Pol

hearty in spite of the fact that there were ônly two Th
or three women among them but the old-timers and discou
the cowboys could sing, and at this meeting they the fo
sang out lustily and seemed to enjoy themselves. ci Bg

A simple prayer was uttered, and then %fter the canna
singing of another hymn Jake addressed his, hearerss. to hel
He would not call it a sermon, just a talk; yet if siona
a sermon means talkinom with effect upon religious They
themes, Jake was an impressive preacher. He could to cal
describe in his western phraseology religious life as all ru
it ought to be on the prairie. He did not, however, let ot

always confine himself to the prairie, although lie thro
was so -enamored of it, and understood it so well, that there,

ahe felt more at home, and therefore talked more fre- the s
quently on the sýýbjects the cowboys could handle, ve k
and that he cou1d-ýsp1ritualize for their benefit. Wall,

,.,.-Christ was his _"'Maister " or Boss," and to be a in a
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ig sinner was to be " lost on the prairie in a blizzard."

'Y Sometimes he took a text, but he often began with a
âe s-tory, and as the men listened more attentively he

ly spintualized it and directed them throucrh it to the

id G'os el of Christ. Generally he had a definite ainip
ad in addressing the cowboys. He did not preach merely

M. to explain a text; he had always a target to, hit, or,

im (Ils he expressed it, " I allus try to lait the mark when

ras I point my talk at the boys."'

wo The men at Macleod listened attentively to, Jake's
Ind discourse, seriously impressed when he closed with

Ley the following earnest words:

Boys, its easy work to, throw a steer, but ye

he canna tie him down alone. Ye maun get the boys
.Y

to help ye. That's what the heathen paisons-mis-
if sionaries, I think, they call them-are tryin' to, do. ir

U S They canna throw down sin thevaselves, and they hae

Uld to call upon the Christians to help them. They canna

as all run to their call, so they jist send some dollars an'

7er, let other folks go in their place. That's the way they
lie throw down sin in Africa and -China. I never wus

hat there, but I heard, the 'parsons who wur there tell

re- the stories, an' they ought to know. Wall, boys,
dle, ve know Long Sam, wha got hurt in the winter.

Wall, his wife has just faded away like a snowdrift
e a in a Chinook wind an' there's Sam an" the wee lass
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lef t. Sam's a cripple, an' now an' aomain poverty as the i

comes in at the back door, an' Sam tries to throw peace a

hirn an' tie him, but the rascal sits down in every That

room in the house, an' then the poor fellow lies down allowec

exhausted, and he says, 4 1'm beaten.' Wall, boys, 1 a few

want ye to lend us a hand in tetherlng the beast, an Minnie

if ye'll throw yer lariat ye can capture the -animal protégé

an3 corral him, so that he'll no' do any harm. So I)enefac

here's my hat, lads; pass it round an' drop in yer eý'er an

dollars fur Sam an' his wee lass. Ye a' ken him, an' the boý

he's worth more than ye a' kin gie him. The Maister' a short

will pay ye back wi' interest when ye go to the bank goodly-

on the day ye want to draw out yer savin's."

Jake's hat was passed around, and although no One

warning had been given, and therefore no opportunity a solita

to prepare themselves for it, still they carried about the mc

with them. considerable sums of money, and when the stoppec]

hat w&s emptied on the billiard table and counted, and th

there were over one hundred and twelve dollars. he san;

Jake thanked the boys, offered a brief prayer, abd was we

retired to the house of a friend to spend the eveninçr. tance.C
Early next morning he was seen crossing the river, when .

well laden with supplies, starting northward, and which 1

singing a hymn as he rode. 4low, 1

Upon the evening of the second day-Jake reached ýD

his destination with the goods he liad purchased the be<
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'ty as the result of his missionary sermon, and there w-as

)w peace anâ plenty in Sam's home for a long time.

,ry That was an effective sermon, for Sain was never

wn - allowed to want after that day. ýHe was able to do

a few chores, but not sufficient to make a living.

In Minnie became the cowbo, ' vs' favorite and Jake's

-ial I)i-otég,é,, and she was well provided for with so many

benefactors. The mavrocks were given to, her when-

Yer eý-er any were found upon the round-up, and some of

aný the boys occasionally brought her a lamb, so that in

ter a short time she had quite a band of cattle and a

nk goodly-sized flock of sheep.

no One morning before sunrise, in the early autumn,

ity a solitary traveller was seen riding hurriedly toward

the mountains, apparently on some mission. He

the stopped to rest his horse and partake of some food,

ýed) an(] then he continued his journey. As he rode

he san(r occasionally a few snatches of song. He
. nd was well laden, and seemed to be going a long dis-

tance. He entered one of the mountain passes, and

7er when he had reached the top of a foot-hill from

which he could command a wide view 'of the countryind
410W he alighted, and took a survey of the plains.
Havino, glanced around and feasted his soul uponhed

osed the beauties of nature, he took off his hat, knelt
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upon the ground and prayed. What a manly coun-

tenance he wore, and how striking was the attitude

of this noble man! It was Jake, the Warden of

the Plains.

At a gathering of cowboys where he had preaclied

the day before, he bade them good-bye, saying that

he was going west, as many settlers were now com-

ing to the country, and they were getting parsons to

take care of them. He felt constrained to seek out

the cowboys and old-timers farther west, so he had

decided to leave his old mission-field.

Several of his friends protested, but Jakewas firm. person;

Lest there might be a demonstration in his favor he disposi

had left early in the morning. The

The last we heard of Jake was that he was doing buffalo

pioneer work amonom the miners in the Kootenay illuddy

country-, and helping many toward a nobler life and their

deeper devotion to- the truth. attacke

Upon the eastern slope of the Rocky Mountains 11orý'se.ç; ý

there are many hearts that remember with joy the They -ýi

quaint sermons of the cowboy preacher, and some and fel-

are living better lives to-day in the shanties because nunibei

they cherish the teaching of the stalwart Warden of It w

the Plains. beautif-

was boi

when t
1
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out SOKOA was the beautiful dauçrhter of a chief

had of one of the trïbes of the Blackfoot Con-
federacy. She was admiréd not only for her

firm. sonal attractions, but quite as inuch for her gentle

:)r he disposition and winning ways.

The Fish Eater's band had gone south to hunt the
and were encamped on the bank of theoing buffalo,

enav inu(l(ly Missouri. These warriors were famous forto
e and their prowess, and thouomh they were occasionally

attack-ed by the Crow Indians, and had soine of their

tains lionses stolen, they were not af raid of theie enemies.

y the They were well equipped with guns and cartridges

Some and felt that they could easily defeat any foe of equal

cause numbers who molested them.

en of It was during this hunting expedition that in a
beautifully painted buffalo-skin lodge an Indian babe
was born. The women flocked to the old chief's lodge
when the niedicine-woman announced that it haà a

4

4e
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new occupant, but when they were told the baby

was a girl they grieved. The sad eoný>ditions of theïr but withoi

own lives made them feel'keenly for the child who, Lhe oldME

if her life were spared, must bear the same burdens learn the .1

and endure the same weary, monotonous existence of niatters th

toil and misery as they. The beauty of the babe as it The lifi

çrrew, however, pleased them so much that they forgot blanket tE

the sorr'w of the future in the joy of the present. She to the lodg

was fairer than the other babes in the camp, and this inside that

sent a thrill to the hearts of the women. They loved down-cor

the maidens who were fair, or hated them when they The bat

grew jealous of their charms. The babe thrived and This moss.

grew lovelier day by day, its jet-black hair and eyes ered with 1

enhancing the beauty and fairness of the face. closed at t

It was evening when the chief returned from hi u after tl

hunting expedition. The -mothér had prepared the which it w

choice pieces of buffalo meat for his meal, and waited head and n

anxiously for the moment when he should ask for the the mothei

child; but he entered silently and without any greet- inoss-bag -u

ing, as was the Indian custom. He was esteemed a from the si

great chief and had to maintain his dignity, therefore eý

could not condescend to, notice his -.. vife and children horseback

even after a long absence. he moss-bi

Taking hisaccustomed seat opposite the lodge door addle or sl

the food was placed before him on the ground, an(! he invaria

9s* he lay half reclining he partook of it heartilv )ack, -well l

Cas are vi



ASOKOA) THE CHIEF S DAUGHTER.

)y %
air but without betraying hunger or haste. After supper

01 the old men of the camp dropped in one by one to

,ns learn the success of his expedition, and to, talk over.
niatters that were interesting to thern all.of

it The little swinging hammock made of an old

yot blanket thrown over two ropes that were fastened
to the lodge poles-the ends of the blanket so placed

his inside that the weight of its occupant might hold it
down-contained the tin stranger.

The babe was hidden snugly within a moss-bag.

This moss-bag was richly ornamented, and embroid-

yes ered with beads and colored porcupine quills. It was
closed at the bottom, tapering to a point, and laced
u after the babe was placed in the soft moss withhi

the which it was lined. The bag fitted closely about- the
head and neck, leaving only the face exposed. When

the the mother is tired carrying ber child she rests the
iiiocss- bag upright. against the wall, or hangs it upeet-

d from the side of the lodge with the babe in it. When

f ore she goes to visit friends ait a distance she rides on

ren horseback in the same fashion as a man, and straps
he moss-bag with its occupant to the horn of the

Oor addle or slings it over ber back. When she walks

an(j he invariable eustom is to carry the babe on^ ber

tilv )ack, well up on the shoulders. Some of these moss-
ags are very handsomely ornamented, the Indian
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niothers being as proud of them as the fair daughters spiipath.
of the civilized race are of the tasteful, ingdainty clothi in the m

ýj
of their children. such actç

lit This particular moss-bag was very often filled with by war p

dry, soft nioss, that the efiild might be coinfortable of white

and happy in its dainty nest. On the night of the seldom si

chiefs return it had been more than usually well (leparted,
arrangred and laid in the hamniock. When

The large pipe was prepared, the tobacco and life to thE

kinni-kinnick brought out, and after the chief had enjoyed t

finished his meal the pipe was filled, lighted and rioht. T'C
passed around from left to right. Each member of the tribe

the company took a few strono, whiffs some of -ýie numbens

old inen ýwallowi-nçr the last one and expelling tht prayed,

smoke through their nostrils. The evening Nv&; they plun

passed in animated conversation, the chief leadine the evil t

and the others listening patiently, adding to tht After

general interest by uttering a few words of approval to many

When the conversation ended the guests retired hi.s (leare

quietly, and the old chief, after taking a peep ai rampant

the -sleepinor babe, turned on his side and soughi with him

repose; but as he lay on his hard couch a smile oi enemies i

satisfaétion played on his features-the stern counte- -slow of

nance of the warrior had relaxed under the influenc taeiturn.

of an awa-ened love for the little child. of the du

The old man's heart had been steeled agaiuK hiS influe



ASOKOA> Tnt CHIEF ) S DAtGlITtR. 5.1

nipathy and love; lie had lived for so inany years
in the midst of war and crime, and had witnessed
such, acts of cruelty committed against his kindred

ith by war parties from other tribes, or marauding bands
ble of white men, that his heart was hardened. He

seldom smiled; the joyous spirit of his youth had
departed, and left him old and sad.

When quite a youth lie had resolved to devote his
life to the service of the gods, and for a long time lie

riad enjoyed the satisfaction of knowing lie was doing
right. Then came a time of famine and sickness in

.% of the tribe, during which the people died in great
-flie numbers and food was very scarce. The people
tht prayed, but no answer came to their prayers; then
,%Va; they plunged into all sorts of wic-edness, heedless of
linc the evil that was sure to follow.LI

After lie was elected a chief lie had been sub ected
)Vat to many jealousies by those who had professed to be
jired hi.s (learest friends. He felt that hypocrisy was
P ai rampant and friendship hollow. The gods were angry
Ughi with him, and they had leagued his friends andenemies in common warfare ao-ainst him. Naturallle oi ýn y

inté -slow of speech, he grew still more reserved andtaciturn. He was, however enercretie in the dischargeLenc 3 ýn
of the duties of his office as chief, and thus maintained

aijjý, Iiis influence over the people.
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reacliiiiL
The quiet smile which now lingered on his featuresIn stu(

as he retired to rest af ter lie had looked upon the face ý Ided

of the child, betrayed that there were depths of so sacre(

affection in his nature still untouched despite the were SU
(lyed Po]

many years of pain, warfare and jealousy. %/

Nothing eventful occurred during the night. The froin lie

claws, U]
morning sun rose bright and glorious an-hour later

rings of
the camp was all astir, busy witli the duties and C

metal ci
occupations of the day. Amid the bustle around hini second
the chief lay still, takincy needed rest after the toil ofC hair wei
the expedition. When he awoke late, his meal of tresses

buffalo meat and tea was set before him. Aîter he down h
had eaten heartily, the visitors of the night before Twely

returned to talk on matters affecting the camps and lauchter
to relate the various events that had occurred durinçt

his absence. lodore of
Time wore on; day after day was passed in the the rD lodg

same dull routine. Now and then the monotony wa,ý because
enlivened by the report of strange Indians being inC and had
the vicinity and by the return of the young men fromw Won
liunting or horse-stealing expeditions. The babe in early ye
the old chief's lodge grew and increased in beauty equal ri

every day. They named her Asokoa, and the toddlinuIc ing thei
prattler answered readily when they spoke her nanie. C

for the
Asokoa's dress was a beautiful garment of soft own.

antelope skin, made aîter the fashion of a cape
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reachin(r nearly to her feet, fringed at the edges and
ires fil1stu(Ided with several rows of bears teeth and claws,
iace

so sacred in the eyes of the Indians.' Her moccasins
of

the were soft and pliable, beautifully embroidered with
ilved porcupine quills. A pair of lieavy shells hunom

froin lier ears around ber neck a stringý of bear's
The clawsupon lier wrists a number of bracelets made of
ater

rings of brass, and smaller rings of the same bright
an metal covered ber finuers, between the first and
hini second joints. Her cheeks and the parting of ber
il of hair were painted with vermilion, and the long black

tresses of the child were neatly combed and hunomZn
down ber back.

fo e Twelve years passed quickly amid the merry
and laucrhter and free out-door life and sports of the

cailip, and the love and peace which dwelt in the

lodore of the old chief. Asokoa was still the pet of
the 

rD
the lodge and the pride of the old man's heart, but

was beeause of ber sex she occupied an inferior position
icr InC and had to submit to the custonis of the people.

from Wonian had not always been degraded, for in the
De in early years of the history of the Indians she had held
..autyw equal rights with the men, those of each sex perform-
,dlinu ing their own duties and beincr honored by the other

.1anie. for the possession of sterling qualities essentially their
soft own. But the circumstances of the Indians had

cape
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chancred, and with the change came a çrradual-revolu- Aso-oa

tion of the old custoins, evidentl

One day there came to the lockre of Asokoa's father cast f ui

an old inan named Runnincr Deer, -%vho was held in listeniný

great esteern by the people as a warrior. 'He Nvould and chi«

sit for hours sinokin(rand recouiiting his many adven- he liad ý«

tures, his haïrbreadt1i escapes from Nvar parties of tlie app

the Crows, Sioiix and Gi-os Ventres, the numerous They fe,

scalp-locks he liad taken and the horses he had not ask

stolen. Although he repeated his stories frequently, Prese.

the saine respect was shown and the saine applause lodç-fe w

accorded as had greeted the first recital. by nam(

Asokoît listened witli the sanie attention as tlie told As(

others, and while she admired the old man's courage waiting

and enthusiasin, thouglit no more of him than any Runniný

child of fourteen would of a man of sixty years of lodge, fi

aore. The chief and Runnincy Deer had several private him for

conversations, which invariably ended in soine c.1o.s-e Asok4

bargain relative to camp affairs. of the a

Two or three weeks passed and one da a young wept.

man rode up to the lodge door and called out the and ang

chief's nanie. The latter rose and went out, and after tocrethei

caref ully examining the four young horses the young eliildhoi

man had brought, and being quite satisfied of their She hac-

soundness, he bade him drive them into his band. fatlier's

The chief then returned to the lodome and the meal but hov
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Aso-oa liad prepared for him. He was restless and
evidently troubled in mind. Occasionally he would
cast furtive glances abo*t him, and seemed to, be

n listening for the approach of someone. His wives
d and children noted this une siness, and remembered

he liad acted in the same ma ner when he had feared
À tiie approach of a large war party of Assiniboines.

Thev feared another attac- was threatened, but dare
not ask any questions.

Y, Presently the- sound of horses approaching the
se lodç-fe was heard and again the chief was called upon

by name. He went out, but returned immediately and
ýie told Asokoa there was a beautiFul horse and saddle
Ire walting for her at the door. It was the gift of
IV Running Deer, and he had corne to take her to his
of lodge, for she was now his wife and must dwell witb

ýte him for the future.

)se Asokoa turned pale, and startled bv the suddenness
of the announcement, buried her face in her hands and

ncr wept. Then trembling from head to foot with grief
,he and anger, she gathered her clothes and ornaments
ter tocrether and tore herself away from the home of her
ng cliildhood where so many happy days had been spent.
eir She had admired Running Deer when he visited her

fatlier's lodge, listened with interest to his adventures,
eal but how could she love him ? She was still a child,
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only fourteen, and she had been given in marriagrek5 that sh
without her knowledge to a man of sixty. For the of esu

consideration of four horses she had been sold into

slavery, doomed to live secluded, to wait on the altered

The
ýapr1cîous humors of an old man, to be one of the of Asol

favored in his Indian harem.

It was the custom, and so it, would be- useless they sý-

for her to speak a word of protest. M-ounting the sullen

horse she rode away quietly in the couipany of her down

husband. After a ride of about three miles they reserVE

reached the camp and the lodge which was to be her For ý

home. The women came out to meet her, and a few an unE

of her friends gathered around, but in silence she trast t(

unsaddled the horse, put a pair of hobbles on bis camp.

fore-feet, carried the saddle into the lodge, and took disposi

the place assigned to her beside its master. respect
ing hei

The lodge was a handsome one, capacious, and af ter i
strongly built of buffalo hides. It was ornamented and ir

on the outside with pictures painted in many colors. much cl
Several scalp-locks which Running Deer had taken stood

from the heads of the enemies he had slain in battle, dignit
hung down the side. Three other wives dwelt in the the ca

lodge, and Asokoa would be obliored to submit to the
were f

A sumptuous feast -çvas placed before her, but she no pa
rule of the one who was the queen. 

f
could eat little, her heart was tooýfull. The girl felt sorro Elta



that she had been wronged, yet that there was no wayhe
of escaping her fate eustom was too strong to be

to
altered for her.

lie
he The previous wives of Running Deer were jealous

of Asokoa and looked upon her as an intruder, but

ýsS they said nothing, showing their dislike only by the
sullen glances they cast at her as she flung herself

Plie down on the couch of furs, and took the place
ier

reserved for her.
ýey

For several months Asokoa's lot was not altogetherier

ew an unhappy one, presenting, as it did, a pleasant con-
trast to the lives of many of the other women in the;lie camp. This was chiefly due to her own liveliness ofhis
disposition, which. enabled her to retain her self -)ok respect by attending carefully to her dress and keep-
ing herself clean and neat. The women in the campsind
after marriage generally become careless and untidy,ted and in some instances filthy - but Asokoa had tooors. much self-esteem to so forget herself, and this pride

,cen s-tood her in good stead, helping her to retain her.ýtle) dignity as a chief's daughter and meet successfully allthe the caýçils of the jealous ones in the camp. Quarrels
tlie were frequent among the women, but as Asokoa took

no part in these family brawls, she was saved muchshe

f elt sorrow and daily annoyances.
Running Deer was held in high respect by the

ASOItOA2 TIIÉ CHIEF ) S DA'CGIITËÉ. .épaD
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young men of the tribe, many of whom paid long lier h
visits to the camp to listen to the wondrous tales lie lier ii

had to tell, and learn f rom him the ways of suc- not ii
cessful warfare. Among the visitors who always enco«u,

received a cordial welcome was Saotan, the gifted a ple
son of Eagle Rib, one of the most famous chiefs of the lier li
tribe. bv tb

Saotan only desired to follow in his father's foot- Th
steps, and was glad to seize every opportunity to and 1
obtain a knowleda-e of the military and political affairs coole,
of his people. He was amiable and unassuining, tall lieav
and dignified, and had already won the esteem of the Asok
older men. As -lie grew older his prospects of pro- was
motion brightened. He liad kept himself free from Indici
the escapades of the younger men about him, some of unaci

whom. hated him for his reticence and apparent tliat
haughtiness of manner. He paid little attention, Slie

however, to their sarcastic remarks, but followed un- incre
moved the path lie had marked out for himself. As lie wele(

listened to the animated narrations of Running Deer recoý
lie imbibed his spirit of enthusiasm, and felt inspired retui
to do and dare noble things for his race. of Ic

During the long winter months, as the camp was Sa
moved from place to place, Saotan spent inuch of his and 1

time with the old man, and Running Deer became ning
strençrly attached to him. Asokoa was always with love
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ng lier husband, and his tales assumed a new interest to
lie lier in the presence of Saotan; and though she could
le- not in words invite the young man to the lodge, she
lys encouraged hini to come by greeting hini always with
ýed a pleasant smile. His visits relieved the tedium. of
,lie lier life and distracted lier froin the annoyance caused

bv the constant quarrellincr between the other women.

The first months of her married life had passed,
to ancl Running Deer"s affection for Iiis young bride had

irs coolecl. The degradation of lier life made her heart
all lieavy, and robbed lier cheek of the bloom of health.

ýehe Asokoa seldom. paid a visit to lier father's lodge, as it

ro- was now some distance froin Running Deer's camp.

)ni Indian women are not allowed to travel alone or
of unaccompanied by their husbands. All unconscious

>ffit that she was doing more than pleasing lier husband

on, slie grew to look forward to Saotan's visits with

In- increasing interest, and as he saw his presence was

lie welcome lie came more frequently. Life seemed to
ýer recover its brightness again, the charni of youth

ýed returned, and Asokoa felt for the first time the power

of love.
îras Saotan was soon drawn within the same influence,

his and the distance between his father's lodge and Run-
me ning Deer's seemed short indeed. Saotan was in
ith love, but dare, not reveal it. The woods and valleys



62 THE WARDEN OF THE PLAINS.

prevail
might be full of enchantment, his dreams be of over t

happiness and joy, his waking hours full of light As
arrd life, yet they were also haunted by anxious fears faction

for the future. He left his food untasted, ceased to At firs
visit the lodges of his young friends, and tried to was fil
restrain his steps from turning toward Runnino, %

the pl
-Deer's lodge, but all in vain. Inquir

Important, business affecting the tribe called her on the
husband to attend frequent gatherings of the chiefs
in couneil, and Asokoa was left at the lodge. The return

horses had to be looked after in his absence, and he Run
entrusted the duty to Saotan. Thus Asokoa and and su
Saotail m'et more frequently ; from looks to words unfait
the transition was slight, and the story of their love he ha

was told. Cruel eustom forbade their making any to the
confession to the old man or seeking freedom from and fo

polygamous relationship, and they trembled for the or so
result of the discovery of their passion. horse

A more than usually long and important meeting have 1
of the couneil, at whieh a discussion on the question to lod
of war with the Gros Ventres had been prolonged to tidinor
a late hour, had detained Running Deer so late that of sea

he accepted an invitation to remain the night at a trace c
friend's lodge. Early the next morning he returned

to his home rejoicing in the consciousness of power. Saotar
His voice had been heard and his arguments had
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prevailed at the couneil, winning him a signal victory

over the chiefs who had opposed him.
àt As he entered the lodge an expression of evil satis-

rs faction beamed from the faces of his older wives.
to At first he took no notice then suddenly his heart

to was filled with foreboding. He looked and saw that
1 om the place usually occupied by Asokoa was vacant.

Inquirinom the reason of her absence, he learned thatk-)
er on the previous ev'ening she had gone to visit a
fs woman in one of the adjoining lodges and had not

îe returned. 0 -
he Running Deer turned and went out, quiet, dignified

id and sullen, determined to punish the delinquent for her
ds unfaithfulness. Mounting his horse, which stood where

ve he had left it a few moments before, he- rode swiftly
iy to the coulee where his band of horses were feeding,

M and found his wife's amang theP. Asokoa must be ill
he or something serious must have befallen her; her

horse was still among the band, and she could not
ig have left the camps. He went hurriedly from lodge

:)n to lodge making anxious inquiriés, but could find no
to tidinors of his missing wife. Then widening his circle
at of search, he went from camp to camp, yet found no
a trace of her until he réached the lodges of Eagle Rib.
d Two horses had been taken from the chief's band, and

Saotan had not been seen since the previou4 day.
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Burninçr with indignation, his former love changed to Ni(rhtýn
bitter hatred, and vowing vengeance on the young iii the Io
man who had supplanted him in the affections of entered
Asokoa, he strode to the chief and demanded his oii liorseb

daughter, but Eagle Rib could give him no infor- tile police
mation of the wliereabouts of the fugitive couple. aii(l exec

Several months bad passed, and Running Deer',s (iiiietly t
anger had cooled. He had given up all search for Aso-oa

the lost ones; ', he hated the names they bore, and lier out,
would not permit them to be mentioned in his pres- Indian w

ence. He had, apparently forgotten them-'-when a tations.
messenger arrived to announce their discovery among inounted
the Piegan tribe, one of the same confederacy as the ride beliii
Bloods and Blackfeet. nient. Y

Weary of exile and anxious to dwell once more eluinp of
among their own people in their old home, Saotan Croliching

and Asokoa had returned, preferring to risk the were at sý
punishment whieh might be inflicted for their wrong- in-law"s 1

doing. They sought refuge in the lodge of Eagle pecting ai
Rib, where they hoped to be protected by the destinatic

influence of the chief. But law and eustom is beauty hî
stronger than the individual, and the demands of recapture

justice are more powerful among the savage tribes lodge an(
than in any other organization or race of men. The down anc«
chie£ might retard the operations of the Indian laws, leather ffi
but he could nût overcome them. tlie preca
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0 Ni(rht had fallen upon the camp and the dwellers

9 ili tiie lodges were retired to rest, when three men

entered and seized Asok-oa. A band of men waited
oii liorseback outside. These were the Black Soldiers,
flie Policeinen of tlie camp, enrolled to maintain order

aii(l execute justice. They )"ïý*4 entered the camp soM
(Iiiietly that no one had heaiJý*their approach.

Asokoa uttered no complaint or cry as they dragged
d lier out, althougli in tinies of pain or trouble the

Indian women are generally loud in their lamen-
a tatioiis. Deceived by lier quiet acquiescence, the men
9 inounted her on one of the horses and allowed her to,
'e ride belii'd theni on the way to the place of judg-

nieiit. The niçyht was dark and as the passed a
be eluinp of bushes Asokoà slid off the horse, and,

n croiiehing down in thé shadows till her guards
were at soine distance, fled back acrain to her father-
in-law's lodge. The Black Soldiers rode on, unsus-

le pecting any misfortune, and had almost reached their
ýe destination before they discovered tliat the Indian
is beauty had eluded thein. They returned at once to,

À recapture her, but as they once more entered the
is lodge and demanded her of the chief, she stooped'

le down and made her escape by crawling under the
Sý leather flap of the lodçre, which Eagle Rib had takenýD

tlie precaution to leave unf-astened. Then she spéd
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away in the darkness until she was joined by Saotan, .1 da rl
who mounted her on his horse, and together they beautiful

crossed the river', and by hard riding reached the be like 1
sbelter of the home of a white friend before the early possessioi
dawn broke. later the

Negotiations were entered into between Eagle Rib darlinçy f-
and Running Deer for an amicable settlement of the their dar
matter. The angry husband had felt so embittereil Saotan
against the woman who hàd never loved him that he for three

had himself sharpened the knife, determined to inflietîj to go sou
the usual punishment for unfaithfulness, that of eut- the depr
ting off the nose. Many instances of such mutilation hands.
are in existence in the Indian camps. the desir

The two old men talked the matter over fully, an(l men s spi
at last a settlement was agreed upon. Running Deer The wý
accepted five horses and a gun as compensation, ancl and he wi

Saotan and Asokoa were free toi return once more The affec
and live in peace among their own people. The days retreatiný

whieh followed the return of the, lovers were ver were not
happy ones. Love dwelt in the lodore that was made return w

beautiful by Asokoa; she lived for Saotan and adorned some of
his home with every ornament and device that love was heav

could suggest. On his part, Saotan loved her so At the
supremely that he never brought another woman to camps loc

his lodge to share his love or supplant her in his Four wee
loving attentions. Voung M(
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an, A dark-eyed babe came to gladden their hearts 3 a
ley 1)eautiful boy who Asokoa said should grow up and
the be like his father. They rejoiced together in the
rly possession of this treasure, and when a few months

Rib later the destroying angel came and snatched their
darlinçy from their arms they m-o-urned together overýD

the their darkened home.
red Saotan and Asokoa had dwel i per êêt -happiness

he for three years when a war expedition was organizéd
to go southward and retaliate upon their enemies for
the depredations the tribe had suffered at their

)ion hands. Two of these young men had been killed, and
the desire was to kill their enemies, that the young

and men s spirits might rest in the happy spirit land.
)eer The war party had chosen Saotan as their leader,

and and he was obliged to bid Asokoa a reluctant farewell.
lore The affectionate wife gazed long and sadly after his

ýays retreating form as he rode away over the plains. They
were not going to wage open warfare, but secretly to

iade return with scalps as compensation for the loss of
,ned some of their own young men, and Asokoa's heart
[ove was heav ' y with foreboding of evil.
à so At the expiration of two weeks the Indians in the
a to camps looked for the return of Saotan and his party.
his Four weeks had gone and there were no tidings. Two

lé,voung men were sent out to trace them and learn the



68 THE WARDEN OF THE PLAINS.

cause of delay. Meanwhile the sole topic of conver- tracks, t

sation in the lodges was the long absence of Saotan. battle 1

Various rumors were cireulated, but the truth con- skeleton

cerning their fate could not be learned. Small parties had slaii

of Piegans, Blackfeet and Sarcees called at the camls, and orn.-

but none brouçrbt any ticlincrs of tbe missing men. stripped
C n of cloth

After many days of anxious waiting, the search to recog
party returned. Lonor before they reached the campb and the

the people descried theni on the distant hills, ridincyýD confiden
slowly, and their horses appearing to be tir'ed out.-- As th

The people r ' an to meet them, the women anxious to chiefs' c
hear what news- they brought. They listened for the while tf

songs of exultation, but alas'. heard only that wail of slipped
sorrow which strikes terror to the Indian woman's and deg

heart. for her
The chiefs crathered in one of the lodores to listen toýD ýD could n

the story of the younor men. They had ridden fivee) that th
nights on their journey, searching carefully for any to perf(
trace of Saotan and his men. Not an Indian was to Thesi
be seen an where the countr appeared to bey y few Mo

deserted, and they thouorht it would be wise to return.ýD (Ylory 1
A short consultation was held, and as they walked M

their horses slowly they came to the bank of a small embroà

Stream where they noticed a branch was broken f rom oldest Z,

a tree overhano-inc the water. Searchincr more closely, bereavE
ýD n 61 the me

they found marks of horses' feet, and following the 1

a
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tracks, they came upon a spot where it was evident a

battle had been foucrht, for near at hand lay the

skeletons of Saotan and his men. The Indians who

had slain them had tak-en their scalp-locks, their arms

and ornaments, and the buzzard, coyote and wolf had

stripped the bones; but there were enough fragments

of clothing scattered about to enable the young men

to recognize that the remains were those of Saotan
P and the party who had one out so full of hope and9

confidence so short a time before.

As the young men related their sorrowful tale, the
JO

chiefs' countenances betokened the direst anger, and
le

)f while they muttered and plotted revenge, the women
slipped away to carry the story of widowhood, pain

S
and degradation to Asokoa. Overwhelmed with giief

to for her loss, the poor woman thought only that Saotan
could never return to her again, and did not realize

ve that the medicine-woilien were already on their way
iy to perform the ceremonies of inourning for the dead..to These women laid their hands upon her, and in a

be

,n. few moments the long black hair that had been her
orlory fell in masses to the ground. Her neatly

ed M

all embroidered garments were then removed and the

)M oldest and most worn substituted; then, laying the
bereaved woman's hand on a block of wood, one of

the medicine-women took aknife.and using a deer"s-
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horn scraper as a hammer, severed one of the fingers The du
at the first joint. Her legs were next denuded of the Érst ther

handsome leggings, and the flesh gashed with a time, thE
knife from the knees to the feet. The blood clotted Indian c.ý
as it trickled'down and was allowed to, remain. and vour

Asokoa submitted willingly to all these inflictions to remaii
of pain and mutilation - it was the custom, and she warrior,

felt that she was only'doing as she should to prove the long tim
reality of her grief for the loss of her husband by He coul,
enduring it all without a murmur. A few of the old devoted

women sat with her in the lodge as companions in her comfortE
grief; then as the sun sank in the western sky, Asokoa Some

wandered out over the prairie, weeping bitterly and Sekimi
uttering the wailing cry of bereavement, " Saotan, and resi
come back to. me! Saotan, come back to mel " But sweetest

no voice replied, as the wailing cadences floated on the the cho.
evening air. within 1

When the darkness fell, the mourner returned, the and mal
people evading contact with her as she passed by the on his t

lodges. An hour or two of sleeplessness spent in the of his f£'
lodge and the early dawn found har repeating the Sekir

same sad wail for the dead. The people mourned after ta
with her, but said little; young and old hung their turned
heads as she passed them. Some of the women shed feeding
tears of sympathy and the men spoke often of -the Isokoa
death of Saotan the brave, and murmured vengeance lod(re.
on the enemy who had slain him.
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rs The days of Asokoa s mourning were long, and at
Ie Érst there seemed nothing left for her but death - ýut

a time, that healer of many wounds, was here in the

Indian camp as elsewhere. Asokoa was too handsome

and voung, of too good birth and pleasant a disposition,
Ss to remain lono, without a suitor. Sekimi a dignified
àe warrior, too- her to his lodge to be his wif e, and for a
âe long time was contented and happy with her alone.
by He could not have had a better wife. Asokoa was
ld devoted to her hoine, and kept the lodge well and

,ler comfortable for husband.
o a Some months had passéd when she noticed that
ýnd Sekimi seemed to lose interest in his home, to, be dull
n, and restless. Asokoa did not despair, but sang her
3ut sweetest songs, cooked the daintiest morsels, prepared

he the choicest meals, and endeavored by every means

within her reach to, wean him from his melancholy
the and make him happy. Some burden rested heavily
the on his heart and blinded him to all the winning ways
the of his faithful and beautiful wife.
the Sekimi rose early on one bright summer day, and
aed after taking his morning nieal hastily went out. He

Leir turned his steps to where his band of horses were
.ied feeding, and selecting three of the best, rode away.

the Asokoa bad a quiet day, no visitor coming to the
nce lod(re. When evening closed in she heard the soundýD
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of horsemen riding toward the camp, and as they

drew near, she heard the notes of a low, sweet song
and readily distinguished her husband's voice among
the others. Sekimi was returning happy; the burden
laid upon his spirits was removed, and Asokoa, fully

content, bastened to prepare some special dainty for
his evening meal and be ready to welcome him.

In a short time the horses stopped at the lodge door,
and the tones of a woman chatting gaily made Asokoa's

heaÈt beat with apprehension. Sekimi entered, and

speaking ýhaughtily, bade Asokoa set food before

them. Greater sorrow had never fallen upon Asokoa.

Her love and pride were hurt by the. knowledge that

she had been superseded by another; love drew tears

to her eyes, but pride forbade them to fall.

The days which followed the arrival of the new

wife were a dull round of drudgery and sorrow, but

Asokoa went about her work in silence. She was

left much alone, and in time grew accustomed to her

sad lot. Always patient, she bore, her trials with even

greater patience and submission than ever, but the

handsome Indian wonian was not so erect as formerly

and the glow of health had long fled from, her cheel.-,.s.
The old women watched her sadly and tried to cheer
her; the children clung to her, and leaning against

her knees as she sat beside the river, listened t, flie

tales sý
too we

hours,
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ýy tales she loved to, tell them. As health failed, when

rig too weak to, leave the lodge she would lie still for

rig hours, suffering but never complaining.

en The long July and Augg-ust days passed, and the

Iy effll air of autumn brought some relief to the dying

or woman. The medicine-men beat their drums and

sang their songs for her with great, energy, but

or Asokoa begomed them to cease; she wished only for

a)s quiet and peace.

nd

)re The leaves were falling from the trees on the

distant bluffs when the end came. The old chief, theoa.
father who had looked with such love and pride oniat

4he face 'of his child as it hung in the hammock, satars
sorrowful at the door of the lodge waiting 'for the

ýew approach of the death-angel. As the sun san- behiùd
the distant mountains, Asokoa raised her hand, andbut

ý,as pointing to some object whieh seemed to hold the

her fixed gaze of her eyes, her lips moved. As if gather-

ven ing her remaining 'srtrength for a last effort, she cried,

the Saotan 1 "' and with the name of her best-loved on

her lips Asokoa's released spirit took- its fliçrht.-krly

1--' S.

eer
nst
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THE SKY PILO'r. John B

Durii

ROADCLOTH and pemmican seldom met to- the chu

rether in the far West during the old buffalo man fi:

days. Occasionally, though, a 'esky pilot" sent tc

dressed in prairie garb found his way to' the of brin

trading posts or the mining camps of the old- been se

timers, where he was hospitably entertained and sent hi

sometimes handsomely remunerated. There were under

few attractions for men of culture and refinement unfurle

in such a life; only that to be found in a free and Parsi

easy life on the western plains, strengthened by the partnei

desire to, do good and the assurance of success whieh whom

always accompanies every earnest toiler who obeys there

the behests of his Master. engagi.
Parson Morris was a Methodist preacher of the old lead Ir

school, with few tastes, vet withal a man of culture anticip
1 e of joy.andsterling worth. He had not only seen the inside

of a college, but he was a good classical scholar. Few gone, f

could handle the Greek Testament better than he, buoyai

or were better versed in the standards of Methodist great N

theology. When a lad he had found peace at the The
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ancient '-'penitent bench," and the first prayer that

fell from his lips was the simple but very expressive

sentence, " Lord, make me a missionary!-" This

missionary zeal had been fed by reading the life of
John Hunt of Fiji and current missionary literature.

