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ETRAtgua, the hilfbroed,
* asgt #Jouie lihis cabixi that

December evexing, wheu sud-
deuly the door was soi tly
opened aud a wo exixtered

8h. wasau anIxdieni woman. She
had slipped lher moccaixia from her
saowsboes on gaiug the door, an~d xiow
stood uslng tbom for support. There
was feariliher eyee, anid Peter saw that
@ho was lifinitly weary. He motioned
her to a seat by the stove. Thexi, as
ah.e éat thero, ho quietly prepared food
and placed it, beaide ber. No word had
paaaed betweon them as yet.

"Iou have cone far, little sister?"
asked Peter at length.

Site xodded gravely. "Far ahd fast,"
she axiuwered quietly. She looked at hlm
keenly, theii she rose and flung out hier
bauds.- "Peter Angus," sho cried, 'ýyou
are uow of the wbite max's world. You
have been away to the white rnan's city
anid learxit thoso thinga which the xIn-
diaxi commot uxderstand. A great wisdom
Ia yours, Peter Angus, for you posses
botb the kuowledge of the white race and
of the red, anid my people tell me that
you are a friend to the Indianxinlx xeed.
Ia thia sot"

Her eyea were on hie face again, but
Peter did not look away. His handeorne
face was grave with enquiry.

"«Whist la your name, littie siter ?"
ho aslced.

"«Moniave."1
«Welli Moniave,"1 pursucd the haîf-

breed, "Tou kxiow my nomne. You called
mie by it-at our meeting. Wbere anid
wbexi have you beard that narne "

The wornan- looked away. "At Moose
Fact9ry, at the Hudson Bay, at Fort
William-yee, at overy fort and trading
post I have visited front Ungava to thej
prairie. You are widely kxiown, Peteri
Axigus, as a brave maxi and a great
traveller.

««And have you heard axiything bad of
that usme " exquired Peter. His cyca
were upon bier, but sbe looked away.
Peter rose, snd bis flat crashed down on
the bench. "Have you ever heard of an
Indian wbo came toerny door for hohp
and did not get itt No, nover 1 Moniave.
1 May belong xiow to the wbite race. I
rnay wear white rnan's chothing and eat
white man's food, but in my seul there
atill lives the spirit of the Indian. At
tirnes it celle me away into the woods
to hunt the caribou, and for many moons
I live like a wolf, sleeping where the
nigbta fixid me.

"Moniave," anid Peter st baçk again,
"cat, chihd, wbile I tell you. My mothor
ivas of your peoffe. Very beautiful se
wvas, snd lanrny boyhood I loved bier. My
father wae of the white race. He ho.-
came a mighty trader, ail powerful li
tbe land of the whitee. Ho hied many
dog tearna and rnany Indians, and bhis
sieds were adorned with golden belle. Te
my mother hie waseail gentleness and
truth, and whexi she died slie said to me:
'Peter, I have tasted the fruits of the
white man's world and found them very
sweet. I have learnt many things that
my sisters of the teepees cannot uxider-
stand, for the red race cannot compre-
bond the ways of the white, mor the
white the waya of the red. But you,

woare both red and white, cani under-
stand both. Between the tivo races there
lies a mighty river, but you, Peter, are
a bridge across that river. You spart it
frontbatnk to batik; your feet are upon
the shore on cithier aide, and many rnay
cone to know the country which lies in
the territory of the other so long as that
bridge stands firm. Sec to it, Peter,'
she told me, 'that the spring.tirne flood.,
do mot shako the~ foundations of that
bridge, so that it cati neyer break loose
from one shore to the other. Let it
stand betweeii the two nations, so that
each cani cone to know the other's land,
for nxone cati cross by a bridge that be-
longs te one shore onv."'

Peter looked into thie wonan's face.
"Do you understsnd, Moniave ?" lie
asked.

