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	A quiet, resolute voice was reading some words written on a piece of crumpled paper, and as it went on it seemed to mingle in cadence and in rhythm with the dip of the paddles and the whispered lap of water as it rippled by.  Then the reader raised his head and smiled into the attentive faces turned towards him.[image: image85.jpg]



  'Some day those words will be recorded,' he said, 'as a memorial of our endurance and our faith.'
  'Our faith in what, Father?' asked a girl's clear voice, while from the others arose a sigh.  And the man answered promptly:
  'Our faith in the Empire, which we of Great Britain are even now creating, and at such a cost.'
  The girl sighed again.  Her lovely eyes glanced along the inhospitable, tree-girt banks on either side of the river, and though her slender arms never faltered as they wielded the paddle, it was evident she was weary, or all unused to the task.
  Just then one of the other passengers crouching behind her spoke.  'Pass the paddle to me, Frances Rebecca, for I perceive you are weary and your arms must be aching.'
  But the girl shook her head.  'Not so, Mother mine.  Mine arms can support an ache better than yours.  And since we must leave New England, and all our nice things, and - and' - here her voice broke, then she continued resolutely - 'and all our friends, itis fitting that I, with the others, should become accustomed to the hardships of the pioneers.'
  'Then let me have the paddle,' offered a younger girl, who, with honey-coloured hair blowing in the wind, and wide blue eyes, had been listening to all of this.
  'Do you think you are strong enough, Cynthia Elizabeth?' questioned the father, pausing in his own steady stroke, a slightly amused smile crossing his worn face.  'Remember, 'twill blister your hands sorely.'
  'Am I not also a Loyalist Daughter?' answered the child, with a toss of the wind-blown curls.  'Come sister Rebecca, the paddle: you are like to drop with weariness.'
  'Measure the stroke to mine, then,' cautioned the father, steadying the canoe with practised hands, as the young girl wriggled gingerly into position, 'and Stanley James - my son - do not do that again, or you will have us all, including our few poor goods, at the bottom of the river.'
  This last remark was addressed to a well-grown lad of about nine, who had made a leap upright in the boat, and had been seized and dragged back just in time by his watchful mother.
  He subsided at once, staring ruefully at the few bundles their badly overloaded canoe contained.
  'Are those things all we have now?' he demanded, his childish voice shrill with amazement.  'Why where is my rocking-horse, and the big silver tea-urn I used to see my face in?  And where is Mother's silk dress, that she wore at the grand parties when all the people came in rustling?  And where is my pretty velvet suit, and the shoes with silver buckles that I wore on -'
  'Gone, gone, - all gone,' interrupted the elder girl, looking over her shoulder, for she was lying back now in the bottom of the boat.
  And Cynthia Elizabeth, with a sudden jerk of the paddle, splashed water over her brother and reproved him sharply.  'Have you forgotten so soon, addlepate, what Father read just now?  We have left all those things behind - all the parties, the friends, the silver tea-urn, the rocking-horse - because we are proud to be United Empire Loyalists, and we do it all for England's sake.'
  'What is England?' he demanded, the memory of his lost rocking-horse evidently rankling - 'what is England, that I should have to leave my rocking-horse for her?'
  Cynthia Elizabeth glanced round severely, but it was the father who answered, and very quietly: 'England is our Mother Country, my son, and some day you will be glad you loved her enough to give all you had for her, just as we are doing now.'
  The little fellow's eyes grew round with astonishment.  'Do countries have mothers the same as people?' he cried, and his father nodded.
  Then Frances Rebecca raised her sweet, tired face from her impoverished pillow and, smiling into her small brother's eyes, asked gently:
  'And Stanley, wouldn't you give up everything you ever had for our mother, if she needed it - even the rocking-horse?'
  The little fellow stared dumbly first at his sister, then into the pale, worn face of his silent mother.  He looked from that to her blistered hands, her soiled dress, then, 'Yes, yes, oh yes!' he cried, and dropping his head into her lap, began to sob.
  The others paddled on silently through the afternoon heat, until Stanley's sobs grew less beneath the whispered comfort, and presently he slept.
  Rebecca raised her head again, 'Poor Mother,' she said, gazing tenderly at the older woman.  'And she is the only one who hasn't complained, yet she must be weary and uncomfortable and just as sad as we are.'
  But the mother smiled and shook her head.  'Why should I complain?' she demurred.  'And indeed I am not poor nor sad.  On the contrary, I am rich and happy!'
  'Rich!  Happy!' ejaculated the others, and the paddles paused a fraction in their stroke.
  But the lady nodded and went on.
  'Yes, I am rich, in that I have children who are willing to give up all creature comforts for honour's sake, who would try not to mind about a lost rocking-horse, even though they weep.  I am happy in the courage of my husband and my dear girls, who would endure the dislike of those they loved as friends, all for the sake of what they believe to be right.  Such are more valuable to me than silver tea-urns, my daughters, and if our beloved England ever becomes as proud a Mother of Countries as I am of my children, then she will have cause for pride indeed.  Cynthia Elizabeth, you are all unsed to the task.  Let me take the paddle now.  No?  Well then, my husband, can we not rest from paddling for a little while, and let the river bear us on its breast?'
  'If we do, the current will carry us downstream again,' he answered, ' and I am really anxious to be in sight of Cataraqui this night.  But ship your paddle, Cynthia Elizabeth; for a while I can manage alone.'
  'Surely we cannot be far from Cataraqui,' said the lady, glancing from side to side at the tree-covered islets between which their craft threaded its course.  'It seems to me we have passed thousands of these tiny blobs of land.'
  'Maybe so,' returned her husband, with a nod, 'and directly we sight the clear water of Ontario, why then -- Hullo! What's that?'
  A shrill 'Halloo!' broke on their ears, to be repeated and repeated, accompanied by irregular, splashy strokes, as of an ill-managed canoe.  Then round the jagged point of a wooded island nosed a large craft, bobbing perilously, and managed apparently by one lone paddler, a boy, who was obviously not equal to the task.
  'Holloa there!' shouted the father, while the rest of the family sat upright, Stanley James yawning and rubbing his eyes, then pausing to stare with the rest.
  The paddle was lifted, waved frantically, and across the stretch of water came the shrill cry, ' Help!'
  They sprang into action.  Cynthia Elizabeth forgot her weariness, Frances Rebecca caught up a third paddle, and soon they were skimming across the distance in the direction of the stranger boat.  As they drew near they saw it was indeed guided by one lone paddler, a boy of about thirteen, and the only other occupant in sight was an aged Indian woman, who was bending over a bundle in the stern and crooning dolefully.
  Suddenly the boy shipped his paddle, and with a white, set face, and a struggle because of its weight, set a musket into position.
  'Come no nearer,' he called, his shrill voice quivering, his eyes wide, 'till ye declare whether ye be friend or foe!'
  But the quick eyes of the Loyalists had seen much.  'Put down that weapon, lad,' called the man reassuringly.  'No foe are we, but John Hamilton, with his wife and family late of New England, loyal to the Empire, on our way to make a home in Upper Canada, where we can raise the British flag.'
  At this the Indian woman raised her head and made frantic gestures of appeal, and the lad lowered the musket and cried piteously, 'Then, oh, Mr. Hamilton, help me, help me!  I am Jimmie Nelson.  We come from New England, too - all of us.  But now there's only Mother and Slow Deer here, and - and my little baby sister, who was born a week ago.'
  Without loss of time the Hamilton canoe drew alongside, to find stark tragedy, even as Jimmie had said.  Mrs. Nelson and her baby lay in the bottom of the boat, wrapped all too inadequately in one blanket and some half-dried grass.  The poor woman was delirious from exposure or shock, and the faithful squaw, fear written in her sloe-black eyes, was trying to crush a little wild fruit into a drink and cool it for the sufferer, while the lad, his bare feet blistered and his hands rubbed raw and red, had evidently been attempting a man's work without even proper tools.
  'Where is your father, John Nelson, and where is your big brother Buck?' demanded Father Hamilton after they had encamped upon the shore of what is now Wolfe Island, and Mother Hamilton and her daughters were busying themselves in caring for the sick woman and her baby.
  'Did you know him, sir?' asked Jimmie, looking up from where Cynthia, all compassion, was bathing his injured feet.
  'Why, certainly I knew him.  We were cronies in the old days, and strolled together much on Boston Wharf.  He was steadfast to the Empire, I know, even as I am, but I thought he left long ago, and was safe in Canada ere this.  Jimmie lad, surely he is not dead, and Buck too, and you and your mother --'
  But here Jimmie's courage gave away, and he became a frightened little boy, sobbing out his woe to this strong and kindly friend.
  'I don't know!  I don't know!'
  In company with other Loyalists, the Nelsons had left to join the British flag.  They did not travel with a party, but set off by themselves, their few possessions loaded on to an ox-cart.  All went well till they reached the south bank of the St.Lawrence, just before the island group begins.  Here they camped for a few weeks, and here Jimmie's little sister was born.
  'We call her Celista,' he said, his tearful face turning from one to the other, ' and it was on the night she came that it all happened.  We were asleep outside the hut Father and Buck had built for Mother till she could travel again, and they came through the trees and pounced on us before we were aware.'
  'They? --Who?' interrupted Father Hamilton.  'Do you mean the Revolutionists, boy?'
  But Jimmie shook his head.  'I don't think they could have been,' he said.  'Father always said the Revolutionists were men of honour, like us, only they think differently.  These men were bad; they didn't think at all; thet were just out to steal all they could get hold of.'
  'What happened?' asked Father Hamilton, and the boy went on.
  'They made Father and brother Buck prisoner before they were well awake, and I heard them shouting something about getting money from the Yankees for turning them over as prisoners of war.  But we weren't: we were refugees!  I woke in time, and rolled into a culvert behind the hut, so they didn't see me.  Mother fainted, and they thought she was dead.  Slow Deer there snatched up her blanket and ran into the woods.  Then they took everything we had, even the ox-cart, and went away.'
  'How did you get the musket and the canoe?' asked Father Hamilton.
  'Slow Deer think pale squaw dead; Slow Deer came find Jeemee, find squaw live; give blanket; take care,' answered the Indian woman for herself, and Father Hamilton looked up to find her standing near.
  'It was well done,' he replied, with an approving nod, then, ' You have been a brave lad, Jimmie - a true Loyalist.  Now we must help you.  Come along with us to Cataraqui, and we'll decide what is best to be done.'
  But the lad started, then he shook his head.  'Oh, no, no, no, sir.  I cannot,' he said.  'Take Mother and Celista and Slow Deer, too for she has been good to us.  But I must go back and try to find my father.'
  'But you are not big enough, Jimmie lad,' objected Father Hamilton.  'You had best come along with us.'
  The lad, though struggling with his tears, rose to his feet, his chin set obstinately.  'I am, too,' he cried.  'I'm Jimmie Nelson, Loyalist's son and --'
  Here a small hand was slipped into his, and he looked round and saw Cynthia Elizabeth standing beside him, her honey-coloured hair glinting in the rays of the setting sun, her eyes wide with sympathy.
  'But you cannot go yet, Jimmie,' she said gravely.  'You may be brave, and I know you are, but you will have to grow big and strong before you can fight these wicked men.  Right now you had best do as you are bid.  You see, I am a Loyalist daughter, and I know.'
  Jimmie looked from the child's blue eyes to the kindly ones of the man, then farther to the canoe, where Mother Hamilton and Rebecca were caring for his sick mother.  His boyish fingers tightened round the slender ones of the little girl, then:
  'All right, I will go with you,' he said.
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	Their  journey's end was not so far away, and next morning, having made the sick woman as comfortable as they could, the Hamiltons linked the canoe with their own by means of a stout rope, and, after entrusting Slow Deer with the paddles and transferring Mother Hamilton to the invalid's side and Jimmie to their own boat, they set off.
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  First they rounded the tip of Wolfe Island, and with the shining expanse of widening Lake Ontario to their left, kept to their right the wooded fringe of land.
  Father Hamilton knew a little about navigation, and he had heard, albeit vaguely, that many Loyalists were leaving the eastern havens of Québec and Montréal behind them - were venturing farther north and west.  He, along with others, had heard of Alexander Mackenzie's heroic venture into the Arctic fastnesses of Great Slave Lake and the Land of the Midnight Sun, and he knew of other unnamed heroes who had penetrated farther still, evidently intent on following the path of the setting sun.  His adventurous soul longed to be in the vanguard of these pioneers.  'Canada for Britain' was his slogan, and his family shared his aims.  So they set out for Cataraqui, the best-known western outpost, though there were rumours of colonizations more distant still.
  'But,' he reasoned while discussing it with the family as they camped for the night, 'our supplies are meagre, our equipment worse, and there we should get directions and many things we need.'
  So they skirted the shores, guiding themselves by the sun, which sent its shafts of burning light through the trees whence they came, and son Cynthia Elizabeth, who sat in the prow, shipped her paddle and pointed ahead.  Clear above the morning mists, a little to the north-east, they sighted a group of buildings which stood on a headland surmounted by a fluttering Union Jack.  At the rock's base, near the water's edge, were clustered tents, cabins, and equipment, with a medley of romping children, and livestock, and, early as it was, sounds of activity echoed across the calm water.  It was Cataraqui - or Kingston - at last!
  They were heartily welcomed.  Military men and others, adventurers like themselves, were at the water's edge to meet them, and soon kind hands lifted Mrs. Nelson out and cared for the little baby.  Not long after that the entire party was established in a tiny cabin at the edge of the settlement - the only one available - where they could rest from their long journey and plan for the future.
  'Cynthia Elizabeth,' said Mother Hamilton one morning, nearly two weeks later, 'I want you to take care of the house this morning and see that Stanley James does not get into mischief.  Your father is to receive his land grant today, and Rebecca and I must go with him to carry whatever equipment he gets.  Mrs. Nelson is coming, too, though she is far from strong, but she has a right to land, in her husband's name and Jimmie's.  Of course she must take Slow Deer, for Mrs. Nelson must carry Celista, and Slow Deer and Jimmie whatever equipment they may get.'
  'I'll take care, Mother,' replied Cynthia Elizabeth, glowing with importance.  'We'll never go outside unless we are sure nobody is around, and we'll never leave the door open - not the bottom half, anyway.'
  'You should keep it fast shut altogether, top and bottom,' returned Mrs. Hamilton with a worried look.  'But the days are so hot, and there is no window in the cabin, so you would be stifled for air and all in the dark.'
  'And Stanley James is frightened of the dark,' agreed Cynthia Elizabeth, with a grave little nod.  'But I'll take care, Mother.  You know nobody can come without my hearing them.'
  'I hope not,' returned Mother Hamilton, with a doubtful glance at the nearby forest, for their cabin was at the edge of the clearing.  'If it wasn't for the fact that we need these things so much - for Heaven knows when we'll get another chance to obtain any - I would not leave you.'
  'Aren't we going to stay here, Mother?' asked the girl in regretful surprise, for she had grown attached to the little two-roomed cabin, made of hollowed basswood overlapping like tiles, and she was not particularly anxious to leave it.
  But the mother shook her head.
  'No.  Your father considers our best chances for building a home life are farther on - at the head of the lakes.  We are claiming some land near Macassa bay, and Mrs. Nelson with Jimmie is going to claim some, too.  But do not look so sad, my daughter; some day maybe we'll have a beautiful home again - finer even than the one we left behind.  We shall think it so, anyway, because we endured all and built it, at the last. for England's sake, and - - All right, John, I'm coming!'
  The interruption was a hurry-up call from Father Hamilton, so, after nodding in answer to her mother's hasty glance of warning, Cynthia Elizabeth and her small brother were left alone.
  For a while they did not mind, the sun shining warmly through the tree-tops made such pleasant patterns on the sward, and they amused themselves playing hop-scotch between the fretwork shadows that the branches cast.  At last they became hungry, and, returning to the cabin, found some oatmeal cakes and apples which Slow Deer, now the recognized family help, had placed for them in as cool and clean a place as she could find.  Milk, of course, was an item they had not seen for a very long time, but near their cabin bubbled a fresh spring, so they were in no danger of becoming thirsty.
  'Cynthia Elizabeth, what's this on my cake?' demanded little Stanley after a while, when, having first polished off the rosy-cheeked apples he settled down to what he considered plainer fare.
  Cynthia had been munching more meditatively, although she, too, had chosen apples as her first course.  She was thinking with regret of their coming departure, for she liked the little clearing on the edge of those mysterious woods; yet she looked forward, and with eagerness, too, to seeing that golden land - for it appeared golden when you stood on the edge of the lake and watched the sun go down - a country named - so prettily, she thought - Macassa Bay.
  She came out of her dreams with a start, and stared at the dark, sticky substance spread over Stanley's cake, into which he had now poked an exploratory finger and was sucking it appreciatively.
  " 'Snice,' he muttered in muffled appreciation.
  Cynthia Elizabeth experimented also then.   'Why, Stanley, you little goose, of course it's nice!  It's honey - something like we used to have in - in the old days only it doesn't look so pretty.  I wonder who gave us this.'
  'It must have been Slow Deer,' declared Stanley between bites.  "I saw her hurrying towards the wood this morning, before all the rest were awake.  And when she came back she had something covered in a wooden pail.  Tell me, Cynthia, does honey grow wild, like apples on trees?'
  'I - I think so, something like,' returned the girl briefly, for her own delicious cakes were engrossing her now.  And it was not till the lunch was finished that Stanley's tongue broke loose again.
  'Who else likes honey besides us?' he asked conversationally.  'There's boys and  girls, I know, and bears and bulls --'
  'Bulls don't like honey, Silly-billy!' interrupted his sister, who was just finishing the last delectable mouthful, but Stanley James was not abashed.
  'Not bulls, then, bears and ---'
  'Bears!'
  Cynthia Elizabeth got up suddenly from her seat on the step and glanced towards the woods with a new, uncomfortable feeling.
  The sun had left the clearing now; it was late afternoon and the long shadows from the western trees lay heavy over their moss-covered roof, and all but touched the trees on the other side.  Strangely enough, neither had thought of any intruders save human ones.  They knew the woods abounded with wild animals, of course, but Father was always there, so big and strong and with his gun; also they had lived so much recently upon water that the menace of such creatures seemed remote.
  Cynthia remembered them now, however, for the ideas of honey from the woods and bears seemed connected.  Cynthia Elizabeth was not scholar enough to realize that her association of ideas was quite logical; she only knew that she was suddenly afraid, and as suddenly she caught her astonished brother by the arm and dragged him towards the house.
  'Let us go inside, Stanley James,' she said, trying to keep her voice steady.  'The sun has gone now, as you can see, and I think we should remember what Mother told us and shut the door.'
  'But it will be so hot,' protested the boy, hanging back, 'and all dark, besides.'
  'I know, dear,' she answered as she forced his reluctant, feet across the threshold.  'But Mother said we shouldn't stay too long.... Oh come, Stanley, get inside; then I'll only shut the bottom door; you'll see the light, after all.'
  It was the only way she could pacify the little boy, and even then he was rebellious.  He could not understand why she wanted to stay indoors, where there was nothing to see save the big stone chimney and the glints of light through the knot-holes.  the air was dank, too, and full of queer creaking sounds.  Stanley James was more frightened by the thought of ghosts, which Slow Deer told him were sometimes hiding in dark corners, than by any silly ideas Cynthia Elizabeth might have.  Besides, she hadn't told him why they must come in; she just sat near the door, occasionally peeping over the top of it, and with a strained, scared look on her face.
  As a matter of fact Cynthia Elizabeth could not have told why she was scared.  There had been no sight, no sound outside to account for it, but only a queer feeling of peril, roused apparently by Stanley's chatter.
  'Let us mind the fire,' she said.  As she spoke she rose, and, drawing a fresh log from the pile, made believe to need his help in lifting it on to the fire.  So for a few moments her back was turned while they watched the flames fasten readily on to the dried branches.  Stanley was interested for a few seconds, and then, becoming bored, turned once more towards the light.
  It was his piercing scream that made her whirl round.  There was a shadow in the half-open door -- a grunting, snuffling, slavering sound -- and the terrified children found themselves staring back into the red-rimmed eyes of a huge black bear, whose clawed forefeet rested on the rim of the lower door, and whose quivering, impulsive nose was questing exploratively into their cabin room.
  For a second they stood paralyzed, then little Stanley fled with a howl, and Cynthia Elizabeth was galvanized into action.. She caught up the log, now brightly burning, and hurled it with all her force at the sinister, questing head.  There was a grunting howl, a crash, the head disappeared, and the brave girl, fairly leaping across the floor, snatched at the upper door, slammed it into position, and made it fast.
  It took quite a long time after that to soothe her terrified brother and assure him over and over again that they were safe now and nothing could hurt them if they stayed quiet till the others came home.
  Fortunately, not long afterwards the family did return, tired, burdened, but happy.   Then the door was opened wide and the frightened children were comforted.  The startled parents saw the marks of the bear's claws on the wood, and Cynthia in particular was commended for her bravery.
  'But we shall not remain here long now, my dears,' said Mother Hamilton, as she sat, an arm round each, and with the glow of the log fire lighting the friendly faces of all the rest.  "Tomorrow we start away with our two canoes, and even a third one which Father has managed to get.  We are following the sun's path all along the shore of this great lake, till we find the place where Father has claimed his land.'
  'I'm coming, too,' added Jimmie, who through all the recital of their woes had kept very close to Cynthia Elizabeth, and occasionally stroked her hand.  'Yes,' he continued, replying to her look of interest, 'Mother and I and baby Celista have staked a claim for ourselves and Father, if -- that is, when he comes.  It is right beside where you will live, so I'll be able to take care of you, and then I'd like to see any bears frighten you again!'
  He puffed out his chest as he spoke, and the rest of the company laughed.  But soon they were busy preparing for the departure, collecting their meagre cooking utensils, securely tying their implements together, and seeing to it that not one of the precious seeds supplied escaped from its container.
  Even then Slow Deer was not with them -- she had remained behind, so somebody said, to pick up another article.  The little group had been fortunate, for, representing as they did two families, they had quite a good supply.  Such things as a cross-cut saw, a bag of nails, a large bag of seeds, were among their possessions by now, and just then the children were startled by an apologetic bleat, and, turning, saw Slow Deer entering with her usual silent step, and in her arms two partly grown, woolly, and exceedingly astonished lambs.
  'Giver-Man tell Slow-Deer take,' she explained, 'for Mistress Nelson, to help her make good in Macassa.  He give because her man -- he lost!'
  'Take care ye kill them not with too much kindness!' cautioned father Hamilton, laughing.  Then he turned to their new friend.  "these pretty creatures make you indeed a wealthy woman, good Neighbour Nelson,' he said.  'They may be some trouble in the boats, but we must try to manage them; they are worth it.  from these may spring great flocks of sheep, and anyway, the time will come when they will provide us with good woollen clothes to cover our shivering backs in winter time.'
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	The tiny flotilla set off the next day.  The three canoes were strung together as before, though the company was redistributed, Father Hamilton with Rebecca and Cynthia Elizabeth being in the first boat, Mother Hamilton and Mrs. Nelson with baby Celista in the second, and[image: image87.jpg]


