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extrnordinary stranger. About four acres
froni the shanty they fuund an Indian boy
or child about four or five vears old, bialf
buried in a huge snowdrift, arnd partly
cruslhcd under a iallen pine branch. With
ail the care possible the mien lifted the
littie fello'v up and carried birn into the
shanty.

Th v as there a scene of wonder.
How camne the boy to be there ? It was at
least six miles fromn the Tête-de-Boule
camp over on Moowe Creek, it wvas over
tbirty-live miles frorn the next nearest
hurnan habitation. Again, howv did the
littie fellow live through the storm ? WVho
was be ? A tbousand such questions sug-
gested themselves ; but no one could
answer any of thern. It ivas aboait ten
o' dock whien the foreman carried in bis
littie burden ; it "'as haif past eleven be-
fore the urchin was able to open bis eyes
and look about him. At first lie could
not speak, but gradually as the caruboose
heat affected him hie thawed out, so to
speak, and at last lie managed to ejaculate
"Seeo! tite Paul, lite Jésuz." These were

the only words he couid pronounce or
nerbaps that lie knew-anywvay he kept
constantly rel)eating theni for about ten
minutes. Ail hope ivas given up of draw-
in- anytbing fartiier in the way of inf6r-
ination frorn the lad ; but it soon becanie
apparent that the boy was either dying or
going to faint. Not oiîly wvas he badly
frost-bitten, but he hiad received soine
serious injury from the pine branch that
etruck Ihlm, moreover fatigue, hunger and
thirst wvere playing havoc wvith bis frail
body. Towards miid-night it becarne
evident that the child w~as dying.

"&Corne boys," said the forernan, " we
will say a prayer around th;s little fellow.
He can only say little or petit Pa-ul and
petit fisu. No inatter: the petit Jésit was
born to-night, at this hour, and perhaps
he will take thie peit Paul to hiniself now.
Corne let us say a p)rayer."

Tbey ail kncît down-six and thirty
rugged shantynien-and with eyes fixed
upofl the dying cbild they offered up a

prayer for the littie Indian and a prayer
for the dear littie ones at home-little
onts that were safe frorn the dangers and
ba-rd fa-te ofpbe/ilPazd. When tbeprayerw~as
ended tbe ccok suggested that he sbould
baptize the child, as it niiigbt bave neyer
received that sacramient. No sooner said
than donie! witb thirty-six sponsors, for
each one of the nien wisbed to be a God-
fatber to the Petit Pau, and with the
word "peti/feiu" on bis young lips, there
at mid-nighit, Christmas 1 849, just as the
belîs ail over the Christian world were
ringing out a peal of joy on the occasion
of a Savior's birth, tbat hour, and in the
far off woods the wbite soul of tbe red
mnan' cbild escaped its frail prison and
win<ged its tliglit to heaven.

Th'e next day Petit Paui's fatber came
to the shanty in searcbi of bis cbild. He
said that dowvn at the Caldivell Depot,
last year the priests had baptized littie
Paul and tbat tbey told hiam to love Little
Jestis. R-is miother nightly repeated the
advice to, tbe child ; and be wvas taught
that to say l"Little Jesus, take care of littie
IPaul," %vould save hinm froni ail] hanm.
%e had Nvandered away in the afternoon

and getting into the net %work of roads in
the lumnber works becamie lost and finally
night and the storm overtook hîm near
the shar>ty.

'Fhey burried littie Paul behind the
shanty, and the handy-rnari spent Christ-
ma1s mIaking the cross ; tbe cook caived
the inscription ; the men plarited the
cross with ail due solemnity- and there
it stands until this day to tell the story of
Petit Paul!, and to remind the explorer,
hunter or traveller, of the simple and
gloriaus faith of those pioneers of our
country. Suchi is my Cbristmas story-
and its moral is tbat tbe " victory wvbicli
places the wonld at our feet, is Faith ."
Glo'ry to, the miissionaries who carried that
ligbt to the Indian's bomne. Glory to, the
simple sons of toil who revered that re-
velation !"Glory to God on high, and
peace on Earth to men of good will.

J. K. FORAN.


