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WHEN the beautiful Sally Habersham accepted
Dick Ogilvie her girl associates
rejoiced quite as much as she did, foreseeing
the return to their orbits of sundry temporarily
diverted masculine satellites. Her mother’s
friends did not exactly rejoice, for Dick Ogilvie had
been a great “catch” and his capture was a sad
loss, but they certainly sighed with relief; for they
had always felt that Sally Habersham was altogether
too charming to be left at large. About the
only mourners were a score or so of young men,
whose hearts sank like lead when they heard the
news.

The young men took the blow variedly, each according
to his nature. One or two made such a
vehement pretense of not caring that everybody decided
that they cared a great deal; two or three
laughed at themselves in the vain hope of preventing
other people from laughing at them; several
got very drunk, as a gentleman might do without
disgrace in that year of 1812; others hurriedly set
off to join the army of thirty-five thousand men
that Congress had just authorized in preparation
for the coming war with Great Britain; the rest
stayed home and moped, unable to tear themselves
away from the scene of their discomfiture.

Of them all none took the blow harder than
Jaqueline Telfair, commonly known as Jack. Jack
was just twenty-one, and the fact that he was a full
year younger than Miss Habersham, had lain like a
blight over the whole course of his wooing. In any
other part of the land he might have concealed his
lack of years, for he was unusually tall and broad
and strong, but he could not do so at his home
in Alabama, where everybody had known everything
about everybody for two hundred years and more.
Still, Jack hoped against hope and refused to believe
the news until he received it from Miss Habersham’s
own lips.

Miss Habersham, by the way, was not quite so
composed as she tried to be when she told him.
Jack was so big and fine and looked at her so
straight and, altogether, was such a lovable boy that
her heart throbbed most unaccountably and before
she quite knew what she was doing she had leaned
forward and kissed him on the lips. “Good-by,
Jack, dear,” she said softly. Then, while Jack
stood petrified, she turned and fled. She did not
love Jack in the least and she did love Dick Ogilvie,
but—Oh! well! Jack was a gentleman; he would
understand.

Jack did understand. For a few seconds he stood
quite still; then he too walked away, white faced and
silent.

The next morning he went out to hunt; that is,
he took a light shot-gun and tramped away into
the half dozen square miles of tangled woodland that
lay at the back of the Telfair barony along the
Tallapoosa River. But as he left his dog and his
negro body-servant, Cato, at home, he probably
went to be alone rather than to kill.

Spring was just merging into summer, and the
sun spots were dancing in the perfumed air across
the tops of the grasses. Great butterflies were
flitting over the painted buttercups and ox-eyed
daisies, skimming the shiny gossamers beneath
which huge spiders lay in wait. From every bush
came the twitter of nestlings or the wing flash of
busy bird parents. Squirrels, red and gray, flattening
themselves against the bark, peered round
the trunks of great trees with bright, suspicious
eyes. Molly cottontails crouched beneath the growing
brambles. Round about lay the beautiful woodland,
range after range of cobweb-sheeted glades
splashed with yellow light. Crisp oaks and naked
beeches, mingled with dark green hemlocks and
burnished quivering pines, towered above bushes of
sumach and dogwood, twined and intertwined with
swift-growing dewberry vines. From somewhere on
the right came the sound of water rippling over a
pebbly bed.

Abruptly Jack halted, stiffening like a pointer
pup, and leaned forward, gun half raised, trying to
peer through the sun-soaked bushes of the moist
glade. He had heard no sound, seen nothing move,
yet his skin had roughened just as that of a wildcat
roughens at the approach of danger. Instinct—the
instinct of one born and brought up almost
within sight of the frontier—told him that something
dangerous was watching him from the jungly
undergrowth before him. It might be a bear or a
wolf or a panther, for none of these were rare in
Alabama in the year 1812. But Jack thought it
was something else.

He took a step backward, cocking his gun as he
did so and questing warily to right and to left.

“Come out of those bushes and show yourself,”
he ordered sharply.

From behind an oak an Indian stepped out, raising
his right hand, palm forward, as he came. In
the hollow of his left arm he carried a heavy rifle.
Fastened in his scalp-lock were feathers of the white-headed
eagle, showing that he was a chief.

“Necana!” he said. “Friend!”

Instinctively Jack threw up his hand. “Necana!”
he echoed. The tongue was that of the Shawnees.
Jack had not heard it for ten years, not since the
last remnant of the Shawnee tribe had left the banks
of the Tallapoosa and gone northward to join their
brethren on the Ohio; but at the stranger’s greeting
the almost forgotten accents sprang to his lips.
“Necana,” he repeated. “What does my brother
here, far from his own people?”

