
Technical and Bibliographic Notes/Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best L'Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire
original copy available for filming. Features of this qu'il lui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails
copy which may be bibliographically unique, de cet exemplaire qui sont peut-être uniques du
which may alter any of the images in the point de vue bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier
reproduction, or which may significantly change une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une
the usual method of filming, are checked below. modification dans la méthode normale de filmage

sont indiqués ci-dessous.

Coloured covers/ Coloured pages/
Couverture de couleur Pages de couleur

Covers damaged/ Pages damaged/
Couverture endommagée Pages,,tpdommagées

Covers restored and/or laminated/ Pages restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Cover title missing/ Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Le titre de couverture manque Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Coloured maps/ Pages detached/
Cartes géographiques en couleur Pages détachées

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black)/ Showthrough/
Encre de couleur (ie. autre que bleue ou noire) J Transparence

Coloured plates and/or illustrations/ Quality of print varies/
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur Qualité inégale de l'impression

Bound with other material/ includes supplementary material/
Relié avec d'autres documents Comprend du matériel supplémentaire

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion Only edition available/
along interior margin/ Seule édition disponible
Lare liure serrée peut causer de l'ombre ou de la
distortion le long de la marge intérieure Pages wholly or pertlally obscured by errata

slips, tissues, etc., have been refilmed to
Blank leaves added during restoration may ensure the beat possible image/
appear within the text. Whenever possible, these Les pages totalement ou partiellement
have been omitted from filming/ obscurcies par un feuillet d'errata, une pelure,
Il se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées etc., ont été filmées à nouveau de façon à
lors d'une restauration apparaissent dans le texte, obtenir la meilleure image possible.
mais, lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont
pas été filmées.

pAddational comments:/ Vargous pagings.
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

lOX 14X 18X 22X 26X 30X

I 12X 16X I I I 1 1 1111111 32X
12X 16X 20X 24X 28X 32X

The
to t

The
pow
of t
filrr

Ori
beç
the
sio
otù
f ira
sio
or

Th
sh
Til
w

Ma
dif
en,
bei
rig
rec
Mi



- - -- - - ---- 4

*~zen

BRAVELY AND CAREFUT LY SHE STRUCKC OUT FOR THE SHORE.''- -. 64.

"r



LIFE
IN rHE

GREAT NORTH-WEST

BY

EGERTON R. YOUNG
MISSIONARY TO THE NORTH AMERICAN INDIAN TRIRES NORTH OF

LAKE WINNIPEG

AUTHOR OF BY CANOE AND DOG TRAIN," ETC.

WITH N NE ILLUSTRATIONS

LONDON

S. W. PARTIIDGE AND CO., LTD.
1 LD BAILEY

IN DIAN



FIFTEENTH THOUSAND.



CONTENTS

PAGE

PE-PE-QUA-NA-PU-A; OR, SANDY HARTE, THE NELSON

RIVER INDIAN BOY 9

WHO IS THIS JESUS? 50

NA-NA-BA-SOO; OR, BENJAMIN CAMERON, THE WILD

INDIAN, AND WHAT CHANGED HIM 69

JOE, THE SIOUX; OR, THE SERMON ON THE PRAIRIE

AND ITS RESULTS. . . . . 83

SO-QUA-A-TUM; OR, THE STORY OF THE SICK INDIAN

LAD, AND WHAT RESULTED FROM IT 104

MASKEPETOON; OR, HOW THE ENEMY WAS FORGIVEN 115



y -j b

'7

t'

N - 24
'-.' s

- -r ' ' M



.r

LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

PAGE

"BRAVELY AND CAREFULLY SH-E STRUCK OUT FOR

THE SHOREr" . . . ro ntisie¢e

SANDY'S FATHER. . . . . . .

A SAULTEAUX INDIAN AND HIS' DAUGHTER . 33
ASTUMASTAO, THE LITTLE INDIAN ORPHAN . 53
AN INDIAN BURYING-PLACE . . . . 77

A TYPICAL INDIAN ENCAMPMENT ON THE GREAT

WESTERN PLAINS. • • • • • 85

"ON THIS BOY, LITTLE 'BRIGHT EYES,' HE

LAVISHED ALL HIS LOVE" . . 105

TAPASTANUM, THE MEDICINE-MAN 107

MASKEPETOON IN HIS WIGWAM . . . I17



- - - - - ~- ~ r -
- ~- - -'Si

- - ,t~.

y-

N

14e

jI

7/!



PE-PE-QUA-NA-PU-A;
OR,

SANDY HARTE, THE NELSON RIVER INDIAN BOY.

"WHY are you lying here this beautiful day?"
I said to a fine-looking Indian boy, who -was

stretched cut on a bed of fur robes and blankets,
in a birch-bark wigwam, in an Indian village, in
the Nelson River country.

With a sudden movement he quickly jerked
away the upper robe that had been over him, and,
pointing to his shattered thigh, he said in tones
full of bitterness, " Missionary, that is why I am
here, instead of being out with the other boys in
the sunshine this beautiful day."

I had left my far-away Mission home, and, after
travelling for many days with a couple of skilful
Indians in a canoe, had succeeded in finding out
in the wilderness this band of Indians, who had
never béfore been visited by a missionary. They
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were a portion of the great Cree tribe, and although

living so far north are a fine-looking people physi-
cally. Their country borders on the land of the
Eskimo, and in their northern wanderings they
sometimes meet with them. But there is no love
or friendship between these Indians and the
Eskimo.

The Nelson River Indians are splendid hunters,
and their rugged country is rich in the choicest of
the fur-bearing animals. Very wild, and in some
places very picturesque, was ,the country through
which we passed, in order to reach this lonely
Indian band.

In some places the stream along which we
guided our light canoe was so narrow that we
could' touch the banks on either side with our
paddles. Up,>.hWese little streams we would go,
until they were too small and shallow for even a
birch canoe. Then we had to make a portage.
That is, instead of odir boat carrying us, we had
to carry it and its. contents, on and on until we
found another creek or river. Sometimes we
would have to travel six miles in this way over-
land. One Indian carried the canoe on his head;
another carried, tied up in a great bundle, our
bedding, provisions, paddles, and several other
things. y load used to be the rifle, shot-gun,
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ammunition, meat-kettle, tea-pot, and my bag of

books and extra clothes. Encumbered in this

way with these awkward loads, we started off

looking for water. And often we found a large

quantity before we reached it in the way we

desired. Sometimes we had to make the portage

through a swamp, or muskeg, as they call it in

that land, and push on through it, where we often

sank up to our knees in the slime and mud, until

we reached the creek proceeding out of it. We

walked along the side of this little stream until it

was deep and wide enough for our little boat.

Then we launched our frail craft again, put in our

loads, and went on. Very quickly it widened out

into a broad stream, and perhaps within two days'

travel we were on a beautiful rushing -river, or

gliding over a splendid lake.

We saw but few inhabitants indeed. Here and

there we came across a solitary wigwam on some

point, and among the rocks near the shore could

be seen a little scaffolding, where the Indian fisher-

man was skilfully spearing the sturgeon or jack-fish

that lurked in the quiet water in the shadow of the

great rocks.

We saw but few wild animals, and as we were

not on a hunting expedition, we did not go much

out of our way except to shoot what we needed
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for food. Our mission was to carry the glad
tidings'èf salvation to a people who had never
heard the story of redeeming love. With the ex-
ception of the old conjurers and medicine men, all
the people received us very kindly. These con-.
jurers live on the superstitious fears of the people.
They profess to have power over their health, and
to be able to make them successful in hunting, or
to render all their efforts total failures. As they
had heard that the missionaries laughed at their
fancied claims, and destroyed their influence in
the villages, they opposed our coming and
threatened dire vengeance.

However, as the great bulk of the people wel-
comed us, we spent our time very happily and
industriously in preaching and teaching. The
revelation to them of God as "our Father" was
new, and very much interested them. They had
ever thought of the Great Spirit, as they called
God, as a Being who was full of anger and hatred
towards the human race. So this new revelation
of God as the loving Father, compassionate and
merciful, delighted and amazed them.

Fortunately we have the Bible printed in their
language, in the beautiful Syllabic characters, the
invention of the Rev. James Evans, one of the first
Wesleyan Indian missionaries. These characters,
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which are used instead of letters, are easily learned,
and we taught them as fast as possible.

One day, when the school was over for that

forenoon, and the people were busily engaged at
their various duties, I went from wigwam to wig-
wam, visiting the people in their homes, and thus
personally making their acquaintance.

Very quaint and simple were many of these
habitations. Some were of the genuine wigwam
style, made of birch-bark or dressed skins. Others
were of a nondescript kind. One was a partial
excavation, with additions to it made of small
trees cut down and but partially trimmed of their
branches. These serve as rests for cross poles,
on which the venison and other meat, cut into
strips, can be easily dried.

Some of the wigwams were oblong in shape,
thus telling that the man who there ruled as lord
and master, or rather as a despot, was a polyga-
mist. And the number of his wives could be
judged by the length his wigwam extended out.

So I moved along from tent to wigwam. In
some places I saw what amused, and in others what
disgusted me. At length I came into the tent of

the chief, and to my surprise and sorrow found
this fine-ooking boy on the ground in his camp-bed.
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To him I put the question which opens our story,

and from him received the answer there given.

After I had looked at. his wound, I sat down be-

side him and heard from his lips the sad story of

the misfortune which had crippled him for life.

It seems that he and another boy were out shoot-

ing. Sandy was walking on ahead, when the gun

of his comrade behind him in the trail accidentally

went off and poured its contents into his leg,
making him a cripple for life.

I felt very sorry for Sandy, and had quite a chat

with him; and then asked him if he would like to

be able to read the Word of God. His bright eyes

glistened with pleasure, and his response was so

genuine that I got out pencil and paper and,
making the Cree characters, gave him his first

lesson. I often went back and gave him ad-

ditional instruction, añd soon I became intensely

interested in him.

Before these Indians became Christians, it -was
no uncommon thing for them to put their aged,
and infirm, and hopelessly wounded ones to death.
But Pe-pe-qua-na-pu-a was the chief's son, and so
he was cared for. His father was a fine-looking
man, and at Pe-pe-qua-na-pu-a's own request he
was given the English name of Sandy Harte, by
which name we write about him.
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My mission-field was a very large one, being of

much greater area than all England. As I had to

travel over it in summer in a birch canoe, and in

winter with dog trains, I could not remain very

long in one place. And so, after a few weeks' stay

at this village, I had to start for other parts.

But before leaving I happened to say to some

of the Indians, "l What a pity it is that Sandy is

not educated ! If he were only educated enough

to be your teacher, what a good thing it would be!

He will never have the full use of his leg again,
and so will not be able to become a great hunter;

but if he had an education he might be such a

blessing to you ail !'

Soon after, I bade farewell to those Northern

Indians, who had received me so kindly; and

then, with my two Indian canoe-men, started for

our far-away home. We had plenty of strange

adventures, for our trip was made through a very

wild and rough country. We shot a fine black

bear, and enjoyed picking his ribs for our first

meal, after having our battle with him. We came

very near being drowned in the rapids of one of

the great rivers, and we were often drenched with

the rain. However, after many hardships and

dangers, we reached our home in safety.

About a year later, as I was looking out over



I

16 PE-PE-QUA-NA-PU-A

the lake in front of our home, I saw a canoe, with

some Indians in it, coming towards me. When

they landed, two of them came up to me and said

they were very much pleased to see me; and,
almost before I could reply, or call to mind where

I had seen them, one of the Indians said, "We
remember your good words to us, when you were

at Nelson River, about Sandy."

"So you come all the way from Nelson River,
do you?" said I, now recognizing them.

"Yes, we have come all the way, because we

remember your good words to us. And we have

brought Sandy along," they replied.

"Sandy along! Who is Sandy?" I answered.

" Why, our good chief's son, Pe-pe-qua-na-pu-a

-Sandy you call him-he who was shot in the leg.

We have brought him along, for we remember

your words, so sweet to us, about him."

"What were my words?" I said, as I could

not for the moment call up what was in their

minds.

"Why, your words were," they replied: "'What
a pity it is that Sandy is not educated! If he were
educated he might be such a blessing to you all !
We have not .forgotten it. We have often talked
about it. What you said to us, and taught us

from the great Book, was so good, we are hungry
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for more. We are willing to be taught. You
cannot com all the time. We want some one
to be with us, so we have brought Sandy all
the way in the canoe, to be taught by you, and
then to come back to us, and we will learn of
him."

There was no' mistake about it., There he was
in the middle of the canoe, looking up at me with
those brilliant black eyes that I had first seen in
that tent far away.

So I went down and spoke kindly to the lad,
,and shook hands with him, and invited all the
Indians into the house.

To Mrs. Young I told the story, and we had to
decide quickly wht to do. He had come to us
during the first Riel Rebellion, and there was
much excitement and privation. Riel was a
French half-breed, in the Red River country. As
he seemed, when a boy, to be a bright, clever lad,
a lady of wealth had him sent to the province of
Quebec, to be educated for the Roman Catholic
priesthood. He, however, turned out to be such
a disreputable character at school that he was sent
home to Red River in disgrace. He was a born
agitator. His father before him had given much
trouble to the Hudson Bay Company and to
others in that then little known country.

-ý -
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Riel succeeded in collecting several hundreds of

the French half-breeds around him, and having
suddenly taken possession of Fort Garry, which

belonged to the Hudson Bay Company, the rebels

became virtual masters of the country for over a

year. Fort Garry was strongly built, and as these
rebels had found abundance of arms and ammuni-

tion in the place, they were able to defy all the
efforts of the loyal settlers to dispossess them.
They terrorized the settlement, and added murder
to their many other crimes in foully putting to
death an industrious, sober young Scotchman,
named Scott, whose only crime was loyalty to his

Queen and country. They likewise disorganized
the trade of the country, and made life uncertain
and full of discomfort to those near at hand; also
filling with vexation and disquietude those of us
who were helpless spectators from afar.

That winter we were living far north of the
actual scene of the trouble, yet our supplies had
in a great measure been cut off, and we were exist-
ing on very scant rations indeed. And, now that
Sandy had arrived, there was another mouth to
feed, and another body to clothe.

After talking the matter over with my wife, and
asking Divine direction, the noble woman said,
"The Lord is in it, and He who has sent the
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mouth to be filled will surely supply all our
additional requirements."

So we cheerfully received Sandy into our home,
and made him as one of our family. He was in a
deplorable condition in more ways than one, and,
coming from a wild band of Indians, whowere in
complete ignorance of the ways of white people,
he had many things to learn.

Having the Indian prejudices against women,
it was at first difficult to get him to pay attention

to anything Mrs. Young said. He thought it
humiliating and degrading to obey a woman's

requests. Yet we both treated him with the

greatest kindness, and hoped and prayed that

time and the grace of God would do all that was

requisite for him. He was a bright, close student,
and made rapid progress, and soon was able to
read. For a time, the novelty of his new surround-
ings kept him interested, and he seemed quite at

home, making many friends among our Christian

Indians, who became much interested in him. He t

went to the Sunday school, and attended the

various services in the church; but for a long

time it seemed as though it was only in the spirit

of mere idle curiosity. He merely went to church

because others did so.

When the spring came, and the ice and snow
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left the rivers and lakes, he became quite home-

sick, and longed to go back to his forest wigwam

again. We talked kindly to him, and urged him

to apply his mind to his lessons, but he only got

worse.

One day, instead of going to school he hobbled

away on his crutches to a point of land which

jutted far out into the lake. In the evening the

teacher came to know what was the matter with

Sandy, as he had not been at school that day.

We were alarmed, and at once began a search for

the absentee. We found him among the rocks,
on this point, crying bitterly for his Nelson River

home. Seeing that I had to change my style of

dealing with him, I picked up a big stick, and
rushing at him, sternly ordered him to get up
immediately and go back to our home as quickly

as possible.

With a frightened look into my face, to see how

much I meant, he sprang up and hurried home.

I gave him a great scolding, and asked him if he
thought such conduct was a fair return for all our
kindness to him. Then I said, " Go up to your
room and bring down all your torn and soiled
clothes and moccasins." With a sad look he
obeyed, and soon- returned with his bundle. After
I had looked over the lot, I took them away, and

22
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calling in an Indian woman, gave her some soap

and sewing material, and told her to take these

things and wash and mend them all nicely, then

bring them back to Sandy, and I would pay her

for her trouble.

When Sandy saw his clothes go away he was in

great trouble, as he had not heard they were to be

returned to him. I let him grieve for a while, and

then, when the clean bundle arrived, I added to it

new pants, shirts, moccasins, a bright handkerchief,

and a new hat. Poor boy, he was bewildered. He

could not speak his thanks; but his glistening tear-

dimmed eyes told us all that he was cured, and

conquered. But he was greatly perplexed. So

he went over to see, and have a talk with, one of

the Indians, who was a sensible Christian man.

Said Sandy to him, "I cannot make out our

missionary. When he came after me, to the point,

he seemed so very angry, and he took up the big

stick to strike me. Why, he nearly frightened the

life out of me, although he did not once strike me.

Tken he made me bring down all my clothes, and

of course, when I saw the woman carry them away,

I never expected to see them again. But I did.

They came back clean and mended ; and he has

added more to them. Why, I never dreamed of

having so many nice clean clothes. I cannot under-
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stand it. The missionary at first seemed as though

he would thrash me, and then he turned round and

gave me all these good things."

The ChristiaryIndian, who told us about it after-

wards, let him speak on, and then gave him a

faithful talk, which greatly helped him.

This man said, " The missionary and his kind

wife have come here to do us good. They have

left their friends far away. When your two friends

brought you here, they took you into their house.

There is not one of us but would be glad to be

treated as you have been. If they have food they

share it with you You have had medicine and

bandages for yosore leg. You are well dressed.

They have been like parents to you. Yet you have

not been thankful. You have acted badly. You

ran away from school. You made their hearts

alarmed for fear something had happened to you.

The worst thing is, youÂo not obey Ookemasquao

(Mrs. Young) as yôu ought. White ladies are to

be as much r4ected and obeyed as white men.

Yet they have been so patient with you. They

keep hoping you will get better as you get older,
but you have got worse lately,.and so the mission-

ary had to seem so cross. He felt sorry for you,
but his heart was kind towards you all the time,
and so, when you went back, he showed his love to
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you by his presents. The missionary and his wife

have nothing in their hearts but love towards you.

You must be good and thankful. They are pray-

ing much for you, and hope you will yet become a

good Christian, and be a great blessing to your

own people."

Thus the sensible Christian. man talked to this

Indian lad, and to him it was a·revelation.

From that day there was a decided change for

the better in Sandy. He was obedient and studi-

ous, and anxious to do what he could in return for

kindness done to him. He was a splendid shot;

he and I had many a fine hunting excursion to-

gether; and frequently he would go off alone, and

return with many very fine ducks.

Like all Indian boys, he was very clever with the

bow and arrow. I remember being out with him

once on a shooting excursion to what we called

the old Norway House Fort. Here, many years

before, the Hudson Bay any had had a post

for trading with the Indians, ut they had long

since given it up for the new one in the much

better site near-to the Indian village. However,
there was splendid duck-shooting there at times,
and so Sandy and I- had paddled our canoe the

twenty miles' trip, and had enjoyed some capital

sport. Once we saw a fine large duck before us,
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and Sandy, who was in the bow of the canoe, r
carefully lifted his gun and fired at it. Whether

it v-as owing to the movement of the canoe or not,
I cannot say; anyhow he missed the duck with the

gun. But quick as a flash of light he threw the

gun down, and, catching up his bow and arrow,
fired at the duck, which, of course, had instantly

risen, and was flying directly away from us in
front. Imagine my surprise and delight to see the

arrow wing its way so unerringly that it pierced
the duck, and brought it suddenly down in the
river. I was much pleased, and gave him great

praise for his skill and accuracy. So he became

quite helpful to us, and often added considerably

to our bill of fare. And very glad was he to be
able, in this way, to do some helpful things.

But the melancholy news came to him, and us,
of the death of his sister, a beautiful -Indian girl,
whom he dearly loved. His heart was very sad
at the thought that he should see her no more, and
he often spoke about her.

Some of the young Indian maidens are very
beautiful, and, when they have half a chance, make
fine-looking women. But in paganism woman is a
slave, and these beautiful girls are so kicked and
knocked about by their husbands that they shrink
up, and wither early, and look so wretched and
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miserable that my heart often used to be filled with

indignation, and my blood get hot at the shameful

treatment many of them received.