 Slow Deer, who wielded a vigorous paddle, with Jimmie and Stanley James in the third.  To the little boy was entrusted the task of seeing that the lambs remained safe, not attempted suicide in the watery depths of Ontario, and quite often during that long, tedious journey the boats, as by common consent, would draw alongside, the baggage boat in the middle, and the company would rest, rocking on the lake's calm surface, and talk awhile.
  It was then that Slow Deer came out in a new character, for she remembered some of the tribal songs of her girlhood, and though her voice quavered a little, it was still tuneful as she sang them small ditties, which Mother Nelson, who understood her language perfectly, translated.  Here was one, supposed to be of an Indian maiden confiding her dreams to the great lake:
Oh, mighty lake, star-flecked, sleeping
Beneath a dreaming sky,
A secret take into thy keeping
None know save thou and I,
None know save thou, and I, and he
To whom my heart shall mirrored be.
 

With sweet-voiced minstrelsy to Man
Conceal it in the breast.
Enfold it in your song; you can
Yet hold it unconfessed!
That secret thou, and I, and he
Shall share in sweet community.

  'Frances Rebecca, what is that you have tucked away in your blouse?' demanded little Stanley during one of these rest periods.  'See, it is fastened round your neck by a string!  What is it?'
  
  The young girl flushed self-consciously, and her hand went defensively to her breast.  But looking up at the affectionate, inquiring eyes of the others, she changed her mind, and slowly drew out a small bag of dark, close-woven linen, secured around her neck with the tell-tale cord.
  
  'One of the officers gave it to me away back at Cataraqui,' she said, looking almost apologetically at Father.  'It was that kindly man with the long grey beard.  He had been talking to you about us all, and he gave you that extra bag of seed to share with Mrs. Nelson.  It was after that he talked to me, so kindly, about brave Loyalist women, who will be the founders of a greater aristocracy than the world ever knew before, because they endured so much for the sake of their menfolk, whose honour would not let them leave the Empire.  He said it was such women who made all the hardships, for whatever cause, worth while.  And then he told me how some day I might -- I might marry, and teach my own children about it all.'
 

