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Ido not propose to speak of Mrs. Simp-
son’s trial. I will merely say that she was
found guilty of the charge upon which she
had been indicted, and was \7 d to

plained Tom, hurriedly. ¢ A feller got into
my room in the night, and picked my pocket.
I couldn’t help that, now, could I?"

“ e

term of imprisonment. i 3

" When Grant was released from his duties
as witness, he made his way to Wall Street,
or rather New StrAeet, _w‘hioP bra&chea

not.
«“8o 1 had to get something to do, or go
back to Colebrook. I say, Grant—"

“Well 7
“Don't you tell any of the fellers at home
what busi: I'm in, that's a good feller.”

out from the

et | thorough
and had no d.igfmlty in finding the office of &

Mr. Reynolds.

«Can I see Mr. Reynolds ?” he asked, of a
young man who was writing at a des

«Have you come to deliver stock? If so;
I will take charge of it.” 3 .

“No,” answered Grant, ‘I wish to see him

personally. .

“‘He is at the Stock Exchange just at pres-
ent.
in twenty minutes probably.” )

Grant sat down, and in less than the time
mentioned, Mr. Reynolds entered the office.
The broker, who had a good memory for
faces, at once recognized our hero.

“Ha, my young friend from the country!”
he said, * would you like to see me?”

If you will take a seat, he will be back | Gr

“I won't if you don't want me to,” said
2

rant.

“You see it's only for a foew days till I can

get something else to do.” 3

“It's & great deal better blacking boots

than being idle, in my opinion,” said Grant.
“That's the way I look at it. But you

didn’t tell me what you came to the city for?
“I'm coming here for good,”

In twenty-four hours an answer came to
this letter. It ran thus :

Neemzw Grant: I would not have believed you
would act 8o foolishly and ungratefully. It is not
often that such au offer as mino is made to a boy. I
did think you were sonwiblo onongh to understand the

ofa i hoped_you
would do credit to the name of Thornton, and keep
up the family reputation as & man of learning and a
gentleman. But you have a foolish fancy for going
into a broker's office, and I supposo you must be grati-
fled. But you needn’t think I will renew my offer.
wash my hands of you from this time forth, and leave
you to your own foolish course. The time will come
When you will see your folly. ~GODFREY THORNTON.

Grant sighed as he finished reading this
missive. He felt that his uncle had done him
injustice. It was no foolish fancy, but a con-
scientious sense of duty, which had led him
to n 1 "

ant.
¢ You haven’t got a place, have you?" ejacu-
lated Tom, in surprise.

“Yes, I am to enter the office of Mr.
Reynolds, a stock broker. There is his sign.”

“ When you are at leisure, sir,” ¢
Grant, wel{ pleased at the prompt recogni-
tion.

“You will not have to wait long. Amase
yourself as well as you can for a few min-
utes.”

Promptness was the rule in Mr. Raynolds’
office. Another characteristic of the broker
was, that he was just as polite to a boy as to
his best customer. This is, I am quite
aware, an unusual trait, and, therefor, the
more to be appreciated when we meet with

it.

Presently Mr. Reynolds n%peued at the
door of his inner office, and beckoned to
Grant to enter.

“Take a seat, m;
“and now let me
you.” .

““When I met you in the cars,” said Grant,
“you invited me, if I ever wanted a posi-
tion, to call upon you, and you would see if
you could help me.”

“Very true, I did. Have you made up
your mind to seek a place?”

“Yes sir.”

¢“Are your parents willing you should
come to New York?"”

“Yes sir. That is, my mother is willing,
and my father will agree to whatevor she de-
cides to be best.”

“8o far s*good. Iwouldn’t engage any boy
who came against his parents’ wishes. Now
let me tell you that you have tome at a very
favorable time. I have had in my employ
for two years the son of an old friend, who
has suited me in every respect, but now he is
to go abroad with his father for a year, and I
must supply his place. You shall have the
place if you want 1t.” X

¢ Nothing would suit me better,” said
Grant, joyfully. ‘Do you think I would be
competent to fulfil the duties?”

«Harry Becker does not leave me for two
weeks. He will initiate you into zonr duties,
and if you are as quick as I think you are at
1 ing, that will be ient.”

¢+ When shall I come, sir?”

¢ Next Monday morning. It is now
Thursday, and that will give you time to re-
move to the city.”

young friend, he said,
ow what I can do for

ity. up.
¢ Perhaps I {nd better come Saturde. , so

a8 to get settled in a boarding-house b.fore
going to work. Could you recommend some
derate priced boarding-place, Mr. Rey-

nolds ?”

“For the first week %un may come to my
house a8 my guest. hat will give you a
chance to look about you. Ilive at 58 West
3.-th Street. You had better teke it down
on paper. You can come any time Monday.
That will give you a chance to spend Snndgﬁ
at home, and you need not go to work ti
Tuesday.”

Grant ex?reseed his gratitade in suitable
terms, and left the office elated at his good
fortune. A surprise awaited him. At the
junction of Wall and New Streets, he came
suddenly upon & large-sized boot-black,
whose face looked familiar.

“Tom Calder!” he exclaimed, “Is that
you?”

CHAPTER IX.
UNCLE GODFREY WASHES HIS HANDS OF GRANT.

WaeN Tom Calder turned round and saw
who had addressed him, he turned red with
mortification, and he tried to hide his black-
ing-box. He was terribly mortified to have
it known that he had been forced into such a
business. If Tom had nothing worse to be
ashamed of he need not have blushed, but he
was sufering from false :.\ame.

“When did you come to the city?” he
stammered.

“Ouly this morning.”