I remember, when in a camp of pagan Indians,
seeing a great stalwart hunter come stalking in

with his gun on his shoulder, and at once, in

stern rough tones, order his poor wife, who had

been busily engaged in cutting firewood, to take

the carrying strap and hurry away -on his back

tracks and bring in the deer he had shot.

The poor woman quickly sprang up, and, seizing

the long strap, hurried away as ordered. She had

to go two or three miles back in the woods before

she came to the deer. She tied one end of the

strap around its neck and the other around its

haunches; by crouching down she succeeded in

getting the broad middle part of the strap across

her forehead. Then, getting up on her feet with

difficulty, she had to carry that heavy load on her

back all the way to the wigwam. When she

struggled into our midst, panting with fatigue,
she quickly threw the load from her back on the

ground.-

Without allowing her a moment's rest, her

tyrannical husband shouted out, " Hurry up ; be

quick and get my dinner!» The poor woman

speedily seized the sharp knie, and soon had the
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deer skinned and the pot filled with the savoury

meat.

As soon as the meal was cooked, she placed it

before her lord and master, who had called some of

his male friends to share it with him. For the

first time-the poor wife had now a chance to rest.

But we noticed that where she sat down with the

older women the dogs also there clustered. Why
they did so at first we could not make out, but we

saw very soon. The men attacked their dinner

with great gusto. The large pieces of meat disap-

peared rapidly. When they came to a piece with

a bone in it, they quickly cut off or tore off with
their teeth the greater part of the meat and then
tossed the bone over among the women and dogs,
and there was a struggle among them as to which
should obtain possession of it!

Fortunately all the tribes were not so bad as
this. And where Christianity has been introdùced
there has been a marvellous change for the better.
The Nelson River people were fairly kind to the
women, although the men scorned to obey them.
So Sandy mourned for his sister, and used to speak
frequently about her.

A year or so after this, a very gracious revival
began among the Indians, and very much good
was done.
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So anxious had Sandy become to win our appro-
_val that we knew he was willing to take any stand

we suggested. But we were so very desirous that
his decision for Christ should be built on a deeper
foundation than a mere wish to please us, that,
while talking with him as usual, we used no special
persuasion to bring him to a decision for Jesus, as
it was so evident by his life that the good Spirit
was graciousiy working upon his heart, and that he

. was under deep religious impressions. And soon
- that blessed hour came. One afternoon while I

was urging upon the large audience who had as-
sembled in the church the necessity of immediate
decision for Christ, Sandy with others sprang up
from his seat near the door and came forward for
prayer.

His first audible prayer still rings in my ears, as
though uttered but yesterday:-" O, Tapa-yeche-

kayan kissawatotawe nan!" (" O Lord, have
mercy upon me!") I knelt beside him, and
pointed him to the dear Saviour, the sinner's Friend.
-He wept on account of his sins, and was deeply
anxious for the assurance that even he had an
interest in the crucified One. We talked to him
of the love of God as revealed in Jesus. We
explained to him the way of faith, the look of
believing trust; and the ever-blessed Spirit applied

iJ.
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the truth to his heart. Our dear Sandy saw the

way, sweetly believed in Jesus, and was so blessedly

saved.
Need we add that our Indian boy, so strangely

thrown on our care, was doubly dear and precious

to us from that hour? We had had our long

months of trouble and anxiety about him, and

friends, both white and Indian, had thought and

told us that what we were doing for. him was

"love's labour lost How thankful we both were

that we had persevered! We never could help

feeling that his coming to us was of the Lord,
and we dared not give up our charge. So we

accepted it as a trial of patience and of trust, and

the reward came at last in this clear, Scriptural

conversion.

From that day his presence in our humble

Mission home was a benediction. He became a

very devout and reverent student of the Word of

God ; and as its blessed truths opened up before

him, he had many questions to ask, and so we had

many loving talks about the holy Book.

To spend hours on his knees, with his open

Bible before him, was no uncommon thing for

Sandy to do. And when he used to come down

from his room with his face so radiant he would

sometimes say, "<Oh, how blind and stupid I was!
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1 used to think the white man's religion was just

like the Indian's, only done in another way; but

now I know-yes, I know it is different, oh, so

different; for do I not feel it in my heart that God

is my Father, and His Son my Saviour-my elder

Brother ? Oh, yes, I know!"

And thus he lived, and studied, and grew,
physically and spiritually. H is faith never wavered

and his simple trust never gave way to doubt.

The long, cold wîriter came and passed away.

During it I travelled'some thousands of miles with

my dog trains, and among other places visited

Nelson River, and had the pleasure of taking down

some little gifts from Sandy to his relatives. Great

was their joy to hear that he was well and happy;

with manifest pleasure they heard that he was

becoming quite a scholar, and was getting on nicely

with his studies.

Our trips that winter were very many, and I

suffered much, and met with some strange adven-

tures, passing also through some strange scenes.

At one place I visited a small band of Saulteaux,
and found them sad and gloomy. Death had been

among them, and many had passed away.

We give an illustration of a man and his daughter

who were the sole survivors of a large family. The

mother and other children had been cut off. They
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had been buried in the little Indian grâveyard at

the head of the bay, not far from the wigwams that

were clustered near the trees in the distance.

The poor, lonely girl would often visit the quiet

graves. Sometimes her father would go with her,
but more frequently she went alone. • At times

she carried a little food, thinking perhaps the spirits

of her loved ones might be hungry. She so loved

to linger there that her father had to light a little

fire for her protection. He feared some skulking

grey wolf might attack and speedily kill his only

child. She was a bright Indian maiden, and I

remember her well. With other girls who had
lost loved ones, she used to make cunning little
traps of willow twigs and catch the small birds.
But it was not to kill them. They would take the

poor little struggling things out of the traps, and
then, holding them gently but securely in their
hands, they would whisper to them words like
these :-" Little birds, do you know we have lost
some of our loved ones, we have, and our hearts

are very sorry and sad. So, little birds, we whisper
to you our message of love to our loved ones; and
now go and tell them we do so miss them, and our
hearts are so sad without them."

Then they would open their hands, and away
the happy biras would fly, glad to regain their
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freedom ; and the girls would believe they had

gone to obey their wishes.

While I was there, this little girl fell sick.

Everything was done that we could do in that

wilderness, hundrcds of miles from the nearest

doctor. She grew rapidly worse, and after a few

days' struggle it was evident the end was near.

I felt very sorry for her father, who was much

attached to his bright, beautiful child, the.last of

his family. With his proud, stoical Indian nature

he tried hard to keep down his sorrow, but it would

show itself, and I did not think less of him because

he was human. He-clung to me; and although

not as yet a Christian himself, he was much pleased

when I told the dying girl of Jesus and the "happy

land, far, far away," and knelt down at her side in

prayer. As the end' drew near, one after another

of the Indians in the wigwam quietly went out, and

left the poor father and me alone with the dying

child.

She seemed to like to have me occasionally

moisten her hot, feverish lips with a little sweetened

tea; it was the best, and about the only thing we

had I thought how sad it was that there was no

wonian's loving hand to minister to her in these

feverish hours, and I did so wish that Mrs. Young,
who had often been as a ministering angel to

tFI
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others of these poor people under similar circum-

stances, had been present. But, alas! she was at

her post doing good service among others, hundreds

of miles away. So I did the best I could, and in

quiet tones spoke occasionally ýa few words from

the blessed Book.

For a time the father sat down, as fixed and

rigid as a statue, then he got up and excitedly
moved about, and as the end approached I became

so absorbed in watching the dying girl that I did

not for a few minutes pay any attention to her

father.

But there soon came a time when he engrossed

the whole of my care. He had taken his gun

loaded it with ball, and was prepared to kill him-

self. There he stood beside me. He had the

hammer of the gun pulled back. His big toe,
which could move easily in his deer-skin moccasin,
was on the trigger, and the muzzle of the gun was
against his temples. I saw at once, as I looked
into his stern, despairing face, what he proposed
to do.

These Saulteaux Indians, like some other tribes,
believe in a happy hunting-ground beyond this
world, which is to be the home of the Indians.
They also believe that if, when a loved one dies,
a relative or dear friend can at that very instant
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kill himself, his spirit will go along in the company

of the one who dies, and for ever they will be

permitted to live together in that beautiful place.

And this- father, believing thus, had resolved to

test it.

What a picture he was as he stood there, looking

at the dying girl, and waiting for the instant of her

death to pull down the trigger, so that the death-

dealing bullet might crash into his brain and send

him suddenly out of life.

Of course I could not permit such an act if I

had strength to prevent it; and so with a sudden

spring I got hold of the gun, and tried with all my

might to at least keep him from killing himself, if

not able to wrench the gun away from him. As I

struggled with him, I shouted for help. He was a

great stalwart man, and when he saw how resolved

I was to oppose him in his sad scheme, he got very

angry, and was resolved that the gun must go off,
and one or other of us must die. So there we

struggled in that wigwam, quite close to the poor

child, whose bed was on the ground at our feet.

Fortunately help was near, or it is difficult to

imagine how the conflict might have ended. My

calls for help brought in several men, who quickly

comprehended the situation. The gun was soon

taken from him, and he was forced down in the
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wigwam, and in a minute or two all was quiet and

still. 'ortunately the dying girl was so deep down

in the valley of the shadow of death that she

was unconscious of what had been occurring.
And now, while we sat there so quiet and still,

the spirit of the loved girl passed away into the

other world.

For perhaps ten minutes we remained in the

wigwam without a word being spoken; then the

men released the father. He was as quiet and

gentle as a child.

He had tried to go with his daughter, but had

not been successful. There would, therefore, be no

use in killing himself now, as she had got so great

a start that he could never overtake her. And so,
without any anger towards me or any one else, he

quietly submitted to what had happened.

The long winter passed away. There was a
great deal to do at the Home Mission, but the
number of good, earnest Christians was increasing;

and as Mrs. Young, with the interpreter and school-

master, and the strong band around them, could

get on with 'the work so grandly, I kept on the
move among the outside pagan tribes as much as
possible. But when I could come home and rest

my wearied body and tired dogs, no one would
give me a more enthusiastic welcome than Sandy,
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Now. that he had found the Saviour himself he
was so happy when I could tell him of good done,
and souls brought to accept Christ as their Saviour,
among the tribes around.

The next summer after Sandy's conversion, Mrs.
Young and I both noticed that for several days he
was restless and excited, and, to use the Indian

phrase, there was something on his mind. So we
kindly questioned him as to his mental disquietude,
and drew out from him that it was solely on account
of a visit that was soon to be paid him by quite a
number of the trip-men of his own Nelson River\
people. And his anxiety was that, as this was the
first opportunity he would have of meeting any of
his own people since he had become a Christian,
his talk-which he was going to give them on the
subject of Christianity-might be made a blessing
to them. So, of course, we promised to aid him in

the matter.
Then said he, " Oh! I know you will both help

me, but you know that most of these boatmen
are not yet Christians, and they are so blind and
stupid, like I was, about this religion of the Bible,
and my trouble is that when I begin to talk to
them they will get up and leave before I have said
all I have in my heart. I am so afraid I cannot
keep them together unless-unless---"
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"Unless what ?" I said, taking the word out of

his mouth.

He looked up in our faces, and seeing nothing

but encouragement there, he mustered up courage

to say what was in his heart, but which his modesty

had caused him to keep back. And it was, " Unless

we give them something to eat."

We- well knew that tlhe boy was right, for

often, to win the poor ignorant creatures and

bring them within sound of the Gospel, we had

even given the food from our own table, until we

ourselves had known what hunger was. Then

we could understand how hard it was to give un-
divided attention to spiritual things on an empty

stomach.
Cc Of course you shall have a dinner for them,

Sandy," said Mrs. Young, " and we will do the
very best we can for you and your people."

"Is this what has been troubling you for days?"

we asked.

"Yes," he replied. "What right had I to ask
such a favour from you who have been so kind to
me? You let me come into your home when I was
wounded, and dark, and wicked. You have fed and
clothed me, and treated me as your son; and, best
of all, you have led me up into this great joy of
knowing that I am a child of God.»
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His heart filled up, and his voice ceased from
deep emotion. Soon, however, he went on

"You know how we have at the family altar
prayed every day for my people, and, when alone
before God, they are always in my heart and
prayers, and now that I am to have the chance
of speaking to them, I do want it to succeed.
You know the poor Indian seems to be able, or
willing, anyway, to listen better after he has had
something to eat."

So it was settled, to Sandy's great delight, that
when his friends arrived from Nelson River they
were to be invited to the Mission house to dinner.
They were coming up with the bales of furs, caught
the preceding winter, and would carry back to the
Hudson Bay Company's post the goods required
for the next winter's trade.

This work of " tripping for the Company," as it
is called, is a very important one, and adds greatly
to the means of procuring a livelihood possessed
by the stalwart Indians.

So wild and inaccessible are many of those vast
northern regions that it costs immense sums to get
the trader's goods into the « posts," as the little
trading stores are termed, and then it is equally
costly to carry the furs out for shipment to
England. So remote from the seaboard are some



42 PE-PE-QUA-NA-PU-A

of these posts, that frequently seven years elapse

between the time when the goods are sent out from

the Company's establishment and the furs received

in exchange for them reach the market. Between

York Factory, on the Hudson Bay, where the

Company's ship yearly comes with goods, and

Norway House, there were about seventy portages.

And yet this distance was only one stage in the

transportation of the goods for the M'Kenzie River

or Athabasca district.

Sandy's friends in coming down from Nelson

River with their bales of furs had to make a great

many portages. They have come as far up the

river as they can, and before them are the rapids or

falls, to go up which in their boats is impossible. So

the load has to be cairied on the men's shoulders,
supported by the carrying strap from the forehead.

The bundles weigh from seventy to a hundred

pounds each. Two are considered a load, although

some men would carry three. When the load is

all carried round to the next embarking place,
beyond the falls or rapids, the boat is also dragged

overland by the men, and then again launched.

Not less than two boats travel together, that the

double crew may the more easily drag the heavy

boats across the portage. Seventy or eighty pieces

constitute a boat-load.
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A great deal of rivalry exists between the different
brigades, as the full complement of boats from each
district are called. If two of these brigades happen
to reach a portage at the same time, there is a trial
of physical endurance and speed that has but few
parallels on this globe.

The porterage may be from a mile to five miles
long. Perhaps there are eight or ten boats in each
brigade, fully loaded with bales of goods for the
interior of the country. I have witnessed the
bloodless strife with most intense interest, as the
gallant, stalwart fellows, without uttering an oath
or discourteous word to each other, struggled with
much pluck and endurance to see which side could

the more quickly carry their valuable loads across.
The famous porters of Constantinople may be

able to hold their honours against them for strength
under enormous loads, but travellers who have seen

both at work have not hesitated to give the palm to

the Indian, on account of the quickness and agility
with which he rushed along under his heavy burden.

It was a beautiful day when these Nelson River

Indians came to see us. The table had been put
up on the grassy lawn in the front of the house,
and a good substantial meal was ready for them, as

fortunately our supply boats had arrived from Red

River, and we had abundance of food.
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Happy Sandy was full of bliss. To watch him, WC

and to observe how interested his people were in frc

him, gave us great delight. He seated his Indian se

friends to suit his own mind, for his thoughts were

more on the after talk than on the substantial meal at

before them. When all were in the places to which W

he had assigned them, he said, "Now wait a minute. ft

From the Great Spirit we receive all our blessings.

Shut your eyes while I thank Him, and ask His ai

blessing upon us now!" o

They readily obeyed Sandy, for was he not the w

son of their chief, and taught of the missionary?

Then they had a good time together. There was h

nothing rude or unbecoming in any of their actions, O

and yet the majority of them had never sat at a t
table before. They had always taken their meals s
on the ground. Tables are unknown in their wig- a

wams. This was to them a new departure. And

yet, a stranger looking on would never have ima-
gined that these polite, courteous men were for the r

first time in their lives eating at a table, and eating t
with forks! These latter are considered superflui-

ties in such a country. Give an Indian a knife and
a wooden or horn spoon, and what cares he for a c

fork? But they had them on this occasion, and
used them well.

When dinner was ended, some of the Indians
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were getting ready to move away, but a few words

from Sandy caused them all to remain quietly

seated.

Now I could see why he had so arranged them

at the beginning. Every one could easily see as

well as hear him. It was evident that they were

full of curiosity to hear what his message was.

At a little distance Mrs. Young and I were seated,

and we were deeply interested in all that was going

on. Sandy had his loved Bible and hymn-book

with him, and began his service.

Of his address to his people thus gathered before

him, I cannot now recall much. But the memory

of it is a thing that will live for ever. He told

them the story of his coming to our home, and how

stupidly and ungratefully he had acted towards us,
although our kindness and love had been towards

him all the time. Then he told them the story of

his conversion. He contrasted their old foolish

religion of the conjurers, which had only made

them afraid, with what was taught in the blessed

Book. He told them of the joy that had been in

his heart ever since that day when he knelt in the

church and asked for and obtained the pardon of

his sins, and the assurance that he was a child of

God.

Their faces were studies indeed ! To some of
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them I had preached, on some of my long journeys,

as I had met them in their far-away forest homes.

But there were some who had never heard such

things before, and they were amazed and almost

confounded. Sandy went on, and told them of

his anxiety and love for them, and his desires

and constant prayers that they should all become

Christians, and know for themselves that God loved

them as His children. They listened with the most

intense interest to the end of his address. Then

he opened his Bible and read some of its promises

to them, to show that God loved every one, and

gave His Son to die for them all.

At his request we united with him, and after

a few words of loving entreaty to them to remem-

ber Sandy's words, and to do as he had done

in giving his heart to the Saviour, a hymn was

sung and prayer offered up; then this remarkable

service came to an end.

Afterwards they gathered rbund him, kissed him,
asked many questions, and had some loving talks.
And before leaving they all came and shook hands
with us, thanking us for our great love and kind-
ness to their Ookemasis, the young chief, as they
laughingly called him then.

We kept Sandy with us as long as we lived
at Norway House. When we left that Mission, to
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begin one among the Saulteaux, Sandy went with
me in a canoe to my first camping-place. Mrs.

Young and the'children had gone on ahead of

Sandy and me a few weeks before, for a visit to

the friends at home. From them Sandy had

parted with the greatest sori ow, for even the little

ones had learned to love " dear Sandy."

On the last èvening we were to spend together,
Sandy helped me to put up my little tent, and

slept with me in it. We talked about many things

in a minor tone of sadness, as the hours passed

away, ere we fell asleep.

Early the next morning we were aroused by our

guide shouting out: "Up! up! Everybody up!

Fair wind, we must be off!"

So all was hurry and excitement. The boatmen

rejoice when the cry is " fair wind," for they can then

hoist their sail, and have a very pleasant, joyous
time, as the boats gaily glide along. It is very
different when there is a calm. Then the heavy
oars are pulled out, and it is hard rowing for, it
may be, days together.

A hasty breakfast was prepared and eaten, and
we gathered for morning prayers. I was sur-
prised to find that, during the night, many scores
of the Indians, from whom I had said " Farewell"
at the Mission, had come on in their canoes to see
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us once more. We sang together a favourite hymn

in Cree:-
"Jesus ne-te-tâ ye moo-win,

Ispemik ka ke e-too-tak,
We-ya piko ne mah-me-sin,
Nestah ka we e-too tâ yan."

The English is:

"Jesus my all to heaven is gone,
He whom I fix my eyes upon;
His path I see, and l'Il pursue
The narrow way till Him I view."

After singing the whole of this beautiful hymn

in Indian, which is a very great favourite with

them, and one of the first translated into their

language, we sang the grand old doxology begin-

ning-

"Praise God, from whom all blessings flow."

But in the Cree language eight lines are required

to convey anything like the fulness of our English

form.

Here it is as we sang it that morning:

"Mamechemeek samaneto,
Ta to askeek ka ahyahyak,
Mena ispemik wä clee yak,
Mamechemtek samaneto.

Mamechemeek wa yootaweek,
Mena Jesus wa koosesek,
Me-na kanatesit ah-chak,
Mamoowe mah mamechemeek?
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After prayers, -I said " Good-bye " to them all

with regret, for I was deeply attached to them.

The parting from Sandy was the hardest of all.

So I purposely left him to the last, and when I

came to him I could only put my arm around his

neck and kiss him, and then spring into the boat,
which was quickly pushed off, and the long journey

to the land of the Saulteaux had begun.

Poor Sandy pulled his hat down over his eyes

and wept like a child; and there were others, who

seldom wept before, who found it hard to keep

from weeping then. I watched him long as he

stood there-so still, so statuesque-and I thought

of another shore, and another voyage, and a glad

reunion. We shall meet again.

