N THE STORY OF OWINDIA.

berry, which' God told her not to steal; and of the

blessed Saviour, who was so good and came down ‘

from Heaven to save us, because He saw we were so
helpless; and He loved the poor Indian as well as the
white man, and. told the praying men to come and
seek after us, and pour water on us, and say good
words for us. Those were good days, my sister !
Why did they not last? Why did bad Michel come
and take you-away in his canoe? So many wanted
you; they wanted you much, and they would have
been kind and good to you. Tene Sla asked the
big master for you, and I think he would have got
you, but for your mother, who said he was not a good
hunter; and Nagaja' wanted you, and Jemmy, the
Loucheux boy ; but your father was dead, and your
mother said you must take a man who would hunt
for her, and bring her meat ; and so bad Michel came
and took you away to the Praying man and to
Yazete Koa (the church), and you became his
wife. For a time he was-kind and good to you, my
sister, and he loved his children, and was a fine
hunter. Many bears did_he track in the woods: he