  Cynthia and Jimmie broke into teasing giggles at the thought of Rebecca getting married, but their mothers checked them, each with a warning look, and Mrs. Hamilton replied encouragingly, 'Of course you may, my daughter.  But what has that mysterious bag to do with it?'
 

  Then the girl continued: 'He went on to say that in great moments of the world's development values were often reversed.  The brides at our old home in Boston had silken gowns and lots of lovely flowers and jewels, but he told me that I would be too proud for that, and that this little bag contains the makings of a finer wedding gown than any worn by any great lady of the Old World or the New.'
 

  'It is flax seed!' exclaimed Mrs. Nelson, suddenly understanding, and she smiled at the blushing girl.  'That old man spoke truly, Frances Rebecca.  We Empire Loyalists who are making Canada are, and will be, prouder of our rough clothes and our worn bodies than the most pampered aristocrats of the Old World.  And somehow I do believe that the day will come when the very people with whom we differ now will applaud us for our resolution, and will be proud to recognize us as neighbours and as friends.'
 

  Then Cynthia Elizabeth, her eyes round with dawning understanding, asked, 'And is all this for England's sake?' and the two mothers, who knew and endured so much, nodded emphatically, and answered together:
 

  'Yes, for England's sake!  All we ever learned or possessed came from her, and there is nothing too big to sacrifice for her well-being.'
 

  In the general conversation which followed, Frances Rebecca learned that the gift was indeed a precious one.  Her father told her how, when their new ground was broken and prepared, those seeds when planted, would grow to tall herbs, capable not only of producing fibre for linen-weaving, but precious oil valuable as medicine, and which would help to feed their stock.  He told how easily it grew, if rightly managed, and though this small quantity would have to be reproduced as other seed over and over again, yet it did contain the beginnings of much wealth, and some day, indeed, she might grow and weave her own wedding dress.
 

  'And we have a flail all ready to thresh it!' remarked Jimmie importantly, after he had listened wide-eyed while his elders talked.  'Yes, I grabbed it when those awful men came and took my father.  I think I thought I might hit them with it.  But I slid down the culvert and they didn't see.'
 

  Days passed in this fashion, and fortunately for them the weather was kind.  Once, on a blue-and-gold northern shore, they noticed  great jagged cliffs towering aloft, of a strange, white-seeming rock, and so shaped as to resemble ancient castles carved from the solid stone.  Slow Deer shipped her paddle, and, pointing with a strong brown arm, said something in her measured Mohawk speech, which Mrs. Nelson translated:
 

  'Slow Deer says we are not far from an old settlement, which the French people knew about.'
 

  'Can it be the settlement of St. Victoire?' queried Father Hamilton, and their friend answered:
 

  'She doesn't seem to know that.  She says its name is now Toronto -- the Carrying Place -- and near its shore is a sacred island where -- What is that again, Slow Deer?'
 

  The Indian woman was talking animatedly, still in her musical native tongue, and Mrs. Nelson listened, surprised.  Then she turned to the rest.
 

  'I didn't know such a tale existed!  Slow Deer says that, ever since she can remember, the Indians carried their sick folk to this island, because the gods of good health lived there, and if the sickly ones were left there for just a little while the gods would breathe on them and make them well.'
 

  'What a pretty tale!' exclaimed Mother Hamilton, while the children called excitedly:
 

  'Oh, Father, could we camp there for the night?  Perhaps we'll see one of the gods of good health, and he may breathe on us!  Can we, Father?'
 

  Father Hamilton laughed, then nodded indulgently.  'Maybe we can, if it's not too fat and we're not menaced by hostile Indians,' he said.
 

  And they did camp there, for the long, smooth, tree-fringed beaches of the sacred islands were deserted.  Their camp-fire attracted no attention, and as the summer night folded round them, and sparse lights from the settlement on the mainland began to glimmer, Cynthia Elizabeth and Jimmie wandered to and fro on the edge of the bush, peering into the shadowy interior, and wondering very much to each other whether any of the gods of good health were strolling around that evening, an what they looked like!
 

  But the next day saw them far upon their journey, and the next day and the next.  Then came an afternoon when they rounded a wooded headland, passed between spurs of land, as through an open gate, and turned into a bay of calm water, where steep banks, some of them cleared, sloped down to the very margin, and where the hills around rose green and beautiful.
 

  'This is Macassa Water, often called Burlington Bay,' called Father Hamilton to the others.  'And yonder' -- pointing to the south-west -- 'should be our home!'
 

  All eyes were turned towards the approaching shore, where blocks of clean-washed stones fringed the sloping land, among which the water lapped and whispered.  Then they ran the canoes ashore, at a spot where a little creek trickled down to join the smooth waters, and a narrow trail led upward through partly cleared land.
 

  'What a stony creek!' exclaimed Stanley James, picking his way from block to block, and carefully carrying one of the precious lambs, while Cynthia Elizabeth followed with the other.
 

  'And a good name for it!' returned their father, who, gun in hand, was glancing keenly around.  'I believe some part of this land is cleared -- another family had it, not so long ago, but something happened.  They either died or went away.  Now it is ours, all ours, for we hold the Government title-deeds.  There may be a cabin of sorts ready built, however, and if so it will do for now.  Why, what in the world is that?'
 

  The clear, still air carried sound distinctly, and though no one from the scattered but plain-to-be-seen settlers' cabins had hailed them, from behind them, away up the slope, came queer, scuffling, bumping noises and an occasional yell.  Then these grew into a continued drumming and screaming, and upon the down-borne breeze came a smell of acrid smoke.
 

  'Indians!' cried the group in alarm, and Father Hamilton, gun on the alert, ran up the trail, the others following.  He did not go far, for about a hundred yards or so up, near the summit and in a little clearing, stood a deserted house.  It was still in good condition, or would have been, though the shutters gaped and the door stood wide open.  Evidently it had been lived in for a long time, but, as it stood on the Hamiltons' grant of land the new-comers had every right to it.  Mischief was afoot, however, for a band of Indians -- wanderers apparently and more meddlesome than evilly disposed -- had chosen that time and place to do a bit of looting.  As the Loyalist party came into view, they had  clumped brushwood beneath the low-hanging eaves and were setting it on fire.  That their efforts had met with so little success seemed due to the damp of the Lake mists, which still dripped down the walls, and Father Hamilton wasted no time, but with a shout of protest leaped upon the smoldering flames and stamped them out.
 

  The Indians were around him in an instant, by no means pleased but apparently uncertain what to do.  Unpleasant things might have happened but for Slow Deer, who, hurrying up with the others, flung herself into the middle of the groups and began to harangue them in their own tongue.  Evidently her oratory convinced the Indians, in part at any rate, though they still seemed to think they had a right to finish off the house.  How matters might have been settled nobody will know, however, for suddenly came an interruption.  Mother Hamilton was standing a little apart from the group, watchful, and carrying the only other gun -- for she was an excellent shot -- on case of accidents.  then she, too, started and stared.
 

  Apart in the background was a group of Indian children, and among them a little girl of perhaps five years old, who seemed quite different from the rest.  She did not herd with the others, but wandered up and down, with a prettily inquisitive, almost imperious, manner, and Mother Hamilton noticed taht she was unusually pretty, being light of skin, well-formed, and though her hair was abundant and very dark, it was not straight, as that on the other little heads was, but wind-tossed and curly.  While she was staring at the strange child, a movement in the foliage above caused her to glance up, then grip her musket more firmly.
 

  Mother Hamilton had lived among dangers too long to take chances; she knew that stealthy movement meant no good, and she remained watchful as the attractive Indian child gambolled nearer and nearer to the threatening spot.  Then the foliage rustled again and parted slightly.  Mother Hamilton gave a sharp exclamation, raised her gun, and fired.  There was a scuffle and a scream, and a huge wild cat hurtled out of the tree, to fall coughing and clawing in its death agony.
 

  This changed matters entirely.  the Indians, from being hostile and obstinate, became friendly and frankly awed.  They stared at Mother Hamilton as if she were some sort of super-woman, and willingly agreed to Slow Deer's suggestion that they not only withdraw all claim to burn the house, but help the family to being their bundles up from the canoes and take possession of it.
 

  The climax came when, in the evening, as the band made ready to depart, the Indian chief picked up the strange child and placed her gently in Mother Hamilton's arms, speaking very respectfully meanwhile in his own tongue.  Then he stepped back, gave the Indian sign of greeting and farewell, turned, and, with the rest following, trotted silently away.
 

  'Why, what in the world!' ejaculated Mother Hamilton, looking from the retreating Indians to her lively burden.
 

  Then Slow Deer whispered rapidly to Mrs. Nelson, who translated: 'Slow Deer says, the Indians praise you, they wonder at you.  They go in friendship and leave you your house.  But they want you to keep also the little girl you saved, as she is none of theirs, but apparently a waif!'
 

  Mother Hamilton was too astonished to reply, but the little girl suddenly stopped wriggling, and stared almost searchingly into the lady's face.  Then she flung out appealing arms and whimpered, finishing her cry with a queer clutching movement.
 

  'What does she say? -- That's not Indian talk!' said Stanley, and Cynthia Elizabeth added:
 

  'It sounds like "Greet-Pear-Dew".  Well, we do greet you, little honey-bunch; but what does it mean, Slow Deer?'
 

  The Indian woman, shook her head.  'Not know,' she said.  'As little man say, not Indian.'
 

  Mother Hamilton still held the child, and again the pleading, clutching hands reached out to her.  Then she looked round at the others, and, noticing her husband's look of kindly interest, suddenly smiled.  'Well, we're a fair-sized party, but she's a pretty baby, and one more mouth to feed doesn't matter much.'
 

  'Oh, then, Mother, you will let her stay with us, won't you?' cried Cynthia Elizabeth and Stanley James together, and again the mother smiled.
 

  'Why, yes.  She can grow up among us, and we will call her Pear Dew,' she said.
[image: image29.png]- Chapter IV -




	 

	 
	[image: image30.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.grandriveruel.ca/images/NA00442_a.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image31.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.grandriveruel.ca/images/NA00442_a.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image32.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.grandriveruel.ca/images/NA00442_a.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image33.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.grandriveruel.ca/images/NA00442_a.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image34.png]




 INCLUDEPICTURE "http://www.grandriveruel.ca/images/NA00442_a.gif" \* MERGEFORMATINET [image: image35.png]




	 

	 
	 
	 


	 
	[image: image36.png]



	 

	 
	The Hamilton home was a long, low, roomy[image: image88.jpg]