I have never seen him since the morning we

parted, a few miles south of Norway House. But

his- record ever since has been a good one. Not

very long after, he returned to Nelson River to his

own people. He has been true to his vows, and is

a useful, loving Christian, doing what work he can

for the Master, and earning his living as well as

possible; a burden to nobody, but a blessing to

many.
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WHO IS THIS JESUS?

PART I

HERE is a sweet story of a little Indian girl.
It shows how a few lessons learned in early life
about religious truth enabled' her to be a great
blessing to her stern old uncle, a great Indian
hunter in the cold north land. I am sure when
you have read the story you will say it is a
beautiful fulfilment of the prophecy uttered long
ago, "A little child shall lead them."

Astumastao was the name of our little Indian
girl. It seems to be rather a long name, but, like
all Indian names, it is very expressive. It- means
" coming to the light," or "coming dawn." She
was born in a birch-bark wigwam, in the wild
country far north of the Nelson River. When out
far from shore in a canoe on the great lake
Athabasca, her father and mother were caught in
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a terrible storm and both were drowned. Astu-

mastao was at that time about six years old. A

poor little orphan girl, she was now cast upon the

care of her relations, who treated her harshly, and

often half starved her for days together.

One summer it fortunately happened that there

visited that country a devoted missionary, who was

travelling through those wild regions, preaching

the Gospel among the different tribes. The boat

in which he journeyed was a canoe made out of

sheet tin. He had as his canoe-men two stalwart

Christian Indians, one of whom, whose name was

Hassel, acted as his interpreter, as he could speak

fluently the languages of many tribes.

While Mr. Evans, the missionary, tarried at this

village, holding services as often as he could get

a congregation, he noticed the poor little Indian

girl and inquired about her. When he learned

her sad history, he asked her people to give her

to him. Glad to thus easily get rid of her, they
quickly complied with his request, and so the

little orphan child was taken to the far-away

Mission home at Norway House. It was a long, j
long journey of hundreds of miles, and there were

many long, rough portages to cross. When the

child wearied out on the way, one of the stalwart

men would carry her over the roughest places.
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At night they gathered old hay from the dried-out
beavers' meadows, or cut off balsam branches, and

thus made her cosy little beds where she sweetly

slept, with no roof over her but the stars. For
food they gave her the choicest pieces of the wild

ducks or geese or beaver which they shot on the

way..

When they reached Norway House the poor

little orphan girl was kindly welcomed by the

good wife of the devoted missionary. Mrs. Evans

was just as anxious as her husband to do all the
good possible to the poor Indians. So Astumastao

was bathed and then dressed in clean new

garments, which were a great contrast to the
wretched garb in which Mr. Evans had found her.

A few weeks of kind treatment and nourishing

food made a wonderful change in the child.

The Indian Mission school at that time was

under the charge of a Miss Adams. Like -many
other noble women, she had left a happy home and

many friends in civilization, and had gone out to
that desolate country to be a blessing and a
benediction to the people. Long years have
passed since she finished her work in that land
and went home to her eternal reward, yet the
memory of her beautiful life and successful work
continues to this day.
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Miss Adams was at once deeply interested in

Astumastao. Living in the same Mission home
into which the poor child had been brought, she

ASTUMASTAO, THE LITTLE INDIAN ORPHAN.

was anxious to do all she could for her welfare.

She took her into the Mission school, and was

constant and zealous in her efforts to instil into

53

.5

t"



54 WHO IS THIS JESUS?

this mind so dark and ignorant some knowledge br
that would lead her into a higher, better life. W"

To her great joy she found that the child was tf

bright and intelligent, and gifted with an exceed- W

ingly retentive memory. Hence she was able to F

quickly grasp the meaning of what she was taught, t'
as well as to repeat many verses of the Bible, and
some sweet hymns which had been translated into
her own language. Although she had never heard

any singing beyond the monotonous droning of
the Indian conjurers in their superstitious pagan
rites, yet here under Miss Adams' loving care she

speedily developed a sweet voice for song, and

delignted exceedingly in this new-found joy.
Thus passed a happy year, in which Astumastao

saw and learned many things, not only ab
happy home life, but also about the one living and
true God.

Some twelve months after Mr. Evans had
rescued her from her cruel relatives, at the place

where her parents had been drowned, there came
from another part of the country to the trading-
post near Norway House an uncle of Astumastao.
He was a great hunter, and had with him a large
quantity of valuable furs to exchange for supplies
he needed. As he had no children of his own,
when he saw the bright little girl who was his
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brother's daughter, he insisted on taking her back
with him to his distant wigwam home. Of course
the missionary and his family and Miss Adams
were all very sorry to have her go, but they were
powerless to prevent it, and so with deep grief
they saw Astumastao embark in a birch canoe
with her uncle and aunt, and paddle away for ever
out of their sight, as they never in this life saw her
again.

It was a long, long journey to the land of this

urncle, whose name was Kistayimoowin. He lived
in a region far distant from that in which Astu-
mastao's other relatives had their hunting-grounds.
Neither he nor his wife were actually cruel to
their young niece, of whom they had thus taken
possession, but the lot of a young Indian girl in

any pagan abode is from our standpoint often a
very sad one. As the winters are there long and
cold, she has to chop wood, carry water often long
distances from some lake or river, and do many
other toilsome things. She seldom gets any kind
words of encouragement, but is often beaten
severely if the men around happen to be in an
ugly mood. But Astumastao, remembering some
loving advice given her by Miss Adams ere they
parted, resolved to do all she could to be a
blessing to her uncle and aunt, and so she was
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industrious and obedient, and on the whole had ar
at first as good a time as could be expected under ar
the circumstances. She loved to sing over the of
sweet hymns she had been taught in the now far- w
away Mission Sunday school, and tried to keep h
fresh in her memory the verses of the Great Book, rr
as well as the lessons taught her by the good
white friends at that place.

Thus she lived for a year or so, and then there r
was a sad change for the worse. This was caused
by the arrival in their midst of another and older
uncle, who was a cruel, superstitious old conjurer.
Years before he had been robbed and swindled by
some wicked white traders, who had first made
him drunk with their fire-water, and then robbed
him of a valuable pack of furs. This cruel treat-
ment had so enraged him that he had become a
bitter enemy of all white people, and was resolved
to do all he could, with the exception of the actual
necessary barter of furs for needed supplies, to
keep the Indians from walking, as he explained it,
in the white man's ways. To enable him the more
thoroughly to succeed, he went through all the
years of suffering and fasting and dreaming
required to make himself a great conjurer. We
have not room here to tell of all the ways by
which an Indian at length reaches to this position,
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and becomes an adept in the use of his poisons
and other things, thus terrorizing over the rest
of the people. Suffice to say that Koosapatum
was feared and dreaded by all the people. When
he first entered the wigwam of his brother Kistayi-
moowin, he did not condescend to notice our
bright little Astumastao any more than he would
a strange dog. Then, was she not the child of
relatives against whom the bad spirit had become
enraged, and therefore he had drowned them in
the great lake ? So he looked out of his cruel
eyes on the child with disfavour.

Poor Astumastao, with a child's shrewd intuition,
saw that her dead father's brother was unfriendly,
but she was resolved to disarm his prejudice and
cause him, if possible, to look kindly upon her,

even if she never won from him a pleasant word.
She seemed to anticipate his every wish, and
was really in hopes that she would succeed. So
industrious was she, and busy in waiting on him

and the others, that some days passed without her
having audibly repeated any of her beautiful verses
from the Bible, or quietly sung one of her sweet
hymns. One day, after a hearty meal of venison,
while the uncles seemed to be dozing over their
calumets in the wigwam, she took up a half-
finished moccasin, and seating herself outside,

WHO IS THIS JESUS?
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began industriously to finish it. While she sewed
on, a familiar song came into her young heart, and
sweetly floated out on the forest air. Its sing-
ing carried her back to the far - away Mission
Sunday school; as she sang she seemed to see
the loved teacher and the children there, and
so, imagining she was once more with them, she
poured out, as she was there wont to do, her voice
in sweetest melody. Poor Astumastao, little did
she imagine the dire results or the sad ending of
her song ! When her uncle, the conjurer, in a
drowsy state over his tobacco, first heard her sweet
notes he thought they were those of a bird, but as
her voice rose loud and strong, and he was able to
comprehend the meaning of the words she sang,
all his hatred of the white man rose up like a
tempest within him and filled him with rage.
Uttering some dire imprecations on his brother
who allowed such things, he rushed out, and
seizing the little girl, he shook and pounded her
until she fell senseless to the ground. Then, still
raging with fury, he strode away, muttering his
threats of death to all of them if ever such sounds
were there again heard.

w
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PART II

WHEN Astumastao regained consciousness she
was lying on a bed of rabbit-skin robes and balsam
boughs in the wigwam, with her aunt bathing her
head with cold water. It required some time for
her to realize her situation. The attack upon her
by her uncle had been so sudden and severe that
she was pounded into unconsciousness almost
before she had been able to realize what it was
that caused such a terrible outburst of anger and
brought upon her suchcruel treatment. However,
when she was able to think, there came to her
some dim consciousness of the cause, and as only

her aunt was with her in the wigwam, and had in
her quiet way always been friendly to her, she

inquired of her what had happened, and what had

been the cause of it. From her she learned all,
and of course it filled her little heart with con-

sternation .and sorrow, especially when she was

told of the terrible threats of the wicked uncle-

that he would kill them all by poisoning if ever

the songs were heard again.
So from that hour the little forest singer had to

hush her notes and keep mute and still. Especially

was this the case while the elder uncle was in the

sp
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vicinity. Often the song would seem to burst out st
of itself, but Astumastao, filled with anxiety at ir
what might happen to her uncle Kistayimoowin, w
and her aunt, rather than for herself, checked the
song and had to be satisfied with its melody in t
her heart. 'Tis true that when she went off on the c
long trail in the forest, visiting her rabbit and
partridge snares, she would, when in the solitudes, t
unburden her heart and sing her sweet songs with f
a joyous gladness that cheered her up for many a t
day.

Years sped by, and the memory of that happy
year at the far-off Mission gradually faded away.
Living among a people who were still in the
darkness of paganism, with all their superstitious
beliefs universally abounding, and the powers of
the conjurers or medicine men still resting upon
them, this young maiden found it hard work to

escape persecution in her efforts to live up to the
sweet, simple lessons of divine teaching she had
been taught during that one all-too-brief year of
her childhood days, and which she still tried to
keep alive by her Scripture verses and songs. To
her sorrow she found that verse by verse slipped
away from her memory, and at length but very few
remained.

Having been so young, and at the Mission for so
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short a time, she'had not acquired the art of read-

ing. And even if she had been able to read, there

were no books at that time among her own people.

Thus she lived, and at length grew up to be a

beautiful young woman. She was taller than most

of the dusky maidens of that Indian village, and

while full of brightness and life was ever observed

to keep herself aloof from the Indian dances and

pagan ceremonies. It was fortunate for her that

there were no other young maidens in her uncle's

wigwam. If it had been so he might have heart-

lessly disposed of her to some Indian suitor who

had been able to bring the quantity of guns and

blankets her uncle had decided upon as her price.

As it was, the uncle had so sternly repelled the few

who had dared to make advances for her that she

was still free as the breezes that swept over those

northern lakes. For this she was grateful to

him. The fact was, she had, as the result of her

youthful glimpses into Christianity, taken such a

dislike to the existing paganism which she saw

around her, that the thought of marriage to any

other than a Christian was most repugnant to

her.

Thus the years rolled on, and Astumastao still,
when possible, sang what hymns she could re-

member and pondered over in her heart the few
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sweet passages of Sacred Writ that had become nc

engraven on memory's tablet. th

One summer her uncle, Kistayimoowin, decided ut

to take his wife and niece and camp out on a

small island in a large lake. This was frequently St

done by these wandering Indians. The waters g

supplied them with abundance of fish, and the ti

numerous passing flocks of ducks and geese and

other aquatic birds furnished them with quite a a

variety of food. Here for some time they lived

very pleasantly. One of their chief pleasures was f

that they were away from the baneful influence of f

Koosapatum, the conjurer, whose very presence

threw a gloom over every one.

Emboldened by the increasing kindness of Kis-

ýayimoowin, now that he was away from his wicked

brother's blighting influence,. Astumastao selected

in a quiet part of the island a bower-like retreat

to which, when her wigwam duties were attended

to, she could quietly slip away; and while her

fingers were busy with some Indian sewing, she

could without any fear of interruption repeat over

some passages of Scripture or sing her hymns.

Quiet and secluded as was her retreat, several

times was she, with her quick Indian intuition,
haunted by the idea that listeners were near.

Little did she think that it was her uncle, who had
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not only been hidden near there but elsewhere,
that he might hear and comprehend the words
uttered in song.

Thus passed the greater part of the pleasant
summer, but now the constant passing south of the

great flocks of wild geese and ducks told them

that they too must soon return to the mainland.
Kistayimoowin, anxious to secure as much game
as possible, was every day busily employed on his
hunting excursions. On one of these trips, when
far out from land in his birch canoe, he fired at a
flock of ducks which were swimming in the lake.
His gun, which was an old flint-lock, suddenly
burst in his hands, and not only wounded him, but
caused him to upset his canoe. So badly was he
wounded that he found himself unable to swim,
and could barely keep afloat. Calling loudly for
help, he was fortunately able to make his wife and
Astumastao hear, although he was perhaps half-a-
mile from the island. Unfortunately there was no
other canoe handy, and not another Indian was
within miles of them. What was to be done must
be done quickly, and so Astumastao, who, like all
Indian girls, could swim, sprang into the lake, and
as rapidly as possible made her way to the spot
where the badly-injured man was being buffeted
by the waves. The brave girl found that his con-
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dition was most deplorable. The gun in exploding
had blown off the greater portion of one of his
hands, and in addition some of the iron splinters
of the gun-barrel had been driven into his body,
inflicting grievous wounds.. So badly brokenr was·
the canoe that it was now utterly useless. All
Astumastao could do was to have him hold on to
the wreck with his uninjured hand, while she tied
a piece of deer-skin thong around the wrist of the
other arm, and thus stop in some degree the serious
loss of blood which was slowly robbing him of
strength and life.

To get him to the shore as quickly as possible
was her firm resolve, although she knew well it was
a desperate undertaking. Those who have thus
tried to rescue a wounded or a drowning man
know how trying is the ordeal. Astumastao was
cool and collected -s well as brave. Indians in
such emergencies generally know just what to do.
So it was here. The wounded man, who was-
utterly helpless, was so placed in the water at her
side that, while not close enough to obstruct or
impede her in swimming, he could still put his un-
wounded hand upon her back and thus. keep afloat.
Then bravely and carefully she struck out for the
distant shore.

To swim half-a-mile through rough waters thus

-i
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encumbered was a feat that but few could ac-
complish, but this strong Indian maiden was able
to persevere until success crowned her efforts. It
was indeed a most trying ordeal, and there was but
little strength left in her when she at length
reached the shallow waters near the shore, into
which her feeble aunt had waded out as far as
possible. Carefully and tenderly they carried the
badly-wounded man to the wigwam. He had lost
so much blood that he was very weak and ex-
hausted. Every effort was made by them to
stop the flow of blood, but poor indeed was
their success. It was soon evident to them that
the end was near, and that life was ebbing to
its close. Great indeed was their sorrow, but they
crushed down their feelings as much as possible
for the sake of the poor sufferer, who lay so limp
and weak on a bed of balsam boughs and rabbit-
skin robes.

For a time he seemed to be in a stupor; then
suddenly with an effort he roused himself, and
turning to Astumastao he spoke a word which,
although but feebly uttered, startled her. It was
"Nikumootah!" (" Singi "). Comprehending the
whole situation, Astumastao hesitated. not, even if
this request was a very strange one to hear from

a pagan uncle, who hac ever checked, if not
E9
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absolutely persecuted her, when she had attempted

to sing one of her Christian songs. So, choking

back all emotions of sorrow, she began in her

low, sweet, plaintive tones to sing one of her

favourite songs learned long years before at the

Mission Sunday school. Of course she sang in

her native tongue this first sweet hymn she had

-ever learned-

"Jesus my all to heaven is gone,
He wh'om I fix my hopes upon;
His track I see, and l'Il pursue
The narrow way till Him I view."

When two or three verses had been sung the

dying man said-

"-Who is this Jesus ?"

Long years had passed away since the Indian

maiden had received her last Sunday school

lesson. Much, as we have seen, had faded away

from her memory, but now, anxious to answer

this important question as well as possible, she

recalled all that she could. Fortunately for her,
her devoted teacher had been one of those who

believe in having the children commit to memory

portions of the Sacred Book. And so, in answer

to that thrilling question from the dying man, she

replied-

" This Jesus is the S6n of the Great Spirit,.who
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died to save us. 'For God so loved the world that

He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him should not perish, but have ever-

lasting life.'

The sick man was thrilled and startled, and said,
"Say it again and again."

So over again and again she repeated it.

"Can ycu remember anything more?" he

whispered.

" Not much," she replied. "But I do remember

that my teacher taught me that this Jesus, the Son

of the Great Spirit, said something like this:

' Him that cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast
out.

"Did He say," said the dying man, "that in-

cluded the Indian? May he go too in the good

white man's way?"

" Oh yes," she answered, " I remember about that

very well. The good missionary was constantly

telling us that the Great Spirit and His Son· loved

everybody, Indians as well as whites. Indeed, it

must be so, for I remember well those words I

learned out of his Great Book, ' Him that cometh

unto Me I will in no wise cast out,' and 'Whoso-

ever will may come.'"

" Sing again to me," he said.

And so she sang--

ZîL
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"Lo, glad I come, and Thou, blest Lamb,
Shalt take me to Thee as I am.
Nothing but sin have I to give,
Nothing but love shall I receive."

"What did you say was His Name ?»
" Jesus," she sobbed.

Lift up my head," he said to his weeping wife.
"Take hold of rny hand, my niece," he said.
It is getting so dark, I cannot see the trail. I

have no guide. What did you say was His Name?"
"Jesus," again she sobbed.
And with that name on his lips he was gone.
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NA-NA-BA-SOO
OR,

BENJAMIN CAMERON, THE WILD INDIAN, AND

WHAT CHANGED HIM.

NA-NA-BA-SOO was once a wild Indian warrior
and hunter. When a mere boy he had been inter-
ested and delighted by the recital of the many
legends' that were common among his people.

As he grew older he was thrilled and fascinated
by the tales told of the heroic deeds performed by
the brave c lfnd warriors of his tribe. Eagerly
had he lisned to those exciting stories, and so
now when he had reached young manhood's vigour,
he was ambitious to emulate these actions, and
prove himself of equal valour and worthy of equal
praise.

But it was evident to him that he had fallen on
sad, degenerate times. An alien race was driving
his people before them, and his proud spirit chafed
under the wrongs and oppressions that had come
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to the red men by the ever-advancing conquering
Pale-face.

For generations his tribe had not only roamed
over the great prairies, north-west of what is now
the province of Manitoba, but had. hunted the
moose and the black bear, as well as the rich
fur-bearing animals in the great forests that sur-
round Lake -Winnipeg, and reach far up beyond
the mouth of the mighty Saskatchewan. Thus,
between hunting the buffalo on the plains and
the various animals in the forest, he had spent
most of his days.

Frequently, however, he varied these pursuits
with warlike adventures, as with others he had
gone off on war parties against his hereditary foes,
the Sioux and Blackfeet. A few scalps hung
in his wigwam as evidence of his prowess, while
some ugly scars told that they had not been
obtained without great risks.

Thus the years ran on, and Na-na-ba-soo was
now in the prime of young manhood. He was ever

found in the councils of his people, and in all the
great " talks " which the Indians love so well he
was deeply interested, especially when listening to
the speeches of the old men, who recounted the
glories of the past and the happy condition of the
red men in the earlier days, when the buffalo,
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instead of as now being confined to the western

prairies, roamed in countless herds as far towards
the sunrising as to the great lakes, and as far south
as where -" Mismis-sepe" (literally "Grandfather
River") enters into the great, sea. "Then," said
these old men," our people were contented to drink
the clear sweet waters from our lakes and springs
and rivers, andwere happily exempt from what
has been their greatest enemy, the fire-water of
the Pale-face."

The breaking out of the small-pox plague
among his tribe very much disturbed and excited
Na-na-ba-soo. That it was a strange and terrible

disease brought in by the Pale-faces was evident, as

in the memory of their forefathers such a pestilence

was never known. Against its attacks their most

experienced conjurers and medicine-men were

absolutely powerless, for even some of them were

dying, as well as other classes of the tribe.

