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CHAPTER VIIIL

“ Indeed and it wae,” snid Peter, as
he disappeared to answer it,

“ Is Migs Blake at home ?" asked o
cheery voice in loud and manly
tonea.

“ She is,” replied Pater.
enough to et=p this way."

The vieitor was ushered into a
room rather larger than the rest;
but being filled with old and heavy
furniture, much too solid and mas
give for the space allotted to it, the
apartment presented a dark, oppres-
give appearance, caloulated to make
strangers wishiul and glad to throw
open the low French window and
step out into the little garden beyond.
Thie room served es the state or
family drawing-room,

* Not well?"” queried the gentleman
anxiously. ' Sarely you did not eay
Miss Blake had bhad another stroke ?”

* Oh no, your honor ; she but over-
geb hereelt and fainted.”

“Thank God it ie no more !" was
the fervent reply; and in those worde
how much was implied—how much
exprassed !

He alone to whom they were
addressed understocod them aright.
Surely it would be foul desecration
to lay bare to the public ear that
sweel secre?, so carefully guarded, go
tenderly loved — that bright, yet
almoat forlorn bope, which had lain
deep, deep down in the old man's
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"“Be good

“ Certainly ; I shall enjoy the
change, dear,” the old lady replied
graciously ; and a pair of manly eyes
mutely thanked the little niece for
ber thoughttul kindoess.

The party was a very small and
homely one, yet Marie's hand shook
as she filled the little teacups ; she
had been so accustomed to relying
entirely upon others for all the com-:
mon necesearies of life, that to be
plased in & responsible position, even
in so small & matter as pouring out
the tea, made her tremble violently.
The meal was only halt over when
Peter ushered in another visitor,
Father Gallaher, the old parish
priest, and a welcome guest where-
ever he went. There was a unani.
mous shout of pleasure at his appear-
ance, for he was a great favorite of
auntie's.

‘* 8it etill ; please do not let me
disturb you,” and Father Gallagher
walked round the table, shaking
hands with each of them; then ingist
ing upon making himself at home,
he drew a chair to the table, nnd
geating himeself at Marie's side, asked |
“to ba allowed to join them.”

" Most willingly, Father,"" said Mise
Blake. " Louis, ring for another
cup.”

The boy did so, and commenced at
once to inform the priest how ill his |
aunt had been that very atternoon,

“ Pray with what did she overset |
herself ?” asked Father Gallagher,
addressing Marie.

“Oh, by attending to some children |
who are ill,” replied the girl timidly.

" Whose children ?"

“1I do not rightly
Fatbher.” ’

“Tim Murphy's,” exclaimed Louis. |

‘“ Al | they are very poor, and have
been terribly tried by sicknees

remembar, |

heart for so many years, and which |
had been at once hie life's joy and |
happinese, and given such sweet zest |
to his labors when working for Miss |
Blake or her family,. We will only
state the fact that he was a true
hearted gentleman, and had sbx n
hard to school heart to respect
and admire only, where he fain
would bave loved and worghipped.

Mr. Barry was the family lawyer, a |
man just a little below the middle
height, with broad shoulders and an
expanded chest—a man who was
alwaye well dressed, and whose
ruddy face wore generally a bright, |
cheerful expression, and whose grey
eyes betrayed a warm and kindly
heart ; he wag a gentleman of the old
school, one whose figure looked to |
great advantage in the knee breeches, |
pilk stockings, and white shirt-frill, |
whilst the habit he had of brushing |
the back of his hair and short side |
whiskers forward, suited well his |
clearly defined and kindly features.
Peter had gone to announcs his |
arrival, and now returned with DIE‘
mistress’'s complimente, and " would |
Mr. Barry join the family in a quiet |
cup of tea ?”’

" With pleasure,” was the reply. |

Peter led the way into yet another |
room—a low, one, |
which a8 the 1fng-room.
Eame m ent that he
her door at the cppoeite
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hearing of ber indi
Miss B emed touched by the |
pathos aud tone of his voic
answered cheerfully, “Dear old

do not distres oureelt,

quite myself again.’

Surely no one had a better right to
the title of "' friend " than Mr. Barry,
for it was entirely owing to him and |
his clever management of their
entangled affairs that this family bad
80 comfortable a roof over their |
heads as the one under which they |
dwelt at nid.