During his college course the keen eye of one of

to- the church leaders recognized the fitness of the young

falo man for the mission field, and a messenger was

ot " sent to request his consent to, go into the work

the of bringing the heathen to Christ. Ris heart had

old- been set upon going to Japan, but the voice of destiny

and sent him to the western plains of Canada, where

vere under the shadow of the mýj estic mountains he

ient unfurled the banner of the Prince of Peae ' e.

and Parson Morris must, like all wise men, take a

the partner with him to his western home, one with

hieh whom to share his toil and his joy; for, although

)eys there were many who sought to deter him from
engaging in such a fruitless task as striving to

k Old lead Indians or frontiersmen to the feet of Christ, he

turé anticipated success, and his heart was therefore full

iside of joy. It would have been needless for him to have

Few gone, forth upon his mission if he had not been

L he, buoyant in spirit and deeply impressed with the

:)dist great work he had undertaken.

, the The friends of the young missionary and his wife
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felt their departure keenly, and some kind-hearted The
souls deeply sympathized with them, and spoke týo tears ý
them as if they had been banished by some ediet of parsoi
the Almighty to dwell in lone banishment in soine inany

desert wilderness. The young parson received a aside
handsome gift from his ministerial friends, and lie sfi

Nancy, the parson's bride, was made the recipient caiiie
of several valuable presents from her college friends. with

While attendinûr the session of Conference the Rev.eN thous;
John Boswell offered his congratulations to the mis- while

sionary, adding: " It does seem a pity that a man ascen(
possessed of such good talents as' you should become missi(

a missionary to the Indians. You would do well on of he
the best fields of the East." Upon

The simple answer was, " 1 feel that I ought to his fi
go! ý>

Iiis hE
Two days before starting upon the, missionary%0 Thi

journey an interesting though scarcely enéouragingý, shady
missive was received offering good-will, and con- lakes
taining a newspaper clippin ' detailing the hanging

9 c over

of a Cree Indian for the inhuman act of murdering, Misso
cooking and eating his own family . await

Some of these kind friends who sent this letter of Bi
were numbered amongst the* most generous con- i7e(l 1

tributors to the missionary cause, and prayed most Th
earnestIv for its success.-V four



axted The solemn moment of parting came, and many

tears were shed, many words of regret spoken. The
ýet of parson felt depressed when thus surrounded by so
soine inany gloomy countenances, but he naturally turned
ýed a aside in search of one or two kindred spirits, and as

and lie stood upon the railroad station platform there
,pient came a vision before his eyes, one which filled them

iends. with tears. It was that of the heathen waiting in
Rev. thousands with outstretched arms callifig for help,
Mis- while not a soul appearéd to hear the cry which

L man ascended to heaven and arrested the angels in ýheir
ecome mission of mercy and love. The great responsibility

-ell on of helping men toward a nobler life rested heavily
upon the heart of Parson Morris, and as he talked to

Y-ht to his friends, hearing and answering tlieir questions,
liis heart was far away on those distant plains.

ýonarv%0 TheirJourney lay through the pleasant farms and
ragingý, shady woodlands in northerri Ontario, then up the
Con- lakes of the north, across stormy Lake Superior,

inoing over the prairies of Minnesota and Dakota, until the
lering, ý[issourî was reached, when a halt was made to

await the steamer. One week was spent in the city
letter of Bismarck, at that time a small village character-

,s con- i7e(l by all the roughness of western civilization.
1 most There were large ox-trains composed of three and

four heavily laden wagons, drawn by eighteen or
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twenty head of oxen, on their way to the Blac- 3nawls

Hills, the land ôf mineral wealth and lawlessness. (iiienWy

On Sunday the cowboys ran their horses wildly of the pc

up and down the principal streets, firing their revol- At B(

vers into the air. A theatre was in full progress, 31orris v

and all the stores were doino- a thriving business. sehooner

Parson Morris and his friends held a service in a farewell

publiq hall, and while the heads of the worshippers began t'

were bowed in devotion their souls were called to an(l wat

earth again by the.,sudden entrance of a man who was sek

shouted, &'Is this a fire meeting had to

Perceiving his mistake he retreated. than a

Up the muddy Missouri the pilgrims continued throiigh

their journey, past the extensi-ve Cactus plains, wind- free(l fri

ing in and out of the sand-bars and snags which. filled tinies a t

the river, crawling slowly through the rapids, passing of water

vast herds of buffalo and bands of Indians, until after to destri

ten days' sailing in the famous ri-ler steamer, the nauseous

Key West, they landed at Benton, the head of navi- served n

gation. Dirt, drink and depravity were thý chief of th e

features of the village in the buffalo, days. Money instance

was abundant, and so, were gamblers. The main hide anc-

street was lined with taverns and gambling-hells, and tremblini

every morning the street was almost paved ' with was borr

q/lavirrgcards. Here were men of qualiËy- and cult-are Arrive,

mingling witli the scum of society around the tables. structure
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were conimon occurrences, and not infre-

(IiienWy wçre attended with the death of one or more

ly of the participants.
At Benton an outfit was purchased, and Parson

Morris with his wife -Nancy embarked in a " prairie
sehooner " for their home across the- plains. Bidding

a farewell to the last evidences of civilization, they

rs. began their march. Alkali lands were abundant

t'O and water was scarce ; indeed, water fit to drink

10 was seldom found, and frequently the travellers
had to see- a stacrnant pool, containing not more

than a pailful of sliniy liquid. By filterinc itk5
tliroti(irh a handkerchief the water was strained and

freed from most of its obnoxious ingredients. At

ed times a tiny rain pool served to yield a small supply
of water. Strong coffee was made with it in order

.,er to destroy the discoloration of the water and it&

,he nauseous properties. Mosquitoes and swollen rivers

vi- served not too pleasantly to relieve the monotony

ief of th e trip. There was excitement, too, as for

ey instance when the wagon-box was lashed with a

in hide and"%made to serve as a boat, the occupants

nd tremblink for their safety as the rudely made craft

ith was borne wildly down the turbul'ènt stream.

re Arrived at their destination a very primitive log

es. structure was sufficiént to afford the parsou and
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Nancy a place of rest and shelter from the inquisiti\
ness of the too neighborly Indians. It was a rude
building, but there was joy in it arising from the
consciousness of duty done for God and man.

The field of operation, embracing an extent of
territor larger than the whole of England, was

extensive enougli to engage all the young man's
powers.

The suit of broadeloth was di.scarded for one of
bucksk-in, long top boots and a sombrero (a hat with
a brim of very wide dimensions). Nancy was com-

pelled sometimes to remain at home while her husband
Z visited the lone and distant settlements. These visits

often involved an absence of some weeks from his
home, and brought trying times for Nancy; many aii

anxious hour was passed as she lay at night thinking

of the parson asleep iýpo1i the prairie at a long dis-

tance from any habitation ahd havin no companion9
save his faithful horse, while the savage dogs howled

around her home and the Indians sang and shouted

at their heathen feasts. When Parson Morris started

out on a journey, his thoughtful wife made extra

hard buns, put some tea in one small sack, a supply
P ýùf sugar in another, a little butter in a can, the

whole neatly arr'anged so that it could be equally

divided and fastened on the back of the saddle
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A small axe and an old kettle, a few books, a picket-

pin and a rope completed the outfit. Dressed in

his buckskin suit, the parson gave Nancy a kiss,
breathed a prayer for their mutual protection, sprang

into the saddle, dashed through the river and sped

across the prairie at a rapid pace, for he must travel

forty miles before night overta«kes him. Half of his

day's journey completed, he unsaddled his faithful

animal, picketed her in a good spot where there was

some choice buffalo grass, built a fire of such material

a.s he could gather, and then hastily cooked his meal.

b A rest of two hours was taken before his journey

was continued. When night approached he sought

some low lying spot where water might be obtained,

and there, encouraged by a few shrubs or good feed

for his mare, he 'éneamped for the night.. He picketed

the mare at a short distance, so that if she became

restless he could hear her, for she was ýipt to become

fractious through the presence of Indians or wolves.

His saddle was his pillow, the saddle-blanket a

covering, and before lying down forthe night he

surveyed the prairie on every side, took care the fire

he had kindled to cook his supper did not spread, and

then breathing out a prayer for Nancy, he rolled him-

.self in his sàddle-blanket, laid his grun and revolver

wý his side, and was soon in a sound sleep.
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The parson was a brave man and always foiin(l primitiv
ready access to the homes of the old-timers, which s
sharing their beds and meals. He sympathized with the follo

them, in their trials, and strove to present to them sermon.
the noblest typeý of a masculine Christianity. He îndieatiýý

was to these men a " sky pilot" and a " gôspel whiskey
grinder," a man whom they loved because he coul(l There

ride well, swim the rivers, endure the cold, sleep on ineil, altl
the prairie or in a miner's shac-, preach an honest any, an
sermon, was not afraid to tell thern of their vices, an(i efforts of

showed himself a faithful dispenser of soul-gruli.*' Sunda
He could preach in a tent or Indian lodge, a wagon fille(j to
or an old shack. He was not averse to sittinedown ï1rolind t]

to, listen to the t,%les of prairie life told by the rough forms d,
séttlers, and at such times their conversations were ýVere Moi
bereft of an vulgarisms-not an oath ever falling tra(lers

f rom their lips or an immoral allusion, although tbese men frorr
might have originally formed part of the tale. Will- soin e wh(

ingly did he write their letters home, and carry them Cambridc
a hundred miles or more as he journeyed eastward, ranches 0
that they might be sent safely on their way. The tývo whit(
tears sometimes came to the eyes of the gamblers as (rreçy

they talked together of their childhood':s early years ývere nie'
and of the old folks at home. (Ind Rome

Two or three years of western life had passed when tarians, E
the parson, one Sunday evening, announced from his, rePresent
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,in(l primitive-lookincr pulpit in the little log building

.ers, which. served as a school-house and church, that on

ý-ith the following Sunday he would preach a temperance

[lem sermon. A buzzing noise arose in the congregation,

He indicative of the tone of feeling on the question of

Spel whiskey and liberty.

ul(j There was abundance of liquor among the white

on ineil, although the Indians were not allowed to receive

nest anv, an exception rigidly enforced by the vigilant

an(i efforts of the Mounted Police.

uli.*' Sunday evening came, and the little church was

Cron filled to overflowing. Indians and half-breeds stood

own arotincl the door and looked in at 4 the windows,'their

)Ucrh forms darkening the place. Within the building

ýVere were N1ounted Police officers and constable s, whiskey

linci traders, cowboys, gamblers, half-breeds and Indians,
bese men frorn different countries, -educated and ignorant,
. ýý111_ soine who were graduates in arts from Oxford and

hem Cambridore, and others who were trained at the horse

'arci. ranches of Montana, Idaho and Mexico. There were

The two white ladies present, the only females in the con-

r s as grecration. Assembled tocrether with «bowed heads

Tears were nien of various creeds and no crèed, Protestants

-ind Roman Catholics, Anglicans and Dissentèrs, Uni-
,ben tarians, Baptists, Presbyterians, atheists,
h i s representatives of almost every known sect.
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The parson gave out the hymn and led the singing, that ýý,

every member of this stranore congregation joining in Police

the service by singing or assuming a reverent attitude, there i

and then silently every head was bowed while prayer The

ascended to the throne of heaven. An able temper- old chi

ance sermon was preached, and was listened to with the au

deep attention and gravity. When it was finished, Parç

and as the parson took up his hymn-book to announce My fý

the closing hymn, an aged Indian chief named Man- has to,

istokos arose and addressed the congregation. As he courag

stood up to speak, a half -breed who was employed as Indian

Government interpreter, drew near to interpret the what 1

speech of thelndian ebief. who th

With head erect and in a clear, distinct tone of they hý

voice, Manistokos spoke and the interpreter trans-.ý them a

lated: " I am glad to hear the words of the praying have ti

man. Many years ago we had fine clothes, good week, 11

buffalo-skin lodges, lots of food, and we were con- myself

fented and happy, The white men came and reserve

brought whiskey with- them, and then our people alterna

began to die. The buffalo went away. We had no Ther

food, our lodges became old and unfit for use, our Lpoi

clothes dropped off our Isodies' and there was -nothing found t

left us but to go to our graves. We are now pooorý of the i

depending upon the Government £or food, havinu falsely,

poor clothing and sad hearts. We are now so poor present
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iging, that we have no whis-ey, for since the Mounted

ng in Police came they have drank all the whiskey and

itude, there is none left for us."

Sayer The eyes of the Mounted Police flashed fire as the

Mper- old chief sat down amid the lauohter and applause of

with the audience.

Ïshedi Parson Morris arose and said in dignified tones:

.ounce 1-,ý1y friends, we are always glad to hear what anyone

ý1an- has to say, but when any white men have not the

As he courage of their convictions, but must employ an

red as Indian for their mouthpieée, we ý%vil1 not listen to

't the what they may wish to say. If there are any here

who think that upon choosing the side of intemperance

Me of they have truth and justice on theïr side, I will give

trans-' them an opportunity to air their opinions. They can

.aying have the use of this church every alternate niglit this

good week, and I will-'kindle the fire and light the lamps

e con- myself, as I -have to be sexton and preacher; but I

a and reserve for myself the right of replying upon the

people alternate evenings of this week."

ad no There was no reply and'the service elosed.

e, our Lpon investigation by the Mounted Police it was

othing found that the interpreter had been employed by so'me

poor, of the members of the whiskey fraternity to interpret

aving falsely, and the aged chief had been induced io be

0 poor present to give his views on the tempérance question,
ý1
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which were all in favor of the total suppression of the oll t'Il

traffic. the ti

The Government authorities dismissed the inter- As

preter, and the cause of temperance was strengthened ceede

by the brave words and manly attitude of the parson lieart

and the Indian chief. encrac

The little village of Mackleton, in which Parson kept

Morris and Nancy took up their residence, consisted there

of a few log buildings with mud floor and mud roof, belon

and with one street of various widths and ven- tribeç

circuitous. Synday was the most important day of An

all the week. lt was then that the Mounted Police six p

started on their long journeys, no doubt being better his b..
able to reckon from that da --than any other. was

Sunday morning came, and the parson and Nanq- retreý

paid their usual visits to the*Indian lodges and hoines Du

of the half-breeds. As they went from house to, house, iard 1

they found it well-nigh impossible to cross the street, filled

an ox-train having come to the village on Saturdav plied

and encamped in the middle -of the thorouglifare. founc'

There stood the long trains of wagons, the yokes of its sa

oxen, and the camping ouffit of the teamsters, ývho Upon

were at this time squatted on the ground eating their wend

breakfast, whieh they had cooked by means of a tire Foi

made in the street. The men had slept in their no S4

wagons where they'stood, and the oxen were grazing prairi



87THE SKY PILOT.

of the oll the prairie, herded by one of the men belonging to

the train.

inter- As soon as the ineal was over, the train-boss pro-

hened ceeded to unload his goods, and the men entered

)arson lieartily into the work, which kept them busily

engaged for two days. The work of visitation was

Parson kept up all forenoon, save an bour for school, when

isisted there assembled the half-breed and Indian children

d roof, 41onging to the )Sarcee, Blood, Piegan, and Blackfoot

1 vm- tribes.

day of Anionomst the number was an obstreperous boy of

Police six years', whom the parson had to seize and carry on

better his back to school, and when once he had him there,
was compelled to lock the door to, keep him, from

Nanq- retreating. :; -

hoines During theafternoon the bowling-alley and bill-

house, iard tables were well patronized, the stores were well

street, filled with buyers of all kinds, the blacksmith busily

turdav plied his trade, and a more li'ely day was not to be

glifare. found during the week- The day wore on, berer of

kes of its sacredness and peace, no songs of Zion stealing
ýs who upon the ears and no worshippers in their best attire

f a tire Four weeks had passed away and there had been

[ g their 
wending 

their way to the house 
of God.

their no signs of the mail. Many wistful eygs scanned the

azina prairie to catch, if they might, a glimpse of the
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long-expected wagon with its precious contets of Pl
joy and sorrow from friends in the far distant cities 01
of the East. The old-timers became excited and tI

climbed on the roofs of the houses with glasse.s in tc
their hands to sean the horizon, hopinçr they micrht ti

see the rig éoming. ai
'« The mail! The mail 1 " shouted Kanrin and his W

friends as they stood upon the mud roof of the soli-
tary hotel, and the shout was -- ,echoed from one en(l a.s

of the village to the other, each man as he heard die V(
cry joining in the announcement tili it hadpasseýI re

from, mouth to mouth. The gamblers left tlieir
cards and the billiard tables were vacated as froni le
every house and store the people rushed to gaze upon of
the wagon which held the mail. Every-heart was dE

agitatedand it was impossible to-eat, drink, work, eu
play or rest at such an important time. M

It was the hour of holding service and Parsoii a
Morris and iancy repaired to, the little church, bu ' t eE

not a soul was there. They waited patiently until ga
a single straggler entered to join in the worship in

of God. The preacher gave his best sermon to ad

Nancy -à--n-d her companion, who pronouneed it very so

good and appropriate to the occasion. The congre-

gation had deserted the church, the most frequent DaC
worshippers being found upon their kneès atthe th
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principal store, where) the mail having been emptied

on the floor, they were aiding in the, assortment of

the letters, papers and books. It was a feast day

to, many in the village as they read again and again

the news from, home; but there were some sad hearts

aniong them-those who came expecting a letter and

whose expectations were not fulfilled.

Here stood a rough gambler with tears in his eyes

as lie held in his hand a sheet of paper written in a

very trembling hand, and there upon a bale of buffalo

robes sat younor Hanna, deep in thought, as Indians

chattered in their native tongue beside him. The

letter he was re"ng, one from his aged mother in the

old English rectory in his nà»ýý Yorkshire, was evi-

dently touching his heart, for the gay young man,
cultured, kind and courtly, was neverthèless the

most inveterate gambler in the town. His father was

a clergyman of means who had allowed his son to

emigrate with the hope of becoming wealthy and

gaining a position there, which he could not hope for
in England; and the young man, with the'spirit of

adventure, had eagerly grasped at the proposal- and

-sought a home in the far West.

Money was abundant, and as it was much easier to
D'amble than to farm.'or raise stock he drifted with

the tide and became an expert, winning, thousands
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of dollars in a few days and as quickly losincr al]
he had. He was a fair sample of many young men

who in the early days- souopht wealth- upon the plains t
of the West.

Parson Morris became more intrepid in his work t
the longer he dwelt among the roucrh settlers. Tlie.se

men had warm, generous hearts, despite the usual t
roughness of their crarb, manners and speech, an(J notD

--one knew this better than the parson. He had
proved it oftentimes when their comrades 'were sick,
and had ever found thein gemerous and kind. Seldom,

therefore, did lie call upon thein for help, not being

desirous of ridincr a willi-ho, horse to death, seeing that ai
they gave so liberally to all his selienies and it seenied ti

to be a pleasure to them to assist him. There were a

timeshowever when in religious matters he felt it ký
necessary to resort to the ffietho-d which they calle(l b(

Ci raising the wind." Sometimes Nancy would %-isit n)

the billiard rooms and settlers-' shacks to ask t145- hi

uid. At such times she always met with politeiiess tl

and generous responses.

One Sunday mornincr the parson went to the liffle lx

log church to find his congregation again absent as M

before; the mail had arrived and every worshipper _10

had gone to find news from home. Nothing daunted, w

he resolved in his mind that he was n6t goincr to be tNý"L
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defeated. While thinking seriously what had best be

done, he suddenly recollected the startling fact that

there was a church account of fifty dollars whieh

must be paid. What better service could he render

to tliose mert, than to entertain them by allowing

titem to, preach a sermon on giving. No sooner

thought of than the parson started for the billiard-

hall and hotel of Kamusi.

A veteran of the prairie whose civilized appel-

lation wa-s shrouded by his western cognomen,
Kaniusi was one of the parson's right-hand men.

He would get drUnk and swear, and he lived with

an Indian woman, but nothing was thought of these
things -in those early days, when parsons were few

and life was held to be of little vulue. Brave- and

kind, no hungry man was ever turned from his table

beeause he had not the wherewithal to pay for his

meal, and many times there could be found in one of

hi-s back rooms a sick stranger cared for and fed at

the old veteran's expense.

" I'm dead broke? Fll have to shut up shop. I've

been losing money every day. The people are robbing

me"' he grumbled repeatedly as he hobbled alonom

--Ubout his work, coughing severely from an old

asthmatic trouble, while sitting by his doorstep were

two cripples who were being supplied with food and
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medicine by him, and for three montlis they had lived

ther'é.

When the parson 9 s small larder was nearly empty,
whieh happened occasionally, if Kamusi had the least

suspicion that such a thing existed, or if he had a

rare dish or a choice dainty, part of it would find its

way to, »e parson's table. Kamusi was the Cc Sky
Pilot's "' friend.

Quietly the parson entered Kamusi's billiard-hall,
where dazzling lights were burning in profusion.

Men stood at the bar smoking and talking, and the

billiard-tables were surrounded by a gay company of
leï young and middle-aged men. As the parson stepped

to the head of one of the tables every eye was turned

upon him, the hum of conversation ceased, the eues

dropped to the ground and every hat was removed.

Friends," said the parson, «4 1 have not come liere

to preach a sermon, but I am on business' and as you

all know, I am not given to beating about the bush.

1 am come here to, get some money. There is no man

here can say that at any time I have ever asked hini

w hat denomination he belonged to, but have always

treated you as men and brothers, and tried to help

you in whatever way 1 could and w7hhe' vér-you

needed it."
1 - Vrooman, a noted

«' That-s sý>,- parson, W auiýýVroo,

gambler, 1who- stood Vr'1îýh his eue in his hand.
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ved dé When your comrades have been sick 1 have gone

long distances to, visit them, at any time of the day
)tY, or night, and at any season of the year."ýn

>.ast That's so," said another.
d a I have stood beside you in sickness and trouble.

it-S I have buried your comrades on the prairie and have
ý'ky tried to help you to lead better lives. Now, I have

a church account to pay, and I am here to, ask you to
all, assist in paying it. You have never refused to help,
on. and I know that you will help me now."
the We will, parson," said Vrooman again.

of There is Paul Vrooman, he will take the hat and
ped go around, and receive what you are willing to, give."

ied Paul took his hat, and passing around the tables
Ues received a contribution from each which. he handed

to, the parson, who thanked the men and departed.
ere As the parson was closing the door they shouted

ýoU after him, c< Come againi " The words cheered his
ish. heart and made him long for the time when they
aan would follow his teachings more closely, and forsake

the haunts of sin.
ays The good man spent the Sunday evening in going

lelp among the billiard saloons, and the nekt morning h-e,
'rou went to the Mounted Police barreks, where he fýound

the niew sitting down to ýreakfast. He addressed a
ted few words to the men, who 1ý.,Wart'ly responded to the
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appeal, then returning home, and counting over the

gains, he found that he had enough to, settle his

account. This he did with a very light heart. Such

was one of the parson's methods of «' raising the wind."

He never failed in gaining the, hearts of the men, a,9

he spoke to them in a manly way, without any sign.s

of effeminacy or peculiar sanctity unsuited to western

life.

Our «« Sky Pilot" still retains his buckskin suit, an(l

when he wears it again he feels the scent of the

pÈairie air, and longs like the war-horse for anotheé

engagement on the plains of the West, where, unhain-

pered Éy the petty forrAs of civilized life, he can talk

to men who rejoie e in and illustrate in their lives a

noble type of Christianity.
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THE LONE PINE.

.rn CHAPTER I.

NOTABLE camping-place for Indians, half-

breeds and white travellers was the Lone Pine.

ieé It stood like a monarch raising its head over

'In- a wide, unsurveyed territory-no other tree. to keep

ilk it company or break the flat monotony of the sea of

s a grass surrounding it on every side.
Many strange stories were told of this tree. The

(rods had planted the seed and tended it with-great

care. They had protected the tiny shoots from the

wintry blasts and severe frosts. They had caused the

sun to shine upon it, the clouds to empty refreshing

showers over it to encouragp its growth ; and as its

tiny leaves unfolded under the gènial influence of
their care, they had assembled to rejoice over it.

It had stood for ma ü»y years a beacon to travellers, a
-sentinel on the plains, a pillar towering to the sky, a

omiding landmark that was discernible for miles,
known and recognized by all the tribes and traders to
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whom the omreat prairie was hunting ground and

highway.

A season of sicknèss fell upon the people, and the

Lone Pine, too, in pitying sympathy with the nations
who honored it, sickened and died. The people

mourned as for a great chief, and as they bore their

dead pasf its decaying trunk, fear of the coming of

greater sorrow entered their hearts.

One night a wild wind swept over the plain, and

the Pine, unable to resist its force, fell to, the ground.

Then the spirits of the prairie held a secret conference

at the spot, and it "wàs decreed that a daily guard

should be set over the tree, strict injunction being

given that at the first sign of returning life the

guard should report at once.

The traveller wýo passed the broken stump of the

old tree upon -the plain might notice it and perhaps

regret its fall, but the stately spirit keeping guard

over it was invisible to his mortal eyes. Yet he

might have noticed that the birds flitted more freely

and sang more merrily than they had ever done before

the death of the Lone Pine.

The stately reign of the monarch was ended, and

there appeared AO hope of its being reinstated on its

throne in the hearts of the people, no hope of it ever

again being a guiding landmark to, the travellers on
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and the plains. But human foresight cannot pierce the

shadows of the spirit land, and that whieh seems

the jInpossible is, àfter all, only an illusion. The man

Ions lauglis at the impossibilities, of his childhood, and the

)ple inliabitants of the spirit world are untrammelled by

,ieir the clous and ehains that hinder and bind the denizens

of of the nether world.

Within the decayintr trunk of the old pine the

Lnd fruardian spirit ere long descried a tiny shoot, and

nd. with eacrer haste he sped away to the courts of the

Mce spirits to proclaim bis discovery. There was joy

.ard amono, the assembled spirits. -The Lone Pine was

,ing (lead, yet lived.

the The hooting of the owl was he,,,trd that niorht more

flistinctly, and the wild birds sang in joyous concert

the tintil the prairie seeined alive with sounds of nature's

aps gtad rejoicing over the resurrection of the dead. "ý It

ard ivas a night long to, be reineinbered,' and was rightly

he (.,ýven a place in the traditions of the people.

eely The tiny shoot grew fast, and nourished by the

fore richness of the past, cared for with tender pride by

the spiÈits of the air, it soon lifted its branches in

and spreading beauty, and reared once more a stately head

its above the swelling prairie. Could human speech

ver have been omiven it it could not have spoken more

forcibly of the joy of life than it did to the under-

standing of the people by its beauty and grace.
7
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What wonder, then, that the neighborhood of the W

Lone Pine was a sacred spot and a notable camping vici

ground among the Indians, half-breeds and traden. tift

What wonder that the horses did not stray far from it i

when turned free to feed after a long day's j ourney -. fak

that the Indian listened for the vesper-song of the lodi

spirits as they drew near the spot at nightfall, and tan

rested more peaeefully under its hallowed guardian- the

ship than at any other place upon the plains, The hui

Indians fear the power of the spirits of the departed, the

but they were attracted with an irresistible force to slai

the place where the spirits of the air kept wateh and 1esý

ward over the Lone Pine.

The white traders saw or heard nothing and were aft(

wont to say that they pitched their camp at the Loue nea

Pine only because it was a suitable spot-one possess-- bor

ing all the necessary facilities for a good camping the

ground. mal

Throughout all that region the buffalo roamed in ans

tens of thousands, seeking and finding good grazinçy doo

ground. While they congregated near the Lone Pine and

they were unmolested - by the Indian or half-breed uns

hunter. This was sacred ground, and the wild herds tur

fed in peace about its shade. But the hunters watched i

and waited. When the herds moved south or west- but

ward toward the mountains, they followed eagerly, Sorr
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he and few who joined in the buffalo hunt from, the
ag vicinity of the Lone Pine returned without a boun-
M tiful supply of meat for the winter.
it Late in the au-tumn, many years agro, a large buf-

Y. falo-skin lodge was pitched on the sacred spot. The
,he lodge was of superior make; the skins were well

nd tanned and neatly sewn together with siifews by
Ln- the deft fingers of the women. Several scalp-locks
'he hung against the sides, evidences of the prowess of

ed, the- chief, proofs of the number of enemies he had
t'O slain in battle, and ghastly reminders of ýhe ruth-

,nd less nature of the warfare of the tribes.
One evening a solitary horseman drew near, and

ere after speaking to a group of childre'n playing
Me near the Red River carts standing in the neigh-

wss-- borhood of the entrance, stopped. Leaning over
ýn0' the horn of his Mexican saddle, he called to, thé

niaster of the lodge. A moment, and the call w&s
in answered, and a' tall half-brë'ed,.pushing gýside the

in(f door-flap, came out.
few words of welcome said

'ine and inquiry answend, and the stranger dismounted,
eed unsaddled his horse, put hobbles on his feet, and
,rds turned him loose to graze.
hed Donald Mackton had not been long in the country,
est- but he had used his eyes and quick intelligence to
rly, some Purpose; he had learned the ways and manners
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as wefl as the language of the natives very quickly, was
and was already well in touch with the ideas and whil

many of the peculiarities of the Indians. lattE

A tall, broad-shouldered, manly-looking Scot, the in 1
buckskin suit, wide sombrero hat and long boots of quer

the typical cowboy showed his fine figure to perfec-

tion. He was armed with a Winchester rifle, wore a way

belt well filled with cartridomes, and carried a revolver thro

in one of the many pockets of his jacket. A sheath side

fastened to his belt also held a sharp knife. Long MOC(
exposure to the sun and wind had bronzed his skin, carri

and his muscles were hardened by the constant open- the ý

-- aîý life-.' Hiýý-kgen, blue eyes were true, and the entire pletE

self -unconsci'ousness of his manner inspired all who Ai,

came in contact with Min with confidence. He was a near

man whose word could be trusted, whose love had The3

never been betrayed. arriý

Jim Howsford, the half-breed master of the Jodge, were

was as fine a specimen of his class and race, as ýpne.st kneï

as the best of them and a true man. His father was badg

the son of an educated Englishman who had been Theý

in the émployment of the Honorable Hudson's Bay Indicý

Company' his mother a beauty among the dusky the 1

maidens of the Cree tribe. Jim had learned the the i

language of both father and mother, and knew sorne- some

thing of the eustoms of both nations and races. He theni
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was tiierefore aliiiost as niuch at home amoiiom tbe

%vhite men as with the Indians. He, however, liked the

latter better. His niother's nature was the stronger

in him., and he spoke the Cree language more fre-

quently and fluently than the English of the white

nien. He wore his hair eut straight and hanging half

wav to the shoulders, loose flannel shirt open at the

throat, beautifully ornamented leggings fastened out-

side his trousers from the knee downwards, and

moccuins on his feet. The belt round his waist

carried the usual knife and cartridges, without whieh

the dress of neither half -breed nor cowboy ,was com-

plete.

As the two men stood talking the children came

nearer, shy but eurious to know more of the stranger.

They were seldom interrupted in their play by the

arrival of a white visitor at the camp - indeedso much

were they kept to themselves on the prairie that they

knew more of the ways and habits of the gopher,
badger and beaver than they did of the ways of men.

'fhey had witnessed deadly conflicts bétween the

Indians and half-breeds, and had crouched in fear as

the bullets whistled about the lodge or the cries of

the wounded fell upon their young ears. There was

something about this stranger, however., that attracted
thein, and sheltered under the circle of carts that



et

102 THE WARDEN OF THE PLAINS.

surrounded the lodçye, they stared -%vide-eyed, curious prC
to, learn the object of his visit.

Jim' was too hospitable to keep his visitor long out- ho

side the lodge. They entered, and Donald was intro- Mt,v

duced to the queen of the lodge, a half-breed Woinan in(

of fair complexion, pretty, and having the sliy manner su

which 'belongs to, womeh trained to belîe-ve that the pr

master of the lodge is a superior being. She wore the pr

ordinary dress of women of the settlements, but her sel

way of wearing it lacked neatness and taste - the M CI

colors were bright, but without the harmony so

noticeablè, in the work of the pure Indian women. in(

The life of the half-breed women is a dull, monoto- Io(

nous one. Constantly on the move, f reighting goods ca

and furs from one Hudsons Bay post to another, or ali

carrying for the small traders on the prairie, thev foý

have no incentive to make the lodge attractive or of

their personal appearance dainty. It is not, however, pe

a hard life; neither men nor women seem ever in a kr

hurry to reach their destination with the goods im

committed fo their care. They travel. along leisurelv

and in a gay mood from morning till evening, slioot-

ing any game that comes within their reach, or takinu in

advantage of a broken axle to call a halt and huiit in pr

a wider circle from their resting-place. The woinen ki

as they go, gather the berries growing wild on the



T Il E L 0.;ý E P 1 ý; E. 103
1

prairie slopes or bluffs, and the children play, happy
and merry as the.day is long. These people are at
home on the prairie, freé as the foxes-Canadian

çý,ypsies, full of the joy of to-day, heedless of the
inorrow, not even questioning the possibility of

supper, but trusting to their omuns and good luck to'
provide them, with a deer, a beaver, a goose, or a few
prairie chickens; or if these fail-a thing which
seldom happens-a fewgophers or a skunk can be
made to provide a meal.

When the day's journey is ended and the evening
meal disposed of, the men sit and smoke in one of the
lodues or if the evening be fine, assemble near the
carts and spend the. time playing cards, gamblinom for

almost everythincr they possess. Horse-racing and
foot-races are also favorite amusements- and a means
of gainbling, too. The boys sit in a cirele round a

pecr driven into the ground, and - thro-wing their
knives in the air vie with each other in the skill to
impale it with the falling blade.

When Jim Howsford and Donald Mackton came
into the lodge the woman who greeted them set about
preparing the evening meal. The firé was already
kindled in the centre, where it was kept in its place
bv a cirele of stones; a small opening, above, where
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the lodg-e poles intersected, being left for the egress
of the smoke. Below this opening and over the

heads of the occupants of the lodge were stretched

pieces of shagginappi-half-tanned hides eut in strips
-upon whieh were hung- slices of buffalo to be di-ied

and smoked.

---Reàching to these rows of dried meat Betty Hows-

ford took several of the slices and cooked them. She

wu glad to, serve the stranger generously while the

food lasted, and to trust to, the larder being re-

plenished when necessary by a windfall of mercy

bringing meat, floýý tea and tobacco. The supper

consisted of slap-jacks, strong ýlack tea-and the

buffalo meat. The slap-jacks were made quickly.

Flour, salt and water were beaten rapidly together,
and poured into hot grease, and the pan held over the

fire until one side was well browned then, witli a

quick tui-4- of the wrist the cake was flung into the

air. Turning over as it f ell, the congealed mass caine

down flat into the pan. After being_ browned on

both sides, the slap-jacks were set away on a disli

until a sufficient number were cooked for all the

members of the party. After their elders had eaten

the children were hânded théir portion, then the (1ius

were fed and the dishes washed and put away until
they-were again required.
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Jiiii and Donald lighted their pipes and sat talking

over life on the prairie and the events of their earlier

1 days. Betty slipped away, and silence settled down

s upon the lodge. Soon the woman's iow voice had

called the lads together, -and presently on the still

night air their clear voices fell as the notes of the
Ave Maria floated sweet and true, the boys'

e stronger tones joining with the thinner treble of the

e woman.
>ý In the far north on one of the old missi -ns, Betty

y had been taught by an aged 'member of the Oblat
Fathers, a missionary who had come man yearsy

ýe before from the old land to teach the red men the
way of peace. He lived with them, travelled with
them, shared their hardships and their hunting ex-

le peditions, and when they stayed in one place for a

a tinie, taught the women and children who gathered

ie around him to, listen. In his youth he had been

le anibitious to gain a high position in the Church, but

)n as he read Thomas à Keinpis' " Imitation of Christ " -
;Il his heart was touched, and he determined to give up

le ,-his anibitious desirýes for self and follow Christ. He

ýn joined th-e- Order, and--was sent to the distant West,
to where, tothose who knew little of mission work,

his culture and refinenient m-ould seem to, be of little
service to him. But these gifts enabled Iiiin to exert
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great power over the natives, and drew them to the
wise man with a loving heart.

Betty had been thrown into many untoward cir-
cumstances since she had learned of him, but the

sound of the old man's voice seemed ever in her
ears; she never forgot the lessons she had learned

from his lips and through his life. With her children
gathered about her she knelt by the wheel of one of
the carts, the prairie sod for a resting-place, the sky- ý>

over head, and together they repeated the " Pater
Noster," the «' Our Father " of the Saviour of all men

and of all creeds.
What a scene One for the contemplation of

angels who looked from heaven on the half -breed
woman and her children as thèy besought God for

protection, guidance and grace.
The men in the lodge bad paused in their talk

and smoked their pipes in silence while the petitions
were ascending outside.

