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I; was the black patch over his left
eye that made all the trouble. In
reality he was of a disposition most
peacefnl and propitiating, a friend of
‘ustice i fa'r dealing, strongly in
elined to a domestic life, and capable of
¢xtreme devotion. He had a vivid
gense of righteousness, it is true, and
any violation of it was apt to heat his
indignation to the boiling point. When
this occurred he was strong in
back, st.ff in the neck, and fearless of
consequences. Bat he was always open
to friendly overturesand ready to make
peace with honor.

Singularly responsive to every touch
of kindness, ssirous  of
secretly hunzry for caresses, he had a
heart fram for love and tranquility.

But nature saw fit to put a black pateh

ywwer his left eye : wherefore his days |

were passed in the;midst of conflict and |
{

he lived the strenuous life.

How this sivi-ter mark came to him, |
he never knew. Indeed it is not likely
that he had any idea of tl art that i
played in his ecareer. I'he itude |
that the world took toward him from
the he ning n attitnde of aggres-
give mistrust —the role that he was €x
pected and tically forced to assume
in the dra [ existence, ole of a
hero of inter e strife t ha

i Wtogether ysterious
vt absard., Bat his part
he black pateh. [t gave |
t truculent and forbid
all the elements ol warlare
ind as hornets around a

like the raising of a flag for
that Pichou,’”’ said Mae-
Hudson's Bay agent

1 see you big black-ey

leevil 2 Th

vages call him Pichou |

becau e t as 3 lynx—* laid |

mme u ] Best sledge-dog |
and the gurliest tyke on the North
Shore. Only two years old and he can

lead a team already.

just daft for the fighting, F

her for life
and nigh killed 'em both.
in the place has a grudge at him, and
hell’s lo s oft as he takes a walk.
I'm loath to part with him, but I'll be
selling him gladly for $50 dollars to
any man that wants a good sledge
sh ?—and a bit collie-shangie
week."’

Pichon had heard his name, and came

log,

every

1p to the corner of the store
y Macntosh was talking with old
he chief factor, who was on a
f inspection along the North

shore, and Dan Scott, the
Seven Isiand who had br
ehief down in his elaoupe. Pichou did

not understand what his master had

been saying about bim : but he thought
he was called, and he had a sense of
duty ; and besid he was wishful te
sho proper sy to well dressed
and respectable strangers. He was a
rroat dog, thirty inches high at the

shoulder ; broad chested, with stre

sinewy legs ; and covered with thick,
wavy, cream colored hair from the tips
f his short ears to the end of his bushy
tail—all except the left sideof his face.
I'nat was black from ear to nose oal
black ; and in the ¢entre of this storm-
sloud hiy eye m
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hobbled away, shrieking.

the |

affection, |

: | oducin
and his appearance in | M vroGh

Buat, man, he's |
ughkt his |
1other when he was a pup and lamed |
fought two of his brothers |
Kvery dog |

{ was slowly and re

nb from |
ght the |

He caught Babette by
the fore leg and broke the bone. She

could he do? Maust a dog let himself
be killed by his mother ?

As for his brothers—was it fair that
two of them should fall foul of him
about the rabbit which he had tracked
and caught and killed ? He would
bave shared it with them, if they had
asked him, for they ran behind him on
the trail. Bat when they both set
their teeth in his neck, there was no
taing to do but to lay them both out ;
which he did. Afterward he was will-
ing enough to make friends, but they
bristled and cursed whenever he came
near them.

It was the same with everybody. If
he went out for a walk on the beach,
Vigneau's dogs or Simard’s dogs re-
garded it as an insult, and there was a
fight. Men picked up sticks, or showed
him the butt-end of their dog-whips,
when he made friendly approaches,
With the children it was different ;
they secemed to like him a little ; but
pever did he follow one of them that a
mother did not call from the house
door: *' Pierre! Marie! come away
juick ! That bad dog will bite you e
Once when he ran down to the shore
to watch the boat comivg in from the
mail steamer, the purser had refused
to let the beat go to land, and called
yat, ** M'sieu’ Maclntosh, you git no
malle dis trip, eef you not call avay
dar dam’ dog.’