 farmhouse, much more pretentious than the usual cabins built by the Loyalist pioneers, and it showed plainly that it had been erected by somebody by no means poor, and possessed of very good taste.  Father and Mother Hamilton, and the young folk, to, tried to learn from the neighbours, who soon came around, who the  original builders of that homestead were, and what happened to them; but they were met always by silence, grieved looks, and slow shakes of the head.  So they quickly decided to let the matter stand.  Evidently it was one of those unrecorded tragedies with which the story of Canada's birth is so full, and was best left alone.
  They set to work making the big house habitable.  It was built almost in a half square, of two storeys; the rooms were spacious, with high ceilings and many windows, and in one of these at least they found fragments of shattered glass.  Mother and Father Hamilton quickly unpacked their few belongings, distributing them to the best advantage in the two central rooms the family planned to inhabit until they could make furniture enough for more.  They felt quite rich, for Mother Hamilton possessed a workable spinning-wheel, a quaint pair of bellows, and a queer-looking pair of ornamental fire-dogs which for some unknown reason she had tumbled into her bundle before that last-minute flight.  To this Mrs. Nelson added an unexpected treasure in the shape of an ancient spindle, and this, added to Jimmie's flail and the goods they had received at Cataraqui, made them feel very fortunate indeed.
  It was the Hamiltons' desire that Jimmie and his mother live in the homestead with them, for there was certainly room enough, but Mrs. Nelson deemed it wiser to have a dwelling of their own, however small it might be, situated on their own land grant.  So the travellers were barely rested when Father Hamilton, with the help of one or two kindly neighbours and Jimmie, whose eagerness to help far out-weighed his strength, began to build their log cabin for them.  It was just a small, two-roomed affair, of one storey, and with a huge fireplace built of rough, unmortared stones and a solitary door made of timbers split into rough boards, and with even the hinges and latch fashioned from wood.  With unexpected ingenuity Mother Nelson filled in the two window spaces with oiled paper instead of glass, which very effectively let in light while protecting then from the weather.
  The floor was of well-stamped clay, over which they scattered rushes and dried grass, and above the fire Father Hamilton made a small chain from which was suspended a good-sized cooking-pot -- the only one they possessed, and which Mother Hamilton had succeeded in pressing upon them as a gift, after much friendly argument.
  No sooner was there a roof overhead than the woman of both families turned their thoughts to clothing.  In the hasty get-away, when most of them fled in whatever they wore, the clothes they had managed to retrieve were not at all suitable to their new life and they were soon in a woeful state.  For a long time Stanley James and Jimmie had been running around barefoot, and the girls soon found themselves confronted by the same necessity.  Here again, Slow Deer proved her worth, for before long she was dressing and tanning deer-skins and other hides in her ancient Indian fashion, and from them she produced some really quite respectable and comfortable garments, from moccasins and leggings to trousers, tunics, and dresses for the girls.
  'Father Hamilton,' said Jimmie one day, after their new friends the settlers had left them for the night and they were both contemplating with not a little pride the array of tables and chairs, and even beds, their tireless hands had made as furniture for the two homes -- 'Father Hamilton, don't you think I'd better go back now, before the winter sets in?  Back East, I mean, to find my father.  I was talking to Asahel McCollum and his cousin Augustus -- the good folks who live across the bay and who have been so kind in helping us.  They told me that when the trees are turning like these are doing, then the frosts are already upon us and it won't be long before we are frozen in.  I was telling them all about my father as we planed off the tree-stump in the middle of our living-room floor -- that which we plan to use for a table -- and Asahel said if he was going to look for anybody back among the Thousand Islands he'd be starting right now.'
  'I can quite believe that he would,' agreed Father Hamilton, with a grave nod.  'And he would be quite right.  But don't forget, Jimmie, Asahel and Augustus are both lads of sixteen, taller than you and, of course, stronger.  It might be all right for them to go on such an errand, but not you -- yet.'
  Jimmie stamped an impatient foot.  'But, Father Hamilton, I am willing to go; I am anxious and I am not afraid.  And if I am all that, why --'
  'I know, lad, I know; and your spirit does you credit,' interrupted the man, putting a kind arm round the twitching shoulders.  'But you would be worse than useless, lad, when it came to strength and craft -- and both must be used in such a venture.  Besides, who is to look after your mother and baby Celista when the long, cold snow-bound days come?  And what about those two lambs, which must have care if they are to grow into sheep and provide us all with wool?'
  Jimmie's face fell.  'I thought Mother and Slow Deer could manage,' he said.  'And that she would rather I go, while she waited here.'
  'All in good time, lad, but not yet,' returned his friend.  Then, drawing him down to the bench they had just finished, he continued, 'Listen, Jimmie, and I will tell you a story I read once, away back, when I wasn't more than your age and I went to school in dear old England, nor ever thought that one day I would be a penniless pioneer, wresting a living from the heart of untamed Canada.'
  'Oh, did you go to school in England -- a big school?' inquired Jimmie, all interest.
  'Yes.  I went to Eton, and you know, Jimmie, sometimes even now, when I pause for breath, leaning on my axe awhile, the old towers rise again before my mind's eye and I can see the great stone stairs, the corridors, and hear the fellows singing in the old School Hall.'
  'There was a silence awhile, Jimmie regarding his friend with awe, for the man's eyes seemed rapt and far-away.  Then he roused suddenly.  'But I am forgetting the story.   It is about a little Grecian boy who lived alone with his mother -- for his father was lost, just as yours is, also his home and all he ever owned.  But his mother never told him much about it; she just took him every week to sit beneath the shadows of a great stone, and she told him that when the day came that he was strong enough to lift the stone aside and find what lay underneath, then she would tell him where to go to find his home and all his property.
  'For years that little fellow came every week and wrestled with the stone, but he could not budge it.  And his mother would watch and smile, and then sigh, for she was always sad; but she would tell him nothing until he moved that stone.  At last came a day when he was big and strong.  He felt a mighty will and a mighty power surge through him.  He sprang at the stone, gave a mighty heave, and lo! it rolled over.  Underneath, secure in a heavy chest, he found his father's sword and shield and helmet.  Then they both knew the time had come, so the mother told the boy that he was the son of a king, but his father was imprisoned by a usurper, and the kingdom stolen.  Now that he was big and strong enough to find his father's sword, she said, he was strong enough to go and find his father and win back the kingdom again.'
  The kindly voice ceased, and the kindly face turned towards the round-eyed boy sitting beside him.
  'You are like that little Grecian boy, Jimmie.  Wrestle with your stone -- that is, make yourself strong and skilled in this strange new life to which we seem to be destined -- and the time will come when I will be the first to agree with you that you should go back again to try and find your father.'
  "I'll do it, sir!' declared the lad, springing to his feet, his face aglow, his young body very straight and taut.  'You'll teach me, won't you?  And please do you know any more stories like that?'
  'Lots of them, Jimmie,' laughed Father Hamilton as they rose to go in.  'It is part of the contribution I can make towards the cultural development of our new nation.  When the winter days are long, and there isn't much outdoors we settlers can do, we'll have a quilting bee, a barn dance or two, then sometimes, maybe, we'll gather round a glowing hearth and I will tell my tales.'
  So the winter came upon them, and they lived, as Father Hamilton had said, visiting among their friendly neighbours, making, with such materials as they could gather, clothing and utensils for their home comforts.  Often there were friendly festivals at their own or their neighbours' homesteads, where there were round dancing and singsongs, after the young men of the community had wrestled or boxed themselves tired, and one of the most popular figures in the entire community was old Angus McCollum, Asahel's grandfather, who could play a fiddle well, and so provided music for these good times.
  Then spring came again, and work started with a will: ground had to be cleared and broken, seed planted, watered, and weeded, and the lambs, now rapidly growing into sheep, led out to pasture and guarded vigilantly from the marauding beasts that lived in the nearby woods.
  Summer found both families with a great improvement in their fortunes.  The first fleece had been sheared from the lambs, dressed, combed, and spun into yarn, their first flax seed had been sown and grown, and threshed with Jimmie's precious flair, to be used again as seed for the coming planting time.
  So two years or more passed over the heads of the little group of pioneers at Stony Creek.  Jimmie, now tall and strong, and over fifteen, felt a particular thrill of pride when, one September day, he put the finishing touches to the roof of that extra room he had built on the back of their cabin, and which he had insisted upon doing all by himself, from the hewing of the logs to the ornamental carving he was learning through watching Augustus McCollum's lame father carving candlesticks on a winter's night.
  'This new room will be nice for Mother and sister Celista,' he thought, as he pocketed his precious hammer and slid to the ground.  'The winsome lassie runs around so now, and she's growing pretty.  All the day long she romps with Mother Hamilton's Pear Dew, and they're both growing fast.  But maybe that's due to the milk I was able to buy from neighbour Gage's by carving that wooden bedstead for them before the ice-jam broke.  My, but I am hungry!  It must be near supper time, and I expect Mother will soon be calling me.  I think I'll drop down the chimney and surprise her by opening the new room from the inside.'
  Suiting the action to the thought, he hurried up the ladder again, clambered over the rough stones of the new chimney, and, letting himself down with his hands, dropped lightly into the room below.  Then he crossed it quickly, silently opened the door, and signalled to Slow Deer, who promptly saw him, not to speak.
  'Well, Mother!' he said.
  Of course she was pleased; she had not expected that her son could work so quickly or so well.
  'It will make me a lovely room!' she declared enthusiastically, looking around it with shining eyes, her hand on her tall boy's shoulder.  'Yes, indeed, I will keep it for myself and sister Celista.'
  'By the way, where is the child?'
  The Indian woman had halted by the open door, uttered a choked gasp, and stood staring.  The others followed her gaze, and then the mother groaned and clutched her son's arm.  He remained as if paralysed, sweating with horror, yet never daring to move.  About twenty yards from them, on a low stone in the sunshine, sat little Celista, a bowl of bread-and-milk on her lap, and babbling excitedly.  But that was not all.  Right beside her, its sinuous length at rest, its sinister head bent over the bowl was a huge rattlesnake!  Evidently its desire for milk had overcome its vicious tendencies, and it was sharing Celista's supper, to that young lady's not unmixed joy.  The others dared not move; they could only hope the child would not become impatient, or scream and strike at the reptile.  Yet that was really too much to hope.  Celista was already missing her rapidly diminishing supper, and, with a protest and an angry jolt, she jerked the bowl away, hitting smartly at the snake's head with her spoon.  Fortunately she jerked herself off the stone on the other side, and on that instant came a shot, a girl's cry, and the sound of running feet.  The snake's body hurtled into the air, to fall a twisted, lifeless heap, and Cynthia Elizabeth, musket in hand, ran over and caught up Celista, badly frightened, but unhurt.
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 company received a distinguished visitor in the person of the famous Chief and trusted officer of His Majesty's Army, Captain Joseph Brant.  This splendid Indian, known among his fellows as Thayendanegea, was a full-blooded Mohawk, whose life-story to this day reads like a romance.  From the time the War started he had been loyal to the British flag, and for his services had received a three-thousand-acre grant of land at the north end of Macassa Water, where he had built a spacious home, and lived in a dignified elegance that savoured of other and more stately days.  Once or twice some members of the family had sighted him, riding round his property, or driving with his beautiful Mohawk wife to the nearest Indian country of Oswego, where, to all Indian supporters of the British Crown, lands had been granted, reaching for a distance of ten miles on each side of the Grand River, and extending from its source to its mouth.  Here was arising an Indian village, modelled after a plan dear to the Chief's own heart, and here he had built a church, primarily for his own people, but was destined to be a beacon for them all, for it was the first Protestant Church in Upper Canada.
  One Easter Sunday the Hamiltons and the Nelsons journeyed there for a service, and felt delightfully at home, enfolded between those fragrant, cedar-smelling walls, with the beautifully constructed ceiling, the long rows of benches, the tiny, melodious organ that led the singing so sweetly, and, above all, the atmosphere of sanctity that pervaded the place.  From the small altar, on which shone the ancient silver Communion plate, presented by Her Majesty Queen Anne to Chief Brant's father, to the boldly etched Commandments painted on the wall above, the place seemed to breathe reverence.  The gilded letters proclaiming the Law were familiar to all the young people except Celista and Pear Dew.  They remembered them in the old days, but even these took on a greater significance when one tried to read such familiar commandments as "Thou shalt not steal' in its Mohawk equivalent, 'Toghfack aghfenoufkch'!
  Frances Rebecca, however had been attracted by the beautiful face of Mrs. Brant.  And when she heard from some of the neighbours how the lady was herself a Mohawk princess, orphaned in her youth, brought up by English friends, who, because she realized how much her people must learn if they would hold together as a nation, set herself to learn, that she might teach then, her admiration grew.  Mrs. Brant could speak English and French as fluently as her own tongue, and while never despising or disdaining the poorest among her own people she worked with her husband to bring the two races together, that friendliness and harmonious living might be gained.
  So when the day came that the Captain and Mrs. Brant rode round the bay on their two thoroughbreds and drew rein by the Hamiltons' porch, Frances Rebecca was amongst those most delighted to receive them.
  Only she and Mother Hamilton were there, but Mrs. Nelson soon joined them, with the other young folk, and together they listened while the gracious lady talked, and the Chief wandered up and down their thriving lands in company with Jimmie, and their now very frequent companion, Asahel McCollum,  praising their work, admiring their flock -- now increased to six -- advising and encouraging them.
  Cynthia Elizabeth had left the homestead just a little before the arrival, though from a distant height she saw them come.  Regretfully she knew she must hurry on, however, for Father had been working alone all morning, clearing a distant pasture, and, for a wonder, none of the neighbours went with him.
  She quickened her steps through the half-cleared spaces, then 'OO-o-EEe!  Father!' she called.
  Quickly came an answered shout, 'Cynthy -- Cynthy!  For goodness' sake hurry!'
  The girl's feet scarcely seemed to touch the ground then.  She raced through the remaining brushwood, heedless of the branches and brambles that beat and tore against her hands and face.  Out into the cleared pasture she darted, then she checked with a gasp and all but dropped the precious lunch.  Her father stood unhurt, but he was not alone; in front of him, his painted face dark with baffled rage, crouched a befeathered Indian chief.  He was watching for a chance to spring on Father Hamilton and beat him down.  But the Loyalist confronted him, axe upraised, and so he dared not move.  This was not all, however.  Nearby lay a large, newly felled log; evidently her father had been splitting it, for the splitting-wedge lay nearby.  On either side of the log, an object too huge to be moved by anything less than a yoke of oxen, stood six Indians.  Their faces were contorted with pain and rage, for each of them was held very securely fast by the hands, which were seemingly wedged into the crack of the log.  All this the young girl saw as she rushed to her father's side, and he, without moving his eyes from the chief, told what had happened.
  'They came on me, Cynthy, just as I was splitting the log.  They told me they had it in for me -- some old grudge.  And it isn't us they mean.  But I couldn't convince them.  Maybe it was the folks who lived here before us.  Anyway, they made it clear I wouldn't go home again, so I told them if they must kill me, first help me to split the log, as Mother would need it for a fire when winter came and she hadn't me to fetch any.  This big fellow here' -- indicating the chief -- 'was the only one who understood; he told the others to take hold of the sides and pull.  Then I kicked the wedge away and it trapped them by the hands -- see?  But I can't move now, for that chief's yearning for a chance to get me.  Run for help, Cynthy -- and for goodness' sake be quick!'
  The girl needed no second bidding.  Dropping her burden, she sped away, leaping over rock and rut and root, sure-footed and heedless of herself, her golden hair flying, her blue eyes wide with fear.
  So she burst upon the little group upon the porch, hurling herself past her mother and the rest, and straight into the arms of astonished Captain Brant.
  'Come!  Come!  Oh come!' she cried wildly, dragging at the gentleman's sleeve.  'There are Indians on the hill, and they are trying to kill my father!'
  Fortunately Chief Brant was quick to understand.  One leap from the porch and he was on his horse, then, catching her hand, he swung her lightly up before him.  At the same instant Asahel and Jimmie jumped on to the other, and so the rescue party set off, guided by the girl.  Up the slopes they galloped, to arrive very quickly on the strange scene.  Neither the Loyalist nor the Indian had moved, but the snarls of pain and fury from the rest could be heard far away.
  They subsided very quickly when Chief Brant arrived, for then there was a conversation of a very different character.  The seven culprits recognized and feared the stately Mohawk; they knew his insistence on law and order; they realized very thoroughly just what he would do.  So a crestfallen group of prisoners was released from the log and marched down the hill towards the settlement, where on the way they met a crowd of neighbours hurrying to Father Hamilton's rescue.
  The disciplining of these Indians the Loyalists knew they might leave to their kind visitor, who would not be likely to condone a wrongdoing just because it was done by some of his own race.  So little more was said about it, and people were grouped again round the famous Indian and his wife, who recognized in the White Man's coming something far in advance of Red Men's lore, and which they would do well to adopt, if their race was to endure.
  Each had so much to give the other.  the ideals of cleanliness, order, and morality such as the Loyalists knew made good exchange for the practices of self-preservation, adaptability, and woodcraft such as the Indians could teach.
  'For instance, dear Mrs. Hamilton,' said Mrs. Brant towards the close of that visit.  'You must let me show you how to preserve wild fruit for winter's use, even though you have no sugar to do it with.  And never again must you go short of lights at night, or soap.  I can teach you how to make both, so if the traders fail to come, or you haven't the wherewithal to barter, you can always fall back upon your own.'
  It was during this and other conversations, when the summer afternoons grew long and golden, that Mrs. Brant's quick eyes discovered something else.  For a long time she made no remark about it, but one Sunday evening, after a service which the Chief and a visiting missionary conducted from the Hamilton homestead porch, she suddenly put her arm round Frances Rebecca's shoulders and, smiling from her to the not-so-distant Asahel, said meaningly:  'So the Fairy Prince is not so far away, is he, Rebecca?  Mother Hamilton, your girl is grown a woman now!'
  Cynthia Elizabeth might have laughed a few years ago at the thought of people falling in love.  But not now.  Instead she cut short Stanley James' shrill cackle of mirth with a sharp slap, and stared from one to the other with bright, interested eyes.
  She saw Rebecca blushing deeply, heard the meaningful, good-natured chaff of their friends, particularly at the frank surprise of Father and Mother Hamilton, who, it would seem, were the only people present who had noticed nothing.  Then she saw Asahel McCollum, who had flushed a dull brick under his tan, suddenly square his shoulders and, walking up to their father, say something in a low, decided tone.  At this Rebecca suddenly became agitated and tearful, and turned from their friend to their watching mother, in a sudden, flurried manner.  But matters were soon settled.  Asahel's head was up, with a proud, straightforward air, and their father, after listening to what he said, suddenly clapped him on the shoulders, and, turning, led him smilingly towards the rest.  Then they all rose with a murmur of expectancy, and Mrs. Brant, with one arm still round Rebecca, and the other hand extended towards the self-conscious young man, said cheerfully:
  'Then it is all settle, is it, my dears?  And when is the wedding to be?'
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	Frances Rebecca and Asahel were married that September.  For some reasons Father and Mother Hamilton might have advised that they wait until spring, when the frost left the ground and they could build their own cabin.  But so much work lay ahead of the family, so much new[image: image90.jpg]


