Google

This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://google.com/books?id=igkiAAAAMAAJ










\?mwus e Fielion |
QTVC—U&D’Y‘\CS Q'E) 3

Fe Sucthuntans



THE YOUNG RANCHMEN

OR

e}

PERILS OF PIONEERING IN THE
WILD WEST






RY |




e T

‘TUgh 1" exclaimed the Indian, ‘does the pale-face think he
can awake his long-eared pony ?* PacE 131,



THE YOUNG RANCHMEN

OR

PERILS OF PIONEERING IN
THE WILD WEST

By CHARLES R KENYON
|

ILLUBTRATED BY WALTER &, BETACEY

W. & B. CHAMBERS, Limiter

LONDON AND EDINBURBGH. - - r .o ;"2

1891
L Tl




T THE Moo YO
PUBLIC LIBV:ARY

513714

ASTOR., LENOX AND
TILDEN FaUNRAYIONS

R 19022 L

Edinburgh .
Printed by W. & R. Chambees, Limuied: o

- -+ - AL LT )
LY v . pe
. + ‘o e 2

* » )t

. . « x W,
. »pede . ow
< a0 *
M FEY L M)
et i om o
. s Wt ww »
NI
T
*F_ Yewm .

- m e

aE & e asw



OHAP, PiGR

. L AT HOME IN CANADA, . . . . . . 9
I, THE PALAVER, . . . .« .+ . . 16

“JIL THE OUTPIT,. . . .« . . ., . 41

IV. A BRUSH WITH THE RED-SRINS, . . . . 20

V. BUFFALO HUNTING, . . . as

vl. THE TERESHOLD OF THE ROCKIES, . . . 5l

VIL CARRIED OFF BY BED-SEINS, -

VIII. THE PURSUIT, . . . . . . . 73
IX. RESCUED, . . . . e
X, ROUND THE CAMP-FIRE, .

*
.

X1 CONNIE AND ERNEST, . . . . . .
XII. THE ROCKY MOUNTAING, .

.
.

888 8§=

&

o

M

\,

Y .

XNl CAUGHT NAPPING,. . . . . |

C):g XTIV, UNLOOKED-FOR TERMINATION OF THE MOOSE HUNT, 131
‘: XV. AN EXCITING CBABE, . . . . . . 128

IVL CONDEMNED TO DEATH, . . . . . 13
§ XVIL BURBFENBE AND TRAGEDY, . . . . . 160



OHLAP.
XVIIL

IIX.

CONTENTS.

THE PERILS OF THE WAHBATCH, . .

RON T0 GROUND IN A caFow, .,
A HERO'R DEATH, . . .
A LRTTER AND A DREA¥, . . .

A PLUCKY EXPLOIT, . . .

A TRYING FARTING AND EXCITING HUNT,
A NIGHT ATTACK, . . f .
THE EKD OF THE JOURNEY, .

THE FATE OF THE EMIGRANT TRAIN, .
BOUND TO THE 8TAKE, , . + .
CONCLUBION-—TECONBA FAYE HIE DEPT,

PAGE
147

182
194
208
220
231

261

270




THE YOUNG RANCHMEN.

———

CHAPTER L
AT HOME IN CANADA.

“ AH, Robert, my good fellow, is that you? I was
beginning to think you were lost in those interminable
Torests. We expected you home weeks ago,” exclaimed
Major Weston, turning from the pretty girl with
whom he was conversing in the verandah of a low,
snugly-built Canadian farm-house, to greet a stalwart
man of forty years of age.

‘The sun was setting in a blaze of golden light over
the distant waters of Lake Huron, and its Tays rested
upon the man’s dark hair and shaggy cap of racoon
skin, with the tail of that animal hanging down be-
hind, and lighted up the outline of his oddly-clad
figure. .

“I hope my long absence has not been any incon-
venience to you, sir,” he said gravely, making a
military salute ; “but, owing to the very severe winter
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and consequent late breaking up of the ice, it was
impossible for the lumberers to float their timber-
rafts down the river as early as usual, and if I had
left them and attempted to find my way back to the
sottlements alone, I should most certainly have got
lost. For, much as I have learnt by my stay in the
backwoods, it is still a mystery to me how the
hunters and trappers succeed in finding their way
through such bewildering solitudes.”

“Well, Robert, I am glad you did not attempt
anything so rash as retwning across the country
alone. But come to the house; I am sure you must
be ready for aupper after your long tramp. I daresay
the lumberers would not be able to spare you till they
reached Hamilton or Toronto ?*

“Right you are, sir I got my discharge at the
latter city, and, except for a lift now and then in
some farmer’s waggon, I have walked every mile of
the way here, But where is the missis? Pardon
me, sir, but I begin to fear that something has hap-
pened, for I notice that both you and Miss Constance
are in mourning.”

“ Yes, Robert, your dear mistreas  fell asleep ’ within
a month after you left us last autumn. She drooped
and died like the tender vine-leaf at the first chill
blast of winter.” Major Weston sighed deeply as he
spoke. He was a fine, soldierly-looking man of about
fifty years of age, who, after serving with distinetion
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through the Crimean war, had at its termination retired
from the army on half-pay, Having a delicate wife
and young family, with but small private means, he
then determined to emigrate, as so many of his brother
officers were doing, to Canada, where a small income
would go very much farther than in England,

Accordingly, the Westons had come there the sum-
mer before, accompanied by Robert Lazenby, who had
been with the Major in the capacity of soldier-servant
throughout the war with Russia, and who, on obtaining
his discharge from the army, had gladly re-entered the
service of his old officer, to whom he was much
attached.

However, soon after Major Weston and his family
were comfortably settled in Canada West, or Ontario
a8 it is now called, Robert asked and obtained per-
mission from his master, who really had not sufficient
work to keep him profitably employed during the
winter months, to join a party of lumberers who were
going beyond the settlements to cut timber.

-Being a green band, as they termed it, Robert’s
wages were small; yet the wild, free life in the depths
of the Canadian forests, and the cheerful society of his
rough but good-natured comrades, who were mostly
French Canadians, was just what the ex-soldier en-
joyed, and, being a handy fellow, he soon became quite
expert in the use of the American axe,

Now, in the spring, he had returned to his master,
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with much experience and skill thus acquired as to the
various shifts and expedients of camp life in the back-
woods, all of which was to prove of the greatest service
to himself and the family he served.

“Where are the young gentlemen, Master Frank
and Master Harry, please Miss?” asked Robert, when,
in a very short time indeed, Connie placed a dish of
fried ham and eggs before him. .

“They went off to the river early this morning,
with gun and fishing tackle, and provisions enough
to last until evening. I expect them home at any
minute, as they promised me they would return for
supper.” '

Constance Weston, the Major’s only daughter, was
a tall, graceful girl of eighteen, with large dark blue
eyes and curly golden hair. Her nose was a Grecian
one, and her mouth and chin were prettily shaped.
Moreover, she had a remarkably sunny smile; so
that altogether she made a picture which once seen
was not easily forgotten.

“Connie, Connie, where are you? Come here,
Connie, and see the spoils of the chase,” shouted the
merry voices of two boys from the stable-yard at the
back of the house.

“Oh! I am so glad you have come,” answered their
sister, as she ran to meet them, closely followed by
her father and Robert. “ What a load for poor Daisy
to carry! Is that large animal a deer?”
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“Yes it is,” replied the younger boy; “Frank shot
it with his rifle.” _

“And hers,” said Frank, pointing to a curious
animal, something like a fox with the head of a dog
and a round bushy tail,” is a racoon which Harry shot
while I was fishing; its fur is very valuable., Bus,
hillo! Who is this with a racoon on his head?
Why, Robert; have you come back, old fellow? I'm
very glad to see you” And, seizing the honest
servant’s hand, he gave it a hearty shake.

“Oh! how jolly!” exclaimed Harry, springing
forward and following his brother’s example. “I had
been wishing you were back again to accompany us
- on our hunting expeditions, What fun we shall
have!” :

With many exclamations of pleasure and surprise,
the whole party set to work to unload the old pony.
Major Weston looked much pleased et the success of
the young huntsmen, and remarked that they had
obtained enough game to stock their larder for at
least a fortnight. Besides the deer and racoon, there
were 8 couple of wild turkeys, thres wild geese, two
brace of ducks, half a dozen pigeons and a musk rat
(valuable for its fur), also 2 fine salmon in Frank’s
basket.

“A very successful dey’s sport and no mistake,”
said the Major, with a glance of pride at his fine,
hendsome sons.
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Frank, the elder of the two, was about seventeen,
tall and fair, with light curly hair, blue eyes and
finely-chiselled features, of which the mouth was per-
haps the most remarkable, its thin lips, together with
a strong, square jaw, giving an expression of deter-
mination to the frank, open countenance, His lithe,
graceful figure was not calculated at first sight to give
one the impression of great strength, but appearances,
we know, are often deceptive, and some of the boy’s
schoolfellows had elready experienced, to their great
discomfiture, the truth of this saying in his case.
So beautifully proportioned was the rather spare but
well-knit muscular frame as8 to completely disguise
the boy’s tremendous strength,

Harry, who was two years younger, formed a
striking contrast to his brother and sister, for he
had dark heir and eyes, and a swarthy skin. He
was withal a handsome boy, though his beauty
was of a different type from theirs. Firmly built,
with deep chest and broad shoulders, he gave pro-
mise of great strength should he attain to man’s
estate,

During supper that evening, Robert and the boys
related their several adventures and experiences, and
they carried on an animated disenssion until far into
the night.

At last, however, the Major intimated that it
was high time to retire to rest; and, after conduct-
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ing the usual family devotions, he bade them each
“Good night,” with the remark that he intended to
hold a cabinet council, or, as it is called on the
West Coast of Africa, a “palaver,” the next day
after breakfast.




CHAPTER IL

THE PALAVER.

THE next morning, as soon as all were assembled in
the little parlonr after their early breakfast, Major
Weston considerably startled them by announcing his
intention of quitting Canada and joining a large train
of emigrants, which, he learnt from the papers, was
shortly going from the Missouri to the new Eldorado
—California.

“You see,” said he, “the great drawback to this
colony is the long and severe winter, which, although
in some respects beneficial, as affording opportunities
for social intercourse, mental culture and relaxation
from the severer and more urgent labours of the other
seasons, yet has, on the other haund, in my opinion,
more than counterbalancing disadvantages in the fact
that a great part of the exhausting labour of the
spring, summer and autumn is rendered necessary
solely on account of the protracted rigour of the
Canadisn winter. In other words, six months of the
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year are laboriously spent in providing sustenance for
the farmer’s family, and more especially his live stock,
during the other six: just, as of old, the seven years
of famine ate up the seven years of plenty. In
California, on the éontrary, the settler’s horses, cattle,
and sheei) can pick up their own living out of doors
all through the year, and thus save the vast amount
of labour required, both here and in the Eastern
States of the Union, to provide sufficient hay and
other fodder to carry them through the long winter
months. Consequently, the farmer in such an equable
climate as that of Upper California may be said to
have the whole twelve months in which, not only
to produce enough food for home consumption, but
also a surplus for the market, while he saves the
wear and tear of having to crowd the work of twelve
months into six. Much of that work, in the case
of the Yankee and Canadian farmer, is necessarily
unremunerative, as it merely goes to sustain his live
stock during the dead season.”

“Hear! hear!” exclaimed Frank and Connie.
“ Hurrah for California!” shouted Harry.

“Order! order!” said the Major. “I believe
Robert wishes to make an observation, if you will only
give him an opportunity of being heard.”

Silence having at last been restored, Robert arose
from his seat, looking not a little confused at suddenly
finding he had concentrated the thoughts and eyes

B
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of the whole conference upon himself, and that
each member of it was waitling in silent expectation
for what he was going to say.

Robert was a brave man, and had faced death many
times on the battlefields of the Crimea and in the
trenches before Sebastopol; buf, as he afterwards
declared to Frank and Hamry, he never felt half
go foolish and “scared like” in his life as when
he got up to speak then, amidst such profound
silence. “And to think,” said he, “that I had got
very little to say, and did not know how to say thet
properly; for you see, young gentlemen, I am no
scholard, end there was the Major looking, as you may
say, right through me. I just wished the floor would
open and would let me sink out of sight.”

However, with an effort, Lazenby recovered his
self-possession sufficiently to say, *“Please, sir, I was
only going to ask you if there are good ‘markets
in that country you speak about—~Californy, I think
you call it. I hope you will excuse my taking
the liberty to speak to you as knows so much
better than myself; but it seems to me, from what you
have said, that it is further from England than what
we are now, and the markets here are very poor
to what we had in Warwickshire. Only think of
them selling wheat at three shillings or four shillings
& bushel, when at home as good & sample would have
fetched seven or eight shillings. I dont pretend



THE PALAVER. ' ] 19

to kmow, but it strikes me that the further we
are from England the poorer are the markets; and
what is the use of having a lot of stuff to sell if
there is nowhere to sell it for a fair price ?”

As Robert sat down, with a sigh of relief that be
had overcome the little difficulty of making a speech,
his master replied, “ There's sound commeon sense in
what you say, my man. I have carefully studied the
question of markets for home produce, and if you will
pess me that map beside you, Frank, I will point out
the principal towns already existing in California, and
also show you that, near the part where 1 think of
settling, there are known to be considerable deposits
of gold and silver. Mines, too, are being opened on
every side, 8o that there will no doubt soon spring up
a brisk local demand for wheat, oats, maize, beef, dairy
produce, hay, and other things for the use of the hardy
miners and their teams of horses and mules.

