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- Lacombe was as broad on
the chest as a buffalo bull is deep.
That wee because of the great heart
that had thumped and thumped at

ribs, and driven them far out to
make room for the working. Of the
same buiid was the great dome-shap-
ed head, and because of that was all
‘parrowness not therein. Broad and
free wns the thought and strong was
the heurt; therefore was the love of
his people, the copper—colored Crees,
great and enduring. Even the whites,
they who preached from without the
pale, were wont to forget all else but
that Father Lacombe was human—in-
tensely human.

8o when John Bernard— the Rev.
John Bernard—came to Father La-l
combe with his heart’s sorrow tug-|
ging at the tendrils of his brain un-|
til it was numb, it’ was only natu-|
ral.

“Six months have gone by, Father|
Y.acombe,” he said, “‘and they have
done nothing. No one has seen or
heard of Ruth Asquith since the
Blackfoot swept our post from the
face of the plain. It is six months |
to-day since Assiniboia was burned
and Ruth carried off, and we are no,

pearer her rescuc now than we were.”" curled hair, and the twanging of bow |

“Qhe is alive,”” said the priest; |
»*the Blackfoot do not war on WoO-|
men: they capture them, but do not:
kill them. Besides, also, -1 have
heerd a littla. The birds which fly
porthward have swung to me that
ghe is there.”

b
{

scanned the ever risipg horizon

the cluster of little brown specks, for
of buffalo their medicine

the herd

man had promised them.
““Manitou is surely angry,”

who-dreams said, as they ‘‘spelled’”’

with nothing to eat, ‘‘because of the
forked-tongued paleface we have tak-
en to tell us of a false God. I we

destroy him the buffalo will come.”

Then Father Lacombe knew,
this was sald openly, so that
might hear.

Perhaps it was the prayer, perhaps
it was only chance; but away on the
a

distant show line there appeared
little jagged edge—an edge that

vibrated like dried grass stirred by
“My Master has not for-

the wind.
gotten me,”” murmured. the priest,
and he pointed toward the spot that
was now a little darker.

Then the mad racing and the spit-

ting of bullets into the black maw
of the muzzle-loading guns,
Indians loaded while they galloped.
That was their primitive breech-load-
er; they carried the ‘‘trade balls’’ in
their mouths, and rammed them
home on top of the powder without
wad of paper. And the blazing pow-
der so close that it singed the brown

strings, and the rounded brown hum-
mocks that meant a buffalo left for
the squaws to skin; and after that
the feasting, and the softening of
hearts, and respite for the priest.
And the Master remembered Father

| Lacombe still a little again, or was |

for |
¢ | cannot answer these simple questions.

Man-

for
he

as the'!

iit, or did the Great Spirit come to
carth and speak to you?”’

The priest remained silent, and
Man-who-dreams turncd again to his
| warriors.

‘“‘Seec, the forked tongue is still. He

|
i

' We know that all the pale-faces are
!liars, that their tongue is forked,
'that their life is sin, the sin from
| which our women suffer; that they
have brought no good to us; that
| their guns, which speak loud, arec for
' destruction; and their firewater de-
{ stroys our bodies, and makes our
hearts bad.
| -*Is it their Manitou that teaches
' them .this—gives thom‘ strength to
take many lives with their loud-
! speaking guns and make the firewater

Great Spirit who teaches them to
sin with our women until our hearts
icall for revenge? ‘And the pale-face
| prophet. who is sent. here by
| Manitou will teach us these things.
. Will my brothers learn to worship
| this spirit, who is the spirit of the
pale-fe.ce?

‘Listen, Blackfoot brave, and Man-
who-dreams will tell you of the chief
(of the Kootenay, White Eagle.
: pale-face medicine man spoke to Lim
i with a forked tongue until he forgot
| the Great Spirit of his forefathors ;
forgot the Manitou of the Indians
' and became gven as a pale-face. When
he died he journeyed over the trail
iwhich leads to the Happy Hunting

¢ which turns us to heasts? Is it their,

their |

The |

dropped as they ran. Like the pass-
ing of the hand through the air. it
was so quickly done, the knife strip-
ped the hide from the meat. The
meat needed not cookiog, but melted
in the mouth like heorney.

