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A HAPPY ENDING. 127
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shared the common fate," answered !Mr. Kennedy, for

such he told us was his name.
" Should your child have escaped, do you helicve you

would recoj^uise her? " asked Uncle Donald.
*' Among a hundred !

" answered the stranger. " I

should know her, however much grown, from her like-

ness to her mother."

Ashe spoke my sisters and Eose approached. Tlie

stranger glanced at the group, then rushing forward,

gazed earnestly into Hose's countenance.

" You would not deceive me !
" he exclaimed. " Say,

how did this young girl come to he with you ? Hose,

do you recollect me ? Speak, my child, are you not

Kose Kennedy ?
"

" Kennedy ! Kennedy I
" murmured Rose, looking

greatly astonished and somewliat frightened. " Ken-

nedy I Yes, that was my papa's name."
" You are my own child 1

" he exclaimed, kissing her -^

brow and cheeks again and again while he held her in

his arms.

The lookers-on were greatly moved. It was some

time, however, before Kose couhl fully comprehend that

the stranger was her father, and that she belonged to him

rather than to Uncle Donald.

Mr. Kennedy now eagerly inquired whether we could

give him any tidings of his wife.

" Extraordinary as it may seem, I think I am able to

do so," said my father. " On stopping at the Red River

settlement on our way hither, I met a ^Irs. Kennedy,

whose husband and child had, I heard, been murdered by

the Indians."

I should like to prolong my history, but I must be