The prayer finished, the children returned to the
lodge, and removing their outer garments, curled

themselves up on the skins spread on the ground in

the lodge, and were soon fast asleep.
Jim. and Donald sàt long narrating the various

strange experiences of - their lives, the half -breed
exultinom in his success as a hunter, and the white
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man rejoicing- no less in the valor displayed among

civilized people in tiines of danger, as well as in his

superior knowledge of men and of the world.

Them wur fine times,' said the half-breed, his

eves glistening as he recalled the past. «- We had

lots of game, and we never wantéd for grub. I

could kill more buffalo with my old flint-lock in a

day than -e get, now with a Winchester rifle."

"-iiad yxm ever- any trouble with thýé Indians in

those days ? " asked Donald.

Ye bet yer life we did. Many's the time we

had to fight for our lives. Theyd get behind our

f carts before we'd know they wur there: but ye see,e-- -
we knew how to, fight, and though some of our

r folks got killed, we allus ha&the best of it.'y

" You must have had some\ narrow escapes."

" Yes, siree! I've had many a close shave in my

vouiicrer days. Vve fought with buffalo, bearsand
Indians, and 1 carry some wou'nds to show* what a

hard tussle I had many a time. There's no fun
nowadays like we had in the old times. Now we

n never have a fight worth speâking of, and the white

men a-iý beginain-g to tell us that it'Il be better to

take the -scalp-locks off ourlodges; but I won mine

d in honest fights, and I dare any man to, say that I

,e didn't kill my enemy every time. Let me see," and
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Jim took a long draw of his pipe. " 1 think it was
the year of the big snow, that'd be twelve years ago.
1 wus camped on the Big Saskatchewan with Bill
Whitman and Sam Livingwood. We had gone out

on a search party to, see liGvthe game wus, and

intended to be away about ten days. We had gone

east from our camp, and had seen lots o' buffalo. 1
tell you, stranger, it'd have made the heart of any

man glad to, see them. They wur fat and sleek, and

there wur thousands of 'em.

" Well, we were on our way back to, our camp, and

had settled down for the night on the banks of the

Saskatchewan. We didn't start any fire that night

fur fear o' Indians, but we just took what grub we

had and eat it in quietness. As we three sat smoking

I started to, my feet suddenly and grabbed my gun.

1 dont know what made me do it, but 1 th ink it wus

the old medicine-man, fur he charmed me the year

before, and eured me when I was very sick. 1 lis-

tened, but could hear nothino-, so, 1 sat down again.

I was sittin' a few minutes when again 1 jumped to

my feet, but could see nothing. My companions

looked at me and listened for the sound o' cracking

branches, but they could see nothing, so we contented

ourselves and smoked our pipes. Once again this

happened, and I made up my mind that if it came
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again I wouldn't stay in that spot; but as it didn't

return 1 lay down to rest, fur I was awful tired. I

couldn't sleep, so 1 lay half skeered with my gun

loade%-t and my band on it. Bill and Sam lay beside

me, and 1 wus in a sweat, fur Bill was a terrible

snorer. It didn't matter what danger lie wus in, he

would snore, and it seemed as if lie would try to

more loudest when there wur Indians about.

NOWY Bill> said 1, before he went off to sleep,
'don't ve snore to-night, fur I'm afeard we're in an

uneanny place.' He was mad, and said lie didn't

more only when lie wus at home. I told him lie- did,
but he only got madder, so I kept quiet and asked

him to be still, fur 1 was afeard there wur some

Indians near.

" He said he would, then turned over and went to

sleep, and soon was snoring as loud as ever. 1 am never

afeard, but I tell ye, stranger, when I heard Bill snore

that night I wus as weak as a woman, and 1 could

have cleared out from the place only 1 couldn't leave

my mates. As I lay on the cyround 1 kept both ears

and one eye open, f U*r I couldn't forget those three

times that I jumped up and seized my gun. It wus

gittin' on towards morning, the moon wus shining a

littie, but 1 could not see far. We wur in a snug

spot among some trees, and 1 was beginninçr to feel
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safe, and thought I might take a short nap. We had c
a long ride before us, and we had to start at suririse.
I had dropped my head on the grass, and must have Si
dozed off when the snapping of a rotten branch wo-e n
me; but I didn't stir, only waited fur anôther sound. 0
I had not long to, wait. In a few minutes a èr'awling a

sound seemed to come along the ground slow and b
very 4uiet like. 1 raised my head but saw nothing. f

I dropped My head again, but as I did so I raised 9
my gun with my finger on the trigger and lay quiet fi

until the sound returned.

" Soon I saw a dark objec' lyl*n' on the'grass like a S'
log. It was only a few yards off, and it didn't move.

I'd become sure there was danger, so I raised my gun
and firej. The objee' giv a moan an" rolled over.
My mates sprung to their feet at the sound of the 'V
gun, but 1 called -to them sharp to lie down. .A uain
we waited to see what'd follow. Nothing more hap-

pened for a while, and I was just risin' to go to the
objee' when I saw two others lyin' near the first. 0

They seemed to fall deep in the grass when I raised
myself. Drawing my gun toward me I fired twice,

quick. Each shot told, for the objee' gave a howl and t

rolled over. a

" There was no more sleep after that. We lay t

with our hands on our guns and close behind the U
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cover of -the trees until the light of the early morn-

ing helped us to see the animals on the grass, and we
soon saw there wur no others there. Bill, Sam and

me went with our guns raised toward them things
on the grass, expectin' to find a bear or buffalo, but

as we got near we saw they wur covered with 1ýdian
blankets. We turned 'em over with our feet, and as
the blankets fell off found three naked Indians, eaelà

gmspin' a knife, but they wur dead. My bullets had
found good place, so I took my scalpin' knife and
soon had their scalps hangin' at my belt, and now,

stran(rer, you can see them scalps hangin' outside my
lodge."

Jim raked the dying embers of the fire together as
he finished his story, and Donald, seeing that Betty

was aiready asleep, bade the genial half-breed «< Good-
ni( ght "and left them. He looked first to see that
his horse was all right, then takinçr a couple of

buffalo-skkins rom one of the carts he spread them
on the ground underneath, lay down on them, and
was soon fast aslee^.-- The air was cold but in the
West it is quite common for travellers to, sleep upon
the prairie with a very small quantity of covering
and though the thermometer may register twenty

below zero, they seldom take cold, but rise in the
moiming invigorated by the- cool air and the refresh-
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ingr sleep which can be had only by lying on the sod

of thé open prairie.

Donald was up early, but he found Betty and Jin,

astir when he returned from. looking after his horse,
and in a short time breakfast was ready. A hast ' v

repast, and then the lodge was taken down and

packed with the bedding and cookincr utensils on one

of the carts. The horses were gathered in and har-

nessed one to each, and the lonor caravan w'aç3- ready

to set out. Each Indian pony drew a load of from

five to eight, hundred pounds. There were twent ' v

carts well laden, and each pony was fastened to the

back of the preceding cart. In the first sat Betty

and the two younger children; the two older bovs

and their father rode ponies, and travelled up and

down along the line urcring the ponies onward.

Before commencing'their journey Donald had an

exciting expérience. They were about ready to set

off when Jim called him. over to look at a horse he

had to sell. The beast was a heavily-built sorrel,

and stood with head drooping and a watery eye.
C& Hes afine buffalo runner," said the half-breed.

«'You see that water 1
y eye. One day 1 was huntin

buffalo, and a mate of mihe rode -this horse, and he

was so excited he shot the horse through the eye."

How much do you want for him. ?

-21



THE LONE PINE. 113

ci One hundred and fifty dollars. He's a tine buffalo

ranner. HeIl take you over the ground in good

shape. Get up and try him."

Donald removed the saddle from his -o-wn horse and

tv put it on the buffalo runner. The animal stood
V

in d quietly until the stranger sprang into the saddle,
when, as if shot from a gun, he made ýk sudden bound

ar- and darted off.

dy Out and away over the- prairie he,.,flew at a terrifie

om rate, ridér and horse apparently ben-t' on some errand

Itv of life and death.%/ 1
the Onward, past bluff and couleè, they ran, the horse

tty snorting and-galloping as if in hot chase after buffalo.
His rider tried to stop him, elinging to the saddle lest

Ind he should buck him off, pulling at the bridleý but all

in vain; -The more he pulled the faster went the

horse. There was fire in his e e the water no

set longer coursed down his face. He held his head

erect, and the old dreamy-looking animal was trans-

rel, fornied into a wild, daring creature, bold and free as
wolves on the »prairie, and exultant in his strength

ed. and speed.

tin, The perspiration streamed down Donald's face, and

he it was not until many miles had been covered that
the buffalo-runner slackened his speed or appeared
to think he had done his duty.
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At last he uradually eased his pace, and no doulit, 1
in his mind's eye his rider had killed some buffalo, 0
and a good day's work had been done into the 1)ar-

gain. Fortunately Donald did not turn the horse's

head homeward, or he might have had a repetition N
of the same wild ride, froin whieh he might not liave a
escaped so well. Some hours afterwards Jim over-

took him, and was glad to find both horse and rider 0
safe. î

" Well, you had a hard ride."

" Yes, I would not care for another like it to-ýlav, E
replied Donald.

That's always like him. Every tin 1
-ie Fve tried to

sell him he's eut up a tric- lik-e that. I don't know

what gets into his head. Ye see, he seems to think- 1

he's always chasine buffalo, and away he goes."

The two men sat do-%vn to wait until the train

overtook them, and by the time it arrived they were

quite ready for something to eat.

As they were unharnessing the horses a flock of
PÏq11q geese alighted on the edge of the lake near, and Jiiii.

,--seizin-om his rifle and taking aim, brought dowii a

goose at three hundred ards. One of the boys ran

-- Îlown and picked up the goose and brought it to bls

inother. Under her skilful bands it was soon phick-M.

and being eut in pieces was dropped into the pot of
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C water they had hung from. the tripod of willow over

a fire of buffalo, chips to, - boil. All had been done

with such rapidity that within -forty minutes of the

when the goose had been killed the men

were eating it with that hearty relish only healthy

"e appetites can give.

r- Every member-of the party was grateful that the

ýr adventure of the morning had not terminated in an

accident as Isoine had anticipated when the watery-

eved horse had bolted, and the were consequently in

excellent spirits.

The meal ended, the men smoked their pipes

tocrether while the women washed the dishes and

ýW repacked them. in the wagon. Donald saddled his

horse, and bidding his hospitable friends good-bye,
11101111ted and rode away.

in
re CHAPTER II.

The village of Latona was situated on the banks

of of a beautiful river which took its course in many

winding curves, and sharp turns from, the foot-hills

of the ]Rocky Mountains until it eniptied its waters

into one of the wider»streams and broad water high-

ways of the North-West. The jriver was navigable

d. (lurino, the greater part of the ear, but the limited

of 1)opulation, as well as the long monopoly of the trade-
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by the Honorable Hudson's Bay Company of Fur
Traders, and its rival, the -North-West Company,

had delayed enterprise in that direction.

The farms on whieh the French and English half-
breed settlers lived had been surveyed upon th
French system, with a narrow frontagé on the-býpk-

of the river, and stretching back in a long str4p until
the required area was covered. This plan had the

advantage of enabling the owners of the land to

build their houses in closer proximity to each other.

In a new and sparsely settled country, and to a people

of the social disposition of the French, this advan-

tage overbalanced the obvious disadvantages. The

French prefer to share what they possess with their

friends and neighbors in social intercourse and festi-

vity rather than live comparatively alone until they

have accumulated a sufficient patrimony to, be able to

entertain without depleting themselves of all they-

possess. The result of this social disposition at

Latona was a general poverty and lack of all evi--

dence of prosperity in the town.

There was but one street, which ran its straggling

length between the scattered houses, and culminated

at the one store, owned and managed by the Hud-

,on's Bay Company. This thoro-aghfare was not

kept particularly clean the inhabitants had not
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yet reached the stage of civilization whicli includes.0
rnunicipal officials, or the raising of taxes to defray

die expenses of the pavino, of streets or ma-ing of

roa s.
'Cliildrenof almost every age and size, fat, naked

and dirty, played and tumbled -about the ipuddy

roadway. No town of the like size in Her Majesty's

dominions could boast of so large ajuvenile popu-

lation as Latona. They were not, liowever, all

devoted to, dirt and the muddy street: many liad

careful, tidy mothers, who kept their children as neat

as their cireurnstances would periiiit.

Latona had one chapel, in which. the genial priest,

Père le Sueur, ministered to his people.

It was Sunday mornino-, the freio-htinu season was

oý-er, and the people were at hoine in Latona. Père le

Sueur expected a large attendance at inass, and lie

was not disappointed. The chapel bell rang clear and
sweet, soundin(y far across the country and sunimon-

ino- the Indians who were camped in the vieinity to

assemble in the chapel, and so soon 'as its pleasant

tones had ceased to vibrate upon the morning air,
einployees of the Hudson's Bay Company's establisli-

ment inarched out to attend the service and join their
voices with the lialf-breeds and Indians in prayer.

While the people were in the church no sound
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disturbed the quiet of the village street save the

oemsional bark of an angry cur, excited by the
arrival of a horseman, who rode down the street
looking to either side as if in search of someone

whoni he was disappointed at not finding

Judging by the absence of the people from their

doors that they were all in the chapel, he dismountei-1,
tied his horse to a post outside, and entered the

sacred edifice.

The congregation was kneeling and following mith

devout attention the prayers that were being offere(l

up by the priest, as the, stranger slipped quietly hito

the first vacant seat and on bended knees added his,

voice to their united responses.

The service over, our old friend Donald Mac-toii

was about to loose his horse and proceed on his

journey when he was stayed I)y Jim Howsfonfs,

outstretched welcoining hand.

"Come away to my shanty," said the-hospitable

half-breed, " I guess there's grub and a shake-down

fur ye thar."

Donald had intended. putting up at the Company's

post, but moved by the recollection of the night lie

had spent with Jim on the prairie by de Lone Pine,

and the adventure of the morning ride, he decided

to accept the profféred hospitality and stay at Jim's

shack.
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The hoiise, whiell. its owner was wont -to call his
shanty or " shack," -%vas situated some distance f rom
the eliapel, and the road to it lay alo-ncr the river
I)au-. The walls were of liewn locrs, the plan a single

l'oO111 without any partitions to divide the sleeping
fi-oiii the living apartinents. lt was about twenty by

thirtY feet in size, and contained -,-t table and stove in
the centre and beds rançy-ed as a sort of bunk around
the sides.

Betty greeted I)onald with a sinile, and busied
herself at once in preparing (limier.- The children

were too shy to speak, but the smiles they ex-
chano-ed with. each other as well as the furtive

(rIances bestowed on the strançier betraved thatCý 
-thev had not forcrotten hini.

Dinner in the house was of a better description
than the one served in the lodge under the Lone
Pine. There was abundance of the staple of both,

le the delicious buffalo meat, together with. venison,
ln potatoes and cabbage, with bread, milk and tea.

The healthy climate and constant out-door exercise

le S give the people excellent appetites, and provide

ýie them with good digestions: the plainest food is

le, eaten with a relish such. as is not often experi-
ed enced in cities and towns.

1 1 S Donald did full justice to Betty's cooking,_ and
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providing, and could not help praising her skill in
the art of cookery. Bett smiled. she was too sliv to

enter into any conversation, but was pleased at 1,)eincr
praised.

When Donald and Jiin had finished their dinner,
the children and a number of relatives wbo had
assembled to share Jim's hospitality omathered arouiifl

the table, a motley group, as hunorry as fainishe(l

bears. Needless to say, they sooný ýevoured thtý

remnants of the ineal.

Jim and Donald were joined presently by the

neighbors, who dropped in one by one to see and hear

what news the stranger liad brought. Jii-n ýwas a

genial host and a great favorite in the village. The

half-breeds are nearly all of English or Seoteli

parentaue, with a small sprinkling of French, -in(l it

is a eurious fact that the Irish and German -,ire so

seldom met with, that in a large community or colony

of men of the mixed races, one iniglit count theiii on

the fingers of one hand.

The men were all dressed alike and presente(l a

picturesque appearance,-fancy colored shirts, coat.s

and vests trimmed with brass buttons, gaudy-coloi-e(l

sashes wound about their waists a" pair of (Lu-k

pants, moccasins embroidered with beads or porcul)ine

quills, leggings reachinom from the k-nee downward,
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in also ornamented with beads, and a fire-bag with fancy
to, figures wrought upon it hung froin the belt formed

bv the sash. A few wore rin(rs in their ears, and all
were armed with a large knife stuck in a leathern or

beaded sheath. 'They were all peaceable men, with a
vein of humor in their disposition, and prepared to
ta-e life easy. Nio concern for the morrow troubled

t1lem. they were, happy in the enjoym ent of the
preseiit.

The older men among them gathered. in a group
île about Donald and Jim to diseuss the prospects of the
ar frelo-liting season, the results of the recent buffalo-

liunt, or the latest rumors of the battle that had
been fought between the Crees and the- Blackfeet

Indians. 1 From such topics of general interest it was
it not lonor before they drifted into others of a more
so 111(lividual or personal nature, until they all in turn
IV%, liad related soine adventure and narrow escape, soine
)n victory they had won, or incidents of the great

flances they had attended when they were young.
a Meanwhile the vounger members of the company

'e 
c:P

ts li;id separated into various çrroups, and were sittinçrt) ýn41 lipoii the floor engâged in other amusements. The
.-k one whieh liad the greatest number of votaries was

ie cards. From. the serious expression of- their faces it
Id, was liot all amusement. Rings, tobacco, fire-bacrs and

121
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knives were deposited in a heap in their midst and it

was evident that they were gainbling. Donald

inquired the cause of such desecration of the day, I)ut

the meii looked at hiin in surprise and said that

Sunday was over.

Donald had been trained in the Puritan ways of

his ancestors, and in spite of the rough life of tlie

prairies, still elung to, the teaching of his piou.s

parents. It was not always easy to do so, but lie

often managed to, enter a mild protest whieh liad tlie

effect of lessening the evil and increasing the respect

in which he was held by the old-timers.

Upon the àpproach of night the cornpany (lepartol,

and Donald, stretching his sad(Ile-blanket and bear-

skin on the floor, made a very comfortable bed for

himself. All the occupants of the house slept on tlie

floor in the one-roomed house, a temporary partifiiii

being provided by a blanket hung on a rope aii(l

stretched across one portion of " it. This was iii

consideration of the presence of the white stranger.

Donald intended to return across the prairie the

following day, and knowing there were hostile Indians

about, many of thein being just at that time in aii

unsettled state, he desired to secure companions for

the journey.

Jim Howsford, however, wished him to remain to
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id it a feast that lie liad announced his intention of giving.
nald Donald refused, as lie wished to get away as soon as
but possible, but when lie found that the attractions of

that die feast would prevent any success in inducing the

Indians or half-breeds to accompany him lie wa:',1ý
S of obliged to remain.
the Donald spent the day by the river shooting, and

4ous succeeded in bagoing a goodly number of ducks, creese
t, lie and prairie chickens.
the In the evening-the half-breed guests arr'ved early

ýPect to the feast: they had put on their holiday attire
and were evidently prepared to enjoy themselves.

rteý1' While the men sat or lounged about and smoked, the
wonien cooked. When at last supper was ready, and

for the well-cooked and 'tempting dishes were set before
1 the them, they were hungry enough to eat with the zest
ition and enjoyment of famished men who had reached a
and reggion of plenty after a season of dearth and

S in -ta -
rvation.

Cr. When- their appetites were satisfied, not by any
ý the nieans a sp@edy performance, the company cleared the
lians floor, and the fiddles being called into requisition,
a an the dance began. Seated on low stools against the
s for wall these musicians lent all their energy to pro-

viding both time and tune to further the fun and
ýn to encourage the dancers. The old people looked on
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while the younger ones danced, and applauded any
especial performance with great appreciation ail(I

excitenient. When any of the company manifested
unusual skill they recounted similar feats of -acrility
which they liad witnessed in their early days. Tiie

dance continued for several hours, then the guests siit

down to, a repetition of the feast of good tIiincrý.
This gave theni renewed strength for the dance,

which was again indulged in with the same aninia.

tion as at the beginning.

Donald remarked with surprise the faniiliarity

manifested among the men and women, and tlie

apparent unconcern of the old people at the excessive

gaiety of the younger meinbersof the party. Tlie

women sat on their lovers' knees when they stoppecI

to rest from the dance, and when his host introduce(l

one of the young girls to Donald, she iminediately

implanted a kiss on his cheek. It wWs evidently flie

etiquette of the half-breed code of manners, an(l iii

their eyes no more familiar than the handsha-e of

more reticent races.

The dance showed no' sign of abatement a.s tlie

night reached far into the morning hours, and Donal(l

lay down to rest. He slept soundly, and wheii he

awoke some hours later he thought he must be

dreaminom, for the sound of music and dancincr wets
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i anv still coing on. He raised his head and found it wasbo C
.1 an(l no dream. While màny lay around and about him.
f ested on the floor sleeping, other. s were still dancing with
Lçyility energy and excitement apparently unabated. The

The festivities were thus kept up in relays of votaries for
sts &It -i week without any cessation. While the exhausted

hinp. ones .9lept those who had snatched a few hours' sleep
dance, returned to, the danéé and the feasting, and not until

Ininia. the last hauneh of buffalo had beén eaten did the
conipany disperse to, their own homes.

,iaritý- 'No persuasions could induce an of the men tot y
1 the leave while the festivities lasted, and it was not until

they were ended and some hours' rest had been
The taken that Donald secured the services of a Stoney

'OpPeýI Indian and a half-breed named Baptiste la Roche for
)dUce(l the trip to Brisbane.

IiateIý- Donald procured a good supply of pemmican, tea,
]y the sticrar, flour and a few minor necessaries for their
n1d in lotirney, thinking it wiser to ta-e this precaution
ake of thtin to trust to being supplied by the way with the

pins of the party. He had no desire to, run the risk
a.s the of starvation or of attracting the notice of hostile
)onal(I Indians.

ien he The party had three pack-horses beside the horses
tst be the ' y ro(ie, and these were likely to delay the speed of

ýCr was theïreý journey to Brisbane to, some extent.
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Jim was loud in his expression of thanks to Donal(l
for staying at his bouse and taking part in the feut,
and many invitations'to come again to, the village
were-given him by both the host and his guests.

The whole village population turned out to see the

travellers start and to wish them good luck, the curé
adding his wishes for Donald's prosperity and safe

keeping while crossing the prairie. The cultured
priest had enjoyed some hours of conversation with

Donald during his stay in the village, and parted witli
him witli regret. There had been mutual esteeni and

pleasure in their short intercourse, each enjoying the
rare opportunity of discussing topies belongoinûr to the
more literary, scientific and advanced civilized worl(l.

Père le Sueur was not an exception in devotion
to the cause of missionary effort. In that- distant
field there were many like him who had received

the most cultured training in the Roman Catholi(ý
and Protestant faith the universities of Canada,
Great Britain or France were able to provide.

Separated by many miles froin men of their own
nation and class, dwelling in camps, associatincr with

half-breeds, travelling with Indians, teaching school
in the lodges, nursing the sick, praying with the dving
and counselling -the maturer min d-s of huiaters an(l
wa-riors, thèse men of talent pèrformed their duties
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)nal(I cheered by the consciousness of duty done and the
[eut, wssurance that their toil would receive recognition in

Ilage lue time. They had no expectation of- earthly
rewar(J. time and all the vanities of 'the world were

e the to thein unreal things, while the spiritual and eternal
curé were esteemed all that Were worth striving for in this

1 safe life. lmbued with this spirit Père le Sueur was
bured liappy in his work and surrounding.s. Yet thou hq/ 9

with cwitent to dwell among the igornorance, idleness an'd
wit], filth of a haff-breed and Indian settlement, he was
I aiid (rrateful for ev y opportunity of hearing and talkingg

of the lateýs ventions and discoveries made in a
Io the m-orld from which lie had been absent for eighteen
ýorl(l. years. Donald never forgot the tale of devotion

'Otion iiiaiiifested by the lif e of the priest of Latona.
1 istant His men had set out before him and were some
ýeived niiles on the way before Donald overtook them.

ffioliý, Baptiste la Roche; the half-breed, was a fine, hand-
,nada, SOIne fellow, a good hunter and noted inarksman. He
)vide. liad been loath to leave Latona so soon after the feast,

Owil (Ind it was only by promising a liberal reward that
with I)onald had been able to induce him to accompany

;chool hiiii. He could speak French, English, Cree and
dving -Blackfoot and seemed to be perfectly familiar with

and the i(lioms of each e these languages. The Indian
lunes wu also a fair type of his race, the Stoneys, or, as
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they should be called, the Assiniboines,-the naiiie

signifying the people who cook their food on hot

stones. The tribe is a branch of the Sioux.

Bearspaw was true to those who employed and

trusted him, and could be relied upon implicitly to

serve theïr best interests. A man of light build and

lithe, quick movements, he was brave and looked

upon by his tribe as invincible. As- leader of war

parties he had never been defeated in battle, nor had

he ever turned his back on a foe, and his warriors,
animated by his ability and courage as a leader, had

followed him to victory in all their skirmishes oii

the plains.

The three men were well armed; each carried a

Winchester rifle, a large knife, a revolver and a belt

with cartridges. They were thus prepared for any

emergency.

It was late in the afternoon when the party started.

They-wisheà to reach a spot in -a wo6d-where thce

was a good camping ground, about twenty miles-

distant, before night. To accomplish this they had

to ride fast, but were not able to make great speed

owing to, the necessity of attending to the pack-

horses. Intent upon reaching their destination and

the shelter of the wood before the sun went down,

the party rode in silence. It was dusk when they
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ýIIje at last drew rein, and after casting a sharp glance

hot around to seethat, the ground was clear and no trace

of enei-nies .- ible, they dismounted, loosened thej.ý
and Pxks, hobbled the horses and, made a fire.
, to I)onald lay on his saddle-blanket while Baptiste
and ali(l Bear-spaw bustled about preparing the supper.

ked There was no delay in arranging the table, and seated
war tipoii the grass the tired men ate heartily of the
had Peiiiinican, slap-jacks and strong black tea.
ýorSI Good evening, omentleii-ien 1 " said a bronzed-faced

had iiian who alighted froin his horse as he spoke. He

liad approached so quietly that the greeting startled

Doiiald, and he laid his hand, on his revolver. The

Iii(lian's face betrayed no knowledge or surprise,
belt 111though with the keen hearing of the native he must

auy Ii.we known of the stranger's proximity.

Good evenincr " replied Donald. Will you sit
ted. down and have some supper with us ? We have

wre enoucrh and will be glad to have your company."
liles - " Thank ye, friends. Don't mind if 1 do. I'm

had hungry and I never refuse a kindness from. a
)eed stranomer."

ack- Whieh way are you travelling?" asked Donald,
and pre.sently, when the new-comer had shown by thé
wn, way he devoured the food set before him that he
hey Ila(I Fastecl some tinie. " You e;eem to be tired."
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C& Well, yes, 1 was gone a good bit, an' 1 don't

exactly know Nyhere l'Il turn up before l'm done.
Ye see, I have not had good luck with my trappincr."

" Whieh way have you been that you have beenso
unfortunate ? Surely the game is not scarce at thils

time of the year."

', Wall, no, I guess there's lots o' furs? but tiie

Indians haven't been very civil this year, an' when

1 get - ahead soine o' the rascals steal my cache, an'

then 1 have to begin all over again. Vve been along

the foot o' the inountains an' followed an old Stonev

trail for a while, but ye see I'm gettin' old an' 1 cruess

some 0' these days l'Il have to pass in my checks, and

then it'11 be all over with Jini Carrafell."

The old trapper's appedrance did not belie his

words, and Donald had not much difficulty in per-

suading him to join his party.

They sat for soine -time around the fire, snioking

and talking, Pon,-ald and Jim Carrafell exchaniçrjn(r

experiences, Baptiste and Bearspaw talking in the

monologues peculiar to the Indian. When the night

fell thick about the camp the men rolled themselves

in their blankets, turned their -feet to the fire, and

with their saddles for pillows were soon asleep. They

knew that during the early part of the night no

Indian would venture to attack them, yet they sIept
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Ct with liands 1 on their revolvers and guns within

le. reach, so that if rnolested they were ready to meet

the foe.
so The sleepers, however, were not disturbed, and at

the first break of dawn the Stoney was up and look-

ing to see that thé. horses were safe. To cook and

omather the stuff together and setlie cat tlieir breakfast, ,
eil out occupied little time. Nothing eventful occurred

ný during the day, they met no Indians, saw but few

buffalo. An odd timber wolf cast sinister glances
eV at them as they rode past, or occasional coyotes slunk
Iss awav witfi drooping tail at tbeir approach, but

nothinom of more importance broke the monotony of

the days ride. The evening was but a repetition of
ýIis the night before.

When they reached the halting place and camped

one evening about sixty miles from their destination,
Ing Donald learned with consternation that the provisions

.n(r
M were exhausted. He had brought what he considered

lie abunda#ce for the trip, even when allowance was
ht iiiade for the addition to their number by the arrival
Ves of Jim Carrafell, and he was surprised that the supply
nd should so eoon be gone. It was a new experience to
eV Donald, though not an uncommon one in the lives of
no inany travellers with such parties. The half-breed

ept had feasted, eating enough for three inen, as if he
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believed that he should lay in a stock of food tbat

would sustain him for a week.

The Indian, with the instinct of his race, started
ahead of the party the next morning to, levy supplies

from the prairies with his gun, and was successfiil in

shooting enouçrh duck, geese and rabbits to keep thein

from starving.

It was dark when they rode into the village of

Brisbane, but the half-breeds and Indians who

formed the principal part of the population were

abroad to welcome them.

Donald paid his men and dismissed then), having

decided to remain over a few days in the town.

The half-breed went to the house of one of his

relatives, where he was received witli open arms.

There he stayed for a week, erýjoyinom his friend's

hospitality, and without giving a thought to his'

home. Happy and careless, a true son of the soil,

he was heedless of anything or anyone while he had

enough to eat and drin-, and was blessed with a

fiddle and a friend.

Bearspaw -was of a more dignified nature and

appearance. He rode slowly through the village to

the lodge where one of his tribe lived, and entered

quietly, assured of a welcome by the native courtesv

and hospitality that ever are characteristic of the
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bat Indian races. He talked soberly, without any such

fienioiistrative excitement as was noticeable in the

-ted demeanor of the half -breed - made inquiry after the

dies ivelfare of the people and of the changes which
iÎ

had taken place among the families since he leftI in
them. When they told him of death in the camp he'Iein

said nothing, and as they related the successes his
people had met with in the hunting expeditions, he

Who was silent. Bearspaw was sympathetic in both their
sorrow andjoy, but the training of camps had madevere
hiin, like all the other members of his tribe and race,-
the iiiaster of his emotions.ving i i

Then they told him that the messenger of death
had come to his own lodge three nights before andhis
,stricken down his eldest son, a youno, lad and thexms. ýn #

Mde eýf his father's heart; but Bearspaw still satDýc n d's 1--l
mWonless, uttering no word. It would seem as if

--. ,,Ithey had been speaking of another. Courage died

had out of their heurts; they had spoken, they now sat

I th a Silent.
Presently, with no sign of haste, the bereaved

and father rose from his place in the lodge, and without

ýy-e to a word departed. His horse was still fastened to the7M
tered pole at the entrance of the lodge, but Bearspaw

,rtesv seemed as if he saw him not. His heart, bore too

the heavy a burden to think of auuht but his sorrow.

UA*

THE LONE PINE.



134 THE WARDEN OF THE PLAIISS.

Looking neither to the right nor left he strode omvard
until he reached a dense wood outside the precinets
of the village. He thought not of possible danger:

his hand was not laid on his knife as it would bave
been at ordinary times. Why should he go thence?

Why leave his friends ? T-Tpon what mission is he
bent ? Wearied with his long journey does he seek-
rest ?

Alas! no. His heart is very heavy with grief, and
he must leave the haunts of men to, seek relief for

his wounded spirit. Converse with the gods alone
can bring peace. Hidden from the eye of men he

throws himself upon the ground in an agony of
spirit. Hero of a hundred battles, his lodge decked

with scalp-locks, the story of his valor written in
pictures on the walls-valor that had never been
exceeded by any that had been told before-the man

who had never been defeated lay prone upon the
ground, vanquished by this blow. He shed no tears,
uttered no cry, but groaned in the bitterness of his
grief. Then on the midnight air the plaintive notes
of the wail for the departed fell soft- and sad, the

coranach of his race, the father wailing for his dead
son, calling on his name, repeating it again and acrain

in the eurious pathetic monotone peculiar to the
Indian.
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Wheil the day dawned and the niglit of grief was

lets passed, Bearspaw returned in sadness to his lodge,
rer: and the wornen with dishevelled hair, bare feet and

ave torn and tattered garments, bewailed the dead until

ce 1 the. season of mourning was expired.

he Life is sad in every clime; to everýy camp or home
death comes. In the midst of peace, prosperity and

joy sorrow falls, our loved ones are taken from, us,
and and the world to us seems empty, valueless and of

for little worth.

ýone Bearspaw never mentioned his son's name; his

he orrief was silent, but his hair grew whiter and deeper

of furrows marked his brow, telling better than any

ýked lamentations how great had been his loss.

1 in
CHAPTER Ill.)een

inan Donald Mac-ton had spent some days in Brisbane,
the and was preparing to leave and set out acrain on his

,Cars, travels when he met Peter Daniels. A new acquaint-

his ance in the far West was an event of soine impor-

ýotes tance, and worth somethincr in those da s. Friends

the were few and far between, and the chance acquaint-

lead ance of to-day might be the helpful friend of the
vain morrow.

the Peter Daniels was a tall mari, of an aristocratie
appearance indicative of better days. He was dressed
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in the usual suit of buckskin, but his jacket was more

elaborately ornamented with colored porcupine, quilLs

than was common - his pants were made of moose-

skin and the leggiDgs worn over them, from the, knee

downward were very handsomely embroidered with

beads; his moccasins were also richly worked by the

deft hands of an Indian woman. The wide sombrero

hat, such as is worn by the Mexican or Montana cow-

boy, completed his costume. He spoke the pure

English of an educated man, yet his face betrayed

unmistakable signs of a predilection for strong drin-

in the past, if not at the present time.

Peter was a rare character. He posed as a literar ' y

man among his companions, and expressed his inten-

tion of one day writing a history of the country, one

that would include an autobiography.

Donald, as we have said, was something of a

scholar, and the pleasure of meeting an educated iiian

out in the wilds was sufficient attraction to induce

him, to prolong his stay in Brisbane. After a short

chat in the store, Donald was easily persuaded to, pay

him, a visit in his own house. He found the place an

oId log building, sadly in need of repair; but this did

not seem to trouble its occupant at all. Donald went

in and spent', several hours in pleasant conversation

with his host.
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)re You have bee'n sevèral years in the country, Mr.

'ILS Daniels, 1 understand ? " said Donald, presently.

se- CI Well, yes** I have spènt about twelve years in

lee this particular district."

ith Il You evidently have been enainored of the people,
Lhe the climate or the manner of life, that you have
ero rernained so long ? "

)W- Il Well, sir, I can hardly tell you why 1 have stayed,
Lire or what has been the particular attraction. 1 am
7ed hard to please, yet there is * something in this country
ýn- which induces a man to forego many of the benefits

of civilization for the free and easy life possible on
ary the.se western prairies."
,en- LI You were not brought up to this kind of life, I
one can see very well," replied Donald.

CINOy 1 am an Englishman. 1 was educated at Eton
f a and Oxford. After 1 left college, 1 took a fancy to

nan see the world."
luce You have come a long way to see it.
iort Yes. And yet 1 have been well repaid. I have
pay spent five or six thousand pounds since I came here,
an but that is nothing when you think of all the experi-
did ence I have gaineà. If 1 had lived in England 1

V-ent should have spent much more and not have known
tion half the things 1 do now. We have all to pay for

our knowledge, and of course I ain no exception to



138 THE WARDEe OV THE PLA1ý;S.

the rule. My rich friends at home Nvould be shocked
to see me in this shack or dressed in this fashioný but
I am happy, and that is the cliief thing in life. It

matters little where you'are or what you are doing
if you are happy. I hope some day to, relate rny
experiences and publish them, and that will be full
compensation for all the hardships of this kin(l of
life."

" 1-hope so," replied Donald, slowly.
" You appear to doubt it, my friend, but 1 have

learned much, and as it has cost me a great deal, 1
think, and not without sufficient reason, that I ouuht
to be able to recount my experiences in an entertain-

ing manner. If 1 succeed, they are sure to bring nie
some compensation for ihe trouble."

I do not doubt that said Donald; " what 1 thouuht
was that the labor will be too great and the hardships

toa severe for the reward to be adequate. The isola-
tion, the privations, the absence of all the luxuries of

114- life, the loss of friends and the monotony of prairie
life-is not this too much to gaïve for all the wealtli

and fame the world is able to bestow in one short
life ? »

" That is true to, you, perhaps, but we are not all

made alike, and nothing could please me more than
to spend my life for the benefit of others, in relatinC
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tocked to iny fellowmen the adventures of the, last few
but vears.

n, Io
le. It To write a book was evidently Mr. Daniels' highest

(loing ambition, as it has been the worthy desire of many

,te my nobler men.

)e full 1,Your life has been spent chiefly among the

ind of Indians, 1 suppose," said Donald.

Indians and half-breeds," replied Daniels.

Whieh of the two- types of men do you find the

1 have better ? " asked Donald. Are not the former finer

deal) 1 men than the latter? "

ouoht Just the opposite. I have spent most of my time

àrtain- while in the country among the half-breeds, and have

.ng nie gleaned so, much of their history and entered so fully

into their spirit that I look upon the race as one of

,lought the noblest on the face of the earth."

-dships Your experience differs from mine, then."