Wonderingly, he stared at the warrior as he
spoke. The man was a Shawnee; so much was certain,
but his costume differed somewhat from that
of the Shawnees to whom Jack had been accustomed,
and the intonation of his speech rang strange.
His moccasins, the pouch that swung to his braided
belt, all were foreign. His accent, too, was strange.
Moreover, though clearly a chief, he was alone instead
of being well escorted, as etiquette demanded.
Plainly he had travelled fast and long, for his naked
limbs were lean and worn, mere skin and bone and
stringy muscles. Hunger spoke in his deep-set eyes.

At Jack’s words his face lighted up. Evidently
the sound of his own tongue pleased him. Across
his breast he made a swift sign, then waited.

Dazedly Jack answered by another sign, the answering
sign learned long ago when as a boy he had
sat at a Shawnee council and had been adopted as
a member of the clan of the Panther.

In response the savage smiled. “I seek the young
chief Telfair,” he said. “He whom the Shawnees
of the south raised up as Te-pwe (he who speaks
with a straight tongue). Knowest thou him,
brother?”

Jack stared in good earnest. “I am Jack
Telfair,” he said, haltingly, dragging the Shawnee
words from his reluctant memory. “Ten years ago
the squaw Methowaka adopted me at the council
fire of the Panther clan.” He hesitated. Ten years
had blurred his memory of the ritual of the clan,
but he knew well that it required him to proffer
hospitality.

“My brother is welcome,” he went on, stretching
out his hand. “Will he not eat at the campfire of
my father and rest a little beneath our rooftree?”

The Shawnee clasped the hand gravely. “My
brother’s words are good,” he answered. “Gladly
would I stop with him if I might. But I come from
a far country and I must return quickly. I turn
aside from my errand to bring a message and a
belt to my brother.”

From his pouch the chief drew a belt of beautiful
white wampum. “Will my brother listen?” he
asked.

Jack nodded. “Brother! I listen,” he answered.

“It is well! Many years ago a chief of the elder
branch of my brother’s house was the friend of
Tecumseh. They dwelt in the same cabin and
followed the same trails. They were brothers. Ten
years ago the white chief travelled the long trail
to the land of his fathers. But before he died he
said to Tecumseh: ‘Brother! To you I leave my
one child. Care for her as you would your own.
Perhaps in days to come men of my own house may
seek her, saying that to her belong much land and
gold. If they come from the south, from the branch
of my house living in Alabama, at the ancient home
of the Shawnees, let her go with them. But if they
come from the branch of my house that dwells in
England do not let her go. The men of that branch,
the branch of the chief Brito, are wicked and vile,
men whose hearts are bad and who speak with forked
tongues. If they come for her, then do you seek
out my brothers in the south and tell them, that
they may take her and protect her. If they fail you
then let her live with you forever.’

“Since the chief died ten years have passed, and
the maid has grown straight and tall in the lodge
of Tecumseh. Now the chief Brito has come, wearing
the redcoat of the English warriors. He speaks
fair, saying that to the maid belong great lands
and much gold and that he, her cousin, would take
her across the great water and give them into her
keeping. He is a big man, strong and skilful, to
all seeming a fit mate for the maiden. If his tongue
is forked, Tecumseh knows it not. But Tecumseh
remembers the words of his dead friend and wishes
not to give the maid up to one whom he hated. Yet
he would not keep her from her own. Therefore he
sends this belt to his younger brother, he of whom
his friend spoke, he whom the mother of Tecumseh
raised up as a member of the Panther clan, and says
to him: ‘Come quickly. The maid is of your house;
come and take her from my lodge at Wapakoneta
and see that she gets all that is hers.’”

Jack took the belt eagerly. To go to the lodge of
Tecumseh to bring back a kinswoman to whom had
descended great estates and against whom foes—he
at once decided that they were foes—were plotting—What
boy of twenty-one would not jump at the
chance.

And to go to Ohio—the very name was a challenge.
The Ohio of 1812 was not the Ohio of today,
not the smiling, level country, set with towns, crisscrossed
with railways, plastered with rich farms
where the harvest leaps to the tickling of the hoe.
It was far away, black with the vast shadow of
perpetual forests, beneath which quaked great
morasses. Within it roved bears, deer, buffalo,
panthers, venomous snakes, renegades, murderers,
Indians—the bravest and most warlike that the land
had yet known.