When Mise Blake's fiance, young
Lord O'Hagan died, Bracken Park
and a'l belongiong to it were in great
straits. The old lord lived much
beyond his means, ood Marie's
mother, being the next of kin, inher-
ited bul a very encumbered estate—
g0 much so, that when some few
years afterwards the General and his
wife died, leaving the two little
orphans and all their intricate
balongings to poor auntie's care, she
did the very wisest thing possible
under the circumstances, namely, |
handed the entire management of |
everything into the trusiful and able |
hands of Mr, Barry.

Little she knew or gusssed that
the lawyer, out of hie own private |
puree, advanced large sums of money,
and paid off heavy mortgages ; but at
his request she and her babiea left
the big hall (which waas let to & rich
cotton manufacturer in Liverpool |
until Louis should come of age ), and
with faithful old Peter, the butler, |
took up their abode in the pretty |
South Lodge of the Park.
time went on, a little wing was added |
to the lodge on this side and another
on that, until, after many additions
and alterations, it became the model
rabbit-warren we have already
ptated. Some of the turnitnre from
the hall had been conveyed to the
lodge, and thus it was that it and the
massive old silver otten looked so oul
of place in the odd little home. Baut
in the able hands of Mr. Barry the
estnte was baginning to look up, and
already he was putting away & small
sum of money wherewith to buy
L.uuie a commiseion in the army.

For the firet time in her lifa Marie
took her aunt’'s seat at the head of
the table. ‘' Let me pour out the tea
for you, nsuntie darling,” whispered
the girl ; “ and do you allow Louis to
draw the easy-chair to the table and
rest yourself.”
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| present knew that to follow bLie| poor, and she was only leaving Him |

| bere to find Him there instead.

Now, as !

lately,” said the old priest ; but he |
kept his eyes fixed upon Marie, and a
look of sorrow and disappointment
paseed over his face, which she, hap

| pening to look up quickly, nobiced,

and the long-fringed
lower and lower.

“ Migs Blake, you must do no more
God knows you have
is |
need

God in
raise up
said
the old priest, half to himeeslf, but he
sigbed deeply a8 he spoke.

Up flaw the ready color to Marie's
cheeks ; up, vp it crept to the very |
roots of her hair, and down it flaw to
her extremities, submerging her, &s
it were, in a warm bath of confusion.
Well she divined the meaning bidden
beneath that sigh. Had not Father
Gallaber striven hard with ber, |
tryiog his very utmost to persuade
her to throw off this lethargy, and
interest hereelf in all the duties of
Had he not told her there was
s0 much to be done, and, alas, 80 few
to do it, end she, poor chiid, only
cared to sit with her hands folded,

lide drooped

much for you now ; you
pursing end rest yourself.
His own gocd time will

thinking, dreamiog of the Convent ?

Noticing the girl's embarrassment,

Father Gallaher cheerfully turped

the conversation to other subjects,

nd addressed Mr., Barry for the

latest newe. Many merry jokes and

laughtor went the round of the table
, when i

v Barry, sud
y to Louis

, exclalmed—
by the way, my boy, I have
1wews for you ; in a shord 6i
to obtain a commis-
r you in the army.”
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for his change of mind? Every one |
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father's career and become a soldiex
bad been the dream of his life, and
yet, boy that he was, he knew and
felt that for the snke of that earnest
plending look in Madge's eyes,
tbat look of innocent entreaty
which had gone straight to hisl
heart, he bad gladly thrown aside.
that dream for ever, and registered a |
vow within himself that he would |
pursue it no longer. Yet what rea- 1
gonable answer could he give to the |
old lawyer for this sudden change in |
hie tuture plans and wishes ? How}
he inwardly longed for some ingpira- l
tion, some happy thought, that would |
suggest a sufficient and consistant
reason for this unexpeoted okange
in the tide of his effairs. But no ! to |
his great confusion, nothing shoodi
clearly before his mind but the
Scotich girl's steady eyes, and for some |
moments there was an awkward
pause; then, with a deeperate attempt \
at indifference, he gtammered forth

| oy |
| abruptly : " Thanke very much, Mz,i

Barry, but my ideas of late have |

| undergone a slight change, and '.l'ei
| army

now does not possess the |
attractions for me that it did ‘previ
ously.’"”

