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N the month of Scprember,there pased

through Montreal, on the way from

ancs to the foothills of the Rockies

a distinguished figure unique for the last

three-quarters of a century in the annals
of the great Northwest.

Docrs of big thing—men who have made
history—ve till have with us, bue not
every maker of his s by the mere
g of  hand prevented massacres thae
might have wiped out the frontier of halfa
continent.  Few leaders have rallied halfa
hundred men to victory against a thousand
through pitchy darkness, in the confusion
of what was worse than dnkncss,fpamc
And not every hero of victory can be the
hero of defeat, a hero—for instance—to
the extent of standing sicge by scourge,
with three thousand dying and dead of the
plague, men flecing from camp pursued by
a phantom death, wolves skulking pot the
wind-blown tent-flaps unmolested, none
remaining to bury the dead but the one

in whose hands are over-busy with the
dying.

And not every hero s as unaware of the
world's blare as a child; and as indifferent
toit, Such is Pere Lacombe, kn
old fimers from the Mackenzie River to the
Missouri.
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To call him simply a priest is misleading;
for in these days of sentimental religion,
with the abolifion of the devil and a pious
turning up of the whites of one’s cyes fo an
stenated Deiy, priesthood is sometimes
associated with a sort of anwmic goodness
e i whis it cachiome sty
chair. But Father Lacombe’s goodness is
of the red-blood type, that knows how to

lal with men who think in terms of the
clenched fist.

wo kinds of men make desolating fail-

ures in a new land.  There is the one who
sits moused up in a house, measuring every
thing in the new country by the standards
of the old; and there is the book-full man,
who essays the wilds with city theories of
how to do everything from handling a buck-
ing broncho to converting a savage, only to
leam tha b ca'tkeepup vith the proes-
sion for the simple reasor:
say—that one has to learn mu et
woods not contained in “le curé’s pet-ce
cat-ce-cheesm.”

To neither of these classes did Father
Lacombe belong. He realized that one is
up against facts in the wilderness, not theo-
ties; that to clothe those facts in our
Eastern ideas of proprictics, is about as in-
congraous 28 10 doeetan Lohan it et
off garments of the white man. Instead
of expecting the Indian to adopt the white
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2 Pére Lacombe

man's mode of lfe, Father Lacombe adopt-
ed the Tndian's. He rode to their buffalo
hunts with them half a century ago, when
the herds roamed from the Missouri fo the
Saskatchewan in millions; or he broke the
way for the dog train over the trackless
leagues of snow berween the Saskatchewan
and Athabasea. Twice he was a_peace-
maker with the great Confederacy of Black-
feet, Bloods and Picgans.  Yet when hon-
orable peace could not be won, he won

nother kind of peace—the peace that is a
victory.

i

Tt was in the region of what is known as
Old Man's River, south of the Saskatche-
wan, Here the Blackfeet Indians could
pastue their numerous bands of ponics for
the winter, shelrered from the north wind

y the bluffs and deep ravines that cut
athwart the prairie in trenches.  Here, too,
i Do were likely to be found
browsing below the cliffs, or on the lce side
of the poplar groves along the banks of
sivers.

Were the buffilo as pleniful as old

7 or is this more of the old fimer's
yaroat™ 1 aked Father Lacombe

“Plentifull”  he repeated derisively.
“When 1 first went to the West and joined
the hunt of the buffalo, they were literally
in millions. 1 should think at least a mil-
ion a year must have been slaughtered
by the Indians of the Northwest. Why,
T have heard the old Cree and Blackfeet
chiefs say that at fording time, the rush of
the herds almost stopped the current of the
Saskatchewan and Missouri.”

But camping ground that offered such
ideal conditions of shelter, ford and food,
had its dangers.  From days immemorial,

sted berween Blackfeet and Cree.
The ribe with beat horees had greatest suc-
cess at the buffalo hunt; and that meant
sccurity against want.  From the time that
Spanish horses spread north of the Missou,
B Toians wf 1 gion b oy o e
cupations-hunting the buffalo, and raiding
other tribes for horses, The Blackfeet, like
the Sious, were tigerish fighters. They were
even bolder; for affer sweeping down on
Cree or Assiniboine or Sautau fo the cast,
they cou booty back up Old
Marts River to the passes of the Rackies
where no alien tribes could follow.  When

leagued with their confederates, the Bloods
and Picgans, they were invincible.