Across it ran the frontier, beyond which all things
were possible. For thirty years and more, in peace
and in war, British officers and British agents had
crossed it and had passed up and down behind it,
loaded with arms and provisions and rewards for
the scalps of American men and women and children.
Steadily, irresistibly, unceasingly, the Americans
had driven back that frontier, making every fresh
advance with their blood, their sweat, and their
agony; and as steadily the redcoats had retreated,
but had ever sent their savage emissaries to do their
devilish work. Ohio had taken the place of Kentucky
as a watchword with the adventurous youth
of the east; to grow old without giving Ohio a
chance to kill one had become almost a reproach.

Besides, war with Great Britain was unquestionably
close at hand. All over the country troops
were mustering for the invasion of Canada. General
Hull in Ohio, General Van Rensselaer at Niagara,
and General Bloomfield at Plattsburg were
preparing to cross the northern border at a moment’s
notice. In Ohio, Jack would be in the very
forefront of the fighting. Both by instinct and
ancestry the lad was a born fighter, always on tip-toe
for battle; he had shown this before and was
to show it often afterwards. But the last three
months had been an interlude, during which Sally
Habersham had been the one real thing in a world
of shadows. Now he had awakened. He would not
dream in just the same way again.

With swelling heart he grasped the proffered
belt.

“The maiden is white?” he questioned.

“As thyself, little brother. She is the daughter
of Delaroche Telfair, the friend of Tecumseh, who
died at Pickawillany fifteen years ago. Moreover,
she is very fair.”

The Indian spoke simply. He did not ask
whether Jack would come; the latter’s acceptance
of the belt pledged him to that course and to question
him further would be insulting. He did not ask
any pledge as to the treatment of the girl; apparently
he well knew that none was necessary.

Jack considered. “I will find the maiden at
Wapakoneta?” he questioned.

“If my brother comes quickly. My brother
knows that war is in the air. If my brother is slow
let him inquire of Colonel Johnson at Upper Piqua.
The maiden is known as Alagwa (the Star). Has
my brother more to ask?”

Jack shook his head. If he held been speaking
to a white man he would have had a score of questions
to ask; but he had learned the Indian taciturnity.
All had been said; why vainly question
more?

“No!” he answered. “I have nothing more to
ask. My brother may expect me at Wapakoneta as
quickly as possible. I go now to make ready.” He
did not again press his hospitality on the chief.
He knew it would be useless.

The Shawnee bowed slightly; then he turned on
his heel and melted noiselessly into the underbrush.

Jack stared after him wonderingly. Then he
stared at the belt in his hand. So quickly the chief
had come and so quickly he had gone that Jack
needed the sight of something material to convince
himself that he had not been dreaming.

Not the least amazing part of the chief’s coming
had been the message he had brought. Jack had
heard of Delaroche Telfair, but he had heard of him
only vaguely. When his Huguenot forefathers had
fled from France, a century and a quarter before,
one branch had stopped in England and another
branch had come to America. The American
branch, at least, had not broken off all connection
with the elder titled branch of the family, which had
remained in France. Indeed, as the years went by
and religious animosities died out, the connection
had if anything grown closer. Communication
had been solely by letter, but it is not rare that relatives
who do not see each other are the better friends.
A hundred years had slipped by and then the Terror
had driven the Count Telfair and his younger
brother, Delaroche, from France. The count had
stayed in London and bye and bye had gone back
to join the court of Napoleon. But Delaroche had
shaken the soil of France from his feet and had
crossed to America with a number of his countrymen
and had founded Gallipolis, on the banks of the
Ohio, the second city in the state. Later he had
become a trader to the Indians and at last was
rumored to have joined the Shawnees. That had
been fifteen years before and none of the Alabama
Telfairs had heard of him since.

And now had come this surprising news. He was
dead! His daughter had been brought up by the
great chief Tecumseh and was nearly grown and was
the heiress of great estates. Brito Telfair—Jack
vaguely recalled the name as that of the head of the
branch that had stopped in England—sought to
get possession of her. Tecumseh liked him, but,
bound by a promise to the girl’s dead father, had
refused to give her up and had sent all the weary
miles from Ohio to Alabama to seek out the American
Telfairs and keep his pledge. More, he might
have long contemplated the necessity of keeping it.
It might have been at his suggestion that his mother,
Methowaka, who had been born in Alabama, at Takabatchi,
on the Tallapoosa River, not twenty miles
from the Telfair barony, had revisited her old home
about ten years before, shortly before her tribe had
gone north for good and all, and had “raised up”
Jack as a member of the great Panther clan.

And now he had sent for him, sent for him over
nearly a thousand miles of prairie, swamp, and
forest, past hostile Indian villages and suspicious
white men. Jack thought of it and marvelled. Few
white men would do so much to keep a pledge to a
friend ten years dead!