““But no onc spoke to the Kootenay
chief, nor said, ‘Coni¢ and eat, bro-
ther,” and he was hungry. Then he

. spoke to one he knew, who had been

of his own tribe.

“The brave said, ‘Who are you?’

“ T am White Fagle, chief of the
Kootenay,” he answered.

“ “Then  why do you come here ?
White Eagle has listened to the pale-

face medicine man, and must go to

| their Happy Hunting Ground.’

“And he who had been a chief, the
chief of- a tribe whose children are

as plentiful as the birds of the -air, |

stood alone .on the outside of the
Happy Hunting Ground like a hun-
gry wolf hovering near a camp that
|is filled  with fresh-meat. Then he
fell down on his face, and cried to
the Great Spirit: ‘Father, T am of
vour people. The false pfophet spoke
to me with lies, and I did not|
{ know.’

“The heart of the Great Spirit,
| which is good, went out a little to-
|'ward this desolate man, for he had
{been a great warrior, and he said :
{ ‘T will give you life again. You may
| go back to your people, the Xoote-

'botter. than ‘this false prophet, this
false guide, who had sought to lead
téem away from the Happy¥ Hunting
Ground. ‘“‘Even the Stony, who has
ilistened to his voice before, has left
'him—has slunk away like a coyote
‘from a dry-picked skeleton,”’ sneered

Man-who-dreams. He was given the
'entrails of the buffalo for food— for
whv did he linger among them?

Day after day the great heart kept
{the face smooth and untroubled; day
Lafter day the deep, sweet voice call- |
ed to his Master for strength to bear |
it all. On the night of the eleventh
day Father Lacombe’s cayuse, which
was picketed close to his lodge there
on the outer rim of the encampment,
ineighed joyfully. The priest threw
'ashes over the little blazing - camp |
fire and stole out into the darkness.
Aftor a little he returned. In ‘the
morning, before the sun had yet rous-
ed the sleepy Indians, he mounted his
pony and galloped in-and out am-
ong the tepees, as Man-who-dreams
had on that other day.

Strong and clear was the voice of
the priest calling: ‘“Hi, hi! Ho-o-o,
brothers! Come forth and hear the
answer I have prepared for Man-who-
dreams!'"’

‘““At last the little priest has loos-
ed his forked tongue,”” sneered Man- |
who-dreams. 1

Lazily the Indians turned out from |
their tepees, cursing the white priestl

inay; and if you live as your forefa-
‘{thers have lived,” when I call you

for disturbing them; and many a grim |
resolve was made in the discomfort |

|

|

“Now Father Lacombe,”” sald Jobhn, | it only chance that Three Bulls cut |
“you alone of all the white can g0/ an artery in his leg with his hunting |

far out among the people of

this knife? Chance or the other, the life |

land: Cree or Blackfoot, you pass Uun-| wag going fast out with the red blood |
)

harmed; and to you I have come to
ask, in the name of humanity, if you
1ift this load from our hearts, will
find for us this siser who labored as
one of us for the good of thesepoor
peoples.”’

Thus the one paid tribute to the
other. Creed stepped to one side,
and man spoke to man in his trou-
ble.

@ecply the priest pondered for a
little, and then he spoke again. “My
time is not my own; I work for my
Mastor, and I can but go where many
call.”’

“The vounc minister interrupted him
with ‘a pleading gesture. ‘‘Many
hearts are sad because of Ruth’s fate.
It is not I alone, but all who are
Christians ask this of vou.”

Father TLacombe held up his hand !
as though he would stay the impa-
tience of the younger man, and con-,
tinued; his dreamy blue eyes looking
far out_gacross the shoreless sea of
bufialo meadow toward the south.

“Wheie many call me 1 go; and
these the Blackfoot,
have been calling me in every win
that blows up from across their
lodges. Some time I must go; I will
go now,”” he added simply, still look=
inz across the stretch of grass land.

