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I 
ttJflAur Chapter 24 A 

·~ ~~~1e~t~~:.~ff/N/,/(d 
J\ p ~ ;;--. ~ t; ~ ;_ / ... iu 

il.lgh3::big up the laki{:::"'" I wallqjf( down to visit Miles /~' ~ "rz,J 
A J ~ ~ !( 7-.,,u.Hf ~ 

X
Coffey, ::::r:;:; .:::-=~moon-:::d lake sho~ r 

J ~ ~ Miles tying up some new trout flie~J/n my clumsy 

~ ~ -
way I helped hl:ro@th ~fora spell and then we fell 

to playing cribbage. It was past midnight when we finished, 

and he saw me to the door. 

"Sorry you lost, Willy," Miles said. 

"Don't give it a thought, Miles. You usually beat me, 

it's nothing new." 

pt 
"I don't mean cribbage, I mean your case." 

~ 

"Thank you, ~. 
~ I'm sorry too." 

[\ 



"Good luck on your appeal." 

"Thanks, Miles, but how did you know I was going to appeal?" 

"I ain't supposed to say, Willy." 

" 
~ 

"And I ~dn 't have asked. Goodnight, Miles." 
I\ 

"Goodnight, Willy, and good luck." 



bKX Clouds had arisen and obscured the moon and on the 

~ 
way home I got my feet wet walking into water puddles in 

. ~ " 
the [hawing ~pock~ro,;;.i Carrying my soggy overshoes 

~ ~~ 
I stealthily ~ ~ creaking stairway in the dark-, A .. ;/ 

/J.,U,V,P~' ' 1'6¥ ) ~ 
• landlord had imposed a midnight curfew on the hallway A; • 

light--and I felt like a~ I groped my way down the 
I\ 

sound of swiftly running feet, like someone running barefoot. 

~ /JMll~~ 
The sound 4-Ja .~fy way, el I ~ myself 

,f\ ~ 

tJ/V"!V," against the wall beside my door. NQw:)omeone was groping 

JJ)l~~ \ ~ ~ 41 J~ I' 
f ' __ \~~-~~t. r, J,. ~"1~1 knob, ~ J/t _brushed against 

]J,;dd1""!7 iuv·..,, ~1}1(;/t#fl~, 
meA sudden fear I grabbed for~ and held on tightly• 



swaying and thumpi 'lilllllI 

heard a guttural phrase I could not understand and felt a ~ j 
1lJI /j~ V-,JI J 

sharp glancing blow 6 egan fighting 

Cl~~ ~.£...0/U~ t"-kut t(_; ~~ 
for my life)~ Suddenly I fd.$ e r d thH beheld 

a great torrent of light, as though§_,..one vast sunburs;J g11J);,.;1,,, 
1 

~ tJ{/ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ 
a-~ stars c,:f. €:!;z ~ were raining earthward 34m,tl~e1uil.y ... 

~ A 

* * * 



-f 

office. !1y head was throbbing horribly and I felt it 

~~ 
gingerly and discovered it wasAbandaged. funlight .w:a--~ 

J'-Owclng in my window,-, aa4--~fore it stood Laughing 

~ 
Whitefish looking out. 

Jr,. 

''Lotti," I said. 

almost fiercely. 

"I don't know," I answered truthfully. 

''Was--" she drew/// a deep breath--''was it one of my 

people?" 



{i_ tried to shake my head but couldn't for the 

p~ "I don't know, Lotti. I cannot say." 

''If it was you must get out of my case-we cannot 

~ 
let ~ft Haunted Mountain kill you too." 

''No, Lotti, I'm not getting out of your case. We 

haven't begun to fight, remember?" 

"It isn't worth it, William, and I know my people. 

a,t/N-~ 
I have-an aw:h!l feeling it was one of them." 

A 

tr#t' 
"If someone wants to hann me, Lotti, getting out of 

~ case isn't going to help. 

just win ,-11,; you know." 

,.. 

And if I stay ~I might 



l 

/ 0 Ii O ~ •~:. ~~1:•. ~ worried. X:,./v ~ _,, ,... -, 1~V[TTV ,, k1: 1 .... ~ I k .... ,, ,it 

rvL (; wasn'J\Metwaa-he spent the evening with Cosima and me and l\\ 
h/t p,tn,d;/ _\, 

~, =:::9 

/..JJM~ 

"It hJn•t occurred to me that it (;,~. t~. f, ~ ~ w~ ' rs Cosima 

and /te still here?" (~? 
\ 

slept on a cot in my schoolroom." 

' ,vt' n\ 
"N h o-t e~ left for home., 1Sbe efit i -, ;: 

"Did he ask you to marry him?" 

"Yes. He spent half the night ask· ing me. That's why 

I k • now it wasn't he who attacked you." 

"Are you going to?" 



ii 

. --tu 
/\ ON, r r1' I / . _t,,,i 

farry him?" oJJ- J,µ, {), y-r 
~ \\ 

"Oh, I don't know, William. ~ tt,stranger to me. ~ ~1r/uel tl.#'A1 , 

" 
I-I put him off. Now don't talk so much, you must try to 

rest." 

~ 
"I feel 1IIIIQa better alreadyf\ I want to talk." 

y 
"I'm f°' worried, William. Do you have any enemies 

Where 
you haven't told me about? Wxml had you been that night?" 

