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neck. He never spoke or groaned, and I
thought it was all over with him. We were
8o freshly awakened from sleep that every-
thing at first had looked dark ; and the glare
of the camp-fire had dazzled us a little. But
we began to see now that a porfect crowd of
figures on horseback surrounded us; and
without stopping to think in which direction
we ought to go, we put in our spurs and
dashed forward. Before I knew where I was,
I found myself beyond them ; and seeing
my friend at my side, I made my horse travel
as fast as I well knew how to make him. The
enemy followed us for eight or ten miles, as
nearly as I' can guess, and every now and
then they took a shot at us. Once or twice
we _found them so near that we had to turn
and fire. They were cowardly dogs, and when
we_had dropped two or three of them who
had ventnre(f within pistol shot, the rest
drew off. Just then we saw your fires ; and
not knowing whether you were friends or en-
emies, we agreed to take our chance, for we
were certain that we had been heard and
seen, and our horses were so dead beaten
that we could not have run away.”

“And you know nothing of the fate of the
men lyou left behind ?" said Drascovitch,
gravely.”

¢ Nothing.”

¢« Had you sentinels?”

¢ There were two men told off for duty.”

“So you are friends of Colonel Nikoloff's "

“ We met him in Montenegro,” said the
American who had spoken so little. ‘ He
was fighting there against the Turks.”

“Heaven reward him !” said the old man,
raising his hands and eyes.

“You are no friend to the Turks, it
seems?” said Harold, laughing at the old
man’s enthusiasm.

“Friend to the Turks!” said Drascovitch,
bitterly. “Is the lamb a friend to the
butcher, or the wolf? Why should I do any-
thing but hate the Turk?”

“That is a new story,” said Jack. “I
should have thought that Russia was the
butcher, and Turkey the lamb.”

“You are a brave young man,” said Dras-
covitch, ¢ but you are not a wise one, or yon
would know better than to say that hore.
But I do not speak of Russia and Turkey. I
am not a Russian but a Bulgarian, and for
many and many a year the Turks have been
the oppressors of my people.”

“ Ah!"” gaid Harold, ‘‘a Bulgarian. Iknow
Bulgaria pretty well. What part of the
country do you come from?"

“I come from Kesanlyk,"” said the old man,
with a softened look upon his rugged face ;
“ from the City of Roses. A lovely country,
where, in the summer time, the air is heavy
with the scent of flowers. .

“I know the town,” said Harold. ‘Do
you know Hassim Bey ?”

The old man's face changed again, this
time to a look of dull anger and hatred. He
clenched his hands and his teeth, and said,
with slow distinctness :

“There will come a day of reckoning and
revenge for Hassim Bey. The cry of the
widow and the fatherless will not always rise
to heaven in vain.”

¢ Is Hassim Bey your enemy? " asked Jack.

“ My father was shot by order of his grand-
father,” said the Bulgarian.

“And do you cherish revenge?” asked
Harold, raising himself upon his elbow, and
looking the old man in the face. ‘Do you
cherish revenge against a man for the acts of
his grandfather? "

The Bulgarian looked at him with a dull
fixed gaze, through half-closed eyes.

“I nurse revenge,” he said, striking him-
self suddenly upon the breast, *‘ against him
and all his house.” His eyes opened wide
with a sudden flash of hatred as he spoke.
He laid his hand upon the young man's wrist,
and went on in an eager voice. ‘‘Listen to
me. It is fifty-six years since the Russian
army march over the Balkans, and en-
camped in the Plain of Roses. It was in the
year 1820 of your reckoning that the peace of
Adrianople was signed. Tge Bulgarians and
the Russians are all of one people, and my
father received the Russian general gladly,
and gave him shelter in his house. I wasa
lad then, though seventﬁ winters have gone
over my head now, and have left their snows
in my hair. The general was good and kind,
and many a time took me on his knee and
told me stories of the great northern cities ;
and I used to play with his sword-knot, and
turn over his medals whilst he spoke to me.
Well, the time came when he marched away
with his men to Adrianople, but he left a
guard behind, and the town lived in peace
and quiet. He warched back when peace
was signed, and stayed with my father once
more ; and then, having said ¢ Good-bye,” he

“ went away again. The town had not been
clear of the Russian soldiers one month when
Alika Bey sent for my father. He suspected
no harm, and went up to the Kontaz with a
light heurt ; but he was cast into prison, and
charged with treason to the state. His for-
tune was confiscated, his goods and his house
were seized, and ho was shot on the pretence
that he had tried to escape. My mother was
driven from the town, and nobody dared to
give us shelter. We wandered on foot, beg-

ing our way across the northern plains, until
we reached Shumlah. There we were so far
away from Alika Bey, that people dared to
take pity upon us; and an Armenian merchant
took us to Rustchuck, and we crossed the
Danube with him, and went up to Moldavia,
where he lived. He found that I could read
and write a little, and he took charge of me,
and I served him in his business nntil I grew
up. Then he sent me npon journeys, and at
last I ventured into the world by myself.
When my old master died, he left me all he

was possessed of, and I traveled to Moscow,
and there engaged in business on my own
behalf. I am a wealthy man now, but I have
not forgotten Alika Bey and my father's
murder. And I have not how my

“I will but go to Moscow,” answered Drasco-
vitch, “and arrange my affairs.”