When Father Lacombe faced about'
$he dreany look was gone the blue
@ve8 were grayer—gray with the light
f resolve. Two days later he was on
gs way to Mountain House, near the
foothills of the Rockics, with ““Stony
Jack” his sole companion. Jack be-
fpg a Stony Indian, might also go
among the Blackioot, as th'r,' t\\:o
tribes were allied. Jack believed in
Fhther Lacombe in the main, and the
Christian religion as a side issue. His
code was very simple—Father La-
op;n'.h(‘,
¥At Mountain Fflouse, as the priest

ticipated, they found a party of

Blackioot warriors trading buffalo!

Its at the Hudson’s Bay Com-
pmny’s post. A fow presents obtain-

d for him permission to return with

em to the Blackfoot camping

unds.

%ﬂhlt before they strated there were
mwany Bacchanalian days. A place
where for a single buffalo skin one
gould obtain  bottled happiness|
enough to blot out the memory of

onths of cold and hunger was not;

be lightly left. The skins were SO
fsily got, too; a tightly drawn |
ord, a twang, and with a feathered |
arrow piercing from side to side, the
charrier of the skin lying there in the
g‘st——thnt was all. Only sometimes,
en the buffalo were scarce and am-
unition plenty, the guns spoke, and

& killing was speedier and more

hirderous. They had many skins, and

at was the rate—a soda water bot-

, full of the liquid fire for one skin. |

took days to trade on that basis; |
o when they started out was the |
pmmissariat light, because of the |
{*}ilid payments.

| 'An Indian will shar
p hungry stranger always: withé
squal avidity will he share the
ptranger’'s food when he’is hungry.g
B0, at the end of two days, Father |
acombe’s provisions were being car-

jauntily along in twenty Black-
toot stomachs. #After that came thef
hunger, for the buffalo they had con-
fidently expected to find had wander-?

s mfield. For three days they lived)
on .the remembrance cof that ecclesias- |

al meal, tracking their way to the|
acuth and east over the snow which
was steadily falling.

*It is because of the little paleface
medicine man,”’ said Man-who-
dreams; ‘‘because of his coming with
the forked tongue have the buffalo
been driven away by Manitou, who
is angry.”’

Man-who-dreams was a great medi-
¢ine man among the Blackfoot; 8o
the braves listened and grunted ap-
proval. He had told them that the
puflalo would be plentiful wherg they
were then, and now no buffalo were
to be seen. Surely Manitou was an-

with them—angry becausé they
taken among them the profit of

poor people,

e his food Withl

the priest did not quite know
the bufialo would be en-
or Father Lacombe’s mis-

spurting and crimsoning the white
snow; going out so fast that Threeo
Bulls’ friends were alrcady clamoring
for him to divide his worldly goods

; among them before it was too late.

Surely his lodge in the Happy Hunt-
ing Ground was standing wide open
to receive him!
Man-who-dreams  could
matters with Manitou, but he could
not stem that crimson tide. Father
Lacombe’s surgical knowledge was
great—almost as great as his spiri-
tual. “Through their bodies I reach
their souls,”” he had often said of his
people; and now he brought Three
Bulls back from the foothills of the
Happy Hunting Ground and made
him whole again—closed the little
leak in“the Qike.
chance were the blue eyes more hope-
ful, and many thorns
from his crown. :
“Ugh! the paleface-medicine man is
good,”’” grunted Three Bulls stoically.
When they came to the banks of the
Bow River,  where the 'smoke tanned
buffaloskin tepees of the Blackfoot
nestled their pyramid shapes in hun-
dreds on the russet earth— for the

| snow had not traveled so far south

yvet — Father
many days.
quith was not there. While he-labor-
ed hopelessly, bravely, for some spiri-
tual awakerning among the Indians,
he was ever listening, watching for
news of the white captive. At every
turn he was thwarted by Man-who-
Dreams. He knew that what Stony
Jack said
dreams only waited a chance to dis-
credit him and have him driven
forth or tied to the stake. But that
made no real difference to Father La-
combe; all his life it had been that
way; it made his work more diffi-
cult, that was all.

