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REINING his *shaganappy ponlies, FatherFrancis pointed bis whip at twin spruces
which formed the apex of a wooded cape
that swept from the far forest out into a

golden sea of prairie.
"There's the cause."
1 had just commented on -the fact that though

we were travelling through a country rich and fat-
soiled beyond imagination, and which abounded in
teal, mallard, widgeon, prairie chieken, every sort
of wil fowl; tbougb deer fed in droves like cattie,
knee-deep in the rîchest of pastures, and beaver,
îink, otter, rarer fir animal splashed in the wood-

land lakes, ail in the very heart of the Hudson Bay
Company's vast domain, we had met neither trapper
nor Indian noir seen a habitation since we left the
Moose Post yesterday.

"Nor shafl we," the priest said, as the ponies
settled again to the tireless trot that eats up the
miles. 1Though it culs twenty miles off the dis-
tance between La Passe and Churchill, the coin-
pany's people give this trail a wide berth." Nodding
at the spruces, hie added: "It is twenty years sinice
1 was close ta them. If you would cik it-wve
have time ?"

The deference was eminently characteristic, took
out of the saine courtesy which bad led hum ta offer
me, a Protestant and a straneer, passage ini bis
buckboard from Fort Churchill-where I was rest-
in g after a long hunt for musk ox and caribou of
the Barr en Lands-to bis own mission of La P'asse.

And here I am tesnpted to wander into the story
of Father Francis, the' great priest who wages war
against the devil in man tbroughout the length and
breadth of a parish larger than an old-world king-
dom. Returning, bowever, to the spruces, which
we reached after five minutes of rough driving;
originally some twelve feet apart, ai century's
growth had brouight the stout trunks almost ta-
gether. Below, the branches interlaced, but high
above, where the tops swung again apart, I easily
made out concentric rings of bark, ait wvhicb the
priest was poînting. Aware of the Cree custoi of
winter burial, I knew that long aga, in their green
youth, they hiad been pulled dowa to cradle a duad
mian in bis biammock of skins.

"Twenty years ago," Father Francis commiiented,
"a fray of shaganapply fluttered up there in the
wind, b ut I see that the bark has evenl covered the
knot. Then, too, one could make out the outline
of a double gyrave. The ramn and gophers have
wioed it out. -Soon the trees theinselves wiIl go.
Yet- whiat a wonderful thinig is memory-when
tbey and we shail have passed away, unbôrn gelhera-
tions, Indian and white, will still avoid this place.
Let us drive on ta the old fort."

A haîf mnile's southing,1 parallel with the trail,
brought us to it-all that was left, for wbat wind
and weather had spared the prairie fires had taken.
Fur houses, cabins, stockade, and stores, ail were
gonle. Where the factor and clerk, trappers and
traders once lived and loved, fougbt: or chaýfferedl
wvith the wild tribes that brougbit down the fuirry
spoil of the far nortb, a dozeni or so of old mutd
chimineys now uprose fromn ranik grass growths,
acceutuating tbe luoneliness of that lovely land b>'
suiggesting the hospitable lires that once blazed
within their crumibled arches.

"A story bere ?" the priest repeated miy question,
driving on. "Surely, but if you will have patience
until to-maorrow, you shail have it fromn une who
will tell it better than IU"

Now, if ever face evidenced sensibility, symi-
pathy, and humour in proportions that would insuire
a well-told story, it was surel>' bis. It would hlave
been bard to find better occasion-either then or
Mhen, that nighit, our fire twinkled, a wee red star
tiniler the enormious black vauilt above. Tt wouild
h.ve heguiled the long hours of travel next dlay.
But even if aur acquaintance had nlot been too
recent for me to urze him. a certain finalitv. a

records of St. Boniface, the good priest nodded.
h*es they cantain ilost aIf his writings-thougb

bcwas no niggard. lu the company's log books,
our mission records, wherever in fact white paper
and black ink occurred together, he was seized with
the furor scribendi. Hle was a writer born, and
though bie would have scouted the ver>' idea, some
sneaking consciausness of the fact inheres in bis
elaboratel>' al)alogetic prefaces. Had his lot been
cast in Europe, wbere letters are not considered sa
scandalously idie, be would surel>' have made bis
mark. And uow, as I have sanie matters ta attend,
you will please excuse me. I leave yau in gond
compan>' with the abbe and your pipe."

