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NATTIE NESMITH;
THE BAD GIBL.

CHAPTER I

DISOBEDIENCE.

& CANT, I sha’n’t, and I won’t:
" Three very bad sounding words, cer-
tainly. Do any of the little girls who
have sat down to the reading of this
book ever use any of them? I hope not; yet, it
would be strange if they didn’t, sometimes. I
know more than a few grown-up people, who, if
they do not say the words, exemplify the spirit of
them in their lives.

When trouble comes, if, instead of evincing a
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6 The Bad Gairl.

_ courageoué heart, we tamely sink under its weight,
then we virtually say, “I can’t;” when things go
contrary to our wishes, if, instead of quietly sub-
mitting and making the best of it, our turbulent
passionsarestirred up in revolt, we say,” I sha’n’t ;”
and when the blessed Saviour whispers,  Give
me thy heart,” and our inclinations rise in opposi-
tion, we virtually say, “I won’t”, to the winning
call, which, if listened to and obeyed, would se-
cure for us God’s special care while here and a
life of blessedness hereafter.

These words were spoken by a girl of thirteen
years to her invalid mother; and now that you
know this, children, they sound more ungracious
than ever, do they not? To think that a child
would speak thus to a sick parent seems doubly
unkind and undutiful. But Nattie Nesmith had
seen her mother in feeble health for a long while,
and did not think much of it, save that it was
“stupid and hateful to have a complaining old

woman around all the time.”
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Drisobedience. 7

Think of her speaking thus of the kind mother
who had cared for her from infancy. True, Nattie
was but a child, and could not be expected to
have the wisdom and discretion of maturer years ;
but she was more thoughtless, wayward and self-
ish than many children are, and than any children
ought to be ; because self and pride, unduly in--
dulged, bring trouble and calamity to all who thus
surrender themselves to the sway of passions which

should be kept under the control of reason.

* Nattie Nesmith was a girl of rather more than
average natural abilities. = Her parents were well
to do in the world. She had one brotber and one
sistt:af married, and a little sister at home, several
years younger than herself.

The lines of family government were not very
steadily held in the home of the Nesmiths.  This
was unfortunate, and the bad effects were most
visible in Nattie’s case. ~ She was ber father’s fa-
“vorite, and knew it quite too well. = Her ready
perceptions and lively humor acted on him as a

Google



8 The Bad Gurl.

pleasant relaxation from the toil and care of every-
day life. The quick interest which she evinced in
whatever interested him, ber wit, and even her
sauciness, afforded him not a little amusement.
Thus, if the mother complained of her idleness, or
corrected her pertness, the father too often sided
with the daughter.  This course could not fail to
injure the child, rendering her careless and diso-
bedient to ber mother. = Mr. Nesmith did not in-
tend to bring about this state of things. He
thought Nattie bright, and did not like to see her
angry. He knew that she had considerable tem-
per and will, but said that, when she was older,
she would know how to manage herself, and
would, he believed, make the smartest one of the
family. |

Thus started, Nattie ran rapidly in her own
ways. Mr. Nesmith was absent from home a
great deal, and thus the invalid mother was left
quite to the caprices of her wayward, willful

girl.
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Disobedience. 9

Nattie thought her lot the hardest that any girl
of her age and tastes ever had to endure,—being
obliged to sit in a close room from morning' till
night, and to hear the complaints and attend to
the wants of an invalid ; though that invalid was
her own tender, loving mother, who never thought
any hardship or privation too great to be endured
for her child.

On this particular morning, Mrs. Nesmith
wished to send a glass of currant jelly to a neigh-
bor who had a little daughter ill of throat distem-
per. She wished Nattie to go on the errand ; and
it was in response to this request of her sick
mother, that the girl had made use of the un-
gracious words at the head of this chapter. Her
father, as he was leaving home, had filled her
pocket with candy and nuts. She had got settled
in her mother’s cushioned chair, to eat them and
to read a story book ; consequently, her ease and
comfort were much disturbed by this little re-

quest.
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10 The Bad Girl.

“l never saw anybody who loved to make
trouble as well as you do |” she exclaimed, pettish-
ly. “Inever tried to have a good ‘time, jn my
life, but you wanted to spoil it in some way.
Father likes to see me enjoy myself, but you
don’t; you want to be driving me around all the
time, to wait upon you. I am determined that I
won’t bear it any longer.  Send Bridget with the
jelly, or go yourself, for all I care.”

N W'hy, Nattie |” said the mother, gently, “you
know that it is impossible for me to go. I can
" not walk across my room without help.”

“It is impossible for me to go, too,” resp;onded
Nattie, cracking the nuts, sharply,with her sound,
white teeth. |

“Do n’t crack those hard filberts thus,” said the
mother ; “ how many times have I told you that
you would ruin your teeth? What is the reason
that you can’t do this errand for me ?”

“ Because I can’t,— I sha’n’t,—and I won’t !”

‘Nattie crunched the very biggest filbert which
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Disobedience. 11

she could find in her pocket, as she spoke these
words. Then, -emptying her shells on the carpet,
she drew forth a long stick of candy, and resettled
herself to reading the story book.

The mother observed all these movements, her
 heart writhing with more cruel pain than her poor,
spent body, even ; and then, uttering a low, dis-
tressed groan, she turned. her face to the wall,
silently praying for her disobedient child.

In the course of an hbur, Bridget came in from
the kitchen. Her honest Irish face flushed when
she saw the litter around Nattie’s chair. She
cried,in a loud voice, which caused Mrs. Nesmith
to turn toward her :

“Shure, and what is the use for the likes
o’me to swape? when no better than an hour
agone, I did the room. up illegant, and now it
looks more like a pig-sty than a sick lady’s parlor,
where she resaves her docther and all her fine vis-
itors. Shurely, Mrs. Nasmith, ye won’t be afther
thinking that poor Biddy will stay along wid' yees,
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12 The Bad Gurl.

to be sarved like this. I couldn’t do it, no, not
at all, Mrs. Nasmith.”

Nattie’s black eyes looked saucily at the cn-
raged Irish girl, while Mrs Nesmith’s pale cheek
grew still paler, as she faintly responded :

¢Biddy, we have to put up with a good many
trying things, in this world.” .

“I should say as much,”added Nattie, scowling.

“ Shure, an’ its meself that would say the same,
ma’am,” responded Bridget; “but if ye’d allow it,
I'd add that Idon’t see the use o’ bein thried and
disthressed for nothing ; and when I swapes and
dusts yer room of a morning, and comes backin
an hour to find it worse than before 1 touched it,
that is what I calls labor in vain, ma’am; which
same Biddy never was made for to do, ma’am; I
think I’ll be looking for new quarters, and wish
you a long good day, ma’am, and as much better «
maid as Biddy Wales as you may find, to swape

and work in vain, ma’am.”

Mrs. Nesmith groaned, and looked toward Nat-
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Disobedience. 13

tie. The little girl was somewhat alarmed at the
prospect of Biddy’s lecaving, for she tﬁought that
her hardships would be increased if the maid went
'away. It was not Bridget’s first threat of the
kind, however, but her usual resort when things
got wrong, to restore them to better courses again.
Nattie laid down her book, crossly, and began to
pick up the shells scattered on: the carpet.

“Can’t I eat a few filberts without having such
a noise as this?” she said. “ What a house this
is for flurries ! and, Bridget Wales, you had bet-
ter go back to your work in the kitchen. As to
your going away from here, I do n’t believe that
- we could drive you off, if we tried. Who, but
we, would sing Irish songs with you, Saturday
nights? or stay at home to do your work and let
you go to Mass as often as you choose?”

“ There, Miss Nattie, many’s the good times
we has, singing of ould Ireland; and, if ye’d be
a bit more careful, like, wid yer dirt and litter, I
might stay wid yer till the day o’ my doom.”
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14 The Bad G:url.

“That will be as long as we shall want you,

Biddy,” said Nattie, laughing, and throwing the

last of the shells into the grate.

“Would there be anything you’d be afther
wanting me to do for ye now, Misthress Nas-
mith?” Biddy asked, going to the bed.

“1 would like to send this cup of jelly to Hat-
tie Hartwell ; the doctor told me yesterday how
much the poor child was suffering with her throat,
and could not swallow her food.”

“Poor childer!” said Biddy. * Shure, an I’ll
do your bidding ; but could n’t I do anything for
your own self, to aise your pains? such as to
bathe your head, or put up your pillows?”

The sick woman sighed, as she thought how
much more kindness the Irish girl showed than
her own daughter.

“I'd rather you would carry the jelly,” she
answered. “I told the doctor that it should be
sent, and fear that the sick child will needlessly

fret about 1it. I know that when one 1s sick, onc
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Disobedience. 15

thinks much of having any little relish sent in

by a friend.”
“That is thrue, Misthress; an’ I'll go with the

cup before I brings dinner to the table; though
Miss Nattie, here, must plase to look to the mate

and praties whilst I'm gone.”

“That I can easily do,” said Nattie, from her
cushioned chdir. ‘

“ An’ I’ll be much obleeged,” returned Biddy,
taking the glass of jelly and retiring.

The little time-piece on the mantel ticked
away till fifteen minutes were told. The mother
then reminded Nattie of the articles of food in proc-
ess of cooking, which required looking to.

“ Pretty soon,” was the response; “Biddy has
but just gone out, now.”

“She has been gone a quarter of an hour,”
said Mrs. Nesmith; “I'm sure the potatoes must
need to have the water poured off, and: the kettle

set back on the stove.”

“Oh, dear! I never can have a minute’s peace,”
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16 The Bad Gqrl.

criecd Nattie, angrily; “but I'm determined that
I won'’t stir till I have a mind to.”

“ If you had carried the jelly, you need n’t have
been troubled with going to the kitchen,” said
Mrs. Nesmith.

“Well, I didn’t carry the jelly ; and, what’s
more, I did n’t intend to. The truth 1s, I don’t
care if Hat Hartwell is sick.”

“Nathalie ! ” said the mother, reproachfully,
“what if you should be ill, yourself? Would
you like to have any one speak of you so unfeel-
ingly ?”’

“Idon’tintend to be sick. Hat would n’t have
been if she had n’t wet her feet in the slush, going
to school, and then been afraid to ask to go to the
fire and dry them.”

“ Hattie 1s very timid, and a good girl, I believe,
generally.”

“Oh, yes, she is too good. She don’t know
enough to stand her own ground. Anybody can

push her around and impose upon her as much as
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Disobedrience. - 17

is agreeable. She has no spirit at all, and never
stands up for her rights.

“ Whoever takes advantage of her timidity to
wrong her, does a cruel, unjust thing, and will be
punished accordingly.”

“I'd rather make Hat Hartwell cry, any time,
than eat when I’'m hungry.”

“ Nattie, you distress me, exceedingly,” said
the mother; “unless you control these perverse
propensities of yours, I fear the worst for your
future.” -

“Don’t be scared, Marm Nesmith,” drawled
Nattie ; -“you are always in a fret about some-
thing.”

A smell of burning victuals now came from the

kitchen. Nattie dropped her book and. rushed
out, leaving the door open behind her; so her

mother’s apartment was quickly filled with the
stifling smoke and sickening odors. The water
had boiled out of the potatoes, and they were
burning on the bottom of the pot. She caught
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18 The Bad Girl.

hold of the bail to lift it from the stove, when the
cover came off, letting the hot steam up in her
face. She screamed, and let go the kettle, which
fell to the floor, and the hot potatoes went rolling
in all directions. Just then Bridget came in, and
her face put on its reddest tinge when she saw the
state of things in the kitchen. The stifling smoke
which filled the sick - room, and, indeed, the whole
house, had brought upon Mrs. Nesmith a severe
fit of éoughing, while Nattie was driving about in
a wild manner, complaining of the smart which
the hot steam had given her face and hands.

“ What shall I do, Biddy?” she cried. “Iam
afraid the skin will all come off from my face ; and
my eyes are running out of my head.”

“If ye had minded my words, the pain
would n’t have come to ye,” said Biddy, with a
hardness rather unusual to her. “As for me, I
shall gb at once to your poor mother, as has got
one of her coughings on her, all owing to your

misdoings ; and you had better be afther claning
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Disobedrence. 19

up the spot o] work you’ve made on my kitchen
floor, that I washed the last thing before I went
abroad, this blessed day.” '

“ My face smarts so that I can’t,” said N attie, In
tears.

“It won’t smart none the worse, nor quite so

»

bad, when you’re to work,” responded Bridget,

flinging out of the kitchen with an indignant air.

Nattie had a little awe of Biddy when she was
vexed ; so, with her smarting face and fingers, she
set about gathering the broken potatoes together,
and wiping the smeared hearth. The kettle she-
put away under the sink, without cleaning.

The coughing fit of Mrs. Nesmith brought on
bleeding, and the doctor had to be sent for in
haste. Nattie was driven forth on this errand;
for Biddy’s wrath was up, and she declared that
she would not trust het with the house “ a blessed
minute, again.” The cold air made the smarting

face feel better, while she was exposed to 1it,

though the pain seemed doubled when she returned
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20 The Bad G:rl.

to the warm atmosphere of the house. Nattie
well knew that her own willfulness had brought
the pain upon her, and this seemed to aggravate
its intensity. Bridget would not pity her a bit,
but cast the most scathing, disapproving eyes
upon her all the afternoon, as she sat in a corner
of the kitchen, holding a cloth, moistened with
alcohol, to her face.
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CHAPTER II.

FLIGHT.

long, slow hours wore away, and even-

ing approached.
It filled her with anger and Jealousy to see the

care and attention bestowed on © mother’s room,’
while she sat, quite unnoticed, in her corner.
She began to feel herself to be the most abused
person in the house. No doubt, her face smarted ;
but that was a trifle, compared with the serious
effects of the fit of coughing upon her invalid

mother. The poor woman was quite prostrated
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22 The Bad Girl.

from the loss of blood. She was slowly failing
from consumption, and the doctor did not know
but this might prove the last blow.

While Nattie watched the window, anxious for
her father’s coming, her married sister drove up
to the door, with her husband. This was not a
sight that afforded Nattie much pleasure, fox; she
was not a favorite with her sister ; and as for Mr.
Stone, the husband, he had once given Nattie a
severe whipping for refusing to obey him, when
she was visiting at his house. This Nattie never
forgot, and both feared and disliked him ever
afterwards.

“I don’t see what they are here for,” she
thought, as they alighted and entered the front
door.

Pretty soon her sister came into the kitchen,
looking very sad, and approached the corner where
Nattie sat. She looked a} her in silence for a
while. Tﬁis vexed Nattie, for she read reproach

in the eyes.
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Flight. 23

“I wish you would go away, Susan, and let me
alone,” she said, fretfully; “for 1 hate to have
anybody stand and stare at me, as you do, and

not say a word.”. |

“How do you do, Nathalie?” asked Mrs.
Stone.

“ ] am scalded almost to death ; but nobody
cares, or does anything for me; though father
will when he comes.”

“ Father is not coming to - night, so the doctor
called and told us to hasten to mother, and remain
till his return,” said Mrs. Stone.

“Oh, dear! but father will come to - morrow,
won’t he ! ”

“ No; not unless mother is worse, and we send
for him. He has gone to a distant place to buy
gome lumber.”

“I shall die, if he don’t get back soon,” said
Nattie, groaning.

“How do you feel?” asked her sister, not

knowing but her burns were deeper than Bridget
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24 The Bad Girl.

had stated. The woeful look of the flushed face
- suggested severe injuries. -

“I feel mad enough to bite your head off,” was
the quick, spiteful answer; “and I tell you again
that I wish you would go away and let me alone.”

Susan looked at the flashing eyes that were now
turned up to her face, and said, sorrowfully :

“ Nathalie, did you know that mother had had
another bleeding spell ? ”

“Yes; what of it? She has them every little
while, and always gets well again. What is it to
spit up a little blood ? — not half as bad as to
have a scalded face, aching and smarting; but
nobody minds anything about me.” |

“I am sorry that your face smarts, Nattie ; but
am more sorry that your disobedient conduct
should have brought this very serious illness upon

mother. I fear that she will never be as well as

she was before.”
“What do you say that I made her sick for?”

demanded Nattie, sharply. It was Biddy, who
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Flight. 25

went off and did n’t attend to the dinner, and it
boiled over and filled mother’s room with smoke,
which set her to coughing ; and in trying to stop
the steam, I dropped the great, heavy potato
kettle, and scalded me so dreadfully.”

“Ah, Nattie, I know the whole story from a
safer tongue than yours,” respo'nded the sister,
sadly. “It grieves me much to think of the harm
which your willful disobedience has occasioned. I
hope that this will be a warning to you, and that,
henceforth, as long as mother lives, you will do
her bidding. If ybu mind no one else, Nattie,
do mind your dying mother, so that when she is
gone you may not have to regret your unkindness
to her.”

Nattie put on a most sullen, angry look, and
turned spitefully away from her sister. Susan
returned to the sick - room, leaving-N-attie to nurse
her wrath alone. No sooner was the little girl
thus left, than she rose from her seat and ran out

of doors. Bridget, entering the kitchen a moment
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26 The Bad G:rl.

after, missed her, but supposed that she was
somewhere in the house, and would be ready to
join the family at the evening meal, which she
now busied herself in preparing.

When Mr. Stone and his wife were called to
supper, no Nattie was to be found.

“Shure, an’ what shall we be afther doin’?”
said Biddy. * The child must be gone clane daft,
to clear out when she knew I was goin’ to bake
waffles for tay; for she is more fond o’ them nor
nothin’ else.”

“ Leave her alone,” said Susan. *“ She 1is
angry because I reproved her for disobeying moth-
er, and thus causing her sickness. No doubt she
has hid away, thinking that we shall be alarmed,
and search for her. I know Nattie’s ways pretty
well. She will come back when she sees that
no notice is taken of her absence. But do n’t let
it come to mother’s knowledge that she is mis-
sing ; it might cause her unnecessary worry.”

“It 1s meself*‘that will be careful that it do n’t
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Flight. 27

reach your -poor mother’s ears, Misthress Susan,”
said Biddy, officiously placing her nicely browned
waflles and shining tea- urn on the table.

The young husband and wife commenced eat-
ing theif supper, thinking it quite likely that
Nattie would come in and take her usual place
before the meal was over. But she did not come.
Supper was cleared away, the doctor made the
evening call, the clock pointed to the hour of
ninhe ; still, no Nattie. The house, barn and
grounds were carefully searched. She was no-
where about the premises. Biddy was wild. 1t
‘Wwas necessdry to keep her out of the sick - room,
for the fright and terror of her honest face would
be marked by the faintest eye.

“ She must be sperited away,” said the ignorant,
superstitious girl; “for she never could have put
herself out o’ sight and hearin’ so quick, without
help. I’'m sore afraid we never shall lay eyes on Miss
Nattie again. Bad she was, at times, for shure,

but then, a bright, gay creathur, afther all, and
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28 The Bad Girl.

her poos tather’s joy. What will that jintleman
say when he knows it all?”

Mr. Stone and his wife consulted together.
They both believed that Nattie had hidden herself
away, in a spirit of anger and jealousy, for the
sake of making them trouble; but, as she was a
little girl, they knew not into what difficulty and
danger her own rashness might bring her, and felt
it incumbent upon them to make search for her
without delay. Susan accordingly asked Bridget
if Nattie had any particular friend of her own
age, on whom she would be likely to make an
evening call. Biddy could think of none, mnor
did she ever know Miss Nattie to be out of an
evening by herself before.

“ Hasn’t she gone into Mr. Hartwell’s to see
Hattie? ” asked Susan.

“I can’t think she has, Miss,” said Biddy ; * for
she and Miss Hattie was niver friendly, and to -
day she would n’t even go to carry the cup of jelly
to the poor, sick childer; but, if ye thinks best,

Google



Llight. 29

I’ll run over this minute and ask if she is there.”

“ Perhaps my husband had better go, and you
and I will remain with mother,” said Susan, look-
ing at Biddy’s wild face. |

“You are right, Miss,” answered the girl ; “for
P'm that scared and flustered, I hardly know what
I’'m about.”

“ There is no great cause for alarm,” said

Susan, calmly ; * Nattie is .probably safe in some
neighbor’s house, feeling not a little elated at the

thought of the trouble which -she is giving us.
I am sorry that such is her disposition ; but you
know it, as well as I do, Biddy.”

“ Yes, Misthress Stone, 't is thrue ; Miss Nattie
i8 a pretty high, naughty girl,” said Biddy ; * but
I should be woful sorry to have harm come to her,
for I hope she will get over her bad ways one o’
these days, and make a smart woman.” Now
till this minute, I have n’t thought to be askin’
ye for a word about her little sister that ye keeps

with ye, at your house, — Tiny, as we calls her
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30 The Bad Girl.

here at home. Has she been thrivin’ wid ye
these many blessed days?

“Tiny is well, and growing fast. We thought
it best not to bring her with us to-day ; she is an
active, restless child, and makes a good deal of
noise. I thought that she and Nattie might annoy
mother ; but my husband will go home to -mor-
row, and, probably, bring Tiny back with him,
as I shall remain here till fathers return, or till
mother is better, — if she ever is any better.”

These last words were uttered in a low, sad
voice.

“ Shuré, an’ ye do n’t think but that the mis-
thress is going to get up again!” asked Biddy, in
fresh alarm. .

“I hope she may ; thoﬁgh she seems very low,
at present,” was the answer. * Perhaps you had
better remain hefe, Biddy, while I go in and see
her. She may think strange of our long absence
from the room.”

Biddy nodded her head affirmatively, and sat
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Flight. | 31

down near the stove, bowing her face on her
hands.

When Susan returned to the apartment, the
invalid’s eyes were roaming from one object to
another, in a strange, bewildered manner. She
did not seem to notice her daughter at first, nor
did she make any response until her name had
been spoken several times.

* What is the matter, mother ?” said the daugh-

ter, anxiously ; “ you see me, do n’t you, and hear
my voice?”

“ Nattie, do n’t crack filberts with your teeth,”
said the invalid. “I’ve told you not to do it,
many times.”

Susan thought best to humor this fancy, and
responded, in a voice as like Nattie’s as she could
assume & .'

“Well, I won’t, mother.”

But this answer was so unlike any that Nattie
would have made, that the sick woman looked up

quickly, and recognized her eldest daughter.
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32 | The Bad Gairl.

“1 have been wandering and dreaming,” she
said. I thought Nattie was cracking nuts here,
as she often does. 'Where is she?”

“She is not here now.”

“Oh, gone to bed, I suppose. I should have
liked to say good - night to her before she went.
Poor, wayward child! I fear that she is strew-
ing her own path with thorns. What time is it,
Susan?”

“ It is not very late in the evening, yet,” was
the rather evasive answer.

“Did Nattie get hurt to - day, when she dropped
the kettle?”

“Not much; the steam made her face and
hands smart a little.” .

“I wish you had brought Tiny with you.
Sometimes I think that Nattie would be better if
her younger sister was at home with her.”

“You know that you sent Tiny away because
Nattie teased and vexed her so much,” said Susan.

“Yes; but Nattie is older now ; she has felt
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the sorrow of being alone, too. I think she
would better appreciate Tiny’s company.”

“ Austin will bring her to - morrow, if you wish,
and let her stay as long as I remain ; then we can
see how the two get along together.”

“Yes, that will be a-good way to do. I think
Nattie needs some company near her own age. I
feel very anxious about her. It would be harder
to die and leave her than all the rest of my family,
for she 1s the least fitted to be left without a
mother.”

“We hope you will be spared to us all for
some years, yet, mother,’: sald Susan, turning
away to conccal o tear.

The feeble woman only siched. There was the
sound of an opening door. Susan started rather
abruptly.

“ Who is coming ?” asked the invalid.

“It 18 Austin, my husband ; he has been out a
little while, and has just come in. I will go into

the kitchen and tell him to be more quict, Ilest his
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noise should disturb you. I see you look slecpy, |

and hope you will get some rest.”
Susan went out. There stood her husband

alone, looking at her with wide, staring eyes.
“I have called at a dozen places, but can’t find

her,” he said.
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CHAPTER IIL

LOST.

R
. beat of the heavy March rain sounds

HE dark night is stealing on; the

dreary against the windows of the sick-
room, where the mother lies in a transient,
fitful slumber, watched ovér by the elder daugh-
ter and her husband. The sick woman knows
not as yet but Nattie sleeps, as usual, in her little
bed - room that opens out of the kitchen ; but the
sleeper there to - night is a heavier one than Nat-
tie. Her loud, long-drawn breathing greets
the ears of the watchers. It is Irish Dridget,

who was too timid to go to her usual sleeping
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chamber, aloft, “ with the poor childer lost
abroad, nobody knew where,” as she said ; and yet,
she no sooner touched Nattie’s little cot than she
forgot her fright in slumber.

When, about midnight, the sleep of Mrs.
Nesmith seemed deepest, the watchers drew back
toward the grate, and spoke in soft whispers con-
cerning the fugitive.

“ What a driving storm !” said the young wife,
with a shudder; “and how do we know but that
poor, misguided child is abroad in it? So young,
so ignorant of the world! what course will she
take, and what will become of her?”

“I hardly think that she is out in this storm,”
returned the husband ; * Nattie is willful, and rash
enough, when her temper is up; but she is pre-
cious tender of her own little body, after all.
Do n’t you know what an ado she made, to - day,
over her slight scald? and how wrathful she was
because there was not morc done for her relief?

She thought her case much worse than poor
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mother’s. It was this jealousy, combined with
your reproof of her disobedience, that started her
off, I suppose. She found that 1‘1er father was
not coming home for a few days, and that we
were to be here till he arrived. The prospect
was not agreeable, so she concluded to take her-
selt out of the way, give us as much extra
trouble as possible, and return when she might
feel disposed.”

“But, Austin, where can she have gone? you
have called at about all the places where sheis
ever known to go.”

“Yes; and I inquired of people on the strect,
who know her well, if they had seen her. It
was daylicht when she left; yet no one saw her,
asnear as 1 can learn. My notion is that she
secreted herself somewhere, till darkness came
on, and then went directly to some place which
she had in mind, — most likely a solitary one, —
where she intends to remain till it is her pleasure

to return. If therc be any untenanted housns
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about town, I intend to scarch them to - morrow.”

“ Nathalic would never dare stay in an unoccu-
pied house, alone, all night,” said Susan. “1I
am sure that I should not have had the courage
at her age.”

“ But you never had her temper to back your
courage,” returned the husband. * You must
remember that Nattie is angry, and, when that is
the case, she dares do almost anything.”

“I guess that this dreary midnight in a lone
house will take her temper down pretty low,”
sald the young wife. “And she wore nothing
away but a light blanket. She will suffer bit-
terly, and, perhaps, get cold and die from the
effects of this rashness.”

“ Believe me, Nattie will manage in some way
to keep her precious little body comfortable,”
said Mr. Stone.

“She can’t possibly do that, if she is out of
doors now, or in a cold house,”” returned the

wife. “But I am thinking what we shall do, if
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she is not found to - morrow. We can not keep
1t from mother, and we ought not ; yet I fear the
effect of such tidings, in her present condition.” |

“If to-morrow’s search does not result in Nat-
tie’s discovery, I shall telegraph for father to
come home ; and he will take whatever course he
sees fit; although, as far as I am concerned, I
should not be afraid to wait patiently a week or
two, and trust to Nattie’s coming back of her
own accord, when she got over her freak, and
considered that we were all sufficiently punisked
for our lack of care and attention to" her impor-
tant little self; but I shall not dictate a course
for her nearer relatives to pursue.”

“ Father would go frantic at any such propos-
al,” sald Susan. “I believe he thinks more of
Nattie than of all the rest of us.”

“ No doubt he will make great efforts to dis-
cover her at once,” said Mr. Stone; “yet he
may have to wait the little lady’s own time, after

all. Nattie has both cunning and willfulness.”
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“1 should as soon have thought of running
away, myself, as that she would attempt any-
thing of the kind,” said Susan, going soflly
toward her mother’s couch.

The in\}alid moaned in her slumber, as if from
pain or disturbing dreams. The daughter thought
that she might need to have her position changed,
and they turned her, as gently as possible, over
to her left side ; but the movement caused her to
awake.

