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On the Fron tiers With a Mysterjous Baby, a Pock of Wild Indi

TAnI8 drew er ands out of the doug,
waIked over to the window and lookeil out,
a snllen frown on her brow; just as she

h ex'pected, It was young Mrs. Wilson. Tannis
ber"' te llttle English woman, who had corne with

e ugband to the ranch next to theirs, for Mrs.Biso toc for all that Tannîs was flot, but longedto be. Trhe feeling was evidently not shared by Mrs.
Wl's 0i, for she ran over 'to see Tannis on any excuse

Or' 110 exel 5s at ail; Tannis returned to ber bread
411d ýbegan illenly kneading the dough.

'5Wlson rode round the bouse tilI she reacbedlaie ktcjef endow. She drew up lu
frn o! it. ood morning," she

<>fll a ~in yOur bread now? Wly,
h0ae been reposing In baked

h On theelUtcben table tbese two,

T Go IliOrnlng, Mrs. Wilson."
a"""'e ai~ckd Up a large carvîng

'MilDot.shed the dougb Inte
SPtIons, uslng tbe knlfe in a

donhne Mha sent cold sbivers Up anddO W i b! S n s p n
WC ut your dougb In tbat

djýire iids me of those dreadful
Ta]n"On~t soalPîng people."

dei, d 5',, eyes glowed wlth a sud-
eeP aigry fire. "The Indians

di dfu People, at least they
orB mOre dreadful than the Eng-

-ai in iter nation; tbey were
Ca 5 e Iig ePeole tlll you Englisb
eo and s ole blat was theira. Can

tbeiuiy trying to get It b 1ack
oul a tbey know?"

ere, il «you'd tblnk you
aJ eJnfl woman yourself

Zia! Elob, I arný-I arn a

B le a i lished, sullenly.
e 8 mepans of bread,

ite 0 a avrt enso and sboved

Mr ortney is Englisb,"
elMia. Wisn; "bu don'! Iet's
0Vi h Indlans. Do corne

tegarden. It's too lovely to,
frt h (use." She dlsmounteder herse, led hlm round to the

DUt"lti<dilmto a pst. Tannis
C06erest Of her baves In the oven,

01 tdeor then golng ta the
'Mre 4 alrs called up tbemf

44X ld ilan woman sbuffled
an te tars In answer to the

tet &]. re ad, Marie," she sald

'wItil goingInto ithe gar-
1qat' a gh1it the aid wornan
Of the o,,y n the floor lu front

.% e .n Tach nns walkcd out
bbrr eninto the garden; If

etging beds wlth afew wld
Saine tam flowers grow-

a -, Orne~ ,,tnteAsrb

aPle trec, 'could be
Sorne chairs made

E bent bougbis of pins
Lbout. TanuIs drew Up

tree.
few moments silence,

when you corne ta thin
these enidless prairies,

on with fia beglnnIug ai
distance, and the silen
'rible whispermng silence
vhispers, whlspers ta in

Over and grIpped Ma
laven't y«ou been biers Io
arshly. «'to know tliat
-taIk thait way; If yeu di

cewed back j
1 try, but 1 cs.
ilone. Jack'i

'p

a
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one near here. Think of having to drive ail those
miles -and miles and perhaps be too late. What do
you do when you are 111?"

"I'm neyer 111,'" answered Tannis, "and if I were,
the Indians are very good doctors, and nurses, too."

"Indians!" exclaimed Marlýan, In tones of deep
disgust. "Oh, I neyer could bear to have an Indian
doctor or nurse. I'd rather die. Paney owing your
life perhaps to an Indian."

Tannis glanced obliquely at ber. "You may owe

"Haven't You been here long enough," uhO said, harshly, "1to know tl
mlot talk that way?"

two of these your life ta an Indian saine day-"
Again silence reigned. MariaI' thauglit 1!was mare

theu Marlan uphili work than usual nakiig conversation. She
asked herseif for the tbousafldth tirne wby she carne.

Lk of 1!, this Tbe Deutous were as near neiglibaura, and Min. Den-
that seemed tan was a fellow country-woman, and by ail the laws
id na endlng o! civilization sbould be ber frlend. Thay thauglit
ce of tbern, alike, spoka a.llke, dld allke: whule Tannis Courtnay's
~; don'! you thouglits, speech, doings, *ware as different as day
e the whole from niglit ta bers. She was a mYstery and Merian

Wilson was an lntensey curions womnia. It hurt
ber, actually hburt lier nat te kxiow ail about every-

