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PREFATORY NOTE.

IN the following pages will be found a somewhat ro-
mantic story of the war of 1812-1813, on our north-
western border, written from the ground occupied by the
refugees of the Revolution and their descendants in
Canada.

The fortunes of my people are so interwoven with the,
incidents of the national struggle, that their history be-
comes largely a history of the war itself, and of some .of
the commanders on both sides.

A study has been made of many of the writers of that
stirring but now obscure period, American, British, and
Canadian, and an attempt made, subordinate to the main
purpose, to place the leading incidents within easy appre-
hension of the reader. Misapprehensions and misstate-
ments have not intentionally been repeated. Some pop-
ular stories,and beliefs on one side as on the other, have
been corrected. I may add that for all the statements
in reference to the Shawanoe chief, save some of the
incidents of his personal relations to my characters, there
is ample authority, as the references will show.

The battle of Fort Stephenson, which so signally

\%



vi Prefatory Note.

marked the sharp change in the fortunes of the war, as
also the great sea fight of Lake Erie, exercised such a
controlling influence upon the destiny of my pcopleﬂ, that
they could not be wholly omitted from my narrative.

Whatever may be the fortunes of this work, it is be-
lieved that in its pages will be found something of the
spirit and flavor of pioneer life in the West, of that time
which sober history cannot embody, and which our litera-
ture has so slightly lent itself to preserve.

To the elder generation, the war of 1812 on the north-
western frontier is already a legend; to the younger,
the dimmest of traditions. Isolated as was its stage,
small in actual event, yet most momentous ‘in conse-
quences, it has never received that attention and consid-
eration which its intrinsic importance entitles it to. The
war on that frontier began with the fall of Detroit, in
mid August, 1812, and the events immediately pre-
ceding it; and ended on the fifth of October, 1813;
and though it raged along the north-eastern axid\ south-
western borders until January, 1815, through all the
Northwest, peace between the great parties was as
assured as if secured by a treaty, and the interrupted tide
of immigration at once resumed its westward flow.

The battle of the Thames put an end, substantially, to a
chronic, and at times a most disastrous Indian war of
more than sixty years duration, in the valley of the Ohio
and basin of Lake Erie, and forever broke the power,

the hearts and hopes of the immediate western tribes.
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Prefatory Note. vii

I have resisted the temptation to annoy a reader with
long notes. For the curious, whose memory or means of
information may not enable him to recall or trace them, I
have subjoined some supplemental matter of the after
fortunes of three or four men and events, mentioned
in my pages.

I had a wish to tell a story which I hoped would inter-
est some readers, AsI made a study of the ground and
material, there came a wish almost as strong, to awaken

interest in the forgotten history of the Northwest.

THE AUTHOR.
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THE TORY'S DAUGHTER.

CHAPYVYER L

A MISTAKE ANI) AN ACCIDENT.

IT was a day of late October and past mid-afternoon;
a day of squalls, raip; and flurries of snow on the
stormy lake. A small craft had, with difficulty, been
brought to near th¢ mouth 4f a Yjver, fro,gl which were
landed her* passengers. That ?CC()lx\;)lishc(l, the boat
pulled back and the vessel turned her cours¢ downward.

Seemingly, to the small party'\thus left/the place and

surroundings wer¢ not what were expected.
“There i1s some mistake,” said the elder of the two
gentlemen, a grave, \handsome man, well advanced in
years, with the bearigg of one accustomed to the world
and affairs. “ This is not a landing ; there are no signs
of the village; none of the presence of the natives;
everything is wild, savage.”

The river ran from the south, discharging its waters
into the southern margin of L.ake Erie, west of its middle.
The ship was from Long Point, on the other side, and
below. Its purpose was to land this party with their lug-
gage, the means of a few days’ subsistence, in the wild
region of that side of the lake.

“The landing may be higher up,” said the young man,
of unmistakable military bearing, though in citizens’ dress;
1
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2 The Tory's Daughter.

“they were in a deuced hurry to be rid of us, and get
off this beastly coast,” he added.

“There were good reasons for that. Can this be the
Huron? You know there are several Huron rivers. Let
us explore above,” was the reply of the elder gentleman.

The two ascended the high bank, and looked about
them. No signs of man or of human dwellings met their
eager examination.

‘This was in the autumn of 1811, the period of exaspen
ation between the owners of the opposite shores of the
lake, and before the holders of the southern had more
than nominal possession of much of their side.

From their fruitless examination the two turned silently
back to their boxes, bales, and the subordinate males of
the party by the nver’s margin, anxiety on the face of
the elder, disgust in the look of the younger. *“Coming
to this nasty place on the word of an Indian. Was there
ever anything so d absurd ! ” he exclaimed.

“You seemed very willing to come,” said the other
coolly.. f* As for the Indian, you’d better repeat that to
Edith. She is apparently looking for chestnuts very
unconcernedly, up there,” with a motion of his hand in

the direction.

The other men of the party were three soldiers, in
laborers’ apparel, and a servant of the elder gentleman.
Two of the other sex completed it. When they landed,
these, under the lead of her called Edith, took their way up
to the higher land, looking about and searching for chest-
nuts. They were now seen taking their way down
toward the group by the river’s margin. Leisurely they
moved. Their presence in that wild place entitles them
to brief mention. Youthful, as their light, easy movements
showed, both above medium height, with something in
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A Mistake and an Accident. 3

the air of each as if accustomed to care for herself, to
whom the small attentions of male attendants might be
but irksome. The face of Edith we see, when near

enough, is beautiful ; unmistakably virginal, fine eyes,
with marked straight, heavy brows, noticeable at this dis-
tance. The upper pérson clad in a\gayly-worked, close-
fitting habit, from which descended ‘a skirt, leaving the
ankle free; the small feet daintily cased in bead-wrought
moccasins, the head protected with a maroon-colored
turban-like hat, with a small, white plume. ‘A sash over
the right shoulder, sustaining a small, fur-covered satchel
against the left side, completed a figure which harmo-
nized well with the idea of out-door adventure.

Her companion’s appearance was more picturesque.
Fully her height, her form had not yet received the magic
of roundness it was destined to. A child of the mative
race, not so dark as the average, her face, longer favored
and finely featured, bore indications of a fine strain of
ancestors. Her dress, though of sober-colored fabrics,
was half barbaric; head and feet clothed like the other,
save her cap was scarlet, and ornamented with a war-
eagle’s feather, which few women were permitted to wear.
Above her sash was seen the ivory hilt of a small dagger,
which in the hand of a spirited woman, might prove some-
thing more than an ornament, for which it was worn.
Her eyes, Oriental in shape and color, almost too large
for the size of the finely-moulded face, were striking, and
she moved with the light, sinuous grace of the young
daughters of chiefs. :

“We are on the wrong side,” cried Edith, when within
hearing. “The huts are over there,” pointing to the
west side ; “you can see them from the top of the hill,”
she added.
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“Oh, I knew there was some nasty blunder!” criegd the
young gentleman, his eyes resting on the facé of the
spéaker, in a way indicating entire satisfactjpn with- that,
whatever other source of annoyance he migit have.

The whole party made its way to the top of the bank,
led by the gitls, when after a little search the Indian
maiden re-discovered the small opening through which
their view had been obtained of the supposed cabin.
Each of the gentlemen secured a sight of the top and out-
line of the body of a small building amid the trees, quite
at the crest of the answering hill, on the other side,
though the younger doubted its being one of the several
huts they had expected to find on the east side.

“It would look differently if you had dined, Captain,”
said the young lady, with a little flash of sarcasm, turning
to renew her suspended nutting, amid the newly-fallen
leaves at her feet, the fragrance of which she inhaled with
zest.

All the men of the party examined the supposed hut.
One went so far as to distinguish a chimney and see
smoke rising from it—as he said.

“You can always see smoke from a chimney,” an-
swered the chief of the party. ‘ We are/near enough to
be heard there; let us give them a shout,” he added.
“ Now, my men—all together ! ”

In response the three, with the leader, united their
voices quite effectively.

“Bravo! Bravo!” cried Edith, clapping her hands.
“ Captain, I did not hear your mighty voice,” she said.

“Once again!” from the chief, followed by a more
decisive effort. * Still another!” The response made
the near foliage quiver.

“Still the captain remained mute. Iin his present
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A Mistake amz’\ an Accideng, 5

frame of mind, his voice would raise tl\;'e dead !’ was the
young Mady’s comment—resuming her labor,

No response from the opposite bank.

“ Perhaps the men had better discharge their pieces,”/
suggested the elder gentleman, to him called Captain. -,’

“Well, let them fire,” was the yeply, with a look tow-|
ard the three, which they understood.

The day was damp;- the old flint locks hung fire, but
finally roared out in the still wood with startling effect.

“They’ll hear that, if they can hear anything. Re-
load,” was the captain’s comment and order.

With silent eagerness the wholé~party, including the
girls, awaited the result. Two, three, five minutes, and
the silence remained unbroken, the aspect on the other
side unchanged. No man or thing appeared.

“Well,” said Edith, the first to speak, *the invading
army of British Tories and Indians will now proceed to
assault the enemy’s works, who fled at their approach.”

“It may be well to remember where we are,” said the
elder gentleman to her, reprovingly.

‘“ Certainly,” she answered, laughing. “ Pray tell me,
and I will never forget it,” vivaciously.

‘“ And what we are,” added the captain, dryly.

“As if the senior Captain of His Majesty’s g1st of
Foot, could ever forget what he is, or let us; and as if any
disguise would hide him from Yankee eyes,” she replied,
with mock gravity. ‘

““Who has talked of disguises,” demanded the gentle-
man, possibly a little uncomfortable in his present cos-
tume, in a guasi enemy’s country.

“Oh, there has been no declaration of war,” said the
teasing girl, assuringly, “ For me, I wodld be very glad
to see any of our cousins just now, in any|guise.”

4




The Tory's Daughter.

“The place is deserted or not occupied,” said the
leader, who hatiibeen attentively observing the hut and
locality.  “$till 1t is our only chance for the night.
What say you, Captain ? ”

‘“Nothing\is easier than to cross and try it,” replied
the captain{drousing himself at the idea of action. He
may have beéen held a little at disadvantage by Edith; if
so its effect dféappeared on this call.

“My men, we must cross this water—a raft will do
it;” he called out to them, “Lively now !” leading the
-way rapidly down to their landing, followed by the whole
party, Edith and her companion taking their way leis-
urely in the rear.

Among their effects were two or three axes, and within
a short time there floated by the immediate shore, 3 raft,
apparently buoyant and strong enough to pass the full
banked stream, here some twenty or thirty yards wide.

When all was ready the captain approached the watch-
ful and silent girls, hat in harfd, and said, addressing
Edith, “The ark waits, will my lady permit me to con-
duct her on board ?”

“ Certainly, ”” she replied, “if the women are to take
the lead. Otherwise embark the army and baggage, and
we will witness the voyage with composure, whatever the
result.”

““There is prudence in that; thanks,” was his reply.

The traps were placed on board, the men, armed with
long poles, under the captain’s command, made the transit
with little trouble, and returned for the more precious
freight. The girls and the elder gentlemen took places
on the raft, which was launched up-stream, caught and
borne down by the current, which it traversed, was ap-
proaching some drift, formed by the bodies of two trees,
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. . : H
the roots of which adhered to the opposite I)Wt\\
the upper side of which the float had rested ofits former

voyage. When the edge of the raft was now within a
yard or two of this resting-place, in <its downward trend,
the bed pieces at one corner suddenly parted. Near this
opening stood the elder man, and to avoid falling into the
watey, he made a sudden leap to the near drift. He
failed to make his footing good, fell backward, his head
striking with much force on a timber of the float, partially
stunning him, and he went helplessly into the river,
there ot considerable depth, and having a current under
the drift. W

I'dith and her companion, under the common impulse
which induced her father to spring from the raft, also
made a rush for the drift-wood, which they securely
gained, and turning she saw the unfortunate man sinking
n tle black water. She uttered a loud cry of alarm—
“My father ! my father! help! help!” and would herself
have leaped in had she not been restrained by the Indian
girl,

The servant was on the west shore with the baggage.
The first care of the captain and of his men was given
to their own temporary safety, in the breaking up of the
raft. In the emergency what might have been the fate
of the fallen man cannot be known. Just at the instant
unexpected aid intervened. With the attention of all
upon the raft its progress and passengers, no one had
seen the approach down the western bank of an active
form, which reached the margin of the river as the float
gave way. He saw the elder man fall and disappear.
He sprang along the drift and leaped into the water a
moment Jater and also disappeared, One of the men
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gained the place,fdnd pushed aside the floating bits
which formed the treacherous raft, now closing over the
surface next the drift. '

Edith held her breath in a spasm of suspense. It was no
considerable part of a minute, though to her an age, when
almost within reach of her hand the water parted, the
head @f the réscue€t burst up through it, the face turned
to her, almos:%;jrghing, with the water dripping from it.

“He is alb\fig !”” he cried, cheerily, to her, lifting her

1\

father’s heac pper person above the river’s surface,

an afm around thg intrepid rescuer’s neck, now so near
that Edyh sefared her father’s hand and with the aid of
the Indian girl 3fid the man nearest, he was drawn upon

the drift-wood¢fwheré the stranger, seen to be quite youth-
ful, had already gained footing. The captain had been
partly immerséd and now with the two others gaingd that
g[fuge.
~ Without waiting for words the stranger took up the
form of the injured and unconscious man, and with little
aid bore him to the near bank. His words as he lifted
him, gayly spoken, were—* I shall not wet him much.”
The captain busied himself in offering aid to Edith to
gain the land, which she did in advance of him and was
by her father’s side, as the young stranger and the ser-
vant placed him on the level land, on which his feet were
permitted to rest. Feeling the earth under therm the still
dazed man, who had taken but little water, instinctively
straightened up, with decided-signs of returning con-
sciousness, while his lungs made vigorous effort to expel
the intruding liquid.

Pausing for a moment, while the party gathered around
him, the stranger said—addressing the taptain— ‘ There
are no inhabitants within miles of here. I am camping in
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A Mistake and an Accident. 9

an old hut up the hill. We can make him comfortable
there. I fear it is your only chance.” He looked and
spoke very pleasantly.

“It seems so,” said the Englishman, ruefully.

“We accept your offer with gratitude,” cried Edith, effu-
sively. Then turning to the still dazed man, she wiped
the blood of a scalp wound from the face. He was now
so far recovered as to nearly support his weight on his
legs. He caught his daughter’s voice and turned his eyes
upon her, with a little smile hovering on his lips, which
discovering, she kissed them tenderly.

With Edith’s words the youth moved farward, still the
chief support of the injured man. Just at the foot of the
acclivity—the river’s secondary bank—they met the tall,
sinewy form of an old hunter, who came striding down to-
ward them. At their approach he paused, and ran his
observant eyes over the party; and then with them on the
face of the young man, he awaited their approach.

“ My old hunter—Carter,” said the youth in explanation.
And to the new-comer—“He got a dip in the river,”
he said. “ We will give him our cabin. The other huts
will serve the rest of his party.”

“All right! ” was the laconic reply.

“ And he saved his life,” said Edith to the hunter.

“Uv course,” was the reply, and the old man turning,
strode up the hill, followed by the slower party, for whom
the young man selected an easier ascent.

At the summit was discovered three huts, standing near
each other, around which had once been a small space of
cleared land, now fast being reclaimed by the forest.
The new growths had been cut away from the entrances of
the huts, rendering them accessible. The larger was di-
vided into two apartments, with a rude chimney and hearth,

vl




10 The Tory's Daughter.

in the first of which Carter had already relit the fire.
Near this he had alsd placed the younger hunter’s pallet,
upon which the injured man was extended, when the
younger, referring the strangers to the other two as also at
their disposal, said he would send them some roast veni-
son for dinner, withdrew, leaving the now conscious man
to the care of his party and their own resources. Their
luggage was brought up, the huts taken possession of,
and the strangers made their dispositions for the night,
now closing down in the solemn old wood.

Ere his departure, the young man removed from the
principal cabin his few effects, saying to the young lady,
glancing about the rude, small apartments—*“It is all I
can offer you. Had you sent me word—" finishing with
his pleasant laugh, leaving her to guess his meaning.

“ And you ?” she asked, a little anxiously.

“0, we—we have a charming place down by the
spring ; plenty of shelter and warmth.” Then he bowed
his adieu, saying he would venture to inquire after her
father, later.

The injured man was placed in dry wraps, and the
hurt of his head, found not to be great, was tenderly
cared for. The girls were placed in possession of the
inner apartment, and everything arranged for their com-
fort as far as the extemporized means permitted.

The contribution from the hunters was a well roastéd,
saddle of venison, which, with the sauce'of keen appetites,
was pronounced excellent. The elder hunter was an
experienced cook and caterer of the resources of the
woods, neat for his kind, and this was from his hand, and
with the stores of the travellers, made their late repast a
feast.
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A Mistake and an Accident. Il

As the young hunter left the cabin for his near camp-
fire, rekindled in the darkening wood, he was met by the
captain.

“ What may be the name of this river ?”’ he asked.

“Black River.”

“Black River? Oh! ah, this is the Black River—black
enough. Is there a town—a place, on, or near it?”

“Cleveland is the nearest. No town west, save
Indian towns, till you reach Detroit.”

“Cleveland—ah! Cleveland is east—about how far?”

“ Well, some thirty miles.”

“Is there a Huron giver on this side—where is that?’”

“That is to the west.”

“ And how far may it be to the Huron—about how
far?”

‘“ Carter ! ” called the young man to the hunter, ‘“ How
far is it to the Huron ? ”

“Thirty-five miles, peraps;” was Carter’s answer,

repeated by the youth to the Englishman.

“ And woods all the way?”
8, ‘“All the way. No prairie, no clearings on the route,
s I understand—is -there, Carter?” who approached
Wthem when called to.

‘“Every mile on’t woods ”’; in the sententious mode of
Wspeech which the forest imposes on its denizens.
8 ‘“Any river to cross between this Black and the
S Huron?”
@ ‘“The Vermillion, and several smaller streams, "
Manswered Carter,
Thanks were not a commodity with the stranger.
Iaving received the required information, he turned
Maway toward the brow of the high bank, not attempting
Mo hide from himself the annoyance the position gave him,
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“ Black River! Damned black! Lucky Cleveland is
no nearer. Forty miles to the Huron!” adding five by
way of aggravation, and blowing out a long whistle.
“Well, we are planted here for a week. What if the old
fanatic had lost his life. He would have been drowned
had it not been for this damned young prig, with his girl
face and red lips. The old hunter eyes us, the young
one will see nothing but— Has been in their army I'd
bet a year’s pay.” A pause. ‘ Well, I shall have things
my own way till the old man is on his legs again, here
m the woods. Damned little good it will do me though!
Damn the woods anyway ! ” he added, peevishly, turning
back to the huts.

Night was in the woods, and very soon its prowlers,
the predacious, the hunters, were stealing from their hid-
ing-places abroad. Notes and signs of their presence
might have been detected by an expert in forestry, which
none of the strangers were, save the Indian maiden, now
housed with Edith, who was a lover of the woods.

A lovely spring made its way out of the side hill, a
third of the way from the top, not far and up-stream
from the larger hut, forming a dimple on the fair earth’s
cheek, whose limpid thread in several tiny cascades,
found its way to the near river. Near this was the fire
and cooking place of the hunters. An old sail, stretched
from the northern lip of the dell formed by the spring,
protected it from the wind ; was ample shelter from rain
also. Here they passed the night, leaving the huts to
the }strangers, so curiously thrown upon them, and who
were now the subjects of their low voiced conversation.
The taciturn Carter was the principal speaker, an indica-
tion that the theme was one of unusual interest for him.
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called cap’en, and these three are solgers; their guns
was inspected less'n a week ago. Appen ’'roun there’n
you'll find ’em stanin’ guard there now. They cum in
'ere on that air sloop or sumthin. I seen ’er makin off
fore I hearn their guns; an’ them was a signal fer sum-
thin ’er ruther.”

“ That may all be true ; what is the inference ? ”

“They cum frum Canady,” was his summing up.

“Very likely ; well 2

“Ye see, the las’ we heern Guv’'ner Harrison wus a
marchin on the Prophit. They say there may be war
enny day,”

“ What has all that to do with this party, Carter?
You are shrewd.”

“ A man hez to be. Wal, they’r ’ere by mistake, This
'ere cap’en knows nuthin o’ this side. They thought this
wus the Huern ye see; an ’spected someone else to
anser their guns, ye see.”

“ All very likely, The Huron is more than 200 miles
from the Prophet’s town.”

“Yis, but its pesky near the Wyn’dots an Senicas and
ole Round-head, Walk-in-the-Water an’ them air though.”

“They are fast friends of ours.”

“ An’ that may be the reason for this ’ere jant. W'y
don’t they say 'oo an’ wat they air ? 7 spiritedly.

“Why should they? The woods are free to everybody.
Were they on mischief they would have had a story for
whoever they might peet. Why should the young lady
be with them ? And Wis Indian princess ? ”

“She’s a lady, sartin ;"tho’ I never seen menny.”

“ English ? 7

‘“ Merakin born—I reckon.”

‘* And this Indian girl,—an Indian princess ?”
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“Wal, there ’gis, ye see. These ’er spicious times.
W’at is she ’ere fer; but to see ’er relations—some o’ the
chiefs? Wal, ef war cams, I'l take a’nuther crack at ’em
—hanged ef I don’t.”

“They may be on-their way to convert the Indians—
who knows? AThen the young ladies would be of the
party.”

“Yis, 'n the cap’en an solgers, uv course. They'd
cunvart em.”

“Well, they will be here two or three days, and we
must do what we can for them,” laughing.

“ Sartin | Sartin! We’'l give the young lady 'n ’er pa,
'n yer princess—aint she bright ?—briled bass fer breck-
fas, an’ wunt grudge the cap’en a bite on't, nuther,”
responded the old hunter, cordially.

In the rude apartment, dimly lighted save where the
brands on the hearth gave out light, were father and
daughter, so strangely surrounded in the heart of the
forest. The father, quite himself, propped on his rude
couch, holding his child’s hand as she sat by his side, her
eyes on his face, which in the lamp’s slender light looked
wan. A glance would advise a stranger that these were
more than even their relationship ordinarily implies to
each other. The accident, the imminent peril and res-
cue, the intrepidity of the young hunter, whose presence
was not the least remarkable of the group of incidents,
were the theme of their conversation. Tears were in the
girl’s eyes unwiped, in the silence which followed.

“When I left the land of which this wilderness is a
part,” said the man, in a sad voice, “in anger and bitter-
ness I vowed when I revisited it—when I set foot on it
again—I would come in judgment, in wrath, with sword,

with fire. I am not an hour here—I fall, get a little rap
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on the head, plunge into one of its smallest ‘rivers, am
drawn under a log, pulled out limp and lifeless, like a
soiled rag. There is no will or purpose left in me,”

“You seem to me to be your dearest, truest self, papa,
dear,” said the child, laying her warm, tender cheek
caressingly against his face. “The land you left was al-
ways dear to blessed mother’s heart,” she said, lifting her
head.

“Yes; you women have power and strength for loves.
Hatreds are necessary to steel a man’s heart to the pur-
poses of justice, retribution,”—turning away.

“Can hatreds be a part of justice? ”” asked the girl.

“Man’s hatred is a part of God’s justice,” he said,
with his eyes from her. ‘“ How dead and empty these
things seem now—mere soulless sounds,” added he, turn-
ing his eyes to hers, with their former tenderness.

Edith’s face brightened as she received again their
light. There was a minute’s silence. The softness stole
again into the man’s face; with it came the expression of
another thought.

“That face—does it come from an old-time dream, a
picture, or is it a half-recalled memory ; a face breaking
on one in a crowd, which you are never to see again?
Have you seen At before, Edith ? ” ~

“Never, I know, till it broke from the black water o
near me. It ‘laughed even then—I never shall forget it.
I never should had I ever seen it before,” ‘she answered.

“Jt 1s a face to haunt one,” he continued. ‘I caught
it on the bank, coming from my daze I suppose, just as I
felt my feet on the groutid. My eyes were open, and the

face turned to me. It was all as in a dream; I really
saw nothing else. Have you seen him since ? ”
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““Only a moment. He lingered here a minute—he had
to leave us to ourselves, you know.”

“Yes; we will have him here in the morning. I hope
to be out to-morrow. What can we say to him?”

“ What we feel—only we cannot express it. I am sure
he will be more embarrassed than we.”

““What is your impression of him?’” asked the father.

“Oh, I can’t tell—now. He is the centre of light,
strong, lovely; the only time I ever saw a man, except
my father, so surrounded, so acting, that that word lovely
could apply to him. I fear he is but commonplace after
all, and will look like all the rest in the morning;” plain-
tively the last words were uttered.

“How sad that would be!” almost laughing. ‘ Well,
give me a good-night kiss, and call Peters,” he said.

“It would be sad,” she said, bending, her lips placed
to his. Then, calling the man from the outside, she
lifted the blanket which served as a door, and passed to
the inner room; a lamp was burning in this also, and she
found the Indian girl by a small window, a mere opening
which commanded a view of the lower part of the wood,
made luminous by the camp-fire of the hunters already
mentioned.

““What is it, Anita?” she asked, going to the girl’s
side.

“Him camp fire,” in her imperfect English.

“Whose camp fire ? "’

“Young chief.’

“So you call him a chief,” she said, looking out.
“ What makes you think he is a chief ?

“ Him chief ! "-apositively.

The view disclosed little save the light.

‘“I see nothing but the fire, and the trees,” said Edith,
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“Him there : hunter there.”

“No matter; my sister must retire. We are not to
look for young chiefs,” she said, gayly, hanging a bit of
drapery over the opening. “Now say your prayer, as I
shall mine, and we will go to sleep like two good little
girls in the wood,” softly.

The Indian maiden approached her, smiling so as to
disclose the gleam of her fine teeth, received and re-
turned her kiss, knelt by her low couch, clasped her slim
hands in silent devotion, and, already arrayed for rest,
laid her slender form to repose.

The experience of the Caucasian had been wide and
varied, from a king’s palace to an Indian’s wigwam. She
readily adjusted herself to her present rude surroundings.
A well arranged series of the spiney, small branches of
the fragrant hemlock, formed the bulk of her bed, as that
of her adopted sister’s, and changing the garments of
wakening life for the robes of slumber, she composed her-
self as well as she might, to await the change.

This was a new experience—fright, actual terror. Her
fine nerves were greatly shaken. Her woman’s tender-
ness, her sensibility, her imagination, had all, powerfully,
suddenly, without warning, been appealed to. The scene
of the river took possession of her. She did not know
when the memory of it became a vision of sleep. She
again came upon the raft, crossed, and found a drowned
man—the young hunter—on the river bank ; and was not
greatly frigchtened by the spectacle as she thought. The
scene changed with the facility of dream-power. fFhere
had been a great battle. The echoes of its guns, voices
and cries were still in her ears. She was on the field
where it was fought, strewn with its grim and ghastly
sights. Some one she was looking for; whom, she could
2




18 The Tory's Daughter.

not at first tell. She came upon the stark corpse of the

@ . .
young hunter. It was him she sought as it then came to

her. Uttering a loud cry of pain and horror, she awoke.
So vivid was the impression that the vision remained after
she awoke. As it faded, she found Anita, the Indian
maiden, bending over her.

“Tell Nita,” said the child, with tender policitude.

“ O Nita,”—greatly distressed—* I dreamed the young
chief was killed in battle and I found him. What «an it
mean ? " "

“ My sister find him ? ”’

“I was looking for him, and I found him.”

“ Happy girl! Look for chief, find him killed, him
alway come back from war.” Very brightly this was said.

“ O Anita, is that the real /ndian of it?”

“ All Indians say that,” said the delighted child.

Edith arose, turned up the lamp, and looked out of the
small window. Tae camp-fire had burnt down, leaving a
dull red glow on tree-trunks, limbs and foliage. From a
wide rift in the clouds the moon was looking into the old
wood, where the wind, dying, was heard in little sighs and
moans. She ggain sought her couch, musing on Anita’s
rendering of her dreadful dream, and finally lapsed to
restful slumber.