** Waste no time in going to Moscow,"” said the
colonel. I will give you a guarantee for all you
leave behind ; and you can make all your business

mother’s bare feet bled many a time as we
crossed the stony passes, or wandered, tired
and hungry, over the great plain. No! I
have not forgotten those things ; and I shall
not forget them till I die. When I am dead,
my son will remember them ; and there will
come a day for the Bulgurians yet, when the;'
will have vengeance upon the accursed Turk.”

CHAPTER IIL
COLONEL NIKOLOFF ENLISTS A BECRET AGENT.

By the first light of dawn, the caravan was once
more astir. Harold Piercey and Jack Delamaine
were astir with the rest, and as a first duty went to
look at their wounded companion. He was con-
scious by this time, and greeted them with a faint
pale smile.

‘“How did you bring me off?" he asked in ex-
cellent English ; ** were any of them saved ? "

Jack told him the story of the previous night's

escape.

" %o dressed my wound last night ?" asked the
colonel.

**A Bul
answered
patient?”

Drascovitch advanced and saluted the sick man,
who half raised himself to return his greeting. The
merchant waved his hand.

¢ Keep still,” e said in Russian, * do not exert
yourself for nnszhing."

He proceeded to examine and dress the wound.

On the march Harold related the story of old
Drascovitch, and the colonel listened with deer
interest. He said but little, contenting himself
with the observation :

‘‘He may not have long to wait for vengeance
atter all.”

On the evening of the third day, the caravan
halted three miles from Kilmikova, and on the
following morning they passed into the town.
Nothing had been heard of the men of Colonel
Nikoloft's escort, and it was naturally concluded
that all of them had been slain by the Kirghis. 0ld
Drascovitch had by this time become so much
attached to his patient, that he entrusted the aale
of his share of the cargo of the caravan to the
chieftain of the expedition, and remained behind
to nurse the colonel. Jack and Harold also re-
mained at’ Kilmikova, making occasional excur-
sions into the desert.

As Cclonel Nikoloff grew better, Jack and
Harold gave themselves more liberty, und their
absences from the town became longer. One fine
summer night, when the hum of the little town
came peacefully up to the overhanging balcony in
which the old man and the colonel sat together,
they began to talk; and the colonel gradually
drew Drascovitch on to speak of the days of his
youth. The old man repeated the story he
told the two Americans.

“ And you wish for your revenge?" said Colonel
Nickoloff, turning upon him sudden!

“It is my hope,” said Drascovitch with a light
in his eyes which looked like a dull, slow-burning
fire. ‘It is the thing I live for.” .

* Listen,"” said the colonel, laying a hand upon
his arm. ** You have served me well, and if you
are as eager for vengeance as you say you are—-"

“As I'say I am!" cried the Bulgarian. *‘ As
eager as I say I am! If I spoke for a hundred

ears, I could not tell you how I long to see the

'urk dragged down, and his land made desolate.”

rian merchant named Drascovitch,”
arold ; ‘“ here he comes to look at his

*That will do,” said the colonel coldl; “.Sit
down. Listen. Your countrymen in Roumelia
and Bulgaria still live in slavery."”

Ty

“llnu the most shameful slavery,” said Drasco-
vitch.

“To whom can they look for help ? " asked Col-
onel Nikoloff.

“ They can only look to Heaven,” the old man
answered.

‘“And Heaven will send a helper. Mark what I
say. The day is coming near when f'our people
will be freed from the Turkish yoke. I cannot tell
you within a year when it will be, but the time is
drawing very ncar. There is only one people in
the world who care for the oppressed Bulgarians.
Who are they? Do you ask? Who should they be
but your brothers, the Russians! We are all of
one blood, and the shame of your slavery is ours.
We shall not endure it long. We are preparing
now. Why do you think Russian officers went into
Montenegro? Why do you think they are going
into Servia? The way is being paved for a great
war, and it will come to pass before long.”

“This is good hearing,” said the old man,
* pleasant hearing.”

**Would you do anything to help to bring it
abont ?  asked the colonel.

*Iwould do anything,” Drascovitch responded.
**How can an old man like me be of service ? "

** Youth is rash and careless,” answered the col-
onel; *‘age is slow and wise. Will you revisit the
city of your youth?”

‘' For what purpose ?" asked the old man, shak-
ing his head.

