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Feor agee the Great

Ve

in their monotony

fires ascended, and 1t

patrelled the camp

ef her own race,
The ecommandant ¢
the shore, locked

the same dark forest

but unknown
among his luggage

But London! Thet
af this provinecial
prcper to a
ment, gaming, wine
Not one! He kicked
His servaot

“Well, Tabh?"

noon, in their canoe,
o' them.”

“What!™" in astoni
guide us?”’

** 'Tis the. rounge
leader.

“Tell them I'll pz
they must.”

“They won't take
on to-morrow.”’

what fellows I have
Two voyagprs had

their fire made.
gun-rack for their

ble beginnings of a siu

out on

A eingle bottle, the last, wn

had short of Montreal |

gentleman, a
ona handsome woman in all this wilderness.

appreached him.
your pardon, lieutenant."

“Those two weodsman that eame this after-

He says Lhey can't wait.”

The lieutenant kicked at the pebhles again.
7 must speak to them myself, then.
Their canoe was drawn up by the rivér shore;

swords, wWeapons so unusual that their owners

Lakes of North America] ang - the Indians, hung there

tle man aquatted before the fira

. 5k : b drring w wile an i ig} ! om-
mature clothing. their endle shores Upon | irying ‘wet powder in an iron '1.*-.\. His ¢ ™
2 : - | panicn stood and watched him, stretching
she waters of those inland within the | long limbs cramped by a day in the ¢
depths of the epormous fo the pe | The old man stud! his powder car
mutterinzs of : were los the :";'1 ;1 man Inxuriated in yawnz. Nei
| noticed the approagh of the lieutenant—or it
Thouch the record of savaes sallBRR . oy - N 5
h 1 the recor bl ~Tations re- | seemed so. He was foreed to speak.
mained in human nat even a pile Here—yvon,"" he said.
®f stone marked a h Ennt, | The old man grunted: the taller turned and
? I “Good avening, lieutenan:. ™
But at last the white man came into [® ey [t . x
bt p ) f ne i :h»—.l ant of th ‘s Twenty-fourth
b3 o, an A n ch bezan The \a.»-r:_ find t to please him. He
surfare of the forest, the long rearhes of the| spoke with a drawl, irsclently,
shores, wers still almnost the =ame: but 1\-»:'9: “Tha sergeant ¥ You are gocd lake
uirles.”” :
and there was a tiny zap Iin rhe tres-tops IE-'. .
gl Indifiarent good, lieutenant, but not
kere and there were the charred ruius of | gnides
buildings, here and there the pick and shovel “That means your price i8 higher. Well,
kad made trenches and mounds which would | > 1 T'?‘i"- My les are useless Ses the
. they'va hr ht me to. Caught here
remain for many These 1ey ! g here in

1rs

were the fee

le, two

viceked, my corporal and
ome, what's your price?

andous rhange

while

the Indian was yet master in (he land the n.to Detroil.™
forest still covered the earth, and while r\”“5 shook his head: the younger
eutenant, you must ex-
wild beasts for many ears to come were [r_',i
anjoy their paturzl haunt | ¢ guinecasz," said the lieuténant, **Four
In the lats autumn of the vear 1772 [h‘,iﬂ“' :
shores of Lake Huron seemgd still unbroken |

enant eried. “What if

The black farest pushed | I enin?
| :
» auothrr

up cloge to the cach: the water 2] tha & ten dape.™
rounded pebbles; and on the unending surfa -’i L 1---rr--|‘_-‘n| Was not Withouk redonsce.

: BlLEs The nirs of the messrocm fai effect,
¢f the lake no canosz or boat was visible. But! he tried conciliation. My goof

where the eastern point of Saginaw bay a| Too lat The tall rounz fellow smiled,
littla river entered embaved wat s:nn‘n"-p'“‘ :

; . 2 Tha

dozens of trees had been felled, the ke of .

he sounds of human act- | ax

ivity were to | heard | nre ma ““As if T would de-
It was an encampment of soldiers of the|lay my return a single day! I

English. king AT tents stood close to- | enter Boston on mr 1 héav., Onee of 2ge

gether, a little g t from a eabin of logs | my uncle eannot hinder me from what 1 wish

On the beach men worked at the repaliring of | to 4n."

boats; toward the land sentinels in red e | “Except,” said Benjy, “from what you

Outside (ts limits

but | most wish ™’

huddled close ta line, were Indian wig “Npl even from that,” answered the other
wams, and at a distance w=2s a bark hut of | “*If T eculd make up mv mind to do anything
better make, hut still of =avags workman-|so unkin? to Dickie, I could enter the tope-
ship. XNone but the soldiers might enter the | walks. In three years I have chang»i No
camp;: therefore from the door of the hut a o would know Can you recall tha sick-
white mirl gazed often “boy 1 twas when firat T come away with

wistfully at the men I
. c1?7 And now—look at me!"