All through the winters of %68, '69 and 70
it was well known that an alliance of a thou-
o G, Ausislioiie aal Satuee wabs o
the var-path against the Blackfet; but no
one dreamed of the encmy invading the very
center of the Blschfoere biting ground.
The circumstances were not unlike the dan-
gers that threatened the French settlements
two hundred years before, when the
s eadled th larid o the Alponeing
and Hurons,  The different missions of the
half dozen Oblates who were in the North-
west, were scattered two, three, four hun-
dred miles apart. In case of attack, they
were farther away from help than Quebee
had been from France. It took six months
0 55 ot Eartein Catiad € the issions
west of Edmonton, two months fo go from
Ft. Garry (Winnipeg), where a handful of
fur traders lived inside a walled fort, to the
foothills of the Rockies, and three months
to send word to the outside world by way
of the Missouri-Benton trail to St. Paul.

Father Lacombe had already won the
respect of the Blackfeet by his heroism dur-
ing the small-pox scourge. He had taken
up winter quarters in the lodge of the great
Sun Chicf of the tribe. Some forty tepees
with sixty men, and their women and child-
fen were in the camp; and a short distance
away were two other encampments of fifty
or sixty tens. The prairic traveler learns
to read the signs of the snow as an open
poge o slien Toofprina vty foe-
warned the presence of an enemy.  Father
Tacombe utked Sun Chicf to call 4l the en-
campments together for the general safety;
but his caution was perhaps mistaken for
fear; and the camps not only remained
apart, but half the warriors in Sun Chicfs
encampment went off to hunt.

s a bitterly cold day in December
with the early dark and woolly, surcharged
atmosphere that precedes storm. Tent
thongs were braced taut against the howl-
ing wind. Extra wood was carried in
from the bluffs and heaped on the firc in the
ceners of the tepecs; and the four or five-
hundred horses were carcfully picketed in
shelter, so they could not drive before the
wind. Supper consisted of pemmican and
tea without sugar; and those were nights
when tin cup and fork almost stuck o the
lips in 2 burn from intensity of frost. In
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such weather, as one venerable Oblate, who

has been forty years on the Mackenzie, said:
“The hatchet was our Cross; for we did
soting but chop dov saplings £ fe-
wood 1o keep from freezing to dea

"The hatchet was to be snother Kind of
Cross to Father Lacombe that night.

¢ must have been a unique scenc-one
that will never again be enacted in America,
the wind howling like a demon pack of loup-
garou, outside; the tawny faces crouching
round the center fire inside the big tepee of
Sun Chicf, the leap of lumbent flame to the
suck of the wind at the hole in the fop of
the tepecs the blue smoke blinding the eye-
sight the minute one stood erect in the fent;
the shadows on the skin walls of the tepec;
the whining of the dogs o gain entrance;
the whinnying of the picketed ponies, and
upright in the crowded tepee above the
Blackfeet stretched on buffalo robes round
the fire, the figure of the weather-worn,
stalwart priest leading the chant of even-
song to the Great Spirit that is as much

of red man as of white.

Sun Chief and the priest must have
talked late, heaping wood on the firc; for it
was midnight before fires were out and

ther Lacombe rolled himself in a buffalo
robe with outer clothing folded as pillow.
Outside, raged the storm, “the forty below
and a blizzard” that Westerners know,
wrenching at the tent poles, heaping drifs,
lifting and falling in the shrill, whistling cry
that seems to die away in the wail of a lost
soul. One does not slecp on such nights,
Its the same instinct that makes animals
restless in storm;  something primordial,

ow consciousness, ehat pricks the senses
t0 alertmess for danger.  You may have re-
duced the whole cosmography of existence
o a scientific formula, proved that “winds
e el of s vl that
s don't course the earth disernbodied,
et B e only the myths of hu-
man fear; but you can't lie awake all night
listening to the corsairs of northern storms
screaming, hissing, shouting venomous glec
with the undertone of a deathless wail, and
nor think a good many thoughts you don't
alk ou

Suddenly,
with a yelk

Sun Chief leaped into the air
“Assinaw! Assinaw! The Cree!