The young hunter’s last act was to enquire of the condi-
tion of the injured man, where he found a guard as Car-
ter predicted.

His manner of approach was reported to the captain
the next morning, and confirmed his impression as to the

Fo3)
young man’s familiarity with military usages.
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HE storm disappeared, the clouds passed, the
winds died, the waves of shallow Lake Erie sub-
sided, and the sun of the next morning touched the col-
ored foliage of the wood with warm splendor. The moist-
ure in the atmosphere was changed to frost, aiding to
detach the ripe leaves, which were here and there through
the wood dropping to the ground, still pranked with per-
fect greenery.

The injured man resumed his garments, his head sore
and shaken from the blow, a little languid from the
nervous shock, yet rejoicing at his escape. He stepped
out where the captain awaited him, and the two had an
earnest, low-voiced discussion of their position and sur-
roundings, the voice and manner of the elder showing
that their effect on him was depressing.

With the light, the elder hunter from the high, cliffy
shore of the lake carefully scanned its now serene sur-
face. Not a sail was in sight. He turned back, gath-
ering up his ample morning catch-of the famous bass.
One thing was settled : the strangers were not depending
on aid from the lake,—not immediate aid. Peters and

the men were busy about the morning meal, going and
coming to and from the fire and spring of the hunters,
where the cooking was done,

19
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Edith slept well into the morning. Anita stole out and

returned without waking her, and stood observing, when
she came from her dreamless slumber.

“ Oh—we are here, little sister,” she exclaimed, as all
the surroundigg and late incidents flashed back upon her.

“All hcrc,wanswcrcd the bright child, showing her
teeth, as she approached her adopted sister.

“ How bright and lovely you look, Apita,” she cried, as
the girl came inte the stronger light. ‘ That ribbon
lights up your glossy hair beautifully. Have you seen
my father ?”

“ Him out, talk with captain.”

“Oh, he is out ! I am so glad ; how does he look ?

“Him pale like, you call it; speaks well, call me and
smile, only pale.”

Anita was a close observer of Edith’s toilet as it pro-
gressed, alert to assist, and quick to catch and treasure up
all she saw. She noticed unusual care, much consulting
of the hand-glass, and smiled, as with her woman’s intui-
tion she divined the cause. The captain was still a
young and certainly not a plain man. It was not for him
these maidens gave the touches to their dressing and its
effects. There was a handsome young hunter, a hero,
who did things as if born to them, in the near wood.
One had seen him that morning, and the other expected to
soon. When her array was complete, Edith went to
meet her father. She verified Anita’s words. He bright-
ened at her approach, yet something peculiar she ob-
served in the countenance so long and often studied ;

something like what she remembered long ago, in London;’

on the reception of papers from America, never explained
to her, and which now came to her memory. The father

‘ . .. >~ — . .
smiled as if he divined her thouglt. Their meeting,
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undemonstrative, wasAender and full of silent gratitude,
which each understood. They clasped hands, the self-
contained man bent and kissed the furchead of the daugh-
ter, and permitted her to receive and answer the greeting
of the captain, to whom, in another way, her presence was
as grateful.

A few bright words to her father, and she turned to
the radiance and loveliness of the young day in the forest
about her.

“ O how exquisitely lovely! See, see, father, see, Anita,
how gloriously the sun comes to us through the trees on
the hill from that side. Was ever anything so rich and
warm! And the fragrance of the fallen leaves,—only take
it in,—ni$ing to us like the perfume of rich wine with which
the earth bas been drenched. Oh the birds ought to sing,
—hark ! I ¢lo believe I can hear them—almost,” laughing
ather exuberance.

“I heard an owl last night,” said the captain, though
exhilarated by Edith’s presence, not at the time able to
even seem to enter into the brightness of her spirits, set
free by the removal of anxiety on account of her
father. "The speech was not a good one, as he saw him-

124
self.

“You never hear anything but owls, Captain. Of

course you responded in their own grewsome way.
They know you are here,” was her mocking answen
gayly spoken, the sarcasm not wholly obscured by her
manner,

An extemporized board with seats had been set up
outside where the sun {fell, and Peters announced break-
fast, to whiclf the little party at once made its way.

The woods and crisp air lent their united aid, and Car-

ter's bass received full justice. Some ineffective efforts
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were made by Edith to light up the feast with conversa-
tion. j But the gentlemen found their surroundings too de-
]n1«sﬁg§forcvcn her influence, united with the flavor of
the Ohio bass, and she soon permitted them to eat in si-
lence. When they yielded to inability to partake further,
Edith, who had carried on some talk with Anita, turned
to her father,

“ Have you met him this morning?”’ she asked. The
officer did not like this word “ 4#m ” for the young hunter.

“No,” was the answer. “] waited for you; we will
go to his camp together.”

‘““Send Peters and ask him to step here,” she said.

“That will be better. Peters, Dr. Gray’s—2Dr. Gray's
compliments to the gentleman, and say to him he will
oblige Dr. and Miss Gray, if he will call at his early
leisure.”

A smile on the captain’s face was interpreted by Iedith.

“The captain thinks that Peters may not know a gent/e-
man when he sees one, like some others,” she said to her
father,

‘““He certainly showed a gentlemanly promptitude on a
late emergency,” replied her father, a little sharply.

“Whilg others found it all they could do to care for
themselves. I must bear witness to the fact, father, that
the captain took his share of the river, and I think it was
every drop bona fide, honest water ; "’ laughing.

“Thanks,” from the captain to the young lady.
“ Floating bits of disunited wood are not a good base for
prompt action,” he added.

“ Well, Anita and I did not unite them, did we ? ” said
the girl to her sister.  “If we had, they would have
been constant;” and the two laughed, and a little to
the captain’s discomfiture.
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“] admit the great merit and great service of the gen-
tleman:referred to,” said the officer. “I feel that my
thanks are his due.” ‘

This was really well said, and met its instant reward.

“] know you speak that from your heart, bravely
and loyally,” said Edith to him, frankly.

“Thanks ! thanks!” said the pleased gentleman.

)

“’E will be ’ere himmediately,” reported the prompt
Peters, who had executed the mission.

“1 will be excused from the interview,” said the
thoughtful captain; “but remain within call,” he added,
moving away among the trees. Anita arose, looking to
Edith for direction.

“My sister will remain,” said the young lady to the
greatly pleased girl, passing an arm about her slender form.

They had not long to wait.

The young hunter came lightly up the steep, paused at
the brow to determine the position of those who wished
his presence. Discovering them, and not remote, he re-
moyed his foraging cap, and approached them a little
rapidly. From the instant he stood fully in her sight in
the strong light, the fear that he might be regarded as
commonplace vanished from Edith’s mind. A long
drawn breath witnessed her relief.

He looked taller this morning, carrying his head well;
not strictly handsome by rule, but much better, his face
and eyes full of gay spirit, and ready to break into a
laugh—alway readyv to laugh. As he came forward, Dr.
Gray and the girls advanced to meet him, the former
resting his eyes intently on the youth’s face.

“I am very, very glad,” cried the young man, in aymu-

sical, ringing voice, * to see you so well this morning, Dr.

Gray;” extending his hands to him.
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“I owe it to you that I see this morning at all, my he-
roic preserver,” said the deeply moved man, clasping the
extended hands in his own.

“Oh, I had not thought that!™ exclaimed the young
hunter, a little startled ; and turning to Edith, “ I had not
thought the danger great.”

“To one so strong and brave, it may not have been.
To him, to us—"she paused, much moved. * Under
God, I owe it to you I am not an orphan. I—I cannot
express my gratitude in words,” she said, extending her
hand, her voice breaking, and tears starting from her
eyes.

“Indeed! indeed, Miss Gray!” said the young man,
thoroughly surprised, taking the proffered hand. * Your
—your emotion, your thanks oppress me. I must protest
—as—as one not deserving;” now scarcely less moved
himself.

‘““Her words are true,” said the father, solemnly. ¢ Be-
fore any of my party could have rendered aid, it would
have been unavailing. This intrepid Indian girl, my
daughter, unembarrassed by others, might possibly have
helped me.”

“I saw it quite all, and, fortunately, I was near. I
may not have appreciated all the surroundings. What I
did seems so little,” replied the hunter, his face now
breaking into a laugh.

“I really am glad you bear it so lightly. It seems to
lighten the burden of obligation,” said Edith, smiling,
and lifting her frank eyes to his again.

“(Oh, 1t was a little accident, in which we all bore our
parts well—let us think,” renewing his laugh. All this
time he held the girl’s hand, never so long a willing cap-

tive before. Their faces, each of such excellence, near
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&

each other ; a rare pair, standing in the glorious sunshine,
in the pc-rfumcd wood. The loveliness, the perfection of
the picture, ¥t may have been, yet something indescriba-
ble; the father saw in it, as did the Indian girl, who felt it
as well—something that caused the servant Peters to
pause and look at them.

“You will not think us slow in making our acknowl-
edgments,” said Edith, who unconsciously felt the charm
of the situation.

The youth laughed. I never thought of it all. Had
I an idea of your estimate of the incident, I fear I
should have been slow to give you a chance,” he an-
swered, gayly.

“] do believe he would,” said the now vivacious
Edith to her father, laughing herself.

“Such an incident as last night makes life friends of
the actors,” said he, in reply. “ But our friend will re-
member that we are yet to learn his name,” he added.

“ Oh—oh—oh, I thought of that as I came up the hill,
but it went out of me;’’ laughing. “ My name is Dud-
ley,” observing a sort of spasm as of pain, orof sudden

strong emotion, which struck the face of Dr. Gray, and

the meeting of the eyes of father and daughter as he
paused at the name. “ Dudley,” he repeated ; “ Cliffton—

b3 ]

my mother’s name—Cliffton Dudley ;" still noticing a
changing expression on the father’s face. * Perhaps I
should say that was my Boston name. In New York,
where I grew up with my mother’s family, I am called
Dudley Cliffton.”

“Your father was of Boston?” asked the gentleman.
“What was his first name? I've heard of the Bostom
Dudleys.”

“Philip. I am one whose acquaintances“shorten up

3




26 The Tory's Daughter.

his name. I am often Cliff Dudley when not reduced after h

to Cliff Dud.” dent.
“Or Dud CIiff,” added Edith

and feeling as if she had always known him. She went lutely fi

, catching his gay spirit, “1 w
on, ‘““coming up the hill you were trying to think which save hi
you were, Dud Cliff or Cliff Dud ;” laughing. “Ih
“Well I was one or the other and the difference was fervor.
slight.” the Ind
Mr. Gray turned away to beckon the captain forward. ‘ She
Edith still permitting her hand to be retained, turned the meet s
young hunter to Anita, a charmed spectator of the little Edith,
scene between the three. bowed.
“My Indian princess, orphan daughter of a famous “Mr
chief, and my adopted sister,” she said to him. To her :
—“ He is Mr. Dudley—a chief of the ‘Long Knives,’
and not a bit dangerous to young girls in the woods,” but con
laughing. lifting
The young girl received him when now he turned fully ' holding
to her, with a shy, very pretty native grace, peculiar to ,. ceremo
herself, presenting her small, slim brown hand, that had —Iit giv
never known the toil of an Indian woman, her face more ' said gr:
than comely, lighting up like a stained transparency from ' The
within. 1 said pl
“She insists you are a chief;” Edith added tu\)c 3 in the
young man. - laughec
“ Him be chief ;”’ said Anita sententiously. . tending
“ We are all chiefs on this side,” said Dudley. “1T am 3 your 11
very glad to be presented to you, so I may claim your i estimat

_“=<‘..‘..____:.__'..'.._..__‘.“.__.'_’. e - s =

acquaintance, when I see you hereafter,” he said, very saved t
pleasantly to her. : “ Mr
“Anita glad,” she answered, withdrawing her hand claimec
which she placed behind her. 4 his han
“ At the river you held Miss Gray from leaping in sunbur
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after her father;” he said, reminding her of the inci-
dent.

“] was an incumbrance. She can swim, and is abso-
lutely fearless. She would have leaped in and tried to
save him, had she been alone,” said Edith, warmly.

“T have not the least doubt of it;” said Dudley with
fervor. A little color struggled to the tawny cheek of
the Indian girl, moved by the warmth of his manner.

“ She has been with us five or six months. I hoped to
meet some of her kindred when we landed here ;” said
Edith, in explanation to which the young man silently
bowed.

“Mr. Dudley,” said Dr. Gray, now approaching the
group, with the captain. “ My friend, Mr. Home.”

“ Of the army,” added the young American, as if that
but completed the proper designation; at the same time
lifting his cap, which he still retained in his hand, now
holding it in both against his breast; he bowed a little
ceremoniously over it, repeating the name. “ Mr. Home
—it gives me great pleasure to be named to you;” he
said gravely.

The Englishman observed him coolly an instant and
said pleasantly : “ The pleasure is mutual, A7». Dudley,”
in the more youthful man’s manner, when they both
laughed. Then the Englishman advanced, cordially ex-
tending his hand said, *I wish to congratulate you for
your intrepid conduct of yesterday, You may under-
estimate it; you may not know the value of the life you
saved to—to us all ; my thanks are due you also.”

“Mr. Home—Mr. Home, I declare, I protest,” ex-
claimed the American, stepping backward, throwing up
his hands—laughing, the color deepening on his ruddy,

sunburned cheek, ingenuously.
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It was a manly face, to endure increase of color, and
yet gain. He looked at Edith, at Dr. Gray, Anita, appeal-
ingly—the girls laughed in the pleasant way of girls. The
Doctor smiled at his dismay and helplessness.

“Well, I don’t care, it is a little discouraging ;" he
exclaimed, now laughing lugubriously, in which even Dr.
Gray joined.

‘“It is really too bad, going round jumping into rivers,
and things, getting your clothes all wet, pulling out folk
you don’t know, getting thanked, and yourself talked
about as a hero. Oh, it is too funny for anything in this
world ;7 cried Edith, now going off into peals of merry
laughter.

[t must be admitted that Home did not join in it very
cordially. Over his ears in love with this very young
lady, and still in the gravest doubt after two years, and
here this przg, by some lucky accident, had fallen into
the depths of her grace, yet too stupid to be aware of
his luck—the only tolerable feature of the affair, to him.

A word of Dudley’s lingered in the mind of Dr. Gray,
who, as the mirth of the young people subsided, said to
him, “Mr. Home is Zafe of the army, and we have two
or three recently discharged soldiers. We address him
by his title still.”

““We may both have served,” said the claimed /ate
soldier. This he directed to the American.

“ We hardly have an ariyy; my father served through the

old war,” was Dudley’s evasive and modest answer.

Edith did not like this grave turn. ‘T'here is another
important cause for our gratitude—we might as well finish
you—the wonderful bass ; with the loveliest brown ;”’ she
cried.
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“ Ah—your thanks are due to Carter for them. May
[ be presept when you render them!”

“ And "the venison,” suggested Anita, thinking z4at
must have come by the younger hunter’s hand.

“(Oh, well, Carter roasted that. It was a small affair.
Anyone can shoot a deer. Anything further?” he asked,
laughing.

“You surrendered your house to us,” added Dr.
Gray.

‘“ All the huts, for that matter,” said Home, trying to
be gracious, and succeeding in being grim.

“When you see my camp by the spring, gentlemen,
you will not wonder at my readiness to do that,” he
answered. “ These huts, as the woods, were open to any
who cared to occupy them. They were deserted about
the time Carter’s brother settled at Cleveland twelve or
thirteen years ago,—he says.”

“They are wattled, you see, Edith,” said Dr. Gray to
the young lady. “That is an old German method of
fastening the logs together in awall, by green withs. We
notch them together in this country. They have kept
their places well indeed. Who were they built by, Mr.
Dudley?”

‘“Said to be by the Moravians. They undertook to
establish a town here, long ago.”

‘“I never heard of that,” said Gray. “They built quite
a town on the Huron.”

“Yes, so I've been told. They began here; a hostile
Delaware chief compelled them to leave this place, and
they removed to the Huron. I heard it talked of at
Cleveland last year.”

“ Have you heard of the Huron Moravians recently ? ”
asked Dr. Gray.
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“ Oh no, there are nong there now; at least it was said
they left that region somg years ago.”

“You must be misinfotmed, They are certainly there
now,” said Home, very decisively, turning away.

‘““ Qhy very possibly. My informants had no personal
knuwl(\-(!gc of them.”  Dudley answered.

“You may have heard,)’ said Home, now coming for-
ward for the first time, as\spokesman, *that much inter-
est is felt on the other side in the Moravians and their
missions. There was" a considerable, mission on the
Huron, and also on the Sandusky Bay and river; we
are really on a mission from the Anglo-Canadian leaders,
to these Huron- Moravians, and their native friends. We
were to have been, and supposed we were, landed on the
right bank of the Huron. A nasty mistake dropped us in
these beastly woods "—these adjectives would drop out.
““We are of course provided with papers, which we will
cheerfully submit, ifeour presence is questioned here.”

He paused, and Dr. Gray said—*You may see, Mr.
Dudley, that Home’s statement is also preliminary to the
important and appasently difficult matter—means to pur-
sue our journey to ghe Huron.

“I have a stapgch boat, carrying a sail, just up in a
creek here, safe ‘and dmple, in which I will carry you gen-
tlemen and the young ladies, with your traps to the
Huron. Your men can easily make the march,” said
Dudley, frank]y.ﬂ A moment’s consultation in which Edith
took part, and this was declined with thanks.

There followed much talk. Dudley said horses could
be procured at Cleveland, of Carter’s brother, or through
him ; and he was asked about Carter.

“He was a native of New Hampshire, grew up a hyn-
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der hearted, intrepid man, silent and simple ; not without
prejudices against his enemies of the old war, of both
races,” was Dudley’s account of him.

Then a further consultation between Gray and Home,
when the captain went with Dudley to find‘Carter.

As they moved away, Edith ran up to her father, placed
her hands on his shoulders, saying—*Oh, father! can
this be a son of #kat Dudley?” in a plaintive, anxious
\'()]\/('(‘.

‘“ His only son—my child. My brain worked that out
while I slept.”

“Was he like this young man, born of sunshine and
happy spirits ? ”’

“Very like him, at the sarle age.”

“(Oh, there must have been some awful—awful mistake
some—"

“ Hush! hush ! child. There was. That all came to
me ten years ago.”

“ Oh, father ! and you never told me.”

“No, no, I have always felt guilty toward you, and
this has come upon me to crush me,” placing his hand to
his head.

“ Oh, this is not punishment! it is a reward, it brings
joy,” cried she.

“God grant it. Itis very dark to me.”

“ Datk ? the world is full of sunshine ; full of God.”

‘“ Yes, you and this youth can yet see God in this sun-
shine. I must shut that out, and seek the inner light;”
sadly he said this.

“ He was like this Cliffton, and my mother preferred
you, foved you instead, bless her dear girl heart! How

beautiful you must have been—are still. You Dblessed

papa,” caressing him.
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“There, my children, run round here in the woods.
Light will come to me. God’s way will be made clear, if
not his purpose. 1 am glad that you can regard this as
reward,” he said sadly. ‘I hope 'nothing but joy will
spring from joy. There—I wijll go and shut out this
light, for the truer.”” He made his way toward the cabin,
leaving the light-hearted girls to their devices in the
woods, their thoughts and words tracing airy embroi-
deries about the name and form of the young American.

The two gentlemen found Carter at the camp by the
spring.  Dudley told him Captain Home wished to se-
cure him as a guide to Cleveland; which he readily un-
dertook, and the Englishman returned to the hut for
slight preparation. He would start at once.

““No harm can come on't; and I'de like to let 'em
know enny way ;" Carter said to Dudley. ‘“Mebby ’ees
playin’ off to sort o’ spy out the place tho’,” he added.

“ Spy out the place ? Good Lord! what have we there
that anyone can care to see? If they want to, anyone
can go there any time, by land or lake.”

“That’s so. Per’aps ’twould do ’em no good to see
thare want nothin’ there;”
Home had the spirit and pluck of an Englishman.

was the thoughtful answer,

His only regret for the journey to Cleveland, was the two
days absence from Edith ; not lessened by the fact that
she would be left quite dependent on Dudley. He lin-
gered near her as long as excuse could be found, as she
saw. It is not in woman’s nature to deplord the reluc-
tance a brave man might feel at leaving her.

He said few words to her, several on her account to
the corporal left in charge during his absence. He
would be back toward evening the next day. Then he
took leave, though the girls went to see him off, with his
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guide, of whom they had but a passing glimpse. Edith
felt a special interest in him, and in return he was a shy
admirer of hers at long range.  They found him armed
with his-rifle, awaiting their approach, near the camp, a
place of profound interest to the girls. Without a word
the old hunter led the way along the brow of the hill, a
hundred yards up stream to a point where it was broken
down for the passage of a small confluent of the river, in
which, near its mouth, lay Dudley’s boat, by the low im-
mediate bank, her spar with the sail neatly furled and
corded leaning against a tree.  Here with the oars they
found the young hunter, awaiting to set them across the
river.

“Itis a lovely boat! I should feel safe in her—with a
good sailor ; ” said Edith laughing, her appreciative eyes
taking in the little craft’s just proportions, and turning
to the boatman.

“ You would be absolutely safe; she would carry you to
the Huron,” said he. “Ifyou had a good sailor,” laugh-
Ing in turn. @

“She’d want good weather ; ” muttered Carter, not in-
timating which she he meant, taking a standing place in
the bow of the craft.

“ A good many goods would have to concur;” ans-
wered the young lady, carelessly.

Home stepped on board. Edith noticed still abundant
space in the boat, and cast her eyes to the east bank of
the narrow river, aif estimating the voyage. They then
fell to the eyes of the boatman fixed on her own face.
She construed the smile that lit them up as an invitation
to make it; the boat still motionless.

“ Ariita, we will see Captain Home start from the other

3
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side, " she said, accepting Dudley’s hand, and stepping
into the boat, as did the Indian girl, unaided.

Had Edith consulted the eyes of Captain Home, she
might have doubted whether a more speedy parting on
the west bank would not be as grateful to his feelings.
Dudley pushed the boat from the bank, turned her bow
down stream, and a sweep or two sent her into the dark
water of the full banked river. As they gained the open
of its now sunlit tide, Edith cxclain‘e(l—“ Oh!if we had
known, we should have come up tol this little creek, and
seen this lovely boat and then—" finishing with a look,
as if all had then been well.

“If we’d known we would not have come up this river
of beastly omen at all; and then—" responded Home.

“Well, then what? It is of such moment to speculate
of what might be, if that which is were, not. 1 am so
happy to-day at our escape from yesterday that I am
almost glad we did come,”
swering Dudley’s eyes also, whom she sat facing. “I

was Edith’s response ; an-

”

wonder what will happen from this—this—" finishing

with a little laugh this time, turning her eyes into the

grand, sunlit wood, from which they fell to the surface (>[~

the shining river, which bore many colored leaves down-

ward.

“Q the lovely lost things !” she said, skimming three
or foir out with her ungloved hand, from the water. 1
wonder if the mother trees are sad at parting with
them!” her face and voice now pensive with the
thought.

“They take it about as most people do; ”” replied Home,
with grim irony.

“You remember, Anita, he heard an owl sing last
night.” She responded in answer—
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“ Me remember,” said the child with a gleam of her
teeth.

The boat touched the other bank, the guant old hunter
stepped upon it, pulled the bow up a little, straightened
himself up with his head still bent, his back to the boat,
he called out—* Wal, look out!” and strode a few yards
up the bank, where he paused for his companion.

“ His leave taking,” said Dudley laughing.

“ Which means ? "’ from the young lady.

“ Oh, everything—all last words. ‘ Good-by,’ ‘take care
of yourself '—* of all the things ;’ ‘everybody, I leave be-

hind.” It was addressed specially to me,” was Dudley’s
explanation. |
As the captain now followed Carter from the boat—

“ Wal, look out,” called Edith to him: in the manner
and voice so like the hunter, as to produce a laugh. 1
spoke it in its narrowest sense, and as purely supple-
mental—Captain ; ”’ she added.

“ Ohy well, I re-echo it to Dudley,” replied the English-
man pleasantly, moving to join the waiting guide.

* Look out,” responded Dudley, to him, cordially in
reply. '

Home faced about at Carter’s side, lifted his hat, placed
the tips of his fingers to his lips, and waved the hand-
back, his eyes on Edith, and turning again the two were
soon lost amid the trees.

“0O Anita!” cried the girl, with a sigh of relief, as the
two disappeared, her face lighting with a happy smile.
“ Oh, my precious little sister! not muck taller than am
I, what a timé we will have! Two full days all to our-
selves, in these loveliest old woods! We will run in them,
hide in them, rustle the new fallen leaves; we will
chestnutting too,”

,
&0
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’

“Me saw lovely ones
child.

said the pleased Indian

““You would not care to see the river from the boat?”
asked Dudley, a little hesitatingly, addressing Edith.

“Well, not now—my father—"” She checked herself,
and remained silent,

‘““I beg pardon,” his face falling. “ I forget I am such
a stranger, and no one to vouch for me,” he replied.

“You need no one to vouch for you, and you are not
a stranger, Mr. Dudley, What if you had waited for
an introduction last night ? "’ with frank seriousness.

“ Thank you—many thanks,” he replied warmly.

“ My father is alone, and well—a good deal shaken—a
little mentally, by what has happened. I must now return
to him,” she said in explanation.

“ How exceedingly well she says things,” was the young
man’s mental comment.

“Perhaps you will permit me to land you near the
camp? " he said, fully restored by her words and man-
ner.

“ Where—where you fould us last night ? "’

“You might not wish to see that place?” he asked by
way of siigestion.

“1 very much wish to see it,”” she answered.

The boat was put about, and a few strokes sent her
around the bend of the river, when a broad straight sweep,
now dimpling in the sun, the stained shores atlame with
gorgeous color, opened to view.

“Oh, how exquisitely lovely!” cried the girl, clajping
her hands. “O Anita, it is cruel to take you from the
woods ! We will come and set up our wigwam by this
river. It is not of evil omen, as Mr. Home declared.”
Down the shining blue black water, from bank to bank,
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up to the high tree tops, went the girl’s eyes, to fall to the
face and eyes of the rower, and always to smile when they
rested there, as if after all the splendor of the wood, these
were more excellent, while his eyes were ever on her
countenance. Few faces were more deserving, so young,
so fresh, so satisfying ; the high set-apart expression, usual
to it, had vanished. That which at times indicated
long pursued thought, and purpose, of experience of
twice her years, given to contemplation, vielded to the
yarmth of moved pulse, with a liquid light in her eyes.

Her words of her father returned to Dudley.

“It might do Dr. Gray good to make a little excursion
on the river ;” he suggested.

Her eyes came back, a little as uncomprehending—* Oh,
my father! I am sure it would, and Anita and I will
gladly be of 11100 party ;” now coloring very prettily.
The youth noticed it. He did not care why it came.
They approached the place of the yesterday’s adventure,
then so dark and repulsive, now innpcent in the warm light.
“Is this the place?” cried Edith,’not at first recognizing
it in the changing effect of the light.—* So bright, with
the laughing water running in little swirls and gurgles,
and yesterday so black and hungry? As I live itis! and
there are some of the very woods of our treacherous raft
I'll
not trust you again ;" shaking her finger in mock reproof
at the wobbling floats.

b)

bobbleing round in the eddy now. " Oh, you bad things ;

They landed. As the girl gained the bank—* You stay
here and watch him, Anita. Somehow this is like a lovely
dream this morning ; I am afraid it will all vanish, and

he and his boat with it;” layghing gayly. “Now, don’t
you let him persuade you to get into his magic bark

”»

while I'm gone ;”’ she said to the girl.
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“Me not ’fraid,” said the girl showing her lovely

teeth.

“¢ Wal, look out 1'm afraid; girls never are afraid,
when danger comes in this form ;” she replied, laughing,
and shaking her finger at the youth, who stood by the
boat’s prow.

It seemed to Edith as if she floated up the hill, wafted
by an unbreathed wish, a thing of light, warm color, and
fragrance. Her thought was of those she left. She
turned for one glance of a face now toward her, the eyes
lost in the distance. She knew they were on her.
Anita stood by the boat as if regarding its owner \as en-
joined.
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CHAPTER III.