~ ✓ 

/--~~ # ~ J.;z,,,,, 
''Well, several of my piano aesoQRts got a little 

J!i!JthJiJl l J A -
irritated, but nonef\threatened to do me in.~ J~~ 
~~~ ~Jt' ~ J,t,d /ML,,--

~ .MU/~~ ~ ~~ - - k ~ -· -7 ~ 
~ ~ ~ /'7'1¢, /#,~-.~ 

t k ~~~~/Im. It i 
// .ffer -
rll/4~~ M ~ ~ ~~ 

dli ~ ~ ~ • ~ > I( 
~~ ~ ~?'~%/~, 

ft It 



-1-
~ wu 

~~i.ifta,w 

"Last night after/\ dinner ;;:;~aw~ ~r p::u 

cribbage with Miles Coffey,9Hti walked home and while 

~f' ~id£~ 
opening my door was/\. attacked by someonef\ That's all I 

I 

know." 

J,t~ 
''Not last night, Willi~ the night before, on Thursday. 

~ 
A, 

It's Saturday afternoon." 
J\ 

"Saturday! You mean I've been unconscious all that time?" 

''Most of the time. Sometimes you half came to and 

babbled incessantly about our case-and other things." 

II A,~_..,i, 

l!Hew leftg ha,e ;ou been here1"' 



"Since ea,rty yesterday morning when Mr. Wendell 

drove out to tell me about your-your accident. He'll 

be along shortly to spell me off." 1 7 .. 
'1/!xa' t~hUU/ ~ -4 ' . , 
''.P~ I ..D~~.,,,,:;~~~:vl' 

11B\t1s !row did ire ltrw~l 

''Madame Dujardin went and got him. It was she 

who heard the scuffling and then your moaning and found you 

lying by your door in a pool of blood. She got Docto-:;~u 

out of bed and~ it was he who attended you and sewed your Au 
~ f /4,t,AL,, ,... 

head. She p1@;ei'.)~: saved your life-she and the 1'b:t:ek fur 

twJ: ;i F'""'trl,o,..,--+ri,m I~ 
"cat> you were wearing. Ah, I beat It.brr coming now. 11 

A /4 



~ f:/,ffi'tV 
I heard the ~Y thump-thump and 1""9 rattle at the 

~ b)vr ~1~uY 
door, and~ burs~<tu-#' carrying groceries in a striped 

/' U'>ttL- fa } 
paper bag. "Ah, ~ at last, I see, Willy. Thought sure 

/1 

for a spell we was goin' to lose you. How's the old noggin'?" 

~ 
~ 

''Fine, fine. <J ~ worse 

\}.. " 
than your own head Him 

mornings r•ve s 

' 
arr" 

;t 

) 

~tsW 

v "~ 
"Ah, he'll live, Lotti you seef\ he's getting~ 

k;~~, [ 
already. Now you run along for a bit /i.r;·- -'11 tonnent the 

p:tiJm patient for an hour or two." 

She left shortly, and Cash drew up a chai~ .~ 

his mask of raillery. ''Who did it, Willy?" he whispered 

sibilantly. 



"I don't know." 

"Honest?" 

"Honest, Cash." 

"Could it have been an Indian?" 

"I wouldn't want 

enough already. Does the sheriff know?" 

"No, we've told no one." He leaned closer. ''Willy, ,~' ~ 
11 

it ~ an Indian who assaulted you." 

"fftnf QQ 3 ett kaw?" 



~ ~-;< 
''You were clutching this in your hand wh Madame ~ 

ft ~~ " Dujardin found you lying in your hall." He a.angled by ~ 

its broken drawstring a deerskin pouch of the kind~ t 
by~ans. "In it is a piece ;:;ili$;~~ l 
favorite-and three rusty gang fishhoo~5J\ There's no ~ ~ L 
doubt;t:-~an." } • 

\ ~ 
l,Q,}id :,ott ecl:i Laughing Whitefish about this?" 

;t (\ 

~ 

t 



.. :,:::~M ~ Indi~~• ~•x:,;~ 
told him how I had been jostleAwhile leaving the courtroom 

the day we lost the case; of the soft padded~ 

footsteps--moccasins ?-the guttural curseS, the feel of ~ 
-~--- ) ~ 

deerskin--and now the typical tobacco pouch with its broken 

" drawstring~ 
~ 

r)),1())// 
"But Willy, why 7't tell Laughing Whitefish? Maybe she 

can~ put a stop to this dangerous nonsense.'~~~~ 

~,_,;i 

I shook my head and the painftabbed me. ''No, Cash. 

Remembe~ you promised. Not a word." 

(j),i}µr) 
"All right, but why?" 

A. 



/-~t/,P~ 

I II wJ,, µ '/jt/,,1 ~ ~ _.,,v!Jj~~ • 

'fl !'Bee.ms• aH. ;,rwould <lo h•distress RU',CJilod perhaps,--e. , , ___ A -e. 
d~~ i 

with some idea of saving me1' make her forsake the appeal ~ 1,1;4/~ 

~/p'-1'.r~t~.-, , " 
~ oru, wants to kill me I gue 'l:f:;:;:t:t can/1 d ±:tr 

look how easily :g!~t Lincoln?-and ~ng out 

~✓ /\ 
of the case~ only make~·t .,.wo se. Moreover she has no 

l A.Y:. •. . il 
one left to turn to.~ft'F -?'' 

It/'~«.>, tu.di:, ~ ,Jvr(➔ w.k~ lg~~ 

~ ~ tt.lJuza, ~~ ~~1 d ~ 
ouL ~t:t:=~ ~ [ ~~J 



~ ,' ~ 
"I feel better already.M Hello, Lotti, ~~e this 

(\ tJJiJ;f iJlfl tdt 
evil old man away-he's killing me~ his stale old 

frtVJ', "' 
Army jokes.~ ~~~~- "' ,. 



w 
Laughing Whitefish seemed~ in thought, sitting# 

;t 

my side,-...illHl I leaned over and touched her ann. She started 

and looked at me inquiringly. "Did she ~ mean it?" I 

whispered. 

"Did who mean what?" she whispered back. 

over .kxlrx here to 

marry you?" 

~t 
She shruggedAand briefly closed her eyes. 

I' ~ 
"You heard 

what she said, William. ~ all 1Jlta.4,,..I know." 
;1 

"But had you~ known him before?" 

you going to marry him?" I persisted. 



• 
She half smiled. ''How can I tell-for one thing he hasn't 

"' asked me~ 
I 

"But, look, you scarcely know the man. He may be brutal a,,,£~~ 

&~ --- I 
and rnean .aRd--and even drink," 

/\ --
__ IL~ 

\\p~1 

"He hasn't asked me yet) ''As for my not knowing him 

before, that is the':;; of m:people. Often the first time an' 

~ ~~ 
Indian bride ever ~ her ~ ! r i i:s- on her wedding day." 

t\ Ii ~ ~-j r 

. a1lt1ta&~~~ ~ ~ 
~w_v;µv u,~~~;1~i~ 

"But ~he whole thing is simply ghastly. A~ I m~:er.- ~-~ ~ 
A~ ~ I' if--- ~ 
I' / _ - l\ 

~ ~~~~-- ~ 

~ 



I arose in tpe hu~hed ~ur;rooll!~ "Your Honor," I 
ff"W/f ~ ~ a, ~~., 

began, "I shall not waste time reviewing the background of 
I' 

this case. I came in here on a 



~\~/.o,J#· 
~;. Y'_;1t4~ 

F- . ,rr 
Y../1,r/ ......._ ........ ......._...........,.._. .......... ~ es 

~- ~ 
"Don't talk r hat way' William'" she ~8'ii;, quicklD 

touching ~ A~ ou were wonderful ~. a.s you say, we !,.<, 

(.3avj jtt!J,t/\begun to fight." 

Disconsolately I finished stuffing my files in my 

briefcase an{J:.aughing Whitefish an~~y made our wayc 

out of the courtroom through a sort of impromptu honor 

guard of watchful smoky-eyed Indians silently lining the long 

exit corridor on either side. Laughing Whitefish, carrying 

herself proudly as a princess, greeted some of them by name 

and paused to chat briefly in :::::,an with one ~ ~ ~~ 

Plodding along behind her I ~ of the old 4:::, 
drawing by Daumier depicting a plump French advocateAleaving ,, ~ r 
the courtroom with his weeping clients, comfortingly telling 

them: "You have lost your suit, it's true, but you have had 

the pleasure of hearing me argue." At least Laughing Whitefish 

was not weeping and of arrogance Willy Poe felt not the 

faintest trace. 



~) 
t/1;~~ 
'fW-1:ptif 

Reaching the corridors back of the courtroom looking for~~ 

Uaugh:bag Whitefiea I encountered Henry Harwood, who nodded 

gravely and silently pointed to the ;;;,s'Gt,, ~~.,)lawyers' 

conference r oom. Opening the jo°(J!"I saw Cosima an_d Laughing 

Whi tefis~ sitting on a bench{:--£.'"' w1m1n;'E.C01uat~i,J , 

laughing an crying in each other's anns . - - - - - - . - - - - ,,,,,,,,--. __ - -
~ughing 'whitefish fought to compose herself. "This is ,.- , //)~. 

~~ my lawyei, William Poe, Cosima," she finally said. "He is 

j wW,.VV {ti my friend~ 

......... - _,. - ~ -- . 

-.Ju!_,#". c.,4~ y-ose_ and curtsied and brieflf Aj>umped my hand. a,-~ ~j ~~- ~ ~lk, ~~./n,~.1,.;A_,,y~~kL~ 
.~ "I co d cut my ton(u~ ~~t if ~ -{ild~hing that has hurt ~ ~ 
(",. ., /1 ~~..... ~....-Aollc.a '' 

? 

"Oh why didn't I answer 

your letters? I'm just a stupid forgetful old woman." 

"It wouldn't have made any difference, Cosima," I 

said. "This case w:as apparently deyided by 
11

things that 
. 4H'tL,(?V-.J1~ 

happened before J..a\,\gh~ W-Sitefi.slt"-Mti I 111e1>e born. Nobody t~ 

~ alter that." /11 
• ''Yo~~e kind to say so, 
~WI 

and catch my train back home-that little lawyer is waiting 

to ~ake ~o the depot . It's a long ~Y waits 
i\ 

young man. Ah, must go now 

and changes . " 

Laughing Whitefish looked mournfully at her, seeming 
• -

again on the verge of tears . "Cosima don't leave me, please 
---· 

don ' t leave me," she almost wailej, at the moment looking as ---·---- ~ -~ 
appealing and plaintive as a little girl. Watching this 



1 
) 

G~de;J}:-evealing show of loneliness, my heart was wrenched. 

I longed to take her in my arms. 

Instead Cosima put her plump arms about Laughing Whitefish, 

holding her close and patting her . "There, there, child, but 

I must go . Children still keep getting born and foolish old 

Cosima must still be on hand to help . Take heart, little 

one, you will always have Cosi.ma Gd this young man William] 

You know I love 
) 

Cosima turned 
~n.~~ 

her, don't ~;--~ 