The Cree!”
Nearly a thousand warriors had swooped
down on the camp of half-armed Blackfeet.

il

The late fire had marked out the chiefs
tent for special attack. The only safety
was the darkness of storm outside; but be-
fore Sun Chicf could grasp his gun and slash
open the tight-laced tent-flap, bullets were
whizzing through the tepee walls. Two
ball bounded with a spic of e throvgh the

. Then, the Indian

and Father Lacombe was the target for a
thousand shots, one musket charge splin-
teing two of the tent pols; bullets whise-
ling about his head with the sing—iz:

sp tht one never forget.

It took but a trice fo jerk his soutanc
from the pillow and slip it over his shoul-
ders. Seizing the little metal cross in_his
right hand, he murtered a_prayer, dashed
out and was in the thick of if, shouting at
the top of his voice—

“Fight! Fight! Don’t run! Don’t run!
Theyl cut you to picces if you run!Hoo-

! Fight, mes enfunts! En
avant, mes braves! Fight for your wives
and children!”

to the fime Father Lacombe came to
talk of that famous fight, he had worn
mther a wearied air. He had just landed
from the Alantic steamer and was
He conide't nnderstand why the i
should wish fo know about the little things
he had been able to do.  Other men would
have done the same. Many men had done
more. But as the memory of that night
came back, the eyes took on a new light, the
light of the war-horse that smells p
b, he sad, unconsciously falhag ino
that picturesque medley half English, half
French, “tat night—it was hell! It was
elll Tere is o light but the siister blase
of the muskets, when some one drop with
the death-cry.  We hear the Cree shouting
the war whoop, the Blackfeet women and
children lost in the dark, screaming for cach
other, not knowing which way to hide; the
horses whinny and stampede through camp
among the howling dogs; and the blaze—
aze—blaze of the guns, with the bullets
spitting through the snow like hot iron!”
As Father Lacombe dashed from the tent
a squaw staggered forward, shot through
the upper part of her body; and the blaze of a
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musket showed a child in her arms.  Before
lie knewit, his feet were bathed in her blood.
Barely could he administer the last rites to
the dying woman, when the enemy had
burst info the encampment and torn the
scalp from her head. Twenty-five tents
were scattered to the winds; but the Black-
feet never ceased to fight nor the priest o
hurrah them on! A hostile Assiniboine was
in the very act of plundering Father La-
combe’s possessions when a bal stretched
the miscreant dead on the bed which the
priest had just left. As if in instant pun-
ishment of the squaw's death, a Blackfoot
prang upon the corpoe, and the Assini
boinc’s scalp was ripped aw < the
body was cold. "Of 1 Lacombe's belonge

ings, everything was taken but the soutane
he had slipped over his shoulders, the Cross
he held in his hand, and a little book of
pirs n much for 2 man exposed fo 2
egree-below blizzard, a thousand
mdcs rom belp.

1 failed now,” he said, °T felt eve
thing would be Iost—all the years with fhe
Blackfeer and Cree gone for nothing.”

More chan cha ifthe howsand hosiles
had succeeded in exterminating the Black-

feet camp, including the priest, ev
sion and fur post and frontier scr(lemcn(
between the Missouri and Mackenzic would

Bave been exposed to atuck, T does ot
much success to turn a white man's

s and it takes les o intoxicate a thou-
sand warriors on the ramj

The one hope was to let the assailants
know the priest was among the Blackfeet;
fox e hacl heftenclod the G, i i phe
small-pox scourge.

plfang the Cooss in s right hand, with

a flag flourished in the left, he rushed for-
ward shouting: “It is I—Lacombe, your
friend!”  But in the confsion of storm and
musketry, he could make himself neither
scen nor hear