 cleared ground to be sown; for what with the seed they had raised and supplies recently come overland or by canoe, Father Hamilton was better off than he had ever hoped to be, and he welcomed the prospect of an extra pair of hands and the vigorous co-operation his new son-in-law would give him.  So it was arranged that the young people were to stay for the time being at the Hamilton homestead, and the wedding preparations went forward.
  Frances Rebecca had been more than a little interested in the production of her flax.  Two or three seasons of careful cultivation had produced quite a good crop, and she really looked forward to wearing a linen wedding dress.  But another surprise was in store for her.  Kindly Mrs. Brant, who took more than a casual interest in the Settlement's first bride, rode over one day carrying a mysterious-looking bundle.
  'I ought to tell you you should not see it till your wedding morning, my dear,' she said.  'But I am so anxious to see if it fits, so try it on now.'  So the bundle was unwrapped, and disclosed a pretty, befrilled gown of printed calico.
  'It is for you, Frances Rebecca,' said the lady, when the admiring exclamations of the rest permitted her to be heard.  'I want you to have a wedding dress you will prize.  Somehow I forsee a time when all Loyalist brides will be prouder of such a dress than if it were made of the finest silk from China's looms.'
  So one  early autumn morning a proud and happy bride was arrayed in the pretty gown, and Cynthia Elizabeth bound maple leaves into a chaplet, and placed them on the bright, brown head.  Then Mother Hamilton rummaged among her few remaining treasures, and produced a gilt-backed Book of Common Prayer, which she pressed into her daughter's hands.
  'I carried it at my own wedding, away back in dear old England,' she said, 'and I never thought then that I would count it the greatest treasure I could bestow upon my eldest daughter when her wedding day arrived.'
  Cynthia Elizabeth was not without her own treasures that day.  She had long passed the stage when she giggled at the thought of weddings, and she kept a stern eye on young Stanley James, to whose twelve-year-old imagination the occasion presented possibilities for practical jokes.  But Mrs. Brant had remembered her, too, and how she was to occupy the important position of bridesmaid, so when Cynthia Elizabeth stood beside her sister, she wore, in addition to her usual deerskin skirt and moccasins, a printed calico tunic, and a string of carved beads.
  In after years the young girl never forgot the beauty of that first wedding.  The brilliant tints of early autumn, deepening around them, the still warm sunshine, the family group on the porch, the kind friends and neighbours standing around.  A young missionary who was Captain Brant's guest performed the ceremony, and for a wedding ring, though gold or silver was not of their possessing, the bridegroom had twisted a circlet of copper wire, and by dint of much hammering and polishing had made it glean as such.
  So the promises were made that gave them to each other, and the watching company broke up into laughing, chattering groups of congratulations and advice.  Then, at a signal from the Captain, Jimmie disappeared, to return presently leading a mild-eyed, red-and-white cow, who, though untroubled by nerves, was obviously astonished at the situation in which she found herself, and was bellowing her protests with every step.
  Mrs. Brant led the bride forward, and the Chief took the halter and placed it in her hands.
  'A dower for our little bride,' he said.  'May this gentle creature be among the forerunners of herds that shall make our Canada rich!'
  So it came about that Frances Rebecca McCollum, one of the first Loyalist brides of Upper Canada, began her married life rich, from the settlers' point of view, for she was the owner of a cow!
  A few weeks later the severe frosts came, and the Indian summer was upon them.  That season it seemed particularly oppressive, and Cynthia Elizabeth, now assisting both Father and Mother, yet also teaching Pear Dew, the Indian waif, and Celista to read and write, found her time fully occupied and the work more burdensome than usual.  On one particularly oppressive day, while trudging back from taking lunch to the workers in the Indian Field, as that pasture was now called, she was forced to sit down once or twice to ease a dull, throbbing head and wrestle with a queer, sick feeling.  She rested by the side of the Pasture Trail, where the trees were cleared and there was little undergrowth, and she had a good view of their homestead, with the Nelson cabin close at hand.
  The small garden which her Mother and Mrs. Nelson had been cultivating did look pretty from that height, and so also did the rolling wooded country spreading towards the northeast, with the sparkling bay and the lake to the south.
  Cynthia Elizabeth rested there for quite a long time, watching little Celista and her close friend Pear Dew gambolling on the grass.  As far as she knew they and their two mothers were the only ones at home.  Even Rebecca had gone wild-fruit hunting, and taken Slow Deer with her, and by rights she should follow Rebecca, she knew; but her head throbbed so painfully that she balked.  She leaned back against a tree-bole, and maybe she dozed.  How long she remained there she never knew, but was startled awake by a cry.  It was a long, low, tortured cry, unlike anything she had ever heard or imagined.  She started up staring around!  Then it came again, part howl, part yelp, part scream, and nearer, too, as if it was coming up the hill beyond their house.  The children heard it, of course, and after listening for a moment laughed and began mimicking it to one another.
  Again the cry came, and nearer, then Cynthia Elizabeth leaped up and dashed down the slope, her headache forgotten, and she caught up a jagged branch as she ran, for she was certain that cry boded no good.  She was still a distance off, however, when the two mothers came running to their doors, and on that instant, over the brow of the hill IT came, the awful, screaming Thing.  Then Cynthia Elizabeth screamed as she ran, for it was a mad dog crazed with hydrophobia, its bloodshot eyes rolling, its slavering, fang-bared mouth snapping viciously to right and left.  And the two children were right in its path!
  Again Cynthia screamed, and tried to run faster, but she could never have reached them in time, and her scream became a wail of agony as she saw those two mites, with not sense enough to leap aside, stand clinging to each other staring amazed at oncoming death.
  Next instant Mrs. Nelson had leaped from her doorstep and flung herself between, with outstretched bare hands coming to grips with the awful creature, and striving to hold the writhing body and mashing jaws away!
  Cynthia Elizabeth never forgot the terrible fight; she reached the woman and the beast as they wrestled together on the ground; her mother reached them, too, but they dared not shoot, scarcely dared to strike, in case it was their friend they hit.  Suddenly the slavering jaws tossed back, and Cynthia, seizing the opportunity, crammed the jagged branch right down the gaping throat!  The dog rolled aside, and instantly Mother Hamilton's musket rang out!  Then there was only a quivering heap of foam-flecked fur lying harmless in the dust, and Mrs. Hamilton bent over their panting friend.
  'Mistress Nelson -- Jessie -- are you hurt?' demanded Mother Hamilton in agonized tones.  'No, don't worry about the children, you saved them -- but you -- O my goodness! Cynthy, look at her hands!  Run, girl; get hot water!  No, we must burn it out.  Put stone on the iron fire-dogs to get red-hot.  then run for your father and the others -- quick!'
  'Never mind burning,' interrupted Mrs. Nelson, in strange, constrained tones, as though she spoke through clenched teeth.  'But send for the others -- you'll need them!  No, I say, never mind the burning; it's too late - see!'
  She pointed to her arms, to her shoulders, and even to her neck, and when Mother Hamilton saw the cruel bites she gasped in horror, and flung to Cynthia the one word, 'Run!'
  And Cynthia Elizabeth ran as she had never run before.  Back to the Indian pasture to call the men, round by the shore road to call her sister and Slow Deer, and after that there was little she could do save take charge of Pear Dew and little Celista, who was weeping now and crying out for her mother.  But her cry was unavailing; they had carried Mother Nelson into her cabin, where they all were now, passing in and out with grave looks, though saying little, and the door was kept tight shut.  After a while Frances Rebecca came, with a strained white face, and told Cynthia Elizabeth to take the two girls and Stanley James and paddle across the bay to Brant's Castle.  There she was to tell the Chief and his lady what had happened, and remain with them until she was sent for.
  Not till years after did Cynthia Elizabeth understand the consternation of the kind-hearted pair.  She knew they were admitted promptly into the household, also that the Chief mounted immediately and rode away, and in a little while his friend, the visiting missionary, followed him.  That they rode round towards Stanley Creek, she knew, but Mrs. Brant was insistent that she and the children remain until sent for.
  That didn't happen until well through the following day.  Though from her bed at midnight Cynthia Elizabeth heard the men return, nothing was said in the morning; only the Chief and his wife were sad and quiet, and if possible more than usually kind to her.  In the late afternoon Asahel came in a bigger canoe, and telling them to come along, almost hurried them away.  Almost in silence he paddled homewards, and when Cynthia Elizabeth would have questioned, he hushed her with a look and pointed to the children.  Then she saw Rebecca waiting on the shore, and as they landed Asahel picked up Celista, caught Pear Dew by the hand, and calling to Stanley James to follow, strode away.
  'Frances Rebecca,' cried Cynthia fairly rushing on the older girl, 'what has happened?  Why are you all so strange.  Why did we have to stay away so long?  And how is Mother Nelson now?'
  Then Frances Rebecca put a steadying arm round the younger girl's shoulders.  'We had to send you to keep the children quiet.  Hush, Cynthia Elizabeth, try not to tremble so.  We did everything we had to do -- for the best.'
  But Cynthia Elizabeth was staring in frank terror.  "Mother Nelson!' she repeated.  'How is poor Mother Nelson now?'
  Frances Rebecca's grip tightened, her lips quivered for an instant, then, 'Mother Nelson isn't with us any more, Cynthia Elizabeth, Mother Nelson is dead,' she said quietly.
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	This marked Cynthia Elizabeth's first encounter with tragedy.  Though she had experienced with her parents all the terrors and discomforts of flight, she was too much of a child to realize its full[image: image91.jpg]


