The Fatal Tiee.

Pactie tevends ony the aspen was the tieo on which
Jewns of Nocareth wee eraetied, and that it has ever sinee
Shudidered with the inherited memory of the avgmsh it

uphore,  I'h«begend says of the crucitiera:

Ty plunged into the forest loue,
Which felt the coming agony,

And tirough the depths sent up the groan,
+« Oy, which shall be the aveursed treo™

“ The great oak quivered to it~ hewt,
And shot its sap-100t deerer down,

Aunl quailed a8 the gh the lightmny's dart
nd rent in twain its kingly crown,

“Tha sweot mimosa closed cach Je.f

At the approach of those dark bands,
Sbrinking, with tender pain and grief,

From touch of those stern, murderons hands,

¢ And low the willow's limbs wero trailed,
Down prone in abject misery,

As thnough each vibrant lea® it wailed,
«Oh, choose not me—oh, chuose not mo !’

«Phen first the strong pine breathed ita moan,
Which its descendants atill prolong—

A weird, remitless monotone
Like to sad Rachel’s wailing song.

4 Still through the trembling wood they trod,
Aund paused beside the aspen-tree,

1t pleaded : * Must I bear my God—
Olt, inust I feol his agony 1’

“7Then quivered every leaf with shame—
An agonizing, ceaseless thrill—

Ages have fled, yvot ’tis the same—
The awe-struck loaves are trembling still.”

“ Galf.Shirt.”
THE SNARE.CHARMER.

BY THE REV. J. M‘LEAN, PH. D,

Oxe of the first men to welcome me when I
begsn iy work amongst the Blood Indinns was
Calf-Shirt, a shrewd and.intelligent man. Sitting
in his lodge T have listened to his glowing recitals of
brave deeds upon the battle-field, and I have seen
the strong man bowed down with grief at the loss
of hix friends. Oftentimes I visited his lodge for
the purpose of learning the Blackfoot language, and
upon one occusion, the iden seemed to tuke posses-
gion of him, that he was acting the part of a
tencher or interpreter, and therefore ought to be
paid. After ho had explained to me some words,
he snid, *“You owe me one dollar for vhat.” «All
right,” I said * wait until T am done.” When I
had finished he said “You now owe me thres
dollars.” I said nothing to him about the money
but began to tell hine about the ses, the home of
our Queen, the great ocean steamships, the British
navy, and other matters of interest. When I had
half finished my narration, I said “You owe me
two dollars.” He smiled, and I continued. So
soolt ns 1 was done T said, *Now you owe me five
Jdollars.  You can give min one dollar and we shall
then be on equul termas!”  He laughed, and shook
his head, but I way determined to teach him a
leston, $0 T was inexorable and demanded my
monny. Having explained to him how long it
took the to leurn to read, and the amount of money
I e bospend in order to obtain all this information
he beewme serious. I did nct get any noney, nor
would I have taken it, but 1 was never afterward
troubled with demands for pay by the Indians for
every petty thing which they did for me.

Culf-Shirt became a famous “Snake-charmer”
and this increased his influence amongst the
Tudiaus, insomuch that this added to his natural
ability secured for him the chieftainship, after the
death of * Button Chief” I have often been in
his Jodge and have seen a large rattlesnake in a
cavity made in the floor near his bed. He always

HOME AND SCHOOL.

kept his tobaceo-homd placed over the eavity, that
the dawngeious mhatant of the ladge might not
By some peeuliar method he way able to
go alone upon the praivic and secure very large
rattlesnukes, one of which he would carry fusile of
his blan'et coat, where it would lie composedly
unti! taken out by its master,  Ho doos not extract
tho fangs. hut possesses some mysterious influence
which subdues the venomous rveptile,  Many times
have I seen him toke a large rattlesnske, place it
in an erest position upon the ground where it
remained guarded very carefully by its master.
He would hold it in his hand and show it to
visitors at his lodge or to the curious inhabitants of
the towns or villages, by means of which ho was
enabled to make some woney.

The Indians ave afraid of snakes and the power
possessed by Calf-Shirt increased their regard for
him. They were not alone in -this, for we all
respect the man whe can do one or more things
that are beyond our ken.

I took with me one day a young friend to the
chief’s lodge and asked him to show us the snake.
Ho took a very large rattlesnake from inside his
coat and placed it about three feot from where I
was sitting, ond as the repiile coiled itself on the
ground then raised itself up and threw out its
tongue and shock its rattles, I did not feel that I
was in a very safe position. It reuained there, how-
ever, the chief watching it closely and never for a
second taking his eyes off it, The Indians in the
lodge seemed to be in great dread lest it might
sttack some of us. Sometimes he would place the
head of the snake in his mouth, and in his hands it
seemed to be powerless to do any harm. When
one snake dies he goes off alone to the prairiec and
in a day or two returns with another.