l'o that gobd fellowship) be migbt have added
the fire which Içapedl and crackled on the wide mud
hearth warnily illumining the dark ceiling balks,
the time-stained log walls. He did pause at the.
doar to add; "It will increase your pleasure to
know that net oni>' was the story written bere, but
these old walls cbambered its principal event."

And witb this thoughit in the forefront of my
niind 1 opened the book.

It was flot my original intention ta record the
events bere set 'down, the familiar preface rau,
events wbicb I bad thought buried in the past until
Israel, onle of our hunters, burst iu upon us as I
sait at meat witb Mr. Temple, the gevernar, who
arrived at La Passe this evening. Pale fromi frighit
and utterl>' exhausted byv a uigbit and al day of biard
runuing, be was just able ta tell bow, wbile stalk-
îng a nlioose that wa;s feedling n the lushl grass
benieatb the "Twin Spruces" nortb of tbe old Park
Post, bc bad seen a miaî coule out from thie ruins;,
a taîl mian wbo staLggeredl beueatb the wevight of
the woînaui wbom lie bore on his shaulders. A\t
that first glance Israelse 7e somnething unusal,;it
anl wbeni tbey passed b-so close that hie could
bave touchIed themi with bis guni-somec intuition of
the trutlihubed 11i1i still and sulent; the intuition
wblicbl developcd inito certainity whien tbe inoonse conl-
tinuied ta fecd quietl>', thouigb the mlanl passed it
ciiuailly close on blis way to the trees; the trutb
ti ut, upon the instant, set bis feet uipon tbe fastest
trail of bis life. Anld I say "trtb" in the face of
Mr. Temiple's skeptical suiggestioni that Israel bad
camne uipon soine Cree carrying bis dead squaw ta
the place of burial.

"'Nousnsels, faktber 1" hie laugbied. "The rankest
kind of nonsense, Wby sbould one gbost pack
rounid anothecr wbeun it coufl earn good moaney tranis-
portiug i>' fuirs,?" WVitbal which raillery, be was
greatly impressed Iby the star>', exclaimiug ut the
end tbiat 1 sboulld deserve baniging or warse if 1
let it go unirecordled. indeed. lie took mie b>' the
shoulders and set mie dowu ta the writing, witb
orders ta bave it ready for bis eye before hie leIt
next mlornling.

F OR the beginnings of it ail 1 hiave ta go back
eighit years iin time, a fewý bundred miles ini

distance, ta the occasion Mien 1 drove in ta the
Prairie Portage w,%ith Father B3eaupre, then priest
of that mission; and as I recall it, the day stands
(nut for its preëiuient heauLt>' as mutch as for the
fact that ilt nîarked ru>' first glimipse of Lourdes.
,Lte siimmiier, a gentle breeze temipered the hecat

-Ild sent brighter waves across the yellow prairies,
so that we j ourne.yed as throughi a golden sea ail]
chased and fretted witb sbadows of the soIt fleeces
whIicb saiiledl high in the binle above. To increase
mny euj oymient, wbile we rattled along in a big-
wbeeled Red River cart, the good priest poured in-
ta my ear a report se lenigthy and eneouraging, that
we passed front the dead fiat: of the Garry prairies
inta the woadland country arouinc the south end of
Lake Maniitaba withotut noticing the change.

"Sixteen Cree converts, hiall a score Sioux, tenl
girl Communicants-" 1 remeier bis tale was at
flood when, with duil clatter of uinshod hoals, a
white girl child on an unbridled pan>' dashed out
uipon uis fromi behind a poplar bluff.

"Lourdes! What doles this m-ean ?" the priest
cried aunt angrily as the pôny stopped aI its own
volition.