For a time his tribe stoically submitted to its

ravages, and quietly laid away their dead. But

when at length it struck .down some of their most

famous warriors, a wild, mad spirit of. vengeance

arose, and this being fanned at the council fires

by the fiery words oi some impassioned native

orators, it was resolved to utterly destroy all the

white people in that western land.
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Promptly did the Indians make their few pre-
parations to carry out the dreadful purpose. A
band of warriors, each man with a record of daring
and bloodshed, was selected and sent off on their
horrid work. Their orders were to spare neither
men nor women of that hated race whom they
imagined were the cause of all their troubles. The
only white people then in the land were the fur-
traders at the different posts, and a few mission-
aries scattered at remote distances from each
other.

Full of vengeance and thirsty for blood, the
Indians set off on their hellish designs. The
distance was so great that they travelled for days
ere they reached the nearest abode of any of the
now detested white-faces. This was the home of a
missionary, the Rev. George M'Dougall, who, with
the sole object of being a means of blessing to these

people, had ventured into the remote wilderness, a
thousand miles from the least vestige of civilization.
Here he had built a little home and church and
school-house, and with but slight assistance was
carrying on his self-denying work among some
friendly Indians, who already were being benefited
by his teachings. When the warriors reached the
neighbourhood of the white man's abode, they sent
forward three or four of their number to recon-
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noitre the ground. Under the mask of friendship,
and with their weapons concealed, they stealthily

approached the house. They were impressed with

the quiet and stillness that seemed to prevail.

Entering the house without knocking, as is the

custom of pagan Indians, they were horrified to

find themselves in the presence of death. For into

that missionary home the terrible small-pox had

entered, and three members of the family there

lay dead awaiting their burial. Very quickly
indeed did these now frightened warriors with-

draw, and as speedily as possible joined their com-

rades in their hiding-place. When they described

what they had witnessed in the home of the mis-

sionary, a hasty consultation was held, and it was

agreed that the disease had not been brought in

by the " man-of-the-Book," else he would not have

allowed it to have destroyed some of his own

family.

Then they decided that the pestilence must have

been scattered arnong them by the fur-traders, and

they resolved to go to the trading post, and kill

every white person there. Soon were they on the

trail, and although it was a journey of some days

and nights, they quickly accomplished it. On

reaching the vicinity of the post they adopted the

same tactics that had been observed when visiting
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the Mission station. While the greater number
of them remained hidden, a few went forward to
reconnoitre under the mask of friendship. Great
indeed was their amazement to find that the same
terrible disease had entered into this place also,
and that among its victims now lying dead was the
highest official at the post.

Quickly returning to their comrades they made
known this startling discovery, and as the result
of their hurried council they resolved to as speedily
as possible return to their own land, which they
did, without having injured a single person or even
exciting the suspicions of any one. Thus in all
probability the death of a few whites saved the
lives of all at the Mission stations and trading
posts.

As the small-pox continued to rage in the
village of Na-na-ba-soo, he resolved to leave it for
ever. So, taking his young wife, the sole survivor
of his family, he gathered up his traps and weapons
and the few other things that constitute an Indian's
outfit, and journeyed on to the east until they
reached the western side of Lake Winnipeg. Here
for some years they lived. When he had accumu-
lated a large pack of the rich furs of that country
he carried them to some distant trading post, where
he exchanged them for the few necessaries of his
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life, principally ammunition, tobacco, tea, and

clothing.

One winter the snow fell to an unusual depth.

While the rich fur-bearing animals were as numer-

ous as ever, those that he and his wife depended

upon for food were very scarce that season. The

reindeer and moose were but seldom seen. Bears

were hard to obtai'n. Beavers seemed to have

gone elsewhere and built their dams. The result

was that Na-na-ba-soo and his wife were often

hungry. So disheartened was he at this state of

affairs, that one day in a fit of discouragement he

raised his gun and shot his own wife. Then he

took up the dead body and put it up outside on a

high staging, beyond the reach of wolves, where in

a short time it was frozen as solid as marble. Ilis

excuse for this dreadful deed was that "there was

no use in two of them starving to death."

Coolly did he continue his hunting. When he

found a bear's den, he dug out and shot that

animal and lived on the flesh. When he dis-

covered beaver houses,-he cleverly caught and ate

the nutritious meat of those industrious animals.

Thus he hunted and managed to keep himself

from starving through that terrible winter, the like

of which for scarcity of game was never known

before' or since.
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The picturesque place which Na-na-ba-soo had

selected as his home attracted the attention of

others, and soon quite a number of Indian families

there pitched their wigwams. By tacit consent

rather than by any official act, Na-na-ba-soo, who

had long since married again, was trcated as chief

of the village.

The people were very much excited one day

by the arrival of a white man with a Bible. They

gathered around him and listened to his story, as

he told them of the love of the Great Spirit

towards all His children, no matter what was their

language or colour. At first there was a good
deal of opposition on the part of some, but the

majority were anxious to accept this religion

which the Pale-face said would bring soul comfort

and peace of mind.

Na-na-ba-soo was an attentive listener, especially

when the missionary read and told some of the

beautiful stories that are in the Book. But when

he was telling of God's love in the gift of His Son,
who died to save poor humanity, Na-na-ba-soo was

sceptical and could not understand such love. Still

he would listen, and it was evident that a deep

impression was made upon him. However, when-

the devoted missionary, anxiôus for the personal

conversion of the people, urged him to renounce
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his paganism and accept Christianity, Na-na-ba-soo
sadly shook his head, and said," There was no such
thing as his being noticed by the Great Spirit."
When the missionary still pleaded with him, and
told him of God's great love to all mankind, and
quoted- the promise, "Whosoever will come may
come," Na-na-ba-soo turned on him almostfiercely,
and said-

" Missionary, you must be mistaken. The Great
Spirit will not stoop so low and notice such a man
as I have been. Just think of it, I shot my young
wife. No, no, the Great Spirit will never reach
down to such a wretch as I am."

While the missionary was not sorry to see him
thus brought to a consciousness of the enormity of
his horrible crime, he was also thankful that with
confidence he could tell him of a Saviour who
could stoop down to love, and to notice, and save
even him. The argument which the missionary used,
and which at length lifted the now poor distressed
Indian out of his despondency and almost despair,
was the fact that the Son of God had told His
disciples to go first with the offers of salvation to
the very murderers of the Lord Jesus Himself.

Begin in Jerusalem," was His command. Find

out those who had nailed Him to the cross; who
ad placed the crown of thorns on His head; who
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had pierced His side. · To them, and to the rabble
who had cried, " Away with Him ! Crucify Him!
Crucify Him!>" they were to go and offer free
and full pardon for all their sins, if they would

turn from their iniquities and in faith look upon
Him whom they had- pierce .

This rnatchless story of nfinite love fell with
startling power upon the rs of Na-na-ba-soo, and
lifted him up from hi despairing condition into

one of hope. Then, hen the plan of salvation
was further explained to him, there came into his
heart the blessed assuraffce that he, even he,
Na-na-ba-soo, had now a personal interest and
acceptance in Christ Jesus.

Marvellous was the transformation. Na-na-ba-soo
at once went from wigwam to wigwam, and in
earnest yet modest language told that the clouds
and doubts were gone, and that now he was a
Christian. And his changed life showed its
genuineness. He speedily desired baptism and
admission into the little Church already formed.

As Na-na-ba-soo is a name associated with some
of the old Indian Windegoo ideas, he asked for a
full new name, and so was baptized as "Benjamin
Cameron," taking this name from a Christian
fur-trader, who had been specially interested in
him.
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Benjamin Cameron's conversion and baptism

made a profound impression upon the rest of the

people, and witnessing as they did the transform-

ation wrought in him, and the joy and peace that

came into his life, they became eager to possess

the same experience that had so marvellously
come to him. So eager were they for instruction,
that although the missionary could only visit them

once in summer, in his birch canoe, and once in

winter with his dog-trains, yet so anxious were

they to hear the Gospel and diligent in their

efforts to retain it, that it was his joy to see many

of them accept the same blessed assurance of the

Divine favour that came as such a benediction to

Benjamin.

Benjamin long continued tê be a famous hunter,
and as no more famine winters came, and the

country began to be known as a favourite resort

for moose, black bear, and other animals, he was

often invited to act as a guide by white men, who

came into those regions on hunting excursions.

Very willing was he to thus oblige, for none were

more clever than he, or knew better where to lead

these visitors in quest -0f some exciting and suc-

cessful sport Yet it was remarked by all that

before Benjamin allowed any of these visitors to

ask him many questions about the animals to be
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hunted and their resorts, he would courteously and
yet earnestly ask them the question, " Do you love
the Great Spirit ? Is His love in your heart? Is
He your loving Father? Are you His child, and
do you know it ?"

No white man could be offended by his ques-
tions, so kindly were they put, but many a one has
been abashed by them, and could only evasively
answer. But when he met with an earnest
Christian man, who could truthfully say, " Yes,
Benjamin, I love the Great Spirit, and I too am
a Christia'n," then great indeed was the joy of this
happy Indian. Reaching out his hand to greet
him, he would say, "Oh, I am so happy to meet
you, my brother. I love Him too, and His love
is in my heart."

Happy Benjamin. He was put in charge of
that little company of Indians on the western
shore of Lake Winnipeg, and great indeed was
the missionary's joy to visit him and them after
the long interval of six months which passed
between each successive

Years have passed since Benjamin finished his
course and entered into rest. But his sweet, rest-
fui, happy face comes up before us, and our
acquaintance with him is one of the sweetest
memories of years of wild missionary life.
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OR,

THE SERMON ON THE PRAIRIE AND ITS RESULTS.

THE last Sunday we spent on the prairies was
the hottest day of which I have any recollection
The fierce sun seemed to beat down upon us with
tropical heat, and we all felt more or less prostrated
by it. We had been travelling with ourhorses for
nearly thirty days over those wonderful, fertile
meadows, and as became us, as a party of mis-
sionaries, we rested on the Sabbath day, and in
rotation held religious service.

When we reached this hot Sunday, the good
minister whose turn it was to officiate was so
prostrated by the heat that he declared it was
impossible for him to preach. I had conducted
the service the previous Sabbath, and had the
good excuse that it was not my turn. The other
worthy divines also had their excuses, and so it
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really seemed as though the day would pass by

and no service be held.

So I volunteered to take the work rather than

that it should be neglected. This being announced,
the different members of our company, with a few

exceptions, gathered round the front of my canvas-

covered wagon, and seated themselves as com-

fortably as they could in the prairie grass, impro-

vising sun-shades where they were not the fortunate

possessors of umbrellas.

Among the members of our party were two Sioux

Indians, who had induced our leader, the Rev.

George M'Dougall, to permit them to join
our band. Their wish was to leave their own

country, and to go and join the Indians on the

great plains of the Saskatchewan. And perhaps it

was felt best by them to get away ere a worse evil

should befall them. For doubtless they had been

seriously mixed up, or implicated, in the terrible

Sioux-Indian war which had raged a short tine

before, in which hundreds of whites had lost their

lives, and a large region of country had been

desolated.

With but one of these Indians we have to do.

The only name by which he was known to us was

that of Joe. He was a wild-looking fellow, and

yet had quite a knowledge of the English language
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which doubtless he had picked up in the frontier
settlements in times of peace, or when he was

employed as a guide by hunting parties on the

plains. But he hated the white man's religion, and

generally spent the Sabbath in strolling off with

his gun on a shooting excursion. Very picturesque
looked the encampments of these Indians on those

great western plains.
A few years ago such sights as the picture

(p. 85) presents could frequently be met with.
Now the ever-advancing waves of the white man's

progress have swept them nearly all away.
This hot Sunday, however, Joe felt the heat so

oppressive that he stretched himself out on the
grass on his back, and with his old hat over his

face, tried to sleep. The spot he had selected for

his resting-place was only a few yards in front of

my wagon, and doubtless he had selected this

position from the fact that, as I had taken charge

of the service the previous Sabbath, it would be

held this day somewhere else, and so he would not

be troubled with it.

When I stood up to begin, Joe partly got up, as

though he would depart, but whether it was the

prostrating heat or not, he dropped down again on

the grass, and looked up at me with his glittering,

coal-black eyes with anything but friendliness.

JOE, THE SIOUX
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As I saw him remaining there, for the first time
at one of the public services, the thought came-
now, maybe, this is the only opportunity of saying
anything that will reach Joe; so I lifted up my
heart, and prayed, " Lord, give me a message for
the poor Indian warrior and. hunter that will reach
his heart. Help me to deliver the message with
such simplicity and plainness that, even with his
little knowledge of English, he may understand
it." And with that thought or wish uppermost in
my mind, I conducted the whole service, and
preached the Divine Word. The service closed as
usual, and each did his best to comfortably and
restfully pass the remaining hours of the sweltering,
oppressive day.

A few days after, our party broke up. For over
two months we had travelled 'ogether. We were
a band of missionaries and teachers who had left
the province of Ontario, Canada, and were on our
way to the great western part of the dominion.
We had been tossed about for days in storms on
the great lakes. We had travelled from Milwaukee
to the Mississippi river. We had journeyed up
that mighty stream in a steamer, to the then little
city of St. Paul's. Here we had harnessed up our

'splendid Canadian horses to our canvas-covered
wagons, an'd for thirty days had travelled west,
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and north, through the then territories of Minne-
sota and Dacota. We had passed through many
strange adventures and excitements. We had
been " in perils oft " from the fierce tornado, which
assailed us during the night, levelling nearly every
tent to the ground, and then deluging us with rain.
We had had to ford deep, rushing rivers, across
which no bridges had as yet been built. We
had some exciting experiences with the prairie
fire, and for days had been in danger of being
scorched by its erratic course, as it rolled over
the land. And although we were not then in
the region' of many wild animals, we could well
imagine the crowd of fierce buffalo and deer
and other frightened creatures madly rushing
before it for life and safety. We had passed
through regions of the country where the wild
Indians, maddened by defeat, and chafing under
terrible wrongs and injustice, were on the look-out
for weak or unarmed parties, upon whom they
could wreak their vengeance. But through their
midst we had passed unharmed, our little Union
Jack,, flying from a whip-stalk, being the talisman
that made them our warm friends, and caused the
rifles to be thrown in thegrass, and the calumet, or
pipe of peace, brought out, and smoked in amity
and friendship with the subjects of the " great
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Mother across the waters." For under this name
and title do the Indians of America, north and
south of the boundary-line between the United
States and Canada, speak of England's Queen.
Her subjects are considered their friends, and the
old flag of the Empire was our defendý where, il it
had been the Stars and Stripes, our lives would
have been sacrificed, and our travelling outfit
seized, in less time than it has taken me to state
the fact here.

But now, after these " journeyings oft," we have
crossed the boundary-line at Pembina, and are in
British territory once more. We unfurl our
national flag and sing "God save the Queen," to
the evident dislike of a Yankee span of horses,
which showed their disgust by running awayr with
their heavily loaded wagon.

As it was my flag that had fluttered near them,
and -pparently excited their ire, I hastily rushed
after them. They had turned off at right angles
from the trail, and were vigorously galloping
through the luxuriant grass. As I ran after them
I heard a hearty laugh from one of the wagons
behind. What it meant I learnt when I returned.
Mr. M'Dougall, the old experienced missionary,
said, "When you have been on the prairies a
little longer, you will not be so foolis4 as to tire
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yourself out running after a span of runaway
horses."

"What would you do?" I answered.
His reply was, " Why, let them run until they

are tired out. What harm can they do running
away over a perfectly smooth prairie?"

He added, "Our western method of treating
runaways is to fasten them to a big, strong wagon
with a good load, and let them run to their
hearts' content; then when they stop, or want to,
put on the whip and keep them at it, until they
are so sick of running away that they will never
try it again."

We passed through the half-breed settlement,
and saw the semi-civilized, semi-barbaric homes of
those ha f-French, half-Indian people who, a short
time after,junder the leadership of Riel (to whom we
have pre ously referred), Lepine, O'Donohug, and
others, were to attract so much attention, and to be
such an element of disquietude and expense, both
to the Dominion and Imperial Governments. The
rising could only be put down by the marching in of
a small but well-organized and equipped army, under
the command of him whom we now know as Lord
Wolseley, but who was then Sir Garnet Wolseley.

We found Fort Garry to be a quaint, old-
fashioned, medieval fortress, that seemed to have
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been, by a strong freak of nature, transported from

some old, worn-out European nation, and dropped

down amidst the luxuriant grasses and brilliant

flowers of this wild prairie country. How startlingr

the contrast to the surroundings!

We had been for a whole month moving north-

ward through this wild, new prairie land; and now,

after crossing the Red River of the north by a

rope scow, we climbed up the river's bank, and

were suddenly confronted by massive castellated

stone walls, round towers, turrets, port-holes, can-

nons, and piles of balls.

Here our party broke up; the Revs. George
M'Dougall and Peter Campbell, with their families

and the two Messrs. Snider, and others, with their

Indians, to go on and still onward, until they were

twelve hundred miles nearer the· western side of
this great continent. My beloved and honoured

friend, the Rev. George Young, remained here in

the settlement that was springing up in the vicinity

of Fort Garry, to open our first Mission for settlers
speaking the English lan:uage.

Great indeed was his success, and many and
well-deserved were all the laurels he won during
the dark days that so soon came upon the little
colony. But fortunately it did not last long.
Brighter days dawned, and although old Fort

Ia
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Garry has been torn down, the flourishing city of
Winnipeg stands on its site, advancing with rapid

strides, and with wondrous possibilities of yet being

one of the world's great cities.

For a few days my wife and myself remained in

our camp, awaiting a boat and Indian crew, which

was expected to carry us down the Red River to

its mouth, and thon away up north to some far-off

little Indian village that we had heard about, at

which place we were expected to settle and make

our home; while we wandered upend down those

vast forest regions, far north of the prairie country,

after the wandering red men, to try and bring them

to Christ.

We made the acquaintance of some of the

Indians of Red River during our stay there, and

were not very favourably impressed with them'

However, when away from their wigwams, and

dressed up in their best, they looked much better

than when seen amidst the filth and vermin of

their poor tents. But little seems to have been

accomplished in leading to Christ many of those

who prowl around Fort Garry.

A couple of weeks of patient waiting, and the

Indians arrived, when we said farewell to our loved

namesakes, Mr. and Mrs. Geo. Young, and their

son, and started off on our long journey. The



94 JOE, THE SIOUX

boat was nothing but a big skiff, without deck or

cabin. It had a steersman, who was called Big
Tom; his place was in the stern, and he did his

work with a long, heavy oar, cglled a sweep. The

places assigned to us werê°it the stern, near to
him. Before us, in the middle and front, were
seven Indian oarsmen.

Our boxes and bales were soon put on board by
our agile men, and we started on our long adven
turous journey. We saw at once that the men were

splendid boatmen, and so, aided by the current
and the big oars, which were rowed in inarvellous
unison, we were soon many miles down the river.

Near the end of what is called the Indian settle-

ment, I ioticed the guide was steering the boat
into the, shore. On 'my asking what was the

matter, Iis answer was,' " We are going;to take on

board another passenger.» Looking ltowards the

sliore, I saw several Indians and a large·ox. WVe
soon reached the bank of soft, black soil, into
whicl the boat ws jammed with al the speed the
oarsen coiad give ber. Fancy our disgust; our
astonunent.when we- found á th e additional

passerigé rnta a tis bigox. Byomainfôrte-
thexieén in the ôt bynplga a iftingand
those behiftd &Iai almdlat workZth rant

brute was at1engthr gçdt enbadanis*b -the
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position directly in front of us; his head often
projecting over one side of the boat and his tail

over the other. Then out'we ppshed again into
the stream, and on we went. We were fourteen
days in making the journey to Norway House.

Of course, with such a frail vessel we did not
often think of going on during the night; this was
oniy' tried once, and -that becausé a fair wind
was blowing. This the tired oarsmen éver wel-
comed. We had a small mast strapped to the
outside of the boat, which could be easily hoisted
and fastened with ropes. A square sail would
then be hauléd up, and we merrily glided along
on our way.