~~~ 
must try to this eld out my 

#~ , . hand. "Th ~ ~'Yo ood .honest ~~ 

7 ~ ~ ,,,fl,',,~-- Cl.~~ • ~""1--- ~~~'i 
• run along ~ ~ ~-l!Uo~~.._,.""' 31, l'C.-- ~-r-r.- • ig ~ nc~!dtlta." ;. 

Wixi qll!:tlM~~ta:ma. ~(✓ ~ 

" only be a minu 

,j crh~ ~ 
.s ~ 
J..t.~ 

-/. .p / t;K 



i/w.i;~~~ 
~Iv-~ 

IYrv;~ J~ 
Ol:mteing awa.y 11-no tieeti for the first time a tall acr-

~~I' ~~ 
/1 standing quietly over by the windo/\ his back towards us, 

looking out over the lake. I looked at him inquiringly 

and Cosima saw my look. 

''Meto~" she called out, and he turned aro~d, and A/AzV°,hj_ 

~~ ~~~~C(/~~tr---:,J 

I saw ~ ~ j{oung Indian A probably my age or , 1 • illi3 

younger. ''Meet William Poe," Cosima continued, "lawyer for 

Laughing Whitefish in her case." • she spoke briefly in 
~ 

Indian, apparantly saying the same thing, since I again heard 

my name. 

"How do you do," I said when she was done. ~ 

~~-~ 
He looked me up and down slowly~ nodded gravelyJ:;thout 

JJ,--- th- ~ J -i~ - ,,,f 
speaking( and - ~~l _· 1 ..-i .ll!l•in contemplatJ.ffi;e lake • .J~ 
f.f:!..~~- /I f 

~\ ~o,ln is a sort of distant relative I discovered on Madeline 

Island, n Cosima rattled on, "and he came along to take/ care of 

this silly forgetful old woman." She paused and smiled so 

~. ''u 
broadly that her eyes became wrinkle'}1_ ~ M.e reminds me so 

much of Marji Kawbawgam in his younger days that I ~ brought 

::;5:t:;:~g?A ~ 
ft A ~ 

4~. 



"Cosi.ma!" said Laughing Whitefish. 

But Cosi.ma the match maker was not to be put off 1 ,and Qhe 

/(~.~~~~~ 
appealed to me • ..,They'd }Jake a handsome pair, don't you • ~ 

A ~ 
think, William Poe?" 

"I-I'm certain they would," I managed to say. 

