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The Heathen.
Cy Warman .

"'The 'eathen in his blindness bows down
to wood and stone.' -Kipliing.

44W HY are you not a Christian,
Pere ?" asked John de Sault

"'Vhy ?" echoed the In-
dian, and hie airnost smniled. Then his
bronzeci face hardeneci. H-e leaned for-
ward and snorted like a bull moose. The
corners of bis rnouth twitched; his small
dark eyes gleamed with sornething of
the old lighit that burned there hiaif a
century ago. Now in a low, hushed
voice lie went on, interrogating tlue in-
terrogator:

"Arni I rnistrusted? Docs the. factor
send you, or the bishop, or is it that bore
of a mission manu, who sends you to
speak withi me?"

"Nobody sent me, P'ere. I just want-
ed to know."

"W'\ho hunts when the hunters fail,
\vlIîcn Gitche robes the wilderness in a
robe of spotless white, when the lancd
lies hutshied and not a sound disturbs the
stillncss of this solitude-who goes for
the garne then, and whose god goes with

''You, mon lUcre, and Nwithi you Wes-
a-ka-chack."

"Arn I not trusted at every post on
tic Peace, and welcorne in every locige
fron, thc pass, where it ierces the hceart
of tlc lRockies, to the coast wvhere the
nulighty Mackenzie sobs herseif to slcep
on1 the broaci bosom- of the deep? W\'ho
\\,as sent wvit1u the Great ]\'other's mes-
sage to Sir Donald, when flic bree(ls
uprose on the Saska tchewan ?"

"You bore the despatches, Pere."
'Who ferries tlic factor's dauighter

Over the wvicle river, wh'len the ice goes

"Yoil, irion lUcre."
"I-las old Charley ever failcd the white

nian-the Christian-wlîen lie was in
sore dis tress ?

'Never."
"TMien why the devii should I becorne

a Christian ?".
De Sault said nothing, for lie knew

of a truth that the lUcre was the rnost
valued and trusted Indian in the Hud-
son's Bay employ. Presently the aged
Indian touched De Sault, and saici:

"Listen, boy. One long liard winter
car-ne here once-nany, many snows
since. The river froze so deep that we-
xvere uîîable to thread the tackle under
the ice. Ail our frozen fish we had
caten, andi when Christmas carne-the
tirne wlîen the white man is wont to,
make nîerry with bis God-we were
starving. The hunters had been out a
week, when the factor called in, saying,
'Go hunilt, foi- the liunters are lost.'

"At dawli I set out, and slept in the
sno\v that nighit. Ail the following day
I followed thie dim, blurred trail of the
huniiters, but failcd to finci thern.

411 the twilighit of the third day, I
carne uipon a Cree wornan rnakcing blood
soup. She said the men were oniy a
short way ahead. I pushed on, and wben
they heard me comning they hid the littie
meat they had , guessing tlîat I xvould be
hiaif starveci. When I mlade myseif
knowîî they gave nie what they luad, but
I ate only enougli to stay my hunger
and nmaIe mie strong to follow the other
hunters, foi- they xvere split up into
three parties.

"Ail that nih I tranul)ed andl by the
close of tlic next day liad the whole
hunting 1)arty rounded up, xvithi a pitiful
total of haif a Caribou for the post and
and( its people.

"Wlhen wc oot 1ack-on the first day
of the New Year-the post, the mission,
the Indlians and ail w'erc prcparing to
icave. Thcy conclucled to takce chances
on the ice, and over hlaf a thousand