He stretehed himself to his full height and
gquared his shoulders. His was a fizfire of

f the soldiers walked Tty

tha lake, and was

{mpatient to be z2one. There were vot three | great sire 1 and, more than that, of
days before the boats could be finished, and | abonnding health, 18 eres were nuick "and
his injured in condition to move. He cursed | bright, his face well tanned. His orm was
his luck; he tantalized ‘himself by the mut-! na fithe; he held his head sloft with
tered name of London, Londen, where his| ¢ of an Tndian. Bat the little rronked
promotion wag already purchased! | logking - at ‘him ascuint, felt with his

2rill in the \ vg—damnation! How stnpid | admiration the pain of an old man’'s j nsy.
it bad been. Dull soldier-life, sullen Indians, | **The woods ure no longer enough .for you,"
boorish provineizls: changelsss, inexpressibly :hp comnlalned. “Youw went other col pan-
drzary trees and water. Behind him still was | jone.”

i in front were the same | [Frank lald a-hand voon- the other’s shoul-

sand-pits, the same lake limitless asz the | der. ‘o pot angry with me. . But g9 1
ocean. Detroit would be the same—a frontier | myust.® il
blockhouse, with soldiers, provinelals, In-| Benj¥ made ;no rénly: he kpow how his
dians, land and water, all alike unbearable, | ¢ mpanien had leoked forward to the birthday
No life!. Nn gam with men who lived but | new approachiig, - And Frank stosd musinzs—
cn a pittance. No drinking fit for a gentle-| even as 'the young muse, somelimes- —of "his
man. Brandy was hard to come at, wine al ast,

He had ‘heen brought up in that Bostom to
| which' hissthoughts:new turned., The Efery
family ‘enjoyeml aeenect in the eolonial town:
the mosition to’ which its olef son. was born
was of importance: His fatber Aled when he
was, but <16 -therefore the, estate "and’ the
family business of reme-making  whited for
the son’s hand. Flis ambition had been taught
tp center upon them.. To mwaintain. the honor
of the name in the town, by honorable manu-
facture #nd- trade, hig one desire. Bt
‘his unele, in the tion pf hls ‘guardian,
came in between. . ) P ) - Tl
Tastes and -desires. were onnosed in uncle
ané nephéw. The boy was.open and simple;
“Will they nidt | put he had a strong family pride, with a sense
't of Aiznity lacking d4n his uncle, v
seems to be the|gell the old EHery-house, nor a foot of ‘the
family pogséssions.  The uncle, thwarted by
the provisions of- the will which gave the boy
e, much nower, turned in reveuge to &3l
the perscnal esiate, in the shape of family
jewels and silver.-:At the same time he pre-
pared to bind the boy .aonprentice to another
trade. Frank was then just turned 18, weak
and almost” consumntive, but full”ef soirit.
Encouraged and abatted by Penjy, an’old-time
servant, the boy seized the jewels boldly,
slavming they were his. . The man took the

there was mo moreg to b

1 there would t¢ no more |
gervice. An  allowance |
fazhionable regi-
Wemen! Not

. Women.

the pebhles In disgust,
“Begging

I can't get nothing out
shment.

r, ‘sir,

y them well. Tell them

must. - They say they go

“Rat me,
to deal with here.”’
mada their camp apart.

Crot¢hed sticks made a
flintlocks; ahd hunting ?
who had bought them, OMr. Ellery called the

a e

Defectivé | Pdge
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He would for

silver in the open street from the tradesmen |

law to his aid; bot jewsls amd silver, man and
boy, disapneared. together.

Leng diving in the pine woods brought
Frank Ellery strength of bedy, His strength
of purpose nevar left him. To retunn to Bos-
ton when he wos of age; to wait until his
vounger brother.should be 21; then finally to
claim his owm—theze he lived for. And oh,
to see his heme szain, to see—b
broiher Dickie -nnd his friends! Long had
the time been; difficult the waiting, until at
last he was starting on his journey home.

80 he steod thinking, and Benjy squatted
again at the fire, 4his time to cook focd. A
slender fizure approached them quietly,
irawing near with eager and yet hesitating
steps.  Old Benjy, always alert, heard the
jingie of a eilver bell, at the same time that
the movement near him capght Frang's eve
They * turned, -and then, they mperceived
their visitor, started and stood staring.

a8

Chapter I1,

THLE CAPTIVE.
in Indian dress.
hoth.
enned her earefully, He noted the
amphroidercd decrskins, the hawksbells and
silver trinkets on her bodiee, and the elabo-
rately dressed Wair: all signs of @ familv. fa-
vorite. Francig® looked onlry at the face.
Fair-haired, with a complexion deepite the
sun still elear and rosy, an oval countenance,
nlie eves from which anxiety looked out, a
sweet and gentle mouth with trembling lip—
these were what he saw, upon an undeveloped
form of ‘scarce 15.