ECHOES PAST AND PRESENT.

THE year was at its C\'bmplete ripeness, ere decay be-

gan. The foliage'fell from its perfected state,
and the forest was filled with its fruity flavor, as of
incense from unseen censers. The atmosphere was ripe
and full, stimulating and satisfying. One felt embraced
and sustained by it, could lean upon and trust it. A day
on which life was its own justification—sufficient for itself,
leaving no wish for a morrow. Beyond its sun, its vigor,
its sensuous fulness, there was no need.

Edith hastened to the cabin, and found her father shut
in, buried in a profound, depressing study, in which no
light had yet sprung to cheer his perplexity, a thing for
feeling, emotion, prayer, as well as study.

“What does it mean! that by a sailor’s blunder, we
should come here to find Aim, for whom I once made dili-
gent and vain search,” he said.

‘“Oh, I never knew that.”

“There is much you never knew, but which I must
impart. So much is clear to 'me now. God has a pur-
pose in it. Maybe my mission, to the Prince Regent so
important, was really subsidiary 4o God’s greater busi-
ness.”

“Well, papa, are you not.glad? Surely no ill can
come toﬁlim. If what you said an hour ago be true, he
has had hurt enough from™ us.”

39
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“How can we know? It is many sided. See this
people, drunk with their seeming success, are ripe for
punishment. Unprepared, a peaceful, unarmed people
rush on a powerful, warlike, armed Nation, trained Dy
endless wars. How must they fare ?”

“Well, father—please hurry the argument, and go out
with me, that’s a dear papa.”

‘“ What can the result be? God’s arm will be bared,
devastation, desolation, blood, death, in all their borders.
It will be a girdle of war and woe.”

““Oh, father, you have dwelt on this until—"

“] am an instrument ; you are one, set apart, by the
laying of royal hands on your young head,” solemnly.

‘“ Father, will you never forget your personal wrongs? "

“Oh, that 1s all lost in the wrong to the Sovereign,
driven mad by the rebellion of this people—the very
land itself. This young Dudley, so gay, brave and noble,
the spirit which sent him to our aid, will send him to this
war.”

““He takes his chance as all brave men must, father.”

“ Knowing him now— are we to arm his murderers?
We—you would never have met hin’f,"my child, but for

this.”

“Can I bring him harm? It will be but for a day, our
seeing him.”

‘“ A day is sufficient for God’s purpose.”

“If it bé God’s purpose, let us leave it to him. It is
idle to try to evade or avoid.”

“I would have light to walk by, so I might not seem to
evade.”

“The light is outside, my dear father. You know you
are Ty all. Go with me out into it. Forget all the past,
the Dudleys—we will call him Cliffton. Come.”
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She pulled him to his feet, brought his cloak and threw
it over his shoulders, placed his hat on his head, his cane
in his hand, and drew him into the warm sunshine. She
was irresistible.

“You were dreadfully shaken up'by your fall, and are
not the least yourself. We havé put off the mopes,
megrims, and here we are again. You shall not go back
to them.” They gained the open, sunlit wood. “Now
look about you! see the splendor of these untouched
woods. What stained windows equal the openings through
which the blessed light streams down these cathedral
domes? Take in the bouquet of the fallen leaves,” draw-
ing in long full breaths herself. ‘Take the elixir of the
atmosphere, full deep lungfuls of it,” again drawing her
chest full to its utmost capacity.

He obeyed her, looked about, drew in the spiced air,
again and again, did his best to abandon himself to her
control, imbibe her gay, bright spirits. His blood began
to move and life to stir anew.

*Oh, we will fill you, saturate you, lungs, chest, soul and
spirit; surround you, immerse you, bathe you in sunlight.
This is God’s day; we will give in to Him and it. To give
ourselves to it, is to give to Him,” she cried.

No voice like her’s had power to charm. No presence
could so inspire. All her faculties were in full play to
draw his better self from the darker and lower abyss, into
which his worse self sometimes plunged him.

“It is God’s day assuredly”, he said; “I will do my
best to draw near Him in its glory, and in your way, with
you. My precious child, what do darkened old men do
in the presence of youth and tight?

“ Share them, my own dear father; with you to bless
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me, all others are as nothing to me,” said Edith, conduct-
ing him toward the river.,

““May I remind my child of these light words, here-
after ?”

“When you please papa—but they are not light words,
save as coming from a light heart.”

Just below the brow of the hill, stood Anita, her face
glowing with pleasure, awaiting their approach.

“What is it ?” asked Edith, rtwnnir
“ Has he got away— really from you?’

g forward to her,
“Him up there;” with a gesture up the river, now
showing her teeth, so pleased was she at Edith’s return.
“Him thought down there,”” pointing to last night’s land-
ing; “not good for my sister’s father,” was the answer.

They changed the direction of their walk, and Edith
told her father the cause,and Dudley’s reason for the
new place of taking the boat.

“Indeed! Indeed! How - very thoughtful;” he
cried, touched by the young man’s consideration for his
nerves.

As they approached the boatman at his chosen place
of receiving his guests, Edith called out to him, “Oh, here
you are, Mr. Cliffton; I really began to fear my dream
would prove to be a dream.”

“ Oh, I'm not the stuff a lady’s dreams are made of,” he
answered in her vein, handing her to a seat in the boat’s
stern, to which he also aided her father; the agile Anita
meantime found her own place; imitating the usual
course of Edith, in avoiding the minor services of gentle-
men. She was the first to detect the change of her sis-
ter’'s usual manner toward this young hunter, which she
entirely approved,

LLaying his cap on the seat by his side, Yhe youth, with
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the easy mastery of the long ashen oars, which was noticed
by Home and at once won the confidence of Dr. Gray,
sent the boat up the river,

“ Mr. Cliffton says he is not the stuff ladies’ dreams are
made of,” said the exhilarated girl to her father,

“Ah! arash speech—a very rash speech,” said the
quickening man, looking into the animated face and
laughing eyes of the youth.

“Do you know what such dreams are made of, Mr.
Cliffton,” she asked, with sceming seriousness.

“ Haven’t the slightest notion. Possibly they come
ready made,” he answered.

“This one did to me,” she said, casting her eyes over
the sunlit banks, the shining river, and letting them come
back to the young man so near. * This one came ready
made and you are in_it—vou see.”

“ And dreaming also”; he added, and the two laughed
a musical light hearted laugh in unison.

‘“ A dream that an old man may wake up to and join
in""; said the elder man, his face quite lighting from the
face and eyes before him, and the kindling, almost
radiant face by his side.

“Oh! and you are to wake up to this—wide awake,”
cried the child, passing her hand within his arm. ¢ See
how gay and bright Anita’s face is,” she said, looking
past the oarsman to the dark glowing face of the Indian
girl in the bow. ‘ She dreams. Don’t you suppose two
may dream the same dream at the same time?” she
asked.

“ And each conscious that the other dreams the same
dream?”  Dudley asked. .

“Well, yes, of course; or there would be no special
fun in 1t,” she answered.

'
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“Two may perhaps. I doubt a whole boat load per-
forming such a concensuous dream,” said Gray, smiling
now as near at one with them, as his years permitted.

“ Dream, dreannlnay we ever dre;nl;
The real after all may be seeming;
Let it fade with the mist of the sunlit stream,
And our world be the world of dreaming.”

he added.

“0O papa! where did you get that?, It is pretty.”

“ Nowhere.”

“Is there any more there?” 4

“Not a line.”

“Well, it is a little sad~—so I don’t care.”

“ All poetry is steeped in sadness, tells of pleasures past,
with regretful memories, when it does not cheat with
delusions. Why may we not somewhere, for a little
space, find a shore where Time stgps; and we left to float
—come and go, and not have the hours counted against
us,” said the elder man.

“But see! see! papa; we are going against the tide!
Turning time backward;” dipping her fingers in the
passing water, which rippled between them.

“Yes, but we must turn my child; when we do the tide
will bear us down all the faster.”

“Oh, you are pensive; the sun and wine of this won-
drous day have not yet worked their charm. We will not
linger in the shade to-day, will we Nita? Will we, Mr.
Cliffton? We will defy time to-day. The night shall not
come till we will it "—a little plaintively.

“I never remain in the shadow when I can escape it.
If T cannot, I stand still, and it floats off over the trees.
The sun always comes chasing after,” the young oarsman
answered, untouched by the girl’s pathos of voice.
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“Let that ¥ our gospel, our philosophy, only let us
drop those goblin names. The sunshi}ie always chases
the shadows ’—a half minute’s silence, then—* Do you
notice I call you Mr, Cliffton ?” she asked of him.

“I really had not noticed it.”

““Well, you have few. old acquaintances here, and may
prefer a change,” she said.

“T really think I do;” gayly.

“ Which name do you like best? ” she asked.

“Well, I don’t know. Do you think anyone likes the
sound of their own name ?

“ Or the look of their own face ?” she added.

“Well, a face is inevitable ; one gets accustomed to
that. A name may be changed,” he answered.

“Yes;” said Edith, her eyes falling.

“Time changes the face—sculptures all manner of
lines and expressions on it;” said Dr. Gray.

“You evaded my question, sir;” said Edith chidingly
to the boatman.

“I try to wear my father’s name—well, not badly, but
[ think I fancy my mother’s family name more.”

“ And her first name ?”’ she asked.

“Maud.”

“Maud Cliffton—what a pretty name! I know she
was beautiful and lovely. One’s mother always is,
though.”

“ I have but the faintest glimmer of a memory of her,”
he said.

‘“ Shall we call him Cliffton?” said Gray to Edith. “I
have a fancy for that. He will permit i for the little
time.” ' ,

“Oh, anything, Cliffton or CIliff, not minding the
Mister,” said the young man—gayly.

\ "\

\ \
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“O dear! this dream is slipping from us. Let us not
talk of names. Pretty ones are pob'«’” Mr. Clifftton—no
Cliff,—tell us something bright. I know you can, some-
thing to make us laugh. It won’t take much,” she said.

“] can’t say even that little;” he replied, laughing in
his bright way. “II never said a funny thing in my life.
You see we are in real shadow,” locking up at the high
bank above them that made the water black, and bending
with might to the oars.

[R&4

“Oh, it was that! How glad I am

The boat shot into a broad space of radiance from the

sun, now nearing the meridian.

“Oh, here comes the dear blessed sun again!” cried
Edith, lifting her face up to it, and laughing with glad
hearted mirth. In the,world is there anything so sweet
and musical as a light-hearted girl’s laugh—a laugh
wholly femihine, as was that of Edith, gushing from the
depths of a virginal heart.

Reaching the sun-kissed $pace, the boat was permitted
to slow, and Edith, with her ungloved hand dashed the
water in a fine spray playfully over the boatman.

“Oh!” exclaimed the father in reproof of the childish
act.

“1 wanted you should see him as I did yesterday. He

looks best in water,” she cried mirthfully.

There was no space for a game of romps between the
light, gay-hearted girl and boy. Their mood could find
expression only in laughter. That was its proper form in
the absence of action. Thought—mind, save in the most
transient sparkles, were out of place, words of any mean-
ing were to be gayly scoffed. 'The only thing they could
do they did. There could be no impropriety in the
presence of the father, though the proprieties born of
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society were out of place, in the free wild wood. Men
and women there are remitted to primitive expressions of
thought, feeling, emotion. So these bright children
laughed as children do—peal on peal. Whatever Edith
said, they laughed at as the wittiest, brightest thing ever
uttered. Their laughter nursed mirth, which broke forth
afresh. Anita went off spontaneously with them. Dr.
Gray became infected and finally inspired, and soon
added his hearty chest cachinations to the concert of the
voung people, which sent its tide up and down the sur-
face of the shining river, rising and overtopping the
banks, ran pealing off under the forest arches and through
the glades. Is there anything which so makes men one,
as hearty laughter?

Left to itself, the boat drifted into still water, under
the western bank, opposite the high shelf of a wooded
cliff, with shallow cave openings in its face, which catch-
ing threw back in weird perfection the mirthful notes,
words and tones of the gay joyance.

The ear of the Indian girl first caught the mocking
voice, than which in nature, nothing is more weird, nor
so sad, as its dying cadence, bringing to the inner vision
the idea of vanishing form—maelting away in a sigh.

Cliff took it almost as soon. Edith saw them listening
and soon heard it, as finally did her father.

As it threw back to them the voices of their mirth, it
became a provocative to laughter, and very soon regu-
ated their vocal manifestations of it, so as to secure the
most effective return. By cgncert «they simultaneously

and suddenly suspended théir open-mouthed notes so

as to receive the fullest effect; again and again repeated,
till the impulse and power of yielding to it were ex-
hausted. Then words and short sentences were jad-

L)
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dressed to the hidden mocker of the cliff, reflected back
faithfully, tone, voice and emphasis, the last syllable van-
ishing seemingly from sight%as from hearing, phantom-
like, with a sigh, repeating the native words of Anita,
with, as was declared, more fidelity than the accents of
England.

“Oh, Indian is its native tongue—as I live!” cried

Edith, clapping her hands, only to have her applause re-
peated to her.

“Of course it is aboriginal, its native tongue,” assented
Cliffton, with perfect gravity.

I s . . s ol A W s i B W G N A P g T e

\

‘“Its native tongue,” came back to them ending in a

Sig]). .
“ Oh, so pathetic!” exclaimed Edith, yielding to the in-
fluence. ¥

“—so pathetic,” faintly and dying away, it replied.

“ Why—TI shall cry,” she said, almost overcome.
9 7 J? ’

“I shall cry,” in a despairing tone, exaggerating the
sadness of her accents.

“Let us go, Cliffton,” said the girl in a lower voice,
now really mayed.

“Go (Tlit‘f&o?m,"’ very faintly it said, back tp him.

“Cliff 1s going,” sasd the youth addressix‘fg it in a sad-
dened voice. \&~

“Cliff is going—" the last-word in unmistakable sor-
TOW.

“ Gooll-by, CGliff,” he said, his voice influenced by the
growing sadness.

“ Good-by, Cliff,” sadder yet it repeated.
“Till we hear you again,” cried Edith cheerily, to dis-
pel the depression resting upon them all.
, ““Hear you again,” gayly repeated the cheefed sprite,
Dudley swept the boat away, and Edith dtew a long
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breath of relief. ‘I was really oppressed,” she said. “I
am glad the spell was dissolved,” looking back at the
grim cliff. * Poor spirit—to think it must forever remain
captive there,” she a(\\dcd.

The boat gained thd downward drift of the current, and
was again lit up with th\c warm noon sun.

Clifftton had an oppottunity to observe the head and
features of Dr. Gray. H® had not reached a time of life
when men study the heads and faces of men for charac-
ter, or signs of intellect. Certainly few men of any age
could do }that in this. instance, with the facg, of his
daughter so near his. For the hour the cloud upoti his
spirit had passed ; care had left his brow, and his face

“and eyes lit up pleasantly. The head was fine, the fore-
'l;e\.1(l high but narrow—a striking, distinguished looking
man, and he might be called handsome. So much Dud-
ley carried away from the interview, quite unconsciously,
for he could not remember thinking of himrat all—indeed
he was not called upon to think during |the little excur-
sion. None of its experiences were intellectual.

If for any reason Gray could have wished the young
people should not meet, or had regretted their meeting,
that regret changed appargntly to satisfaction, his brood-
ing thought yielding t@ienjoyment due entirely \to their
inspiriting presence, which if strong enough to thuy effect
him, must have been much more potgnt upon each ‘gther.
This was very apparent to him, accustomed to study\oth-
eYs. Edith, in the new light which surrounded, cxNa-
rated her, was never so interesting, while Dudley had a fas-
cination for him. He could but wonder, as he observed
them. They seemed like life-long companions, meeting
after an hour’s separation, in which nothing had happened

to either to be told the other. There was no need to talk
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of their past. They said no word of any future. The pres-
ent was rich and ample for them. They seemed all suffi-
cient for each other. Never had the presence of any
person, man or woman, so inspired the self-contained
Edith. She had never [efore met such a man, nor
any man under such exceptional conditions.  As they
now drifted away from the mocking river cliff, Gray notic-
ed that the gay, bubble-like spirits of the two had effer-
vesced. /

Some words were spoken by Edith, having some pass-
ing meaning, Dudley seeming content to hear them.
Possibly to him but melodious sounds, beyond which they
signified little.  Dr.*Gray thought he had never met one
SO rcntirc]y unconscious of himself, as this young man.
Nat in the least bgnging himself forward, or asserting
himself. The girl'sswords really had very little meaning,
had no special rclc\'ﬁncy, were not many, and brokenly
spoken, yet after a little, as he thought, they seemed to be
full of significance to Dudley, though they were not to
him. The young man now appeared to answer once in a
while, with a word, a tone, a smile, or a laugh. Clearly
something was passing between them, some sort of con-
verse, full of pith to them, of which they seemed aware.
Once 'or twice he tried to catch the thought, translate it
to his own apprehension. Beyond the pleasure of the
presence of each to the other, it was all unintelligible to
him. Possibly there was nothing more between them.
If there was, it was too elusive for the acute man, who set
himself to study them. Apparently they took no note of
time, which Edith had banished for the day. He had
quite become one with their light mood, and for him her
decree for the hour was effective, and to himself later he
seemed to awake to find the boat lying by the low moss-
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grown bank, where he first saw it, now hours ago. Was
it all an unconscious reverie? ‘The awakening like com-
ing from light slumber, where actual and seeming things
had been pleasantly blended? The party stepped from
the boat to-find themselves in the shadow of the high
wegtern pank, so often mentioned.

“ Ah,/what did I tell you, my child ?*” said Dr. Gray,
lifting his hand to indicate the lapse 6f the hours.

“Oh, the west has become east. The day is lengthen-
ing,” with a laugh that bad lost none of its music. * To-
day is not to be counted with the common days, is it,
Anita ?”

“Him begin new time.” She answered, showing her
exquisite teeth, meaning the present day, and not the
young American, by her pronoun.

Dr. Gray and the girls took their way leisurely through
the woods to the main cabin, where they were joined by
Dudley. The faithful Peters soon brought them face to
face with a mid-day dinner.

“This is the stuff most dreams are made of, Mr. Cliff-
ton; let us play we are hungry,” said Edith gayly.

“Quite too serious for play with me, I fear,” he re-
plied, in his bright way.

For a play the parts were really well taken, as were the
viands, and Peters was left to ring down the curtain.

Anita produced a small, beautiful basket of native work-
manship, and the three young people strolled again away
in the surrounding forest. There really was little else to
do. They thoughdit was the charm of the wood which

ing and looking round . ‘“So wide, so endless; trees
everywhere ; one must nd¢ be afraid of getting out of the
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woods, and see them fade off. To be in the \dvoods, live
in the woods, in the heart of an endless forest ; wake in
the morning, and find ourselves there—it was not a dream ;
not have to go over stumpy fields, over the wreck and ruin
of prostrate kings, wearying and disgusting one’s self to get
into the woods, but wake and find one’s self among tall,
healthy, untouched old monarchs, and move over their fall-
ing crowns apd robes, strewing the fragrant pure earth.”
She moved 4dlong while speaking, and now on a small sum-
mit paused again. ‘ Was there ever such a wonder? See,
see, Cliff ! see, Anita! That long avenue, overlaid with
shafts and pencils of sunbeams, great sheaves of gold and
soft brown shadows, lying across it; gold on a field of
brown, pricked with every hue of green. Oh, the forest is

‘.fu]] of these arched, overhung ways.” Looking upward,

following up the huge, straight shafts, up and through the
openings to the soft blue beyond—* How high up, and
far away the sky is. These tall trees help to measure the
distance,” and her eyes came down to the smiling face of
Dudley, from which her own caught the smile. Won-
drous as were the trees, the earth, the sun and sky, this

almost radiant face was sure to catch her eyes, when they

came back from an excursion. Anita, quick to see, noted
whenever her eyes traced up the grand trunk of a tree
they invariably came back to and rested an instant on his,
and always lit up with a smile, or broke into a laugh.
To the Indian girl, it seemed the most natural place in
the world for Edith’s eyes to land. She now also noticed
that when her sister’s eyes flashed upward to the tinted
and now torn canopy of foliage, Dudley’s eyes invariably
were upon her face, waiting with exemplary patience to

receive them, and seldom waiting long, or if he threw a
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glance upward it was only when she called him to look up,
and that he wasted little time on trees or sky.

So they went sauntering about, the girls in their gay
moccasins, rustling the painted leaves, the young man
with his light elastic step, having one of those well-made,
well-knit, long-limbed forms, supple, strong, and full of
flexile, unconscious grace alike in action and repose,
Edith pausing to look up and wonder at the trees, Dud-
ley to look at Edith, and Anita to look in ecstasy at the
two, especially when they happened to pause in the sun's
rays. Occasionally she picked up a chestnut, as did
Dudley.

“ Do you know the soul of the woods—their spirits?

The forest has many,” Edith said. * They are with you
possess you ; you see them, hear them, feel their presence.
You turn for a better'view; the forms change to shadows
or sunbeams, the voices to wind voices, sighs and moans,
and like the dying cadence of our echo become the rustle
or waft of leaves.  You hear their mocking laugh, like
that of the loon, and it turns to the groan of a huge arm
of a tree creaking on the body of another, moved by the
wind. The woods are full of spirits,” she said, mus-
ingly.

“The soul of wildness,” said Dudley.

“We call it wild for want of a better word, or apprecia-
tion. How this flavor is given to everything the wood
harbors or hides; all of its own. Trees, plants, leaves,
flowers, fruits, all roots, barks, perfumes, all have the
flavors of the forest. All living things: birds, animals,
insects, all wi#d —we call it. It js in all their motions,
cries, notes; all their ways, all alike in this—all are of
their mother, the woods. Men slay her children, because
of this flavor of their flesh.”

Y
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““Roasted venison and wild plum sauce ;” said Dudley
laughing. “ Game dinners.”

“Yes, roasted venison, and wild plum sauce. I accept
the illustration. I never regret my father’s daughter is
not a son, only as I think how much easier /4e¢ could run
wild in the woods. But he would want to murder her

innocents.”

“Would you live with the natives?” asked Cliff, glanc-
-y

ing at Anita.

“’The spirit of the woods is her soul. Its life her life ;
its voices and ways are hers.  She has its subtle, elusive
flavor.  They are very exquisite in her. Of course you
like them in her—very much. But the Indian embodies
the ravin of the woods, as you find it in wolvesg all the
predaceous, all the hunters, warriors, are alike. They are
all taught by the same hand and voice—are all alike,
cruel—we call it.”

““Do you suppose those of the highest civilization are
mogt appreciative of this elusive spift of the woods, as
you call it?”

“ Well, yes, perhaps so. He, the cultured, sees it, feels
it, appreciates it, as no barbarian can. He knows all
the contrasts. An Indian is at the head of the preda-
ceous children of the woods, developed only in that line.
I know one—a family, Anita is of it, on a more elevated
plain. To the average Indian,all things are alike. He
does nog appreciate the difference. He regards the
wonders of art with the same indifference that he sees a
tree, a rock—all are alike to him. Poor, dear child,”
turning to Anita. “She has not the faintest idea of the
charm, the flavor of her wildness, so exquisite in her rich
and really gifted nature. Oh, let us get away from this!

we are in deep shadow ; get into the sunshine, into our
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bright dream land. We are still in the woodsy” she cried,
catching inspiration from the eyes so ngar hers, and
laughing in her old way of the morning. ‘

“ Why do you call the forest woods instehd of wood or
forest 2" /

“Well, in childhood, I called small bodies of trees
woods, as they were. 1 liked that name, that form, the
best. To me 1t meant more. Woods,—the woods—
endless hills, wild, lovely slopes with streams, great, far-
reaching plains, covered with lovely trees, like these.”
Then catching the laughing expression of his eyes and

3]

fice: ‘Do you always laugh?” her face lighting up
under his eyes.

“Well, when I am not laughing, I am ready to, I fancy.
I really never thought of it before.”

“Yes, so I see, and I like it.”

“I think you have a charming aptitude for musical
laughter,” he said in reply.

Spontaneously these things were said, with no thought
of compliment, nor did eitheryfeel complimented.

Dudley meantime had l)lll’]‘()g(‘ly conducted the girls to

a south-westerly slope of a noble chestnut ridge, where
the declining sun sent his now yellow rays with warm
effulgence, which lay like a gilding on everything it
touched. Here the great, newly-coined chestnuts, in
their satin coats, were found in profusion. A few min-
utes’ attention to the nominal purpose of their ramble
filled Anita’s basket, and the pocket room of the party.

The sun was withdrawing his rays, and the forest trees
and colors were growing cold. Dadley now turned their
footsteps toward the river. Edith was surprised when he
told her the camp was a full third of a mile distant.

Dudley spent the evening with the Grays. Probably
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_in the long and very animated conversation between the

two gentlemen, to which Edith was content to be a lis-
tener, the elder had no purpose to draw out the younger,
yet the extent and variety of topics he dwelt upon or
touched, s¢rved admirably to test the reach and versatil-
ity of the young man’s studies, which proved to be
respectable, while his reading of the English classics was
exceptional. His remarks upon men and current events
showed him a man of action, with a very quick mind, in-
ventive and fertile. To KEdith the hours passed with
something more than pleasure. She had rarely seen and
heard her father at better advantage. The ready and
suggestive mind of the youth, fresh and original, was very
inspiriting to him. His face was animated, while his
mind fully awake, worked with force and vigor. Contem-
plative, reflective, he was something of a thinker, and if
he produced no things new, he put old things in new
lights. She regretted to have this young man go—return
to his solitary camp. In their room after his departure,.
she stood with her arm round her sister’s waist, her cheek
by hers as together they looked out of the small window,
and @:lught the glow of his re-kindled camp fire. She
said nothing, and the Indian girl only speculated of her
thoughts. To her the last twenty-four hours had made a
revelation of the unsuspected nature and character of her
fair sister. Bright-spirited, light-hearted, she had uni-
formly been grave, weserved to others, as if dwelling
apart. A cold, beautiful white vase, with scarcely per-
ceptible characters traced upon it, save in the most deli-
cate lines, seemingly indicating that it was consecrated
and only to be used in the worship and service of the
gods. It had suddenly lit up from within, bringing out
the loveliest colors, with warmth and unsuspected beauty
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The scarcely perceptible characters were in relief, reveal-
ing the strength and excellence of their design. Not in
this form did the thought of the Indian flow, nor did she
oive it form to herself. It was more impression and feel-
ing than thought. She felt that her sister was waking to
a new life.

The following day, like its predecessors, was rich with
sun, painted leaves and fruity aroma. The young folk
made it an idyl, all too short, though they permitted the
sun to get a little the start of them. As soon as he had
the wood well alight they were there. The river excur-
sion was to the lake, when Dr. Gray was of the party,
now well restored. For the rest they were left to them-
selves, following the suggestions of Edith. The doctor
saw that they two were in spirits less exuberant than on
the day before. Their intercourse had the frank unre-
serve of two half-grown children, between whom an inti-
macy might ripen in an hour. Theirs seemed as inno-
cent and unconscious. It would end with the“day, or at
farthest the next morning. The frankness with which
the girl met the youth’s eyes, without increase of color, or
a coy turning from them, was to him, if he thought at all
of it, proof of its harmlessness. Truth to say, he was
preoccupied, and. gave up the day to the consideration of
grave and perplexing matters, to which, as we have seen,
this meeting brought new and unexpected lights. His
first inclination was to turn back from his mission, accept-
ing this incident as a sign from heaven that it was dis-

pleasing to God. This he pondered prayerfully, in the

spirit of his puritan ancestors. His impressions instead
of ripening to convictions, faded, and the will of the Most
High was still to be groped for, waited for. His original
purpose would for the time remain.
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Home and his guide were expected, certainly by the
close of the day. Home came, and on his arrival the
Englishman thought he surprised Edith and Dudley at
the camp by the spring. He made his presence known
by a loud guffaw of laughter, at what he supposed must
be their confusion, on being thus taken. To Edith his
mirth seemed forced and not shared by his face. It half
frightened the Indian girl whom he had not seen and
whose appearance changed for him the aspect of things,
and he went forward to meet them with a really smiling
face. ,
“Where 4/ you ;ﬁt that horrid laugh ? ” were Edith’s

first words to him, frankly linwr hand which he

took with a pleased mann

‘“Caught it on that horfid Cuy-hoggy—is that the right
name, Dudley?” turning/to the young man pleasantly.
“Itis very Englishy{" answered Dudley smiling.
“ Well, you ¢a

you got it and leave it there ; I don’t like 1t,” said the girl.