Then, when the moon was full, the
crash came. The deviltry that Man-
who-dreams had been hatching sprang
into life. The moon was still chiding
the laggard winter’s sun in the dull
gray, when Man-who-dreams mounted
his powerful blue-roan and started on
his crusade. Round and round the
camp swung the medicine man in all
his barbaric plumage, his deep bull
throat scnding forth in  bellowing
tones the summons to all to come
and hear the palefaced prophet
speak of Manitou. The blueroan
swayed and rocked in and out among
the tepees, his saucer-wide hoofs
pounding the hollow-sounding turf
until it echoed like the roll of drums.

Roused from their morning slumb-
ers, tall gaugt Indians streamed
from their lodges, their blanket coats
lapping at the prairie wind like the
tongues of thirsty dogs beating ‘the
running water. Squaws and children
and dogs all hurried to gather in

Lacombe tarried  for

front of the tepee wherein rested Fa-

ther Lacombe. Next to the running
of buffalo, the baiting the paleface
priest would be glorious sport.
When they had gathered the blue-
roan was led away; Man-who-dreams
strode forth from among the braves,
and stood tall majestic, an imposing,
sinister figure. When Father La-
combe came [rom his lodge Man-who-
dreams addressed him with savage
courtesy. ‘‘Wi,1  the pale-face priest

speak first of Manitou; or shall Man-|

who-dreams speak to his brothers,
and after the paleface has heard, will
he answer?”’

Wondering what trap the other had

laid for him. Father Lacombe ex-
pressed his willingness to listen to
the words of wisdom that might fall
from the lips of Blackfoot.
Drawing himself up to his

tallést of the warriors there,
medicine man began his address.
“‘Brothers, warriors, Blackfoot, ye

the

who have driven the Crees from the

face of the buffalo plains until they
cower and hide among the trees be-
yond the waters of the Red Deer,
have ye now come to sit at the feet
of this pale-face prophet who

with the forked tongue—he who is the
friend of your ennemies, the Crees,
who come

QGreat Spirit.”

Ho turmed flercely toward Father

Lacombe, his black eyes fiashing with
fanatic fury, and asked: “Have youi:
‘ 7 g

arrange |

And because of this |.

withdrawn,

He saw that Ruth As-

was true; that Man-who-|'

full
height, so that he towered above the

)
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DAY AFTER DAY THE GREAT HEART KEPT THE FACE SMOOTH AND UNTROUBLLED.

Ground. Soon he came to whore the
trail forked, and he stopped to con-
sider which was the path to Lhe }pale-
face hunting ground. He gaw his
white brethren going to the right; be
tollowed that trail. When lLe came
to the gates—for it was cioged 1In
with a great stockade, like the com-
pany’s fort—the gate opencd and he
stepped in. The pale-faces wore play-
ing on the fiddles and dancing . ond
singing, all together, men a3a wo-
men, and drinking the firewater, and
doing even as you have seen tham at
the time of thelr great gathering
when the winter is half gcne. And be-
yond was their Great Spirit, their
Manitou, sitti on a seat that was
of gold, even t yellow {iron that
they dig up out of the river sands.

$The great chief stood there, and
no pale-face said to him. ‘Come here,
brother, and eat;” and his heart was
sad, for he saw none of his own peo-
ple—all the faces were white. Then
he stepped in among them; and one
white warrior asked him why he
came there—one red man among all
those that were white. He answered,
‘I am your brother, and the prophet
of your Manitou was sent to bring
me here.’ :

“Then they laughed, and made to
drive him forth with curses; even as
you have been driven from the com-
pany’s fort whon your skins were all
gone ‘Oh, Manitou,” he cried, ¢ pity
me! When I was among mine otha’

ople the medicine man you sen
lr):a,g; me give up the Great Spir'it of
' my tribe, and I worshipped you.
| ‘“Then the- God of the pale-faces
spoke in anger. ‘Some one has spok-
with a forked tongue. I
| sent no one to your people. They
| have their Happy Hunting Ground
and their own Great Spirit; the pale-
face people are my people.’

