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"Swift Fawn" tells the story of a little white girl who was adopted by Mandans after one of the

Indian braves found the baby alone on the prairie. Because some of the Mandans are fair with

blue eyes, Swift Fawn doesn't know that she is white until one fateful day when White Mink (her

Indian mother) gives her a little knitted bootie and tells Swift Fawn that she was a

foundling."Timid Hare, the Little Captive" continues the story of this same little girl after she is

kidnapped from her Mandan village by Dacotah braves. The Dacotahs (aka Dakotah or Sioux

Indians) give Swift Fawn the name of Timid Hare instead, and force her to be a slave in their

village. Life is hard, but Timid Hare comes to admire the fierce Sioux for their intelligence, skill

and courage.When she is alone, Timid Hare inspects the booty sock that White Mink had given

her: White Mink said it would give her luck. Timid Hare dared not tell her Dacotah captors that

she is white. But the bootie gives the little girl hope that something good will happen if she

believes what White Mink told her.This is 2-part book series that describes life in two very

different Indian villages. The stories are suitable for home school, too. The stories were written

by Mary H. Wade and illustrated by Louis Betts. (Louis Betts was well-known, later, as a portrait

artist for high society.)This version of Swift Fawn has an additional chapter that an earlier

edition did not have, as well as color illustrations.Both books are included in this eBook edition.

Available as text-only, or as an illustrated edition for those with Kindle Fire. This is the

illustrated edition and includes 17 color illustrations.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.I don't want to like him. I really don't.But

I keep thinking about him—dreaming about him. It's like I'm obsessed with him. And I want to

know everything about him, which isn't much, because I try not to talk to him more than I have

to. That's been working out pretty well since we helped find his brother Ricky's killer. Of course

it helped Ricky's spirit find peace and cross over after his death.Me and my friends, Krystal and

Jake—well, I should say my fellow Mystyx—we did that. That night was such a rush. When I

remember it now, I get goose bumps. And sometimes I get scared all over again. There was

something evil and dark living inside Mr. Lyle, the biology teacher, something that Jake, Krystal

and I believe might still be here in Lincoln.Lincoln, Connecticut, which is where we live, is

probably one of the most boring towns there is. Nothing even remotely exciting happens here.

The fact that Mr. Lyle was running an underage porn ring was the most shocking thing around

here in a long time.Now the only thing that's on people's minds is the weather. It snowed

twenty-seven inches the first week of May. Then, as if Mother Nature wanted to apologize,

seven days after the first snowfall, it got so hot the temperature went up to ninety-eight degrees

with sixty percent humidity. (I know this because Krystal's boyfriend, Franklin—his father is the

local weatherman. Franklin gives her weather updates all the time, and she tells me and

Jake.)Today the snow is just about gone. The sun's still shining, and it's really warm outside.

But there are lots of puddles because of the melting snow.But that's getting off track. I was

thinking about the boy I don't like, or rather trying not to think about him, because I don't like

him.I breathe out heavily, making the hair in my face flutter. It doesn't change reality though.

And the reality is that I do like Antoine Watson, even though I know I shouldn't.It's not just the

class differences that, for the record, are a big deal here in Lincoln. There're other reasons why

me and Antoine don't make such a good couple.He's into music and clothes and hangs with a

hip-hop crowd. While I like—more like love—clothes and I'm not into cliques. That's why I avoid



Alyssa Turner and her minions like the plague. Alyssa's fifteen, just like me. She lives in a huge

house on the lake, just like all the other well-to-do families, known as the Richies in Lincoln.

She has the best of everything and makes sure nobody ever forgets it. There's nothing more

important in Alyssa's world than Alyssa. Get my drift?I don't like anybody telling me who to

hang with or why. Antoine doesn't seem like that. But the day I went to talk to him, two of the

boys—who he later told me were named, of all things, Fats and Trigga—were rude and

insulting, just because my parents have money. I didn't care enough to find out their real names

because the ones Antoine used were so ridiculous I couldn't comprehend anything else. I just

wanted them all to get a life. That's what Antoine calls being stuck-up. He's told me that a time

or two. Funny how that always seems to roll off his tongue right after I turn him down for a date