“ Here, you gee, to commence in the north-east, is
Sacramento, a thriving town, situated on the river of
that name ; while nearly due west is San Francisco, the
queen city of the West, with its magnificent harbour
and beautiful bay. Proceeding south, along the coast
we find, besides places of less note, Monterey, San Luis
Obispo, Santa Barbara, Los Angelos, San Bernardino
more inland, and San Diego, &c. So that, yoﬁ see, 1
am not thinking of teking you to an absolute wilder-
ness, by any ineans, but to a country which—if only
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a part of what is said about it be true—possesses in
its fertile plains, pleasant climate, and valuable mineral
deposits, unlimited capabilities of development and
wealth.”

“ Thank you, sir,” said Robert; “I am now quite
satisfied as to the market prospects, and a milder
climate will well repay the long journey.”

“ When do you propose to start for Missouri to join
the emigrant train, father ?” inquired Frank.

“ As soon as I can get off—probably in a week.
What little furniture and other bulky articles we have
must, of course, be sold by auction ; but we can talk
matters over at some other time. I must now be
off on old Daisy to the town, to arrange with the
auctioneer and transact other business. I therefore
declare this meeting at an end.”

“T beg to propose a vote of thanks to you as chair-
man, dear father,” said Connie.

“ And I beg to second it,” exclaimed Harry, jumping
to his feet; “ and I wish we were going to sell off to-
day. What fun it will be travelling over those im-
mense plains and mountains, hunting all kinds of
game, and having occasional brushes with the wild
Indians, both of which are said to abound in those
distant regions.”

»




CHAPTER IIL
THE OUTFIT.

A FEW weeks afterwards the Westons reached St Louis,
the chief city of Missouri and great commercial metro-
polis of the Central Mississippi Valley, where they at
once set busily to work to procure the necessary out-
fit for the formidable journey of two thousand miles
which lay before them. Perbaps no place in the world
affords greater facilities for the purchase of the thou-
sand-and-one articles indispensable to the emigrant,
miner, hunter, trader, or traveller than this important
city, so famous for its extensive trade and various
manufactures,

The first purchase our emigrants had to make was
a roomy but light and well-constructed two-horse
waggon, with the usual white canvas cover—in fact,
the emigrant waggon so familiar to all who have
sojourned any length of time in the Western States
of America—a somewhat confined but by no means
uncomfortable combination of carriage and dwelling-
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house in one. Fastened behind the vehicle was a
wooden trough or manger, out of which the horses
could eat their feed of maize or cats whenever a halt
was called for the purpose.

At the repository of one of the best known horse-
dealers in the city, Major Weston, who was a good
judge of horse-flesh, bought a pair of fine chestout
horses, or rather mares, five years' old, and standing
about fifteen and a half hands high. They were well
bred, active animals, short in the leg, deep in the
chest, with round full barrels, well ribbed lome, high

withers and crests, and well set-oii shapely heads.
They were such horses as delighted the eyes of the
Western farmer, combining as they did the qualities
of speed and endurance, strength and activity. When
they were decked in their new harness and placed
abreast (as usual in America) in the light canvas-
covered waggon, the whole presented such a smart and
serviceable appearance that Robert and the boys could
scarcely rofrain from an enthusiastic shout of admira-
tion and delight,

A maguificent saddle-horse was purchased of the
same dealer. 1t was five years’ old and about fifteen
hands and & half high. This superb and well-bred
animal was coal black, without a speck of white
anywhere about him; while his large, fiery eyes,
dilated nostrils, shapely head, and noble carriage,
unmistakably showed his Arab descent.




THE OUTFIT. 23

As Robert led the beautiful creature out in fromt
of the hotel for the inspection of those who had not
been with Major Weston when he bought him, Conais,
who was naturally most enthusiastic in her expres-
sions of admiration, enquired the horse’s name.

“The Black Prince,” answered her father.

“Oh! T don't like that; it is too long” exclaimed
the girl. “Let us re-name him Saladin|”

“Yea, Saladin! that’s the name,” shouted Harry.

“ Very well,” said Major Weston ; “ Saladin shall it
be. But, now, lead him away, Robert, to the stable,
and then return to us, for we shall need.your services
in helping to choose and carry many other equally
interesting, useful, and necessary things.”

“ Fire-arms, for instance,” said Harry, as Robert led
away the horse.

“And a small tent, with poles and ropes complete,
for you and Frank and mnyself to sleep in,” said Major
Weston. “Connie must have the waggon, and Robert
will have to be content with as comfortable a sleeping-
place as he can arrange for himself beneath it.”

“ Connie can sleep on my tool-chest,” said Frank;
“for, of course, I must have a chest of carpenters
tools, father.”

“0f course,” aaid the Major; “I imagine we shall
find you a very useful man, Frank.” )

“It is well he learnt to be such a skilful joiner,”
said Connie, adding to her brother; “you will feel glad
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now that you devoted soc much time as two hours a
day for two years to the business, and that father paid
for you having lessons from a first-rate workman.
Why did you do it, father 7* Did you anticipate such
a time as this?”

“1 have always thought it well for a youth to learn
some handicraft thoroughly, as well as to go through

the usual routine of school and college education,”

replied Major Weston. “I may have got the idea
in the firat place from some of our Continental neigh-
bours, Tt is said that in the palmy days of Poland
every youth above the labouring class, even to the
highest noble in the land, was obliged to learn a
useful trade or handicraft, so that, in case of a reverse
of fortune (that proverbially fickle dame), no man
need be reduced to helpless want, or forced to live on
the charity of his friends and neighbours. That was
true and manly independence. No wonder Poland
once held such a proud position among the nations.”

“T was always glad you let me be apprenticed for
a time to a clever machinist,” said Harry; “it gives
1me such a sense of power to be able to take the most
intricate machinery to pieces and to put it together
again, after it has been cleaned, without any difficulty.
Besides, one always feels one might invent alterations
or other machines for other purposes, which might be
equally useful.”

“< Knowledge is power.’” What does not the world

pra
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owe to its great inventors?” said Major Weston;
“and when I saw your genius was a more inventive
one than your brother’s, I determined you should have
every advantage.”

“That was a good working-model he made of a
steam-engine,” said Frank, with .generous admiration
of his brother’s talents. .

“Yes; but I like the water-wheel he made at
uncle’s large farm in Warwickshire best,” said Connie,
“for it turned the great churn so beautifully, and was
so very useful.”

“You will find all that you learnt on your uncle’s
farm most useful now,” said Major Weston to his
sons. “How little I thought, when I had to leave
you and your mother so long there during my absence
from England, that it was the very spot and the very
training that would prove most beneficial to you in
your future life!” Then, laying his hand affection-
ately upon Connie’s shoulder, he said in a low voice, as
if he were thinking aloud, “I did not plan it all, for I
could not foresee what was to be. A higher Hand
shapes and moulds our lives, and leads us by a way
that we know not.”

Often afterwards, Connie thought of her father’s
words, when the vicissitudes and dangers of their
wandering life seemed at times to be almost over-
whelming; and the gentle, tenderly-nurtured girl
found inexpressible comfort in doing so.
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But now Harry was saying what a good thing it
was that he and Frank had assisted in all sorts of
farm-work ever since he could remember, and that
under their uncle’s tuition they had become practised
and fearless riders, able to follow the fox-hounds over
difficult country with skill and boldness.

“It was so good of uncle, too, to give us those
active little Welsh ponies when we were quite small
boys,” said Frank; “nothing else than a ‘bullfinch’
would daunt them and cause us to have to make a
detour.” :

“What ia & bullfinch ?” asked Connie; “I used
think it was a bird ?”

The boys laughed merrily as they explained it was
& thick, high bullock-proof hedge. “ Your own riding
ought to have told you that,” said Frank.

“You forgei that, though I often accompanied you
and uncle on your rides, he was always careful not to
take me into such difficult places as your term ‘bull-
finch’ would express,” said the girl.

“And quite right, too,” said her father, “But
here is Robert. Now we will go and make our pur-
chases.”

It would take far too long to describe all the
articles our travellers had to procure. A few, how-
ever, from their importance, must be mentioned.

Firat, there were the fire-arms, which Major Weston
bought at the best gunsmith’s in St Louis. Some of
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them could not at that time have been supplied in
any other country in the world but America.

Two of these were splendid little repeating rifles,
which, when once charged, could be fired thirteen
times without removing the weapon from the shoulder;
or, if desired, they could be loaded and used as
ordinary breechloading rifles, the twelve cartridges in
the magazine situated in the butt of the rifle being
held in reserve for any sudden emergency. These
splendid weapons were perfectly reliable up to a
distance of five hundred yards. Then there was a
couple of first-rate long-range rifles, sighted up to
one thousand yards, and four six-chambered Colt’s
revoivers. The proper belts for carrying these and
the sheathed bowie or hunting knives were procured
at the same place. Thus, each of our adventurers
was provided with a rifle, vevolver, hunting-knife, and
belt, in addition to the useful shot-gums and a light

sporting rifle which they had brought with them from

Canada. Even Connie haed been taught to use the
latter with considerable gkill.

Of course, a good supply of ammunition was laid
in; also the small tent with its pole and ropes, which
Major Weston had mentioned as the future sleeping
apartment of himself and sons, and the tool-chest,
which was to make Connie’s bedstead and to contain
Frank's well-assorted tools, Amongst these latter
were axes of different sizes, from the small hatchet
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to the heavy felling-axe; also all the other numerous
articles with which & well-fitted tool-chest is generally
supplied.

Major Weston also purchased an oil cooking-stove,
with the necessary utensils—kettle, steamer, frying-
pan, and a good-gized sheet-iron oven to place on the
top of the stove for baking purposes; for a good part
of the emigrant’s contemplated journey lay through
80 desolate and dreary a region that even wood enough
for fuel could not always be procured.

In the capacious waggon were also stowed away
many necessaries, such as bags of flour, oatmeal and
rice, tin boxes, cups and plates, knives and forks, and
a few buffalo robes and blankets; and, lastly, two or
three waterproof sheets to throw over the ground
beneath the blankets at night to prevent the damp
from striking through.




CHAPTER 1V,

A BRUSH WITH THE RED-SKINS.

Ar length all was ready, and the long trein of emi.
grants, with their canvas-topped waggons and drivers,
horses, mules, cattle, &c., set out on what seemed an
almost interminable journey. They could only pro-
ceed at & slow pace, on account of the cattle and other
live stock, which some of the emigrants took with
them to form the nucleus of future herds and droves
in the fertile vales of California, the native cattle of
which State were known to be of & very inferior and
diminutive breed.

The party was altogether too strong to be attacked
openly by the roving bands of Indians during the
weary journey across Missouri, Kansas, and Colorado,
although the latter sometimes harassed their march
in hope of picking up stragglers, or carrying off horsea
or cattle. But Major Weston, who had by general
consent been made commandant of the party, kept
8o strict a watch over the train while in the Indian
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country, throwing out mounted scouts in front and on
each flank by day, and setting sentries at regular
distances and keeping mounted patrols constantly
encircling the encampment by night, that the only
surprise which was attempted was easily beaten off.
This adventure might have ended most tregically for
some of the party if it had not been for the cool
courage and adroit action of Frank Weston. It
oceutred about & week after crossing the upper reaches
of the Republican Fork of the Kansas River, in what
subsequently became a part of Colorado territory.

The train had halted for the mid-day rest and
meal, when the ever-watehful commandant, who was
surveying the prairie through his glass, fancied he
saw something unusual in the movements of what
appeared to be a drove of wild horses or mustangs a
long way off across the plain. Calling Frank, who
was scouting on that side, to him, he told him to ride
cautiously in their direction until he got near enough
to ascertain clearly whether they were only mustangs
or & party of mounted savages trying to approach
unobserved. At the same time another scout was
despatched to warn some of the women and children,
who were herding their cattle and horses along a
small stream of water in that direction—its verdant
banks offering a tempting bite to the hungry animals—-
to head them back towards the camp, for fear of an
Indian stampede.
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Scarcely had the order been complied with, and the
"stock turned in the direction of the waggons, when
Frank was obgerved galloping back, hotly pursued by
a score or two of yelling savages. The latter were
mounted on their nimble ponies, which they urged to
their utmost apeed. At once there was a scene of the
wildest confusion, the women and children running
madly towards the camp, with heartrending screams
and cries for help; while the men hastily seized their
guns and rifles, and hurried to the rescue. They
would, however, have arrived too late to save half a
dozen of the poor creatures, who, having crossed the
little stream before mentioned, had failed to get their
cattle over it again when the alarm was first given,
Thesa terror-stricken individuals would soon have been
overtaken and scalped, or carried off by the blood-
thirsty Arapahoes, had not Frank, perceiving their
danger, suddenly wheeled his horse round, and, at the
risk of his life, made a bold diversion in their favour
by charging straight at the foremost Indian, who
geemed to be their chief. Unslinging his repeating
rifle at the same mowent, Frank quietly took aim and
fired ; but, foiled by the motion of the horse and the
speed at which both he and his antagenist were riding,
the aim proved untrue, so that, instead of striking the
chief, the ball entered the pony’s shoulder, and both
rolled over on the plain,

For a moment the savages were so thunderstruck
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by this sudden manceuvre that they almost uncon-
sciously drew rein. Before they could recover their
self-possession, Frank stopped his horse and, raising .
his rifle, fired two shots, wounding a couple of the
Indians, who fell from their horses. This seemed to
break the spell, and, shouting out their fearful war-
whoop, and again led by their chief, who had mean-
while succeeded in disengaging himself from his fallen
steed and leaping upon one of those from which the
wounded red-skins had dropped, they all galloped head-
long towards Frank, brandishing on high their glittering
tomahawks, ready for hurling at him as soon as they
got within striking distance. On came the dusky
warriors like a whirlwind, the ground shaking beneath
the heavy tread of their foaming mustangs. A few
brief moments, and their ruthless hatchets would have
crashed through the brain of the intrepid young pale-
face. But the boy had not waited for them; he had
already turned and fled. The gallant Saladin, knowing
well what was expected of him, was now coursing over
the plain at such a pace, that, in spite of their efforts,
the Indians soon found themselves completely distanced.
Changing their course, therefore, they once more guided
their ponies in pursuit of the screaming women and
children. These unfortunate creatures had made such
good use of the time gained by young Weston’s devoted
efforts to shield them and draw the enemy’s attention
on himself, that they were now within a couple of
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hundred yards of the party of men hastily collected
and headed by Major Weston, whq were hurrying to
their assistance.