Three times the firy of assault was driven
back and assuaged, the besicged, of whom
more than half alcady oy dead o wound-
ed, huddling together, cxposed to the storm,
ot knowing which wey they dare retreat,
when with a roar like the boom of a fidal
wave, the Cree war whoop rose and they
attmpied. to ruh the camp: And thce
times Father Lacombe's “Hooray! Hoo-
5/ Fight! Fight! De-
Eond your hildrent-—salied the dispirited

litele band to keep their stand and hurl
back the assailans
‘The storm that had prevented the Crees
from sceing the priest, also prevented them
from learning the weakness of the Blackfeet.
All night the firing never ceased; and all
night the little band of Blackfeet gave way

Then morning came—sun dawn over a
bloody field with the tempest lulling like a
thing tired out and the enemy's musketry
spitting over the drifts from the hiding of
the wooded bluffs.

A clearer musphm gave Lacombe his
chance. - Bidding the Blackfeet stop firing
and hide where the Cree shots could not
reach them, Father Lacombe raised his
Cross in his right hand, a flag of truce in his
Left, and marched straight out in the face
of the firing line, shouting on the Cree to
come out an The Blackfect could
hardly believe their eyes when they realized

he was
the face of certain death.  They called to
him to come back. They would fight o
the end and die together; but he marched
tight on.  Bullets fell at his feet. Two o
three balls sied past his ears,singeing his
hair.  Again the Blackfeet shouted for him
to come back; but he was beyond call, and
the bulles were inng around him like

T the sun that rses over northern snow-
felds ever witnessed a more human picce of
unconscious heroism than this solitary fig-
ure admocing agunet she g 1 do
nor mv~ 0!

e was seen to recl and fall,
dronhad bt Al ook b
from the ground, striking him in the shoul-
der, and glancing up grazed across his fore-
hea s could not have restrained
the Blackfoet then. To the triumphant
yell of the Crees, they sent back counter-
Shout that set the ravine ringing. They
were no longer on the defensive. A whirl-
wind rush of rage carried them past all
bounds of fear. They only waited to sce
the priest on his feet—for the force of the
bullet had been broken by che shoulder
with yells of fury, they

poured ol
Fif, uning from hiding of snowdsft o
brushwood, pressing the hostles back and
back til, before midday, the fighters were in
talking distance and a Blackfoot snarled




Fore Gary (Winsipeg), as it was when Futher Lacombe went West sixty years aga.
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™ Habisan swoman of Lower St. Lawrence, weaving homespun cloth.

ut—"You have wounded your priest!
Canille! Flave you not done enosghi”

Wounded the man who had nursed them,
too, through the small-pox scourge?
Crees were dumbfounded. Besides, they
were beaten; and they probably reasoncd
that if @ handful of men taken by surprise
ucup this Kind ofu ight,thesame men on
the aggressive with daylight to aid them
and cousirs sourrying o bring back the
absent hunters, could coop the Cree com-
pany up in one of these ravines and exter-
minate the enire band. _Besides, thirty of
their braves were dead, fifty wounded; and
retreat on horscback over deep snow with
fify wounded to cary could no be e

th as great speed as the return of Black-
ot watiors right warcant
tee advanced to parley.

They had not known the priest had been
among the Blackfeet. The smoke had
hidden the face of the man, who had ad-
vanced alone! It was enough—the Cree
would retire; and retire they did with all
the speed they could put info their horses.

When the battle was over, the Blackfect
tumed to Lacombe. A more haughty tribe
never existed among North American Ind-

gratitude. _They prostrated themselves at
T foet,  They diclared that e was dic
vine, or the bullets that rained round him
would surely have killed by but heconly
told them that that was the is God
took care of men who would risk thiir
lives for His sake; and no doubt the Black-
feet did what the Indians call some “long
thinking.

B the herois SF real i b e
for stage cffects. 1t was the kind of North-
west cold that doesn't just chill you. It
takes hold of you with nippers.  What was

¢ done? Two hundred of the horses
had been stampeded and were even now on
the way to the Cree land.  Not much was
left of the encampment but the tent poles,
skins blown away by the wind, and the
horses running wild over the prairie.




