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 Edward Wilson was the son of a substantial farmer in the west of England, who had nurtured him with the greatest kindness, and set him out in the world under as advantageous circumstances as possible. Having afterwards failed in health and in wealth, the old man came to reside with his son, who then endeavoured to repay his paternal care by using every effort and making every sacrifice for the promotion of his comfort. Edward was a very small farmer, and his farm was upon an ungenial soil. But he was hardy and persevering to an uncommon degree, and early and late he strove to make amends for the natural difficulties under which he laboured. The desire of success in life, and a wish to smooth the few remaining years of his much revered parent, were powerful incentives to action; but perhaps the hope of one day seeing pretty Amy Walcot the inmate of his humble dwelling acted as a more powerful stimulus.


 Amy was the daughter of one in exactly the same station of life as himself, but who, in equally moderate circumstances, and with much exertion keeping from debt and embarrassment, had the disadvantage of being so at a later period of life. Edward Wilson was young, with a fair prospect of many days before him; but Walcot was a more than middle-age widower, with one only child Amy. The young people had known each other from early youth, and to know with them was to love; their affection, at first that of children, had grown with their growth and strengthened with their strength, until, taking the character of warm and earnest love, their union was delayed only until the clouds of doubt and difficulty should cease to dim their horizon. Like many others, Amy and Edward waited for better days. But the times, instead of mending, seemed to grow more adverse: the crops were one season unusually scant, and Edward for a time grew moody and sad.


 Walcot’s farm—of which he was a freeholder—was situated on the verge of the great highway to London, just opposite to where a green lane opened upon the dusty road. It was an evening towards the latter end of September; the toils of the hot day were over, and Amy and her father stood in the gentle warmth of the setting sun, looking out upon the scene before them. It was a still quiet English landscape; a road lined by green hedges, with here an opening and there a clump of trees, over which in the distance rose the spire of a humble village church, while all around at intervals wreathed columns of smoke denoted the presence of the scattered homesteads of the people. At length the sun set in a bank of blood-red vapour, just as a figure was sharply relieved against the sky in the act of crossing the unusually high stile that terminated the lane which led from Farmer Wilson's abode. Standing in the very centre of the dying glory of day, it looked like some fantastic creation of the brain.


 It was Edward himself.


 The young man was received, as usual, with a hearty welcome, and entered the quiet tenement where dwelt his betrothed, to spend the evening with the father and daughter. His own father retired to rest at twilight. Edward Wilson's visits were always matter of congratulation. Walcot had an affection for him quite paternal, while Amy loved him with a truth and sincerity which she was at no pains to conceal. Upon the present occasion, however, their neighbour was moody and silent; some weight seemed to hang upon his spirit, while he was loath. it seemed, to get rid of the burden.


 »Why, lad, what is the matter with thee?« at length said Walcot; »thee’s most uncommon silent to-night.«


 »I have good cause for being so«, replied the more polished and better educated Edward, glancing with uneasiness at the wondering Amy.


 »Why, lad, thee’s got nothing new, I hope«, continued the elder farmer; »times is dreadful bad already.«


 »So bad, Farmer Walcot«, exclaimed Edward Wilson, "that I have solemnly resolved upon selling off all I have, farm and all, and leaving old England for ever.«


 A dead silence followed this announcement. Amy turned pale, and seemed ready to burst into tears: it was not the first time she had heard of it. Walcot looked astonished; but giving time fur neither of them to speak, Wilson opened his views at length to his friends, informing them that the United States of America was the country he intended to be that of his adoption. He explained how land was to be had there in hundreds of acres, well wooded and watered, fur a mere trifle: expounded every advantage which might or could accrue from the change; and, growing eloquent, painted the land of promise in all the colours in which emigrants view the spot they are about to select for a home. He spoke for more than an hour in warm and glowing language, neither Amy nor her father interrupting him save by an occasional question.


 »Well’ said Waleot, when he at length paused, »if thee’s quite made up thy mind to go, Edward, why I and Amy must just do likewise, since I fancy that's what thee’s driving at. Things ia dreadful bad, and they can't be worse over yonder, and mayhap they'll be better.«


 Amy's countenance brightened up; a temporary shade was effaced from that of Edward; and during the rest of the evening their future arrangements were discussed with zest and animation.


 About eight months after the conversation between Walcot and Edward Wilson, a cavalcade entered one of the dense forests of the most northern part of Kentucky. It was composed of several wagons, and owned by a young man and his smiling wife, and two males of a more mature age. Four young farm-labourers with two of their wives from the old country accompanied the emigrants, while a kind of half-witted boy, who hung about the extreme border town, served as guide to the land of which the new settlers had become the owners by right of purchase. Edward and Amy were now man and wife, and they were entering upon the dangers and difficulties of their forest life with good hopes, but at the same time with a firm resolution to shrink from none which were at all surmountable.