“What ?”" asked the old lawyer
sharply, a8 he turned in his chair
and confronted the boy, and every
eye was upon Loauis. boy,
what freak has taken you to speak
like this ?"

Marie, in her kindly haart, felt cer-
toin ghe took in the eituntion at a
| glance. Of course, her brothsr was
| too wehle, oo humble, to give in
1 public the real reagon for his gener
ous condust. Was it not for the sake
of her and hib kind auntie that he
hed sacrificed all his life’'s bopes and
wishes ? Undoubtedly ; for sbhe had
heard him eay as much to Madge
FitzAllan. Proudly then she spoke
for bim.

“Dear Louis knows that if he lefd
us, auntie and I would mwiss him
sorely, for our lives would pess
lonely without him ; so for our snkes
he has abandoned his idea of the
army, and I feel that auntie will
bless him for it.”

' Why,

| attended to,” wae the quiet reply of

| duricg the latter part of the

| longer, so clasping her hands tightly

| the quaint green

" Poor Louls,” eaid the elder lady
laying her hand kindly upon her
nephew's. ‘It is too bad that you
should make such a sacrifice for us;
it is altogether uvtair to allow you to
do it."

“Not at all,” apnswered the boy,
with a downcast look ; but, as it
anxious to change the subjegt, ‘some
one persuaded me that my duty lay
at home, and I see now that they
were perfectly vight, I shall not
alter my mind again ; never fear,
suntie.”

Father Gallagher and Mr. Barry
passed no remark, but each wondered
within himseelf who the '‘some one "
could be that had been able, evi:
dently with so little trouble, to
entirely alter the almost life's dream
of the boy.

The little party had adjourned to
the drawing-room, and were inter-
rupted in a quiet conversation by the
sudden appearance of Bridget, the
maid-of-all work, who addressed her
mistress to this effect—

“Your pardon, ma'am, but Mrs.
Kilroy axed me ; eays she, ‘Bridget
darlind, God save your misthress, but
me dortor's took worse today, and
will your misthress come to see her
this night or by the early lighf of
morning ?' So, to relieve her mind,
I eaye, 'Me misthress will certainly |
go maybe tonight, or maybe aome‘
time tomorrow."” |

“Very well, Bridget ; ehe shall be |

auntie, but a sigh as if of weariness l
escaped her. i

Jridget vanished. |

“ Not by you shall Mrs. Kilroy or |
any other invalid be attended to, ‘
said the priest eeriously. "“You must |
not attempt it,” he continued, shak- |
ing his head solemnly ; then aside to |
Marie, "' 1 have watched your aunt |
closely for soms months paet, and
have come to the conclusion that a |
stop muast be put to her work amongst
the poor ; har heart far, far outruns
her strength. Surely can |

some one

| be found who for the love of God and |

her neighbor will try and take her |
place, it only for a little time.’

Marie, whoee eyes were casl down
priest’'s
epeech, all at once raised her droop
iog lids shyly and met the old man's |
earnest look bent full upon hee. She
could resist that look of entreaty no

together, answered earnestly, 'Father |
I will go ! and will do my very best |
to fill dear auntie’'s placse.” \

" Do, my child, and God will blees
you for it."” |

So it was arranged that " auntie”
was to rest, and the little daughter of |
the house should begin her life of |
labor and love on the morrow.

CHAPTER IX,

{
Auntie’s usual mode of going about |
was in a comfortable bath chair, |
drawn by a favorite and sturdy little
pony, kept by courtesy at the stables |
of the hall for her own or the family's
special use. On this bright morning
the cheerful raye of the sun, piercing
through the tiny oriel window,
aroused Marie, who awoke with a
start, and the feeling of something
new upon bher mind. One glance at
riding-habié and |
ad brimmed beaver-hat with its
g drooping feather—which auntie
had searched for and pressnt
the girl the night before—:
everything her mind, and t
was certainly a greal pleasure in
sling that she had gsomething
yorvant to execute that day
roee briskly, and if her to a8
periormed more hastily, her
prayers perchance were nofl guite so
lengthy, they were none the less well
paid, for had she not given to God
her promise to aid and succour His
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So it was with quite a sensation of

reverence and pleasure that ehe took | might lose youreelf until you get | for change and advenbu:r
| up and placed upon her own little
| person the

riding-habit her dear
mother had so often worn betore.