"The famous Chatas de Ramezsy, Monal. Thi s a el inerir f 8 babin’s house.

“I was never in all my life so completcl
a pauper, asafc hat fight with the Cree,”
said Father
Some of the Blackfeet from the other
camps arrived. They gave him buffalo
robes to keep him from freczing; and the
next day, in spite of the cold, all set ou for a
cump twenty miles distant. Needless to say
that when he left this camp for a six days
journey to a fort of the mountains, in all the
dangers of cold and storm he was escorted
by three Blackfeer.
The most of men would have rested sat-
isfied with that battle as one good winter's
vork; but Lacombe followed up his forcible
object lesson in muscular goodness by go-
ing straight to the Cree encampments and
teaching what it was—in Indian language
—that made a man’s heart strong,

v

One can't help wondering if the many
martyrs to persecuted faith had used a little
of Lacombe’s muscular methods whether
results would not have tofaled up beter.

The Oblates have been in the West only
three-quarters of a century; and they have
civilized fifty thousand Indians. The
Jesuits sacrificed life and means for two
centies among the Iroquois; nd nothing
femains of he wilderness leader is
born, not made. For a man of the purcly
studious temperament—no matter how
Zealous—to attempt running rapids, fording
sivers, riding tricky bronchos, mingling in
the melée of the buffalo hunt or warriors
foray—is to make himsclf ridiculous. To
succeed in these things a man has to be
with a strain of adventure in his blood.
And Father Lacombe’s youth prepared him
foruch alte

born of habitant parents on the
i s T Now, it is safe
to say that there is not a single French fam-
ily in the province of Quebec, seignior or
peasant, that has nof some strain of an an-
cestor who took fo the woods in the carly
days and lived the free lfe of the wilder-
o Huots, amping ndet the gars
Where the English colonist farmed, the
Fionts stonisomses gay of heart, care-
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less of to-morrow; and that hunter srin is
in the blood yer. ~ Seventy years ago, wild-
wood tales were in the very air that a Que-
bec boy breathed.  There was not a hamlet
on the banks of the St. Lawrence that had
not sent out its hero o hunt, fo explore,
to fight. The French-Canadian took to
the rapids like a duck to water. Nothing
daunted him. He courted dangerous ad-
venture for the fun of it. He didn't care
for trade.  What he liked was /a gloire; and
T'm inclined to think that men live bigger,
broader lives for the sake of the huzzy who
is called “La Gloire,” than for dollars and
cents.

In this atmosphere Father Lacombe
passed his youth.  Besides, the French-Ca-
nadian habitant is taught to do everything
for himself. He weaves the cloth for his
own clothes, he makes his own hats, he
spins his own wool, he tans the leather
for his boots, He even disdains a bought
stove. He builds a clay or brick oven. He
grows his own tobacco. He catches the
fish required for his table; and fifty years
ago, above the white-washed stone wall of
the hearthside fireplace, on an iron rack,
hung the musket i supplied the family
table with fresh meat from the woods.

What beter environment 0 prepare for
the wilderness life? The
oo e wilds, has had his mind fed b)
the college factory and his stomach by a
machine-regulated market.  You pay your
money and men will think your thoughts
for you, and put clothing on your back.
The place where such a man fails is where
he is suddenly and nakedly thrown on his
own resources. Stripped of the adventi-
tious, his own resources are nily and he lies
down'to £ ammunition fails the true
wilderness hunter, he has the dead-fall, or
some other trap.  If the trap fails him, he
tries snares for birds.  If birds fail him, he
will fish with home-made net, or home-
made hook. It is only when bird, beast,
and fish fail that he is at the end of his
tether.  And not the least important part
of his cquipment i that almost animal in-
tinet of alrtncas o davger,

These were the things that fitted Father
Lacombe for his wilderness life; but it was

ind act, whose author litle foresaw the
consequences, that st him on the path of
his after-life. The parish priest gave him
money to go on with his cducation. Al