Bravely and fiercely as the North American Indians
will fight when the advantage seems to be on their
side, and the victory practically assured, they will, on
a sudden change in the situation of affairs or a dis.
covery that they had miscaleulated the strength of
their enemy, at once retreat with the utmost pre-
cipitancy,

Perceiving the approach of a well-armed body of
men, the Arapshoes would doubtless, under ordinary
circumstances, have turned and disappeared until, per-
chance, a better opportunity for murder or plunder
presented itself. But, maddened by the loss they had
sustained, and panting for revenge, they seemed deter-
mined that their prey shonld not escape them when
almost within their grasp. In vain did Frank's rifle
ring out, as, galloping parallel with them, he fired shot
after shot into their ranks. Two or three more ponies
and their tawny riders came down with a crash; but
the wild career of the others was not stopped for an
instant,

On swept the yelling mob, Fifty yards more, and
their nervous fingers would have clutched the hair of
their frantic vietims; but, hark! what is that ?

“Halt! steady, my men; make ready! present!
fire I ¥ shouted out the Major’s clear voice,

c
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_Observing the imminent danger of the fugitives,
and having got his men within a hundred yards or so
of the Indians, he knew no time must be lost if the
lives of the former were to be saved.

As the scattered volley rang out, several of the
foremost warriors bit the dust; and to complete the
discomfiture of the rest, both Frank, who had come
up, and Major Weston discharged their revolvers into
the wavering mass, This had the desired effect, for
the whole band wheeled suddenly round and fled as
fast as it had come. From beginning to end the
whole affair only occupied a few minutes, and but for
the unlucky red-skins who lay dead or wounded on the
ground, it would have seemed almost to the startled
emigrants more like a frightful dream than a real
incident of life.

The scene which followed was most touching: wives
and children, rescued from the very jaws of death, were
fondly clasped in the arms of husbands and parents,
with cries and tears of gratitude and joy; while, now
and then, a half-suppressed sob broke from first one
and then another of the sympathetic crowd of by-
standers, the most callous of whom were seen to brush
away a tear.

As for Frank, the hero of the hour, he was quite
overwhelmed with thanks and praises; and, conscious
that he was getting very hot and red in the face, he
was looking about for some loop-hole of escape from
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his embarrassing position, when fortunately he espied
one of the riderless Indian ponies careering about the
plain. Blurting out something to the effect that he
was glad if he had been of any service, he gave his
horse the rein and dashed away in pursuit of the
excited animal, which, finding itself followed, tossed
up ite head, and, giving one or two terrified enorts,
was soon scampering over the prairie at its uttermost
speed.

The mustang, a dark chestnut pesrly fifteen bands

high, with long flowing mane and tail, proved to be
one of the finest specimens of the breed. ¥rank soon
became aware that, unencumbered a3 it was with any
burden, it would put even Saladin’s speed and endur-
ance to the test before its capture would be effected.
. Again and again, &3 the noble thoroughbred brought
his rider almost within reach of the trailing bridle, the
active little chestnut shot aside, and, doubling like a
hare, he was a quarter of a mile off in another
direction before Frank could get his larger horse
round and continue the chase. At last, however, he
managed to seize the embroidered reins before the
mustang could repeat the menceuvre, and retwrned
with the now submissive animal to the camp.

Meanwhile, Major Weston had given orders for the
bodies of the dead Arapahoes to be buried and the
wounds of the living to be attended to, after which
such of the latter as were not much injured were at
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once dismissed, and the remainder as soon as they
were able to walk.

This merciful treatment seemed quite incomprehen-
sible to the poor creatures, and it was with difficulsy
they were made to understand that they were free to
depart wheresoever they wished to go. They had
evidently expected to be put to death, if not tortured
into the bargain.

“ Bravo ! Master Frank,” shouted Lazenby, as soon as
the youth approached, leading the captured mustang—
“that will make a good horse for Master Harry to
ride; he is always wishing there was another saddle-
horse for him, so that he could ride about as much as
he likes. And, between ourselves, sir, I believe that
would be for sixteen hours out of the twenty-four if
he could only obtain a mount.” And the good-
natured servant indulged in a hearty laugh at his own
Jjocosity.

“Where is my brother ?” replied Frank, smiling,

“With Miss Connie in the waggon, I believe, sir.”

“Then, lead this horse gently there, while I ride
over yonder to report my capture to the commandant;
thea I shall follow you home.”

‘When Frank reached their waggon a quarter of an
hour later, he found both Harry and Connie still
admiring the proud little chestnut. The former had
mounted and was riding the mustang about to show
off its paces to the delighted girl
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“Well, how do you like your new horse ?” asked
-Frank.

“QOh! he’s perfection itself. But, say, am I really
to have him for my own? What says my father ?”
eagerly questioned the excited lad.

“I have just been asking him, and he says that, as
1 captured the animal, he belongs to me to doas I
like with; and therefore I make him over to you,
trappings and all”

“Hurrah!” exclaimed Harry, making his new
charger plunge and rear by tossing his cap high into
the air in the exuberance of his spirits. “You are
a brick and no mistake ;" and then, bursting into song,
he continued, in the inspiriting words of the well-
known musical toast—

“For he's a jolly good fellow !
For he’s a jolly good fellow |

For he’s a jolly good fellow )
Which nobody can deny,” &c.

Robert and Conie laughingly joined in the chorus




CHAPTER V.
BUFFALO HUNTING,

ABOUT a week after their memorable encounter with
the roving band of Arapahoes, the emigrants reached
the south branch of the Nebraska, or Platte River,
. which they crossed by a rather difficult ford. The
stream is here more than half a mile wide, but, owing
to the dry summer weather, its waters were fortunately
low—in some parts not more than a foot or two in
depth, and nowhere at this spot more than three or
four feet deep; otherwise, its treacherous quicksands
and irregilar bed would have made it a dangerous as
well as troublesome object in their path.

The greater part of a day was spent in effecting
the passage of this perplexing river, but at length all
were safely landed on its northern bank. Two or
three pleasant marches over high, rolling prairies,
abounding in traces of buffalo and other large game,
brought them to the North Fork.

The country now became broken and uneven.
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Steep lofty banks often bordered the river, and obliged
the caravan to strike off into the more open prairies.
For some days past they had frequently noticed a
curiously-shaped conical hill, the summit of which
ran up quite narrowly to a great height, resembling a
lofty pillar. Some of the travellers who had been
on trapping or hunting expeditions to the Rocky
Mountains on other occasions, and who now acted as
guides to the expedition, said this curious phenomenon
was known by the name of “The Chimney.” - It is
quite a landmark, and can be seen thirty or forty miles
away in clear weather.

As the emigrants approached the base of this
towering column, Major Weston held a consultation
with the heads of the company, and it was decided to
form their camp there for a few days, in order to try
and replenish their scanty stock of fresh meat by
organising a buffelo hunt on & somewhat extensive
scale. The same evening Major Weston ascended to
the base of the “Chimney,” in company with his
younger son and two or three experienced hunters, or,
more strictly speaking, emigrb.nt. farmers, who had
once been on hunting excursions into the neighbour-
hood in the service of one or other of the rival fur
companies.

This was in their younger days, when the competi-
tion between -the American Fur Company and the
Rocky Mountain Fur Company for active young
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frontier’s-men, to assist in conveying supplies to the
different trading centres or points of rendezvous
amongst the mountain ranges and remote valleys of
the backbone of America, raised the scale of remunera-
tion to a tempting sum. After retwrning from one
such enterprise, some would again settle down quietly
to the comparative monotony of the ordinary farmer’s
or backwoodsman’s life; but many became so enamoured
of the wild, free life of the hardy trappers as to join
their ranks permanently.

There must be something really very fascinating
and enjoyable to some natures in the rough un-
trammelled existence of these intrepid mountaineers,
The very dangers and hardships to which they are
constantly exposed, and to which they not unfrequently
succumb, seem only to increase their thirst for more
adventures, and to animate them to deeds of greater
daring. Enchanting the life must be, indeed, to induce
men to forego all the comforts of civilisation for the
discomforts and adversities of a half-savage and perilous
career,

The small reconnoitring party having gained the
summit of the mound at the foot of the chimney-like
shaft by dint of hard climbing, sat or reclined upon
the jutting rocks which formed, as it were, the founda-
tion of the colamn. Exhausted and well-nigh breathless
as they were from the precipitous nature of the
ascent, a simultaneous exclamation of astonishment
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and pleasure burst from their lips as their delighted
eyes beheld the magnificent panorama gpread out
beneath and around them. Far away to the north, in
the midst of the vast plain, rose the dark and pon-

derous group of mountains called the Black Hills.
These looked like some massive and detached outwork.

of the grand stupendous barrier formed by the Rocky
Mountains fo the westward.

Though the lofty peaks of the former reached to
the height of 6700 feet above sea level, they were
quite dwarfed by the exalted snow-clad summits of
their tall neighbours—Fremont’s Peak, on the opposite
gide of the wide tract of prairie, mounting skywards
to an altitude of 13,570 feet.

South and ecast of their elevated stand-point ex-
tended level or rolling prairies as far as the eye could
reach, intersected by numerous rivers and creeks, and,
most important of all to our hungry travellers, dotted
here and there with herds of buffalo, some roaming
over the short dry pgrass of the plain, while others
were feeding or lying down in the vast natural
pastures around. .

Westward the ground was more broken and ele-
vated, rising gradually to the Cheyenne Pass and the
Park Mountains; while beneath them flowed the broad
waters of the Platte River, widening out into an
imposing stream below its junction with the South
Fork, and threading its way eastward like a huge
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snake gliding silently over the grass-covered plaina
Having become satistied of the proximity of large
herds of buffalo, and lingered a few minutes to admire
the lovely rose-coloured tints thrown sacross the snow-
tipped peaks of the Rocky Mountains by the setting
sun, Major Weston and his companions quickly
descended to the camping ground.

The next day was spent in preparations for the
hunt and in resting the horses, so that they might be
in good working order on the following day. Fire-
arms of all descriptions were cleaned, and hunting-
knives sharpened. Large flat stones and smooth
boulders from the river-bed were brought to be ready,
in lieu of mortars, for pounding the meat when meking
pemmican. This article may be called the trapper’s
staff of life; on it he often subsists for months, with
scarcely any additional food. It is prepared by first
cutting the meat into thin slices and drying it, after
which it is bruised in a mortar, or between smooth
stones, until thoroughly disintegrated; the fat is then
melted and poured over if, and the mess tightly com-
pressed into small bags made out of the buffaloes’
skins, Thus preserved, pemmican can be kept for
several months without spoiling, and it is said that half
a pound of it is equivalent to two pounds of ordinary
meat. As may be imagined, Frank and Harry were in
a lively state of excitement at the prospect of taldng
part in a buffalo hunt, and when at lsst the eventful
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day arrived, both were quickly equipped and stationed
in the place assigned to them at one end of the Line of
horsemen. Robert Lazenby rode one of the chestnut
harness mares, in attendance on his young masters.
Altogether there were twenty well-mounted hunters,
under the command of two experienced borderers and
former trappers, named Sanson and Indian Bill

Major Weston remained in camp with the rest of
the men, as a precaution against Indians, they being
now in the neighbourhood of the warlike Sioux.

The scouts who had been sent off to discover the
exact whereabouts of the buffaloes having returned,
the whole party proceeded cautiously in the direction
indicated. As soon as they.reached the summit of a
low bank of hillocks they perceived a fine herd of
the huge animals roving slowly across the valley
below.

From the way in which they stopped every now
and then to turn their heads in the direction of the
hunters, and to sniff the air, it was evident that their
suspicions were already aroused. This, however, was
rather owing to the keen sense of smell possessed by
these unwieldy creatures than to any lack of precaution
on the part of the hunters, The latter had been
careful to approach from the leeward side, so that
what wind there was blew from the buffaloes towards
themselves, and only a few of the men had peered
warily over the bauk, after first dismounting from their
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steeds and advancing on hands and knees. The leader,
having thus reconnoitred the game, briefly cautioned
the younger members of his troop to be careful not to
shoot one another in the excitement of the chase, and
then, giving the word to charge, the whole party set
spurs to their horses, and clearing the ridge, galloped
down the opposite slope at the top of their speed.

The whole herd at once took to their heels and
scampered off in headlong flight.

“What glorious sport ! ” shouted the excited Harry,
as his active mustang bounded gaily along.

“Wait a bit,” said his brother, “ until we get into
the thick of them; only mind you do not come to
grief. A wounded buffalo is a most dangerous
animal.” :

“Never fear,” replied the boy; “Chieftain seems
to understand the business well! I’'ve no doubt
he has taken part in many a buffalo hunt before
to-day.”

“ Hark, that was a rifle-shot !” said Robert; “some-
one is already at work.”

“ Well, here we are just on their heels. Poor brutes,
how they are straining every nerve to escape!” cried
Frank,

“ Each single out a beast,” said Robert, “and get
close alongside before firing.”