“"How well it fitse me!” she|
exclaimed aloud, in a tone of delight;
then placing the large hat upon her |
silky curls, her eyes danced, not with j
pride, but with simple girlish pleas- |
ure, a8 she turned lovingly to the !
picture of her mother and cried, |
* Now, darling mother, bless me, for |
I must be your own little second-self |
now."”

" Why, I look just like a picture |
of olden times,’ ehe continued in |
an amused tona. “I wish Mother |
Agatha could ses me now. That |
painting in the dining room of old
Lady O'Hogan out hawking, which |
is years and years old, is just dressed |
28 [ am. But what fun! Louis and |
auntie will think that one of the |
old figures has walked out of its|
frame when they see me."”

A burst of pleasure and astornish. ‘

| ment greeted her as she entered the |

N |
dining-room,

" Why, Marie, how sweet you look !" |
gaid her brother, in tones of admix- |
ation.

" Faith, but upon me honor,” cried
old Peter, " she's the born image of
her mother. God rest her sowl! Ah
me | many's the day since I saw her
sweet face, aad 1 never thought to |
see it more ; but ghe'll live again in
you, Miss Mary. I know she will !”

“ Yes, Pator,” said Marie fondly
stroking the old men's sunburnt
hand ; *' you ghall tell me over again
a!l those old tales of daye gone by,
a8 you used to do, snd I will try
to ba good and imitate my mother,
since everyone loved her go.”

The old man could not anawer, but
his hands trembled as he stroked the
plamp, soft little fingers that lay
in hie.

‘ Auntie is not well this morning ;
will you take a little breakfast to
her ? it will amuse her so to gee
you dressed like thig.”

| sight

" Of course I will,” and she play-
fully eeized the little tray from
Peter's band, upon which he had
prepared and spread the dainty break-
fast. " Of course I will; and you,
Peter, musf nct as train.bearer, for I
confess this flowing robe somewhat
hampers me."

As wae her wont, Marie's eyes did
nob forget to explore the table with
# quick snd rapid gl nce in the usual
search for a letter, but somehow this
moroing her mind was 80 occupied
with its new duties and responsibili
ties that the pang of disappointment
was not se keenly felt as usual, In
a mock tone of authority she desired
Peter to carry her trgin, and preceded
him, tray in bhand, to Mise Blake's
bed-room.

On heariog the door open auntie
turned rather wearily round towards
it. But her kind face brightened,
and a sudden light as of olden daye
flashed into her eyes when they fell
upon the quaint little figure of her
niece, looking not only so very like
her mother, but not unlike what ghe
bherself had been many years ago.
She roee in a sitting posture in the
bed, and exclaimed, " For God's dear
sake stand still, child, that I may
fenst my ayes upon you !

Peter let fall the long habit, which
fell in graceful folds around the
girlish figure, and taking the tray
from her hande, stood still and
watched the workicgs of his mis-
trees's face.

He knew her mind had gone back |
to the days when, full ot life and |
health, she hersell had loved noth
ing better than a good gallop eide by
side with his young master, Lord
O'Hagan ; and as Peter looked upon
her gentle face he thought of how

le f
he had egeen ali the bright hopes of
those two young earts suddenly |
blighted, and recalled, as he ofter
did, young master's dy
reques’, ' Remain with her and serve
her faithfully, come what may, and |
God will reward you, dear old Peter.'
Mies Blake locked af the girl for |
time fondly, eadly ; then that |
calm look of resignation so habitual |
to her now crepli over her face, and |
she gaid in a low tone, ' Come near |
m»a, darling, and for the sake of days \
long gone by, kiss poor old auntie,” |
Marie threw her arms around her |
neck ond asked, ' Why does the|
of me make you loock so sad, |
auntie ? Do you think I ought not |
to wear poor mother's clothes ?”
" So tar from that, dear, I love you |
in them ; the sight of you as you are |
nowisasol a vision of daysthat appear |
so long ago, that, locoking upon you, |
my old eyes grow dim, and faces and |
things long buried come crowding |
back to my memory. Ah ! darling,
we old people were young once, and |
had, like you, our hopes and joys.
You must bear with us if sometimes |
we grow sad and thoughtful as we
think aud ponder upon what might
have been.
* And, faith, but for me this bit of |
a breakfast might have grown quite
cold,” chimed in cld Peter. " Come,
misthrees dear, git up aisy and take |
it, and Miss Mary is going to be that
comfort and help to you now
have {
and do @
come
Mary 2"
‘Indeed it is, aur
once more ihe o1
lips on the eld
running her 3k
wh curls which had
| from the hteap, as she
er brother were wont to do
when little childr she added
cheerfully, " Now, good-bye, little
auntis, for I have a busy day befors
me. P.ay that I may not fail to do |
all you )ld me about last night,
How mu I shall have to tell you |
when I return !”
" God be with you, child! and tell |
Louis to accompany you. I fear you |