True, the ¥ med to take
L Ce in kind of pride reputa-
tion. They bad brought Chouart's big
brown dog, Gripette, down from the

figanities

sheldrake to weet him; and a the
meeting was over and Gripette had
been revived with a bucket ol water,

everybody except Chouart, appeared
to be in good bumor. The purser ol
the steamer had gone to the trouble of
A famous wledogye from
y after that on which
he had given such a hostile opinion of
Pichou., The bull-dog's intentions were
unmistakasle ; he expressed them the
noment he touched the beach; and
when they carried him back to the boat
on a fish-barrow many flastering words
Pichou., tle was
not ivsensible to them. Buat these tri
butes to his prowess were not what he
really wanted, Ilis secret desire was [or
tokens of affection. His position was
honorable, but it was intolerably lonely
and full of trouble., He souzht peace
and he found fights.

While he meditated dimly on these
things, patiently trying to get the
ashes of Dan Scott's pipe out of his
nose, his heart was cast down and his
spirit was disquieted within him., Was
ever a decent dog so mishandled be
fore ? Kicked for nothing by a fat
stranger and then beaten by his own
master |

In the dining room

Quebec, on the tr

were spoken about

of the Post, Grant
ctantly allowing
himself to be convinced that his in
juries were not fatal. During this
considerable Scotech whiskey
was consumed and there was muach con
versation abont the viciousness of dogs.
Grant insisted that Pichou was mad
and had a devil. Maclntosh admitted
the devil, but firmly denied the mad
ness. The question was, whether the

process

dog should be d or not; and over

this point there to be more
bloodshed, until Dan Scott made his
contribution to the argument: ** If you
shoot him, how can you tell whether he
smad or not? 111 give $30 for him
wnd take him home,"

o If you do,” said Grant, you'll sail
lone, aud ['ll wait for the steawer.

ver a step will I go in the boat with

like

| the ecrazy brute that bii me
|
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peared to be with Purgatory.
M First, there had been a question of

suzerainty between Dan Scott

settled by knock-down argumeats.
Then there was a controversy

| dazed, until he felt the dog
breath againtt his cheek.

Py

and the
localrepresentative of the Astor family,
a big half-breed descendant of a fur-
trader, who was the virtual chief of the
Indians hunting on the Ste. M wrguerite

with
What else ' Napoleon Bouchard about the right to

put a fish-house on a certain part of the
beach: settled with a stick, after
Napoleon had drawn a knife. Then
there was a running warfare with Vir
gile and Ovide Boulianne, the free
traders, who were his rivals in dealing
with the Indians for their peltry : still
unsettled, After this fashion the re-
cord of his relations with his fel ow-
citizens at Seven Islands was made up.
He had their respect, but not ther
aflection, He was the only Protestant,
the only WKoglish-spesker, the most
intelligent man, as well as the hardest
hitter in the place, and he was very
lonely. Perhaps it was this that made
him take a fancy to Pichon. Their
positions in the world were not unlike.
e was not the first man who had
wanted sympathy and found it in a dog.

Alone together, in the same hoat,
they made friends with each other
easily. At first the remembrance of the
hot pipe lets a little suspicion in
Pichou's miud ; but this was removed
by a handsome apology in the shape of
chunk of bread and a slice of meat from
Dan Seott's lunch, After this they got
on together finely. It was the first

time in his life that Pichon had ever |

gpent twenty-fours awiy from other
dogs ; it was also the first time he had
ever been treated like a gentleman.

All that was best in bim responded to |

the treatment, He ecould not have
been more quiet and steady in the boat
if he had been brought up to a seafarinz
life. When Dan Scott called him and
patted him on the bead, the dog looked
up in the man's face as if he had found
nd the man, looking down
that was not disfigured by
the black pateh, saw some thing that he
had been seeking for a long tire.

