
The Canadiau

The boats neyer came up the river agai-they couldn't;
so the pilots always walked back.

Maxepeto tramped up the river bank day after day,
and when he was near home cut across the hillside and
appe£red'unannounced ini his tepee home.

He should flot have come as a leopard stalks a deer.But he was a big blundering breed with a thousand year
heritage of savagery i lis blood.

That night he came to the store, and asked for, a
bottie of Jamaica ginger for Nonokasi ; she was ill, he
said.

The next day he came again, and fumbled among the
limited stock of patent medicines, and went off with a
bottie of fruit saits and a tin of mustard plasters-his
wife was worse.

Next day he came back and said she was dead.
The clerk went over to the tepee and had a look at

Nonokasi. She was dead, of a surety.
Maxepeto got a few rough pine boards from the

Factor, made a rude coffin, and i that she was brought
down to, the Mission House so, that Father La Faxge
might; perform the last rites before -she was laid away
in'the littie clay ceil up onl the hillside.

Courier

There was no iquest, no bother of any sort ; doctors
and lawyers, and undertakers, and coroners, and the
others who make such a serions business of dying were
hundreds of miles away. Trapper's Landing had no
time for that sort of thing. When people wanted to, die
in péace they just died, and nobody bothered them or
the friends who were leit behînd.

There was the body i its rough -pine case, down at
the Mission House if anybody wished to look at it.
Father Le Farge would return that night, and Nonokasi
would be buried next mornig as .becamne a good
catholic.

In the moruhig, aiter the simple service, -they were
carryig the coffin outside to fasten on the cover. Some
one tripped on the step and the case feil. 'The good
Father started back with a cry of horror ; for the head
of the dead girl had roiled to one side.

The siender neck had been completely severed by a
sharp knife, and that while she was stili alive.

The glazed eyes stared with horrible grotesqueness
ito the face of the evil Maxepeto, as he stood beside
the coffin and glared down at his dead victini.

Why he only got seven years no. one can say, for he
neyer 'denied Îi-but that was his sentence.

The 'Saint of Scotland
THE ANNIVERSARY 0F THE WEEK

ON the seventeenthof March, the
sons of Ireland,
whether of .Uls-

ter or Connaught re-
member t he verdant
land of their birth and
wear the shamirock in
honour of St. Patrick. On
the 23rd of April, Eng-
lishmen recail the story of
St. George and the dra-
gon, and red roses are
worn as loyally as if the
day of the Lancastrians
had comne again. But as
the year wears away a.nd
the long niights descend, it
13 Scotland's turn to cel-
ebrate. Hailowe'en la
kept by some truc Cale-

for some centuries floated i the British flag. The
Knights of the -Golden Fleece, founded by Fhilip of Bur-
gundy, the chief Scottish order of knighthood and a
Russian order, ail wear the Cross of St. Andrew. Last
year, a Scottish poet, i limes called "Thistledown)" wel
described the scattering and the loyalty of those who
belong to the land of St. Andrew.

'<There's neyer a sea for its flight too wide,
There's neyer a cloud for its wigs too high,

And a rival shail ride at the eagle's side
When the silken tassel goes fioating by.

.Down i the grasses the shamrock grows
With the shadows cast on its blades of green,

Deep i the hedge you may look for the rose,
But the thistle's seed in the air is seen.

Swift and unburdened and void of fear
By the loot of a fenceless freedom fed,

The Sons of the Thistle go far and near
As the thistledown on the wind is sped."