‘“I suppose you are surprised to see me in
this business,” said Tom, awk wardly.

“'T'here is nothing to be ashamed of,” said
Grant.” ‘It is an honest business.”

“It's an awfnl come down for me,” said
Tom, uncomfortably. ¢ The fact is, I've had
hard luck.”

“T am sorry to hear that,” said Grant.

“I expected a place in Wall Street, but I
came just too late, and things are awful dull
anyway. Then I was robbed of my money.”

“How much ?” asked Grant, curiously, for
he didn’t believe & word of it.

“RKight dollars and thirty-three cents,”
replied Tom, glibly.

“I thought you were too smart to be
robbed,” said Grant, slyly. ¢If it had been
a green boy from the country like me, now,
it wouldn't have heen surprising.”

“I was asleep when I was robbed,” ex-

*“You don't say so! Whﬁ' that's just the
sort of a place I wanted. How did you get
the chance ?"

d| “I got acq d with Mr. Reynolds on
board the cars that day we came to New York
together.”

¢ And you asked him for the place "

I asked him this morning.”

“You might have given me the chance,”
grambled Tom, enviously. ‘‘You knew it
was the sort of a place I was after.”

“I don't think I was called upon to do
that,” said Grant, smiling. ¢ Besides, he
wouldn't have accepted you.

“Why not? Ain't I as smart as you, I'd
like to know ?” retorted Tom Calder, angrily.

“He heard us talking in the cars, an
didn’t like what you said.”

“What did I say ?”

“He doesn't approve of boys smoking ci
rettes and going to bucket-shops. You spoke
of both.”

“How did he hear ?”

“ He was sitting just behind us.”

“Was it that old chap that was sittin’ with
yonrwhen I came back from the smoking-
car?”

“Yes.”

“Just my luck !" said Tom, ruefully.

“When are you goin' to work?” asked
Tom, after a pause.

““Next Monday.”

“ Where are you going to board? We might
take a room together, you know. It would be
kind of social, as we both come from the same
place.”

It did not occur to Grant that the ar-
rangement would suit him at all, but he did
not think it necessary to say so. He only
said: ‘I am going to Mr. Reynold’s house,
just at first.”

“You don't say so! Why, he's taken a
regular fancy to youn.”

“‘If he has, I hope he won’t get over it.”

“I g'pose he lives in a handsome brown-
stone house up town.”

“Very likely ; I've never seen the house.”

“Well, some folks has luck, but I ain’t one
of 'em,” grumbled Tom.

“Your luck is coming, I hope, Tom.”

“I wish it would come pretty soon, then. I
say, suppose your folks won't let you take
the place?” he asked suddenly, brighteni

his educati

On Monday morning he took the earliest

train for New York. .
( To e continued.)

“ Helping Himself”' commenced in No. One Hundred
and Four. * Back numbers of the ARGOSY can be had at any
time. Ask your newsdealer for them, or order them of the
publisher,

WEBSTER AND HIS WIFE.

Mrs. WeBSTER, whose maiden name was Caroline
Le Roy, says the Philadelphia Times, belonged to
one of the old New York families, and was in many
respects a remarkable woman, although like the
wives of many men’of great attainments, she was
never.noted for any literary talents. She was tall
and fine looking, very erect in figure and had a

which a Phi ia belle might be
proud of. She was very particular about her dress
and disliked anything not in the prevailing style,
not wishing to adhere to by-gone fashions, as so
many old ladies do, though her inherent good taste
was always secn in 8 desire to have suitable toilets
for every occasion.

When she told her numerous and simple ex-
periences of life, we always were interested listening
to the things that pleased her most—how Mr.
Webster used to call her the “ Lady Caroline,” of
their evening walks, and, indeed, many of her
reminiscences were very entertaining, were they
less frequently or more coherently carried out.

Mrs. Webster always read the newspapers, and
though it is doubtful if she ever fully realized that
she was almost alone in her generation, some
names took her back over a lapse of years and she
recalled persons vividly. At t}m time Caleb Cush-
ingl was appointed Minister to Spain she remarked :
‘‘ He was a very agreeable man : I knew him well.”
She also added: * I wonder why he never mar-
ried " The old lady was a great advocate of matri-

mony.

c]We once asked her what she thought of Henry
ay.

‘“Oh, she replied, ‘“Mr. Clay was the thinnest

man I ever saw. He was a great man and a mag-

niﬂuent" speaker—not equal to my husband, of

course,

Mrs. Webster somctimes related various little
incidents of her travels abroad, but though they
were then so feted and made much of, there was
no assumption of dignity on her part; she merely
took the attention paid heras her due, being the
wife of a great man, the Sccretary of State of a

eat nation. She mentioned driving out in a

arouche with the queen, and driving with her
merely as she would had she done the same with
an_acquaintance in her own rank of lite. She

“ They won't oppose it."”
I thought they wanted you to go to col-
e.”

‘I can’t afford it. It would take too long
before I could earn anything, and I ought to
be helping the family.”

“I'm goin’' to look out for Number One.”
said Tom, shrugging his shoulders. ‘That's
all I can do.”

Tom's mother was a_hard-working woman,
and had taken in washing for years. But for
her the family would often have lacked for
food. His father was a lazy, intemperate
man, who had no pride of manhood, and
cared only for himself. In this respect Tom
was like him, though the son had not as yet
become intemperate.

““Idon't think there is any chance of my
flvm% up the place,” answered Grant. “If
do, I will mention your name.”

*“That’s a good fellow.”

Grant did not volunteer to recommend
Tom, for he could not have done so with a
clear i This issi h
Tom did not notice.