or refuse to give him my phone number.See, I think Antoine's a little confused himself. At the

dance—before I had to rush off with the other Mystyx—he talked differently. We actually had a

decent conversation, and he danced okay until he started grinding up against me like we were

in a rap video. I didn't like that at all and was relieved when Krystal pulled me away.That said,

there's no reason I should still be thinking about him. But here I am on a Friday night, lying

across my bed thinking about where Antoine could be. Who he's with? What he's doing?It's so

weird.Which is another thing, I should be getting used to being weird. I'm half South American

and half—what would you call it—North American? My mother is from Buenos Aires,

Argentina, and that's where she had me. She married my dad who's white and is originally

from Houston, Texas, but moved to the east coast years ago.We moved to Lincoln right after I

was born and in this small town I'm probably the only Latina teenager. Krystal, who has been

my friend for going on two months now, is part Native American and African-American. So I

suppose we have something in common, even if it's only being weird and being mixed.Krystal

and I share something else. The M shaped birthmark that sits just above my right hip and the

one Krystal has on the back of her neck. Jake, he's a Tracker—someone with less money who

lives on the other side of the old railroad tracks—he has the same mark on his arm. We figured

out that the M stands for Mystyx so that's what we call ourselves. We each have a supernatural

ability that we think has something to do with atmospheric events that happened around the

time we were conceived. That's why we listen to the weather reports Krystal gets from Franklin.

Like I said, it's weird.To help make sense of it all, about an hour ago I sent an email to a

woman who I think can help us figure out the nature of our powers. Or at least I hope she

can.Now I'm lying here waiting for my PC to beep with the sound of an incoming email, or

rather, trying not to think of Antoine and the feelings I have for him.I'm not asleep although my

body feels kind of heavy like it's sinking into the mattress. My eyes are closed because I was

tired of looking at the ceiling, waiting and trying not to think too much.It really doesn't matter.

The more I try not to think about him, the more his mocha complexion and smiling face appear

in my mind. He is really cute, which right there is enough to make any girl like him. His dark

hair is always close cropped and precisely cut like he has a barbershop in his house. His

clothes, of course, are stylish, baggy jeans, oversize shirts—either button-downs or T-shirts—

and black or brown boots. Most of the other guys in his crowd tend to wear too much jewelry,

but Antoine only wears a chain with a cross hanging from it. His left ear is pierced and he

always smells good. Antoine always wears cologne. I don't know what it's called, but I like it. I

can smell it now, here in my bedroom. If I inhale deeply, the scent fills my nose, and when I

exhale I want to see him even more.I want to see him and talk to him, maybe try to figure out

what this thing between us is. I figure it's probably not going to go away, and I don't know how

else to deal with it.I wonder if he likes me. I think he does because he keeps asking me out,

and lately he always seems to be where I am.I wonder what he's doing tonight, if he's home in



his room thinking about me. I wonder…Am I floating on something?Wait a minute, I'm dizzy. It's

cold in here. Did Casietta turn on the air-conditioning already?My eyes are fluttering, trying to

open. But when they finally do, I can't really believe what I'm seeing.It's dark, really, really dark.

Like pitch darkness—not like sometimes when you wake up in the middle of the night and can

kind of see where things are so you don't walk into walls when you're trying to get to the

bathroom. No, this is pitch blackness and it's cold, and I'm moving, going someplace.Then as

quickly as it becomes dark, it turns loud, noisy and filled with music. I jump. I mean my body

jerks forward like I've just been scared awake, and I look around trying to figure out why my

bedroom has changed into what looks like a nightclub.The first thing I do is pinch myself. Ow!

