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cured you, sir, and the active list again claims you, you arc 
Monsieur à Clive and my guest. We shall talk, so, upon an 
easier footing. Tut-tut ! I have eyes in my head, I repeat. 
And this Indian of yours—how does he call himself?”

“ Menehwehna, monsieur. He is an Ojibway.”
“ And you and he have come by way of the Wilderness ? 

Now what puzzles me------”
“ Papa ! ” interposed the girl gently, laying a hand on her 

father's sleeve ; “ ought we not to get him ashore before 
troubling him with all these questions ? He is suffering, 1 
think.”

“ You say well, my child. A thousand pardons, sir. Here, 
Bédard 1 Jérémie ! ”

But it was Menehwehna who, with inscrutable face, helped 
John ashore, suffering the others only to hold the canoe steady. 
John tried hard to collect his thoughts to face this new situa­
tion. He had dreamed of falling among savages in these 
backwoods ; but he had fallen among folk gentle in manner 
and speech, anxious to show him courtesy ; folk to whom (as 
in an instant he divined) truth and uprightness were dearer 
than life and judged as delicately as by his own family at home 
in Devonshire. How came they here ? Who was this girl 
whose eyes he avoided lest they should weigh him, as a sister’s 
might, in the scales of honour ?

A man may go through life cherishing many beliefs which 
are internecine foes ; unaware of their discordance, or honestly 
persuaded that within him the lion and the lamb are lying 
dowrn together, whereas in truth his fate has never drawn the 
bolts of their separate cages. John had his doubts concerning 
God ; but something deeper than reason within him detested a 
lie. Yet as a soldier he had accepted without examination the 
belief that many actions vile in peace are in war permissible, 
even obligatory ; a loose belief, the limits of which no man in 
his regiment—perhaps no man in the two armies—could have 
defined. In war you may kill ; nay, you must ; but you must 
do it by code, and with many exceptions and restrictions as to