““Then they drove him forth in an-

, and he stood again where the
trail forks. He turned to the left,
and journeyed along until the smell
of the sweet grass and the sage
smote upon his nostrils, and he knew
that he was coming to the Happy
Hunting Ground of his own people,
the Indians.

*I.ike the noise of the wings of the
great birds that make the thunder
was the sound of the hoofs of the
buffalg, that were even as the sands
in the river, as the spirits in the
Happy Hunting Ground ran them in
the chase. When he had come a little
way Into the plain which is the Hap-

i en to you

falo plentiful as the leaves of the
‘trees, and “the braves were riding
the gray-winged

er our heads when

. The bows were

gleamed even as the

ol the pale-facc; and

py Hunting Ground he saw the buf- |

again Yyour lodge will be prepared
here.”

“Now, brothers,”” continued Man-
who-dreams, ‘‘the chief of the Koote-
nay lives among his people beyond
the snow-covered hills, and he has
driven the paleface prophet forth
from the lodges of his tribe. Will
you be like this, and listen to the
voice of the palefade who says that
God has sent him here, and stand
like hungry wolves on the outside of
the Happy Hunting Ground when the
Great Spirit calls you away?’’ |

When the impassioned voice of the
speaker, sonorous as the cadence of
a cataract, died away, there was a
moment’s silence, 8o great that the
whispering of the wind as it played
in and out among the warriors
grouped about could be heard. Then
a murmuring sound of approving
grunts issued from their deep throats
as this Seneca of the Blackfoot step-
ped to one side to make room for
Father Lacombe to answer.

The mighty heart of the good
priest faltered for once in its many

of the cold morning—resolves that
boded ill for Father Lacombe.if his|
answer was not a good one. When '
the Indians had all gathered in front
of his lodge, Father Lacombe spoke:

‘“‘Brothers, you who are children of
my Master, you have heard Yyour
medicine man tell how White Eagle,
chief of the Kootenay, died and went
to the Happy Hunting Ground. If
that is true I have no answer to

¢,

'{a rifle spoke yet.

make. If it is not true, then he
speaks with a forked tongue. He is|
a liar, and has deceived you.’’ i

As these words dropped from his
lips there was a rustle at the open-|
ing to his lodge, and three Indians|
stepped forth. The first one was|
Stony Jack; the other two, as could|
be seen by their dress and mode of)|
wearing their hair, were from the
land of the Kootenay. Father La-|
combe, with true theatrical genius,
professed to be surprised. 1

‘“Who are you? Where do you comse
from?’’ he asked.

The one who wore the eagle fea-
thers of & minor chief spoke and|

years of striving. Never before had
he heard such eloquence—never before
met an Indian whose power of
graphic description was so great. The
Happy Hunting Ground and the
white man’s heaven were living pic-
tures. The language and the gestures
of this high priest of paganism had
brought the whole scene so close to
the understanding of the simple-
mirsled savages that anything Fa-
ther Lacombe could say would be un-
real and 'visionary. Inwardly he
prayed: *“O God, my Master, help
me now! This is the hour of my
trial. Holp me, my Master.”

A still small voice seemed to whis~
per, ‘‘Walt; have patience yet a lit-
tle.”

He stepped forward, and facing the
throng of dark-browed listeners and
meeting the triumphant eye of Man-
who-dreams “with a calm, steady
look, said: *I cannot answer now.
Your words of eloquence require much
pondering over. In two weeks I will|
prepare my answer.”’

A derisive shout of triumph went
up from the disciples of Man-who-
dreams.

| was not more powerful than the im-

said: ‘“We are from the Kootenay. I,
am son of the great chief, and this
is his nephew.’’

Father Lacombe turned to the as-
tonished Indians. ‘‘The Great Spirit|
has sent these men here. Now we
shall have confirmation of what Man-|
who-dreams has told you.” ‘

“How long since your father died,
and went to the Happy Hunting
Ground?’’ he asked of the Kootenay |
chief. }

A smile parted the thin lips of the,
Indian as he answered: ‘“My father
did not die; he did not go to the
Happy Hunting Ground; he has been
with us always.’’