“I'm”Alice, sir," she said; ‘““Alice Tudor.”
“Good God!" he sald slowly. “You luckless
shild!™

Her eyes filled suddenly; but she kept her
gaze uwpon the youpg man, saying nothing.
“You live with thz Indians?"’ he asked.

‘T live. with Aneegh.”
A he shrank at the idea—'rour hus-

It was a g'irl
irl!”
Benjy =r

“A white

they

‘“*He is my father.”” .
““Anech?” queried Benjv. ‘‘Aneeb the Pot-
attamie "’
tyea."
Frank was still staring. ‘‘Come here,” he
said,

12 came closer. He put his hand upon her
der and looked down into her face.
: long have you been with Aneec?'
“Almosi a year. But first' T was with some
a- little while,'"

ought you?'

“Yes. He was sorry for me. His daughter
had fust dl !

“Sad! 3pA!" he thoueht. SaZness was in

| her fage, “‘You are Happy?'' he asked. ‘‘You
like this lifa?""

The tears came again and overflowed. Her

somposure vanished: ‘“No,”' she cried. *No,

ne: Aueeb is good, but 1 want my own father,
Dh, let me—let me—-'" - Fast crowding scbs
‘hecked her speech, but for an instant ‘only.
| s the young man zazed with svmopathy he
=aw her preesing back emotion, Etr\:—gg_ling
for szeif-control.  In haste she snoke aga'n,
2z knowing that her fate denended upon her
nlain petition,

“Take me with-you,"”" she begged.

Strange voice, with childish schbs 2n2 wo-
manly appeal  sublimely blended. Strange
gight, of ~that barbaris,dress, with the fair
| €irl reminding him-of home. Touching it was
“5 find that sweet child in the wilderness, to
ecp her so-npathetically pleading, and to him.
1 Fiéres: ind’znation that.such. a thing should
he, noetural love for .all thinzs younz and
helpless, maved strong within him. The very
depths of his emolions ztirred. -

“Yes, Alice,”” he cried. *'You shall come."’

But Benjy inmteiposed, “‘Promise nothing.'

Frank looked at him, indiznant. He felt
wpon his arms hers clinging gladly.

il Jbe Aificilt,’” urged the old man.
“Impossitle even. . .What can you do?'’

Alice ehing eloser at-the words.  Benjy was
Tight: Frank was.struck to silence. She felt
the change that-came over him and panted
‘with fear.” “*Oh! Oh! You too! You too!"
She laft hiny and steod away. :

“Alice,” he asked, ‘*have olhers promised
‘o " help ‘you?" ;

“"“Yes,"" she esuid,
“Others."

“Will ‘Anteb aell wou?””

“*No," she said. ‘'Others have tried. Whit
‘men, to save:me. Indians, to—to—"" .
“STo ‘marry. you?!! R
Ve, :
Yol are
sried.

. o

Her voice was dulled.

Too. :_r!igr‘l.z!'; he

: too - a:rf)_ung': ;

t to see'—his,

“But not too pt':—"\_ui zrowled Finjy.

Frank stoed and tifouzht, looking at the
ehrinking fizure, A mers ciiild she was, but
of good parentage—far too good. Hers was
a body strong encugh for the hardshins of
th: woods, but with a mind tos hizh to ac-
eept the life. He knew the existence of Indian
captives: he knew 'they  were often kindly
treated, and sometimes -even came. to prefer
thes wilderness,  But it would not be so with
her. &he would beat azainst her bars till
she zheuld die

“*Alice,” he asked, “where is Aneeb?”

‘At the bark lodge,”” ghe said. She found.
fresh hope, even in his question. *“We were
preparing to go. We had just packed. But
the Panther came to talk with him.,” and I
slipped out to you." -

“Panther?' asited Benijy.- To keep informed
of Indian mevements was the part of wisdom.
“Is he here?"

“Yes,” she answered.
U was afrald.” :

Frank caught Benjy's eye; then glanced at
the canoe. “'Could we o

Benjy shook his head.

“Alice,"”" =aid the young man, “‘go back to
Aneeb, I will come nrezentlr. What I can
da, T will."

3he walked away, patient for yet a while,

**'Tis -a valn hope,” said Benjy. "‘You do
but tantalize her with it. Could we even tako
ber with us?"

““And the government,'" said Francis bitter-
Iy, “will do nothing for such a hclpless child
&8s that. 'Tis the memory of Bradstreet at
Bandusky—his cowardly abandenment of peo-
ple of his own race—that makes the Indians
en hold to keed their cantives. Were T this
lientenant here I wolld take her and Leep
her."” >

““He—he wants me.