All day the wind was fair and strong
from the southeast. The chaloupe ran
swiftly along the coast : past the brcad
mouth of the River Saint-Jean, with its
cluster of white cottages : past the
hill-encircled bay of the River Mag
pie, with its big flsh houses : past the
fire swept eliffs ol Riviere-au-Tonnerre,
and the tarbulent, r y shores of the
Shelbrake ; past the silver cascade «

his god.

into the ¢

the Riviere-aux-Graines, and the misj |

of the hidden fall of the Riviere Man
itou ; past the lon desolate ridges of
Cap Cormorant, where, at sunset, th
wind began to droop away, and the
tide was contrary. So the chaloupc
felt its way cautiously
corner of the coast where the litile
Riviere a la Truite comes tumbling in
among the brown rocks, and found a
haven for the night in the mouth of the
river.

There was only one human dwelling-
place in sight. far as the eye could
sweep, range after rango of uninhabit-
able hills covered with the skeletons
of dead forests ; ledge after ledge of
ice worn granite thrust out like fangs
into the foaming waives of the gulf
Nature, with her teeth bare and her
lips scarred : this was the landscape
And in the widst of it, on a low hill

above the murmuring

by the blanched trunks of fallen trees,
and the blackened de
moss, a small, square,

h hewn

bright gree

is of
ather-beater

palizade of

patch of the

white flowers of the dwa

ishing their beauty on a lonely
I'1is was the only hab'tation in sight-
lass home of the Knglishman, Jack
Chisholm, whose story has yet to be
told.

In the shelter of this hill Dan Scott

the

( ed his supper and shared it with
Pichoun When ni he

I seif 1n I
i | \i L Oog
s side. 1 as

d.

I e mor as
qually full Ihey
10j ut with he
long rollers tha hor,
d beat their way along the coast.
\t Moisie they must run far out into
t «ulf to avoid the treacheroas ¢ als,
and to pass beyond the furions race of
o capped billows that poured from
| the great river for miles into the sea.
Phen they turned and made for the

rroup of half-submerge d mountains and
tored rocks that Nature, in a freak
had thrown into the throat of

¥

| Seven Islands Bay. That was adiflicult
passage. The black shores were swept
by headlong tides, Tusks of granite
ore the waves. Baflied and perplexed,
the wind flapped and whirled among

Through all this the little
t floted bravely on till she
eached the point of the Gran' Boule.
I'hen a strange thing happened.

T'he wi was lumpy ; the e ing
was growing thick ; a swirl of the tide
nd a shift of the wind eav the
chaloupe and swung her s nly
vround. The mainsail jibed, and be-

| fore he knew how it happened Dan
jcott was overboard. He could swim
but clumsily. The water blivded him,
ked him, dragged him down. 1en
| he felt Pichou gripping him by the |
houlder, buoying him up, swimming
mightily toward the chaloupe ich
hung trembling in the wind a few yards
AW At last they reached it and the
man elimbed over the stern and pulled

| the dog after him. Dan Scott lay in

the bottom of the boa

and warm
ing his arcund Pichou's neck

“ They said you were mad! God, if
more men were mad like you !"

11,

Pichou's work at Seven Islands was

cut out for him on a generous scale,
It is true that at first he had no regular
canine
summer
the North Shore, a sledg
tion is gone. He is the
in the universe.

But Pichou, being

o dog's occupa

count of his looks.
asked :
ugly de
of the family, said :
Scott got a present for taking him."

“It's a good dog,

well, Kick him and I kick you.”

Then he told what had happened off
The village
decided to accept Pichou at his master’s

the point of Gran Boule.

toward the |

river, surrounded |

wood and |
| houses ard
|

¢pruce, and a
| walked there.

labor to perform, for it was
Seven months of the year, on

idlest creature

a new comer, had
to win his footing in the community j
and that was no light task. With the
humans it was comparatively easy. At
the outset they mistrusted him on ac-
Virgile Boulianne
‘““ Why did you buy such an

" QOvide, who was the wit
T suppose M'sieu

' said Dan Scotb.
“ Treat him well and he'll treat you

valuation. Moderate friendliness, with
precautions, was shown toward him by
everybody, except Napoleon Bouchard,
whose distrust was permanent and took
the form of a stick. He was a fat, fussy
man : fas people seemed to have noaflin-
ity for Pichou,

But while the relations with the
huwans of Seven Islands were soon es-
tablished on a fair footing, with the
canines Pichon bad a very different
affair. They were not willing to accept
any recomwendations as to character
I'hey judged for themselves ; and they
judged oy appearances; and their
judgment was utterly hostile to Pichou.

