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Jacob had introduced the impatient Hector and
Catharine to their father

“ But while joy is in our little dwelling, who is
this that sits apart upon that stone by the log-
fence, her face bent sadly down upon her knees,
her long raven bair shading her features as with a
veil 27 asked the Highlander Maxwell, pointing as
he spoke to the spot where, unnoticed and unsharing
in the joyful recognition, sat the poor Indian girl.
There was no paternal embrace for her, no tender
mother’s kiss imprinted on that dusky cheek and
pensive brow; she was alome and desolate in the
midst of that scene of gladness.

“ It is my Indian sister,” said Catharine; “she also
must be your child.”

Hector hurried to Indiana, and taking her by the
hand led her to his parents, and bade them be kind
to and cherish the young stranger, to whom they all
owed so much.

Time passes on—years, long years have gone by
sinece the return of the lost children to their homes,

and many changes have those years effected. The . .

og-houses have fallen to decay—a growth of young
pines, a waste of emerald turf with the charred logs
that once formed part of the enclosure, now scarcely
serve to mark out the old settlement ; no trace or re-
cord remains of the first breakers of the bush—another
race occupy the ground. The traveller as he passes
along on that smooth turnpike road that leads from
Coburg to Cold Springs, and from thence to Gore’s
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