“Ay,”” sald Benjy, drvly, “and have the
tribes again loose, and a war on the whola!
frontier. Pontiac ctill liver For this one

girl a thousand whites would- die.”

“One gooid lesson, taught them well!
I Lat one regiment to do it!"

“*But have it nct, what then?""

“Puy her,”’ he answered.

“But, Frank,” ecried Benjy, “what will you
do with her? Take her with us?"

i 5 o .

The old man srread his hands. - “*And the
Jourpey lorg! -And the canoe fieavy -loaded!
Think of the delay!" Benjy tcuched his com-
panion there. “‘We should lose so much time
that the winter might overtake us. Or sup-
pozing she wished to go to her parents? And
if not, she would be on your hands for sup-
port.”’

Frank had no answer to the host of objec-
tions, but he shook his head doggedlyr. *“I
care nol. Stay you here. I Zo to see Aneeb.”

Had

Chapter I1I.

INDIAN NATURE,

The bark hut of the Pottawatamie stood a
little by itzelf, yet near the group of Chip-
pewa wigwams, - Aneeb had been first on the
ground, ihe soldiers ceme by =ccldent, the
Chippewa czme fu the hepe of trading. Aneeb
liked his neighbors not,” ard 'was preparing to
depart. As Frank . aooroached the lode=e a
young Chippewa left jt.-—-The white man gave
the salute of an acqguaintance, but the Indian
made no response, ‘‘Good,”” said Frank. “He
5 disappointed.”” Emboldened, he enterad
thes hut.”

Famliar with Tndian habits, he knew where
to look in its darkness, for the master of the
lodge. There sat, the chief, beside him his old
father, Muk-kwah, the Bear, The quick,
Yeen-eyed nld warrior smiled; even the face
af Anechb sciehtened, and Frank heard him
gpeak softly the ngme the Indians had given
Him—"‘Sazezitto.!' As he took his seat in (e
place of honor Frank eaught the sound of the
white girl’s cuicrkened breath. -

Anezb passed him the pipe, and the th'™%
men smcked in furn: A erouching form in a
Aark corner rose and stooped agzaln; it was a
woman, dried and wiry, tying bundles. A boy
atiended her; the girl, too agitated to work,
stood waiting in the shadow. As they smoked
the cloud on ‘Aneeh's brow gradually passed.
Frank, patient, vbeservant, watched till it was
gone. At last the chief turned on his vis
an open countenance. *‘Saggitto is welcome
he sald. e 1 i

The young man saw that he might speak.
“*Thy daughter, Aneeb. Where is she?"’

The . chief turned (his head toward #m,
“Sha died. 1 have another in her place.”

The pipe came to Frank again. - He smo

then passed it. ‘‘Know you hes true
N T o Al e ¥

Anesb shnok his head. ‘'I bought her of
Wyandots. She is my daughter now.'

Again @ pause. Blood-adoption was a sa-
ered ceremony, sunposed to render its object
a true Indian.  Frank suddenly.felt doubt.
‘You will marry her in your tribe?'" he
asked after a. moment. g

“Wihen she wishes.""

‘“‘By blood-adoption?'

“The Panther was just here."

The chief's fare darkened. ‘‘He is persist-
enl.” But I will never give her -to a Chip-
pewa."’ ]

‘‘Ay,"" and Francis nodded.
your brother."’

Aneel sald nothing. The old man spoke,
his voice quavering with emotion. oM
younger .son. We have had blood-gifts, but
'tis net forgotten.'’ .

Silence again. While the pipe passed Frank
waited for memories to be stilled. '*The white
man,' he said at length, '‘has always been
_your friend. Aneeb, will you marry her to
a white man?" i

-“To a voyageur?’ asked Aneeb. “To a
trader? To a follower 'of the camn?" His
voice swelled with contempt.

“““There are good whites,’”" said the young
man, steadily. *“'You know ope."

17 know cne,”" said Aneeb. 'He nodded to
‘his  visitor, and” Muk-kwah; quick-smiling,
'beamed approval. They apprehended no re-
iquest, Frank paused an Instant, then
made it. b
"#“*Aneeb, then. give her to me.” .

" _The chief looked at him in surprise.
will marry her?"

***No. I will take her to her home."

Aneeb smiled, ‘She is in her hcme.”
seamed to dismiss the subject.

-Ons miore experienced would have stopped
ithere. - - Frank himself was for a moment
‘checked, but he persisted. ‘‘Then let me buy
{her." :
| { The chief looked at him.
glve?'! he asked.

It was far from an eager nuestion.. The
‘Indian's face was calm, even indifferent. “'I
Wwill .give furs,' said Frank, and waited for
'a comment. ° : ¢

I have . furs,’” said Aneeb. Muk-kwah
showed no interest. Frank bid higher.