 The journey through the wilderness was trying in the extreme to man and beast. No road existed, and the wagons of the emigrants were dragged through the forest over fallen logs, through brush and brier, at the rate of from three to five miles a-day. Now a huge tree had to be removed from their path, then a dense mans of thicket had to be cut through, and next a deep hole would force them to make a long and fatiguing circuit. Two of the oxen died in the struggle, and the, settlers had an early specimen of the difficulties to be overcome in anew country. At length, however, their five hundred acre lot was reached, and the whole was found to be covered with the same heavy growth of ' timber they had all along contended against.


 Wilson, however, was not of a nature to be discouraged. Unyoking his oxen, the wagons were left upon the side of the sloping hill where the emigrant had decided upon pitching his tent, not figuratively, but in reality, until a more substantial dwelling could be erected. This done, he returned to the frontier town, and hired two of those well-known workmen, who, with the American axe in hand, will lay low acres of forest in one-tenth the time that the European would take to do so. Their wages were high, but, as do all Yankees when once employed, they did their duty; and before the winter came on, a space of about eight acres was cleared, a house built, and the refuse of the timber, all but the solid logs, burnt to ashes. The space gained from the forest was small and unsightly— the trees which had been removed having been cut away two feet from the ground, and the stumps encumbering the fields—but it was still fields, and in due season they were filled with Indian corn, sweet potatoes, pumpkins, and all the usual agricultural produce of an American farm. Game, however, was the principal food of the settlers, who, despite the rudeness of their life and accommodation, were yet full of hope and energy.


 The first discouraging symptom was manifest in the rainy season. The house was built half way down the slope of a hill, and nothing at first could be devised to keep it from being overflowed with water. A ditch, however, above the house, and trending away on each side, at length obviated this inconvenience. The spring came, and with it a trying time for the emigrants. The warmth of the weather, and the dense vegetation of the surrounding forest, brought sickness, and old Wilson died of the seasoning fever, while the young wife, who was about to make Edward a father, was within a hairbreadth of following the old man’s example. One of the women lost her child; and to crown all, from inexperience in the practice of American agriculture, and from a sudden flood, their crops were utterly unproductive. The cattle, too, were sickly, and even some perished in consequence of the want of open pasture-ground.


 From the anguish of mind and disappointment consequent on this series of calamities, Edward Wilson was awakened by the birth of a son. Still nothing seemed to prosper with him, and the second winter approached with little sign of amendment. The capital of both Edward and Walcot, the produce of the sale of their farms, was broken in upon more and more to supply the wants which disease and bad crops created. Neither of them, however, relaxed his efforts, and several additional acres were taken from the surrounding wilderness.


 One evening, nearly two years after the first time when the several characters in this simple chronicle were introduced to our readers, the whole family were collected within the spacious log-hut, which, divided into several subdivisions, was the sleeping apartment of all. Wilson sat on one side of the huge and blazing fire, Walcot on the other, while Amy was near her husband, occupied in certain feminine offices respecting her babe, that slept in a wicker cradle at her feet. The labourers were fashioning rude handles for various farm implements, and the women were equally busy in sewing together the skins that with all served the purpose of outer garments. Edward was reading aloud from a newspaper, Which had penetrated to this distant settlement, such scraps of news as were likely to prove interesting to his listeners.


 While yet he read, a low knocking was heard at the door; the latch was then raised, and an unarmed Indian stood before them, panting for breath, and bleeding from many and fresh wounds. It was an aged Penobscot, but utterly unknown to all present.


 »Indian wounded—faint—hungry—Sioux thirst for blood. Will white man give him meat and sleep?«


 Wilson hesitated, Walcot half shook his bead; but Amy at once settled any doubts which might have risen in the mind of her husband.


 »Come to the fire, Indian«, said she kindly; »and as soon as you have eaten, let us know what you have to say of the Sioux. Methinks if they be in the woods, we must look to ourselves; and Amy gave a terrified glance at her sleeping babe.


