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PAGE -> < — ( l he finer lest lues must 1" eltuiti/i d 
to read : )

There is anolher canne coming after us. and making 
si «ri is for us to stop. What is it v We must have for
gotten something, an,! they are bringing it to us.

PAGE •>v' (7 In i fust fne s must e< ehi/li(/ed to
re atl :)

Who would have believed it It turns out to lie a 
Montagna is family whieh, having come too lata to 
greet me on leaving, has followed us for three long 
miles, against a strong wind, in order to touch m\ 
hand. There are not many whites who would have- 
done as lnueh. They go back happy. and the good old 
man fires his gun, in token of farewell.

PAGE 4-J—(The pUnff/nrjih h< i/iuh hut irifh ffirst 
irords : -fid)/ 17. should he ehuni/id fo reed:)

Ji i.y 11. (Std! in. Ile tint.) I am still at the same 
place. 1 have said Mass in the sick man's hut : di
mensions : ten feet by ten: a low dirty lent, as black 
as a stove. There were fourteen of i.s there ; two 
being stretched on their bed. < r rather a wretched 
pallet. It is easy to fancy how much room I had for 
saying Mass. However. I succédé 1. and I gave seven 
Confirmations as well. The good old sick man shed 
warm tears at the moment of communion and of con
firmation. Ilis soul was filled with joy. while his 
lmdv was suffering. 1 lis poor old wife was beside 
him. suffering also, and unable to walk. It was 
touching to see them. After 1 he ceremony. I was 
getting ready to start, when one of my men came and 
told me lie would go no farther, he had work at home 
and must go back.
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