T'ney decided that he was a provd

| dog, a fierce dog, a bad dog, a fighter.

He muast do one of two things : stay at
home in the yard of the Hoaorable H.
B. Company, which is a thing that no
self - respecting dog wolud do in the
summer - time, when cod-fish heads are
strewn along the opeach ; or fight his
way from oue end of the village to the
other, which Pichon promptly did,
leaving enemies behind every fence.
Huskies never forg:t a grudge. They
are malignant to the ecre. Hatred is
the wine of cowardly hearts. This is
as true of dogs as it is of men.

Then Pichou, having settled his
foreign relations, turned his attntiou
to matters at howe. There were four
other doge in Dan Scott's team. They
did not want Pichcu for a leader, and
he knew it. They were bitier with
jealoasy. The black patch was loath-
some to them, They treatcd bim dis
:tfully, insultingly, grossly. Af-
fairs ame to a head when Pecan, a
rusty gray dog who had great ambitions
and little sense, disputed Pichou’s ten-
ure of a certain hambone., Dan Scott
looked on placialy while the dispute
was termipated, Then he washed the
blood and sand
Pecan’s shoulder, and patted
on the be .

“Good dog,"” he said.
boss.”’

There was no further question about
Pichou's wdership of the team. But
the obedience of his followers was un
willing and sullien. There was no love
in it. Imagine an English captain,
with a Buer company, campaigning in
the Ashantee country, and you will
have a fair idea of Pichou’s position at

respe

Pichou

*“ You're the

| Seven Islands.

He did not shrink from its responsi-
bilities. Tnhere were certain reforms
in the community which seemed to him
of vital importance, ard he put them
through.

First of all, he made up his mind that
there ought to be jeace and order on
the village street. In the yards of the
houses that were strung along it there
should be home
should deal with
fit. Also on the beach, and around the
fish-shanties, ard under the racks where
the cod were drying, the right of the
strong jaw should prevail, and differ-
ences of opinion should be adjusted in
the old fashiored way. DBut on the
sandy road, bordered with a broken
board-walk, which ran between the
the beach, courtesy and

18t be observed,

Visitors
Children played there.
It was the gencral promenande. It
must be kept peaceful and decent.
This was the First Law of the Dogs of
Seven lslands : If two dogs quarrel on
the street they must go elsewhere to
settle it. It was bhighly unpopular, but
Pichou enforced it with his teeth,

propriety 1

The Second Law was equally unpopus

lar : No stealing from the Honorabie
. Compauny. 1f a man bought
beacon or corned-beef or any other

delicacy, and stored it an insecure

place, or if he leit fish on the beach
over ht, his dogs might act accord
ing to their inciination. Though

Pichou did not understand how honest
dogs could steal from their own master,
he was willing to admit that this was
their affair. His afair was that nobody
should steal anything from the Post.
It cost him many night watches, and
gsome large battles to carry it out, but
he did it. In the course of time it
came to pass that the other dogs kept
away {rom the Postaltogether, to avoid
temptations ; and his own team spent
most of their free time wandering about
to escape discipline.

The third Law was this Strange dogs
must be decently treated as long as
they behave decently. This was con
trary to all tradition, but Pichou in
sisted vpon it. If astrange dog wanted
to fight he should be accommodated
with an antagonist of his own size. [i
he did not want to fight he should be
politely smelled and allowed to pass
throuzh.