1at laugh right straight back where

“I presume you would like to have me,” he answered.

In reply to Dudley, who asked for Carter; Home said,
he accompanied by two young lads, were with the horses,
secured for the journey west. They followed the trail to
a ford three or four miles above. He would find them
on the high ground; when with a word, the young man
hurried away to look after their disposition for the night.

“1 expect you'd like to have me go back,” repeated the
still not wholly placated Englishman.

“That is very £aglisiy also, as Cliff would say,” she re-
plied.

“Ah! so he is promoted to Cliff 2" sarcastically.

“When he is not Dud,”

gayly, turning toward the

cabin.
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“You are not a bit glad to have me back;"” lugubri-
(rll‘l}'.

“You have’nt eaten since you left us,” laughing. “ Not
glad to have you back? Well, let me see. Yes/—no.
You see, it is about balanced ;” laughing again gleefully.
“(O Captain Home !”

“The no is the last, and more emphatic, I do believe;”
he said, his face taking light from hers however.

“Jt should have been plain no, to such an insinuation.
You see, thc\rc never were two such (l;l)'s‘ as these—were
there, Nita?} wheré are you?” she was moving a little
apart, with the fine instinct of a true woman.

“Oh, your unsupported word will do for that,” was his
dry assent.

“Well, it is all over. You’ve come back with horses,
and we shall leave this lovely place in the morning,” she
added pensively.

“Well, don’t despair. 1 had to agree to takes/im—
this Cliff, when he isn’t Dud, or whatever his name is—
with us, if he’ll go,” a little sharply.

“ Oh, goody good! Do you hear, Anita? The young
chief is going with us;” she cried a little mockingly.

“If he will ;” added Home, a trifle disgusted.

“Of course he will, what else did we come here for, I'd
like to know ? "’

“Sure enough ! growled the Briton.

“ But why does he have to go ? ” she asked. ¢

“It had to be him or this old scout. . Dudley is the

least dangerous.” .

“Do you think so?” laughing gayly.

“Well, we are going into the enemy’s country—to them.
Some one must see {ﬁ th&gturn of the horses. 1 think

\ ~

\
\
\
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the old hunter don’t care to go among the Wyandots,
any way.”

“Will Mr. Dudley be safe ?”” a little anxiously.

‘“ Safe enough from the Zandians;” laughing in a mean-
ing way.

“Oh ! ” prolonged, and standing silent an instant. “Oh,
I never 'thought of that;” her face coloring, which the
shadow of coming night hid from the Englishman’s
eyes.

In an interview later it was arranged that Dudley should
accompany the party to the Huron. All the preparations
were made for an early start the next morning.

Among the things mentioned by Home as picked up at

Cleveland, he was told that Dudley was regarded as a,

very promising officer, and had been stationed there—a
wretched little place, he called it. That the young man
had been educated at the Military School, of which he had
never before heard. His manner and words did not
grcat]}/ flatter the Americans.

Gray said a school had been established on the Hudson
he thought nine or ten years, by the American Con-
gress.

Edith warned the Englishman that she was of full
American blood.
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CHAPTER 1V.

THE QUEEN 'S GIFT.

AL, look out! ole feller;” were the old

hunter’s parting words to Dudley. He con-
ducted the party by a short cut to the trail west. When
reached, he Stepped aside for it to pass into the not
very plain track. The young man called the words
gayly back to him, as did Edith, with the hope of seeing
him again. Dr. Gray and Home had pleasatt words for
him, and Anita asked him specially to care for the young
chief thereafter, with a glance at Edith.

To Gray was assigned the best horse. Edith’s, the
only one that had ever worn a lady’s saddle, was a very
s:'pirim(l mare, a little wayward. The girl was a fairly good
horsewoman, absolutely fearless, and looked well in the
saddle. Anita, mounted in the fashion of her race, was
perfect mistress of herself and horse. Master would per-
haps be the better word, as she used two stirrups, Home
was an indifferent horseman, unused to mounted parties
in the woods and rough ways, where care of himself was
all he could achieve. From leader er guide, Dudley at
once became the commander of the party. He soon
yielded his horse to carry a portion of the baggage, a
necessity, unless it was abandened. Hardy and lithe,
his short heavy rifle im hand, to march in advance of the
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horsemen, was no tax upon his travelling power. The
three men of Home were also on foot, as were the young
men sent to care for the horses.

Edith’s mare was restive and over spirited, with ideas of
her own at times differing from her rider, and there were
several encounters, in one of which, the ready aid of the
alert Dudley saved her from a fall. To render this
in time required a feat of agility and strength on his
part, not lost on the appreciative young lady or her
thoroughly alarmed father. It is pogsible Home saw less
merit in it.

The hope was to reach the Huron that evening. There
was a delay in starting, several stops and hindrances on
the way, and the Vermillion was not reached till mid-
afternoon. The late rains had effaced the .ford, Obvi-
ously means must be found for passing it. The horses
could be made to take water and swim. The ladies and
baggage must be taken over by other means. The mis-
hap of Black river was fresh in their memories.

Dudley and the young men gained the bank in advance
of the party. At a glance he saw the condition of the
stream and grasped the means of its passage. On the
approach of Home, he briefly stated what he had decided
upon, the preliminaries of which the stalwart ready
handed youths, armed with the axes of Gray’s party, were
already about. The sensible Home called up his own
men and told them to aid, really placing them under
Dudley’s orders. His directions were few and easily
understood, and he put his own skilled hands and ready
strength to forward his design.

“He works like an engineer,” said Dr. Gray much in-
terested. | ‘

“ And gives orders like an officer ;

Edith.
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\

“He is both,as I told you,” said Home. “I learned

at Cleveland that he was a captain in their 2d Cavalry
or had served in it, and that he planned the slight works
there. He certainly knows how to take a party across a
river. I suppose their few officers learn gll arms,”

“ And how to handle horses;” addcd@(}my. I saw
him picketing these last night, on the hill.”

“ Him a chief !’ was the {sntcxltious comment of the
Indian girl.

“That was her declaration when she saw him first,”
said Edith.

Ere an hour the entire party, horses and impedimenta,
were on the west bank, dry and in good order.

To reach the Huron that day was out of the question.
Dudley’s dispositions for the night were soon made. His
consultation with Home was perfunctory merely.

‘“ A purely military encampment in an enemy’s country,
with our rear protected by a rivé¥; as in'no event can we
lctkrvat," was Home’s comment to Dr. Gray. “ Of course
it is well enough to humor him,” he added.

In a way thrown into a novel position, with unexpected
emergencies arising, Home had been at disadvantage,
ever since the landing at the Black river. To-day was
for hip, more unfortunate than its predecessors, The
place of leader which was his, was usurped by another.
Another had taken his place at Edith’s side, He had
ceased to command his own men, in her presence. She,
who had always evaded the attentions of himself, of all
gentlemen, evidently received them from this American
with pleasure. Seemed in no way to regret the occasions
which might excuse them. It was his arms that received
her, when unseated from her horse, and restored her.
Home was himself much nearer her when the trouble
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with the restive mare began, but this Dudley rushed in,
caught the flying rein, the falling form. He reached the
west side of the Vermillion in a very ungracious mood.
Indeed, so far off his balance as to have words with the
young lady herself. The opportunity was an excursion
from the one tent pitched, down to the river, in the
twilight, where he managed to detain her alone. He be-
gan by saying—*“I really feel as if I was freed from my
parole.” This was in a tone of affected bandinage.

It did not impose on her. “ Freed from your parole ?
Very well.  What would you have ? ”

“Well, it seems to me if I am not to speak of a certain
matter—and I can think of nothing else; do you really
feel that you should be—be—well—, so approachable to
this Dudley Cliffton—C/iff; as you call him—on a wvery
short acquaintance ? ”

“ What can you mean?”

“Even Anita notices it, and is on the grin half the
time.”

“Approachable! Who are you, that I am to answer to
your absurd words ? "’

“A man you and your father have authorized to
approach you as a suitor.”

“You find me approachable—do you? " laughing gayly.

“Why should I not be approachable to this young
man, if I chgose? Do you forget how we met? We,
my father and myself, were thrown on him for help, for
service—attentions you were privileged to render, and
which we should with gratitude accept from any man.”

“You assuredly have never shown the same pleasure
for attentions from any other”—still trying to laugh.

‘““She would be no woman who would not accept atten-
tions from him with a lively pleasure. I shall not in the
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least regret any occasion in the future for his attentions.
He renders them as my due, without a flourish, or as ex-
» pecting—reward.” Then her face grew grave a little
severe. ‘“Now I will not be fuestioned. You were—
had some recognition as a suitor. You promised me on
the honor of a man, if permitted to be of this mission, not
to remind me of your position. Well, you feel released
from your word. What will youhave? I am quite ready
at this instant to give you a final answer.”

‘“ Edith! Miss Grayson! I protest! I implore!”
with energy throwing up his hands in alarm. “J—I—
well, T was not serious.”

“Well, I am. I will not permit you to treat me other-
wise than with the utmost sincerity—and as the freest of

women.”’

“I1f—If I loved—"

‘“ Beware!” interrupting him with added severity of
manner.

“You will at least consider the unusual, the unexpected
things which in a way have rendered me powerless,” he
ventured to suggest, quite reduced.

‘“It is the unexpected things which try—test a man—as
they do a woman. I may deplore, excuse, but really it is
not my fault if things arise not of my invoking, to which
you may at the instant, have been unequal, nor withhold
my gratitude, my admiration, from another more fort-
unate.”

“You seriously pronounce against me.”

“I do not. I have thought well of you, how well is
shown by your being able to remind me of your position
toward me at home. I thought you brave, manly, loyal,
generous. I hope you will permit me to so regard you

5
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ever. We must be true to our common service, whatever
happens,” she added.

“T have been gravely in fault. I am grateful for your
generous words. I will merit them.” 'This was spoken
in a very manly way.

“I do believe you will.” She said in her fine manner,

frankly extending her hand.

“Thanks, thanks!” receiving it effusively, and l)cn(l-.

ing to kiss it, when it was withdrawn, ere his lips paid full
homage,

He was much elated, and could not wholly retain his
satisfaction within the safe limits of silence. * One
thing I've gained—I never before knew you had so high
an estimate of me,” he said.

“That is what I did think,” coldly. “ What I may
think hereafter, will depend wholly on yourself.” This
quite cancelled her words.

The party moved early the next morning. The road
struck the Huron some miles above the deserted Morav-
ian village, which the travellers reached in mid-afternoon.
The little town stood on the eastern bank of the river,
consisting of eight or tep small hut-like structures, built
of small trunks of the abundant trees, wattled, as their
mode was. A few acres had been cleared, now overgrown
by the reconquering forest. The Moravians abandoned
the place five or six years before the arrival of the Caga-
dian embassy. On the side opposite was a temporary
camp of Wyandots, Senecas, and their friends, from the
Sandusky, some of whom were permanent residents, as-
sembled to meet the English emissaries. After the man-
ner of Indians, they had placed three or four of the
cabins in condition to receive their intended occupants,
whose arrival was expected from the lake, where a look-
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out had been kept for four or five days, Save a few
women, children, and warriors of small note, Dr. Gray
found nobody to receive him. #The warriors discharged
their guns, and very soon the seemingly deserted Huron
bore the forest sovereigns over to meet the agent of the
Prince Regent. George II1. was then in eclipse.

To the travellers, the vicissitudes of the day’s journey
were duplicates of the day before. Dr. Gray was an ad-
venturous man, apd saw the approaching end of the ill-
starred expedition with satisfaction. Home set forward
with high spirits. . He had many reasons for satisfaction.
This was the last day of an intruding presence, more
than distasteful to him. }jlis spirits effervesced by the
way, and Re reached the lovety Huron, with lowering
brow. More than one sinister glance had been cast from
under it at the youth, who maintained his position at the
head of the party, when not at Edith’s bridle rein,

When the blue dimpling Huron met their sight, Home

saw these two turn their eyes ta each other, a way of
theirs as he had observed, and now as he was certain with
regret. This was the end for them. Their countenances
fell—he thought, as the folk of that day would say. The
young lady did not turn her eyes to him—never had that
way with him. His heart, though near its hour of relief,
was full of bitterness, and in a mood to entertain black
thoughts and unpleasant guests.

The last two or three miles down the river were passed
in silence. The English officer specially noted, while
Dudley was alert and cheerful, his words were few, his
light laugh which he had come to hate, was no longer
heard ; while Edith was grave and silent, not in her old
lofty way, a being apart, but drooping and sad, as a
woman might be,
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The party alighted in front of the principal building in
silence. Anita springing from her horse, as would a gay
and gallant cavalier, went to the side of Edith. Dr.
Gray’s "horse had taken sudden fright, and Dudley felt
obliged to turn his attention to him.

‘The Indian Yomen approached the young ladies with
respectful wondé¥ and curiosity. Anita addressed them
in their own language. They were greatly pleased; the
oldest answered her, then they gathered about the two
girls, and led them to a small building connected with the
Yarger, which they had decorated and set apart for their
special use.

Dudley’s first care was for the two young men and the
horses for the night. This accomplished, he turned to
the main building, in front of which he now found twenty
or thirty fine athletic warriors, standing about a group of
three or four chiefs, of the highest rank, with whom Dr.
Gray and Home, with the aid of an interpreter, were in
conversation. Gray turned, met and led Dudley forward,
and presented him to the famous Round-head, a fine-
looking old chief, in festive array, and a reputed friend of
the Americans.

“Me Round-head,” said the old barbarian, with dignity.
“Wyandots grandfathers of the Nations;” waving his
hand with a comprehensive sweep westward. Dudley
knew that to his tribe had been committed the great belt
of the Indian league, dissolved by Wayne at the Battle of
the Fallen Timber. He remembered the suspicions of
Carter, and he noted the peaceful aspect of the natives
before him. He knew'he was expected to say something
in reply to the chief.

“ My people have all heard of Round-head,” he said
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gravely. ‘“'They respect him in war. They are glad to
be the friends of the Wyandots.”

The young man’s person and bearing evidently were
much in his favor, with men accustomed to note and read
quickly and accurately all that meets the senses.

His words, rendered by the half-blood, were received
with satisfaction.

“ My son speaks good words,” answered the chief gra-
ciously. He was then presented to Walk-in-the-Water, a
saturnine, ill-favored chief, of whom he had also heard, and
with whom he also exchanged compliments. He was less
favorably impressed by him. He had once seen Black-
Hoof, the most famous of the Wyandots. His quick
glance discovered his absence. He noted, however, the
presence of one who held himself aloof—king-born, if
men ever are, not taller than were three or four before
him, to whom his glances would stray before formally
presented to him. He now came a step forward, and Dr.
Gray, taking the youth by the hand, conducted him to the
stranger, and left them to stand five or six seconds con-
fronting each other. Lighter of complexion than the
northern natives, light, graceful, yet powerfully made, a
noble head, finely featured, aquiline, carriage erect, dig-

njfied, wearing the simple deerskin hunting shirt, leggins

and moccasins, red cap and eagle’s feather, without other
ornament or a tint of p:‘]t, he stood the finest specimen
of native manhood the American had ever seen.

“The Shawanoe,” said Dr. Gray; naming the native
gentleman ; such he certainly was; and turning to the
youth, “the Americans call him Cliffton, Shawanoe
has been told what his brother owes him,” he added.

“ My English father’s friend is very welcome,” he said
with natural grace, in a voice singularly musical.
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“The Great Spirit made Shawanoe a chief,” said Dud-

)

impressively. “ He has looked on many things. His

enemies have never seen his back.”

He thought he was

of one of the fine South-western strains of men.

When these words were rendered, many tokens and

signs of assent and pleasure were given by the Indians.

“The braves will follow the young chief. Shawanoe

present.

trusts his young brother,” was the reply. The chief gave
him his hand, followed by the other chiefs and warriors

“Well, by Jove, my boy,” said Home in recovered

spirits.
before.

“You've exchanged speeches with the natives
That speech to the Shawnee took them.”

“The one to Round-head was more politic,” added Dr.

Gray.

“ T was out with a mission to the Creeks and Cherokees

“Never saw him befqre ;"

Indian speech making.
Who is this Shawnee, I wonder ?’

3] . ¢
last season;” said Dudley, “ and heard a good deal of

One catches the phrases easily.

said Home.

“I have heard of him,” said Gray evasively.

‘“ He must be from the South-west.

fine men of that region.
ing of a prince.

He looks like the

He 1s lighter, with the bear-

““He 1s Shawnee or Shawanoese, and goes by’ the

name of his nation, I believe,” said Gray.

“Well, he came from the South then—or the tribe did,

[ am sure,” said Dudley.

believe now.”

“Maybe,” said Gray.
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spoke hesitatingly, as if uncertain of his data, or the ex-
pediency of giving it.

Dudley went out in a thoughtful mood. * What does
it mean? The Moravian Mission was their pretence to
impose on him, This was a mission from the English
covernment of Canada. It had a special purpose. These
men had asked him nothing of himself. They might feel
called to say something of themselves. The Shawanoe
was a man of the greatest importance. It was a thing of
note and report,” were his mental reflections.

Edith was not at supper, nor was the Indian girl.
Cliff did not inquire why. He ventured, however, to hope
she was not overcome by her journey, and heard from
her father that she was much fatigued. ‘The young man
remembered that she took her way from her horse to the
groups of women, without a look or word to him. That 4
could not be her leave taking, yet why not? It would b€

characteristic of this strange adventure. The manner of

the father was now cold and constrained. Nothing was
said of Cliffton’s return. He was there voluntarily, purely
to oblige these strangers, was his own master, would go
when he pleased. He would like to see a little more of
this mission. He wanted very much to see Edith; yet to
what purpose ? why should he care? In all human proba-
bility they would never mget again. He felt that this
would be a great misfortune.

He went out to find young Carter and his companion
uneasy in their quarters. They fancied something sinis-
ter was hovering about. The presence of the Indians

T

accounted for this. He made a little scout around, and
then returned in good spirits. He would pass the night
near them. They had a borderer’s dislike and suspicion
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of Indians, and knew of the old hunter’s suspicions of_.the
Canadians.

On hi§ final outing Dudley found the night chilly, He
made his way towards the river which was silent, and
deserted. From the high ground, he saw the Indian
camp fires; and heard occasional sounds, nothing unu-
sual. While he stood on the river’s margin, a light canoe
passed from the other side, toward the huts. It landed
in the shadow, and Anita stepped from it alone and
glided noislessly up the bank. He completed his ob-
servations and returned to his quarters, Had he re-
mained by the river thirty minutes later, he might have
seen Home enter the canoe, and row to the other side.

The night passed peacefully, and the three gentlemen
sat down to breakfast the next morning, the young ladies
still absent. Dr. Gray told Dudley he was entrusted with
an invitation to him to be present at a council, near the
camp, in the afternoon of that d;xy\.‘ \

Home said if he wished the horses started on the re-
turn that morning, one or more of his men should go on
with them. Dudley would be well mounted, and could
easily gain feir camp for the night. There were many
concurring reasons why he should remain, and he felt like
being at the council.  When Dr. Gray told \him that
Edith had gone to the other side for the day, hé decided
to go. Her conduct seemed strange. He did got know
the native ysage with women guests. Perhaps the-yeung
lady placed herself voluntarily beyond the chance of
his mgeting her again. He could think of no reason for
such a,course ; but that he should think of it, made it
seem probable. He would cross the river, but the young
lady should find no difficulty in avoiding him. He di-
rected the boys to complete~the arrangements for the

departure
saw Anit
quarters.
turbed.
“Mr. L
from “the
your horse
fluence is
It comes
event are
“Oh, m
“You w
“T woul
the threat
of Round-l

A light |
confronted
heard by hi

“Bad m
the other s
can brother

“Into an
replied Dud

‘““ Shawan
reply.

“A great
of danger in
Does my gre

*“ Shawanc
terance and

“I implo
sake let your

“As you |



The Queen's (/.1:/1. 73

departure, and await orders. As he went out again he
saw Anita hurrying from the landing to Dr. Gray's
quarters.  On his return Dudley found him much dis-
turbed.

“Mr. Dudley,” he said directly, “ I received a message
from “the other side. 1 must ask you at once to mount
your horse, and set out on your return. Some bad in-
fluence is at work, to cause you the greatest personal ill.
[t comes from a source not to be disregarded. In no
event are you to cross the river.”

“Oh, my absence is wished from this council then?

“You were invited in good faith, I know.”

“I would not go unbidden, I will not stay away under
the threat of danger,” showing spirit. ““ If I am the guest
of Round-head, who wil dare menace me?”

A light hand was laid on his arm. He turned and was
confronted by the Shawanoe, whose entrance was un-
heard by him.

“Bad men,” he said in English with a gesture toward
the other side, “ Round-head not control) My Ameri-
can brother will go.”

“Into an ambush, if what you say is true, Shawanoe,”
replied Dudley.

‘““Shawanoe guards his brother’s trail;”” was the
reply. !

X
“A great chief invites me to his council, a girl sings

of danger in my ears; shall I run like afrightened woman ?
Does my great brother so counsel ?”

“ Shawanoe says go. He knows his words.” His ut-
terance and manner were very impressive,

“I implore!’ cried Dr. Gray. “ Don’t for heaven’s
sake let your serving me involve you in peril.”

“ As you please, gentlemen, I go.
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A word to the young men and all was ready.  Dud-
ley, chafed and hurt, turned back for leave taking,

“Mr. Dudley,” said Dr. Gray, clasping his hands,
“ Nothing has so moved me as the painful way of this
parting. You will certainly see or hear from me again.”

“ O, it is to be, my dear sir.  Don’t let it disturb you.
I don’t see Home,” he added.

“This evil word took him away. I will say your
~adieux to him.” ¢

“Thanks! Any terms you choose.” He looked about
and lingered.

“My daughter is—" Dr. Gray hesitated.

‘““Is also on the other side ;”’ supplied Dudley, smiling
pleasantly, though there was sarcasm in his voice.

“I greatly regret her absence—as will she. You can
certainly trust me with any word or message to her, Mr.
Dudley.”

“ Tt is no matter, she knew I must go soon. She sends
me word to go sooner. Tell her from me that I ran at
once,” laughing in quite his old unconcerned way.

‘““Is that all you would say, Mr. Dudley? " °

“That is all, Dr. Gray; " quite decisively, turning away.

Dr. Gray was sorely hurt. He was ip no position to
take exception to anything the youth might say, or do.

“Mr. Dudley, even in this hour I may ask, has my child
deserved this at your hands ? ”

“Dr. Gray, I beg your pardon. I will see the young
lady herself if she permits;, I will attend_this council.”
H’;}mghtil_\', with something like a flash of hiseyes, this was
said.

“Go, go, Mr. Dudley, go at once, God will grant
another time. May he ever bless and keep you,” with

fervor.”
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In the outer room the young man met Anita, weeping
bitterly. * My poor, poor child ; 7 he said tcn(lm]j', taking
one of her slim, brown hands in both his own. . “ Don’t
cry ; you break my heart.”

“ Me so sorry,”’ plaintively she said.

“ Why should you weep? your friends and relatives are
here, your sister,/all you love;” very brightly. He took
from his vest pgcket an old fashioned jewel for a woman’s
ear, curiously wrought of gold and silver threads, contain-
ing a topaz, which he placed in her hand. “ This to remem-
bereCliff by. It capte fram my dead mother,” he said.

“Oh!” prolonged in a little ecstasy of delight. “ Edith?
my sister kdith ?”” asking if it was for her.

“Is it for Edith? No, for you, for Anita.”

“Edith? ” again asking what he had for her.

“ Did she know her sister Anita was coming across the
river?” he asked.

“Edith a girl,” was the pathetic answer. Being a girl
e could send no word or message which the sorrowing
Indian maiden would regard as fitting, on this occasion.

“ No matter;” was the curt reply; the youth, man-like,
in his anger not catching the girl’s subtle meaning.
“ Good-by, my little sister. May the Great Spirit keep you
ever.”  With fervor the words were spoken.

The poor child heard and understood what passed
between Edith’s father and Dudley, She still hoped to
secure from him some tender message—a word for her
sister.  Failing, she cast her face into her hands, and
abandoned herself to a paroxysm of grief. Had she
received it, her plan was to fly across the river and return
with sorgje responsive message from Edith.

Iﬁ\'eryming outside was ready and awaited Dudley’s
approach. On his appearance, ¢ Shawanoe will show his
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young brother the trail ;" said that chief. They mounted,
entered the wood, and were soon lost to the sad-eyed
Anita, who was too heavy hearted to fly across the river
in her light birch canoe as she had intended. As they
disappeared, with her now uncared for trinket in her hand,
she moved slowly to the river shore, and stood by her
waiting boat, unwilling to seek the presence of her sister.

A few yards over the decaying trunks gf fallen trees
and through thick second growths, brought the cavalcade
to the well defined bed of an ancient trail, running south-
easterly, an old Indian road leading to the far interior,
and which intercepted the trail of the returning travellers,
several miles from the river, thus shortening the distange
considerably, \\'hu) this opened to the party, a gesture
of the guide imlmwrlhullc}' to direct the young men ta
pass in advance, which they did, each leading a horse.

The mare ridden by Edith, wearing he® unburdened
saddle, was in Dudley’s care as he paused by the side of
Shawanoe, who observed her, and knew something of the
chivalrous regard in which the white gentleman held the
woman of his race, he said as if to himself, *“ Her horse.”

“ She rode her,” was Dudley’s response.

‘“It is well;” replied the chief approvingly.

As they moved forward now in the rear, in fair English
he said. “'The heart of Shawanoe is under the eyes of
his young brother, will he open his ears ? ”

“Gladly, to the words of a chief.

“ Shawanoe is at peace with all the Americans. He
would not have war. The Seventeen fires* have land
enough. Let them keep it, let them not drive my people
farther west, and Shawanoe is their strongest friend.
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Listen. My brother should know, the land was the
land of all the red men, not this the land of the Wyandot;
that the land of the Delaware ; and beyond the land of
the Cherokee, the Choctaw. Each owns everywhere.
All and each own, nations live here, there on the land of

»

all. Does my brother understand ?

‘*“ Shawanoe means that each nation is an equal owher

with every other nation of all the land ?”’

“ Dudley understands. Zzsten/ All the nations must
sell all our lands, much or little.”

“The Wyandots cannot sell the land called theirs, set
off, reserved to them by the Seventeen fires, unless all
join in the treaty—is that it ? ” gsked the youth.

“That 1s Shawanoe’s mind ;" said the chief. “ The
past was the work of our fathers. Shawanoe leaves it in
their graves. He has seen the nations. His mind is
the mind of all. Not g hill, plain, stream ; not a tree or
stone more, shall the Seventeen fires, or their great father,
the President, gain, until all the nations unite in the sale.
Shawanoe builds a wall ; all his people stand on the ather
side of that wall.”

The voice was full, sonorous, yet musical, the hand
moved in graceful gesture; the whole man, face and
eyes, spoke with energy.

“ My older brother’s ideas of the red man’s ownership
of land-are new to Dudley. Do the Seventeen fires and
their great fathers know the mind of my brother ?”

“They do.”

“ My brother knows of the gathering of his people, be-
yond the Wabash ? ” ’

“ Has my voung brother heard that the great American
father is now preparing to survey the land beyond the
\Wabash? He knows it is ours.”
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‘“ Does the Prophet mean war?’” Not answering the
chief’s question.

“ He means peace. There will be no war, unless you
take the land from under our feet. Then war,” his
eyes flashing.

“Should the Americans have war with the English,
what will my brother do?"”