Pére Lacombe

the return asked by the priest was that the
boy “be good;” and young Lacombe be-
gan casting about in his mind the best way
to be practically good, not sentimentally,
or as the street says, “dishwater,” good.
He was as muscular, strong and athletic as
a young Indian. Why not consecrate his
muscularity to goodness? Where would
such, musculariy ell best? Manifesly
hurch s not s boxing-schol, hovgh it
aims to give hard kaocks to the Devil
there was the Pays d'en Haut, the Up—
Country where so many young Frenchmen
sought “Ia gloire. a field unin-
vaded by any but the fur trader from Mis-
souri to the North Pole; and there was a ficld
for iron strength and muscular goodness.
t once went to the House of the Ob-
lates, Montreal. The Oblates were prepar-
ing to capture this field. A curious old pile
of unpretentious gray stone is this house of
dreams, that has sent out so many brave
Tnen to, heroism and death in the North
west! Itis a house of poverty and ideals as
well as dreams.  Perhaps they go together.
Vespers were ringing as I drove up to the
door; and I could not but think as 1 lis
tened to the lilt of the chimes how many
young mystics had dreamed of white-robed
Victory to the sound of those bells, only o
go forth to life-long cxile, o death by
famine or cold, or the assassin hand, like
young Fafard and Marchand at Frog Lake.

Success is such a white-robed thing to
young dreamers full of ideals to their necks,
and such a bloody, cruel thing all tattered
at the edges and worm-eaten fo the middle
in el e, and yet if young mystcs had not
dreamed what “moonshinc”
to the it of those chimes, could Lacombe
have won the Crees from a war that would
have deluged the West with blood as the
Sioux deluged Minnesora?

An inscription fells me that T am to ring
the bell and open the door. I o so, to find
myself in a chairless anteroom, with a tiny
frosted window in the wall. 1 rap on the
wicket as we are told a certain mythical pil-
grim rapped at the gates of Paradise.  The
window swings open, and a pziest—Ecrrcr,
with shrewd cnough eyes to have been a
relative of Peter’s, asks me what I want. 1
ell him in French, that would have made
anyone but that porter laugh, that I want
to find out about the delayed boat that is
bringing Father Lacombe from the last trip

-5
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he will ever make to the East. At the
name “Lacombe,” the porter’s antiquity
falls from him like rags. He goes off at
such speed that I catch only every second
word and guess the others, but gather that
if T will “please to walk ax parloir” some-
one will come who will tell me everything,
things that Father Lacombe does not
el sbeut himslf. So 1 puss through an-
other door, au pariir, beyond
saered presiners where na outsider goce
Hiere, Father Comedler comes, and we
talk of the long line of French-Canadian
path-makers who have won the West,
of Provencher, and Taché, and Grandin.
Here, I presently meet Husson, who has
been up on the Mackenzie for forty years,
and tells me of sceing American whalers
who have rounded the Horn, passed through
Bering Strait and summered at Pt. Bar-
row, in the Arctic. Here, too, I meet Father
Lacombe himsclf, the next day, a mus-
ulaly bl close-knit_ man, who looks
as if he were in the sixties than in
the seventies, with hands that could fake &
ballg g of difficin, shnll vl
< heaviest weights unbent, and
o e Fce s Kindncss ncaprestble

X

Fifty years ago the Up-Country was en-
tered cither by way of the ross
the Great Lakes, or up the Mississippi to St.
Paul, whence the journey was continued by
ox-cart and boat to Fr. Garry, now Win-
Just at the international boundary
tward of Red River from Pembina was
the great hunting ground of the buffilo.
Tnto the rough-and-tumble huning camps
went young Lacombe to learn the language
of the Indians, and what was more impor-
tant than the language—the things not
taught in the cure's “pet-ce cat-ce-cheesm.”
The story of these buffalo hunts I have told
clsewhere and shall not repeat here, excep
to add that the implacable hatred between
the Sioux and Cree—of which this was the
order land—turned many a buffalo hunt
into a bloody foray. These fights are a
story in themselves.