Okay, that hurt.Next I close my eyes, take a deep breath, then open them again.I'm still here,

still standing against the wall at a club. From the gold-and-black lettering on the wall across the

room, behind and just above the DJ booth, I see that I'm in Trends. It's a nightclub for the

eighteen to twenty-five crowd that's only open on Wednesday and Thursday nights. On Friday

it's free for all before midnight. I look down at my watch and notice that it's a few minutes until

then. I'm not eighteen, so I definitely don't want to be caught in here.My parents would flip if

that happened. Not that they pay much attention to me. But I'm thinking that something like this

might turn their heads and not in a good way.It hasn't escaped me that a few minutes ago I was

lying on my bed, in my room, on the other side of town. No, I realize that something has just

happened, something most likely related to my ability to move my body with my mind. One

thing I know for certain is that our Mystyx powers will grow. It's just that we don't know in what

way. Something tells me I'm getting a preview of mine right now.But why here? Why now?Two

seconds later I have the answer."You sure are fine, Sasha, even if you're out of your element

here."He walked up to me just like he knew I was going to be here, like I was waiting for him,

which is so totally not true. Or is it?"What are you doing here, Antoine?"He laughs, his lips

spreading with the smile. He's wearing exactly what I'd pictured him in, jeans, T-shirt and boots.

The diamond stud—I don't know if it's real or not—in his ear sparkling with the flashing lights in

the club."I was about to ask you the same thing." He moved fast, pushing his body right up

against mine like I'd asked him to dance.But I didn't ask him to dance, so I back up, but the wall

stops my retreat. And Antoine, he just moves right along with me so that he's still up in my

face."You look pretty tonight," he says, smiling as he looks me up and down.It's irritating the

way his eyes rake over me. Then again it's kind of flattering. I guess. I'm not wearing anything

special so I don't really know why he says I look pretty. It's just jeans and a fitted T-shirt—

similar to what he's wearing except my shirt is yellow and his is white. Anyway, like I said, I'm

not wearing anything special because I didn't plan on being here."Thank you," I finally say,

remembering my manners. "Ah, how long have you been here?"What I really want to know is

how exactly I came to be here, and more to the point, how long will I be able to stay?"Since

around nine, like I told you I would be. I didn't think you'd show," he says."What?""You know, I

asked you at school the other day if we could go out tonight—if you wanted to hang at the club

with me.But as usual you shot me down cold. Now here you are." He shrugs like he's happy

about the outcome.Antoine's like that. No matter how many times I turn him down, he just

keeps asking me out. You could call him a glutton for punishment, but I have a feeling he's

something else entirely.Still, I had forgotten all about him asking me out. I'm so used to turning

him down. But it couldn't be his simple request that brought me here. I have a sinking suspicion

it's much more."So you wanna dance, or you just wanna chill?"My legs are starting to feel

shaky. Images of my room flash before my eyes like a movie trailer. What's going on? I've been

asking myself that question for years, ever since the first time I disappeared from one side of a

room and reappeared on the other.I shake my head at Antoine. I don't want to dance or chill. I



want to figure out what's going on with me. "Actually, I should probably get going.""You just got

here," he replies.Something about the way he says it nags at me, maybe because I hear the

tiniest hint of disappointment in his voice. "I guess we could dance just once," I hear myself

saying.Unbelievable, I know. I have no clue how I got here from my bedroom. I've never

traveled psychokinetically—that's a complicated way of saying I use my mind to move things,

like my body—this far before. Yet here I am. And here is Antoine, taking my hand and pulling

me to the middle of the dance floor. I notice some of the other hip-hop crowd, but try to look in

the opposite direction. The music is fast with a lot of bass, some track with T-Pain because I

can hear the Auto-Tune lyrics. I'm a little nervous about dancing with Antoine, again because of

the last time when he was trying to go all the way with me on the dance floor.But this time is

different. Antoine starts to dance, but he isn't rubbing all up on me."C'mon, show me what you

got, pretty girl."He's moving in precise rhythm with the thumping bass. I can dance, a little. I

mean, I don't look like I'm hearing another song inside my head than the one that's being

played. I'm no video backup dancer, but I can hold my own. I know I should be thinking about

how I got here right now, but instead I'm focusing on how nice Antoine looks moving to the

beat.So I begin to move and keep right on watching him. He moves closer to me only to back

up again, like a choreographed dance move. I'm feeling the music and starting to feel Antoine,

so the next time he dances up on me I shake my hips a little harder with my hands in the air

and follow his lead. We must have looked good, like we'd practiced these moves before,

because people actually back up, giving us a lot of space on the dance floor as they

watch.Normally I'm not one to make a spectacle of myself, but I feel different here with Antoine.