~rian's arm one; and therein lay, if se bl kiiewn it, lier desire
ng enougli," for Tannis's company. on first meeting, alie had
You mustn't told Tannis ail about herself, ber People, lier Ilfe,
0, you kaow and Tannis bad toId lier notifg Ini return as ta wlio

and what ber parents wore; she loeked like a
eat, a white, Scottisb woman, wltjj4lr bead ef red liair, yet denied~
IL. I cen't; being one; said abe was a Ca i, which Marlan

i the ranch lnterpreted ta mean that sha Was not ta ba
bouse, and enllghtened. In Marlaii's schOOIbbook, Canadian

ail me and spaîýt Indlan. Marlan fol! se mu~1st solve the mystery
loue: that's if she was ever ta kne'w a neblt'a peace,
I'm lIn your "Wbat a curionis naine yourls is," alie said. "«Is ît

an Egyptian oee?"
kigraciously. "No, Indien."
Lrian asked, "Iadian!" cried Marlixi, ln amazement, "How

strenge o! yeiir parents te, giVe You an nd Ian
inlx casa of name.Y

gh! te have "My parents didn't giva 1! te me. Tliey called me

A

M 1_ ATE summer and short autuiun
L qucly gave place ta early win-

ter; for winter cornes early and
stays late In that prairie country.
For two days the snow bad fallen
with a steady persisteucy, covering
forest and prairies wltb a white
blanket. On the third day it stopped
as suddenly as It liait commenced.
At a wlndow In tbe front of -the house
Tannis stood, bier eyes fixed on the
printa of a horse's hoofs; Irrégular
prints, as If the rider had flot beau
sure of bis golng. The heorse prints
traveled onwards and onwards, al-
ways goiug forward, neyer turning
back, till tbey lost themselves la the
distance. So 1! badl corne st last,
the dreaded thlug tba.t bad stalked
bier steps ever since shé had mar-
rled, and bad avertaken ber at last.
There was now nothlng more ta fear.
She knew the worst and life was
over, for bier at least. Suddeniy a
shadow fell acrose the prints, blot-
ting tbema ou! for the moment.
TannIs iooked up, then drew baok
frein tbe wiudow; she glanced
hastily round, and slgued to the In-
dian woman, "'Marie," ohé said, "ltake
ni y son upstairs."

Marie plcked Up the rude wicker
cradie and dlsappeared wIth ItL The
ecbo of ber shuffling feet was stili
upon the stairs, when tbe saund of
a knock made by the butt o! a riding
wbip sounded on the door. Taunis

iat you mnuat walked over to, It and opened IL.
"He-lw isa-good heavensi" gasped

Mrs. Wilson, I"you downstairs? Don't
yrni think tbat ls rather risky?" Wbile &lhe was
speaking sbe followed Tannis In to the parlour.

"Wby9?" asked Tannis.
"Wby?" answered Marlan, "wliy, because--because

-no one ever cernes down for two weeks at tbe
very earllest and your baby Is aniy--only-"

"Tbree days aid. I ceuld have corne down the
first day.?'

"The first day!" Mariaon gazed at ber In arnaze-
ment. "What docter did you bave, and nurse?"

"Marie nursed mie, and Thunder Bird dootored me;
there was no tme -ta send to town amd lie 'was iu
the neigbbourhood."

M ARIAN WILSON gasped. The whole thlng was
beyend' ber. For once In lier ilfe ekhe was
speecbiess.

"May I see the baby?" Marlan aoke when the
silence was growing painful.

"No, oh no," cried Tannis, slirlnking back. 'II
couldn't thîik of 1V."

"Why, oh I see. But I wouldu't mInd a bit,» 13mlled
Mrs. Wilson, lndulgingiy.

"Mimd!" crled Tanuis, angrlly, "what do you mean
by saylng you wouldn't mmnd? Wliat are my on's,
looks ta you?"

"Nothiug, nothing,"' replied Mira. Wilson, hastily.
She began to be the leas! Uttle bit afraid of lier
liostess; for Tannis glared s.! her like soeue untamesl

(Continued on page 22.),

Flower 0of Prairies
ains and a Burninýg House

Elizabeth. The Indians gave It ta me; Tannis means
Prairie Fiower."

"Oh, how lovely! I wlsb the Indians would give
me a name lke that. How quaint and appropriate,
for you do look like a prairie, flower. You're so little
and sligbt, your red hair makes you look like one
of those dear, littie scarlet flowers, and your big,
dark eyes, their centre. You don't mmnd my calling
your hair red, do you?"

"No," answered Tannis, "for It Is red."
Marian iaughed. "Are you abways s-a solemun, you

s0 seldom smile?"
Tannis looked acrosa the prairies,

a curious wistfuiness, starnplng ou!
tbe usual suiben glance that had
lately grnwn In her eyes. "'There ls
so littie ta sinile a! lu the prairies,"
she said, simply.

Marian rose and shoak ou! bar
skirts. "I'd better ba gettIng

à, home. I thiuk Jack wilb be lu
soon now."1

Wben the sauud of Marian's
borse's boofs liait dlad eway In the
distance, Taunis turned and wabked

Ïe inta the bouse. As she entered the
kiýtchen a ameli of burnIng met bier.
The, Indian waman sill squatted on
the floor watchiug the aven door;
witb a bapelass gesture, Tennis
tbrew open the door. The bread was
a black, smoking clip.


