A Tale of The Indian Days.

By J. Wirriam Fiscuer,

CHAPTER 1.

The Parting.

“There's nothing half so sweet in life as love's young dream."

66 [ OODBYE, Colette! ('-mu“)}(‘!"
Sad words indeed they were,
talling irom the lips of a

voung, sturdy Canadian settler,

who with tearful eyes, in parting
held close 1o his manly bosom, his
wife and only child.

It was only a moment—the door
opened wide and he waved his hand
and with one long, last, anxious
look Kduard Harrison disappeared
and was Jost in the inky blackness
of night,

Colette was a handsome woman,
not very tall, with such a girlish
tace, wreathed in its iolds of deep
brown lhair, and with dark eves
that flashed and danced continual-
lv.  Her cheeks still had the blush
ol yvouth upon them and she could
ot have been more than twenty
or twenty-one. She was still stand-
ing at the door of the old log cabin
clasping fondly to her throbbing
breast her six months old Angela,
and  gazing with red and  teariul
cves into the darkness bevond. She
listened until the last sounds of her
hushand’s footsteps had died away,
More than once she had whispered
almost unconsciously to the soft,
cool breeze that swept through the
willows, “Goodbve, Eduard! God
bless thee! God guide and protect
thee! "

Notwithstanding all that ¥duard
had said to her with a fond hope
that he would soon return again—
in probably a month or so— not-
withstanding  his many hearty
pleadings and kind words of en-
conragement and of love, she was

—Moore.

afraid and her heart wuas nigh
bursting with its weight of pent-up
Sorrow, A presentiment of evil
scemed  to pierce her  very soul,
There was a mysterious something
raging within her, which her feel-
mgs could not suppress.

Hardly knowing what she was
doing, Colette closed the door he-
hind her and returned to the room,
where one of the servants was busy
at work. Walking up to her side,
she placed the sleeping babe in her
arms and then, passing into a v
near by, she threw herseli upon a
sola and wept loudly, and the hit-
ter, salt tears, that rolled silently
down her red cheeks, shone like
dew-drops on the rose of summer.,

Slowly the first three weeks wore
away. Colette began to breatiie
more  freely  and  cach  minme
brought its atom of cheerfulness to
her eves, red and sunken, that were
S0 olten filled to overflowing, As
4 wanderer, oppressed and care-
worn, speeding through a dark a:
gloomy forest, rejoices when for
the first time he sees, far in the dis-
tance, a few streaks of silver light
smiling playiully through the lealy
branches, so, too, did Colette grect
the lirst happy dayv of the fourth
and last week of her solitary  sep-
aration,

No one seemed to understand her
feelings better than her inlant child
~—the blue-eved, little Angela — for
whenever  she  whispered  soitly,
“Papa will soon he coming,”  the
little, chubby checks of haby lit up
with a merry smile and she seemed
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