* Look you,” said Colonel Nikoloff, laying his
hand on the old man's arm; * I will be quite frank
with you. War is expected, and we are makin,
ready for it. If we make a dash into Bulgaria an,
Roumelia, we expect the Christian people to wel-
come us and to kelp us. We shall give them weap-
ons, 80 that they can hold their own against the
Turks, whilst we go sonthward. We want them to
be prepared and ready for us. And that is where
you can help us. It will not be an unprofitable
service. The Russian government pays its secret
agents liberally. Will you go, and see how the
people at Kesanlyk—tlic Bulgarian people—think
and feel? Sound them carefully and cautiously.
Do not commit yourself. Take nobody into your
confidence until you are quite sure of him. If you
go, you will run great risk--are you ready to do
that? If you fall, you are a martyr to the cause of
liberty.”

I will go,” the old man said firmly, after delib-
erating for a moment.

**Consider well the undertaking.”

T have done so.”

:- ¥ou are, then, ready to brave all the dangers?”

¢ Yes."

“ You know, of course, if you should be discov-
ered you could hope for no mercy ?”

+ Hope for mercy from Hassim Bey ! exclaimed
the old man, with a frown and in a manner that
showed he understood the rituation clearly.

“Then you are resolved 7"

“1am !" came the answer, firmly.

* When can you be ready to start,?
colonel,

* asked the

in Odessa, on your way to Turkey.”
*No,” said the old man, With & suspicious side-
way look ; ** I will go to Moscow first.”
**Very well,” said the colonel. ‘* Where will

ou report yourself to me? Wait! My expedition
18 broken up. I can receive no instruction here
for months. I will go to Moscow with you.”

** Be it 80, your excellency,” said Drascovitch.

( To be continued.)
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A PRETTY SPECTACLE.

A vERY tough story, which is vouched for, after
a fashion, is going the rounds and given for what it
is worth. It is related that a gentleman was sit-
ting in his backyard talking to some Iriends, when
his attention was called to a hen with a brood of
young chickens and a large rat that had emerged
from its hole, and was quietly regarding the young
chickens with the prospect of a meal.

As the rat came from its hole, the house cat
awoke from her afternoon nap and caught sight of
the rat. Crouching low, she waited developments,
and stood prepared to spring upon his ratship. At
the appearance of his ancient enemy, the cat, a

otch terrier, which had been suunning itself in
the woodshed, pricked up its ears, and quietly
made for the place where the cat stood. At this
moment & boy came upon the scene. The chickens
were not cognizant of being watched by the rat, nor
did the rat see the cat, nor the feline the dog, which
had not noticed the coming of the boy. A little
chick wandered too nigh and he was scized by the
rat, which in turn was pounced upon by the cat,
and the cat was caught in the mouth by the dog.
The rat would not cease his hold on the chicken,
and the cat, in spite of the shaking she was getting
from the dog, did not let go the rat. It was fun
for the boy, and in high glee he watched the con-
test and the struggle of each of the victims. It
secmed to him that the rat was about to escal
after a time, and getting a stone he hurled it at the
rodent. The aim was not good, and the stone
struck the dog right between the eyes. The terrier
released grip on the cat and fell over dead. It had
breathed its last before the cat in turned let go the
rat, and turned over and died. The rat did not
long survive the enemy, and beside the already
dead chicken he laid himself down and gave up the

host. The owner of the dog was so angry at his
leath that he is said to have come near mal the
story complete by killing the boy that killed the
dog that shook the cat that caught the rat that
bit the chicken in the yard on — street.
——————————
ONLY A CAPE AND 8WORD.

BoXAPARTE never forgot anythiog: least of all
the days of his poverty, and the slights he then re-
ceived. Grace Greenwood sends to the New York
Tribune the following reminiscence of the corporal
and emperor, which is quite characteristic :

When Bonaparte first paid court to Madame de
Beauharnais, neither was rich enough to keep a
carriage, and the young hero, who was deeply in
love, often gave the charming widow his arm, when
she went to visit her man of business, a notary
named Raguideau.

Madame, who had great faith in her legal ad-
viser, who was a friend as well, went to see him

i after her to Bonaparte,
who, a8 usual, accompatied her, but, from motives
of delicacy, did not enter the notary’s cabinet, but
remained in an adjoining room, where scveral
clerks were writing.

The door being imperfectly closed, he here heard
nearly all that was said during the interview, and

iall used by i

Y e-
ter Madame de Beauhurnais from the marriage she
acknowledged herself about to contract.

*Mark my words, madame,” he said earnestly,
“ you are aoout to commit a greut folly, of which
you will bitterly repent. Why, this man you are
about to espouse has nothing in the world buta
c-gi and a sword.”

id Josephine : ‘* Bonaparte never apoke to me
of this, and 1 had not the faintest suspicion that
he had overheard Raguideau's contemptuous words.
Can you, Bourienne, tignre to yourself my astonish-
ment when eight years after, on the day of his cor-
onation, as soon as he was invested with his impe-
rial robes, he said :

*Let them go and seck Raguideau; have him
come instantly. I have something to say to him."

The notary was promptly brought, and stood
much astonished before the emperor, who, with
his peculiar, sardonic_smile, said to him: ““Eb,
bien, monsieur ! have I nothing in the world but a
cape and a sword ? "’

————

EMORY STORRS ON MILLIONAIRES.