“ 1 am sorry that we have arnused you, moth-
er,” said the daughter, “ but you were breathing
rather heavily, and we thought that changing
your position would bring you ease.”

“I am glad that you awoke me,” the invalid
said, * for I was having a troubled dream ; and it
sccmed to me like a reality. Hasn’t something
very distressing happened ? ”

- “Your sudden illness 1s so to us,” Susan an-
swered.

“ That is not what I meant,” said the mother.
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“ Nothing else as distressing as this has oc-
curred,” said Mr. Stone.

“I am glad of it, then,” said the sufferer, “ and
think I will go to sleep again.”

There was a pause, during which the young
husband and wife glanced at each other; then
Susan drew very near and whispered :

~“If anything trying does occur, mother,
would you want us to tell it to you, weak as you
are now ?’’

The sick woman opened her eyes, and regm'ded
her daughter earnestly.

“ What makes you ask that?” she questioned.

“ What you have just been saying helped to put
it into my head, I presume ; but you need not an-
swer the question, or think more of it, if it
troubles you.”

“If anything happens to my husband or
faily, I shall want to know it,” the sick wom-
an said, decidedly. “ It would be better for me

to know the exact truth than to suffer from uncer-
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b

tainty or suspense.” Let nothing important be

kept from me. |

“I will regard what you say, mother,” said the
daughter ; “ so now try and get another good nap
before morning.”

When the invalid slept, the two again retired
to the grate, and Susan said, in a tone of anxiety :

“I really hope that Nattie may be found to-
morrow ; 80 that mother may be saved the shock
of hearing of her flight.”

“1 hope so, too,” returned the husband; “ vet
I think she will bear it with more fortitude than
you anticipate.”

“At all events, Tiny shall be brought home
to - morrow ; that will afford her some diversion,”
said Susan. .

“One can hardly think that Nattie and Tiny
are sisters,” remarked Mr. Stone. *“One all
storm, and the other all sunshine. Was Nattie
always so tempery ?”

“Yes; from the cradle. Her baby anger was
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quite terrible to look upon. Poor Nattie ! I don’t
know what will become of her, Much suffering
must certainly be hers before that fierce will is
broken. Mother has truly said that Nattie causes
her more anxiety than all the rest of the family.
Father thinks that she will outgrow her temper,
but I fear not, easily. Poor child! I feel as if
every dash of this cold, searching rain was beat-
ing on her little, unsheltered form. It is imagin-
ation Isuppose; still, I can’t get rid of the feel-
Ing.

“You had better lie down on the lounge, here

”»

by the ﬁre, and get a nap,” said the husband.
“You are quite worn out with the fatigue and ex-
citement of the day. I will watch.”

The young wife was glad to comply with this
request, and, contrary to her expectations, fell

into a refreshing slumber, from which she did not

awake till daylight had appeared.
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SEARCH.

32 NED/~ERIDGET had breakfast on the table

¥ at an early hour, and Mr. Stone was
abroad in the rain - washed streets before
many of the village people were stir-
ring. He looked into all the nooks and corners
where a little girl might have found shelter for the
night, and carefully searched such untenanted
buildings as might have afforded a more permanent
hiding - place. But he nowhere discovered the
faintest trace of Nattie, and turned homeward

with a sorrowful countenance.

As he was passing a small cottage not far from

Mrs. Nesmith’s residence, a lady came to the door
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and regarded him earnestly. He paused and
bowed. The lady then descended the steps, and
advanced toward the gate, saying :

“You will excuse me, I trust, sir, but I thought
that you were Mr. Stone, Mrs. Nesmith’s son -
.1In- law.”

“You are right, madam,” was the response,
“and this, I believe, is Mr. Hartwell’s place.”

“Yes, sir, and I am his wife. My husband
told me that you called here last night, to inquire
if Nattie, your wife’s little sister, was with us, or
if we knew any place where she would be likely
to make an evening visit.”

Mrs. Hartwell paused a moment, and then
added : “ I suppose you found her somewhere in
the neighborhood.”

“No, madam,” was the answer; “I did not
find her last evening, nor has she yet returned.
The object of this early morning walk was to
continue my search for her.”

The lady looked surprised and alarmed.
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“I judged, from your appearance, that all was
not right,” she said. Won't you come in a few
moments? I have a little daughter, ill of throat
disease, but more comfortable this morning, who
13 pretty well acquainted with Nattie’s ways. She
might think of some place that she would be -
likely to wisit, which would not occur to older
minds.” '

“ Thank you, madam,” said Mr. Stone? *“ I will
come in with pleasure.”

Mrs. Hartwell conducted the gentleman into a
small, tidy apartment, where a little girl of mild,
pleasant face was half sitting, half reclin}ng in a
commodious rocking - chair, made comfortable
with blankets and pillows.

“This 13 Nattie Nesmith’s brother - in - law,
Hattie,” said the mother. “ He tells me that
Nattie has not got home yet. I didn’t know
but you could think of some place where she
might like to go and stay several days. Whom,

among her young companions, does Nattie like
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pest? And are there any of them with whom
she would be likely to spend the night? ”

The little sick girl seemed to hesitate, and col-
ored slightly as she answered :

“I really could not say, mother.‘ Nattie 1s
older than I am, and I do n’t know a great deal
about her. I have heard her say, though, that
she did n’t care much about. any of the girls ; and
I do n’t think there is a single one whom she would
go to spend a day and night with.”

* Nattie is rather. cross, sometimes, is n’t she ?”
asked Mr. Stone, fixing a pleasant smile on the
little girl’s face. '
~ Hattie colored again, and looked toward her
mother.

“You may tell the gentleman all that he asks,
to the best of your ability,” said the mother.
“He knows Nattie better than we .do, and would
not ask anything from a bad motive, or mere °
curiosity.”

Thus encouraged, Hattie answered, after a
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moment’s delay, in a soft voice and with down-
cast eyes:

“ Nattie is not as good - natured as some girls,
and perhaps that is the reason why a good many
girls do 't like her. Most of us are rather afraid
of Nattie.”

“ Why afraid?” asked Mr. Stone.

“ Oh, she is pretty strong, and pretty sharp.”

“ Does she ever strike then?”

“ Sometimes ; or else she laughs at us in a way
that makes us feel as bad, nearly.”

“ Well, suppose that she had got angry with
her folks at home, from some cause, and wanted
to hide away from them for a few days, where do
you think she would be most likely to go?”

Hattie thought a few moments, and then look-
ing up, said :

“To the top of the house.”

“But we have faithfully searched the house , -
from garret to cellar; she can not' be anywhere

concealed in it,” said Mr. Stone. “ Think again.”
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“I mean the roof, ” said Hattie.

“The outside roof of the house!” exclaimed
the gentleman. “Iow could a child like her reach
it? Such a steep roof as ours, too! She could
hardly cling to it.”

“l know that it is steep,” said Hattie; * but
there is a place on the back side, which comes
down pretty low and joins on to the shed.
An apple tree stands so close that anybody could
jump from it into the hollow of the two roofs;
and it is a real cosy, shady place in summer time.
I know that Nattie stays up there ever so much
then, for I have seen her there reading story
books and eating apples. She asked me to come
up, two or three times, but I had n’t courage.
Then she called me a coward, and pelted me with
apple cores till I ran away.”

Mr. Stone thought a moment.

“I remember having secen an apple tree at the
corner of the house and shed,” he said, at length ;
“but I never should have thought of a little girl’s
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using it as a means of climbing the roofs. So
you think Nattie may be hiding there now?”

“Why, I do n’t know,” said Hattie. I never
should have thought that she would dare to stay
up there all night, alone.”

“ And there was such a driving storm last night,
too,” said Mrs. Hartwell ; “it is not likely that
she would sit on a roof during a pouring rain.”

“She does in the summer, sometimes,” said
Hattie, “ though not in the night. You see the
house roof shelves out over the shed, so she can
crawl under and keep quite dry.”

“The roof is quite a resort with Nattie, then,”
said Mr. Stone.

“Oh, yes, sir ; she goes there to read and to sleep.”

Hattie paused suddenly.

“ Well,” said Mr. Stone, * go on, please.”

“ And when she is angry, she says that she
always goes and tries to tear the shingles off.”

Mr.. Stone laughed. “Nattie must visit the roof

pretty often if she goes every time she is angry.
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I think I must go home and take a look in that
direction, though I hardiy expect to find her there

”»

now.

“No, I don’t think she is there now,” said
Hattie ; “ for she would have been afraid to stay
there all night, alone.”

“ Is she afraid to stay alone, then?”

“Oh, yes, in the dark, she is; for Biddy
Wales has told her so many ghost - stories that she
18 afraid that she shall see one.”

“Then you think Nattie did n’t stay alonc last
night ? ” .

“No, I do n’t believe she did, sir.”

“I do n’t see what company she could have had,
as I can not trace her to the homes of any of her
acquaintances in the village. But I will now
return and go over the premises again, from the
roof downwards. If anything new comes to light,
you shall know it. I hope that you will soon get
quite well, my little friend.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Hattie; “and I hope
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that you will soon find Nattie, and that no harm
has come to her.”

“ How is Mrs. Nesmith?” Mrs. Hartwell now
inquired.

“ As comfortable as could be expected, after
her bleeding spell of yesterday morning,” Mr Stone
answered.

“How does she bear Nattie’s strange disap-
pearance ? ”’

“She is not yet aware of it ; but unless the child
18 discovered and returned before to - morrow, we
shall, of course, have to let it come to her knowl-
edge. It would not be wise or prudent longer to
conceal it. After one more search at home, the
town crier will be sent abroad. If he has no suc-
cess, Mr. Nesmith will be summoned home, to
conduct the matter as he sees fit. I shall not
wish to assume further responsibility.”

“I do not blame you,” said Mrs. Hartwell,
“but I really hope that Nattie will come home to -

day.”
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“I hope the same,” said Mr. Stone. * Good
morning.”

“ Mother,” cried Hattie, earnestly, as soon as
the door had closed on the retiring gentleman,
“why did you not send thanks to Mrs. Nesmith
for the nice jelly which Biddy brought from her
yesterday. I really believe that it has helped my
throat more than all the doctor’s medicine ? ”

“I thought of it, child, but did n’t know as he
would wish to mention his visit to Mrs. Nesmith,
just now, as it might lead her to make inquiries
which he would not find quite easy to answer at
present. If possible to avoid it, they do not wish
to let the sick mother know of her child’s absence.”

“ Nattie must have been pretty angry to run
away and stay all night,” said Hattie; “and I
don’t l:;e]ieve she will come back very soon. She

is strange, and scarely a bit like any other little

girl that I know.”
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NOT FOUND.

R. STONE was met at tne

door by his wife, who looked at him

j
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N ,ﬁ*ﬁﬁ with an eager, inquiring gaze.
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-

;jﬁ “You have had no success,” she
said.,

“I have not yet found Nattie,” he returned ;
“but have receivéd one or two suggestions from a
little friend of hers, Hattie Hartwell. She says
that Nattie has a spot on the roof of the house,
which she haunts.”

“ That is quite absurd, I think,” said Susan ;
“and, of course, you don’t expect to find her
there after such a night as the last. If so, I
would not give much for her life. She must have

caught her death, in that pouring rain.”
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“I do’nt expect to find Nattie there,” said Mr.
Stone ; “yet, I am just going to look at the place;
it may afford some trace of her. How is mother
now ? ”

“She has taken a light breakfast, but seems
weak, and not inclined to conversation.”

“That 1s better for us. After dinner, I shall
find opportunity to go for Tiny, if she still wishes
it. I wonder how I can most easily reach the
rear of the house.”

“You had better ask Biddy,” said his wife.

Bridget was called, and the question put to her.

“Shure, an’ there’s a door just here in the shed,
as goes right out there; but it has been banked
up with snow iver so long, an’ I think ye’d better
be afther goin’ round by the front street, sir.”

“ Show me the door of which you speak, Biddy,”
said Mr. Stone.
~ “That I will,” said the Irish girl; “but I can
tell you, it hasn’t been opened this whole long

winter.”
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Bridget led the way to the shed, and soon
exclaimed, in surprise :

“Oh! shure as I draw my breath, here’s the
door unhasped, a swingin’ wide, and the snow
bank quite melted away ! ”

Mr. Stone hurried on.

“Don’t step out, Biddy,” he said ; “’tis true,
the snow has sunk away very much, but it is still
deep. You will get your feet wet if you go out.”

“ Somebody has been out here,” said Biddy. “I
can see the tracks all along close to the house.
Really, Mr. Stone, I'm afraid we’ve had thieves
aboot us, when we were asleep.”

“I trust, not, Biddy,” said the gentleman,
stepping out, and carefully following the tracks
till he came to the apple - tree, which stood near
where the shed joined the house. They were the
tracks of a child’s heeled boot, and Nattie’s,
beyond a doubt. At the base of the tree, the
snow was trodden considerably, as if the child

had made several attempts to mount to the tree
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limbs before she was successful. Mr. Stone
ascended to the roof. As he did so, a small bright
fragcment of shawl fringe, clinging between the
projecting shingles, attracted his notice. He
carcfully disengaged it, and then looked about
him. It must, indeed, have been quite a cozy
spot in summer, when the great apple - tree spread
over it a grateful shade. He found nut shells,
apple - cores, and the mildewed remains of a story
book, beneath the projecting eaves ; but no Nat-
tie, — only evidences that she had been there, and
that lately, as well as in more remote times. He
got down and followed the steps, but they gained
the street.

Nattic, had, then, when she left the house,
made her way throug;rh the back shed door,
cliinbed to her old resort, the roof, where she, no
doubt, waited the fall of evening, and then
descended to hasten on her way; who could tell
whither? Hattic Hartwell had "said that she

would not dare pass a night alone. Yet she was
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evidently alone when she set forth on her journey.

Mr. Stone started to walk back by the way he
came, and encountered his wife at the apple - tree.

“ Nattie really went this way, it seems,” she
sald ; * these are her tracks ; I should know them
anywhere, for she had a peculiar way of treading
her boots. Have you traced her to the street.”

“Yes, but no farther.”

“Could you tell which way she turned when
she got there ?” |

“ Her littlé feet seem to have been undecided,
at first ; there are tracks in both directions, though,
at last, she seems to have taken the way which
leads soonest from the village to the country.”

“ Have you been up to the roof? ” said the wife.

“1 have.”

“Do you think that Nattie was there last
night ? ”

“Yes; and I will show you the evidence.”

He drew the shawl fringe from his pocket
His wife caught it, eagerly.
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“This is a shred of the blanket which we sup-
posed that she had worn away, over her shoul-
ders,” she said.

“I found it hanging to a shingle on the roof,”
said Mr. Stone. “I think that she climbed up
here, stayed till it got dark, and then came down
to hurry on her way.”

“Where can the ‘poor, misguided girl have
gone?”

“ Well, that is a mystery ; and things begin to
look serious, Susan. It is my belief that she is
not within the limits of the village.”

“ Perhaps she has made way with herself,” sug-
gested the wife, shuddering, as she spoke.

“I do mnot think that,” was the response.
“ Nattie would not, lightly, harm herself. I wish
I could feel as well assured that she has not come
to harm.”

Mr. Stone spoke these words in a troubled
voice.

“ What are you going to do next,” asked his
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wife. She was beginning to feel not only per-
plexed, but anxious.

“ I had thought to send out the town - crier,
and wait the result, but am in doubt whether it is
not best to telegraph to father, without more

delay.”

“I think that I would do so, Austin,” answered
the wife, “ and also send out the crier. Though
father's business is important, his family 1s first
in his estimation ; and I think that he would
blame us, if we failed to send him carly intelli-
cence of an occurrence like this.”

“I will go at once to the telegraph office, and
also call on the town-crier. You had better
return to mother, and keep her as quiet as possi-
ble.”

“I will do so. And, husband, remember to
tell the crier when he goes his rounds, to avoid
this street, else mother might hear his call, and
thus learn of Nattie’s loss.”

“True,” said Mr. Stone. *“1I will recollect the
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caution, and try to have him avoid anything that
would be likely to bring disquiet to her.”

He hastened away, and Susaa returned to her
mother’s bed -side. The invalid seemed rather
restless, and lookihg up at her daughter, inquir-
ingly, said :

“Things seem very strange to me to-day,
Susan ; I can’t account for 1t.”

“How do they seem, mother?” asked Susan,
with a misgiving at her heart, and averting her
eyes as she spoke.

“That is what I can’t describe. I seem to

want to talk, yet I don’t.”

“ Because you fear that it will tire you, I sup-
pose.”

“No ; rather because I have a feeling that you
do n’t wish to hear me.”

The sick woman again lifted her eyes to her
daughter’s face, and found it suffused with a

blush.
“Why, mother,” she hastened to say, at the
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same time trying to laugh away her confusion,
“you know that we always like to hear you talk ;
but now we think that you are very low, and wish
to spare you the least worriment.”

“I am not aware that I am any weaker than I
have been before,” she answered ; “though I may
be deceived in regard to myself. It is possible
that I may even drop away soon; if I thought
that, I should wish to see all my family together
once more, before I left them. Your father is, I
suppose, two hundred miles away ; but he could
soon reach home. All the children, save Robert,
are near at hand. 1 don’t know why he ever
went to that distant wilderness in the Indian coun-
try. I fear that I shall never see him again.”

“ Mother, the doctor assured us that he does
not consider you in imminent danger, or we
should have sent for father, and brother’s family
ere this,” responded Susan ; “still, if you fcel a
strong desire for their presence, I will tell Austin,

and he shall send for them without more delay.”
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“I hardly think it best,” the invalid answered.

“I presﬁme that my strange feelings are only
sick fancies. Hark ! what is that?”

It was the voice of the town - crier, as he passed
the windows. Either Mr. Stone had forgotten to
give the caution, or the man had mistaken the
street. Susan was ready to sink to the floor.
The crier was shouting at the top of his voice :

“ Strayed from home yesterday evening, about
stz o’clock —”

At this point, the poor, startled daughter gained
the window, and, by a slight tap, attracted the
man’s attention. She then made an imploring
gesture, and shook her head at him. He seemed
to understand, and stopped his cry.

“Why ! what are you doing, Susan?” asked
the sick one, who saw the movements of her
daughter from the bed. “Why did you stop the
crier? I wanted to hear who was lost ; perhaps
it is somebody whom I know.” |

“I thought that his terrible voice would disturb
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you, mother,” said the daughter. *“I don’t see
why they have such persons.”

“Why, they are very useful sometimes. I
hope he will come back this way again, for I want
to hear what he says.”

Susan now went into the kitchen to assist Bidily
In preparing dinner. '

“ Ah, Miss Susan,” said the girl, “it is not for
the likes o’ me to be spakin’ to my betters, but I
fears it 1s 1ll with Miss Nattie, for I was dhramin’
fearsome dhrames of her all the blessed night
through. One time she was hangin’ on a tree,
another, she was drownin’ in a pond, and then
agin the evil spirit was runnin’ away with her as
fast as iver he could. Shure, an’ I’ve aboot made
up my mind that I'll never lay eyes on the dar-
lint agin.”

“I wouldn’t talk about it thus, Biddy,” said
Susan; “it only makes you feel worse. While
all is uncertainty, we are apt to imagine many

dreadful things not likely to be true. I trust that
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Nattie is safe and well, and will before long

return to us.

“l hope you are right, Miss Susan,” said
Biddy, lifting off the potato kettle ; “ but to think
it was only yesterday that she was here with the
same blessed dinner pot in her two little hands!
Shure, it seemms a wake since then. Throuble
makes long days, don’t it, Miss Susan?” |

Mr. Stone now came in, and his wife took him
aside to tell him that the crier had been on
their street, and her mother had heard enough to
understand that some person was lost.

“You had better not go into her room while
the incident is fresh in her mind,” said the wife,
“for I fear that she will ask you directly if you
know who is missing? I have had to evade her
questions as best I could, and am getting tired of
their concealment. I hope father will arrive
before another evening, for I would rather that he

should hreak the tidings to her than to perform the

task myself.”
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“I shall expect father Nesmith by noon to-
morrow,” Mr. Stone responded. *“I have some
advertisements to post, as I drive out this after-
noon.”

“I do n’t know whether you had better go for
Tiny or not,” said Susan ; “mother has not men-
tioned her in particular to-day. The sight of
Tiny might lead her to call at once for Nattie.”

“I will do as you think best, wife,” said Mr.
Stone.

Susan prepared a light meal for her mother,
and sent Biddy to the sick -room with it, telling
her not to stop a moment, so fearful was she that

the unguarded girl might, in some way, make the

dreaded disclosure.
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CHAPTER VI

CAUGHT.

yond secluding herself for a time, so

% as to stir up anxiety at home, and
give those against whom her anger was hot, the
trouble of searching for her.

Her chief desire was to inflict pain on her sister,
for having reproved her for the disobedient con-
duct which brought renewed illness to her mother.
Her sister’s husband also was an object of dislike,
because he always frowned on and corrected her

outbursts of temper and selfish propensities. She
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did not like the prospect of spending several days
under the same roof with him; and she learned
that her father would not be at home for a week.

Thus, all things considered, Nattie concluded
that the only.way for her to crcate a sensation
was to leave; and, on the spur of the moment,
the little girl started. She threw a shawl over
her head as she ran through the back entry,
burst open the shed door, and, bounding fleetly
over the melting snow, soon reached the old ap-
ple - tree, and, by its aid, gained her summer re-
sort on the shelving roof. lHerc she looked
around and above her. Clouds were lowering
over the sky, and the wind soughed dismally
- through the leafless branches of the tall, spread-
ing tree. She crept under the hanging caves, and
thought at first that she would spend the night
there, but the searching wind soon caused her
flesh to creep with cold. As Mr. Stone had said,
Nattie was inclined to be very tender of herself;

so she soon came to the conclusion that she must
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seek a shelter; and where should she go? She
felt no inclination to return to the warm room
which she had just left. Her passions were yet
fiercely stirred by the reprimands and slights
which, as she considered, had been heaped upon
her. Jealousy still raged within her breast, as she
thought of the attention which her sister and Bid-
dy had lavished upon her mother all the afternoon,
while her scalded face and hands received scarce-
ly any notice. |

Darkness at length began to settle around her,
and then, without having fully determined whither
to direct her steps, she descended from the roof,
and turned toward the street. IHere she paused,
and looked first up, then down the street. It was
the hour when the village people took their even-
ing meal, and there were no foot passengers
abroad. Nattie was at a loss which way to go. At
length she saw a great, uncouth - loaking figure
coming toward her at a striding pace. She was

afraid to go and meet it, so she thought that she
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would see if she couldn’t run away from it; but
the faster she ran, the mightier strides the monster
made ; and soon she felt herself swooped up
from the earth by a powerful arm, and borne
away under the folds of a heavy hanging blanket.
She tried to scream, but fright had rendered her
voiceless. Then she tried to kick and twist, and
wrigele herself away. All in vain. She was
held as in an iron clutch, while the huge man
who thus held her, pressed on with such heavy
strides that the earth seemed almost to jar beneath
his feet. All was darkness, and poor Nattie, held
ticht in an uncomfortable position, began to fear
that,—as Biddy had often said might happen un-
less she was a better girl,—the evil one was real-
ly carrying her off. As this terror grew upon her,
her senses swam, and she lapsed into partial in-
sensibility. She was at last released from the
rough clutch, and laid upon a pile of mats in an
Indian wigwaimn, where a number of dusky faces

soon gathered around and gazed on the apparent-
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ly sleeping girl with much eagerness and -curi-
osity.

The man who had carried Nattie off was a
strolling Indian, and this was the temporary abode
of his family. They had been several days camp-
ing below the village; and on this afternoon
the man had been around town selling moccasins,
baskets, and other articles, intendingto strike tent
on the morrow and start for their far- off haunts
in the wilderness of the frontier. They had been
hovering around towns and villages all winter,
and; by their little sales, had collected a sum of
money sufficient to supply their simple wants till
cold weather should again return, and were now
ready to rejoin their Indian friends, and lead the
wild life of the woods again.

The old squaw got close to Nattie, who was
still unconscious, and remained in the same posi-
tion in which the man had placed her on the pile
of skins. The little papooses, also, gathered

near to look with wondering eyes on the pale -
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face thus suddenly introduced to their wig-
wam.

“What for you bring her here?’ the womun
asked of the great man in the swinging blanket,
who was her husband.

“Me got her to be wife to my son, Torch Eye.
He had white mother. Great Spirit send white
wife to him. Pale-face girl make smart young
squaw.”

“Where you find her?” asked the woman.

“ Me c;tch her in street,” he answered, looking
at the insensible girl in haughty triumph.

" “Pale - faces be after Indian and catch him,”
said the old squaw.

“ Before Grreat Spirit smile on the east to - mor-
row morning, Indian be far on his ~W£},}T toward his
father’s camping grounds, carrying with him the
white bride of his son, Torch Eye.

All the Indians looked up at him as he thus
spoke, and made answer by throwing their brawny

arms aloft and giving a low, peculiar cry. Nat-
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tie now moved uncasily and partially opencd her
- eyes.

“See, she awakes |” said one of the little pa-
pooses. “ Will her eyes be, the color of the sky
when she opens them ?”

“ The color of her eyes you must not know till
this moon has grown round ; nor must the white
maiden look on the faces of her Indian friends till
we. have reached our forest camping grounds.”

Thus saying, the man took a bottle from
his pocket, and placed it to the mouth of the half-
conscious girl, nor did he take it away till it was
drained.

“ Pale - face never wake again,” said the old
squaw. |

“Wake in three days,” said the man ; “then me
oive her another dose, perhaps. When that is
gone, me not want her to sleep so much no more.
Then Torch Eye will come to look upon the white
bride sent him by the Great Spirit. Now we all

lic down a short time, and then we rise to make
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ready for our march. We have a long journey
before us.”

“ Papooses get cold marching in this foul, east
storm,” said the squaw.

“ Indian has looked at the Northl, and the Great
Spirit tells himthe storm will be over by the
dawning,” was the answer.

The huge man *;vrapped his blanket closer about
him and lay down on a mat in the center of the
wigwam. The squaw placed the children near
him, and then, with a last look toward Nattie, left
quite alone on the pile of 8kins, dropped down be-
side her youngest papoose, and sleep soon held

all the strange, wild group in its embrace.

Such was Nattie’s shelter the first night after
her flight, while Mr. and Mrs. Stone watched
over the sick mother’s couch, wondering where
the little girl could be, and fearing that harm
might befall her. All their conjectures and im-
aginings were far from the truth. It never once

entered their minds that Nattie had been stolen by
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an Indian, was now an unconscious prisoner in his
rude wigwam, and soon to be borne away toward
the wilderness. How could they think of any-
thing so dreadful as this? |

They knew that there were a few strolling In-
dians about town. Itwas no unusual thing.
They were rempants of a once large tribe, and
had never been known to do anything worse than
petty thieving. Even this offense was rather unus-

ual ; and the village people were more pleased than
otherwise at the yearly visits of these denizens of
the forest. Their variegated bead - work and
tasteful baskets found a ready sale at the stores,
and adorned the center tables of many of the first
families.

There was no cause for suspecting the Indians
of any grave offenscs. Their manners had al-
ways been simple and conciliatory. They in no
way meddled with the white people, but peaceably
sold their wares, and, after a few weeks tarrying,

struck their cone - like tent and moved on.
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Thus, this first crime was the- more casily per-
petrated and better escaped dectection. Nor did
a thought of doing such a deed enter the head of
the old Indian, till he saw this girl flecing wildly
beiore him in the gathering darkness.  The sicht
of her flizht roused the wild love of pursuit in his
savace nature, and almost before he was aware,
he had swooped her up, and was bearing her rap-
idly away to his wigwam. DPossessing the
prize, he was determined to retain it, at all
hazards; and he soon formed the resolution
to make the pale-face girl the wife of his
eldest and favorite son, Torch Kye, a brave
young warrior, whose mother had been a white,
and from the section of country in which the
strolling Indians were now camping.