T will give a roll of cloth,” he said, ‘‘and
two guod blankels."

“No more?"' asked Aneel with scornful lip,
‘wkile the old mau smiled. Frank was spurred,
and turned in his mind to those articles
which the Indian most would love.-

‘] bave a small keg wf powder,”” he sald.
‘“You:shall have it. -I will give you my best
gun. Also two axes and two knives.” Muk-
lkwah turned and looked at him, and a change
lcame on the face of Aneeb himself. *‘Four
'steel trans,’’ went on Frank, *‘the best the
iwnite men make, IlAnd a second roll of
cloth.” 3 "

Yet Aneeb wak not moved from his calm.
“Your whim makes you.eager,"” hesald. ‘“‘But
will you give.gald?”’

Frapk hesitated, “but only for a moment.
He reached :within his blouse, fumbled, and
drew a belt frem around his body. ‘He
dropped it at the feet of Aneeb, and it fell
heavily., ‘‘Here is gold,” he said.

Muk-kwah raised bis hands in surprise, and
Aneeb for one moment looked at Frank as-
tonished, The young man thought he had
succesded, But-then the -chlef spoka. with
quiet irony. ‘*Now I see how the white man
desires the girl., Dut shall T sell my daugh-
ter?”’ He made no further comment; his
dignity drove home the rebuke. :

Frank took up the geld. They sat again in
silence: for minutes the three did not move.
The pipe went out; the woman and the boy
hail reased to work, and were waiting. The
strength of custom tand character loomed in
Frank's view to great proportions. Indian
stolidity seemed unconquerable; the case
looked hopeless. Only, in the darkest corner
of the hut. he knew that the white girl
erouched, waiting breathless.

At length he turned to the man at his side,
ano studied the face of tronze. The Indian
sat expressionless. “Aneeb,” said Frank,
“you are a father.”’ .

The chief gave assent.

“4 father should make his children happy.
Is the girl happy?”

“She is content.”

Aneeb shut his lins.

“If your daughter had been separated from
you, could she have been happy? Would she
no- wish and long for nothing but you?"

Still Aneeb said nothing.

“You know it,"’ said Francis warmly. “In
your heart you know .t. She would call you
at night. She would whismer to ¥ou in the
day. Is it not so?. Yet your daughter died.
She is saved to wou. She waits vou in the
spirit land. Of that you are sure. There-
fore,”’ said Frank, ‘‘of her vou are at ease.
Yet think. If she were priscner to the white
man, what then? Could you yourself be hap-
py: could you rest till you saw her again?
You could not!"’

Still silence. The old man was attentive,
but Anceh’'s face had hardened.

“Aneeb,” said the young man, "I am not
the first that has come to you begging for tiis
girl, But I come not for myeelf. Not as the
Panther, to make her my slave. I come,
thinking of her father. He mourns, Aneeb,
He knows she wishes him. He calls to God:
‘Give her back!" If the white man had your
daughter, you could not rest. Will you keep
his child frem him?"

Aneeb turped and looked at Frank; searched
his face, as i for motives. Frank ceaszed,
antl sufferel the examination. Long . they
looked at one another.

The young man’'s glance was firm. It
plerced the Indian’s look, and saw emotions
stirring tebind the mask. “In my face,’”" he
said at last, proadly, ‘‘vou find no guije. My
brother, will you keed th2 mailden weeping
in your lodge? Sneak!™ A

Aneeb strogzled. His eve avoided Frank's
ard sought the ground. Then he glanced fur-
tively at the girl. She had crept closer. As
Aneeb looked at her she broke across the hut,
fell at his feet and clasned his knees—the
suppliant's pos'tion in all agcs. **Aneeb!
Anceb! Let me go!”

Tho chief covered his head with his blanket.
Again for a long time there was silence in the

hut i

“They killed

“You

He

“What will you

Chapter IV.
“BY THE WHITE MAN'S GOD!"

At length the blanket fell from the head of
the chief. Aneeb looked into the face of his
visitor., He cast no glance at the girl at
his feet; yet he laid his hand on her shoulder,
as if to comfort her. Frank, meeting his
aye, saw no trace of emotion—nothing but
high resolve.

“'She shaill go,”” said Aneeb.

Frank bowed his hend at the generous word,
at the tragic sound of the volce. ~The ol
man sat still, the boy by the door stood
llke a statue  But the old woman. kneeling
where she had been at work, dropped her
face in her hards, and began to rock to and
fro. '

‘iShe shall go,’" repeated Aneeb.  The girl
seized his hand to carees it; but he made no
slgn, not even at the touch of her warm
tears. He looked steadily at Frank. “Yet
not with you alone. Detroit is far, and the
\ake ts bad in autumn. Your cance Is small.
‘On land the way is through the country of
‘the Chippewa.
the white soldiers. You shall guide them,
lest they mgain be foollenly wrecked, And
th_aﬁ‘l‘. raptain must promise tq carry her safe-

] PG ) AR 1 e o
e will take her to Montreal,” answered

T ¥

She must travel in the boat of |,

he could not say. His hcme, his ambition,
must for another painful while be left.