ONE day a group of millionaires who were sitting
on the piazza at the United States, began to chaff
the late Emory Storrs in a solemn fashion. He had
just contfessed to them that he was not worth any
money, and that he Lad spent everything he had
made as fast as he had got it. Suddenly he turned
upon one of his would-be tormentors and began :

“You rich fellows seem to think that money-
making is an intellectusl process, and that the
wealth acquired by you proves that you are a very
superior kind of men. You are very much mis-
taken. There is nothing intellectual about acquis-
itiveness. It 1x merely an animal trait. It is less
highlr developed in you, gentlemen, than it is in
the chipmunk. The beaver is very much your su-
perior in this regard. Where are the rich men now
in history? There are two only who live in the
legends of literature—Dives, who survives on ac-
count of his fortunate connection with & pauper,
and Craesus. because his name has been used by
poets merely a8 a synonym. Gentleman, where are
the stockholders who built the Parthenon ¥ Doubt-
less, in their day, they sat around in Athens and
apoke of the fine work that Phidias was doing for
them. But. gentlemen, who are the stockholders
to-day, and where is Pl as ?"

He went on in this quaint way for fally half an
hour, and when he had finished even the million-
aires did not seem to think they Lad the best of it.
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IF 1 WERE YOU.

Wy did he look so gravo? she auked.
hat wight the troublo be.
My little maid,”" he sighing said,
*Buppose that you were me,
And you a welghty secret owued,
Pray toll me what you'd do?"
«1 think I'd tell it somebody”
Baid she, *it I were you "

But still he sighed and looked askance,
Despite her sympathy.
“Oh, tell me, litile mald.” he said
n, *if you were me,
And if you loved a pretty iass,
n what would you do?""
*T think I'd go and tell her so,”
8ald she " if I were you 1"
* My little maid, 'tis you,” he said,
++Alone are dear to me."
AR, then, she turned away her hesd,
And ue’er & word said she,
But what he whispered in her ear,
And what she answered too—
0 1o, I cannot tell you this ;
T'd guees, if I were you |

————

Footprints in the Forest

By EDWARD_ 8. ELLIS,
A e ooy o o ek ond
Nellie,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER XXXI.

A FATAL PAILURE.
the Shawanoe made known onlz a few
of the thoughts which troubled him, when he hur-
ried Jack Carleton and Otto Relstaub forward with
orders to make no tarrying (except to cover their
footprints), until they should reach the distant
hﬂce. where, as I have stated, he hoped to join

them.
But the conviction had come upon him that
afternoon, that the crisis of the long hunt was at
hand, and that success or failure, absolute and en-
tire, was ne It will be admitted that they had
been in situations of apparently much greater dan-
, but there was ‘‘something in the air™ which
retold stirring events.

While he said nothing of the absence of Hay-uta
the Bauk, he was uneasy over it. His own tarrying
was meant to be as much in his interest as in that
of the boys. If it should prove that the Sauk needed
the help of Deerfoot. the latter wished to be free to
give it, and that could not be done 8o long as the
care of the boys was on his hands. When the{
were out of the way, nothing could interfere wit
the marvelous woodcraft of the young Shawanoe.

‘The first point which Deerfoot established, so far
88 it was possible to do 8o, was that the four Paw-
nees, with whom they had come in collision, were
the only ones who had penetrated the neighbor-
hood. The others were near the river, where they
were first seen by our friends. The Shawanoe in-
terpreted the reason of this singular state of affairs
to be that, brave as the Pawnees undoubtedly were,
the majority were unwilling to pursue their ene-
mies further. They had eagerly crosacd the river
to engage in the fight, bat, learning that the Evil
One and two companions were journeying ina leis-
urely lashion toward their distant huntinggrounds,
as though indifferent to'rnrsun, they came to the
conclusion that they had had enough of the busi-
ness, and refused to go farther.

But among the party were four, who either were
braver, or were impelled by a more rancorous
hatred, for, as we have learned, they pressed to-
ward the ridge, overtook the fugitives, and paid the
penalty of their rasiness by losing two of their
number. The other couple fled in wild haste down
the slope, and one of them never paused until he
rejoined his comrades, to whom he told his terri-
ble tale. The fourth stopped when he had runa
short distance, and, after a brief rest, began mak-
ing his way back to the ridge again.

It probably occurred to him that, inasmuch as
their enemies would not believe it possible for any
of the Pawnees to return so soon. that then was
the very opportunity to do effective work, and to
get safely away. Accordingly the daring rogue
made Lis way with great care through the woods to
mo ridge, from which he had just fled in such mor-

fear.

The return of this Pawnee (who was the one held
captive by Deerfoot and Hay-uta the night before)
was executed with such skill, that the Shawanoe
knew nothing of it. He believed none of the hos-
tiles was anywhere near, though he conducted him-
gelf as though ho expected the contrary.

erfoot now devoted himself to finding Hay-uta.