1 isola- Perhaps so, but you will pardon me if I say that

ries of possibly mine has been larger and more varied than

prairie purs, and that being the case, I am better able to

wealth speak authoritatively on the question. I do not often
Short mention the facts of my own Elle in this relation, but

it is sometimes necessary in order to throw light upon

not all the matter, and I will tell you as briefly as possible the

,e than reasons for my belief in the nobility of charaeter in

elating the race."ý5
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" Thank you; it will be a pleasure to me to listeil
to what you say," said Donald, siniling.

About fourteen years ago," becran Daniels, ', iny
father called me into his study and told me he
had decided to send me out to America. He would
give me a few thousand pounds to enable me to start

life there well and make an independent living. 1

was very willing to fall in with his views, as nothinom

pleased me better than the thought of hunting in the
far West. A few days later he placed a cheque for

two thousand pounds in my hand and bade me make.
all necessary arrangements for my journey. There

was nothing much to, be seen in Montreal, so I cashed'

my cheque when I arrived there and piýshed on to the

West, which I reached in the course of some weeks in

the company of several adventurers like myself. The

first years were spent in the village of Iiatona, where

I made the acquaintance of the half-breeds, anâ

learned to respect them. I found many honest an(l

plucky men among thein. There was Jack Suther-

land, a Scotch half-breed, true as steel; no prouder

man than lie ever stood in a mansion. Let me tell

you of him; his story will serve as well as another to

illustrate what I want to prove."

" Go on," said Donald, " I'm all ears."

" Jack was one of the employees of the Hudson's
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lusten Bay Company, who had been sent from one of the

northern posts to the Company's post at Laton'a. He

illy was a quiet fellow, reserved and proud, conscious of
ae he his stren h and superior skill .with a rifle, but nogt

would boaster. He was as much at home in a canoe on

ý start the lake or river as on a horse on the prairie.
Ig. 1 He (lined at the long table in the Fort, but lived
)thinor in a small house by himself that was situated
in the just within the walls of the Fort. There he had a
ie for small but well-chosen stock of books that had
niake. belonoed to his father an officer of the Company.

There The-se books were of the right sort, and what was
ýa.shed' better, were often read. --
to the " Jack was a very agreeable coinpanion, full of
eks in information, and when among his particular friends
1. The was fond of a joke. He had. all the canny disposition
where of the Scotch race, with the instincts of the Indian.

S, an(l He was daring and hardy, yet seldom did anything
st an(l of an extraordinary nature, whicli may have arisen

uther- froin his intense hatred of display. 1 knew the inan
rou(ler well and learned to love him.
ne tell " Late one afternoon we were apprised by some of

,her to the Cree Indians that there were Blackfoot Indians

in the vicinity, and it *ould be well for us to be
on our o-ruard. We took all necessary precautioný,

tdson's but no Indian appeared.
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«'Three or four days went by and we felt sure the Col

Cree who brought the tidings of the proxiniity of the
Blackfeet inust have been mistaken. We did not hear
of any misdeeds, so we settled down again to our oi(i

ways of living. bel

" The villagers were retiring to rest when a man
rode down the street, and called to a few stragglers
who. were still about that one of the children of th

the Factor at the Fort was missing. th

The children had been playing together insi(le

the walls of the Fort, and unconscious of any danger no

had gone outside to pluck soine of the flowers grow- lit

ing there in rich profusion. One of thern, a girl of eli

about five years of age, lingered behind the others, sa(

and when they turned to call her she had disa no

peared. They searched for her, calling her repeatedly, ta]

but all their efforts were fruitless. Then thev Wiý
returned to inform their parents. All the employces

were at once astir and searching/-in every direction, kii

but witbout success. lie

" The mother was distracted and the father wilcl rel

with grief and apprehension. aln

The news spread quickly and the villagers.joined

in the search. They rode along the river bank an(l TI

scoured the prairie in the darkness, but could find no hî

trace of the missing child. For several days they
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continued to search the country h-ping to find her,
but without success.

I Ainongst those who had travelled far and near in

prosecuting the search there was one who had not
bepn numbered. About a month before this sad
Occurrence the Factor had used some strong language
in talkin to Jack Sutherland, and it was well known9

tliat the half-breed had been indignant and had felt
tlie reprimand keenly.

ýe " Jack had not joined the party of searchers, and
no one had seen him since the night on which

little Annie MacKenzie had disappeared. Inquiries
elicited the fact that lie had been seen repairing his
sadffle upon the morning of the day in question, but
no one rémembered baving seen hiin later. Had he

ýI -Uk-'-Oèn ýrevýnge upon the chief of the Fort, done away
v with the child and then decamped ?

Everyone knew the Scotch half -breed as an honest,
kin(I-hearted man, and it was hard to bélieve that

lie could be guilty of such a crime; still the fact
d remained, he could not be found. His room was

answept, th@P door unlocked, articles of clothing left
,d Iving about, all evidence of a hurried departure.
fi This seemed corroborative of the suspicion that he
10 had either stolen the child or put it to death.

y " Factor MacKenzie offered a reward of ten of his
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best horses to, anyone giving a clue by whieli the
half-breed might be traced and the truth discovered.

Jack had too inany friends at the Fort and iii

Latona for anyone to undertake this mission. Men

and women were all anxious and willing to, seareh

for the child, but nôt' one among them could 1)e

induced to start in pursuit of Jack Sutherland.

Finding there was no response to, his offer of rewar(l

the Factor determined to set out on the search him-

self. Two of the most trusted of the officials were to
well armed, lest tlie' should ineet

accompany him, y

with opposition in securing the fugitive. Their outfit

was got readf and arrangements made for a leilçdli-

ened absence from the Fort.

The Factor and his men were sitting late discu.çýs-
jt ing their plans for the following day, when a k-nock-

at the door interrupted the conversation, and a

stranger was introduced.

Pierre le Jeunne had heard of the Factor's loss.

and had come a long distance that he might offer bis
lot services to search for the child. He professed to know

the country well, and had not the least doubt that he

would be successful in finding Jack Sutherland and

bringing back his scalp to claim. the reward. Hiq

eyes sparkled with an evil licrht as he uttered the

name of the absent half-breed.
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the "Pierre was a darinom fellow, aunative of the plains,
a French half-breed with some Spanish blood in his

veins. He lived in one of the native settlements, and
-Men as soon as he heard of the calamity at the Fort had
arch at once started for Latona.
1 be "The Factor saw by the determined manner of the
and. iiian that he was in earnest, and learning that he and

vard Jack were old-time enemies, he felt that there was
hirn- better chance of successful pursuit being made by him

re to than by bimself and his officers. They were not
ineet prepared by familiarity with the ways and tacties of
)Utfit the Indians, as this French half-breed was, to cope

with the difficulties of encounter with hostile bands,
and though very anxious to, prosecute the search foit

the lost child they felt that it would be unwise to run
nock- into danger unnecessarily.
id a "Lonor and anxiously they talked over their

schemes and plans, the trails to be followed, the hope

of zaining the object and the compensation to, be
r bis friven Pierre le Jeunne for his help. At last the

,.now terms were agreed upon, Pierre was given a good
A he supply of food and tobacco, and it was agreed that
and the Factor should wait several days until sufficient

His tirne had been given the half-breed to let them know
1 the in some manner whether he had been successful in

his undertakinom.



146 THE WARDEN OF THE PLAINS.

Bidding them good niornincr, for the talk lia(j
lasted throuch the night, Pierre set out, and turne(l

his horse's head toward the south. There was a
determined evil expression on the man's face aç; lie

rode aloncr, while a faint smile of satisfacti 1(-)n(f
ýD 111ýi qs

delayed lincrered about his eyes and mouth. He wïts
in quest of his enemy, and now supported by t1w

stroncr arni of the law lie was at last. to ]ils
revenge.

Keeping a sharp lookoiit for straçr(-rlincr pai-ti(ý,s (À
k1lý ZD ýn ýn

Indians he sped on, coverin(r- inany miles but ineeting
with no adventure durincr the first dav.

On the second day, after fordin(r a river he cro.ssed
the plains until he caine to a stone of a peculiar kin(l

that was lying orr the crrou'nd. Disinounting beslile
it he took some tobacco froin his saddle-ba(r an(J

threw it down near the stolie. This was one of tiiýý
massive nieteorites whieh the Indians are in the liabit
of visiting and offéring sacrifices to. The

îjý having made his offering stood awhile miitterin(r Il»
petitions, askinçr for proteetioii on lus journeý- inil

success iý his mission.

Af teý waiting a few minutes and receiviiig iio
responsèl,,froin the oracle, he remounted and cont-iniied
his -Upon the, fourth da he entereil tile
country of the Blackfoot tribe, and turned. aside tu
visit the Lone Pine. There were many offerings lahl
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at its foot and strewn about on the ground. Pierre

threw down his gifts of tobacco and waited for a

response to his prayer. Presently a low murmur

fell upon his ear, like the sound of distant thunder.
1 He looked upward to the sky, butit was clear. He

seiiiiied the horizon and the low bushes çrrowincr
but could discern nothincr neither human beings

near, ýný
iior animals. In an anguish of superstition he threw

luniself upon the ground, hopeless of success, for there
of scemed to be opposition to him and his mission from

j(r some unknown quarter.

" As he lay motionless the sounds increased. He

pressed his ear close to the ground and listened.

Fear took possession of the half-breed warrior's heart.

He kad oftentimes crone forth to battle without fearýn
nd an(l h-ad returned victorious - but now he was afraid,

liv aii(l not without reason.
bit " Die sound he heard was the dull thud of horses

ked lloofs upon the prairie. He was alone in an enemy's
lus country, and unable to cope with theni should they
1111 prove to be numerous.

ec Graspinom the bridle lie led his horse into theýn
110 t1iickest part of the bush, and there, hidden from view,
.ied he lay and watched the advance of the horsemen.
tile In a few moments a solitar ' y rider dashed past,

to followed at some little distance by several Indians,
ahl who were yelling wildly and shooting at random.
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Pierre recognized some of his friends- anioncr theb
latter, and emerging from his hidinop-place shouteci

callinc them by name. They turned a
to them, ýD
moment, sufficient -to learn who lie - was, and then

continued their pursuit of the solitary horseman

'(As lie dashed past the Lone Pine this rider flunçr
his offering down, and as if inspired by fresh courage

and hope, grasped more firmly a bundle which lay

across his saddle before him. Maintaininc an even,

stead gait, yet one of creat speed, lie succeedecI 111
keepinom in advance of his pursuers.

As darkness fell the Indians slackened their pace,
and at last ceased to follow, and the sound of their

horses' feet being no longer heard, the man left the

trail and sought a safe hidinom-place for the night.

Carefully depositing his burden lie sat down to watch:

lie dare not sleep, althoucyli lie was obliged to rest
C(Before the sun rose in the morningr lie was a(rain

on his journey northward. He saw no sign of his

pursuers, but he knew lie Nvas not safe, so presse(l

onward with all the haste his horse could accomplish.

Through rivers and creeks lie rode heedless of danger.

He was nearing his journey's éýd faint with huncrer,
hard riding and loss of sleep. His horse, too, was

jaded, yet conscious of danger, and hopeful at last of

rest, pressed on without any urcring from his mastui-.
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Il But a few miles and home is gained. Yonder,
looming up on the prairie, are the Fort and houses of

flie village of Latona.

Whiz! whiz. Two bullets in rapid succession
pass the rider, who, at the sound of their coming,

has bent low, leaning forward to protect the bundle
on his knee.

II The lndians have followed, and are on his track.
Madly they ride, fearful of losing their prize. The

blood is trickling down the horse's side and his
strength is well-nigh spent.

Il From, theFort their approach bas been seen and
eaçrer eyes are watching the chase. The pursuers are

(yaining, the pursued is wounded, and evidently inC
,sore straits.

But he wins, and as he dashes into the Fort the
watchers see the bundle on his knee and shout:

< Pierre le Jeunne Pierre le Jeunne He bas
found the child? He bas found the child.

Pierre!.' cried the Factor, as he took his lost and
now restored darling from. the man s outstretehed

arms.

But the faltering words that met him. were not
,spoken by the lips of the French half-breed. It
was Jack Sutherland who reeled and would have
fallen from, his saddle had not rèýady-hands caught
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Iiiiii. They carried Iiiiii into the Factor's rooni at the
Fort, and every care was bestowed upon him, but lie

was wounded to the death. His lips inove. What is
he saying? They bend to listen.

I have saved lier! She is safe! Than- Go(l

The Factor's eyes were dim. The man lie had
doubted, who he believed would revenue so cruellý-

"12 the slight given him, had saved his child from a fate

that was worse than death. And now he was dyinom

his life given for the life of the child. He had pre-

served the peace and happiness of the home of tli(ý

man who bad insuïted him and believed evil of him.

Jack -lingered a day or two before the end caine.

Meanwhile Pierre le Jeunne had returned. It was

toward evening when, opening his eyes and seeiiiçr

his old enemy standing sullen by the door, the

stricken man held out his hand mrith a smile.

She is safe!' he said faintly, and died. The

great soul of the half-breedthe child of the plaiiis,

bad gone to its reward."

Donald left Brisbane a few days later. He never

met Peter Daniels again, but in his eastern honie,

years after, when, surrounded by boys and girls, lie

told them tales of the West, the one most in favor

among them was the story of the Lone Pine and the

rescue of little Annie MacKenzie.,the Faetor's child

by brave Jack Sutherland.
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had

eIIý- NDER the shadow of the Rocky Mýountains the

fate LI wandering tribes of Bloods and Blackfeet

inom roained free and happy in the days of ore.

pre- The prairie gods loo-ed down and smiled upon the

the (Iwellers in the painted lodges, and the smiles

[iiiii. brought peace and plenty to their dusky wards.

iine. Over the prairie lay the huge stones, remnants of the

was niiuhty rock which in the distant past had chased the

Old Man of the Mountains, deterinined to punish hini

the for his cruel ways. The strancrely-shaped trees that

fringed the river, the lonely iiiounds that stood as

The sentinels on the prairie, and these large rocks were

now the stoppincr-places of the prairie gods. To these

sacred relies the pious natives oftentinies repaired,

iever and with earnest supplications made sacrifices to their

LOMel spirit friends.

S, lie Mastwena, an aged warrior, on bended knee

besouo-ht help for his kindred in a time of sorrow.

1 the As lie laid his gifts upon the ground and prepared

ýhiIdI to depart,.there came a voice that spoke of woe in
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the land of the south. Silently he arose and went
toward the lodges, with downeast head and troubled
breast.

It was dark when he entered his lodge, and his

friends saw not the sorrow that clouded his face.

The moments were few which he spent in slumber.

Long before the sun had risen Mastwena left his

couch and sought again the sacred spot. As his

lips parted once more in earnest prayer, the voice

again was heard telling of desolation and woe. With

a heavy heart he left the place of sacrifice and wan-

dered out upon the prairie, dreaming of the coining

sorrow that should visit the people of the plains.

There came no messenger to relieve him of his grief.

The day wore on, and evening found hini acyain

among his people. Four days he repeated his visit

to the Stone of Sacrifice, only to hear the spirit

prophet repeat the revelation so full of mystery and

darkness to his soul.

The lodge fires were burning brightly upon tlie

evening of the fourth day, as with song and dance

the hearts of both young and old were filled witli

joy. The quick beating of the medicine drums told

that the young men were amusing themselves at

some of their native games, and the gambler's lauuh

was occasionally heard as lie gathered in the prizes
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,-ent he had won. In one of the lodges a band of men

bled %nd women were celebrating a tea dance. Half

intoxicated with the large quantities of tea which

his they drank, they were singing and shouting with

uce. savage glee. The old men were relating their war-

ber. like deeds, and the young men were passing jokes

his upon each other. The whole camp indeed was full of
his life, for thev had abundance of food and clothing,

and the prairie gods had smiled upon them, bringing
Vith health and peace to young and old.
van- In the midst of this jollity a younor man, liaggard
aing iind weary, came running slowly into the camp. As

i.in.s. he niade toward the lodge where the aged Mastwena
-rief. f1welt, he fell to the ground from. sheer exhaustion.
gain Mastwena was stancling near, confidently waiting

for the approach of some messenger who should un-
pirit ravel the mystery -of the Stone of Sacrifice, and as

and the young man fell he k nelt beside him, raised him

Mently in his strong arins, and carried him. into his
the lote.

alice He bade his wife and (laughter tend him, andas
%vitil they nursed the young man back to life again, and
told belield the strength and color of youth returninom, they
ýs at rýjoiced exceedingly. 'Mastwena said little but gazed
iuolh often upon the countenance of the young man, and

rizes his eye sparkled as some new thought flAshed upo'n
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his mind. Anxiously he watched and waited to put
questions to the invalid youth, but betrayed no sins
of his uneasiness.

One evening as the old man sat quietly in his lo(lolle,
conversing with his wife and daughters, the patient

looked up as if desirous of speaking.
Speak, younom man," said Mastwena, " our ean,

shall listen patiently to all you have to say-"
The young man, encouraged by the words, said: '-l

am a Cree Indian, and my name is Pekan."

Speak on, I am listening," said Mastwena, for the
chief knew the Cree tongue and understood what the

young man said.

Pekan continued Three weeks' ago 1 lef t -,iiiv
home in the north and came south intendino- to steal

some horses from the Blackfoot camp. Wlien I
reached the Blackfoot country I foùnd the camps so
well guarded that tliere was no chance of crettili(r

what 1 sought. I kept journeying southward in the
hope of finding some camp unprotected, but was
disappointed, and so made up my mind to rettiril
home. I laid myself down to rest, praying to iny

guardian spirit for protection and guidance. The
Sun had risen when 1 prepared to depart, and as 1
looked over the prairie, 1 saw three young men in the

distance ridin(y toward the south. When the ha(IC y
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)Ut rîdden tocrether f or a little while I saw them get off

their horses and kneel down upon the ground. In

front of Îhern was a large stone, and as 1 saw them
ceý kneel and bow their heads, I knew that they were

ent praying to the gods. 1 watched them carefully, and

soon perceived that t -- were young men belonging

ars, to the Blaékfoot tribe. dared not advance, for they

were well armed, so I contented myself with remain-

ing, in my place of safety, sheltered by some brush in

one of the coulees.

the " As the young men were performing their devotions

the a dark eloud passed over the sun, and strange noises

broke out in the air. They arose terror-stricken,
'111v and attempted t6 flee, but found the were chained. -& y

teal to the spot. They beat their horses, but could not

nia-e them stir. The cloud. passed away, and then
So they turned their horses' heads toward the north, to

return home; but an evil spirit had entered the
the aninials, and they fled toward the south. The young
was men tried to throw themselves from their saddles,

tiril but they were hel-d firmly upon thein by some demon
RIV of the air. They prayed and cried for help, but no

The good spirits came to their assistance. Ho'rsès and
as 1 riders rushed wildly into the country of the Crow,
the Gros Ventres and Sioux Indians. 1 followed thém in
ha(l haste, watchinop the frantic and useless efforts of theýn
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young men to, return. A band of Crow Indians out
hunting buffalo crossed their pathway, and as theý.

saw them madly riding, they gazed for a moment
with wild surprise, and then fled. The very animals

that roamed the prairies stood enchanted with the
wonderful vision, and forgot to flee. My heart beat

quickly as I followed them at a distance and watched

their mad flight.

Onward they sped, half drunk with frenzy, ridinçy
here and there among rocks, swamp an-cl brush. Sud-

denly they returned and fell anew before the Stone of

Sacrifice, praying earnest] y for help, and studyinr the

strangely written characters traced upon the roeý-s.

I desired strongly to go and warn them of tlieir

danger, but was sore afraid.

0-ttimes had 1 heard old chiefs tell of the misdee(ls

of the prairie gods, their hatred toward the Indians,

and the terrible injuries they were able to inflict, an(l
to

I dreaded the results of this familiarity with the

spirit-book. Many years ago a Cree chief held inter-

course with the spirits, and was able to do niany

thincrs that no other chief could do. but suddenly he

disappeared froni the camp and no one ever afterward

learned where he had gone. These spirits are m-on-

derful beings, flying where they will and doinom what

they choose. I like not their company or friendship
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Is out When I remembered the strange things performed by

thev the spirits 1 trembled for the safety of the young men.

)rnent one of their number, giving his horse to one of his

limals conirades, advanced to the stone and traced with his

li the fino-er the wonderful writincr which the spirits had

b beat made thereon. Whilst thus - -engaged his whole body

Ltched was seized with tremblinom, weird voices were heard l'n--

the air, the ground shook with-ý-& -violent tremor, and a

ridinçy feeling of helplessness took possession of thét-_-groqý.

Sud- Earth and air were alive with spirits, a grand assembly

one of apparently having taken place. The horses tried týo
nfr the move, but the ground was enchanted, and the moreZ"
rocks. earnestly they strove to detach their feet from the

their soil, the stronomer were they held together.

Suddenly the sky was lighted up with a bright

sdeeds -rlow and the enchantment apparently was at an end.

idians, The riders knelt upon the ground and prayed, and

't, and then reniounted and rode off leisurely southward. I

th the followed them at a distance, anxious to learn what

inter- would be the result qf this conference with the prairie

niany spirits and the visit to the Writin Stones. Huncyry9 C
ýnly he and tired 1 souomht rest and food among a clump of

,rward berr bushes intending, to go on and see the end of

m'on- the vision-for such it seemed to me.
What .(Hov long I slept 1 do not knowso thoroughly

idship exhausted was I., but when 1 awoke the sun was
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shininçr brightly and 1 felt refreshed.
ýj 4-ý :; 1 lialf

reclined, rubbing my eyes, 1 was startled wit1i the
report of several guns at a short distance froni 1ný-.

Rising quietly and makingý my way througli the

brush, my knees smote each other and 11w beart
sank within me as I heard a rustling sound." L)ok-

in(r up with oun in readiness for the approacli of -ii,

enemy, 1 saw my horse galloping off. I had fastene(l

Iiiiii with a lariat to a sinall tree, but, startled b y t1w

report of the guns, he had broken loose, and w,-t,i 110W
making off so swiftly that I was unable to follow aii(l

recover him. There 1 was, afoot and in an encitiý-*s

comitry' with strancre Indians in the near

Arousing myself from the stupor into whicli 1 h,,i(l

fallen, 1 peered through an opening in the brushwooil
and belield the three young, mgr

4" I..%nd their horses fallen

to, the ground. 'Six Indians, whom 1 perceived to bc
Gros Ventres, rode toward the place where theV

lay, and speedily dispatelied thein. Quickly (Iis-

mounting they scalped them, and then rode away

after having taken their o-uns. Evidently they li,-I(l

not perceived my runaway horse, for they came not

to the place where I lay concealed.

" When I found that everything was quiet, 1 care-

fullv followed the brushwood until 1 came neai- the

spot where the bodies of the youncy men lay. TlieyC

1
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Wel-e still warni, but life was extince. Coverincr theinlialf 
'5reverently and prayinçr to the Great Spirit for histhe blessing ýn - .1

1 turned my feet homeward, hoping that 1
mârlit recover my lost horse Four nights was 1 uponthe M % -

ýeart the road without any food and but little rest. Several
tiiiies I fell to the oround and thoucrht that I shouldook- tn

,lie froin sheer weakness, but after much pain andf -Ili , 1
ene(l f<lti,(riie, I reached the top of the hill, from which I

Cý)U1(1 easily see the curling smoke of your lodges.
Li fe w-as of little consequence to me, sio 1 made up my11()w

iiiiii(l to come to this camp, knowinor that ou couldaii(l k«f) y
iiot (1() any more than kill me; and here 1 am, and

lwi-e, too, are the medicine bacrs belonuincr to the'Ille ýn ýn ýn
Y011111(r nien, 1ý saying whieh lie handed Mastwena three

iiie(licine bacrs whieh the Gros Ventres had evidently
overlooked in their hasty fliglit. These the old man(Illen ;n

-it once recounized as belonging to the Blood Indians.to bc ýn 1
Sad, sad was the day when the young nien visitedtheV

the \Vritino- Stones said Mastwena. 1 have told the
piing men of our camps neý-er to go there, as tlieilwav
spirits -cire ancrry with thosie who frequent their

fa\-ored liaunts, but they heed me not. Since 1 wase not
a voting man several of our people have gone there

to consult these writincrs, and evil has always befallencare- ýn q
,i- the our cainps after one of these visits. I have felt afi;aid

ever since 1 learned that the vounç-r men had croncTliey IV ýD tý Il
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from the camp, and now my predictions have proved
to be true."

He bowed his head in silence, while the woniel,

broke out into the death-wail, which, soon spreafi
to the lodges of the relatives of the Young inen.

The young Cree Indian remained in the camp until

he was strong enough to go home, when the age(l

Mastwena gave him a horse and food for the joiiriiey,
wishing him a safe return to the land of his people.

Many years have gone by since the young nien

visited the Writing Stones, but whenever a huntin(r

party is going out from the southern lodges the açre(l

people relate the story of Mastwena and the Cree

youth, and the present generation shun the place

where the prairie spirits write upon the rocks, believ-

ing, as they do, that sorrow, pain, and death will

follow the unhappy transgressor who seeks to solve

the mysteries of the spirit world.
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AKSPINE.
unt*l

age(l HOUGH known only by bis Indian naine,
urney, Akspine was one of the most genial, cultured

Ençrlishmen one could ineét anywhere. He
g men was born and educated in good old Yorkshire,
intimn trained in the faith ' of his fathers, and nursed by

an honest and kind-hearted woman. As he grew
Cree intoti fine, manly lad he attended the village school,
place was enthusiastie in his studies, full of éfîergy and

believ- always ready to help a laine comrade or to, seize any
h Nvill opportunity of doing good. If there was a widow or

Solve an orphan in the village, he was sure to devise some
Scheme to benefit that one, so that he soon became

noted as a helper of the needy.

There was an old Mother Swann in the village who
ek-ed out a precarious living by taking ia-sew-ing.

Yet her poverty did not seem to make the old lady
iiffliappy - she always had a mile and a cheery word

for every passer-by. A small pateh of garden lay
her cottaome, but she knew of no one whom

ýhe could ask to dig it for her: her friends were far
11
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away, and the acquaintances who lived near were, as
poor and as fully occupied as herself. Every even-
ing as she looked at it before retiring to rest çsh,

wondered how to get her pateh of ground made ready
for sowing., In this meditative mood she bent ber
knee and thanked the Lord for all His opooçlnes.,s anfl
love, confessed her sins, prayed earnestly for a deeper
work of grace to be wrought in her heart, and pled

for a continuance. of temporal blessings.

Wearied with toil at the close of a busy day, Mother
Swann was -soon asleep, resting as only the honest'poor
rest who trust in God and are content. Tlie oW

woman was grateful for the mercies given her, an(l
not covetous of those withheld and granted to her%
more prosperous neighbors.

The birds were singing merrily in the early morjj-

ing when she awoke. With a hymn of praise upon
her lips she arose and dressed, read a chapter in the

old Book, and spent a short time in silent devotion.

Drawing the curtain aside from. the window and look-

ing out she was surprised to see that a large portion
of her garden plot had been duc during the niorht.

Whether it had been done b the hand of man or of

angel she k-new not, but it was a glad surprise, aiid
a source of bewilderment as well to the old wonian.

Every morning for a week she saw the work -progress
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--, r e as intil it was finished, but without discovering who

even- were the busy toilers. Some weeks afterwards she

-ýt She learned that a Workers' Club liad been organized

ready at the village school for the purpose of helping poor

it ber women and children. Zest for the work was given

ss anfi bv the feeling that it was done in secret. The lads

leeper foun(l that there was as much pleasure to be derived

1 pled from playing useful pranks as by foolish or cruel

ones. The promoter of this Workers' Club was

lother Akspine.

'-t poor

le old In a miner's shack in Montana a voung man lay on

r, and a group of miners and cowboys bendin over

jo heri, his inanîmate body, rubbing and turning him over on

Iiis face and using every means within their know-
Morjj- ledge to restore life. For a long time their efforts

upon were unavailing , but, unwilling to give up, they con-
in 'the tiniied while there remained a chance of success. At

Votion. lengoth faint signs of returning animation revived
look- their hopes, and redoubling their efforts they were

ortion at last rewarded by his recovery. Theý stranger
niorht. who, liad risked his life to save the child of one of

n or of the settlers on the ranch from drowning had won
se, aiid thé hearts of the miners *and cowboys by his brave
lonian. Pn(Jeavor and pluck: hence no effort was too o-reat
rogress make in order to restore him to life.
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He had approached the river in the dusk of the
evening and paused on the bank seeking a foril. A,ý

he sat his horse, gazing on the wildly rushing strearn,
seeing no spot which might be crossed in safetv, and

wonderinçr what he should do, he heard a screaiii froni

the opposite shore, and saw a woman wrincrin(r lier

hands as she ran down to the river, crying, ý1MV

3 child, my child!
4 To spring to the ground, throw off his coat and

plunge into the turbulent stream was the work of a

moment. The stranger struck out boldly toward the

child as it was beffi'om carried away by the swift cur-

rent. Keepiiig his eye on the tiny bundle, the cour-

ageous swimmer with almost superhuman effort niade

his way toward it, contendincy manfully with the force

of the waters which barred his progress. The few

settlers, attracted by the mother's cries, drew near the

river and watelied with breathless interest the battle

for life*. It was a terrible struggle, and the cowboys.

as they ran along the bank with hair streamino- iii

the wind, their hearts beating in alternate-hope and

fear, wondered whether the inan or the river would

gain the victory. Meanwhile the swimnier had

reached the middle of the stream, and with a few

powerful strokes overtook the precious buiidle.

Graspingjt with a lirm. hold, he turned to the çshore.

M
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of the Anxiolis, praying liearts a wàited him, and willincy, but
rit As powerless, hands were stretched out to -bis aid. But

strearn, the battle was not yet won; the force of the current
,tv, and carried him down, the terror-stricken mother follow-
in froni MOI with her cries. He turned and turned acain, at
in(r lier each attempt winning a few yards nearer the shore,

but bis strength was failing, thouorh he still stru gled9
bravely on. The weight of his now saturated clothes

)at and as well as of the child was dragging him under. Alas 1
r- of a was he to give his life for nouçyht ? Was he to perish

ýard the and not save the child ? Twice he sank, while the
;ift cur- crîes of the woman rent the air. Then as he arose

lie cour- once more to the surface, she sobbed, " Thank God'..
ýrt niade Surely a kind Providence is watching over them and
,he force piding the man among the jutting rocks and crags,
Me few saving him from being dashed upon the great boulders
near the scattered along the bed of thé river. Again he is
ie battle nearino, the shore where men are waiting to grasp
ýoWboys. hini. He sinks again. 0 God' Is it for the last
Ming in time? No! A shout from the people, then one more
iope and brave effort 1 It is the last. He holds the child in
ýr would his arms toward themthe men rush into the roarino,
[ier had ývaters and seize and bear both to the land.

h a few The mother's arms received the babe. It is cold
buiidle. and apparently lifeless, but the women know what

,-ie sliore- to do . they carry it away, apply restoratives, wrap

ý*.à"
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it in warm flannels and rub the little body until the
child breathes, smiles and opens its eyes to the

mother's anxious gaze.

The cowboys carried the ýstranger to the miner',s
shack, and there by rough but kindly methods, anci

with the determination not to desist while there
remained any hope, succeeded, as we have seep, in

restoring the brave hero to life.

One of the men recovered the horse left on the
other side of the river, and begged its owner to

remain among them. He thanked them for their

good-will and kindness, but declined, at the same

time refusing- to take the reward offered hini for so-

risking his life.

As soon as the man was sufficiently recovered he

paid a visit to the humble shack of the settler to see

the child he had saved. As he took it in his arins it

smiled up into his face as though it too would thank

him for a rescued life. The father was profuse in

his gratitude, and the mother, with tears in her eyes,
-- tried to speak, but lier heart was too full for words.

The siranger understood the language of her look-,q,

and valued such expression of her feeling better than

if it had been couched in the finest words ever spo-en.

He bade the grateful parents farewell and rode away

with a glad heart, saying, " 1 have only done my
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il the dutvý" There was no one in tliat settleinent so happy

0 the as Xk-spine.

His career liad been a che(114ered one since the days

iiner',s when lie had orcranized and promoted the Workers'

S, an(I Club among his school-fellows. He had added an

there efficient musical training to his excellent English

ep, iin education. After serving an apprenticeship on one
of the English railroads lie married and went to'

ýn the India, where he became station-master on one of

ier to the lines. Owing to the ill-health of bis wife he

their was obliged to give up that position at the efd of two

same Wears and return to England. A few months later lie

for so followed lier reinains to the grave, and placing his
infant daughter in thÀe care of his wif e's mother hek

ýed he emiurated to the New World, hoping in its new and

to see stirring life to find solace for bis sorrow, as well as

,rins it remuneration for his toil. He bad go-ne first to, the

than- home of a friend in the, western States, where he
use in remained a year. Later we find him the hero of this

r eyes, adventure on the river.

words. 1 After leaving the settler's shack Ak-spine journeyed

looks> northward toward the international boundary line.

ýr than On the way lie enco-untered a camp of Indians, and
Po-en. beinom -ývearied with trav" - stayed to rest, intend-

away ing to, remain with them. only a fe S.

ne my The Indians' lodges were pitched in a t i ff uu il il 3
ýY
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wooded valley. They had plenty of horses aii(l--_
abundance of buffalo meat, and the weather bein(r

cold he concluded to prolong his stay among tliern.
He employed his time teaching the Indians iiiany

useful things, and before he left the camp at tlie en(l
of three months he had made many friends. He left

many specimens of his handiwork as memorials of

his stay with the natives of the Montana plains.
Oftentimes the Indians gathered in the Chief Peta's

lodge, where Akspine was a guest, to wateh his busv

fingers carve dogs, horses, buffalo and moose from

blocks of wood with his knife.

One of the -young men of the camp who Ný-atclie(I

the white man mo't elosely was Yellow Shak-e. He

was deeply interested in the work, asked, that lie

migy-ht learn the art, and proved an apt pupil.

went out from the lodge and returned in a few davsi
bringing an exact and perfect imitation of the m-oi-k

done by Akspine. Betweén these two youiig nien,
though representatives of different races, th * ere spraiig

up a deep attachment, and they became close coiii-

panions. It was during his stay with these people

that Akspine received Sis Indian name, and this

'brought him into still eloser relationship witli the

Indians.

There were sad he,,irts in tlie camp when at tlie
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end of three months Akspine suddenly determined to

,incr leave it and ride farther north. They had learned

ern. to love'hini d-early, and bad hoped to keep him

aný- always with them . but Akspine could not stay, and

enti one fine morning he rode away, into the enemys

left country. Scanning the horizon on all sides, and

S of keeping a sharp lookout for any sign of hostile

'ins. Indians, he bad ridden five days' journey without

ta's encountering a foe or meeting with any adventure.

USY He had slept on the prairie, picketing his horse near,
ýoM and using his saddle for a pillow. At the end of the,

fifth day he drew near a wood whieh skirted one of

lie(l the rivers of the plains. Though appearances indi-

He cated that he was not far from. a white settlement,
lie he yet had to be as careful as though lie were still

out on the lonely prairie. He first cared for and
-IV, si secured bis horse, and then, after eating bis supper

ork of pemmican, lay down to rest at the foot of a ýhel-
.ien, terin çY tree, placing bis gun and revolver close at hand

ang for to lose either of them would be death: and lie
0111- could not' be çi-ure that a sudden ciiiercrency might

)PIe not a7;ise when he should need thein for self-defence.
this The.night was calm. and clear, and Nvith his thoughts
the dwelling on the past and tbe home in the old land,

A-spine fell asleep. He was not far from the settle-
the nient of '- Mackleton, on the banks of the Mavion
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River, but was still within reach of any hostile

Indians who might have an antipathy to the whites.
Akspine slept well until he was roused in the dark-

ness of the early morning by the sharp report -of a
rifle. Grasping his gun he sprang to his feet, luit

could see no one. A second report rang out, followe(l

by a groan. Turning in the direction from whicli

the sound came, he heard a familiar voice utter his

name, and recognized his friend Yellow Snake. Froiii

him he learned that two of the worst renegades iii

the camp had been heard plotting to'slay him an(l

steal his horse and other valuables. Yellow Snake liwl

watched the men, and learning their destination

gone in another direction to the same spot. He liad

kept out of sight, yet knew where they were until lie

had s-een Akspine enter the wood. Noting the place

where the evil-disposed Indians had entered it, he had

approached it at another. When Akspine lay down

to, rest he had crept up quietly and stationed himself

near that he might keep guard and frustrate the

wicked design of the would-be murderers. He kiiew

by the movements of the Indians that they were likelv

to make the attack in the early dawn. His fears

were fully realized. Long before the sun arose lie

made out tývo figures moving stealthily ainong the

trees. Peering through the darkness he saw that
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sti 1 each he'id his crun tightly in his, hand. Yellow Snake

ývatched thein, and as they knelt down to tak-e aim
ark- U the white man sleeping so peaeefully at the foot of
-of a the tree, he raised his rifle and shot one of them dead;
I)IIt a second shot followed, and the other Indian fell to
wed the ground with a groan. While Yellow Snake was

-Ilici, relating all this to Akspine, a bullet whizzed pastýD
his their ears. Grasping their guns they turned them
roiii upon the second Indian, Nvhom they had thought dead.

es iii He was, however, only severely wounded, and had
and sufficient strength to raise his rifle and fire it. A

'11(lid bullet from Yellow Snake's gun finished him, and
had upon examination he found that the men were indeed

liad two of the worst characters in the camp.