Westward of Red River, the journcy was
continued cither by boat up the Saskatche-
van, or “the plins acoss for a thousand

s by horseback, ox-cart or dog-train.
The Satkatehewan boats were the fumous

Ottawa act

ce

Mackinaw flat-bottom barges propelled by
cight oarsmen. Boxes, bales, hardware, mat-
reses, heterogencoudy ptched on bousdy
loaded these craft to the water line; and
anywhere he could find “handhold o oot
hold or pillow for his head, the traveler
stowed himself, Excepein cases of grest
urgency, stop was made at night to camp
ala belle etoile. Here, the priest held his
carliest services in a temple as old as time
—the vault of heaven.

Half way westward at Portage La Loche,
the Red River florilla of boats met the men
of the Athabasea and Mackenzic and Sas-
katchewan coming out with the annual
loads o Cargoes were exchanged.
The crews paused to rest, and one can guess
that a good deal went on among the rollick-
ing French voyageurs and Scotch clerks
not according to the curés catechism.

For some reason, there was always good-
natured rivalry and chaffing between the
Scotch and the French employées of the fur
company. The French were most mer-
curial—could do big things at a rush; but
the Scotch were credired with better stay-
ing powers. Among the French was one
giant p;\rktr from Sorel, Quebee, who could
pick any two Scorchmen up under his arms
and bundle them head first through the
parchment windows before their comrades
could come to the rescue. One day, the
Scorch clerk in the fort thought to put up a
trick on Jo Paul, that would take the brag
out of the French voyageurs. Barrels of
sugar stood piled in one corner of the store.

n one barrel, apart from the rest, the
sugar had been replaced by lead.

“Jo Paul,” ordered the clerk, with a wink
to the men, you'd put that barrel
on the counter,

Jo Paul went at the barrel as if it had
béen a ball of down; but, , “the
sugar” did not budge; and Jo Paul “caught
on” Mustering all his strength, with
clenched teeth, he scized the barrel of lead
and hurled it bang, with giant imperus, slap
on the top of the counter. The clerks held
their breath, then there was no lwghter.
The lead erashed through counter, through
planks, through floor beams and all, clear
to the bottom of the cellar.

Toils, mon pei” says [u Paul,
can go ga'd

When the j mumc)s were by dog-train,
one significant fact was often noticed of the
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A Dance of the Blackfeet Indians.



Pére Lacombe

4
dog driver. Spitc of danger, hunger, cold,
the Indian runner woul his courage
unless one thing happencd.  All Westerners
know that the whxsﬁcy ack or scolding jay
will follow travelers for miles to pick up
the crumbs of he camp. wolves;
= potwoned fah mttlestherm: Bt
Vot ana i sy i Toat
runs short, and a driver is half blind from
snow glare, sick to the very pit of his stom-
ach from snow nausea and dizzy from
snow staggers, thers observed fol-
lowing the lone courser across the snow
glaze of spring thaw, black shadows—the
carrion crows. When that happens, the
very marrow of an Indian’s courage melts.

VI

ce, on such a journey southward over

mremmﬂblc snows, Father Lacombe had
his guide on the edge of a
e
hoes dragged heavily. Sup-
per over, they spread their snow-logged gar-
ments to dry before the fire, prepared beds
of spruce branches, and sat listening to that
strange, unearthly silence of the snow-
padded phins. The dogs crouched round
aslecp. The night grew black as ink, fore-
boding storm. An uncanny muteness fell
ovethe . Ther knew chey wer:cghty
miles from a living soul; and
e e e
crackle of the fire, and an occasional splinter
of frost-split trees outside. Suddenly the
guide pricked g hi cats with dlted eyes
intent.  Faint, more like a breath of storm
than a voice, came a muffled wail.
silence again, of very death. The men
looked at cach other, but did' sa sny-
thing. ind of silence where
you can i you beeath, Half an hour
pased: Therc is no use pretending. The
ozone of northern latitudes at midnight,
cighty miles from a living soul, can pric
your nerves and send fickles down your
Spine.  You become aware that solitude is
ositively palpable.  1¢s like a ghost-hand
touching you out of Nowhere,  You feel as
if your own nothingness got drowned in
an Infinite Almightiness. And it came
again, out of the frost-muffled woods—the
long, sighing wail.