 significance.  The romantic, adventurous side of the matter interested her most, even the hardships they endured, she had accepted with a child's philosophy; and through it all there had been the thrill of conscious nobility, owing to their father's steady emphasis that all this was experienced and endured for England's sake.  But this was different.  A sense of loss, a remembrance of horror that would not pass.  The strong, kindly friend they had grown to know and love was no longer there.  The little cabin her independence had insisted should be built stood empty.  Celista, now weeping bitterly, was in Mother Hamilton's care; Pear Dew was standing near, watching with wide, frightened eyes; and Slow Deer, more abandoned in her grief than women of her race usually are, never left them.  So Cynthia Elizabeth went down the hill to the water-side, and under the shadow of a great rock she found a new-made grave, upon which was laid a roughly fashioned cross, bearing a simple inscription burnt in rough-made lettering.  'Jessie Nelson, who gave her life for others, October 15, 1792.  She saved others; herself she could not save.'
  So it came about that Cynthia Elizabeth first encountered that splendid spirit of sacrifice which made the United Empire Loyalists unbeatable.  The place was not deserted; her father was there, with Jimmie - a red-eyed, grim-faced Jimmie -- who, though he stood calm now, had been ashamed of the grief that rocked his soul.  They were talking together as the girl drew near, and she heard Jimmie say:
  'I never forgot the story of the Grecian boy, sir; and you promised you would tell me when you thought my time had come.'
  'I did, Jimmie,' returned Father Hamilton, 'and I am ready to redeem that promise now; for I think you are grown-up enough to start off any time.'
 Then Cynthia Elizabeth broke in, 'Start off?  Why, Jimmie, where are you going?'
  'I am going back east, to try to find my father.'
  'Oh, Jimmie!  But what about the cabin, your farm, and little Celista?'
  'Your good father and Asahel will tend my farm, and my little sister, I know, I can leave in your mother's care.'
  Cynthia Elizabeth gasped.  Could this be her old play-fellow?  He seemed so remote, so grave, so grown-up!  Then she answered readily, ' Of course you can leave Celista with us -- you know we will always love her.  But, Jimmie, what about the sheep?  You have ten in the flock now, for Slow Deer told me a baby lamb was born only this morning.'
  The lad nodded gravely.  'I know.  But I thought maybe you'd take care of them for me, Cynthia Elizabeth.'
  'Oh, Jimmie, of course I will, I will; I'll be glad to.  But -- Jimmie, after all this -- awfulness -- must you go, so soon?'
  The boy gave a heavy sigh.  'My putting off the journey won't alter the awfulness, Cynthia.  I have a chance to travel overland with Captain Brant's friend, the missionary.  By taking that I will be in Cataraqui before the winter sets in.  From there I can start inquiries, then searching, in the spring, though it's going to be pretty hard, as your father reminds me, to pick up a trail four years old.'
  Cynthia Elizabeth was weeping now.  'Oh, Jimmie, first Mother Nelson, and now you!  Oh why, why must it all happen so?'
  The lad slid a comforting arm round her.  'I don't know why, but it has happened so,' he sighed.  Then gently, but very steadily, 'Cynthy, if you were in my place, what would you do?'
  There was a pause, then the girl dried her eyes, raised her head, and, smiling bravely into his grave face, answered quietly, ' I would do just what you are going to do, Jimmie.  Don't worry about things here.  We'll take care of Celista, and I'll mind the sheep.  As for the cabin --'
  'Asahel and Rebecca are going to live in that,' he put in, and she nodded brightly.
  'Then you can go away with a mind at ease, Jimmie.  And oh, I do hope you find your father and come back soon.  But remember, whether you can get back soon or late, everything of yours will be taken care of, and -- I'll be waiting!'
  That was the farewell word Jimmie took away with him when he rode along the sunlit trails soon after, with the good missionary and his pack-horse.  He thought of it much as they travelled east in the direction of Fort Toronto, the sparkling expanse of Ontario to their right, and all about them the newly emerging pasture-lands of a district that would some day be titled 'the Garden of Canada'.  he was only a boy in years, but suffering and danger had made him older and graver in his mind.  And somehow he knew that next to finding his father and his brother, the greatest hope treasures within his memory was embodied in those three words.
  Back at Stony Creek life went on in its customary strenuous fashion.  Winter set in early, and was, even for that part of the world, unusually long and severe.  Then followed what has since gone down into Canadian history as 'the Hunger Year', when, according to old records, some actually died of starvation.  Spring, late in coming, made hunting difficult, planting was delayed, meagre crops were leaner, and some kind of blight infested the potatoes, cutting the yield in half.  So hard put to it were the settlers that they were thankful when the wheat was large enough to rub out and boil, for such a dish was for them a positive treat.  With amazing self-denial, neither the Hamiltons nor any of their neighbours thought of killing one of the precious sheep.  That little flock increased again, and was now of respectable size.  In them, as the Loyalists knew, was the promise of clothing for the future.  Had supplies been easier to obtain they might have reasoned differently, but the Rapids of the St.Lawrence practically cut them off from the more civilized parts of Canada, and communication, even from Cataraqui, was uncertain and slow.  then again, a peculiar honour was strong in them.  That flock of sheep was held in trust for one who was absent and in memory of another who had dies heroically, and each Loyalist would rather have dies of hunger than kill one lamb.  So they struggled along, searching for ground-nuts, living on herbs and, before that, cutting holes in the ice to fish, sometimes all night.
  Kind-hearted Chief Brant did what he could for everybody; of his own substance he gave freely, and travelled far and wide trying to alleviate what suffering he could.  But he had his own particular responsibility, the Indians of Oswego; for they suffered as did the rest.  So the Loyalists had to rely largely on their own resourcefulness, and among them the Hamilton family proved their worth.  They worked early and late.  Father Hamilton would fish all night, if he could do nothing else, chop wood all day, snatching sleep and meagre rations when he could.  Mother Hamilton, in between spinning and weaving homespun, undertook to fashion clothing not only for themselves, but for their neighbours.  Then one day, Cynthia Elizabeth, while rummaging among a pile of rubble close to the water's edge, uncovered a queer-shaped block of iron.  Long it was, shaped something like a man's toeless foot, and with a curved handle, also of iron, reaching from end to end.  Cynthia Elizabeth had no idea what it was, but she picked up the heavy thing and struggled up the hill with it to the house.  Then she deposited it on the porch before her surprised mother, for when she saw it Mrs. Hamilton exclaimed in wonder:
  'Why, Cynthia Elizabeth, what a find!  And it was among the rubble on the shore?  Why, who on earth would think of leaving a tailor's goose there?'
  'A -- what, Mother?'
  'A tailor's goose -- a heavy iron the tailors used at home to press the clothes they made,' explained Mrs. Hamilton laughing at her daughter's puzzlement.  'That makes you quite rich, Cynthy, for now you can help me with the clothes-making now, and we can do better work.'
  So they did, and Rebecca helped, too.  Also, both girls, who had absorbed much of their father's and mother's learning, found time to organize a few classes during those dark days and teach the Settlement children.  White and Red alike were welcomed there, and Frances Rebecca's cabin was the school-house, where many A's and O's and pot-hooks were guided by her own and her sister's patient fingers, marking them on strips of light bark, with pencils of pointed charcoal.  Stanley James was a great help now.  He was a tall, fearless lad, nearly fourteen, and the tending of the livestock or the hunting of small game he could take in his stride, though Cynthia Elizabeth never forgot that the sheep were her own special trust.  But Stanley was a willing lad, and tireless, too.  Many a pittance did he earn for that sorely pressed family, and he was able to cover the ground so quickly that from the Indians he earned a tribal nickname which means Fleet-of-Foot.
  So life went on till the summer came again.  Then, to the alarm of the family, Mother Hamilton began to droop.  It was not that she was actually ill, but ailing.  Her strength seemed to ebb; she was weak and listless, and soon their plain fare sickened her.  She could not work, she could not eat, but lay on her rough bed all day, trying to smile, but somehow seeming too weary to make the effort.
  'It's really cool water she needs,' declared Father Hamilton, during one anxious family consultation.  'Something that comes deep down from the earth, is cold and perfectly pure.  Something into which we might put fruit till it gets really cold; a deep grotto spring, or a well.'
  'I wonder you never thought of trying that old well on the hillside, just below our cabin, Father Hamilton,' remarked Asahel McCollum.  'It's near us, but on your property, you know.'
  'What's the use, lad?  It's been dry and full of rubble ever since we came here,' sighed the elder man.
  But Asahel shook his head.
  'How do you know that, Father?  It was dug sometime -- quite likely by the people who were here before you.  No, Rebecca, I can't tell why they left; I was only a little chap when it happened.  The place was deserted for years; it had a bad name, you see, and that well could easily have been crammed with rubbish, and not really dry at all.'
  'We could try of course,' agreed Father Hamilton, doubtfully.  'Come and give us a hand, Asahel.'
  So the two collected spades and scoops and hooks and started off towards the well.  And then, 'Did you never hear anything about the people who were here before us, Asahel?' asked the elder man, when they were out of earshot of the house.
  'Well, yes I did, Father,' returned the young man, glancing around cautiously, to see that neither of the girls was near,  'But it was queer, and we didn't like to talk about it.  A family lived here and built your house.  There were two or three men, rough-looking fellows, but handsome in a dark-brooding fashion.  There was also a sickly-looking woman, who might have been handsome once, and a little child, just toddling.  We thought them of French extraction.  It seems to me they spoke that language -- when they talked at all.  But they were an exclusive bunch, and the rumour went around that they were rich, for once one of them paid for something in gold.  But they kept to themselves, did not encourage neighbourliness, and so when they weren't seen for two or three days nobody wondered much.  Then came a day when one of the Settlement children wandered that way and came back running to say that she could see nobody, but the little child was somewhere screaming.  I remember that, for my father was among those who hurried off.  But when they got there all was silent, and even the baby -- for she was little more -- had disappeared.'
  They were by the well-mouth now, starting to clear away the brush and rubble that nearly filled it, but their earnest talk made the work seem light.
  'Queerly enough, there were no signs of struggle, though lots of prints of moccasins and bare feet.  Those must have been very recent, however, so I remember my father declared, for anything older than the previous night would have been washed away.'
  'Then you came to the conclusion that whatever happened to the others, Indians stole the child?' remarked Father Hamilton, digging vigorously.
  Asahel nodded.  "Just that.  We looked for them to return, of course, but they never did until -- until --'
  Father Hamilton almost dropped his tool.  'I know, until the day we came, and Mother saved Pear Dew from the wild cat!'
  Asahel nodded again.  'That's it.  And, you see, we of the Settlement didn't know that.  You were all alone, as a party when it happened.  You never told us Pear Dew wasn't with you when you landed, and we accepted her with you.'
  Gather Hamilton paused to wipe a sweating brow.  'They do say in the Old Land that sooner or later a wrong-doer will be drawn back to the scene of his crime,' he muttered, and Asahel heard him.
  'Pear Dew a little French-Canadian, after all!  I can hardly believe it!' ejaculated Father Hamilton.  But he seemed very pleased.  'Well, I'll see to it that she is brought up as such, and taught to be a Loyalist, proud of her heritage.  What's that?'
  Asahel's pick had struck something different!  They had cleared most of the rubble, were working on stones apparently embedded in mud near the bottom, and glancing meanwhile hopefully at the signs of moisture they encountered as they went deeper down.  Now the iron tool the young man wielded rang on metal, and at the same time water began to trickle fast.
  'It's a box, Father Hamilton!' cried Asahel, dragging at the object.  'An iron box, with heavy handles!'
  'Let me help you, lad!' cried Father Hamilton.  'No, wait.  I'll run up and get a rope.  We must work fast, for, praise be, the water's coming up for sure!'
  He hurried up the ladder, snatched up a nearby rope, and lowered it.  Asahel made it fast to the box, then, catching up his tools, scurried for safety, though not before he was ankle-deep in the precious spring water.
  'It's icy cold' he declared as he climbed out, 'and as clear as crystal.  Al right, Father Hamilton, here goes; we'll pull together!'
  They had to pull hard, for the box was heavy.  But slowly, reluctantly, it came up.  then they set about prizing open the heavy lid, and when at last it yielded and swung back, Asahel gave a cry of astonishment.  'Father Hamilton, the story of those people must be true; for, look, this box is full of gold!'
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	Just then Frances Rebecca, with Cynthia, appeared at the top of the hill, and a call from their men-folk brought them hurrying down.[image: image92.png]



