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before bim, "Squamish man, I corne to
court your daughter."

Kwatek's duil eyes darkened to suspicion,
flarnd xvith anger. "You big chief," said
lic, iiof other people from the great plains;
1 poor red man with one littie girl I
love."

ici, too, love Sali," said K-wail, and
vvond(ered at bis own gentleness.

Kwatek raised his arm as if to strike.
"You neyer have Sali for your woman,"
hie cried, and strode into bis bouse.

But Kwail wvas a rnighty hunter who had
lured rnany kinds of prey. Up in his lodge
among the bis bie bad rich blankets and
miany mats, baskets woven cunningly,
quivcî-s full of delicate arrows. Kwatek
was a poor mati, and besides, ail Squarnisb
meni love gifts. \Vhen the summer was
near an end came Kwail again, striding
down the mountain trail. Before the
littie bouse lie paused, calling to Kwatek
and to Nootka, bis squaw. " I corne to
court your daughter," said be, and waiting
for no bidding, slippecl inside the door.

They said notlîing, Kwatek and his little
squawv. The nman was only obeying their
customs. Four days and nights nmust lie
squat tliere, bis blanket close about hirn,
just inside their doorway. No food must
pass bis lips, nio word must be given to
hiiîi or taken. Only a lire w-as kept burn-
ing brightlv, and on the fourtlî day thev,
niust gîve imi bis answer. So Kwail bad
taken up bis vigil.

A little wind came scattcring the night,
sending grey shadows stealing among the
black. Vision fled f ron Kwvail, anîd once
moieclbe trcnîhled, haunited by a tbousand
doubts. In bier far corner Sali was sleep-
ing-slceping sereiiely' undisturbcd, witlî
the black evecs of Kwvail forever on bier. In
ail1 the summer days she liad given hirn
neitber reason to despair nor yet to hope.
SI:c sceed to niove in a strange, placid
wrorld of lier owNv imaging, girded about
witbi a caîni that wvas like some delicate
shrouding vTCd. Kwail stirred restlessly,
couniting the dying biours of night. How
brighit tbey kept the fire! They need flot
have feared hirn. Had lie flot sworn by
the Great Spirit-sworn deliberately, with
a great agony of loniging upon hirn-to
await their timie. Af ter that, if they would
not hecar hini-ali, but lie would flot think

of it!1 WTas she not his by rigbt of hi,
long watcbing, bis trust inviolate! Hic
fell to brooding again, and wben lie awoke
a long tirne after, rnorning bad cone, Hec
rose quietly, letting bis blanket f ail f roni
about bis slîoulders, and slipped out into
tbe open. A neiglîbor would give iîw
food, and at tbe sarne tirne acquaint ii
of Kwatek's answer; it was their custoni.

Kwail had passed four days and nighits
for the rnost part patiently; now it took a
fierce control to wait one bour. He strode
out into the forest, swaying heavily like
a drunken nman. He neyer knew bow he
passed those minutes; but wben be stood
before tbe neighbor's bouse again bis face
and body M7ere torn and bleeding, bis
clothes in rags about him.

The old squaw raised an inscrutable
smile to him. "Eat first," she said, and
set nîuch food before hirn.

Kwail devoured the cakes and bear's
nîcat, ail of it, but he did not know whiat
he was eating. Only be feit that lie
nmust bave strengtb.

"Now," said be, and stood upright be-
fore ber.

"Kwatek and Nootka, his squaw, send
greetings." The old woman spoke very
quietly. "Tbev say, thank you, but Kwîiîl
shaîl neyer be their son."

Tlîings grew dim before tbe man; lie
cauglît suddenly at the doorpost.

The old woman smiled-an inscrutable
snîile. '<Katek mucb like wild cherry
wood," she said. "He keep it for bis
death pyre." Once again sbe srniled, and
very gently pushed the young nian froni
the door.

Day was bright over ail the NortlLnd;
only ini the huis the grey mist of n1it
still lingered. Kwail raised hands, clasp-
cd and trembling. "Hear me, Spirit," lie
cried. "Lead me to Thy presence; 0111V
thiere the wvild cherry grows."

Then with noiseless feet Kwail fled intO
the foi-est.

In the little Squamish village there waS1
a great stir. K-wail, mighty chief of cthe
plains, was to corne today to dlaim ni,
daugliter of Kwatek, as lus wife. ReCd
nmen from beyond the borders of the hë ls
were corne to do him honor; every ivC
of the place xvas there. It was a gieat
occasion whicb somnething more tlian cus-

1216


