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It was de end of de seasan, an' many
of de trapper have corne te de post te
do deir tradin'- I was stan' by de lil'
rotin' window, where long ago de can-
non peep eut for Inj un, an' rcad de1
letter. t was cerne f rom my sweethcart
back in Quebec, an' bave wait a long
time for nme here.

She say in de letter w'at fine turne
she bas bad at de weddin' of my ol'
frien' Louis Baton, an' how dey tease
ber by say 1 was neyer goin', corne back
frein de Nort' Wes'. Den she tel' me
bow cross was de el> fadder, cause las'
year he don' bave se many shee for
mend. De edder cobbler corne in de
village, an ' dat make it ver' bad.
"Sometime de ol' fadder got mad," say
dat nice letter, "«an' tell me 'you is get
old 'Toinnette; yeu mus' have twcnty
ycar new, an' dat Baptiste he don' neyer
corne marry wtt you. Me,1 I t'ink y'ou
better get some odder gaIrcon.' You
knew, Baptiste." she say den, "I will
neyer have some odder garcon but yeu."

Dat letter make me t'ink ver' much.
De great wisb cerne in my heart te go
back te dat village in Quebec an' marry
wit rny 'Toinnette. I was fill wit dis-
gus' wben 1 t'ink I mus' go hunt once
mnore beyen' de Saskatchewan, se far
Nert'. Dere dc worl' is jus' as God
bave it when be stop makin' t'ings.
Dere is ne meney but "siins"; dere is
li' te eat, en'y de dried meat an' fl5h,
and even de igh wine is net seil.

"Baugb," t'ink I, "why have net I
'nough money for go home ?" My

heart was sick witb being lonesome
when de leud veice fil my ear, an' its
soun' bring once more de courage te
rny breas'.

"Sacre," say dat voice, "one letter fer
me froni Quebec. Where is Baptiste?
My eye is bad wben 1 try read." "Ah,"
he say, as 1 cerne from de darkness of
de -stre-room, wbere 1 sit an' t'ink,
Yeu is de great scbolar; telllnme w'at
You sec on dis piece of paper," and he
han' me de letter.

Dis was Gregoire, de mans of ail de
trapper I like de bes'. He was de haîf-
brecd, an' many of our mans don't like
hlm, cause dey t'ink de half-breed is
ever treacherous. But te me he was de
mens' fine fella in de wbole wor'. He
was born near dis post, wberc bees fad-
der havýe been trapper an' have marry
de squaw. He have neyer go te scbeol
like me an' get sucb fine education--dat
is why he caîl me te read de letter.

It was from de Net-ry in de village
far 'way in dat parisb in Quebec wbere
I was born. It tell hew de gran'fadder
of Gregoire bave die an' leave him de
lil' farm.

"Ma foi," cry Gregoire, an' be slap
hees leg, "'at can I do wit sucb place
1'way off in Quebec? I t'ink rny old
gran'fadder oughit better have die oui
here an' leave me de li' place. If he
had shown sucb sense 1 would no e
ver' glad," an' he iaugh hees big laugh.
13Y gar, I mulst go see dat fanm. Dis
no0t'rY off er seil it; but, me, 1 don'
neyer trust de strange man% w'at car
-rite sluch file word ; eh, Baptiite ?"

Mle, I canhiot lis'en to al he say.I
xva< pain in miv heart wit t'ink hew El'
lieC are far <iat farmn but, me, if 1 had
it I cmili nîarry sit dat 'Toinnette1
love, au'l" bvfor ever happy.

Den uni tel l hlm aill 'bout dat fine
girl; lon\vfi,;' he can knit de sock, an'
11()w fine

1c can fi-v de fisi, an' w'at
dlean VN li'tc fia or are -in de1
she do ail tinurs for ber(

Jcati 1,1l Gregoire alil
c,- at I a ievXer sas' te
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bou se, wbere
ol' fadder.
in my beart
some odder

hinm nex' te
hap-ness to
an' de hap-
way se easy

talk v~er' milch, hut 1
t ifl 1I as interrtipt by a

an- l' I see Gregoire, wit
hti bck 'gainst de wall

aç' al1eep. 1 Say inl My
X w'at great fool was d
ncre while I telli 'bout

Se sean 'as I stop talk he walce up,
an' shake heeself an' stare at me. Me,
I look ver' cross.

"Ah," he say, sean as he know wbere
he is, an' le langh becs loud laugb,

"I Have Fou,' de Man W'at Try Kili

lilce my_ à faim 1 oel it ta yen ver' t
cheap. Yoýu a pay me W'atever you 1
can, at fln', an' later, as yen get it, de d
res'. Me, 1 don' care se much for de
money."