“Alex, do you hear?”

“Yes,” but he didn't want to.

“What s that?”
“Hare seized by owl.”
“You_think—that?
“Yes,” but he thought it weakly
“Your hare has 2 human voice, Alex.
But Alex, who was visibly dwmmg.

became voluble.  OF course, it was a hare.

He'd often remarked the resemb— Bui

the words died in a gulp of fright; and the

guide got himsclf to bed in haste with the
blanket robe over his head.
lex, your hare has a long life, fein?

Listen! Do you hear? Get up! Some one

has need of us! I'm going to sce.

In vain Ale explained to the priest that
the voice would only lead him to deatl

the woods, that it came from the body of

some brave buried among the branches of

the trees in there, who was calling for the
things his relatives had forgoten to place
with the corpse.

“Then, Tl go alone,” siid Lacombe,

“bus you'keep your gun readys and i the

is danger, Il cll yo
And surely, from a pmdcnr point of

it was rash to follow a vague voice into

unknown woods blanketed black with the
thickness of intense frost. He would catch
the sound, follow it; find nothing—wai;
hear it again;again follow

losc it. - What w

groans scemed nearer than his own hands

‘and feet—syet he could find nothing!  Sud-

denly, he was aware of the warmth of cin-

ders under his moccasin; and stoopng,
felt a voice in his v wman form
iy i i BaFEs RS rreas
dying camj

“Speak! What are you?

“A woman with her child—]
ramp o longer——my fot aze frozen.

Calling the guide, the two men carried
woman and infant to their tepee.  She was

Title more than a chid herscl, and had ev

dently been outrageously beaten. Both feet

required amputation. The pricst learned
that she had been cast off by her Cree
husband, and had gone forth from the
camp to kill both herself and the child; but
at the sound of e ey, her courage filed

her. She could not do the act, and m:

Sl s iy s oy, €1 the Bk

could march no farther. Then, wrapping

the child in her warmest dohing, she had
gathered it close in her arms, spread the

Bufflo robe cver heself, and lin down

he dcmmdcd
1 cor




Pere Lacombe 15

todie. But to this Hagar of the wilder-
ness came also a visitant of mercy. When
Fother Lacombe wakencd in the morning,
he found that the guide had plicd the wo-
man with restoratives all night, wrapped her
in robes and placed her on the dog sleigh.
The guide then hitched himsclf with the
dogs to pull. Father Lacombe fastencd
the steering pole behind fo push; and so
they took her to the mission house, hun-
dreds of miles distant. way they
came up with the Cree husband who had
abandoned her. The man was dumb-found-
ed at the apparifion.

“What," he blustered. “I don't want
this wife! You'd have done much better
o i i you v bt s I
her alone where she was, to dic.”

For st asecond,the Man in Fther Lo
combe got the better of the Pricst. 1 think
£ thar Cree bad waired,he would have re-
ceived all he neede

“You miserable beast!” thundered La-
combe. “You don't think as much of your
child as a dog of its pups! Gt into that
tent this minute and hide your dishonor-
able head, or—! Tl find someone to take
care of her!”

v

Space fails to tell of the days when the
West held its breath lest the Blackfeer
should join Ricl in the Metis rebellion, and
Father Lacombe had the fate of the fron-
tier in the hollow of his hand; or of the old
Indian sage, who sent his son to Lacombe
to learn if there were no Better Way than
the Wolf Code of Brute Existence.

All night the two men sat talking, the
wise man of the Indians and the wise man
of the whites; comparing the wisdom of all
e e Way; and
when the fevered eyes of the dying Indian
turned to watch his last sunrise, there was
on his faces the light that is neither of lnd
nor sea.  What his mystic visions had told
him might be true, the white man had
confirmed.

These are but a few episodes in the lfe of
a man whom the West venerates and the
Indians almost worship. A secular friend
has built for him a home called “The Her-
mitage” among the foothills of the Rockies;
and, in the shadow of the mountains of the
setting sun, he has decided to pass the cven-
ing of his lfe.