““Well, Tom, I must be going.” Good-by,
and good luck !"

Grant went home with a cheerful face, and
announced his good luck to his mother.

“I am glad you are going to your em-

y

ployer’s house,” she said. I wish you could | yep

remain there permanently.”

““8o do I, mother ; but I hope at any rate
to get a comfortable boarding-place. Tom
Calder wants to room with me.”

“I hope you won't think of it,” said Mrs.
Thornton, alarmed.

‘‘Not for a moment. I wish Tom well, but
I shouldn'’t like to be too intimate with him.
And now, mother, I think I ought to write to
Uncle Godfrey, and tell him what I have de-
cided upon.™

“That will be proper, Grant.”

.. Grantwrote the following letter, and mailed
it at onco :

DEAR UNCLE GoDFREY: I am afraid you won't like
what I have to tell you, but I think it is my duty to
tho family to give up “the college courss you ko kindly
offered me, in view of father's small salary und narrow
means. I have been offered & place in the office of o
stock broker in New York, and have accepted it. 1 en-
ter upon my duties next Monday morning, I hope to
come near paying my own way, and before very long
to help father. I know you will he disar nointed,
Uncle Godfrey, and I hope you won't think I don’t ap-
preciate your kind offer, but I think it would be w
in me toaccept it. Pleaso to forgive me, and believe
me to be Your aflectionate nephew,

‘GRANT THORNTON,

said: “*Queen Victoria is a very plain-

looking ‘person, but an excellent woman and very

sensible. T have seldlom met an American lady at

a diuxaer party dressed as plainly and with as little
te.

The Hon Alexander Stephens once said of Daniel
Webstes I think Webster was the worst glan-
dered man I ever knew. It is the gencral impres-
sion in the country to-day that Webster was a
great drunkard. You hear it spoken of even now
whenever his vame is mentioned, but it is an out-
rageous slander. For six years while we were both
in Congress I lived next door to him. His house
was as familiar to me as my own garden. I was
in there a great deal and he was as often in mine,
and in all the time of my acquaintance with him I
never saw Webster when he was in the least af-
fected by liquor or under the influence of it in any
way. 1 have dined with him at his house and
mine. I have met him_at dinners and affairs out-
side, and I never saw him in the least incbriated.
I never heard of his being intoxicated but tw
and on one of those occusions—a dinner—he made
a speech that was grandly eloquent.”
>or—-

USE COMMON SENSE.

WHEN & man knows nothing about a certain sub-
Jject, he generally believes anything and every-
thing he is told about it, if he is a generally igno-
rant person. Not 8o with the man who has a
thinking mind ; though he knows uothing about
the subject, can 80 put it to the test of logic and
ther there is a
d. Not so, the
g the recent |
plague. o egs—a white
one and & blackened one—hefore daybreak at the
door ofahouse, and then roused theinhabitants, and
*old them they had the choleraat the door—the chol-
eia‘seggs! The terror of the poor people was frantic.
The justice of the peace was i diate
moned, and he ordered the carbing to surround
the house, while the authorities tool sel what
should be done. Tt was at length decided that a .
long pole with a net attached to it should be pre- |
pared; and this, with every precaution, was placed |
under the eggs, which were then carried in full |
procession of judge, carbineers and townsmen to ;
~mxcerated ground, where the eggs were solemnly |
interred under a_thick layer of guicklime.

The
“ cholera’s eggs 7 being thus buried the city |
breathed freely once more, and jndge and soldiers
returned to their quarters in peace.

——— e
FOLLOW MY LEADER.

How many of us like to follow the prevailing
fashions especially in dresx.  Mrs. Jones, New
York, U, 8. AL tr ing in Europe, goes of course
to M. Worth of Paris, for a new model of a dress,
This gentleman has a fund of originality never

1| man to blindly follow the example of another.

exhausted, and so he sends Mrs. Jones back to
her country with a charming costnme, having one
or two features entirely new to her neighbors. In
a month, these have all done Mrs. J. the honor of
following her style, which is a source of much satis-
faction. This ion is not

to the imitators. It shows a lack of individual
taste, and weakness of character that permits a
A
fashion is very often ridiculous, so ridiculous in
fact that even a child may note the fact. But still
that fashion becomes a craze.

The other da{ a little cherub of but a very few
years sat at the window when a genuine dude
walked wearily by. His legs were phantom-like,
his shoes were long and pointed, his dress foppish,
he wore a single eye-glass and carried a diminutive
rattan cane, As he stared idiotically, the little one

‘“ Mamma, did Dod make 'at man 1"

“Yes, my darling.”

The little one looked again and giggled, and with
& merry twinkle in her eye, said :

‘“‘Mamma, Dod likes to have fun des' as much as
anybody, don't He 1"

MINUTIAE.

THE greatest care, and a minunte attention to
every detail by itself, is necessary to a satisfactory
performance of any work. Often, if the smallest
detail is not absolutely correct, the whole work
suffers materially. We most often see this in con-
nection with what we read in books or papers, and
the proof reader is the man who must bear the con-
sequences, and deservcdly. For instance :

Prof. Bush, at one time proof-reader of the Am-
erican Bible society, though, for the greater part,
very careful about his work, permitted one edition
of the Bible to go to press with the expression,
*The desolate hath many more children than she
which hath & hundred,"” instead of * hath a hus-
band.”

Of an office-seeker a friendly editor wrote, * He
has secured a position in the custom house, as
his well-known capacity convinced ns he would.”
‘We venture to say the aspirant for political prefer-
ment was not gratified when he perceived that, ac-
cording to the paper, his success was due to his
 well-known rapacity.”