This Law originated on a day when a
wiserable, longed legged, black cur, a
cross between a greyhound and a water-
spaniel, strayed into Sevea Islands from
hewven knows where—weary, desolate,
and bedraggled. All the dogs in the
place attacked the homeless beggar.
There was a howling fracas on the
beach ; and when Pichou arrived, the
trembling cur was standing up to the
neck in the water, facing a semicircle
of snarling, snapping bullies who dared
not venture out any farther. Pichou
bad no fear of the water. He swam out
to the stranger, paid the smelling salute
as well as possible under the ecircum
stances, encouraged the poor creature
to come ashore, warned off the other
dogs, and trotted by the wanderer's
side for miles down the beach until they
disappearad around the point. What
reward Pichou got for this polite escort,
1 do not know. But I saw him do the
gallant deed ; and I suppose this was
the origin of the well-known and much-
resisted Law of Strangers’ Rights in
Seven Islands.

The most recaleitrant subjects with
whom Pichou had to deal in all these
matters were the team of Ovide Bouli-
anne. There were five of them, and up
to this time they had been the best
team in the village. They had one vir-
tue : under the whip they could whirl
a sledge over the snow farther and
faster than a horse could trot in a day.
But they had innumerable vices. Their
leader, Carcajou, had a fleece like a
merino ram. But under this coat of
innocence he carried a heart so black
that he would bite while he was wagging
nis tail. This smooth devil, and his
four followers like unto himself, had

sworn relentless hatred to Pichou, and
they made his life dificult.

’ |
from the gashes on |

Bat his great and sufficient consola
tion for all toils snd troubles was the
friendship with his master. In the long
gummer evenings, when Dan Scott was
making up his accounts in the store, or
studying his pocket cyclopmedia of wedi-
cine in the living-room of the Post,
with its low beams and mysterious
green-painted cupboards, Pichou would
lie contentedly at his feet. In the
frosty antumnal mornings, when the
brant were flocking in the marshes at
the head of the bay, they weuld go out
hunting together in a skiff. Aund who
could lie so still as Pichon when the
game was approaching ? Or who could
spring so quickly and joyously to re
trieve a wounded bird ? But best of
all were the long walks on Sunday afier-
afternoons, on the yellow beach that
stretched away toward the Moisie, or
through the fir-forest behind the Pointe
des Chasseurs. Then master and dog
had fellowship together in silence. To
the dumb companion it was like walking
with his god in the garden in the cocl
of the day.

When winter came, and snow fell,
and waters f{roze, Pichou's serious
duties began. The long, slim cometi
que, with its curving prow, and its run-
pers of whalebone, was put in order.
The harness of caribou-hide was repaired
and strengthened. The dogs, even the
most. vicious of them, rejoiced at the
prospect of doing the oune thing that
they could do best. Kach one st vined
at his trace as if he would drag the
sledge alone. Then the long tandem
was straightened out, Dan Scott took
his place on the low seat, cracked his
whip, shonted ** Pouitte ! Pouitte !’
and the equipage darted along the
snowy track like a fifty-foot arrow.

Pichou was in the lead, and he showed
metal from the start. No need of
the terrible fouet to lash him forward
or to guide his course. A word was
enoagh. **Hoe ! Hoe ! Hoe !"" and he

swung to the right, avoiding an air-hole. |

“Rere! Rere!” and he veercd to
the leit, dodging a heap of broken lce.
Past the mouth of the Ste. M i
twelve miles ; past Les Jamh
miles more ; past the River of Rock
and La Pentecote, fitteen miles more ;
into the little hamlet of D>ad Men's
Point, behird the Isle of the Wise Vir
gin, whither the amateur doector had
been summoned by te'egraph to attend
a patient with a broken arm—iorty-
three miles for the first day's run!
Not bad. Then the dogs got thair
food for the day, one dried fish apiece ;
ard at noon the next day, reckless ol
bleeding feet, they flew back over the
same track, and broke their fast at
Seven Islands before 8 o'clock. The

ration was the same, a sirgle fish ;
always the same, except when it was
varied by a cube of ancient, evil-smell

ing, potent w 's flesh, which a dog
can swallow ¢ e gulp. Yet the
dogs of the North Shore are never so
full of vigor, courage, and joy of life as
when the sledges are running. It is in

suwmer, when food is plenty acd work |

'k, that they sicken and die.
Pichon's leadership of his team be
cama famous. Under his discipline the
other dogs developed speed and stead
iness. Oue day they made the distance tc
the Godbout in a single journey, a
wonderful run of over eighty miles.
Bat they loved their leader no better,
though they followed him faster. And
e other teams, espacially Car

ITL.

