
ISAAC JOGUES

they were convinced had brought disaster on their nation, 
and they fell upon him, stripped him of his garments, slashed 
him with their knives, and led him. mangled *and bleeding, 
to the very place where he had been so honored when in 
another capacity he stood there the summer before.

The old Jesuit associates of Jogues call attention to a 
very remarkable and almost startling parallel between this 
scene in the forests of the Mohawk and another memorable 
one in the streets of Jerusalem. Surrounded by his enemies, 
Christ asked: “Why do you wish to kill me?" and they 
answered : “ Because you have a devil." To which He 
replied : " I have not a devil : but 1 honor My Father, and 
you dishonor Him."

Father Jogues could scarcely have been reflecting upon 
the import of the words that rose to his own lips when the 
Indian knives were slashing his body, but he uttered almost 
the same words as those of Our Saviour, “ Let us see," 
said one of the savages as he cut off a strip of the victim's 
flesh, “ if this white flesh is the flesh of a manitou.” “ No," 
he replied, “ I am a man like you all. Why do you put me 
to death? I have come to your country to teach you the 
way to heaven, and you treat me like a wild beast." It was 
merely a difference of place. For the Iroquois, Jogues had 
a manitou, or devil ; for the Pharisees, Christ had a devil also, 
and for that they put Him to death. The servant was in
deed very like his Master.

A council was held at Tionnontoguen to decide what was 
to be done, and it is noteworthy that the famous Kiotsaeton, 
who had spoken so eloquently and so mendaciously in the 
peace conference at Three Rivers, was the priest's chief 
defender. Both the Wolf and the Tortoise family were 
against killing the victim, as were most of the Bears, and 
the official verdict arrived at was to spare his life. But 
one faction of the Bears clamored for his blood, and were 
determined to have it in spite of the reasoning and pleading 
of the rest of the tribe.

It is comforting to sec, in the gloom and confusion of
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