Thus poor, little, bad, foolish Nattie, running
away from home to cause pain and trouble to her
best friends, at once involved herself in trouble
much greater than that which now pierced the

hearts of those who were sceking her, sorrowing.
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What she did in a foolish freak of temper was
likely to bring her years, perhaps a life - time, of |
BOITOW.

After the Indians had slept about two hours,
they rose and made their preparations for depart-
ure. The youngest papoose was slung over the
mother’s back. The skins and mats were put on
a rough sledge, and drawn by two boys of eight
and ten years. The few cooking utensils were
packed in a bag and given to a girl somewhat
older than Nattie. The tent was struck, made
into a bundle with divers bows and arrows
peeping from its folds, and hung to the arm of
the great man. Over his other shoulder he soon
slung the sleeping Nattie, and thus she was
traveling wilderness - ward, In her unconscious
state, all the long day during which her friends

were seeking for her, in her native village.
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CHAPTER VIIL

TRAVEL.

HE Indians struck a straight line for

3N their home in the wilderness, avoiding
villages, and traveling with as few halts

as possible. The distance was nearly
three hundred miles. This they accomplished in
six days.

Nattie was kept drugged, and either bornc on
the old Indian’s back, or dragged on the sledge by
the two boys, the whole distance. She was kept
in this unconscious state lest she should retain
some remembrance of the route, and make an at-

tempt to find her way back to her friends. DBut
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for this, they would have compelled her to walk,
and bear her share of the burdens. The old
squaw got rather jealous, seeing the pale - face so
favored, and declared that she should do double
work, to pay for this present ease, when they
rcached their own wigwam.

Nattie was unconscious of the fate in store for
her, and unaware of the changes which she had un-
dergone since she fell into the hands of her captors.
The night of the Indians’ arrival home, as they
bhad no longer any reason for wishing to keep her
asleep, the drug was not administered, and Nat-
tie awoke. But so utterly wild and strange was
the scene around her, that the poor child could
not believe that she was rcally awgtke and in pos-
session of her reason. She almost feared, for a
moment, that she had passed through death and
had awoke in the world of bad spirits, where, she
had heard Biddy say, wicked children go when
they die. That circle of swarthy figures, sitting
on the dirt floor, around a smoking fire, laughing
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and jabbcring ovee what scemed bowls of bread
and nulk, might be a company of fiends, for all
Nattic knew. They were so intently occupied
with each other that nonc of them so much as
clanced 1 her direction 5 so the bewildered child
thought that she might look about her, and, per-
haps, hear what was being said, without attract-
ing attention.

Such a low, black, smoky hut as she was in!
There were raccoon skins stretched on the walls,
stags’ horns piled in the corners, no floor, and no
windows but rough unshapely holes, cut in the
timbers here and there, through which Nattie
could feel a cold wind blowing. She was sudden-
ly scized with a fit of sneczing. This caused the
swarthy faces at the fire to be turned toward her,
and directly the whole group were standing around
the rude lounge on which she was lying.

“Then the daughter of the pale - face has awoke
from sleep at last,” said the old Indian, who was

known at home as the chief, North Wind.
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Nattic scanned the man with her quick, sharp
eyes, and a vague recollection of the tremendous
shape that seized her in its iron grasp on the night
in which she ran away from home, passed through
her mind. The tall Indian girl looked closely in
her face, and, flaunting her red scarf disdainfully,
said : .

“The eyes of the pale daughter are not sky
color ; they are as black as my own. Torch Eye
wants blue - eyed maiden. He no like this squaw
you bring him, pappy.”

* Hush, babbler,” said the old Indian, sternly.
“The better that the maiden’seyé¢s be not blue ; then
might some foe exclaim,  She is not of your race ;
now, with the dark stainings on her skin, she will
seem to be, as I proclaim, a neighboring chief-
tain’s daughter, that I have brought for my son.”

Nattie, as she listened, began to grow alarmed.
She lifted her hand, — it was of a brown color.
She rubbed the palm on her face, and looked at it.
The tall Indian girl laughed derisively.
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“Ha, hal!” she said, “did you think that you
could rub the brown off from your face and make
it white again? No, you can’t. You are just my
color, from hecad to foot, a real little Indian pa-
poose.”

Nattie felt her temper rise at this insult, but she
darcd not show it.

“Why don’t you get up?” continued the girl,
giving the scttle a rude kick with her moccasined
foot; “ you have slept enough to last a moon,
and you have got to work the tougher now, to
pay for it,—so mammy says. I mecan that you
shall milk the old, long-horned cow this summer,
while I sit on my mat at the wigwam door and
plait straw.”

“ Cease, Black-bird,” said the old Indian, au-
thoritatively. “ Vex not too much the daughter
of the pale-face whilst she is as a stranger
amongst us, and understands not our ways. Be-
fore many moons have waned, she will become as

one of us. She will see how much better is our
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mode of life than that of the white people that
she once knew, and become a true child of the
forest, fit for a warrior’s bride.”

Nattie, in her half bewildered state, but im-
perfectly comprehended the meaning of the old
Indian’s words, as he sat on the ground, near the
fire, to which he had returned, mufifled in his huge
blanket, and puffing smoke from a long, black
pipe. The old squaw was asleep near him,
her head drooping on her breast, and her straight,
black hair hanging down over her swarthy face.
The youngest papoose was lying across her lap.
The two little boys sat beside her, on the dirt
floor, laughing and chatting merrily together.
Black-bird, the tall girl, had disappeared at the
reprimand from her father.

Nattie looked toward the group at the fire.

“They are happy, while I am wretched,” she
said to herself. Then thought bore her away to
her own home. How far away from her present

abode that home now lay, she knew not. She
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scemed to sce herself in her father’s lap, telling
him some merry tale, or making him laugh with
her quaint humor. Then she saw her invalidl
mother lying on her couch, watching Tiny’s baby
enjoyment with her playthings, on the floor.
Then honest Biddy passed before her, bustling
around, broom in hand, “to swapc up and sct
things to rights,” in her usual style.

Alas! the contrast between this picture and
Nattie’s present state was too painful. She be-
.gan to cry, in her dismal, dark, cold corner.
The two little boys looked around, but the old
Indian seemed to have followed his wife to dream-
land. His pipe had fallen to the ground, and
he was snoring loudly from the depths of his
blanket.

The larger of the two boys got up and went
toward Nattie.

“What makes you snuff’ and cry ?” he asked.

“ Because I want to zo home and see my-

father,” Nattie said, sobbing away most bitterly.

Google



Travel. 85

“This i1s your home now, and my pappy, there
in the corner, is going to be your pappy.”

“This is not my home, and I won’t have an
Indian for my father,” said Nattie, hotly. |

It was well for her that the two old heads were
nodding now. .

The boy stared at her in silence for a moment,
and then said :

“My mammy, there, will maul you, if you
talk like that. What used to be your name when
you was a white girl

“1 am a white girl now,” said Nattie.

”»”

“No, you is no such thing,” said the boy;
“you 18 just my color.” |

“ As soon as I can get some water I shall wash
that off, and go away from this horrid place, to
my own home.” |

“You can’t wash it off ; my pappy has painted
you clear through, so it won’t never fade out,

‘and you can’t never go home. It 1s so far you

could n’t walk, and if you could walk, you could
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not find the way. So you’ll have to stay here as
long as we want you.”

o« Why, how far is it?” asked Nattie, beginning

to be alarmed by the boy’s words, for she had not

supposed that she was a very long distance from

her native village. Having slept during all her

journey, she was not aware of its length.

“Oh, it is farther than I can tell,” he answered.
“We traveled six days and nights to get here , but
you was asleep, and rode on pa’s back, or else on
our little sled, so you did n’t know what a ways
it was.”

“Oh, dear!” said Nattie, feeling hopeless; “1I
wish I could see my own father.”

“He would think you was an Indian Squaw,”
said the boy, “if he should see you, with your dark
brown face, long gown, and leather moccasins.”

As Nattie viewed herself, she felt a misgiving
Jest it would be even as the Indian boy said.
She turned her head and went on with her crying,

resolving, in her old spirit of desperation, that
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she would neither eat, drink, nor sleep, but just
lie there, in the smoke and filth of that disgusting
Indian wigwam, and cry herself to death.

Instead of this, she only cried herself to sleep.
Poor Nattie ! your sorrows are only just begun.

The old squaw started up from her nap, after a
while, and began to make preparations for retir-
ing, by spreading mats and blankets on the
ground around the fire. The old Indian got up
and went to Nattie’s corner.

“ Arise, Tulip,” he said ;— this is the name
which I give you, because of your red lips ; arise,
and comec into the midst of your new brethren.
The squaw shall bring you a bowl of broth, and
then you shall lie down after the fashion of our
pcople, and sleep.”

The first sound of his deep voice above her
head, caused Nattie to awake. She stared in
his' dark face, and, though dreading to approach
the circle by the fire, dared not disobey his com-

mand. There was an iron pot in the corner, into
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which the squaw dipped a ladle, and handed a
wooden bowl of the smouking contents to Nattie.
The little girl took it, because she feared to do
otherwise. It seemed to be corn boiled in the
broth of meat. It had a savory smell, which
made Nattie wish to taste 1t, but she waited to
see if any of her companions were to be served
with a similar dish.

“ Cume, eat your mess,” said the squaw, scowl-
ing at the girl. “ We all supped while you was
asleep, yonder ; and I sha’n’t keep the pot hot
another time.”

“Yes, drink your broth,” said the old Indian,
North Wind. It will keep your cheek full, your
eye keen and your heart strong. No better is
made in any of our wigwams.”

Still, Nattie hesitated. ' There was no spoon in
her bowl, and she didn’t see how she could eat
without one.

“Why don’t you eat your supper?” asked the

squaw.
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“I have nothing to eat it with,” was the an-
swWer.

“You have got a mouth, and teeth init?”

“Yes.”

“ What hinders you from using them ¥”

This was said in such a savage manner that
Nattic, with trembling hands, lifted the bowl to
her lips and took a mouthful of its contents. All
eyeé were watching her movements, and, after a
few more trials on her part, one of the little boys
came up, and plunging his hand in the bowl,
brought it out full of the yellow corn, with which
he quickly filled his moiuth.

“Fox Heart will show you how to eat yom
supper,” said the old squaw, looking admiringly
on the dirty, little papoose who stood munching
the corn filched from Nattie’s bowl.

“ Now do as you saw him do.”

“Idon’t want any more,” said Nattie, who was
both indignant and sickened, by seeing that dirEy,

little Indian paw in her dish.
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“ So the haughty pale - face disdains to eat after
the red child’s hand,” cried the squaw, in a loud,
shrill tone; “but no well - made broth, like that,
is to be wasted here. Let her drain the bottom
of the bowl before I1look in her eyes again.”

The squaw turned toward the fire, and Nattie
sat trembling, but still the bowl was not raised
to her lips. The old Indian now arose, and, lifting
a glistening tomahawk which lay on the ground
by his side, he swung it wildly in the air above
his head, and sent it flying in Nattie’s direction.
It did not hit her, nor did he wish it to do so;
but it struck, with a ringing sound, on the beams
in the rear of the wigwam, and fell to the
ground.

“Tulip,” he cried, in a tone of thunder,
“drink your broth, aud bring that hatchet to
me.”

Almost beside herself with terror, the poor girl

obeyed, expecting, as she stood before the fear-

ful savage, with the dread weapon in her hand,
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that her last hour had come. She trembled from
head to foot.

“Indian treats well those that treat him well,”
said the man, taking the tomahawk. “ White girl
belong to Indian now, she got to mind him, mind
squa'w, mind papoose, then all well; but if she
no mind, then Indian take her scalp and hang it
in the door of the wigwam.”

He then gfaﬂped her tightly by the arm and
said :

“ Lie down.”

Nattie tumbled on to the mat at his feet.

“Put blanket on her,” he said to the squaw,
who approached to do his bidding.

“ White squaw knows her place now,” he said ;
“no more trouble.”

The two little Indian boys were put by Nattic’s
side ; and all, save the wretched girl, were soon
locked in slumber. She was thinking of her sad-
condition, and whether there might be any means

of escape. As yet, shedid not know how far
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she might be from her old home, but feared,

from what the little Indian boy had said, that the

distance was very great. She knew not what di-
rection to take, either ; but she thouzht that any-
thing,—death from starvation, or wild beasts,—
would be preferable to lifc among these barbarous
Indians. She did not know that she would be
too closely watched to find any opportunity of -
making her escape from the clutches of her captors.

Nattie had fallen among foes whose cunning

exceeded her own. DBut at last she drew some

confort from the l-hought :

“ My father will surely find me and take me

home.”
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WORK.

ﬂ S ATTIE awoke next morning in a

miserable condition. Indeed, so forlorn

4" and wretched was her appearance that
Q\-" even the savage faces around her assumed
some dull expressions of pity and sympathy. The
old sﬁuaw alone remained sullen. She had,
from the first, looked rather unfavorably upon
~ Nattie, and told her husband that the Great Spirit
would make the pale-face prove a curse to him,
because he had coveted her as a bride for his son,
Torch Eye, when there were enough young squaws

of their tribe, smarter and handsomer than this
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daughter of the white man. But the old chief,
North Wind, responded that the Great Spirit had
cast this girl into his path on purpose to meet the
wish of his heart, which was a wife for his son,
from his mother’s race.

“Tulip, as I have named her, and as she is
henceforth to be called, has a bold, fierce beauty,
and when we have trained her to our ways, she
will be a daughter worthy of our people,” said the
old Indian, proudly.

Nattie, or Tulip, as the Indians styled her, was
soon set to her tasks. She was made to milk the
cow, to help at planting the corn and potatoes,
and was sent into the forest with the little Indian
boys, to gather fuel. All the rougher kinds of
work were put upon her, because her fingers were
unskilled in straw - plaiting, willow - weaving, and
the ornamental art of bead embroidery. Black-
bird and her mother sat on their mats in the wig-
wam, engaged in such light and pleasing occupa-

tions as these, and drove Nattie about to do the
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cooking, or take care of the little papooses.
Whenever she made awkward blunders, or exhib-
ited an unwillingness in the performance of her
tasks, she received a sharp cut about the he:id and
ears, from a green hide which the old squaw kept
hung on a deer’s horn, near where she sat. The
poor girl used to wish, so much, that they would
show her how to make baskets; but they pre-
tended that she was too stupid to learn, and that
she would only bend up and waste their nice ma-
terial. They also said it was proper that Nattie
should first learn to do housework. When she
had learned to do that perfectly, it would be time
to think of somet'hing else.

Thus time wore on till summer came, and all
the great forest was clad in the richest green.
Birds’ songs, rich and sweet, but unfamiliar to
Nattie’s ears, rang around the wigwam. The old
chief made ready to go on a hunting expedition.
When he returned, Torch Eye, his son, would

come with hip. The youth was now sojourning
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with his uncle, a great warrior. who taught him to
usc most skillfully the bow and arrow.

Nattie was rather sorry to have the old Indian

depart ; though she stood very much in awe of

him, still she preferred him to the squaw, his wife,
and instinctively felt, that when he was cone, her
condition would be worse than at present.  She
was glad, therefore, to hear him tell his wife, on
the eve of his departure, that it was now time to
teach Tulip the art of bead - work and willow-weav-
ing. During his absence, he wished Black - bird to
do a share of the houscwork, and give Tulip a
chance to learn the finer arts of Indian life. Nat-
tie knew the old squaw would not dare wholly to
disregard her husband’s commands.

Accordingly, after the Indian left, she was one day
oiven the odd bits and ends of willow, and told to
make a basket. Nattie had watched Black - bird’s
fingers closely when she had been about her daily
- tasks in the cabin; so she took what was given

and went away by herself. She wrought at her

Google




Work. 97

task as patiently and skillfully as she could, and
in an hour had made, what seemed in her eyes, a
very pretty little basket. It had abail and a fan-
ciful edge which looked like a looped scarlet rib-
bon, though it was all done with colored willow.
Nattie was proud of her success, and when she
held it up, the three papooses, who had come into
the wigwam and gathered round her, clapped their
hands and sent forth shouts of laughter.

“ Tl.;lip has made the pootiest basket,” said Fox
Heart, the oldest boy.

“So she do,” said Light - foot, the second one.

“Do, do,” chimed in little Sweet Fern, the baby
of the group. | |

® Let me see,” cried Black - bird, tossing her
red scarf proudly.

Nattie carried the basket to the Indian maid,
whose black eyes flashed with jealousy, as she
said :

“You use too much red willow, it is expensive ,

you will be a poor hand to bring profits on work.”
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* I used what you gave me,” said Nattie.

“ Stupid,” was the response ; * were you obliged
to put it all into one basket? There was red
enouch to put into three, and bring three six-
pences instead of one. (Go away.”

Black - bird gave the basket an angry toss.
Nattie picked it up, disheartened. She had felt so
proud and pleased with her success a few mo-
ments before.

“You did n’t show me how,” she said; “ you
only gave me the willows and told me to make a
basket. I did as well as I could.”

“Who said you did n’t?” was the response.

“ Can't I do anything more ?”

“Yes,” answered the old squaw ; “ you can come
here and string beads for my moccasin work, if
you wish.”

Nattie was glad of the task. She had often
longed to be employed with the bright beads,
but had never dared to touch them. The old

squaw gave her three long, black horse - hairs,
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and told her to fill them with red, blue and yellow
beads. Nattie was delighted, and set about the
task with alacrity. She soon had them filled.
The squaw then fashioned them into a flower, on
a piece of dark broad - cloth. Nattie watched her,
and exclaimed when it was done :

“Oh, how beautiful ! ”

The old Indian woman seemed rather pleased
with the child’s admiration of her skill.

“Do you know how to make letters?” she
asked. |

“ What kind of letters ?°’ Nattie inquired.

“Such letters as there are in great books,” said
the squaw. Black - bird darted a quick glance at
Nattie, who responded :

“ Oh, printing, you mean. No, I can’t print,—
that is, I do n’t think I can, only, perhaps, the let-
ters of my own name.”

“Could you make those, with beads, on a piece
of cloth?” asked the squaw.

“ As you did the flower just now ? ” asked Nat-
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tie; “ yes, I think I could. I would try very
hard.”

“ She will only waste the beads,” said Black-
bird, spitefully, seeing that her mother was sorting
out some to give to Nattie.

“No I won't,” the child ventured tosay; *if
I can’t make the letters, I'll bring back the beads
all safe.”

“The old squaw handed her some white ones,
and a strip of red cloth. Nattie wanted some
other colors, but she did n't say anything. Only
too glad to get these, she returned to her corner,
strung them on the horse- hair, and set her little
brown hands to the task of shaping the letters.
Now, Nattie had three names, — * Nathalie Norton
Nesmith ; ” but she found that the strip of cloth
was only long enough to hold two of them. The
beads, also, were likely to fall ehort. So, when
she got the letters all shaped as well as she could,
the name stood, “ Nathalie Norton.”

Fox Heart cried :
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“ Tulip makes writing flowers.”

The squaw looked up. Nattie carried her strip
of red cloth and held it before her, waiting for
some approving word.

“Well, what 1s 1t ? ” she asked.

“My name,” said Nattie.

“Read it,” said the squaw.

Black - bird was bending over her basket and
did not glance towards the letters.

“ Nathalie Norton,” said Nattie.

“What a homely name ! ” said Black - bird.

Nattie was just ready to say that she had another
name, but her words were cut short by the squaw’s
saying :

“ And that is all the writing you can do?”

“Idon’t know but I could make a few short
words, or names,” answered Nattie.

“Could you make something to put on a pin-
cushion? ” asked the squaw.

“What would you want ? ” asked Nattic, feeling

a new hope springing in her breast.
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If she could be useful to the squaw, perhaps she
would be treated more kindly, and allowed to do
work more congenial than the rough tasks hith-
erto allotted her.

“ Perhaps some name common among the pale-
faces,” sald the woman; “ or some words, as, ‘A
Gift.””

“ Oh, yes,” said Nattie; “ 1 know ﬁmny pretty
names, and pretty mottoes, — that is what we
- call them,—to put on fancy things that are
intended for presents. There 13, * A Gift,” * To-
ken of Love,” ® Friendship’s Offering,” ¢ From
your Friend,”” —

“But can you make all these ?” asked the Indian
woman.

T should have to begin with very simple ones,
certainly,” said Nattie. * There is the name of
* Mary,” —none 8o common. Itis short and easy ;
I would try that first. I will take a coal and
"make it on a piece of birch now.”

Nattie ran to the fire -place, and then out of
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doors. She could find no birch, but saw a barked
tree, gleaming white, a little distance from her,
in the forest. This answered her purpose quite as
well. She soon made the names, Mary, Susan,
Sarah ; also the words, Gift, Offering, Present ;
so the tree, as high as she could reach, was quite
covercd with the results of her ambitious efforts at
printing.

She went back and said that she thought she
could make the name, Mary, on a pin - cushion ;
but she felt somewhat alarmed when the old squaw
gave her the piece of dark broad - cloth on which
she had just shaped the beautiful great flower, out
of red, blue and yellow beads, and told her to put
the name under it. However, she said nothing,
but went away to begin the task. Black- bird
looked around and frowned, which made Nattie
more determined to succeed.

It did not take long to make the four letters of
the name. The raised, white - bead work showed

richly on the dark ground, so that the old squaw
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made an exclamation of delight when it was pre-
sented to her gaze.

“See, Black-bird!” she said; but the girl
would not look up at first.

“Are you foolish and mad because Tulip is
going to be of some use to us?” the squaw con-
tinued. “I bid ye look here at her work, and
your own fingers may soon learn it, so our pin-
cushions will have new fashions to please the
whites the next time we journey abroad.”
 Black - bird now looked around with a sullen
face.

“ Read it to her,” said the squaw.

“M-a-r-y,” said Nattie, pronouncing egch let-
ter slowly. “ Would you like to make it, Black -
bird? It is very easy.”

“ No, I’d rather make baskets,” was the answer.

Nattie was now convinced that the Indians
could not read. She wished that she had just one
of her many pretty books at home, so that she
she could teach the little ones the alphabet, if no
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more. She did not suppose that Black - bird, who
was so tall and queenly, would consent to be
taught by her ; .but she thought that the younger
children might find it real amusement to learn to
read.

Fox Heart and Light - foot very readily learned
the letters which she fashioned inthe pin - cushions.
They were constantly spelling the name, Mary ;
and even little Sweet Fern, the baby of two years,
tried to lisp‘ it after them.

“How many letters are there, Tulip?” Fox
Heart asked ; “ and can you make them all?”

Nattie said that there were twenty - six, and that
she could make them all, after a fashion.”

“I will get you a great piece of birch,” the boy
said, “ if you will put them down, and tell all
their names to Light - foot and me.”

Nattie said that she would ; and in the course
of a few wecks the two boys learned the alphabet.
Black - bird, also, though she would not suffer

Nattie to teach her, learned it, through the aid of
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her brothers.  While unwilling to receive a favor
from Nattie, she had a true Indian’s curiosity.

“ Now we know as much as white folks,” said
Fox Heart, proudly.

“ Why, you can’t read,” said Nattie.

“Can’t we?” said the boy ; “do n’t we know all

the letters.”

“ But you don’t know the words which these
letters make.”

“Oh, then, therec 1s more to learn, is there? ”
asked the boy. “I will get you another piece of

birch, if you will make us the words.”

“I could n’t make for you one half of the words,
if I had all the birch in your forest,” said Nattie ;
“nor do I know how to spell them, or call them,
myself.”

Fox Heart wondered, and said :

“Then it seems that you don’t know much,

after all.”

“I can read in easy books,” said Nattie; * but

I am not old enough to know much of all there is
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to know. It takes a long time to learn all there
is in books.”

“ How long does it take to know all the words? ”
the boy asked.

“Why, I don’t know as anybody ever kncw
them all, unless,” — Nattie paused, and thought a
moment, — “ unless the man that makes the dic-
tionaries does.”

“ But could n’t you make me a few words on a
piece of birch? ” the boy persisted.

¢« I could make your name ; or, if I could have
time and the things to work with, I might make
all your names on pieces of cloth, so that you
could keep them always.”

“Make me, make me, Tulip,” said Light- foot,
gleefully. I don’t want my nsime,” said Black -
bird.

“Then I won’t make it,” said Nattie ; “ thouch
I think it would be very pretty, with a bright bird
on a green branch just above it.”

“No more was said for many days; but the old
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squaw gave Nattie pieces of cloth of divers colors,
and a pint of white beads. She worked Fox
Heart’s name on crimson, Light - foot’s on green,
and Sweet Fern’s on blue. Then there was a
strip of beautiful purple, on which she wanted to
put Black - bird, but hardly dared, as the girl had
said that she did not wish her name. So she
asked Fox Heart to tell her his mother’s name,
and put that on the purple strip. It was Red
Rose. Nattie tl;ought there never was a name
more inapplicable, but she wisely kept such
thoughts to herself.

The names were pinned upon a blackened beam
of the cabin, and the boys were highly pleased to
spell them over many times each day. DBlack-
bird at length presented a bird which she had
worked secretly, and said that Tulip might write
her name under it, if she pleased.

Nattie did her best, and no other name made

quite 8o fine an appearance as Black - bird’s.
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CHAPTER IX.

WEARINESS.

sense, superior to her captors; and the
occupation of her hands relieved the sadness of
her heart. She became gradually more ac-
customed to Indian habits and usages. She was
less shocked by their uncivilized manners, and
even found some amusement in their rough mode of
life. But the hope, which at first buoyed her up,
lost some of its strength as time passed by and

she saw that it was not realized. This strong-
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hope had been,“—Father will find me and take me
home.”

But months had passed since she was brought
to the wigwam in the forest, and still her father had
not found her. Would he ever do so? She be-
gan to fear not.

The old chief was expected home now. His
coming was talked of daily. He was to bring
Torch Eye with him; and Nattie was given to
understand that she must look upon the youth as
her future husband. The prospect caused her
much uneasiness. She could not give up the hope
of being restored to her friends. Latterly, there
had been distressing pains in her forchead, and
often, when she was bending over her bead - work,
there would come a sudden dazzle, followed by a
confusion 1n Which.all sicht was for a moment
suspended. Then sickness and nausea would
follow, and the work would have to be put by for
the day, while she went forth with the papooses to

gather fuel in the woods, or help dig a row of
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potatoes for the evening meal, or prepare wood
for the fire.

One day, when she was working a long piece of
lettering on black cloth, with white beads, she
suddenly sprang to her feet, and pressing her hands
against her eye - lids, cried out :

“My work looks like a sheet of fire. Send me
to the forest, mammy, where I can dip my head
in the cool spring.”

Nattie was never permitted to go anywhere
alone, not even to the hovel, to milk the long-
horned cow. So the squaw turned to Fox Heart
and Light - foot, and said : ‘

“Go with Tulip to the spring down by the
beech tree, and bring her back safely when she
has bathed her head.”

The two lads led out the girl, who staggered as
she went.

When they were gone, Black - bird said to her
mother :

" The white beads are doing their work on
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Tulip, aren’t they? She won’t stand it very

much longer.”

The old squaw nodded, and gnswered :

“l didn’t think that she would hold out so
long. We shall have to put by the bead - work a
spell, and go to ba.si:eting. If there is anything
that will bring craze and death, it is white beads
and colored broad - cloth. I have seen more than
one fine, handsome young squaw killed with the
work. But we have got a nice pile of cushions
ma‘:le. Tulip has done all the white beading. The
other colors are easy enough handled, so my eyes
have stood it twice as long as they could without
her help.”

“Why don’t you keep her at it ?” said Black-
bird, spitefully ; “she do n’t mistrust what is the
matter with her, and you might as well work
on.”

“It would siz)oil her,” was the answer, “so that

she could never be any help to us again, and

your father will be angry, if he finds her hurt.”
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“Well, I wishshe had never come here,” said
Black - bird.

“ Be not foolish in regard to the pale - face,”
said the old squaw. © Though the poor creature
can help us some, what is she for beauty or wit
when set beside my handsome Black - bird.”

*“1I don’t like her,” said the Indian maid.

