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suopeeded in arndssing, fo the rava-
gery of the wilderness? Bub one
a.');lilewer could Be given to the¢se quéries.
The air about us, like that which
hung ovér Jerusalem, previops to its
final destruction by the Romans,
seemed filled with that portentous
svuiid, ¢ Depart!” So we siose, and
began to prepare for removal. Iwent
to the geld after the horses, while
Susy gathered together what few ar-
ticles of wearing apparel we could
take with us.

« My friends, I am an old man.
The scene which followed my depart-
ure after those horses has been dwelt
dpon inh my mind a thousand times ;
but I shrink from its recital now, ae
I would do were the blood of Susy
still fresh upon the sod.

* When I came back, my cabin was
in flames, my wife & corpse in the
front yard—her throat cut from ear
to ear and her scalp gone—and my
daughter a captive.

¢« It is not in the power of language
fo paint my desperation. What was
Itodo? I was single-handed, and
the Indians were thicker than Sen-
nacherib’s host. They had my child
in their possession. They wére fami-
liar with all the fastnesses of the
wilderness ; they could, if they chose
to do go, elude my most during pur-
suit,

¢ I was sitting like a statue of stone
beside the dead body of my wife,
when I heard & rasfling sound behind
mie, and looking up saw an Indian
hrave, dressed and painted for wazr-
fare, with his hatchiet gliftering in his
hand. Idid not feel a thrill of feai.
Had lie smitten me then and there, I
should not have offered resistance.
Life did not look to me worth having.

“¢You do not  know Okafenka,
then,’ he said. ¢ He is dresséd as &
warfiot, so that the bravés may not
be suspicions that he is friendly to
tha pale face ; but I will follow.on and
Iook after the white papoose. Why
.did you not iy s I badeyou? Did I
ndt tell you that he-wolves werd in
the thicket—with testh Iike swords

and eyes like fite? They came dowh
thicker than the leaves of the forest
upon the horg of the pale fade, and
Okafenka could not save his Brother's
sqiai dnd papoose. The white Bro:
ther should have gone instantly, as X
bade him, But it is too late now to
save the squaw. The papoose shall
be looked after; and, by and by, I
will bring her back to you. Okafenks
is afraid that the eye of the braves
may be gpon him ; he inay xot stay
to talk longer now. He will comie
agsin, bringing the little white squaw
with him ; not & hair of her head
shall be injured. And the Irdidn
vanished away in the thick wood,
« ] determined to trust my child,
after mature deliberation, to God and
the Indian Freémason. I could do
nothing more ; and so, after burying
nmy dead, I waited patiently for Oka-
fenka’s return. Two years went by
without bringing & word from him—
two wretched, anxious years, as you
nmay ‘well suppose. At the end of that
time, the Indian returned. But he
was alone, and I sdw gt the fitit
glance that.gomething had happened.
¢« The little white squaw,’ he eaid
abruptly, ‘ was 80ld by the Cherokees
to the Winmebagoes., There she wiis
admired for her pale face and hei
curly hair. Okafenks watched lomg,
hoping to steal the white squaw away,
but He could not do it. The Winne-
bagoes loved her too well. But what
has how become of her hie cannot say.
She is nowhere in the Indisn pation.
At first he thought the Winnebagoes
had sold the ¢White Rose of the
Cherokees;’ as they called her, and he
asked thém sgboiit it, but the old chigf,
who was hér Indidn father, said, No,
no ; she has gore among fthe pale
faces again. The White Rose wag .
too pretty for the lodge of the red.
man of the wilderness. I did ot be- .
lieve him. His face was the face of
the turtle dove, but his tongue was
the tongue of the serpent. I went
away, among the Sies and the Foxes,
the Qtoes and the Kickapoos, but the
white squaw cannot be found. She