He emitted several signals, such as the two were | tal

accustomed to use, and he was disturbed still more
because they bronght no reply. Knowing the ter-
ritory given his friend, he decided to make search
through it. Possibly some accident had befallen
him and he needed help.

Fortunately Deerfoot had not hunted far, when
he was more successful than he expected tobe. He
caught sight of HnK-un, who was sitting on the
ground wFth his back against a rock, his arms fold-
ed, and his fixed on the western horizon, to-
ward which the sun was sinking. His fine rifle was
leaning against the rock beside him, and his other
weapons were in %I):cee.‘

The position of rfoot was such that he had a
fair view of the face of the Sauk, and it took him
but & moment to understand the meaning of the
action, or, rather, want of action on the part of hig
dusky friend. Many days before Deerfoot had
spoken_ strange words to the Sauk, whom he van-
quished ; they were words that lingered in his
memory, and finally sent him in quest of the youth,
that he might learn more of their wondrous mean-
ing. He had songht and had obtained that knowl-
edge, and its length and breadth and depth were so
Inﬂniw. that at times it mastered the warrior, who
gave himself up to meditation until he lost con-
scionsness of everything else.

Deerfoot was half temipted to smile when le re-
flected that the vigilant Sauk, while engaged on a
delicate duty, had forgotten all about it, even the
personal danger involved. Reflecting on the new
and wondertul revelation, he had sat down where
he believed he was not likely to be disturbed, and

ven himsell wholly up to the divine joy ot the

our.

While he sat thus guns were fired, shouts were
uttered, and signals were sent out that were in-
tended for the ear of the Sauk alone, but he was no
more conscious of any one of them, than if he had
been wrapped in slumber a hundred miles distant.
No statne in bronze could have been more immov-
able than he.

Studying the countenance of the Sauk warrior,
Deerfoot noticed the radiant light which seemed to
glow through every feature, and which told ot the
great peace #hat was brooding in his heart.

gate as to the master within the
sinking mariner, as to the sceptred king; to the
savage in the depths of his own solitudes, as to
those who listen to the silver chimes of magnifi-
cent churches ; thou art free to every man, woman
and child, and to the uttermost islands of the sea.
Beneficent Father! thine ear is ever open, and
thine hand is ever stretched forth to save the per-
ishing everywhere.

Deerfoot stood lower down the slope, where he
instinctively screened himself behind a tree. He
was watching the countenance of his friend, and

as to what his ions were, when he
became aware that another individual was simi-
larly employed.

Still lower down the slope, and about the same
distance from Hay-uta a8 was Deerfoot, 8 Pawnee
warrior who was creeping forward, noiselessly rose
to the upright position. He was bent so low at
first that Deerfoot failed to see him ; but, when he
straightened up behind the trunk ot a tree, the
Shawanoe shrank back a few inches, so as to hide
himselt. Then he watched the Pawnee, who was
less than a hundred feet distant.

The first sight of him showed Deerfoot that he
was the warrior whom he and Hay-uta captured
the night before, and who was given his liberty by
them. ~ More properly it was given to him b f;ny-
uta, who, éon remember, played the part of Poca-
hontas to Captain John Smith. The whole thing

?‘hw ; to the

mal “friend at court,” and to secure an ally
who would give them help in their quest for Otto

Istaub.

The Pawnee, therefore, saw hefore him the party
who, he must have believed, saved his life, when
the captive was in such despair that he sang his
denﬂrsong. and bowed his head to receive the
blow of the upraised tomahawk. Common grati-
tude would have bound the Pawnee to his preserver
for life.

The redman must have been puzzled, when he
observed the abstraction of the warrior, but, with-
out losing any time in studying the question, he
cocked Lis rifie and slowly brought it to his
shoulder, keeping his gaze fixed all the time on
the warrior ap the ridge, whose arms were still
folded, and who was gazing vacantly in the direc-
tion of the setting sun. There counld be no mistake
about it : the Pawnee meant to slay the Sauk.

But, while the treacherous rogue was making his
preparations, Deeifoot, with silent dexterity, fitted
an arrow to the string of his bow. awnee
was within easy range, and, before the latter could
bring his gun to a level, the Shawanoe with his un-
erring left hand drew back the string of his weapon.
The sight of the hostile, seeking the lite of the
Sauk who had befriended him, stirred the heart of
Deerfoot to a depth of wrath which he rarely felt.
He had seen base ingratitude before, but rarely
was he moved as by the sight before him.
Confident of his aim, he meant to drive his arrow
with such force, that, unless stopped by some
hone, it would pass clear through and beyond the
body of the Pawnee, who, unconscious of his own
peril, made his preparations with a deliberation
which showed an almost inconceivable depth of
hatred.

“Dog of the Pawnee ! " muttered the Shawanoe ;
* you shall have no time to chant your death song
again !

The arrow was drawn almost to a head, but in
his anger Deerfoot give it a quick pull, as express-
ive of the fierceness of his resentment. As ke did
80, & sharp, splitting sound was heard, and the
centre of his closed palm felt as it pierced by a
hundred needles.