At the'places where we went ashore, sometimes
thç water was deep close up to the rocks, and we
could easily step out upon them from the boat. 'But
in-other plàces, where the shore was loW and sandy,
our boat would ground on the shallows quite a
distance out When this happened, a good-natured,
genial ndian; named Soquatum, would quickly
jûmjp into the water and, coming round to, the
siigé ff the -eat next to Mrs. Young, would take
eon his back, and, holding to his head with her

bauds nd anns, thus she would .be safely carried
sQre. My plan was to bare mny feet and wade

ý7ý2 U
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One day Big Tom said, " Missionary, let me

carry you ashore, like Soquatum carried your wife."
"All right," I said, as I was ready for a little

sport, and it would save me the trouble of taking
off my boots and stockings. So -he jumped into
the water, and I got on the side of the boat to
get on his back. -Just as I let myself go to catch
hold of him, he slipped forward, and I took a dive
over his head into the lake, amidst the uproarious
laughter of all. After that I preferred to w'ade
ashore.

But we must now go back to the party that went
on west to Edmonton, on the North Saskatchewan
and White Fish Lake. A few days after they had
left Fort Garry, while Joe and one of the young
gentlemen, Mr. Snkler, who was' going out' as a
mission-teacher, were walking along the trail,.Joe
began asking some strange questions.

"Mr. Snider," said he.
"Well, Joe, what is it?" was the reply.
"-Didn't that young missionary tell lies when he

preached that seimon that hot Sunday?"
"Why, no, Joe, he told the .truth."
" But did he not tell .a big lie when he said the

Great Spirit loyed everybody, white man and
Indian alike?"

No, Joe, God is no respecter of persons."
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" But did he not tell a great big lie when he said

the Great Spirit gave His Son Jesus to die for the

Indian as well aâthe white man?"
",No," was the answer of the pious young teacher.

"Jesus, the Son of God, died for all mankind."
"But-but-did he not tell a great big one when

hé said that the Great Spirit had prepared a fine

place for all, Indians and whites, if they would be

good and love Him ?"
No, Joe, that is all true, and the best thing you

can do is to accepi it and believe it."

Other conversations were held with the Indian,
and he said at last, "Well, if I could believe all

that young minister said that hot Sunday was true,

I would become a Christian."
When they reached the far-off Mission station,

Joe, instead of going to the plains and joining the

wild,· warlike, horse-stealing -bands, settled down at
the Chistian ·village. . He was thoughtful and
interested,. and by and by became a decided and
thorough Christian man.

His life was so changed that all who met him

were conscious of the fact. No one seeing him
then would ever have imagined he had had such a
history, and that he had ever beer guilty of such
crimes as were imputed to him.

'A couple of years or so afterwa(rds, that terrible

C
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scourge, the small-pox, broke out among these
western Indians. It was supposed to have been
brought, among them by some traders from
Montana. The havoc it wrought car hardly be
over-estimated. Being to them a stiange disease,
they did nothing to arrest its ravages, and, in
sullen despair, without even an effort at isolation,
let it literally mow them down by thousands.
Wholé vilIagesý were nearly annihilated. It got·
into the home of the Rev. George M'Dougail, and
three loved inmates died. It invaded the Hudson
Bay Company's trading post, and the gentleman
in charge, Mr. Clarke, was one of its first victims
there. And, strange as it may appear, the fact that
a few whites died of the- disease in all probability
iaved the remainder from being massacred. To
these incidents we have already referred at, length
in, a previous sketch-Na-na-ba-soo.

But how few living amidst the blessings of
civilization can realize all that is included in this
simple statement: "The· small-pox has got into
the home of the missionary George M'Dougall, and
three of his family have died.» They were
hundreds of miles from the nearest doctor or
phygan. They had tried to scatter'their Indians
on the plains so as to save some of them from
catching this terribly contagious disease. Of those

zr-
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remaining at the Mission, numbers of them were
down with the dread pestilence, and the few
who escaped were so busy attending to their own
sick, or so terror-stricken, that they could afford.
but little help to the afflicted missionary family.
And there they were, all alone with their dying
and their deact , No loving friends near to help.
None to come and perform the kindly acts of
attendance and helpful care. None to watch with
them through the long hours of day, or through
the sad, gloomy vigils of the night. No loving
minister's voice to come in and read the "exceeding
great and precious promises," and then at the.mercy-

seat to invoke the presence of Him who has
promised to be His people's Comforter, and to
carry their sorrows. Missionaries and their wives
and children are human, and in the hour of sore
trial they crave, as other people do, the presence
and sympathy and prayers of those whose inter-
cessions avail at the Throne.

But in this far-off home, on the banks of the
North Saskatchewan, there were none of these
visitants to corne as ange1s of mercy to help in
mitigating the deep sorrovs of those days, which
cannot be expressed in words. However, there
was the blessed consolation-the Divine Presence
was not missing, and His alrnighty arms wereI.
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underneath and round about, and so the survivors
were saved from despair. Still, how sad was their
condition! Can we look into such a home, at
such times, without realizing that still there are
severe trials in connection with missionary life !

When the loved ones died, one after another,
the father and his son, the , beloved Rev. John
M'Dougall, had to saw the boards with a pit-saw
to make the coffins, dig the graves, and bury their
own dead. When they were lowering into the
grave the body of the third loved one, there fell
from the lips of John a sentence that touched the
hearts of thousands of sympathetic Christians, and
filled their eyes with tears. It was, " Father, it
seems so hard that we have to bury our own dead."

There are some of us who can, in a measure,
sympathize with such sorrow, for the arrow hath
pierced our own hearts also ; and there are grassy
mounds under which rests all that was earthly of
our own precious ones. Buit they shall rise again,
and so we wipe away the tear, and rejoice in our
sorrows, with glad anticipation that that glorious
country, in which so much suffering and hardship
has been cheerfully endured to win the Indians to
Christ, has also beeti, in this- fuller nmeasure,
permanently -consecrated to Him by· the laying
down of the lives of some of His sanctified ones.
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During the sad afflictions at Mr. M'Dougall's, my

good friend the teacher had been stationed many
miles away at-another Mission, apd was doing good
service for Christ among the Indians. He-Mr.

Snider-has since fully entered the ministry, and is
a valued and useful minister.

When he heard of the sorrows and calamities

that had assailed the missionary's household and
the Indians around, he hurried down to be, as he
was, a help and a blessing. One day somebody.
came in and told him that there was a poor, dying
man outside, from the Indian wigwams, who

wanted to' see hhn, and had a message to leave
with him.

Mr. Snider's sympathetic heart was at once

interested, and he, hurried out. He went down the

path, and just as he was getting over the fence, he
saw the dying man. His first thought was that the

man was dead ; but, when he saw the breast rise

and fall, he knew there was still life in him. So he

spoke to him: " Are you the man who sent for me?"

" Oh, yes, Mr. Snider, I sent for you. I could

not die until I left with you a message. They told

me you had come, and I was so glad.»

" Who are you'?" said Mr. Snider, for so terribly

had the small-pox seized him that the missionary

had not been able to recognize him.

r
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"I am Joe," said the dying man.
" Oh, Joe, is this you ? I am very sorry. Can I

do anything for you ? Can I bring you a drink of
water, or help you back to the wigwam? "

No," said the poor fellow, "but I want to leave
a message with you, I cannot see you, but I can
see Jesus, and I shall soon be with Him."

"Why, of course i will take your message, Joe.
What is it?"

" Well, Mr. Snider, if ever you see the missionary
who preached that sermon that 1Vot Sunday, will
you please tell him from me that t t sermon made
me a Christian. You remember I thought he was
telling lies, but you told me it vras all true, and
I have found it to be so. You know I have tried
to live right, and have given i my heart; and
now I cannot see you, but see Jesus, and shall
soon be with Him."

Thus he talked ; and soon after he died in
sweet and simple faith in that Saviour who would
light up his pathway through the valley of the

-shadow of deatlf, though his bodily eyes had gone
through the fell disease.

Years passed away ere I heard of Joe's message

to me, and of his happy, triumphant death, and
that-*he looked back to that simple, plain talk on,

*1
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the beautiful verse, the sixteenth of the third of
John's Gospel, as the time when the good resolu-
tion to be a Christian first entered his heart.
Doubtless very much was owing to thé faithful
words which were uttered by Mr. Snider and
éthers. Still there was à time of seed sowing; and
it seemed to have been that day, apparently the
most unlikely when any permanent-good would be
done.

So I give the incident, the later part, as well as I
can recollect it, from the lips'of Mr. Snider and also
of Mr. M'Dougall. Mr. 1W\UDougall was afterwards
caught in a blizzard storm, on one of those wild
western plains, and lay down to die. About four-
teen days passed away ere his body was discovered.
Lt was frozen as ·hard as marble, and but little
harmed by prowling beasts. The features were as
natural as in life. It seems, when all hope of
reaching home had left him, he laid himself down
on a snowdrift, folded his arms across his breast,
and went to sleep, and was not, for God haa taken
him.

oo TAW



SO-QUA-A-TUM;

THE STORY OF THE SICK INDIAN LAD; AND
WHAT RESULTED FROM IT.

"As my father lived and died, so will I "
This was his emphatio answer 'to the pleadings

of the missionary who had urged him to become
a Christian. He was a fine-looking Indian, a suc-
cessful hunter and a man of influence among hi

people, although.not a chief.
His name was So-qua-a-tum.
His hunting-grounds were in the far north land,

west of the Hudson Bay. None were inore suc-
cessful than he in tracking the bear to his den, or
following up the wary moose until the successful
shot would bring him to the ground. He knew
the habits of all the wild beasts of his forests, and
rejoiced in matching his knowledge and skill
against their instincts and cunning.

He had, all the pagan Indian superstitions and
prejudices, and they were many.
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When the missionary first met him, and by gifts
of some tobacco and tea had so softened him that
he was willing to freely converse with him, he
found »him a firm believer in his old paganism and
a decided opposer of Christianity. No argument

$'ON THIS BOY, LITTLE 'BRIGHT-EYES,' nE LAVISHED ALL HIS LOVE."

seemed to shake his faith in his old belief. He
would end up a long talk with-

"Go your way, and I will go mine; and by and
by I will reach the happy hunting-grounds of. my
forefathers beyond the dark mountains in the land
of the setting sun."

Like the rest.of the men of his tribe, he treated

lo5s
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the wornen and girls of his family with scorn and

contempt. His best characteristic was that he was
very fond of his one little boy. It was a cause of
great annoyance to him that, with this one excep-
tion, although he had several wives, all his children
were girls.

On this boy, whom he named Ke-che Kee-sik,
.e. Bright Eyes, he lavished all his love. The

deer-skin suit of the lad was the best that the

cleverest Indian woman of the family could make.
The leather was tanned as soft and white as the
finest kid, and the whole suit, as well as the moc-
casins, was beautifully ornamented with bead and

porcupine:quill work. The father's own hands
made the lad's bow a1hd arrows, and dyed them in
thé brightest hues'; and for him on the sandy
shore of the lake there lay, in the pleasant
summer-time, one of the most beautiful of birch
canoes.

As joyous as could be the life of an Indian boy
was that of Ke-che Kee-sik. But one day sickness
suddenly laid its hand upon him, and the -bright-
eyed boy was full of pain and suffering.

The father, seized with fear, at once hurried away

for old Tapastanum, thé noted medicine-man, and
urged him to come at once and use his boasted
skill and nagic to drive away the Meeche Munedoi
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TAPASTANUM, TÉIE MEDICINE-MAN.

was laid at his feet. Then he arose, and arraying
himself in all the hideous garb of his craft, he took
up his medicine-bag and sacred drum and slowly
walked to the wigwam where lay the suffering boy.

or Evil Spirit, that had dared to assail so cruelly
his only boy.

Tapastanum was selfish, and so refused to move
until the demanded quantity of tea and tobacco

]
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Ordering all the famly out of the tent, with
the exception of the father, he began his wild con-
juring rites. Apparently surprised that the Mee-
che Munedo did not instantly retire before his
first and most simple ceremonies, he began more
vigorously to exercise his powers to conquer this
bad spirit that was causing the boy such agony.
He drummed more energetically, he yelled more
loudly, and he danced until the sweat seemed to
be pouring from him ; but all in vain.

Then he coaxed and threatened, and by the
most hideous facial contortions he tried to frighten
the evil spirit away. - Still all his efforts were
unavailing, although for hours he continued his
actions, which seemed more demoniacal than
human. To the watchful eye of the father there
was no improvement in the condition of his son,
and towards eveningit was very evident that the

boy was much worse.
When the old medicine-man, now utterly ex-

hausted- with his frantic efforts, retired for a smoke,
So-qua-a-tum, who had heard of some successful
medical work performed by the missionary, quickly
gathered up some presents, and going to the old
conjurer, said as he gave the presents to him-"-

"You have done your best. Take these presents
and return to your tent."



Strange to say, Tapastanum seemed glad to thus
get so well out of the job; so he quickly gathered
up his gifts, and with his medicine-bag and drum,
soon disappeared in the forest.

No sooner was he out of sight than So-qua-a-tum
hastened to the home of the missionary. Although
the illness of his son was asyet there unknown, it
was easily seen that somiething very serious was

the matter, for the generally proud, haughty rm"an
was much broken up. His stoical Indian nature
tried hard to keep him in his usual impassive con-
dition, but his solicitude for his son gained the
mastery, and after a short struggle he broke com-
pletely down, and cried out in pleading and piteous
tones-

"Oh, missionary, come quick and save my boy;
he is very sick."

We greatly pitied him, and yet were thankful
for an opportunity for trying to do him some
good.

In a very short time my wife and I were off
with him to see the sikk boy. When we examined
him, we found it to be a bad case of inflammation
of the bowels, and as the disease had now run for
soine time, we. very candidly told -the father that
the boy was very sick, and we could hardly tell
what might be the result, If, however, he agreed;
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we would do all we could for his recovery, but. if

the'child died he must fnot blame us.

"Oh, go on at once, and do the best you can,"
he said. "I am sure your medicines are more

powerful than the conjurer's, and you will surely
succeed. But if you don't-" and here the poor
man broke completely down under his great sor-

row-" if you do not succeed, I will never blame

you.
Quickly did we set to work. We nursed the lad

as though he had been our own boy. Day and
night we watched, and prayed, and waited. With
heaven's blessing on the remedies used, and the
careful nursing, the disease was conquered.

How beautifully at times do the signs of the
relaxing grip of the grim monster, Death, show
themselves! It was delightfully so in this case.

One morning, Ke-che Kee-sik opened his eyes,
and -turning to his anxious father, who through
weary days and nights had hardly ever left his
side, he said-

"Father, where are my arrows and bow? I
think I could shoot a little now. Where are my
arrows and bow? »

How thoroughly child-like was this repeated
request, and how many there are in this world of
suffering who have passed through just such ex- I
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periences! When your little ones pushed away
their toys and picture-books, and would have none
of them, despair seemed to take hold of you,
and but little hope was left in your heart. But
when they awoke out of a restful sleep and asked
for " Dolly," or some book or toy, then hope again
sprang up in your breast.

So it was here, and it was worth all our care
and anxiety to see the radiant look that beamed in
the great black eyes of that Indian father as he
heard the childish voice asking for his bow and
arrows.

Next morning, the little fellow inquired about
his canoe, and wanted to paddle in it. This, how-
ever, could not just then be granted; but in a few
days more he was convalescent, and was around
among his little playmates.

We had during the child's illness abstained from
any stated talks with So-qua-a-tum on the subject
of religion. There is, in all things, a time to speak
and a time to be silent. 1Here we felt in these
anxious hours that we were talking in a way that
would ultirnately do most good, and in our sur.
mises we were not mistaken.

As it mýas still in the pleasant summer-time,
some of the services of Divine Worship were held
in the open air. To us it was always interesting to

4
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r. see the gathering of such a people for religious
worship. Promptly and revereùtly did the Chris-
tian and friendly Indians gather as near as possible
to the stand. of the speaker. Others, however,
still undecidea, and some manifestly opposed to
the missionary's teachings, but anxious to hear
what was said, clustered in groups on the outskirts,
and.appeared to be utterly~indifferent·to the whole
proceedings.

Reverently the service opens: But look! There
on the outskirts, leaning against a tree, is a man
who never before would even come near one of
these religious gatheiings. But now there he is,
and although far away from the speaker, he seems
to be deeply interested and anxious to hear every
word that is uttered. That Indian is So-qua-a-
tum, the father of Ke-che Kee-sik. He is anxious
to hear what the Pale-face, who saved his boy, has
to say.

The missionary's eyes are alert, and he sees the
wistful look and attentive attitude. ¯ A strong,
clear :voice is one of N4ature's gifts to him, and
without any apparent effort, he so uses it that all,
even the apparently careless ones, as well as that
distant attentive listener, can hear every.word that

is said.
When the next~ service began, the mnissionary,

v
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to his great joy, observed that the Indian father was

very much nearer to him, and, if possible, even more

eager to catch every word that was uttered. Thus

it went on for some weeks, until at last the once.

stubborn pagan came to the Cross, and publicly
and boldly renounced- his old religion and accepted,

Christianity. His courageous and decided stand

not only gladdened- the heart of the missionary,

but -made a profound and beneficial impression on

all the Indians around.
When he was baptized, and made his simple but

Scriptural profession of faith in Christ, among
other things he said-

Once I was a very hard-hearted, wilful, stubborn
pagan. I was resolved never to accept of the

white man's religion or walk in the good white

man's way. I wanted nothing 'from him. But it
was because I was so blinded to my heart's in-
terests, and deaf to the sounds that were for my

good. But the white man came and saved my

boy, and spoke such kind words in my wigwam to
me in my sorrowe, that I had to come and see if it

was the same voice that'spoke out the teachings of

the Book which the Great Spirit has given him. I

have found it is the same voice, and I could not
but yield. Now I am glad, for I have rubbed the
sand out of my eyes, and pulled the moss out of

H.
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my ears, and I an now able to see right and hear
right."

Thus he went on and on, and as we listened to
his expressive figurative words and illustrations, we
could only think of Isaiah's prophetic utterance-

"Then the eyes of the blind shall be. opened,
and the ears of the deaf shall be unstopped : then
shall the lame man leap as an hart, and the tongue
of the dumb sing: for in the wilderness shall
waters break out, and streams in the desert.'

Here, indeed, was its glorious fulfilment.
From that hour the missionary had no warmer

friend than So-qua-a-tum, and no life. could be
mor utiful and consistent than was his during
the w years that he lived amongst us. Con-
sumption seized him as its victim, but with a sub-
lime and unfaltering faith he finished his course
and entered into rest.

e4_AVI
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HOW THE ÉNEMY WAS FORGIVEN.

IN-missionary work among the Indians of North
America it is a well-known fact that one of the
most difficult things to. banish out of the hearts.of
those who are influenced by the fruth is the spirit
of revenge which they harbour against all who
have done them any real or imaginary injury.

Very few, except those who have been for years
in actual contact with the North-American Indians,
can have any conception of the extremes to which
this feèling is carried, and the expedients to which

these red men will resort; so bloodthirsty and
cruel are they to retaliate with accumulated interest.
Some of these blood-feuds are handed down from
generation to generation, and the dying father,
who in his lifetime had -not been able to wreak
that vengeance upon,his enemies which he desired,
wiIl transmit his quarrel to his son, with threats of

s sn ihtraso
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direst maledictions if he fail to carry it out, should
the opportunity to do so ever present itself..

The following incident occurred years ago, on

the great plains of the Canadian North-West, long
before the waves of Anglo-Saxon civilization began
to surge. over those glorious, fertile prairies, which
for so many generations were hid from the gaze of
the outside busy world. Among the· Indian tribes
that roamed over those vast regions, the Crees, in
those days, were perhaps the most numerous and
powerful. The terrible small-pox and other
epidemic diseases had not entered in among them,

nowing them down by .thousands, leaving them,
as they are to-day, but a shadow or a wreck of
their former glory.

The most powerful chief among this. tribe was
called Maskepetoon, or 'Crooked Arm,". from the
fact that one of his arms had been so hacked and
wounded in his hand-to-hand conflicts with his
most terrible neighbours, the Blackfeet Indians,
that, in healing, the muscles had contracted and
stiffened, and the arm remained crooked.

He was a warlike chief, and his delight was in
all the excitements of Indian conflicts, in dunning
ambuscades, and, when successful, in the practice
of unheard-of bariarities upon the captives. of
other tribes who fell into his hands. Very pictur-

MM

IM

L -* ;.

e

116



MAS ?~:c~Qx N x:s w:~ AM.



4~4



MASKEPETOON 119

esque was the dress of many of these warriors of

the plains. The quills of the eagle, which with
them is considered the royal bird, formed the head-
dress. Their shield was generally made of the
tough leather of the neck of an old buffalo bull.
The clothing, which was most elaborately orna-
mented and fringed, was made of the skins of
the deer or moose, most beautifully tanned and

prepared by the Indian women.
Some of their horses were really magnificent

animals, and marvellously trained for Indian
warfare.