 »One, two, three«, said the Indian, gazing at the woman gratefully; »ten, twenty bad Indian in woods. But squaw very good tell Indian welcome. Will white chief say so too?«


 »Ay, that I will«, exclaimed Wilson warmly, his generous nature at once asserting its empire; »eat, drink, and be glad, and then let us hear all that is needful to guard us against the enemy.«


 »Guard first, cat after«, said the Penobscot with dignity. »Sioux close at hand, chase Wan-ti-mo through woods all day. Wan-ti-mo kill two«, added he, exhibiting the usual trophies of victory, »but can’t kill twenty.«


 The old chief then left the hut, returning next moment with his rifle, tomahawk, and powder-horn, which he shook mournfully, exhibiting its empty condition. No sooner was he once more within the walls of the hut than be told Wilson to bar the door, and make every other preparation for defence against the Sioux. Edward complied, and with speed all the arms they could muster were brought out and prepared for use, while one of the labourers, who was considered unusually sharp, ascended a ladder leading to a hole in the roof, and blocking himself against the chimney, watched all around that the Sioux approached not unawares.


 Meanwhile Amy busied herself bathing and dressing the wounds of the Penobscot, who also ate eagerly and drank sparingly from a flask of brandy which was placed at his disposal; so sparingly indeed as to cause Edward to press it upon him.


 »When sick«, replied the Indian, »fire-water good, little so much«, pouring a small quantity into the palm of his hand; »but much take away head—man no fight then—like hog.«


 Amy smiled, temperance views being unfortunately little in vogue in those days, and Edward and Walcot, though moderate men, sometimes indulging so fur as to be slightly elevated. They, too, smiled, but no longer attempted to press the liquor upon the Penobscot, who now intimated his intention of taking up the position occupied by the young labourer. Ascending the ladder, he glided beside him, and then sent him below.


 The white men were now left alone; the house was prepared for defence; the doors and windows were carefully and securely barred; the lights, by the Indian‘s suggestion, extinguished; and the fire nearly smothered. Then certain loopholes, previously stopped up, were opened in several parts of the hut. This duty had scarcely been performed, when the Indian came stealthily down the ladder with a finger upon his lips. As soon as he was on the earthen flour of the hut he seized his rifle, and motioning to the others to do so likewise, pointed it through one of the loopholes, and as soon as the others were ready, fired. A loud wailing cry followed a fierce whoop, and then all was still.


 »Indian«, said Amy fervently, while she pressed her babe to her breast, »you have saved my child, my husband, my all; ask me for what you will that is mine, and you shall have it,«


 »White squaw give Indian welcome—that enough«, replied the Penobscot proudly.


 A conference was now held, after which Wan-ti-mo returned to his post above, accompanied by Edward. Peering cautiously around, the white man and the red skin strove both to penetrate the deep darkness of the night Before them lay the forest, and between a field, the fair surface of which was much deformed by the presence of the black stumps above alluded to. Habit had made Edward aware both of the number and situation of these, and his eye at once detected the appearance of what seemed several additional once.


 »Hist!« said be to the Indian; »in yonder field are fourteen blackened stumps where this morning these eyes saw but six. This is some device of the Sioux.«



 »Good, said the Penobscot, in a tone of deep satisfaction. »White man got sharp eyes’—and the two took simultaneous aim—‘ make good scout.«


 The red skin and his companion fired both at the same time: a yell of rage and pain followed, and then there were but six of the unsightly objects which had before crowded so thick in the little field. From that moment all sign of the presence of an enemy disappeared, and the settlers reposed within their little castle, under the watch of the Penobscot, who, despite his wounds and fatigue, appeared yet the most active of the party. Day was just about to dawn when the Sioux again made their appearance, whooping and yelling like demons, upon the skirt of the wood. In numbers they were about forty, dividing which body into two, they boldly charged the hut. They were, however, met warmly, and repulsed; upon which they retired within the deep and sombre shelter of the forest, and all sank into a silence as deep as that which had prevailed before the white man laid bare a portion of its space to the light.


 That the Indians had departed no one believed; and all therefore looked forward with horror to the protracted siege which it was evident they had determined on, and which, if conducted with any of the usual patience and energy exhibited by the savage, could not but terminate in his victory. No attack was made during the day, which passed to all wearily and slowly. Amy was sick at heart: the horrid fate which menaced her husband and child was ever before her eyes; while Wilson's more stern nature was also deeply moved. The Indian meanwhile laid him down and slept until the shades of evening again fell upon the scene, when he once more ascended the ladder, which enabled him to command a view of all around.


 With the darkness came all these undefinable apprehensions which present themselves in such circumstances even to the strongest minds. For some time not a sound was heard, until one of the watchers at the loops announced the approach of the enemy. A straggling fire at once commenced, which lasted some time, the Penobscot’s rifle being all the time silent. Edward was puzzled at the red skin's inaction, and leaving the rest to conduct the defence, ascended the ladder to question Wan-ti-mo. He was gone! This was a new source of fear and apprehension. Their assailants were proportionably stronger as they were weakened, though certainly the presence of a traitor was far from being desirable.