The bow which had never failed him before had
split in the middle, and the leveled arrow dropped
to the ground, its nerveless point falling between
the moccasins of the astounded Deerfoot, who re-
alized the full effoct of the dreadful accident.

. CHAPTER XXXIIL
‘‘THE PRAYER OF HAY-UTA I8 THE PEAYER OF
FoOT.”

DEERrooT knew the extent of the fatal accident
the instant it took place. There was no meaus at
command for repairing it, but, in the lope of
arousing Hay-uta and disconcerting the aim of the
Pawnee, he bounded from behind the tree, giving
utterance to the most terrific shout of which he
was capable, and ‘dashed toward the traitor. He
aside his useless bow and Leld hia toma-
hawk in his left hand.

He failed in both his intentions, though possibly
he might have succeeded had a few seconds more
been at his service. The frightful cry did arouse
the Sauk, but it hurdl}"plmed the lips of the Shaw-
anoe when the gun of their enemy was fired, and
Hl(-nll, leaping half way to his feet, fell back mor-

y wounded.

he Pawnee saw the raging Shawanoe rushing
toward him like a flaming meteor. Knowing what
it meant he dropped his gun and grasped his toma-
hawk, ready to fight the man who threatened his
life only such a short time before. The weapon
was drawn but half way from his girdle, when,
without checking his speed, Deerfoot sent his
hatchet as though fired fiom the mouth of a can-
non. The Pawnee could not have seen it coming
when his skull was cloven in twain, and, with a
half-suppressed shriek he went to the earth, every
spark of hife driven from his body.

Deerfoot stood for a moment, pnntin%und glaring
like a tiger at the miscreant whom he had brought
low. Then, without speaking or seeking to recover
his tomahawk, he turned and walked toward the
Sauk, knowing it was too late to belp him.

A long time before when the rifie on which the
young warrior relied flashed in the pan, he flung
the weapon into the Ohio, and returncd to his
loved bow and arrow ; but the tailure in the former
case could not be compared with that of the pres-
ent ; the bow had given out in the most disastrous
mananer that can be hnatin .

Deerfoot never shrank from any duty, no matter
how trying to his feelings. He supposed that Hay-
uta was dead, but, when he looked at him, he saw
that he was sitting as before with his back against
the rock, his arms folded, while he was gazing at
the western sky as if lost in pleasant meditation ;
but the deathly pallor visible through the paint of
the warrior, showed he had but a short time to

ive.

Deerfoot hastened his steps, and Hay-uta turned
his eyes with a smile and feebly extended his hand.
:‘he Shawanoe eagerly took it and knelt on one

nee.

“Why does my brother, this brave Hay-uta
smile?” he asked, in a voice as low as that of a
mother.

‘“ Hay-uta was looking at the clouds in the sky
and he saw the face of the Great Spirit that Deer-
foot told him about.”

** Was the (ireat Spirit pleased ?"

* He smiled and showed he loved Hay-uta,—who

sces him again,” added the dying warrior, turning

‘'was a scheme of the Sauk, who hoped thereby to | fs

-,

379

gold in the rays of the declining sun,
and is waiting for me.”

A divine joy suffused the heart of the Shawanoe,
when he not only heard these words, but noted

live.
And, while stirred by such emotions, there were
other matters which Deerfoot could not forget.
True, he had slain the only Pawuee in the imme-
diate neighborhood, but he could not take it for
granted that all danger from that source was gone.
Others might be drawn to the spot, within a brief
period, and he, therefore, cast a searching glance
on his surroundings, to make certain he was not
taken unawares. Had a half dozen hostiles burst
upon the scene, the Nhawanoe would not have
deserted Hay-uta, 80 long as breath remained in
his body.

There was hope for a moment on the part of
Deerfoot that his friend might not be fatally
wounded, but such hope vanished almost as soon
as it came. The wound was in the breast ; it bled
slightly, but the expericnced eye of the Shawanoe
(aside from the appearance of the S8auk) showed
the poor fellow was beyord the power of mol

elp.

*“The heart of Deerfoot is glad,” said the Shaw-
anoe, still resting on one knee, and holding the
hand of Hay-uta, while he looked kindly into his
face. ** Deerfoot had drawn his bow, and would
have driven his arrow through the heart of the
dog of a Pawnee, but the bow broke and the arrow
fell at the feet of Deerfoot.”

This statement seemed to call Hay-uta to his
situation ; he compressed his thin lips, as if forc-
ing back & moan, and his free hand groped at his
side in feeble quest of something. Before Deerfoot
could divine his purpose, he grasped lus handsome
gun, leaning against the rock, and made as if to
ass it to Deerfoot. The latter was obliged to
help him, and resting the stock on the ground, he
leaned the muzzle toward the other, and awaited
his words.

‘Had that been in the hand of Deerfoot, then
Hay-uta Liad not died.”

*I' My brother speaks with a single tongue, as he
always did,” replied the Shawanoe, in & sad voice;
** the bow ia broken.”