“Nor does the Red Rose love the pale - face,”
returned the squaw; “ but we do not want her
to gét back to her own people. They might then-
come down upon us, and destroy our wigwams,
or bear off our chief to a prison for having stolen
one of their race. Sorry was the day to me
when I saw the girl under your father’s blanket ;
but he will believe that the Great Spirit sent her
into his path to be taken as a bride for his son,
Torch Eye, whose mother was of the white
race.”

The boys now came in, leading Nattie, or Tu-
lip, as they called her.

“She is half blind,” said Fox Heart; * for
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whenshe looks at me, she says that she can see
just one half of me.”

Black - bird and her mother exchanged signifi-
cant glances, at these words.

“The dazzle of the beads is on her,” whispered
the squaw, rising to lay a mat near the open door,
to place the girl upon.

Little Sweet Fern and the boys gathered
around the couch.

“I am holding up my hand,” said Light -foot ;
“look, Tulip, and tell me if you can see more
than half of it.”

“I can see just half of it,” Nattie answered ;
“and I can see just half of a great tree, in the
edge of the woods, and the shape of the lower
limbs makes me think of an apple tree at home,
into which I used to climb, and jump from it to
the roof of our house.”

“ What made you want to do 80?” asked Light-
foot.

“Oh, I used to like to sit on the roof under the
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branches of the tree, and read story books, and
eat apples, and look over the country.”

“That wasn’t half so nice as running in the
woods, I am sure,” said Light - foot.

“Nor as shooting é.rrows at a board,” added
Fox Heart. “Did you have any brothers, when
you was a white girl ?”

Nattie winced at this question, spoken in a
tone as if she had forever taken leave of her
former self; but she had learned to be cautious
in betraying her resentful feelings, so she an-
swered simply, as she clasped her hands over her
eyes agaln :

“No, not any little ones; but I have a little
sister.”

“ Perhaps you have n’t now,” said Fox Heart ;
“and if you have, you won’t see her any more,
because you are Indian now, just like us. When
pappy comes home, he will bring Torch Eye. Oh !
he is a great tall boy, and his eyes are like fire;

he will be your husband. Pappy got you on
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purpose for him. Perhaps, sometime, pappy will
go again the long march to the white folks’ land,
and get your little sister for me.”

Fox Heart laughed at what he considered a
bright idea of his own, but Nattie felt her heart
quiver with pain, and she thought it better for
Tiny to die than be reserved for a fate like hers.
She was very weary of suffering from the effacts
of sin, while she had no real sorrow for the sins
themsclves. There was no true repentance in her
case, and if restored to her friends, in her present
state of mind, she would, probably, relapse into
her former habits, and be the same imperious,
willful, bad girl as ever. (God knew best when
to withdraw the chastening hand, and the time

was not yet.
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RETURN.

ONSTANT looking upon white
beads, in glittering contrast with their
dark ground, had affected Nattie’s
brain. Her head was unsteady and

full of rushing sounds, and her eyes saw double,
or saw all things in a confused glimmer. She
wandered about, pressing her hand to her fore-
head, rubbing her eyes, or plucking at her ears.
“How strange I feel!” she said, one day.
“Black-bird, I wish that you would let me take that
little piece of a looking - glass which you carry

in your pocket, and are 8o much afraid that some-
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body will get a sight of, so that I canlook at my-
gself, and see if I can’t tell what is the matter with
mf head. It must be that it looks very queer.”

The Indian girl started at these words. Nat-
tie had never addressed her so boldly since the
first night of her coming among them, and she
thought that the girl’s mind must be getting un-
settled, so she answered :

“Your head looks just as it always does, Tulip ;
but if you want to look in my little glass, you

can.”

She held it out. Nattie had had no view of
herself since the discoloring of her skin by the
hand of the old Indian, save the very imperfe?:t
one which she could obtain by looking in the
spring at the foot of the beech tree, where she
went each day to draw water. When she took
the glass, she screamed aloud, at the first glance,
and said : -

“Oh, how could you say that Ilooked as I al-
ways did? I knew I must look strange, to feel
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so bad, but I never once dreamed that I looked
half as frightful as I do.”

The old squaw glanced toward her daughter,
and murmured :

“ She has forgotten.”

Black - bird nodded.

“What do you see about yourself that-looks so
frightful ?” asked the squaw.

“My skin,” answered Nattie; “it used to be
fair and white ; now it is almost black. My blood
must be turning to ink.”

Black - bird laughed, and said

“Why, have you forgotten that pappy painted
you so a8 to have you the true Indian color?
Do you think that we would have a white girl
around in our cabin so long? Somebody might
have asked whence she came.”

Nattie had indeed forgotten, in the first surprise
and dismay at her appearance, that her skin had
been stained to a swarthy hue; nor had she ever

supposed that the tinge was so deep, or that it
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could be so lasting. She had hoped to see it
gradually and finally disappear.

“Won’t it ever wear off ?’ she said, in a broken
voice.

“No,” answered Black - bird ; “and why should
you wish it to? I think that Torch Eye would
not fancy a white face.”

Nattie was looking at the names which she
had worked on crimson, green and purple strips
of cloth, which were still pinned to a white beam.
She dropped the bit of looking - glass hastily,
and ran toward the door.

“Take them down!” she cried. “I can see
-white beads everywhere, my eyes are full of them ;
so 18 my head. I shall turn intoa pile of white
beads, directly. Can’t anything save me from
turning into white beads?”

" Black - bird picked up her looking - glass rather
angrily, but Nattie’s wild words turned her
thoughts in her direction.

“Put away the pieces of cloth with the names
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worked on them,” said the squaw, “and see to
Tulip while I go out in the forest and gather
some herbs that will calm her brain. I wish that
she had not worked quite so long on the beads ;
though I think she will be better when she has
taken some of my cooling drink. I would not
like to have your father see her as she is
now.” |

Nattie was sitting on her mat, slowly swaying
to and fro. Black -bird took a seat near. The
old squaw tied a wampum on her head and went
forth.

After a short silence, Nattie asked :

“ Aren’t there any Indians living near here?”

“There are some families on the other side of
the forest,” was the answer.

“Why do n’t they come to visit you ?”

“They do, when their chiefs are at home; but
now, I suppose, the women and children are

alone, and have been bidden to stay at home and

work, as we have.”
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“Do n’t your father want you to go abroad when
he is away ?”

141 NO-”

“ Why not ?”

“ Something might happen, without a chief to
protect us. There are animals in the forest that
nuight kill women and children.”

“Oh!” said Nattie, “that would be dreadful.
But don’t any white folks live near here ?”

“No,” answered Black - bird, quickly; “not
any.”

“Yes, there is, Black - bird,” said Fox Heart,
starting up from the bowl of broth which he
was eating by the fire ; “ ever so many at Sibley’s
Corner. They are building houses there, and are
going to cut the woods down, one of these days.”

“ Where did jou hear s0 many lies as that?”
asked Black - bird.

“ My pappy knew it before he went off, and

said that perhaps we should have to move to new

hunting grounds before many moons.”
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Nattie could hardly refrain from smiling at
what she now heard. Black- bird saw it, and
said :

“ You need n’t smile at this news, Tulip ; these
white folks are Canada Frenchmen, as much
worse than Indians as one can tell. You had
better turn into white beads than fall into their
hands.”

“ Why should they touch me ?” said Nattie.

“I thought that you was thinking of going to
them) responded Black - bird, with a sharp glance,
“and only wanted to tell you that you had better
stay where you are.”

The squaw now came in, bringing the herbs.
As she stripped them into the earthernpot, a sweet
" odor was diffused through the cabin, which quieted
Nattie so much that she fell asleep.

While she slept, a horn rang loudly through
the neighboring forest, followed by a succession
of warlike whoops. All the family flew to the

door. The old chief, his son, and several other
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Indians were just ecmerging from ‘the woods.
They soon filled the wigwam with their tall, dark
forms.

“ Where 18 Tulip, that she comes not to meet
Torch Eye?” demanded the old Indian, gazing
around. :

“ The pale - face daughter is ill to -night,” said
the squaw. “She has a troubled brain, and I am
boiling herbs, to easc it.”

“ She is not going to be a sickly weed, I hope,”
said the chief. *“She seemed likely to make a
smart, active squaw, when I left her. If any of
you have done her harm, woe be on you,” he said,
raising his arm, fiercely. She was a gift to me
from the Great Spirit, for my brave son, as I have
told you before. Torch Eye, be not cast down be-
cause the Tulip is pale.and sorry to -night. My
skill shall make her blooming and fair before the
moon shall wane.” |

The young man thus addressed, who was stand-
ing by Black - bird, looking at her basket - work,
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made a courtly bow, but gave no answer to his
father. He was, perhaps, eighteen years old,
tall, straight as an arrow, with a smooth, olive
skin, thick, black locks, and eyes of the same
hue. His dress was better than that of the-sav-
ages in his company, and he wore it with the air

" of a gentleman. In truth, his looks plainly
showed that he was no more than a half brother to
Black - bird and the young papooses. The old
chicf, North Wind, was his father, but he had had
a white mother. The squaw had a jealousy of
him, because she thought that the Indian preferred
him to her children. This was true. North Wind
doted on the child of his white wife, and coveted
for him a companion from the same race.

When they sat down on the ground around the
fire, to eat their bowls of succotash, Torch Eye
looked about for a stool. He would not sit on the
floor, nor did he eat with his fingers, but made

use of a broad - bladed knife, which he drew from

his side pocket.
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“My son has lived among the whites, and got
some of their fashions,” said the old Indian, scc-
ing that these movements were watched, with no
very approving eyes, by the group of savages on
the floor; “but he 1s a brave, true warrior, and
few can shoot the arrow with him.”

After supper, pipes were produced, but Torch
Eye did not smoke. He walked back to the stand
where Black - bird was at her basket-making again.
Fox Heart came along with the strips of cloth on
which Nattie had wrought their names with
beads.

“ Here is writing,” said the boy, holding them
forth,

Touch Eye took them in his hand.

“I know all the letters,” said Light - foot.

“They is our names,” lisped little Sweet Fern.

Torch Eye read them. The last that he came
to was “ Nathalie Norton.”

“Who is that ?” he asked.

“That is Tulip,” said Fox Heart. It was her
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white name. She made the letters ; but now her
head is wrong, and she thinks that it is full of
white beads.” -

“Do n’t talk more than you know, Fox Heart,”
said the old squaw, sharply.

Torch Eye looked toward his'step - mother, and
she turned her head away.

When the Indians who were visitors had with-
drawn to their tent, which they had pitched close
by, and Torch Eye had gone with them, the old
Indian went up to Nattie, who was still sleeping
on her mat, and looked at her attentively. He
then took a vial from his pocket, poured half its
contents into a basin of water, and laved her face,
neck and arms several times. She grew whiter at
each laving. The old squaw brought the herbs
which she had cooked. He told her to drink the
dose herself, for he had a draught of his own
choosing for Tulip.

“Why don’t you give it to her, then?” she

said, looking sullen.

Google



128 1he Dad Girl.

*“I shall wait till she can talk to me and tell me
her 1lls,” he said.

Then, taking some fresh water, he poured into
it the remaining contents of the vial,and bathed
Nattie’s face three times.
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CHAPTER XI.

TORCH EYE.

'T an early hour on the following
y morning, Nattie awoke. The first

9 gight which met her gaze was the

garments which she had worn on the
night in which she was seized by the Indian, hang-
ing on a stick close to her head. She started up
with surprise and delight. There were the brown
delaine dress, the white apron, the balmoral hose,
and the boots. She had never expected to scc
them again, or to know their fate. They were
taken from her during her unconscious journeying

into the wilderness, and her dress had since been
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the coarse, cotton fabric of the Indian children.
She had often wished to ask for her clothes, but
dared not venture to do so. Now here they were,
at her side, looking just as she had last seen
them. Nattie silently thanked God for the
sight, and there was genuine gratitude in her
heart. |

1t seemed to be the intention that she should
put on the garments. The company were all
sleeping around her when she rose and commenced
the task. In a few moments she felt and looked
quite like her former self.

“If I couldfind Black - bird’s looking - glass,”
- she whispered,stepping softly toward the spot where
the Indian girl’s cast - off garments lay, “ I would
just like to take a peep at myself this morning ; .
though I suppose my black face will scare me so
much that I sha’n’t take much comfort in seeing
my clothes. But I'll look, though, if I can find the

glass.”

She searched Black - bird’s pocket, and was suc-
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cessful. Then, stepping aslightly as she could
toward one of the openings which served as win-
dows, she held up the fragment of mirror and
looked in. Her surprise was great when she saw
that her face was quite restored to its .original
color.

What had occurred since last night? She al-
most thought that her prayers were answered,—
that her father had come, and delivered her from
captivity.

But she looked toward the sleeping forms, and
now noticed that the old chief’s place was occu-
pied. A chill struck to her heart as she thought
that her appearance had been improved that she
might be presented, in a more favorable aspect, to
the dreaded Torch Eye. She had been many
times told that the boy would return with his
father, and that she was deétined to be his wife.
Nattie looked toward the sleepers again,but count-
ed only the mats of the old chief, his squaw, the
three papooses, and Black - bird: “ Perhaps, then,
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Torch Iiye has not come;” this thought was a
relief. She stepped toward the door, but, ere she
gained it, a shadow darkened the opening, and a
young man stood before her astonished eyes. He
gazed at her with a slight smile, and stood aside,
as1f to let her pass out. But while she looked,
her sight was dazzled, so she saw but half of
his figure, and in trying to run by him, she came
in contact with that half which her imperfect vis-
1on had rendered invisible. He put out his arm
to save her from falling, and when she was fairly
beyond him, she turned and said :

“ Excuse me. I could see but half of you.
my head has got strange, and sometimes my sight
serves me a bad turn.”

“I am sure you don’t look as if you were
blind,” said the young man, gazing at the trim
figure before him.

“I’m not blind,” was the answer; “only the
beads have got in my head, and make me see

wrong, sometimes.”
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“Do you, then, work with beads so much?”
asked the stranger.

“Oh, all summer,—every long, long day,” Nat-
tie answered ; “and always with white ones. I
don’t believe that any others would be as bad ;
but they dazzle so! I often see white beads
everywhere.”

“You don’t see any about me, do you?” asked
the youth, smiling.

“No,” answered Nattie, regarding him. “I sece
you just as you are now ; but, perhaps, in a min-
ute, I shall see but half of you, or see flowers and
letters in white beads, all over your elothes.”

“Well, while you can see me as I really am,
won’t you please tell me what you think of me,
and whom you take me to be?”

Nattie looked at her new acquaintance again,
and said :

“1 think that you are quite like white people.”

Then some recollections of what Black - bird

had told her, yesterday, in regard to a company
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of Canadian Frenchmen that had come into that
region, and of their great wickedness, passed
through her mind, and she added :

“I'm sure, I don’t know who you are, but I
hope that you are not a Canada man.”

Nattie made a move as if she would re - enter the
wigwam, but the youth seemed to wish to detain
her yet a while longer.

“Why do you hope that I am not a Canada
man ?” he asked.

“ Because they are enemies to us,” Nattie an-
swered.

“To you and me ?”

“No; to Indians.”

“ Then you and I are not Indians ?”

“1 am not,” she said.

“So I see,” he answered; “ yet you live with
them.”

“I was brought here,” she said, looking un-

easily toward the cabin.

“Your name is Nathalie,” he said.
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“I am called Tulip,” she answered.

“But I read the name, ¢ Nathalie Norton,’ in
the cabin, last night, and was told by Fox Heart
that it was yours,” he said.

“Then, you know our folks?” she remarked,
quickly.

“I do,” he returned. ® There were visitors
with you last night, but you were wearied out
and sleeping, so you were not called to join the
company.”

“The chief has got home,” said Nattie; “I
saw him sleeping on his mat this morning, when
I awoke.”

“Yes; are you glad?”

“I don’t know. Could you tell me

whether his son came with him or not?”

“ Nattie asked this question with averted eyes.
“He did,” was the answer.

“Do you know him ?”

“Yes; I may say that I have some acquaint-

ance with Torch Eye.”
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“What is he like ?”

“I would not want to say much in his favor,”
was the response.

“Well, you had better not say anything against

him, for his father 1s just within, and may be
awake. He thinks very highly of his son.”
. “I have reason to believe it,” was the answer.
“I called to bid the old chief good morning, as
my companions and I must be gone on a hunting
expedition, full soon; but he is sleeping, so I will
call on my return.”

“Do you wish me totell him who called?”
asked Nattie, feeling some desire to learn the
‘name of the dark-eyed young man, who had
something Indian in his dress, but whose manners
were like those of white people.

“You may tell him that Augustus Reid called,
and had a pleasant interview with his little adopted
daughter, Nathalie.”

Nattie bowed, and the young man took his
leave. Suddenly, while the little girl’s eyes were

Google



Torch Eye. 137

bent thoughtfully on the damp, dark ground in

front of the wigwam, she saw that name,

“ Augustus Reid,”—stretched out in great, white
bead letters, at her feet. But, strange to tell,
the next moment she saw another name, and one
which she dreaded ever to think of, written directly

below the first one. The second one was, “ Torch

»

Eye.

Nattie put her hands to her eyes, and returned
to the interior of the wigwam. The old chief
was sitting up, looking about him, in all direc-
tions. He soon discovered Nattie, and called
out :

“Ho, my gay Tulip! has she been abroad
glready, to brighten the morning with her beauty ?
The eyes of old North Wind are gladdened by the
sight of her, looking even as when the Great
Spirit sent her forth from the white man’s door,
to become a child of the forest, the bold red man’s
bride. They tell me that some dimness has come

to the bright eyes of the Tulip. She must make
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known to the old chief the tale of its coming,
that he may drive it away by using the arts which
the medicine - man of a great tribe taught him ,.
when his years were few and his feet nimble as
the deer on the mountains.”

These words roused the old squaw and her pa-
pooses. Black - bird sat up and stared blankly at
Nattie, till a dark frown élouded her brow and
flashes of anger shot from her murky, black
eyes. She had noticed the hue of Nattie’s skin
and the garb which she wore. The sight filled her
with wrath and jealousy. Fox Heart exclaimed :

“Tulip has turned white since yesterday ; is it
because she is Torch Eye’s bride, pappy ?”

The old chief laughed aloud, and said :

“W ho knows but it may be because she is goon
to behold her future chief? though some moons
must wax and wane before their marriage morning.
Tulip must grow to woman’s hight, and Torch
Il’ye must learn the warrior’s life, before he takes

the bride to his own wigwam.”
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The old squaw looked scowlingly toward Nattie,
who stood leaning on a bench not far from the
chieftain.

“Get you to the spring by the beech - tree,
and draw water for filling the pot,” she said ;
“we want no white idlers in our cabin. If your
sick face is put on to get you ease, it will be best
cured by work and the green hide.”

Nattie droopingly took the two heavy buckets
and started for the door. As she went down the
well - trodden path, her head was full of strange
sounds. She thought, at first, that it was the
murmuring of the rivulet which supplied the spring,
but the sounds grew louder and more confusing.
She erred in her steps, and reeled against a great
tree. She would have fallen heavily to the earth
had not the arm of the old chief saved her.

“The brain of the pale-face is hurt,” he said.
“I must search for the remedies of the red medi-
cine - man, before the sun reaches his half - way

house this day. The gift of the Great Spirit to
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the Indian shall be treated as the future bride of
his son.”

North Wind took Nattie up in his blanket, and
carried her back to the wigwam.

“What matter now?” asked the old squaw,
when he entered with his burden.

‘He did not answer, but, placing Nattic on the
settee, went to the fire, where the pot of herbs
still simmered.

“ What herbs have you got in the pot?” he at
length asked, turning to the old squaw.

“Such as are good for dizzy, two -sighted
heads,” she answered. “But you spurned my
hand. You would not let the white squaw drink
the healing balm of the woods, that I toiled to
make for her good. See what better health you
can pour from the vials of the red medicine-man.”

The c;ld Indian tasted the contents of the pot,
then dipped up a small quantity in a cup, added
to it some drops from a vial, and carried the dose

to Nattie.
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“ Drink and be healed, child of the pale - face,”
he said.

Nattie regarded him earnestly, as he spoke, and
said, slowly :

“Ican see half of a cup in your hand.”

“Take hold of the half that you can see,” he
answered, “and you will find that it is a whole
- cup, Tulip.”

She did as directed, passing her fingers around
the brim.

- “Why, so it is,” she said, looking pleased to
find it thus.

“Drink,” he said.

She raised the cup to her lips, and after it was
drained, looked steadfastly in the bottom of it, '
for some moments.

“What is there?” asked the chief.

“ Augustus Reid’s eyes,” said Nattie, still gaz-
ing intently.

“Ho! What! Haveyouseen Augustus Reid,
then ?” asked the old Indian, eagerly.
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“He came this morning, while you slept,
to bid you good - bye before he went to the hunt ;
and he told me to tell you that he would call on
his return.”

“ And what did you think of Augustus Reid,
my Tulip of the woods ?” asked old North Wind,

looking closely in the young girl’s face as he put
the question. |

“I thought well of him,” answered Nattie.

The chief seemed pleased and satisfied.

Google




CHAPTER XII. -

FLAGGING.

she was quite herself, and could assist in
the house - work, or :ioin the group in
the lichter work of basket - making. Bead em-
broidery was, by command of the old chief, en-
tirely put aside ; for Nattie could not even behold
others at work on it without directly seeing white
beads everywhere, and imagining her eyes to be
full of them.

But she gained, visibly, as cool weather came

on, more through rest and recreation, probably,

Google



144  The Bad Girl.

than from the remedics administered by the hand
of the old chief, who had not much skill, though
a strong dcsire to heal the young Tulip,—the
Great Spirit’s gift, as he invariably styled her.
Old North Wind stayed at home now, week
after week. He made new bows, pointed his
arrows, and patched the wigwam. He was
gloomy and taciturn much of the time. Something

seemed to weigh heavily on his mind. But Nat-

tie had never felt so bright and cheery since her
capture as she did for weeks after her interview
with Augustus Reid. She marveled that he did
not come again to-the wig{vam, as he had said that
he would do, and wondered if he had not called, on
some of the days when her head had been dazed,
so that she had forgotten his visit, or, perhaps, not
been aware of it. She at length concluded to sce
what information Fox Heart could give her, and
began to question him one night,when Black - bird
and her mother were abroad in the forest, gath-

ering nuts, and the old chief sleeping on his mat.
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“We don’t have much company, do we, Fox
Heart ?” she asked.

“You know as well as I that we don’t,” said
the boy, who was trimming a little basket which
he had just made, by cutting off, with a pair of
dull shears, the projecting sticks around the rim.

“Black - bird said once, that, when the chiefs
got home to their families there would be visiting,”
said Nattie, trying to help Fox Heart at his work.

Light -foot and little Sweet Fern were near
by, to pick up the sticks as they fell, and form

of them what théy called trees, wigwams, an-
imals and men. This was a favorite amusement

‘with the two young papooses.

“I wish that somebody would come,” contin-
ued Nattie, “for I get lonesome.”

“ Pappy is troubled,” said Fox Heart, * and the
sight of folks makes him worse, so they don’t
come to see him.”

“ What is the matter with him ?”’ asked Nattie,

in a whispersand with a cautious glance toward
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the sleeping chief. She had still a very decided
fear of the stern -faced man.

> answered Kox

“He mourns for Torch Eye,’
Heart ; “but mammy do n’t, nor Black - bird. I
guess they are glad.”

“Is his son dead ?” asked Nattie, experiencing,
in spite of herself, a feeling of relief.

“Not so0,” said Fox Heart; “but he has gone
afar.”

“Will he not return ?”

“ That pappy does n’t know; nor can he tell
where the youth has fled. When he came home,
some moons ago, Torch Eye and a band of war-
riors were with him, but they soon left, and
Torch Eye has been here but once since.”

“Did he see me ?” asked Nattie, quickly.

“Yes; but your head was wrong that day, and
you did n’t seem to mind him at all. Pappy tried
to have you, but it was no use; your eyes were

shut up and would n’t open. Black - bird laughed,
and so did mammy. Then pappy ‘scowled, and
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theyt laughed no more. I can’t tell why he
scowled.”

“Do you like Torch Eye?” asked Nattie.

“Yes; but not so much, because mammy
don’t want me to. He is n’t but half her boy, so
she says that he do n’t like us, and we need n’t
mind about him.”

“ How does he look ?”

“Most as tall as pappy, and he wears black
clothes.”

“And a blanket?”

“Yes, sometimesy and feathers in his cap.”

“Is his face like Black - bird’s ?”

“No.” |

“ Like yours ?”

“No.”

“ Like his father’s ?”

“ Not much.”

“ Like whose, then ?”

“I don’t know, perhaps like his white mother’s

was ; and she has been dead more moons than I
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know. I can not count so many on all my fin-
gers, if I try.”

“Has anybody else been here when I was sick
and stupid ?” asked Nattie.

“No,” said Fox Heart ; “not anybody. Torch
Eye looked at you that day, very sober. Then
he and pappy went off in the woods and talked
ever 80 long. When they came back, Torch Eye
said good - bye to us all, and told us that he was
going a long journey; but we didn’t care much
about that. Pappy has been as you see him
ever since.”

Nattie looked again toward the old Indian.
His head was bowed on his broad breast,
and his whole attitude was one of dejection and
grief. It made Nattie feel sad to see him thus,
for he was kinder to her than any of the rest of
the wild people by whom she was surrounded, and

she thought within herself :
“ I'll remember poor old North Wind when I

pray.”
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Nattie had, also, of late, mentioned Aagustus
Reid in her prayers. She asked that he might
return and free her from her wearisome captivity.
She had become discouraged in praying for her
father’s coming ; but this brave - looking youth
had inspired her with a fresh faith, so she had
formed the habit of naming him in her nightly
prayers.

As the winter drew near, the Indians be-
gan to speak of leaving their home in the forest,
to journey into the land of the whites, after their
usual custom. But what was to be done with
Nattie? She was not able to take the journey,
nor could she be left behind, alone. There were
many consultations; and at last they concluded to
take her to the wigwam of a neighboring Indian,
who was obliged to tarry at home, owing to his
age and infirmities. His hut was on the borders
of the forest, a few miles distant. Poor Nattie
wished to go the journey, for she thought that the

Indians might take their former route, and that
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she could gain her native village once more.
But Black - bird said that they would never again
go that way. They would travel north this time,
over the Canada border, perhaps.

Many days were spent in making preparations.
The old squaw scrubbed and packed in a bag the
little stock of utensils necessary for cooking.
The tasteful willow baskets, in many varieties of
form and finish, were put in as compact form as
possible. The beaded moccasins and pin-cushions,
on which Nattie had wrought so patiently and so
much to her own detriment, were brought forth,

- carefully wrapped, and packed in leathern port-
manteaus.

Nattie watched the process in sadness. It had
been the wish of her heart, when her fingers were
making those names and mottoes, that some of
them might reach her mother’s hand, and find a
place on the work - tablg at which she was accus-
tomed to sit, when.not too feeble, and sew for her

family. She almost thought, too, that some in-
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stinct might reveal to her mother’s heart that the
pin-cushion was the work of her little, lost daugh-
ter’s hand, or that some familiar turn of the let-
ters might arrest her attention, and cause her to
exclaim :

“ Thus Nattie used to write.”

But the Indians were not going in the direction
of Nattie’s old home; and, even had they been,
how could Nattie know that she still had a moth-

er there? This was hardly likely, as the poor
woman was 80 low at the time of her little girl’s
loss.

“ We shall have rare, good times,” said Fox

Heart, when things were nearly ready for a start ;
“we shall see all the pale faces. It is most too bad

that you can’t go; but white girls are n’t fit to
march. Pappy had to bring you on his back all
the way here, and you was dreadful tired, and
slept, and slept. White squaws are not much
worth. I guess pappy will bring you home a
bright handkerchief, and, perhaps, a red gown,
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because you worked at the beads so well. I shall
have some money, too, when I sell my little bas-
kets, and what shall Fox Heart buy for the Tu-
lip ?”

“If you could get a spelling book,” answered
Nattie, *1I might teach you to read.”