What should have been *The lumber men in
this vicinity are busy skidding their logs,” ap-

eared * The humbler men in this vicinity are
usy skinning their dogs.”

In a certain discours¢ Rev. Dr. Bethune said,
‘‘ While men slept the devil sowed tares.” The
Christian Intelligencer reported him a8 having said
‘“sawed trees.”

Somewhat cloul{v allied to these typographical
perversities is the far from perspicuous language in
which papers occasionally convey intelligence.
Several years since, in a sheet published at Belfast,
Mec., we saw, in an account of a riot, ** Two shots
were fired at— ; the first killed him, but the second
was not fatal.”

— e eee———
A CHRISTIAN RAILROADER. .

MR. FAIRWEATHER, formerly an employee of the
Chicago, Burlington & Quincy railroad, tells this
characteristic anecdote of Col. C. G. Hummond :

*¢ A director and one of the largest stockholders
of the road and I were stopping at the Tremont
House, Chicago, one Sunday. He said to me: ‘Go
and tell Col. Hammond I want to see him this
morning.’

‘¢ Why, it is Sunday, and I don’t think he'l
come.’

‘¢ Yes, he will ; of course he'll come ; if you tell
him for me.’

1 went reluctantly. The Colonel met me at the
door, and when I told my errand be straightened up
till he seemed about eight feet high, and replied :

*‘Give my respects to Mr. —, and tell him
that six days in the week I am superintendent of
the Chicago, Burlington & Quincﬂ railroad, at his
service, but this is my Sabbath. Good morning.’”

e
AFTER THE PLAY.

Mz, HENRY IBvING, the eminent tragedian of Eng-
land, is with us again, commanding our admiration for
his great talent. If we know him at all, it is only in
some assumed character, where he takes for himself
an indiiduality not his own. We are alwaye glad to
know how our public men look at home. The Buston
(ourier, going behind the scenca, tells us that Mr. Irv-
ing is vory simple in his habits, usually breakfasting
on fruit, and taking a plain dinner in his room at four

o'clock. Coffee and bread after the theatro
takes, holding that any other way of living is
incompatible with perfeet health. Art of auy kind, no
mattor bow humble, finds an ardent adwirerin him.

d he relates &
in the general

is all he
for him

Hix appreciation of humor is acute,
joke with keen enjoyment. For so

| acceptance of the term, he cares little, but likex to en-

tertain his friends in & quict way. It is evident that

r. Irving is reticent—moce o than is usual with act-
ors, That in, there are points beyond which his most
intimate friendn cannot venture. It fs not * hail fel-
low well met,” unleas he wishes it so. Although ho
foes out-of-doors a great deal, considering his position,
he prefers to cnjoy & chop With & friend in bis own
cosy apartments,

———e— -
OFF FOR A SAIL.

IN New York there are many thousands of shop
girls and factory girls who, like all of us, like their
freedom and enjoyment after a week of the hardest
1abor. For them, there in no enjoyment like a Sunday
excursion up the Hudwon or on the Sound. Change of
ncene, freedom, the dauce, the company, all combine
to make it the most enjoyable thing in the world for
them. But it in Lard to meet one of these excursion
“ town "' that does not have a great deal of the rowdy
clement with it ; and seldom is it that the “‘excursion ™

does not return without a fight having m'('_urrml. A
irder occurred not long ago on_an cxcursion barge,
w of which a certain New York undertaker cer-

in
tainly has a great eye to business.
| *“Where did you attend church Iast Sunday ?** said
a gentleman to the coffin man,
“I didn't go to church at all,
went up the Hudson on an
“hy, how can § i
| You don’t mean to'tell me you enjoy it.
“Why, of course not ; but & man must go where his
business calls him,” uaid the rising undertaker.

Raid the latter, “1

orrid crowds ?
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ONLY TIME REMEMBERS.
ONLY Time remembers

Only Time remembers |
Olden carols sung

By the long, cold embers,

Only Time remembers—
When the World was young !

‘We may be forgetting,
Now the World 1s oid ;

We may be forgetting—
Now the World is old !

Useloss—Rotrospection |
Life is all bofore—
Fled, the Past, and o'er!

Useless—Retrospection,

Things of recollection
That can be no more!

Usoless—Retrospection |
Life is all before!

Life has its beginning,
But will nover end ;

Innocent or sinning,

Life has its beginning |

Death no soul Is winning,
Souls to Heav'n ascend !

Life has its beginning,
But will never end

—_—

CAMP-FIRE AND WIGWAM.

By EDWARD S. ELLIS,

Jack and Geo) in
Lost in the Pacific,”

“« Foung Pioncer Series,” elc.

CHAPTER XX.
SAUK AND SHAWANOE.

At the instant the almost inaudible mﬁlng
struck the ear of Deerfoot the Shawanoe, he caugh!
sight of a rifle barrel as it was thrust nmoni the
undergrowth and aimed at him. It was the faint-
est Yossible sound, caused by the {»‘ushlng aside of
the leaves which he heard, and which he was ex-

cting for a full minute to hear. The lightning-
ike glance cast toward the point showed him the
dark barrel, and_the ferocious gleam of the face of
an Indian, crouching on one knee just beyond.