Pl lie Akspin-e's gratitude was deep and sincere. He
place took Yellow Snake's hand in his and tried to stammer
e had out his thanks in the little Indian language he had

lown acquired while in the camp, but it was too slow and
Mself too inadequate a medium to express his feelings. He

e the spo-e from. a full heart in his own English speech:
Yellow Snake, you bave indeed been a true friend

ikelv to me. Never can I repay vou for your kindness and
fears devotion. You have come a lono«"w- ay to protect meýD
3e lie from'these men, and if you had not done so I should

the have been killed. What can I do to pay you for it
that ýeTell me and I will gladly doL-it-'-' 41
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Yellow Snake looked into Akspine's eyes as tliey
shone with gratitude and love, and -although lie (li(l

not understand a word the white man had spoken, lie

gathered their import from his expression. A gleïim

of satisfaction was in his eyeg and his face inet

Akspine's in its joy, as he answered in a few wor(ls:

" You are a stranger and a good man," he sai(l: " 1

learned it from your life in our camp, and 1 love ý-0II

as a brother. Let me go with you and I will be your

companion and help you all I can. 1 have only done

my duty."

Akspine and his friend carried the bodies of tlie

slain Indians to the river bank, and fastenin(y stoiies

to the feet cast them in. They then spent some t1ine

searching for the horses that had belonged to tlie

Indians, and when they found them, led them to tlie

bank of the river and shot them there that tlie

carcases might fall into the stream. Having disposed

of all belonging to their foes, the friends crossed tlie

river, and before setting out-upon their day'sjournev,

ate their inorning meal with gratitude in their liearts-

to the Great Spirit for having preserved their lives.

The-sun was high in the heavens before they m-ere

on their way northward, but by hard riding they

reached a camp of the Blaclçfoot Indians before niglit

fell. They found the lodge of Button Chief, mIo
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lIeý- received them kindly and treated thein with his

accustorned hospitality, asking that they would make
lie his lodge their hoine. The travellers, being tired,
Ici M were allowed to rest, and although the news spread

rapidly among the lodcres that a white stranger had

come to stay with thein, and yoiinçr and old were

eao-er to see hiln and learn the import of his visit, none
%'Ou approached. Even the ý7ounç-rest showed no signs of
our impatience. In such manner the Indians are tauclit
one to suppress their emotions, and never to betray

surprise, joy or fear.
die ge Upon the following day the chief (r,-tN-e a feast in
ýIICIS honor of his guests, and invited to it the other ehiefs

iine anci. soldiers of the tribe. The crier stood outside the
flie loilore door and called thein to corne to the feast givenip C

'ille by the chief. The- invitation inet with a hearty
tlie i-esponse, and a large party soon filled the lodge. The
ýsed choicest pieces of buffalo ineatwere placed before the
tlie (ruests, and they were f criven an abundance of tea. The

pipes were filled again and again, and passed froni

one to another of the coinpany until they appeared

to, be on fire, yet the pipes were filled again. When
ýere these were smoked less vigorous1y the conversation

ýeVw beoran in ear4est.

An interpreter was fouiid iii the cainp to repeat iii

the ears of the people all that the white stranger had
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to tell them. This man had spent some time ainong
the whites, having been taken in hand to be educate(l

by a merchant, but unable to remain away lie ha(l
come back to find a home with his own people. He

could understand all that Akspine said, and repeate(l
it to the listening chiefs in their own tongue.

Akspine related many scenes of his life in the 01(l
World, and astonished them beyond measure as lie

told of the wonders of the sea, and the mighty vessels

which crossed the ocean and plied upon ýthe rivers
and lakes; of the large stone and i'ron buildings in
the towns and cities - of the tens of thousands of
people, and finally, of a visit to Windsor Citistle.

The " Great Mother " is to the natives of the nortli-

western prairies the greatest ainong the chief inen

and women of the earth, a fact which is all the niore

singular when we remember the opinion generally

held by the Indians on the inferiority'of women: . An

aged warrior named White Calf had listened atten-

tively, making no comment until Akspine told of

the ships of ircpn- m"'anned by more than a 11undred

sailors and sai.ling across the ocean. Then- he arose,

and utter'ing a grunt of dissent and dissatisfaction,

exclaimed :
It is a lie,'. No one could do that. This white

man is a medicine-man who has comé to steal away
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ong tlie lieart* of the peopie, and if you listen to, him lie

Ited ývIIl niake you believe whatever lie tells you." Say-

had ing whieh lie departed, leavincr the company doubtful

He wlietlier to be amused or shocked.

Lted The hours fled rapidly by as A-Spine continued his

won(lerful. tales of the white men and the strange

Old land in whieh they dwelt. The interest increased as

lie lie related them, and thouolh lie was weary and would

sels irla(Ilv have ceased the intense eagerness of the
"ers Indians as they sat with eyes riveted upon him,

in (Irinking in his words with breathless excitement,
Of made it impossible for Iiim to refuse to gratify them.

It was nearly midnight ' whén they departed to their

own lodges, and Akspine was permitted to retire. He

iien liad nothincr to fear from the worst renegade in the

ore camp, knowinor that lie was perfeétly safe under the

L11y protection of the aged chief in whose lodge he dwelt.

An Tlie Indians returned the following day, eager to hear

en- itiore of the stories that had been related on the

of previous night.. This continued for seveial nights,
red and tliere was yet no abatement of interest.

On the seventh night an unusually large company

on, liad assembled to hear Akspine recite the tales of the

white men. The pipe was filled 'and passed around,
Àte Liiell Button Chief turned to his guïest and said

'ay " Tell us the story of the lýlaster."
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In a lower tone of voice than usual Akspilip
obeyed.

Many years ago, when 1 was a boy, as 1 sat on the

floor by my mother while she worked she told nie of_
a time long past. It is a story of a company of mei,

who bade farewell to their homes, their wives, Chil-
dren and friends, and went upon a journey across the

sea. They hoped to niake large sums of monev

there, and return to their native land to liý-e iii

contentment all their days. The voyage was loiiçr

and the vessel thatbore theni did not return for two

years. The captain of the ship then brouc-rht, wor(l

that hel had left his p'assengers ln ,ood healffi aiid

excellent spirits, and the prospects of success on tbe

island where he had landed thein were crood. Sev-

eral years passed by and no word was received froin

any of the company. Intense anxiety was felt among

their friends' and although many efforts were made

to learn something of their fate, none were successful.

All hope of lever hearinom from theni again liad well-

nigh passed away, the wives and mothers alone

elin('ring to thé belief that they would one day sec

or hear fr'oin their lbvedones.

In the earl *inter there caine a rich stranger toy
the country from which the -coinpany of men liai-1

sailed so many years before. The strangers honw
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Lksplnp ivas far distant, but he seemed to enter into and
svmPathize heartily with all the schemes for the

on the welfare of the people of the land. As he went in
nie of- and out ai-nong them lie soon learned of the long

À Men absence of the adventur'ers. He talked to the women,
ýSý Chil- who were still sorrowino- for their husbands and sons.ýD

-O'Ss the Day after da ' v lie listened to the story and sympa-
111011eV thized with their grief. Often after lie had been in

1iý-e in the houses of the poor, sums of money were found
S 1011(f whei-e lie had left theiri in order that they might be
or two used for the purpose oý providing the needed food
b wor(l and elothing.

di and In the sprinu a larcre vessel came into the harbor.
on tbe The people flocked in numbers to see it, thinking it

Sev- might bring some intelligence of the lost ones but it
1 froin broucrht no tidings. The sailors in the vessel had
aniong been hired for a long voyage, and had brought heraround to take her owner on bomade ard from that port.
-léessful. In a few days the stately stranger embarked. He
1 well- examined the machinery and O*eneral appointments ofr ýn

alone the vessel, and when he had satisfied himself upon
ay ýSee her fitness for the expedition, lie announeed that

within a few hours they were to set sail for a distant
iger to island.

,in liad The moon was shininçr brightly as the fine ship
hom(! left the landing, the rich stranorer standing on her

12
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clec'k- and looking kindl upon the large nuiii4j, fýn y eIý
people who had come down to see hini deliai-t. il,
after years many of thern reniembered tlie k-ili(j
words he had spoken to the woinen and chil(Ireii.

week- later they learned that the ship had been billit

by the express order of the stranger, -and tl)e
and crew enciraged to oro in search of the men wlioe" e7ý
were supposed to have been lost so iniany years before.

Love and sympathy bad kept the, stranger fi-oiii
making his purpose kno-vn. He liad set %bout bis

important mission quietly that lie inight not îtrouse

hope too soon in the people's ininds, as weil to
avoid the overwheliiiiiig-expressiori of their gratitu(le

which any hint of his intentions would cert-tlnl.ý-
have excited. He was a nuan of few wOrds, an(l iii.-iiiv

deeds.
&C Two years passed without any tidings of tlif,

stranger, wlien one day flie whole town was ,,twak--

ened by the shouts of inany voices froin a vesý,eI lit
the harbor. The people ran to the landing

were soon crowdin(-r one another to look on the baiid
of aged men wlio 'toô'd tocrether on the deck of flie

vessel. As she drew near the landing they scanne(l

the faces of the passengers, and as one and fliei-i

another recqgnized a friend or lon1cy-mour-ned loved

one, a shouf of jovous welconie rent the air. Meil.
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141, of wornen and children rushed on the dec- and threw
11, their arms'around the nec-.s of the old iiien, weeping

for joy as they repeated their nanies.

So long absent, oriven up for dead and now restored

so Silddenly and unexpectedly, the scene was one to

touclitheheartof thehardest. Theinhabitantsof the
eil w1lo town wept as they saw the joy of the woinen and

; 1-w fore. heard their cries of " Father! Brother On that
Ir f roi Il morning the axe and spade were thrown aside, men
)011t lus forcrot to labor in the conimon joy. Few found time

to rest or eat as they g,-.tthered around the lost ones
;I's to tluit were found, and eacrerly inquired the cause of

their loncr absence froiii hSile.ýP
t&Tliey had reaclied their destination safely and

L(l im-111v witliout delay had becrun their labors. They were

'ýiopefu1 and their hearts were light. Matters had
of flie gone well with them for a year or two: then a

rebellion broke out in the land, they became impli-
'esSel lit cated, and it ended badly for them, the resuLt beinçr
1111dre'L' - ýP

tliat they suffered loss and were imprisoned for life.
le 1);1ild - The long weary years whieh followed oppressed

Of flie their spirits, and losincr all hope of ever returning to,
scanned their homes or their loved ones again, they longed for

d fliel-1 death to release them from the heavy burden of
d loved hopelessness and despair. Several of théir number,
% Meil. wlable to endure, liad sunk beneath the weight of
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and the effects of the close confinemen story

sorro and
were borne to their last resting-place in a strançye had

land, the sighs and groans of their comrades follow- strari
ing them to the grave. the 1

But help was at hand, thouuh they knew it not. aroui

One day a statel form entered the prison. Withy
sympathetic countenance he inquired into their cir- ()f til

cumstances and listened to their story. A few davs whei

later the prison was again visitéïd hy the guard, who, niuh

bidding the remaining membèrs of the party follow Whe

him, escorted them to a vessel ly-ing in the harbor and

IN near. Soon the sails were set and they were honie- shed

ward bound ; but not until they were two * days at A

sea did they learn the price that had been paid for the

their freedom. ever

The stately stranger first offered the whole of his

immense fortune for their relea-se. This was reftisefl the

but when he added to the vast sum his own personal Whi

service, his sacrifice was accepted. Rather than -Aloi

leave the'à-ued men to perish in prison in a strange and

land, lie had sold himself into slavery, resolviiiçr to bre,

live and work as a slave in a foreign country that for

others might be free and return to their homes. The fice-

captain said the only message the stranger 'had given basý

him to deliver were the words, 'Love one another aro,

The inhabitants of the town when they heard tht. -stol
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story told by-the aged men, remembered the man who

had a smile and a kind word for everyone, the

stranger who had sailed his ship from their port to

the distant land. As the mothers and fathers sat

around their cottage hearths in the winter evenings.,

th happy in each other's presence, they related the story
()f die man who had sold himself for them, and always

when they assembled in the morning or retired at

10) C ýD night they repeated the message 'Love one another''

)w When they.spoke of hirn they called him 'Master,'

ýor and seldom made mention of his name without

le- shedding tearà of gratitude for his love."

at Akspine's faceshon"s - he continued his story, and

'or the eager listenersbent forwàtl-fliat they might catch

every word that fell from his lips.
li-S "-The Master," continued Akspine, " worked hard in

cfIl the service of the king, but he only lived for one year.
ial When he lay upon his death-bed and stran crers gathered
an ---around him, he elosed his eyes ; then whispering softly

and tenderly the words, ' Love one another.' he gently
to breathed his life away. The inhabitants of the town
lat for whose exiles he had given his life raised a magni-'

'he ficent pillar to his memory, and inscribed upon its
ren bue this simple phrase,- and as the childr4n gather

around it in the long summer evenings they repeat the

story of the Master, concluding ever with the words,
'Love one another I y y> 1
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As Ak.,spine"concluded Iiis tale the Indians looke(l at
each other and in hushed tones repeated tlie words. tilli(

Love one anoth er .?
Deep thoucrht was on every brow in that In(lian atl

lodge. Not a word was spoken. Each one arose, afi(J opret
gliding- silentl out went homeward think-intr of the -Seci

meaning of the simple message and the story of that rite
wonderful life. ,eh

Night after night the lodge was filled with anxl()US 11PC
listeners to hear again the story of the Master. Over l)oý
and over again they said, "- Tell us the story of the hisý
Master and as they repeated it fo the women and

children they said, 'I' Wonderful Wonderful lai]
Soork upon every lip and in ever heart the sweet aný

cominaand, «'Love one anoth-er' was found. The hii
noisy brawls formèrl common to, the camp ceased. àby

The petty jealousies, the immorality, the love of W(
V war passed away before the influence of the crentle su

teachino, of this tale amonu the -red men. There was in
no longer cause for strife in the contemplation of he
this blessed life. si

When their -time came, and one and anotlier -of
the aged men and women of the camps died, while Y(
fiiends gathered around their bed they looked up intQ M
the dusky faces and with their last bréàth whispe.red al
faintly, Love one another! ti
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Akspiné kad not forgg-otten his music, and often-

tinies sat in the loriges and played and sang sweet

-ýonçr.s to the chiefs and warriors while the people

in qratliered without to listen. His influence became very
1(j (rreat in the c=ps. He was initiated into some of the

societies and learned man ' y of the mysterious
at rite,-sof the people. He entered heartily into their

selieines for improvement, and was always consulted
us iipon important questions, the chiefs recogniziug the

er I)ower of hiç..ý intellect, his courage and the purity of
lie hisý- life.
id 1 He soon became thoroughly fainiliar with t he

lanullaze of the tribe and could converse in it upon
"et any subject. Young and old were strongly drawn to,
'lie him. Re became as one of thejnselves, thiuking
d. àbout the same things, engacring in the same kind of
of work. It was. impossible r hini to remain long in
tle .9ueli intimate relationship the people without forni--

inir some attachment mor sacred than others, though
of lie loved Yellow Sna as a brother and Yellow

S-nake was always true to, him.
-of The tribe was noted- for its many beautiful maidens,
iile young women of çréntle, pleasi-no, manneris mi odest and

lito neat, and it was not possible that such should fail to,
red attract the notice of the white stranger. Dressed in

their native garb they were- coniely and attractive, and
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some of thern slyly added a little more paint to their the
faces or a few more ornaments to their hair wlien

they knew they were likely to pass the lodge where from
Akspine dwelt.

In this lodge there was a lovely maiden of fourteen of be
winters who sat entranced for hours while Akspine or th

played oWhis flute, or sang the plaintive songs of his was i
native land., or who listened absorbed while he repeated luoril
the oft-told tales -to the wondering natives. The

maiden hung upon his words as a true worshippen flowi
yet she never spoke to, him nor showed by look or her i

act that his words conveyed any meaning to her AI
ears. She mfas only one of her father's cliattels, to be hair

disposed «of as he wished. True, her father loved was
her, but she was onl a girl, and in the Indian cainp old

that meant in valu7a few horses, more or less, accord-, strai
ing to her good looks. the 1

Unconsciousl she trimmed her long black hair-- ity
neatly, painted her face and the parting of the hair, of t'

4f, arranged the necklace of bears claws about lier wit

graceful throat, or the rings on her fingers, the bracelets valu

of brass wire on her wrisfs, and the pretty beaded hors

mowasins on her tiny feet. Her dress was, made,,, of tion

the antelope skin well dressed and Whité,ýashioned- by

as a wide-flowing gown', with ê' holes ýfor sleeves, A'4-
the top anc1--bý;ttom neatly- ýýrned with the teeth of UN
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ir the antelope and bear. A wide belt, to whieh m-ras

n attac-hed a piece of steel procured by the Indians

-e from the traders, was fastened about her waist. Her

linibs from the knees downward were elothed in a pair

n of beautifully embroidered leggings. Natoatchistaki,

e or the Rabbit woman, the daughter of Button Chief,

8 was one'of the beauties of the Indian camp. Every
ýd morning she went to the river and _ performed her

ýe ibliitions. In the sunimer she swam across the swiftly

flowing stream, and sported in the waters, as if in
)r her native element.
Ir Akspine' looked upon the maiden with the dark
)e hair and eyes, but said no word of love to her; he

was elent, though his heart bade him speak. The

P old chief behelâ with satisfaction that the white

stranger was suffering; he knew well what caused

the failing appetite, the listless action and unrest.
ir it is eustoinary among the Indians for the father

of the young man who desires a wife to negotiate

with the father of the maiden, and'for a certain
bs valuation, averaging from two * to eight or ten
ýd horses, to be placed upon her. After these negotia-
)f tions are completed the sale or marnâg-e is ended

d- by a season of festivities.

Akspiùe had no'weal * th and no friend to niake

armngements for him, yýt -Wwas a-nxious to obtain

-1 *ý>
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the a iden for his wife. The chief watched A-spine the 1

with a loving eye, and seeing his wishý said M besty
friend, you are a stran".ér among us. You bave

endeared yourself t,6-us your words and aetions, C is

and we have learned to love you. You have healed whei

our sick people and taught the children. Since von

have come among us my people have been more con. shal]

tented and happy than they have been for years. We Witt

cannot repay you for the kindness and courage vou hav(

have always shown, and although we belon(r to a -A

different race we can see that the hearts of all men let i

are the same. The Great Spirit made us all. We the

now wish you to become one of ourselves. You have was
"X

learned our lanoruage and know some of the eustoilis trol

and mysteries of our religion and our secret societies, no C

but we wish you to forget your own people and live that

always with us, to make your home here and elaim

us as your people. We cannot give you inueli we He

cannot tell you of wonderful things, or show vou the

kit. such great works as you have seen among your own and

people, but we have glorious records of brave men, He

heroes who belong to us and who for the love tliev hea

bore their country and their people laid down their

lives with their faces to the foe, singin4 their death-
> sonom as the saw death approachinom they

We have decided in the couneil of the chiefs tliat adj



i

À K S P EN* E. 187

the bravest should 'give you the daughter he loves

y best fora wife. There is not one in the 'camp t-0

>e podfor you. I now offer you my daughter Natoat-

c is'a i. Take her and let her build you a lodge

ýd where you may dwell in peace. My heart is sad in

losing her, for I love, her above all the others, but I

shall go often to your lodge and there 1 shall talk

with you. Take her. She is yours. That is all I

)U have to say."

a _Aqý the chief finished, Akspine raised -his head and

7ýn let it fall in token of acquiescence in- the decision, tlién

ýe the brave old man arose and left his lodge. Hîs heart

Ve was full, but he would not allow his emotions to con-

lis trol him. He walked away dignified and silent, and

es, no one meeting him. could have told from his manner

Ve that anything unusual had -occurred.-

When Akspine looked up the lodge was empty.

He remained alonë in deep meditation, pondering over

ou the step which was to sever him -from. his kindred

ýVII and unite him forever with the Indians of the plains.

en, He felt compelled to, listen to the eloquence of his

ýeV heart, and after a short strugrgle he decided to obey

eir its dictates.

th- This decision made, and his heart lightened of

the burden of doubt, Akspine went -out into the

iat adjoining bluffs where he could listen to the songs
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of the birds and gather courage to meet the new

life. Darkness had fallen before he returned to the Cam
lodge. When he sought his, accustomed place, the day

other occupants turned their eyes on him, but no thoi
word was spoken. Four days passed, during -ý,vhich Pom

no reference was 'made to, the conversation that had he 1
taken place, but on the fifth evening a merry orroup chi(

assembled in the chief's lodcre. The women in the Ak
camp had prepared many dainties; the best food was wai

provided, venison and buffalo tongues Nvere freely

given, and ýthe oruests ate eagerly of the good things. she
<17 0, -the rejoicinçrIt was a marriage feast indeed. Amicl he

and feasting many gorifts were bestowed; then the Spr
young -men and maidens *gathered outside the lodge as In(
the bride and bridegroom were escorted from the' see
houle of the old chief to a lodge that had been lately les

an dsomely furnished. Here, after inany
built d han

exprpssions of ood-will, the company separated, each9
retràeing his steps to his own lodge. wa

Thus were Akspi-ne and Natoatchistaki married in

the Indian fashion, their courtship coming after inar- au

riage a reversa1 of the method of the white men. In

many cases the plan works well, but in the instances he

where nb courtship 'follows, there is bitter enmity,

slave' and at last rejection. Akspine and his Indianry
bride, however, loved each other devotedly, and were hE

happy.
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ýW After -the first few da * s had lapsed, their friends
,he came -to call upon them in their own- lod ge. As- the

.he days passed the influence of the white man increased,
no though some of the young men were jealous of the
ich power he wielded over the tnibe. Within a short time

iad he had- attained the highest position and been made a
up chief. While sitting in the couneil of the chiefs

the Akspine -listened attentively, offéred no advice, but
,ýýa-s waited until all the others had spoken, then in a few

ýelv clear décisive Words he unravelled the difficulty,
showing by his ability to settle knutty questions that

n gr he was possessed of superior -wisdom. His fanie
the spread rapidly beyond his own tribe, and many

as Indians belonginom to, other camps were anxious to,
the see him, but he was guarded elosely by his people
ýe1v lestbarm. should coine to, him or an enemy attack
my

,ach The power of thé' tribe grew.- When drawn into,

war they conquered, but the wise counsels of Akspine
'l in enabled them often to avert it without losing lionor
ýiar- among the nations. Peace and contentment reighed,

In in the camps, the herds of horses multiplied, and the
ices health of the people was good.
lity, With a grave an& dignified air the white chief
lianl., strodethrough the camp, calling at a favorite lodge

here and there to consult with the wise men on
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matters affecting the welfare of the tril)e. At siich
tinies the children ran to him for the kind wor(l or

d' 5-7ý smile that was always ready for them.

Akspine's lodge became the resort of all whowere
in trouble. The sick sought his advice, the chiefs

to consult him,
came the young men resorted to hiti,
for encouragement, and when domestic trotibles

divided members of the same family, it was to
Akspine's lodge they came to have the diffiefflty

settled and the wounds healed. The young chief's wise
rule indeed rested like a benediction upon all classes.

ry- Wherever he went, peace followed his footsteps.
Several years were spent in thus influencing others

14 1 for good, and the white chief was happy in die
possession of such power over the people.

Early one morning during the fall of the year

Akspine started on a trip to the mountains, accom-

panied by one of his friends, expecting to be aUsent
gel,, four or five days He chatted freely with his com-

panion as he passed the lodges on his way throiiçyh

the camps, giving a word of counsel here and a gentle

reproof there. The people smiled m he greeted theni

at the doors of the lodges, and prayed. for success in

his enterprise in the mountains.

Five days passed quickly, but Akspine did not

return. Nio fears, though, were entertained for his
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sileh sa-fety, but when two more days had *eome and gone

.(I or without bringing tidings of him, the people grew

,inxious, and runners were sent to discover the cause

were of his prolonge(l absence. Day after day the search

hiefs was continued, but without success.

hiiii AU hope of learning anything of their beloved chief

.1bles had well-nigh fled froin the hearts of the people when

s to ,su(Idenly the wail for the dead fell upon their ears.

'ýb IlItv Pie woinen rushed froin the lodges and looked in the

Wise (lirectionfrom which the sound came. A travaille

Lsses. drawn by a s'ing-ItL horse was seen approaching slowly,

tePs. led by two young men, who bowed their heads as they

thers uttered the sad wa*il.

1 die The forenjost of the young men was Yellow Snake,

tlie bosoin friend of Akspine. Faithful to, the last, he

year had not given up the search for his friend until he

Com- had tracked the footprints of his horse to a crossing

*ent tliat wâs deep and treacherous. Here the footprints

com- ha(I en(led, but Yellow Snake followed the-stream, still

011(Yh ýearchincr until it -entereçl a lake. Straightwà-y he

'entle Plunged into the élear water and after diving many

theni times he at last found the reinains of Akspine and his

I/ss in 'Conipanion. He brought the bodies to -the shore and

left them until he procured a travaille on which to

1 not convev them to the camp.

r his Men, women and children gathered around th(ý



192 THE WARDEN OF'THE PLAINS.
%Yï

- r:z
travaille,weeping bitterly. They carried Akspine

his lodge, wrapped him in his chief's garments, and
then in solemn state they bore him to a lofty

nence beyond the camp. On this height a warrior'.s
lodge was built, and the body of the gréat white

chief Akspine, was placed within it. He was sur-

rounded by all the insignia of his office and securely

guarded by his people's love. There at the close of

day the women gathered to mourn, and as they lifted

their faces heavenwardreiterated in the plaintive

cadences of -grief the cry, &'Akspine'. Akspinel.
and

Many years have gone by, yet on the hill young
ered

and -;ôld meet at eventide to repeat the story of the
and

white chief who told them of the Master and taught
gene

them. always to say, Love one another
lon(f
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OLD G LAD.

CHAPTER 1. ,

SMALL company of men were sitting about

a camp-fire -on the prairie, epjoyiýig their

pipes and chatting. They were àll trappers

and traders. Theïr deerskin coats, with embroid-

ered bands and fringed shoulders, were tanned soft;m
and soiled from constant wear. The beaded leggings

generally worn by the half-breeds were replaced by

lonçr boots that reached to, the knee; their cartridge

belts were well filled, the stocks of their revolvers

bri(rht, and the knife stuck in the beaded orleathern

sheath was sharp and keen.

The men -were typical specimen's of the claas of

hardy, honest, true-hearted hunters, who held a pro-

prietary right over the prairies second only to those

of the aboria-inal possessors. Having no newspapers

and but few letters or correspondence with the more

civilized world, and therefore scant means of obtain-

inçy, news of events which serve as topies of conversa-

tion to, men nearer the centres of civilization, they
13 w
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talked of old times repeated stories they had heard he ha

or recounted the adveiitures and experiences that had Cree

fallen into their own lives or surroundings. lie h

Long practice in the art of story-telling had rnacle no SI
some of them. excellent i hi.

-aconteurs, and though the s ai

style and diction in whieh the stories were couched iliffer

might not bear criticism from the standpoint of 01(

lkerary perfection, they had the charm of being thev

personal recollections, veritable history, and al.so of to Uç

being told in the vernacular most intelligible to the
listeners. trvin

Wall boys, Fve been down to bed-rock many a hear

time but you bet I never came so near givin' in iny snow

checks as in the year.-of the bio, snow. It wus the to th

worst year for cold and sickness we ever had in the won

country." pemi

The speaker was Old Glad, the famous hunter an(l with

trapper. Several of the men, with their long unkemPt

hair, presented a wild appearance, but the speaker the

had a soft, sweet voice and a mild expression of face. whit

This gentle tone gave a dignity to the peculiar like
phraseology him

-of the West. Old Glad had come as

lad from. the shores of the St. Lawrence, and had been turn

for several years in the employ of the Hudson's Bay seat41-M
Company. Pl

Following the custom. of that honorable corporation
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he had taken to wife one of the Indian women of the

Cree tribe, and had been happy and content with her.

lie had a number of sons and daughters who were

no small comfort and help to, their mother during

his absence on buffalo hunts or while working at the

ilifferent trading pests in the country.

Old Glad was a favorite among his conirades, and

thev leaned forward that night by the fire to listen

to his tale of the by-gone days.

"In my old shanty up in the mouritains, I wus

trvin' to live through the hard tiines, huntin' some

hear an' deer, an' eatin' whatever I could get. The

snow wus deep an' it wus terrible cold, but 1 ses

to the old woman, ' There's no use grumblin', fur that

won't bring in buffalo meat.' - We lied a few sacks of

pemmican an' berries, bnt that couldn't last long

with so many mouths to fill.
&C Wall, late one night, an' it wus bittei- cold, I heard

the door open, an' lookin' up from. the fire I saw a

white man come in. He Nxus half naked, an' I diýwt
like his looks; he liad a kind o' skeered look about

him that wasn't much in his favor. But 1 couldn't

turn him out on such a cold night, so 1 giv' him a

seat by the fire an' my woman made him. some
Mpper.

' He had little to, say, and the poor dog eat what
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wus nrade for hiin as if he had been starved f ur a ar

whole month. He stayed with us fur three or four He

weeks, an,' it wur while he wus with us, one ornv get

wee uns took sick. She wur the best o' the house an

an we grudued losin' her. The stranger 'd conie to
her hammock an' sit down an' begin to coo to her, an' lool

the wee un 'd open- het eyes an'a bit of a smile wud beli

come to, her face. cc

«'Arter a while he wud sing to, her-some queer whi
the wee un wu he'(

songs they wur-an d try to follow
him, though she wur so sick she couldn't holcl up her in

head. Wall, she kept gettin'worse, an' 1 made up tho

niy mind there wus no chance fur her. an

Some years aforeone o my little folks wur sick wu

just like wee ian, an' a doctor come along our way

an gave us some medicine that cured him, an' he opet

wrote a perseription on a piece o' paper an' told us if an

any o' the children wus taken sick again, if we sent sin

to, Bennivale, where he lived, if he couldn't coine sh(

himself , h e would send medicine to, help -us. hei

4, "Wall, this nicrht 1 walked up an' down wishin' I
N
.,tee, cou1 d go, but I couldn't leave my folk, an' it wus jh(

blowin' an' snowin' so- as no man could ha' found his stc

way to, Bennivale. It wur on the Missouri River,ý dû

moren two hundred miles away. do

1 looked at the paper over an' over again, an'
ei4 sitf wishéd I could go. 1 wus walkin' an' lookin' at wee

M
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N'arï ail' then at iny woinan, ail' then at the stranger.

He said his naine wus Bill, and that wus all 1 could

get from him, so I sometimes called him -'Prairie Bill'

any sometimes 'Wanderin' Willie.'

Wall, I sat down in the old chair, an' I saw Bill

lookin' at wee Nan very seiious like, an', wud you

believe it, comrades, there wus tears in his eyes.
cc That night 1 wus gettin' some wood fur the fire

when 1 saw Bill ridin' off on his horse, an' I thought

he'd got tired an' wus goin' to some o' the shanties

in the mountains, 'r mebbe to the Indian camp. I

thought it queer he should go away in that fashion

an) never tell me where he wus goin', but of course it

wus none o > my business, so 1 said nothin'.

Wall, the storni got worse, and wee Nan didn't
Olet any better. 1 sat beside her nicrht after night,

an'the wee thing kept singin'the songs Bill had been

singin'. It wus queer, fur though she wus very sick,
she would keep cooin'like Bill, an' then she wud close

her eyes an' keep dosin'.

We tried the rnedicines tÙè Indians gave us, but

S ;-,,they 'didn't - d> Iler no gpod. Often I wished the

S storm Wàuld -stop, aüa Î near made rup my mind a

dozen times that Fd ' to Bennivale an' see the

doctor anyway.

The days an' nights went by slow, an' as I wus

sittin'by the little un the door opened an' in, come-Bill,
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an without ýay1n a word, jest as if hed gone out 0

the door an' come right back, lie put his han(l in his that
Jl badpocket, an' pulls out a parcel. o'powders an' criv'theiii'

to me. It was the doctor's writin', an' 1 knew it. bât

i He put a letter along with the medicine, an' this is
1 always carries this letter with nie

what lie said, fur Nai

-,Çv-herever I go
besDeax Mr. Glad'-ye see, lie called me by my ol(l
pai

name o' the mountains, which 1 like best, fur it keep--8

me in mind o' the prairies an'the foot-hills. 1 can't stn

speak it in the fine style lie writes in but Vll rea(l it ke]

like our talk o' the prairie.

Here's what lie ses: e Dear Mr. Glad, a stran(rer nel

tb
nanied Bill lias just returned sufferin' with exposure,

an
an'he has just informed nie that one o'your childreii is

very sick a little girl. Froin all the fac"s o'tlie, case,
wl

whicli 1 wus able to gather from -yer friend, 1 aiii able

to send you some medicine which - 1 feel sure will
th

restore lier. Mix the powders accordin' to directions.

Whenever you come this way, bring me a few furs,
tN

î and I will pay you fur them. Iwant some goo(i
w

beaver skins. Your friend Bill is a rare chap. He
t(î J

ýj11 I AI has had an excellent edîéàtion, and has seen better
el days. You can't go wrong in trustin' that fellow. 9

si
V He is sharp, clever an queer.

0& Sincerely yours,
Tom. KETSON, M.D.
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Oic Comrades, as-1 read the letter I looked up ani saw
that Bill wus pretty sick. He had suffered pretty

bad from cold an'hunger, an' was a good deal frost-
bitten.
ié It wasn't long afore we fixed the powders for wee
,Nan, an' got Bill in g ood sh-ape, but he wus very bad.

" Wall, the- wee thing began to, mend.- an' Bill, lyin'
beside the fire, thoü h he couldn't speak much fur
pain, wuéI_ý-sing. a wee song, and cooto her-the
stranger an' the wee un wur like lovers, an' they both
kep' gettin' better.

After a time wee Nan got round again, but Bill
never got over his long ride, fiir it left a bad cough

that settled on «Iàs lungs, an' lie 10-st half o' one foot
ani some toes off the other.

" Wall, last summer I went back to the. old shanty
wliere I used to live, to fix the fence round Nan's
grave, fur ye remember, comrades, that she left ws
three years ago, an' we buried-her beside the shanty.
As 1 wus fixin' the fence, I saw a man walkin' with
two sticks, an' he wus comin' to the shanty. 1 wus a
wee bit suspicious, an' I stepped aside into the bush

to s4if he wur - after- mischief. He corne up to the
grave, an'. knéeled dow'n beside it, an' then he took
some flowérs -roses an' the like-an' planted them
on the grave. 1 waited fur a lonom time till I saw
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him wander off, an' then I come -down an' finishefl they

my job.
I saw him. go to one of the coulees, an' there I

found bis shanty. I dropt in to get somethin' to eat, wasi

just fur an excuse, an' when the door wus opened it in or

wus Bill 't met me. Thr(

Boys, ye mind that cripple that ye wus laughin' othe

at in camp the other day ? Wall, he's passed 'in his neth

checks. Ye won't trouble him. any more. I went to

dig bis grave, an' I made the best coffin I could fur the

him. Irhe boys made fun o' hini because he wus only worl
K

a cripple an'he wus poor. They called him « Tangle- whii
foot attai

Bill an a good deal o' sport they got out o'

him. Wall, when I looked at his feet an' heard him <ind

cough.) I thought o' the day 1 wus mendin' the grave He

an of the stranger who went fur the medicine fur capi

wee Nan. mai

I put a board at the head -o' the poor feller's

grave, an' these is the words I wrote on it: the

Bla
«" TO THE MEMORY 0' PRAIRIE BILL, det

THE FRIEND 0 WEE NAN."' hor

When Old Glad had finished bis story the men wit

knocked the ashes out of their pipes, and wrapping

themselves in blanket or skin, turned over on the sod wh

and went to sleep. They had to, make an early start

in the morninor, and though they made no comment
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they felt no interest in asking for another story that

nýht.

After breakfast no time was lost; the dishes were

washed, and the &" boss " of the outfit put everything

in order to start the long cavalcade of men and horses.

Three hcavily laden wagons were fastened to each

other, and then ten or twelve horses hitched to-

vether to draw the load. , Four or five of these teams

wmprised a train, and the manager of thê-*whole was

the " wagon-boss." He was c"enerally a shrewd, hard-

working, capable man. Black Jack'was the name by
whieh the 'boss of the train to whieh Old Glad w'as

attached was known. He was - a sterling fellow, big

,ind strong, with long hair and heavy moustache.

He was a man of few words, but an excellent boss-

captain of the fleet of prairie schooners. Though

many of the men he employed on his fleet were

accu,stomed to use pretty strong lànguage while on

the trips across the prairie, they desisted *hen with

Black Jack. He was a stern man, but with his stern

determ, ination had a kindly manner and a love of

honesty whieh affeeted his men and imbued them

with something of the same spirit that animated him.