“ My people are poor, they do not want war; leave
them their land and I am a friend of the Americans.”

Dudley could hardly turn his eye from the fine, lithe,
elegant form, the noble head and face .of the barbarian,
still quite young in looks. Who could he be, who spoke
for all the tribes ?

“I am glad to hear my older brother;” he said. “ His
words will keep place in my mind.”

“ My young brother’s words are g‘ﬂd. His acts arc
good. Shawanoe will always be his friend, though war
comes.” y

“Dudley will be true to his bmthq‘f ; " he said warmly
in reply. \

‘“It is good ;" said the chief. They\moved on a little
distance in silence. Finally the chief s;xil]. “'The English
Home—does my brother know him well 2”

‘“ Captain Home? Dudley never saw him till four days
ago.”

““When war comes between the Americans and the
English, my brother will meet the English chief in battle,
and strike him ;" said the chief, with energy.

“Is he an enemy, more than other Englishmen?”

‘““ Speaks foolish words. Bad men hear them. They
go out. He cannot gather them back in his hands.”
Dudley breathed out a long drawn, low whistle and

then laughed a light hearted laugh.
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“ My young brother’s heart is good. He laughs, and
has no fear;” said the chief, a plesant smile on his
lips.

“ Did my brother hear the bad words?” asked Dud-
ley.

“They reached Shawanoe’s little sister.”

““ Anita? ”’

A look of assent.

“So I am running away from Home,” laughing.
*“Chief, I will go back ;” turning his horse back.

“ My brother will go east,” said the chief, catching the
chief’s reiniand arrestine the movement,

“ Shawanoe is right. There is no time or room for a
quarrel,” said Dudley, much vexed and chagrined. Yet
to save him he could not help laughing at the position he
occupied in his own eyes with this half light on the cause
of his flight. He asked many questions. The chief
could not or would not answer them. Some miles they
went, and struck the trail of the day before. Here Shaw-
anoe dismounted. He had ridden the horse of Home on
the journey west, and would walk back. Standing, he
took from the breast inside his hunting shirt a deer skin
parcel, from which he drew a small, quaintly f;l.\])i()ll‘(‘(],
well-worn medal—it may have been wrought of gold, to
which was attached & fresh scarlet ribbon. This he
handed to the surprised Dudley, saying—* My young
brother will wear this in battle.”

“In battle? Why?”

“ My warriors will know it.”

Dudley holding it in his hand, still had his eyes on the
chief’s face, as if he would know more.

3]

added the

“1t came to Sh;l\\'anogfrom his sister -
chief.
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“Anita?”’
‘“

From his Enelish sister.”
le]

“Oh!” prolonged. *‘ And—and for me ?” eagerly.

)

“ If that pleases the heart of my young brother.’

“More than he dare say.”

“When Dudley again meets Shawanoe’s English sister
he will show her that ; ”” pointing to the deeofation. * She
will understand. Shawanoe leaves his young brother.”
Extending his hand, his face showing sadnessyDudley
grasped and pressed it warmly. Just then not able to com-
mand his voice, their hands unclasped, The Indian
turned and walked back along the old trail, moving with
the light, firm step of Dudley, rather than with the sham-
bling gait of his race.

The young men as they entered the known trail, seeing
Dudley and the chief stop, halted also, and witnessed the
parting.

‘“ Boys,” said the youth, approaching them, “ There
goes the finest” form and the noblest soul that ever ap-
peared in the woods of America.”

“Yis. ‘E’s a good looken enuff Ingin;” said the old
hunter, showing from behind a tree, as if all the time of
the party,

“ Hullo! Carter—what’s up? what sent you here?”
called the surprised yet pleased Dudley to him, cheerily.

“Wal, nuthin purty much. I’se kind a lonesome like,

)

'n I thought I'de foller on an see ’ow ye cum on,” he an-
swered. “’E’s a good looken Ingin, an’ gon right back—
mebby.  You go on, and I'le kinder purtect the rare.”
“Well, I'm glad to see you, anyway,” said the now
laughing young man. *“ Go on, boys,” who obeyed with
alacrity.
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“Wal, ye see, I didn’t know w’at might ’appen,” said
Carter, thinking his presence needed an excuse,
‘“ All right.  Boys, we’ll camp on Black River {o-night,”
called Dudley cheerily to them.
4 How bright the world was to him with his toy! He had
flashed to the conclusion, that it was from the hand of
Edith to 4im, direct. So he managed to press it many
times furtively, to his lips. It did not occur to him that

Anita would be the bearer, instead of an Indian chief.

If it had, who would expect a young lady to give such a

. ‘ . . A
thing to an Indian for himself, and why should he bestowg

her gift on a stranger? He for the time forgot what
Anita said of her sister. ‘“ She was a girl,” and so could
send him nothing. No matter—as he said to the weep-
ing child, who besought him for one poor word to the ab-
sent one. He had his toy, it was from her, perhaps not a
token of love : of course it was not, but of kind remem-
brance and favor, so he kissed it again. How cruel his
unkind words of her now seemed! He was very young.
He may learn more of the magnanimity of Shawanoe.
[Lessons, however learned of the exceptional nature and
character of women of Edith’s quality, will harm him
none, unappreciative of himself and pure of heart as he
was.

It is probable the young woman was induced to pass
to the west side of the Huron and remain there, till the
departure of Dudley, and® I am quite certain both she
and her father were not then informed of any supposed
connection between Home, and the suspected design
against the young man.

The I\\'ilight‘of that day was deepening in the room oc-
cupied by Edith and Anita. Weary from her journey,
depressed with sadness, Edith reclined on a low couch,

6
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her head in the tender Indian girl’s lap. She had given
way to tears; though now composed, she was, perhaps for
the first time, oppressed with that sense of helplessness,
which comes many times upon women by reason of their
womanhood, under some conditions in which one of the
other sex is involved. They are to be and remain silent,
passive, because they are women, girls. Let what will
happen, thcy cannot seek or offer explanations.

““O Anita ! we are two helpless, motherless girls, with
no one to say a word for us, or do a kind act, or tell us
what we may do or say ourselves,” she said, in a sad
voice. '\)

‘“ Editly father,” suggested the Indian girl.

“He is a man. A father hides his daughter. Cliffton
asked 1f I knew you were to come here; your answer
admitted I did know it, though I did not know why.
Your answer—‘ Edith a girl,’ merely, a helpless mute
woman, that told all to a woman.. It said nothing/ to a
man. What poor creatures they are, when proved, A
poor little good-bye, would have contented him, had I
known. How did he look, Anita? T'ell me all about it.”

“What call sad face—white ; then groud to father, say
‘no matter’ twice. It hurt him.”

“*No matter!” ‘No matter!” They were the best
words. Oh, I know how he felt! a good-bye word across
the river to me, were nothing. His words here, his look,
his being hurt, are much more, much better. You don’t
understand my words, do you ? ”

“ My sister’s heart good !’ answered Anita, lifting her
head and touching the red mouth with her lips.

“'These four days and then this bitter ifth—Oh, so
bitter! Was this a plan to hurry him away, prevent a

leave-taking ? I wish I knew!’
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“Chief—Uncle go with him—Home, English Home,”
sharply. &

““What of him ? 7’ eagerly.

“ Say bad words—very bad.”
“ What do you mean ?”

‘“ Hate young chief.”

‘““Anita is to think nothing but good of Captain Home.”
“ Anita think nothing. Edith ask Uncle—

—~ask Shawa-

noe.” Then game two or three minutes’ silence.

“ Where do you suppose he is now ?”’ asked Edith,

‘“ My sister’s heart is with the young chief ? ”
“Why not ? I've nothing}else pleasant to think about.
Where does Anita think tlfe young chief is now? ”

“In camp, by black shining \\ﬂ'\mm. All still. He

close his eyes and listen. He hear Edith laugh, he start

up to look for her; all still, night come down in woods.
Him very sad, very lonesome.”
“You blessed child,” caressing her. “ Will Edith ever

see him again?

“Will sun rise?

Anita meet young chief in woods.
She bring him to Edith. Anita bring him?”
s’
““ Shall you bring htm?

[f you find him.”
‘““ Anita find him, bring him,” confidently.




CHAPTER V.

ON THE EVE,

”

812-1813, characters of fire on the brow of the west-

ern province of the Crown, then called Upper Can-
ada or Canada West. An episode which gave her name
and place in English and American history, to which
her children turn with pride. © It was then largely the
home of the English inhabitants; had become the place
of refuge of-most who fled from the States, when self-
constitufed law gave form to their appeal to arms, against

the common sovereign.

These adherents to the cherished loyalty of Englishmen

became the objects of hatred and persecution, that in our
traditions and literature, took the most odious forms, and
still endure. Their sole offence, their sharing largely
the once universal sentiment of devotion to the sovereign,
taught in ail the colonies as a primal virtue, a part of
religious faith essential to private worth, and the crown
of civic and public service. In the breaking up, as it
seemed to them, of the foundations of society, incidental
to an impious rébellion, they stood firm in old faiths and
devotions, took no new ideas, entered upon no new action,
were guilty of no crime, shared in no apostacy of faith,
or deviation in conduct from established standards. In
their devotion to principle, honor, education, tradition,
and what for them was duty—they'took up amms, went to
battle, to prison, confiscation, exile, death. Men capable
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of such devotion were men of high natures and inflexible
character, which in any other cause would have won from
their countrymen the most exalted respect and the
warmest admiration. Between the revolted colonies and
the loyal provinces lay vast stretches of stormy sea, and
widk regions of dreary wilderness, to be traversed by the
exiles for conseience’s sake. The Crown received and
sheltered it, in the scantiest way, indemnified its subjects,
who renounced all for it. These expected, hoped, prayed,
fought, for the triumph of the royal arnis. They looked
forward to a return, a realization of what men in their
position might expect from victory. They reciprocateg
the hatred of their new enemies with the addéd sense of
personal wrong. When their "hopes perpished, impover-
ished, heart-sick, doubting the justice of God, or seeing
it deferred to a day of later retribution, they rebuilt their
lives as they might, and awaited its coming in the ripen-
ing time.

WRemote in the distance and late to be informed, they
watched with the restiveness of men personally interested,
through the years of renewed quarrel between the two
nations, knowing it was but a continuous burning of the
old, smothered, not extinguished animosity. That the
Americans should take advantage of the perilous condi-
tion of England to strike her, they expected. Still when
Congress declared war, so confident were they that to
them it seemed the madness prcceding destruction.
They knew the aroused bitterness of their enemies.
They did not anticipate a renewal of Arnold’s expedition.
(The lower province was protected by the same sea, the
‘same wilderness, traversed. by no rog}d. The western,
where they mgstly lived, was behind \the lakes, which
Great Britain’ruled. The tribes of numerous and power-

4
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ful Indians were their alligs, eager for the word to leap
upon a wide exposed frontier ; fit instruments in the hgnd
of God to work his long delayed vengeance. They felg
little: apprehension of invasion from the western border.

ern Indiana. There were feeble settlements at Cleveland
and easiward. The inhabitants of Ohio must traverse
two hundred miles of savage wilds, and the people of
,_ Kentucky nearly twice that distance to reach them,
L, They felt safe. =

! Not long did this sense of securitys€ontinue. Sud-
denly, with but a day’s notice, an American general at
the head of an American army, ¢rossed the Detroit river,
issued a stirring proclamation, apd was in possession of
everything but the feeble fort at Malden. Consterna-
tion, a sense of utter helplessness, paralyzed the Cana-
dians. They were capable of being aroused and taking
arms effectively. There was a man at the head of civil

and military government, equal to any demand. Crea-
tive, masterful, confident, the ablest English commander
R ever appearing on the continent, not excepting Wolf or
Cornwallis.  His voice called into action the latent
courage and energy of the people of his province. They
only/meeded to hear the trumpet call, and find a leader.
The refugees, old and young, all of English, Scotch
,/é:n(l Irish blood, arose at the call, nor did the French
linger long. The Robinsons, Coffins, Sheaffes, New
Englanders ; the McDonalds and Evanses, men of high
courage; the McNabs, and others first planted in
Canada, at once responded. With these and a small
body of his old regiment, with him under Nelson at
Copenhagen, Brock flew to meet the invader of his
| western border. He reached it to find that his enemy,

‘Michigan was an unbroken wilderness, as was all north-
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thinking better or worse of his enterprise, had returned
to the American shore, sheltered in a strong, well-armed
fort, whose guns did not command the river (it was built
to protect from Indians); but he was amply prepared to
erect powerful shore batteries which would annoy him on
his own side, 'Thé American had a spirited, well-armed
body of troops, which in efficient hands might set him

at defiance, and who evidently‘desired nothing so much
as his approach. Brock also fotind awaiting his arrival
an ally worthy to share his counsel and confidence, un-
doubtedly the ablest leader of native warriors ever met
by soldiers of European origin on this continent.

The Shawanoe returned from his meeting with the Eng-
lish emissarfes on the Huron, to find that, in violation
of his explicit commands, his brother, Tensk-wau-tawa,
the famous prophet, had with all his bands attacked
Governor Harrison in his camp on the Tippecanoe, and
been utterly defeated, Many of his bravest chiefs and
warriors were slain, and the survivors, depressed and
sullen, escaped to their villages or were dispersed in the
forest. Thus in an hour the well wrought fabric of years
was dissipated. The wall along the border of the Indian
lands, behind which* at his call the embattled nations
would stand, vanished like a mist. The surveyors re-
sumed their work beyond the Wabash.

Embittered, enraged, the great leader repaired to Mal-
den and accepted the terms offered him on the Huron.
These bound him not to strike, save in concert with the
British, who were to subsist his warriors and their fam-
ilies, There aésembled under.his standard a thousand or
twelve hundre('(f\‘warriors, the flower of the immediate
Western nations\who, commanded by him, were more
than equdl to the syme number of soldiers however com-
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manded, in forest Warfare. _Encouraged by this English
ally, he now entertained the idea of driving the settlers
south of the Ohio. Pontiac’s plan was to sweep them
east of the Alleghanies.

These remarkable men, Brock and Tecumseh, first met
on the arrival of the Englishman at Malden, where they
stood a moment confronting each other. Mutual sur-
prise, admiration, with the untaught etiquette which is
observed by many barbarians, kept them silent. . Nearly
of the same age, and of equal stature, what the Eng-
lishman gained in breadth and massiveness, was more
than compensated by grace and symmetry in the Indian.

Harrison was the finest looking Anglo-American Te-
cumseh had met till now. He had come to hate while he
still admired and respected his foe. For the average
American he cherished contempt. \Vith the person and
bearing of Brock, he was more than satisfied. With his
aid he would avenge Tippecanoe. He would recover the
lost lands. Harrison was in his mind; by him he esti-
timated Brock. Brock was his superior; he thought.

“ My brother is welcome,” at length said the general,
as he stepped forward, his hand extended.

“Tecumseh is glad,” responded the chief, taking the
offered hand,

Like is gifted to recognize its own in &thers. Brock
did not see an Indian, a savage, a barbarian; he recog-
nized a broadly, highly endowed man, limited by his
birth and surroundings, which in many ways he had over-
leaped. He found him a master of forest strategy, capa-
ble of bold and striking designs, with the audacity which
he intended should mark this campaign. His time there
must be short. His Niagara frontier would soon reclaim
him. The American here must be effaced. Then a

lieutenant, v
border, but
fQund the ¢
ness of their
nate Harrisc
to meet hin
. Which gave
difference w
mand the I,
eral.  Brock
North-west.
scheme,

“I ask tw
“Will your v

“Till they
that.”

“It is we
Regent, requ
well treated ;
their dwelling

“Tecumse
sister.”

“Ah, the
warmly. “A
g0 to meet C
the soldiers ;
riors. My b
will probably

They founc
approach. P
able, handson
men ; his face
A coarse-fibr




rlish
lers
hem

met
they
sur-
‘h 1s
sarly
Eng-
more
1an.
1 Te-
le he
arage
and
‘h his
:r the
esti-

neral,
g the

Brock
recog-
oy his
| over-
, capa-
which

there
eclaim
‘hen a

On the Ewve. 89

lieutenant, with Tecumseh’s aid, must not only hold this
border, but sweep the southern shore of Lake Erie. He
fQund the chief well advised of the strength and weak-
ness of their enemy, and they concurred that it was fortu-
nate Harrison was not opposed to them. Both expected
to meet him later. Their plans very nearly coincided,

which gave each confidence in the other. The points of
A

difference were soon arranged. Tecumseh would com-
mand the Indians, under the orders of the British gen-
eral. Brock did not contemplate a reconquest of the
North-west. He did not discourage the chief’s broader
scheme.

“I ask two things more of my brother,” said Brock.
“Will your warriors refuse fire-water?”

“Till they recross the Wabash. Tegumseh requires
that.” '

“It is well. Our great English Father, the Prince
Regent, requires that all prisoners and wounded shall be
well treated ; and women and children of the enemy, and
their dwellings, be everywhere protected.”

“Tecumseh has promised all this to his English
sister.” ‘

‘“Ab, the lovely Edith,” the general’s face lighting
warmly. ““ All men keep their promises to her, Now we
go to meet Colonel Proctor and his officers, and review
the soldiers; and then we will meet your chiefs and war-
riors. My brother will learn to like the colonel. He
will probably be left in command here.”

They found him and his officers awaiting the general’s
approach. Proctor was still young, a stout, person-
able, handsome man, of the average height of English-
men ; his face indicative of good-nature and good cheer.
A coarse-fibred man, as we shall abundantly see. The
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officers saluted; the colonel came forward to receive
the commander, well known to all. Brock’s manners
were of ‘the frankest, and by the small circle of the army
he was warmly loved.

Tecumseh knew Proctor and most of the gentlemen
present, and the general detected coldness and distange
in his manner, not only tof@rd Proctor, put Spme of his
officers. Brock knew of tHf. adventures of hij agent in
Ohio, knew that the chief met Home there,\\whom he
thought well of, and was inclined to attribute his manner
as due to the reticence of a native in the presence of
Europeans, whose language he was not master of, nor was
he familiar with their customs,

The available force of English were under arms. Of
the very respectable body which wore the prescribed liv-
ery of the Prince Regent, Tecumseh at once detected a
difference in the precision of action of a portion, from
The most were automatic, these seemed

the larger part.
The general was pleased with his

to-move indjvidually.
accuracy of-perception, and explained that some ‘three
hundred were really militia, now in scarlet, for the eye of

the American general, which might not be so quick as .

that of his brother. Tecumseh appreciated the strategy,
the pleasantry, and the compliment.

“Well,” said Proctor, who studied the effects, ‘‘ they
wear their clothes well, d—d if thev don’t now.”

“Yes, they wear their clothes a d—d sight better than
they dress,” was Home’s response.

Home was the wit of the western contingent, an article
never in excess in the British army, and estimated ac-
cordingly. Brock smiled dubiously at the compliment to
his show, which was greeted with as much laughter as his
presence and the gravity of the occasion permitted.
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“ Devilish good,” said the more appreciative Proctor,
“ Deserves honorable mention. Do you, good at the
Horse Guards.” His want of appreciation of militia
marked his lack as a commander in dealing with a mixed
force.

The pageant over, Tecumseh in turn became host, and
led the general, Proctor, and their officers to his camp, a
cantonment of the wild soldiery of the forest. There
were Wyandots, Senecas of the Sandusky, Miamis, Kick-
apoos,. Pottawattamies, Delawares, Shawanoese, Ottawas,
men of many nations. Here the general and his officers
held a reception. Colonels Elliott and McKee, names of
dread and hate in all the western American border,
presented the chiefs—Round-head, Walk-in-the-Water,
Blackfish, Young Little-Turtle, Jim B]uc-]n(‘k:t:t; but the
great old chiefs, Black-hoof, The Crane, Turkey’s tracks,
Blue-Jacket, Little-Turtle, some were dead, all were ab-l
sent.  Still the array of fine athletic well made men, good
heads and gallant bearing, showed no falling off Ain the
manhood of the woods, and the leaders digplayed/a brave
following of warriors, most satisfactory to the eye of the
appreciative Brock. The camp, its plan, arrangement
and rude police showed the presence of a careful, exact-
ing hand, a ruler, as well as a chieftain in war.

Brock had hastily convened the upper Canadian Parlia-
ment at Little York, awoke the members with an electric
flash, secured its sanction of his measure, called about
him the chivalry of the lower section of his province, hur-
ried to Long Point, a large point of the war, where he
rendezvoused his force. Some three hundred embarked in
open boats, and made the voyage along the northern

coast.

He reached Malden the night of August 13. Undis-
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turbed by his enemy he planted his guns, opened on the
fort and palisaded town, had s interview with Tecum-
seh, reviewed the Malden force and met the chiefs on the
fourteenth. The fifteenth was devoted to final prepara-
tion for the invasion of the enemies’ territory in turn.

He grasped the situation, His plan was audacious. In

other hands it would have been criticised. None thought
of aught but the promptest obedience to his orders.

One there was, his chief of civil government, privy
councillor, cabinet minister, man of all work, to whom
he opened himself, for his own relief.

Perhaps talking over his plan, giving himself the ben-
efit of his own voice, placed it in clearer light. It also
occurred to him, that it might be well to place with
another, not only what he would do, but the reasons

him to do it. It was Saturday night.

which induced
He must

The week had proved too short by a day.
borrow Sunday and find what he seldom sought, a day of
rest later. He dismissed his aids and secretaries from
the room, and began : \

“You look anxious, but\ remain discreetly silent, O
councillor, minister, grand chimberlain mine. I can’t be
detained here. I improve the Macbethian rule: the
quicker it were done the more certain it will be to be
well done.

“The American General Dearborn, commanding be-
low, entered into an armistice with my chief, the good
Prevost, tying his own hand and liberating me—as I may
do anything beyond his department. It can’t last long,
when it reaches /s chief at Washington. When ended,
his six thousand soldiers may cross the Niagara. To my

They might not like my reasons.

officers I give orders.
“ A general who calls a

I never offer any,” laughing.
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council of war, and speaks himself, unless to mislead, is
gone, So if he only knows the numbers, arms and dispo-
sition of his enemy, even if he knows his plans, he is but
half informed. He must know—+#4now Aim well—the man
who commands against him, the counsels and men back
of him.

“ Here 1s a nation, several nations of farmers, artisans,
shop-keepers, with a rabbly government of demagogues,
unwarlike, no army, no navy, who after thirty years of
peace, rush into war with a powerful nation, armed at all
points,—never at peace. Mr. Madison, a timid man, his
councils divided ; the strongest states in opposition. In-
tending to declare war, they send an old man, who has
seen no active service since his youth, two hundred miles
from their Urbanna, through the swampy woods with
two thousand men, four-fifths of whom are the rawest
militia. He is wholly unsupported. It would take half
his troops to keep his communications open. Michigan
has three or four thousand hunters and fishermen. He
cannot subsist his army two days, on all he can draw
from them. An advance with supplies, has been for
near two weeks on the river Raisin, forty miles away,
and he has made two vain attempts to communicate with,
and bring him into Detroit. See how the Washington
men managed. Ignorant that war was declared when
he struck the lake, he placed his baggage and papers,
as those of his officers, on the unarmed Cuyahoga. They
have not a gun on the lake, where I have the Queen,
Charlotte, Hunter, Lady Prevost—forty guns! Wgll, we,
better informed, captured his baggage and papers. 1
know the inside weakness and mutinous spirit of his
militia officers and men.

““When he-reached Detroit what did he do, and what
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will he now do? He landed on our side July 12 ; think-
ing better of it, he returned Aug. 8. (Why he came or
why he left, will be a question for Yankee historians ; per-
haps for a court martial. He struck no\blow, offered to
strike none. He issued a proclamation—?Y’

““Colonel Cass wrote that, ”’ said his companion.

“The hero of the T'arantee ?” laughingly.

“So it 1s said.”

“Well, we laugh at these raw young men. They mean
mischief. I am glad Cass is not in command over there
with Colonel Miller, and what he has of his 4th to
second him. Z%ey méan fight. ‘They believe war is to
get at the enemy, and open at once. I expect these
youths worried the old man into coming over. He would
naturally expect Dearborn would demonstrate in his favor
—would at least detain me on the Niagara. Well, while
here, he did not even reconnoitre our feeble works at
Malden. Miller and his four hundred regulars, supported
by Cass, would have carried the fort in twenty minutes.
They fought the battle of Tippecanoe—they and the Ken-
tuckians.”

“Very well, Miller is over there now, is he not—with
him ?”

“Of course, but 4¢ commands Miller—the best of his
volunteers, with Colonels McArthur and Cass, are now
absent on the third effort to reach the Raisin, Why did
he permit me to plant my batteries? You hear them
now,” and they did.

“Heg refused your demand for a surrender yesterday,
General.”

“ Yes, after detaining my officers two hours. Then he
sent to me by them, what really was an apology £or his
invasion. My war will differ from his. Then he has
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heard of the fall of Mackinaw ; and to-day, he intercepted-
Proctor’s letter to Captain Roberts,"now in possession
there, announcing that jfive thousand Indian warriors
are on the way to attack him at Detroit !’

“ Why, don’t he understand that was intended for
him ? "

‘““Not a glinnnﬁ of it! Why, who would practise on
him?” :

“Poor old man !” exclaimed the listener.

“The poorest of old men. 1pity him. How the dema-
gogues will rend him! He thinks Tecumseh has twenty-
five hundred warriors. You know they crossed over to-
day. | He has$ but little over a thousand of all armsin and
about the fort. It is weak on the land side. We built it,
andqust why we ;x?h%ructed it weak on that side and
unable to collman(l fihe river,\is not apparent, unless it
was anticipatéd‘that I would jhave to capture it to-mor-
row. Now I shall kcross \at daylight, and land at Spring
Wylls. The Queen Charlotte will cover my landing. If
I aw not met at the landing, as 7 shall not be, the fort is
mine without a blow. If attacked at the landing, T will
carry the fort by assault. Have it [ will. Audacity, if
you will—the apprehensions of my enemy will make a
short and bloodless campaign—an expedition father.”

“God grant it; ” fervently.

“Now, my dear Grayson, you know all aboutit. I
will not trouble you for an opinion. You are only asked
to clear that clouded face, and look and feel Chacrful.”

“I confess, General, your face, voice and manner are
very inspiring.”

“Why should they not be? I am thoroughly awake.
At the bottom there is always a reserve of good spirits.”

“You’ll need the reserve to-morrow, General.”

i
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“They'll respond. I am never so light as on the eve,
except in, the fray.”

“1 am glad to find the war so popular with the army,”
said Grayson, with a look as if he would hear from the
general on the matter.

“Very, very.”

“ All war is, I suppose,”

“(Oh, that is a mistake, There is more in this.”

“Well—yes ? " finishing with a look.

“Now, you wish to punish a wicked though an old re-
bellion. The army wants to wipe out an old disgrace.
We exchange buffets with the French, Austrians, Ger-
mans, Dutch, Spanish; lick and get licked; give and
take. They are soldiers, trained to war, our equals.
The Americans were militia; we laid down our arms,
surrendered our swords to militia generals. Oh-h! 1
know—I know. The French were with them finally ; but
the end would have been the same. Who was Washing-
ton, Green, StarKe, Morgan—Oh, lots of them,” shak-
ing his head.

“Well, we shall find lots more like them,” said Gray-
son.

“Of course—if the war lasts. We must strike quick,
decisive blows. Your New England may rebel—only it
will not. No, we'll strike hard, ringing blows, knock them
on to their knees—that is our way—my way.”

Grayson arose to go. ‘I am glad to have heard you,
General, on all these things. I wish to-morrow was
over,” he added.

“Don’t go. There are two or three things—How is
the lovely Edith? She is a true heroine. Makes heroes

of us common men.,”
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‘“She is high hearted and full of hope, a little nervous.
She believes in the general, you know,” laughing.

““God bless her! what a man she gave me in Tegum-
seh!” \

“You don’t know him yet, General.”

“ How did she make his acquaintance, get her influence
over him? and she a woman—though that may be it;”
laughipng.  “She does about as she pleases with the
rest of us. Certain things are more potent with us
in women, than the salme things are in men.”