“ All right,” exclaimed the boys, as they guided their
horses to the side of a couple of the fattest and
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youngest-looking cows, while Robert himself singled
out a huge bull.

All was now the greatest confusion and uproar, the
reports of rifles and pistols, the shouts of the hunters,
and the bellowing of wounded and infuriated buffaloes,
together with the heavy tramp of many hundreds of
hoofs, creating a deafening tumult; while every now
and then a dull heavy thud announced the sudden
downfall of one of the huge creatures.

Both the young Westons soon succeeded in slaying
their first victim, and having dropped a handkerchief
or cap to identify their booty, continued in pursuit of
fresh spoils.

Flughed with success, Harry next essayed to bring
down a magnificent bull. Frank shouted to him not
to be rash, but only received & wave of the hand in
reply ; and the next minute both the buffalo bull and
Harry disappeared over the brow of some rising ground
in front. Frank’s first impulse was to dash after them,
in order to keep his brother in sight and render any
assistance that might be necessary, but at that moment
& loud shout from Robert arrested his attention.

“ Look out, Master Frank !” roared the man, in tones
of the greatest alarm and excitement. And not with-
out reason, for, on glancing hastily back, Frank per-
ceived, to hizs horror, a huge bull charging straight
towards him, The white foam was dripping from its
mouth and down its flanks, where it mingled with the
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blood gushing from numerous bullet-wounds in its
neck and shoulder, while its dilated nostrils and fierce
glaring eyes showed it to be mad with pain and
fury.

Frank had slackened his pace to a canter, unde-
cided whether to follow Harry or not ; but, aroused to
his own imminent danger by the sight which met his
eyes on looking round, he set spurs to his horse and
urged him quickly aside. The buffalo was within a
few feet of him as Saladin leapt forward—a moment’s
hesitation, and both horse and rider would have been
hurled to the ground by the furious onset.

“ Thank Heaven, he is safe !” ejaculated poor Robert,
who was almost beside himself at the thought of his
young master’s peril, especially as he was the primary
cause of it, owing to his having failed to bring down
his prey, although he had fired no less than ten or
twelve shots at the beast.

In Keating’s Narrative a curious instance of the
difficulty of killing a buffalo is mentioned, and is as
follows:—“ Mr Peale fired fourteen balls into the
chest of a buffalo before he killed him, and Mr Scott,
with a view to ascertain whether a ball fired at the
head would break the frontal bone, discharged his rifle
at a dead bull within ten paces; the ball did not
penetrate, but merely entangled itself in the hair,
where it was found. It had struck the forehead and
left a mark before it rebounded.”
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Frank immediately joined the servant in pursuit of
the wounded animal, but just as they came up with it,
and were on the point of firing, it sank down exhausted
on the ground. The next moment it rolled over on
the ground and expired.

In the meantime Harry had overtaken the bull he
was in pursuit of, and brought him to the ground by
a well-directed shot behind his ear. After which,
reining in his horse, he approached the bull in front,
with the intention of giving him the coup de grdce by
a shot between the eyes, supposing that would at once
enter the animal’s brain and put a speedy end to his
sufferings. His sagacious chestnut, however, was better
acquainted with the dangerous nature of the wounded
buffalo, and refused to approach him ; thereupon Harry
foolishly dismounted, and quickly hobbling his horse
to prevent its escape, advanced towards his huge querry
on foot. He was in the act of raising his rifle to take
aim when the bull suddenly sprang to his feet, and,
loudly bellowing, rushed straight at the astonished
boy. .

This was more than he had bargained for, and whai
wonder if he dropped his weapon, and, paralysed with
fear, stood rooted to the ground!

When the tables have been so suddenly and ter-
ribly turned upon him, many a full-grown man—
yea, many a brave man—has been for a moment
unnerved. It cannot, therefore, be a matter of sur-
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prise that an inexperienced lad of fifteen years, or
rather less, should lose his head at such an awfual
moment.

The enraged beast was within a few feet of him,
and the next instant poor Harry might have been
Jmocked down and gored to death had not a loud
shout of “ Jump aside!” ecaught his ears. Instantly
recovering his presence of mind at the familiar sound
of his brother’s wvoice, he sprang lightly aside, just
a3 the hot breath of the shaggy monster smote his
face,

It was & very narrow escape indeed, and for a
moment or two Harry stood dazed and motionless;
but this was only momentary, and quickly gave place
to an ardent desire to retrieve his character as a fear-
less hunter in the eyes of his brother and Robert, who
had now almost come up to him. Springing to where
his rifle lay, he snatched it up, and quickly took aim
at the bull, which, having checked its pace, was in the
act of turning round to remew the charge. He fired
and hit the beast in the side, but it only shook itself,
and, more savage than ever, rushed madly at its enemy.
Harry was now perfectly calm and collected, and call-
ing to his friends not to interfere, manfully stood his
al &g, firing shot after shot from his repeating-rifie
penetrac  bresst of the advancing buffalo, but with
where it v.50 little effect that both Frank and Robert
left & mark 1 point of discharging their ritles at the
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beast. They had dismounted from their horses, and
knelt down upon -the ground, in order to insure a
steady and accurate aim if they found it necessary to
fire. 'With rifles levelled and fingers on the triggers,
they followed the bull’s course, and perceiving it
within belf o dozen yards of the determined boy,
Frank was about to cry “ Fire!” but at that very
instant the huge creature dropped down dead almost
at Harry's feet. With a shout of triumph the latter
jumped upon the carcass of his late formidable anta-
gonist, and, intoxicated with victory, executed a sort
of Highland jig on its shaggy body.

Frank and Robert heartily congratulated the hero
on his success, and then, tinding that the herd were
now scattered in every direction, they remounnted their
horses and returned te the camp.

Meanwhile the rest of the hunters, weary with
slaughtering, were slowly straggling back for fresh
horses to harness to the rough sledges which had
been constructed the previous day ready for hauling
in the buffalo meat. The latter was in great abund-
ance, and the horsemen having purposely attacked
the buffaloes in such a way as to drive them during
the hunt in the direction of the camp, the sleighs hed
not far to go for the meat, All was now bustle and
excitement ; while some skinned and eut up the car-
casses, others drove the laden sleighs back to the older

men, and the women and children, whose duty it was
D
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to cut the flesh into thin strips and dry it on stages
erected over large fires. Some of the meat received
no further preparation, but the greater portion was
afterwards made into pemmican, as before described.
Eventually Harry presented his sister Connie with the
beautiful skin, or robe, as it is called, of the fine Lull
he had killed.




CHAPTER VI

“ THE THRESROLD OF THE ROCEIES.”

“ WHAT grand cliffs!” cried Connie, a few days after-
- wards, with en exclamation of delight.

“Yes,” said Harry, who was riding near her just
then; “are they not exactly like fortifications, old
castles, and lofty turrets ?”

“Exactly. I wonder what they call them; such
bold, high cliffs must surely heve a name.”

“] should think so, indeed. I will ride on to the
front and make inquiries,” said Harry, as he gave
Chieftain his head and cantered forward to where his
father was conversing with Sanson end Indian Bill,

Left to herself, the girl sat quite still on her
favourite seat in the front of the waggon. As she
gazed on the wild and picturesque scene before her,
she wondered how such curious freaks of nature could
have been brought about, and whether there were any-
where in the annals of mankind a record of these
crage. She was not destined to be disappointed.
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When Harry returned he was accompanied by hig
father, who had come to tell his daughter all that he
knew or had been able to learn about them from the
trappers. :

Major Weston drew his horse close alongside the
waggon as he said, “ Harry tells me you wish to know
the name of these extraordinary cliffs,”

“I do, indeed,” replied Connie. “I feel sure they
have a history, and I should not be surprised to hear
that you have read about them in one or other of
your American books of travel.”

“You are right, my dear, for Sanson tells me they
are called ‘ Scott's Bluffs,” and, curiously enough, I was
reading about them only the other day.”

“ Oh, how fortunate —in Willis’s Anecdotes 1"

“No, they do not relate to the country so far west
as this. It was in Washington Irving's Addvenfures
of Captain Bonneville The story is, moreover, a
very sad one.”

*Oh, dear! but you will tell it to me?”

“(Certainly. And yon must remember, dear child,
that sadness and joy alternate in this life like rain-
clonds and sunshine, and the one is no less beneficial
than the other, in its right time and place.”

Connie remained silent ; and after a brief pause, in
which her father’s thoughts were evidently carried
back to some fond remembrance of the past, the story
was begun,
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“It seems,” said Maujor Weston, “ that many years
ago a party of hunters were descending the upper part
of the River Platte in canoes, when their frail vessels
were suddenly swamped. Their ammunition was all
spoilt, and they were consequently unable to kill game
for food. 1In these straits they contrived to live on
such edible roots and wild fruits as they could find
until they arrived at Laramie’s Fork, a small affluent
of the north branch of the Nebraska, about sixty
miles above these cliffs. Here one of the unfortunate
men was taken seriously ill and was unable to pro-
ceed any further. His companions, therefore, came
to a halt, intending to remain where they were until
he had recovered. 'When out searching for roots,
however, they came across the fresh trail of another
party of white men, and the temptation to abandon
their helpless companion, and by a forced march seck
to overtake this party, proved too great for them to
resist.”

“Surely they did not leave him alone to die!”
cried Connie, with emotion. “They could not be
5o heartless as to desert a comrade in his hour of
need.”

“If they did, they were cowards and scoundrels,”
exclaimed Harry, very emphatically.

“Doubtless they thought if they remained with him
they might all lose their lives,” said the Major; “but
what will you think of them when I tell you that,
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when they had succeeded in overtaking the party of
white men, they actually concealed their faithless
desertion of Scott, and said that he had died of
disease

“Oh! father; what wretches! Surely they would
afterwards suffer agonies of remorse when they re-
membered what they had done.”

“T only hope they did,” cried Harry, “ and that the
poor fellow’s ghost haunted them all the rest of their
lives, the brutes!”

“ Gently, Harry; remember that the only perfect
Man has said, ‘Judge not, that ye be not judged’
However,” continued the Major, after a short pause,
“these misguided men must have felt some remorse
when, on returning the following summer in company
with others, they chanced suddenly upon the bleached
bones of a hwnan skeleton, which, by certain unmis-
takable signs, they recognised as Scott’s. This was
fully sixty miles from the place where they had
deserted him, and they knew that the unhappy man
must bave dragged himself that immense distance
before death put an end to his sufferings.”

“How very sad!” said Connie, her blue ¢yes dim
with tears; “and he had not even the poor consolation
of knowing that henceforth these cliffs would bear his
name and form his imperishable monument. With
what despair he must have looked np at their massive
proportions and towering erests ! ”
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“let us hope that he looked still higher to the
help that never fails,” said her father.

Each absorbed in their own thoughts, the travellers
Jjourneyed for some distance in silence. This was at last
broken by an exclamation from Harry, who, pointing in
the direction of the river, unstung his rifle, and giving
the rein to his horse, started away at a brisk trot.

“What's in the wind now, I wonder?” cbserved
the Major, as he watched his son disappear round a
clump of alders in some low-lying ground to the right,

“Why, see!” exclaimed Robert; “there they go.”

And as the man spoke a small herd of deer
emerged, with leaps and bounds, from the opposite
side of the covert. At the same moment came the
report of a rifle, and one of the graceful creatures
sprang high into the air and then fell motionless upon
the ground. '

“Bravo!”

“Well done!”

Such were the exclamations of Major Weston and
his servant Robert, as they witnessed the skill of the
young sportsman. “A capital shot, upon my word,”
continued the former, while a proud look shone for
a moment in his keen grey eyes. “Depend upon it,
that lad’s a born hunter.”

The deer proved to be one of the black-tailed

“species, a very fine variety, which abounds in that
particular oeighbourhood. Subsequently both Frank
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and Harry sbot a considerable number of them, and
their flesh proved a most welcome addition f{o the
daily bill of fare.

Huving now entered upon the peculiar territory
of the restless and predatory Sioux, however, the
emigrants were obliged to proceed with caution,
particularly as the nature of the ground was so very
favourable for the purposes of the Indians’ favourite
mode of warfare, an ambuscade.

The scouts were doubled, and made to beat up the
country both in advance and on either side of the
train, exploring every nook and hollow, clump and
ravine, which could harbour a lurking band of red-
skins, But, with the exception of oue or two false
alarms, all went well until one of the outermost spurs
of the Rocky Mountains was reached.

The travellers had encamped on a grassy strip of
land bordering the Laramie Fork, a branch of the
Platte River. It was somewhat early in the evening
to form their camp, but the pasturage being unusually
good at this spot, it was decided to halt, so that the
horses and other animals might have the benefit of a
good feed before entering on the hardships which they
would necessarily have to encounter in crossing the
rough and elevated region of the Medicine Bow
Mountains and Bridger's Pass. As the next day
happened to be Sunday, the poor creatures would be
able to make the most of the luscious pasture.
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A lovely evening succeeded the somewhat hot and

~ sultry day, and as soon as the usual light repast was
~ finished, Frank and Harry asked their father's per-

mission to get out for a couple of hours’ shooting
among the neighbouring rocks. They had observed
several mountain sheep, or bighoms, as they are
called, nimbly springing from rock to rock, or crop-
ping the tufts of scanty herbage which grew here and
there amongst the stones and jutting crags of their
lofty and almost inaccessible feeding-grounds.

“And may not I accompany them, dear father?”
pleaded Connie. “It is so long since I had a good
scramble, and this is such an inviting evening for one.
But I forgot,” continued the girl, with a salight touch
of sadness in her tones, “I should be a drag on my
brothers’ movements, and »

+ “Oh, no, you would not; we shonld be delighted
to have your company—indeed we should,” broke in
both boys simultaneouasly.