Jack had maiTied a handsome half-breed woman,
who lived in a neat log shanty in one of the settle-

rhents that had grown up around the Hudson's Bay

postýçi. She was queen of the home, and her chief
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pride lay in having it well kept and attractive to
her husband when he returned from the long trips

on the prairie. The house was a small one, but ample an
for their needs. It was built of hewn logs--laid one
above the other until the walls, weréabout eiçrlit feet the

formed the roof,high. Notched ridge-poles wbich fell
rW was thatched with prairie hay and moss and made-

-tight by a plastering of mud. The inte ior had Sto,
white. calico stretched over'the ceiling and was white. fir(

washed with lime. The waüs were covered - with to
picturps from the illustrated papers, which served the pr(

double purpose of keepincr -out the wind and pro- Ini
viding a sort of universal library and readino, room, thý

affording many hours of amusement to Julia and lier

friends. wl
Two years -previous to his marriage a little girl iu hi.(

the settlement had been left an orphan. Jack lia(i
her and provided her a home,

taken compassion on of
and Alice was now the joy of his household. He

spent many of his leisure hours in making her toys. sp
Ï41- She was a pretty, dimpled-cheeked child with light re

hair and blue eyes, and was always happy and stroncr

The Indians called her Curl Hair but Jack ha(y B
named her Alice. While he guided the long train of

wagons across the prairie the waçron-boss's thought; ti
were often in the log house with his little griù ti
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to Black Jack -had therefore been one of the, most
ýpS interested listeners to, Old Glad's story of wee Nan
?le and Prairie Bilh
ýnc- A halt was called at noon, and after a spell of rest
ýet they journeyed onward steadily, until as darkness
ich fell they entered the -trading-post -of'Whoop Up.
ide After picketing their horses and wagons inside the
iad stockade they had supper, and sat down around the
ýte. fire to talk. The manager of the Fort had much
ith to ask of Blac- Jack and his men concerning the
the prospects of the buffalo trade, the condition of the
)ro- Indians and the probabilities of the weather, and
OUI. then they drifted into the old course of story-telling.
lier A few minor anecdotes were told and erýjoyed, but

when Black Jack looked up from the fire and spoke
1 iu his inen listened eagerly.

liad ý ýî ' " he said 'c reminds me of the yearOur visit lie e,
)Me, 

ý j

He of the small-pox among the Indians."
The waggn-boss spoke excellent English, and in

%, spite of the 'many years spent on the prairie he had
ight retained much of the purity of his native speech.

oncr ciC, It was very late in that fatal yýear. The Bloods,
had
ýn Of Blackfeet and Piegansowere restless and seemed bent

on war, and the Crees and Assiniboines were none
ght; the less fidgety. Not far from here, on the banks of

ýrL the Belly River, a band of Bloods and Blackfeet were
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camped and the South Piegans had pitched their hun(
tents on the St. Mary's River. a ba

The Crees and Assiniboines, as ou -now, hate attw
the elackfeet. There is a tradition that many years

ago when the Crees and the Blackfeet were united as senc]
one family, there was only one dog in the camp, and had

someof the people having quarrelled over the posses-
sion of this animal, the tribes took up the quarrel and

soon were at enmity, and although they have made The
rýïM& treatiee of peace since there never has been the sarne har(

unity as existed in former years. to ri
«' They were at the time of my story bitter enemies big

to each other, and the Cree% thought they could do
no better than take advantage of the great loss but

sustained by the Blackfeet and Bloods through the bati
ý1e ravages of the small-pox plague and attack theni. boil

They had, therefore, come down to the Little Bow the
country with this determination, and encaiging

there waited for accurate inforination as to thé bati
strength and location of their enemies. tro(

el The loods Blackfeet and, Piegans were well

armed, ha ing obtained good rifles from the traders cou
across the line, but the Crees and their confederates

had nothing but arrows and old guns supplied theiii

by the Hudson's Bay Company. foe
ice «'The Crees sent forward a band of seven or eight'# r bol

.4 -
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leir hundret>warriors to reconnoitre. These came upon

a band of Blood Indians camped near the Fort and
,ate attacked them, killing -a few men and women.
,ars 1, This roused the camp, and it did not take long to
1 as send word to the Blackfeet and Piegans. The Bloods
)-nd had lost some of their best men and were in the mood
ses- ght desperately.
and "In the earl morninom the fight began in earnest.y
ade The Bloods assisted by theiÉ'-Éllies drove the Crees
ime hard. Overcomebysuperiornumberstheywereforeed

to retreat lower down the river until they reached the
aies biv coulees where the trail crosses the river.

do You remember the big eoulees beside the trail
loss but it was a little lower down the Bell River that the
the battle raged the hottest. The Crees and the Assini-
ieni. boines were în one coulee, the Piegans in another, and

30W the Blackfeet and Bloods in a third.
)ing Well, boys, I believe that was one of the greatest
thé battles ever read of, for the fellows fought like

tmopers. Talk about your British soldiers, there aré
well none living who could beat some of those men for
ders courage and skill according to their own methods.

-ates "The Crees put their horses down in one of -the
,heni river bottoms to, shelter them from the bullets of the

foe, and -although they had no better weapons than
,ight bows and arrows and old guns, they had the aclvantage
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of their eneniies in position. They fought deSperatelv It l

for some hours, however, without gaining much on à cruel

either side. As they were unable to reach each other was-at

and engage in a hand-to-hand fight,, nor to learn the 5port, f

actual strength of the enemy, they were too wis.e to have d

risk an open attack. As the laSr hidden b the rid e 0t]

of the coulee they erawled to the top and fired. ip an(

Some of the Crees, more daring than the othels, whieh
-iselves above the edge and were iinnie-

raised then If

diately shot down by theïr enemies. The 1)ettýer ilffle 0

weapons_ of the Blackfeet were telling, and the Crees the sp(

were getting the worst of the fight. Seeing this thev where

determined by à sudden movement to evade the latter

Piegans and Blackfeet. They rushed down the numbE

coulee) sprancr on their horses and made for the

river. The Pieorans saw thein and pursued thern, and lost al

a general figlit followed, in which both Piegans and

Crees were carried over one of the steep precipices. ý(yhtir

Some were killed outright, others badly injured. and h

Stones were hurled into the ravine sifice

îî, bruising the warriors of both sides. to thii

Still the Crees and Assiniboines dashed into the b-ht

river. Many of them were shot or carried down by Wh

the current. The Bloods and Blackfeet went in after sprea(

them and a terrible slaughter took place. As the and Li
'in the water they were shot down

Crees struggled ouly

like dogs.
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Y It was terrible to slay the poor creatures in suchýW
M à cruel fashion, but an old Indian friend of mine who
3C r Fasat the fight told me with glee that it was splendi(-l
le 5 rt, for if the Crées had omot the chance they wouldPO

to have done the same thing to them.
Others of the Blackfeet crossed the river higher

d. ip and engaged the- Crees in another skirmish, iti
whieh about fifty were killed.

le- "If you go along the river now 1 can show you
,ýer î-OMe of, the piles of stones that were raised to mark

),es the spot where Blackfeet and Bloods f ell, and others

v'eV where the Crees were slain. A great many of the
ýhe latter were killed, but we never learned the exact

1c number, so many were carried down the river.
My old friend Jerry Potts said the Blackfeet only

LD(I lost about fifty.
Ln(l The tribes had- however apparently enough of
e S. ý(Yhting, for the very next year they made a treaty,

.ed- aiid have never since gone to war with each other.
the white men came to the country they seem

to think they have a common enemy and no time to
the Ù-ht among themselves."

by When the boss had finislied his story the men
Fter spread their buffalo robes and blankets on the floor,
the arid lay down, on them to sleep the sound sleep that
W lui ouly an open-air life can induce.
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to inÇ
CHAPTER Il.

distui

Up among the foot-hills of the Rockies, far froni Thg
the villages that have, sprung up in the western their

country, nestling beneath the shadow of the everlast- A tra
in hills, a tiny cottage shanty stands. The way to it bettei

from the main trail is hidden behind the overlapping the vi

spurs of hill whieli rise in undulating lines from the seassoi

plains to, the bewildering passes of the mountain in rici

range. The sun alone seems to have found its way his sti

to it, and shining down in a benediction of beaut\ He w

brings its picturesque outline into bold relief again.st or ho,

the background of sun-kissed eloud and sheltered in hea

mountain tops. beaut

Some anchorite surely, weary of the world, whos such

wounded spirit needs the healing influences of naturé natun

unalloyed by man, has built his dwelling here. Some As

artist who would saturate his senses with the beauty perfec

of the ever-changing shadows, the luxury of color Goo(

the softness of the veiling mists, the tender touch of Tlirni

coming night, the mystery of distance, has come here. were 1

How refined must be the nature of the occupant of sýuch

such a spot How attuned his life to nature's moods' the di

Alas' How long will the place be unspoiled by man timer

How long before the aggressive enterprise of the harmc

ommercial spirit of the age will send its locomotive The
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to insult the clouds with its nether snioke and the
disturbing sounds of hurrving traflie ?

The early suminer had passed, the days had begun
their downward course,. and the nights were colder.

A traveller who had come tô the Rockies in search of
t better air and health had wandered inany miles from

the villaome where lie had taken up quarters for the
season. The inany and beautiful flowers whieh grow

n in rich profusion among the foot-hills had attracted
his steps and robbed his limbs of all sense of fatigue...,,,-

He was all unconscious of the distance lie fiad walkeï-
;t or how far he was from the village. He was drinking

d in heaith with every breatli of the pure mouritain air,
beauty with every bud or blossom he gathered, and

;e such things as supper or bed were of a secondary
lé nature to him at the moment.

-IrIl,
ie As lie stooped to pick yet another flower more
ly Perfect than the last, he was accosted with the words,
ýr, .(Good-day, Stranger 1 " spoken in a soft minor key.
)f Turning, lie saw an old grey-baired rnan. There
le. were lines of care and thought in the face, yet not

Df siich as have been furrowed deep by rebellion against
the discipline of life. His dress was- that of an old-

1 . tirner of the mountains, its buckskin in picturesque
àe harmony with the surroundings.

Ve The traveller having responded courteously to, the
14
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greeting, the two men were soon deep in a plea,,ý:,int nie
conversation. fee

c'This is a delightful country; the air is so pure
and the scenery grand," said the stranger, by way of th(
preface. bei

Yes; a man must get a long way off nowaclays to oni
think and breathe, was the unexpected reply.

thE
Do you live in this part of the country ?

à.,
Yes, 1 hev' a shanty in the hills, an' if ye'd care t4) en

look in 111 give ye a welcome. We're a bit rouçrh in
these parts, for we don't seeý s.trangers often, an' we'ru

willin' to just live in our own way an' be content'* gui
and turnin(Y-the old man led the way up the winding th(
path in the hills. lif(

Each bend and higher level reached revealed fresli we
beauty to the eye of the stranger, and when theïr

steps crossed a wimpling, bubbling mountain stream

to the shanty he had seen from the distance, words th(
failed him to express his appreciation of the beaîiutý- fui

of the spot. tht
«'Lovely Far away the forest-crowned mouiitain in

tops pierced the clouds and hid from sight the snows

and glaciered sides. Bright rivers wound about th(

foot-hills or plunged into the great canyons and weru int
44 Iost to siglit. The stranger stood entrance(1. (lu

e' çaught in soine vision beyond his power to grasp thu wl
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it nieaning of, and the mountaineer, knowing weli the
feelino,, waited silent by his side.

Later, when seated before the door of the shanty
)f they watched the sun go down, a sight to be remem-

bered for all time, the hearts of the two man were
to one in praise to the Great Creator of -the universe,

the Master-mind who had so clothed the land with
beauty and given to the mind of man the capacity to,
en oy it.

in Old Glad's quaintly proffered hospitality was
willingly and gratefully accepted, and after his
guest had been refreshed by a nicely cooked supper,
their talk turned to the past in the old mountaineer's
life. The story-tellinçr days of camp and prairie
were once more revived.

Jr "Have you always lived up here in the mountains ?
tm «No, but I hev bien here most of my life. Ye see

there's not much to, annoy ye here, an' I don't -eer
fur all yer noise in the towns. There's nothin' like
the prairie an' the mountains fur a man to get a livin'

lin in an' be happy."
WýS "And have you always found the happiness you

bhe wished for in these places"' asked the stranger with
interest. Happiness is what I have ever been in

quest of, and 1.must confes;.çý 1 have failed to find
wliat I clesired."
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Wall, Vve got along pretty well. Of course I've
liad ' my hard times like other folk an' been down tr,

bed-rock many a time." %
Have you all your childrenwith you

like my neighbors.
.N'o. I've lost sorne, 1t's not

so very long since we buried Nan, and then my Bill

went like all the rest." And the old man sicrhe(J as
lie paused for a moment. The stranger waited until

,he spoke again.

Yes, Bill was a brave lad. He was born in the

Indian camp when I wus-workin' fur the Cornpany

awa in the-north. The little fellow ran amoncr they ýn
lodges, an' it wusn't long till lie could talk Cree,

an > Blackfoot, an Sioux, an' French. He wus a

good rider an' a fine hand at ffie gun. 1 tell

ye 1 wus proud o' him. when lie wus a little fellow.

The Indians an' lialf-breeds wus afeard o' Iiiiii,
> cause ye see, lie could ride an' shoot better'n thein,

an' he wus a fine talker in the Indian camps. I iiiiii'

once wlien he wus a little fellow runnin' aroun(l

the Fort an' up to all kinds o' tricks, that lie m-ent

off with Lonc Tom the half-breed withouý lettin'ine

know.

" Tom wus a good shot, but a reckless fellow, aii' if

ye didn't look out lie wus sure to get hirnself an'his

friends into trouble. After lie had gone some o'my
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f-, comrades côme an' told me, an' 1 wusn't well pleased,

0 but I thoucrht it 'ud turn out all right, so I said

notliin', an' waited fur him to get back.

"Wall, ten days went by an' 1 wus gettin' kind o'

'anXious, an, 1 made up my,ýmind if he didn't get back

Il in a couple o' days I'd go off an' look fur him.

S Late that nicylit as I wus sittin' by the fire he

come in. The wee fellow had his head tied up with

a bit o' blanket, an' one o' his arms in a sling. His

ýe op illoccasins wur worii off his feet an' he couldn't speak.

He looked in my face an' kin' o 1 s'ta gered an' fell

down on the floor. He wur completely done. 1

Juniped out o' my old cheer an' took him in my arms.

His head wus badly eut an' hi,ý hair all stickin' wi'

blood, an' his arm wus bruise(f an' black. We got

Iiim fixed up in bea an' didn't ask any questions fur

two weeks. Then he told his story. Lonom Tom an'

hini had gone off to shoot deer an' weren't havin'

inuch success, an' when their grub wus all gone an'

they had to live on berries, they thouglit they'd better

lit çyet back.k5
Ie "As they wur sittin' down restin' a bit an' their

horses wur feedin' they heard a te rrible -rush, an'
if lookin' up saw their -horsés raeln'- towa'rd -them an' a

lis grizzly standin' kind o' meditatin'. Long Tom up

with his gun an' fired, but missed his aim, an' wud
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ye believe it, his horse fell dead shot through. the

heart. The grizzly jumped on him and threw Iiii-n to
liv(the ground. My wee fellow ran back a few paces

took*aÏm. He sent two bullets into the b'ar

the old fellow was hard to die. He left Tom an'ina(Je tal

fur the boy. But he just made one spring and struck

Bill down 'fore he giv' his yell an' fell dead.

«'The poor boy lay on the ground, bis head covere(l au
thiwith blood an' his arm, bruised whýére the b'ar ha(l
1)estruck him. Lonom Tom couldn't move, an' by an'1)ý

the lad, who was a plucky un, crawled over to Iiiiii.
th]He saw he wus bad, an at first he didn't know what,
toto do. They had only one horse, an' Tom coulcln't
nwalk an' thur wurnt a post fur miles.

Wall, they lay there fur a while an' then Toni

got a bit better an' my la4 put him on the horse an'
wstarted fur home. Bill wanted fur to take the
trgrizzly's skin, but they -- wur too done to get it, so

they hed to leave it. M Bill walked alongside the

horse an' got berries fur Tom an' him to eat, fur thev Si
ti21 hed no grub. It wur two days 'fore they got to the
r(Fort an' my Bill had left Tom at his shanty.

I tell ye, it wur a close shave, an' it wps a long SI
Ttime 'fore the lad wur strong again, but as soon as he

wur able to climb on his horse again he wus ofi'

out shootin' an' huntin'."
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He must have been a brave lad."
Ay, he wur that, stranger, as brave a lad as ever

lived among these mountains."
I should like to meet him some day and have a

talk with him."
Ah, strancrer, he hev passed in his checks, an'

ýve'11 not see him againi. " and the soft voice was sad
avd the buckskin sleeve was brushed hastily across
die old man's eyes, brave in his grief as the lad had
been in his encounter with the terrible grizzly.

Many stories are told of the pluck and bravery of
this son of our old friend Old Glad. He -had grown

to inan's estate, had married a Cree Indian woman
and was settled down as an inteýÉreter in the employ
of the white men in the countr / . 1

One night when he had just returned from a long,
wearisome trip over the prairies with a party of

travellers, lie was -awakened about midnight by an
Indian woman tapping at his shanty window. He
sprang to his feet and listened; in a moment he heard
the sound of the tramp of a band of horses. He
roused a few of the settlers in the vieinity of his
shanty, and they started in pursuit of the stampede.
The men in advance with the horses heard the party
coming behind and incre-ased their speed. Not a

word was uttered, but with the lariats they lashed
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ý re their horses and rode madly on as the aniiiiils
"e

responded to the lash. b-ail
Over hills and down through coulees the stampe(le. the
led them. They reached- the river, and thoucrli it was

swollen it did not stop the men who had driven ofi wh
the horses. In the darkness the pursuers could not the
distinguish the figures of the men, and it was usele'

to, resort to weapons. They knew, too, that the hor.,ýe- the
thieves would ride lying along the si(les of the horses F

and Ëhus escape being made a target for the pursuers' Eae
bullets.

In crossing the river, Bill and his party lost t1ille, -f11eý
the stream. being so swift that they were carrie(J wa

down for some distance before they could iiiake,ýi fyo
landing on the other side.' The clônsequence was fluit seiz
the Indians who had driven off the horses were ;i
long way ahead of their pursuers. It was evi(leiit hou

that from. their knowledge of the country the t1iieý-e.s the
were Indians and no strancrers. The sound of t1ieir the

feet was still heard distinctly, and Bill urged Iiis bv
party to greater speed that they migl tio.

A yet overtake

them. wh-

The water was dripping from. their clothes, but fee,
Ul ï
4 that was a slight matter if they could only succeecl iii (1111

gaininom on the thieves. for

api



, OLI) GLAD. 217

Suddenly they found themselves in the midst of a
baiid of horses scattered over the ýprairie, spent with

the long chase, and wet with water and perspiration.
So Indian was in sight. The horses were there but
where were the men who had driven them off? Had
they been cha*sing a phantom ? Had these horses

been running of their own accord, or were they on
the enchanted ground of the red man ?

Fear took possession of the hearts of the bravest.
Each man grasped his revolver and held his breath,
expecting that an enemy would spring upon him from.

fheý(tarkness at any.moment, or a well-armed band of
warriors would pour a 'olley of shot into their ranks
fyom some unseen vantage cover, or by-stealthy craft

ýeize them. singly and destro them.kli y
A few moments passed, seeming like so many

hours, when, reviving their courage, they rode among
the spent horses and learned that they belonged to
the white settlers, and had certainly been d'riven off

bv someone. Bill- and his men held a short consulta-
tion. Darkness and Indians were the enemies of the
white man, and until the day dawned they could not
feel safe from danger. They scattered themselves

,iinong the horses and waited for daylight,,elistening
for any sound that m-ight give them warning of an
approaching foe.
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The early morning brought relief, and wlien ex-
ploring a narrow belt of brushwood one of the lionses

snorted and swerved aside from an old blank-et tliat
lay in a-roll on the ground. They would have PýISSe(I

it by had not a groan from beneath attracted tlieir trI
attention. Turning, they saw the blanket move. Bill

bent over it cautiously, and discovered an In(lian iii

the last agony of death. Some of the men counselle(l to
shooting him to end his misery, but Bill knelt besi(le

him and spoke a few words of peace. The man ha(I

been thrown from his horse as he stumbled, an(l lia(J

been so trampled on by the band of horses lie lia(I (p
stolen that he had beèn able only to crawl into die fl

bush and cover himself. Bill promised to tell Iiis 01
friends of bis fate, and to let them bear away Iiis

body and lay it in the lodgýýof the dead. He knew h
the customs of the race and how the -women would

mourn over the poor Indians death; for, horse-tliief

as be was to, the white man,he was a hero to his own

people. The horses were returned to their respective

owners, and one more story added to those told of

Old GIad'-çý -son.
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CHAPTER III.

ia The shadows of night had fallen about theý lonely

cabin as, with a tender light in his eyes, the old

trapper continued in quiet, reminiscent strain:

"Yes, stranger, my Bill hev passed in his checks.

I don't talk o' him often, fur it makes my heart sore
led to talk o him. But ye seem interested, and it'Il not

1ô me -any harm and mebbe do ye some good.
iad ".Nly Bill wus allus tryin' to help somebody. Tliere

wusn't a man in all the country that could travel
âad over the prairie like Iiim. He knew every coulee.
t'lie He wus a splendid guide and a good one. One day
lîs one o' his comradps started off fur the Missouri in the
Iiis winter when the weather was fine. He wus ridin'an
lew he didn't expect to be long on the road, so he didn't
)Uld take much grub with him.
liief He'd got away just two da s when it come up aý1, y

)wn terrible snow--storm. I tell ye it wur enough to
tive fmeze-the hair off yer head. The folks got anxious
1 of ,%bout him, but they wur all afeard to go out in the

storm.

"Bill ses to them, 'I'm goin' to find him but
they ses, ' It's no use, ye'll get lost yerself.'

Wall,- without tellin' anybody, he started off one

morning, an' it wur cold; but he never heeded- that.
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He ses, 'I'm goin' to, find him, dead or alive.ý Ah
iny Bill wus a brave fellow, an' as kind-hearted -t getti

fellow as ever lived.

Two or three days went by, an' the storm 1, Àftep
up, but Bill didn't turn up. The nien in the Fort betti

o-ot, anxious about hün an' so one night they talk-ed
o-ether an' they agreed to -%vait another day, an'if the

he didn't turn up theyd send a party af ter him.

It wur gettin' dark the next night when the nien lett(

i n the Fort see two ridin' on one horse, one in front
0' the other, comin' overthe prairie.

They got out glasses an' made out that the one one

in front wus an Ind-ian boy. He wus ridin' fast, surE
an wril

the man behind Iiiin was muffled up an' liail
cloth over his eyes. Som

lEThe men in the village went out to meet theni,
an as they rode up they saw it wus Bill. He was nea

snow-blin',-an' his hands and feet wur frozen. He
wit,couldn't speak:

"The Indian boy told the men that as he wus Brc

comin in from the Indian camp, he saw him ridin'
whSlowly an' his reins wus thrown loose on his horse's

neck, an he wus trustin' to him to get to the Fort. traý

The men in the Fo-'rt nursed him, but they thought
fache Èôuldn't get better.
tailAfter lyin' still fur several hours, he ses Is he

gettin' better ?
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One o'the men sittin'beside his bed sesYes, ye're

gettin' better.-'

Bill shook 'his head, but dýdn't say anythin'.

P' After a while he cried out,< I saved him. Is he çyettin'

rt better ?ii
d "' Yes, yes, ye're gettin' better,' said another of

if the men.
But a few minutes after Bill spoke acrain. : 'The

'n letter, the letter; read the letter!'

nt He is delerious, poor feller.'
Mebbe he had a letter'frorn somebody,' spoke up

lie one o' the men, an' they searched his pockets, an'

st, sure 'nuff, found a -small piece o' paper. It had some

a writin' on it with a pencil; something like this: 'Send
some medicine as quick as ye can to save Jack's life.

Mi 1 left him at old Kootenay Brown's ranch. He wus

,as nearly frozen to death when 1 found him.'

fie "The men got an Indian boy, and sent him off

with medicine an' a supply o' provisions to Kootenay

Vrus Brown's.

lin &C After Bill got a little better, he told the men
lei where he had found Jack. He had an idea of the

trail he would take, and after he'd crossed St. Mary's

Drht River, thé-storm wus so bad that his horse wouldn't

face it, so to sa ve himself he struck toward the moun-

he tains, Wall, as he kep' travellin', the storm. quieted
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down an'. wud ye believe, right ahead o'hiiii hýý -saw (ýt
nian walkin' round an" round in a circle lea(Iiii'liis

horse. The snow wur deep, but lie went as fwý,t as
his horse would go, an' when he reached the place 1p.

saw it wus Jack.

«'Both Jack an'the horse wur snow-l-)Iin(l, an,
wur wanderin' round on the prairie, lost. '11wy

couldn't get'away froiii the spot.

Bill's horse whinnied, an' the other stoppe(l aii'

then answered. The poor thing wus glad o'comptiny

Bill spoke to Jack, but the poor fellow çlidn*t -no,,,ý-

him. He wus out o' his mind. Bill got Iiiin on 1i11-1ý

horse, and rode on to Kootenay BroNý,n's ranch, w1ieru

they rubbed poor Jack an 5 put hini to bed. W ww,

badly frozen an' they feared he wouldn't (ret 1)etter.

Bill stayed fur a day an' then starte(l fur liome to

get help. It wus stormin' an' he thouglit lie iiiight

get léf so lie wrote the letter afore he stai-ted mit so

that Jack might liave his iiiedicine.
4C It wus a loncr tiine afore Jack wus well ali' colm.C

back to the Fort, an' my Bill lay four weeks in Iiis

bed - then he crawled round fur awhile, but lie iwver

crot over his ride.

Whenever anybody said anytliin'to Iiiiii, lie m-mil(l
Never min(-l it's call riglit: -Lick- gotSaVi t'ilCI

All that winter an'the next suilimer lie, kep'itl)out
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the Fort, cougliiii' bad. Ah, my heart wur sore to see

him 0-0 like the snow on a summer day.

Jack wud come over to his shanty an' do all his

chores fur him, an' the two cronies would sit together

ftir hours.

Jack wud look into IBill's face an' say, 'Bill, ye

,ýaved me, but lost yer own life,' an' then Bill, as best

he could fur his cough, would say, ý'Jack, it's all right;

be a man an' help somebody else. One on us had to

pass in his checks, an' it wus me this time. Yer turn

,Will come too by an' by, mebbe'afore ye think o' it.

fve never done anythincr worth speakin' about. Ye

know it's not because 1 wus unwillin', but, ye see,

fliei-e's no chances o' doin' crreat things.'

One day Jack an' Bill wur sittin' talkin', an' 1

went in ter see how he wus gettin' on, an' Jack

wus talkin' like 1 never heard him afore. Ye'd a

thought he wur a preacher. 1 think he must hev ben

a cfood lad, fur I wusn't expectin' to hear the like.
'l don't know much about the thin(y-

Bill, ses he, ti
(rood folks call religgion, but I min' my old motberM

tellin' me, " It's not long prayers an' talks, but it's just

bein' like Hinisel . That wur what she called Him.

I ()Iuess He'Il no judge ye for the fine things ye say,

but the gran' things ye do. He saw ye that day ye

savecl me wheu I wur frozen. An' don't ye thinl.,.
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He'll pay ye fur that ? Im sure He will. If 1 wili- be

rich I'd give ye all 1 had, and they say He's honester wo

than any o' us. An'that ineans if 1 canna 'Paý- ý-e un

He will. Ye see ye must get yer pay fur doin, tit'tt W

gran' deed, an'I'm too poor to pay ye, so ye must look-
to Him for ît.'

lie1 think it's all rio-ht but it's not worth iiiiiel,
says Bill.

voWorthmuch! It'sworthalltlieworldtoiiie.' e

1 wonder if He'Il understand us when we çy-et Sil

yonder. Ye see, we haven't been workin' miich at 110

religion, prayin', but, Jack, many's the time 1 jiaý-(. lif

looked up at the stars an' said to inyself, " Does Goil til

think about me ? Ye see the country is so big it mi

wouldn't be strange if He forgot me. lie

I've heard He lived on the prairie, and that th

vemakes me feel better, fur if He ever lived amontr

the mountains an' on the prairies HeIl know our
(rorough wavs an' not be hard on us. 1 don't think

thur wus any fine churches an' fine clothes on the

prairie when He wus livin'. If thur wus no prairie
pran no mountains in heaven, an all the folks talked
trfine language, 1 couldn't feel at home. I'd be Iize

stranger, an' Id want to go where 1 could see the (in

buffalo an' talk some Indian once in a while.'

He wus a good man,' ses Jack, 'an' lie, wouldn't to
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unreasonable, an' if we didn't talk fine here He

r wouldn't expee' us to talk. fine yonder. 1 don't
un(lerstan' much about it, but mother told me He

wus a crentleinan. not a rich, proud fellow who'd

pass ye by, but a iiian who treated all alike. He

Muld tell a rouue in fine clothes an' a gentleman if

lie wus poor.'

1 wonder, Jack, liow l'Il call on Him wlien 1- get

V011(ler. Ye see, Fve never been in company, an' 1

siippose a great many big folk will be crowdin' in the

(Joor, an' they'll be wantin' to keep me back. Will ye

lift yer hat an' say, Good day, sir," or will ye wait

tili He speaks to ye 1 wish, Jack, ye'd go to the

mission and ask the S ky Pilot that lives there . niebbe

lie can tell ye what to say. _Mebbe lie has books

that'Il. tell ye, an' it's not the best thing to wait fur

ver ticket till the last ininute.'

Before Bill could say an-y more Jack hobbIed off,

k M(rot on his horse, and rode fifteen iniles to the mission

,e Ilouse.

ýe " The missionary wus at hoine, an' Jack wur sur-

tl prised to see hini wearini a buckskin just like the

a Ir trappers, an' he'd ben cuttin' out rails fur his fences
1 ' had a axe in his hand. He (rreeted Jack civile (in k"
an ) -tsked. him. what lie could do for him. Jack just

It told Iiim about iny Bill, an' how lie wanted to know
M-11at, he"wur to do.

15
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'Can ye givy a poor fellow directions what to (lo
after he's passed in his checks, a kind o' passport

like, to cheat the old fellow when he would be bettin the
on the game. Ye see, my pardner, Bill, that's nearlv

finished his game, an' you bet he's a good un, but he dir
kind o' thinks he'd like to gét posted afore he starts
on the trip. Ye can mebbe giv' us a prayer or a fcýw

words that we wouldn't be strangers. We miçrht He
fine it fiard to get an interpreter. Bill is pretty çroo(i wohe eud giv' them sorne Siou,i, orat the Indian, an los
Cree, but the man àt the door wouldn't understan(l.

l'Il pay ye for yer advice, fur he saved me, an' 1 0 Ç
hate to see him go but l'Il giv' him. a good send-off car

an a bi funeraU9
Stranger, the missionary came rikht off to my Pil

Bill, an' Jack, he wur proud to have the Sky Pilot wl]
ridin' beside him' an' when they come into the Fort col

tythe men looked at the stranger goin' to Bill's shan tra
an' they ses, Hes a rustler, that, an' don't ye forcret

it. Ye bet yer life he'Il see Bill through. He'Il treat th(
him on the square'.'

'c Bill's comrades wur sittin' round his bed talkin he
when the prophet in buckskin, fur that wuswhat or
they called the missionary right there, come in.

Good day, gentlemen,' ses he, an' takes off his bai
hat, an' then sits down by Bill an' talks to him a bit

to get a wee bit acquainted. He ses;
fil -11
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Wall, friend, what can 1 do fur you

D'ye think a ehap11 l'ose the trail to, heaven,
that's never ridden over it afore

IOY he'll get there all right if he follows the

directionsl' ses he.

An' ye ean g-v' them to me, 1 reckon,' ses Bill.
Yes; 1 haven't bin there, but the Chief has, an'

t He said afore He went off on His last trip that He

would mark the trail so that His men wouldn't get

lost.,

Ye can tell me the marks He left. Is it a heap

o'stones, or a tree blazed, or a fire burnin', so as 1
can see the smoke ?

1 don't know what the marks are' says the Sky
v Pilot; 'but, ye see, His ways are square, an'I know
)t wliat He says is true. -There's-none o' the scouts ever
t coine back to tell us. We bare all tender-feet on that

traiU

D'ye think they could o' lost ît an' got down to

the camp o' the ôld fellow ?

No; but when an old-timer starts on that trail

he must like the place that he doesn't come back,
it or mebbe theres someone keepin' him there.'

I ess he's struck it rich, an' he'll- not come
is 

gu
back,'says Bill,'but how am I to know when I don't

it 4-now the marks
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Wall,the Chief said afore He left on that lonçr

ride o' His that He'd make the way plain eo that ve

couldn't mistake it, an' He never wus false. All ve

hev' to do is to pledge yerseff afore ye start to joili

His ranks, an' He'Il be there to meet ye, an' He'11 take

care oi ye Himself an' there'll be no mistake.'

Are ye sure that's so?' says Bill.

I'm sure. I hev served the Chief for inany a

y-ear an 1 tell ye He wus never false.'

Bill turned on his bed an' as he looked at Iiis o1il
lve coniradeshe says,' Boys, I'm, goin' on the Ion cr trail.

Many a time hev we ridden on the prairie, but 1'iii

groin' alone this time.,

'The Sky Pilot went down on his knees an' he

prayed. It wus a right touchin' prayer, an' the nien

couldn't help the tears coinin' in their eyes. Jack

looked at Bill, an say's lie 'Bill's sure to pull through.

If anybody can find the long trail, it's Bill.'

It wus only a little while after that., stranger.

that my Bill called out, 'Hes waitin' fur me Y, es,

I'm comin"." an' his head fell back. My Bill was

gone. Stranger, he wus a fine man."

The old man ceased. He had told the sorrow of

his life. The stranger who listened knew no NvorcI

was needed to express his sympathy, so with oilly

a kindly grasp of the old trapper ) s hand lie turne(l
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to the coucli spread for Iiiiii, and before many
;e niinutes had passed the occupants of the cabin

;e were in a sound sleep.

The shanty among the hills still stands, and is yet
the home of the grey-haired old-timer. As he sits

at his doorway in the evening watching the shadows litlengthen into night, memory often carries him backa jj
to the days when my Bill" was the pride of his
heart.M
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HERE was a gay company assembled -in the
lodge of Eagle Rib, engaged in the pleasant
pastime of tea-drinking and story-telling.

The old chief had been successful in his late hunting
expeditions, and from his sale of robes to the Indian
traders a good supply of provisions had béen brouorht

to his lodge. A special invitation had been given to

the leading members of the camp to attend the feast,
and a large number had assembled to partake of the

bounty in store. Every available pot and pan liad

been brought into requisition, and around the blazino,

lodge fire there stood vessels filled with buffalo meat,
berries cooked in fat, and tea. The invited guests

did full justice to the delicacies, both eating and

drinking heartily. The pipe of peace was then

passed around, and comments weré freely inade

upon the conduct of those present who had been

unfortunate in their hunting adventures. The stolid

countenances of th7e Indians and seriousness

at times gave place to laughter loud and prolonged,
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m one after another related some story of hunting,
love or war. The old men fought anew theýr battles
of former, years, and as the feast proceeded, a spirit
of enthusiasm was begotten which infused itself into

tlie heart of every individual present.

,An interested listener half reclined with his head

the and shoulders on a native reed pillow - but his face

ant bore a stern expression, showing no sign of partici-

ng. pation in the others' merriment, as if the perils and

ing victories of his fellows werè nothing to him. Although

ian apparently heedless of his surroundings, yet, he was
,one the less a -partaker of their pleasure, This

to taciturn individual was Medicine Runner, a famous

ast, cliief of the Blackfoot Indians. Tall, stern and
diçrnified he commanded the respect of all, and was

lad honored with the position of war chief of the tribe.

ino, Though his hair was turning grey, there were no

eat, signs of mental or physical decay. Il When he addressed

e.sts his people on any subject every tongue was silent,

and all ears were opened to catch the words of the illus-

hen trious chie£. He was a true orator, sparing in words,

.ade but every sentence was full of meaning; and though

)een his language was couched in natures garb, not even

olid the Indian trader could mistake its full import.

aess iý1any times he had led his warriors to victory when
contending with Cree, Crow or Sioux Indians. Theycred,
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loved and honored him, while his enemies hated tile e

name he bore. He lay for some time thus, a sileiii our h

ýpectator of the joys of his companions. Then his jour

yes brightened, and he raised himself from his 1 O-ot

reclining position as if about to speak. The ho.st if su

and his guests knew at once the meaning of the -acri

change, and waited in respectful silence, anxious to

hear W'hat the chief had to say. our

Twenty-five winters have passed away, sai(l he, We N)
CC since a party of Sioux warriors entered our cainp to à

and stole a large number of horses. 1 was yoUllçr a cai

and active then, and without any loss of tinie 1 called Iodm

my warriors together that we micrht consult as to lodgi

what was best to be done. After much deliberation

at last I told them that I had prayed about the m

ter and felt it to be my duty to follow our enemies, foe.

taking another chief with ine, while the warriors who resoli

remained in the camp were to be, prepared for am Iny

IÏ sudden attack froin the tribes who might -be in our Ilira

vicinity. I choýe Three Bulls, who was at that tiiii( to a

called Aledieine Runner, to go with ine on the e.xpe- nuir
eý.V' 4e

dition. We Nvent out to the rock on the, hill aii(l

made sacrifices and prayers. I prayed to my god for ui a

guidance, protection, and victory, and as 1 lay in iiiy of N

lodge at night, the god came to me in a vision, aii(l

-iy prayers. InYtold ine to cro, assiirinor me of an answer to n 60
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We had a war (lance and feast, painted our bodies and

our horses with war paint, and then set out on our

journey south. We had gone but a little way when

1 o-ot off my horse and prayed again. I vowed that

if successful and I was permitted to return I should
sacrifice myself at the next sun dance.

" Four days we rode and saw not any signs of
our foes, but as evening drew near on the fifth day

we were pacing slowly on the plains wlien we came
to the brow of a hill, and there right at our feet was
a camp of Sioux Indians, numbering three hundred

lodçyes. Our hearts beat fast when we saw so many
lodges congregated together, and my companion ex-
pressed his determination to return that night, as it

to do anything aorainst such a strong
foe. I remembered my prayers and my -vow, and

resolved to reinain, though at the sanie time urgring
iny companion to go home and to take my horse with

Iiiiii. He begged me not to throw away my life, but
to accompany him and to bring back with us a large

number of our warriors to help in slaying all the
Sioux Indians. 1 told hini 1 dare not consent, as my
guardian spirit was driving ine onward and 1 felt sure
of victory, though alone.