As he pondered Jack had been pacing slowly
homeward. At last he halted on a rustic bridge
thrown across a swift-flowing little creek that sang
merrily through the woodland. On the hill beyond,
at the crest of a velvety shadow-flecked lawn, rose
the white-stoned walls of the home where he had
been born and bred. Around it stretched acres of
field and orchard, vivid with the delicate blossoms
of apples and of plums, the pink-white haze of
peach, the light green spears of corn, and the darker
green of tobacco. Over his head a belted kingfisher
screamed, a crimson cardinal flashed like a
live coal from tree to tree, a woodpecker drummed
at a tree. Below flashed the creek, a singing water
pebbled with pearls. Jack did not see nor hear
them; arms on rail he stared blankly, pondering.

A voice startled him and he swung round to face
his body-servant, Cato, a negro a few years older
than himself.

Cato was panting. “Massa Colonel’s home, suh,”
he gasped. “An’ he want you, suh. He’s in a
pow’ful hurry.”

Jack stared at the boy. “Father home!” he
exclaimed, half to himself. “I didn’t expect him
for hours.”

“He’s done got home, suh. He ride Black Rover
most near to death, suh. Yes, suh! He’s in most
pow’ful hurry.”
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COLONEL TELFAIR was striding excitedly
up and down the wide verandah, lashing as
he went at the tall riding boots he wore. His
plum-colored, long-skirted riding coat, his much-beruffled
white shirt, and his tight-fitting breeches
were dusty and spattered with dried mud. It needed
not the white-lathered horse with drooping head that
a negro was leading from the horseblock to show that
he had ridden fast and furiously.

From one end of the porch to the other he strode,
stopping at each to scan the landscape, then restlessly
paced back again. A dozen negroes racing
in every direction confirmed the urgent haste that
his manner showed.

Abruptly he paused as Jack, followed by Cato,
came hurrying up the drive. “Hurry, sir, hurry,”
he bawled. “Don’t keep me waiting all day.”

Jack quickened his steps. “I didn’t know you
were back, father,” he declared, as he came close.
“I’m glad you are, sir. I’ve news, important news!”

The elder Telfair scowled. “News, have you,
sir?” he rumbled. “So have I. Come inside, quick,
and we’ll exchange.” Turning, he led the way
through a deep hall into a great room, whose oak-panelled
walls were hung with full-length portraits
of dead and gone Telfairs—distinguished men and
women whose strong faces showed that in their time
they had cut a figure in the world. There he faced
round.

“Now, sir, tell your news,” he ordered. “I’ll
warrant it’s short and foolish.”

“Perhaps!” Jack grinned; he and his father
were excellent friends. “Did you know, sir, that
our kinsman, Delaroche Telfair, was dead, leaving
a daughter who is a ward of Tecumseh, the Shawnee
chief?”

The elder Telfair blinked. “Good Lord!” he
said, softly. He tottered a step or two backward
and dropped heavily into a chair. “You’ve had a
letter, too?” he gasped.

“A letter? No, sir; not a letter——”

“You must have, sir. Don’t trifle with me! I’m
in no temper to stand it. Who brought you the
letter?”

“I haven’t any letter, father. I haven’t heard of
any letter. I met an Indian——”

“An Indian?”

“Yes. A Shawnee from Ohio, a messenger from
Tecumseh——”

“Tecumseh! Good Lord! Do you know—But
that can wait. Go on.”

“Delaroche seems to have pledged him to call
on us in case certain things happened. They have
happened and he has sent. He wants me to come
and get the girl.”

“Good God!” muttered the elder man once more.
“Look—look at this, Jack!” He held out an open
letter. “I got it at Montgomery, and I rode like
the devil to bring it, and here a murdering Shawnee
gets ahead of me and——” His words died away;
clearly the situation was beyond him.

Jack took the letter doubtfully and unfolded it.
Then he looked at his father amazedly.

“It’s from Capron, the lawyer for the Telfair
estates in France,” interjected the elder man.
“It’s in French, of course. Read it aloud! Translate
it as you go.”

Jack walked to the window, threw up the blind,
and held the letter to the light.


“My very dear sir,” he read. “It is my sad duty
to apprise you that my so justly honored patron, Louis,
Count of Telfair, passed away on the 30th ultimo,
videlicet, December 30, 1811. The succession to the
title and the estate now falls to the descendants of his
brother, M. Delaroche Telfair, who, as you of course
know, emigrated to America in 1790 and settled at
Gallipolis on the Ohio, which without doubt is very
close to your own estates in Alabama. Perhaps it is
that you have exchanged frequent visits with him and
that his history and the so sad circumstances of his
death are to you of the most familiar. If so, much of
this letter is unnecessary.

