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sadness. Il~ those days I was of the
H. B. C, trading for k>elts away up
into, Keewatin, beyond the rivers that
run inte the Hudson's Bay. Late in
the fait 1 i ad.-Massan corne down là-
Montreal, bringing a message of Alec
Hamilton, him that was the factor
at Moose-Fort, ta the governor at
Moutreal. When we came into Mon-
trcai we heard this talk. Pere Ra-
mon, they said, was lost in Labrador.Now, lot a" man of. ail but
loved. Pere, Ràmàn,- Out on
the long- _trait ýwith us, down in
the hats on the. shoips with our wa-
men, comforting 'thèm lui their trouble
-and that God kinows, was often;
nursing our babes when the spotted
sickness swept theîn.aWay in the sum-
mer time-be lived Wvith our hearts-he was part of us. Sa when the
governor ýtold us thet Pere Ramon
was lost we grieved, Massan and me,
and were bitter maybe, tbinking God
is flot just. Pere Ramon had gone
iuta the nortb in the sumrmer, hear-
ing the scattered Algonquins crying
aloud in .their sickness-for it' carne
upon the North that summer-acý he
had promised be would return by
November. Now it was late in
December. The. iron cliffs of the

iLaureutides.they crack in the great
frost, and the falîs of the riversthey
freeze up and stand like a white bUtl
ail winter.1

"Then tlxat Massan, the Indian, he
came to me, mourning like'a dog that

The woodmien liked him weil. His
was. always the ready baud and the
v.ar«m, quick heart of sympathy.
Whern littie joli Peticourt was ýpst
in the deep woods it was Gaspard thai
led the weary, aimless hunt for him
through trackless miles on miles ot
forest. It was Gaspard tbat founo
hlm tao, finably, pinned beneath a
fallen trçe, half-staryed, more than
haif-frozen. it was Gaspard that triedto nurse him back ta life, sittingu
with hlm ail the nigbt, patient as Joan
berself, la belle ange de jean, "Jeau's
beautiful angel," the litte wife of Jean

1 sang over, the suowy grave of little
Joli Peticourt. At that hour, men say,
wha kuow, wa.-4the beginniug of Pere
Gaspard, the missionary of tbe Great

IWhite North. But the tale baîts.
On the moruing of tbis Chris.tmas

day Gaspard and Rene Jollisson had
been picked by lot to see to the sharp-
ening of the axes. It was a holiday
Job. They divided the. work and tookst by spelis. One time Gaspard beldtbe axe and Rene turned the stone.
irhen Rene held the axe and Gasparaturned the stone. Meautime 1 sat on
ý.. log near by and dt>mmunèd'with old.1
Pierre, who was eugaged iu tbe other
hioliday tabor of pulling an aily ragtup and down through the barrel of hisshotgun, an ancient weapon but weli
beloved.

.I saw a little trinket faîl fromn tht.breast of Gaspard as he turned ih*estone. He had grown hot, and bad'
unbuttoned the throat of bis blueflannel shirt. The trinket had worked
its way out. It bad swuug back andforth as he swayed with tbe turning
of tbe wbeel. I could see that it look-
ed like a locket and that it appearedto be golden. Pierre saw it ,too, as'il. fell. He peered bard at it. Thenhe got Up and went over to Gaspard.

"You will catch this chain on thewheel, maybe, and break it'perbaps,
Gaspard.- Better put k--"a~,. It is,
a pretty charm."

He had caught tbe Jacket as itswung, and beld it in his hand as heý-poI<e. Gaspard took zhechcarm ad
put lt back, buttoniug bis shirt ovel..
gUn.

..A cbarm, suppose, or a takcu-.a locket, wasn't it?" 1 queried, idly.
"Non-non.... shaîl sometime, may-be, tebl you t" said Pierre, 'shortly.At that I was doubly surprised,

flrst at the fact tbat he spoke on!y
about six words, for he geuerallytalked *an bour ilu answering one'question; and second at the fact thathe spoke with a very decided French
accent, for generally bis English wasbeyond the most carping of criticism.
I iooked at hlm, but he seemed
absorbed in bis gun. I wanderea.
away ta Jean and Joan, wbo were get-ting ready for a tramp after wild tur-
keys.

It was late that night that Pierre
tobd the story that I arn gorng ta try.to tellu his own words. It was aitei
the late Cbristmnas dinner, when aflIlie nmen gathered around the pine
I.not fire on the hearth. smoking theirshort black pipes, telbijrg their tales.It is just at that bour that one cones
near -tbe heart of tbings that really
are.

Pierre wa-9 a famousi raconteur,
cven in that wide, wild and poeti'
fznd. He was neyer known to boastor lie. Men listened ta bis stories,
went away and told them ta thei'r
comrades in another camp as gos-
peil- he gospel of the Great WhiteNorVth as told by Pierre 'Laussan.Hîs range of timne rant back into the
years when North Ontario was a
wilderness9 and South Ontario anewly opened farmnland. He bad
traversed Labrador, hein-, it is said,
the first white man that ever saw

I with bis own eyes the White Veil
Falls. With Massan, the nephew on1
the grent Tecumseh, he had tried al
fortunes of the woods and plait,,.1

IAs I have said, he spoke the Englishi
longue perfectly, though I was to
discover that in the interest of bis1
tale be would lapse inito quaint idiorni
of the French, and picturesque ex-.
travagant phrase of the Indian. I"It was in the winter of '60," he1
hegan, "that we of the fur brigade
heard a tale that filled our lîearts with
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CLEAN VOUR LAND THIS FALL
Attach a HAMILTON PULVERIZER to yourplow when fait plowing.

The PULVERIzUR will pack the soit around ail seed in the ground.
Witd oats, etc., witl germinate. Then
Ring ProSt cornes and kilis everything
that bas sprouted. Yourand is lef tin

a clean and productive condition,
otherwise ail seeds tie dormant tili

- spring. Thousauds of farmers have
* proveni to themsetves and to their

friends that our

will ctean the land.
If no tocat dealer,
write direct

THE IHAMILTON~ PULVERIZER CO., LTD.
346-352 Somierset Bidg., Winnipeg.

"Pierre uhlvered; his audience ahivered
with him.-

loses bis master. That Massan -
ah, Massan he knew .how it was ta
love and to bose. He boved Pere
Ramon. You know how Massan was,
you men, Sandy, jean, Louis- you
know bow he could love a man.
Joan bere, she know bow Massan
loved ber father, Devil Murphy, and
how, at the last, be gave away bis
liie for hîm. It was just so he loved
Pere Ramon.

"' Pierre,' hÉ say, 'Pere Ramon e
is los' in Labrador, in the white
lan's. I go an' fin' beem. You go
with me an' maybe we fin' beem,
nîavbe no. The governor be maybe
M tus go, maybe no. Alec e will

be anger if we came flot back,for be wilb say -be love Pere Ra-
mou, too, an he's heart it be sore
when he hear. 1 can res' bere not
at ail. Pere Ramon be out there-
out there!,

"Massan he sweep bis arm around
the great big world. Out there,'
he says. Then he go away s0 I can-
not see lîoi he grieve for Pere Ra-
mon. So, after a while, we go to the
gov erno r, mie and Massan, and we
tell him we are goîng out into Lab-
rador for look for Pere Ramou.

",But you are crazy, you two,' saythe gnvernor, blinking his eyes. 'Nu
man can ive uip there lu the wrtéPr

-<uknnow that, Pierre. You would
juist throw vourselves away. 1 can't
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