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FOR

Many Usee
and Full Direction* 
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we settled ourselves to listen, for who 
doesn’t love a story, especially about
Indians.

We were gathered around the staff 
table in the dining room, the long 
tables, one for the 33 girls, the other 
for the 20 boys, on either side, of us, 
set out with white enamel plates and 
mugs (somewhat battered with con
stant usage but serviceable!) all 
ready for their breakfast of porridge, 
bannock and tea next morning. But 
now the children were all in bed, and 
the staff were enjoying a cup of real 
milk and a chat before following the 
children’s parting goodnight wishes 
that we might have “Sweet Dreams!’’ 
Yes, real milk, for our one cow had 
condescended to supply us once more 
with that treat—not conspicuous for 
its richness, it is true. But what can 
she do, poor beast, when she had *o 
be thankful for the liquid that the fish 
is cooked in, or any leavings of the 
children’s porridge, to eke out her 
scanty supply of hay and feed, till the 
snows of winter vanish, and the wel
come green herbage appears for her 
to get fat upon once more. But any
way it is a great improvement on the 
tinned" production that has at times 
been our lot, and we are duly thank
ful !

The dozen biggest girls sit up an 
hour later than the rest, and while 
they knit gray stockings for the boys, 
are at present having tlv life of 
Bishop Bompas, “By Dog, Train and 
Canoe,” read to them two evenings 
a week. It is interesting to find out 
the places mention d in the map, and 
to see themselves as the white man 
portrayed them in their life in the 
wilds of the North, with the water
ways of their only highway, and the 
pine, birch and poplar forests, where
in to erect their t pee h me ! For 
though living more to the South East 
than where Bishop Bompas laboured, 
the Indian life portrayed is pretty 
much the same as that in the book, 
though all qur Indians have been 
Christians for a ong time, and we 
have no Esquimaux for near neigh
bours.

But the reading had been interrupt
ed For the -Junior Schoolroom,

where we were siting around the 
stove, was needed as a sleeping apart
ment for the party who had arrived 
late in the afternoon after a 100-mile 
drive, the Catechist of Montreal Lake 
Reserve bringing his boy and girl to 
be admitted to school. Thus the girls
had to go off to bed somewhat earlier 
than usual.

So it not being late, and our work 
all over, we were inclined to linger 
over our milk, as conversation, with 
our venerable old friend turned on 
"Things Indian,” as he rested after 
his busy labours of the day, as car
penter-in-chief to the household. For 
he would supply us with many a use
ful shelf and corner and cupboard 
and have all in order ere the new 
Principal and his wife arrive. In
deed, he hopes to spend some four 
months with us.

THE LEGEND.
“Do you know the Legend of 

Medicine Hat,” he asked at length. 
We were only too eager for the story, 
and it ran something like this :—

“A young brave of the Blackfoot 
tribe, whose suit was not accepted by 
the parents of the damsel of his ' 
choice, carried her off, and in a lone
ly spot, under a bank made by a land
slip, they dwelt together in great 
happiness. But one evening as he 
sat on the bank in the moonlight, 
and his wife lay sleeping within 
the tepé % a visitor from the spirit 
world appeared out from the bank 
where he was sitting enjoying the 
quiet of the summer evening. The 
spirit told him that in three days ûe 
sh u’d die, unless within that time 
he could present a human sacrifice in 
his stead. But if he did so, the cap, 
or Medicine-hat, which the spirit 
wore should b ■ his, and he should 
thus become the bravest warrior, the 
fleetest runner, and the most success- 
fu hunter, and one of th • greatest 
of Medicine men !

“The young brave became sad at 
the words of the spirit. For what 
human being was there in all that 
lone place save his wife and himself, 
and he would not, nay, could not, 
offer her as a sacrifice in his stead.
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IN ANSWERING

“Next night the spirit again ap
peared to him from out of the bank, 
to r. mind him there were but two 
more days for him to live.

“He wavered. Yes, he would do it. 
But no, at the sight of her lying there 
slumbering peacefully in the moon
light within the tepée, his heart failed 
him, and he could not do the terrible 
deed.