For the rhlld wnq naiked-

the luxur>' wbicb, later, made sucb a stir
farts; and as she sat ber ragged pany stai
with wide dark eycs, the slim wbitenessof
ontdine against the dark green of a bluff, I
very well understand the aId Greek passi
flesh.

"It is tbis son of a devil !" she answer
voluble French. "You sec, it is that be is s
dirty and requires the wash. But wben I try
biîn inta the lake, he shies like Jean, my b
at the sight of saap, and 1leing unbridled, tur
boîts." Digging sinaîl beels inta the roug
sbe added an empbatic: "Oh, wicked anc!

"He seems quiet euougb now ?" Father E
doubted.

"Because be is well breatbed. Now r si
back for iny clothes-extra labour for the
fuI !" And turning the beast witb a kick, de
sideways upen one eye, she drove in ber be<
.flew off down the wiud.

"And is she of the ten girl communicant
I was sarry for the dig wben be replied

grean: "I amrn rgbtly served for my boasting
Lourdes, daughter aI the uew factor, sent bl
it secins, ta be a thorn in the side of my var

Alter be bad related a Iew af ber pranks
well believe it; an opinion whicb gained si
witb the following years. Indeed, it becai
habit ta inquire first af Lourdes upon my
visit; or did I omit it, the tale was at the
Father Beaupre's tongue-ta be told with 2
or grimace according te his distance frotu it5
Once she had been capturcd in tbe ditcb
the stockade, wbere-baving first stolen ai
clotb ta drape the victim and Icnd verisimilil
the cereniony-she was about ta subject a
the auto-da-fé in imitation oI tbe Virgin M

Again, it was she wbo cut the rawbide
wbich bound the sied cf that Presbyterian
whao came ta this country in the train of
Selkirk, did it se cleverly that the poor gen
\vas miles uipon bis road before hie found I
sitting like a faîlen prophet among the piec

Later, her tricks grew more intimate,
bit deep on saie one-as wben she stole the
oI Donald, the Scotch clerk, frain its naîl
store anid gave it ta a young Cree squaw,
lie- that Donald's wife, whlo was notoriausl
mus, wouild buyv i for thrice its value in fla
bacon. Douald's beard grew Lýrey over that
and wbile he was still explaining Lourdes s
ta hier years. Lecaving ber one flu a lith<
legged lasswh raced ru>' ponies from thi
trails in ta tbe mission witbout harmi ta her
ing, I retuirned next seaisan ta find ber a won

And sucb a ,vonian ! Tbe skirts, that ha(
ped 50 suddenlv Iroin ber knees, fluttered abo
mnoccasinis wbich wouild have heen a tiZht fit
baud. Hler carnage was samietbing ta sec,
gracefully poised, witb an uptilt aI the ratun
chin, full torsa curved in ta the sinall waist,
swvayed above fine bips witb the easy flextirc
fect rhytbhms af youth. Already 1 have spe
bier wbiteness that had the firin pure qua
ivor>'; in the miidst of wbich imagine eyi
Silone like yaunig lmous, ail within the fr;
ber wonderful hair. 1 could weil und,
Father Beaupre's answer ta my comment
looks.

"Behold yauir thorn bas developedt a ras
"A>, but it is still there-to prick the

for beinig hidden. Already she bas sent or
ta bis grave, and when I amrn ot bus>' shrivir,
of bier loyers as are beyand my raugh sý
theni 1 amn listening ta confessions of the sin
eye I romi men whose penance might very
leIt ta their wives. There will be no peace
is salel>' married ta a strang mari; for shai
go ta a weakling, the shrivinigs will increa
confessions grow worse. However '" hie finis]
grumble, "tbings point weIl. Gabriel. thie L
alter bier, and as hie always gets wbat be
he'hl have her-soonier or later."

Concerning this Gabrîdl-whose nmickrian
mie hall jest-nlow needs a word. Really
mediumn heigbt, he was ver>' broad,' deep-c
and possessed that riatural strength wbich is a
derful as unexfflainable: force DUlSed throi