his poor

some

you'll
3 enough to sit and thir
othing else all your da
Ien't that the truth,

is darling,” aud
zirl pressed her
¢ Ind:'e forehead ; and
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| more acoustomed to the streete.”

Nothing loath, Louis walked briek. |
ly by his sister's gide a% she r(md—|
rather timidly, it must be contessed,

| ab firat—the pony from the stables at |

the hall. Jerry wae a well-bred and |
gpirited little animal, and om;m‘l
Louis laughed at the girl's fears when
the pony suddenly shied or sprang
acrose the road unexpectedly, almost
ungeating her. But by degrees she |
grew more ocoursgeous, and once |
even ventured upon using the whip
rather smartly, which Jerry instantly
resented by setting off nt a furious
gallop. He pulled up, howsver, at
the bottom of a steep hill, and Marie,
to her uiter astonichment, found
herself, though perfectly breathlees,
glill seated upon vhe saddle. Louis,
who came up panting, was dalighted |
and praised her warmly, He knew |
there never was » Blake who could
not ride. " Bravo! little sister, you |
are more like yoursclt this morning
thaa you have bden since your return
from school.”

And she felt happy. Timid, of
course, she was at flret, and the close
smells of the habitations of the poor,
allied as they generzlly are with so
much unnecessary dirt and negle
palled greatly upon her; but her
tact ancd sweet natural gquaalities
above nll, her depth of feeling and
sympathy for others—stood her in |
good stend now, and helped her over
many diffioulties which to other
natures would have been almost
insupportable. And g0 more than a
week had paesed. Auntie was re-
gelning her strength and epirvite |
rapidly vnder her mniece’'s more
watchful cnre. Louis was always
cheerful now. He was fond of try
ing experiments in chemistry, and
Marie tried to understand and inter
et herself in it in order to please
him., Then in an evening they
walked together or played games, or
often she sat and made garments for
her poor, whilst auntie, with her

| falling upo

| log eabin with

| noticed
| her fatser's countenance.

{ ling yeu,”

1gers playfully through | H

| their territory. And the Delawares

| prompély.

| house, put his g
| place, and carelessly threw his coon- |
| ekin cap in the chimney corner.

knitting on her knee, sat and looked
over her spectncles at ber children,
and told them tales of days gone by,
The girl wae beginning to feel great
interest and pleasurs in her new
lite. How the poor loved her; how
they blessed her! How .the weary,
cnre-worn faces would brighten, and
the smile of welcome light up the
sick face, a8 her quaint little figure
appeared in the doorway; and then
amongst the bare-footed little
urchins, what & scramble there was
g8 to who should take care of
Jerry, and hold the reins for the
kind little lady !

There was one poor girl in their
own parish in whom Marie took the
grontest Interest. She wae the
young wife of a sailor, and had a
tiny baby about three weeka old.
Her husband had been at gea for
some months ; and when Marie fivst
found them the mother and baby
were 80 il), it was not expected that
either of them could recover. With
the greatest care Marie wrapped the
wee mite in an old shawl, and carried
it to the church, where she watched
with joy and fervour, the waders of
regeneration flow over its tiny head ;
then hurrying back with her pre.
cious charge, she deposited John in

his grateful mother's arms.
TO BE CONTINUED

——

THE HEART OF THE
WILDERNESS

Swiftly the shades of night were
on the wildernees. The
western eky gilll retained a faint

crimson glow, which bathed the tops |
| of the piues on the hill,

.
L

y the dim twilig already
ned. A short distance from
» backwoods town stood a neab
the smoke curling
from it8 wide chimney. In the open
door-way,
the clearing to the gloomy
stcod a slender maid of
clad in a blue bomespun dress
with & white kerchief folded grecs

woods,

fully over her bosom, upon which |

gleamed the gold cross of
rosary beads, which &ghe

around her neck. She was
pretty, in the ordinary sense of the
word, but the scfét nut-brown hair
framed a face of singular purity acd

her
wore

arhe it S 3
| eweetnese, lit up by a pair of ex-|,,,r4els when he had finished,

pressive dark gray eyes.