~ 
,,,,,,~ ~~ <( 

~efa,,~ i. 
l 

"And their children would be beautiful, don't you think?" t 
~r1!_,b ✓ () A - • "-r 

''I'm sure heywould,,/1?~/ ..JI~~-?~~ 

~~s:: :h=~•h stld, ~ f. 
~ 
/l 

glancing anxiously at me. 



I held out my hand to Cosima. "Thank you for coming 

and now I must leave. I've less than an hour to dream up a way 

1-m1--- save this case." I turned to my client. ''Meanwhile 

r,,-/1,,e "' n 
you might pray." I glanced towar~ ;t,-,4 ~ ~) ..¥ 

st1ldying ;;·,: ~ my way r~~1,tt t: 
that this ~ be the day when I ,,-,a HJsc 11.c: a bhall'....,..-- ~ 

~ .A .. .A 
~ case~ "111ff ~ ~ ~ 



I I 

an old Indian custom, William, that when an orphaned Indian 

girl is asked to marry she should consult her mother's oldest 

friend before deciding. Are you willing to go visit Cosima 

and see what she says?" 

"It's a bargain," I said, "for I have now learned that 

old Indian customs have the mighty for~e of law, that your 

idlest custom is a co~d, my dear." Fi: mo ved clOS"!t- . 

"file1=~0 o)d 

w num•1ffi~ he pligh 
A 

~~--~-1,l' 

wbite cnstow 1ihatr the wen kisua- <the 

n, 

Ere § a bafgain--daullig, Sire wtdspdleCf, lfft:htg"'!ter 











-p 
:/);tJ~iJ', \ mild winter night. ~ great high moon 1~ ~ ~ 
'3 '?J 

I 

lake d I decide:,: w~ t~ es Coffey. ~~~-t 
I took the long way~ the moon-drenched lake shore, ~ :1,.a_/.- , \ 

L '" /J V ~ 
p1t J $ r:_, ~ S 

• 1R"~ II pfassdtdM~ll«l :i~hi·~:w~•~ i ~ 
. oun i es over s vise ~ 

-~ n~~· ·A t~~d~ ~ · · 
iAM--' / 1l4"'Y - ~i /\ tying ups me new trout flies .• In my clmnsy way I helped t ~ 

{;J reef ~ ~ I • 

him for a spe 1 and then we fell to playing cribbage. 
A 

ht when we finished~he saw me to 

the door. 

~ 
"Sorry you lost, Willy," Miles said. 

"Don't give it a thought, Miles. You usually beat me, 

it's nothing new." 

"I don't mean at cribbage, I mean your case." 



ftil. "Thank you. I'm naturally sorry too." 

"Good luck on your appeal." 

"Thanks, Miles, but how did you know I was going to appeal?" 

''Well, lawyers have to tell their absent clients when 

they've won, you know." 

"Guy Nesbitt sent a victory telegram, you mean?" / 

"I ain't really supposed to say, Willy." 

"And I guess I shouldn't have asked. Goodnight, Miles." 

"Goodnight, Willy, and good luck." 



Clouds had \risen and obscured the moon and on the 

way home I got my feet wet walking into lurking water 

[jl,,w{Ft.~ puddles in th~ ~ road. Carrying my soggy 

overshoes I~up the creaking stairway 

in the dark-our impoverished landlord had imposed a 

midnight curfew on the hallway light-and I felt like a 

footpad as I groped my way down the darkened hallway to 

my quarters. 



I stood at my door fumbling ft'{ my key. Suddenly I 

heard the soft sound of swiftly running feet, like someone 

~ ~ ;,at:e:1w:.a~:;:;,1:,:;-,t;tz~G~{!Jllrg~s~(~
4 
.... _~ 

running barefoot. The sounft rapidl~ 'C'mBe-my way/, I 

~ flattened myself against the wall miae JR¥ rieoP. 
f 

~ / ~-
Someone was/\ groping at my door, impatie~y wrenching at ~?· 
~-:., "' ~ J(lµdi ~ 1 ~ ct~ 

the kno1Ji Then he brushed against me and - my ann~ ~ 
.%~~,,,~~4~ 

I could feel his hot breath on my face. lR su~ae~ 

.A ~ 

I grabbed for him and held on -~ ~ ~#. 



Wordlessly we grappled in the dark, in a kind of crazy 

dance, swaying and thumping violently against the walls 

tyYJf ~ ~ 
and door. I heard a guttural phrase I could not ltf'tS:OPs~and 

~ !() " 
and felt a sharp glancing blow on the side of my head that 

~ J~ 
staggered me. Rallying, f bcgm1 figkts!i!&8 for my life, 

~ ~~~ t/1 
~ ~ now that my assailant kaQ -/. a weapon. I tried 

/I /1~ 
to pin his arms but with another grunting cry he strained 

/\ 
and broke away. I quickly crouched, still half dizzy 

from his blow,j':uld hear !wn/le. •:::::;,,here I 

had just been standing, grunting with each blow. I 

~ /1 ~) 
~ for his legs and found one and, heaving~ 

A ~ 
~, tried to upset him. If I could only somehow 

restrain him till help came ... Suddenly I beheld a great ~ I)/ 

. ~~ ~ 
t&l"T'ent of light, as though eataPae~s of nart'9g stars 

/1 t,U::. 4 :rwJ 11 ~ 
were raining earthward in a vast celestial -e~st ... 

~ /I 

* * * 



I opened my eyes. It was daylight. I was undressed and 

in bed in my office. My head was throbbing horribly and I 

felt it gingerly and discovered it was heavily bandaged. 

Bright sunlight poured in my window. Before it stood 

Laughing Whitefish, silently looking out. 

''Lott~; I said. 

She came over swiftly and knelt beside my cot, her 

eyes dark-ringed ...._ looking anxiously into mine. ''Who 
) 

did it?" she askei~-. fiercely J liu,; ~ ~ -

111 don't know," I answered truthfully. 

''Was-" she drew a deep breath--''was it one of my 

people?" 



"I don't know, Lotti. I cannot say." 

"If it was you must get out of my case-we cannot 

let the Haunted Mountain .i.ili ~ " 
/l 

''No, Lotti, I'm not getting out of your case. We 

haven't begun to fight, remember?" 

Cl~;; 
ry\ isn't worth it, William., -aai I know my peoplej ~~ ~,,, 

I have a dreadful feeling it was one of them." 