“Well, five or six years ago—Oh, longer than that;
over the other side, we were there one winter. Tecum-
seh had a sister there, Tecumapease, as remarkable in
her poor Indian woman way as he is. Edith was
teaching Indians to read—when she was fourteen or fif-
teen, it was a great thing with her. Tecumseh was there,
and she taught him, Tecumapease and Wasegoboah, her
husband. Both the men were then, like all the natives,
given to drink, and they came in ‘one day half drunk.
The women were frightened—all but Edith. She man-
aged to control Tecumseh ; when he was sober she got
him to promise to never drink again. He never has. He
attributes his present position to this reformation which
was wholly her work. Though free from superstition he
regards her as specially gifted from heaven.”

“What became of Tecumapease and ner husband ?

“They are there in the Indian camp—or were, as is
Tecumseh’s wife and son.”

“ And this Anita—who is with you—is she their daugh-
ter ?”

“She is the sole child of the elder brother, Cheeseekau,
a very famous chief, slain in battle at the south-west,
when young. They lost their father while Tecumseh was

7
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a Jad, and Cheeseekau had the cara of him, trained him
and formed his character. vacr"a’.] things he dwelt
upon, until they made parts of the boy’s nature. He
was always to tell the trath. Be brave and fearless
under all possible conditions, Always protect a prisoner,
always care for the aged, for helpless women and chil-
dren.* These are cardinal points, and so far as we have
ever heard, he has strictly conformed to them.”

“Really ! I am very glad to hear this. Tecumseh and
his niece are very light;is there white blood in their
veins ? "’

‘“Tecumseh says not a touch—they are pure Indians.
He is the soul of honor, his word given, is kept in
letter and spirit. One thing; he don’t at heart like us
much better than he does the Americans. He thinks we
are more honorable, and are useful to him ; but he is an
Indian of very exceptional endowments.”

“] fancied as much. Well, we will be true to him,
serve him in good faith, winhis gratitude, and through
these his love. They are a remarkable family. The
younger, the Prophet, must be a remarkable man.”

“Very, very. He is under a cloud now.”

“ Well,” said the genéral, *‘my regards to Miss Gray-
son. I intended to call upon herj—can hardly do so this
evening. I wanted to ask her of my gallant friend Home.
There is something in him that might enlist a girl’s fancy,
“though after all he is commonplace, is’nt just—well—
Is there a man deserving her? That is not the way to

put it. Of course there is not; but aman fit to mate
with her? O dear! Tecumseh is married, and I am

rough and old;” laughing. “Your rescuer of the Ohio

* Drake’s “ Life of Tecumseh.”
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woods may prove to iw,‘glw man ; who knows? Some -of
them are fihe fellows.”

“1 suspect he is over the other side nmv ' said Gray-
son. ,

“Ah! well, that would be intercsling,.' Yaqu may have
an opportunity of serving him; who can tell}” laughing

“I hope he is not there. Of courﬁc wg have nev LA
heard a whisper of him since our 5traqgé parting, on
their Huron.” \

“Well now, Grayson, you and the girls will see us move
in the morning /and hold yourselves ready to cross over.”
“If I win without blood, you will want to go. If we
assault, your Indians may need looking to. You are all
powerful with tHém. Not for Canada, would I have a
prisoner harmed.”

“ Only win, General; only win and we will be with
you. Tecumseh will control his warriors; don’t fear on
that score.”

Then they parted for the night.
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CHAPTER

MISSING.

HAT Saturday saw the end of two busy days of in-

tense planning and preparations on the English
bank of the Detroit. The end of another week of wait-
ing, vacillation, of anxiety that became agony, on the
American side. Its chief renounced all effort to regrasp
the conditions of his own fate, and abandoned himself to
what might happen. Miller with the 4th regulars were
in the fort. Colonel Findlay and. his militia, the 3d

Ohio, with those of Michigan, were outside. Late Friday
afternoon, Colonels McArthur and Cass, with three
hundred picked men of the 1st and 2d Ohio, were
g hurried off for athird attempt to meet and escort Captain

Brush, his command, cattle and stores, from Frenchtown

to Detroit, where were still ample supplies. They were
started without rations, which were to follow them,

None were sent. Instead of which, the next morning, an

express rider was hurried after them, with orders to re-
turn. He found them weary and hungry, bivouacked in
a wide swamp, where darkness overtook them, when at
the call of their officers they arose and turned cheerily
back.

At Detroit the shore batteries were replying to the
British, and two 24-pounders placed to sweep the
Major Jessup divined Brock’s

approach to the fort.
. 4
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landing-place, Spring°Wells, four miles below the fort,
and asked permi§sjon to plant guns ‘there and oppose
him. This was refused. \\3

Later he asked for 150 mgn,thien for oo, to cross over
and spike the enemy’s guns. The general would think
of it, but came to no conclusion, and such of them as his
own did not dismount boomed the short night through.
Under its cover, Tecumseh placed his Indians in the
shelter of the forest, from the landing to the rear of the
town, to cut off a possible retreat. And so the August
night wore on. 'T'he next day was not to be a day of rest,
a Sabbath of any kind.

In the vanishing twilight of that dawn, the English
(:wssc(l. Brock standing erect, conspicuous, in full dress,
in the bow of the leading boat, the most exposed man of
the expedition; a third of his soldiers were militia. ’He
knew what eyes would be upon him from the wooded
bank. His chivalrous bearing was appreciated by
Tecumseh.

“See! see!” exclaimed the emulous chief. ‘A war-
rior in his canoe, erect, leading the way to battle!” *

As the general anticipated, he found the landing un-
guarded, and no enemy even to witness his debarkation.

Leisurely his troops breakfasted on the enemy’s ground,

were formed for the advance, the commander conspicu-

ously alone, many yards in lead, with his right on the
river, his left protected by Tecumseh. Thus the high
hearted column moved to the attack. It was a gallant
show, those eight hundred soldiers in scarlet, ingthe
morning sun, with banners and shining arms,—the” men
of the gist in front.

* Chron. of Canada.
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Findlay informed his commander of the advance of his
enemy, and asked permission to attack with his regiment
and tht Michigan militia, which was refused. Instead,
he and all the troops outside were ordered within the
already crowded fort. /

On came the red column with gleaming arms, the
c‘;ﬂﬁns as if under the eye of the Regent in Hyde Park.
b}\and on, till they were almost within range of the 24's.
\ Thé\gunners lit their linstocks. They were within range.
\ch gunners became restive, eager. The alert young
officgr in command, his trained eye measuring the lessen-
g Aistance, restraining the soldiers with brandished
al)é{ saw his foe almost within his predetermined range
kfr thexdeadliest effect, turning

)

signal. Already the returning McArthur and Cass had

his eye to the fort for any

gained a distant view, made their disposition for attack,
and a vain effort to communicate with the fort. They
noted the ominous silence of the fort. To them the
British army seemed delivered into their hands. The
first gun would be their signal to advance. /¢ was never
Jired. Instead of the thunder of the 24’s a white flay was
displayed on the fort. Had the earth opened they would
have been no more amazed. Had it swallowed them it
would have been a welcome refuge.

All night, all the morning and forenoon, the miserable
man called general at the fort, gave signs of sore dis-
tress. Away from possible succor, disappointed by Dear-
born, the woods teeming with Indians, thousands more
of whom were hurrying from the North, fierce Ojibways,
Chippewas and Tawas. Among the women in the fort
were his own daughter and her children; the fort must
fall after maddening battle, so he reasoned, or rather
these were the spectres of his imagination, in his inability
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to reason. He sought no counsel, spoke no word, sat on
the ground, with his back to the wall, a pitiable spectacle
of distracted weakness. Finally the one gun of the
enemy, which his own battery left uncrippled to them, sent
a solid shot, which came bounding over the fort's wall,
dashed into the officer’s house, and into a group of men
and women, killing two or three, followed by the shrieks
of the surviving women, his only casualty. This brought
the end., The white HclV',vth was at once displayed, and
the unhappy man’s own son was hurried forth with an
offer of surrender.

The young officer in command of the 24’s uttered a cry

- . n’ 2 Al
of anguish and dashed his sword upon the ground. The

advancing column halted in amazement. The terms of
surrender, including the territory of Michigan, were soon
arranged, and at twelve meridian the column advanced to
its formal conquest ; the solemnity of investiture with parade
and circumstance to be celebrated at noon of the next day.

‘The conception and execution of his conquest was a
brilliant and important stroke of generalship by the
British commander, and the honors becomingly worn by
him. He appreciated the part borne by his ally, which
he evinced in a striking manner when they met at the
noon of this day in front of the fort, in presence of vic-
tors and vanquished. -

Advancing to the chief, extending his hand, he said:

“The general commanding congratulates his brother,
General Tecumsebh, of the British army, on the success of
the allies. To mark my appreciation of his character
and conduct, I ask him to accept and wear this from me.”
Speaking these words he untied the splendid scarlet
silk sash from his own person, and deftly invested the

slender waist of the noble figure of Shawanoe with it. "I'he
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chief gracefully yielded his person to the gaudy decora-
tion, in dignified silence. When adjusted, he drew his
form up, wearing his crimson cap with its war eagle’s
feather, showing the prized cincture to advantage, and
said with simple grace, his voice betraying slight signs
of emotion :

“ My great brother makes glad the heart of Tecum-
seh.” Then turning to the Wyandot chief, Round-head,
he undid the sash from his own form, saying: “Here is
one older and more deserving; Round-head should wear

”»

this:” which he placed about the robust loins of the
delighted chicf. The act was greeted with applause, led
by the admiring Brock.

One thing further. _ The politic general proclaimed a
bestowal, so far as‘the' power rested with him, of the
territory of Michigan upon his allies. He retained the
prisoners.  Public property was subject to division.
The rights of personal property to remain inviolate.
The inhabitants and all non-combatants, to be protected
with care.

So fell Detroit, the American army and flag.

The American people were never able to account for
this amazing result, even by supposing the twin crimes of
treason and cowardice. There must be a third—Dbargain
and sale for gold. A wave of consternation, mingled with
shame and wrath, swept around the southern border of
Lake Erie, southerly, startling the men- of Qhio, Ken-
tucky, Pennsylvania, Indiana, and reaching the Capital.
Mr. Madison’s government revenged its own weakness
and want of care upon the head of its officer, whose im-
becility only equalled its own. Another commander had
to be named. The eves of the nation were upon.ene-not
yet discernible by Mr. Madison and his secrefary of war
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(Dr. Eustis), who were to look for yet another elderly
fossil, that other battles and forts and armies might be
lost on Michigan soil; while the peers of hifn who
surrendered Detroit should be left to meander on their
ways, after their kind.

One, the youth in command of the 24’s, did not answer

the roll-call of prisoners. He was reported missing.

One of the best known of the young officers of the expe-
ditionary force, there was special inquiry for him, and
some talk of his disappearance. Generally it was sup-
posed he had escaped, and unless cut oftf by the Indians,
would reach Captain Brush at Frenchtown. The last
gert;linly known of him, he was noticed at his post near
the guns, apparently greatly dejected.

‘““He was certainly included in the surrender,” said an
English officer, who seemed to know something of him,
and interested in his fate.

The cross of St. George floated peacefully over the fort
as in the day of rightful dominion, won from St. Louis.
Tecumseh remained with a strong force of warriors on
their recovered soil, knowing as well as the royal giver
the vicissitudes of his title. Scarlet guards succeeded the
blue, in larger numbers; otherwise Detroit appeared
much as on the day before. The warm August night,
darkened the not remote forest; the tender moon hung
its thin crescent near the western horizon, the stars were
taking their sentinel places in the sky, and innumerable
crickets and katy-dids were piping their shrill notes in
the meadows.

Several of the British officers, and men of the civil ser-
vice, were permitted to return to their quarters. Of
these were Mr, Ggayson, Edith, Anita, and two or three
ladies, wives of the officers, of the girst. Mr. Grayson
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had, during the day, experienced every emotion of anxiety,
triumph, exultation, and supreme satisfaction. This
bloodless victory, won in the face of odds and difficulties,
that no other leader would have dared to brave, was to
him a heaven-sent omen of the war. There had been an
awful decline in American manhood in a single genera-
tion, a little humiliating to him, of the same strain. His
emotions had been fully shared by Edith, as women
share in feelings common to the sexes. Both gvere now
under the influence of the reaction certain tojbc experi-
enced by persons of fine organizations. Neither said
much on the way down the river. Both had a peculiar
cause for concern, which to Edith was a source of de-
pression. Anita, her constant companion, fell into her
sister’s mood, and like her was grave and silent also.

At the late supper of the returned party, where Edith
was conspicuous, she was at her best. If less joyous and
gay of spirit than in the idyl days of the southern woods,
thoughtfulness now imparted the charm of character to
her face, which had rather gained than lost in maiden
purity and beauty. Something of appealingness was
in her eyes, which many felt, though they could not de-
scribe. The gentlemen—all friends, admirers, and some
of them beside Home, lovers of hers,—were in rollicking
spirits, as loud and reckless of voice, words, and manner,
as the presence of three or four women of position and
refinement permitted. Drunk with the exhilaration of
success, and two or three of them half drunk in the usual
way, there was boastful, gratulatory talk of the incidents
of the day, the prospect of the war, with depressing com-
ments upon the character and conduct of the cncmi\'.

“ Well,” said Robinson (son of a refugee) to Mr. Gray-

son, ‘“ our countrymen persuaded the royal negotiators
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that lakes and rivers were preferable boundaries, and
the general has corrected their blunder of yielding Mich-
igan.”

“It was a blunder, our ever giving up the posts,”
added Glegg. “ Now we’ll man Fort Miami. We built
that, did we not, Mr. Grayson ?”

“ Dr. Gray, of Ohio,—permit me to correct you, Glegg,”
-said McDonald, which produced a laugh, in which the
subject of the pleasantry slightly participated.

“Governor Simcoe built it in ’93, mainly to defend
against the north-western tribes, old allies of the French
who had a post there,” he replied to Glegg. * Later we
used it to countenance them,” he added.

“Or if Mr. Grayson will permit, to discountenance
them,” added Home. *“When they were defeated and
pursued by the Americans at the Rapids, they found the
fort shut in their faces, with the words fromi the com-
mandant, ¢ Go away, my children, you got so' much paint
on your faces,” as Little Turtle rendered it,” followed by
another laugh.

“It’s a wonder old Wayne didn’t storm it,”” said Rob-
1nson,

e . . )
“He would, had the Indians been admitted,” added

Muir. »

“ Qur countrymen, as you call them, Mr. Robinson,
were content with a line south of the St. Lawrence; we
will give them one from the south end of Lake Michigan
to the Maumee. They may be glad to take it now,” said
‘QLI'\'SHI), “Tecumseh may insist on the Ohio though.
How he does despise the Americans !’ he added.

“No wonder he despises 'em! As we have already
taken so much, why not claim the Ohio? They’ll con-
sent,” said Home.
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“{f they don't, by Jove, the genera¥will take the whole
an’ give ‘er to old Round-head,” piped in a clerk.

“Yes, and then clean out old gmhny Dearborn, and
hand New York over to young Brant and the Mohawks,”
added another.

“All in good time, boys,” said Evans. “I presume
this little matter—which took him three days—off his
h;{mls, the general will return, leaving Proctor in com-
mand here. He’ll be a general soon—e¢h, Home ? ”

““ He and General Tecumseh. Won’t the Indian show
oftf a laced coat, epaulets, and plumed ckapean? What do
you say to that, Miss Grayson ?” to Edith.

“They will not disguise him, Captain Home. What an
act his giving the sash to Round-head was! 'That was a
stroke of genius,” she replied.

“Not another man in the world would have thought of
it; not even Bonaparte,” said her father.

“No one who knew Round-head,—would they, Anita?”
said Edith, turning to her sister.

“If saw(him in his camp—as we did,” replied the
girl now improved in her English, knitting her dark
brow.

[ J

“The young ladies have suspicions still 1 see,” said
Home, with affected sarcasm, to Mr. Grayson.

“ And memories,” added the Saxon maiden.

‘“ By the way, that reminds me—who do you suppose I
saw over there to-day?” said the doomed Home to

Edith. “The fellow in command of the guns you know;”
to McDonald. Home as some of the others drank
recklessly.

“Which he didn’t fire,”” added a lieutenant of militia.

“Which he didn’t fire,” repeated Home.
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“For which thank God and his general,” said Muir,
with real fervor.

“For once they concurred,” observed Glegg.

‘“A really brave man—one thirsting for gore—might
have said the word, notwithstanding the flytter of an old
table-cloth, and that none of the cleanest,” added

- Home.

“’That speech from a British officer, would cause sur-
prise on any other occasion,” said Grayson, gravely.

“Had you sent him word he might have¢ run, as you
said he did once,” said Edith to the captain playfully.

“Ah! you have heard of Captain Dudley, of the Ameri-
can army,” he said, recklessly.

“I saw him to-day,” she answered.

‘“Indeed! You may know where he is,” said Home.

“I greatly wish I did,” was her emphatic answer.

“If you'd seen him as we did, while at ease, you would
have seen the funniest specimen of a cock with his comb
cut and feathers down, that even Az country ever pro-
duced,” said her chief admirer.

“ How was it, Captain ?” asked the officer of militia.

“Captain Home will do it"\justice. I-trust he will
spare us now,” said Edith, with quiet dignity, while Anita
sat, her wide eyes under her brows of jet flashing on
Home. di

“Was this Captain Dudley the man you met on the
river, in Ohio, at the .time—the time you know?” asked
a lady friend of Edith.

““He is the gentleman.”

“You came near—near—JI’ve understood—excuse me,"”
said McDonald to Grayson, wishing to guide the talk

[\

away from this incident of the day. &

“This is the young man who rcscuc? me from drown-
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ing under circumstances showing he possessed very
heroic qualities,” said the gentleman, a tremor in his
voice, moved by recalling the incident.

“This occurred in the presence and under the eyes of
the senior captain of the 41st, of foot,” added Edith,
in her serene way.

Home, if not sobered by these speeches, was brought
to an apprehension of his present position. His suit to
Edith had for months been the theme of conversation in
army circles and of society at York. He now arose from
his seat and approached the perfectly composed young
lady with an air of humility.

“Captain Home, before you say what you are about
to, I will add one thing. On the occasion of last
autumn, without fault of yours, you were compelled to
appear at disadvantage almost”as great as you do now.
This American gentleman relinquished his quarters to us,
slept on the ground, distinguished us with care and atten-
tions, conducted us to the Huron, and you will bear him
witness, that by no word, act, or manner, did he seem
aware that you had not shown the utmost heroign. Is
not this strictly true ?”

“It is,” he replied, in an abject voice.

‘“ Father, have I not spokeh truly ?”

“Truly, my child,” moved to tears.

“ Anita, my sister, you know more of this than do I.
Does Edith speak truly?”

The Indian girl started from her seat, ran to Kdith,
clasped her neck with an arm.

“Truly! truly! My uncle Tecumseh guarded the
young chief, himself from river Huron,” she said, her
efes flashing scorn on the humiliated officer. Her words
of Tecumseh made a sensation. Nothing had ever been
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heard of the matter underlying this statement, though the
main incidents of the mission had been told and talked of.

“Captain Home,” said the young lady, extending her
hand to him, “I forgive you.”

“Miss Grayson, I shall ever deplore my forgetfulness.
Your gracious pardon is a punishment,” he said, and said
it well.  Raising the hand and bending low, he was per-
mitted to touch it with his lips.

The scene caused some sensation; two or three of the
company, with tact, led away from it. Not wholly from
the missing American officer, who for the time, and was
long to remain an object of interest, with many of the
present enemies of his country. Some discussion was
had as to his present fortune. Muir thought if he had
attempted an escape he would fall into the hands of the
Indians. Grayson said if they brought him in, Tecumseh
would at once liberate him,

The officers thought if he escaped after the surrender

and before rendering himself a prisoner, he was guilty of

a grave military offence. Doubtless Brock would over-
look it.  Some would regret to see him fall into Proctor’s
hands. He had declared his purpgse of dealing severely
with all the Yankees who fell into his hands, till they paid
some observance to the rule of civilized warfare.
“Gentlemen,” said Mr. Grayson, ‘ you surprise me.
When was it a crime for a prisoner of war to escape?
He may even slay his guards to effect it. These are the
incidents of war. In what worse position can this officer
be who after his general has relinquished his command of
him, and before ours has reduced him to custody, if he
walks himself off ? My only regret at his escape is, that
he will notify the American advance on the Raisin.”
“Young Elliott will look out for that,” replied Muir.
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He then went on to discuss the laws of honor, which bind
an officer to render himself a true prisoner, after which
he may escape if he can.

Grayson ridiculed this, unless he was to be tried in a
court of honor, unknown to law.

“You may say he was guilty of disobedience to his
general’s orders, who surrendered him. Proctor will
hardly try him for that. He will be safe with the Ameri-
cans,” he said.

Home would be sorry to see hipr in Proctor’s hands,
and looked up to meet the large eyes of Anita on him.

Then they separated for the night. Later, father and
daughter had a conversation, in which Edith related the
incident of seeing Dudley during the day. Her party was
opposite the fort at the time the English column ap-
peared on its advance. At the showing of the white flag,
they took a boat and pushed across. Grayson and two
or three gentlemen went on toward the fort. kdith,
Anita, and two or three ladies remained near the river
below the fort; not far from the guns, Edith observed the
young officer without recognizing him, walking backward
and forward restively. He finally approached near where
Anita and herself were standing, unconscious of their pres
ence,

“ When near us,” she said, “ Anita pressed my hand,
whispering ¢ Dudley, young chief!’” 1 never was so

startled—never can be again. He saw us, lifted{his cap
to us, but said nothing. His face was pale and rigid.
He stood irresolutely ; then as if a new thought struck him
he turned and walked away. This was before the cere-
mony, for Anita managed to tell or get to her uncle, that

Dudley was here.
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“Why did not you go to him, and take him in
your charge ?”

“Oh, I could not move : all he did for us, our practices
on him, were on me. Before I was myself he disap-
peared. He could not approach me ; all he had to do at
that moment was to walk away—as it seems to me.”

“1 deplore his going.”

““What had he before him but long captivity here ?*”

“ Why, I should have managed that.”

“How could he know who and what we are but
enemies? Liberty, duty, called him away. [ am glad he
has gone—for gone he has.”

“Well, it is the one thing that mars the otherwise per-
fect day. We shall hear something more of this to-mor-
row noon, over there,” added the father.

“Oh, I don’t want to be there!” said the girl, sadly.
“I can’t bear to'see their humiliation.”

“Oh, dear! What must Philip Dudley think if he can
see the strait to which his rebellion has reduced his
son ? "’ cried the father.,

““His son? Do you know, father, this thing begins to
look to me like an epoch in human history, which had to
be, and your rebels were the heroes or victims of it,
and not the responsible doers of crime.”

“Well, well, my child,” a little impatiently, “ heroes or
victims, their doings bore to them the bitter fruit of this
day—to them and their children—the first of unnum-
bered similar days. I would save this child, God

knows.”

“I know you would, and I shall fervently pray that

all may be ruled for his true best good, as I believe it
will be.”
Then with a silent kiss she withdrew.
S
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At the ceremony of the next noon, Captain| Dudley

' anspire is ‘where-
was not present, nor did anything transpire of hi

abouts or fortune. If any of the red allies had informa-
tion of him it did not reach the public.
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CHAPTER VII.
THE SHAWANOE'S GIFT.

UDLEY when ordered to the expedition into Can

ada, was assigned to command the small bady of
dragoons, a part of it. On the return to the Amerigan
side of the Detroit, his horses were idle, and he had a
position in charge of the guns placed in the shore battery,
His familiarity with all arms made him available for any
duty. Naturally his association was with Miller and
his officers. He was well liked by McArthur, Cass and
Iindlay, to whom he was of much use in their new
duties. He was aware of the dissensions between them

and the general in command. He could not lgng

remain blind to the unfortunate man’s f;glts. He e3rly

saw that failure would attend the enterpriSe. Gay, light-
hearted, alert, showing high qualities, he was esteemed
by the men of both branches ef the little army.

That the fort could be successfully defénded, that-
Brock could be met in the field, he had every confidence.
That his commander would surrender without a battle, a
siege, when he finally huddled his men into the fort, had
notentered his head. When restraining his eager sol-
diers at the 24’s his eye caught the ghostly gleam of
white, on the wall of the fort; it was an illusion of vision,
and a second look was necessary, The apprehension of
its purpose struck him like a blow. The act of dashing
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For an

was instinctive.

down his emblem of command

instant 1t was a horrid dream, in  which everything

waveringly floated.  The advancing red column flared
and reeled, then halted. The world grew steady, and

his alert mind noted and knew the significance of things.
He saw the young aid leave the fort, pass not far from
him, and the aids of the British general go forward to
meet him, and then they retired to arrange, write out, and
sign the terms.

This was a new position for him ; he had no experience,
knew of no rule for subordinates, when his chief had
abandoned the command of his own army, and the
general of the enemy had not taken it up. He was in
the transition period. His first distinct thought of him-
self was one of almost agonizing regret that he had not
opened fire on his enemy ; a battle would then have been
inevitable. His better instinct arose against this. It
would have been a useless destruction.  Surrender by the
fatuous commander was inevitable. What was he to do?
He thought of his poor men, to whom he now turned,—
young, fresh, bright, nervous, athietic fellows;'men to
follow an officer to an assault with cheers, or stand and
fight steadily and coolly, and die by their guns. He saw
they now stood ghastly and silent, several with indignant
tears in their eyes. Some of them turned to him,

“My brave boys, you see it is all over,” he said. *“ The
enemy commands us now. Stand at ease and wait till
they come for you.” Then he turned back, picked up his
sword, replaced it ; unbuckling his belt he removed it and
placed it under his left arm, walking away some yards
that the soldiers might not see in his face signs of the
distress he felt.

He took a rapid survey of the immediate situation.
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He knew messengers had been sent to recall McArthur
and Cass, who would return, and turning te the line
of their approach he thought he saw %signs of their
presence. They had not then reached Brush at French-
town. Means must be found to save him.

The column of the enemy advanced. He estimated
their numbers. Terms had been adjusted. Walking,
studving, lost in thought, he moved toward the fort, saw
near him a group of three or four women. He changed
his course a little to avoid them, drew nearer, looked.—
There stood Edith Gray and Anita! Still he was not
greatly surprised. 'The power of being surprised was not
yet fully restored. He lifted his hat. Edith was there.
She was of the enemy, was there to see the humiliation of
the Americans. A light flashed back on the events of

the Ohio woods and rivers. He noticed that she saw

him—made no note or sign of recognition, save a look of

surprise. He would not meet her. She was some yards

distant. He would escape. 'The thought and the certainty
of doing it came together. He turned away. The
column had passed; all the stragglers hurried forward.
The river came into his mind. Some one would gard

the boats. The armed ships would have to be passed.

He dismissed it. Meantime he moved south-westerly
across the open. No one called to him or interrupted
him.  Why not keep on? The ground was nearly level.
He passed behind a breadth of growing corn, which
coyered him from eyes near the fort, or in that direction.
He had his watch, a small compass,a pair of pocket
pistols and sword, and wore undress cavalry uniform. Why
not walk on? If seen he was not temote, So far as the
British soldiers were concerned he was safe. The trouble

was the Indians. They must be in force in the wood he
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was approaching; at least if they kept pace with the
column, he should pass near their rear. Of course they
must by this time know of the surrender, but doubtless
Brock would permit only a few of the chiefs to enter the
fort. He knew his old friends Round-head and Walk-
in-the-Water were with them, who would remember him,
He thought it inevitable that he would be seen by some
of the Inmgians.