As Connie was asbout to thank her brothers for
their kind observations, Major Weston remarked that
he had no objection to her going with them, provided
that they did not wander far away from the camp, as
they had not met with any signs that Indians were in
the neighbourhood. At the same time he cautioned
his sons to observe the utmost vigilance and circum-
ppection, and on the slightest symptom of danger
to return at once to the encampment. The young
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people were soon equipped for the chase, and, taking
Robert with them, set out for some bold cliffs about a
mile off Here they hoped to meet with some of the
beautiful and active creatures called bighorns. This
animal is often confounded with another inhabitant of
the Rocky Mountains, the Ovis monfana, or mountain
sheep, which is not so gregarious in its habits, more
than two or three being seldom found together.

With the exception that both these curious animals
have heads like the common sheep, and prefer to seek
their food, and indeed to pass their lives, amidst
the most rugged and inaccessible cliffs, except when
the snows of winter oblige them to descend into
the valley for grass, there is little resemblance between
them. The bighorn is altogether a finer animal, with
the hair and body of a deer rather than of a
sheep, and its flesh is said to be particularly fine
and delicate in flavour. The horns frequently
measure over three feet in length and twelve or
fourteen inches in circumference where they emerge
from the head. The mountain sheep, on the other
hand, is shorter in the leg, and is clothed with a
combination of long coarse hair, overlying a thick coat
or fleece of short fine wool, the former admirably
suited for throwing off wet, the latter for sustaining
the animal heat. Some naturalists are of opinion that
this animal is derived from the Argali of Asia,
found in the Himalayas and the elevated plains
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running westward to the Caucasus, and east and
north to Kamschatka and the sea, and that it
crossed the ice at Behring’s Straits. The bighorn
answers more to the description of the Ovis tragelaphus,
or bearded Argali; in size and figure bearing s
considerable resemblance to the deer tribe. It
frequents the inland steppes of Barbary, and the
mountaing of Egypt, but, curious to relate, it is
the Rocky Mountain sheep, and not the bighorn,
which in America possesses the goatlike appendage
of a beard.

“Whist! I see something moving on the edge
of that frightful precipice,” whispered Frank, as they
approached the foot of the cliffs,

“Where ?” inquired his sister excitedly.

“Just above that solitary bush, which seems to be
growing out of the solid rock there,” answered Frank.

“0Oht! I see it,” exclaimed a chorus of voices, in
a rather loud sort of stage whisper.

“Hush! not so loud, please. Ah! he raises his
head ; he has heard us, I fear.”

“What a noble fellow he is!” said Connie. “How
I should like to sketch him in that very effective
attitude! But I fear he would not wait long enough
for me to do so. See, he is stamping his foot to warn
his family and friends, I suppose, that there is danger
about. 'What magnificent horns he has! I wonder
their weight does not make him afraid of over-
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balancing himself, peering down at us in that manner
right over a sheer precipice.” .

“Ah! there he goes! What a wonder he does not
break his neck, springing in that reckless manner from
rock to rock!” said Frank.

“Why did you not have a shot at him, sir?”
queried Robert.

“Because, my dear fellow, I should prefer one of
the younger members of his tribe,” answered Frank,
laughing.

“Yes, 1 should think that would be the venerable
leader of the flock, judging by his immense horns and
general appearance,” observed Harry thoughtfully.

“I think, Connie dear, if you don’t mind, it would
be better for you to remain here, while Harry and
I try to stalk one of these bighorns; the rocks are
too steep and difficult for you to be able to keep
up with us, and Robert can stay with you until
our return.”

“Oh! certainly,” replied Connie; “I would rather
rest here a little. I fancy I shall be able to secure
some pretty and rare specimens for my botanical
album. There seems to be a great variety of beautiful
flowers in the nooks and crannies of these rocky dells,
and Robert can mount guard on that pulpit-shaped
rock and enlarge on the wonders of Central North
America, or, by a stretch of the imagination, fancy he
is back in the Crimea, and that the cliffs above

g
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him are the stubborn walls and battlements of
Sebastopol.”

“I’ll mount the rock, Miss, and welcome,” said the
worthy Robert; “but as for the rest, it will take
me all my time to keep a good look-out for prowling
Indians. It seems to me such gentry as them are ten
times more crafty and dangerous enemies than even
the cunning Russians used to be.”

A merry laugh from Connie and a “ Bravo, Robert !”
from Harry was the only reply that reached the
soldier-servant as he clambered to the top of the
rock which was to serve as a temporary watch-tower.

Ere he reached the summit the young hunters were
speeding away towards the neighbouring highlands,
and he watched them until they disappeared behind a
shoulder of the nearest cliffs. ,




CHAPTER VII.

CABRRIED OFF BY RED-BEINS.

AN hour bad passed, and Connie was beginning to
wish her brothers would return, when a shrill but
distant whistle, which she immediately recognised as
Frank’s, caught her ear.

“What is the meaning of that, I wonder?” she
said somewhat anxiously to Robert.

“ 0Oh,” replied the man, descending quickly from his
elevated position as he spoke, “that is for me. Master
Frank fold me that if they shot one of those big-
horned goats that they were going after, and required
help to get it down to the hottom of the rocks, he
would blow a long shrill blast on his whistle, like
that we have just heard.”

“Then I shall be left here alone 2’ said the girl, in
tones of alarm.

“Well, Miss, if you are anyways frightened, of course
I will not leave you”

“Oh no; you must certainly go and help my brothers;
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it was foolish of me to be afraid when there is really
no danger,” she replied, half ashamed of her momentary
weakness. “I know you will hasten back as quickly
a8 you can, and in the meantime I will make a rough
sketch of that curious turret-like rock which yon have
just vacated.” ‘

“Then you are quite sure, Miss, you don’t mind
my leaving you for half an hour or so ?” ,
. “Not. the least, Robert; now go, and get back as .
soon as you can, that’s a good fellow.”

The next moment Connie found herself slone, and
her heart sank within her as she glanced round at the
desolate aspect of the place, She half repented of
her boldness in allowing the servant to depart, and
even ran to the top of one of the numercus little

~ hillocks, with the intention of calling him back, but

changed her mind when she saw him =already nearly
half-way to the cliffs; and persuading herself that
her fears were groundless, she sat down upon the
grassy slope. Then she took out her pocket-book and
began to sketch the bold outline of the distant moun-
tains, with the nearer beetling crags and high bluffs,
and, as a foreground, the bold pulpit-like rock already
deseribed. At first she kept looking up from her
work, and casting timid glances in every direction to
make sure that no savage animal, biped or quadruped,
was near. Presently, however, as her mind became
absorbed in her drawing, the uneasy feeling gradually
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wore away, and with it her vigilance, until even the
rasping noise made by a ground-squirrel as it worked
away with its sharp teeth at the shell of a hickory
nut close behind her, or the loud whirr of a covey of
quails, as they rose from a neighbouring thicket of
low bushes, failed to startle her, or to cause even a
careless look in the direction whence the sound pro-
ceeded.

All at once the girl sprang to her feet with a
startled cry. A dark shadow had fallen across her
paper, -and, looking round, she saw with horror the
painted and bedizened figure of a stalwart young
Indian standing close at hand, with his keen black
eyes intently fixed upon her.

“Ugh! my fair sister is like an antelope surprised
by the hunters ;—but why does she wander so far from
the lodges of her friends? Is she ignorant that
these plains and mountains are the hunting-grounds
of the white man'’s foes, the brave Sioux ?”

Connie’s first impulse had been to seek safety in
flight, but when she heard herself addressed in such
respectable English the thought flashed across her
mind that, after all, the savage might not have any
bad intentions towards her. She reflected that it
would have been easy for him to have killed or seized
her at once had he so desired, and in any case it would
be absurd for her to attempt to outrun an Indian.
Besides, he seemed to be alone, and might she not
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adroitly engage him iu conveysation until her brothers
or Robert returned ¢  Surely it must already be time
for them to be making their appearance. Acting on
this conception, she said to the young chief, for such
he evidently was—* My red brother certainly alarmed
me; his step was so light that I knew not of his
approach until his shadow darkened the leaves of my
sketch-book ; but in spite of his dark words, I trust
the Sioux chief comes as 2 friend; and I heartily
invite him to accompany me and my companions—for
I am not alone, at least only for a very short time
—to0 our encampment yonder. My friends will wel-
come & sachem of the famous Sioux, and the pipe of
peace shall go round, and love and friendship prevail,
as it ought always to do, between the white and red
man.
“My sister has a nimble tongue, and her words
sound very fair, but there can be no peace between
her people and mine when the pale-faces invade our
hunting-grounds, and kill and drive away the buffalo
and antelopes without even seeking leave. Ugh! the
long-knives treat the red men like dogs.”

The Indian’s eyes flashed, and a vindictive-
expression stole across his swarthy countenance as
he continued—*“but Teconsa shall have his revenge.
Ah! ah! he will take the golden-heired daughter
of the pale-face leader in payment of this trespass
on his lands. Come, my pretty one, you must follow

Ed
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me. Quick, now; you shall be my wife, the wife
of the chief Teconsa. What, you refuse? ah! then, I
must use force.”

8o saying, he stretched out hig hand to lay hold of
the girl, but at that moment he was seized in the
grasp of a gigantic young emigrant, named Rigby, who
had crept up unperceived by the Indian, so absorbed
wag the latter in his project of carrying off the lovely
maiden,

Ethan Rigby was the only son of a well-to-do
farmer of Madisonville, Kentucky, who, being of a
restless and enterprising nature, had sold his
posseasions and thrown in his lot with the emigrants.
Ethan had received a fair education, and was in every
way superior to the general run of American pioneers,
who, though often good honest fellows, are, as a rule,
somewhat uneducated and rude of speech and manners.
This young emigrant had fallen desperately in love
with the fascinating Miss Weston almost from his
firgt sight of her, and although naturally rather
shy, he never lost an opportunity of paying her
such attentions as he could, or doing her any service
which circumstances might require. It was impossible
for the object of all this devotion to remain un-
conscious of the true state of affairs. But unable
as she was to reciprocate his attachment, Connie
Weston found Ethan’s attentions most embarrassing,
and being desirous not to cause such a good and
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manly fellow any unnecessary pain, she studiously
refrained from giving him any encouragement. She
therefore let it be seen in numberless ways that she
regarded him with no warmer sentiments than those
of friendship and respect. Ethan, indeed, perceived’
this plainly enough, but being of a sanguine tempera-
ment, he did not despair.

“1 will make her love me,” he would say to
himself ; “she must love me, or life will not be worth
living. If I cannot win her, then I shounld like to
die for her, and show her how great and true my
devotion really is.”

Poor young Rigby! he seemed to have a presenti-
ment even then that one or other was to be his fate,

On the present occasion he had noticed Miss
Weston leave the cemp in company with her two
brothers and the servant Robert, and being well
aware of the dangerous neighbourhood in which they
were encamped, he shouldered his rifle . and followed
some distance in the rear of the party, determined not
to be too far off if anything wrong should befall the
light of his eyes, as he delighted to call Constance.

After Robert had left his conspicuons post of
observation in answer to Frank's whistle, young
Rigby had drawn nearer to the spot occupied by
Miss Weston. As he lay, screened from observation
by some low wormwood bushes, he had perceived the
stealthy approach of the Sioux chief. Grasping his
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rifle, he took steady aim at the Indian, with the
intention of firing if the latter showed the slightest
disposition to injure the girl. He soon found,
however, that such was not the design of the savage,
"and at once decided upon taking him prisoner instead
of shooting him.

Like =ll truly brave men, the young emigrant
shrank from shedding the blood of a fellow-creature,
except at the last extremity and when no milder
measure would suffice.  Accordingly he laid down his
trusty rifle, and taking advantage of whatever cover
the nature of the ground afforded him, stole quietly up
behind the Sioux brave, much in the same way as the
latter had stolen up behind Miss Weston, The
manceuvre, as we have seen, was so far perfectly
successful, owing, in some measure no doubt, to the
preoccupied atate of the Indian, who was quite
absorbed in the endeavour to possess himself of the
lovely white girl.

Connie gave expression to the glad sense of relief
she felt at this timely sense of deliverance by a few

~heartfelt words of gratitude to her deliverer. Then
she sprang to the top of an adjacent boulder to see if
there were no signs of her absent brethren and Robert.
An exclamation of intense delight escaped her lips as
she beheld three distant figures emerge from behind
the shoulder of rock previously referred to, and com-
mence to cross the intervening stretch of level ground.
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In an instant her handkerchief was waving at arm’s
length above her head, and in & few moments the
signal was answered by her approaching friends. This
little incident did not escape the quick eye of the
captured Indian, who immediately ceased his fruitless
struggles to free himself from the powerful grasp of
his huge captor, and suddenly imitated the sharp bark
of a prairie dog three times,
~ The effect was magical. In less time than it takes
to write it, a score or two of Sioux warriors suddenly
emerged from the shady bosom of a leafy little dell
not fifty yards away. It was as if the ground had
quietly opened and discharged the motley band of
decked and painted red-skins. There was a hurried
rush, and the next moment Rigby, who, on perceiving
how matters stood, had released his prisoner in order
to defend himself if possible from this fresh danger,
was surrounded by the flerce mob of excited savages,
who, with knives and tomahawks brandished aloft,
only awaited a signal from their chief to hack the
unforfunate young man in pieces, Surprised as he
was at the desperate situation in which he so rapidly
found himself placed, and almost unarmed, having only
a small hunting-knife, the young Kentuckien betrayed
no sign of fear. Placing his back against the large
boulder up which Connie had scrambled, and drawing
his tiny weapon, he stood like a lion at bay.