The chief eaw his hesitation and pressed
him. “Promise!”

“I promise,” sald Frank.  Hie heart re-
proached him, and he sighed. The Indian,
satisfled, turned away. ‘‘And,"” added Frank,
“to Aneeb 1 will send—""

The chief raised his head.
sald, sternly.

Frank was silent.

The Indian looked down- at the girl, and
withdrawing his hand from hers, placed it
upon her head. His Zeeling, a great sad-
ness, at last looked from his eyes, ‘‘One
daughter I have lost,” he said. '‘Now ag-
other leaves me. Bright bird, the lodge
will be dark without thee. The long march
will be weary witbout thy smile. The
evening of winter will be colder, the north-
west wind will blow bleaker, the deep snow
will fall" heavier, if thou art not with us,
In plenty, the day will be sadder; in fasting,
how shall we sustaln us?”’ Y

He ceased, and the wailing of the woman
rose. ‘The girl's sobs answerei. The boy
left the door and stole to the darkness cf the
hut. Tears stood unchecked in Muk-kwah's
eyes. Frank, moved by the scene, slipped
from his seat and left the lodge. Outside, ‘he
waited until the parting should be comple'ted.
Benfy, noting from.a distance, drew near,
tut at Frank's signal came not close.

‘At length the chief came, tha girl with hin.
Her face was downcast, with sorrow and oy
contending. He was expressionless. He mo-
tioned to the camp of the soldlers. 3

“'Lead me to their chief,”" he said,

The lieutenant’ was atanding, impatiently
switching his boot, where the soldiers were
mending the boats, Occasionelly he gave a!-
rections, urging the men to hast:. They were
near the sentry line and Frank, approaching,
spoke across it. ‘The leutenant turned and
came forward leisurely. ‘‘Wall?"" he asked.

“Lieutenant,’” sald the young man. I will
guide you to Detroit."”

The other, but a few years older, but widely
differing in thought and habit, nodded. **You
are wiser."

‘‘On - this condition. Pay me nothing, but
take this girl with vou.”

The others stood near. Benjy had eidged
close, but the lieutenant did not look at them.
He surveyed Frank with a smile. *What,
can you not guard your own squaw?’’

‘*8he is no squaw,” sald the provincial;
‘‘she is an English girl."" :

The lieutenant glanced lazily at the child,
then his expression changed. A logk of
knowing appreclation came; he looked again
at. Frank. "Your eye is good. Have you
bought her?”

‘“No," said the woodsman, quistly. *‘The
chief has given her her liberty. I chall take
her to her parents." :

The .captain looked at the girl again, ap-
prailsing her. There passed no glance from
eye to eye, exchanging signs of cheer; none,
though she looked eagerly. He turned once
more to Frank. “You would better keep
her."”

“8ir!" cried the other,

“Oh, rat your virtue," drawled the lieuten-
ant. ““What is it you wigh me to do?"

“Take her to Detroit,"” said Frank. *'If
you go on to Montreal; take her {n your
party. I will guide you the whale distance.

“'Nothing!"" he

{ At Mantreal 1 will Qegin ta search 47 her

father.” A )

The lieutenant scarcely listened. His eyes
were again on the girl. She thought she saw
in his face the beginning of friendship.
“Come here,"" he sald.

She stood before him, her face gladly lifted.

“Who is your father?"

“Walter Tudor, merchant.”

“"English or provincial?’

“English, sir. Our home is in London."

““How came you hera?”

“Father came to trade, I think. We were
in Montreal; I think that was the place. Then
we came up the river. At one camp I went
to pick berries, and Indians caught me. They
were Wryandottes; Aneeb bought me from
them.'"

A light was glittering in the lieutenant's
eye. “"Will you go with me?"

““Yes, sir!"’ she cried, her face aglow.

He turned to Frank, at last smiling.
is a beauty. Well, I will take her.
mean her to travel In my care?"

“You promise her safe iransit?"’

‘‘Yes."

“‘Give your word then, to the chief.”

Aneedb, following the conversation lamely,
understood, and he held out hie hand.

“‘By the white man’s god!"" he said solemn-
ly. :

The Englishman took his hand, but care-
lessly. “By the white mar's god,"”" he
answered, His eye wandered to the girl, and
he dropped the chief's hand. ‘‘Come, child,"
he said, and turned away.

She threw herself into the arms of Aneeb,
and kissed him sobbing. *'Thank you. Oh,
thank you,” rche rapeated. Then hastily
she followed the officer.

