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A Flower of the Prairies

On the Frontiers With a Mysterious Baby, a Pack of Wild Indians and a Burning House

ANNIS drew her hands out of the dough,
Walked over to the window and looked out,
a4 sullen frown on her brow; just as she

hateq t,heexll’?Cted. it was young Mrs. Wilson. Tannis
er hugp ittle English woman, who had come with
Wilson stand to the ranch next to theirs, for Mrs.
oy 1:>0d foy all that Tannis was not, but longed
Wilson foe feeling was evidently not shared by Mrs.
o ;EXcr she ran over to see Tannis on any excuse
ang ’beg'anuse at all; Tanr_lis returned to her bread

™S, Wil sullenly kneading the dough.
the kiteh S0n rode round the house till she reached
el window. She drew up in
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Think of having to drive all those
What do

one near here.
miles and miles and perhaps be too late.
you do when you are ill?”

“I'm never ill,” answered Tannis, “and if I were,
the Indians are very good doctors, and nurses, too.”

“Indians!” exclaimed Marian, in tones of deep
disgust. “Oh, I never could bear to have an Indian
doctor or nurse. I'd rather die. Fancy owing your
life perhaps to an Indian.”

Tannis glanced obliquely at ber. “You may owe

Elizabeth. The Indians gave it to me; Tannis means
Prairie Flower.”

“Oh, how lovely! I wish the Indians would give
me a name like that. How quaint and appropriate,
for you do look like a prairie flower. You’re so little
and slight, your red hair makes you look like one
of those dear, little scarlet flowers, and your big,
dark eyes, their centre. You don’t mind my calling
your hair red, do you?”

“No,” answered Tannis, “for it is red.”

Marian laughed. ‘“Are you always so solemn, you
so seldom smile?”

Tannis looked across the prairies,
a curious wistfulness, stamping out

T .
cr[i,:é of it. “Good morning,” she
“only mg:]il_y, Deeping in at Tannis,
Mine gy g your bread now? Why,
W0aves oo till)eel" reposing in baked
hours op L° k}tchen table these two
“Good more".
Tannig  morning, Mrs. Wilson.”
ife aé’éCked up a large carving
Smaj] s sl-ashegl the dough inte
manner‘hmns’ using the knife in a
d at s%nt cold shivers up and
“0 ,Wilson’s spine.
WaY.I;'t ‘I}:n t cut your doush in that
Indigng ooi0ds me of those dreadful
annjo ! Scalping people.”
den ga.>S e¥es glowed with a sud-
are noy é’;gngry fire. “The Indians
arg noy moadful people, at least they
or an re dreadful than the Eng-
lay -abj diny other nation; they were
eandg Deople till you English
J0u blam, Stole what was theirs. Can
In tpe 5 le them trying to get it back
“You né’ Wway they know?”
Mrg, 1] nglish people,” laughed
Werepey o o00; “you'd think you

an Engligh
You.» 8. woman yourself

Ca‘nadlanor English, I am—1I am a
»Tannis finished, sullenly.
D some pans of bread,
the stove and shoved
€ oven.
Cpurtney is English,”
Ovl‘s- Wilson; “but don’t let’s
er the Indians. Do come
© 8arden. It’s too lovely to
e h011‘10use." She dismounted
» ut, ang Se, led him round to the
clut th Pok €d him to a post. Tannis
. 086q Oof her loaves in the oven,
Oot € door, then going to the
s Me Stairs called up them:
dAn '0 1darie."
G°wn the Indian woman shuffled
“f‘mous. tairs in answer to the

at

;" Indl:él the bread, Marie,” she said
0 wi . “T am going into the gar-

: .With K 'S, Wilson.”
quatted doorunt the old woman
ot the OVeOWn on the floor in front
o the kitn' and Tarnnis walked out
U8, st Chen int the garden; if

f T,
h?swers aﬂgg“ng beds with a few wild

i ’%rtzlé’ Mr,

the usual sullen glance that had
lately grown in her eyes. “There is
so little to smile at in the prairies,”
she said, simply.

Marian rose and shook out her

skirts. “I'd better be getting
home. I think Jack will be in
soon now.”

‘When the sound of Marian’s

horse’s hoofs had died away in the
distance, Tannis turned and walked
into the house. As she entered the
kitchen a smell of burning met her.
The Indian woman still squatted on
the floor watching the oven door;
with a hopeless gesture, Tannis
threw open the door. The bread was
a black, smoking chip.