'«A little," she anawered. "«She m~ent
that, just as a bridge spaxis a croek, éo
you are to span the stream that lies be-
tween the white race anid the red, that
each may paso to the land of the other.»

"«It 15 50" eaid Peter.
The womaxi rose. "But I do not wieb

to pasa into the lands of the whites,"
sbe cried aavagely. "There are nxy
thixigs I do not uxiderstand, Peter Angus.
Everywbcre the white maxi goos sorrow
and bass anid sicknees befalls the Ixidians.
It creepe f rom tccpee to teepee like un-
derground fire, and there le no fighting
it, yet the white maxi hirneelf la all
powcrful. If I est poison I die; if my
dog esa the same poison, ho, too, dies,
yot there le a poison on whicb the white
maxi would seem to flourisb thougb to
the Indiaxi it meaxie desth. Hlow caxi
these things bc, Peter Ang-us ?"

"Little sister, it caxinot be otherwise.
The Ixidiaxi bas known only the lii e of
the woods, and wbexi, with the comixig

\oôf the white maxi, ho tries to live as the
whbite maxi lives, the great cough gete
hlm. But there will corne a day when
the Ixidian le used to the white masn's
ways, anid ho will thon be a thousand
times bappier and stronger thaxi ho la
to-day."

The worn pondered it, thexi she said:
"And there la the white mnan's law.
Once these woods were ours, and we wvere
froc to corne and go whence and whither
ive chose. Now if a maxi mises his hand
against us we rnust not strike back, or
we ofcnd against this law. Peter An-
guis, how are Ni e to understand Y"

«Understanding wilh corne," replied the
halfbreed. "And believe me, Moniave,
the whito man's law la ail just and al
powerful. I who have seen the railways
anid the great ships on tbe seas, I who
stands as a bridge hetweexi the white
race and the red, kxio* that'the wvhite
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man's iaw la good. It is stroxiger thaxi
thle wixid and4 mightier than the mxowe,
and the Iidian who desiros to b. happy
must learn the white man's lsw. if
thon one of your people has sixnod
fgaingt it, go back and tell your tribo

just how ho sined and how he was
pmËlshed, that no other will do the same.
And tell your tribe that Peter Axigue
says that the white man's law la good.",

,&gaini the womaxi pondered. "Then
there la the wh ite fmanf's God," she pur-
sued. "We worship the thixiga we aee
anid uxidrstand. We pray to the Sun to
ehine,. and when it shixies the fiowers
bloom. When our enemies are oi the
trail we pray to the Sxiow Mooxi, and 19,
the sxiow cornes and bides our tracke.
The white maxn worships neither sun nor
moon, yet for him the fioweiis grow and
the birds sing, anid the Chiniook wixid
bears hlm homewards."

"Moniave, the white man's Ood is ail
powerful," Peter Axigus told ber. '¶It la
Hoe who bids the Sun to shine and the
sxiow moon to sexid her storme. The
sun and the moon and the stars, and the
very eartb, are but atoms of powder -i
His band, and the power of the white
man isl not li the mani himself, but i
the God ho worships. The white manxisj
ail powerful becauso his God is the rigbt
God. I who arn a brave maxi, I wjxo
have travelled far and learnt much wis-
dom, know that this la so, and I kxiow.
that the God of the whito max's sun
loves the Indians as I myself love thom.
I have spoken."

The woman sat sulent for a long time.
"If that God is ail powerful," she said
at Iength, "if He loves the Indians witb
such great love, it caxixot be that an lI-
diaxi wiIl sufer wroxigly at the handa of
the ivhites "

"If he is a good Ixidian," replied the
halfbreed, "I believe that the white max'.
God ivili protect hlm."

The woman rose. Her dark eyes
fiashied fire. "«He ie a good Ixidiaxi," shQ
answered. "For ten sxiows have I shared
hie teepoe, yot neyer once bas he beaten
me nor driven me out. He la my hus-
band."

Peter Angyus looked at ber keenly.
Continued on Page 17