The Rev. Mr. Rundle, of the English Wesleyan

Missionary Society, was the first missionary who,
at great personal risk, visited the Cree tribes, and j
faithfully declared the message of salvation to
them. It was news indeed, aid startled those wild
prairie warriors; and the question went around
among them, "Where did this little man come
from with such strange tidings?" The conjurers
were called upon to solve the question, and the
answer was, that he had come direct down from
heaven, wrapped in a large piece of paper.

The Rev. James Evans also, in some of his.
marvellous trips through that land of "magnificent
distances," journeys that, as regards the miles
travelled, very much exceeded any of the apostolic
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journeyings of Paul, the preaching tours of John
Wesley, or the episcopal itinerating of Bishop
Asbury,visited Maskepetoon,and faithfullypreachecl
to him and his people.

Some accepted the truth and became Christians,
but Maskepetoon was too fond of war to quickly
receive the message of peace.

Years after, the Rev.. George M'Dougall went
out, in prosecution of his missionary work, to those
mighty plains, on one of which in after years, as
already stated, he so mysteriously died.

That he might be more successful in his efforts
to bring them to Christ, Mr. M'Dougall frequently
left his own home, and for months together- lived
with these red men, as they wandered' over vast
stretches of country, hunting the buffalo and
other game. His custom was always to have
religious.service every evening where they camped
for the night.

These camp-fire services are quite an institution
in cornection with work among the Indians of the
différent tribes. Their habits are so migratory,
that it is necessary that the missionary should
follow them up in their various haunts, where they
have gone hunting the many kinds of game, and
gather them together in larger or smaller numbers
as is possible, and there preach to them

~- ~ M J~
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At these camp-fire services, hymns were sung,
prayers were offered, and God's Word was read
and expounded. One evening Mr. M'Dougall
read, as his lesson, the story of the trial and death
of the Lord Jesus. He dwelt particularly upon
the prayer of the Saviour for His murderers,
« Father, forgive them, for they know not what

they do," and, well aware of the Indian spirit of
revenge that was so prominent in the hearts of his
hearers, he dwelt strongly upon it, and plainly
told them that, if they really expected forgive-
ness from the Great Spirit, they must have the
same mind that was in Christ, and forgive their
enemies.

Maskepetoon was observed to be deeply moved

under the sermon, but nothing was said to him
that evening.

The next day, as the great company, consisting
of many hundreds, was riding along over the
beautiful prairies, an 'Indian chief rode quickly to
the side of Mr. M'Dougall, and- in quiet but
excited tones asked him to fall back in the rear,
as they did not wish him to witness the torture

and kilting of a man, who was in that little band
of Indians that was approaching them, although
still so far away as to be almost undistinguishable

to the eyes of a white man.

1?
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It seems that, months- before this, Maskepetoon
had sent his son across a mountain range, or pass,
to bring from a sheltered valley a herd of horses
which hid wintered there. Very sublime and
magnificent is some -of 'the Rocky Mountain
scenery. Travellers who have visited the Alps
and other picturesque mountainous regions, declare
that some of the views in the Canadian " Rockies "
are not excelled in any other part of the world.
Tourists in ever increasing numbers are availing
themselves of the opportunities presented by the
completion of the Canadian Pacific Railway,
through and across those sublime mountains,- to
there see these magnificent fir-clad, snow-capped
objects of the Creator's handiwork.

Among the foot hills of these mountains are
many beautiful valleys, where the grass and herb-
age abounds all the year, and it -was in one of
them that Maskepetoon had kept his reserved
horses. Ie selected one of his warriors as his
son's comrade, to aid him in the work. From
what was afterwards found out, it seems that the
man, .having a chance to sell 'the horses, his

cupidity was excited, and so he murdered the.
chief's son; disposed of the horses, and, hiding for
the time his booty, returned to the tribe with the
plausible story that, when they were coming across
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one of the dangerous passes in the mountains, the
young man lost his foothold anid fell over one of
the awful precipices, being dashed to pieces; and
that he alone was unable to manage the herd of
horses, so they scattered on the plains.

Knowing nothing at the time to the contrary,
Maskepetoon and his people were obliged to
accept this story, improbable as it seemed. How-
ever, the truth came out after a while, for there
had been, unknown to the murderer, witnesses of
the tragedy. And now, for the first time since the
truth had been revealed, the father was approach-
ing the band in which was the murderer of his son.

That the. missionary might not see the dire
vengeance that would be wreaked upon the culprit,
was the reason. why this subordinate chief had
requested Mr.. M'Dougall to slacken his pace, and
fall into the rear of the crowd. Instead of doing
so, he quickened the speed of his horse, and rode

up to a position a little in the rear of the mighty
chief, who, splendidly mounted, was leading the
van of his warriors. On they galloped over the
beautiful green. sward, the missionary's heart up-
lifted -in prayer that the wrath of man might be
tuined to the praise of God. When the two bands
approached within a few hundred. yards of each
other, the eagle eye of the old warrior chief



124 MASKEPETOON.

detected the murderer, and, drawing his tomahawk
from his belt, he rode up until he was face to face
with the man who had done him the greatest

injury that it was possible to inflict upon him.
Mr. M'Dougall, who still kept near enough to hear
and see all that transpired, says that Maskepetoon,
with a voice tremulous with suppressed feeling,
and yet with an admirable commard over himself,
looking the man in the face who had nearly broken
his heart, thus sternly addressed him :-"You have
murdered my boy, and you deseve to die. I
picked you out as his trusted companion, and gave
you the post of honour as his comrade, and you
have betrayed my trust, and cruelly killed my only
son. You have done me and the tribe the greatest
injury possible for a man to· do, for you háve
broken my heart, and you have destroyed him who
was to have succeeded me when I am ·not among
the living. You deserve to die; and, but for what
I heard from the missionary last night at the
camp-fire, before this I would have buried this
tomahawk in your brains. The missionary told
us that, if we expected the Great Spirit to forgive
us, #e must forgive our enemies-even those who
had done us the greatest wrong; You have been
my worst enemy, and you deserve to die." Then,
in a voice scarcely audible through deep. emotion
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he continued, " As I hope the Great Spirit will
forgive me, I forgive you." Speaking up sternly,
he added, "But go immediately from among my
people, and let me never see. your face again."
Hastily pulling up his war-bonnet over his head,
his forced calmness gave way; and, quivering
with the suppressed feelings that tore his heart,
he bowed do*n over his horses neck and gave
way to an agony of tears.

"Talk not of grief' l;M thou hast seen
The tears of warlike inen."

Maskepetoon lived for years afterwards the life
of a devoted, consistent Christian. All his old war-
like habits were given up, and, mastering the
syllabic characters in which the Cree Bible is
printed, the Word of God became his solace and
his joy. He spent the remainder of his days in
doing good. Very earnest and thrilling were the
addresses which he gave to his own people, as he
urged them to give up all their old sinful ways,
and become followers of that Saviour who had so
grandly saved him. Many listened to his words,
and, like him, gave up their old warlike habits, and
settled down to quiet, peaceful lives.

Anxious to benefit his old enemies, the Black-
feet, and to tell to them the story of the Saviour's
love, he fearlesslv and unarmed went among them

~ - -% '. -
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with his Bible in his hand. A bloodthirsty chief
of that vindictive tribe saw him coming, and,,
reme'mbering some of their fierce aonflicts of other
days, and, perhaps, having lost by Maskepetoon's
own prowess some of his relations in those con-
flicts, he seized his gun, and, in defiance of al
rules of humanity, he coolly shot 'the converted
Christian chieftain down.

Thus sadly fell Maskepetoon, béing a wondrous
trophy of the Cross, and one whose conversion did
a vast amount of good, showing the power of the
Gospel to change the hardest heart, and to enable
the warlike savage to conquer so thoroughly the
besetting sin of the Indian character, even urider
the most extreme provocation, where very few
indeed could have found fault if the price of blood
had' been exacted and the murderer summaril
executed.

K THE END.
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Hammond Hall.

By Seashore, Wood and Moorland. By Edward Step, F.L.S. -
Author of ", Wayside Flowers," etc.

With Bandit and Turk. By Tom Bevan, Author of " Trapped
in Tripoli! " etc.

Jack Rollock's Adventures. By Hugh -St. Leger.
*Trapped in Tripoli! By Tom. Bevan, Author of " Runners of

Contraband," etc.
*Talford's Last Term. By Harold Avery.
*Out with the Buccaneers; or, The Treasure of the Snake.By Tom Bevan.
*The Castawaysof Disappointrnent Island. By H.Escott-Inman
*Cap'n Nat's Treasure: A Tale of Old Liverpool. By Robert

Leighton.
*The Secret Men. By Tom Bevan.
*The Boy's Life of Greatheart Lincoln. By W. Francis Aitken.
Dick Dale, The Colonial Scout. By Tom Bevan.
Animals Worth Knowing: -True Stories of the Intelligence

of Animals and Birds. By Jennie Chappel.
Rambles among the Flo'wers. By T. Carrev•s With

coloured plates and other illustrations.
*By Mountain, Moorland, River, and Shore. By T. Carreras.

With coloured and many other Illustrations.
*By Summer Seas and Flowery Fields. By T. Carreras.
*The Wild Life of our Land. By T. Carreras, Uniform with

the above.
*Nature Walks and Talks. By T. Carreras. Large crowa,

8vp. Many Illustrations. Cloth boards.
*Jungle and Stream; or, The Adventures of Two Boys in Siam.

By Geo. Manville Fenn.
Sandfly"; or, In the Indian Days. -By F. B. Forester.

A Hero King: A Story ôf the Daysof King Alfred. By E. F. Pollard.
The Boys Book of the Sea. By W. H. Simmoads.
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2s. 6d. each (continue
THE 'TRUE GRIT" SERIES (continued).

td. 7
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Sappers and Miners; or, The Flood Beneath the Sea. By Geo.
Manville Fenn.

The Hidden City: A Story of Central America. By Walter C.
Rhoades.

A Boy of the First Empire. - By Elbridge S. Brooks.
The Boy's Life of Nelson. By J. Cuthbert Hadden. Large

Crown 8vo. 300 pages. J3eautiful coloured frontispiece, and eight
illustrations on art paper.

*True Grit: A Story of Adventure in West Africa. By Harold
Bindloss. Six Illustrations.,

*Cormorant Crag: A Tale of the Smuggling Days. By G. Man-
ville Fenn. Eight Illustrations by W. Rainey, R.1.

The Golliwog News. A Story for Children. By Philip and Fay
Inchfawn. Large Crown 8vo. 12 illustrations by T. C. Smith.

A miniature copy of a "Golliwog Newspaper " is given,with each
book.

The Adventures of a Dodo. By G. E. Farrow. With 37
Illustrations by Willie Pogany. Cloth gilt.

The Pilgrim's Progress. By John Bunyan. Beautifully bound
in cloth boards, and illustrated with more than 6o full-page and
oth.er engravings in both colour and black-and-white. Handsome
cloth bound, 2S. 6d. ; full gilt edges, 3s. 6d.

Corne, Break your Fast: Daily Meditations for a Year. By
Rev. Mark Guy Pearse. Large Crown 8vo. 554 pages. With
Portrait. Cloth boards.

The Earnest Life. By Silas K. Hocking. Crown 8vo. 19z
pages. With portrait and autograph. Cloth boards.

A Young Man's Mind. By J. A. Hammerton. Crown 8vo.
Cloth extra, gilt top.

The Missiorary Prospect. With a Survey of the World's
Missions. By Canon H. Robinson. Large Crown 8vo. Cloth boards,
2s. 6d. net.

The Romance of cible Study. An Exposition of the Method,
a Demonstration of the Power, and a Revelation of the Joy of true
Bible Reading. By Rev. Martin Anstey, M.A. 2s. 6d. net.

Our Rulers from William the Conqueror to Edward VII.
By J. Alexander. Foolscap 4to. Cloth gilt.

The Great Siberian Railway; What I saw on my Journey.
By Dr. F. E. Clark. Ci own 8vo: 213 pages. Sixty-five first-class
lilustrations on art paper. and a Map. Handsomely bound.

i:
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2s. 6d. each (continued).

Ferrar Fenton's Translations of the Holy Scriptures
in Modern English.

Cloth, 2s. 6d. each net. Paste Grain, 3s. 6d. each net.
Vol. .- The Five Books of Moses.
Vol. Il.-The History of Israel.

,Vol. 111.-The Books of the Prophets.
Vol. IV.-The Psalms, Solomon, and Sacred Writers.
Vol. V.-The New Testament.
The Complete Bible in Modern English, Incorporating the

above five volumes. Cloth extra, gilt top. 7s. 6d. net. Paste
Grain, 12S. 6d. net.

Brought to Jesus: A Bible Picture Book for Little Readers.
Contains 12 New Testament Scenes, printed in colours. Size,
13½ by io inches. Handsome coloured boards.

Bible Pictures and Stories : Old and New Testament. In one
Volume. Bound in cloth boards, with 89 full-page Illustrations.

Victoria: Her Life and Reign. By Alfred F. Knight. Crown
8vo. 384 pages. Cloth extra, 2S. 6d.; cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d.

2s. each.
"Geo. Manville Fenn" Series.

A new issue of the most popular stories by this prince of writers for Boys.
Exceptional value is shown in these ifolumes.

The Crystal Hunfert.
In Honour's Cause.
First in the Field.
Steve Younc
Rob Harlow's Adventures.
The Adventures of Don Lavington.

2s. each.
The Home Library.

Crown 8vo. 320 pages. Handsome Cloth Covers. Fully'Illustrated.
(Books marked withan asterisk are also bound with Gilt edges, 2s.6d. each.)

Norah's Victory; or. Saved through Suffering. By Laura
A. Barter-Snow. Author of "Harold," etc.
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The Children of the Crag. By Amy Whipple.
À Strong Man's Love. By David Lyall.
Those Berkeley Girls. By Lillias Campbell Davidson.
A Girl's Stronghold. By Eliza F. Pollard.
Done and Dared in Old France. By Deborah Alcock.
A Lion of Wessex. By Tom Bevan.
A Compleat Sea Cook. By Frank T. Bullen.
Under Wolfe's Flag; or, The Fight for the Canadas. By

Rowland Walker, Author of " The Treasure Galleon."
The Splendid Stars. By Florence E. Bone.
The Three-Cornered ljquse. By Evelyn Everett-Green.
A Study in Gold ! Irtrace Pettman.

*Who Conquers? or, A Schoolboy's Honour. By Florence Bone.
From School to Castle. By Charlotte Murray.

*Miss Elizabeth's Family. By Kent Carr.
*Hope Glynne's Awakening. By Jessie Goldsmith Cooper.
*The Call of Honour. By C. F. Argyll-Saxby.
*Agnes Dewsbury. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

A Lady of High Degree. By Jennie Chappell.
Pepper & Co. A Story for Boys and Girls. By Êsther E. Enock.
Comrades Three! A Story of the Canadian Prairies. By Argyll-

Saxby. .
The Fighting Lads of Devon ; or, In the Days of the Armada.

By Wm. Murray Graydon.
*A Little Bundle of Mischief. By Grace Carlton.
*A Gentleman of England : A Story of the Days of Sir Philip

Sidney. By E. F. Pollard.
*Three Chums; or, The Little Blue Heart. By E. M. Stooke.
*Helena's Dower; or, A. Troublesome Ward. By Eglanton

Thorne.
*True unto Death ; A Story of Russian Life. By E. F. Pollard.

Love Conquereth. By Charlotte Murray.
White lvory and Black, and other Stories of Adventure by Sea

and jand. By Tom Bevan, E. Harcourt Burrage, and John
Higginson.

Brave Brothers; or,Young Sons of Providence. By E. M. Stooke.
.*The Moat House; or, Celia's Deceptions. By EleanoraH.Stooke.

The Better Part. By Annie S. Swan.
r

C4

By S. W. Partridge & Co., Ltd.
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2s. each (conti cte)).

THE HOME LIBRARY (continued).
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2s. each (continued).
THE HOME LIBRARY (continued).

Lights and Shadows of Forster Square. By Rev. E. H.
Sugden, M.A.

Morning Dew-Drops: A Temperance Text Book. By Clara
Lucas Balfour. .

Mark Desborough's Vow. By Annie S. Swan.
My Dogs in the Northland. By Egerton R. Young. 288 pages.
The Strait Gate. By Annie S. Swan.
Alfred the Great: The Father of the English. By Jesse Page.

Library of Standard Works by Famous Authors.

LT

Crown 8vo. Bound in Handsone Cloth Boards. Well Illustrated.
(Books marked with an asterisk are also bound with Gilt edges, 2s.6d. each).

Tales from Shakespeare. By Mary and Charles Lamb.
Daisy. A Sequel to " Melbourne House." By Elizabeth

Wetherell.
Daisy in the Field. By the same Author.
The Wonder Book and Tanglewood Tales. By Nathaniel

Hawthorne.
The Young Fur Traders. By R. M. Ballantyne.
A Book of Golden Deeds. By CharlQtte Yonge.

*Julian Home. By F. W. Farrar.
Roland Yorke. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
Lorna Doone. By R. D. Blackmore.

*Harold : The Last of the Saxon Kings. By Bulwer Lytton.
Mrs. Overthewy'sRemembrances. ByjulianaHoratia Ewing.

*Eric : or, Little by Little. By F. W. Farrar.
*St. Winifred's. By the same Author.-
The Fairy Book: Fairy Stories Re-told Anew. By Mrs. Craik,

Author of " John Halifax, Gentleman."
*Adam Bede. By George Eliot.
*The Schonberg-Cotta Family. By Mrs. Rundle Charles.
Reminiscences of a Highland Parish. .By Norman Macleod.

*From Log. Cabin to White House; The Story of President
Garfield. By W. M. Thayer.

The Children of the New Forest. By Captain Marryat.
The Starling. By Norman Macleod.

*Hereward the Waké. By Charles Kingsley. .
The Heroes. By Charles Kingsley.



By S. W. Partridge & Co., Ltd.

2s. each (contiuea).
LIBRARY or STANDARD WORKS By FAMOUS AUTHORS (contd.)

The Channings. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
Ministering Children. By M. È. Charlesworth.
Ministering Children: A Sequel. By the same Author.
The Water Babies. A Fairy Tale for a Land Baby. By

Charles Kingsley.
*Hans Andersen's Fairy Tales.
-Coral Island. By R. M. Ballantyne.
Nettie's Mission. By Alice Gray.
Horne Influence: A Tale for Mothers. By Grace Aguilar.
The Gorilla Hunters. By R. M. Ballantyne.

*What Katy Did. By Susan Coolidge.
Peter the Whaler. By W. H. G. Kingston.
Melbourne House. By Susan Warner.

*The Lamplighter. By Miss Cummins.
*Grimm's Fairy Tales.
The Swiss Family Robinson: Adventures on a Desert Island.

*Tom Brown's Schooldays. By an Old Boy.
*Little Women and Good Wives. By Louisa M. Alcott.
The Wide, Wide World. By Susan Warner.
Danesbury House. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
Stepping Heavenward. By E. Prentiss.
John Halifax, Gentleman. By Mrs. Craik.

*Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe.
Naomi; ,or, The Last Days of Jerusalem. By Mrs. Webb.

*The Pilgrim's Progress. By John Bunyan.
Uncle Tom's Cabin. By Harriet Beecher Stowe.
Westward Ho! By Charles Kingsley.

Great Deeds' Series.
Large Croum 8vo. 320 pages. Fuit' of Illustrations. Handsomely bound

in Cloth Boards. . 2s. cach. (A lso with Gidt edges, 2s. 6dÇ each.)
'Mid Snow and ice. Stories of Peril in Polar Seas. By C. D.

Michael.
Heroes of the Darkness. By J. Bernard Mannix.
Stories of Self-Help. By John Alexander.
Famous Boys : A Book of Brave Endeavour. By C. D. Michael.
Noble Workers : Sketches of the Life and Work of Nine Noble

Women. By Jennie Chapéeli.
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2s. each (contùnued)..
"GREAT DEEDS" SERIES (continued). TF

Heroes of our Empire: Gordon, Clive, Warren Hasti'ngs, (Bc
Havelock and Lawrence.

Heroes who have Won their Crown: David Livingstone and
John Williams.