As he moved now, seemingly uncertain, he came upon a
sink of land, thickly grown with tall ferns, from which the
summer sun had drawn the water. He might bhave
avoided it: he did not choose to; nor did he linger in
it. When he emerged from the other side, an acquaint-
ance would not have known him without study, and would
then have said he was daft. He went out astride his
sheathed sword, like a small boy, carrying his plume in
his hand, wearing his cap awry, the frond of a fern in the
place of the plume, his coat fantastically buttoned, and
wearing a woe-begone expression of face. From this
point fie moved to reach the not remote wood, in a very
indirect way. Had he seemed to want cover, he had but
to remain in the swamp, or follow it to the forest within
an edge of which much of its body was a part. Various
impulses seemed momentarily to control him. A stranger
by his arms and dress would know his calling; from his
striking pantomime, he might have supposed the disaster
to the American arms had stricken him with madness,
Finally he gained the wood, and seemed distressed by it;
ran out and looked up at the trees in amazement, grew
reconciled, and calmy re-entered the shade, finding it
grateful, as it certainly was. After some solemn and
effective pantomine, consisting in part of a reverent ap-
peal to Heaven, he entered the wood, and walked some
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‘he distance directly forward, until he came upon the thread
ey of a small run from a spring. From this he recoiled as
c,\‘s if in fear, walked up and down its tiny course, made many
the ineffective attempts to leap it; finally, with a bound five
k- feet high, he gained the other bank, where he stood a
tm. moment with uncovered head, and returned thanks as
me for a wonderful escape. A new impulse seized him,

under which he laid down on the little brook’s margin,
- permitting his feet to dangle over the low bank and bathed
the his boots in its tide.

- Whatever may be said of his acting, alive to impres-
r in sions and refraining from all examination of signs or indi-
- cations, he was strongly impressed as by assured human
uld presence, and remembered that by experiment he had
his more than once been awakened by a person noiselessly
> in entering his room, their mere presence acting on his
the sleeping senses. He was under this impression, and
and labored the subtle problem. He had mentally peo-
this pled the wood with Indians. This idea may in turn have
ery : acted upon his fancy, rather than the mere atmosphere.
1)\;1 However he turned it, the impression deepened. Eyes
‘hin : of men were on him. This was strengthened by the air
‘OUS of the wood itself. Not a bird or squirrel in sight.

Joer ] Though ripe summer, not a chipmunk sent his metallic
lal . .

his - chirp, however subdued, through the forest. He might
ster ] . as well await things here. He would gladly have drunk
eSS, of the limpid water, literally at his feet. Its coolness to

them did in a way refréesh him. He could not go on
rew safely if permitted till nightfall. He might as well play
'g it : quiescence for the time, and await events. Already the
and shadows pointed north-easterly, nearly eastward, Some
. ap degrees more southwardly must they incline, ere they

ome would melt into the shadow of the earth itself. He was




120 The Tory's Daughter.

certain more than one pair of eyes were on him, and did
his best to realize the character of one made sacred by
the touching finger of the Great Spirit.  Visions come to
the thus favored in sleep. Ashe lay thinking, the drowsy
hum of flies in the sun, the tinkle of the rivulet, induced
drowsiness, and he did sleep, really. His last con-
scious thought was of Edith. Then came visions of the
Indians, as he passed the margin of dreamland.

He awoke—was it a fading form of a vanishing dream,
or a vanishing Indian of his awakening? Whichever it
was, it disappeared, yet brought the useful consciousness
of his position. He drew his well washed boots to dry
land and looked about, thinking that looking round
would now be in order, as a visited intellect. The woods
were full of the cool shadow in which the charm of
approaching night was being wrought.

Once or twice he heard a shrill note, like the peep of
a hylode, answered apparently by one or two fainter,
from different points and more distant. It was not the
unseasonableness of the notes which suggested they were
signals. He supposed he was in an Indian haunted
forest, and so interpreted these. He arose, turned a
little toward the near clearing, m which came the
broad sharp shafts of outer day, wh&e his eyes fell upon
the stately figure of a warrior chief, in battle costume,
not a dozen vyards distant. Light was still strong under
the trees. Though a warrior, his aspect was pacific.
‘The war paint had be€n washed from his fine face and
shaved head ; though armed, tomahawk and knife were in
his belt. When the eye of Dudley met his, he raised
his hands to show they were empty and passing hall
the distance between them he paused.
“Dudley ? 7 he said as asking the name.
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“I am Dudley,” answered the youth, smiling.
The chief advanced to within two yards, saying—
“ Brooch—medal ? " as if asking,.

‘“ My brother means the brooch, given by Shawanoe ?”
The answer was a nod, and extending a hand for it.

Dudley removed it from his neck, drew it from its case,

and handed it to the chief. The instant it met-his eye

he ejaculated, “ Good! Good!”

“Dudley no crazy! Dudley no crazy. Him make
crazy,” he said, almost laughing at the idea.

The young man’s answer was a gay, light-hearted
laugh.

““Dudley big chief, very big chief,” as if this flight of
strategy was a master stroke of genius.

At this point, two fine Indian youths, in the panoply
of war, drew near, each from points whence came the
answering signal. They paused within two or three
yards, were approached by the chief and shown the
decoration. He also said something to them in their
dialect, and from their manner Dudley supposed he gave
them to understand the character he had assumed. They
stepped a little nearer, passed around him in different
directions to take in the full measure of a man equal to
such a stroke.

At a signal from the chief they then withdrew out of
hearing, when he approached, and with his hand on his
bosom, said with gravity—

“Wa-se-go-bo-ah—Shaw-an-oe brother.”

“You are Shawanoe's brother?” A nod. *“Your
name is Wasecoboah? ”

“Good! English—* Stand-Firm.”’

“Your name means stand firm ?”’
“ My brother says true.”
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“ My brother glads Dudley’s heart. He trusts Stand-
Firm,” extending his hand, which the chief cordially
took : as he did so he returned the medal.

““My brother go Frenchtown?” waving his hand to
the south.

“ Dudley would go to Frenchtown,” he answered.

“Wasegoboah go with Dudley. Nothing hurt Dudley.”

“Stand-Firm go with Dudley?” showing his pleasure.

“When night come, Tecumseh send Wasegoboah.”

“T'ecumseh sent you to go with Dudley ?”
“Good. Anita tell Tecumseh.”
‘“ Anita told Tecumseh of Dudley?”

“Um,” with a nod. *“Go by river. Canoe. There,
sun-rise.”’

“Will reach there at sunrise ?”’

“Um,” with a nod.

The chief beckoned the young men to him, and had
words in their tongue with them, when they immediately
started together, and moved away noiselessly toward the
river., The chief made a motion of his hand toward the
deeper wood, and Dudley readjusted his dress, save re-
placing the plume in his hat, belted his waist, and with
his sheathed sword in his hand, the two passed 300 or 400
yards into the forest where they came upon the basin of
a spring, about which were signs of the recent presence
of men, whege they halted till night became confirmed
in the wood.” Here the chief produced from an opening
into the hollow of a tree, a calabash shell, with which
Dudley supplied himself with water; also a liberal parcel
of roasted venison and bread, when for the first time he
learned how very hungry and thirsty he was. Refreshed
he now arose to commence the journey.
Evidently the guide intended to avoid observation,
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using the cover of the wood where practicable. They
moved south-easterly, and when they emerged into the
open, Dudley saw by the line of mist that the river was
ncar. They crossed the road leading south, and ap
proached it above the landing-place of the invaders of
the morning. At the wooded margin of the Detroit,

Wasegoboah sounded the note which first attracted Dud-

ley in the forest, and was answered from just below.

Hére they found the young warriors of that adventure
standing by a small canoe, which was at once placed in
the slow moving water of the shore. Dudley bent over
to examine the craft, It was what he supposed, one of
the famous birch barks, and daylight showed it to be of
rare workmanship, beaded at the gunwale and otherwise
ornamented ; a shallop fit for a forest princess. The
young man silently took his place in it, showing in this
the purpose of his inspection. His friends saw that he
was familiar with their craft. His position was such,
that with the chief in the stern the Dbubble-like shell
would be best freighted for its voyage. He Dbeckoned
the youths to his side and placed in the hand of each an
equal portion of the silver coin on his person, the chief
took his place with his paddle, and the canoe was sent
from the shore. The little thing held her way till the
middle of the river was gained, when its prow was turned
southward, and the strong current bore it like a boat of
condensed foam toward Lake Erie. Not far, and they
swept past the frowning battery of the grim looking
(Queen Charlotte, and a little lower the taut Lady Pre-
vost was passed. If seen in turn the boat was not hailed.
Had it been, there was the smallest danger of its being
hit by shot and none of its capture,

Passing these and gaining the solitude of the lower
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reaches of the river, the hitherto silent Wasegoboah gaid
in the way of the natives—* My brother sleep.” Dudley
found a blanket for his use. He stretched hymself as
well as the dimensions of the boat permitted and resigned
himself to sleep. / ’ ‘

There came through his brain a rapid survey of the
two last months, the events of which now took their
proper places in perspective, of which the deed of this
last day was the fitting end. His mind lost its grasp.
Edithy with the startled expression worn at their meeting
of the forenoon, was present with him, bringing thoughts
of the Huron and her father’s mission there. He would
banish it.  He looked up to the far off stars of the warm
night sky. The swirl of the water from the canoe’s prow
sent its low monotone to his ear, and there were the notes
and calls of the nocturnal aquatic birds and animals from
the marshes and reedy margins of the river, under the
shadow of the forest. ‘These grew indistinct in his be-
numbed senses and he slept,

* When they reached the lake, he awoke and used the
the second paddle until the boat was hidden under the
bank of the Raisin. In the light of the morning, Dudley
amused himself with making inscriptions with a pencil
on the bark inside the boat. At the point of concealntent
he parted with his faithful guide, who carried with him
full evidence of the youth’s gratitude, as well as messages
of thanks to Shawanoe and Tecumseh ; also specially to
the Indian maiden, Anita. He reached Brush’s quarters
an hour in advahce of Captain Elliott, the half-blood son
of Colonel Elliott, Indian superintendent. Brush, with
a company of militia cavalry had everything in readiness
for departure, if approached by a superior force, or for
fizlit 1f the numbers made it prudent. His cattle were
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soon on the way toward distant Urbanna, across the

swampy divide betwecn the basin of the lakes and the

valley of the Ohio. The British officer came, with m(-u‘ly';'

a guard, to receive the submission of Brush,land conduct
him, his stores and party, to Detroit. Brush laughed at
him. Learning that the pleasant looking young officer
with Drush was his informant of the surrender and the
leading conditions, he knew he must be the missing
Captain Dudley, now a personage of interest in both
armies, He claimed him as a prisoner, and was jJaughed
at again.- He then delivered the letter he bore from
McArthur and Cass, and truculently threatening Dudley
if he ever fell into British hands, he turned back from his
“sleeveless errand.”

The escape of Dudley remained one of the mysteries
of tHe British army in Canada. The exploit and the
service it enabled him to perform, gained for him a credit
which he felt was not his due. Light of heart and gay
of spirit, he was nevertheless introspective. His modesty,
his sense of justice, made him exacting of himself, and
nothing was more distasteful to him than praise unde-
served.

3rush escaped with the public property. Brock and
Tecumseh knew the uselessness of pursuit, with many
hours and fortygniles the start, and commanded as the
enemy would now be.  Unquestionably Brush's force
never having become a part of the army at Detroit, were
justly held by Dudley not within the terms of the capitu-
lation. ~ A few of his men were sick and unequal to the
march, and these Elliott conducted to Detroit as prisoners
of war.

With no superior officer, Dudley reported directly to

the war office, and meanwhile offered his services to
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Harrison, who gladly accepted and placed him upon his
staff, of which he soon became the chief, a name then
unknown, with the rank of major. His first service was
in the expedition for the relief of Fort Harrison, of
mounted militia from Kentucky. He commanded the
advance on the Jast day’s march. The Indians did not
risk a battle with hihi.  His arrival was opportune. The
palisades and block houses were burnt away on one
side, the garrison at the last gasp, worn "and exhausted
by their persistent and desperate defence.

Harrison, meantime, had been appointed a bﬂg;ulicr'
general of the regular service, but limited to a field of
command that made him hesitate to accept it. He
followed the relieving expedition of Ohio troops, which
raised the siege of Fort Wayne, where he was joined by
Dudley.

The new general of the north-western army, which
the genius of Harrison called into existence, made his

at Fort Wayne soon after the arrival of
Win-

appearance
Harrison, who turned the command over to him,
chester was a brave man, a soldier of the old army, a
gentleman of the old school. His manners and bear-
ing were unendurable to the hunter and pioneer volun-
teers, who expected to serve under Harrison, and who
now peremptorily refused to be led by Winchester.
They mutinied, in fact, and it was only after an effective
speech from the victor of Tippecanoe, a master of popu-
lar oratory, as of the popular heart, that they consented
to recognize him as their\ general.  Winchester offered
Dudley the first position on his staff. He felt frec to
choose, and remained with Harrison.

As he anticipated, the cabinet at Washington, better
advised, superceded Winchester with the Kentucky gey-
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eral of militia, who now acgepted his national appointment.

The confidence now reposed in him scemed boundless,
and he was formally invested with discretionary powers
in his department, only second to those of Washington
in the war of independence. ,

Winchester was soured by the treatment he received.
He had no knowledge of the kind of war now being
waged ; he soon became a sharp critic of his commander,
and never gave him cordial support or effective aid.

For more than organization and preparation, power
came to the new general too late for a campaign to re-
capture Detroit and humble Malden, the present season.

The department of the North-west was the limitless
region from the west line of New York, westward. In
the main, a level, swampy, roadless, bridgeless wilder-
ness, Under the Autumn rains the streams were swollen
and the spongy soil ceased to have a practicable bottom
for transportation purposes. Not a man or horse, not
a gun or pound of stores, could be used at the point of
impact, that did not have to make the transit of this

wide expanse. The lake, as will be remembered, was

w

closed to the Americans,
Once the new commander saw a gleam of chance to
recapture Detroit. The means of approach—the frozen
river—were too precarious, the men for the assault too
remote, and Dudley saw it vanish as impracticable.
General Brock confirmed his promise of protection to
the people of Detroit and Michigan, turned the com-
mand over to Proctor with instructions, and with a few
of his personal staff sailed on the “ Hunter” for his threat-
ened Niagara border the 22d of August. Nine days
were sufficient to destroy an army more numerous than

his ovn, swallow up a large province, and paralyze the
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national power of his enemyin the North-west, tilliwinter
should intervene.

He returned with plans of sweeping the American
border from lake to lake, to find the armistice which set
him free still continued by the American general, spite of
the orders of his Government annulling 1t.

The famous British “ Orders in Council” were the
final cause of the .'\Jmcri(‘an declaration of war, and though
revoked two nmn‘hs before the date of that Act, slow
winged news of it| did not reach America until a month
after its passage; whereupon Prevost and Dearborn,
whose war hardly arose to a breach of the peace, sus-
pended the declaration of the war. Dearborn entered
into this convention, in face of his HI'(](‘I‘S, to demonstrate
against his enemy in aid of his Western colleague, and
excused himself later on the ground that he Jid not
know the Niagara frontier was a part of his department,

Brock, with his Western laurels fresh and bloodless,
met the American army of invasion, and fell on Queens-
town Heights, leading a charge, where he encountered
the younger Scott, two months from the day of his landing
at Malden. His enemy paid his entire army of invasion
for this life, and gained in the bad exchange of war. Yet
Brack’s fall was deplored by his slayers as a common
loss.

Brock required that Mr. Grayson and Edith should
remain at Malden. He desired their influence with
Proctor and Tecumseh. He knew an early and decided
effort would be made to recover Detroit and capture
Malden. He could spare no soldiers. They must re-
cruit from the Indian tribes. Pressed in its awful life
struggle with Napoleon, England could not send a man
to America. With Tecumseh to command them, he
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employed the savages with less reluctance. He
Proctor’s character, but choice of a
not his.

knew
commander was

Canada West was a remote region, and when winter
closed Lake Erie, entirely isolated. Its only connection
then with its capital, York (Toronto), was by a road from

the Thames mouth, two hundred miles through a gl(mmy

forest, striking the head of Lake Ontario at Burlington
Heights.

Save Muir’s ineffective demonstrations’ against the
American posts, an Indian incursion at Sandusky, another
into Kentucky, the arming and organization of the hunters
and pioneers, the Apason closed without real war in the
North-west. !

In January, Dr. Eustis made way for Major Armstrong
(author of the Newburg letters) in the war office, and
the Americans resolved to capture Lake Erie.

9




CHAPTER VIIIL
EDITH.

DITH hoped that Malden and Windsor would be

enlivened with the presence of Mrs. Proctor, and

two or three ladies who would accompany her. In this

she was disappointed. For her the winter closed in with
unrelieved gloom.

She had been educated, had taught herself to regard
the unfortunate king with the self-denying devotion of
Flora Mclvor for the young Pretender. To her the
loyalty of those who bore the livery of the crown seemed
cold and uncertain, merely a professed sentiment loosely
worn for personal ends. Not the oze, as with her, o
the,strongest of many incentives to action. With clever
intellect and strong lines of character her vision had
been narrow. She saw everything through the atmoss
phere of her education and self-dedication, not without
much refracting power upon such rays of light as sur-
rounded most objects brought within reach of her vision.
If she "had beauty, attraction, intellect, she set no
woman’s value on them as means of winning adnﬂrdﬁbn,
even love, for herself. “Fhat they might serve such a
purpose had not occurred to \her.

For the five or six years of her maturing life, the grow-
ing differences between the kindred nations, in the father’s
judgment, were the means in the hands of Heaven of con-
130
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ducting to inevitable war. Their duty was to strengthen
the hand of the king.

In his heart still rankled the unmitigable sense of per-
sonal wrong.” The heart of the girl, however mistaken,
was influenced by lofty and pure sentiment. That, as she
supposed, could be only won by loyalty as unselfish as her
own, illustrated by great service and gallant exploit. She
had seen but one man she could love. She never thought
of him as a possible lover. She had in no way tested her
power to love. This hero was the general who almost
commanded her to remain in Canada West. She did not
like Proctor; he was coarse fibred, loud voiced, boastful,
might be brutal, even cowardly. She once tried to look
kindly on Home. She felt she could never love him.
Recently she regarded him with increasing indifference—
more than indifference. Something had happened in the
Ohio woods, now a year ago, very strange it seemed, re-
vealing unsuspected secrets of her own nature, showing
that whatever she was she had the common and cher-
ished qualijties of her sex. This woman side of herself,
or this side of this woman, stood to her inner viéw in
,Rembrandt light and shadow, a little startling. She also
found that the old cherished objects of reverénce, de-
votion, and labor had received a strange new light, which
not only diminished their importance, but showed them
in changed aspects, /

Her father suddenly disappeared\m(’\he black water,
drawn under the drift. She realized she might never
even see his form again, when a face broke from the
drowning flood and laughed in hers, and strong arms
bore up to her the lost.

The rescuer did not ask her love, confront her as seek-
ing it. He set no value on his service, and seemingly
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little on himself. One to do things naturally, as belong-
ing to him to do,—not for reward; they were his work,
and so there was nothing to be said. She was very sure
were she a man she would do things this way; that she
would never approach a woman as demanding her love.
He was in her heart from that, first as something precious,
like the dearest girl—no, not a girl, but like a girl. He
was a virile, heroic man; more than any possible girl a
thing to love, to be near, yet to be coyly shy of ; to be
afraid of with that tremulous fear which was not fear at
alt.  She could not describe it. It was very sweet to
have. She wondered if he had something of this same
feeling toward her? Of course he had, because it was
hers toward him. Of course one could not have this
alone,—what precious logic.

For some time her thonght® was,—this 1s not love:
love blinds, fascinates, intoxicates, has the uncanny thing
of magic. This was inspiring, lifting one’s soul into
purest white light, where God dwelt; not selfish, not akin
to that passion of the senses called love. When her
mind saw it clearly, she had no doubt of what it was,—a
pure and exalted love. Of course nothing as common
lovers could ever come of it. They were enemies—might
never see, or even hear of each other. Mountains, seas,
continents, divided them. No matter, she was glad—

glad they had met; glad of her own love. It was its

own priceless recompense, bringing her nothing but
good.

Then came the war with some rekindling of the Joan
of Arc. Brock came with that day of glory and triumph.
It brought that vision of A:m, looking as she would have

him look, bringing all the recalling and introspectiong

with which she had grown familiar.
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She was glad of his escape for many reasons. Largely
that he was free, was with his friends, had gained much,
as she thought, deserved credit. Certainly his reputation
should not suffer in the British army. One thing had
been settled by the Ohio mission; she should never wed.
She now knew there could be but one man in the world
to whom she could ever be wife and that could never be.

The thing that in any way reconciled her to remain at
Malden, beyond her diminished sense of duty, was the

\ P . t
ptesence of Tecumseh, and possibly an unconscious

sense of the nearness of this other, which she never
crasped or made mental note of.

The fall of Brock, Edith’s one hero of the British army
in America, greater than Wolf,—as she regarded him,—was
to her an irreparable blow. On his fate, as she supposed,
the war on the northern frontier of the States must
depend in large measure. The news benumbed her.
She had fancied his was a charmed life. The hail of
battle was to leave him untouched. He was stricken,
and Canada was helpless. Nobody was left but a herd
of ignoble men, with no mastering hand to wield and
make them heroic. The drums were muffled, the banners
draped ; the old soldiers wept. The swaggering Proctor,
grim old Colonel St. George, the colonels, the majors, and
captains were ghastly and silent. When Harrison came,
as come he would, who would lead the soldiers to meet
him?

There was but one now, king born of the woods, whose
ability as a leader the English were yet to learn, and
learning tere yet to contemn, because a barbarian, and
born out of England. If incapablg of profiting by his
genius, he regarded them with a lofty scorn. He did full
justice to the fighting qualities of the British soldier. He
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held the tactics of civilized war in slight esteem, and he
despised Proctor nearly as much as he did the Ameri-
cans.

War was now supposed to be postponed until spring.
It was understood at Malden that the Americans would
attempt to dispute the supremacy of the lake, the next
campaign, and yet in the frozen heart of the winter was
to occur an incident of the war, itself very war, that was
to startle the heart and nerves, and darken the life of
Edith, more than anything within the circle of her years—
except the death of Brock—and although it was to gild
the royal arms with tri#mph, and win a general’s epaulets
for Proctor, it would bring into relief, painful}f", some of
the defects of his character and generalship. |
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CHAPTER IX.

VERY WAR.

THIC oft mentioned river Raisin, them a beautiful
forest stream, runs into the west side of Lake
Iirie, near its head. On this, built both sides of it and two
miles from its mouth, was the pretty village of Frenchtown,
composed of thirty dwellings ; it was forty miles southerly
from Detroit and eighteen miles south-westerly from
Malden. It was well built for the pioneers’ time. Its
people were thrifty, had small, well-cleared, and cultivated
farms and gardens, fruitful orchards, and ornamental
shrubbery. It was on the road of approach from San-
dusky as from the forts of the upper Maumee to Detroit,
and had, as will be remembered, a small stockade con-
structed of palisades or pickets, round sections of tree
trunks, set firmly in the ground, and rising twelve or
fifteen feet above its surface, pointed at the tops. This
was the general character of a stockade. A larger,
stronger fortification had well constructed block houses,
at least at the angles—this was of the simplest form, with
one small block house.

Upon the fall of Detroit, although within the territory
of Michigan, Captain Elliott received the submission of

the inhabitants and promised them protection,—a prom-
ise never kept.
It was the southern outpost of the British ; Major Rey-
I35
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nolds, of the provincial militia, was in command, with two

companies, and goo Indians, mostly Wyandots, under

7/

Round-head and Walk-in-the-Water: and, as the British

and Canadians say, there were also in the neighborhood

about 200 of the great Indian trader Dickson’s Indians

from the upper lakes, for whom the British were not

responsjble. However this may have been, the people of

Frenchtown syffered greatly from hostile invasions ; Rey-

nolds could not or would not protect them. Repeated

applications to Proctor were ineffective, and in their de-

spair they sent two deputations in the dead of winter, in

quick succession, to the nearest American post, appealing

for aid and defence against the outrages to which they

were subject,

At the junction of the Auglaze with the Maumee was

then situated Fort Defiance. The old fort was built by

Wayne ; General Harrison built a new and stronger work,

the past Autumn. Here General Winchester, who

changed its name to his pwn, was spending the winter

with 8oo young Kentuckians, in some respects the flower

of the State. He was able to maintain hardly a sem-

blance of discipline over these chivalrous young men,

with whom he lived or spent his time, rather than com-

manded. It was to these the Frenchtown deputations

appealed. Winchester referred them to the Kentuckians

in mass meeting, who unanimously resolved to chastise

their oppressors and protect them, notwithstanding the

distance and season, and the nearness of Frenchtown to
Malden. A detachment was hurried to the Raisin, which

fell upon the enemy, and after a sharp battle forced

them and their Indians two miles into the woods. The

Canadians tenaciously contested every tree and rood
X )
So near ‘the enemy the Americans knew

of ground.
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they would be speedily assaulted by Proctor with an
overwhelming force, unless they retreated. They came
to protect; they must remain. The battle over they
retired to Frenchtown, took possession of the stock-
ade, and hurried messengers to Winchester for rein-
forcements. The general, with nearly the residue of ‘the
Kentucky contingent, hastened to their aid. He reached
the exposed point just at nightfall of the day after the
battle. The stockade was on the north side of the river,
a little distance from it. It was not large enough to
accommodate all his force.

The residue encamped near in the rear of it. Having
seen to the disposition of the troops, Winchester returned
with his staff across the river half a mile or more, to a
house for the night. This was against the remonstrance
of his officers, who earnestly requested him to remain
with them. He was a good deal annoyed in the evening

by the report of the scouts, who announced the enemy in

the neighborhood in force. He laughed in their faces,
and with his aids betook himself to serene slumber. Ere
daybreak he was wakened by his own reveille which was
immediately lost in the thunder of Proctor’s artillery, the
volleys of his musketry, and the war-whoop of Round-
head’s warriors.  On his way to the battle-field, that
chief met and made him a prisoner, and despoiling
him of his coat and boots, he conducted the late com-
mander of the north-western army to Proctor.

The day of the first battle was the anniversary of good
Queen Charlotte’s birth; the English officers and the elite
of Canada West celebrated the occasion at Mrs. Draper’s
tavern.* (

i
)

* Chronicles of Canada.
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Early in the evening, as the gayety of the occasicn
began to sparkle, in strode grim old St. George, sent over
to educate the militia, equipped for the field, looking like
a belated martial Santa-Claus out of place, and an-
nounced that the officers were to be ready for march at
four the next morning. Wild rumor found itself on the
wing. Harrison was advancing on Detroit.  Antitype of
Napoleon’s approach, three years after, upon the Belgian
capital. ‘The enemy were to be met on his own soil.
Edith felt congtrained to be present at the ball, in
honor of her royal mistress, a reluctant spectator of a
joyance she coul not share. She witnessed the departure
of the expedition, knew that Proctor took nearly his avail-
able force, and was not a little anxious, 'l'ecumseh was
absent on a mission West ; not only would he be absent
from the expected battle, and victory, but his restraint
over his heated warriors would be lacking. She heard
the loud voice of Proctor, and shuddered as she thought
of the American wounded, or prisoners, who might fall
into his hands. All the next day she was nervous and
anxious, more so than when Brock moved to attack
Detroit. - In the morning of the second, the day of the
second battle of Frenchtown, she induced her father to
cross to the American side with herself and Anita. She
had a fine pair of horses with a sleigh and robes. The
Detroit had been frozen six weeks, and the snow was
deep. She persisted in going on the southern road to
the native Brownstown. There about noon the victors
came hurrying back, more like fugitives, than conquerors
from a field of triumph. Everything indicated they had
been roughly met, though Winchester was a prisoner and
accompanied the loud-voiced Proctor in a sleigh. Then
came a considerable, body of prisoners, dejected, silent,
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the British wounded, even the bodies of their slain.
Where were the American wounded? above all where
were their own redr allies, a considerable body of whom
made a part of 11\{‘ expeditionary force ? and why was
there such haste s if pursued by a superior enemy ?

It did not at the first all come to kdith. Later she
came to know more than enough, much more than should
have been. Proctor attacked at daybreak. The Ameri-
cans outside the pickets were finally overpowered, and
retreating to the woods were surrounded by the Indians
and slain to a man; not one escaped. Not a prisoner
was made.