"If someone wants to harm me, Lotti, my getting out 

~ 
of the case H.B-1~geiBg to,\ help. And if I stay I might 

just win, you know." 



"Oh, William, I'm so worried. Thank goodness it 

"' 
wasn't Metoxon--he spent the evening with Cosima and me 

and slept on a cot in my schoolfoom." 

"It hadn't occurred to me that it was. Why should 

he be mad at me?" 

"I don't know, William." She looked away and then back 

at me. ''Maybe he regards you as a possible rival." 

~4' 
"The idea is preposterous, isn't it?" 

I\ 

,at~J 

She looked at me steadily. "I didn't say~, William, 
ft 

you j(iil,t did." She arose and went over and stood by my desk. 

JtiLvww1 
"I do hope Mr. Wendell ..eemes soon. I sent him out for food. 

A 
You haven't eaten anything solid since you were hurt. 

Actually I found little or nothing ire1e§F ~to eat. 

I don't know what you've been living on." 



✓ ~ -

I .JJL~~~~fkw. 
~~.u.,...,..~ v ~q J~~ 

PA.is.t::::&HCI. fairy dreams, as becomes an imaginary rival." 
(\ ~ ;1 

jJA) 
She held up ~ hand. "Please, William, don't ..• " 

"' 
"Is Cosima and this Metoxon still here?" 

''No-they've left for home." 

"Did he ask you to marry him?" 

Jµ,~ · 
f\ "Yes. He spent half the night asking me. That's~ ~ 

I know it wasn't he who;( attacked you." 

"Are you going to?" 

"~ Am I going to ' what?" 



// h 

"Are you going- eo ~ry ~~ ~ ,' 
✓ 

/t 
"Oh, I don't know, William. After all he's a perfect 

stranger to me." She looked away. "I-I put him off. 

(P~ 
tiew don't talk so much, you must try to rest." 

A 

"I feel better already and I want to talk." 

"I'm terribly worried, William. Do you have any 

enemies you haven't told me about? Where had you been 

that night?" . ;Jt/2 
;JP, J;llb 

''Well, ~veral ~my piano debtors occasionally •tf::. 

J\tV"' /\ 
littg'i,1itat,@,, but noneAever threatened to do me in. 

Actually I don't think my attacker meant to kill me-he could 

~ 
easily have stabbed or shot me. His idea seemed ~ to 

/\ 
maim or punish me." 



~ 
"Whatever his idea he might have killed you.A -lfeer 

t,~ 
i::faia st::zli=:iG>ll!!iiia almost did. Where -.d you aeeR that night?" 

(I. 

/I. -~--~AL./M~j 
I( /} ~ /n'7,.,,,., ~ 

'~:1Slzi gBt £.(fter o, dinner ~th~ ah •e talked a ~ 
~, (1 /1 

while and then I went and played cribbage with Miles 
A~ 

Coffey. About midnight I walked home alone and while 

opening my door was suddenly attacked by someone in 

the dark. That's all I know. " 

''Not last night, William. It was the night before, 

on Thursday. It's now Saturday afternoon." 

"Saturday! You mean I've been unconscious all that time?" 

''Most of the time. Sometimes you half came to and 

babbled incessantly about our case-and other things." 



''Like what?" 

"Oh, about your boyhood in Ann Arbor and-I'm not making 
f\ 
·..oi_.,,; ~ ~~ . J/ /: 

this up-how you've never been on a straw ride. :.lots of 'f'eilll/~ • 

I' f 
foolish l'lf'8ll!tl·•1ha- things. 11 

''Well, at least there I was talking sense-I haven't 

~J~t>. 
ever been on a straw ride/- How long have you been here?" 

"Since early yesterday morning when Mr. Wendell drove 

out to tell me about your{#II; accident. He'll be along 

shortly to spell me off •. i~~~~" 

"But where have you slept?" 

"I haven't. I dozed some in your office chair." 

t 



nyour poor girl. How did Cash learn about me?" 

''Madame Dujardin went and got him. It was she who 

heard the scuffling and then your moaning and found you 

lying by your door in a pool of blood. She got~ Doctor 

Laird out of bed and it was he who attended you and sewed 

up the If;,, gash in your head. She may have saved your 

life-she and the fur hat you were wearing. Ah, he's 

coming now." 

I heard the familiar thump-thump and then a rattle 

at the door, and in burst Cash carrying a load of groceries 

in a striped paper bag. "Ah, come to at last, I see, 

Willy. Thought sure for a spell we was goin' to lose you. 

How's the old noggin'?" 



~/<tlW!/pd, 
"Fine, fine. Probably feels no worse than your own~eai) 

on certain mornings." 

"Ah, he'll live, Lotti-you see how bold an' sassy he's 

, 
gettinl already? Now you run along for a bit, my dear, 

and I'll tonnent the patient for an hour or two." 

She left shortly, and Cash drew up a chair and quickly 

ripped off his mask of raillery. '1Who did it, Willy? he 

whispered sibilantly. 

"I don't know." 

"Honest?" 

"Honest, Cash." 



"Could it have been an Indian?" 

"I wouldn't want to say unless I was sure. Laughing 

Whitefish feels badly enough already. Does the sheriff 

know?" 

''No, we've told no one." 

I'm pretty sure it ~ an Indian who assaulted you." 

''Why do you say?" 