Terrible as the situation was, Connie could not help
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thinking what a fine subject he would make in that
defiant attitude for a clever artist. The splendid
physique, the flashing eye, the feet firmly planted, the
broad expanded chest, and the finely-shaped head
thrown proudly back, displaying the swelling muscles
of his massive yet finely-proportioned neck—this,
together with the wild and threatening group of
savage figures that encompassed him, all combined to
form a scene at once grand and terrible. In calmer
moments it always suggested to Connie’s mind the
image of some encient gladiator standing in the arena
of & Greek or Roman amphitheatre, and prepared to
battle for his life against the fierce and hungry wild
beasts already loosed upon him,

For a few brief moments a deathlike and ominous
gilence prevailed as the chief contemplated his noble
enemy with a loock of mingled anger and admira-
tion. Then he motioned to his warriors to stand
back, and advancing towards Rigby addressed him as
follows :—

“The big pale-face is very brave, he does not kuow
fear, his heart is large; but he cannot fight all my
men at once and hope to live. Let him throw away
his knife and become my prisoner; he shall not be
hurt. Teconsa has spoken.”

“Never1” eried Rigby; “ I will never be taken alive
or abandon this helpless lady to your tender mercies
while I have strength to defend her!”
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“ But the odds are too great,” pleaded Connie, who
was anxious to save her gallant champion’s life. “I
beg you will throw down your knife and submit to be
bound ; it is the only chance for both of us. Besides,
help is near,” she whispered.

“I will lay down my bowie-knife since it is your
wish,” said the young man, suiting the action to the
words, “and with it perchance my only hope of
making a successful resistance, for, as I said before, I
will never surrender to a red-skin, to be tortured and
made the sport of all the fiendish tribe. No, I will
put no faith in an Indian’s promise. Set on your
hell-hounds, cowardly chief! What odds if I do lose
my life,” he added bitterly, “since it is of little value
to those for whom alone I would care to retain it, and "
consequently only a burden to myself ?”

At this point one of the Indians rushed up to his
chief and whispered something in his ear—no doubt to
the effect that the young hunters and their attendant
were approaching the spot, for he immediately ordered
half of his men to lay aside their arms and secure the
now defenceless Kentuckian, while the rest brought
up the horses which had been secreted in the hollow
dell or ravine. The latter party quickly performed
their allotted task, but their comrades were less fortu-
nate. They rushed upon their solitary antagonist with
the confidence begotten of overwhelming numbers, but
only to be dashed aside, or hurled back again like some



72 THE YOUNG RANCHMEN.

mighty wave when it breaks against a stubborn rock.
Once, twice, and yet a third time did Rigby cast them
off; and then a fallen Indian seized his legs and
clung tightly round them, which so impeded and
clogged his efforts that at the next onset he was
borne to the earth, bringing down three or four of the
savages with him.

Meantime Teconsa had seized Connie, and, assisted
by one of his warriors, had placed her before him on
his horse and galloped off He was quickly followed
by the remaining Indians, with the exception of two
unfortunate wretches. These were unable to extricate
themselves from beneath the stalwart frame of their
desperate adversary, who lay with one under each
arm, thus effectually pinning them to the ground.




CHATTER VIIL,

THE PURSUIT.

ScARCELY had the flying Indians disappeared when
the two young Westons and Robert rushed breath.
lessly up the little mound, and, astonished beyond
measure by the sight which met their eyes, stared
wildly around, half expecting to be immediately set
upon by a host of lurking savages. As they drew
near the place where their sister was to have awaited
their return, they heard sounds as of horses’ hoofs and
struggling men, and, almost beside themselves with
the wildest apprehensions of what might have befallen
ber, they rushed madly forward. Had the Indians
remsined in ambush they could easily have killed or
overpowered so rash e party. Older and more ex-
perienced travellers or hunters in these dangerous
golitudes would, in the same circumstances, have
approached with the utmost caution and ecircumspec-
tion ; but the suspense of the returning hunters was
so terribly keen as to cause them to forget everything
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except their loved one’s pressing danger. Frank
was the first to recognise their travelling companion,
Ethan Rigby, in the huge prostrate figure that held a
wriggling Indian beneath each arm. :

“What has happened? Tell me at once!” cried
the excited lad.

“Secure these greasy scoundrels first with some of
that cord you carry, and then I will help you to track
the other thieves, and release Miss Weston,” was the
prompt reply, as promptly acted upon.

“Now these rogues are safely bound, back to back,
and heel to heel—follow me,” exclaimed the young
Kentuckian, striding rapidly forward on the track of
the vanished war-party.

For some time they pressed forward in silence.
The trail was plain and easy to follow until they
began to come near the pass that led towards the
heart of the wild and lofty mountains. It then began
to grow less distinct at every step, owing to the harder
nature of the ground and the approach of darkness—

for the sun had long since set. At last even Rigby -

was obliged to confess that he was uncertain whether
the whole of the party had taken the route they were
then pursuing, or whether they had divided, and half
of them gone in another direction in order to baffle
their pursuers.

“Tt strikes me,” said Robert, “ that it would have
been wiser to have made the best of our way back to
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camp and procured assistance ; we could then have got
together a strong party of well-mounted volunteers,
and followed these crafty red men with some chance
of success.”

“That's what I’ve been thinking for the last half.
hour,” said Rigby, “but I could not muster sufficient
courage to say it, for I am sure these young gentle-
men would, like myself, have preferred at all hazards
to attempt the rescue of their sister, rather than
return without her. What will the Commandent
think of us when we relate the horrid story? He
will say, and justly too, not knowing the whole of the
circumstances—* Cowards, why did you not save my
daughter, or perish in the attempt ?’”

“And the worst of it is,” said Frank, “we-—or
rather I—disobeyed my father’s instructions, for he
particularly enjoined the utmost carefulness and
circumspection, and I am most fearfully and inex-
cusably to blame for leaving my sister without any
protection.”

“ But everything seemed so calm and peaceful, and
we all thought there was not the least risk in leaving
Conuie for a short time, but I wish " and here poor
Harry broke down and wept disconsolately at the
thought of the fearful calamity that had befallen
them.

“Let us make at once for the camp,” said Frenk;
“I should be worse than & coward if I allowed any
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considerations of personal censure to interfere with
my doing all that can be done to retrieve my error;
and I feel certain that the plan proposed by Robert is
the only one that offers the least chanee of auccess.
It is sheer madness to expect to overtake and defeat
the Sioux when we ere on foot, while they are well
mounted and acquainted with all the intricacies of the
rugged mountain region before us.”

“Hist!” said Rigby sharply, throwing himaelf
down and placing his ear to the ground. “Yes,” he
continued, “I was not mistaken; there is a mounted
party approaching at a canter~—Sioux in search of us,
Il be bound. Follow me up these rocks, where no
horseman can reach us, and where we shall be able to
command the pass. Quick, now, or we shall be too
late!” '

After a brief but somewhat hazardous scramble
they all four reached a kind of natural gallery which
overlooked the entrance of the narrow defile through
which the cavalcade was rapidly advancing towards
them. Rigby directed his companions to take up
their positions under cover of some detached measses
of rock which had lodged on the gallery in their
descent from the cliffs above, and then he cautioned
them to examine their rifles, to see that all were right
and fit for service after their rough and hurried
scramble,

The moon, which was only in its first quarter, had
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now risen, and cast a weird and uncertain light upon
the wild and desolate spot, brilliantly illuminating the
bold masses of grey rock where its rays fell directly
upon them, and throwing the densest shadows where
such was not the case.

For a few seconds the silence was only broken by
the sharp clatter of the horses’ hoofs on the hard and
stony ground; but as the troop began to emerge from
the deep gloom of the narrow pass, Rigby, confident
that his surmise was correct, and that they would
turn out to be the same party of Indians that had
carried off Miss Weston, whispered to the young
Westons to take steady aim at the first two horsemen,
while he and Lazenby made sure of the next two.

“It won’t do,” he continued warningly, “ to throw
away a single shot. Let no one fire until I give the
word. Steady now ; here they come!”

The riders had checked their steeds and were ap-
proaching at a walking pace. The moonlight fell full
upon the four who were a little in advance of the rest,
and from their garb and accoutrements, and the fan-
tastic trappings of the horses, both Frank and Harry,
who were posted behind the same rock, were convinced
they were the hated Sioux, so, with their fingers on
the triggers of their rifles, they breathlessly awaited
the word to fire.

“Now,” said Robert, in a hoarse whisper, “ had we
not better fire before they pass beneath us?”
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But his companion, who was staring fixedly forward,
suddenly threw up the levelled barrel and shouted
out, “Hold ! they are friends, or at least white men;
and yonder is Miss Weston herself, or my sight cruelly

- deceives me.”

“ Hurrah ! what joy!” exclaimed Harry, “ Connie,
dear Connie, is it indeed you? Speak and relieve
our anxiety, for we are almost distracted on your
account.” .

“Yes, it is Connie,” replied the sweet and well-
known voice,” and I am well and unharmed, thanks
to most providentially meeting with these brave kind
friends.”

“ Thank God!” said Frank fervently.

“ Amen !” responded Robert and the young Ken-
. tuckian.

Connie’s escape had indeed been marvellous. On
reaching the mountains, the Indians had divided into
two bands, as conjectured by Ethan Rigby, and while
half their number turned to the northward, the other,
led by Teconsa, with his captive still held in front of
him, followed the river, which here threads its way
through the narrow defiles and deep gorges which
afford an outlet to its waters, and constitute the only
pass between a bold spur of the Park Mountains and
Laramie Peak.

The poor girl had endeavoured by tears and. en-
treaties to induce the chief to restore her to her
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friends; but neither the promise of a costly ransom,
her earnest supplications, nor her final threat of the
terrible vengeance of her soldier parent, had any ap-
parent effect on the heartless savage.

Exhausted with grief and fear, Connie would have
fallen from the horse but for the strong arm of her
powerful captor. At last, finding how hopeless and
unavailing were all her efforts to obtain release, she
ceased struggling, and endeavoured to resign herself
to the thought that, after all, she was under the pro-
tection of the Almighty.

The short twilight was now rapidly giving place to
darkness, and still the Indians rode silently on, with-
out any sign of halting to form the usual encampment
for the night. Suddenly, however, as they entered an
open valley, they were confronted by a well-armed
and well-mounted party of hunters or trappers ap-
proaching from the opposite direction. The red men
instantly drew rein and wheeled their horses round
the way they had come, but not before their presence
had been discovered by the advancing whites. Te-
consa alone maintained his ground. He saw that to
retreat by the narrow pass, already blocked by his
retiring followers, would be to court disaster, Familiar
with every path and outlet of the rocky wilderness
he knew that there was at a short distance to the
right of him the entrance to a similar ravine to that

through which he had just passed. Setfing spurs to
F
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his horse, the chief raised the loud war-whoop of the
Sioux, and made as if he were going directly towards
the group of hunters, who formed in line, and with
their rifles levelled, prepared, as they thought, to
receive a wild charge of Indians. When, however, he
had covered half the distance that intervened between
himself and his enemies, Teconsa suddenly turned his
horse’s head and made straight for the passage .men-
tioned. Connie felt that now or never was her chance
of rescue, so, with the courage of despair, she raised a
loud and piercing cry for help.




CHATPTER IX.

RESCUED.

ConsTaNcE WesToN's wild, half-despairing cry was
heard, and the next instant a ringing British cheer
resounded through the air. At the same time three
or four horsemen started in hot pursuit,

The horse upon which the young Sioux and his
captive were mounted was not the usual Indian pony,
but a powerful and well-bred animal which had
doubtless been stolen from the camp of some luckless
travellers or hunters, and, on account of ite speed and
beauty, had been appropriated by the chief himself.
Moreover, the latter knew every turn and $wist of the
difficult route, and for some time the issue of the
chase seemed more than doubtful; indeed, the Indian
succeeded in distancing and leaving far behind him all
except one of his pursuers.

This last seemed determined not to be shaken off
He was mounted on a splendid grey horse, and its
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light colour enabled Connie to see how cleverly it
followed their steed’s retreating steps over the most
difficult country, horse and rider both seeming exempt
from fatigue or fear.

At last, exhausted with its double burden, Teconsa’s
steed no longer answered to the bit and spur, so that
the white horse gained rapidly upon them.

Perceiving that continued flight was useless, the
chief pulled up, and for & moment seemed to hesitate
whether to remain and fight his persistent tracker, or
to dismount, leave his captive, and escape on foot. A
rapid glance at the determined countenance and flash-
ing eyes of the noble youth who, pistol in hand, was
riding down upon him, made the Indian decide in
favour of discretion,

In a few moments, therefore, he had disappeared
from sight amongst the neighbouring rocks.

The sudden manner in which Teconsa sprang from
his steed bronght Connie also to the ground, but
fortunately she was not hurt; and the next moment
her gallant rescuer had leapt from his borse and was
assisting her to rise.

“1 trust you are none the worse for this perilous
adventure, No doubt you have been carried off from
one of the frontier settlements,” he said. '

“ None the worse, thank you,” replied Connie, “ ex-
cept feeling very tired, although I have not been placed
at the tender mercies of these horrid Indians for so




RESCUED, 83

long a time as you suppase. It was only a short time
before sunset that I fell into their hands, and my
friends are encamped not far from here.”

“I am very gled of that,” answered the stranger;
“ we will all push on and join your camp for the night,
and thus relieve the terrible anxiety which your friends
must doubtless experience on your account as soon as
possible.”