“In the remote contingency, however, that you may
not know of his history in America, permit me to repeat
the little that is known to us here in France. It will
call the attention; this:

“Among the papers of my so noble patron, just deceased,
I have found a letter, dated June 10, 1800,
with the seal yet unbroken, which appears to have
reached the château Telfair many years ago but not
to have been brought to his lordship’s attention. Of
a truth this is not surprising, the year 1800 being of
the most disturbed and the years following being attended
by turbulence both of politics and of strife,
during which his lordship seldom visited the château.

“This letter inclosed certificates of the marriage
at Marietta, Ohio, of M. Delaroche Telfair to Mlle.
Margaret De la War, on June 18, 1794, and of the
birth of a daughter, Estelle, on Oct. 9, 1795. The
originals appear to be on file at Marietta. M. Delaroche
says that he sends the copies as a precaution.

“No other information of father or daughter or of
any other children appears to be of record, but the late
count had without a doubt received further news, for
he several times spoke to me of his so sadly deceased
brother.

“In default of a possible son the title of Count of
Telfair devolves on M. Brito Telfair, representative
of the branch of the family so execrated by his lordship
now departed. Your own line comes last. The
estates go to the Lady Estelle Telfair, or, if she be
deceased, to Count Brito Telfair, whose ancestors have
long been domiciled in England.”



Jack looked up. “Brito Telfair!” he exclaimed.
“That’s the name the Indian mentioned. Who is
he exactly?”

“He’s the head of the British branch. His people
moved there a hundred years or so ago, after the
Revocation of the Edict of Nantes. We came to
America and they stopped in England. I understand
he’s an officer in the British army, heavily
in debt, and a general roué. I reckon he’s about
forty years old.”

With a shrug of his shoulders—a trick inherited
from his Gallic ancestors—Jack resumed:


“Not knowing where to reach the Lady Estelle (or
other descendants of M. Delaroche) I address you,
asking that you convey to her my most humble felicitations.
I can not close, my dear sir, without a word
of the caution. The Lady Estelle would appear to
be about seventeen years of age. Her property in
France is of a value, ah! yes, but of a value the most
great. Adventurers will surely seek her out and she
will need friends. Above all she should not be allowed
to fall into the hands of M. Brito, who would undoubtedly
wed her out of all hand to gain possession
of her estates. Both the late count and M. Delaroche
(when I knew him) hated and despised the English
branch of M. Brito. To you, beloved of my master
the count, I appeal to save and protect his heiress from
those he so execrated. I have the honor, my very dear
sir, to be your obedient servant. Verbum sapientes
satis est.

Henri Capron, avocat.

Postscriptum.—I open this to add that I have just
learned that M. Brito sailed with his regiment for
Montreal a month ago. He is of a repute the most evil.
If he gets possession of the Lady Estelle he will without
the doubt wed her, forcibly if need be. And it
would be of a shame the most profound if the Telfair
estates should be squandered in paying the debts of
one so disreputable.”



Jack crumpled the letter in his hand. “I should
think it would be,” he cried. “Thank the Lord
Tecumseh remembered Delaroche’s warning. But
let me tell you my story.”

Rapidly Jack recounted the circumstances of the
Shawnee’s visit and recited the message he had
brought. “This explains everything,” he ended.
“Brito Telfair wants to get possession of the girl
and marry her before she knows anything about her
rights. Well! He shan’t!”

Colonel Telfair laughed. “Lord! Jack! You’re
heated,” he exclaimed. “Brito Telfair probably
isn’t much worse than other men of his age and
surroundings. You’ve got to allow for Capron’s
prejudices, national and personal. Marriage with
him mightn’t be altogether unsuitable. Still, we’ve
got to make sure that it is suitable, and if it isn’t,
we’ve——”

“We’ve got to stop it!” Jack struck in. “The
first thing is to find the girl and bring her here.
We can decide what to do after that.”

Colonel Telfair became suddenly grave. “Yes!”
he answered, “I reckon we can, if—” He broke off
and contemplated his son curiously. “How does
Tecumseh happen to send for you, sir?” he demanded.
“But I reckon it comes of your running
wild in their villages while they were down here.
They adopted you or something, didn’t they?”

Jack nodded. “Yes! Tecumseh’s mother
adopted me into the Panther clan. She was born
down here, you know, and was back here on a visit
when I knew her.”