"You were still clutching this in your hand when 

(J(J;t-f:ltN,, ~ 
Madame Duj ardin found you lying in ~ hall." He furn.bled in 

t- /l 
his pocket and drew forth and dangled by its broken 

drawstring a deerskin pouch of the kind usually worn 

by Indians. "In it is a piece of twist tobacco-their 

favorite-and three rusty gang fishhooks and a spare 

length of rawhide for fixing snowshoes on the trail. 

~~~ ~ 
There's no f/lJ,t doubt~ was an Indian." 

"Have you told Laughing Whitefish anything about this?" 

''Not yet-haven't had a chance." 

"Then don't." 

''why?" 



"First will you promise me, ftBIII 1io?" 

Grudgingly: 'Well, yes, if you really don't want me 

to~~f;,,

41 

"I -1/tJ, think it was an Indian, too, Cash," I said, 
p>t 

and I told him how I had been jostled by a strange Indian 

while leaving the courtroom the day we lost the case; of 

the soft padded running footsteps--moccasins?-the 

guttural curses, the remembered feel of soft deerskin 

leggins-and now the typical tobacco pouch with its broken 

"But Willy, why don't we tell Laughing Whitefish? Maybe 

she can put a stop to this dangerous nonsease. The man might 

- A,,,/~ (( 

have killed you~~~ rv. 



I shook my head and the pain stabbed me. ''No, Cash. 

Remember/;:u promised. Not a word." 

"All right, Willy, but why?" 

"Look, Cash, telling her/ will do no good and only 

distress and sadden her,,~. Perhaps with some idea of 

saving me it might even make her forsake the appeal and 

uj 
we JRtIStrr'-t let that happen. CllmJ. if someone wants to kill 

" o'\ 

me I guess maybe they can--look how easily one lone man 

~ 
a guarded President Lincoln?-and my getting out 

" ~ ~ pt"~;:#, 

got at 

of the case might only make it worse. Moreover she has no 
/I 

one left to turn to. I've simply got to stay. ~ j ~'/;, I( 

~~· 
"There's still old Cash," he said bravely. 

~ 



''No., Cash., it's my fight and I'm detennined to stay in 

the case. Naturally I hope you'll help all you can. And 

in a way I can't blame the Indians for wanting to hurt 

µ~~:, 
somebody. I'd~ to 4tart someone, too. I suppose he thought 

/\ 

I threw the case • . ~ he wasn't so far off." 

''Nonsense., Willy. Nobody was to blame for losing the 

~ - ---- ~ 
case unlessJ.. lovely iron'l( it was old Cosima, a 

full-blooded Indian herself. So don't talk that way, boy. 

But as I promised, mum's the word." He held up his hand. 

"Sh ••• I think I hear her coming back already. She's been 

here day and night., Willy. I think she's mighty fond of 

I might/r::W.dn't drive her away ••• " , n 
~f#t"""'{Jd;J 

~/Ju~tld/ ~"'-~ 

you., boy. Try as 

"I feel much better already ••• /\ Hello., Lotti, please 

chase this evil old man away--he 's killing me telling 4 his 

w /h'f-£ a,'t' ~JU,, ~ - -
stale--. Anny jokes • .._ I'm hungry as a lion." . ;1 ~ 
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After residin ' with rectitude too long there comes 

"Have one to the memory of Philo P. Everett," 

/ farewell NM . 

The old man tttmea baekA 

"And another to Cosima and another to Dr. Naughton-who in a 

way really saved us-and, ah 1_es, ano~her t ~]i.J.;, Justice Campbell 
i/;_ ~ ~ ~ ~./..&td'PJt st s4la ,rlh 

and still tfilr to 'Laughing Whitefish and- ah~__:her brilliant 

\ and~~~ j~d.eti hls teleg¾'am 

said. ''It's 

some sleep . 

"now he 's going to 

poor old Mr . Cash," 







~-r-

Ha.- . 
. I 

[ She was silent for a time before she spoke. ''I think 

first I'll go visit Cosima before my school starts. That's 

ore our case comes back from Lansing." 

tly answered my question. "There will be 

time," I sai~ ing how I might better speak what was 

cl-ring ~ my mind ~ -

''What are you going to do, William?" she now asked me. 

It was my turn to fall silent. When my words came they 

did in a wild rusJ eia in a tone of compulsive banter which 

I was far from feeling. Were there occasions in life too 

serious ever to be serious? "I think I'll go visit Cosima, 
1)/.Y__~~~ 

too-but I want to do itAcfiitl,gr honeymoon, Laughing Whitefish," 

I lightly began. "I've always wanted to marry an heiress 

and write a book-and now I've just discovered I'm in love 

with one and have just lived through the other," I ran on. 

"Perhaps you can even teach me to spell. \ ill you, Laughing 

Whitefish?" 

'Will I teach you to spell, William?" she inquired softly. 

'Will you let me go with you to see Cosima?" She remained 

me and spoke her voice too had a certain huskiness. 



{ 

' 

an old Indian custom, William, that when an orphaned Indian 

girl is asked to marry she should consult her mother's oldest 

friend before deciding. Are you willing to go visit Cosima 

and see what she says?" 

"It's a bargain," I said, "for I have now learned that 

old Indian customs have the mighty force of law, that your ,\ 

idlest custom is a conmand, myCie:~ ~~,,, 1/,'~~0 ' ~. 

G.,e stood watching the strange celestial lights for a time ~ 
and then she spoke in a low voice. "Do you l~ve me, William?"} t ~ 
~ course I love you, I love you, wildly I love youJ' "'".> .~ 

~lg Ct.' 
•~ know semotking William n she • "I've known all 

" J , , /\ 
along that ,:e Jc n me--ever since • I nursed you 1Rl9R 

yett wePe 1mcooic:i.Gas, lift~ ~ rium you told me eew •·:bily 

a~fff. ~ ~ ~ ~M~~cfa~~ ~ ,, 
~4H!,-1 1 ·, ti" fu~ ~ r,, ~ .I~ ,~. 

fu afraid I'm losing consciousness again," I said,y-7 

moving closer. "Before I do7 ~ere's an old white custom 
~]~ ~ 

that the man kisses the woman he loves when he plights her 

his troth. Is ~~argain, _. darling?" 

"It's a bargain-darling," she whispered, lifting her face 

up to mine in the eerie glow of the Northern Lights. 

404 



~ 
• ~ ~~~~z:,~~~ 

/ Chapter 26 1 