“You are most kind,” said Connie, a slight blush
suffusing her pale cheeks .as her eyes met those of the
handsome stranger earnestly fixed upon her; “ and my

‘father will not know how to thank you sufficiently
for your noble exertions on my behalf. Indeed,” she
added with emotion, “ we shall both be eternally in
your debt.”

“ Not in the least,” be replied, “ I count it a great
privilege to have been of any service to you;” and
he gracefully raised his broad-brimmed hat, displaying
a smooth white forechead and a mass of curly dark-
brown hair. “ But,” he continued, glancing anxiously
round, “it won’t do to linger here. Permit me to
assist you on to my own horse; he will carry you
safely, while I can lead the other until it has re-
covered itself sufficiently for me to mount.”

Connie guickly obeyed, for it was an easy feat for
her to keep her balance on a man’s saddle; and as
they slowly retraced their steps she could not help
admiring the tall athletic figure and easy courteous
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manner of her charming young conductor, who fre-
quently glanced behind to assure himself of the safety
of his charge, and to ntter a few cheerful words of en-
couragement while leading the way down the rugged
and dangerous ravine.

They had not proceeded far, however, before they
met some of the youth's companions coming in search
of him, and together they soon reached the rest of
his party. The latter had become somewhat anxious
about Connie’s deliverer, especially a fine-looking man of
commanding appearance, who seemed to be the leader,

Captain Trevor, RN., had been sent from England
on important Government business to British Columbia
and Vancouver’s Island, and was now returning home
by way of the United States. He was accompanied
by his son Ernest, a servant, and some Rocky Moun-
tain trappers and hunters, whom he had engaged to
escort and guide him through the Indian countiy.
Some of these latter individuals belonged to a class
known as the Free Trappers of the West, who are
thus graphically described by Washington Irving in
his Addventures of Captain Bonneville: “Their very
appearance and equipment exhibited a piebald mix-
ture, half civilised and half savage. Many of them
looked more like Indians than white men in their
garbs and accoutrements, and their very horses were
caparisoned in barbaric style, with fantastic trappings.”
And again: “ There is perhaps no class of men on the
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face of the earth who lead a life of more continued
exertion, peril, and excitement, and who are more
enamoured of their occupations, than the Free Trap-
pers of the North-West. No toil, no danger, no
privation can turn the trapper from his pursuit. His
passionate excitement at times resembles a mania.
In vain may the most vigilant and cruel savages beset
his path; in vain may rocks and precipices and wintry
torrents oppose his progress; let but a single track of
a beaver meet his eye and he forgets all dangers and
defies all difficulties.”

This motley escort were themselves proceeding to
St Louis to dispose of their peltries, or skins of buffalo,
beaver, fox, and other animals, and to lay in a store
of ammunition, trinkets, and such articles as would be
useful in their occupation, and in bartering with the
Indians for peltries. It was after many weeks of
arduous travelling through the vast mountain wilder-
ness, and while making a forced march in order to
reach good pasturage for their hungry horses, that
Captain Trevor and his fellow-travellers so opportunely
encountered the party of Sioux who were carrying off
Miss Weston.




CHAPTER X.

ROUND THE CAMP-FIRE.

TERRIBLE was the anxiety of Major Weston, and
indeed the whole camp, st the prolonged absence of
Miss Weston and the hunting-party, including young
Rigby, who was supposed to have accompanied them,
as he had been observed to shoulder his rifle and leave
the camp soon afterwards, Parties of the most active
and experienced of the emigrants were organised and
despatched in search of the absentees. Omne was
headed by the Major himself, and great was his
delight when, on approaching the spot from which
his daughter had been carried off, he met a large
party of white men, among whom he quickly
recognised his beloved children, with Rigby and
Robert.

There was a scene of great rejoicing in the camp
that night. Major Weston invited the English
naval officer and his son and young Rigby to his
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own tent, and feasted them on the best his stores
afforded. The rest of the strangers were hospitably
entertained by the most well-to-do amongst the
emigrants.

The stirring incidents of the evening naturally
formed the chief topic of the conversation, and were
graphically described by some of the participators.
Connie gave an eloguent account of Ethan Rigby’s
gallant efforts on her behslf, and his desperate struggle
with overwhelming numbers of the enemy. She also
described her terrible ride, the fortunate encounter
with Captain Trevors party, the clever ruse of
Teconsa, and the exciting pursuit and ultimate rescue
of her by Ernest Trevor.

Ag she reached that part of her story relating to
the latter hero, a close observer might have mnoticed
some heightening of the colour on her cheek and a
slight tremor of her voice. Rigby, too, who, with
eyes fixed intently on the speaker, had been listening
with wrapt attention up to this point, moved uneasily
in his place, at one moment half rising from the
bundle of faggots which served him for a seat, and
the next stirring the crackling and sputtering fire with
one of his huge feet. As Miss Weston concluded, he
arose, lighted his pipe with a red-hot ember, and
paced several times to and fro, as if in deep thought.
It was only when Harry began to deseribe the
fearful shock experienced by himself, Frank, and
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Robert, on discovering the loss of their sister, and
then their hopeless pursuit, with its happy termina-
tion at the most critical moment of the ambuscade,
that the young Kentuckian resumed his seat and his
equanimity.

The night was now far advanced, but everyone’s
nerves had been strung to such a pitch of excitement
that even without the copious draughts of strong coffee,
so liberally provided and gladly partaken of, sleep
would have seemed out of the question. It was
therefore proposed by Captain Trevor that the fire
should be replenished, and that each in turn should
tell some authentic story of Indian adventure. The
suggestion having been received with acclamation, it
was immediately acted upon, and first one and then
another told stories of the Indians, which showed that
the white men had often treated them with great
cruelty, and that their vindictiveness and enmity
was only a necessary consequence. Finally, Ernest
Trevor related simply and pathetically the story
of how the famous Cornstalk, Sachem of the Shaw-
nees and king of the Northern Confederacy, was
basely detained prisoner when he had gone to the
Fort of Point Pleasant to make overtures of peace,
and afterwards cruelly murdered, together with his
heroic son.

“It is no wonder,” exclaimed young Trevor, in con-
clusion, “that thenceforward, the Shawnees, the most
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warlike tribe of the West, became the most deadly
and implacable foes of the white man.”

Everyone had been listening to the narration with
breathless attention, while the young man betrayed by
the tones of his voice the generous emotion stirred in
his breast at the thought of the cruel and untimely
death of such noble warriors. And when he had
ended more than one of his hearers brushed away a
tear, while the spirited but tender-hearted Connie wept
audibly.

The Commandant arose from his seat when he
perceived that, and giving his daughter his arm, led
her gently away to her own snug quarters in the
waggon, and bade her an affectionate good-night.




CHAPTER XL
CONNIE AND ERNEST.

MosT of the wearied travellers slept until a very late
hour the following morning,

Thé other emigrants had long ago breakfasted and
occupied themselves in various ways, Sunday morning
though it was—for there were works of necessity, such
as preparing food, &ec., which in their migratory life
must be attended to when there was a halt—before
Major Weston’s party began to show signs of being
awake and about agein.

Robert rose first, and laying aside the rug in which
he had been sleeping, set about replenishing the fire
with the great boughs and dry tree-roots which had
been collected the ovening before. Then he went
across to the waggon, and tapped rather loudly at the
woodwork of it.

“Well ?” said Connie’s voice from within the canvas-
covered vehicle.

“ Miss Connie, might I be so bold a8 to ask you to
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make haste and get up. I should like us to have a
nice breakfast for our guests,” said the worthy man.
“Master was saying to me last night,” he added,
“ that we were to have some steaks of venison and a
couple of the buffalo tongues we have preserved. It’ll
be & power of cooking, though—on Sunday too 1"

“But we cannot help thet, Robert,” returned the
girl’s cheerful voice; “we have no cold meat, and I
will soon manage the cooking.”

“That you will, Miss, for I never saw anyone like
you,” replied Rebert, with an air of great satisfaction
as he returned to the fire,

Connie hastily dressed. She had passed a very
restless, uneasy night, at one time falling asleep and
dreaming that she was being carried off again by a
terrible Indian, then awaking in terror to the sooth-
ing recollection that Ernest Trevor had saved her life.
Somehow she thought of that much oftener than of
the equally brave conduct of Ethan Rigby. Ernest
had come to the rescue at such an extreme moment,
when she had had time to realise her danger, and had
been watching every hope of deliverance die out, as
she thought, for her. Then——but how can we explain
how it is one young man finds favour in a girl's eyes
when the other, equally deserving, sighs for it in vain?
It was of Ernest Connie thought as she lingered &
moment before her little hand-glass to tie a knot of
pale-blue ribbon at her white throat. It was because
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of him that she regretted that her face looked
absolutely colourless, She was not usually at all
solicitous about her appearance. But then, as she
said to herself, circumstances alter cases, and she might
never see young Trevor and his father again, and she
would like them to carry away a pleasant mermory of
the girl whose life the younger had been the meanas of
saving,

Peeping through a chink in the canvas of the
waggon, she could see Ernest Trevor pacing up and
down in earnest conversation with his father at a little
distance.

“ How handsome he looks, and how brave he is!”
she thought. And then, mindfal of the duties of
hospitality, she descended from the waggon, and was
soon busily engaged in cooking, while Robert spread
the breakfast cloth on a table of nature’s own con-
gtruction, a flat moss-covered mound.

Captain Trevor, coming up to the fair cook pre-
sently, complimented her on her employment, and
looked admiringly at the graceful way in which, with
sleeves upturned and wearing a large apron, she was
performing it.

He was pleased with the modest, unassuming manner
in which she replied, and the ingenuity with which
she led the conversation away from herself,

The breakfast was pronounced a great success.

After it was over a space was cleared within the
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encampment, and, with the acquiescence of the other
emigrants and travellers, it was announced that Major
Weston was about to read the Morning Service of the
Church of England.

Very soon many men, women, and children had
assembled, and perfect order prevailed while the Major
read in his sonorous tones the beauntiful words of the
English Liturgy. Two or three hymns were sung, and
after a short address from Captain Trevor, who was
announced as “the stranger amongst us” by Major
‘Weston, the congregation dispersed.

Later in the day Connie and Ernest Trevor had
more than one long conversation together, in which
they were each delighted with the similarity of their
tastes and opinions. It was a new experience for
each to find another fresh young mind alike, and yet
how delightfully unlike, its own. And through all
their pleagure the thought of the approaching separs-
tion on the morrow intervened with its dark shadow
at intervals which became shorter and shorter.

When Connie, with flushed cheeks and downcast
eyes, was preparing breakfast the following morning
Captain Trevor and his son came to her, and the latter
said abruptly, “I have been trying to persuade my
father to allow me to go to California with your
perty, Miss Weston. I should like it so much
better than going home to study medicine in old

England.”
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Connie looked up with an unmistakable flush of
pleasure.

“ But, Ernie, it would break your mother’s heart if
I returned alone,” interposed his father in somewhat
pained accents; “and you know what her great wish
for you is, I am silent about my own.”

“Oh! of course I will give up my wishes for yours
and her’s,” said Ernest quickly, “only I cannot help
regretting that duty and inelination should be so
widely severed. So you must let me make my little

“Certainly, my boy,” but Captain Trevor did not
stop to hear it He sauntered away to meet Major
Weston, who was returning from his morning bathe
in the river. -

“Do you not think it would be a grander life to
fight the fight of civilization in the wilds of California
than to return to swell the crowded ranks of a
crowded profession in England ?” asked Ermest.

Connie hesitated. For one moment the idea of
having the pleasant society of this brave young man
during their long journey, and then perhaps perman-
ently in the strange country to which they were
journeying, seemed very alluring. Should she per-
suade him—he required little persuading—to urge
the matter still further with his father? Should she
sugpgest that his mother might be appessed and won
over to consent to the altered plan 7  She spurned the
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thought, and raising her beautiful eyes to his, she
answered, “I think, Mr Trevor, that nothing in the
world is so grand as for one to give up one’s own
inclination for the sake of duty, especially duty to
one’s parents.”

Ernest bowed, with a glance of keen admiration at
the noble girl, but he had no time to reply, for just
then his father and Major Weston joined them.

A couple of hours afterwards, however, while the
others were all engaged with parting remarks and
mutual compliments and good wishes, finding himself
alone near Connie, for the gallant grey stood between
them and the rest of the party, Ernest raised the
girl’'s hand to his lips, murmuring, “Duty shall be
henceforth my motto, Miss Weston, for your sake and
for the sake of all that is good and noble.”

Connie was deeply affected, and as he turned away
she placed a locket in his hand, begging him to
accept it as a small memento of the valuable service
he had rendered her.

With a glance that expressed more than he could
say, Ernest vaulted into his saddle, and, lifting his
hat, cantered after his friends, who had by this time
already started.

Connie stood looking after him for a few moments,
and then she too disappeared from the scene. Some-
thing evidently required her presence in the waggon,

her brothers concluded, as she did not leave it
G
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for quite half an hour. When she did she looked
very pale, and appeared to be disinclined to con-
verse.

Meanwhile the vast train of waggons had once
more been set in motion, and the faces of the patient
travellers turned westward.