The warrior who aimed the weapon meant to
send the bullet through the chest of the youth,
‘whose ag&rowh, stealthy as it was, he h: e-
tected. e distance was 8o slight that the brief-
est possible time was required to make his aim
certain ; but while in the very act of doing so, the
sinewy youth vanished like a puff of vapor,

e savage was dumbfounded, for nothing of
the kind had ever occurred, so far as his exper:-
ence went, and it was unexplainable to him. He
had used the proverbial caution of his people, and
he knew from the expectant position of the youth
that his suspicions were excited, but he could not
comprehend by what means he had
suddenly from sight. The red man was
act of pressing the trigger when he

seeking to clear his throat. The Indian turned
like a flash, and saw the dusky youth a rod distant,
holding his bow loosely in his right hand, while his
terrible left was drawn back over his shoulder, the
fingers clenching the handle of his tomahawk. His
position was precisely that of one who was on_ the
very point of launching the deadly missile which
would have cloven the skull, as though made of
card board. He had taken the posture, and then
uttered the slight cough with a view of * calling
the attention " of the party of the first part to the
fact, and hesucceeded. Theelder was in the position
of the hunter who while secking the tiger awoke to
the fact that the tiger was seekln[‘z’ him.

'he warrior, whose face was daubed with red,
black and yellow paint, was literally struck dumb.
He had been enﬁ:ged in many an encounter with
strange Indians, but never had the affray been in-
troduced in a more favorable manner fo himself,
and never had he been more utterly overwhelmed.
He saw that the youth was merely holding his
tomahawk ; the very second it was needed, he
could drive it into his chest or brain. He was too
proud to ask for mercy, for he had no thought it
would be granted. He could only face his master
and await his doom.

Deerfoot was not the one to prolong the wretch-
edness of another, no matter if his most deadly en-
emy. He stood with his left foot uli?ltlg advanced
m! his muscles gathered, so that he did not re-
lﬂlire the s]iﬁhwst preparation, and, having held
the pose just long enough to make sure it had pro-
duced its full eflect, he slowly lowered the toma-
hawk, keeping bis eyes fixed on his enemy. When
the weapon was at his side, he said :

“ The Sauk is a wolf ; he steals behind the hun-
ter that he may leap on his shoulders when he
sleeps; but the hunter heard the sound of his
claws on the leaves and turned upon him.”

These words were uttered in the mongrel tongue
of the Sauk, for Deerfoot, after a carefal inspection
of the painted warrior, was quite sure he belonged
to that restless and warlike tribe. He had encoun-
tered the Xeople before, though at rare intervals,
and he had hunted with a pioneer who was famil-
iar with the tongue. The youth detected so man

to other igi wit]
which he was familiar that he quickly mastered it
and could speak it like a native.

The warrior, as has been said, was a brawny sav-
age, well on toward middle life. He was attired in
the usual fashion among the Indians, his dress
looking slouchy and untidy. His straggling black
hair, instead of being ornamented with eagle feath-
ers, was ?athered in'a knot, 80 as to form what is
often called a scalp-lock, and to proclaim the fact
that the wearer of the same challenged any one to
take it if he could. Besides his long rifie, he car-
ried his knife and tomahawk, after the manner of
his );eople. He would have proved a dangerous
foe in a hand-to-hand struggle, but he was de-
prived of whatever advantage he might have pos-
:;ssed by being taken at such overwhelming dis-

vantage.

He caught every word uttered b{
had not mistaken his totem. He

Deerfoot, who
ad no thought

P 80 | that the youth intended to show him mercy, but
s in the very | believed he was indnlginq' in a little preliminar;
he izi to befc claiming his

‘was not aiming at any target.

If the Indian tongue contained an execration, it
may well be imagined that a most vigorous one
escaped the lips of the baffled redskin, who was
shut out from his prize at the moment of closing

fingers upon it.

The warrior was a brawny, full grown Indian, al-
most in middle life, who had sunk on one knee and
brought his gun to his shoulder, after briefly study-
ing the form which had Apﬁmu:hed his “lurking
place. He had never seen the stranger until that
moment, and he only knew that he belonged to
some totem unknown to him. It was probable
that his home was on the eastern shore of the Mis-
sissippi and he resented the intrusion upon his
hunting gronnds as he did that of a white man:
consequently he was as quick to take the life of
one as of the other.

Finding that his intended victim had disap-

scalp for the ridge-pole of his wigwam.
The words of B‘;erfoot served tgow:waken the Sauk
h«:sl his paralysis, and, throwing his head back, he

said :

“The Sauk is no wolf; the Shawanoe is the fox
that steals upon the hunting grounds of the Sauks.”
“The lands that stretch to the rising and setting
sun belong not to the Shawanoe nor Sauk nor
Huron, but the Great Spirit, who loves his children
to chase the buffalo and hunt the deer and bear
where they can be found; but why should the
Sauk and the Shawanoe be enemies "
And to give point to the question, Deerfoot ad-
vanced and offered his hand. ~The other concealed
his surprise and gave the fingers of the other a
warm p, but while doing 8o each looked dis-
trustfully in the face of the other. The frightful
stains on the broad face of the Sauk did not alarm
Deerfoot, who had seen much more frightful coun-

red beyond all question, the next step of the | tenances among his own people. He gazed calmly
erce assassin was to solve the mglnin& of the un- | into the eyes of the wnrrHar. a8 the two stood close

@ He straight- | together with their hands clasped. The Indian

ened up, and craning his head forward, peeped |is an adept in concealing whatever emotions may
through the undergrowth. All that he saw was | be agitating him, but Deerfoot knew the savage was
the huge boulder or rock, within a few feet of | puzzled over the action of himself. He could not
where the youth had been standing. It followed, | but know that the Shawanoes were the most war-
therefore, that he had flung himself behind it, and | like Indians in the Missi 'pgli Vi le{ and one of
was hiding there at that moment, he last weaknesses of which they could be accused