“Humph!” The old gentleman pondered a moment.
Then suddenly he caught fire. “Yes! Go,
Jack, go!” he thundered. “Damme, sir! I’d like
to go with you, sir. I envy you! If I was a few
years younger I’d go, too, sir! Damme! I would.”

“I wish you could, father.” The boy threw his
arm affectionately about the older man’s shoulders.
“Lord! wouldn’t we have times together. We’d
rescue the girl and then we’d help General Hull
smash the redcoats and the redskins.”

“We would, sir! Damme, we would!” The old
gentleman shook his fist in the air. “We’d—we’d——”
He broke off, catching at his side, and
dropped into a chair, which Jack hurriedly pushed
forward. “Oh! Jack! Jack!” he groaned. “What
d’ye mean by getting your old father worked up till
he’s ill?” Then with a sudden change of front—“You—you’ll
be careful, won’t you, Jack? Not too
careful, you know—not when you face the enemy,
but—but—damme, sir, you know what I mean.
You needn’t get yourself killed for the fun of it,
sir. I—I’m an old man, Jack, and you’re my only
son and if you——”

“Don’t fear, father! I know the woods. I know
the trails. I know the Indian tongues. I am a
member of the Panther clan. More, I am going to
Ohio at the invitation of Tecumseh. Until war begins
every member of my clan will be bound to help
me because I am their clan brother; every Shawnee
will be bound to help me because I am the friend
of Tecumseh; every other warrior will befriend me
once he knows who I am. If I travel fast I may
rescue cousin Estelle before——”

“Estelle! Estelle! Good God! Yes! I’d forgotten
her altogether. I wonder what she’ll be like: not
much like our young ladies; that’s certain. Bring
her back to us, Jack. We need a daughter in the
family. And as for France, damme, I’ll go over
with her myself, sir.”

“I’ll wager you will, father. I’ll get her before
war begins if I can. If I can’t—well, I’ll get her
somehow. Once war begins, my clan membership
fails and——”

“Well! Let it fail, sir. I don’t half understand
about this clan business of yours, sir. I don’t approve
of it, sir. How will war effect that, sir?”

Colonel Telfair’s ignorance as to the Indian clans
was no greater than that of nine-tenths of his fellow
citizens, whether of his own times or of later
ones, dense ignorance having commonly prevailed
not only as to the nature but as to the very existence
of the clans.

But Jack knew them. Much had he forgotten,
but in the last hour much had come back to him.
Thoughts, memories, bits of ritual, learned long before
and buried beneath later knowledge, struggled
upward through the veil of the years and rose to his
lips.

“They—they are like Masonic orders, father,”
he began, vaguely. “They know no tribe, no nation.
Mohawks and Shawnees and Creeks of the same
clan are brothers, and yet—and yet—if the Shawnee
sends a war belt to the Creeks, clan ties are suspended—just
as between Masons of different nations.
But when the battle is over, fraternity
brothers are bound to succor each other, bound to
ransom each other from the flame. This they may
perhaps do by persuading the tribe to adopt them
in place of some warrior who has been slain.”

“Humph! I thought they had been adopted
already?”

“As members of the clan, yes! Adoption by the
tribe is different. It changes the entire blood of
him who is adopted. He becomes the man whose
name and place he takes, and he is bound to live
and fight as his predecessor would have lived and
fought and to forget that he ever lived another
life. Membership in the clans by birth is strictly
in the female line. The women control them and
decide who shall be adopted into them.”

“All right. I don’t half understand. But I
suppose you do. Anyway, I’m glad you’ve got
your membership to help you—Look here, Jack!”
An idea had struck the elder man. “D—d if
I don’t believe that warrior of yours was Tecumseh
himself. I started to speak of it when you first
named him. I met Colonel Hawkins—he’s the
Indian agent—this morning and he told me that a
big chief from the north was down here, powwowing
to the Creeks at Takabatchi—urging them to dig
up the hatchet, I reckon. Tecumseh was here a
year ago, you know. Maybe he’s come back!”

Jack nodded, absently. “Maybe it was
Tecumseh, father,” he answered. He had just remembered
Sally Habersham and he was wondering
if she would grieve when she heard that he had gone
away. For a time, perhaps! But not for long.
She would have other thoughts to engross her.
Jack knew it and was glad to know it. He wanted
no one to be unhappy because of him—least of all
Sally Habersham. She who had been so kind—so
kind—His lips burned at the memory of her kiss.
“I’ll prove myself worthy of it!” he swore to himself.
“I’ll carry it unsullied to the end. No other
woman——”

Telfair broke in. “Damme! sir! What are you
moonshining about now?” he roared. “About your
cousin Estelle? Bring her back and marry her,
Jack. She’s a great heiress, my lad, a great
heiress.”