Twenty minutes later the little train of In-
dians entered the woods. Alice, from the
window of the lleutenant's cabin, watched
them through tears. They were savagas, but
they had been kind. The lieutenant seemed
more tender than Aneeb. But his glances—
oh, she did not know. New instincts made
her feel unecasy. Where was that woodsman
who had rescued her? i

"'She
You

Chapter V.
BENJY.

The little wary trapper was not satisfied.
While Frank went slowly back to his camp-
fire, deep in thought, Benjy strolled about the
soldiers’ camp. From iime to time he
nodded to himself. The soldiers’ tents were
close together; that was ‘good. To post
geniries agalnst the Inclans, even in daytime,
was also wise. The men worked hard at the
boats, even though the officer was not in
slght—a sure sign that they fearad him. But
the lieutenant's cabin was full ninety feet
from the nearest tent, where, though guarded
by the stream, in case of an Indian attack it
could easily be taken by surprise.

Benjy edged toward it by dAegrees. H
wished to know where Alice was, and what
the officer was doing. He put on his face
the look of 2 Yankee idler, open-mouthed
and vacant, glving no sign of the quick in-
telligence that lay beneath. He saw the
lieutenant leave the cabin and come toward
him, emiling, but with thoughtful eyes. *“He
is planning,” thought Benjy, and touched his
hat to the spruce young fellow.

“Hey?"" said the lieutenant, sharply. *‘Who
are you? Oh, I see, With the girl, en?"

“'Not exactly, sir,” grinned Benjy, touching’
his cap again. “Too old now, sir.!"

The leutenant glanced him up and down,
quickly and keenly. He sot his lips and:
moved as if to pass on, but paused again,
and spoke. “But once—eh?? He watched
the old man closely. e

“Eh? eh?"’ snickered Benjy.

The lieutenant's features relaxed and he
smiled. ‘‘In regard to the girl. That feilow
with you means to—eh? Of course he has no
idea of giving her up?"’ ; :

Benjy shrugged cynically.
lfeutenant." ¥

“But look here, then."” sald the lieutenant
with interest. ‘‘Is he particular? He likes
money? He can wait?"' 3 !

“We all like money, lieutenant.”” Benjy's
cocked eye ‘raven[ed depths of worldly wis-
dom.

*Young blood,

N

“Well,”* ‘eald the lieutenant, pleased.
gave a coin. ‘‘And .an-
d. There will be more |

room to the lines of sober thought. Frank
sat by the fire, idly’ employed in casting
sticks into the stream. His smile to Benjy
had a tinge of sadness.

*Good-by my plans,” he said.

Benjy stood in front of him.
have thought of that before.'

“There was omly one thing to do,” eaid
the young man. ‘‘But, oh, I have looked
forward to meeting Dickie again. And the
good old town and friends. Now we are
perhaps even going to London, May 1 find
the child's parents soon.'

“Romance!” retorted Benjy. “Think you
to find them at all? Think of the troubls
and the money."

“1 do not care.” ¥

“And the time!" .emphasized the old man.

“1 know,'" he said and sighed.

“Why then did ye dv it? Better give her
up at once, and perhaps make money instead
of losing it."”

“Benjy!"

*'Tis advice from better judge than L,

“Ye should

sald Benjy. ‘‘I do but pass it on. There are
some guineas to be made. Some thres or
four.””

“What do you mean?"’ asked the young
man sternly.

“Why gave you her to the lieutenant?"

broke out the older angrily. *‘Had ye no
eyes?"’
‘“'Twas Aneeb's condition. I could not

free her else."”

“‘Have ye freed her? Think ye so? Look
here,- then.” - His.voice and action took on
more energy. He laid the two coins on his
palm and extended the hand—all knotted
sinew, bone and callous—toward the other.

“Two half guineas,” said Francis. ‘“Well?"

“Where got 1 them?'" Benjy cried. “Where
got I them? Who gave them me just now?"

The young man flushed and sprang up.
He put a hand on Benjy's shoulder and
gearched his face with his glance. Benjy
pursed his gnarled face and nodded grimly.
Frank turned away. ‘‘His servant is com-
ing,” he said. *‘Make sure, Benjy. Draw him
out."

As Tabb approached, the woodsmen were
lolling again by their fire. He
familiarly: ‘‘Good day to you again.”” Cheer-
fully answered Benjy: ‘‘And a good day for
us all.”" Tabb squatted by the glowing coals,
and began to push pieces of wood into thelr
depths.

“So0 you're going with us after all?”

“Ay,"” said Benjy. “Are you willing?"

Tabb grinned. “Why not? You've set fum
afoot and I come in for my profit.””

To conceal .his wince, Frank turned his
head aside. But Benjy hitched companion-
ably ‘forward. ‘‘Hey?"' he said. ‘‘The Heu-
tenant pays, hey?' He stretched out &
tough forefinger and prodded Tabb in the
walst. His mouth opened wide in a cackle.