“1 know all the letters that you do, now,” said
Fox Heart, “and what 1s the use for me to learn
any more? No, I think I shall get you a long
wampum, or ared feather for your head.”

“1I don’t want either of those,” said Nattie;
“for why should I look like a wild Indian ?”

® Then, what shall I buy for you?” asked Fox
Heart, getting discouraged.

“If you could find a pair of thick, woolen mit-
tens or gloves, to save my hands when I pick
fuel in the forest on cold days, I would like them
well,” returned Nattie; “though, if they cost
very much, it is no matter.”

“ What sick hands the pale - faces have |” said

the boy, contemptuously. “I would not have
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such things on me; though, if you want them,
I’ll try and not forget.” '

The day on which the company were intending
to set out on their journey, Nattie’s head had a
turn, and the old chief concluded to bring the
Indian family, in whose charge she was to be left,
- to his own wigwam. Accordingly, this was done.

“Be wary and careful of this young maiden,”
said the old chief, “my Tulip, the gift of the
Great Spirit for my son Torch Eye, when he
shall come to be of his father’s mind, and return
to claim her. Youth hath not the wisdom of the
head that many moons have shone upon, but the
Great Spirit is over all. Farewell, Tulip. When
the sun comes again from his winter house, and
brings the buds and birds with him, the old chief
hopes to greet thee at his cabin door ; and he will
bring in his hand an offering from thy former
people, the pale -faces.”

All the little papooses shouted good - bye ; . and
even the old squaw and Black -bird, who had
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shown least regard for Nattie, turned a regretful
look toward her as they went out from the wig-
wam, equipped for their long journey into the

land of the whites.
It was the last of November when they went

away, and the ground was already covered with

SNnOwW.
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CHAPTER XIII.

DESPOTISM.

T was rather dull for a while, after the
old chief and his family left. Nattie was

sullen and unsocial, not inclined to make
the acquaintance of her new keepers.
The three squaws were stupid and idle. They
smoked or slept nearly all the time. The old
Indian, —Cat - head, was his name, — sat on his
mat, fretting over his pains, and complaining
because his children did not take better care of
him in his age. The boy stayed in the forest,
hunting weasels, or, when in the hut, roasted nuts
in the coals, and ate them all himself.

It was not long before Nattie discovered that
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these new house - keepers were not as tidy as the
old squaw had been. They did not scrape and
scour the kettle after the succotash was boiled ;
and, at length, the broth cooked in it became bitter,
and Nattie could not eat it. They did not wash
the wooden bowls after using them, but merely
rinsed them with cold water, so they became
greasy and slimy with the thick broth.

These things stirred Nattie’s wrath; and, one
day, when the succotash was unsalted, burnt, and
altogether unrelishable, she flamed out :

“You are nasty squaws, and you make such
mean broth that I can’t eat it.”

“Then let the pale -face make the broth her-
self,” said the youngest, with a sullen frown.

“I will,” returned Nattie; “ or, I will teach
you to make it as the old chief’s wife made hers.”

“We can cook broth good enough for ourselves
now,” sald the oldest; * let them that want bet-
ter, make it, if they can.”

“I know that I can make better,” answered
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Nattie ; “ but you shall clean the kettle for me.”

“ Clean it, yourself,” said the youngest.

“I won’t clean it myself,” retorted Nattie, with
flashing eyes. “ You have been burning the broth
on it, day after day, without once scraping or
scouring 1t, and the ones that fouled it shall clean
it.”

The squaws looked at each other, and the old
man wheezed and coughed. Nattie turned to the
oldeést squaw, and said, with an air of authority :

“Pink Ear, scrape the dinner - pot ; soak it, and
wash it till it is as clean and smooth as glass;
for that is as it was when you began your house -
work here.”

The squaw gave an insolent grunt, and sat still.
Nattie went to the table, and, from a small
drawer, drew forth a sheet of paper, on which she
began to write with a pencil made of coal. The
squaws soon commenced to whisper together, and
the youngest approached the place where Nattie

was seated.
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“ What white squaw doing ?” she asked.

“ She is writing a letter,” said Nattie, without
looking up. '

“ Who she write letter to? ”

“To the great chief, North Wind, her friend.”

“ What she say to the old chief? ”

“She is telling him that the people whom he
got to take care of his Tulip, are lazy, saucy,
dirty creatures, who smoke and sleep, and burn the
kettle, make bad broth, and foul the wigwam
by their filthy habits.”

The three squaws looked at each other, and
whispered again. They were quite overawed by
Nattie’s determined air, while their stupidity and
ignorance prevented them from considering the
unlikelihood of Nattie’s letter ever reaching the
strolling company of Indians, and coming into the
chieftain’s hands ; and soon the girl had the satis-
faction of hearing an old fire-iron rasping away
at the bottom of the dinner - pot.

Her plan succeeded, and she put by her writ-
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ing for the time. Blue Top, the second squaw,
now came, and asked quite humbly what it was in
the keeping of the cabin that she complained of?

“*You do n’t shake the mats, or air the blank-
ets and fold them, or sweep the floor, or dust the
table and place it ; and you‘let cobwebs hang all
around on the beams, which is a scandalous sight,
and let the dinner bowls be as filthy as a pig’s
trough.” _

Nattie paused to take breath. The youngest
squaw had now joined her sister, and both stood
gazing with as much surprise as their stupid faces
were capable of wearing.

* All these things I shall write down to send to
the chief, North Wind ; he will be very angry,
for he likes to have good care taken of his cabin ;
and he also wished me to be spared from much
‘work, because my head is yet bad.”

Nattie paused again, and looked at her audit-

ors. The old man was speaking in a low tone to

Pink Ear, who still toiled at the huge dinner pot,
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on the ground, near the fire. His face and tones
indicated his interest.

“You had better mind the white squaw,” he
sald ; “ for the old chief thinks much of her. She
may tell him a tale that will displease him,‘on his
return ; for I see that she hath a fiery spirit. If
the old chief should get angered, he might do us
much harm.”

Pink Ear bowed her head in silence. Nattie
now began to show Blue Top how to shake the
-mats, how to fold the blankets and arrange them in
a pile, while Brown Wren, the youngest of the
three, was set to scalding the begrimed water -
buckets and wooden bowls.

It took several days to get things arranged to
Nettie’s mind. She sent the boy to the forest for
hemlock twigs of which to make brooms; and
even the poor old man was driven out to cut some
long, smooth poles on which to tie the hemlock.
With these, she set the squaws sweeping down

the festoonery of cobwebs which over - spread the
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beams of the wigwam, and carrying out the litter
and rubbish.

Nattie made herself reigning queen. She had
been a humble subject for many months, and now
the more keenly enjoyed bending others to her
will. Her domineering disposition showed itself
in full deformity.- It was not dead or subdued,
and only wanted opportunity to make itself felt.

Nattie now quite forgot her prayers. Had she
prayed and been honest, she would have said :

“Thank God that I've got the upper hands of
these lazy, stupid Indians, and that I have the
power to make them do my bidding. May it be
long continued to me.”

Nattie was an unlimited despot. She used her
power in the most unscrupulous manner. She
set unnecessary tasks, from the mere love of see-
ing them performéd. She found her pleasure in
the toil and disquietude of her subjects. She
would not suffer the poor, old, sick Indian, Cat -
head, to draw a mat or blanket from the pile, by
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day, but he must sit, or lie, on the ground, wrap-
ping himself, as best he could, in his thread - bare
- plaid. This was nothing short of cruelty; for
the poor creature’s rheumatism and pains - were
agoravated by the deprivation. It angered Nat-
tie to hear him cough and wheeze as he often did,
for hours together, but she would not suffer the
squaws to brew herbs, which they said would heal
him, because of the smoke and steam which it
would occasion in the wigwam.

She set the boy sewing weasel skins together
~ to make her a cap and muff’; and the squaws she
kept at basket - making, early and late, when they
were not doing anything else, because she had
heard that a French peddler was coming that way,
to whom she hoped to sell the baskets, and obtain
some finery to deck her own person.

Nattie was now so absorbed in her own selfish-
ness that she thought of naught else. Her lost home
was no longer mourned over as it had been; for

there, she was subject to others ; here, she was first.
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Power was very sweet to her little heart. If her
subjects showed any signs of revolt, she applied
the spur, by threatening to report their short -
comings to old North Wind, without delay.

The poor squaws had few opportunities to
lounge, smoke and take their ease.

When Nattie had been reigning queen of the
wigwam about two months, there came a visitor.
It was Augustus Reid. He looked rather melan-
choly, and asked for the old chief. Nattie said
that he had gone a journey with his family.

“ And left you to the care of strangers? ”

“Iam very well provided for,” said Nattie;
“and they will all get home again, in the spring.”

“I think that your head was troubled when I
saw you last,” said the youth, looking at her
kindly ; “ has it now got well 7 ”

“It 18 almost well,” answered Nattie;“I do
not see white beads now, nor hear a rushing like
loud waters, as I did.”

“ Do you make pin - cushions now, or write let-
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ters on broadcloth, as you did when I first saw
you? ”

“No; but I workon willow a little, It has
been a long time since you were here last. Have
you been hunting ever since then?”

The young man hesitated and smiled, but
finally answered, Yes.”

“ Did you see any white folks where you went ? ”

“I saw many,” he returned. “ They used to
be your people, I infer, from the color of your
skin. Why are you living among Indians now ? ”

Nattie colored. She dared not tell her ques-
tioner that she had been stolen from her home
and brought to the forest, so she said, evasively :

“I have been here what seems to me a long
time, and am pretty well contented.”

“ That is strange,” said the young man, thought-

fully.

“ Why, you associate with red men, and enjoy
it, thoﬁgh you are not of their race any more than
I am,” said Nattie.
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“Ah, yes, I am an Indian,” returned the youth,
in a regretful tone; “that is, my father is a red
man, and my mother was a pale - face.”

. “Is your mother dead ?”

He bowed.

“ And your father?”

“Is living, I suppose; though I may never
behold his face again.”

The young man looked around the wigwam, and
drew a heavy sigh, as he spoke thus.

Nattie pitied him.

“Why may you not see your father?” she
asked.

“He 18 angry with me,” was the response.

“ He may not always be s0.”

“ Ah, the Indian is slow to forgive. He has
laid his commands upon me. I am to obey them,
or see him no more.”

“Does he wish you to do any bad or wicked

thing, then? ” asked Nattie.
“ He wishes me to do that which I think would
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be wrong,” answered the youth, looking at the lit-
tle girl with a steady gaze. |

Nattie was silent. She did not like to ask the
young man what it was that his father wished him
to do, which he considered so wrong, though she
hoped that he would tell her ; but he did not seem
thus inclined ; so, after a while, she said :

“ Surely, your father does not wish you to kill
or steal ?”

“ Not exactly,” was the response; “though, I
believe, he wishes me to receive and retain as my
own, stolen goods.”

“ That would certainly be wrong,” said Nattie.

“So I think,” said the young man, rising.
“But we will not talk more of it now. You
seem to be a nice housekeeper. I have not, in
all my travels, seen so nice a cabin as this. Is it
your work? It seems too much for your small
hands.”

“I have three squaws,” answcred Nattie,

proudly. “They are in the woods now, gathering
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nuts. The old chief, North Wind, left them to
help me, so I tell them how, and they do most of
the work. That old man, complaining in the
corner, is their father. He is a trying old crea-
ture, and I wish that I could be rid of him.”

“ He seems to be sick,” said the youth.

“I suppose he is; but he is, also, very dirty
and disagreeable.”

Nattie said this with a proud toss of her head,
and added : “ But you will tarry and take a bowl
of broth with us, for I have some on the fire, of
my own making, which, I think, will be very
good.”

The youth assented, and Nattie laid mats on the
clean ground, brought the smooth, white, wooden
bowls, which the squaws’ hands now scoured and
scalded each day, and dished out the steaming
contents of the soup kettle.

Augustus Reid ate with a hearty relish, and
said that the succotash was the best that he ever
tasted. Nattie was much gratified by ‘this com-
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pliment, and insisted on filling his bowl a second
time.

After dispatching this, he went to the table and
examined the willow -work. Then he asked if
she would not show him the names which he once
saw lettered with white beads on broadcloth.”

She opened a drawer and drew them out. "He
looked them over and selected hers at once.

“I would like to keep this,” he said.

She was silent.

“May 1?” he added.

“It 18 but a trifle,” she answered; “I don’t
suppose they will care.”

“ When you work in beads again,” he said, “ I
hope that you will make my name.”

“I think I shall,” answered Nattie. |

“He looked at her with a pleased smile, held
out his hand, and said :

“Good - bye, Nathalie.”

How strange, and yet how grateful that name

sounded 1n‘her ears !
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DISASTER.

in places where the snow had drifted
away, they talked together concerning
the hardships of their lives at the wigwam.

“ Woe was the day we left our own cabin and
came to this side of the forest,” said Pink Ear.
“ At home we could smoke, and eat, and take our
ease, but here we are driven about by the white
papoésg , 80 that there 18 no rest for the poor squaw
by day nor night, for when she lies down to

sleep, she thinks of the toils of the morrow, and
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her dreams are made bitter, and she wakes in
the morning scared and weary.”

“When I think of the buckets of water which
I bear, each day, from the spring at the foot of

2

the beech - tree,” said Brown Wren, “for the
scalding of the wooden bowls and the washings
of the towels, I am like to wish the sun had
never risen that saw me leave my own hut for the
wigwam of the great chief, and I pray that the
Great Spirit may soon relieve us all from this
wretched way of life.”

“I would not cry so bitterly,” said Blue Top,
“at the toils of sweeping, and the lifting of the
heavy mats and blankets each morning and night,
if our father, the poor, old, bowed -down Cat-
head, were well treated. But he is hooted at,
and his pains are doubled by his privations; for
he can not have his mat or blankets by day, but
he must sit or lie on the damp earth ; nor can he

have a bath of herbs for his cough, because the

smell does not happen to please the nose of the
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proud, white squaw. Sisters, it is often in my
mind that we take our insulted father, and return
to our own cabin beyond the wilderness.” |

“He can not walk,” said Brown Wren; “how
could we get him there ?”

“We could make a small sledge and draw
him,” said Blue Top; “our brother, the young
Cat - head, would help us with his brave arm.”

Brown Wren looked toward Pink Ear, who had
found a handful of nuts under the leaves, and
sat down on a fallen tree to eat them. DBut the
old squaw shook her head, slowly.

“The young white squaw would not suffer us to
depart in peace,” she said.

“We will go in the night, when shé is asleep,”
said Brown Wren; “and she does not know the
way that we go, so she can not follow our path.”

“Yes, we will steal away under cover of dark-
ness,” said Blue Top, her dark, stupid face bright-
ening at the prospect of escaping from her pres-

ent life of toil and servitude.
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*“ We can not get away without the pale - face’s
knowledge ; she hath sharp eyes and quick ears,”
said Pink Kar;  besides, if' we left her alone,
and she came to harm, then the old chief, who
bade us stay by her, saying that he would reward
us on his return, will be very angry, and we shall
all perish by his tomahawk. Nay, sisters, there
is no way for us to do but bide patiently the old
chief’s coming. The time of his absence is half
expired already, so let us take courage.”

“T don’t see how old North Wind can think so
high of the hateful, young white squaw,” said
Brown Wren.

“No more do I,” added Blue Top ; “ she seems
to me the Bad Spirit’s own papoose.”

“If I could see her brought down to bite dust,
I would not fret for the water I now carry to
scald the wooden bowl from which she eats,” said
Brown Wren ; and a lowering vengeance gleamed

in her murky eye.

A ringing sound, as of an ax laid stoutly to
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" the root of a tree, was now heard. The three
squaws gathered close together and listened.
Similar sounds soon followed, and human voices
also were heard, at intervals, in the dis-
tance.

“The ax of the white man!” said Brown
Wren.

“The volices of the Krenchmen!” said Blue
Top.

“Woe! woe! we arelost,” cried Pink Ear, start-
ing hastily toward the wigwam. “The Canaders
have come to cut down the forest ; they will burn
our cabins, and kill or banish us from the hunt-
ing grounds of our fathers.”

While the three frighted women tried to make
good their escape, the crash of falling trees re-
sounded through the forest, followed by shouts of
exultation from what seemed a score of rough
throats. They were, indeed, those Canadian French
that Black - bird had once told Nattie were settling

at Sibley’s corner, a small town six or eight miles
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distant, and were, so the Indian girl had repre-
sented, much more to be dreaded than the red man.
The surrounding forest had come into the pos-
session of a company of Yankee pioneers,who were
" moving in these French to cut it down, and help
transport the lumber to market.

Before the squaws could escape from the woods,
they were seen by a scout of French, sent out to
make a circuit in that direction. The men at
once set up a cry of’:

“Indian squaws! Indian squaws! Come on,
boys; there is a wigwam somewhere not far off.
Let us give them a call, and get some hot succo-
tash to go with our cold lunch.”

The party of Canadians rushed on, at the top
of their speed, and gained the opening before the
cabin just as the squaws were disappearing with-
in the doors. Nattie was sitting at the table
where Augustus Reid had left her half an hour
before. She had taken from a drawer some

strips of cloth, and was thinking which color to
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select for the printing of the young man’s name.
A skein of horse hair and a bowl of white beads
were placed near. She was just smoothing a strip
of rich, purple cloth on her knee, being the color
chosen, while her dark eyes wore an expression
of pleasure, when the terrified shrieks of the three
squaws, bursting rudely into the enclosure,
caused her to start to her feet, and face them
with an angry aspect.

“What do you mean by this uproar? What
uncivilized savages you are !” she cried. |

Before she had finished speaking, the fuce of a
white man showed itself at the door. -

- “The French have come to burn and murder
us,” cried Pink Ear, while she and her sisters be-
gan to pull down the pile of mats with which to
hide themselves from the eyes of their enemies.

The old Indian, Cat-head, cast a glance be-
hind him, and seeing three white men entering,
dropped his head on his breast, and commenced a
dismal howl.
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Nattie alone seemed undismayed. To her, the
sight of a white face was cheering. She eame
forward to greet them, but their manners soon
convinced her that they had not come as friends.
They winked at each other, and talked in a lan-
guage which Nattie could not understand. Only
now and then a few words were intelligible,
and from these Nattie gathered that they were
profane, reckless men, who would delight in law-
lessness and cruelty.

Pretty soon one of them swaggered up to the
five, and gave the old Indian a rude kick, at
which he cried out with fear and pain. Next he
grabbed the kettle of succotash, and jerked it
~ from 1its place, spilling a part of the contents on
‘the ground. He made signs to Nattie to bring
him some dishes, which she either did not under-
stand or did not choose to heed ; so the man
seized the water buckets, dashed their contents on
the floor, turned the broth into them, and then,
calling his companions, they drew some large
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spoons from their vests, and commenced eating,
jabbering in their strange dialect, and laughing in
loud, hoarse voices.

Nattie began to tremble with apprehension of
coming evil. She went softly back to the table,
and put in her pocket the purple cloth and white
beads on which she was about to commence work
when so rudely interrupted. She had hardly
done this when one of the three intruders ap-
proached her, and said, in imperfect English :

“Is you Indian gal ?”

Nattie knew not what response to make.

“Youd best tell,” the man continued.

“Do I look like one?” Nattie asked.

~“I has seen most as white squaws as you,” re-
turned the man. * What say? Indian, or no In-
dian ?”

Nattie was silent from fear.

“Oh, well,” he answered, turning away, ® no
matter ; all be alike to - morrow.”

Then he and his companions drank from a
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great, black bottle which he produced from his
pocket, and soon they became like furious fiends,

tearing and rending through the wigwam. The

squaws were dragged from their hiding - places,
the old man and boy were pelted with huge, hard
_snbw - balls, the mats and blankets were thrown
on the fire, the willow baskets and the moccasins
with which Nattie had purposed to buy herself
finery, soon followed, and when she screamed
and ran forward as if to rescue them from the
flames, she received a blow which sent her reel-
ing to the ground.

They kept up their work of destruction till
night came on; and then, firing the wigwam in
a dozen different places, they fled away by the
light of it. In five minutes it was all in a glow.
The poor Indians, stupefied with terror, made no
efforts to escape, and perished miserably in the
flames. |

When the great moon came up above the

" eastern horizon, it shone on the blackened ruins -
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of the wigwam, and on a lone, hapless, disfigured
girl, who dipped her smarting hands in the cold
spring at the foot of the beech tree, and with
them bathed her fiery lips and eyelids. This was
Nattie. Her clothing was more than half con-
sumed. The anguish of the burns was mad-
dening ; and the dreadful scenes through which
she had passed had almost frozen her soul with
terror. It seemed as if the poor child had fled
from the fire to perish from cold and hunger in
the forest, even if the unfeeling foes did not return
tg devote her to a fate yet more hapless and cruel.
Winter and wilderness surrounded her; not a
friend to help, and the Frenchmen sure to return
to their work of felling trees on the morrow.

“They will finish me then,” thought Nattie;
“and it would have been better for me to stay in
the fire, as the poor squaws did.”

These words caused her to remember the hard-
ness which she had exercised toward the ignorant

savages. The pain of her burns, which were
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deep and severe, brought to mind the light scald
which she had received from the steaming potato
kettle at home, over whic_h she had made such
unnecessary ado, and in jealous anger fled away
to give her friends trouble, because her slight
hurts did not receive the largest share of atten-
tion, although the illness occasioned by her diso-
bedient conduct was threatening her mother’s life.
Conscience had never spoken so loudly to Nattie
as on this woful night, when she seemed bereft of
all human help.

“JTam an awful wretch,” she said to herself;
“and it is no wonder that God has not answered
my prayers. I wonder now that I ever dared to
pray to him, when I have been so wicked. I
do n’t think I shall any more. It is likely
that I shall starve and freeze here alone, and
never see home, or the old chief, or Augustus
Reid again.”

Nattie sank down on the cold stones by the
spring, and tried to bear the pain of the burns as
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patiently as she could. But the sharp, wintry
atmosphere seemed to pierce her through and
through. She was burning and freezing at the
same moment. It soon became Intolerable ; she
rose to her feet, and ran wildly down the path
which the squaws had taken that afternoon, when
they were sent out by her to gather nuts to roast
for the evening meal.

Nattie thought how Biddy had often told her
that the ghosts of the dead would haunt the spot
which they last knew on earth; and at every
strange object that she saw, she increased her
speed, lest it should prove the unquiet‘ spirit of
poor Pink Ear, or one of her sisters, come to

haunt the one who made their last days so heavy
and toilsome.
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SYSIYIBLEY’S Corner was a place that
,“\z\ had grown up in a night, as it were.
=
5

N ‘houses, a store, a blacksmith’s shop, and

There were, perhaps, half a dozen frame

an immense saw - mill. This last was what had
made the place. The several families had moved
there and put_‘ up dwellings, for the purpose of
boarding the hands who were employed in felling
the forest, drawing logs, and cbnverting them into
marketable lumber. The wild, brawling river,
broken into unnumbered foamy waterfalls by
rugge& rocks, and - its banks, here and there,

studded with groups of tall, majestic pines, gave
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to the place, in spite of its utilitarian air, some-
thing of the romantic and picturesque. The
mad, leaping waters seemed to be trying to drown
the noise of the men with their logging teams,
the whirr of the mill wheels, and the sharp tooth-
ings of the glistening saws, which, day and night,
kept up their unceasing play.

Most of the men were French Canadians; but
the families that took boarders were chiefly
Yankees. There was one house standing near
the saw - mill, though on the opposite side of the
river, which was rather neater in appearance than
the rest. This was the abode of the contractor,
the man who managed the business. A foot -
bridge with high railings led across the wild little
river from his house to the mill. There was a
road in the rear of the cottage, and a group of
tall pines on the hill above. These trees made a
mournful sighing in the long, winter nights.

Within this dwelling, on the present evening,

were four persons, — a man, his wife, their baby
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in the cradle, and a visitor. The last named we
have met before. It was Augustus Reid. The
other three were the contractor, his wife and child.
He was a comparatively young man, not much
above thirty, and had a familiar face. His wife
was small and fair, devoted to the baby in the
crib, over which she was constantly hanging, and
calling her husband’s attention to some fresh
charm or beauty which her doting eyes had dis-
covered.

There was business in the looks of the two
men.

“Reid,” said the contractor, at length, “I
think that I can employ you, if you will accept
the place which I have to offer.”

- “What is it ?” asked the young man.

“ It is to take charge of the gang that go to the
forest. Some of these Canadians are quite rough
and savage; they need a hand to keep them un-

der. You are young, but have a natural gift for

commanding. I think that you would do admi-
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rably. Will you undertake this part of the work
for us?”

“The Canadians would prefer one of your race,”
was the answer.

“ Nonsense ! they will never know but you are
a full - blooded white unless you tell them,” re-
turned the contractor; * put you in the uniform
of our logging men, and the difference would
never be known.”

The young wife looked quickly toward the vis-
itor, and said: “ You are foreign, then ; perhaps
Spanish !”

“I am American,” he answered, with a half
smile.

“ The real, aboriginal American,” the husband
added ; “ but has been so much among the whites
that the wild woods look 1s quite wiped away.”

Augustus Reid colored ; while the wife said :

“I do n’t think that I would ever have guessed

it. What a mixed population we live among!”

“ That is so, Dimple,” said the husband ; “but
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it suits me. It is novel, exciting, and shows us
human nature in a variety of phases. 1 don’t
know what would induce me to return to the tame
old country from which we emigrated, where
things go on in such a plodding, hum - drum style
that one day is a true type of all the rest. I like
to see things move on. I like novelty, change,
and a spice of danger, too, perhaps, — at least,
Dimple says that I do.”

Here he glanced toward his wife, who an-
swered, while she rearranged the soft blankets
around the sleeping babe :

“It 1s true enough, Robert. How the great
pineé, back here on the hill, are moaning and
complaining | I shall fancy that I hear distressed
cries, as of some poor creature that needs shelter,
to - night.”

“It is a sign of storm,” remarked Augustus
Reid, — “or thus I have often heard my father
say, — when the winds moan as they do to -

‘night.”
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the wife paused ab-

“Is your father”
ruptly.

“ My father is an Indian,” the young man an-
swered ; his name is North Wind, and he is now
journeying among the whites.”

“1 wonder that he did not give you his name,
or some other one characteristic of his race.”

“My father gave me an Indian name, and by
it he still calls me, as do the red men genérally,”
was the answer; “but my mother was a white
woman, and when dying, she called me by a
name as nearly like what her own had been as
possible. She wished me to carry it among her
- people, and said that some day it might find me
a friend among them. Hers was Augusta Reid.”

“ Where did she live ?”

“I do not know ; she never spoke of her early
life, or how it came about that she married an

Indian.”

“Was she content with their rude mode of

living ?”
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The young man bent his eyes to the floor, as
he answered :

“] was a mere child when she left‘ me, and
could not well judge ; but she was always delicate
ind pining. My father was wild with grief when
vhe died.”

“Has he no other child?” asked the young
wite, looking tenderly toward her sleeping babe.

“He has m Indian wife now, and several little
shildren.”

“Does he like the 1ed children as well as he
does you ?”

The young man smiled, uid answered :

He is not indiffe;ent iz his feelings toward
the son of the pale - face,— Torch Y.ye, as he
calls him,—but the Indian kLas a strong will.
My father marks out a course for me ; if I follow
it, he is ready to lay down his life for me ; but ot
late, my inclinations, or perhaps what the whites
term conscience, have led me contrary to his

wishes ; therefore he has turned from me.”
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“He wants you to lead a life like his own, I
suppose,” said the wife; “to be skilled in hunt-
ing, in the use of the tomahawk, and become, at
length, a brave leader among the wild race.”

“ All this he desires,” was the answer.

“And what more?” the young woman asked,
not from mere idle curiosity. Her countenance
evinced an interest in the young man before her ;
but the question caused him embarrassment.

He rose, and walked toward the window. The
husband exchanged glances with his wife, and
hastened to turn the conversation into another
channel.

