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în the backwood settlemènts, how little interest

elergymen shew in the doings of those who, don t happen
"ýO.,to belon& to their own particular sect, just as if a soul

sa*ed through the means of an Ep*-copali£m was not of

as much value as one saved by a Wesleyan, or a Presby-
terian, or a Dissenter; why, sir, it seems ' to me just as
mean-spirited, and selfish, as if one -of our chief factors
was so entirely taken up with the doings and success of

his own particular district, that he didnt care a gunflint
for any other district in the Companys service."
There was at le#st one man listening to, these remarks,

whose naturally logical and liberalmind, fiffly agreed with
them. This was Jacques -Caradoc, who had entered the

room, a few minutes before, in compaony with his friend
Redfeather and Louis Peltier.

",-]Right,.sir 1 Thats fact, straight up and do'wm," said
lie, in an approving ton'e.

Il Ha! Jacques, my good fellow, is that you? Redfeather,
my friend, how axe youV' said Mr Kennedy, turning

round and grasping a hand of each. Sit down there,
Louis, beside Mrs Taddi-eh?-ah .!-poÉple. Mr Addison,
this is Jacques Caradoc, - the best and-- stoutest hunter

between Iluclson"s Bay and Oregom"
Jacques smiled. and bowed modestly, as.Mr Addison

shook his hand.'-- The worthy hunter clid indeed, at that

,moment, look as if he fully merited * Mr Ken-'edys
eulogium Instead of endeavouringt2_ýthe gentleman,

as many men in his rank of life would have been likely
to, do on an occasion like tbis, Jacques 4iad u'

côstume a hairsbreadth from what it usually wasï,ýexcepting
that some parts of it were quite new, and all of it fault-

lessly clean. ]Ele wore the, usual capote, but it was Iàs.


