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the knew that he should not. What a monstrous
tely thing it would be if he did! He, the shepherd of
e, this half-civilized flock, the modern John Baptist ;
h a he, the voice of the great Anglican Church crying
Ta- in this wilderness, how could he wed with this
tar Indian girl who had been a common serving-maid
sly in a house in Penetanguishene, and been dis-
or missed therefrom with an accusation of theft that
% she could never prove untrue? How could he
or bring this reproach upon the Church? Why, the
a6 marriage would have no precedent; and yet he
it loved her, loved her sweet, silent ways, her listen-
a ing attitudes, her clear, brown, consumptive-sug-

gesting skin. She was the only thing in all the irk-

r some mission life that had responded to him, had

1 encouraged him to struggle anew for the spiritual

t. welfare of this poor red race. Of course, in Pene-

tanguishene they had told him she was irreclaim-
able, a thief, with ready lies to cover her crimes;
for that very reason he felt tender towards her,
she was so sinful, so pathetically human.

He could have mastered himself, perhaps, had
she not responded, had he not seen the laughless
eyes laugh alone for him, had she not once when
a momentary insanity possessed them both con-
fessed in words her love for him as he had done
to her. But now? Well, now only this horrible
tale of theft and untruth hung between them
like a veil; now even with his arms locked about
her, his eyes drowned in hers, his ears caught

the whispers of calumny, his thoughts were per-
16




