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At the beginning of the Fraser River gold rush of 1858 twenty-eight men, miners from California, formed a party and made their way to Fort Langley. From there they ascended the Fraser, found gold in two spots but where unhappy with how fine it was and the difficulty in capturing it in their pans. They trekked through the country, checking the Thompson and Nicola Rivers. They continued to find fine flake gold but they also found members of what they called the Thompson River Indians.

They also found a young woman who took particular interest in Jack McLennan the foreman or Captain of the group. I suspect there was a relationship there, but we will never know for sure. She did return to their camp one night late and warned them all to leave the country or they would be killed. After that she walked off into the dark.

The miners broke camp, left everything but their firearms, ammunition, jerked meat, and one blanket each and struck out down river in the dark. A week later the 28 miners where 5, all of them wounded. Two more would eventually die of their wounds leaving 3 survivors.

There was obviously a lack of communication and understanding between these miners and the natives.  A misunderstanding undoubtedly initiated and exacerbated by those of European ancestry who tended to disregard or ignore the needs and desires of aboriginals.

The Thompson tribe involved was, a few months later, almost eliminated because of retribution from other miners and from down-river, traditional enemies.

Shortly after reading this account from one of the survivors, Edward (Ned) Stout, I read parts of a diary by one of the early North American explorers. In his entries the explorer mentioned several times how friendly and accommodating the natives where. I began to wonder if they where actually friendly or just hoping the beastly strangers would leave before they had to be eliminated.

What was communication like in this instance? Where they speaking French, English or one of the Cree dialects? Was it all sign language? Perhaps they were using “Chinook” a trade language used along the Pacific Coast from California to Alaska.
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When I had seen eighteen winters, I left the village and traveled toward the rising sun for two days. On the third day I turned toward the home of the cold wind, and began a circle back toward the village. I searched for meat, but I found strangers.

In the high land where the rivers flow in all directions, I began to hear strange, loud noises. Soon my nose could see the smoke of a poor fire, but the noises were nothing that I knew. I worked closer so that my eyes could tell my ears and nose what was causing this unknown thing.

At a place where the bank of the river is quite flat, there were many strangers. There was a family of Carrier people, who live in that land, and two of these strangers looked like the Cree people, that come from beyond where the sun rises. I had not seen these people until that time, but had been told of them. 

The other strangers were as nothing I had seen. They wore strange clothing, and all but one had faces covered in hair. Even the one whose face I could see had much hair under his nose. I had heard of white men who traded for furs along the shores of the Great Water, and saw that these men were like that.

I knew then why I had not taken any meat during my hunt. These noisy strangers had chased all the game ahead of them.

Moving back from their camp, I circled wide toward my village. I hurried to carry the news of the coming strangers to my father. 

I can not say why I began to travel from our village, for it was not a thing done by others. It made me different. There was a time when I was lost and very hungry and I ate the meat of a deer. From that day I was not the same as my own people who only eat fish. I was still welcome in my father's home, but all looked at me with different eyes. Because I was different, I knew of the strangers and could warn my father and the village.

"Are they like the others?" my father asked, when I had told him of the noisy camp that I had found.

"I was not yet of this world when the others came," I reminded him. "Only my father can know if these men are like those who came from the sea."

I waited for my father's third wife to serve me food, before continuing. "I have heard my father's story of the yellow-skin men many times, and because of his great skill as a story teller, I do not believe these men who camp on top of the mountain are the same. One man has hair and skin the color of fire, and they all have much hair on their faces."

My father nodded, and then quietly smoked his pipe for the time
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