““Let my brother use it no more; let him take
the rifie which he now grasps.”
¢+ 1t shall be done as my brother wishes.”

“ The heart of Hay-uta rejoices ; let my brother
taka" the powder-horn and bullet-pouch of Hay-
uta.

With great gentleness, Deerfoot nll[l:lped the
string ot the Sauk's powder-horn over his neck,
unfastened the bullet-pouch and rhced them and
the professed tomahawk about his own person.
Before doing so, he detached his quiver and nn§ it
impatiently from him. The Sauk watched hi
actions, with more interest than would be sapposed,
and his pale face showed that he was pleased with
the change.

4 My brother was given skill with the bow bat
his skill is as great with the gun, and it will not
fail hivz\’ when he points it at the deer or at his

enemy.

**]t is the Great Npirit who guides the arrow and
bullet,” was the characterietic response of the
Shawanoe. * Deerfoot will use the bow no more ;
he will keep the rifle and tomahawk lia brother
Hay-uta gave him. He will think of Hay-uta and
tlleﬁ_nn will be better in the hands than his bow.”

“Then Deerfoot will be greater than any hunter

in the west,” was the remark of bis friend, and that
he was a true prophet will be shown by the inci-
dents in which the Shawanoe was soon called to
take part.
The young warrior had no wish to hear the de-
served compliments at such a time, for he saw
that only a few more words could fall from the lips
of the Bauk. Still holding the hand tenderly in his
own, he asked in a gentler voice.

“ boes my brother see the face of the Great
8pirit now ?”
The eyes that were growing dull, brightened
again, and were fixed on the tinted horizon as
though he saw the countenance of his Heavenly
Father, (And who dare say he did not?), with as
much distinctness as he’ discerned thas of the
Shawanoe kneeling before him.

" im. He stands now with His side to-

ward me; one foot is forward, and He is leaning
over as if He is about to
His hand toward me; He

e a step. He reachen
is only waiting till T
Then, fixing his wander-

place my hand in
anoe, Hay-uta, whose mind

ing gaze on the Sha:
bann to wander, sai

‘The Great Spirit looks toward Deerfoot ; He
waits to hear him speak.”

The Sauk became silent, and Deerfoot prayed for
a few minutes with the touching faith of childhood.
When he was nearly dome, he unconsciously
dropped into his own tongue.

“The prayer of Deerfoot to the Great Spirit in
that He will take the hand of Hay-uta, which
reaches upward to him and lead him into the

hunting_grounds, beyond the clouds and sun and
stars, Tﬁ; prayer ot Hay-uta is the prayer of
Deerfoot.”

Having finished, the Shawanoe ceased and looked
into the face ot the Sauk, awaiting what further re-
quest he might make. The calm, triumplhant ex-
pression which lit up the features, led him to ex-
pect a movement of the lips, but it needed only a
second glance to discover that Hay-uta the Sauk
was dead. -

Deerfoot looked clouelz at him, and then, rising
to his feet, scanned the surrounding solitude.
While Hay-uta had seatea himself where Le gained
an unobstructed view of the sky, he was not at the
top of the ridge, nor was he liable to be discovered
by any enemies at a distance. It was & fatal mis-
chance which brought the treacherous Pawnee that

way.

l-‘yrom where Deerfoot stood, he could see the feet
and Ieﬁings of the fallen Pawnee, who lay flat on
his back as though looking at the sky ; but no liv-
ing person was in sight.

E‘he Shawanoe waited a brief while, debatin,
with himself as to his duty toward his dead friend.
While he was without the means of burying him,
he could place the body in some less conspicuous
position, yet he quickly fixed on a different course.

Before the limbs of the dead warrior were given
time to stiffen, Deerfoot adjusted them as they
were when he first discovered him sunk in medita-
tion. The body was made to sit erect, the back
supported by the rock against which it leaned : the
feet were extended in an eu{ and natural position,
and the arms folded across the massive chest. The

artly-open eyes seemed still to rest on the western

orizon, behind which the sun had sunk. Though
Indian superstition would have caused the body to
face the other way, to greet the rising sun, Deer-
foot had no wish to change the posture ; for Hay-
uta died not as dies the heathen, but as passes

away the Christian.

v
Oh blessed hope! as free to the beggar at the 1 his gaze toward the billowy clouds, tinted with| It would have been hard for any onec venturing
** He smiles | from the woods, and catching sight ot the Lody for

he exp whic] he
of the Sauk, who had but a few more minutes to |

:1“?! first time, to believe the spark of life had
ed.

The Shawanoe contemplated the striking figure,
and felt that he had done the most fitting tEIng.
Looking up at the darkened sky he asked the Great
Spirit to Erotect the body from molestation by wild
man or beast, and then, with a faint sigh, he
turned away, and passing over the ridge, hastcned
toward the rendezvous, where Jack Carleton and
Otto Relstaub had been told to await his coming.