/.er nearly ;;J!;;i az a enforc;;;;:;;-ss , 

and convaleacence, ff, doctor's orders, I lRtlK out to see 

~ ~ /\ ~ 
haaghia.g Whi.~efish to report on our progress on~ case, 

A A 

or rather the lack of it. I was greeted by the usual 

reception conunittee of slavering yellow dogs, which I 

held at bay with a heavy sapling I had thoughtfully cut on 

the way. A sullen Indian woman appeared and silently watched 

me defend myself, staring ....__with undisguised hostility 

when during a lull I asked for my client. 

"She gone, gone, 11 she finally grunted, tv 

''Mukwa?" I then said, remembering my youthful 

- - ~ 
interpreter. sappeared behind a wigwam and presently 

the boy Mukwa showed up alone. 

33 '7 A 



''Where's Laughing Whitefish?" I said. 

"She 's gone away, Mr. Poe • " 

''Yes, fine as ever." 

''Where did she go?" 

"I don't know." 

"How long has she been gone?" 

''Nearly a week. f/~hAh-ut~~~~~ 

./4µ--~' aa .I~ . •• 
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"Did she go to Madeline Island to see Cosima?" I 

said, thinking of Metoxen. 

"I don't know--she may have. She didn't say." 

({/ I/ a,~ W4np¥/" 
1/ l{~~./~4, l( 

'1When is she coming home?" 

"Who's teaching in her place at your school?" 

"Nobody. She closed it." 

";~ 
~ that greatly griev/{ you, Mukwa?" 

" J 

Grinning: ,~ ~ 
/"I love i t--all the other/ do too." 

I\ ;t A 
~ 

"Thank you, Mukwa. Please tell Cr was here." 
(\ 



thought of everything but the case. Why hadn't she 

told me she )was leaving and where she was going? Supposing 

I had needed her for something important concerning the 

~~ 
case? Had she gone to Madeline Island to marry Metoxon? 

t\ 

What other powerful lure would have made her abruptly 

closedown-~ lcf~~ . i.-~• 

mysteriously disappear? """.dl1 ~~ tJ/" .,/JflllneJ 
d ~ ~,1. ".P'~~n~>t 

~r??cf+:rr~ - ~~~fo'~;~e;:t ,,,.,.,, ce'~ 
" 1,/~"w#V ,1 • - A f .,,d • 
~ ~? *~~~.~~-,; 

/l7::-- --
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Back at my office I plunged <!¥ell-~ ~~~ 
~ /Ylf~ ~ ~ ~l_ ~~H~4if' 
~~interlude I discov;re~ been ~ • 

scrawling absently on a scratch pad. I stared at itVW' ~" 

~~ 
'".Fl.rs. Charlutte Hetoxon vetsus Jackson 810 Qemp~'' I ~ 

~ '~,L.,,_,_~ 
had written/( ~- crwnp.Lea. 1:;ne ;aper M h ii zt; g J I a 

and~~~~ sooty window. \ 

{I ..,, ,. ;t._ i 
G' 
g. 

f,, 



It was late one afternoon when I heard a timid knock 

on my office door. 

"Come in" I said 
~ , 

sat bes:NJ..f across from me. "Hello, Lotti," I said 
f\ 

casually. "I hear you've been away." 

"Yes, William, I had to go visit a relative who was 

sick." 

nr trust 

"~ did, thank you. Mukwa told me you were out to 

see me." 

"Yes--nearly a week ago. I wanted to get you up-to-date 

on your case." 

343 A 



''Well, I'm here, William, 11 she said simply. 

I told her what little there was to tell and th~n -L 
~~- ~-

both of us sa~ awia,~ siltfflt. Presently the air of 

~:Ji{. c## /1~ ; 
cons: rain~ ew so strong~ we wwc -~.,;,,,g Ae~ f,,J,{J/11/~ 

others eyes. I pretended to take some notes and ~ 

again we sa'f}! .f.:::&Pf ~~ 

"Look, Laughing Whitefish, 11 I Q blurted J J /fluski,)~ 

"have you been to Madeline Island?" 

"Yes, William, I got that far." 

r ~ ~ /uv~~~ I 
r,:Ah, your poor sick relative lives there, I suppose?" 

343 B 



She colored and looked away. ''No, but she lives so 

close I decided to push on and visit Cosima." 

1}6,,,~~~~~'11,,,~, 
; -;;i~n't it a little odd you neglected to tell your pupils 

or anyone your reason for leaving?" 

Her color depened. "I left in a hurry." 

~pb ~-
I ~t/1, in my bones she was (\"'D""'o+t...;bi,.,e,..Lrrn1gr-tf"'Ffr.iaiil(~~wi:N-l.,..thh--me-. 

?" 
"And you also saw the talkative MetoxonJ, ~, 

She faced me defiantly. ''Well, naturally I saw him." 

"And he again asked you to marry him?" 

''Naturally." 

343 C 



I held my breath as I asked the~ next question. 

"And@d mar_ry him?" I :pFefessi.ens1.~ cleared my 

~ {( 
throat and picked u~ a penbil. '"You ua, I'm not merely 

" prying-I'd have to suggest your marriage on the appeal 

if you are married. Are you~ 

She sat looking at me with a crumpled almost 

pleading expression. Tears filled her eyes and her lips 

trembled. Suddenly she got up and rushed to the dool'W'ay. 

She p&Q'.& d Ii. turned and tried to smile. When she spoke 

t;;wv . 
the words seeme'1t\R>eachad from her innermost ew.~, 

~ 
"No, no, no,-yo"f}:):foolish man," •~\i:-# rtu-n ~~ 

Then she turned and ras fpem the , 1aee. I walked over and ':-I 
~ • "~ 

star~ ~~:t at the rear end f5~e~ 
Stable. 'i'lle/1 winter'1; accumulation. ofi man~")- assuming 

magnificent proportions, ~ 
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I 

"Have one to the memory of Philo P. Everett," I called 

/jft in farewell. 

The old man paused and half turned. "True, lad," he 

soberly agreed. "And another to Cosima and another to 

Dr. Naughton--who in a way really saved us--and, ah yes, 

another to Mr. Justice Campbell and still another to 

Laughing Whitefish and-ahem-her brilliant lawyers." 

He again turned to leave. 

''Mr. Wendell, 11 Laughing Whitefish said, "before you 

go please tell William the real reason why I took that 

\A ~ 
sudden trip after his accident last winter . .f {j)./J IN ?4,, 7 

"But you made me promise not to," he said, once again 

arrested in flight. 

401 
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''I now release you from :i:l:s,l' ~ ~ 4, ~ ~ . ,, 

got 

"Very well," he said, facing me. ''Willy, after you 

conked on the head last winter Laughing Whitefish .,at/;~~ 
;, - ~ 

visited~ lndian £ illage ~ encampment and settlement 

A 4 
clean fro~ traits of Mackin~ ~z:.::;tl'~ ~ 
•and" ~~G¼d them to lay off you. Shet\warned them '-' ~ t 