It was the second winter after Pich-
ou's coming to Seven Islands that the
great trial of his courage arrived
Late in February an Iniian runner on
snow shoes staggered into the villages.
He brought news from the hunting
parties that were wintering far up on
the St. Marguerite—good news and
bad. First, they had already mwade a
good hunting ; for the pelletrie, that is
I'hey had killed many otter, some fisl
er and beaver, and four silver foxes—a
warvel of fortune. But then, for the
food, the chase was bad, very bad-
caribon, no hare, no ptarmigan, nothing
for many days. Provisions were very
iow. There ware six families together.
Then la grippe bad laid hold of them.
They were sick, starving, They would
probably die, at least most of the
women and children. It was a bad job.

Dan Scott had peculiar ideas of his
duty toward the savages. He was not
romantie, but he liked to do the square
thing., Besides, he had been reading
up on la grippe, and he had some new
medicine for it, capsules from Montreal,
very powerful-—quinine, phenacesine,
and morphine. He was as eager to try
this new medicine as a boy is to fire ofi
a new gun. He loaded the cometique
with provisions and the medicine.chest
with capsules, harnessed his team, and
started up the river. Thermometer
thirty degrees _below zero; air like
crystal ; snow six feet deep on the
level.

The first day's journey was slow, for
he going was solt, and the track, at
places, had to be broken cut with snow-
shoes. Camp was mafe at the foot of
the big fall—a hcle in snow, a bed of
boughs, a hot fira and a blanket
stretched on a couple of sticks to reflect
the heat, the dogs on the other side of
the fire, and Pichou close to his master.

In the morning there was the steep
hill beside :he fall to climb, alternately
soft and slippery, now a slope of glass
and now a treacherous drift of yielding
feathers ; it was a road set on end.
But Pichoun flastened his back and
strained his loins and dug his toes into
the snow and would not give back
an inch. When the rest of the team
balked the long whip slashed across
their backs and recalled them to their
duty. At last their leader topped the
rilge, and the others struggled after
him. Before them stretched the great
dead water of the river, a straight
white path to No-man's-land. The
suow was smoolth and level, and the
cerust was hard enough to bear. Pichou
settled down to his work at a glovious
pace. lle seemed to know that he
must do his best, and that something
iwportant depended on the quickness
of bis legs. On through the glittering
splitude, on through the death like
silence, sped the cometique, between
the interminable walls of the forest
past the mouths of nameless rivers
under the shadow of grim mount&ins:

| ¢

ajou's, thay were still firm in their |
deadly hatred for the dog with the
black patch.

| ¢

—

At noon Dan Scott boiled the kettle
and ate his bread and bacon. Buf
there was nothing for the dogs, not
even for Pichou ; for discipline is dig-
cipline, and the best of sledge dogy
will not run well after he has been fod

Then forward again, along the |ife.
less road ; slowly over rapids, wh
the ice was rough aad broken ; swiit)
over, still waters, where the way
level : until they came to the funi
the last lake, and camped for ‘he niyi
The Indians were but a few miles away
at the head ol the lake, and it would |
easy to reach them in the morning,

But there was another camp o
Ste. Marguerite that night, and it
nearer t) Dan Scott than the I
were., Ovide Boulianre had {0l 1
him up the river, close vn his
which made the going easier.

¢ Does that sacre bourgeois s
that 1 allow him all thav p
hinself and the Compagnie ? |
ver fcx, besldes otter and
Non merci! I take some prov
some whiskey., I go to m
alzo.’”” Thus spoke the shrewd Oyig
proving that commerce is no lar
ing, no less resolute than phila
The on'y difference is in the
and that is not always visible
camped the second night a
of the river, a mile below

f the lake. Between him
Seott there was a hill eover
dense thicket of spruce.