“When I was a boy at home, a dozen or more
years ago,’ the contractor said, “a squad of In-
dians used to come to our village every fall, put
up their tents, and remain till spring. They
made baskets and sold them, and I don’t know
that they did any harm ; they seemed to be peace-
able and inoffensive, and almost all the wvillagers

traded with them. I suppose now that they must
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have come from this region, and perhaps our
young friend may have been of their number
gometimes.”

“No,” answered Augustus Reid, again resum-
ing his chair by the stove; “my father did not
go on such journeys while my mother lived. It
was only after he had an Indian wife and some
young papooses, that he took up these rt;aming
habits.” |

“Then you have never been far Ento the land
of the whites,” the contractor said.

“Much of my life has been passed with my
father’s uncle, who lives on the western boundary
of the forest, near a Ia.rge. town. I have worked
in the shops of white people for two years past.
My inclinations lead me as much to such employ-
ments as to the use of the bow and arrow. The
wild and the civilized parts of my nature are,
perhaps, about equal.”

He said the last with a half smile in which was

some bitterness, and at once added, as the moan
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of the pines on the hill above at that moment came
more distinctly to the ears of the group around
the stove, and seemed to fill the whole room with
wailing :

“The storm comes necarer, and there will be
rain. I must leave you now ; but if it seems ex-
pedient to accept the post which you have offered
me, I will let you know before many days. It
hardly seems to me that Iama proper person to
be set over a gang of Canadians; many of them
are strongly prejudiced against our race.”

“Is that so?” asked the contractor. “Still, I
think that you would find no difficulty in the
place which I have in view, ror do I believe that
they would suspect your nationality. But it
seems to me that you are wrong in fahcying that
a rain. storm is at hand ; the air was very cold
when I came in to - night. I really hope that
our fine sledding is not going to be broken up at
present.”

“I think that there is a thaw at hand,” was
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the answer ; “though it will not, probably, carry
off all the snow.”

As he spoke, a few sharp clicks on the window -
pane gave evidence that the storm had already
" begun.

“You had better tarry with us till morning,”
the young wife said.

“Thank you,” he returned; there is a point
which 1 wish to visit to - night.”

“Do any of your people live near?” she con-
tinued.

“There are a few scattered wigwams in this
forest,” he answered.

“But miles from here, 1 should suppose,” she
said.

“ A few miles are not much to one of our race,”
he returned ; and, with a bow of adieu, he closed
the door behind him, and stepped out into the
darkness.

The moon was wading through heavy clouds,

and great, occasional drops of rain, mingled with
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whirling sleet, fell on the blanket of the young
Indian. The sounds from the saw-mill were
abroad on the night air, and the mad river roared
and seethed on its course. He could see the
white, tossing foam of its waves as he stepped
“upon-the little foot - bridge, which trembled and
shook with the force of the impetuous currents
beating against its timbered supports.

When he was about half way across, some-
thing met him, —a small body, which shrank
away, and swiftly passed. The moon was just
then under a thick cloud, so it was too dark to
see the figure; but, as he turned around in the
direction in which it went, a faint odor, as of
burning cotton, was borne back on the breeze.
It was poor Nattie, in her fire - eaten garments.
She had fled thus far, through the wilderness, to-
wards the abode of white men. But Augustus
Reid had no suspicion of this, and Nattie did not
even glance at the person whom she met. She

imagined a foe in every living object that she
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encountered, and only sought to elude them, if
possible.

She bent her éwps directly to the house which
the young man had just left, and peeped into the
window. It looked so cheery and comfortable to
poor Nattie, as she stood there, hungry, tired,
her clothes half burned and hanging loosely
about her, and the smart of the burns stinging
most cruelly! There seemed to be an air of her
old home about the apartment, but perhaps this
was because her eyes had been so long unused to
the comforts and appliances of civilized life.
Possibly, any home of the whites would have
worn the same grateful aspect, in her eyes.

“Will it do for me to rap?”’ thought Nattie.
“What a sight I am, to enter such a nice place
as this! It would be better for me to find the
shed, and lie down there. I am so sick, and faint,
and miserable, that perhaps I shall die before
morning. - I guess that these are people of my
own race, 8o they will bury me, and I sha'n’t
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have to lie above ground after I’m dead. If I
had been a good girl, I might now be In a
home just as pretty and warm as this. I might
have my mother, or, at least, Biddy, to put
oil on my burns, fix me nicely in my little bed,
and get me some good supper. Then, after a
while, the aches would ease off, perhaps, so that I
could go to sleep and get rested. Oh, dear! I
wonder if God sees me now, or am I cast out, a
prey for evil spirits forever ¢’

As Nattie was about to turn away, a cry of
surprise and terror arose within. The young wife
had seen the wild, scarred face at the window,
and was clinging to her husband in great alarm.

“ Who could it have been?” she cried ; — * the
most fearful face pressed close against the window -
pane, glaring upon us with its distressed, staring
eyes |”

“ It must have been imagination,” returned the
husband ; “ but, to satisfy you, I will open the

window, and see if anything is there.”
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“Don’t! don’t!’ she cr_ied'; “ it may be some
of the wild people around, come to rob and mur-
der us.”

“I have no such fears,” said the husband,

throwing up the sash.
- The roar of the pines and the rising storm
came floating into the apartment, mingled with
the wail of a dark object that lay on the ground
beneath the window.

“There is something here, living and in dis-
tress,” said the husband. * Hold the lamp, Dim-
ple, while I see what it 1s.”

The wife tremblingly obeyed. A prostrate
human form was soon discovered. The sash was
lowered, and the man took the lamp in his own
hand, and went to the outer door. His wife
clung to him in terror.

“Don’t be alarmed,” he said ; “it is some per-
son Whoh 18 sick, or hurt, and I think it is a
woman, or child.”

He stepped along the path, to the spot where
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the form lay. An odor of burned clothing per-
vaded the immediate atmosphere. Ile put out
his hand ; it touched what scemed to be a raw,
bleeding arm. A faint cry of pain followed.

“Who are you?” the man asked. *“Are you
wounded? Do you want to come in ?”

No answer. He stooped again over the figure,
and stretched out his hands. This time they
encountered burned rags.

“Have you been in a fire?” he asked. “Do
you live in this village ?”

Still no answer.

“ Wife, bring the light,” he said. “ You need
not fear; it is a child, a girl; and she is helpless,
badly hurt in some way. We must take her in,
and see what is the matter.”

The little woman came cautiously toward her
husband. He lifted the figure, and carried it in-
to the warm, bright sitting - room. Such a sight !
‘such a sight! And what was to be done? No

doctor in'the settlement, — only an old French
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woman who could mumble a little English, and

pretended to have some knowledge of the healing

art. ”m
There was a hurried consultation between hus-

band and wife, the little woman declaring that

she could not do a thing, — not even stay in the

house when those bleeding burns were dressed.
While they talked, N ;Lttie recovered sense suf-

ficient to bear, and partly comprehend, the dis-

may of the kind people who had taken her in.

“I do n’t want any French one to come,” she
said, evincing a strong dread as she spoke the
words. “If you would give me a drink of brothf
and put me away into some back.room, where I
could be safe, with a little oil for my burns, I
think I could go tosleep and get rested.”

“Sleep !” cried the poor, frightened woman ;
“ Whjr, girl, you are burned half to death; your
clothes are almost consumed, your hair is singed,

and your arms are all bloody! You must have
been through a dreadful fire. Where do you
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live? and have all your friends perished in the -
flames? How dreadful, Robert,” she added,
turning to her husband, “that, while we have
been sitting here so comfortable, some of our
neighbors’ houses have been destroyed and their
lives, perhaps, lost !”

“No house in the settlement can have been
burned to - night,” he said ; * for we should have
heard the alarm.”

The old unsteadiness now returned to Nattie’s
brain, and she saiﬂ, looking about the room :
s I see white beads everywhere.”

“ White beads !” fepeated the wife ; “ there are

none in the house. She is wandering.”

“Bowls of white beads, and moccasins, and

" pin - cushions, and red willow baskets.”

The couple exchanged glances, and whispered :

“Indian.” -

“Indian ; not Frenchman,” said Nattie, in a
faint whisper, and with a visible shudder at the

name last uttered.
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CHAPTER XVL

DESOLATION.

EMPORARY huts had been erected

for the accommodation of the men

employed in the forest.

It was toward these that Augustus Reid
directed his steps, after leaving the house of the
contractor. He knew the KFrenchmen’s habits of
drinking and carousing to a late hour of the night,
and intended, by lurking about their dwellings
while they were ignorant of his proximity, to
form some estimate of the degrece of lawlessness
that he might be called upon to restrain, should
he accept the position offered to him by the con-

tractor.
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He had gone scarcely a mile before his quick
scent detected a smokiness in the atmosphere.
He thought, at first, that it might be occasionc
by the fires of the logoers. He was very fleet of
foot, and an hour’s walk carried him into the
midst of the forest, a distance of three and a half
miles from Sibley’s Corner. Here he came upon
three small, rough huts, standing near each other.
They were thickly surrounded by tall trees,
mostly pine and hemlock, which afforded him ex-
cellent shelter from the falling rain, and also al-
lowed him to approach very near the huts without
fear of being discovered.

Lights gléamed through the loosely boarded
walls, and sounds of loud laughter, interspersed
with foul oaths and doggerel songs, rang out on
the still, night air. The youth approached so
near one of the huts as to observe the movements
of the imﬁates, and hear their conversation.
They spoke in French, but the young man under-

stood this as well as he did his own tongue.
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There were six men, dressed in suits of coarse,
gray kersey. Three of them were sitting on a
bench, smoking ; the other three lay on a bunk
by the stove, while a dirty, tough - looking wom-
an, of perhaps forty - five years, sat at a rough
board table, mending socks by a dim candle.
She seemed to be listening to the conversation
of the three men on the mat, who spoke in rather
low tones, yet distinctly audible to the quick ear
which was laid close to a gap between the boards
of the hut.

At last the woman said, in a cross, disapprov-
g tone :

“Idon’t see what you wanted to do it for.
Why can’t you let Indian folks alone, when they
are doing youno harm?” | |
B | ha!fe the varmints,” answered one of the
three men on the floor, “and so do you, Mother
Minotte. These were the poorest, meanest pack
that you ever did see,—a lot of women and one

sick old man.”
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“You ought to have pitied their helplessness,
and let them alone.”

“Wedid n’t do anything only stir them up a bit,
and make a good dinner {rom their kettle of broth,”
said the next man. “That was capital broth,
‘Jacques. I don’t believe that the greasy squaws
made it. - ’'T was the white gal, I fancy.”

The young man at the opening drew back at
these words, while the breath came hot and quick
through his closed teeth, but he resumed his
former position.

“What!” exclaimed the woman, looking up

L4+

quickly, “was there a white one among

them?”

“ One whiter than the rest,” answered the third
man; “but she wouldn’t tell whether she was
squaw or not, so we served her the same as the
rest.”

“How was that ? ” asked the woman.

The three men looked at each other, and tha

one who had first spoken, and who seemed a bold -
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er rascal than his fellows, and rather gloried in
recounting his dceds of lawlessness, answered,
with an cvil leer:

“Oh, we built them a rousing fire, and bid
them good - night.”

“ Miserable wretch!” cricd the woman ; “you
have burned them up, then.”

“Not so fast, Mother Minotte,” said the man ;
“that is not so easy a thing to do. I'll warrant
you that they have crawled out, with nothing
more than a good singeing. How tender you are
of the red - skins, all at once !” .

“] have no love for the race,” she answered,
with a dark look; “but if you have done this
violence, it will soon be noised abroad, and the re-
sult will be that we shall have to quit our camp
here in the woods, and tramp.”

“Oh, not so bad as that, mother,” the three
men said, in a breath. “It is not much to light

an Indian wigwam ; the red - skins will crawl off

to another one, somewhere ; there are half a score
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round in these woods, most of them empty in
winter.”’

“But what if they are burned to death in the
flames ?” demanded the old woman.

“Nonsense | they will take care of that,” said
the bold villain. “Though, admitting that they
were burned, what would follow? They have no
tribe to avenge them, and the Yankees would n’t
meddle ; it is against their interests to mad us
Frenchers ; so nothing would be done if the red-
skins did stay in their hut, and eat théir fill of
fire.”

“I am not so sure of tﬁat,” returned the wom-
an, discontentedly ; “and I wish that you had
kept away, and let the creatures alone. At any
rate, I hope you will keep close mouths now,
and net let the tale go outside of this cabin.”

The woman tossed the socks, which she held
in her lap, on the table, and rose from her seat. As
she -did so, a sound like the crack of a board was

heard distinctly by the whole party.
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“ What was that ?” asked one of the men.

“I should say that somebody had been leaning
against the boardsin that direction, and then sud-
denly removed the weight,” the woman answered,
pointing toward the place from which the sound
had seemed to issue. “ Who knows but our
whole conversation may have been overheard ?”

“And who cares?” was the response of the
boldest villain. “ We’ll have a drink, a game of
cards, and then to bed. I’ll risk to-morrow.”

Augustus Reid did not hear these closing
words. He had withdrawn at the moment in
which the creaking sound was heard in the hut,
and was now rushing through the forest at the
top of his speed. He heeded not the increasing

storm, or the impediments of the way. The wig-

wam of the old chief, his father, which he had so

lately seen 1n a tidy, cheerful state, — was that no
more? Were the inmates burned? or still living,
and writhing in tortures, exposed to the pitiless
storm ? | |
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These thoughts, and others even more cruel,
passed through the mind of the youth, as he flew
along the forest path. When he had gained the
spring at the foot of the beech tree, he' paused a
moment, drew his breath, and took a draught of
the cold water. The moon showed herself
through rifted clouds, and, turning his gaze to the
hill above him, he missed the cone - like sﬁmmit
of the wigwam. All looked blank and desolate,
while a foul stench of burning pervaded the air
around. He went up the hill with slackened
stepé, dreading the sight which must soon meet
his gaze. .

A heap of black, smoking ruins, in which the
rain had not entirely quenched the flames, was all
that he found. It was vain to search there with
the expectation of finding a living creature, brute
or human. Life must have long since departed
from whatever lay buried there. Nor could the
young man at present search for the dead amid

the fire, the smoke and the suffocating odors.
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After the first heat of indignation toward the
ruthless perpetrators had passed away, a despair-
ing gloom seemed not only to paint itself on his
face, but to envelop his whole person as in a
shroud. He sat down on the great, flat rock
which had lain at the entrance of the wigwam,
and, with his eyes bent on the smoldering mass,
rocked his lithe body to and fro, after the man-
ner of Indians, and wailed in an undertone.

But his first words were not of sorrow for the
fallen roof of his nativity and early years, nor
pity for his father, the old gray - haired chieftain,
who would return to find the home which he
loved a blackened ruin. The first low cry that
escaped the youth was :

“Oh, Nathalie, what a fate has been thine!
Would it not have been better, had I obeyed my
father’s command to make thee my bride? Then
mightest thou have escaped this horrid death.
Yet, how know I but thou wouldst have preferred

it to being an Indian’s mate, the wife of Torch
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- Eye, whose very name seemed hateful to thine
ear? But, had my father heeded my entreaties,
and taken thee back to the home from which he
conveyed thee away, thou mightst now have been
well and happy. What will he think when he
returns? He bade me come beneath his wigwam
no more till I could do his bidding, and take as
my own the Great Spirit’s gift which he brought
to me. When he finds that the French have
burned his home, and death has claimed the bride,
will he not conclude that the Great Spirit, in
‘anger at his sin of stealing the white child, has
come to lay desolate bhis hearth and hunting
grounds ?” |

The youth took from his vest the slip of cloth
containing the lettered name, * Nathalie Norton,”
and looked on it in the fitful moonlight.

“Is this name all that is left of her whose lithe
little form sat near me but a few hours ago? Are
the bright black eyes, that changed and lighted as
she talked to me in her easy, flowing English,
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now closed and sightless, beneath these smoking
ruins? Are the slender hands, which stirred the
succotash and placed a well - filled bowl in mine,
charred and shapeless? Ah, Nathalie, had I
been a white man’s son, how proud and happy
I might have been one day to call thee mine ! and
how did I hope, by hovering near and keeping
thee in view, that I might at length be able to
restore thee to thy bereaved friends |- How have
I pictured the look of gratitude which I might
see in thine eyes, could I be so fortunate as thus
to return thee to thy family! One thought may
cheer me even now ; thou hast never known me
in my true character. As Augustus Reid, I was
not disagreeable. Even though a part - blooded
Indian, thou wast still friendly and turned not
away from me. DButas Torch- Eye, the wild
Indian boy, thou hast not known me. How
wouldst thou have shrunk away, could I have
stood thus before thy sight! Have I not
~ seen the loathing with which thou didst hear the
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name pronounced? No wonder! How could a
fair, white girl look otherwise npon a savage?
“But thou didst know me, to the last, only as
Augustus Reid. Perhaps the latest work of thy
hands was to wreathe my name in beautiful, bright
letters on a crimson band ; for thus I left thee at
thy embroidery stand, wondering within Iﬁyself
when we should ncxt meet, nor dreaming that we
might meet no more. I will keep thy name near
my heart, Nathalie; and may mine be resting
thus with thee, beneath these ruins. Once more
I’ll come here, and all that is left of thee, and
thy Indian companions, shall be gathered, and
laid in the greenest dell of the forest that my eye
can trace. Then let me go afar, where I shall
see the spot no more, — no more, — no more.”
He rose, thrice waved his arm aloft, drew his
blanket about him, and turned away. The rain
was still heavy and the pz;,th tedious ; but he
thought not of these things. His heart writhed

in grief; his eyes took no note of outer things.
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CHAPTER XVII.

SHELTERED.

’% HOUGH Nattie was thus being

wailed as dead, she lay in the house of

the young contractor, sensible of not
" much else than that she suffered pain.
Till the burns were dressed, she held out admira-
bly, exhibiting more calmness and fortitude than
those who stood by her, merely witnessing her
sad condition. She manifested a decided opposi-
tion to the coming of the old French doctress, in-
sisting that she could, herself, dress the burns,
if they would furnish materials.

“ But they are all raw, and peppered with dirt
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and ashes,” said the contractor’s wife, shuddering
at the sight ; “surely they need to be cleansed be-
fore they are bound up in oil.”

Nattie looked at her stomach and arms, with-
out quailing. |

“I can sop out the dirt, if you will give me
some warm water and a sponge,” she said.

The wife looked at her husband.

“Let her try,” he said ; “ she has more nerve
than both of us, I believe.”

The water was brought, and Nattie went to
work. It was a severe task, and several times
she pressed her lips together, to prevent crying
out with the pain which she was obliged to in-

flict on herself in the operation. She could not but

remember how careful she used to be of her little -

body,~—how much more precious than fine gold it |
was in her sight. A slight cut or scratch was
lamented over, its anguish dwelt on pathetically,

and the most "assiduous care and attention de-

manded till it was healed. Here s_he gat to-
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night, in deep and dreadful pain, covered with
cruel burns, and only her own hands to dress
them yet, thankful for the shelter, and the oil
and bandages to swathe the wounds. She had
expected, a few hours before, to perish of cold
and hunger in the wilderness, if she escaped fall-
ing again into the hands of those who had
brought death and desolation to the humble spot
which was her home. She silently thanked God
that he had directed her wild, flying feet toward
the abode of some of her own race.

Before she had finished her painful task,
strength began to fail. The sudden change from
the out - of - door atmosphere to the heated apart-
ment- brought on giddiness, and she fell back-
ward on the bed several times while swathing the
last arm.

“You can do that for her,” said the husband to
his wife.

“Oh! I'd rather you would,” she answered;

“and I will bring her a cup of tea and a slice’ of
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toast, for I think that the poor thing must need
something of the kind by this time.”

Nattie looked up at these words, and moved a
hand toward her mouth. The action was express-
ive. The little woman went out, and soon re-
turned with a dish of tea and some nicely brown-
ed toast.

Nattie’s eyes gleamed with eagerness at the
sight, but soon the tears began‘ to roll in great
drops down her cheeks. She drank a part of
the tea and ate a few mouthfuls.

“Take it away |” she then exclaimed ; € take 1t
away | I used to have such at home, long ago,
the thought is too m‘uch.”

“Poor child! T am afraid that your home is
burned,” said the young wife, kindly; “but do
not cry about it now, you are so hurt and sick ;
perhaps you will have another as good, some-
time. Often, when our trouble seems deepest,
God is close at hand, to lead us safely through.”

“I know that God is good, or I should have
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been dead now,” said Nattie. “I thank him.,
every minute, that I am spared ; for surely I was
not fit to die.”

Tears started again.

“I would not try to talk much to - night,” said
the young woman. “1I will give you a soothing
drink, which, I hope, will enable you to sleep,
and thus get refreshed. When you are better,
you shall tell us about your late misfortunes, if
you choose,'and we will render you all the assist-
ance that we can.”

“I must not stay here, in your nice house, to
make you work and trouble,” said Nattie; “ but
you are very good, to do so much for me as you
have done already.”

“You must stay here till you get well, unless
some of your friends call for you before that
+ time,” sald the husband ; *and we shall not think
it any trouble to take care of you.- I once had a
young sister who got lost, and when I see little

girls of her age, I think of her, and wonder
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where she may be now, and what her fate. For
her sake, I wish to be kind to them.”

“What became of your sister?” asked Nattie,
opening wide her dark eyes, and looking up into
the face of the man who stood above her couch.

“That I do not know,” he answered.

A loud cry from the cradle now called the
young wife in that direction.

“Isit a baby?” asked Nﬁttie, her eyes follow-
ing the little woman.

“Yes,” the man answered. * Are you fond of
shildren ?”

“I have not seen one for so l;mg, that 1is, a
white one. Oh, how pretty |” she exclaimed, as
the rosy child was brought to the bedside, his
chubby hands rubbing vigorously at his sleepy,
half - open, great black eyes.

“Do you think that he is?” said the fond
mother. “He shall sit on your bed when you
are better, and make you smile at his merry

Wa.ys.”
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While Nattie gazed her head wandered.

“T can see white beads,” she said, “all over
the baby’s red dress, — Tiny ! Tiny !”

“Tiny white beads, you mean,” said the young
mother. “But I don’t see them, and I hope
that you won’t to-morrow.”

But Nattie did see beads, Frenchmen burning
wigwams and ghostly squaws, for many days and
nights after this. Hardship, exposure and pain,
brought on delirium and fever, so she was uncon-
scious of surrounding objects, and knew not
where she was or who attended to her wants.
The old doctress came and went without opposi-
tion from Nattie now, and she passively swallow-
ed the doses prescribed, however nauseous and
bitter they proved to her taste. She was very
gentle, and thanked her attendants with the most
touching humility for every little kindness. They
could not gather much from her disconnected, de-
lirious murmuring, and forbore all questions un-

til she was fully restored to consciousness. Dut
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as no one called for her, and no inquiries were
made, they judged that she was without friends
in that vicinity. The husband was very busy at
his saw -mill during the day, and his wife was
quite as busy at home, with her baby and the
added care of the sick girl. But nothing suited
the little woman better,—for she was a genuine
Yankee, — than “to have her hands full,” as she
expressed it. So, as soon as Nattie began to
mend, she at once set about fashioning a loose
wrapper out of one of her old dresses, for the
use of the sick girl when she could sit up a while
each day.

Nattie dressed her burns, even when partly de-
lirious. The young wife, her nurse, often shud-
dered to see her strip down the plasters, so re-
gardless of inflicting pain on herself, for frequently
the skin would peel off, and blood start from the
half healed surfaces.

* If you were more careful, it would hurt less,”

~ the kind woman would say, looking pityingly on
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the bleeding sores, and observing their slightly
improved condition.

“ It 18 no matter,” would be Nattic’s answer;
“T do n’t mind these little hurts.”

One evening the wife was recounting to her
husband the incidents of the déy.

“She has so much fortitude, and, at the same
time, so much submission,” she said, “that I
wonder more and more the longer I have her in
my care.”

“Courage is a characteristic of her race,” re-
turned the husband.

“ But mildness and patience are not,” the wife
added. - * Surely she can not be an Indian girl,
husband. Mark her language; she seems to
have had good opportunities for education.
Neither her looks nor manners are those of a
wild race.”

“Many Indians are as light colored as she is,”
said the husband; “and many of them mingle

much in white society. They are imitative, and
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easily catch new forms and usages. This girl

seems to understand all the arts of the wigwam,

— basket making, bead moccasins ”

“Oh, that she has lived among the red men is
certain,” interrupted the wife; “and possibly
one parent was of that race, as in the case of
Augustus Reid, or Torch Eye. By the way,
where can that young man be? We have not
heard from him since he left us, a week ago, and
he then promised to soon return, and let you
know if he would take the place which you offer-
ed him, among the forest men.”

“Yes, that is s0,” answered the husband. “I
guess that he has some of the vagrant habits of
his race. He may have come across some roving
band of Indians, and gone off on a hunting expe- |
dition in their company.”

“Does. he ever do this ?”

“Oh, yes; I have heard that he excels most
young men in the use of fire - arms, and 1s quite

proud of displaying his skill ; but he is a young
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man of superior talent, and I hope that he may,
in time, conquer his love of this wild life and be-
come an honored and useful m.an among our
race.”’

“ Have you learned the name of your sick charge
yet, wifc?” he added.

“She says that she is called * Tulip,”” was her
answer ; “but farther I have not questioned, as it
seems to be painful to her to speak of herself,
and she is not quite rational at all times.”

“That i1s an Indian name,” said the husband.

“Yes; but I think that she has another, and
that we shall learn it, in time.”

Google



CHAPTER XVIIIL

SORROWING.

AT was the first purpose of Augus-
| tus Reid, when he left the ruins of his
father’s  wigwam, to collect a company
<% of his own race, recover what might
remain of the hapless creatures who had met
death there, and see them decently buried. He
did not at once return to the house of his white
friend, the young éontractor, for two reasons ; he
felt that the old chief, North Wind, would prefer
that some of his own people should assist in the
last, sad offices about the ruins of his wigwam,

and he shrank from making known to the whitcs
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the crime of his father in the abduction of one

of their race. If Nattie had perished miserably
with her Indian companions, he thought it as well
to let her tragic history end there, and, by avoid-
ing the inquiries which would naturally be made,
in the excited state of feeling which the first
knowledge of the affair would occasion, that dis-
tressing and useless revealings might be prevented.
He had once entertained the hope that,.through
his efforts, the abducted girl might be restored to
her friends, but what good could result to those
friends from the knowledge that she had perished
in the flames of an Indian wigwam? It would,
rather, be a kindness, to conceal from them a
fate so dreadful. This, Augustus Reid, or Torch
Eye, thought that he might be able to do. The
Frenchmen were not likely to do anything so
averse to their own safety as the spreading abroad
of the tale of their lawless work would prove,
and, by taking but a few red men to the scene of

desolation, to assist in the searching out and
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burial of the poor victims, the young Indian
hoped that the turf of the forest might hide them
and their histories, in undisturbed oblivion.

This was the first step ; the next was to com-
pass, in some way, the destruction, or banishment;,
of those reckless villains who had done the deed ;
for there was enough of the red man’s nature in
the youth to make the blood in his veins run hot
‘with fierce thirst for revenge on the wretches who
had wrought this wanton wickedness. h

The third and last step was to leave these
haunts, made dreadful to him by the scenes through
which he was now passing.

The task of finding some men of his race
proved more difficult than he had anticipated.
On the third day, his strength failed, and he was
compelled to rest for thirty -six hours in a
wretched cabin, to recruit his powers so as to
travel onward. The few wigwams that he found
on the borders of the forest were deserted. KEither

the inmates had traveled away, as many of them
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did at the approach of winter, to the white settle-
ments, for the purpose of trade and traffic, or
the resounding axes in the forest had led them to
abandon their homes and journey toward the
deeper wilderness of the east, for security. A
week’s search proved fruitless, and Augustus
Reid returned, disheartened, to the scene of the
conflagration.