if.!~ ~~'::! she'd personally~~~ 

., ,.u /'- ~ ~ 
kil\ dlem•" t 

~ 

~ 
"Punish 1'hem," Laughing Whitefish hastily corrected him. 

-" ~,M~I f 

:J;;,}~~Jkw~ 
I'[ !;:;;:;,: ~~J.iEf~;;; 4 

would have. With tha½£•;;%;,quared his shoulders "\_ 

ut after the waiting Miles, leaving us alone. ~ 

~?Pt?"/' 11 7~ 77' ft°~ JI 

~7.~~~~~r 
.,. ,, f p I/ 

F.-..., 
~ 

1 



''You did • eg;t;I 1 ~ for me?" 

u f,,!t Jvi- r') efetA 
'.:i'hY didn't y ? .hf"'"~ ou tell me tMB. /' <1 , ?-I was 

corroded with . al ? [\ lashed and 
Je ousy." 

"I ~ h /i ave, William 

lying." 

l\ 

~ didn't you?" 

. It hAM,f;, ve never b wr7 een/lgood at 



believed. 

y.JJ, vfb.,, ~.j~ 

F·tka ~~, .. a..p-,J 

~~,/ia~~{L"'·~~tP/" 
'f#:1 ~ 

pride, William. A man has his pride,}. I didn't 

~t~ ~ , 
o think you llt6We bHins, behind a woman's ~ 

/\. ./\ 
So I made up that clumsy story your never quite 

r/A~fi 
iks1: I loix:bx had to save you from my people." 

(\ . ~~ 

''You knew all along it was an Indian?" j;;:;~ ~ l 
~ it was. ould never discover 

'' .% ,.._.________ /I 
~~;x ' ~, ~-· 

whidt .se Ase -r"l. en'i e it~ •Ii warned all of them." 1 She smiled ~ ~ 

,, ~~~ ~ 

wanly. "And now you're here M& safe aad. ii l e and 
~ 

finally we've won." rP./ ~ffe-'J ~ ~ 1 ~ • ~) 

f j~A,C~p."/w~~ ~ 
/\ 



IB (j(J"-~J 
C There were deep circles under her eyes and she~ 

~ 
rcatJ • ng them like a sleepy child. I put my ann about her 

it 
and led her to the door. "Come, my dear. It's been a 

bag crowded day for both of us. I'll walk you home." 

"Poor old Mr. Cash," she munnured. ''Now he'll go 

and make himself sick and spoil everything." 

~£, :'4 f ¢q .... 

"I'm not so sure,"/i;;:;c:::::c h6"Q,J 

''liu1 am I so sut e i<ftJ' 1onge• tlntt one shou:~ e with c ~ ✓ 11 1m~ - · 
-M-tt4e:;~~, , 

the divine right of everyone to be a damned f'ool ~ccasicR~ly 

_;~ ,.,.._____ 
,-.--- ..... ~a;r. Come, I/It sweet Lotti. 11 
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is much I don 

I took' her 
~ 

~ pneaely 
A 

• right 

everyone to , my 

Once past the town's outskirts we could see the eerie 

shafts of the Northern Lights glittering far out over the 

lake. Occasionally we could hear the waves searching against 

the sandy shore, their subdued and gentle slap-slap sounding 

like distant applause. Walking slowly we came to Presque Isle 

and climbing, continued past the dark and silent Indian 

encampment on up to Laughing Whitefish's favorite iookout L?-, ~ 
~ the rocky ~ re. There we stood hand in hand. 

A 

''Look," Laughing Whitefish said, pointing out at the sky. 

Far out over the lake the filmy smoky shafts of the 

Northern Lights wavered and raced in trailing scarves of light, t 

shifting and melting across the flaming sky in great dripping 

organ pipes of silent melody-folding, leaping, coiling, 

gliding vaporously like gauzily-veiled invisible dancers on a/ 

[!_om~ vast celestial stage. We stood watchirJthe awesome 

spectacle until I reluctantly broke the spell. 

"What will ever become of you, Laughing Whitefish?" I asked 

''What are you going to do?" 



She was silent for a time before she spoke. "I think 

j~~~~~--
first I'll go visit Cosima before my school starts. fhat's 

,A 

if there's time before our case comes back from Lansing." 

She had not exactly answered my question. "There will 

be time," I said, wondering how I might better speak what 

was crowding upon my mind and heart. 

''What are you going to do, William?" she now asked me. 

It was my turn to fall silent. When my "!ords came they 

did in a wild rush, in a tone of compulsive banter~ I 

was far from feeling. Were there occasi.Jm.ons in life too 

serious ever to be serious? ~-ccoi■WI "I think 

I'll go visit Cosima, too-but I want to do it as part of our 

honeymoon, Laughing Whitefish," I ~ began. "I've always 

wanted to marry an heiress and write a book-and now I've just 

discovered I'm in love with one and have just lived through 

the other," I ran on. "Perhaps you can even teach me to spell. 

Will you, Laughing Whitefish?" 

403 



''Will I teach you to spell, William?" she inquired softly. 

''Will you let me go with you to see Cosima?" She 

remained silent. ''Will you, Laughing Whitefish?" I pleaded. 

"Please, please, I do so much want to, believe me, my dear." 

Under the pallor of strange light she stood looking 

out over the lake. Far out ~e~ the whistle of an unseen 

ore boat sounded a distant throaty bleat. In the stillness 

~ 
I heard a dog barking back at the encampment. The rocky 

A 
hit and thud of the surf below ~ounded oddly like the 

clatter of falling boards. When finally she turned back to 

me and spoke her voice too had a certain huskiness. "There's 

an old Indian custom, William, that when an orphaned Indian 

girl is asked to marry she should consult her mother's oldest 

friend before deciding. Are you willing to go visit Cosima 

and see what she says?" 
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"It's a bargain," I said, "for~ now learned that 
A 

old Indian customs have the mighty force of law, that your 

idlest custom is a coIIIIlalld. You see... That is ••• " I 

paused and then blurted the words. "I love you." 

"I know, William," she said. "I've known all along-ever 

D1JU"a+J~ 
since I nursed you and in your diliriwn you told me /{'°u ~ 

JvUV ~o{ 
did, It ~ the first time I dared/ et mysel1i\~ you, 

And I do, I do." 
(\ 

.0 /Wvm-l ~. 
fl "There's an old white custom that the man kisses the 

woman he loves when he plights her his troth. Is that a 

bargain, darling?" 

"It's a bargain--darling," she whispered, lifting her 

face up to mine in the eerie glow of the Northern Lights. 
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