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drank in everything he saw. “ And to think that 
she has been here for three years. It seems like holy 
ground to me.”

“ Hush,” Dan replied. “ Look 1 ”
Natsatt glanced quickly up, and there standing on 

the platform was a tall woman, evidently the Principal 
in charge of the school. She waited until the room 
became quiet, and then in a few words expressed her 
pleasure at seeing so many present. She next gave a 
sketch of the work which had been accomplished dur
ing the past year, and closed by saying that there would 
be a short entertainment of dialogues, recitations, and 
songs.

In a few minutes the programme began. Girls came 
forth, performed their parts and retired to a room at 
the back of the stage. Dan’s and Natsatt’s eyes studied 
every face, and much were they disappointed not to 
find the one whom they were longing to see. The 
performance was almost over, when from the side of 
the platform a maiden appeared, and as she stepped 
forward Natsatt rose partly from his seat to obtain a 
better view. Dan gave a half-suppressed exclamation 
of surprise which caused several people to turn and 
look in his direction. But he did not know that he had 
made a sound, for his eyes were upon Owindia. Nat
satt quivered with excitement. He had always known 
that she was beautiful but never did she seem half so 
lovely as when she appeared before him this night. 
No longer was she dressed in the quaint native costume,