Is it because I'm in a real club for the first time in my life? Or because I'm with Antoine? I don't

really want to know the answer, not right now.By the time the song finally ends I'm winded and

laughing. Antoine's smiling and putting an arm around my waist, leading me back toward the

side of the club we'd come from."Okay, okay, you got skills on the dance floor. I'll give you

that."--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorArtist

C. Arthur was born and raised in Baltimore, Maryland where she currently resides with her

husband and three children. Determined to bring a new edge to romance, she continues to

develop intriguing plots, sensual love scenes, racy characters and fresh dialogue; thus keeping

the readers on their toes! Artist loves to hear from her readers and can be reached through her

contact form or via email at acarthur22@yahoo.com --This text refers to an out of print or

unavailable edition of this title.
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Swift FawnandTimid Hare, the Little CaptiveA two-part book series complete in this eBookBy

MARY H. WADEILLUSTRATED BY LOUIS BETTSPublished 1916 by Whitman

PublishingIllustrated eBook edition Table of ContentsIntroductionThe SurpriseThe Early

BathGetting BreakfastHow The Days PassedThe RescueStory TellingThe Young HunterThe

Rain MakersThe DandyThe Buffalo HuntThe Discovery-------------------------Timid Hare

CapturedBefore The ChiefThe New HomeHard WorkThe VisitThe Mischief MakerThe Happy

DayThe Dog FeastThe FestivalMoving DayThe JourneyThe Medicine ManThe Winter

Hunt Introduction"Swift Fawn" tells the story of a little white girl who was adopted by Mandans

after one of the Indian braves found the baby alone on the prairie. Because some of the

Mandans are fair with blue eyes, Swift Fawn doesn't know that she is white until one fateful day

when White Mink (her Indian mother) gives her a little knitted bootie and tells Swift Fawn that

she was a foundling. "Timid Hare, the Little Captive" continues the story of this same little girl

after she is kidnapped from her Mandan village by Dacotah braves. The Dacotahs (aka

Dakotah or Sioux Indians) give Swift Fawn the name of Timid Hare instead, and force her to be

a slave in their village. Life is hard, but Timid Hare comes to admire the fierce Sioux for their

intelligence, skill and courage.When she is alone, Timid Hare inspects the booty sock that

White Mink had given her: White Mink said it would give her luck. Timid Hare dared not tell her

Dacotah captors that she is white. But the bootie gives the little girl hope that something good

will happen if she believes what White Mink told her.This is a fascinating 2-part book series

that describes life in two very different Indian villages. The stories were written by Mary H.

Wade and illustrated by Louis Betts. (Louis Betts was well-known, later, as a portrait artist for

high society.)This version of Swift Fawn has an additional chapter that an earlier edition did not

have, as well as color illustrations.Both books are included in this eBook edition. Available as

text-only, or as an illustrated edition for those with Kindle Fire. This is the illustrated edition,

which includes 17 color images. Swift FawnBy MARY H. WADEILLUSTRATED BY LOUIS

BETTSCOPYRIGHT 1916 BYWHITMAN PUBLISHING CO.RACINE • CHICAGO She dipped

the surprised baby once, twice,many times in the cold stream. The SurpriseWhite Mink was

cooking supper at the fireplace in the middle of the lodge. Other young women were also busy

in the work, for the night was setting in and the hunting party was expected to return shortly.

Two of the squaws were tending the buffalo ribs, roasting in the hot embers; others were

preparing pemmican and cutting up chunks of marrow fat.While the younger women were

moving about, the old grandmothers squatted back in dim corners, weaving baskets, sorting

porcupine quills for the next day's embroidery, and keeping the babies out of their mothers'

way. Now and then the head of some bright-eyed boy or girl would pop through the door of the

lodge to see what was going on inside, or to sniff the savory odor of the roasting meat.It was a

big family for one household; but then, it was a big lodge — at least forty feet from side to side,

so that many people could live together under one roof in comfort and happiness.More than

once White Mink stopped to smile sadly at her sister's girl-baby as it tumbled about on a near-

by mat of rushes. She had a son of her own, a strong, lively boy of ten years named Big

Moose; but she was not happy, for only a short time ago she had lost her little year-old

daughter. Her heart still ached for the touch of baby fingers around her throat, and the laughter

of a little one that was her very, very own.She sighed more as she thought: "I fear the Great