It was night when he reached the spot. All
was black and cold now. No smoke, no stench,
no eye of fire gleaming from the ruins. He
pulled his blanket close about him, bent his head
in its folds, and walked slowly around and around
the desolate spot. While he was thus engaged,
deeply absorbed in his own melancholy thoughts,
the eyes of a man and woman who stood in the
shadow of a pine - tree, not far off, were fixed
upon him with terror in their gaze. His tall
form, thus enveloped, looked almost spectral in
the uncertain light. | |

The two persons under the tree soon drew near
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each other, while the woman whispered, with pale
lips : |

“1It is a ghost, — the poor, old, lame Indian
stalking around his own funeral - pile.”

This was said in imperfect English, and the
man answered In the same tongue :

“It is a fool, you are, Mother Minotte, to call
~yonder tall, straight figure the ghost of the
doubled - down, old creature that once crouched
in that cabin.”

« Still, I am sure that it is he,” was the re-
sponse ; “for though his old body was bent, why
could not his ghost be tall and straight, fleet and
vigorous, as in his youth? for thus, we hear,
spirits are when they have left thie earth for up-
per spheres.”

““Much we hear, Mother Minotte, little we
know of what is beyond us,” returned the man.

“But I wish that I could believe that yonder
striding figure is nothing worse, or more powerful,
than the ghost of the old red - skin that died here.”
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“Why | what, then, do you think it i8?” asked
the woman, putting her eyes close to the man’s
face, so that she could the better read its expres-
sion.

“Do you know whose wigwam it was that we
burned 7’ he asked.

“Was n’t it that of the old man and squaws
that lived in it ?”

He shook his head slowly, and said :

“As we have since learned, they were only
placed here by the owner, to take care of a young
white squaw whom he had sometime stolen from
the whites, and was keeping with great care, to
be the wife of his son, some day.”

The woman made a slight exclaimation, and
asked :

“Who, then, was the owner of the wigwam?”

“Did you ever hear of an Indian chief by the
name of North Wind ?”

“That have I,” she answered, almost aloud,

in her excitement at these words from her com-
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panion; “a man fierce and terrible to his foes.”

The wretch at her side suddenly 'gra,sped her
by the arm and hissed in her ear:

“Hush! that is he walking yonder. I know
his form. He is more slender than he was. It
is because of his long, hurried march. He has
heard of the fall of his wigwam, in the far land
whither he had traveled, and has returned to take
vengeance on the foes who have laid waste his
home.” | '

“ What will he do?” asked the woman, gazing
intently on the stalking figure ; “ he is alone, and
can’t do much against six men with good, stout
weapons.”

“ Alone he seems to be now,” was the answer;
“but there is help near, you may be sure. North
Wind has too long a head to come unprepared Yor
the blow. He has a son, Torch Eye by name,
half white, half red, a subtle, bold youth, popu-
lar with the Yankees at Sibley’s Corner. It
would not be strange if North Wind, through the
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influence of his son, had entered into alliance with
these men to search out the destroyers of the
wigwam, and bring them to justice.”

“ But, admitting all this, I do n’t see how they
can fasten upon you as the guilty ones,” said the
woman, in a husky whisper; ®for no witnesses
escaped from the fire to tell of you, and know
your faces if they saw you again; and the Yan-
kees can’t afford to make arow with all the
French hands and drive them oﬁ'; because they
want their help. There,” she added, striking the
man’s arm and pointing in the direction of the
ruins, * he has sat down.”

“Yes,” whispered the man; “and his next
move will be towards our huts in the forest. Let
us hasten there and aro;me our fellows. Depend
upon it, he will have a company with him that
will overpower us, burn our dwellings, and put
- us to slaughter. I know well what Indians
are when their blood is up.”

He started away in the darkness, pulling the
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woman after him, their guilty fears lending speed
to their feet. The lone figure, which supersti-
tion and guilt had invested with such power and
might, was left crouching on the broad, flat stone
which had once been at the entrance to the wig-
wam. Alas, how weak and powerless this lone-
ly being felt himself to be! Not one of his
father’s race in all the bordering wilderness, to
lend him a helping band in the task before him,—
the task of searching that pile of ruins for the
blackened bodies which he supposed lay buried
there, and consigning them to a safe resting-place.
He was pondering in his mind whether he should
commence the work alone, or apply to the Yan-
kee colony, six miles distant, for aid. He still
had a shrinking from the disclosures which might
follow the latter course; and he had an overpow-
ering dread of taking Nattie’s little, stiffened, life-
less form from the ruins, and, alene, bearing it to
its burial. This stern conflict of feeling kept
him alternately walking and crouching on the

Google



232 The Bad Gorl.

desolate door-stone till morning dawned. Then,
summoning all his native nerve and fortitude, he
set about the unwelcome task.

During three hours of hard work, the remains
of five human bodies were drawn forth from the
ruins ; but he sought vainly and wildly for the
sixth. The five discovered were the unfortunate
Indian family, — the poor old man, the three
squaws, and the young boy. The white girl was
the slenderest, the slightest of the company ; had
she, then, been entirely consumed, or were the
remains too few, or too deeply buried, to be dis-
covered? He sought unremittingly for two hours
more, but with no success. Then he cleaned out
the pit which was beneath a portion of the wig-
wam, rolled the five bodies into it, and covered
them with earth and ashes.

“But the white maiden sleeps not in the grave
with them,” he said, while a dark, hopeless sor-
row overspread his face. “ Her soft, fair little

body 1s either burned to ashes, or”

and a ray
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of hope, like a single stray gleam of sunlight,
flashed suddenly through his mind, —* or she has
escaped.” | '

He sprang to his feet as he uttered the last
word, and turned his face upward to the fair, blue
eky above him, but the head drooped again as he
thought :— |

“If escaped, whereis she? Whither could she
have directed her steps from this burning wig-
wam? She may have been murdered by the
wretches that fired her home, lest she might live

a3 a witness against them, or she may have sunk
| down and died alone in the wilderness, from the
agony of her own wounds, for she could hardly
have escaped the fierce, raging flames without
serious injury.”

While Augustus Reid thus pondered, still walk-
ing around the ruins, he saw a glittering object
among the rubbish which he had stirred up in his
search for the burnt bodies, and going toward it,

drew forth a partly melted metal box. It was of
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an oblong shape. The cover seemed to be tightly
glued 1in its place, but by the use of his pocket -
knife he soon had it removed. The strips of
bright broadcloth, containing the names of *Red
Rose,” ® Black - bird,” “Fox Heart,”” “ Light-foot”
and “ Sweet Fern”, met his gaze. The box was of
thick metal, so the heat of the fire had not pene-
trated, to shrivel the cloth, or mar the whitencss
of the beads. It seemed like Nattie’s very self
speaking to the young man, as he gazed. A new
thought and purpose took possession of him, as
he closed the box and put it in his pocket.

“I will hesitate no longer,” he said, “nor seek
to hide a father’s misdeeds. Nathalie may yet be
living ; or, at all events, I am persuaded that she
did not perish ’neath these ruins; thus her fate
18 yet unknown. I will gb to her own people,
relate her story, and invite their aid in clearing
up the still dread uncertainty which hangs abo at

2”

her.

“ Night was again falling, when the young
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man left the ruins and struck into the forest. As
he approached the vicinity of the French cabins,
where he had listened, unobserved, to the rehears-
al of their deed of darkness, he noticed that no
lights gleamed from the crevices of the boards,
nor were the sounds of revelry borne to his ears.
All was gloom and silence around them.

“ They can not be sleeping aIready,” he thought,
as he bent his steps to the door of the nearest
hut.

It was standing open. 'He entered. No per-
son was visible, but marks of disorder were ap-
parent, as if the inmates had left their abode in
haste. He visited the other two cabins. They
preseﬁted the same appearance. |

“What can it mean?’ he thought. “Are
they yet abroad in the woods, or is there any stir
about the burning, which has led to their arrest,
or caused them to flee away ?”

These thoughts caused him to hasten towards

the white settlement at Sibley’s Corner. His
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progress was 8o rapid that by nine o'clock in the
evening he heard the sharp rasping of the saws in
the great mill on the mad river, ‘and was soon
striding across the trembling foot - bridge toward
the house of the contractor. Lights gleamed
from the windows as he stepped up(;n the door -

stone and gave a timid rap.
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CHAPTER XIX.

DISCLOSURES.

: ATTIE had been a week sheltered
N and cared for by the humane young couple

—

< at Sibley’s Corner, when one evening the
)\% husband came in from the saw - mill, with
a beaming face. The baby was perched on the
foot of the bed where the sick girl lay; and the
young mother sat near, at her sewing.

* What is it, Robert?” she asked, looking up in
her husband’s face ; “ you seem to have some news
of a pleasant character.”

“1I believe I have,” he answered. * Read this

letter, and then you can judge for yourself;
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though I don’t know as I can wait for you to
read it, but must tell you at once that father 1s
coming to see us soon.”

“Oh,” exclaimed the little wife, joyfully, as she
took the proffered sheet, “ how delighted we shall
be! and I wonder what he will think of baby.”

“ No doubt he will think him a prodigy,” the
husband returned, while his wife tried to box him,
playfully, with the open sheet which she held in
her hand.

Nattie heard all this; and after the letter was
read, said to the little woman who had been her
kind nurse :

“If you are going to have company, I must go
away. There will not be room for me; and I
am afraid of strangers, too.”

“ Nonsense ! ” said the husband, who caught
the low words ; * father i1s one of the cleverest old
chaps in the world ; he used té make much of the
little girl that he lost. I expect that we shall
find him changed since that, Dimple, and mother
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gone, too. The little girl that was born after I
left home, he talks of bringing with him.”

“ If so many are coming, I must certainly go,”
said Nattie, who shrank very mauch from the sight
of strangers.

“ Oh, no,” said the wife, re-assuringly ; *there
is plenty of room in the cottage, and you are not
fit to leave. Besides, where would you go?”

Nattie turned her face away at the question,
and answered slowly, “To see if I could get work
at some of the houses near.”

“When you are fit to work, we will employ
you,” said the young woman. “ But if you would
like to be more retired than you can be in this
room, I will have Robert move you to the little
bed - room adjoining.”

“ Can I go to - night?” asked Nattie.

“You can,” was the answer ; “ though our com-
pany may not be here for several days.”

“ When they do come, please don’t let them
know that I am here,” said Nattie.
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“Why not?” asked Mr. Robert. *Quite
likely father and his little girl may wish to see
you ; for I've a notion that he will feel an interest
in all unfortunate ones now, the same as I do.”

“Oh, I don’t think it does me good to see
strangers,” said Nattie. “It seems to bring the
daze back to my head, and makes me see, —
strange things all around me ; and sometimes but
half of things.”

“Well, you sha’n’t be troubled till you are bet-
ter,”’ saild the wife; “ we will put you in the little
bed - room cot to - night, and warm it by day with
a furnace of coals.”

Nattie was pleased with this prospect.

“But sometimes the baby can sit with me in
there, I hope,” she said, watching the movements
of the chubby hands among the playthings strewn
over the foot of her bed. |

“ No doubt I shall be glad to let him make you
frequent calls,” was the rasponse.

As Nattie’s hands were now quite healed, she
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thought that, if she had something with which to
employ them a while each day, time would drag
less heavily. She remembered the last task to
which she had sat down before the destroying
wretches had entered the wigwam. It was to
work the name of “ Augustus Reid ” in beads.
She asked if the dress in which she had come to
her present place of abode, was entirely burned
away.

“ Why, no, not quite,” said the young woman ;
“but it was a heap of fragments. I put it among
my soiled rags.”

“If you would look and see if the pocket is still
there,” said Nattie, “and bring anything it may
contain, to me, I would be very glad.”

The search was made, and the pocket, itself,
placed in Nattie’s hand. Her eyes shone with
pleasure as she receivedit. There were the beads
and cloth in a bit of paper, tied around with some
threads of horse-hair. Her hands kept busy all

that day, in the bed -room, fashioning the letters
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of the name “ Augustus,” and her head:was quite
disordered by night, and her eyes saw pin - cush-
ions, with glittering figures, and mottoes in white
beads, all over her little dark bed - spread. She
did not speak of this to her friends, but concluded
that she had worked too closely, and had better
put by her work until the next day.

On this evening, just as the family were think-
ing of retiring, there was a knock on the outer
door. It startled Nattie, in her nervous, exhausted
state. She started up, and said :

“ Please shut my door, and don’t tell that I
am here, for I know that it is somebody after me,
just as well as can be.”

The young people looked at each other, and
then strove to calm the excited girl, by bidding
her lie still, and promising that no harm should
come to her.

“You go out,” said the wife to her husband ;
“1t is probably some man who wishes to see you

on business, and I will close the door and sit
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here awhile. I prefer it to listening to talk in
which I have no particular interest. Tulip will
like mine and baby’s company while I rock him to
gleep, 1 know.”

The door was closed, and the young lumber-
man went at once to usher in his guest. It
proved to be Augustus Reid. His dress and per-
son bore marks of toil and travel ; his face was
pale and anxious; his eyes red, and roaming
fitfully around him.

“I am afraid that you have been 1ill, or encoun-
tered severe hardship since I saw you last,” said
the contractor, offering his guest a chair ‘near the
stove. “Itis not long since my wife was won-
dering what had become of you, as, when you last
left us, we expected to hear from you in a day or
two from that time. It has been more than a
week since then.”

“ No longer than that?” asked the young man,
dreamily, as he passed his hand across his brow ;

“T could believe that it had been months, instead ;
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but, as I think, I find that you are right. We
were speaking then of a place which you were
rcady to give me. No doubt you have found
another to fill it before now, as 1 did not return,
accor(iing to agreement. But I did not intend to
break my word ; unexpected events prevented the
keeping of the promise.”

The young man bowed his face on his hands,
and seemed to sink into deep thought. The
contractor did not break the silence for some time,
but waited for the visitor to speak his mind as he
saw fit. Without looking up, the young Indian
at length said : |

“ I suppose that you have found an overseer for
the men whom you would have placed under my

care.”’

“No,” was the response; “and now I do not

need one.”

The young man looked quickly toward the
speaker.

“They have gone,” the contractor continued.
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* Gone | ” echoed Augustus Reid, feeling his
heart throb faster, at these tidings.

“ Fled, — cleared out,” — was the answer ; “so
I was told by some of the hands, when they came

in to-night. Their camps in the forest are
| empty. I was not sorry to hear this, for I mis-
trust that they have done some deeds of violence
in the vicinity, and their decamping saves me the
trial and hindrance of looking them up. 1 do not
wish to bring a lawless set of men into the coun-
try, and will not retain such in my employ if
aware of their character. I have been suspicious
of these fellows for a week past, and was glad to
hear of their flight.”

“Do you know of any evil which they have
done?” asked the young man, looking at the
floor. |

“ Not positively ; but I mistrust that they have
disturbed the peace of the wigwam of some Indian
family.”

“ In what manner? by theft, or violence? ”
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“ By fire,” was the answer.

“ Have you- heard such tidings, or been abroad
to search for yourself? or what proof have you?”
the young man asked, still looking thoughtfully
down upon the mat at his feet.

“I have not been abroad as yet,” was the
answer, “ but have proof enough i:hat mischief has
been done.”

“ What proof have you?”

The words came falteringly. The lumberman
noticed the suppressed emotions of his visitor, as
he responded :

“I have seen one of the victims.”

The young Indian sprang to his feet; bedds of
perspiration stood on his brow; his eyes shot
forth wild, startled glances, as he whispered,
hoarsely :

“Where? where? Alive, or dead?”

The young contractor reached out and took the
excited youth by the hand, and said, soothingly :

“Here, and living ; so now be calm. Sit by
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me, and let me hear what you have met since I
saw you last, for I feel certain it will have a bear-
ing on the mystery that has come to us.”

Thus soothed and. encouraged, Augustus drew
a chair near his friend, and related the adventures
with which the reader is already acquainted.
When he stated that it was the wigwam of his
father, the brave chief, North Wind, that had
‘been burned in his absence from home, a look of
intelligence crossed the face of the young man,
who listened, and he hastily inquired :

“Had you not an own sister, a girl of but half
Indian blood, tarrying there?”

Augustus Reid shook his head, and said :

“Did I not tell you when I sat here by your
fire, a few d'ays ago, that I was the only child of
my white mother, and bore her name?”

‘ Excuse me; I recollect now,” said the con-
tractor ; * but,” — he hesitated. |

The door of the little bed - room now opened,

and the young wife came out, bearing her sleep-
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ing baby in her arms. She started, smiled and
bowed, when she saw who was the wisitor. Her
husband rose and assisted in placing the child in
the cradle. The little woman then advanced to
shake hands with the guest, and inquire for his
health. He made quite incoherent replies to her
questions, and seemed disturbed by her presence.
She at length said :

“I hope that you have concluded to accept
employ of my husband, and remain with us.”

“1 am no longer wanted,” he answered, hoarsely,
rising from his seat to go to the window. |

As he did so, something from his pocket fell to
the floor, with rather a sharp sound. The eyes
of the young contractor were at once riveted upon
this object ; the wife also gazed, with uplifted
hands. Augustus Reid turned about, and saw
what had so moved them. He stood motionless,
gazing in their faces. There, on the floor, right
before them all, lay the strip of scarlet broad -

cloth, bearing, in glistening white bead letters, the
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name, ®Nathalie' Norton.” In bold relief, in
startling distinctness, there it lay !

The young contractor, with hurried breath, at
length exclaimed : “ Where did you get that name ?
How came you by it?”

Augustus Reid answered, in broken tones, as if he
made a great effort to give utterance to the words :

“It is the name of the young white girl that
was dwelling in my father’s cabin. She wrought
it, and gave it to me not long ago.”

« Foﬁnd ! found ! ” cried the lumberman ; and
turning to his wife, he added : “ Dimple, why did
we never once dream that the Indians had carried
off our Nattie?”

 «But your name is not Norton,” said‘Auguatus
Reid.

“No, it is Nesmith. My sister, who was a
mere babe when I left my father’s house, had our
mother’s maiden name ,' ‘ Nathalie Norton.” I am
certain that it is the same. She may have had

her own reasons for omitting her full name when
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she wrought this portion of it. But we can soon
determine whether I am right or not.”

“How?” asked Augustus Reid.

The young couple glanced at each other; the
wife opened the bed -room door and peeped in;
then, approaching her husband, she whispered :

“It is not best to waken her to-mnight; but
may not our guest take a peep to see if he will
recognize the face on the bed-room pillow ?”

“You know she is very timid, and unwilling to
gee strangers,” the husband remarked, aloud.

“If she 18 here,” said the yo‘ung man, approach-
g with an anxious air, “ give me one look, and
[ will depart. Please do me the justice to believe
that I had no hand in her abduction, and it has
‘been the hope of my life to see her restored to her
friends.”

The young wife, at a glance from her husband,
now swung open the bed-room door, and the
youth looked in on the sleeper.

“It 18 Nathalie,” he said, and at once drew
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back, lifting his blanket from the lounge.

“You certainly do not think of leaving us
now,” sald Mr. Nesmith.

“It is better,” he answered; “ I should prefer
it. One thing more I would ask, however. I
think you can have no objection to following my
wishes in this respect. Nathalie, your sister, has
never known me as the son of my father, the old
chief, North Wind ; in the very few times we have
met, — only three in all, I believe, — I have been
to her Augustus Reid. Let me continue thus.”

Mr. Nesmith bowed, and said :

“1 have no objection to this, certainly. But
you must not think of leaving us at present. You
have recognized Nattie ; we wish to see her recog-
nize you. My father will be here before many
days; he will wish to thank you for having
restored to him his lost child.”

“ But she will not be restored to him through
my efforts,” said the young man; “nor did I

bring her to you.”
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“You have revealed her identity, which is the

> said the wife.

same,’

“ That you could have discovered at any mo-
ment by simply asking her name,” said the youth ;
“and she must soon have learned that your name
18 the same as hers, and would then have made
herself known without any asking.”

“I don’t know about that; I doubt if she
would,” said Mr. Nesmith ; “ for you know, wife,
how she has shrunk from being questioned as to
her name, and seemed afraid that it might be
known.”

“It can not be that she ﬂoes not long to be
restored to her friends,” said Augustus Reid.

“I am thinking of the delightful surprise which
we have 1n store for father, when he shall arrive,”
said the young wife.

“True,” resPOhded the husband. “I recollect
that he quite doted upon Nattie, when she was a
little thing; and I have always heard, in later

years, by letters from my married sister, who
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lives near the old place, that his regard for her
" seemed to increase with years. Indeed, it was so
excessive as to threaten harm to the child. He
humored and petted her so much, that she was
likely to grow up willful and spoiled. I know
that she had become a trial in the house ; a diso-
bedient, ill - natured girl, at the time of her dis-
appearance. The baby, which I never saw, had
to be kept away from home, owing to her rough
usage. She was, also, unkind to mother, in her
illness, and even the Irish girl complained loudly
of Miss Nattie’s géne_ral laziness and insubordina-
tion.” |

Augustus Reid seemed surprised to hear such
words as these, and said that “ he thought Nathalie
very different from this description.”

“So, indeed, this sick girl is,” said the wife.
“I never saw a child so gentle and patient, yet so
brave in the midst of pain; and this I have often

said to Robert.”
“You speak truly,” was the response. “If
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this proves lasting, Nattie’s captivity will be a
blessing in disguise. Now that mother is gone,
father greatly needs some one to keep his house,
and be company and solace for him in his lonely
hours. All this Nattie can be, better than any-
body else, if this experience has taught her to
control her temper and submit patiently to trials.”

“But it seems strange to me,” Mr. Nesmith
continued, turning toward Augustus Reid, “ that
your father should have taken Nattie off. I have
known of him for years, and never heard aught
of harm attributed to his character. He was
always considered honest and honorable among our
people.”

The young man colored painfully, as he
answered : ‘

“The Indian nature is full of strange fancies
and superstitions. My father has never been
addicted to dishonest acts; indeed, I think this is
the one great offense of his life.”

“ He must have had some strong motive, then,
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for committing it,” said Mr. Nesmith. “ No ordi-
nary consideration would have swayed him thus.”
“So it would seem,” was the evasive answer,
immediately followed by an inquiry as to how far
distant the home of Mr. Nesmith’s father lay?
The youth showed surprise when the answer
was given:

“ Three hundred miles.”
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CHAPTER XX.

HOME AQGAIN.

J = “HEN little Mrs.* Robert Nesmith
stepped quietly into the sick girl’s
room next morning, she heard a
> low voice, often quite broken by tears,
thanking God for his great goodness to such a
wicked girl as she had been, — for having pre-
served her from a fearful death, —for guiding
her to a friendly door, — for giving her the past
night’s grateful rest and sweet dreams of lost
home, also for one who had been kind to her, and
spoken pleasant words when she was among

strange, wild people.
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Mrs. Nesmith remained quiet while the little
girl was engaged in her simple, earnest prayer.
When it was ended, she approached and asked
her how she found herself this morning?

“I had a very pleasant night’s rest,” was the
answer, “and my head is much clearer than it
was yesterday.”

“I am glad to hear it,” said the kind woman,
* and hope that you will not work too hard to -
day.”

“Oh, no, I don’t intend to do so,” said Nattie.
“ [ have a very little job that I wish to do ; the rest
of the time I shall be quiet, or play with baby.
When I get well, I hope that I can work for you, to
pay you, in part, for all your kindness to me.”

“We shall be glad to have you stay with us as
long as you can,” was the answer, “ but perhaps
you may be called to go elsewhere.”

Nattie looked rather alarmed at these words.

She feared the old Indian chief had returned and
was about to claim her. Perhaps the dreaded
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Torch Eye was with him, and she would soon be
plunged into decper troubles than she had thus
far experienced. Yet a voice in her heart seemed
to say : “Cuast thy burden on the Lord, and He
will sustain thee :” and she answered, quietly :

“It is not likely that anybody that has any
right to me will come to claim me, so I hope I
shall be allowed to stay with you.”

“Will any person who has no right be likely
to lay claim to you?” asked Mrs. Nesmith.

Nattie stopped a moment, and said :

“They might.”

She then drew forth her beads, and other arti-
cies, from under the pillow, and comenced
work.

“I hope that you will let me see your embroi-
dery when it is finished,” said Mrs. Nesmitk.

“It 18 not much,” was the response, “only the
name of a friend, which I am working in beads."’

“ But you will let me see it, won’t you ?”

“Oh, yes, if you wish,” sald Nattie, thread-
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ing the beads rapidly on the long horse-hairs.

“You seem to b(:’, well skilled in your work,”
remarked the little woman.

“Yes, I have done much of it,—too much.
That is what ails my head sometimes, when I see
things double, or see beads everywhere ; so I can
do but little of it now.”

Robert Nesmith and Augustus Reid went out
to the saw - mill, directly after breakfast. ‘The
husband and wife had not yet decided in what
way they would tell Nattie that she was already
among near relatives, and soon to meet her
father. As she was still quite weak and fee-
ble, they dreaded to give her too much of a
shock.

The two men came in at noon. When Mrs.
Nesmith carried Nattie’s dinner to her room, the
name on which she had been at work was finish-
ed, and lay on the spread before her.

“ Ah,” said the little woman, “ you have been

very expeditious. I see that your task is done.
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It is pretty, indeed, and a style of work which
we do not often see; but I have a friend who has
some very similar to it, — in truth, so very much
like it that it would almost scem that one hand
must have done it all. After a while, if you
would like, I will bring it in and show it to you.”

Nattie said that she would like to see it very
much ; so, when dinner was over, Mrs. Nesmith
asked Augustus Reid for the name on the strip of
cloth, which had so singularly, on the night pre-
vious, revealed to them Nattie’s identity, and
also for the metal box containing those other
names, which he had already shown to them.
They were placed in her hand, and, attended by
her husband, she returned to Nattie’s room.
Approaching the bed, she placed bepeath the pur- |
ple strip containing the name “ Augustus Reid,”
the scarlet one, bearing the name “ Nathalie Nor-
ton.”

Nattie’s eyes grew wild, and flashed from one

face to the other as she read these two names,
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both wrought by her own hand, in the days which
were now so interesting in memory.

“ Do you know anybody by this name?” asked
Mrs. Nesmith, touching the lower of the two on
the coverlet.

Nattie nodded slightly.

“Is it your own ?” asked the little woman.

“It is part of it,” was the rather unwilling an-
SWCT.

“ Will you let me add another toit?” said
Robert, with a merry twinkle in his black eye.

“What one?” asked Nattic, with a quick

glance.

“ Mine, for instance,” he answered, taking from
his notebook a card bearing his name in large
print. |

This he proceeded to shove under the beaded
strip till only the name “ Nesmith” remained visi-
ble. Nattie’s color came and went rapidly, as
shic now saw before her cyes, her own name, full

and complete, “ Nathalie Norton Nesmith.”
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She burst into tears. Robert laid his hand on
her head and said, kindly :

“ Do n’t cry, Nattic; I am your owa brother
Bobby ; though I was a great boy when you
were scarcely more than a baby, and left home
before you can remember. It was not till last
nicht that we knew this, for you were so feeble
we did not like to trouble you with too many
questions about your past experiences. Dimple,
who will be a good sister, shall tell you how it all
came about. She is better than I am at such
things. DBut dont cry, and make yourself sick,
because there will be some more surprises for you
before long, and you must get ready for them by
octting well as fast as you can.”

As soon as her brother had withdrawn, Nattic
turned toward his wife, her sister, and, lifting the
name of “ Augustus Reid” from 1ts place, said:

“ Did he tell you of me?”

The little woman bowed 1n assent.

“ Where is he?” asked Nattie.

Google



Home Again. 263

“ He 1s here,” was the answer. “1I have, also,
some other names, in a box which he gave me.
You will recognize them, 1 think.”

She produced it, blackened, scarred and par-
tially melted, as it had been taken from the
ruins of the fire. Nattie shuddered at the sight
of it.

“I hope the dreadful fire has not burned him,”

she said.

€t NO b}

“ He must have been there if he found this box,
I should think.”

“Yes. Would you like to have hime come in
and tell you about it ?”’

“I would,” was the quick answer.