The painted visnﬁe glowed with a baleful light,
for he was assured his triumph was postponed only
for a few moments. The boulder might serve asa
shelter, while the relative positions of the two were
the same, but it was in the power of the sa to
change that by putting forth only moderate skill.
ing care not to reveal himself, n 8
guarded movement to the right, his course beiny
the same as if starting to describe a circle abou
the hiding place. It will be seen that if he could
accomplish this without ,exposing himself to the
fire of the other, he would not need to go far be-
fore gaining a view of the opposite side of the boul-
der, and necessarily of him who was seeking to
soreen himself from discovery. To do this, how-
ever, the victim must remain where he was, for
manifestly if he shifted his position correspond-
ingly, he would continue invisible, but he counted
himself fortunate that he had noticed the peculiar
configuration of the boulder, which rendered such
a manceavre beyond the power of an ordinary war-
rior. As for himself, he had no personal fear, for
the trees were 8o numerous that he could use them
to shield his body, while leaping from one to the
other, while in many places he could steal along
the ground without the possibility of detection.

If the fool had but known the woodcraft of the
youth against whom he was so eager to pit him-
self, he would have turned and fled from the spot
as from 8 plague; but he had never heard the
name of Deerfoot, and little dreamed of the skill of
the extraordinary youth.

The warrior stooped, crept, leaped and stole
through the wood with a celerity that was aston-
ishing. Within a very short time after beginning
the movement, he had described one-fourth of the
circle and gained the view he wished. It must be
remembered, too, that he had kept the boulder un-
der such close surveillance as to be morally cer-
tain the youth could not shift his position without
being observed.

Bat to his amazement he saw nothing of his vic-
tim. The flat slope and the leafy ground were free
from anything resembling a human being. He
stood peering from behind the tree, and at his
wit's end to know what it meant. He held his
rifle so that the hammer could be raised the mo-
ment the necessity came, and he must have felt
that the wiser course was for him to leave the spot
without further search.

Probably such would have been his course had
he not heard a most alarming sound directly be-
hind him. It was the faint cough of a person

t!

was that of showing mercy to an enemy.
One point was necessary for Deerfoot to estab-
lish. If the Sauk was alone, nothing was to be
feared from him; but if he had brother warriors
within call, the youth had need to be on his guard.
“Why does the brother of Deerfoot hunt the
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It was a curious fact that while this wrathful
conversation was going on, the couple had been
steadily backing away from’ each other. The act
showed that in spite of the token of comity that
had just passed between them, they were mutually
80 suspicious as to be ready to fly at each other.
The last taunt forced the quarrel to the exploding
point. Deerfoot slipped the cord which held the
quiver of arrows in place over his head, by a mo-
tion 8o quick as scarcely to be gerccptib e, flung
his bow a rod from him, tossed his tomahawk a
dozen feet away, and whiplpin out his hunting-
)mil‘e. grasped it with his left hand, and defiantly
‘confronted the Sauk, who was scarcely behind him
in taking up the gauge of battle.

CHAPTER XXI.
CHRISTIAN AND PAGAN.

TrE North American Indian is treacherous by
nature, and will take any advantage over a foe, no
matter what jts nature. The Sauk had failed to
bring down Deerfoot by the same unscrupulous
means he h; pl in other i e

fights like the buffalo when his foe is stronger and
braver than he.”

Deerfoot flung the knife of the warrior to him.

‘The Shawanoc will fight as a buffalo no more ;
he wjll now use his knife ; let the Sauk do what he
can.

A brave warrior could take no exception to this
declaration, accompanied as it was by such signifi-
cant action ; but it cannot be conceived that the
Sauk was from misgivin% when knowing, as he
did, that he held the position of contestant only
through the grace of his youthful antagonist, who
a moment before could have pierced his heart with
his hunting knife.

Having played the character of a battering ram,
Deerfoot now assumed another.

** The Sauk is afraid of Deerfoot; he dare not at-
tack him until he stumbles ; Deerfoot’s heart was
oppressed with pit{i when he saw the fear of Aro-
ara-oa, and he stumbled that it might give Aro-ara-
oa the courage the Great Spirit did not give him."”

These were taunting words, but, convinced the;
were spoken with the purpose of disturbing his

was on the watch to repeat his tactics.

‘When uttering the taunt which brought about the
personal collision, he flung his gun from him, and
seized theehandle of his tomahawk, as if with the
rllrpose of throwing that also aside, the manner of
his challenge implying that he meant the battle
should be fought with the knives alone. Even the
sagacious Deerfoot did not suspect him for the
moment, when, on the point of grasping his knife,
a8 he did when defying Tecumseh, the Sauk drew
back his tomahawk and hurled it with incredible
swiftness at the head of Deerfoot. There was a
vicious spitefulness in the act which sent the mis-
gile as if fired from a gun.

Nothing could have attested the Shawanoe’s mir-
aculous activity and quickness of eye 8o clearly as
did the ease with which he dodged the weapon.
The flirt of his head was like that of the loon which
dives away from the bullet after it sees the flash of
the gun. The tomahawk struck the ground, went
end over end, flinging the dirt and leaves about,
and after ricocheting a couple of times whirled
about the trunk of a small sapling and stopped.

The act placed the two on the same footing.
Each held only his hunting knife. The treachery
of the Sauk took place without a word being spoken
either by himself or his foe. It was unnecessary,
for there could be nothing to say.

Having avoided the hawk, D

the Sauk only compressed his lips
the tighter, and held himself ready to seize the first
chance that presented itself. His recent experi-
ence had taught him a lesson which he could not

forgcet.

Bending his knces until he assumed a crouching
osture, the Sauk centered his burning gaze on the
face of Deerfoot, drew back his lips until his white

teeth showed like those of a wild cat, and uttered a

tremulous sibilant sound, as if he were a serpent

ready to burst with venom.