Jack drew himself up. Strangely enough he had
thought little about the girl-child for whose sake
he was going to undertake the long journey. His
father’s words grated on him.

“I shall never marry, father,” he declared.
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THE sun was about to climb above the rim of
the world. Already the white dawn was
silvering the grey mists that lay alike on
plain and on river and half hid the mossy green
boles of the trees that stood on the edge of the
forest. From beneath it sounded the low murmur
of the waters of the Auglaize, toiling sluggishly
through the timbers that choked its bed and gave
it its Indian name of Cowthenake, Fallen Timber
river. High about it whimpered the humming rush
of wild ducks. From the black wall of the forest
that led northward to the Black Swamp came the
waking call of birds.

Steadily the light grew. The first yellow shafts
shimmered along the surface of the mist, stirring
it to sudden life. Out of the draperies of fog, points
seemed to rise, black against the curtain of the
dawn. To them the mists clung with moist tenacious
fingers, resisting for a moment the call of the sun,
then shimmering away, leaving only a trace of tears
to sparkle in the sunlight.

Steadily the sun mounted and steadily the mists
shrank. The spectral points, first evidence that
land and not water lay beneath the fog, broadened
downward, here into tufts of hemlock, there into
smoother, more regular shapes that spoke of human
workmanship. Louder and louder grew the rippling
of the river. Then, abruptly, the carpet of mist
rose in the air, shredding into a thousand wisps
of white; for a moment it obscured the view, then it
was gone, floating away toward the great forest, as
if seeking sanctuary in its chilly depths. The black
river was still half-veiled, but the land lay bare,
sparkling with jewelled dew-drops.

Close beside the river, on an elevation that rose,
island like, above the surrounding plain, stood the
Indian village, row after row of cabins, strongly
built of heavy logs, roofed with poles, and chinked
with moss and clay. In and out among them moved
half-wolfish dogs, that had crept from their lairs
to welcome the rising of the sun.

No human being was visible, but an indistinct
murmur, coming from nowhere and everywhere,
mingled with the rush of the river and the whisper of
the wind in the green rushes and the tall grass.
The huts seemed to stir visibly; first from one and
then from a score, men, women, and children bobbed
out, some merrily, some grumpily, to stretch themselves
in the sunshine and to breathe in the soft morning
air before it began to quiver in the baking heat
that would surely and swiftly come. For early June
was no less hot in northern Ohio in 1812, when the
whole country was one vast alternation of swamp
and forest, than it is a hundred years later when the
land has been drained and the forest cut away.

From the door of a cabin near the centre of the
town emerged a girl sixteen or seventeen years of
age, who stood still in the sunbeams, eyes fixed on
the trail that led away through the breaks in the
forest to the south. Her features, browned as they
were by the sun and concealed as they were by paint,
yet plainly lacked the high cheek-bones, black eyes,
and broad nostrils of the Indians. Some alien blood
showed itself in the softness of her cheek, in the
kindling color in her long dark hair, in the brown
of her eyes. Her graceful body had the straight
slenderness that in the quick-maturing Indian maids
of her size and height had given place to the rounded
curves of budding womanhood. Her head, alertly
poised above her strong throat, showed none of the
marks of ancestral toil that had already begun to
bow her companions. In dress alone was she like
them, though even in this the unusual richness of
her doeskin garb, belted at the hips with silver,
marked her as one of prominence.

For a little longer the girl watched the southward
trail; then her eyes roved westward, across
the rippling waters of the Auglaize, now veiled only
by scattered wisps of mist, and across its border of
sedgy grass, pale shimmering green in the mounting
sun, and rested on a cabin that stood on the
further bank, between an orchard and a small field
of enormous corn. From this cabin two men were
just emerging.

They were too far away indeed for the average
civilized man or woman to distinguish more than
that they were men and were dressed as whites. The
girl, however, was possessed of sight naturally
strong and had been trained all her life amid surroundings
where quickness of vision might easily
mean the difference between life and death. She
had seen the men before and she recognized them instantly.

One of them wore a red coat and carried himself
with a ramrod-like erectness that bespoke the British
officer; the girl knew that he was from Canada,
probably from the fort at Malden, to which for three
years the Indians from a thousand square miles of
American soil had been going by tens and hundreds
to return laden with arms and ammunition and
presents from His Majesty, the King of Great
Britain. The second was of medium height, shaggy,
dressed in Indian costume, with a handkerchief
bound about his forehead in place of a hat.
He could only be James Girty, owner of the cabin,
or his brother Simon, of infamous memory—more
probably the latter.