Mrs. Nesmith went into the sitting - room, and
informed the young man of Nattie’s wish. He
rose at once and followed her to the little room.
The poor girl secmed far gladder at the sight of
him than she had been when her brother disclosed
himsclf to her; for his had been the one bright
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face which had beamed on her captivity, while the
face of her brother was almost as that of a stran-
ger. DBut the young man was much moved now
that he saw her safe in the arms of her friends,
soon to be fully restored to those who bhad, for
nearly a year, mourned for her more deeply than
they might have sorrowed for the dead. He felt
that a vast distance was opening between them ;
that, perhaps, after to-day, he must not expect
to see her more. And the past helplessness of
her condition, a little, lone, white girl, stolen
from her plcasant home and set among savages

in a wilderness, had, from the first, drawn him

strangely toward her. I‘or him, in a sense, she
suffered her hardships and wrongs. His father
would not have laid a hand upon her had he not
coveted for his son by a white woman, a partner
from the same race. Thus, while he rejoiced
over Nattie’s restoration to her own people, he
could scarcely help sorrowing for himself. Some-

thing of this showed in his eyes while he gazed
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on her. She noticed his manner and said:

“Why I thought you would be glad to see me.”

“So I am,” he answered, seeking to disperse
the gathering gloom from his countenance; * but
the last few days have been very trying, and per-
aaps their shadow :s still on me.”

“T would like to have you tell me about them,
unless it would make you too sorry,” said Nattie.

“ 1t is a hard tale,” he answered ; “but it 1s bet-
ter to know the truth than to have the mind left
a prey to suspense and fearful imaginationé.”

Then Augustus Reid rehearsed briefly the
events of the past week, touching as lichtly as
possible those incidents calculated to awaken grief
and horror in the heart of his listener.

“ Well,” said Nattie, drawing a deep sigh when
he had finished, “so they are all dead and gone,—
those poor creatures to whom I was so hard and
unkind. I shall never forgive myself because I
did not let the poor old man have his mat by day,

and his blanket to wrap around his cold, aching
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limbs. But I would have all those things piled
up till night came, so as to have the cabin look
nice, and how much water I made the squaws
bring, to scald the wooden bowls and wash the
succotash kettle. How I made them work on
baskets, too, to buy me finery. DBut the baskets
were all burned, and the bowls, the mats and
blankets. I only escaped, and I wonder that
God did n’t let me burn, for my bad dceds.”

“1 do n’t think,” said Augustus Reid, “ that it
was anything very bad for you to make those fat,
lazy squaws do the work which they were so
much better able to do than yourself; and as to
the old man’s sitting in his blanket all day, it
hardly seems to me that it could have been neces-
sary, when he was so close to a fire always.”

“The spirit which led me to do those things
was bad,” said Nattic; “for I drove the squaws
about and vexed the old man, to show my power ;
and the more I could afflict them the better I en-

joyed myself. Oh, this was awfully wicked !
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and I shudder to think what a bad girl I have
always been, and how I have thought it was so
inuch for me to be hurt a very little, but nothing
for others to endure ever so great pain. I don’t
believe I shall be so any more, for I think how
areat is God’s goodness in sparing so guilty a
wretch, and I pray to Him to forgive my sins,
and keep me from doing wrong again.”

Augustus Reid looked surprised to hear such
words from the little girl; and thought that sick-
ness and calamity had preyed deeply upon her
mind.

“Do not think too meanly of yourself,” he
said. “ You have suffered much wroﬁg, but will
soon be restored to all your friends.” |

“What has become of the Frenchmen that
burned our home?” Nattie asked, quickly.

“They have fled,” was the answer ; * probably
because they feared that their crime would be

discovered, and they be brought to justice.”
“When the old chief, North Wind, gets back
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and finds his cabin destroyed, what will he do?”

“ He will be sad,” answered Augustus, turnin<
his eyes away, “and go with his family farther
into the forest, to scek a new hunting ground.”

“I shall never sce him again,” said Nattic.

“Would you wish to?” the youth asked,
quickly.

“The old chief would not have been so bad, if
it had not been for his dreadful boy, Torch IEye.”

“ Did you ever see him ?”

“Noj; but I knew that I was kept for him.
You told me once, that you knew Torch Eye.
Do you think he will be likely to follow me, if I
ever oet back to my home ?”

The ybung man did not answer at once, and
Nattie added : ' f

“I mean, to try and steal me away again? be-
cause his father once teld him that the white girl
should be his.”

“I do not think that Torch Eyc will ever do
anything to cause you trouble, Nathalie,” the
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young man now said; in a low, dejected tone, with
his eyes bent on the floor.

He then opened the box which he had taken
from the ﬁre, and Jaid the names out before her.
Nattie repeated one after another, and spoke of
her joy when she first found that she could be
uscful to her captors in a way more congenial to
her tastes than was drawing water, making broth,
and tending the young papooses.

“I shall want to see them all, sometimes,” she
said ; “even old Red Rose, and bright Black -
bird, though they did not like me much; but
I'ox Heart was real good, and little Sweet Fern,
too. As you are a friend of the old chief, per-
haps you may see them some time. Glve them the
kindest regards of the pale - face 'girl, or Tulip,
as the chieftain named me, and bid them good-bye
for her. If they should ever come to my native
village, perhaps, with my father, I may go and
call on them. If I had not been a bad girl, run-

ning away from home alone in the dark evening,
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because I was angry with my sick mother and
my kind sister, who had reproved me for some of
my disobedient conduct, I would never have been
caught by the Indian and borne away to the wil-
derness. Perhaps God sent him on purpose to
teach me the bitter fruits of sin.”

When Nattie spoke in this strain, her listener
seemed not to know what answer to make. She
now picked up the bead - work and replaced it in
the box.

“1 would like to keep this, to remind me of
the old wicwam,” she said. “ And see, I have
made your name, too, since I came here.”

She held the purple cloth before his eyes.

“I am much obliged to you for taking the
trouble,” he said.

“It was no trouble, but a pleasure,” she an-
swered. “ Shall you live around in this country,
always ?”’

“I do n’t know,” he answered, evasively.

“ Perhaps you will some time come where
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I live; if you do, you must call and see me.”

“My race are not thus given to approaching
the abodes of the whites,” Le said.

“But you are not much Indian,” she returned ;
“ and, indeed, you might easily become one of us.
I hope you will.”

At these words, the young man turned away,
and retraced his steps to the sitting - room. He
saw the young lumber merchant approaching the
door in company with a gentleman of middle age.
The two entered. Little Mrs. Nesmith, with
the baby in her arms, hastened forward to greet
the new comer. DBoth husband and wife seemed
delighted at sight of their guest.

After tossing and complimenting the baby a
few moments, the gentleman looked toward Au-
- gustus Reid, and going up to him with extended
hand, said :

“Why, how do you do?”

The youth seemed embarrassed and falteringly

returned the salutation. 'The husband and wife
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-

stared at each other. The mutual acquaintance
of these two surprised them.
“Did you think you knew this young man,
father ?”” asked Robert;  you must be mistaken.”
“ Mistaken ? oh, no,” was the answer; “not at
all, although I confess that I was surprised to see

him here.”

Augustus Reid now expected to hear himself
addressed as Torch Eye, in full hearing of Nattie,
who was wide awake, just within the adjoining
bedroom.

“ Why, whom do you take him to be?” asked
Robert. ' '

“ Augustus Reid, to be sure, the son of a
worthy merchant in our town ; but he must have
traveled with dispatch, for I saw him at the
depot on the morning I left home, and he did
not then seem to have a journey in-view.”

“Truly, you have the name of the young man,”
said Robert; “but he was never asojourner in

your section of country.”
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“Is it possible?” said the father. “Yet he is

an exact likeness of our Augustus Reid, only,
as I notice now, a litle taller, perhaps. Cer-
tainly, young man, you must be connected with
the Reids of Bernardville ?”

Augustus colored, as he answercd that he sup-
posed he had connections by the name of Reid.
somewhere, and it now struck him that he had
heard his deceased mother speak of a place called
Bernardville.

“ It must be so,” Mr. Nesmith, senior, answered.
“ And you never saw your relatives in that direc-
tion? Then you should go there and mike them
a visit. I am certain that you would have no
difficulty in satisfying them that you are of their
kindred.”

Nattie had listened to every tone of this new
voice till she now lay trembling like an aspen. In
the flush of glad excitement, Robert stepped to
the door of her room. Nattie turned her eager

eyes on his face. Without wditing to give his
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father any preparation for so great a surprise, but
thinking it best to get through the first meeting
as soon as possible, he said :

“ Come, father, and see if you can guess a lit-
tle closer to the truth than you did just now, by
telling us whom we have here, on this cot bed ?”

Mr. Nesmith hastened to the door of the bed-
room, but had hardly glanced towards the couch,
before two eager, imploring arms were stretched
out toward him, while a voice, in a very agony
of yearning and affection, cried :

“ My father! my father!”

Then the little form began to crawl down from
the bed, to reach his feet ; but the father hastencd
toward her. If he could not, in a moment, recog-
nize the thin, pale face, he knew the voice of his
child, and the response which his own heart made
to her anguished call. That call!l It told of all
her sufterings, her longings, her deep, deep joy
and thankfulness for once more seeing his face.

“My heart 1s too full for words,” said the
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fathcr, brokenly, as he held his daughter to his
breast ; “and may I, henceforth, serve and adore
the God who has so wonderfully restored my child
to my arms.”

“That 18 what I try to do,” said Nattie, faintly ;
“for, indeed, my father, I have suffered much;
and I think the good Lord let it be so, to heal me
of sin ; for when I had everything that heart could
wish, I was a willful, bad girl; I did not thank
God for a single blessing, but was angry because
I had not more good things. But some way,
though it is very strange, since I have lost every-
thing, I have found so much to be thankful for.”

There were not a few tears shed around the
bed while Nattie told her little tale of sorrow and
licard what her father had to relate in return. It
caused her much grief to learn that her mother
was no more, for now she could never atone for
past disobedience.

“ Mother once told me,” she said, “that I

might live to be sorry for my conduct, and feel
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remorse. 1 know now what remorse means.”

Nattic’s father was not yet a Christian, so he
could not soothe her with the soothing which she
rcquired. After a while, she said that Jesus
would forgive her, she thought, because he had
dicd for sinners.

Many questions were asked concerning sister
Tiny and Irish Biddy. Tiny was well, only a
cough, and this prevented her being the compan-
10n of the father in his journey. DBiddy was married
to a countryman of hers, and made a thrifty
housckeeper.

“Then who takes care of you?” Nattie asked,
looking wistfully in her father’s face.

“Well, I do n't have too much care, daugnter,”
he answered. “I1 have got along with having
a woman come twice a week to do some washing
and cooking. I was expecting to sell, on mjy
return, and take board for Tiny and me; but you
scem to be pretty well grown ; I almost think that

1 shall lay on you the responsibility of being my
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housekeeper. Do you really think you could be
such a personage?”

“Oh, I want to be! that 1s, I’ll try my best,”
said Nattie, gladly. “I can’t do as well as a
woman, but I will be learning every day, if you
will only have patience. Mother was so very
nice, always, and Biddy, too, that you will find
a great difference, of course.”

“I think I am not so particular, In many
respects, a3 I was before my troubles,” said Mr.
Nesmith; “and if I can but have my daughter
‘'with me again, whom I had expected to see no
more, I shall find abundant cause to be thankful
and content.”

After a weck’s tarrying with his son, Mr. Nes-
mith and Nattie set out for home. Augustus
Reid was invited to bear them company, and
make a visit to his mother’s friends, who, it
appeared evident, lived in the same village. But
he excused himself, feeling too wild and untutored

to go at once into the society of polished white
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people.  He promised, however, at Nattie’s
urgent request, to go that way before a year
should pass by. Mr. Nesmith, who learned the
young man’s parentage from his son, was anxious
that he should be rescued from the Indian mode
of life, and made a uscful man in civilized society.

Nattie had some pretty clothes made for her
journey. She was much surprised to find it, as
she expressed it, “such a long way home.” She
found little Tiny much grown; and Irish Biddy
was wild with delight when she- found that Miss
Nattie had returned home, all safe and sound.

“ But shure, an’ ye can niver kape this great
house, an’ be afther doin’ all the work?” she
cried in amaze.

“I am going to try,” was Nattie’s meek reply.

She did try. And don’t you suppose she suc-
ceeded, children? Of course she did; for who
ever said, “ I’ll try,” with a brave, willing heart,
and failed of accomplishing a high purpose?

Truly, no one, if they also trusted in God, as did -
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our Nattie. Such a spirit is sure of a noble vic-
tory.

It has been a number of years since the cvents
herein chronicled, had their occurrence. The old
Indian chief, North Wind, after many wander-
ings, and the loss of his second wife, with all the
children, save Black - bird, has now become quite
reconciled to dwelling among the white man’s
race, and divides his time between the civilizeil
home of his son and the wigwam of his daughter.
His son is Augustus Reid; his wife’s name was
Nattie Nesmith, and there is a little Nattie, who
is the delight both of her white and red grand-
papa.

So, after all, Nattie did marry the dreaded
Torch Eye; but he is not in the least “ dreadful ”
to her now. On the contrary, she looks upon
him as a model husband, and only hopes that her
little Nattie may, without her hard experience,
prove as fortunate in the choice of a companion,

* ‘'when her time shall come. She calls this little
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Nattie the ™ child of chastening,” for she is a very
meek, gentle thing, not a bit like her mother,

who was once known as the * Bad Girl.”

THE END.
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CHEERFUL WORDS.*

In the whole range of English literature we can call to
mind the works of no single author to which the title,
““ Cheerful Words,” can more properly apply than to those of
George Macdonald. It exactly expresses the element which
permeates everything from his pen, whether sermon, essay,
story or poem — an element which strengthens while it
cheers, which instills new light and life into the doubting or
dixcomaged soul, and incites it to fresh effort.

In the volume before us the editor has brought together,
with a careful and judicious hand, some of the choicest pas-
«rres from Macdonald’s works, written in various keys and
upon various subjects, but all marked by healthy sentiment
and sunshiny feeling. In quoting what a late critic has said
of the ‘“electrical consciousness” which characterizes his
writings, the editor remarks: °‘ The breadth and manliness
of tone and sentiment, the deep perceptions of human
nature, the originality, fancy and pathos, the fresh, out-of-
door atmospliere everywhere apparent; above all, the earnest,
wholesome, but always unobtrusive religious teaching that
underlies all his writings, give to the works of George Mac-
donald a certain magnetic power that is indescribable.”
And in the selections here made that power is singularly ap-
parent. By turns they touch the heart, fire the imagination,
moisten the eyes, arouse the sympathies, and bring into
active exercise the better feelings and instincts of mind and
heart.

The introduction to the volume is from the pen of James
T. Fields, a personal friend and ardent admirer of the au-
thor. He regards Macdonald as a master of his art, and
believes in holding up for admiration those like him, who
have borne witness to the eternal beauty and cheerful capa-
bilities of the universe around us, and who are lovingly
reminding us, whenever they write, of the *‘ holiness of help-
fulness.”

*Chearful Words. By George Macdonald. Introduction by James T.
Fields, and l'iography by Emma E. Brown. Spare Minute Series. Boston:
D. Lowop & Co.  Price $1.00.
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Sinzenr AND HaixTr: A story of the Woman’s Crusade
Ly Al AL Hoplins, author of “John Bremm: His Prison
Bars,” ete. Boston: D, Lothrop & Co. Price $1.25. ‘T'his
15 a notable addition to temperance literature and combines,
in styvle and treatment, some of the strongest charac-
teristics of  that  unique temperance  narrative, with
<alient  features peculiar to itself. It is both a live,
pregressive, radical reform  story, quite abreast with
the  temperance thouzht of to-day, and an intense,
absorbing record of heart expericnces, reading as if
they were all real. In oits delineation of scenes wnd inci-
dents in the Woman's Crusade, it traverses a field rich i
sucaestion, in feeling and in fact, and hitherto ignored by
the novelist. The Crusade marked an epoch in temperance
aclivities, and Sinner and Saint vividly reflects the wonder-
ful spirit of that movement, while as vividly portravinge the
strange methods and the remarkable faith that gave it suc-
cess. This is a broader, more comprehiensive story than iis
predecessor from the same pen, more abundant in charac-
ters, and stronger in the love elements which these contrih-
ute.  The relicious tone of it also, is more decidedly
pronounced. Bl)lall (New York?), Worrom, Ohio, and »a
Rocky mountain mining camp, forin the locali. Of all
these Mr. Hopkins writes like one familiar with his ground,
as he is confessedly famihar with the different ph wes of
temperance endeavor and need. ¢ To the women who work
and pray, for love’s dear sake and home’s, that fallen
manhood may come to its own again,’”” he dedicates his
-wourk. It should win the early perusal of all that noble
army, and of a wide circle besides —of all, indeed, who
sympathize with human weakness and admire womanly
strength.

KiNGs, QUEENS AND BARBARIANS:; or, Talks ahout
Sceven Historic Ages, By Arthur Gilman, M.A. New ILidi-
tion, enlarged. 1Ill. Boston: D. Lothrop & Co. Price $1.00.

'his handsome little volume, prepared for young readers, is
a pleasant condensation of the main facts in the world’s his-
tory from the time of the Golden Age of Greece,.which
dates baek to five hundred years before Christ, down to the.
Golden Ace of England, or the time of the Puritans. The
information is conveyed in the form of a family dialocue, in
which the father entertains his children evening after eve-
ning, in a series of talks, taking up in a natural way one
subject after another, giving just enough of each to create
an appetite among the young listeners to know more about
them and to bring the various voliumes of historyin the fam-
ily library into active dcmanl. Young readers will find it
a delightful volume.
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NEW PUBLICATIONS.

Tne LIFrE, TRAVELS AND LITERARY CAREER OF DIIAY-
ARD TAYLOR. By Russell H. Conwell. Boston: D. Loth-
rop & Co. Price $1.50. The author of this work says truly
that ‘“the direct and unavoidable appeal of a noble life,
which closed with honor and deserved renown, is fir more
patent and permanent in the culture and reformation of the
world than all other forms of mental and moral quicken-
ing.”” Bayard Taylor is conspicuous among the many in
our country who have risen from humble conditions by per-
sonal, honorable effort, to high places, not only for his suc-
cess, but for the quality of that success. Although not the
createst of American poets, he was one of the truest. Ilis
harp never rang falzc; he never praised things evil or lent
his pen to a bad cause. He was a lover of humanity and of
truth. Although in one sense a man of the world, he never
lost the pure instinets of his childhood, and though he had
the common faults of humanity they weighed lightly when
compared with his virtues. Col. Conwell has told the story
of his life, his struggles and his final success with loving
care, and has supplemented it with an account of his death
and the wide-spread sorrow it occasioned. He gives a report
of the great memorial meeting held at Tremont Temple, and
quotes freely and largely from the expressions of condolence
and artection made by those present and received from those
of the dead poet’s friends who were unable to be present.
The vo.ume is issued in handsome form and contains a por-
trait ot My, Taylor. |

Tue LircLE FOLKS’ READER. Illustrated. DBoston : D.
Lothrop & Co. Price $1.00. No one who has not seen it
can realize the beauty of tl.is little quarto, or the care with
which its comu:nts have been prepared for young readers,
It is intended tor the use of little beginners in the art of
reading, and all possible means have been taken to make it
as attractive as possible. The stories are such as will inter-

est young children, and are profusely illustrated by the best
American draughtsmen. As much pains and expense have
been bestowed upon it as npon some of the costly holiday
volumes. It has a beautiful prize cover desigued by George
F. Barnes.
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Tine TeMPTER BEHIND. By the Author of ‘‘ Israel Mort,
Overman.” Boston: D. Lothrop & Co. Price $1.25. Most
readers of fiction will remember ‘¢ Israel Mort, Overman,’’ a
book which created several years ago a profound sensation
both in this countryand in England. It was a work of in-
tense strength and showed such promise on the part of the
anonymous author that a succeeding work from the same
hand has ever since been anxiously looked for, in the belief
that, should it be written, it would make a yet more decided
impression. ‘‘ The Tempter Behind,” now just brought out
in this country, shbows that the estimate of the public as to
the ability of the author was not too high. It is in every
way a higher and stronger work, and one that cannot but
have a marked effect whereverit is read. It isnot merely an
intensely interesting story; something more earnest than
the mere excitement of incident underlies the book. It is
the record of the struggles of a young and ambitious student
against the demon of drink. IHe is an orphan — the ward of
a rich uncle who proposes to settle his entire property upon
him in case he conforms to his wishes. It is the desire of
the uncle that he shall become a clergyman, a profession for
which the young man has a strong and natural preference.

Unknown to his uncle, he has formed the habit of social
drinking at college from which he cannot extricate himself.
The terrible thirst for intoxicants paralyses his will, and
renders him a slave to the cup. Every effort he makes is
unsuccessful. He loses rank at college, and is afterward
dismissed from his post as private secretary to an official of
the government, on account of the neglect of his studies and
duties, but without exposure. HIls uncle knows his failures,
but not their cause, and demands that he either enter the
ministerial profession for which he has prepared himself, or
leave the shelter of his roof. The young man, who has too
much principle to assume a position which he fears he may
disgrace, does not confide in his uncle, and secretly departs
from the house, leaving behind him a letter of farewell, de-
termined to make one more trial by himself, and among
strangers, to break the chains which bind him so closely.
The story of his experiences, trials and temptations are viv-
idly and almost painfully told, with their results. The book
needs no commendation. Through the enterprise of the
publishers, it makes its first appearance in America, and
will be brought out in Loondom r its issue here.
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NEW PUBLICATIONS.

Cutps FrROM THE Witk House.—12 mo, 486 pp. $1.50
What the press says of it:

In this handsome volume of five hundred pages have Leen
brought together some of the most important utterances of
our twenty presidents, carefully sclected from speeches and
addresses, public documents and private correspondence,
. .d touching upon a large varicty of subjects.— Goldex
Rule, Boston.

Most of the extracts are dated and accompanied by bricf
explanations of the circumstances under which they were
written, and the vol::me, therefore, if judiciously read, will
give a clearer idea of the character of the men than can be
gathered elsewhere by reading a small library through.—
New York Graphic.

The selections are made with judgment and taste, and
represent not only the political status of the distinguished
writers, but also their social and domestic characteristics.
The book is interesting in itself, and specially valuable as
a convenient book of reference for students of American
history. Its mechanical presentation is all that can be
asked.— Providence Journal.

Each chapter is prefaced by a brief syunoposis of the life
and services of itssubject, and most of the extracts are dated,
with brief explanations of the circumstances under which
they were written, The work, in fact, is a handbook. It
is colivenient for reference of American history, It is
printed in clear, large type, is tastefully and strongly bound,
and is supplemented by a very full index.— Woman's Jour-
nal, Boston.

p—

The book i3 theroughly good; none better could bhe
placed in the hands of young persons. By the lizht of
these they can see the reflection of the character of the
grand men who have been called to rule over the Nation
during its existence. No other nation ever had such a
sucesssion of rulers, where so few have proved failures.—
Inter Ocear. Chicago.
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Egovpt®* occupied the geographical centre of the ancient
world. It was fertile and attractive. Its inhabitants were
polished, cultivated, and warlike. 1Its great cities were cen-
tres of wealth and civilization, and fromm the most distant
countries came scholars and travellers to learn wisdom under
Eoyptian masters and study the arts, sciences and govern-

mental policy of the country. While surrounding nations
were sunk in primitive barbarism Egypt shione as the patron
of arts and acquirements. With a natural thirst for con-
quest she introduced a system of military tactics which
ma«de her armies almost invincible., Her wisdom was a
proverb among the surrounding nations, **1f a philoso-
peer,”” savs Wilkinson, ‘‘“ sought knowledge, Egyvpt was the
sehool: if a prince required a physician it was to Eayvpt that
he applied: if any material point perplexed the decision of
Kinus or councils, to Ecypt it was referred, and the arms of
a Pharaoh were the hope and frequently the protection, even
at a late period, of a less powerful ally, It would surprise
many readers to know how much in customs, social and
relicious, has come down to us from this ancient people.
Placmmg the ring on the bride’s finger at marriage is an in-
stance. The Egyptian gold pieces were in the form of rings,
and the husband placed one on the finger of his wife as an
emblem of the fact that he entrusted her henceforth with
all his property. The celebration of Twelfth Day and Cand-
lemas are Egyptian festivals under different names. The
Catholic priest shaves his head because the Egyptian priests
did the same ages before; the English clergyman reads the
liturgy in a linen dress because linen was the dress of the
Egyptians, and more than two thousand years before the
bishop of the Church of Rome pretended to hold the keys
of heaven and hell there was a priest in Egypt whose title
was the Appouinted Keeper of the Two Doors of Heaven.

It is not strange that the story of this people and country
should be so fascinating. There is an element of the mys-
terious in it which attracts even the reader who does not
care for historical reading in general. In the preparation
of her work Mrs. Clement has not only had the advantage
of extensive reading upon the subject, but of personal travel
and knowledge. She has skilfullv condensed the vast
amount of material at her command, and presents to the
reading public a volume which needs only to be examined
to become a standard.

- JR——

¢ Egypt. By Mrs. Clura Erskine Clement.  Lothrop’s Library of Enter-
aininy History. Boston: D Lothrop & Co. Price $1.50.
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BOOKS FOR CLERGYMEN.

The list of D. Lothrop & Co’s more important books is
especially rich in works prepared to meet the wants of
clercymen, Sunday-school superintendents and teachers.
Among them are collections of sermons by eminent preach-
ers, full of thought, and abounding in practical suggestions;
essays upon doctrinal points; discussions of various methods
of preaching and teaching; church history and biography;
books of scriptural reference and exegesis, and collections of
poetry of a devotional character. They are invaluabie as
working tools for. carrying on the practical work of the
church, Some of thom have been before the public for
years annd have gained a high and secure place in the esti-
mation of the clergy and teachers alike; others, not less im-
portant or helpful in character, are new, and result fmm
later needs in the church and Sunday-school.

How to Conduct Prayer Meetings, by Rev. Lewis O
Thompson, comes prominently under this list, a volume
which has attained a wide popularity. Dr. Thompson’s
theory of what a prayer-meeting should be is based upon the
fact that it is, in the main, a gathering of professing Chris-
tians for conference and edification, and not a revival ser-
vice for the conversion of the impenitent. The inquiry
meeting has taken the place of the former revival prayer-
meetings to a great cxtent, and has been found far more
eflicacious in producing results. A brief introduction is
furnished by the Rev. J. H. Vincent, D. D,, in which the
work is warmly commended to the notice of all Christian
workers, for its sound, practical sense, and deep religious
purpose. Nor will Dr. Vincent be alone in his estimate of
its worth. It should be read by every pastor, by every
class leader, by every church member. It will serve to elear
away many false impressions, inspire fresh ardor and en-
thusiasm among luke-warm church goers, and will be an
efficient aid in the promotion of lestlan feeling and

-y

. Christian work.
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Six LitrLE REevews. By Aale Zannatt 1Voods.

25 crayon drawings by Boz. Price, $1.50. Boston:

D. Lothrop & Co.

Six LitrLE REBELS, is a charming story of five
southern childrem, brought to one of our quiet New
kingland towns during the civil war.  If the south has
many such families, a great future lies before it, for a
finer group of children it would be hard to reproduce
in any part of the world. The characters are finely
drawn, fresh and natural as a June morning‘. ‘They
accomodate themselves to New England life as if to
the manor born; and their adventures, and sporting
humor, and loving ways make up a delightful book.

Their temperary home was well chosen. Dr. War-
rington 1s a genuine New Englander, with shrewd in-
sight, quiet ways, and a perfect self-mastery, which
assures him great influence over others. His daugh-
ter Dolly is a jewel, modest, self-distrust{ul, but gifted
with Yankee faculty, equal to all emergencies ; Axy, too,
tlie maid of all work, and Aunt Lucinda are admirable
specimens of New England character. The book is
certain to be a favorite with children, who will have
no end of laughter over the pranks, of Lex, the mis-
chievous colored imp, and as much enjoyment over
the sweet prattle of baby Bertie. We can’t have too
much of such literature,
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