Three Bulls bade me a sad fitrewell, and takincy

60mv horse with him lie rode away quic-ly in the
(lirection of our camp.
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C'Again I prayed and resolved upon action. It wq,ï
a dark night, and thus highly favored I waited until
the middle of the night, that all the people miorht be

asleep, watching ineanwhile as elosely as I could and
studying the lodges in the camp. Thétime had coine.
1 descended and entered the camp stealthily and
unseen. Outside of a chief's lodge there was fastened
a fine horse, a good buffalo runner, and this lodge 1
resolved to enter, examining iny gun and knife to see

that they were aR right. I then peered into the lodge
and saw the chief and his family quietly sleeping

Drawing the door gently back I went inside. A
few dying embers lay upon the fire, and beside it

stood a pot of meat. Feeling hungry I soon disposed of
some of the food. I then took off one of my moccasins

and left it that they might know an enemy had been
there. Leaving the lodge as. quietly as I entered, it
was only the work of a minute to eut the horse

loose, jump on his back and depart. Conscious of
having gained the victory-, and feeling safe on the

back of such a fine animal, I could not refrain from
uttering the war-whoop as I was leaving the cainp.
The greatest excitement prevailed when they heard

it, and 'I knew that I would soon be pursued. They
had heard the sound of the horse's hoofs for presently

several Sioux were on my track, yelling and beating
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their horses to increase their speed. 1 liad nothing to

féar, for a good horse and a good start were in my
favor. Most of my pursuers gave up the chase, and
fmally 1 could hear distinctly the sounds of the hoofs
of but two horses following. Right ahead in the

aarkness 1 could hear the sound of rushing waters. 1
hastened on. Plunging into the foaming waters 1
crossed the stream safely and turned suddenly around
as I reached the bank. Springing from my horse 1
waited for my pursuers, and as they approached

levelled my gun and shot the leader. Before the

other could escape by advance or retreat 1 brought

him to the ground with another bullet. Victory

was assuredly mine, for now two scalps were fastened

to my belt, and 1 rejoiced that full compensation had

been made for the depredations of our enemies.

Homeward 1 sped, restinc occasionally to give

my horse time to recover his breath and refresh hini-

self a little. When 1 reached our camp 1 heard the

women wailing for me as one dead, for they had given

up all hopes of my safety, but when the people saw

my approach and the scalps by my side their sorrow
was changed to songs of rejoicing. A great f east and
scalp dance were held. Three Bulls made a long

speech exalting my heroism, and ended by giving me

his name of Medicine Runner, whieh he then bore,
and whieh 1 have since borne until this day."
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The, chief had scarcely finished his story when a

young man entered named Running Wolf. He was rap

fortall, slim, and of noble aspect, showing his relation-
0Poship to, the bravest of the tribe. He had a carem-orn

appearance and was evidently sufferinom keenl frorn wit
y

physical exhaustion still a f aint smile played upon wit

his features and his eyes glistened with unusual dee

trabrightness. Fiv-e days previous, this young man had
haugone from his lodge on an errand of some inipor-

tance, as was evident by the determination whieli was the

expressed in the firmly compressed lips and the look up

of daring in his eye. For some time he had been
Wovery serious, and it had been remarked by soine
iùsof the açred people that he seemed to, be holding
vecommunion with the spirits. He withdrew within

himself saying little but thinking much, an(J wa

LOthe voun£r man who forinerl had been so f till
maof merrinient and delighted in all the amuseinents
uniof the camp, had become suddenly transformed into

a sedate man, almost prophetic in his looks. Without
forinforming anyone of his intentions he had departed

froin his lodge, going rapidly toward the hills, appar-
Heentl hoping to meet someone or determinèd to do

some work. He walked quickly, shunnino, the acci
UpCpresence of his eompanions, heeding not the riders

Výz jouwho wtSe driving herds of horses, and caring not for
Zý,

the scenes which always deliorlited him.
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Old and young Who saw him, travelling at such a
rapid pace across thOe prairie -ept out of his way.,

for it was evident to their eyes that a supernatural
power was guiding him. For many hours he travelled
without halting, his eyes fastened on the ground, but
with a holy purpose in his heart. Into one of the
deep ravines he entered, and far into its recesses he

travelled, where seldom penetrated the eyes of man,
haunted as the Indians believed it tic) be by spirits of

the dead, Who possessed the power of inflictinu injury
upon the living.

It was in this community of spirits that Running
Wolf found theresort which his goul longed for,

its glooi-ny shades, ruçrged, tall rocks and scanty
vegetation açrreeing with the state of his soul. It

was the home ôf the buzzard, coyote and eagle.
Loveliness there was none, and as a resting place for

man, no spot on earth could have been found more
uninviting. This was the place, however, which

seemed pleasing to the spirit of the young man, and
for a few moments, althoucrh exhausted and sad, a
çrleam, of satisfaction shone from. his countenance.
He fell upon his face kissing, the ground, and in
accents of tenderness cried, " My mother. 17le lay

Upon the sod for a long time, fatigued with his

journey and the physical exhaustion. ýciri*slng froin

a
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nervous excitement but at length arose, gathereçl

-Y his blanket upon his left arm, and began paciing to

and fro, praying earnestly to, the Great Sun for tlie

revelation of himself.

Alone upop the hills and in the deep recesses of the

ravines he wandered, praying and fasting, allowinci

nothing to pass his lips but a little water. Earnest,
solemn and prolonged was his communion with the

Great Power whieh overshadowed him, and the

more keenly he felt this invisible presence the rnore

fervently he prayed and longed for the fulfilment of

his vows. Bright were his hopes, for he had implicit

faith in the spiritual influences with which. he was

surrounded. s

For days and nights the young man wandered

alone, his voiee 1eard b none save the spirits, the

birds and the animals. At last he fell to, the grouundd
aworn out with his devotions, and as he lay in a half-

conseious state pleasant dreams flitted through hi.s-Î,
brain. The air was filled with happy Volces. Ançyel

Uattendants came to minister to him. Earth was no

longer a weary place to live in, but the songs of a

joyous hearts came to %im. in all their sweetness, t

more pleasing than he had ever heard, and as he sang

in unison with themhis heart was filled with joy.

How long this continued he never knew, but in the w
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red nlidst of it all there came a voice assuring him of

to peace, the acceptance of his vows and prayers, and

the the gift of a Guide and spiritual Friend. The blessed

vision rested on his soul as a rich benediction ; and

ffie in this pleasant frame of mind he qèvoke. As he

nçr raised himself there came running toward him aZn 1
sti srnall ground squirrel. This he seized instantly, and

he as he held the timid animal in bis hand he remem-

lie bered that this was the visitor named in bis vision

ýre which would come to him, and within whose body

of would dwell the Spirit whieh was given him, as a

itlb ouide through life. As he held it, gently he drew it

as toward his bosom, and there nestling with fear it

suddenly ceased breathing.- His visitor was dead!

ed His heart was moved with sorrow; but he learned

le by the keen spiritual perception whieh had been

,ven him that the Spirit Guide needed not a living
agent wherein to' dwell, for He could give animation

is if that were required. 1

el Quietly and with reverence he laid the little thing_'w
0 upon the ground tears filled bis eyes. He prayed

f anew for guidance and strength, and as he prayed he

SY took his, knife -and removed the skin of his little

9 visitor and reverently preserved it.

A gentle voice whispered to him that the vision

e was ended. So cesting a few quick glances around,
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lie turned homeward, tired and footsore, blit ver il
happy-

A long jouriiýey lay before him, aiid il, his faintin
condition lie could walk- but feeblv, yet so strong wa

'v 
qe

his spirit that it overcanie his physical weakness an the
enabled hiiii to speed across the plains. New liffe lia Bille

been cfraiited hiiii, and a companion of the -spirits wa

now beside him wherever lie went. As lie drew near men
to the camp the dwellers fled at his approacli. riiey

beheid something supernatural in his i-nannér m-liiell

made them afraid. He entered the lodge of Eaçrle

Rib as Medicine Runner finished his story, ancl witli- Cam
out speakinçy a word sought his accustomed coueli'.ýD C des

One by --one the visitors left, impressed witli die wor
fact that soine prophetic power had fallen upon the sel

young man, and they dreaded contact with spiritii.-il all
visitants. had

These people are often called savages by inenibers scel
of the white race, yet they have been taught die

crreatest respect for all forms of religion, reco,(rnizinçrý7) to (
these forms as methods by which men approacli tbe

Supreme Power, hence their reverential attitude wlien by
the young man came ' into the lodge. In a few nio- pri
ments all the visitors had gone, and there remained da

only Eaomle Rib and his family alone with Runiiiiiçr ac
Wolf.
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He slept many hours, and then awaking fully

refreshed, he partook ùf food, but said little to any-

one. Becoming much, reserved, not because of his

,aperior position or knowledge, but rather because of

the consciousness of this invisible companion, Run-

ninom Wolf inereased in favor with all the people.

Gentle, sober and true, he won the hearts of th, young

men and maidens, who of all the natives of the lodges

were most exacting.

A few uneventful years passed by, and the young

man stood at the head of the young warriors of the

camp, a recognized leader, well qualified to direct and

destined to become victorious over every foe. His

,words were few, but when he spoke his judgment
seldom erred, and his decision always carried away

all opposition. Clothed with power and wisdom he

had nothing to fear from any antagonist, and still he

seemed unhappy. ý. A restlessness of spirit appeared

suddenly to take possession of him, compelling him

to depart from the peace and happiness of the camp.

One evening, while sitting in the lodge, surrounded

by his friends, without any word of warning or ex-

pression of any kind, he arose and departed, no one

daring to, follow, and no oÉe asking the cause of his

action.

The sun sank behind the Rocky Mountains, and
16
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the prairie was soon enveloped in darkness, but til T
young man heeded not the deepening shadow. h

was not afraid. He wandered far from the cam 7ee
and entered the forest unnoticed and unpursue
Straight as an arrow he went onward until he cam of th
to the foot of a giant tree, and kneellng upon his knees ýe s
he breathed out a prayer, simple, majestie and brief.

Drawing his knife from, its sheath, he began to dig kvn
vigorously under the sod, never resting in his eager a ve

search for some hiddén prize. Presently from the Is
depths of the soil he brought forth a tender rootlet, lar

upon which he gazed with admiration, hugging it end
closely to his bosom as a treasure of rare 'value. ness

Then, quietly retracing his steps, he soon found rest

in the lodge. No questions were asked, and few repe
indeed were the words spoken, his reticent manner Ups,

preventing any undue familiarity. the
A few nights passed by and a messenger came to the

the lodge in deep sorrow, to inform Running Wolf Mst
that the dau hter of Mastwena was very sick. With-

out manifesting any surprise, Running Wolf arose, T
went direct to the lodge of his friend where the sick nin

child lay, and bending gently over her, he looked

into the face of the little one. A gleam of satisfaction

pascîed over his countenance. She was very sick, but un
pot beyond hope of recovery.
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The medicine drums were brought down and

,ýaten to call to his aid the spirits whieh-flitted from

ne to tree and from stone to stone outside the lodge.

lie medicine song was chanted by all the members

of the family, and Running Wolf sang vigorously as

ýe swayed his body to and fro in an excited manner.

As he sang and prayed he drew f rom his medicine
ino, a piece of root, which he broke, and placing it in

r à vessel with a small qvantity of oil, stirred it well.-

îs he muttered words of import whieh acted as a

charm to aid the medicine in performing its desired
t end, he gave it to the feverish child with the gentle-

ness of a w-oman.
t As the little one' drank the medicine, he again

repeated the strancré words which had fallen from his

Ups, and although misunderstood by the members of

the family, a shudder mni through the company, for

they felt the sacred power whieh accompanied the
f casting out of the evil spirit whieh had taken posses-

sion of the child.

The child lay motionleà for a féw moments as Run-
e

ning Wolf prayed over her, ànd then a sudden change

took place, the whole physiqêl f rame being strangely

contorted through paiD, the agony being almost

unbearable. Heavy drops of sweat stood up& the

child's forehead and rolled off her body, until as the
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agony increased and the culminating point seerne(j deinu
be reached, she uttered a piercing cry, an(l then e Wolf

back motionless upon her earthen couch. H(
Deep slumber fell upon her, and she lay asleep f sumi

hours as if under the influence of a gentle opiate, n as h(
one daring to, arouse her, or caring to intrude upo caml
the territory of the home of the spirits. with

As the sun arose in his splendor behind the hil Freq
which lay across the prairie, the Indian maiden opene whei

her eyes, refreshed with her slumbers, free froni pal to r(

and the disease overcome. In a few days she w Man

running with her companions as strong and merry men

she had ever been. L

The fame of Running Wolf was spreadincr fast an stooi

was not confined to his own tribe, and had he been friei

inan of ordinary abilit he would no doubt hav Comi
y

become elated over, his sucSss. Keeping his ow they

counsel he still felt humble, for he depended solely fo the

his success on the ministrations of the Spirit Giiide the

and the wondrous revelations which were frequent1v ledi
made to him. hé

Many uneventful days were passed in the camp, of C'

the severý illness of a friend or a skirmish witli some béat

neighboring tribe alone breaking the monotony. The

No counsel was more eagerly soucrbt in the gather- trib

ings of the chiefs; and there was no chief in greatei- nob
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demand as arbitrator in difficulties than Running

Wolf -
He was loýred for his wisdom, kindness and unas-

suming manner. The children listened to his stories

as lie sat in his lodge surrounded by the youth of the

camp, who became so doc iunder his influence that

with a single'wave of his hând they quietly departed.

Frequently they gathered around his lodge fire, and

when the shadows of evening fell, they ran homeward

to repeat the wonderful stories he had told them.

Many a needless war was averted by his cool judg-
ment and courage.

Latè in the fall, of the year this wise counsellor,
stood at his lodgeo door, and called aloud for his

friends to attend a feast whieh lie had made. A large

company assembled to do bonor to their friend. As

they sat around in his spacious lodge, entertained by
the conversation of the most notable men of the tribe,
the evening passed away pleasantly. Running Wolf

led, off in the conversa:tion late in the evening, and as

hé spoke in a tone of gravity, yet with a spirit

of deep feeling, every ear listened and every heart

beat in )sympathy with the sentiments expresgéd.

The orator proceeded to, relate the histôry of the

tribe, the story of its conquests, the records of the

noble deeds- of its great men, the advent of the white

1 ý
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race and the present condition of the Indians. He Ri
depicted the future in dark colors, the gradual door
of the red men, the diseases and debauchery of flie accu
people, the corruption of the Indian politicians aii(l foot.
the utter overthrow of the native religion. He in ti
counselled them. to accept of the glory of the comiii(rZI't ther

day when the red men would mingle with the whit(2ý Far
race accepting their teachings and civilizations ;,iii(l T

finding therein peace, plenty and contentment. li IS wh(
voice faltered, and their hearts grew sad as lie toifl theý

them he would always remain with them. to cheer ene
them with his presence and encourage them bV put-q/ pre

ting wise thoughts into their hearts; and he m-oul(l hig
touch the hearts of the white men, so that more ten- car.
derly than ever would they treat their brothers in red. pric

With downeast countenances they left bis lodge

and sought repose, althougli few of them slept becau.ý,e hil
of the strangè visions of the future his words haqqI

Mt
awakened in their minds.

Ur
Upon the following day a strange rumor sprea(l

Co
î rapidly over the camp that Running Wolf had not

been seen after bis great feast with the chiefs. Fore-

bodings of dark destiny filled the minds of the

people, and sorrow was depicted on every counte

nance. Women and children wept, and the men

groaned in spirit, heavy with foreboding fears.



THE -SPIRIT GTJlDË. 247

Runniiig Wolf's favorite horse stood at the lodge

door, his gun and military habiliments lay in their

accustomed place, but the wise man was gone. A few

footprints were seen leading out towards thé prairie

in the direction of the mountains, but after following

them a short distance all tmees of them were lost.

Far and near they sought him. but found him not.

Then the chiefs recalled th6 sedness -of their hearts

when he assured them he would always abîdiý-with___,
them, èneouraging their hearts and subduing theii

enemies. They now believe that he is true to his

predictions, and that he still presides over them in a

higher degree as chief among the spirits. they

cannot help going out every day to look across the

prairie for the return of Running Wolf.

Some day he niay return, but not as we look for

him. As the o-mardian spirit of the tribe he still

maintains his ascendancy over the people, and with

greater power than ever he waits upon them in their

êounsels and religious-feasts, no longer guided by the

spirits, but himself a seer among the gods.
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AMUKTA, the aged chief, was dying. As lie MI

lay on his earthen bed in the buffalo-,skiii

lodge, friends gatherecl in and now sat near, I.S0
talking in low tones. While the old man's falterhig

voice rose and anon fell, in the delirious utteranées the
of a fevered brain, they recounted his deeils of ISO

bravery and recalled his wise counsels. lie
Namukta was a great chief, a warrior who could thi

tell more thrilling tales of encounters with the eiie-

inies of his tribe than any other among the lofIges, ra
and the young men hàd listened and had caught frôlil de

his oft-repeated words the spirit of the warrior befoi-e Ch
they went upon the * ar-path. He was tellincr iiow wa
of by-gone battles in the south, of victories woii tliE
and scalp-locks taken from the foe; but his iiiiii(I we
wandered and there was no connection in the talk. wl

Presently he ceased, and every eye was turiied

toward his couch. He was still for a few momeiits,

and the people waited. Then the dying chief raised cai
himself on his bed and called in clear, peremptoi-y ru"

tones, " Isota ! Isota .. Isota
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A young girl, fairer than any of the other maidens
in the camp, yet dressed as one of them, rose froin
the buffalo-skin where she had been reclining, and

ýcrept nearer to, the old chief's side.
" I am here, my father." But the chief made no

reply. His ears were closed to the voice he loved,
'111d the girl siomhed as she resumed her seat.

Again he raised his voice and ciffled aloud, " Isota'
Isota ! There they come ! Lie still ! "
He was fighting over again one of the battles of

the past. In broken, disjointed sentences, bit by bitý
Isota and the friends who were with him in the lodge

lieard the story told, which, put toorether, was some-
thing as follows:

That was a hard time. It was tlie year of the
rabbits. We ha-d gone away to the east- to hunt the

deer, and we intended ' to take some horses from the
(-',hippewas. Our young men had told us the Chippe-

was had some fine horses that they liad taken froin
the white'inen. It was a long journey, but it was fine
weather, and we had plenty of feed for our horses.

When we reached the forests we sak tracks of the
Chippewas. We kept a sharp lookout for our enemy.

" Early one morning we saw smoke from their
camp-fires. We made ready to attack them; we would
rush upon them unawares and defeat theni. We
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sent out two of our young men, who brouglit I)ack and

word that there were fifty lodges and the men wereý had

well armed. We consulted together, for it wdis ,0 face

easy task to fight with so manv, «but we *ere ie,,i(Iv :L. Is
TeMý

and in good trim. for fiorhting. We sent our vouil(reIý V >175 Indi
men again at night, and when they got back- they or d

reported that there were some fine horses iii the

camp, but some of the men were out huntinçr. We

made up our minds to attack the camp early the ne.-s-,t prir
bIeýý

morning. 
Iodý

There was not much sleep for us that niçrht : weýn the
were too near the camp of our enemy. Theýe wei-e qua

only twenty-five of our warriors, but they were zill
bec

good men who had won many battles. the
Long before the sun was up we started for the elk

camp, travelling quietly, and when we reached the Iso
camp we made a dash for the horses and fired iiito

some of the lodges. The enemy rushed out, the men bai
fighting and the women and children sereamincy

gel
Five of the Blackfeet were killed, but we had ten

escalps and thirty horses. As we were leaving the be
camp 1 saw a little pale-face sitting at the door of

one of the lodges èrying. 1 rushed to her quic-ly, by

picked her up and placed her on my saddle. The ov

Chippewas were beaten and we did not care to fight W 41
any more. We had taken the scalps and the horses
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and the little pale-face. That was a great fight. 1

had the best part of it. You know my little pale-

face; I caRed lier Isota."

Isota listèned, lier head resting on her hand. She

eT :ýembered being in the camp of another tribe of
Indians, but who they were or where they came from

or dwelt she knew not.

Namukta had ever treated the pale-face -as a,
princess, a child of the gods, for had not the gods

blessed his people ever since she had been in his

lodge? The men had not gone so frequently upon

the war-path, there wa§ not so much sickness or

quarrelling in the camps. The maidens loved her

beeause she was ever read to help them, she had

the finest skins for lier dresses, and bear's claws and

elk teeth were used in plenty to decorate the lovely

Isota.

The chiefs consulted lier on matters affectincr their

bands of people, and wondered at lier wisdom. Her

gentle manner, lier calm dignity and queenly carriage.

impressed them. with a sense of superiority. They

believed she was possessed of many secrets not known

by the mèdicine-men, aiid-tli-îs àJTéT-tâ-her influence

over the tribe. -
Namukta guarded his treasure carefully, and there

was nothing too valuable to be gnven to his Indian
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princess. And now lsota had tended Iiiiii M 111
sicknes's, and even the eldest of hiswives Im(l

objected to this ii-,--ýurpation of lier rifflIts0 kn
Tliere was one other wlio loved the 111CII(14111 lqs

fond]v as Namukta. Alahcasla liad been ttikeii I)y tiie
Bl.ackfeet durincr one of their raids upon some of die

numerous tribes of British Columbia, and

,,Naiiiukta was the war chief lie liad dwelt M
lo(bre. Mahcasla was tall aud liandsonie ) cand of ali

intelliçrent countenance. He had played with Isota

grown up -with lier, and loved lier better tli,--iii al] tlwý

world beside. Once when Isota liad been attae-ed

by a bear, his trust ' y rifle had pierced the braiti of

the savage animal and saved the crirl's life.

NamukLi, after the relation of the story of Iiis

capture of Isota, lay for several days unconscious,, Iiiit

wlien lie drew near the border of the spirit-laii(l.

he a-%vok-e, conscious though. very weak. He siiiii-

moned all the minor chiefs to his lodIge, and diý-i(lu(1

his property aniong his friends. His favorite liorse

was criven to Isota and the next in value to Alalie--tsla.

Then turning to the peace chief lie siaid:

And now I ain proing to the sand hills and I leaý-e

Isota and Malicasla to protect the interests of our
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,,people. They cannot be chiefs, but they are greater

tlian all the chiefs and medicine-men. If you consult'

thein and follow their counsels you will never be led

astray. Give them one of the best lodges, let them.

have a portion of all the game you kill, -never go to

war without seeking their advice, and you will become

prosperous and happy. Good-bye,. 1 am going. Bury

ine as an Indian warrior. I have done."

Namukta died and was buried with all -the' rites

of his people, who- mourned for him many days.

His last instructions were obeyed, and while they

followed the counsels of Alahcasla and Isota the

tribe was prosperous. 1

Twelve months passed and some of the women saw

that Isota's cheeks had lost their éôlor; they talked

of it among theinselves, but said no word to Isota.

Then one morning when the éhiefs went to the lodgé

of their leader they found the widows and children

of the camp weeping. Alahcasla and Isota were no

longer in the lodge. No one had seen them since the

night before, and the fear in their hearts was that

their enemies had stolen Isota, and because of his

love for her Alahcasla had followed. The tribe had

heard of rumors among the Crow Indians and about

the camp-fires of the. Gros Ventres, that it would be a

good thing if they could secure Isota, the white,
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leader, that prosperity might come to their loclcres

it had to, Namu-ta, the old chief, and his people. 0]
The chiefs held a consultation, and it was deci(le(l
that runners should be sent out to the territories of n

the hostile Indians, and learil by stealth the fate of
their princess.

Far and W' ide they went, but, could find no trace of Il

Isota. The people grieved, many of the children h-

sick-ened and died, the buffalo disappeared and tlie Il
warriors sat around in the lodues idle and dispirited. il

Isota had departed and her people were to -now
her no more.

You bet yer lif e she's a beauty, an' don't ve
forcret it. She's no Injun, that. She's got queer

tastes to, be the wife o' an lù*un, but he's a smart iin,
none o > yer common prairie Irýuns."

Such at all events was Dutch Fred's opinion. A 1
day or two before two travellers, an Indian and a

young woman of fair comÈlexion, had arrived at

the ranch and been treated with more than the

usual hospitality by the head man. Theythad iiot

been very communicative, and after resting for two

days had ridden away north in the direction of tlie.

line of white settlements. This and the superiol,

appearance of the- pair hacl ýcxcite(1 a -rood deal of
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etiriosity, and cialled forth the above expression of
opinion.

Duteh Fred was ri(rhtý Isota and Alahcasla were

no common Indians. Nainukta's story of how Isota

liad been brought to his lodcre had sunk into the girl's

lieart, and as Alahcasla loved her better than himself,
he was helping her to solve the mystery, althoucrh he

knew that every day which brought her nearer to

lier own people took her farther from him and his

love.

They had travelled many weary miles béfore they

reached the Thunder Bay district.f When Isota stood

iipon the shore of the great lake some memory was

.Stirred witbin her, and aýword long forgotten seemed

to leap once more into life.

She knew that she had before -stood beside a great

.sheet of water like this. Where was it? She could

not tell. In vain she sought to recall something

iiiore definite than the vague sense of having sseen

broad sparkling waters such as this. She could not,
but 'the train was set alight and here a word was to

supply the needed clue-Huron'.

They stayed that niglit with a band of Chippewa

Indians who were camped on the shores, and as Isota

1,,iy in the wigwam weary and sad she heard the story

of au old chief whom. his people lovecl; how he had
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grieved for and sought a pale-faced child tli.It 11;111 Th(

been stolen. She had been entrusted to his keelýitil(Ir nes"S «.

bY the chief of another band, and while lie W(IUS white

absent on a hunting expedition she ad een for we a

ckaway by a maraudina- band of Blaclç. eet. to asand fel

sh

et-

0 
f 
B.erstanc at fir privi'edi la

tow Il ler theirtion

Isota could not understand at fir 1)ut a 1011(r

illness and the care bestoweedd ïï ier by th e ýý- 1
of thé Chippeýva chief er tiine to learn their

r tiln ý to Bv
language., It seeined to come back to ber as a for- reviý

(rotten tongue. Of ti

When the sickness left her, Alahcasla, W110 11ý-1(1 si

waited and watched beside her faithfully, brotiglit atel,

the horses to the Iodge door, and together they set lier

out once more to reach the Huron country. as

After man days of weary travel the shin][11(ry ýn
waters of the lake lay before thein. They had

passed few settlements, but now the country Nvas Hui

more cleared, and as the tall Indian and the beautiful wli(

Isota entered the loncr stracrgling street of the pioneer int(

towns they attracted considerable attention Unilse(l of

to, the prying eyes and rude stare of ill-bred curiosit\-, ski

Isota held harself more erect and Alahcasla drew elosel,

to, her side. During their stay in one of these fron- tio

tiér towns Isota's horsè had sickened and'died, and fiçr

Alahcasla had put the girl upon his and walked bv

her side. t M,



257ALAHCASLA.

Tliey were often faint for food and from weari-

ness. they were not familiar with the ways of the

white people, and did not know that they must ask

for what they needed. It was not the Indian custom

to ask for the hospitality that it was considered a

privilege to be allowed to offer to, the stranger within

their lodges.

But the talk of the people in the streets had

revived another link in the chain of Isota's ineinory

of the past.

She heard the children call " Mother and iminedi-

ately she knew the word had once been familiar to

lier lips. With these words " Huron " and " -Mother

ýiý talismans, the pair went on their way.

In one of the larger to'wns on the shore of Lake

Huron, a crowd had gathered around two figures

wliose appearance was evidently causing considerable

interest. Travel-stained, their once handsome dress

of finely tanned and handsomely embroidered deer-

skin with beaded ornaments worn and discolored,
Alahcasla's'Lood, resentment in his eye and indigna-

tion expressed in every line of bis tall, commanding

ficrure sternly eyeing the craping crowd, while Isota

leaned against the wall of the house, her whole atti-

tu(le tellincr of weariness and Rer lips werekn
17
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parched and dry, yet they still could utter the wol-,Is fre
Huron," " Mother'. " of

Was there no one to respond; none to answer lier
Presently a woman better dressed than the majorit de

among the crowd drew near, and with the k-in(ililles Cel
of a heart long softened by sorrow, and one m-1ileh sel

found relief only in thought for others, she staye(l to lir
ask the cause of the gathering there. th

Poor thing-s," she said, as the crowd partecl ..iiidid ho
her eyes fell on the strange group; " they are surelv re
strangers here, and their proud bearing in such siiil-

roundings would lead one to suppose they are no
common peeple."

Isota looked into the k-ind grey eyes, and thoiiçrli

despair of ever beincr understood had filled her heart.
she uttered once again the words,'c Huron," " Mother.

A woman's sympathy and love for another ha(l le(l

her to stay her steps and ask the cause of the gatlier-

ing crowd, and now an answerino, echo in her heart,
sorrow loncr borne, a wound made and never licale(l,

replied. Isota and Alahcasla were taken hoine, the

one to her mother's arms, the other to seal with his

death the sacrifice of his love.

The lono, strain, the hardships of the journey from

which. he had shielded Isota, and the confinement of

living in a house and amid crowded streets where his
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frec spirit could not breathe, was more than the child
of the mountains and plain could bear.
Isotm, tended him, faithfully and closed his eyes in
death. Lovincr hands laid him, to rest in the beautiful

cemeteryjust outside the town. A simple stone was
set up, bearing the names " Alahcasla and Isota," thus

lin-inçr the living with the dead, and keeping alive
the memory of the one who had sacrificed his own

happiness that the woman lie loved might be
restored to her people.
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NOW had fallen thick and faç-;t during the niglit. cc

and as we loo-ed out over the prairie ancl saNv si

it still-beincr driven in long rolling drifts 1)y lil

the strong western wind, we shuddered and turned ai

again gratefully to the fire within the house.

The cold was so intense on that winter inornin(r S(

that we were slow in (yettincr out to our dailv duties. r(tD n - IV
a dilatoriness which we shared with our fellom-- ti

citizens of the frontier town. When late during tif ti

day we strolled down the street, we were struck by a

change in the appearance of what had been one of U

the dreariest most, desolate and dilapidated houses in t

the place. The house had -been vacant for soine C

time, but there was on the morning of whieh we

speak unmistakable evidence of life w- ithin its

roughly built walls.

In the early spring three young men had paid our i

town. a visit. The did not remain long; apparentlyy
they were not, favorably impressed with its appear-

ance or with the manner of its citizens. Our peopl(-, 1
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were certainly not of a style to attract, nor did they

on theïr part care for the presence of strangers. This

peculiarity probably arose frQm the fact that respect-

able strangers seldom found their way there, and

the townsmen had lost all desire to cultivate the

acquaintance of any but those who belonged to the

community. Beinom, as we have said, a frontier town,
situated not far from, the international boundary

line, many fugitives from justice had sought refuge

among us, and the presence of such an element was

not conducive to the growth of the town, either

socially or commercially. The shanties which these

rough characters had made their homes were, during

the long winter nights, veritable pandemoniums, and

the looks and behavior of ' their occupants were

sufficient to deter any honest young ipan from. taking

up residence âmong us. Many of the houses, like

that we have described, had fallep înto a dilapidated

condition; locr buildings were falling to pieces, while

in many of tiàem. factory cotton stretched over the

sashes was the substitute for glass long since- broken,
or possibly never inserted. The roadways, too, were

in a wretched condition, even on the one street the

town could boast of. L
It was little wonder, theref ore, that the young men

referred to had made so short a stay in the town.
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Following the river, and choosing a beautiful site oll AM

its banks farther north, they had pitelied their biiffal(,- las

skin lodge, and there they had lived for the montli, hel

preceding our s-tory, cutting cord-wood, fishincr ait(I cli(

shooting. th(

We had seen so little of these men that we did not f

at first connect them with the altered appearance of

the old shanty on this bitter winter morning. In a to,

town like ours, the inhabitants of which were eoiii- to

posed of such a heterogeneous mixture of men an(i tb

manners, we did not ask many questions of who or jo

what a man was, unless there appeared to be soiiie a(

good cause for such inquiries. It was only after we SI

recognized in two of the young men the strangers *1
who had passed through the town in the early sprino, 0

that the surinise occurred to us that the third iniglit

be the inmate of the old house.

We learned that the poor fellow had been ill for f

some time, and as he grew worse and the weather

more sevètFè, his companions had decided to bring 1

hiin into the town, and see if any better-help could

not be procured for him, than they could give intheir

camp.

The hearts of the rough and even the most wicked

men in the West beat tenderly for thehelpless, an(l

it is well known that many of the most hardened

ý ii 1,
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Among them will give their last cent, aye, even the:r

last crust, to aid such among them as are rendered

helpless by accident, misfortune or disease. This
eliaracteristie trait of the,, old-timer was known to

tliese strancrers, and their confidence in the mani-

festation of sympathy for their friend was not

misplaced. They had brought the sick man into

town upon a rudely-made sled, taking the precaution

to wrap him warmly in buffalo robe and blanket,
that he might be protected from the cold. The

journey over the smooth snow had been safely
accomplished, but the bed they found 'in the rough

shanty was of the barest description. They had,

ý'Iowever, made the best they could of it. A curtain
over the windows, the floor well swept, and the

simple furniture, consisting of the merest necessaries,
(rave it at léast a habitable appearance. Here his

friends left him.

Learning the poor man was alone, we went to see

him. At first, although it was evident he was anx-

ious -foý sympathy and help, lie regarded us with

suspicion. The water left by his bedside was frozen

in the cup, the fire hàd gone out, and.- the cold wind

seemed to find its way through every crack and

crevice in tÙe rude log walls. The man was 1 pale

and emaciated, and, when spoken to, his replies were
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interrupted by the difficulty of breathincr and p,.,-,, al
body. Ili

"You have been sick for some time we açikcý(1. ni
Yes-some-weeks."

Where is your home?' U
«'In-Oregon." il

Are your parents living 0
Yes." 0
Have you any money ? A quick glance of sus-

picion was the only reply to this last question. We N
hastened to explain that we had no desire for Iiis 1

money, and our question was prompted only bY a
wish to help, him.

" We have come to do what we can for you, and if
you have no money, we can get some and use it for
you, and see that you want for nothing."

I guess-l'm hot-çlowii-to bed-rock-lyet," was
the muttered re ly.p

Will you tell us'youïr name ? " we askéd.
Jerry-Lindley."

We needed no deep k-nowledge of the man to
recognize that this was not his true name. We were
not unprepared, for it. Many of the old-timers liad

seýveral, and it Was not until we became intimate witIi
the-rn that we learned their true names.

We weiit acraül nianv tinies to see JerrVý-
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always found hini alone. It seeïiied stranore that

Iiis companions should desert Iiiin, and we also

noticed that the old-timers 'avoided his shanty.

'rhey were not as ready to afford him the aid

usually given to the lonely and helpless, whose lot

it was to be aniong them. Jerry was a castaway-

ostracized by ý%yhiskey-traders and gamblers. Why
or whereforè we failed to learn.

The weather grew colder, the sick man, every day

worse, and at last it became absolutely necessary to

reinove him to some wariner' shelter than the old

shanty. There was in the town an old man who

was known by the name of Kamusi, a genuine -speci-

inen of the "' old-tiiiier." He was rough and ready

in language and manners, drank Ireely and gambled

and grümbled -continually, yet in all the country

there was not 'a morè tender-hearted man. He haà

an Indian wife and several half-breed children, whom

he loved intensely and -swore at incessantly. He led

a careless, * easy-g-oing and, in some respects, a wild

life, yet he was the most liberal giver to the Indian

school and mission church. The -locr building, con-'

sistino, of the kitchen, where Lincr, the Chinaman

cooked a small dinina--room, a billiard and bar-room,
which represented the hotel in the, town, was owned

and kept by Kainusi. This fough olà m.an offered

to take Jerry in and care for Iiiin free of expense.
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We carried the sick man on a blanket, and Co

him on an old mattress in the corner of the billili-(I- S

room. There, amid the strange surroundings of nieii bi

and women, Indians, Mounted Police, half-bre-eds, t

traders, cowboys, and rough ;ettlers, the sick iiiaii hi

lay slowly dying. We went to see hiln frequýiitly, ai

and endeavored to lead his thoughts upward to a,

higher things. The men at the billiard table, as we
talked, would often lower their voices or play more

quietly in deference to our presence, or it miglit be
to the near approach of the deepening shadow of 9

the death-angel's wings; and eager as they were
over the games or the sums at stake, they gave
many a thought to, the dying man so near to theiii.

We had sùcceeded in getting a doctor to look tit
him;but he could do no more' than repeat our owii
opinion that the man had not long to live. As we
tried to tell hiiii of the way of peace, and prayed,

our han'ds resting on the side of the billiard. table,
the gamesters ceased, doû'èd t4éir hats, and let their
eues rest on the floor. Such a prayer-meeting, M
such a place and with such a congregation, eould iiot
but leave abiding memories in many hearts, and, Nve
trust, led some to better livin(y.

A few days before his death one of Jerry's old
comrades returneà, and by his devoted attention aiid
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continuous watch over the dying man aroused the

Suspicions of some of the men who frequented the

billiard-room. Rumors were soon floating about

thîtt Jerry was known to have possessed several

hundred dollars. No one knew where it was hidden,
and the general opinion was that Tom, Hastings was

after no good.