““What the chief says is true,”” an-
swered the other Indian, when Father |
Lacombe questioned him. ‘‘ His fa-
ther, our chief, has been with us a.l—!
ways.”’ i

Then Father Lacombe preached to
those Blackfoot a8 he had never
preached before. Great as had been
the eloquence of Man-who-dreams, it

i

passioned utterances of the priest,
who had lain twelve days sore at
heart.

‘“The forked tongue is stilled now;
the lying mouth is closed,” was|
heard on every side; and in the hour!
of his defeat Father Lacombe went |
sadly back into the lodge the chief
had set apart for his use. That night |
Stony Jack disappeared, and also|
|the pony the priest had bought for
{him when they started out on their ;
journey. : !

Day after day.the priest suffered a '
!humiliating persecution; the squaws,
ispat at him, and the boys stoned
{him; the very dogs of the camp

|
1

the-arrows | snarled at him and snapped at his:life

! heels as he - passed—snarled ans snap-'
1pal_’,uhmgles(ed, fcr even a dog was

-

“If my Master has not sent me
among you,”” he asked, ‘‘why have I
come? Why have I given up the lux-
ury of a comfortable home, where
there is warmth and plenty to eat
and to drink, and friends and bro-
thers and sisters, and father and mo-
ther and people who worship the
same God that I do? For what have
I given all these up? Is it-to share
your cold and your hunger, to ‘be
abused even as one of your dogs? ‘Is
it for this—to-lie on-the ground? Is
this letter- than. the other life— the
among my (riends? If my -Mas-

ter, God, who is tho.Great Spirit,

i cepted the

had not sent me, should I be here?!

1t is.because He loves you that He!ed from wndorncdth - him,

has sent me.”

For twenty ycars Father Lacombe
had studied the alphabet which is
writ in the face of the red man, and
when, exhausted with the vekemence
of his eloquence, he ccased to speak,
he rcad that which was solace to his
tired heart. An Indian would dec-
mand truth even of the gods, and
their medicine man had lied to them.
Not that they flocked to Father La-
combe’'s standard; but he had run
the gantlet, and now they took him
as a friend, as their enemies,
Crees, had ‘done.

The - first fruits of his conquest
came to him that night, when Crow-
foot’s brother, whese life he had sav-
ed, lifted the flap of his tepee and
stood beside the fire.

‘“The white medicine ‘'man seeks for
the pale-face captive. She is with
Old ‘Sun’s band, and they are camped
on the Battle River. If the father
wishes, one of my braves will show
the trail.”’

It was four days to Battle River,
and on the fiith night Father La-
combe sat in Old Sun’s lodge.

He did not speak of Ruth to the
chief; it was best not. If she was
there he would see her next day. Just
before he said his prayers the priest
stood outside the tepee and looked
up to the sky. The stars had gone
out—botted out by the gray of a
winter’s night. The snow was falling
softly, silently; a great peace had
settled down over the carth, as the
shroud was spread over ots dead
body. Yes, peace; but within a
stone’s throw hid four hundred Cree
warriors, with their horses, waiting
—waiting for the Blackfoot to sleep.

The priest folded his cassock and
made a pillow of it. .Just across the
fire slept Old Sun and his squaw. It
secemed to Father Lacombe that he
had been slecping but a minute when
he was awakened by something. A
dog was smelling about the fire.
saw Old Sun raise on his elbow, and
heard him hiss: ““A Cree dog! A
Cree dog! We are betrayed! Hi-hi!”’
his shrill voice rang out. ““Up,
braves, the Crees are here!’”’

There was an answering yvell of de-
fiance from three sides of the threat-
ened camp—the Cree warcry; but not
They were waiting
for the Blackfoot to get on their
feet, so that their bullets might find
a better target. With . savaga cun-
ning they knew that shooting at men
lying down and in the dark is waste
of ammunition. In his frenzy Old
Sun reached over and grabhed the
priest by the scalp, dragging him’
out after him as he brandished his

gun and yelled defiance to the Crees. |

the
came

Then a volley rang out from
guns, and a shower of arrows
hurtling among the tepees.