Months alterward, a party of trappers penctrating
further than usual to the westward, came upon the
skeleton of an Indian warrior, seated on the
ground with his arms folded, and resting against &
rock behind him. They lunpoﬂd he had been
killed and then placed in that gonture, but we
know they were not right in their belief.

Having turned his back for the last time on Hay-
uta, the Shawanoe Iushed rapidly toward the ridge
where he expected to rejoin his friends. It was
too dark to follow any trail, and indeed there was
no call to do so. Had nothing interfered, he knew
the neighborhood of the apot where he would find
the boys, and he hastened directly toward it. Even
if he went somewhat astray, it would be no difficalt
matter to open communication with them.

The stream in which Jack and Otto had such
rare sport scarcely checked the progress of the
Shawanoe, but when, a short while after, he canght
the glimpse of a camp-fire on the slope of the ridge,
he was surprised, for it indicated a degree of reck:
lessness that he could not excuse in them. If they
chose to encamp there, they ought to have known
better than to turn it into a beacon light to guide
the hostiles for miles around.

With an expression of displeasure, Deerfoot
hastened his footsteps. and reached amr sooner
than he or his young friends anticipated. It can be
understood that the surprise was great on the part

ot all.
( To be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
He can get any number you may want.

——————
APES FISHING FOR CRABS.

*“TreY have on the coast of Java a peculiar
long-tailed ape, and a sand-crab that grows to ex-
traordinary size and possesses great strength in its
claws,” said a gentleman who lived in Java years
ago. ‘* The apes ure particunlarly fond of the crabs,
which are very shy and wonderfully quick in their
movements.

“ They live in deep holes in the sand, but spend
much of their time outside of their holes, where

s | they run and hop about. TLey range in size from

that of a silver dollar to that of our edible crabs.
Their claws are not large, but have a grip that is
vice-like.

“ The apes make daily raids on the haunts of the
crabs, and occasionally succeed, by creeping
stealthily to within a few feet of a group of them, in
springing upon them and capturing one before they
have scampered to their holes. Usually, however,
the crabs are so wary that while the ape is still in
the air, during his spring toward them, they have
separated and disappeared into the ground. The
ape, finding himselt too slow to make a capture,
then resorts to a bit of strategy to secure a dinner.
His mode of final captare inflicts upon him a pang
of physical suffering which is frequently more than
Le can bear, but his love for the crab as a morsel
of food is 8o strong that he never hesitates to ac-
cept the personal discomfort which its capture in-
volves, and usually bears it with a stoicism which
might inspire admiration if it were not for its com-
ical side.

“When the ape finds that he is foiled in his ef-
fort to capture a crab by upringln'z at a group, he
backs himself up to a hole into which one has dis-
appeared. Sitting down, he thrusts his long tail
into the hole. The crab, to punish such unwonted
intrusion, seizes the end of the tail in his strong
claws themoment it approaches near enough. Any
one who may have been so fortunate as to hide
himself in the bushes, unobserved by the ape
making the raid, will have a hard time to res-
train his laughter when the critical moment of con-
tact between the crab's claw and the ape’s tail is
reached.

There is & look of comical suspense on the ape's
face as he thrusts his tail down into the hole. When
the crab closes on the tail, the expression of sus-
pense departs. The ape gives an involuntary start
and then settles back on his haunches, while he
closes his tecth together with a determined air, and
eventually, springing forward, out comes the tail
from the hole, with the crab dangling to it. In-
-stantly the ape swishes his tail forward and brin,r
the crab to the ground with a force that stuns it
it and causes it to drop its grip. With a stone the
ape smashes the shell of the crab, and is soon pick-
ing out the meat and proceeding with his meal.”

————————
THE FIRST WAS THE LAST.

Ir is more than a quarter of a century since Jay
Gould tasted whiskey, 1f the Albany Eveaing
Journal is right, and the first drink was the last.
In the days when he was a surveyor in a small way,
and was mappiug a county on the practical plan of
getting lodgings and meals of the farmers in ox-
change for marking correct sun dials on their door-
steps, he became tired, one hot dusty afternoon.

He came to a country tavern. In his pocket was
a five-cent piece. It suddenly struck him that, as a
medicine to relieve faintness, he ought to buy a
glass of whiskey with the half dime. “ ] was igno-
rant of bar nsage,” he is quoted as saying, ** and so,
when a glass and a bottle were set before me, i
filled the tumbler chock full. The bartender made
no protest, and I awallowed the big horn. Then
went my way, trundling my wheelbarrow like a
measurer of distances, and occasionally taking the
bearings with a sextant. Never in my hfe had my
work gone on half so blithesomely, and for & while
1 felt as though making a map of the starry heavens
instead of a very dusty portion of thh'mnndnng
aphere. Atter an hour or more of exaltation I grew
sleepy, and took a long nap under a tree in a cld,
T awoke with an awful headache, and found that
the figures entered in my note-book during the
time of extra steam were quite incoherent. I wag
fully convinced that whiskey was a bad surveyer,

and [ have never tried it for any other purpose.™




