“A third night the spirit appeared 
from the bank. ‘Only one more dav 
for him to live if the human sacri
fice were not forthcoming at the ap
pointed time!’ The temptation of 
what otherwise could be his was al
most too much, and he crept up to 
her in her unconscious slumber. No, 
he could not, and his hand dropped 
again to his side. Better to die him- 
sc’f. And strangely silent he seemcl 
to her to be all next day, as he con
templated what that night would 
brings forth. No help seemed there 
in all the world for him, as he mood- 
ilv -manned the landscape, as far ;-s
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eye could reach. But joy ! what was 
that silhouetted against the setting 
sun ? Surely a horse and its rider !

THE ENEMY.
He crouched as they approached 

and with unerring aim, the arrow 
sped to its resting place in the bosom 
of the stranger, and the horse fled 
riderless. It was one of the sworn 
foes of his tribe, one of the Snake 
Indians, and just at the appointed 
hour he laid his sacrifice upon the 
bank, as for the fourth and last time 
the spirit appeared to claim his vic
tim. It was enough and they van
ished. But upon the spot where he 
disappeared, lay the “Medicine Hat,’ 
and by its possession, the young 
brave became the greatest of all his 
tribe.”

The story ended the listening group 
broke up, and filling our array of 
bedroom jugs with hot water from 
the kitchen on our way up, soon the 
whole household was wrapt in slum
ber, not to be disturbed till the dress
ing bell rouses us at 7.15 a.m. to 
take up the duties of another busy 
day Folks at a distance think about 
out isolation ! Little time have we to 
dwell on such matters, when there is 
a lively household of nearly 60 to get 
piloted by one and another of the 
half-dozen staff through the busy 
day. Small wonder we’re always 
ready when bedtime comes !

We were so interested to learn from 
the Archdeacon in one of our evening 
chats, that the spot on which this 
schoolhouse stands (and he himself 
began its building 7 or 8 years ago) 
was long ago ( for we have no heathen 
now), once the spot where they gath
ered for their medicine men conjur
ing ceremonies, and still is known by 
that old name among the older In
dians.

So on the very spot where they 
gathered for heathen song and cere
mony, now are heard tke voices )f 
their children’s children, all dedicated 
to the srfvite of God in tneir Baptism 
uplifted constantly in prayer and
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p aise to their Fat 1er—God in
Heaven.

These children love their Bibles, 
and all, so soon as they can follow 
English reading, which is within a 
few months of their arrivel in school, 
possess one of their own, and this 
with their English Prayer and Hymn 
Books (for they love singing and 
quickly pick up tunes), are their most 
treasured possessions. Few white 
children have such a detailed know
ledge of their Bible as these dusky 
children of the North, and our prayer 
is, that they may have it as truly in 
their hearts as in their heads. It is 
a deep pleasure to teach them of the 
things of God, their simple faith, un
hurt with contact with white men (for 
we are far away north from settlers) 
is so genuine and we trust they may 
long be left so.

Got Rid of 
Bronchitis

The worst feature of bronchitis is 
the tendency to return year after year 
until the system is worn out and 
gives way to consumption, or other 
ravaging disease.

Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and 
Turpentine owes much of its great 
popularity to the fact that it positive
ly cures bronchitis, and this is about 
as severe a test as can be made of a 
medicine of this kind.

Mr. W. H. Walker, Calmar, Alta., 
writes : “I am pleased to say that 
Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and 
Turpentine has done much good to 
mvself, wife and children. My eldest 
girl, seven years, had bronchitis, and 
the doctor who attended her did not 
seem to do much good. We got Dr. 
Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Tur
pentine for her, and she soon got 
well. We always keep this medicine 
in the house now ready for use, and 
find that it soon cures coughs and 
colds.”

In fighting diseases of the throat 
and lungs half the battle is in having 
Dr Chase’s Svrttp of Linseed and 
Turpentine at hand to be used 
nromptlv. This is whv many people 
prefer to buy the ’argé 'family size 
bottle.


