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meantime St. Michel had pushed through the crowd
of besiegers to warn, without loss of time, one of
the chiefs, who was rather friendly to the french, of
what was going on at the father’s house. The chief
came at once with St. Michel, and with some young
men among his followers, to the dwelling of the
father, who was greatly perplexed about his safety.
The sight of the chief disconcerted the assassins,
who had intended to kill the father in his own house.
But, as they have deference for one another, they
did not dare to carry out their design against the
will of the last comer, who caused them to be asked
what they were looking for. The band dispersed
without a word, and swooped down upon St. Michel’s
house, which they pillaged. Some hours afterward,
the father embarked without loss of time; and
shortly before dawn, his Savage and french canoemen
under his orders brought him safely here. That
was at the end of october, three months after the
attack; and, even then, I greatly feared for his life.

The poor father could barely say mass once or
twice; he had to be dressed like a child; but after-
ward his arm swelled more than ever, and he could
not use it. He uttered cries night and day, like a
man who is being burned; in fact, he felt pains
similar to those caused by a scorching fire. His
condition excited compassion in me, for I had no
means of relieving him. At last I proposed, some-
what rashly, to lance the swelled arm, and he con-

sented. ‘‘ But,”” he said, ‘‘ you will have to cut
very deep with the lancet, to reach the stone arrow-
head.” ‘‘I am mnot sufficiently skillful to flatter

myself that I can find it, even if you were to point
out the place where the pain is most severe; but I