 Edward descended with a heavy heart, and communicated his intelligence, which was heard by all with alarm, though Amy strongly asserted that, while they might have had a friend, she was sure they had not found an enemy. Edward replied not, but once more took up his post as commander of the little garrison. For hours the contest continued with small success on the part of the enemy, who, at length exasperated at the obstinacy of the defence, brought a new element to bear upon the besieged. The first intimation they received of this dreadful danger was the flight of a burning arrow which fell upon the dry and inflammatory corn-houses and barns, and instantly wrapt them in flames. A loud yell proclaimed the delight of the savages—a groan the anguish of the owners of the habitation.


 As soon as Edward recovered from the astonishment into which this terrible event threw him, he commanded the men to grasp their arms and prepare for a more deadly struggle than had yet taken place, as well as to neutralise the object of the Indians. At a short distance from the house was the pile of logs which served for fuel, three heaps, forming three sides of a square. To this the women and children went, and while two men kept watch lest the Indians should rush upon them, the others were occupied in removing their valuables from the house into the open air. The burning, meanwhile, extended in force, and presently cast so brilliant a light that the white men were forced within their rude breastwork. Dawn broke upon them in this position, and then the Indians came whooping and yelling on, as if determined to take them by storm. Each man clutched his weapon, and as the foe neared them, rose and fired. The Indians paused, when the deadly discharge of twenty rifles in their rear, and the shadow of a dark line of men bursting over the fields headed by the Penobscot, sent them flying with their utmost speed over the expanse which lay between them and the forest, in whose recesses they concealed themselves.


 Three hours after, Edward Wilson and his family stood gazing upon the ruins of his new home as it lay smouldering before him, in utter dejection of spirit. The allies from around whom the Penobscot had collected bad plunged into the woods in chase of the Sioux. Silent and sad the emigrant leaned against the wood pile his wife nursing her babe at his feet, and Walcot looking on sternly and gloomily. At this moment Wan-ti-mo and the white men returned, the latter at once offering to aid in the reconstruction of their neighbours home. The Penobscot, however, now approached Edward while the others ate, and called him and his wife aside. Amy followed with her child in her arms. As soon as Wan-ti-mo had led them out of sight he turned to Edward.


 »White man good to Indian—Indian got heart—heart feel«, said he; »white man no think it, but Wan-ti-mo make him much happy. Follow Indian«, continued the Penobscot, pointing to the woods.


 »No, Wano-ti-mo«, said Edward, »I must look to the reconstruction of my home. I have not a moment to waste.«


 The Indian was puzzled, though he would not own it; he was unable to express his intentions in English, still he urged Edward to follow him, but Wilson was inflexible. At length his eloquence being exhausted without avail, Wan-ti-mo turned towards Amy, and seizing the child with as much gentleness as possible, leaped away laughing to a distance from the astonished and alarmed parents. As soon as the Penobscot had gained a position about twenty yards from them, he halted, and holding up the child, motioned them to fellow. This done, he turned round, and now Edward and his wife, treading forcibly in his footsteps, walked away through the forest at a slow pace. The path he followed was rude in the extreme, and one the difficulties of which had always deterred those connected with the farm from attempting it.


 In about half an hour Wan-ti-mo halted and allowed Edward and bis wife to reach his side, while he pointed exultingly to am open space beyond It was a lonely forest glade of some thousand acres, an interior prairie, which by some accident had never, though fertile in the extreme, been overrun by the dense growth which prevailed around. Edward at once understood the Indian’s motive in bringing them to this spot, which was perhaps the very best locality for a settlement of any within twenty miles.


 »White man’s farm gone—Sioux dog burn up«, said Wan-ti-mo, placing the child in its mother’s arms; »that bad down there—too much tree—too much wet—too hard work; here tree plenty—land plenty—this Indian farm!«


 Wilson clutched the hand of the Penobscot, and thanking him warmly, intimated his resolve to remove at once. They returned to their ruined home, and Edward signifying his intention, those who had so opportunely saved him from destruction now joined in aiding his plans for renovating his position. The removal was effected, but not without much arduous toil and difficulty. It proved, however, a happy and most fortunate change, and from that hour all prospered with the emigrants. They had fertile fields and grazing land in abundance, with wood in equal plenty. A congregation of log-houses arose. The capital of the settlers enabled them to improve their location, and to purchase it. A village ere long occupied the space round what had once been Wilson's solitary hut. The Penobscot became a hired hunter, and when age came upon him was well cared for, Amy ever rejoicing, when she gazed upon her many prosperous and happy children, that she had protected the poor fugitive. She had saved him from his enemies, and all her subsequent happiness, and the success of those she loved, took its origin in the INDIAN’S GRATITUDE!


  


 -THE END-
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