"Ah 1» say 1; «yen is de good frien',
Gregoire, but my 'Toinnette bas de ver'
bard ol' fadder. He tell me neyer can
1 bave hees daughter tili I own mny ewnt
farm,- an' have pay ever' sou an it-not
owe one York shillin'."

"Well." say he, "p'rhaps yen have save
'nougb, 'cause nme, I don' asicmy bes

frien' se mucb as de stran-
S ger. We go back an' see1

de farm.-p'rhaps yen an'
me a live on it tegedder
--but ne, I don' want stay
ever. off dere in yon' Que-,
bec se far'from my peoples1
here. Anyway, yen an' me,
w i. e fix dat ail up-,you has1
de farm, an' de ail' man1
needn't knew cveryt'ng,
eh?"

"Mille tonnst" say I,
ad' I shake lices hans; "ySu
is de frien' 1 Dat lii' farm
would jus' suit me, 1 knew

*it Well." '
Before we lie dewn te

sleep dat night we bas agree
te go to dat far-eff Quebec

- togedder. Me, I was se
* excite I can 'y t'ink af

ail Gregoire have say.
When we have had de higb
wine, he even offer seil de
farin'for w'at I have save;
but me, I don't neyer take
a'vantage of de frien' like

0f course, I know ih
jmiglit be long time before

be can seil it where it is,
t'ings go slow dere; but
stili, it is bes' he talk wit
M'sieur de Not'ry bout it

1Me. ,--an' besides, I want him
te go sec my 'Toinnette.
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"you is mad 'cause I bas sleep while Weli, ver' soon we bas de fine chancei
yen preacli more dan one heur on yen' te leave de post wit de ex teama dat 1
girl. By gar, Baptiste, if I have talk se mus' liaul many Ioad ail de way te Farti
long 'bout my girl, you would be se Garry.
soun' sleep dat on'y de judgment-day Mla foi, I was glad when. we wasi
would yen wake." start, but I was mare glad wben we wasi

"Ah, but you' girl is net 'Toinnette," reacli Winnipeg. Yeu' M'sieur, don'
say 1, an' den be roar dat big laughi net know< w'at it mean te travel aver i
'gain, an' slap becs knee, an' I mus' one thousand mile by ex teami. eh 1 Butà
laugli, too-t'ough I don' know why. even 1I can be gay dose long days, for t

"Ah:" he say, se sean as'he can stop 1 was cerne wit ever' sunrise nearer
laugb, "ah, Baptiste, yen is de vrai in- mv 'Toinnette 1
nocent."' Weil, it t'aint no use ta try tell al

Den lie light becs pipe 'gainst mine, dat girl she say te me wben 1 cerne te
an' we is 'gain de bes' frien'.lber widout tel liber. She laugh ien she1

"Why don' yeunont buy my lii' cry, an' she bang an my neck, an' she
farm ?" hie ask. "If yen want mary say neyer, neyer marc shall 1 leave ber.
wit ye' 'Teinnette." Den 1,-m»Wua' lbler'bout Grclre an'i

"I ain' get 'neugh money '
yet," say 1. "Las' year when
de poor el' medder was sick
se long before slie die, I mus'
spcn' ver' mucb--dat was de
tirne I go home an' get en-
gage te 'Tomnette. De el'
medder bad ne ene cisc but
me, an' 1 nus' be ver' gead te
such nice, kind modder as she
was ever. Yen mus' know she
bas sent me feur winter te
scbeol when shie mus' werk
as cook ini de tavern. MUe, I
can't neyer forget dat, an' by
gar, after 1 was grow up she
lîve like one real lady, de net-
'ing but en'y sew an' ceok for
she self. When she die, well,
she bave net be biury like one
pauper, eh, Gregoire ?'

"You is ver' ib'rai mans,
Baptiste, ever' one say dat,"
answer Gregoire, "an' 1 sup-

tpose it is righit be good te de
>parents, but mie, I don' knew

cause I bas none for so maqy
tyear. Buit, we mils' talk bus'-
rness. Now, you is my frien',

a an' yen know once yen bas
) save mue whien dat bear jus'
-refuse te get shoot, an' becs
imate-."

"Paugh, Gregeire," say 1,
1 an' jiump tup to rua 'way, "yen
a ain' goîn' tell dat el' story "A Wornan V.aggered i'"
t'gain-I ain' neyer gemn' bear
1it ne more." 'tat hie have say 'bout de lii' fan, an'

y "Sit down, mons camarade," say hie; oh, iu, yen sheuld have sec dat
e"sinice youi like it more we talk bus'- girl how happy she was.
tness I1 want say yen an' me we mils' Well. ber ol' fadder waç ver' kind te