Great Works by Great Men. By F. M. Holmes.
Brave Deeds for British Boys. By C. D. Michael.
Two Great Explorers: The Lives of Fridtjof Nansen and

Sir Henry M. Stanley.
Heroes of the Land and Sea : Firemen and their Exploits, and *

the Lifeboat.

Heroic -Leaders: Great Saints of British Christianity. By
Dinsdale T. Young. 2S. net.

Present Day Life and Religion. By Dr. A. C. Dixon. 2s. net.
Bunyan's Folk of To-day ; or, The Modern Pilgrim's Progress.

By Rev. J. Reid Howatt. Twenty Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
The Book of Books. The Bible, its Marvellous History and

Triumphs. By Charles F. Bateman.
The ·Story of Jesus. For Little Children. 'By Mrs. G. E.

Morton. Large 8vo. 34o pages. Eight pictures in best style of
colour-work, and many other Illustrations. Handsomely bound
in cloth boards.

Love, Courtship, and Marriage. By Rev. F. B. Meyer, B.A.
Crown 8vo. 152 pages. Embellished cloth cover, 2S. net. Full
Gilt Edges, 2S. 6d. net.

The Influence of the Press: Its Power and its Weakness. By
R. A. Scott-James. 2S. net.

is. 6d. each.
The Up-to-Date Library

0 Thick Crown 8vo. Voumes. 320 pages. Many Illustrations.
Cloth Boards.

Smoking Flax. By Silas.K. Hocking.
Old Wenyon's Will. By John Ackworth.
Neta Lyal. By Flora E. Berry.-
The White Dove. By E. F. Pollard.
The Yellow Shield. By W. Johnston.

I



By S. W. Partridge& Co., Ltd. t3

(Books marked with an asterisk are also bound with gilt edges, 2S. each.)

Roger the kanger. By E. F. Pollard.
Crag Island; or, The Mystery of Val Stanlock. By W. Murray

Graydon.
A Girl's Battle. By Lillias Campbell Davidson.
Edwin, the Boy Outlaw. By J. Frederick Hodgetts.
Stuart's Choice; or, Castleton's " Prep." By Charlotte Murray.

*One of the-Tenth. A Tale of the Royal Hussars. By William
Johnston.

Wardlaugh; or, Workers Together. By Charlotte Murray.
More than Money! By A. St. John Adcock.
Norman's Nugget. By J. Macdonald Oxley.

*A Desert Scout : A Tale of Arabi's Revolt. By Wm. Johnston.
The Red Mountain of Alaska. By Willis Boyd Allen.
Coral: A Sea Waif and Her Friends. By Charlotte Murray.
Robert Aske : A Story of the Reformation. By E. F. Pollard.
The Lion City of Africa. By Willis Boyd Allen.
The Spanish Maiden : A Story of Brazil. By Emma E. Horni-

brook.
The Bey from Cuba. A School Story. By Walter Rhoades.

*Through Grey to Gold. By Charlotte Murray.
The Wreck of the Providence. By E. F. Pollard.

*DQrothy's Training. By Jennie Chappell.
Manco, the Peruvian Chief. By W. H. G. Kingston.

*Muriel Malone ; or, From Door to Door. By Charlotte Murray.
Her Saddest Blessing. By Jennie Chappell.
A Trio of Cousins: A Story of English Life in 179 . By Mrs.

G. E. Morton.
Mick Tracy, the Irish Scripture Reader.
Grace Ashleigh. By Mary R. D. Boyd.
Without a Thought; or Dora's Discipline. By Jennie Chappell.
Edith Oswald ; or, Living for Others. By Jane M. Kippen.
A Village Story. By Mrs. G. E. Morton.
Eric Strong: Not Forgetting his Sisters. By Rev. Thos.

Phillips, B.A.
The Eagle Cliff. By R. M..Ballantyne.

2 ... '.j~ 1- 2'
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is. 6d. each (continued).
THE UP-TO-PATE LIBRARY (continued).
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is,. 6d. each (contunznet).

THE UP-TO-DATE LIBRARY (continued).

The Slave Raiders of Zanzibar. By E. Harcourt Burrage.
Avice. A Story of Imperial Rome. By E. F. Pollard.
The King's.Daughter. By " Pansy."
Three People. By " Pansy."

*The Young Moose Hunters. By C. A. Stephens.
*Eaglehurst Towers. By Emma Marshall.

Uncle Mac, the Missionary. By Jean Perry. Six Illustrations
by Wal. Paget on art paper. Cloth boards.

Chilgoopie the Glad : A Story of Korea and her Children. By
Jean Perry. Eight Illustrations on art paper. Cloth boards.

The Man in Grey ; or, More about Korea. By Jean Perry.
Queen Alexandra: the Nation's Pride. By Mrs. C. N.

Williamson. Crown 8vo. Tastefully bound. is. 6d. net.
William McKinley: Private and President. By Thos. Cox

Meech. Crown bvo. i6o pages, with Portrait. is. 6d. net.
Wellington: the Record of a Great Miilitary Career. ,By A. E.

Knht. Crown 8vo. Cloth gilt, with Portrait. is. 6d. net.

The British ,'Boys' Library.

.Fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 168 pages., Cloth extra.

Rupert's Resolve. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.
Barney Boy. By the same Author.
The Yellow Pup : A Story for Boys. By Evelyn Everett-Green.
The Crew- nf the Rectorv. Rv M R Manwell

The King's.Scouts, By William R. A. Wilson.
General John; A Story for Boy Scouts. -By Evelyn Everett- T

Green. .

Through Flame and Flood. Stories of Herpism on Land and
Sea. By C. D. Michael.

Nevèr Beaten! A Story of a Boy.'s Adventures in Canada.
By E. 'Harcourt Burrage, Author of* "Gerard Mastyn," etc.

Noble Deeds: Stories of Peril and Heroism. Edited by C.D
Michael.

~~Z~' J~a-
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I ne Giris of St. ursulas. A Story ot School Lite. ty M. 13.
Manwell.

The Little Heroine. By Brenda Girvin.
Alison's Quest; or, The Mysterious Treasure. By Florence E.

Bone'
Little Gladwise. The Story of a Waif. By Nellie Cornwall.
,A Family of Nine ! By E. C. Phillips.
Alice and the White Rabbit: Their Trips Round about London.

By Brenda Girvin.
Friendless Felicia: or, A Little City Sparrow. By Eleanora

H. Stooke.
Keziah in Search of a Friend. By Noel Hope.
Salome's Burden; or, The Shadow on the Home. By Eleanora

H. Stooke.
Granny's Girls. By M. B. Manwell.
The Gipsy Queen. By Emma Leslie. \

Book Lover's Library.
With beautiful coloured frontispiece, illustrated title page and other illustrations.

Art Binding. 1s. 6d. each, net.

Tas WoNDERBOOK AND TANGLE- LORNADooNE. By R. D. Black-
wOOD 'ALES. more.

THE .OUNG FUR-TRADERS. A BOOK OF GOLDEN DEEns. By
LaM's TALEs FROM SHAKE- Charlotte onge.

THE, LITTLE DUKE. By the same

AISY IN TUE FIELD.
AN.Hous. By F. W. Farrar. SELF-HELP. By Samuel Smiles.

ND YoREE. By Mrs. Henry HAROLD, e Last
Wood. $R ings. By BIwD Lyttak

more.

By S. W. Partridge & Co., Ltd. 15

Is. 6d. each (continua).î
THE BRITISH .BOYS' LIBRARY (continued).

Armour Bright. The Story of a Boy's Battles. By Lucy Taylor.
Brown Ai; or, A Stolen Holiday. By E. M. Stooke.
Success : Chats about Boys who have Won it. By C. D. Michael.
Robin the Rebel. By H. Louisa Bedford.

The British Girls' Library.
Fully Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Cloth extra.

"Meddlesome Mattie." By A. Miall.
An Unpopular Schoolgirl. By Bertha Mary Fisher.
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Is. 6d. each (contizued).
BOOK LOVER'S ,LIBRARY (continued). Is. 6d. net. POF
ERic; or, Little by Little. By F. HANS ANDFRSEN's FAIRY TALES.

W. Farrar. WESTWARD Ho! By Charles
ST. WINIFREDS. By the same Kingsley.

Author.
THE HEROES. By Charles TM BON SCHOODYS.

Kingsley. LLR M ANDooWE
ALIcE IN WONDERLAND. By

Lewis Carroll. HEREWARD THE WAKE. By
JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. By Charles Kingsley

Mrs. Craik. UNCLE ToMs CABIN. By H. B.
GNIMM'S RAIRY TALES. stowe.

Ppa/ar WissDonary Biogra res.

Large Crown 8vo 160 pages. Cloth extra. Fully fllustrated.F

J. G. Pato n: The Mani and His Mission. By C. D. Michael.
Timothy Richard, D. D., the Apostie of Literature in China.

By Rev. B. Reeve.
George Augustus Selwyn: The Pioneer Bishop of New Zeal*and.

HEy Frank W. Boreham.
James Hannington : BishCp and Martyr. By C. D. Michael.
Two Lady Missibnaries in Tibet: Miss Annie R. Taylor and

Dr. Susie Rijnhart Moyes. By Isabel S. Robson.
Dr. Laws of Livingstonia. By Rev. J. Johnston.
Grenfel of Labrador. By Rev. J. jorston. 
Johan G. Oncken HisLife and Work. By Rev. J. Hunt Cooke.
James Chalmers, Missionary and Explorer of Rarotonga and

New Guinea. By William Robson.
Griffith John, Founder of the Hankow Mission, Central China.

By William Robson.
Robert Morrison : The Pioneer of Chinese Missions. By William

J. Townsend.
Captain Allen Gardiner: Sailor and Saint. By Jesse Page.
The Congo for Christ The Story of the Congo Mission. By

Rev. J. B. Myers.
David Brainerd, the Apostle to the North-American Indians.

By Jesse Page. F. R.G. S.
David Livingstone. By Arthur eJohnston.
John Williams: The Martyr Missionary of Polynesia. By Rev.

James Ellis. ,
y Missionaries in Foreign Lands. By Mrs. E. R. Pitman.

Missionary Heroines in Eaist nerr s Mands. By Mr W E. R. Pitllian
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is. 6d. each (continued).

POPULAR MISSIONARY BIOGRAPHIES (continued).

Henry Martyn : His Life and Labours. By Jesse Page.

Robert Moffat: The Missionary Hero of Kuruinan. By David
J. Deane.

Samuel Crowther : The Slave Boy who became Bishop of the
Niger. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

Bishop Patteson: The Martyr of Melanesia. By same Author.

William Carey : The Shoemaker who became the Father and
Founder of Modern Missions. By Rev. J. B. Myers.

John Wesley. By Rev. Arthur Walters.

From Kafir Kraal to Pulpit: The Story of Tiyo Soga, First
Ordained Preacher of the Kafir Race. By Rev. H. T. Cousins.

James Calvert ; or, From Dark to Dawn in Fiji. By R. Vernon.

Thomas J. Comber: Missionary Pioneer to the Congo. By
Rev. J. B. Myers.

The Christianity of the Continent. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

Popular Biographies.

Large Crown 8vo. Cloth Boards. Fully Illustrated.

Women of Worth. Skheh s of the Lives of the Qncn of
Roumania (" Carmen Sylva'"), Frances Power Cobbe, Mrs. J. R.
Bishop, and Mrs. Bramwell Booth. By Jennie Chappell.

Women who have Worked and Won. The Life Story of
Mrs. Spurgeon, Mrs. Booth-Tucker, F. R. Havergal, and Ramabai.
By Jennie Chappell.

Noble Work by Noble Women : Sketches of the Lives of the
Baroness Burdett-Coutts, Lady Henry Somerset, Mrs. Sarah Rob-
inson, Mrs. Fawcett, and Mrs. Gladstone. By Jennie Chappell.

Four Noble Women and their Work: Sketches of the Life and
Work of Frances Willard, Agnes Weston, Sister Dora, and Catherine
Booth. By Jennie Chappell.

Florence Nightingale: The \Vounded Soldier's Friend. By
Eliza F. Pollard.
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is. 6d. each (continued).

POPULAR BIOGRAPHIES (continued).

Four Heroes of India. Clive, Warren Iastings,. Havelock,
Lawrence. By F. M. Holmes

General Gordon: The Christian Soldier and Hero. By G.
Barnett Smith.

Two Noble Lives John WXicliffe, the Morning Star of the
Reformation; and Martin Luther, the Reformer. 13y David J.
Deane. 208 pages.

Heroes and Heroines of the Scottish Covenanters. By
J. Meldrum Dryerre, LL.B., F.R.G.S.

John Knox and the Scottish Reformation. By G. Barnett
Smith.

George Müller: The Modern Apostle of Faith. By Fred G.
Warne.

Life-Story of Ira D. Sankey, The Singing Evangelist. By
David Williamson.

John Bright : Apostle of Free Trade. By Jesse Page, F.R.G.S.

Philip Melancthon : The Wittemnberg Professor and Theologian
of the Reformation. By David J. Deane.

The Marauess of Salisbury : His Inherited Characteristics,
Political Principles, and Personality. Ly V. F. Aitken.

Joseph Parker, D.D. His Life and Ministrv. By Albert
Dawson.

Hugh Price Hughes. By Rev. J. Gregory Mantle.

R. J. Campbell, M.A. ; Minister of the City Temple, London.
By Charles T. Bateman.

Dr. Barnardo: "The Foster-Father of Nobody's Children." By
Rev. J. H. 3att.

W. Robertson Nicoll, LL.D.; Editor and Preacher. By Jane
Stoddart.

F. B. Meyer: His Life and Work. By M. Jennie Street.

John Clifford, M.A., B.Sc., LL.D., D.D. By Chas. T. Bateman.
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is. 6d. each (conitizined).

POPULAR BIOGRAPHIES (continued).

Thirty Years in the East End. A Marvellous Story of MIssion
Work. By W. Francis Aitken.

Alexander Maclaren, D.D.: The Man and lis Message. By
Rev. John C. Carlile.

Lord Milner. -By W. B. Luke.

--Lord Rosebery, Imperialist. P>y J. A. lanmmerton.
Joseph Chamberlain.: A Romance of. Modern Politics. By

Arthur Mee.

'Picture 'Books.

Size, 10î x 8½ inches. With 6 charming coloured plates. and beautifullv
printed in colours throughout. For bulh ani quality these books are
exceptional. Handsonme coloured covers, withL cioth backs. Is. 61. each

Happy Days.

Baby Bunting's Picture Book.

is. each.
First Steps to Nursing. A HIandboojk for Nursing Candidates.

By Mabel Cave. is. net.

The Chief Scout¶: The Life of Lieut.-Gen. Sir Robert Baden-
Powell. By W. Francis Aitken

Golden Words for Every Day, By M. Jennie Street. ~is.

Novelties, and How to Make Thern: Hints and 1[elps
in providing occupation for' Children's Classes' Compiled by
Mildred Duff. Full of Illustrations Cloth boaids, is.

In Defence of the Faith: The Old Better than the New.
By Rev. F. B" Meyer. Cloth Boards, is. net

Ingatherings : A Dainty Book of Beautiful ThoughTs. Cormpiled*
by E. Agar. Cloth boards, is net. Papercovers, 6d. net.

The New Cookery of Unproprietary Foods. By EuStace
Miles M.A. 192 pages. xs. net-.
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is. each (conined).

Books for Christian Workers.

Large Crown 16mo. 128 pages. Chastely bound in Cloth Boards. 1s. each.

The Home Messages of Jesus. By Charlotte Skinner.

Deeper Yet: Meditations for the Quiet Hour. By Clarence E.
Eberman.

Royal and Loyal. Thoughts -on the Two-fold Aspect of the
Christian Life. By Rev. W. H. Griffith-Thomas.

The Overcoming Life.- By Rev. E. W. Moore.

Some Deeper Things. By Rev. F. B. Meyer.
Steps to the Blessed Life. By Rev. F. B. Meyer.
Daybreak in the Soul. By Rev. E.-W. Moore.
The Temptation of Christ. By C. Arnold Healing, M.A..

One Shilling Reward Books,

FuUy Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 128 pages

"Tops !" A Story of a Poor Waif. By Jessie Challacombe.
A Schoolboy's Honour; or, The Lost Pigeons. By Ethel

Lindsay.

Iredale Minor. A School Story for Boys. By Mere4ith Fletcher.
Kitty's Enemy; or, The Boy· next Door. By Eleanora H.

Stooke.
Crackers. The Story of a Little Monkey. By May Wynne.
Tommy and' the Owl. By Evelyn Everett-Green.

A Fair Reward : The Story of a Prize. By Jennie Chappel.
Jeff's Charge: A Story of London Life. By Charles Herbert
The Making of Ursula. By Dorothea Moore.

Jimmy The Tale of a Little Black Bear. By May Wynne.
"Tubby"; or, Right about Face. By J. Howard Brown.
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By S. W. Partridge & Co., Lid. 21

ls.- each (continued).
ONE SHILLING REWARD BOOKS (continued).

Alan's Puzzle; or, The Bag of Gold. By F. M. Holmes.

Auntie Any's Bird Book. By A. M. Irvine.

Billy's Hero; or, The Valley of Gold. A Story of Canadian
Adventure. By Marjorie L. C. Pickthall.

The Sti-aight Road. By Marjorie L. C. Pickthall.

One Primrose Day. By Mrs. Hugl St. Leger.

The Whitedown Chums. By Jas. H. Brown.

Sweet Nançy. By L. T. Meade.

Little Chris the Castaw. By F. Spenser.

All Play and No Work. By Harold Avery.

Always Happy; or, The Story of Helen Keller. By Jennie
Chappeil.

Cola Monti; or, The Story of a Genius. By Mrs. Craik.

Harold; or, Two Died for Me. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

Indian Life in the Great North-West. By Egerton R. Young.

Jack the Conqueror; or, Difficulties Overcome. By
Mrs. C. E. Bowen.

Lost in the-Backwoods. By Edith C. Kenyon.

The Little Woodman and his Dog Coesar. By Mrs. Sherwood.

Roy's Sister; or, His Way and Hers. By M. .B. Manwell.

George & Co.; or, The Chorister of St. Anselm's. By Spencer
T. Gibb.

Ruth's Roses. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.

Bessie Drew; or, The Odd Little Girl. By Amy Manifold.
Sunshine and Snow. By Harold Bindloss.
True Stories of Brave Deeds. By Mabel Bowler. ;

Paul the Courageous.. By Mabel Quiller-Couch.
Other Pets and their Wild Cousins. By Rev.J. Isabell,F.E.S.
The Adventures of Ji. By G. E. Farr<fw, Author of "The

Wallypug of Why."
A Mysterious Voyage; or, The Adventures of a Dodo. By

G. E. Farrow.



2Catalogue of Books Publshed I
1s. each (continued).

Nature Subjects. By T..Carreras.
Copiously illustrated by .Drawings and Photographs

Author, and with Coloured Plate.
Spring
Summer Rambles among
Autumn the Flowers
Winter
The Mountain.
The Moorland. Twelve books, iE
The River.
The Shore.
The Pond.
The Wood.
The Hedge.
The Meadow.

Partridge's Shiilling Library.

from Nature, by the

. each.

Crown 8vo. 136 pages. Illustrations printed on Art Paper. A Splendid
Series of Stories for Aduits.

Brindlewood Farm. A West Country Tale. By S. E. Burrow.
Penlune. A Story of a Cornish Village. By the same Authôr.
For Coronet or Crown ? By Grace Pettman.
Friend or Foe ? , By S. E. Burrow.
Nance Kennedy. By L. T. Meade.
Robert Musgrave's Adventure: A Story of Old Geneva. By

Deborah Alcock.
The Taming of the Rancher: A Story of Western Canada.

By Argyll Saxby.
"Noodle": From Barrack Room to Mission Field. By S. E.

Burrow.
Out of the Fog. By Rev. J. Isabell, F.E..S.
Through Sorr6w and Joy: A Protestant Story. By M.A. R..

is. each net.
Crown 8vo. 192 pages. Stif Paper Covers, 1. cach net. ClotA Boards.

1s. 6d. cach net. (Not Illustrated).
Partridge's Temperance Reciter.
Partridgé's Reciter of Sacred and Religious Pieces.
Partridge's Popular Reciter. Old Favourites and New.
Partridge's Humorous Reciter. I

I
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I.each (continuar). *
Ceap Reprints of Popular Books tor the Toung.

Crown 8vo. 160 Pages. Illustrated. Cloth Boards, 1s. each.

Runaway Rollo. By E. M. Stooke.
The Tender t.ight of Home. *By, Florence Willmot.
Missionary Heroes : Stories of Heroism on the Missionary Field.