It was an unequal ficht, fifty
against four hundred; but they stood
them off all night. The Blackfoot
were camped on a poplar bluff, which
gave them some protection. On their
flank was the frozen face of MBattle
River, so the enemy had to attack

them from the open plain which ran |
being |

up to the bluff. The Crees,
wood-dwellers, had not much heart
for fighting in the open while their
enemy was under cover; so this pro-
longed the uneven combat.

Just before daylight, Stony Jack
came rushing up to Father Lacombe,
and said: ‘“Come quick, father! T
have found her, but I am afraid she
is dying.”’

The priest followed his guide am-
ong the trees, and into a darkened
tepee. As he entered, he stepped on
something round and slipped, it glid-

DOING A SPANIARD.

The following story is told of Ma-
jor Kelly, one of the cleverest of the
Cuban patriots, who was taken in
arms in one of the early invasions
against the island. Determined to
fight his way out of prison ‘‘on his
own hook,”” and a sharp one it was,
too, he wrote divers offhand fami-
liar letters to numerous eminent
politicians of the United States, and
placed them where he knew they
would be overhauled by the Spanish
police. The bait took, and Major

| Kelly, the intimate friend of Mr. Se-

cretary Webster, was forthwith re-
leased and sent home.
The major’s rich epistle to Webster
we here subjoin:
Castle de la Punta, Havana,
3 August 20, 1851.

His Excellency Daniel Webster, Secre-|

tary of State, United States,

Washington.

Dan, old Boy—You will he sur-
prised, I doubt not, on receiving
letter from an old friend, and .one
whom you have so often befriended,

from this place, but, as the old lady

said when she cracked her tea pot,
what’s did is did, and what is the
use of kicking up a deuced fuss gen-
erally about it? When, in September
of last year, I partook of your chow-
der, in Marshfield, I little anticipat-

ed that I should be placed to-day in|

all
what |
to befall him to-morrow ?

my present position. But 'tis
destiny. Who can tell to-day

is going
Had I taken your advice, and ac-
mission to the Barbary
States, things would have been bet-

ter I, at least, would not be so bar- |
pri- |

barously treated as I am in this |
son, where they have not left the
first sign on my hcad or face of hair
or whiskers. Concha, T am

fellow, and I think if you were to

whisper a word to the Spanish Min- |

i{ster in Washington, Calderon de la
Barca, in my favor, there may be
still hopes of my release. Remember

me to our mutual friend, the Hon.{
of War.
| that in half also?’’ asked

C. M. Conrad, Secretary

Yours as ever,
J. A. KELLY.

One of the oldest churches is found
in the redwood forests of California.
It is near San Jose, and is main-
tained by a mining settlement, the
minister working as a miner

hollew trees, and accommodates a
congregation of twenty-five, with
space for a recess chancel containing
a small organ, ;

the |

He |

a |

inclined |
to think, is, on the whole, a good |

|
| On coasting trips .to the North Cape

{him to his knees. His hand touch

| the something; it was wet. As he
!hastily pulled his hand away, a mass
jof soft, silky hair passed through his
lﬁngers. $

| My God,”” he cried, ““it is ahe!?
| At last I have found her, and shp fa
| dead. .Oh,Father, grant that it be
inot so! I must have a light,’* he
;said to Stony Jack.

| ““If the white lather makes a light,
i the tepee will become a bright mark
|for all the guns of the Crees. But
{Jack will arrange something.”” And,
gathering up some of the blankets
that were still lying in the lodge, hs
circled them about the head of ths
wounded girl, while the priest struch
ia match within.

| ‘It is she,”” he said; “‘and God fis
| good, for she still lives.”’

| Tntermittently the battle was still
raging on the outside, and at day-
{light, when he had done all he could
| for the wounded girl, he went out on
{a mission of peace. Tying his hand-
| kerchief to a small stick, he marched
| straight past the lines of the Black-
i foot, paying no attention to bullets
and arrcws, till he came to the top
jof a hillock, from which his voice
could reach the Crees. Holding his
flag of peace high up, he called with
his deep,. strong voice:. ‘““Ho, bro-
thers! Why do you shed blood? Why
do you make your children father-
less, and your. mothers.to weep for
the braves who will not return again
to their lodges? Ho, my children! It
is I, your friend, Father Lacombe,
who aske you to go away in peace.””
{ For an instant the Crees hesitated;
but blood had been shed; . many of
their number lay dead and dying.