The firé'from the stockade, by the Kentucky rifles, was
so hot and well directed that Proctor was compelled to
draw off. He finally bullied the captured General Win-
chester to send an order to the gallant defender of the
stockade to surrender. This was refused. The officer
in command would not recognize the authority of a supe-
rior in the hands of the enemy. Finally, «on a pledge
personally given by Proctor, of protection to prisoners
and care of the wounded, the Americans grounded arms.
The Indians at once, in Proctor’s presence, began an
attack on them. Their American commander ordered
them to resume their weapons, when the British officers
interfered effectively.

Then came the senseless rumor, no one ever knew on
what authority, that Harrison was at hand, and Proctor

almost in a panic, withdrew, fancying himself pursued,

though as English Reynolds, the royal commissary, ..

naively said—* The enemy never came in sight.”

Finally Reynolds returned with his sleighs, and a flag
for his own protection jfor the enemy’s wounded. Edith
would follow the procession on the hard beaten road.
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As they approached the battle-field, signs of its neigh-
borhood, as of the haste of Proctor’s retreat, increased.
Near the town Refnolds, who had mastered the ghastly
problem, hurried back to her, and succeeded in having
her driver turn her horses’ heads northward again.

Not an American was alive,

Fdith was told that this nameless deed, the dreadful
finish, was the work of Dickson’s Lake Indians. This is
still asserted. To her it made no difference whether
the allies of the British did it, or savages not allies, who
were permitted to do it.

When it was reported to Proctor his only remark
“Indians are good Doctors,” was significant of the
man’s nature as of his methods of warfare.

Though Edith turned back, knowing only the general
fagt, she was Si(é and depressed beyond what she had
supposed was inher power to suffer.  All the way back,
as night deepened in the wood through which the glid-
ing sleigh sped its noiseless way, muftled, with her head
bowed, one lovely pale dead face was present within her,
lying in the snow reddened with blood.

This was war, stripped of its trappings and reduced
to its simples.

She could not rest on her return, till her father, in an
interview with one of the captured officers, learned that

Dudley was not at Fort Winchester, but with General
Harrison, and promoted. It was a great relief to her.
She was glad on the whole that he was attached to the
American general’s staff; he was comparatively safe.
She would know where he was when told where the head-
quarters of the enemy’s army were. She thought his
preference would be for a position in the line.| She knew
that the personal wish of an officer was seldom consulted.
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. . . i
He would certain]ly do his duty wherever he was. Her

heart went out to him in a gush of relieved emotion.

Soon the wretched condition of the people of French-
town came to her remembrance, now in the heart of
winter, unprotected by their countrymen, plundered and
annoyed by their enemies, with the ghastly scenes of
battle and blood about them ; and she shuddered as she
remembered that her woman’s hand had helped to bring
this upon them. She talked with her father, who, while
he regarded these calamities as a just visitation of Provi-
dence, still illogically esteéemed it his duty as a Christian
to do what he might to mitigate its severity, and he went
with her to Proctor, and procured from him an order for
their removal to Detroit. She then busied herself in
securing comfortable abodes for them in the town. The
kind-hearted Reynolds furnished means of transportation,
and in a week under her supervision they were for the
time housed from the winter and Indians. It was from
these objects of her care that she learned the details of
the scenes following the surrender of the Americans,
She had a discussion of the matter with Home, who came
to have a very clear understanding of her estimate of it,
and an apprehension that his position toward her was not
largely improved.

That Proctor left Frenchtown after the battle under the
influence of an honest fear of Harrison’s approach, can
hardly be.doubted. He even left the gallant St. George
bleeding from three severe wounds, freezing in the snow
where he fell, and who would have perished but for
the care of others. His victory was hailed with plau-
dits thjoughout Canada, and in England.  The Prince

Regent} promoted him, the Canadian parliaments gave

e < ase

e SR




%

142 The Tory's Daughter.

him votes of thanks. He was yet to hear the ery of
“ Frenchtown !’

The winter wore on, Edith finding ample employment
in the care of her protegees, the exiles of Frenchtown,
who would require aid for the indefinite time until they
could return in spfety to their abandoned homes. The

employment was grateful to her feelings in every wav : at
_ g g b, ys

first undertaken largely from a sense of duty, its continu-
ance bgcame a source of exquisite satisfaction, filling her
heart“with gratitude that she was enabled to render the
homeless ones this service.

Toward March, her “ Knight ‘of the Forest,” as” she
called the Shawanoe, returned. HIN mission extended to

the Sacs, Foxes and even the more hiqrtﬂnl‘ Sioux, He

was ®hocked at the report of the slaughter of the
wounded prisoners. His honor was involved, hna he
made enquiries into the horrible excesses at Frenchtown,
the result of which in no way relieved his own subordi-
nates, or the DBritish commander. He censured his
chiefs in the strongest terms—declared he would sum-
marily punish any repetition of it in the future. Proctor
and his officers were gurprised, that ““ Now the thing was
over, he should make ‘Quch a—of a fuss about it ;" were
the general’s words. '[ggu,msch retorted with scorn, not
depending on Elliott to render his meaning.* So that
matter stood to a day in the near future.

)

“You conquer to murder, I conquer to save,”’” were his reported
| | »

words.—Anthony Shane—Drake’s Tecumseh.
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CHAPTER X.
THE FIRST GUN.

HE Northern winter held the rivers and lakes, the
wide level sweeps of land, under its ices ;m?
snows, till after mid-March. Tecumseh had returned,
with him came his brother, ahd as spring came with its
warmth, and lent its tint of color to wood, hill-side and
plain, he mustered his warriors from all Michigan and
beyond the Wabash.
The American general was glad to have all the hostile
bands in his front. His flank;” the distant cabins, were

for the time safé.—~He meant the campaign of 1813

should make this last forever assured. Harassed by
the short terms of the militia, tied by the orders of the

secretary of war, $oon to become his enemy, the opening

| peason, earlier by many days on his side of the lake,
found his preparations wall in hand.

Jn that day of primitive arms, the rapids of the
Maumee were a strategic pyint of forest warfare, held so
by the ‘tommpanders of botk races. Little-Turtle, Blue-
Jacket, Black-Hoof and Turkey-Tracks, awaited Wayne
there. Thera the French lmilt\fnrt, and the British, Fort
Miami. The~Maumee—the Miami of the lakes—runs
north-easterly. After the expulsion pf the French, Fort
Miami side, the left bank was called the British side,
while the easterly or southern was known as the Ameri-
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can. OIld Fort Two miles

Miami was now a ruin,
above, on the American side, and twelve miles from the
lake, was the site of the to become famous Camp Meigs.
The banks of the river there, are about one hundred feet
high, frém the top of which, savé where cut down by
small confluents, the table-land stretches back in level
sweeps, then heavily wooded. On the easterly side; a
stream made a deep ravine in its course to the river.
Just above this, Harrigon’s engineer, Captain Wood,
planted the camp, the ravine becoming a natural*defence.
The front of the camp was some three hundred yards
from the river, and the works consisted of a wall of
heavy palisades, of 2500 yards in extent, enclosing eight
acres of ground, many sided, with numeroug angles and
strong block-houses.  The whole was surtounded by a
[ditch and abatis; the timber for a sufficient “breadth had
heen removed from about it, and a battery /commanded
the river. The Americans were deficient if artillery, and
ammunition for it, in the war. To man the works re-
quired 2500 men. Here at mid-March Harrison made
his headquarters, with less than half that force. Ohio
and Kentucky were to furnish the needed reinforcements.
The Black swamp lay between him and Sandusky. The
breadth of Ohio between him and Kentucky. Frank-
linton, on the west bank of the Scioto, opposite
Columbus, was then Governor Meigs’ capital, and the
headquarters of the General.

He had ymany famous scouts and runners. On Dud-
ley’s arrival with his chief in March, he found Carter
there, and he attached him to himself as an outside aid,
under his immediate orders. As to others Carter’s posi-
tion was wholly independent. He had been at Detroit,
Malden and Windsor. In the guise of an old Canadian
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of ill fortunes, he lingered about these places, observing
and picking up much useful information. He was a scout
for Wayne and knew the neighborhood well.  He discov-
ered the approach of the British army in latest April, and
hastened back to camp with the information. Then there
was a great running of messengers from the American
camp towards Sandusky and Fort Winchester, to Gov-
ernor Meigs and Kentucky.

With his scouts and runners, Tecumseh was advised of
the mdvements of his enemy. He did not admire his
methods of fortifying a camp. It would be an admirable
cover to assemble his forces under, and a secure place to
retreat to, if repulsed. If permitted, he would assemble
and organize a force which would recapture Detroit and
endanger Malden. T'ecumseh would assail the place
over the ice and snow, ere its growth to formidable pro-
portions. Proctor and his council decided it must be

crushed. It could not be done until the river and lake

admitted of transportation. The chief was impatient; he
was ready long before the tardy sun performed its part
of the enterprise. The tardier Proctor was not then
ready.

With the rekindling warmth of the sun, the flutter of
banners, the gleam of scarlet, of buttons and arms, the
high spirits and confidence, the expectations of officers
and soldiers, by which she was surrounded as part of
her daily life, Edith felt the reawakening of her own

e

heroic spirit.  The bitterness and pain of mid-winter
'}

. . . . ..
passed with its snows. Her interest in the riger, the

cause of the crown, revived: the voice of the boastful

’roctor was less offensive.  He had shown enterprise in

e river Raisin expedition. His fault was his haste and

it of care in leaving the well fought field. He now
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had a thousand trained soldiers ; Tecumseh would lead
2000 warriors, would command them in person, and an-
other effective blow would be struck for the Prince Regent
and the homes of his red allies. Her father was eager
and confident. It was hoped another campaign would
sufficiently humble the Yankees. True an amaking
series of naval victories of tlfe enemy had balanced the
moral effect of his reverses by land. These were in the
now past. He would by autumn sue for peace, with an
amended boundary. Mr. Grayson, a man of fortune,
owned a small sloop bearing Edith’s name; in this,
with his daughter and a small party of ladies, he would
accompany the expedition against Harrison, the new gen-
eral. The voyage would be a short one, the danger to
them none. The scenes of Frenchtown must not be
repeated. Edith was more than willing. The officers
were anxious she should go. They would carry large and
commodious tents, and camp-equipage. She would be
quartered and sheltered in the lovely woods, mid spring
flowers and notes of song birds. The Miami of the lakes
was said to be the most beautiful, as the most con-
siderable of the rivers, emptying into the lake on that
side.

Anita was in an ecstasy of delight from the day of
her sister’s determination to go. Naturally she resolved
to bring about a meeting between her and the young
chief. She observed the prudence of silence as to her
purpose. She was now too mature a woman not to know
that a maiden’s words were not infallible interpreters of
her feelings and wishes.

The English squadron of all vessels, freighted with
Proctor, his army, and fortunes, made a gay show down
the Detroit ; winging out in the broad lake, and floating
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away to the mouth of the not distant Maumee. It was a
lovely day of softened air, and the sun came back from
the water blindingly, in the eyes of the confident throngs
on board. The course up the full banked river was
more laborious.

Just below the old fort on the British side, the bank
bends away from the river, leaving a bit of interval large
enough for the British encampment, safe from the enemy,
and which was selected for that purpose. The Indiansg
were on the American side, and there made their camp.
Their business was to infest the woods, so as to invest the
works of the enemy completely.

The royal engineers were on the ground in advance
and selected the site for the batteries of the 24-pounders
and cohorns.  On the morning after the landing, the two
generals rode up to examine the ground, and inspect
their enemy’s works. Tecumseh, a noble horseman, was
mounted on a powerful charger, and in his uniform coat,
golden epaulets, scarlet cap and eagle’s feather, was
a warrior to be seen. Short, pudgy Proctor, sashed and
gorgeous, an indifferent rider, appeared at disadvantage
by his side. Everything from skyto sunlit earth, was
gay and glorious. The Maumee had never seen a more
gallant spectacle. The morning parade on the old
grounds of Fort Miami, the gleam of arms, the scarlet
uniforms, the generals and aids, with a troop of provin-
cial cavalry, who rode well, galloped up to see the mount-
ing of the heavy guns, which were to demolish the

wooden walls, behind which Harrison and his soldiers,
hoped to find shelter. '

Eyes from Camp Meigs had detected signs of a pres-
ence not healthful in the wood on the British shore, a
gleam of red, a flash of bullion, and plumes, and an 18-
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pounder sent a round shot, with precision, into the group
about the guns, fatal to two or three, and the boom of
the gun rolled down the high walled valley, rolling
through the old wood, startling the bronzed warriors on
the east side, who never could hear the thunder of ord-
nance with indifference. There was a vein of supersti-
tion 1n Proctor, and the result of the first shot was an
omen of ill.  Tecumseh laughed at the influence which it
had on the feelings of his commander, not gdvancing
him in the chief’s estimation. The engineers) changed
the position of the battery, and the light of the next
merning saw the woody curtain which hid their labors
pushed by, revealing theirg heavy guns in  position.,
When the artillerists were ready to open, upon turning
to the woaden wall, lo! a change there. ‘The white field
of tents that the t{.xj. before filled the fu!(‘g]ulln(l of the
camp, and gleamegl a wavering line of white through the
early night, had \*mlu d, and their expectant eyes met a
dull line of yellow earth along the whole extent,—a
grand traverse, on an ample base, rising twgnty feet from
the surface, behind which stood the white town of tents
in absolute security.

Chagrined and angered, Proctor roared and thundered
out his stupid rage from all his wide throated guns, send-
ing harmless iron to strengthen the wall of senseless
earth, or bore and splinter the now useless palisades
easily renewed from within. He was but sparingly
replied to by his provident enemy, whose limited supply
of food for his small and few guns restrained his impulse
to prodigality in its use.

The warriors streamed through the forest in the rear
of the camp, weaving an impenetrable net-work of invis-
ible links which could only be broken by a determined

\
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charge of a body of well handled soldiers. They stole
up to the margin of (]n- wood near the fort. Here and
there a bronzed fagé in paint, a shaved head with the

scalp lock challengihg the scalping knife of an diemy,

flashed from behind a protecting tree, to disappear ere

the alert riflemen of the fort could sight the deadly weap-
on. There were useless exchanges of shots at a range
too great for the arms of that day. Some of the advent-
urous warriors ascended trees and fired into the camp.
Some of the Ohio men, who garrisoned the fortress, carried
with them a heavy rifle which discharged a four ounce
ball, effective at a half milé, which was used fatally more
than once on the aspiring braves, and came to be called
“0Old Meigs.”

Something occurred the evening following the appear-
ance of the grand traverse of the Americans, near and
within the British camp, of much interest, and influenc-

ing the fortunes of those whose history I recount.




CHAPTER XI.

SQUAW-BLOW,

HE ¢ Edith ” on landing the Grayson party, found

a pleasant place below the craft®of the expedi-

tion, where she was tied to trees on the shore, under

which, on the leaf-strewn earth, their double-walled tents

were set up, and the ground covered with mattings, car-

pets, and rugs. Here, protected by the wood crowned

bank, where the warm sunbeams came in, the early spring

was perceptibly working its charm ; her earliest flowers

were in bloom, her birds in song. It was below the

camp, between the limit of which and the group of the

Grayson tents was a tiny spring run, which cleft the high

bank, making for itself a ravine seemingly disproportion-

Y ately large.

Edith would be beyond sentinels and pass words. A

standing order admitted all of the party to the camp in

which were the quarters of the husbands of two of the

. ladies. They were accustomed to the boom of heavy

guns, and were little disturbed by the cannonade.

The day of the inspection by Proctor, the ladies were

abroad in the warm sun, and they found several of the

alway out of place hangers-about Malden, who came, as

was inevitable. ‘T'he nondescripts had two crafts in the

river below, one of which belonged to a well-known

sutler ; useless everywhere, they were familiar figures,

their names known to but few.
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The opening of the heavy guns and feeble response

broached. As the sun warmed up the small plat and

sloping bank, the girls and their friends were on the alert,

making excursions along the now deserted river, and
climbing the secondary hill-like bank to the wooded land
above for better observation.

On their way up this ascent one of the oldest of the
worn fort haunters of Malden, whom Edith saw the day
before, was reclining on the northern bank of the ravine,
in a position to take the full warmth of the sun. Evi-

dently his companions had left him for the more attrac-

1

tive scene of the cannonade.

/

The Indian girl lingered a little and passed nearest the

old man. To her he

showed

a lovely * squaw-blow,”

removing from it for the pIrpose a bit of light tracing

paper, then used Dby

engineers,

She was attracted by

it, and went to him, when he gave the flower to her. She

remained a moment by him, and tripped along to gain

b

lidith’s side, holding out her present glecfully to her.

kdith took and greatly admired it ; its three lily white

petals, and golden anthers make it one of the most strik-

seen that spring.

“0Old man gave it me,” were

ing of the earlier flowers, and was the first the girl had

the words of the girl, in

her improved English, as she received it back. “I

promised him some bread and meat—poor old man,” pity-

ingly.

Idith turned to look back at

touched by the 'ntle

¢
te)

L

ness ot a

such an offering.  She said some

him compassienately,
nature that prompted

word of approval, and
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Anita ran back to execute her promise to the old man,
and examined with more care the paper which she
received with the flower. She found a pencil inscription
on it, which deeply engaged the attention of the curious
young woman. ‘T'wenty minutes later she joined her
sister on the plaig above. On their return the meck
old man was finishing his repast with apparent satisfac-
tion, bestowing the surplus of Anita’s bounty in a capa-
cious pocket of a loose outside garment. Then he arose,
went down to the spring brook, extended himself on the
ground and took a seemingly copious draught from it, in
that primitive mode. Apparently refreshed, he arose
sceming to listen a nmioment to the sound of the guns,
tug Qid mofed slowly in the direction of the lower
aft, and™>pfast from the eyes of the girls as from the

ind of one of them., He carried with him a scrap of
aper on which were two words written by the Indian
irl.

On their return, Edith found the flower 14 a small
china pitcher filled with water, to which her sister went
at once and hung oyer it with the liveliest interest.

“ What is it, Anita?’’ she asked.

“ Squaw-blow,” she answered, showing her teeth in her
delight. A little later she said, ‘“ Young chief over
there ;” throwing a slender brown hand toward the Ameri
can (‘Llll]l).

“Who told you?” Edith may have supposed this as
probable, the color deepening in her face,on hearing it
asserted.

“ Squaw-blow,” replied the child, now breaking into a
peal of girl laughter. * Edith remember that night on
the Huron, after the young chief went ?

“Well, Anita?”
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“T told her I bring him back.”
“Oh, I remember.”
“ Kdith said,—* Bring him.” ”’
“Oh, I did?” now laughing in turn. “ Well, you never
brought him—naughty girl,” with playful reproach.

“ He come to-night,” still laughing,

“Who told you?"" startled by the thought.

“ Squaw-blow,”
“What a

would arrive ?”’

with increasing mirth,

wonderful flower! Did it

say when he

“ When the moon is in the tree tops ovér the river;

. L] . . . p . »
Anita bring him. She keep others from sister;” relaps-

ing into her earlier form of speech. Then she ran away

laughing, avoiding her sister.
What did child

startled and impressed

the mean? At the
Edith. She was full of elfin
dith supposed Dudley was near, and the won-

der was, Anita had not teased her in this way before.

first her words

pranks.

The impression passed from her mind, though the child’s

words lingered in her memory. When she next met her,

the girl’s face was unusually grave, contrite, her sister

thought, for what she had said. N\,
The day wore away, the river ran sombre in the deep-

ening shade of its high bank.

The sunlight faded from
the trees on the eastern shore, lingered on the American

flag-staff and disappeared. Mr. Grayson had been sum-

moned to meet the general. Edith’s lady friends were on

a visit to their husbands in the camp.

As daylight yielded
to confirmed night, she saw Anita,_ on the river’s immedi-

ate bank, watching the moon rising through the eastern
tree tops, and then she flitted away.

What did it mean?
A sudden tremulous sensation, as if caused by a strange
presence, thrilled her, like a chill.

She turned, walked
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over the heavy rugs to a charcoal burner, 4s  for warmth.
Two lamps shed a soft light through the canvas apart-
ment. She heard adittle rustle outside the folds of the
opening canvas entrance. The eyes and dark face of
Anita showed an ipstant. She drew the heavy folds
aside, and Dudley’s self entered! He took a gtep forward,
and halted, as if at the word of command. He held his
cap in his hand, and stood an instant spell-bound.

“Cliffton! Gracious Father! what madness is this?”
she exclaimed, recoiling a little from him.

“Madness to meet your wish ?

“My wish? My wish? What can you mean?” -

“ Lightly, idly spoken, it may be. It was of my seek-
ing. Anita met and guided me here.”

“Oh! the silly/fidle child! Surely she did not—you
do not mean to say—" Unable to finish, the hot blood
surging into her face, still showing distress.

“J sent Carter to her. He brought me this,” produc-
ing Anita’s script.

The girl took it and read— * Edith Gray.”

“ And you chose to regard her as my emissary ? ”  The
color deepening with something of scorn also i her face,
as she remembered her thoughtless words to the girl.

“She was my emissary,” he said quietly. “I may
have been mistaken when I received this,” he said, unty-
ing and withdrawing from his neck, the trinket given
him by the Shawanoe.

“Was that given you as from me?’’ in amazement.

His answer was a look of surprise.

“As an avowal, a pledge, unsought, unasked, sent by
an Indian chief?” Her eyes now flashing with indig-
snant scorn. “Oh, Dudley! and you thought this of

me ? "’
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“1 did not think it an avowal—a pledge. I did think
it was a permission to remember you. [ was mistaken,
[t was not to say these things I came. Some words I
wili say, the words I came to say, scornfully as you meet
me.”’

He took a single step nearer her, touched the ground
with his knee, raised his eyes, clasped his hands, and, said
with passionate fervor,

“ Edith Gray—with every fibre of my heart and/soul, I
love, I reverence you. You are my ideal of womanly per-
fection.” There could be no danger that his sincerity
would be questioned.

Not at the instant did even these words allay the tem-
pest of her bosom, She turneds from him in the pride
and anger, which still ruled her, and murmured as to her-
self, her mind dwelling on his first misapprehension,
‘“ Oh, the cruel vanity of a man!”

As she turned dgain to him, he had risen, and stood

-with a proud abjectness, waiting the return of her eyes,

that he might take silent leave. ,She may have divined
his intention. Whatever may have been her purpose, she
would not thus have him part from her.

“Mr. Dudley, you are under a mistake ; you do not
know me, even my name,’” her face softening.

“Love knows that it loves. It knows when it is
scorned. It seeks no further knowlédge,” he said, his
pride and spirit mounting.

She would not thus be silenced.

“Did you ever hear the name—Grayson—Edward
Grayson ?”

‘““ Something of it. He adhered to the king. I know
nothing of him,” coldly.

“A Tory!ay, a Zory! Condemned to death, his prop-
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156 The Tory's Daughter.

erty confiscated, he escaped to devote himself to retribu-
tion.” She paused. As he made no reply she went on.
“Him you met in Ohio. I am the Zory's daughter.
Surely you understand naw. It was to the Tory’s child
you proffered love but now;” "‘and she laughed a bitter
scornful laugh. ‘It was to gan the Shawanoe, Round-
head, and the Wyandots to this alliance that Dr. Gray
made that mission to the Huron, which had failed, were
it not for Captain Dudley of the American army.

“You assaulted the nation of your father and mother,
when in dire extremity. You made the necessity which
drove us to this alliance. The work was more yours than
mine. Why do you reproach us? You fight by the side
of the savage—awhen you do fight. . The shawanoe long
had that trinket. I renewed the ribbon that day. It
was /Zis gift to you ; not—not— " mizie was on her tongue,
she could not say it. “1 heard something of the sup-
posed conspiracy against you, I never knew the truth of
it. Shawanoe took it upon himself to care for you.”

“Shawanoe ! Who and what is he ?”

“Is it possible you do not know? Tecumseh—who
could he be?”  Dudley started at this. “ 1 was thought
to have influence over him, and through him gained

Round-head and the Wyandots.”

“ So that was your work ? " r

“Our work.”

“ And Frenchtown! Great God!”

“I am the Tory’s daughter— " yet wincing under
this.

“ Return your gift to your chief, or give it to Round-
head,” said the youth, with answering scorn of voice and
manner, tossing the bauble upon the ground at her

feet.
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“You had better keep it,” she said, bending and pick
ing it up, touching her lips with it, and drawing his rib-
bon through her fingers. * It did you good service once.
There are men in power here who think your escape from
Detroit merits death.  They would not hesitate to
enforce it nga&x.\l you,” she said, showing real concern
in her voice and manner, and continuing to caress the
ribbon, upon which her eyes fell several times,

4J.et them. The man who endures your scorn has
little to fear,” he answered. The step of trained men, at
that instant caught his ear. * Your friends come,” he
said with a smile, unmoved. “ You saw me in their
hands once before, Miss Gray—I beg your pardon—Miss
Grayson. That pleasure is to be yours again.”

Her less accustomed ear now also caught tlie sound.
“Oh! Cliffton! you do not—you cannot suppose I would
betray you!” clasping her hands in an agony.

“Why not?  You boast of being the Tory’s daughter,”
laughing with something of his old gayety.

There came a sharp but.low word of command, followed
by a thud of musket butts upon the earth, with a rattle of
arms and trappings.

“Oh!” was Edith’s unconscious exclamation. She
clapped her hands, and Dudley replacing his foraging cap
turned to face what might await him, and the distressed
girl escaped from the room unseen.

A moment later, and a youthful, slightly formed officer
entered, cast his eyes about, as if he expected to find
others present.

“You are alone ! said the intruder, his eyes coming
back to Dudley as if surprised.

“As you say,” was the answer, confirmed by his cov-
ered head.

Squaw-Blow. g7
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“Dudley ?”
“Dudley,” was the laconic reply.

asking his name, in a suggestive form.

““Ah! you see—I am not aware of your rank,” again
glancing around the spacious apartment, as ify the man
before him was not what he expected to find.

“ My title is of no consequence,” was the good-natured
reply.

“I am ordered to arrest Captain or Major Dudley,
and conduct him to headquarters,” he said, evincing by
voice and manner that the service was distasteful.

“Arrest? Ah!  Capture would not answer, I sup-
pose? ” quite in his old laughing way. “I1 am entirely
at you disposal, Licutenant,” he added.

They stepped out to find a squad of twelve soldiers,
six facingthe entrance, and three each side of it. Dudley
laughed at the formidable array, and the evident place
intended for him. “ I am honored,” he said.

“Well, you see, Dudley,” said the officer, laughing in
turn, the frank pleasant way of the American putting him
at once on the best terms with him—* You see, you have
such a deuced reputation with us, of disappearing you
know.”

“Ah, yes. 1 appeared to disappear. I remember
something of it. Things will happen you know—Lieu-
tenant—"

“ Gordon,” said the Briton.

“Thanks, Lieutenant Gordon. I am glad to know
you,” extending his hand, which was cordially taken,
and the two walked off arm in arm, preceded and fol-
lowed by a platoon of six soldiers.

A lantern borne by the sergeant lit the way, under the
trees. As they went out—*May I know the cause of

my arrest 7’
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my arrest 77’ asked the American. *“ A capture in this
neighborhood, I could better comprehend,” laughing.

“1 am not advised,” was the reply. * Perhaps some-
thing of your departure on an occasion before referred
to.” .

‘“Ah, yes. The fact is, Gordon, 1 had not the honor
of your attentions then, and really felt neglected,” he
replied, laughing gayly.

‘“I should regret any unpleasant thing here, Dudley,
and I do regret that this duty fell to me. You have been
talked about some among us boys, and I wish to say, you
have friends among us.”

“Thanks, thanks. Your words are very pleasant, very
grateful. Those who happen to think well of me, I hope
will have no occasion to change their minds.” He spoke
warmly, and while he could think his position no more
than unpleasant, unfortunate in his detention, he gathered
himself up to face things as they might arise.

The interview with Edith had stirred his nature to its
depths.  There was no sediment there. His faculties,
his intellect were aroused, and would work clearly. His
feclings were a chaos. That he had been victimized was
clear.  Whether 