‘When a new teacher had been sent me to help
carry on our work amongst the Blood Indians I
took the stranger arcund to introduce him to the
Indians. We called on Calf-Shirt, who had just
returned from a scouting expedition and was
pleased to meet us. He told us that*he was glad
after so long a time a teacher had beon sent. I
answered that it was difficult to get properly
qualified men for the position, and that we had
waited long, that & man possessed of piety, common
sensge and teaching ability might be secured. The
chief, scanning my friend from head to foot said,
“ He has a good body and a good looking head,
and X should judge from his nppearance that he has
o kind heart, so that he will suit very well.”

Shortly after the rebellion a report was spread
abroad in the East that the Blood Indians were
going to war against the white people, A news-
paper reporter came to our country and made
enquiries, which resulted in a series of letters to
the press. Several Indian chiefs were interviewed,
and among their number was Calf-Shirt, who said
« Last spring at the sun-dence there wns a little
trouble, and the Indians moved up (the viver), but
I stayed back., They brought stolen horses into
camp but I took them from the people und gave
them to the Mounted Police. Red Crow called the
chiefs together and they talked about the Crees. T
told Red Crow to have nothing to do with the
O ees at all (meaning in "a friendly way or other-
wise) that the Bloods got along all right and if the
Crees were in trouble with the Government to
Lave nothing to do with them. 1 told Red Crow
we had no guns or smmunition and that we had lots
of old people and childrer: who could not fight ; we
only had axes to fight with. The whites treat us
geod, Jet the Crees fight if they like, we will not.
Our young men wanted to go to war last spring,
and I told Red Crow if he saw a young man going
to war to take away his gun and hide it, I said we
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should belp the polics and keep war-parties bnel,,
I have not been ap to Red Crow’s camp Yor thres
months, but the Inditas in the lower enmp are ol
right, and there is no trouble going on at all.  But
Red Crow miny tell you some news 1 do not know,
All the Indinus are now pretty guiot, and there i«
no trouble going on, Tl Jet the whites know f
there is any bad wows. I diduw’t hear any lately,
Last summer and spring the obiefs did their bet
to keep war-parties from going across the line and
none have gone sinee. The whites need not he
afraid of any trouble, if the Indians are fed and got
their rations ns they do now. The Indians are
getting nlong all right.  All know Calf Shirt to be
honest and when any trouble comes 1 will try to
stop it and talle to my own people. I have a v 0d
heart and when I hear bad news T teli the whites
and don’t lie. I tell the truth. One Indian
named White-Man-Left carrvies bad news to the
police but he tells lies, I don’t want whites to listen
to him, I tell you all I know.”

For years I have held service in Calf-Shirt's
lodge, and have learned to rvespest him. Hae is
one of many who are striving to do what i right
amidst temptations and difliculties of various
kinds. May his lite be blessed and pure and his
reward abundant,

A True Hero.

Lrr mo now give you an instance of wondarful
heroism, riving to meet the demands of n sudden
crisis.

It was not an hour after dawn, yot the great
waiting-rvom of the Central Station was full,

The soft morning air blew freshly through the
long line of cars und pufling engines, A faint hum
comes frorw without. A city awakening for the
day. A Scotch collie, belonging to one of the
emigrant groups, went from one to another waggin'g
his tail and looking up with mild and expressive
oyes full of good-natured friendly feeling,  Children
called to him, some students remped with him, the
Indies patted his head, & poor negro in the corner
shared his meal with him, and then he scemed to
unite ali these diffevent groups in a common tie
of good feeling. While all this was going on, a
woman was washing the windows of some empty
cars drawn on to the siding, singing as she rubbed
the glass, While her back was turned, her child,
a little fellow about three years old, ran to the
door of the car and jumped down on the next track.
Upon this track the Eastern express was coming.
Direetly in its path was the babe; o hush of horror
fell upon the crowd. REvery 'eye turned in the
direction, and then a low sob of anguish went up
from the paralyzed people. The dog, with head
ercct, and fixed eye, saw the dangor, and with a
bound and a fierce bark darted towmds the child.
The baby, frightened, started back. The mother
went on washing windows and singing, as the huge
engine rushed up abreast of her car. There was
a crunching noise and o faint little cry of agony.
Even strong men grew sick at the sound and
turned away, )

When they looked again, the babe was toddling
across the platform, crowing and laughing, and the
crushed dead body of a dog lay on the track.
* Passengers for Pittsburg, Chicago and the West.
Passengers for Baltimore, Richmond and the South,”
so the cry went on, and the surging crowd passed
out, never toall meet again in this world. But the
faces of men and women were pals, and there were
tears in the eyes of some. The poor negro and the
millionaire, tottering old men and frolicking boys,
had been helped vnward, upward, by the fricndly,

cheerful life and heroic death of a dumb dog.
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