If he meant to frighten Deerfoot he‘failed, for the
mishap of the Sauk was too recent to allow such
impression to be made. The figure of the crouch-
ing warrior was startling in its hideousness, but
there was never a moment from the opening of the
sinFullr contest when the young Shawanoe did not
feel secure in his mastery of the situation.

The feinting and retreating went on several min-
utes longer, when all at once, Deerfoot caught an
expression which the paint on the face of his antag-
onist could not hide, that showed he had resolved
on forcing the a conclusion. A couple of
?ulck feints followed, and then Aro-ara-oa leaped

forward, meaning to force Deerfoot to the ocarth.
Had the Shawanoe remained quiet, such would
have been the result, but he was too supple to be
enmﬁlled in that manner. He withdrew, so that
when his enemy landed on the spot, he found him-

in his left
esame thing

upon Aro-ara-oa with his knife gras)
hand, while the Sauk did precisely t|
a8 regarded him.

They were stn;Fped for the fight, and were in
deadly earnest. The Sauk had learned of the pan-
ther-like agility of the Shawanoe, and he knew no
light task was before him. It would not be child’s
play to wrench the scalp-lock from the crown of
the handsome warrior who was not afraid of any
man, but Aro-ara-oa was warranted in feeling a
strong confidence in his own strength and prowess.

'he warriors approached each other with the

of a couple of gladi seeking each

others’ lives for the sake of giving amusement to a

Roman populace. Both slightly crouched, with

their heads bent forward, their eyes fixed, while

they stepped softly about, seeking an opening into

which the keenz-yointed hunting knife might be

driven with a furious vigor that would render a
second blow useless.

The situation was one where the slightest for-
getfulness or misshap would prove fatal to him
who made it. Both realized the fact, and did their
utmost to guard against it.

When a couple of i‘m separated the com-
‘batants, they approached no closer, but began
slowly circling around each other in the same
stealthy fashion. The. action of the Sauk con-
vinced Deerfoot that his enemy had no friends in
that section, for, if any were within call, he would
have summoned them before the quarrel had gone
80 He could have called any one to his help
by signal, and neglect to do so was proof that
there were none to summon. Had Aro-ara-oa done
anything of the kind, Deerfoot would have leaped
upon him and ended the battle in a twinkling.

Partly around, and then back again, the two
seemed to oscillate, their motions corresponding so
clogely that it was as if both were moved by the
same delicate machinery between them.

Suddenly Deerfoot feinted, like a skillful boxer,
with the hand which grasped his knife. The vigi-
1ant Sauk was equally quick to parry and counter.
He was as spry as a cat, and never once took his
burning eyes from the face of the hated outh.
Then he feinted in turn, and the Shawanoe, by his
action, showed he was prepared for any demonstra-
tion, no matter what. .

These preliminaries continued several minutes,
when Deerfoot, in moving to the left, caught the toe

woods alone?” asked the young y intro-
ducing himself in this characteristic fashion.

“ Because Aro-ara-oa fears not to go overywhere
alone; from the ridgepole of his wigwam flutter
the scalps of the Shawanoes, the Hurons, the Foxes,
the Osages, and the strange red man whom he has
met and slain in the forest.”

The old natire in Deerfoot prompted him to take
this vaunting warrior to task. The answer of the
Sauk was indefinite, but the youth could wait a
few minutes for the information he sought.

“ Aro-ara-oa, the Man-Who-Runs-Without-Fall-
idrzg, hs.g, not taken the scalp of Deerfoot, and cannol
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of his in in some obstruction and stumbled.
He threw up his arms, as one will i

self stil by the defiant youth, who had
recoiled but the single step necessary to escape
the blow. Aro ara-oa, without a second's pause,
bounded toward him again, and brought down his
right arm like a flash ; but, as before, it cleft the
empty air, and the youth confronted him with his
shadowy smile and defiant expression.

Then, a8 if feeling he had retreated far enonﬁ}x.
the on his foe, who
drew back as if to brace himself for the assault.
Deerfoot uttered no sound, but when he bounded
lightly from the ground, Aro-ara-oa knew the crisis
had come; the trifling had ended.

The Shawanoe, when close enough to strike, made
a dozen circular sweeps of his good left hand, as
though he had rested it on the rim of a wheel that
was 8pinning with bewildering swiftness. No eye
could follow the knife in its circlings, There was
one smooth gleam as though a brightly polished
‘wheel was held motionless.

The foen‘ 88 is always the case, looked straight in
each other’s eyes, but every limb and portion of the
body, being in the field of vision, was clearly seen.
The peculiar act of Deerfoot produced the effect in-
tended. The vision of Aro-ara-oa became confused
and dizzy, and before he could rally, the Shawanoe
struck his blow.

He could have killed the other as easily as he
would have slain a bear, but he chose not to do so.
Instead, he brought his fist down on the upper part
of his right wrist, with a quick violence, which, for
the second time knocked the knife from the grasp
of the more sinewy warrior. So deftly was the
trick done, that the weapon of the Sauk flew a
dozen feet straight up in the air, turning rapidly
end over end and fnllin% between the two.

ro-ara-oa was subject to the will of Deerfoot
a minute before, it will be seen that he now was
helpless. He had been again disarmed, while the
lithe youth still grasped his own weapon with the
power to drive it home whenever he so willed.