But what magic did Carcaj
that Pichou, his old encmy, wa
him in that t wilderness
death ? By what mysterious |
did he communicate his kn
his comparions and stir thle sl
hatred in their hearts and 1
conspiracy ol revenge ?

Pichou, sleeping by the fire
awikened by the fall of a lump
from the branch ol a shaken ¢

I'bat was nothing. Bat-_t

he sounds in the forest,
\lthy, inaudible to an ear
tban his, He crept out of the
and looked into the wood. He
form

see shado

stealing

the trees, ding down t!} i
of then Wolves, doubtless !  He
guard the provisions. By this

rest of bhis team
eyes glittered, They stirred u
But they did not move from tl
fire. It was no concern of theirs
their leader chose to do out of
In the traces they would fol
but there was no loyalty
hearts. Pichon stood
sledge, waiting for the wolves.

were awake.

one Dy

But these were no wolves,
were assassins, Like a company ol
di ’ they lined up together 1
ed silently down the slope.
itning they leaped upon the

dog and struck him down. In
stant, before Dan Scott could t
his blanket and seize the loade

1

his whip, Pichou's throat arc
were torn to ra
upon the snow, and his murderer
slinking away, slavering and mut
through the forest.

Dan Scott knelt beside his
friend. At a glance he & ti
injury was fatal. ‘" Well
Pichou !’ he murmured, ‘' you |
a good fight."”

his life blood | ed

And the dog, by a brave effort, lifted
the head with the black patch on if,
for the last time, licked his master's

hand, and then dropped back upor
snow—contented, happy, dead.
There is but one drawback to a «

friendship. It does  not last long
enough

Well

1
eople in

d of the story ?
for the other

if you ca

hear what became of them.

went on to the head of the lake and
found the Indians, and fed them d
gave them his medicine, and all ol m

got well except two, and they -
tinued to huntalong the St. Margue:
every winter and trade with the I
ourable H. B, Company. Not with Dan
Scott, however, for before that y
was ended he resigned his post, 1
went to Montreal to finish his course in
medicire ; and now he is a respe d
physician in Ontario. Married ; three
children ; useful ; prospoerous. But be
fore he left Seven lslands he W
up the Ste. Marguérite in the summer,
by canoe, and wade a grave for Pichou's
bones, under a blossoming ash tree,
among the ferns and wild flower:
put & cross over it,

¢ Being French,’ eaid he ‘* I suppo:e
he was a Cathoile. But I'll swear he
was a Christian.”

DEFENDING THE CRUCIFIX

The town of Limoges which has re
cently been disturbed by the exploits
of revolutionary Socialists, also col
tains sterling Catholics amongst 118
working people, the following incidents,
related by the Universe prove. In
certain quarter of the city resides the
corporation of butchers. Their shops
are side byside in a narrow little stre t
at the end of which is a small square. !
this square facing the Church of 5t
Aurelian, the patron of butchers, rises &
Calvary, surmounted by a great crucl-
fix, an object for the inhabitants of this
quarter ot constant and pious attentiol
Kvery day flowers and candles are plac d
before the railing by the cnr‘pnntiun of
butchers. Warned by recent sacris
legious attempts throughout ['rance,
the butchers informed the Conmis
sary of Police that they would them
selves keep watch by the sacred em=
blem, and by every means in their
power, would resist the invasion ol
their quarter and prevent any da 2
to their Calvary. In fact, for tho pas:
fortnight five of the most powerit
young men of the corporation have kept
strict watch all night. A few nights
ago, about 1 a. m., a score of ssoud-
drels, wearing noiseless sandals, and
armed with bludgeons, penetrated
stealthily into the butchers' quarters.
In two minutes all the butchers were
in the street, called out by the wateh
ers and by the barking of their dogs.
The moiblization was complete. ~The
aggressors fled with all speed, and have

Tt is the Cross that has stamped the
servants of God all with the mark

special to the elect.—Mother Mery
Loyola in “Hail! Full of Grace.”’

not returned.—London Catholic Times,

NOVEMBER !
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