  'How is your mother now?' inquired their father as they came within earshot.
  And Cynthia Elizabeth answered, 'Sleeping quite quietly.  We left Slow Deer and Pear Dew to take care of her.  Did you find any spring water yet, and whatever have you got there?'
  So the story of the box was quickly told, to the surprise and delight of both girls.
  'Oh, Father, you'll be able to help everybody in the Settlement now!' cried Cynthia Elizabeth, clapping her hands, ' and we can buy medicine from the traders -- they'll be coming soon -- that will make Mother well again.  My goodness, what a quantity, and what queer-looking coins they are!'
  'They're French,' remarked Frances Rebecca, who was on her knees delving into the box.  'Louis d'ors I think they are called.  I remember seeing one once, before we came to Canada.'
  'Right you are, my girl,' exclaimed her father.  Then, in an aside to his son-in-law, 'That tale's true all right, Asahel -- Rebecca, what is that?'
  From the bottom of the box the young wife had pulled a small leather bag.
  'There's something in it that tinkles,' she said, and drew it open.
  From it fell a gold chain with a heart-shaped locket attached.  It opened, of course, with a catch, and in it was a miniature of a lovely, dark-eyed girl.
  "Why, she's like our Pear Dew!' exclaimed Cynthia Elizabeth.
  Then both girls listened in astonishment to a repetition of Asahel's story, and his own and their father's suspicion.  Suddenly Frances Rebecca started, then clapped her hands.
  'Of course,' she cried.  'How stupid we have been!  Father, Cynthy!  Don't you remember that day we came, when Mother shot the wild cat and the Indian Chief gave her to us.  Pear Dew stretched out her hands to Mother, with a queer clutching movement, and cried.  We thought she said "Greet Pear Dew," but we were dense.  She was a little French Mademoiselle, trying to tell us what happened.  What she said was, "Marguerite perdu!"  Marguerite is lost!  and that clutching movement was her way of showing us how the Indians grabbed her and carried her away!'
  They started at each other, the revelation seemed so amazingly simple.
  Then, 'Let's go tell Mother,' cried Cynthia Elizabeth.  'It will do her good to hear such a strange story.  And dear little Pear Dew!  Won't she be amazed when I call her "Mademoiselle Marguerite"?  Father, Asahel, being the box and come along.  Come, Rebecca.  Oh let's run!'
  There was great astonishment, and in the new interest Mother Hamilton almost forgot she was sick, while the little girl, so long known to them as Pear Dew, after listening wide-eyed, suddenly flung her arms around the neck of her kind friend and clung to her.
  "But you are my mother, Mother Hamilton,' she said in the excellent English that was now hers.  'I can't remember any other mother, and if that gold belongs to me, I want you to take it all?'
  'But, little Marguerite --'
  'No, no, don't call me that; it sounds such a long, stiff name.  Let me be your Pear Dew, as I have always been,'
  'And as you always will be,' returned the tender-hearted woman, hugging her tightly.  'As for the gold, some of it we must keep for you, my dear, for a dower; that is but just.  But for the rest, if you will trust Father and me, we will divide it among the needy neighbours, so that these hard times may be eased and everybody made happy again.'
  'Yes, yes, do.  Give everybody something, and keep some for Jimmie, do!' cried the impulsive child, weeping, laughing, and embracing them all by turns.
  And so they all dealt tenderly with the warm-hearted little orphan, whom they had so long protected for sheer good nature, and now felt to be more than ever their own.
  Meanwhile, Jimmie had reached Cataraqui, by far less hazardous means than he experienced when leaving it.  The overland trail between the Settlements was still little more than a forest path.  But already Colonel Simcoe's scheme for building a road between Montréal and Upper Canada was progressing, and the laws whereby such highways were to be maintained and kept in repair were under consideration.
  The War had been over for some years now, but the aftermath affected the destinies of Loyalists and Revolutionists alike.  True patriots on both sides sought mutual understanding, where old grievances might be healed.  Unfortunately, however, law-breakers -- men true to no particular flag -- were rife, and used the troubles of the times to serve their own ends.  Where possible, they would exploit Canadians and Americans alike, and, by cruel deeds of outlawry, try to keep alive the flames of ancient strife.
  Jimmie guessed his own father and brother were very likely victims of just such people.  On his arrival at Cataraqui he promptly reopened the inquiries he knew Father Hamilton had set on foot four years before.
  Had either of the missing men escaped and worked their way to this Settlement, the rest would have been easy, for there were many there to direct them to the homesteads at the head of the lakes.  But there was no news, and as winter closed down Jimmie was obliged to stay there, living with the good missionary, working where he could, and so preparing himself for excursions farther east and south when the ice should break once more.
  He found plenty to do.   By this time Cataraqui was a thriving centre, and Jimmie, what with his knowledge of sheep-raising, his skill as a builder, and his remarkable talent as a woodcarver, found himself much in demand.  When the time came for him to go on, he was quite astonished at the size of his earnings, but he entrusted them to the good missionary, explaining with boyish simplicity that they would only be a nuisance when he travelled, but when he came back, he might buy a yoke of oxen, and even a wagon, and so go home in style!
  But summer brought little save disappointment.  Jimmie wandered far and wide, yet, though he followed one or two trails which seemed promising, he traced little of those he sought.  But he couldn't make up his mind to give up, so decided to spend at least one more winter in Cataraqui and then try once more.  This was distinctly to his advantage, for work was even more plentiful, and by the time the second spring came round Jimmie was really quite well-to-do, and the proud possessor of a team of oxen, a wagon, and quite a wealth of implements and household goods.
  'Most of this is for Father and Mother Hamilton,' he explained to his friend the missionary when they said farewell the second time.  'And if I don't come back again, but get -- lost -- like dad and Buck, please take them over to Stony Creek, with my love, and say the oxen are specially for Cynthia Elizabeth.'
  'I will, lad,' promised the sympathetic minister.  'But, please God, you will come back, safe and sound, and with the good father and brother beside you.'
  'I hope so, sir,' returned Jimmie, grave eyes scanning the smooth waters of Ontario.  'It is my purpose to follow back now, over the trail by which I came with the Hamiltons.  I thought such a plan silly at first, but now it seems the only hope.  I am going right back to the place where we were first separated.  I mean where those scoundrels took Dad and Buck prisoners.'
  'And all the good angels watch over ye, lad,' returned his friend, helping him shove off the canoe.
  He stood on the rim of the shore, watching while the frail craft bobbed farther and farther away, till it was lost to sight in the gleaming folds of mist.  then he turned away with a heavy sigh.
  Jimmie camped on Wolfe's Island, just as they had done years ago, then, rounding the point, he felt his way cautiously along the St. Lawrence south shore, threading in and out among the islands, until he gauged he had reached the place where Slow Deer hustled them into her stolen boat and he, while she tended to his sick mother, made such valiant efforts to guide it.
  It was about two days later that, having concealed his canoe securely in the bush, he cut across country, still following as much as he could remember of their trail.  He was an expert woodsman now, and had little fear of getting lost, but the trail they took was vague in his boyish memory, and he travelled more by instinct than by skill.
  It was evening, a still evening and quite warm.  Jimmie had camped beside a woodland pond for the night, for he thought it an excellent place for wild ducks, one of which might furnish him with a tasty supper.  Sure enough, he sighted some, floating idly on the pond's surface, totally unaware of human presence.  Jimmie had no desire for a wetting just then, so he waited, hoping that some of the birds would swim nearer the bank before he fired.  With unaccountable obstinacy, however, they seemingly preferred the farther side, and Jimmie was just deciding that he would have to skirt the pond and shoot from there, when he saw a puff of smoke, and a shot rang out.  The birds soared, though two dropped into the water.  But Jimmie wasn't concerned about them, he was staring keenly at the spot from which the firing came, for he had believed himself to be the only human for miles around.
  Then the bushes parted, and Jimmie saw a tall, lean man limp down to the water's edge, pause for a moment, then wade in and secure the ducks.  Evidently he was not alone, for he called something over his shoulder to somebody hidden by the bushes.  Jimmie couldn't see his face clearly, but there was something about his movements and the distant voice that stirred his memory, and the boy, supper forgotten, gun on shoulder, hurried round the pond in that direction.  He still moved stealthily; long years of training made him do that.  Indeed, he soon worked his way round, and was concealed in the long grass just a few yards from them without being discovered.
  There were two men, and they were preparing a fire as he peered.  The lean man was cleaning a duck, ready for cooking, but Jimmie almost cried aloud as he saw the face of the other man.  It was thin, worn, scarred, and the hair was snow-white, but Jimmie would have known him anywhere.  It was his long-lost father!
  'And the other must be Buck!' thought Jimmie, struggling with the sudden choking feeling that rose in his throat.  'Buck, thin, lame, so changed that I might not have known him.  But I'd recognize Dad anywhere!'
  He was about to leap towards them, glad words of welcome on his lips, when something else happened.  there was a scuffle and a shout, then four or five ugly-looking fellows -- quite plainly outlaws of the worst type -- sprang on the two men.  The poor fellows fought with the desperation of despair, but Jimmie saw they were no match against the brutes that beset them.
  He was but watching his chance, however.  Steady of eye, practised hand on the trigger, musket at shoulder, he waited.  Then he fired!  One fellow dropped with a howl, and, while the others were staring round, Jimmie was on them like a lion, striking with clubbed gun, this way and that, shouting encouragement to his folks.  It was all over in a few minutes, for the outlaws, in no mind to deal with such a young fury, made off, leaving two of their number crippled behind.
  "Father!  Buck!' Jimmie cried, as the two he had rescued stared at him in bewildered gratitude.  'Don't you know me?  I am Jimmie, your Jimmie, and I have been looking for you everywhere!'
  What a joyful reunion that was!  And how much they had to tell each other during that belated duck dinner!  But first they tended their two wounded prisoners, and so won from them surprised, if grudging, gratitude.
  The next day they started for home, for Jimmie declared he would never feel safe till the two he had sought so long were on Canadian soil.  He avoided telling more than a bare outline of his adventures till then, though he was compelled to break the news of his mother's death.  Then it hurt him afresh to notice how his father's lined face seemed to grow older and more lined as he listened.
  Back at Cataraqui, Jimmie turned the outlaws over to what he deemed proper authority, for he considered outlaws were outlaws under whatever flag they chose to operate, and should be stamped out wherever found, like a forest fire.  Then he collected his well-earned goods, and one morning astonished both his father and brother by driving his spruce-looking ox team, covered wagon complete, up to the missionary's door, and calling them to climb on board.
  'Can this be our little Jimmie?' wondered Mr. Nelson, when, having taken leave of their kind friend, they set off towards Burlington Bay and home.
  'The same, and none other, Dad,' returned the lad affectionately.  'And whatever I've earned is to start you up, and pay for all those wasted years you spent in gaol.'
  'No, no, lad; that wouldn't be fair.  Some help I'll be glad of, to make a start with, for Buck and I will be slow workers for a time, I fear.  But you must keep something you have worked for, for yourself, you know.'
  'I expect you hate the Americans, don't you, Dad?' remarked Jimmie, one morning a day or so later when they were nearing their journey's end.
  But the elder man shook his head.  'No I don't, lad; and I hope you never will either.'
  'But didn't they cause all this?  Aren't they our enemies?'
  'No, they didn't cause all this misery.  Your brother and I, and many more like us, are the victims of law-breakers, who reverence no country, but take advantage of international disputes to serve their own ends.  As for the Revolutionists -- now the American nation -- they are not our enemies; they are of our blood.  In certain matters they have seen things differently from us, and some day, when history records it all, Old England herself may be the first to declare that they were right.'
  'But, Dad, you wouldn't renounce Old England?'
  'No, lad, I would not.  England is our Motherland.  The present-day rulers may be at fault -- I think they are -- but they will pass.'
  'You mean His Majesty George the Third, Dad?' inquired Jimmie, his eyes wide, and Mr. Nelson nodded gravely.
  "I do, son.  He's bungled matters badly, and he is responsible for all this misery, if anybody is.  But some day there will arise another King -- and why shouldn't he be a George also?  But he will be a gentleman, and he'll more than redeem this present monarch's foolishness.  By that time the Union Jack and the American Stars and Stripes may be floating side by side, and our two nations at peace.  Is that the Settlement down there, son?  I seem to see some buildings, and, my!  what a fine looking house that is on the plateau!'
  'That's Brant's Castle,' explained Jimmie, urging his team.  'It isn't far now to Stony Creek and all the friends, and Celista, just up the trail and round the -- What was that?'
  Farther along, up the hill to one side of the trail, a boy's high voice was calling for help!
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	Jimmie threw the reins in Buck's hands and, grabbing his musket, leaped to the ground.[image: image93.jpg]