The last act of Deerfoot accomplished its pur-
Kose: A at first was self- H in,

e was_hopeful ; but the latter time he was dis-
armed, his confidence vanished. He saw that much
a8 he had despised the youth whose life he scugl,
he was his inferior in every resdpect. He wi
match for him in a fight, nor could he approach him
in his peerless woodcraft. The question of suprem-
ncg was settled forever.

lowly recoiling a couple of steps, he folded his
arms, and, with a dignity that was touching, said, in

o,

and for a single second was off his guard, though he

d with incredible quick Any specta-

tor of the strange combat would have given a rup

of terror, for the instant the stumble took place,

the Sauk bounded torward with ugrnised knife and

brought it down with a sweep like that of a pan-
ther's paw. )

But what seemed an accident on the part of
Deerfoot was done with deliberatc intent. He
wearied of the idle circling, and, confident of his

to outwit his antagonist, he dropped
for the very purpose of drawing out the

The flash of the eye which
words added to their force,
ceive reply, the youth added:

‘* Aro-ara-oa i8 a brave man when he talks to
squaws ; less than twenty great suns have passed
over the head of Deerfoof, but he is not afraid of
the Man-Who-Runs-Without-Falling.”

Indian nature is quick to resent such taunts, and
beyond a doubt the hot blood flushed the skin be-
neath the paint. Deerfoot noted the glitter of the
eye, and a twitch of the muscles of the arm whose
hand rested on the knife, as he made answer :
“The Shawanoe is a dog that crept up behind the
Sauk, without giving him warning; the rattlesnake
apeaks, but the Shawanoe does not.”

Deerfoot was angered by these words because
they were untrue.

‘" The Shawanoe was walking through the wood,
wheu the Great Spirit whispered, ¢ Take care; a
snake is crawling throngh the 8 ; he is called
Aro-ara-oa; he will strike his fangs through the
moccasin of Deerfoot, unless he crushes him with
his heel ; Aro-ara-oa was not brave, because he hid
behind a tree, and he pointed his gun through the
bushes, meaning to shoot the Shawanoe before he
could chant a word of his death-song.”

This charge was an exasperating one, and in-
istnnl,ly raised the anger of the warrior to white
heat.

**The dog of a Shawanoe holds his tomahawk
and bow; let him lay them aside as Aro-ara-os
does his weapon. and then it shall be shown who
is the brave warrior.”

jcd these
Before they could re-

was 8o certain of his own tri-
umph that he made the mistake which the skillful
ghter never makes; he drew upon his own
strength and self-poise by emitting a shout of exul-
tation; but the downward sweeping arm clove va-
cancy only, and ere he could recover, he was struck
in the chest by the head of Deerfoot, who butted
him with the force of a Japanese wrestler, sending
the warrior several feet over on his back. The
shock was so unexpected, as well as tremendous,
that the knife flew from his hand, and he nearly
fainted from sheer weakness. .
Inasmuch as Deerfoot was able to butt him in
that style, it will be admitted that it would have
been equally easy for him to have buried his knife
to the hilt in the body of his enemy, but he chose
not to doso. Instead, he quietly picked up the
weapon and held one in each hand, while the Sauk
was entirely disarmed. The latter had been fright-
fully shocked and jarred. The blow in the stomach
fairly lifted him off his feet and drove the wind
from his lungs. He lay for a moment, with his lips
compressed, his body griped with pain, and, with
no more ability to defend himself than an infant.
He kept his black eyes fixed on the youthful con-
queror, while writhing in_anguish, and the latter
stood off several paces and calmly confronted him,
as though viewing the natural phase of such a con-
test.
But the Sauk was quick to recover, and his old
enmity seemed to flame up with ten-fold intensity.

“ The Shawanoe is a buffalo,” said he, from be-

hind his gleaming paint; ‘ he lowers his head and

a slow, voice, with his softened gaze
fixed on the countenance of his conqueror:

¢ Aro-ara-oa is a dog whose teeth have fallen out;
he can fight no more ; he is ashamed to go back to
his people ; the son of a pale face who is there, when
he learns the truth, will point his finger at him and
laugh; Aro-ara-oa cannot go to his lodge; let
Deerfoot bury his knife in his heart !

‘ Deerfoot seeks not the life of Aro-ara-oa; had
he wished it, he could have had it long ago; but
Deerfoot is a Christian ; he will do Aro-ara-0oa no

harm.”
( To be continued.)
5 "Cuﬁg;gn and Wigwam " commenced in No. Ninety-

eight. numbers of the ARGOSY can had at a
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publisher.

TWO WAYS OF EXAMINING A WITNESS.

Two famous lawyers, Jeffrey and Cockburn, were
once engaged together in a case in Bootland. Jeffrey
began by asking one of the witnesses, & plain, stupid-
looking countryman: **Is the defendant, in your opin-
fon, perfectly sane?” The witness gazed at the quos-
tioner, but gave no answer. Jeffrey repeated it, alter-
ing the words: * Do you think the defendant capable
of managing his own affairs?”’ Btill in vain. *Iask
you" said Jeffrey, ** do you conider the man perfectly
rational?” No answer yet. ‘‘Let me tackle him,™
said Cockburn. Then assuming his own broadest
Beotch tones, and turning to the obdurate witness, he
began, * Hae ye your mull (enuff-box) wi’ ye?" *Ou,
ay,” said the awkward fellow, stretching out his snuff-
horn. “Noo, hoo long hae yo kent John Bampson?”
said the witty sdvocate. taking a pinch. * Ever since
he was that beight,” was the ready reply, the witness

indicating with his hand the alleged height. ‘«And

dae ye think noo, atween youand me,” said Cock-

burn in his most insinuating Scottish brogue, * that

there's anything intil the creature?” ** I would not lip-

R (brast) bim with a bull oalf,” instant re-
er.

1
was the




