A look of reliet lit up Vera Win- |

fleld’'s face as & tall man in hunter's
garb, with a rifla slung over his
shoulder, emerged from the woods
and came toward the house.

“You are late tonight, father,
girl said.

While he put away his gun, she
hastily lit two large candles
placed them on the table.
the snxious

tke

Then she
expression of

" What is the matter, father ?"
asked, " Surely nothing has
pened to Ray ?"”

‘Oh, Ray's sll right; just
gone to town to get some supplies,”
ne apgswer,

" But, father, something is

she
hup-

no.

Wo8
troub
Vera said, laying bher hand
on hi ) 1 me.”

He looked rn into
anxiovs ¢

ber sweest
How like her
moiher 8 growinmg, her mother
y hed died in giving birth,

t srm pround her and drew

she ore
her
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i forbid tha! har

you!” he

n should ever |
sald with deep
rg happens
forgive
3 you know

1 apad
I go? news that
magsacred gev

anyth
ever iyselt
r‘;\\'*,:
only thia
they had |
Would to

a

ral towns.

| God I had never lefs Maryland, where

Indian wars
It was my insane de

theee Dbloody
unknown |

are
gire
re that tock
me away up here; bat I should have
thonght ot you.”

" But, father, I very bappy
here,” Vera responded quick!y.
" You know I would bs happy soy
wh:re with you. O! eaarss,
our friends ad Sb. Aur's, snd, above
all, our dear church, but,ssas Futuer
Lambert sald ad parurg, no doubt |
the Lord heas work ‘for mwae to do.
And surely we have nothing to fear |

|
feom the Iroquoie; we are not in |

am

m

are our friends.”

" Ob, I guess there's no nctual{
danger. But you must take no more |
long walks in the woods by yoursell. |
These Ircquois are very daring and
no one knows when some &dventur
ous young warrior, anxious to make }
n name for himsell, may not be |
prowling around ready to pounce |
upon the unwary and defenseless. |
Promise me that you will be care- |
ful.” [

“I promige,” snswered Vera |
“ I will keep close o the |
house,"” |

Just then Ray noisily entered the l

un in its acoustomed i

he
Y"I'm

‘“Ah, I see supper’'s all ready,”
gald, sitting down at the table.
nearly famished.”

After a short grace was said by the
fatber, they fell to with an appetite
that no bad news could take away.

Ray was a tall, stalwart young
fellow of twenty-five, with hie father's
black hair and keen dark eyes.

Early the next moruning Mr. Win-
fleld and his son went hunting.
Vera stood on the threshold waioh-
ing them until they were hidden by
the trees. Then she went about her
simple tasks, singing, trying to shake
off the depression which had fallen
upon her. Before settling down at
her spinning she knelt and recited
the rosary for the poor viotims of
Indian treachery.

| by

| white face.
| ly on }

but in the |

n|
looking anxiously acroes |

nineteen, |

nou |

| Equirrel,

| by the very fitting name of

and |

{ from the depths of the forest, Far

| tell

It was a perfect summer's day,
Outaide laughed the bright sunshine,
the birds sang merrily and the trees
waved their branches in the breeze
a8 though beckoning tothegirl tocome
out, After dinner, Vera could resist
the oall of the woods no longer. Not
far from the houee, in & shady dell,
ran o liitle brook and alongite banks
wild flowers bloomed i riotous pro
fueion. Here Vera brought her sew-
ing and sitting down on a fallen log
under n towering oak, prepared to
enjoy the afternoon in placid con.
tent. Overhead the summer wind
eighed softly among the treetops,
birde hopped from branch to branch,
twittering merrily, and. squirrels
madly chased each other from tree
to tree, chettering vociferously.