Spirit will not give me another daughter."White Mink looked quite beautiful in the firelight. Her

long, dark hair was parted in the middle above her forehead and hung in two long braids down

her back. The parting itself was filled with bright, red paint. White Mink's eyes were of a soft



hazel and her skin, though tanned by her living much in the fresh air, was only slightly red. She

was slim and graceful, and the pride of the young brave, her husband.Hark! The chatter of the

women and children suddenly stopped as the galloping of horses could now be heard, — the

hunting party was returning.The younger squaws dropped their work and hurried out to meet

the braves, and receive into their care the game brought home from the hunt.White Mink,

stopping to tend the fire, was the last to leave the lodge. She had scarcely passed through the

door, when her husband, Three Bears, stood before her. He held a bundle in his arms. With a

tender look in his keen eyes, he said, "See!"The stars twinkled merrily as White Mink bent over

the bundle, and saw that it was — a little white baby.Surprise and delight spoke in the woman's

face as Three Bears placed the bundle in her arms.How did the white child come to be brought

home by Three Bears? White Mink did not ask her husband, for that was not the way a squaw

should conduct herself. Whenever he should get ready to tell her, he would do so. It was

enough to satisfy her that this little one was to be her own to feed, and put to sleep, and teach

the ways of her people, and love. The child belonged to the race hated by the red men, but it

was so young and helpless, that would be quickly forgotten.Now, as White Mink came back into

the lodge, the old women got up from their corners, and gathered around her curiously. A

minute afterwards the hunters entered, followed by the rest of the women and children. The

noise awakened the baby, and the opening blue eyes filled with fright at sight of the many

strange faces close by. The little lips quivered and a pitiful cry came from the tiny throat.White

Mink drew the child close to her breast. "Not yet," she whispered to Big Moose, who had

pressed close to her to see as much as possible of the newcomer. "Not yet, Big Moose. Be

patient.""You shall be my own," she said — "my own Swift Fawn, to take the place of the little

daughter taken from me. The Great Spirit has sent you." The Early Bath"Swift Fawn, now

sleep, By White Mink's side sleep."SOFTLY the Indian woman sang her lullaby to the baby. The

journey over the prairie had been long, oh, very long; the bed of buffalo skins was restful to the

tired little body, and the heavy curtains shut out the flickering fire-light and the people gathered

around it. Moreover, the tender touch of White Mink's hand was soothing to the child nestling

beside her. The frightened cry soon stopped; the heavy eyes closed, and Swift Fawn sank

down, down to the Land of Nod. For hours afterwards the men of the lodge told stories, and the

women and children laughed and chattered, but the little stranger knew nothing more of the life

around her till the sun, peeping into the roof-opening above the fireplace, cast a ray of light

through the parting of the curtains.At this first sign of morning, White Mink instantly left her bed

and began to move softly about the lodge. So did the other women and the girl-children of the

household. All were preparing for the morning bath without which they could not start the day

rightly."Come, my little one, you too shall join us," White Mink said, as she bent over Swift

Fawn with open arms.The baby's eyes filled with tears and the tiny lips puckered."Hush! Hush!"

whispered White Mink, for the men were not yet stirring and their morning nap must not be

disturbed.Seizing Swift Fawn, and wrapping her in an otter skin, the woman hurried out of the

house and joined the rest of the party who were already on their way to the river.The air was

crisp and cool, and the bathing beach was a good half-mile above the village. But the women

walked fast, while the little girls ran in and out among them, chasing each other and playing

tricks upon one another as they moved along. Everybody seemed to be so happy that Swift

Fawn began to feel happy too. And when the children danced about her saying, "Good

morning, good morning, little stranger," she began to crow, and at last actually laughed with

them.In a few minutes the river was reached. Two of the women, who had been chosen to act

as sentinels, took a stand on a stretch of high land back from the shore. They had bows and

arrows ready with which to protect the bathers in case any mischievous boys should dare to



venture near.
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the ways of her people, and love. The child belonged to the race hated by the red men, but it

was so young and helpless, that would be quickly forgotten.Now, as White Mink came back into

the lodge, the old women got up from their corners, and gathered around her curiously. A

minute afterwards the hunters entered, followed by the rest of the women and children. The

noise awakened the baby, and the opening blue eyes filled with fright at sight of the many

strange faces close by. The little lips quivered and a pitiful cry came from the tiny throat.White