As the girl watched them an Indian squaw crept
out of a near-by cabin and came toward her.

“Ever the heart of Alagwa (the Star) turns toward
the white men,” said she, harshly.

The girl started, the swift blood leaping to her
cheeks. “Nay!” she said. “These white men have
red hearts. They are the friends of the Indian.
Katepakomen (Girty) is an Indian; his white blood
has been washed from his veins even as my own!”

“Your own!” The old woman laughed scornfully.
“Not so! Your heart is not red. It is white.”

Alagwa’s was not the Indian stoicism that meets
all attacks with immobility. Her lip quivered and
her eyes filled with tears. “I am not white,” she
quavered. “I am red, red.”

The old woman hesitated. She knew that between
equals what she had said would have been all but
unforgiveable. Alagwa had been adopted into the
tribe years before in the place of another Alagwa
who had died. She had been “raised up” in place of
her. Theoretically all white blood had been washed
out of her. She was the dead. To remind her of
her other life and ancestry was the worst insult
imaginable. The old woman knew that Tecumseh
would be very angry if he heard it. But she had an
object to gain and went on.

“Then why does Alagwa refuse my son?” she
said. “Why does she defy the customs of her
people—if they are her people. The council of
women have decreed that she shall wed Wilwiloway.
If her heart is red why does she not obey?”

The girl hung her head. “I—I am too young to
wed,” she protested.

“Bah!” the old woman spat upon the ground.
“Alagwa has seen seventeen summers. Other girls
wed at fifteen. Why should Alagwa scorn my son.
Is he not straight and tall? Is he not first among
the warriors in war and in chase? Has he not
brought back many scalps? Alagwa’s heart is
white—not red.”

“But——”

“Were Wilwiloway other than he is, he would
long ago have taken Alagwa to his hut. But he
will not. His heart, too, is white. He says Alagwa
must come to him willingly or not at all. He will
not let us compel her. He——” The old woman
broke off with a catch in her voice—“he loves
Alagwa truly,” she pleaded, wistfully. “Will not
Alagwa make his moccasins and pound his corn!”

The girl, who had slowly straightened up under
the assault of the old woman, weakened before the
sudden change of tone.

“Oh!” she cried. “I will try. Truly! I will
try. Wilwiloway is good and kind and brave. I am
proud that he has chosen me. I wish I could love
him. But—but I do not, and I must love before I
give myself. I am bad! wicked! I know it. Yes!
I have a white heart. But I will pray to Mishemanitou,
the Great God, to make it red.”

The old woman caught the sobbing girl to her
heart. “Do not weep!” she said, gently. “See!
the sun burns red through the trees; it is the answer
of Manitou, the mighty. He sends it as a message
that your heart shall turn from white to red. There!
It is changed! Look up, Alagwa, and be glad.”

The girl raised her head and stared at the line
of trees that curled away in a great crescent toward
the east and the west. The sun did indeed burn
red through them. Could it be an omen? As she
stared the squaw slipped silently away.

Alagwa’s heart was burning hot within her. The
squaw’s accusation that her heart was white had
cut deep. All her remembered life she had been
taught to hate and fear the white men. White men
were the source of all evil that had befallen her.
They had driven her and her people back, back, ever
back, forcing them to give up one home after
another. White men had slain her friends; never
did she inquire for some dear one who was missing
but to be told that he had been killed by the white
men. Again and again in her baby ears had rung
the cries of the squaws, weeping for the dead who
would return no more. Of the other side of the
picture she knew nothing. Of the red rapine the
Shawnee braves had wrought for miles and miles to
the south she had heard, but it was to her only a
name, not the awful fact that it had been to its
victims. To her the whites were aggressors, robbers,
murderers, who were slowly but surely crushing
her Indian friends.

Only the year before they had destroyed her home
at Tippecanoe on the banks of the Wabash. Well
she remembered their advance, their fair speaking
that concealed their implacable purpose to destroy
her people. Well she remembered the great
Indian council that debated whether to fight or to
yield, the promises of the Prophet that his medicine
would shield the Indians against the white men’s
bullets, the night attack, the repulse, the flight
across miles of prairie to the ancestral home at
Wapakoneta. She remembered Tecumseh’s return—too
late. Here, also, she knew nothing of the other
side—of the absolute military necessity that the
headquarters from which Tecumseh was preparing
to sweep the frontier should be destroyed and its
menace ended. It was she and her friends who had
suffered and it was she and her friends who had
fled, half starved, across those perilous miles of
swamp and morass. It was the white men who had
triumphed; and she hated them, hated them, hated
them. The memory of it all was bitter.
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