ATE summer and short autumn
quickly gave place to early win-
g ter; for winter comes early and
stays late in that prairie country.
For two days the snow had fallen
with a steady persistency, covering
forest and prairies with a white
blanket. On the third day it stopped
as suddenly as it had commenced.
At a window in the front of the house
Tannis stood, her eyes fixed on the
prints of a horse’s hoofs; irregular
prints, as if the rider had not been
sure of his going. The horse prints
traveled onwards and onwards, al-
ways going forward, never turning
back, till they lost themselves in the
distance. So it had come at last,
the dreaded thing that had stalked
her steps ever since she had mar-
ried, and had overtaken her at last.
There was now nothing more to fear.
She knew the worst and life was
over, for her at least. Suddenly a
shadow fell across the prints, blot-
ting them out for the moment.
Tannis looked up, then drew back
from the window; she glanced
hastily round, and signed to the In-
dian woman, “Marie,” she said, “take
my son upstairs.”

Marie picked up the rude wicker
cradle and disappeared with it. The
echo of her shuffling feet was still
upon the stairs, when the sound of
a knock made by the butt of a riding

any 0y S0me tame flowers grow- Lt
c:ﬁ a s?fg: Some stunted shrubs,

’ted a Eae maple tree, could be
,,erhe Indq-&rden' Some chairs made
‘lxuf scatterns of bent boughs of pine

2T the €d about. Tannis drew up two of these
Wytere . Dable tree.

"I‘t'gn spoii_a few moments silence, then Marian
%o, a ¥

:’tltry g? ;lling, when you come to think of it, this

Tetep onours; these endless prairies, that seemed

and on with no beginning and no ending

earhorrib-]ey }?f distance, and the silence of them,
) t1,tle it 4 i orrible whispering silence; don’t you
f » I JUSt whispers, whispers to me the whole

| TANNI
tlghf'lyle&‘!}t over and gripped Marian’s arm
t}llnkshe Sai q Haven’t you been here long enough,”
"‘&t that o0 harshly, “to know that you mustn’t
it emi*syrtzatlk that way; if you do, you know

'Mvek%w ”» i %
’ Mal‘lan cowed back in her seat, a white,
Man, < try, but I can’t help it. I can’t;
1:nuch alone. Jack’s out on the ranch
b ere’s go little to do in the house, and
a De the silence begins to call me and
oe’ and I am afraid to be alone; that’s
: I no::;?»r here so much. I know I'm in your
g * * dopy o,
Wy ag it mind,” answered Tannis, ungraciously.

ip o 82j
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?}u do for a doctor or nurse in case of

I told Jack we really ought to have

“Haven’t you been here long enough,” she said, harshly, “to know that you must

not talk that way?”

.

your life to an Indian some QaY-” ;
Again silence reigned. Marian thought it was more

uphill work than usual making conversation. She
asked herself for the thousandth time why she came.
The Dentons were as near neighbours, and Mrs. Den-
ton was a fellow countrywoman, and by all the laws
of civilization should be her fz:iend. ’I_‘hey thought
alike, spoke alike, did alike; while Tapms Courtney’s
thoughts, speech, doings, were as different as Qay
from night to hers. She was a mystery and Marian
Wilson was an intensely curious woman. It hurt
her, actually hurt her not to know all about every-
one: and therein lay, if she had known it, her desire
for Tannis’s company. On first meeting, she had
told Tannis all about herself, hgr people, her life,
and Tannis had told her nothing in return as to who
and what her parents were; she looked like a

Scottish woman, with her head of red hair, yet denied -

being one; said she was a Canadian, which Marian
interpreted to mean that she was not to be
enlightened. In Marian’s school-book, Canadian
spelt Indian. Marian felt she must solve the mystery
if she was ever to know a moment’s peace.

«“What a curious name yours is,” she said. “Is it
an Egyptian one?”

“No, Indian.” ;

“Indian!”’ cried Marian, in amazement. “How

strange of your parents to give you an Indian

name.” ;

“My parents didn’t give it to me. They called me

whip sounded on the door. Tannis
walked over to it and opened it.

: “How is—good heavens!” gasped

Mrs. Wilson, “you downstairs? Don’t

you think that is rather risky?” While she was
speaking she followed Tannis in to the parlour.

“Why?” asked Tannis.

“Why?” answered Marian, ‘“why, because—because
—no one ever comes down for two weeks at the
very earliest and your baby is only—only——"

“Three days old. I could have come down the
first day.” /

“The first day!” Marian gazed at her in amaze-
ment. “What doctor did you have, and nurse?”

“Marie nursed me, and Thunder Bird doctored me;
there was no time to send to town and he was in
the neighbourhood.”

ARIAN WILSON gasped. The whole thing was
beyond her. For once in her life she was
speechless.

“May I see the baby?’ Marian asked, when the
silence was growing painful.

“No, oh no,” cried Tannis, shrinking back.
couldn’t think of it.”

“Why, oh I see. But I wouldn’t mind a bit,” smiled
Mrs. Wilson, indulgingly.

“Mind!” cried Tannis, angrily, “what do you mean
by saying you wouldn’t mind? What are my son’s

“1

 looks to you?”

“Nothing, nothing,” replied Mrs. Wilson, hastily.
She began to be the least little bit afraid of her
hostess; for Tannis glared at her like some untamed

(Continued on page 22.) .