By C. D. Michael.
Nearly Lost, but Dearly Won. By Rev. T. P. Wilson, M.A.
Well.Done ! Stories of Brave Endeavour. By C. D. Michael.
The Pigeon's Cave. A Story of the Great Orme. By J. S. Fletcher.
Heroines: True Tales of Brave Women. By C. D. Michael.
The Canal Boy who Became President. By F. T. Gammoi,
ZUlah, the Little Dancing Girl. By Mrs. Hugh St. Leger.
The Lads of Kingston. By J. Capes Story.
Jack, the Story of a Scapegrace. By E. M. Bryant.
Patsie's Bricks. By L. S. Mead.
Kathleen ; or, A Maiden's Influence. By Julia Hack.
Her Bright To-morrow. By Laura A. Barter-Snow.
Patsy's Schooldays; or, The Mystery Baby. By Alice M. Page.
Dick's Chum. By M. A. Paull.
Mousey; or, Cousin Robert's Treasure. By E. H. Stooke.
Marigold's Fancies. By L. E. Tiddeman.
Thé Thane of the Dean. By TomBevan.
Nature's Mighty Wonders. By Rev. Richard Newton.
Hubert Ellerdale: A Tale of the Days of Wicliffe. By W.

Oak Rhind.
The Maid of the Storm. By Nellie Cornwall.
Heroes All IA. A Book of Brave Deeds. By C. D. Michael.
The Old Red-Schoolhouse. By Frances H. Wood.
Christabel's=lnfluence. By J. Goldsmith Cooper.
Deeds of Daring. By C. D. Michael.
Everybody's Friend. By Evelyn Everett-Green.
The Bell Buoy. By F. M. Holmes.
Vic* A Book of Animal Stories. By A. C. Fryer, Ph.D., F.S.A.
Nella; or, Not My Own.. By Jessie Goldsmith Cooper.
Blossom and Blight By M. A. Paull.
Aileen. By Laura A. Barter-Snow. .
Satisfied. By Catherine Tr6wbridge.
A Candle Lighted by the Lord. By Mrs. E. Ross.

''i
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i s. each (contnued).
CHEAP REPRINTS OF POPULAR B'OOKS FOR THE YOUNG.

(continued).
Alice Western's Blessing. By Ruth Lamb.
Marigold. By Mrs. L. T. Meade.
Jack's Heroism. By Edith C. Kenyon.
The Little Princess of Tower Hill. By L. T. Meade.
Ellerslie House : A Book for Boys. ty Emma Leslie.
Like a Little Candle; or, Bertraiid's Influence. By Mrs. Haycraft.
The Dairyman's Daughter. By Legh Richmond.
bible Jewels. By Rev. Dr. Newton.
Bible Wonders. By the same Author.
The Pilgrim's Progress. By John Bunyan. 416 pages. Eight

coloured and 46 other Illustrations.
Our Duty to Animals. By Mrs. C. Bray.

Everyone's Library.
A r-issue of Standard Works in a' cheap form. containing from 320 to

500 pages, printed in the best style, with Illustrations on art paer,
and tastefully bound in Cloth Boards. 1s. sach.

Tales from Shakespeare. By Mary and Charles Lamb.
Daisy. By Elizabeth Wetherell.
Daisy in the Field. By the same Author.
The Wonder Book and Tanglewood Tales. By Nathaniel

Hawthorne.
The Young Fur Traders. By R. M. Ballantyne.
John Ploughman's Talk. By C. H. Spurgeon.
Julian Home. By F. W. Farrar.
Roland Yorke. By Mrs. Henry Wood
Lorna Doone. By R. D. Blackmore.
The Little Duke. By Charlotte Yonge.

A Book of Golden Deeds. By the same Author.
Nettie's Mission. By Alice Gray.
Harold : The Last of the Saxon Kings. By Bulwer Lytton.
Mrs. Overtheway's Remenbrances. By Juliana Horatia Ewing.
Self Help: Illustrations of Character and Conduct. By Samuel

Shiiles.
Eric or, Little by Little. By F. W. Farrar.
St. Winifred's. By the same Author.
The Fairy Book: Fairy Stories Retold Anew. By Mrs. Craik

Author of "John Halia, Gentleman.'

t44_
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By S. W.Parridg c~Co., Ltd. 2

ler

I
1 s. each (contînued).

EVERYONE'S LIBRARY (continued).

Bçn Hur. By Lew Wallace.
Adam Bede. By George Eliot.
The Schonberg-Cotta Family. By Mrs. Rundle Charles.
Reminiscen-ês of a Highland Parish. By Norman Macleod.
The Strait Gate. By Annie S. Swan.
Mark Desborough's Vow. By Annie S. Swan.
Better Part. By the same Author.
From Log Cabin to White House. By W. M. Thayer.
The Gorilla Hunters. By R. M. Ballantyne.
Naomi; or, The Last Days of Jerusalem. By Mrs. Webb.
The Starling. By Norman Macleod.
The Children of the New Forest. By Captain Marryat.
Danesbury House. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
Grai'ny's Wonderful Chair. By Frances Browne.
Hereward the Wake. -By Charles Kilgsley.
The Heroes. By Charles Kingsley.
Ministering Children. By M. L. Charlesworth.
Ministering Children: A Sequel. By the sanie Author.
-Peter the Whaler. By W. H. G. Kingston.
The Channings. By Mrs. Henry Wood.
Melbourne House. By Susan Warner.
Alice in Wonderland. By Lewis Carroil.
The Lamplighter. By Miss Cummins.
What Katy Did. By Susan Coolidge.
Stepping Heavenward. By E. Prentiss.
Westward Ho ! By Charles Kingsley.
The Water Babies. By the same Author.
The Swiss Family Robinson.
Grimm's Fairy Tales. By the Brothers Grimm.
The Coral Island. By R. M. Ballantyne.
Hans Andersen's Fairy Tales.
John Halifax, Gentleman. By Mrs. Craik.
Little Women and Good Wives. By Louisa M. Alcott.
Tom Brown's Schooldays. By an Old Boy.
The Wide, Wide World. BySusan-Warner. -
Life and Adventûres of Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe.
Uncle Tom's Cabin. By H. B. Stowe.
The Old Lieutenant and His Son. By Norman Macleod.

i
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is. each net.
The Boys' Adventure Series.

A new series of books for boys, of remarkable value. There are from 320 to
416 pages in eac book. The attractiveness, of the series is enhanced by
the inclusion of three-colour illustrations and an interest - compelinZ
wrapper. 1s. net.

Jack Rollock's Adventures.
The Eagle Cliff. By R. M. Ballantyne.
Comrades Three! By Argyll Saxby.
Trapper Dan. By Manville Fenn.
Out with the Buccaneers. By Tom Bevan.
The Indian Vengeance. By F.B. Forester.
The Castaways of Disappointment Island. By H. Escott

Inman.
Cap'n Nat's. Treasure. By R. Leighton.
The Master of the Relâel First. By Howard Brown.
In the Misty Seas. By H. Bindloss.
The Fighting Lads of Devon. By W. M. Graydon.
The Yellow Shield. By W. Johnston.

1s. each.
Attrctive Picture 'Books.

Coloured Frontispiece and -numerous other illustrations. Handsomely bouud
n paper boards. Covers printed in 10 colours and varnished. lu. s.

Smiles and Dimples. Holiday Hours in Animal Land.
Dollies' School. Animal Antics.
Sunny Days! In Animal Land with Louis Wain.
Queen of the Daísies 1 Feed My Lambs.
Come Out to Play. Old Testament Heroes,
King 9f the Castle. The Life of Jesus.
Pictures from Playland. Bible Pictures and Stories. Old

Daisyland. Testament..
My Dollies' A, B. C. Bible Pictures and Stories. New

Testament.

'i A 14
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9d. each.
Ninepenny Serk.s of Illustrated Books.

96 pages. Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Handsome Cloth Covers.

Tom and the Enerpy. By Clive R. Fenn.
Birdie and ber Dog. By E. C. Phillips.
Suzanne. By M. I. Hurrell,
The Young Happitiess Makers. By E. Hope Lucas.
Who was the Culprit? By Jennie Chappell.
Letty; or, The Father of the Fatherless. By H. Clement.
Caravan Cruises: Five Children in a Caravan. By Phil Ludlow.
Crown Jewels. By Heather Gray.
Daring and Doing. By Mrs. Crosbie-Brown.

Children of Cherryholne. By M. S. Haycraft.
Twice Saved! By Ei M. Waterworth.
Willie's Battles and How He Won Them. By E. M. Kendrew.
Into a Sunlit Harbour. By M. I. Hurrell.
Dick Lionheart By Mary Rowles Jarvis.
A« Regular Handful: or, .Ruthie's Charge. By Jennie Chappell.
Little Bunch's Charge ; o-, True to Trust. By Nellie Cornwall.
Mina's Sacrifice; or, The Old Tambourine. By Helen Sawer.
Our Den. By E. M. Waterworth.
Only a Little Fault! By Emma Leslie.
Marjory; or, What would Jesus Do? By Laura A. Barter-Snow.
The Little Slave Girl. By Eileen Douglas.
Out of the Straight ; or, The Boy who Failed and the Boy

who Succeeded. By Noel Hope.
Bob and Bob's Baby, -By Mary E. Lester.
Grandmother's Child. By Annie S. Swan.
The Little Captain: A Temperance Tale. By Lynde Palmer.
Love's Golden Key. By Mary E. Lester.
Secrets of the Sea. By Cicely Fulcher.
-For Lucy's Sake.. By Annie S. Swan.
Giants and How to Fight Them. By Dr. Newton.
How Paul's Penny-became a Pound.· By Mrs. Bowen.
How Peter's Pound became a Penny. By the same Agthor.

-Î t( - ý îýU 4r
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9d. each (1sntinued).

NINEPENNY SERIES OF ILLUSTRATED BOOKS (continued).

5
I2

A Sailor's Lass. By Emma Leslie.

Robin's Golden Deed. By Ruby Lynn.

Dorothy'sjnst. By Adela Frances Mount.

His Majes,'.s Beggars. , By Mary E. Ropes.

Lost Muriel; or, A Little Girl's Influence. By C. J. A. Opper.
mann.

Grannie's Treasures: and how they helped her. By L. E.
Tiddeman.

The Babes in the Basket; or, Daph and Her Charge.

Cripple George; or, God has a Plan for Every Man. A Tenm-
perance Story. By John W. Kneeshaw.

How a Farthing Made a Fortune; or, Honesty is the Best
Policy. By Mrs. C. E. Bowen.

Rob and 1 ; or, By Courage and Faith. By C. A. Mercer.

Frank Burleigh: or, Chosen'to be a Soldier. By Lydia Phillips.

Kibbie & Co. By Jennie Chappell.

Brave Bertie. By Edith C. Kenyon.

Marjorie's Enemy: A Story of the Civil War of 1644. By Mrs.
Adams.

Lady Betty's Twins. By E. M. Waterworth.

A Venturesome Voyage. By F. Scarlett Potter.

Faithful Friends. By C. A. Mercer.

Only Roy. By E. M. Waterworth and Jennie Chappell.

Aunt Armstrong's Money. By Jennie Chappell.

Cared For; or, The Orphan Wanderers. By Mrs. C. E. Bowen

A Flight with the Swallows. By Emma Marshall.

The Five Cousins. By Emma Leslie.

John Blessington's Enemy: A Story of Life iM' South Africa.
By E. Harcourt Burrage.



By S. W. Partridge C Co., Ltd. 29

6d. each.
Devotional Classics.

A New Series of Devotional Books by Standard Authors. Well printed on
good paper. Size 6¾ by 4¾ inthes. Beautifully bound in Cloth Boards,
6d. each, net-; Leather, Is. 64. each, net. (Not illustrated).

The Imitation of Christ. By Thomas á Kempis.

'The Holy War. By John Bunyan.

New Series. of Sixpenny Picture Books.

Crown 4to. With Coloured Frontispiece and many other Illustrations.
Handsomely bound in Paper Boards, with cover printed in ten colours.

Little Bright Eyes' Picture Book. By Uncle Ma'urice.
My Picture Book. BP Aunt Ethel.
Little Betty Blue'! By Uncle Maurice.

Buttercup's Picture Book. By Aunt Ethel.
Ride-a-Cock-Horse! By Aunt Ruth.,
Dolly Dimple's. Picture Book. By. Aunt Ethel.
Our Tea Party! By Aunt Ruth.
Little Miss Muffett. By Aunt Ethel.
Little Snowdrop's Bible Picture Book. By J. Dew.
Sweet Stories Retold.e A Bible Picture Book,,By J. Dew.
My Bible Picture Book
Sweet Stories of Old Four Bible Picture Books with
The Good Shepherd . coloured illustrations.

Friends of Jesus

1,
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6d. each (continud).

The "Red Dave" Series.

New and Enlarged Edition. Handsomely bound in Cloth Boards.
Well Illustrated.

ONLY A GIRL! By Dorothea
Moore.

THE MAN OF THE FAMILY. By
JENNIE CHAPPELL.

QUITS! A Story of a Schoolboy
Feud. By Maurice Partridge.

SUSIE'S SACRIFICE; or,- A Fair
Inheritance. By B. H. M. Walker.

" BE ]REPARED!" By C. F.
Argyll-Saxby.

A DOUBLE'VICTORY. The Story
of a Knight Errant. By Maurice
Partridge.

MINNIE's BIRTHDAY .STORY; or,
What the Brook Said. By Mrs.
Bowen.

ELSIES SACRIFICE. By Nora C.
Usher.

TIMFY SiKEs: Gentleman. By
Kent Carr.

GREYPAWS: The Astonishing Ad-
ventures of a Field Mouse. By Paul
Creswick.

TiE SQUIRE'S YOUNG FOLK. By
Eleanora H. Stooke.

THE CHRISTMAS CHILDREN: A
Story of the Marshes. By Dorothea
Moore.

THE LITTLE WOODMAN AND HIS
Dog Coasar. By Mrs. Sherwood.

BRAVE TOVIAK. By Argyll-
Saxby.

THE ADVENTURES OF PHYLLIS.
By Mabel Bowler.

A PrUCKY CHAP. By Louie
Slade.

FARTHING Dips; or What can I
do? By J. S. Woodhouse.

WHERE A QUEEN ONCE DWELT.
By Jetta Vogel.

BuY YOUR OwN CHERRIES.

LEFT IN CHARGE, and other
Stories.

fTwo LITTLE GIRLS AND WHAT
They did.

THE ISLAND HoME.

CHRISSY'S TREASURE.

DICK AND His DONKEY.

COME HOME, MOTIER.

' ROAST POTATOES! " A Temper-
ance Story. By Rev.- S. N. Sedg-
wick, M.A.

RED DAVE : or What Wilt Thou
have Me to do ?

KITTY KING. By Mrs. H. C.
Knight.

MIDGE. By L. E. Tiddeman.

HIs CAPTAIN. By Constancia
Sergeant.

"IN A MINUTE! " By Keith Mar-
low.

A LITTLE TOWN MOUSE.

A SUNDAY TRIP AND WHAT CAME
& it. By E. J. Romanes.

LOST IN THE SNOW.

ALMOST LOST. By Amethyst.

JEPTHAH'S LASS. By Dorothea
Moore.

THE DUCK FAMILY ROBINSON.
By A. M. T.' r

WILFUL JACK. By M. I. Hurrell.

WILLIE THE WAIF. By Minie
Herbert.

LITTLE TIM AND HIs PICTURE.
By Beatrice Way.

THE CONJURER'S WAND. By
Henrietta S. Streatfeild.

CHER Y TREE PLACE.

JOE AND SALLY: or, A Good Deed
and its Fruits.



By S. W. Partridge & Co., Ltd. 31

3d. each.
The Young Folk's Library.

With Coloured Friontistiece. 64 pages, well Illustrated. Iandsome covers.

LITTLE JACK THRUSH.

A LITTLE Boy's Toys.

THE PEARLY GATES.

SYBIL.

A BRIGHT IDEA.

THÉ LiTTLE \VOODMAN.

RONALD'S REASON.

THE CHURCH MOUSE.

Paternoster Series of Popu/ar Stories.

An entirely New Series of Books, Mediun 8vo. vu size, 32 pages, ju!y [iustrated.

Cover daintily printed in twto Celours, 1d. cach. Titles as foliowos

JOHN PLOUGHMAN'S TALK. (Part
I.) By C. H. Spurgeon.

JOHN PLOUGHMAN'S TALK.
(Part II.) By C. H. Spurgeon.

THE LAMP IN THE WINDOW. By
F. Bone.

ROBERT MUSGRAVE's ADVENTU RE.
By Deborah Alcock.

FIDDY SCRAGGS; Or, A Clumsy
Foot nay Tread True. By A. Buck-
land.

HARO.LD; or, Two Died for Me.
By Laura Barter-Snow.

"NOODLE! " From Barrack Room

to Mission Field. By S. E. Burrow.

Two. LITTLE GIRLS ANI) WHAT

they Did. By T. S. Arthur.

THE LITTLE CAPTAIN. By Lynde
Palmer.

TRUE STORIES OF BRAVE DEEDS.

By Mabel Bowler.

ALICE IN WONDERLAND.

THE DAIRYMAN'S DAUGHTER.

RoBIN's GOLDEN DtEn. By
Ruby Lynn.

THE BASKET OF FLOwERS.

BuY YOUR OwN CHERRIES. PV
John Kirtor.

THE GipsY QUEEN By Emrna
Leslie.

A CANDLE LIGHTED BY THE LORD.
B3y Mrs. Koss

GRANDMOTHER'S CHILD By
Annic S Swan.

THE BABES IN IHE BASKET; or,
Daph and her Charge

THE LITTLE PRINCESS OF TO\VER

11111 By L. T. Meade

THROUGH SORROW AND JOY. BV

M. A. R.

THE LITTLE \\OODMAN AND HIS

Dog Coesar. By Nlrs Sherwood.

DICK AND HIS DONKEY. By Mrs.
Bowen

THE LIGHT 0 THE GOSPEL.
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32 -S. W. Pa rtridge & Co.'s Catalogue.

THE BRITISH WORKMAN One Penny Monthly.
AMD HOME MONTHLY. 1s. 6d. per annuin post free.

A Unique Publication.
THE RT. HON. THOMAS BURr, P.C., M.P., says:-" J should like to see THE

BRITISH WORKMAN in the home of every working man; it certainly deserves to be."
" A wonderful pennyworth."-C. K. S. in " The Sphere."

THE FAMILY FRIEND: An Il1ustrated Magazine for every home
One Penny Monthly; is. 6d. per annuin, post free anywhere.

' THE FAMILY FRIEND has published some of the best work of
ANNIE S. SWAN, SILAs K. HOCKING, LILLIAS CAMPBELL DAVIDSON,
KATHARINE TYNAN, MORICE GERARD,- E. EVERETT-GREEN, ScoTrT
GRAHAM, etc. , It is the mother's companion and the growing girl's
delight. No home is complete without it.

The King of Papers for all Boys and Girls.

THE CHILDREN'S FRIEIID. On, Peîiny Monthly.
is. 8d. per annum, post free anywhere.

The Children's Friend is 'ripping.'"-YoRK. " The Children's Friend stands
supreme."-ScOTLAND. "Every bit is worth reading."-CANADA. "I love Tho
Children's Friend."-JAMAIcA.

THE INFANTS' MAGAZINE. One Penny Monthly.
No other periodical can be compared with THE INFANTS'

.MAGAZINE for freshness, brightness, 'and interest. SPLENDID
COLOURED PLATE WITH EACH ISSUE. Easy Painting
and Drawing Competitions. Widely adopted as a " First Reader."

is. 6d. per annum, post free anywhere.

SUNSHINE. One Penny Monthly.
is. 6d. per annum post free..

A treasure-house of good' things for boys and girls. In. addition to
a high class serial story, there are lieaps of other attractive features.
Bfautifully Illustrated.

THE BAD OF HOPE REVIEW. id. Monthly.
The Leading Temperance Periodical for the Young, containing Serial
and Short Stories, Concerted Recitations, Prize C'ompetitions, etc.
Should be in the hands'of all -Band of Hope Officers and Members.

is. per annum, post free anywhere.

These Magazines are.publlshed In bound Annual Volumes, front Is. to 2s. 8d.

Fre Specimen Copies sent to any address in the Woîid on receiLt of postcard.
S. W. PARTRIDGE & CO., Ltd., 21 & 22, Old Blley, London, E.C.
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