The sudden crackling of a twig in
close proximity, followed by the
frightened cries of the birde over-
head, startled the girl. Looking wp
she wae horrified on beholding =
powerful painted Iroquois step from
bebind a tall pine and come towarde
her. Vera sprang to her feet, but,
before sbe could find her voice, the
savage seized her in an iron grasp,
and placiog his hand over her mouth,
hissed in her ear

"It you ery, I kill!”

Liftiog her in his powerful armes as

| though she were a child, the Ircquois

fled like a deer through the woods. |
At the foot of the hills he was joined |
another peinted savege, who
grinned hideously into the captive's l
Vera was plented rough-
1or feet, her hands waere bound
tightly behind her with deer thongs,
and she was made to walk n |
the two Indians as they proceeded in |
gingle flle, recsiving many a rude ,
blow from the cns behind ber. |
In thie manner they traversed the |
forest all wafternoon. Vera
stumbling over rocks and
trees. When night fell they

betwe

often
fallen
were

{ far in the depthe of the wilderness.

owe deepened in the
gloomy wot from the distance
came the scream of the wildcat and
the howl of the wolf, while an owl
hooted diemally from an old
tree, The Iroquois deemivg them- |
selves safe from pursuit, stopped and
struck camp. Fearing an attack
from wild beaste, they built a large
fire, over which they roasted =
which oce of them had
mwanaged to kill during their flight.
Vera's captor threw bher & few
buat ‘
the mere sight ot the hsalf raw flesh |
sickened her and she contented her. |
gelf with a few mouthfuls of dry |
corn meal and a drink of water from |

Ag the sha

onl
OBk

| & spring near-by

the hard,
Her captor, who went
" Black |
Wolt,” wrapped himself in his|
blanket not far away, while the other |
Indian wat, immovable as & bronze
statute, near the fire keeping watch. |

Vera's bed that night wae
bare ground.

{ Outeide the rangs of the firelight the

shadows loomed black and impene

trable, The night wind

mournfully in the pine tops and the |

flerce cried of beaste of prey camese |

from home, surrounded by the path

lees wilderness, at the merey

ferocious savagee, it is

that desolation &

Then she raised ker

through the intervening brarx

gazed upon the starry heave
Berens on high, A

upon Vera's scul,

Heavenly Fat
ver His belple
Le etars,

of |
ondex
Vers

king |
ches,
ns that
ely great |
tank She

has
aex

:] ell
With a prayer

peacefully acleer
It was the hour of suneet.
crimson glory of the western sky
fell upon the Iroquois villege, nest-
ling in & green valley near the banks
of a narrow but swift stcesam.
Numerous warriors etalked or
lounged about, a swarm of children
ved at miniec war on the banks of
river, while the equaws were
preparing the evening meal,
In front of & wigwam, which its
vrd elaborate decorations
murked as the chiet's, stoodan Indisn
pirl of twelve or thirteen summers,
g zir g wistfully into the glowing
beuvens, She was clad in a robe of
fawnekin, richly embroiderea with
wampum. Her gshining raven tresses
in two thick braids over her
shoulders, and the small, oval face
with its clear-cut features was lit up
a pair of large, liquid black eyes.
This was Fawn Eyss, the daughter
of the head.chie!. Engle Wing had
been a great friend of the Eaglisb,
bad even sent his only daughter to |
school in ove of the “pale face” |
viileges. Fawn Eves was bright and
e¢ager to learn, and her teacher bhad
great hopes for her. Then came the
trouble batween the gettlers and the |
Indiags. Eagle Wing immediately |
demanded his child from the “pale ;
face’’ and went on the warpath with |

The |

bus

Fi2

| the rest of his tribe. |

But Fawn Eyes sensitive nature
shrank from the scenes of horror
and bloodshed which she was. com-
pelled to witnese. She could not |
hate the white people, for those whom |
she had known had been most kind
and gentle. And then, they had told
ber that the Great Spirit was not the
Manitou she had been taught to
believe in, who dslighted in war and
bloodshed, but a God of love. And
this gospel was singularly attractive
to her gentle heart., She was thiok-
ing of Him now a8 she stood there,
gozing into the sunset skies.

Snddenly a shrill
feom the woode. The effect was
electric. The warriors sprang to
their feet, the children stopped their
play, the women paused in their
culinary preparations, and all, with
one accord, rushed forward. As two

warhoop came

sighed | &
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