And were not the Blackfoot caught
there in a trap between them and the
river, like a heard of buffalo driven
into a corral? Silently the priest
stood; beseeching his Master again ta
Chelp him and to avert the slaughter.

Meanwhile a dark body had been
moving up over the white-expanse of
snow; but the fighting warriors, oc
cupied with the battle, had not no-
ticed it. Suddenly with demoniac
vells it swept down on their flank. It
was a party of Blackfoot hunters
who had been attracted by the firing.
From every side the Inrid war hlazed
forth with increased fury.” A bullet
struck the priest in the shoulder.
Stony Jack, seeing his master fall.
rushed out and carried him bodily
tback into the shelter of the t:-ces
' Soon he revived, for the wound was
not a serious ones.

{  There was fighting all that

,the two parties of Blackfo
united, and together they heid the
Crees in check. That night the Crees
silently crossed the frozen river and
oot awav. Much horse stealing and
little fishting was more in tiecir line

| When the Dlackfoot back to

Crowfoot’s camp Old Sun told how
| Father Lacombe had gone out where
| the bullets were thick and tried to
| got their enemy to retire. ‘“The pale-
| face medicing map_is a warriqr,” said
|old Crowfoot. ‘“What present does
the little warrior ask, for Crowfoot’s
heart is glad?” z ;

“Only a woman?’’ said the chef,
when Father Lacombe asked for Ruth
| Asquith. “‘Only a woman, when 1
would have given a horse? And you'll
bring Crowfoot a pair of blankets
when you come back, you say? Sure
ly the little priest is not as wise as
| he is brave.”” But it was that way
| nevertheless.

t cey, for

had

+

|
|
ot
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BLAMING THE TRAMP.

I was sleeping in a: cold shed om
the bay f{ront in” San Francisco wher
that earthquake came,” said the
tramp in _the City Hall Park the
other day. ‘I was dreaming of good
things to eat whenr ~ -oDper pounded
the soles of my old shoes with hir

nightstick and called ,out:

“ ‘Come, now,-u;, «ith you and out
of this!’

““ ‘What's the row?’ says T,
came out.

“ ‘Against the law to sleep here!’
| ¢ 'But what harm am 1 a-doin”.’
[ “ Don’t talk back to me!’
| “ ‘But I'm a-askin’ of a civil ques
| tion,” says I. ‘I crawls in therc to
sleep and disturb no one and do no
damage, and you comes along and
routs me out, and shakes me around.
{I'm not a bad-tempered man, but—’
i ““Just then came the quake, and
that coal pocket took a slide into the
bay. and half a dozen buildings came
crashing down. The officer and me
was heaved up and let down like
' chips, and as soon as his feet was
sclid under him agin he turns to me
with:

““ Lord, man,; if T'd known ye was
Samson I'd have let ye slecp there
for a month!” "’

1

as

{

DOING THINGS BY HALVES.

A clergyman desired for his hoy u
practical education and conferred on
the subject with the president of @
business college. .

After a preliminary conversation,
the minister suggested that the rates
for tuition be’'cut in half on account
of the nature of his profession.

«“But what will I get out qof the
transaction?’”’ asked the educator
blandly.
| - «“A sermon,” suggested the minis-
! ter, promptly, ‘“whenever you are in-
i clined to come and listen.”’ .
“And when I do come, will you cut
the collegs

i

president, eagerly.

The mosquito i§ most ¢ on
within and abdtt"the "Arctic circle.

vessels are  sometimes

invaded by

during | maddening swarms at every stopping
lthe week. It is built in one of the | place. In Alaska they are sald to

i form clouds so dense that it is im-
. possible for sportsmen to aim at ob-

| jects beyond, while native dogs are
{ sometimes killed by them, :