One night just before 'Jerry died, and after a

draught had been griven him, to ease the pain he

was suffering, he seemed anxious to communicate

sorne intelligence. Unable to speak, he traced, with

feeble, trembling fingers, some straggling characters

on the wall against whieh he lay. We could not
ilecipher their meaning, but the men standing near

seemed to understand. Presently two- of thein
iiiounted theWhorses and rode out of the town.

Jerry died the next day, and we buried him on

die prairie. No onè, not even his two " pals," k-new

or could tell where Jerry came from. We Wde

some inquiries, but failed to find any of his relatives

or obtain information of where his parents lived.

We, knew no more about him than what he had told

us himself in answer to our first questions.

Some days after his companion's death, T'm Hast-

inus went south with an ox-train. Before he left he

paid all who had ineurred any expense in befriending
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the sièk- man. Pete Rowley, the third of tile tric),
remained in the country and seerüed to prosper for

a ti'e. He never worked, but was always Nveil

dremed and appeared to have all the money lie
required. After, hovering about thé billiard t-Mes

for several months he disappeared. No one cared

to, ask where he had gone.

What the writing on the wall betrayed, who hall
found the treasure whose hiding-place Jerry's treni-

bling hand had described, we never knew - but we

often thought that if wrong had been dont by any

or either of his friends, a day of retribution W0111CI
surely come to the one who had acquired it, and the

mystery surrounding it would then be fülly revealed.
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ad HE Blood Indian camp was pitched on one of

ni- the bottoms of the Kootenay River, andwith

its two hundred or more lodges formed a

]V picturesque group, the painted buffalo-skins of the

111CI lodges and thg4ay-attire of the numerous Indians

the who rode in and oiÏt'a-Èftý__ tbem and on the sur-

led. rounding prairie, making a brilliant and attractive

scene.

There -was unusual excitement in the camp on the

evening on whieh our story opens.- This excitement

was most-noticeable among the female portion of it,
and was causéd by the arrival of -Major Brown, an*

Englishman, and a fine specimen of that educated

class of his countrymen who, being possessed of

private means, are able -- to, indulge their desire of
change and adventure. White men had visited the

camp befotè; some had even made their homes

for a few mohths among the tribe, but never at any

time had so much interest and euriosity beenexcited,
L.rýý
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or so many questioningklances been exchangé(l be alit,

indtween the women as on the arrival of this particula
forEnglishman.
toMajor Brown's personal appeamnce was doubtless
hoia sufficient reason for the. unwonted àtir among t e
ontwomen, especially in the lodges- where tÉé younger
soones dývelt. He certainly was a handsome man,

and, in conscious indifference to its effect, bore hini- eou

self in a dignified manner among the people. Belonçr- tri

ing to, an old family* of noble linèage, his youth had
been spent in one of the best publie schools, two

tatyears of hard work at Oxford had followed, and th
Hfoundation of a good education laid. Unable, owing

to, a lack of fortune,to, maintain the position his birth QU
inand education had entitled him to in the Old World

he determined at the close of -the-two, yearW residence be

in the University to seek a home where he might in -an

a short time earn sufficient to, enable him to, star" an

fcKgoodbusiness in England, and eventually become one
BIof her merchant prieées. His friends tried to dis-
C(suade him from carrying out -this plan, but without
thsuccess. He had heard of the Indians, had read, much

of the sport to be had, of the freedom of the life in
aithe north-western part of Canada, àiýd the-conditiohs

of existence appeared so, fascinating toý-him, so, attrac- ai

tive 'in copiparison with tbe formality and %_qVention
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ality of social life at home, tha.t he could not be

induced to, give up a prospect of pleasant adventure

for the present and possible prosperity for the future

t'O li v-e a narrow life hampered by want of, means at

hoine, Therefore bidding his friends-farewell, he set

out for the New World, resolved to make a stay of

some years in the far West. He arrived in the

country at the time when a great gatherinor of the

tribes-Crees, Stoneys, Blackfeet, Piegans, Bloods and

Sarcees-was assembled at the Blackfoot Crossing. -
T-he tribes liad been ini;ited to, meet the represen-

tatives of the Government -at Blackfoot Crossing.

Havi- g implicit- confidence in the Great Mother, the

Queen, they made their way to, the place of meet-

ing. Thére were assembled nearly three thousand

belonging-to the different tribes when Major Brown

-amved. -He was much impressed with the people,
and listened in amazement to, the oratory of Crowz-

foot, Red Crow and Bear's-paw, notable chiefs of the

Blackfoot, Blood and Cree tribes. The GovernMent

Comml*ssi*oners addressed the people in the name of

the Queen, urging thein to, make a treaty surrender-

their lands to, Èer for the benifit of her subjects,
and assitring them that she would compensate thein

amply for their loyaity.
It seemed a difficult matter for the Indians tQ
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g ve up the lands whereon they had dwelt so long whi
and to allow the white man to come in and ta e ind
possession, but they knew that every promise whieh Pol
had hitherto been made to thém in the Queen's naTne prc

had been faithfully fulfilled, and that the advice an(

given t m was for their grod. frc
The great chief of the Êlackfeet, Crowfoot, arose. thi

and addressing the Commissioners in the presenée of'
the large assemblage, said, in the impressive manner re
of which he wasa master : 1 of

c« While 1 speak, 'be kind and patient. I have to th
speak to my people, who are numerous, and who relv la

upon me to follow that course whieh in the future ýto
will tend to their good. The plains are large and

wide. We are the children of the plains. It is oui- ti
home, and the buffalo has always been ourfood. 1
hope you look upon the Bloods, Blackfeet and Sarcees
as our children now, and that you will -be indulgent t
and charitable to them. They all expect me to speak

now for them, and I trust that the Great Spirit will
P.

put it into their breasts--into, the minds- of the men,

women and children and their future generations

to be a good people. E
TÉe advice given,-trie and eople has proved

jý d no cçýjr
to be' verv zood. If ice- «Jiad, not came to. this

country'where Woufd- we 41 be-ýnow ? Bad men and
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çre%1 whiskey men were killing us so fast that ' very few,
ke indeed, of us would have been left to-day. The
eh police have protected us as the feathefs of tbe bird
ne protect it from the frosts of winter. I wish them good,
ice and trust that all our hearts will inerpase in goodness

from this time forward. I am satisfied; I will sign
Seý the treaty-"

of' Several others spoke, but they foir'the most part
e r repeated what Crowfoot had said. At last the terms

of the treaty being fully explained and UiderstSd,
to the, names of the chiefs were written in thé native

IV language, and the men signed it with their marks or
re 'totems.

id Food was given the people, and the chiefs accepted

the officers' uniforms and medals whieh were given in

commemoration of the event. After being informed
es that they would receive their money payments regu-
nt larly every year, the vast assembly dispersed.

ak Major Brown was busy an ,wng the people, a;d
through the aid of one of the interpreters he made

many friends among the red men.

A. large detachment of Mounted ice travelled

southward until they came to _ý,tW Il p village on
ed 

ice travell,

1ý- village
the banks of thé 0d Man-% River, where had

-f 1 jor
erected theïr barracks à i and mud. The

accompanied them, 'ae was not long in gette
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position as clerk in one of the trading establishnient, r

in the primitive-looking town, where by his manly ha(
beairing and genial disposition he very soon nialidee ex]
friends amang the white people and the red men. pei

After breakincr up their camp the Indians' st-arted foi
southward on a buffalo bunt, and few of them were dil

acrain seen until, about the time when they -returne(l foi
for the annual treaty payment. They met on the fe,

banks of the Kootenay River, pitched their camp and -of
then rode into the prairie village to receive thvir Wý

annuities. à
Several thousands of dollars were paid, for each 01

received five dollars per annum.-men, women an(l ul
children-the chiéfs receiving ten dollýS and the

head chief twenty-five dollars. t(
Assoon as the payments were over Major Brown

set out with three men and a large supply of good.s
for the Indian camp, and it was upon his arrival that
the women were struck with the handsome appeiir-
ance of the'tall Englishman.

A large tent was pitched, and the people gathere(l
in large numbers to feast their eyes, like little chil-

dren, upon the great display. Blankets, beads, tea,
tobacco, fancy pipes, shirts, belts, guns and various

kinds of cloth in fane colors attracted youngy and
Qld.



THE WHITE MAN'S BRIDE. 275

The presence of the Mounted Police in the country

had made'it possible for this handful of men to

expose their goods in this loose fashion àmong -the

people. In the days previous to, the advent of this

force of red-coats the trading was done in a very

different fashion. Pormerly the traders built à log

fort: whieh they fortified with a high stockade. A
few Indians were allowed to, enter for the purpose

-of trading, and While they stood at the couniterthey
were guardéd by men who had rifles, ready to, shoot

them down if they showed any intention of stealing,

or acted in a spirit of enmity. Brawls were freqùent

under such conditions, as some of the traders were
e anserupulous, and when under the influence of liquor

took advantage of the natives.
n The Major had picked up somé of- the common

Is words among the people, and was able to, niake

himself understood. A brisk trade was done in the

camp for several days. The Indians were paid in

one-dollar bills, as they did not understand bills of

a larger denomination.

Five women we're seated in a lodge conversing

while the'men were visiting théir friends or buying

croods at the trading tent.

One of them spoke ùp saying, " Have you seen the

>Y '« Yes have yéu seentall man end another said,
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the white chief ? " " He is a handsome man . " cc He 11C
has a good temper.. He does not get angry: H ho

is always smiling1 Ca
With expressions such as these, mingled with a ai

gentle titter, the women talked about the man who aç
was in chârge of the tent. hý

Has he a wife ? SI
Nol he has not any," replied one of the women. M

I was at his loage and I did not see any woman d
there, and he has not anothér tent in the cainp.>ý U

He is like all other'white men; he -does not -care r
for an Indian woman," ejaculated another. C

"No! he is not like othérs; he - is a far better
looking man, and'he would not treat an Indian,
woman like thein. He has too good a heart. »

" I would not triist him. He is like all the others. 'i
They are all alike. Mly chief says they are all the

saine. They look very pleasant, but they have the
heart of a snake."

In the lodge sat a young woman who took no part
in the conversatio h. and yet 'listened intently to the
words of the others. She was an interfflted listener,

but with the' quiet demeanor of an Indian her

eountenaýnee was unmoved while they were'.speaking.

She was a comely maiden of about fifteen or sixteeË

years, whom her father loved so Inuch thet he--would



THE WHITE MA."; e S BRIDE. 277

not give her to any of the, inen in -the camp; thus'she

had remained unmarried longer than was generally the

case. She was modest and beautiful, dressed ne0atly

and worked hard. She, too, had seen the white chief,
as they called Maeor Brown, for she had accompanied

her -fathér- several times to trade. He had even

spoken -to her, and she had replied in her own quiet

1. way tcý Wis questions when her father signified his

Il d-esire for her -to speak. It was not, therefore, an
uninteresting conversation 9 she

to her, althou Il

e refrained from diseussing his personal appearance

or character.

"Come, Napiake, what do you think of the white

M, ehief ? " asked one of the women.

" 1 - dodt th înk anything about him," she replied, in

-her modest way.

le - Ci Oh, yes, you -do," replied one of the group. Ybu

le do notgo to the trading tent with your father every

day for nothing.

rt She was silent, however, upon this subject, and

e_ although- -the woinen tried to draw her out by their

6ý1'0 questions they failed. It ca Id not be doubted, how

,er ever, from the exp.ession of her eye, that she had

19. experienced some emtion when the subject was
DýIl toùched upon, but from her manner she seemed to,

care little about ï-he matter. 'This may have arisen
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froin her womanly nature. At any ra >1be reinallled
-quiet while the women talked on upon a topie so bu

pleasing to them. of

After the busy time was over, the white men Sb

determined to remain two or three days longer, and it

during this period Major Brown was a frequent eý

visitor at the old man's lodge. He seldom, came ai

without bringing some tobaeco or other present Il

to the chief, and although he did not understand h

much of the native language, fie listened respectfully t'

while the elîief would relate in his own animatéd
style the thrilling tales of his early days.

The Major was able to, follow him to, someextent
in his stories, and at any rate he seemed delighted
with what the old man said, which pleased his host

very much. Napiake sat in the lodge an interested
listener.

The tent at last was cleared of all the goods and
placed on the laýge wagon, and in a, few hours they
would take their departure for town. Major Brown

bought a fine horse and made a present of it to the
chief with a gun and some provisions. He then
turned to the young woman and simply said,
Napiake." The father nodded his head, spoke

a few words to, her in the Blackfoot tongue, and
the girl arose, dressed herself and followed Major
Brown.
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The women peered froni the doors of their lodges,
but Napiake eared not, for well she knew that some

of them would -be jealous and others delighted that

she was the wife of the white chief. Unceremonious

it might seem to the civilized, but Niapiake had long

expected that some day she would have to go forth

at the bidding of her father to be the wife of some

Indian who would take her father's fancy, or reward

hhn well, so that his love would be.outweighed. The

time had come, and she had got better than an Indian

chief for her husband, and the maiden was deliomhted

beyond measure. She had heard that the white men

had only one wife each, and that they were kind to,

them, so felt that she was elevated above the Indian

maidens in thus becoming the sole -wife of one man.

Unregretfully she7 left her father's lodge, for she was

going not more than a day's journey distant, so that

she could see her kin often; besides she had remained

at home full two years toiager than the- maidens of her

camp, and she felt 'grateful to her father for his love.

Major Brown was a happy man as - this beautiful

Indian woman of tender years followed him at a close

distance. He was following the câtom of the white

men in the country in taking an Indian woman for

his wife. He placed her upon the wagon and along

with the men she went to town. 'She found a home
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for two weeks with the Indian wife of one of the white hývin

men in town, and during this time the Major biiilt letter

a smaql log-house, neat and comfortable, and furnished ness

ïf weil. Napiake was pleased to- have a house of her at hi

own, and she set to work to make it as attractive a.s infor

she could for her husband. As husband and wife visit

they were happy and contented. He had a goo(l duri

situation, was -steady and industrious, and she wa.,-; tains

tidy, hard working, and faithful. IN

A babe was born to, them and their cup of happi- seen

ness seemed fiýl. He was the welcome heir of the than

log mansion, the father's pride and the mother's joý. the

At night when the heav day»'s work mras doné, the She

Major would dandle the child on his knee, and sino, she

andcoo, to, him. He was happy, and nothing could her

induce him to leav'e his home in the evenings. The T

babe resembled his father, a fact of which botii too

parents were proud. Nal

The child. was only a few months old when Major and

Brown received instructions to proceed to, Pincher bee]

Creek, nearly forty miles distant, with a supply of he

goods to trade with a camp of Indians located there. yeo

The Major and Napiake went along with the other bul

members of the party who were to accompany theni. bu-

A few days were spent with the Indiàns near the fai

mountains and upon their return home, the mail
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ha-ving arrived, the Major found some important

lettersawaiting him from the home land. The busi-

ness of the camp for a time kept him later than usual

at his office, but after the busy season was over, he

informed Napiake that he w-as going to grive her a

visit of a few days in the camp wit ' h her friends, and

during her absence he would start off to, the nioun-

tains on a hunting expedition.

Napiake was delighted with the idea, as she had

seen the Major"s face for the past few dàys was paler

than usual, and felt sure that a hunting expedition to

the mountains would restore the color to - his cheek-b--è5w

She began atonce to make clothes for her babe, tha't'

she might show him off to, advantàge in the lodges of

her people.

The day came" for her departure, and the MUaj

took her and the child to the lodges of her e.

Napiake and her babe were received with greâ joy,

and her husband welcomed, for the Maje a not

been in the camp more than twice since é day that

he took Napiaka from her -home N early three

years ha7d passed since she depa ýWith the Major,r
but- it had been such a happyýÉériod that it seemed

but as yesterday since she turned her back upoir her

father's home.

Major Brown Ireturnéd' to the camý at the time
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promised for Napiake and his child, and the açredd
chief was delighted to see him. The Major took his

wife and child to their home, and was as happy as ever

in their conipàny. Napiake -said nothing to hiiii

about what she had heard in the camp, for slie ha(l

trusted him, and he seemed 'to be worthy of all lier

confidence.

A* few months passed by and another babe -ývaçi

born. The -Indians came to see the fair skinned babe,
whom they named Morning Star. She shed -her

light for a while in the home, and then it was su(1-

denly e!Ktin'guished. The child sickened and died, an(l

great was the sorrow--Iof the household at her loss.

Bufthere is always à--'b-essing in affliction, unitin(r

the hearts of the sorrowing ones moré firmly together

and increasing their love for each other. - And it was

so in this instance. The Major could not do enough for

hi' wife to soothe her heart for the loss of the babe.

Little Morning Star -was placed in a beautiful coffin,

and laid away to rest in the ground beside the graves

of the white men in the settlement.

Napiake often wandered with her little bby to, the

grave of her darling, and sitting beside it she would

pour out her grief. So intense was it that she often-

times forgot to go home, and the Major would find

her weeping by the spot. The father was sad, but',
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he restrained his grief and endeavored to comfort his

wife.

One evening- àfter the mail had conie, in, Major

Brown cam e home with aserious countenance. His

wife and child met him at the door. At once his

serious mood disappeared and he was himself again.

He dandled his boy upon his knee and talked cheer-

fully to Napiake. Supper over, he drew a large

envelope from his pocket, and opening the letter it

contained, read it 'inaudibly, but with an earnest,
serious expression on his faëe. His wife busied

herself about her household duties, glancincr ocea-

sionally at the Major as hé sat "rincr over his letter.

Napiake," hé said sadly, " I am going on a long

Journey across thé' sea. 1 have some important busi-

ness to attend to at my old home, and I must go there

to -look after it."

The woman stopped lier work as the Major uttered

these words, a great fear coming into her heart.

1' May I not go with you and make you happy

1,1amongyour people ? I am willing to go anywhere

with Yýô-îî-- she-'said, as she- looked steadfastly in h's

face.

That w-ould never do, Napiake, to, take you away

£rom. youïr own people."

The tears started to her eyes. Was her devoted
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husband going to, leave lier, and would lie never E

return ? Perhaps lie might follow tee example of larg

others, and leave lier. Nor, that was impossible. He lie

was too good. She never had cause to, doubt his. a W

faithfulness, and she knew that lie would either take A

lier or return to dwell in the country. his

When are ou coming, back ? she asked fare

timorously.

I shall- be absent abouta y- ear, and then I will sha

return, and we shall never again be parted." an

Napiake gazed earnestly at him. through lier falling

tears, but his glance was so honest and true that she fri

said, " Well . Not a word more escaped' her lips, off

but the tears ran freely down lier cheeks. an

In a few weeks the Major had - all his matters hi

arranged and was ready to, leave.' A few minor th

matters had to, be àttended to, so he took his wife and in

child to camp. The aged chief received him witli w

marks of esteem. He loved , his son-in-law, and 91
thouglit, there was no one in all the country equal to w

him for ability, and.he nev-er tired telling his friends

that the Major was a handsome man. ti

The Major related lis plans to, his father-in-law,

who listened attentively, and whén he had finished

lie placed a sum of money in the hands of the old

Ir. man.
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Early next, morning as he 0 bade them farewell, a

large party stood around the lodge to see him depart.

Ile stooped and kissecl Napiake and his son, and with

a wave of his hand,.drove away.

A grand banquet was given the Major in town by
his friends, many of whom came miles to attend this

farewell supper,' for he--was a great favorite with al-1.

lar e crowd-,7.gàthered about the stage-coach to

shake hands with him as he saýd good-bye to, one

and all.

That same evening there were a number of his
friends in the neighboring town of Leighton to see him

off at the little rajlÉoad station. The night was dark,
and as hiAýpod in the cirele of friends, he excused

himself for a moment and stepped aside. There in

the gloom stood an Indian woman with her boy, look-

ing on and weeping. It was Napiaké and her child

who had come a distance Of thirty miles to get a last

glimpse of him. Faithful tc>-the"ýlast, there slie stood,
weeping disconsolately.

The Major was touched by this evidence of her devo-

tion to,,4îm, but as he strové eo comfort her the con-

ductor shouted, " All àboard'.. the engine whistled,
and the Major, placing a sum of money in the hands

of each, kissed them 'both, sprang upon the train,
and was gone. Napiake and the boy watched the
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retreating train until it disappeared in the darkness, her

and then sadly ret'raced their way to, the camp. Bul

off,

"l'Il give you two, horsès for her," said Pinakwaiein. wa

" Two horses are not enough. She lis 4 goo(l wi

worker, and she is young, and you know she eaný-ta1k Hg

Enirlish, and is a good housekeeper, for she was the fri

wife of the white chief." al

Ic"The wife of the white chief And that's the
velqson she is not worth so inuch. l'Il give you the t(

two'torses."

All right, you can have h r."

Napiake, after waiting patiently for two years

for the return of her white chief, had become the

wife of an old Indian, sold for two hor'es and de.s

tined to slavery. Pinakwaiem. led Napiake and lier

son to, his lodge. Not a word' escaped from the

patient woman. As a sheep led to the slaughter

shé was dumb, submissively following the man who
had bought her, for she was now his wife accordincr

to, the Indian eustom. There were three- women

aIready in the lodge to whieh she was going who
were recognized as wives, and iapiake as thelatest

addition held a good-position for a. while amongst
thern. The old man then treated them well, and she

seemed to have a hold upon his affections. She did
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her work faithfully, utterinop no word of complaint.

But in a few months the novelty of the new life wore

off, and Pinakwaiem. began to, treat lier harshly. It

was not hard for him, to, see that lier heart was not

with him. Napiake never smiled, and seldom. spoke.

Her life was sad an'd hard. She carriect the wood

from. the bush on her back, the burden bending lier

almost in two, and bore large pails full of water a

long distance from. the stream. Her littlé'boy seemed

to be always in the way; lie was scolded, but never

struck, for the customs of the natives frown upon the

harsh treatment of children.

The old life and the new were in strange contrast.

She had become the drudge of the lodge and the most

despised of the wives of the old man. Doomed as slie

now was to a life of sadness, toil and oppression, all'

liope died out of her heart and she had no delight in

any of the amusements'of the camp. 0 .

Sometimes the name of the white chief was men-

tioned in lier presence as a taunt, and: stung with the

remenibrance of her former treatment, Napiake souglit,

peace in the solitude of the bush or by the river,
-- where she sat for hours with lier little boy by lier

side. She gave not railing for railing. The sweet

and beautiful countenance of the former days had fled,
and given place to a haggard expression which made
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her appear to be an ôld woman, as she dragged he-r 1ca

wearied limbs through the camp. Some of the Indian, Af.

jeered at her, but others pitied her in her loneliness sta

and grief. The thought of her boy alone -sust-inc(l fax

her, and by a great effort she detèrmined to, live for
him.

She could not flee to - another camp, there was no
place for her among the white people, divorce there W

was none, and she hoped that some day her Indian d(

husband might sell'-h-er to, another Indian who m-icrht

treat her more humanely.- But - the seeds of disease
were sown in her system, and she was already doomed ti

to, fall a victim to, the curse of the Indians, that fell

destroyer, c'onsumption.

The medicine drum, was beaten night after night,
and the sonom and prayers of the medicine-mansounded

through the camp. But all was of no avail; Napiake's

life was slowly ebbing away.

Late one night there entered the lodge a white man,
dignified and grave. The Indians gave him. the seat

of honor in the lodge. He knelt 'beside the sic-

woman, beautiful now as ever -in the days of health.

The hakgard looks had disappeared, and a peaceful

contentment rested upon her face. The visitor spoke

in a low tone, and Napiake listeiied, attentively

answering his questions. Rer father and friends



THE WHITE XAN'S BRIDE. 289

r leaned forward -to catch her, faintly expressed words.

8 After some quiet conversation, raising herself in a

state of excitement and looking the missionary in the

face, Napiake inquired:

cw " Shall we see each other there ?
«'Yes, in the land of God, we shall see each other."

10 " Sh. all we know each other ? " eagerly asked the

re woman upon whose countenance the shadow of the

M death-angel had fallen.

ht " Yes," was the simple answer of the man.

se " 1 shall see him! I shall see him! Shall we live

d there always ?
'il Yes, we shall, never to, be parted againi

Napiake fell- back upon her couch, , saying, " I'm
it satisfied, I'm. gàCisfied! God îs-just."

ed A few hýeavin of tlie breast and the hands fell by
s her side. Napiake, the beautiful Blackfoot woman,

was at rest.

ut In a large and busy iýianufacturing town in the

Ck west of England, a merchant sat in his office reading

th. his letters. At the door stood a coach with a pair of

M handsome horses 1; seated in it a lady with a babe
ke upon her knee.
ýly 4'Tell your master that I am waiting," said she to

ds the footman, who promptly obeyed the command.
19
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',- I will be there in a few minutes," was the reply.
The merchant seldom went for a drive, his extensive p
business usually requiring his whole attention; but a
he had made up his mind to spend this afternoon 0
with his wife and child. The letter-carrier had just p

delivered his mail., and ' he was hastening to give
directions to the letter cleiks to answer them before
leaving.

Among the others was a paper £rom the Canadian N

North-West, in which a marked paragraph caught
his eye:, 1

"There died last Friday, on the Blood Reserve, 1
Napiake, an Indian squaw. Some of - the pioneers of t

the district may remember her as a beautiful woniaii
when she was young, who lived for a time in the

village in the early days."
Turning suddenly pale, he laid the paper aside and

left the office. As he sat in the coach his wife pointed

to severàI objects of interest which they- passeà., chat-
ting freely about them, but he pa»id little attention.

It was as though he heard lier not. AU her efforts
to drive away his morose silence were in vain. Far

away at the foot of the Rocky Mountains the husband
saw a woman dying in an Indian lodge, a woman
who loved him to the last, but whom he had deserted

and forgotten. Forgotten? Nol He could never
foret her.
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But in that busy English town hè is a merchant
prince, holding an honored position -in society. He is
a member ''f * several societies'and is often speaking
on behalf of the enfranchisement of women and
popular education.
- Sometimes an old man leading a boy by the hand
may be seen standing beside a mound on tlWwide

prairie of the West, but there is no other that ever
visits that lonely grave.- 1

Little Charlie Brown finds a lýome among the
Indians, depending on them fer food and clothing,
and sometimes an old-timer takes compassion upon
the boy and gives him a morsel of food or some
elothing. He endures the poverty.- of an Lidian

lodge, while over the sea his father enjoys the
comforts of an English mansion.
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THE COMING OF-APAUAKAS. of
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IGHT after night during the long and dreary N
winter, from where the lodges were pitched rel

among the small patches of timber that Fo
fringed the river bank, -came the low, monotonous th

beating of the medicine-drums, a sad refrain tellincr
the story of sickness and deaCh. t

ý " Take pity on mel Take pity on me 1 " floated M
upon the evening air, a wail from the lips of the aged r
warrior as he la on his earthen couch and wrestled

with the grim spirits who wère waiting for hi-s soul. h(
Thick clouds of pestilential fever hung over the

camp. The ruddy glow of the lodge fires served but
W deepen the glooin. The happy hunting days were

gone the excitement of "the buffalo chase was a thing b
of the past. The ancient traditions of the coming of
a race of white men who were superior in numbers and Y
strength were now bein fulfilled, and the hearts of

the mourners in the camp by the river were heavy.

Take pity on me 1 "-'was the burden of their song.

Strong men bowed their heads as the uttered the
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plaintive words the woinen wept and prayed. The
chi.1dren alone were'merry and wondered.why their

mothers were sad.

In the deep recesses of the wood, high in the forks
of the trees, the dead lay still and cold, freed from
the pain and poverty of the plague-stricken camps.
No angel visitant came with mercy in her hands to
relieve the sick or to bestow gifts upon the poor.

Forsaken b ,friends and foes, the d'ing turned from
their friends and sighed their lives away.

Night had closed in upon the desolate seene, and
the dwellers in the lodges were seeking what rest they

might, when a sharp, cry rent the air causing many to

raise their heads and listen. But it was no warning

shout of danger; it was only the wail of a stricken

heart. A father had returned from the mountains,
whither he had gone in quest of game, and on enter-

ing his lodge. found none to meet him save an aged

medicine-w.oman. Wife, sister and children had all

been called to the spirit-land. His hearth was deso-

late the song and the prattle of merry childhood

,which had always greeted his home-coming were

silenced forever. Thro-wing himself upon the ground

he wailed forth his anguish in ihe cry /that had

startIed the sleeping camp.

Hope had well-nigh died in the breasts of the
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people. Their mèdicine-nien's charins no longer pro- day

tected them from sickness, and their guardian spir1tý,' tha

had abandoned them in the hour of distress. Tliey tha

prayed and longed for releasé from. the pain and tak

burden of life. Yet a few days more and their spc

prayers would be answered. me

The morning sun was gilding the eastern horizon deý

as a young man, footsore and weary, drew near the ini

camp and ran eagerly toward the chief's lodge.

Ï. What news? What news ? " asked the people of ey

each other, but noue could reply. The men dragged re

themselves to the lodge wheré the young man waited w

impatiently the coming of the chief. The latter

entered presently with his friends, and in obedience

to his command the young man delîvered his message 'V

before them all.

Chief It is now three moons since I left my

people here and travelled toward the northern land,
where dwell the Sarcees, Crees and Stoneys. 1 weût

to a large camp of the Crees. The people received

me in- kindness and supplied me with every need.

Their hearts were filled with joy and they sang from

daylight till the darkness fell. There was abundance

of food; the medicine-man's drum had ceased to beat,
there was no sickness in their camps. Guardian

spirits hovered over the lodges, and as I sat day after
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day arnong the people 1 listened to song.si and stories
that were strange to my ears. 1 waited for the feasts

that w& ofttimes have in our own camps that 1 might

take part in the amusements of my people, but as I

spoke of these thin ' gs they gazed at me in astonish-

ment and pity. I beèame angry and would have

departed had not an aored chie£ named Jacob come

into the lodge.

'« The old chief looked upon me with kindness in hiis

eyes and addresséd me in my native tongue. He

related to me the tales of my childhood and my heart

was glad. I had found a spirit kindred to, my own.

He spoke of the 'OldM.,an of the Mountains,' the

'Blood Clot Boy,' the 'Morning Star' and all the

wonderful things they had done.

Your fathers have told you, young, man,' he said,
of the coming of a tribe vast in numbers., and different

in color and habits from the "' Indians of the plIýns.

You have listened in the lodges of the south to'the

story of the great liero Apauakas, who is to come

bringing blessings in his hands fol*lall the people.

When he comes the buffalo shall increase in number,
the people shall have food in plenty and shall ýnot need

to toil so hard. The land shall obey his command, the

rivers shall have many fishes, the mountains and

prairies be covered with antelope, sheeýp ànd goats.
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The wolf and the bear shall flee away into the secret hap
places of the hills, and- no longer shall they molest us. the
Our camp shall be filled with children and happy it
mothers. My son, the Great Chief is coming! coi-ning in

c'My heart was filled with joy as I listened to, his me

words, and I. longed for the coming of Apauakas. ca
The chief had risen as he thus spoke kindly to, me, a p
but was silent. He struggled to, control his emotions, bu
then leaning forward and gazing earnestly into my W
face he said slow1y: ou

«'Young manthe white tribe has come, the pro-

phecy is fulfilled. AU over the prairie the men and grr
women of thewhite tribe are building their lodzes. fo

Thé buffalo have fled before their presence, disease a

and death have spread desolation among- our camps.

The land of our fathers has been taken from us, the,--- a

Indian race is doomed to depart before the feet »Uthe

white stranger and we dwell in the land ol-un enemy.

Would that I had died before I hadýén thýý0ur. 1 k

had then been spared the pain anuuish that have

fallen upon us.'

«« As he ceased, smitten wh sorrow and anger, I

laid my hand n iýy-knife, determined to depart

and s]ayý,the oppréÉsor or drive him from, the land.

But chigf-spoke again. t

.e, (l am'not done,'he said. 'When 1 think of the
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happy days enjoyed- by my people I am silent, though

the -warm blood coursing through my veihs makes

it hard to, restrain my anger. One day as we sat

in our lodges nursing our sick in sadness, while the

medicine-men beat their drums and prayed, there

came to, our camp from the lodges of the white tribeý
a pale-faced man. He could not, speak our language,

but.he made signs that he wislied to live with us.

We suffered him to stay, and gave him a share of
our seanty food.

E very morrning and evenýpg he knelt -upon the

ground and prayed. We*-kIîéwý not, W e said,
for his tongýue wasýsIrange-to ue.-- e helped the men

and wonien at their---výro-rk, played with the children,

.-anct'ursed-thè-ýs-ick, He learned our lanoùage quic-ly,
andA'ýen he began to Wf ýas of a Great Teacher who

liad come to bless all people.

He held in his hand pieces of bark of a kind we

knew not. They were fastened together and had

writing on them that was not, like the m-riting upon

our lodges. These he held reverently, for he said'it

was I' the writing sent by the Great Spirit to, his

children."

Day by day we gathered in 'the lodges or under

the shade of the trees, ;qnd listened to thé-'bol'y man as

he sang sweet songs and taught them to -usýin our
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native tongue. Heprayed and the sickwere healed. call
He struck the ground, poured water upon it, and foo( too
came out of it for young and old. Tei

«<'We prayéd to him, and then he became angry. Hi]
«'I âm only a man," he-said; "pray to the Great Spirit. usWe followed him wh verere- he went, and blessings loc
came to, us. Again and again he told us the story of
the Great Teacher, and we drank eagerly of bis words. thi
Thq-ýsick and the aged sent for him, and said, Tell it 1 thý

over again and when he told it they said, Tell it Ur
again 1 Bi

« One day when the people were assembled listen- ar
ing to, his words, a little child sat beside him. Again sa
he related the glory of the coming Great Chief, of the 10
peace and joy that would dwell in our camps when di
the little children should know and love Him. As lie
looked upon the writing and sang and prayed, his lips p
quivered and tears flowed from his e es. The little
child by bis side looked up into his face and then «ýt
the people, and whispered, "' Apauakas

Then the people fell upon their faces and cried
with one voice, il Apauakasl Apauakas Il As they

rose they saw the white stranger on his knees and
heard him say, «' He bas come? Christ bas come!jo

'«As the aged chief -Jacob related this to me, the
-people in the 1 o*d,Dre clasped their hands together
and sang a song about Apaua«kag, whom they
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called the Christ. When they had finished, Jacob
took my hand and said, 'Young man, the Great
Teacher has come; stay with us and yoif will see

Him soon, for He -dwells in our hearts and gives
us peace." I therefore stayed in the camp and
looked daily for His coming, but I saw Him not.

f ci My heart was sad, and 1 prayed to the spirits of
the prairie to help me. 1 walked, turning over in my

t thoughts all the wonderful thing'S I had heard. I fell
t upon my face and groaned, ' Apauakas ! Apauakas ! y

Brothers, my cry was answered: a bright light shone
around me, and a voice- from the overhanging clouds

said gently, " Arise! Apauakas has come. Call me no
longer Apauakas, but Christ, for 1 shall aid and
deliver you from, all your foes 1

e I arose and sped towards the camp, and as the
S people saw me coming, they ran to meet me, shouting,

'He has found the Christ'! The Christ has comel'
t 1 sang for joy, and the weeks fled as if they were but

hours.
One day the chief came to me and said, « Bro'ther,

a messenger has come from the south bearing sad
tidingS. Sidcness and death are 'in the camps of your

people. Go, tell them of Apauakas the Great Teacher,
who will relieve and bless them in their hours of woe.'

I bade him farewell and hurried homeward. My
heart sank within me as I came through the wood
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fi

near the camp and beheld the trees bearing the bodies

of my people whom, I had left sýrong and well. 1 Cn

bring a message of peace. Apauakas has come to to

bless and heal His children. Chiet I have finished." fr

The eager eyes and haggard countenances of the th

men Who listene(l to the young man's story had been an

strained and then relaxed as they followed the story

with absorbing interest to the end. A -great silence fe Il sa

upon the fodge, and one by one the men arose and ul

went away to their own lodges. They spoke no word,
but pondered in silence over the strange things that si

they had heard. % Throughout the next day they

talked to each other by the lodge fires; the coming

of Apauakas was the burden of the stories told to the a

women, and a deep, earnest longing took possession of

their hearts. At evening, time they waited and'

prayed, but He came not. Despair began once more

to be depicted on the faces of the people, and the signs

of a coming storm added fear to their misery. The

skv erew * dark, the air heavy. As the waited in an

ag-ony of spirit for the consummation of all their woes,

the storm. broke, and as it inereased in strength the

women prayed. One voice alone was heard above

the wild Wailing of the wind, and the terror-stricken

inmates of the lodges listened as it sang, «'Apaualças

is coming 1 coming soon
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At this the women stilled their whispered prayers
« looking for the Teacher.

and waited, The rain ceased

to beat upon the lodges, the elouds were swept

from the sky, the sun shone out in" all its glory, and

the air seemed full of voices singing ý words of love

and tenderness.

The looked to where the young man knelt and

saw that a smile of joy rested on his face as he gazed

up into the heavens. A strange feeling of awe made

them bow their heads. When thev looked again they

saw he had fallen to 'the ground. They ran to him,
and as they raised him in their arms, gazing in pity

into his face, he murmuýed, " Apauakas has come!

and elosed his eyes.

A beautiful spot on the prairie is the honored rest--

ing-placê of the gentle messenger of love; -the Great

Teacher had tome and taken him home. Health,
peace and coifafort returned to the people, bringing

with thern a better khowledge, a nobler life. The

stranger who now sits in the lodges and listens to the

stories tdC by the Indians will hear the young man s

name repeated with reverence as the prophet who led

his people to look for the coming of the Teacher, and

see eyes.suffused with tears as, they repeat, 1

APAUAKAS HAS COME1 TuE CHRIST HAS COME 1
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