Mink drew the child close to her breast. "Not yet," she whispered to Big Moose, who had

pressed close to her to see as much as possible of the newcomer. "Not yet, Big Moose. Be

patient.""You shall be my own," she said — "my own Swift Fawn, to take the place of the little

daughter taken from me. The Great Spirit has sent you." The Early Bath"Swift Fawn, now

sleep, By White Mink's side sleep."SOFTLY the Indian woman sang her lullaby to the baby. The

journey over the prairie had been long, oh, very long; the bed of buffalo skins was restful to the

tired little body, and the heavy curtains shut out the flickering fire-light and the people gathered

around it. Moreover, the tender touch of White Mink's hand was soothing to the child nestling

beside her. The frightened cry soon stopped; the heavy eyes closed, and Swift Fawn sank

down, down to the Land of Nod. For hours afterwards the men of the lodge told stories, and the

women and children laughed and chattered, but the little stranger knew nothing more of the life

around her till the sun, peeping into the roof-opening above the fireplace, cast a ray of light

through the parting of the curtains.At this first sign of morning, White Mink instantly left her bed

and began to move softly about the lodge. So did the other women and the girl-children of the

household. All were preparing for the morning bath without which they could not start the day

rightly."Come, my little one, you too shall join us," White Mink said, as she bent over Swift

Fawn with open arms.The baby's eyes filled with tears and the tiny lips puckered."Hush! Hush!"

whispered White Mink, for the men were not yet stirring and their morning nap must not be

disturbed.Seizing Swift Fawn, and wrapping her in an otter skin, the woman hurried out of the

house and joined the rest of the party who were already on their way to the river.The air was

crisp and cool, and the bathing beach was a good half-mile above the village. But the women

walked fast, while the little girls ran in and out among them, chasing each other and playing

tricks upon one another as they moved along. Everybody seemed to be so happy that Swift

Fawn began to feel happy too. And when the children danced about her saying, "Good

morning, good morning, little stranger," she began to crow, and at last actually laughed with

them.In a few minutes the river was reached. Two of the women, who had been chosen to act

as sentinels, took a stand on a stretch of high land back from the shore. They had bows and

arrows ready with which to protect the bathers in case any mischievous boys should dare to



venture near.The rest of the party now threw off their skin robes and mocassins; one by one

they ran down the beach and into the water. How cold it was! At first it made the teeth chatter,

but after one or two plunges everyone was ready for a frolic in the swift current. Some of the

party began to swim; two of the women gave lessons to their little daughters in making proper

strokes; the smaller children played pranks with each other in the shallow water close to shore.

The air was filled with merry calls and shouts.At first White Mink stood by, watching the others

and tending Swift Fawn whom she still held tenderly. But, after a while, she went down to the

water's edge. Reaching over, she dipped the surprised baby once, twice, many times, in the

cold stream.Oo! at each plunge Swift Fawn caught her breath. She would have cried out if this

strange new mother had given her time. But the bath was ended before she had a chance to

realize that she had reason to fear. And now she found herself wrapped once more in the skin

robe and lying in a sunny spot high up on the shining sand of the beach. Here she was left to

kick her feet and tumble about as much as she wished while White Mink took her own

bath. Getting BreakfastCOME, come!" called one of the women, after the frolic on the beach

had lasted for some time. "The sun is not standing still. Let us go to our work."At this reminder

the merry band started homeward, still laughing and chatting gaily. As they reached the village

Swift Fawn, peeping from White Mink's back over her shoulder, saw what resembled a colony

of immense beehives. These were the dome-shaped lodges of the Mandans, and quite

different from those of other tribes.These lodges looked like mounds of earth, and were packed

so closely together there was barely room enough to walk between them. Here and there

smoke was rising from holes in the roofs, for the women who were too old or feeble to take the

early bath were doubtless starting the fires to be ready for the returning housekeepers. There

were no windows in the lodges. The only light must come through the roof-openings.
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