go te Quebec de firs' chance, an' if yeu me, n, laugb at me t'rougb de en'y twe

anlS had. He pat my back ad'say
;ront fine garces, and me, I was

eso' happymai
Nex day him an' me we go sec de
rm, of Gregoire. Dis cl' 'faddcr ef
Teinnette is ver' shrewd mans% but
ne, 1 don' take bim deie 'cause 1 want
Lm see if t'ings is -;Ûl right. X% 1

ink wbat Gregoire say an' w'at I sec
9'nengli. I jus' take dat ai' man for
nake him. fec' prend, 'cause ever dat
nake peapl[es happy an' la de goed
lumoar.
Hie like de farm, an'"lie effet Gre-

mire se li' for it dut we was bath
ý%ùh-me an' My frien'. But -me, I
vink de eye at Greuoire, whidx say:
Yon an' me we bas settle the pie
as' Pretend agree wit th nue at,"an'
ie did.
'Toinnette's faddcr was ver' glati, an'

bout a gooti demi as we go back t< bec
ns he say:-
«Ia n'y de ai' shoemaker, but me,

1have Make more good bhigaim for
Ddder man's dan anycue .ete in de vil-
[ne- 1I s ver' siart '&iusc I lbas offer
dat Gregoire se mbdi lcss dan 4 faim
as wortb, but yau' sSe h ave sgace.
Yd'e mua' ever talc. me wh.a pyou
malce de barÉain, 'cause na% I k»»w de

By gar, dat firn' dayGeoiehv
see my 'Toinnette lie don' 61 'shm. aW

nÏe I talce him wtt me '10 de ýSpl.
grrve, on de fanaù of - 'aien %
where mos' il de yo"nPpeopli. hve
gone te bail de ayrupmto sugli4 ad
fter bave de dance in de bain.
1 have se aften, alh so ver' -oftw%, in

le long lonely years dat follow,ttà *Of
dat day.. Haw fine ahe ]Iaok, ' An'-
sorne 'Toinnette, as* we came 'mèiB« dms
trees. She was stan' ln a il' gtOep wit
some adlu ob nce ofde 'Ia
-ettie hung ter de blazlngflr ýrbe
liaveSme ingla er hrntesiU~r

She was dread in u muléP ' ~d
weel skiai, an' ber foots1na t'I*shloe
show se nice, an' ber abn ba bair
was braiti se smodth ai' ri roma' ber
Iaead. Oh, iaw.- ir big dark e» &dece
wit fun, as ahe pretendti traw.Sà)dle
oif de bat- sugar at de imcbooèMçer,
w'at tease ber '%out me,
as I stop te o Icn. 1aiet
'cause even dis minssWat i'-i9
mucli ha can teaéh <le villm ge 1i
mn' have sncb flue wbisker,.hate gant
marrr wtt my 'Toinmette, but 'Tolanstte
she ove on', me. Dat waa bà. Meb
=aa' wit e dighter -of IM'aI4 de

have fargot al aboitGr its
stan' bac 'mong de trec, aù bWx it~
love fer dat finie girl, but 1 ca' fot
aiways remembér sncb frien'i.1turu
te hum, atter wbale ad' »Y '

"Was 1rigbt whcn 1tcll pou eh.was
de mas' hW'smme-girl ii Canadal"'An'
1I langli as I sec b hes uris.-,bee
mouth open, becs eye stare taigitat
'Teannette.

He stait when I speait, an' ampwtt a
lIi latigb, 's dat 'yods' 'ToauseKe?"

Bt-ar.Batise, ouwas riglit. Yen
~~D m mge 1» ne

carne te us wid a lil' moreteW ln de
cheek.lr-I-ellber de ue of Griegare
-an' lie iooked 'sbamed, as he scr,9ie
back becs foot, an' pull becs fron' pièc
of hait. Ah, 1 was ver' prend wbcaa I
sec how poîste be can act-just like ont
vrai M'sieur-an' how beautifut look my
'Toinnette when sbe gave him, ber ban'
se shy.

Well, I can't net tell yen wat nice
tire we bad dat evening'. We dance la
de barn till de oil was ail burn eut pf
de lamp, an' I was glad 4o sec bqw
Gregoire like my 'Toinnette, Yen ace
I bas praise ber se mucli I don' wapt
him fln' ber net se han'sonie aw 1 ha'W
say--dat don' go, eh M'sieur?

Se many time he try make ber dance.
wit him, and be gave ber de melas"es
cake an' appie, but ever she keep by
me an' say:

'*Ah, 1 bas net sec Baptiste in se
ver' long, an' we is ol' frien's."

But at las' 1 say in ber ear:
"Corne, ma belle 'Toinnette, you will

dlance a ElI' wit mry bes' frien' te please
yen' Baptiste, eh ?" an' she do.
t I was stay wit Gregoire on becs nice
lis farmn an' work wit him, an' in de
evenin' he corne wit nme te sce 'Tain-

>nette. Somnetirne I t'ink would 'Toin-
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