Tabb winked and chuckled, “Pays? In-
deed he pays. What, bave you not something
already?"’

Benjy opened his hand and showed the
two half-guineas. “Ay,”" he =ald, still grin-
ning broadly. “‘Ay.”"

Tabb thrust his hand in his pocket and
brought out their counterpart. ‘‘Be ‘sure he
pays. And ‘tis evident that your friend
knew the way to his heari. There's a mor-
sel there*n the hut'—and he winked agaln
ot Benjy-—'‘tenderer than. can be found omn
London streets. “AY, TH Warraot The Hes———
tenant & in*kigh good humor.™

“For surs,’ agreed oen]y.

Tabb settled himself to chat. ‘“'Twill e
easler for us poor devils after this. His
temper has been short. And he'll think
better of his words. Owds, but he has cursed
them! No gaming, he says, or wine, nor
women. Well, you've supplied him with this
last, and the final bottle of wine is to be
opened to-night. I've put it to its neck in
the stream below, to cool it.””

“And the girl pleased the lieutenant?"’

“Would she not you? Odds, man, she’'s
a beauty. Better than Spain or Portugal
could give, he says. And he’'s been there."”

“Too voung,'' objected Benjy.

“Nay,” said Tabb, sagely.

“And finnocent-like.”

“But there's the wine. He's
Wine's always the best way.”

Francis sat silent, but the keen old mam
gaw passion in the back that slightly moved.
He knew his lad, and laid a hand upon his
ghoulder. Frank quieted. Benjy went on
with his talk to Tabb.

“Trye,’ cried Tabb. ‘“‘An early zrowth.”

“The lieutenant’s an old hand.”

Benjy laughed and nodded, pushing Tabb
again in the ribs. “Ay,” he said. “Ay,
ay."” He ogled and laughed again, pointing
with his thumb.

Tabb grinned.
“D’'ye mean me?"”

“You?'"' cried Benjy.

knowing.

“What is it?”’ he asked.
“Of course I mean

That's what

ou., Man and master like.

‘m thinkirg."

“Well,"” smirked Tabb. “Well, 1 say
nothing of that.” The compliment tickled
him.

Then Benjy sobered. ‘‘But do we,”" he
queried earnestly, ‘‘come in for more, at

the end?” ;

“Ay,” sald Tabb easily. ‘'Of course. Three
guineas apiece, belike, and the lass herself,
Arve ye willing?” :

“Yes," answered Benjy. ‘‘She’ll be a
hindrance bhefore long, hey? 'Tis the way.
But when, then? Montreal or Detroit?”

“BEven before,”” said Tabb, ‘it may be.
If you leave the company before we get o
Detroit will not that suit ye?”’

““Ay,” sald Francis, turning.
get to Detroit. 'Twill suit well.*

“Well, then,”” said Tabb, rising.
arranged.: I'll tell the lieutenant.™

“Oho!"" exclaimed Benjy, rising also. - * ¥ou
came for this then?"

““Yes," said Tabb. “Then the girl will not
be scen at Detroit, ye see. And.the lieu-
tenant will pay well.”

“We shall be satisfled,”’ said Francis.

“Good evening to ye, then.” Tabb went
away. <

Francls turned to the fire, and appeared &
be studying its glow. The deep gleam in
his eyes seemed a reflection of the ruddy .
coals. Benjy, since Frank said nothing, threw
himself on the ground and lay quiet. A long
while they stayed so! Slewly the sun sank,
casting upon little clouds far overhead bright
reflections from the delphin' colars of the
dylng day. They paled; the sky grew cold
blue: the night was roming. The soldiers
were heerd at their meal; all work had ceased,
and merriment hegan. But while Ares blazed
up brightly in the English camp, the fire of
the woodsmen died to ashes. Darkness wa:z
coming.

Then FErank arose in the dusk and begar
to gather together the crticles that lay near.
Benjy, attentive, helped. They brought the
canne to the water's edge, and laid their be-
longings within it. The powder keg, the axet
and the utensils went in. But the furs Frank
left 1ying where they were. Henjy whispered
ruefully: ‘The black and silver fox skine?"

It was only n little bale, and worth 1
waodsmarn's fortune. But Frank thrust i
under a bush. = “Nat an extra pound,’” ke
sald. They put into the canoe their blankets,
then Francis laid his rifle in. Benjy hesi-
tated to relinquish his.

“No,” sald Frank again with decision.
“Only our hengers."” Ha looked to the lake
then up the little river, glimmering in thy

“Before we

“ 'Tig

last light. ““You know whither the strean
leads, Benjy?™" :
S P R
Francis pointed to o was f
ght within 1t 'Q o
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