  'Watch the wagon, Buck!' he directed, then, 'Come on, Dad; there's something amiss up here!'
  Mr. Nelson needed no second urge.  Musket in hand, he was quickly beside his son, and together they climbed, hurriedly yet cautiously, up the steep, wooded slope that bordered the trail.  Again the cry came, nearer this time, and Jimmie quickened his steps.
  'I ought to know that voice,' he muttered, then, 'Hullo!'
  A plaintive bleat followed like and echo on the cry, then an ominous yelping, snapping sound.
  They gained the top, and Mr. Nelson gave an exclamation, raised his musket, and fired!  Jimmie's weapon burst simultaneously, then he ran forward with outstretched arms, towards a large oak tree, while his father counted the bodies of at least three wolves, and glanced searchingly left and right in the direction of vague rustlings that betokened the rest of the pack's retreat.
  'All right, sonny; here's friends!  Why, Stanley James Hamilton, what on earth are you doing up that tree, and with a lamb?'
  Thus the astonished Jimmie, as the boy he had rescued slid down towards him, a protesting lamb gripped securely under one arm.
  'Oh Jimmie Jimmie Nelson!  Is it really you, back at last?'
  'Of course it's me!  Take it easy laddie; don't tremble so; you're safe now.  Here, let me take the lamb.  No, we'll hand it to Dad.  there now, have you been here long?'
  'All night,' answered Stanley, willingly relinquishing his charge.  'Yes, take the lamb, Jimmie; it's yours, anyway.  We lost it last night, and I went one way, while Cynthy and Pear Dew went the other, and -- Oh Jimmie!  Is this big man your father?'
  'Correct, young man,' laughed the elder lad, 'and you'll meet my big brother when we hit the trail again.  We left him with the wagon!'
  But Stanley was staring at Mr. Nelson, his recent fright forgotten.  'Were you in gaol, sir!' he asked.  'Well, even though it was for England's sake, it must have been very nasty.'
  'All gaols are nasty, son,' returned Mr. Nelson, nodding.  'You appear to have been in some sort of one yourself.  How did you come to be trapped by those wolves?'
  Then Stanley told his adventures.
  'I found the lamb -- and that makes eighteen in your flock, Jimmie; we haven't lost one.  But I'd been hunting for hours -- long after the sun went down.  I thought I saw smoke 'way down beyond the shore road, as if there was an Indian camp there, and at first I was afraid they'd found the lamb and were eating it for supper.  Then I heard it bleat.  It had tumbled down a hollow in the bush -- such a deep place; I think it must have been a dried water-hole -- and I had quite a job getting it up.  Then I heard the wolves; they were howling, and they came nearer and nearer, so I knew they'd scented me.  And that silly lamb wouldn't keep quiet!  Well, I ran, but they ran faster; and when I reached to top of the hill I thought I heard them breaking through the bush.  So I ran hard to that big tree.  I know wolves can't climb trees, so I shinned up it, and I was only just in time.  I was barely out of reach when they were below, and they jumped high in the air, snapping at me.  That made the lamb kick and bleat more, but I held him fast and sat in the fork there, with my arm round a bough.  Oh, Jimmie, I didn't know a night could be so long!  It was horrid.  i think the wolves sat there all the time; for when I looked down I saw eyes gleaming.  I knew when the daylight came Father would be hunting for me -- or the neighbours.  Then I heard voices and the creaking of wagon wheels, so I shouted.  Is that your yoke of oxen, Jimmie?  My!  You've grown up and got quite rich!'
  They were back at the trail now, and Stanley, weary as he was, was all eyes for the prosperous-looking team.   Then he was introduced to Buck, whom he promptly regarded as a national hero, and, perched on the seat between them, he was quite ready to ask and answer questions and give the local news.
  'We found some money -- about a year ago,' he announced,' and we shared it with the Settlement, and kept some for you, Jimmie.  It was at the bottom of that old well we thought was dry.  It isn't dry at all, and now we've lots of spring water.  Pear Dew said we must keep your share ---'
  'Pear Dew?' interrupted Jimmie, while the others listened interested.
  'Yes, Pear Dew.  Oh, I forgot, you don't know.  Pear dew isn't Pear Dew at all -- I mean she isn't an Indian, and the money belonged to her.  Father found a locket at the bottom of the well with a picture in it.  It's just like her.  She's really a French-Canadian, and her name is Marguerite, and --'
  'It sounds like a romance,' interposed Mr. Nelson, chuckling at the torrent of information.  'But tell me, isn't this your father riding up the trail?  I seem to remember him, and -- My! but he looks worried!'
  'Yes, it is,' cried Stanley, starting up.  'Hi! Father!  Father!  I'm here safe, and the lamb.  And I've found Jimmie, and his father, and Buck, and they shot some wolves!  Here we are, Father!  Right here!'
  'Thank God!' said Mr. Hamilton as he reined his horse.  'Stanley, my son, your mother has been nearly frantic!'
  Then he turned to the others.
  'John Nelson, as I'm alive!' he cried, welcoming hands outstretched, 'and Buck, too!  Welcome to Stony Creek and Britain's Canada, old friends.  Jimmie lad, you've done well!  And Stanley, my son, you've retrieved the lamb, I see.  Well, I am proud of you.  Come, let's be getting home.  the women folk will be delighted.'
  'Is Cynthia Elizabeth home, Father?' called Stanley, as they journeyed on and the Hamilton homestead came into view.
  'I hope so, son.  She came in last night, then started out early this morning with Pear Dew to look for you.'
  The cavalcade rumbled down the trail into the clearing, and soon Mother Hamilton, with Slow Deer at her heels, came running out, with little Celista, who was caught up and kissed by her big brother, then folded in an even more tender embrace by a big, dim-eyed, white-haired man who called her 'dear little daughter'.
  Frances Rebecca came running, too, with Asahel her husband, and here was a further surprise, for Rebecca was a little mother now, and there was a brown-eyed, dimpled baby to be presented to the new arrivals.
  'She was born last Easter,' said Frances Rebecca, smiling up into Mr. Nelson's face, 'and we thought we'd call her "Jessie Nelson", because -- because--'
  'I understand,' he answered gently; 'it is because you loved Jimmie's mother, who was my Jessie Nelson, isn't it?'  Then as she nodded, 'Well, I think that is very nice of you.'  Then he kissed the tiny rose=petal fist, and yielded his roughened fingers to its soft grasp.  'Little Jessie Nelson McCollum,' he said, 'tiniest Loyalist Daughter that you are, right now, the best I can wish for you is that you become as noble a woman as your namesake.  Good friends, who is that dark-haired lassie running down the trail?'
  'It's Marguerite -- our Pear Dew,' answered Mother Hamilton, as the rest looked round.  'What is she doing alone?  What has happened to Cynthia Elizabeth?'
  The girl, dark hair streaming, eyes wide with alarm, was soon among them.  'Father, Mother Hamilton, Asahel, Rebecca, everybody, oh come quickly.  Some Indians have kidnapped Cynthia Elizabeth, and one of them is going to marry her!'
  'What's that!' Jimmie grabbed the girl, dragging her roughly towards him.
  'Ow -- don't.  Oh, Jimmie, it's you, come back!  Then go after her, and quickly.  They're taking her away!'
  'Which way did they go?'
  'North, beyond the Indian pasture.  i think they were heading towards the other side of the mountain.  Oh, Jimmie, don't squeeze me so hard.  I'm telling you as fast as I can!'
  'Sorry, girlie!'  Jimmie's strong fingers relaxed, and he looked ruefully at the dark marks they left on her round, brown arm.
  But Pear Dew was too sensible a girl to reproach him -- she knew how he felt.
  'We were looking for Stanley James and the lamb,' she went on, 'and there you are, after all, Stanley -- you got home safely.  The Indians came out from among the trees just as we were going down towards Creek Valley.  We'd been hallooing, hoping Stanley would reply.  Then they came silently -- they were around us before we knew; three of them.  They tried to grab me, but Cynthy fought so hard it took two of them to hold her, and I managed to kick one and get away.  I know they mean to marry her to somebody, for I heard them shouting about a squaw for a brave called Bear's Paw.'
  Jimmie had grabbed Father Hamilton's horse and swung into the saddle.
  'Call the Settlement,' he directed.  'Follow as fast as you can!'
  Then he galloped away.
  
  Cynthia Elizabeth crouched down upon a log and wept.  It seemed to her that her captors had dragged her for miles, until she was weary and footsore and too exhausted to resist them further.  Now they had reached their encampment, and had pushed her roughly to one side, evidently quite sure she could not escape from them, even if she tried.  She knew enough of their customs and their speech to understand what was going on.  They were going to force her into marriage with that great hulking Chief of theirs, and already their barbaric wedding preparations were going forward, while they threw covert glances, half-triumphant, half-contemptuous, towards her.
  'I'd rather die,' she told herself desperately, remembering her own hard-won, but now very comfortable home, then gazing with disgust at the teepees standing near, which seemed to her dirty and smoky and altogether nasty.  'Oh, whatever will I do?  Father may never find me, even if Pear Dew does manage to get back safely.  And maybe they haven't found Stanley, and Father with the neighbours will be out hunting for him!  Then there's nobody to come after me -- not even Asahel.  Oh, what shall I do!  What shall I do!  I'll never see Mother again, or Rebecca, or the baby, or --' then an old memory awakened -- 'Oh Jimmie, Jimmie!' she sobbed aloud.  'If only you were here they never could have taken me!'
  Those particular Indians had neither pity nor remorse, but they eyed their gold-haired prisoner's distress with a sort of churlish curiosity.  It interested them so much, indeed, that they never heard a stealthy movement in the bush -- noticed nothing, in fact -- until something was upon them like a whirlwind, striking right and left, knocking over their cooking-pots, stamping out their fires, hurling them right and left with blows and kicks and most unceremonious jostlings.
  They scattered, yelling, and Cynthia Elizabeth had not time to push back her hair and look up before she was grabbed, swung into somebody's saddle, and then they were speeding away through the forest, thundering hoofs beneath her, an around her a strong arm, not naked or dirty, but muscular, and comfortably clad in a stout leather sleeve!
  For a long time as they rode she clung to her unknown preserver, still weeping and trembling very much, with her face hidden against his coat.  After a time, however, the pace slackened, the protective hand gave a comforting pat, then a well-remembered voice protested:
  'Come, Cynthia Elizabeth, haven't you got a word of welcome for an old friend?'
  She looked up, startled.  The ruddy, handsome face, the wind-blown hair -- the same old merry smile!
  'Jimmie.  Oh, dear Jimmie, is it really you?'
  'Really me!' he answered, laughing into her amazed eyes.  'And about time, I'm thinking!'
  'Oh Jimmie, Jimmie, I thought you were lost!'
  'And I thought you were,' he returned more gravely.  'There, there, calm down -- you're safe from them now.  Poor girlie!  It's a bad scare you've had!'  Then his smile returned.  'Come, cheer up Cynthy.  We're at the top of the trail now, and the homesteads are below!  Look at all the folks scurrying about!  Getting ready to come after us, I guess.  Well, they needn't, for I've fixed those Indians for good, I'm thinking.  I'll give them a hail!  There! they see us!  Wave your hand to them, Cynthy -- let them know you're safe.'
  So Cynthy waved vigorously, and heard the answering cheer, as she turned again to her old play-mate.
  'Then you have found your father and your brother, Jimmie?'
  He nodded.
  'Yes, thank God I did.  They're down there, with your folks, getting acquainted with Celista, I hope.'
  'And Jimmie, you've really come home -- come home to stay?'
  Jimmie Nelson looked searchingly into the shining blue eyes, and when he answered his voice had a new and deeper note:
  'Yes, Cynthia Elizabeth,' he said gently, 'I have come back home -- to stay.'
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