Connie presently took her accustomed seat im the
front of the waggon, and in vain tried to be cheerful
Her usually buoyant spirits seemed weighed down by
an undefinable dread. Some terrible foreboding of
evil had teken possession of her, a foreboding as real
as it was strange and unaccountable, which would not
be shaken off. '

At length, to divert her mind, she took up a small
book. It was & collection of Longfellow’s poems.
Carelessly turning over the leaves, she came upon one
of her favourite pieces, “ The Psalm of Life,” which of
course she knew by heart. Even when she bhad laid
down the volume, the words—-

“Tell me not in mournful nmimbers
Life is but an empty dream,
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem,”

were ealmost ringing in her ears, for they seemed
strangely appropriate to her feelings and circumstances
at the time,

Again, as she watched the way-worn emigrants
tramping bravely forward alongside their active teams,




CONNIE AND ERNEST. 97

encouraging them with voice and whip, or anon put-
ting their own broad shoulders to the wheel to help
them out of some deep watercourse or treacherous
bog, she thought of the verse which secmed par-
ticularly applicable to their situation—
“Not enjoyment and not sorrow
Is our destined end or way ;
But to act that each to-morrow
Finds us further than to-day.”
Presently the girl took up some half-finished socks
which she was knitting for one of the poor emigrant’s
children, and as she worked her thoughts gradually
became more cheerful. She remembered how young
Trevor had positively asserted that he would revisit
America as soon as he had passed his examination,
and before seftling down to a practice. Moreover, he
had promised to look up the Westons, wherever they
might be settled, and Connie felt sure that he would
keep his word.




CHAPTER XII.

THE ROCKY MOUNRTAINS,

AFTER breaking up their camp on the Laramie River,
the emigrants struck out in a westerly direction. For
two or three days their route lay across broken and
difficult ground. The pasturage was good, however,
and game abundant, so that the horses and other live
stock and their owners fared equally well. The great
drawback was the necessity for constant vigilance
owing to the proximity of the warlike Sioux, together
with the fact that the nature of the ground was
tavourable to & surprise. It was probably owing as
much to the skill and forethought of the commandant,
aided by the experience of two or three old trappers
and hunters, as to the strength of the company that
no interference oceurred. The Indians were several
times observed to signal to ome another from the
summits of the adjacent hills, but they never ventured
upon an attack. )

Although the land rises gradually all the way from
the Missouri to the base of the mountains, it was not
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until the fourth morning after leaving their camp on
the Laramie River that the emigrants fairly com-
menced their struggles to surmount the vast barrier
which forms the great backbone or dividing range of
North America. This immense chain is called the
Rocky Mountains, and extends for nearly 2000 miles
from the Anahuac Mountains of Mexico to the mouth
of the Mackenzie River in the Arctic Ocean.

As the leading waggons reached the summit of a
‘rocky ridge known as the Medicine Bow Mountains—
a sort of shoot or spur of the main range—the sun
was nearly setting. What a magnificent view burst
upen the sight of the weary travellers! Standing
boldly out before them were the Rocky Mountains in
all their grandeur and immensity. »

In front of them and to right and left, as far as the
aye could reach, stretched ridge after ridge and peak
after peak. Almost due west rose the frowning
masses of the Park Mountains, their lofty summits
culminating to the south in the towering height of
Long’s Peak. This noble landmark mounts skyward
to an altitude of over 14,000 feet, and is capped with
eternal snow. Here also the watershed, or “the
great Divide,” as it is called, bends backwards and
forwards, enclosing deep and fertile valleys rich in
pasturage and timber. These are known as parks,
some of which are of large size, hence the name of
the mountains,

513710
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In these parks rise some of the great rivers which go
to swell the waters of the Mississippi and the Missouri
ob the one hand, and the Rio Colorado on the other.

To the north - east, Laramie Peak stood out in
lonely majesty, while far away to the north-west rose
the snowy summits of the Wind River Mountains.
The three Titons reared themselves unpwards in the
far distance until their shadowy outlines were lost in
gauzy cloud. But, nearer, the rays of the setting sun
tipped the mountain points with crimson and gold, and
the proud and snowy crest of Fremont’s Peak asgsumed
first a dazzling robe of liquid blue, then yellow,
violet, and purple—by turns a sapphire, a topaz, or an
amethyst. Then it gradually changed and became
suffused with the warm, bright rose-coloured light of
the after-glow. And, finally, as the sun sank lower
and lower below the horizon it turned into a mighty
chrysolite.

The Wind River range of mountains forms one of
the most remarkable features of these Western Alps.
It is a vast watershed in which three of the mightiest
rivers take their rise. The first of these is the
Missouri, which runs a south-easterly course of no less
than 2500 miles before it enters the Mississippi, and
then their united streams, after flowing southwards -
for another 1500 miles, discharge their waters into
the Gulf of Mexico; secondly, there is the Columbia
River, which flows in nearly an opposite direction into
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the Pacific Ocean; and, lastly, the Green River or
Rio Colorado, which finds an outlet to the southward
in the Gulf of California.

After that, the progress of the emigrant train,
though interesting, became somewhat monotonous.
How they struggled through the sand and dust of
that desolate region which borders on the Bitter
Creek! And how at last their eyes were gladdened
by the sight of the clear and sparkling waters and
grassy banks of the Green River!

Here Major Weston and his fellow travellers
determined to halt for a week or ten days in order to
-recruit their jaded animals. The last 100 miles had
all but finished some of them, owing to the terrible
nature of the barren tract through which they had had
to pass, and the fact that they were already much
reduced in flesh and spirits by the long journey up
the mountains.

For nearly two days and one night the emigrants
had been unable to procure water for their horses and
other live stock, and had only a scanty supply carried
in bottles and other vessels for their own use.

It was touching to observe how eagerly the poor,
dumb animals struggled forward when once the broad
stream was sighted. They seemed to strain every
nerve of their weak and emaciated frames in order to
slake the fiery thirst that was consuming them.

The camp was formed on the western bank of the
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river, in a spot where there was abundance of good
grass. Here the poor animals were all turned loose
to feed and take their well-earned rest. As, however,
parties of Blackfoot Indians were reported by the
commandant’s scouts to be in the neighbourhood, every
precaution was taken to prevent their being stolen.
Sentries, with rifle in hand, were placed at regular
intervals all round the pasture on which the stock
was grazing by day, and at nightfall the latter were
driven into an enclosure prepared for them between
the waggons and the river.

As it was absolutely necessary for the emigrants to
remain there sometime, the camp was formed with
more than ordinary care. It was situated within the
bend of the river, which thus protected about half
of its circumference. The other half was secured by
cutting a trench and throwing up a bank, which was
eventually rendered still more effective by driving in
a line of stout stakes, so a3 to form a sort of open
palisade about 5 feet high on top of the low bank.
These stakes were cut from young cotton-wood trees
which abounded in the neighbourhood. Major Weston
took especial care to clear off any trees or bushes
which were found growing within rifle shot of the
camp on either side of the river, as these would have
afforded cover to any lurking savages, and enabled
them to approach near enough to pick off the sentries
or fire into the camp.
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Owing to the numbers of willing workers, these
pperations were completed before sunset on the day
after their arrival at the Seeds-kee-dee Agie, as the
Indians call this river.

While Frank, who was naturally of a warlike dis-
position, had taken an active part in fortifying the
camp, Harry had accompanied two of the scouts, who
had orders from his father to beat up the country
around in search of game, and also to note if there
were traces of any great number of Blackfeet in the
neighbourhood.

They only came across the smouldering ashes of a
fire which had been recently deserted by a small party
of the latter gentry, but in crossing a narrow valley
about two miles from camp they came upon the track of
a somewhat numerous herd of moose deer. After kneel-
ing down and making a ecritical examination of the
ground, the elder scout—an old trapper and hunter
who answered to the name of Indian Bill—declared
that the trail which led northward was not more than
a few hours old,

“ Hurrah !” shouted Harry, forgetting in his excite-
ment that he had only been permitted to accompany
the scouts on the distinet understanding that he was
to be as stealthy as a cat, and never to speak above a
whisper.

“Whist! yonker,” hissed the old hunter, castinga
withering glance at the boy; “you’re only fit for a
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marooning party! Do yer want to bring the whole
tarnation tribe of Blackfeet down upon us ?”

“You bet he don’t for his own sake!” replied the
other man good-naturedly, noticing Harry’s flushed
face; “I guess he’s no more wish to part with his
glossy young hair than you have, old hoss, with that
grizzly scalp of yourn! But you cannot put old
heads on young shoulders!”

“Wal, I calculate yer re about right there; buf
look spry and let us get back to camp.”

“To camp ! why, aren’t we going after the moose ?”
exclaimed Harry in tones of despair. All the visions
of an exciting hunt which his vivid imagination had
pictured suddenly vanishing into thin air.

“ Never fear, my lad,” replied the old hunter, who
really admired the boy’s ardour ; “but we may as well
let them know at the camp, which is not far from

here, what we are after. We shall probably not come.

up with the moose before sundown, in which case we
shall have to be out all night.”

“And I guess the general would want to know
what ’ad become of Master Harry before then!” broke
in the other scout, with a knowing glance at the youth
in question. “ Besides,” he continued quickly, as he
caught the angry flash of the boy’s eyes, “we shall
want a couple of mules to pack the meat on. Perhaps,
too, some of our comrades would like to share the
sport.”

T 2
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~ “Right you are!” said Harry, and the next moment
they were hurrying back to the camp.

The news that moose deer were within a few hours’
march of them spread like wild-fire, and a party of
hunters was quickly collected to join in the chase.
Each man carried a few provisions in a blanket
strapped over his ghoulder, and was armed with rifle
and bowie knife. There were a dozen of them in all,
ineluding Frank and Harry Weston, Rigby, Sanson,
Indian Bill, and Robert Lazenby. The latter individual
and a raw-boned young Irishman, who had followed
the fortunes of his master from one of the New
England States, each led an active mule,

Indian Bill, by tacit consent, took command of the
expedition. Instead of returning to the spot where
the tracks of the moose were just discovered, the crafty
old hunter struck out in a north-westerly direction.
He had often spent months together in the Green
River Valley and the wild and desolate region that
bordered upon it; sometimes in company with a large
party of boon companions, and at others trapping the
beaver with but a single comrade to share his lonely
existence. He had thus become familiar with the
favourite haunts of the different species of game, as well
as of the fur-bearing animals and beasts of prey that
frequented the distriet, and so had a shrewd suspicion
of the spot where the moose were likely to be found. -

The hardy pioneers who first made these desolate
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regions their chosen hunting grounds carried, so to
speak, their lives in their hands. Many of the rivers,
valleys, and other features of the country are named
after the poor trappers and hunters who there fell
victims to the savage enmity of the red men. Though
it is only fair to state that, as we have seen, the latter
were often goaded on to murder in retaliation for acts
of cruelty and violence experienced at the hands of
~ the whites, who, moreover, were not unnaturally looked
upon by the Indians as intruders and trespassers.

It is recorded that when Colonel Fremont, who had
obtained a commission from the United States Govern-
ment to explore the vast territory lying between the
Mississippi and the Pacific, led his first expedition, in
1842, into the Western Desert, the Indians were
greatly excited. Jealous of his advance, they were
everywhere on the alert, and every night the travellers
had to fortify their camp and appoint sentinels to
watch. The farther they proceeded the greater grew
the danger, and every man of the party had to

familiarise himself with the probability that the
whole caravan would fall a prey to the savages. At
the Laramie Fort the Indians used every endeavour,
both by supplications and threatenings, to turn them
back. But Fremont was not the man to be turned
from any enterprise on which he had once fairly
embarked, He met their wild declamatory speeches,
we are told, in the same strain, and in spite of their
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reiterated assurances that he and his party would be
slain, resolved to proceed.

“ We will not go back,” he said ; “weare the soldiers
of the great chief, your father. He has told us to
come here and see this country and all the Indians,
hig children. . , . . We have thrown away our bodies,
and will not turn back. . . . . We are few and you
are many, and may kill us all; but there will be much
crying in your villages. . . . . Do you think that our
great chief will let his soldiers die and forget to cover

. their graves? Before the snow melts his warriors
will sweep away your villages as the fire does the
prairie in the autumn.”* _

This unshrinking resolution is said to have won the
respect of the red men, and they desisted from any
further attempt to stay his advance. One old chief
even sent him a young Indian to act as gunide. It
would have been well for the poor Indians if no worse
adventurers than these commanded by the high-
minded and patriotic Fremont had ever entered their
remote territories.

* Colonel John Charles Fremont in Zeisure Hour for 1857,




CHAPTER XIIL
CAUGHT NAPPING

TeE party of hunters guided by Indian Bill pushed
briskly on in the direction of the Bear Mountsins.
The day was rather hot, and the young Westons,
especially Harry, found difficulty in keeping up with
their more seasoned companions. Nevertheless they
were too proud to complain, and it was only after
much urging that they at last condescended to mount
the two pack mules.

Their line of route, which had for some time been
almost parallel with the river, now struck out over a
wide expanse of dry barren ground, sparsely over.
spread with short benty grass, and a few stunted
rushes. A hot and fatiguing march of several miles
through this dreary region at length brought them to
the banks of a small stream which falls into the
Muddy Fork or southern branch of the Black River.
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Here a halt was called, and, after quenching their
thirst at the little brook, each man threw himself on
the ground to take a short rest and snatch a few
mouthfuls of food.

‘While thus recruiting their strength and spirits for
the approaching hunt, Indian Bill vouchsafed a few
observations thereon.

“Wal, boys, hiar we be at last!” said the taciturn
old trapper, “and if I’'m not a Down-Easter, we’ll spot
the elk afore we’re much older.”

“Where do you expect to find them ?” said Frank.

“Wal, I guess it’s not a long chalk from hiar,
young man.”

“Down by this stream, do you mean,” broke in the
impatient Harry.

“Wal, yaas, since yer’re so mighty inquisitive.
They’re in a low, marshy flat where this crik jines the
Muddy Fork—you bet !”

“Shure, an it’s meself '11 bhe plased to see a bit
o' timber, anyhow! For I’'m jist milting away
enthirely in this murthering sun, loik a morsel o
chaze at the hind of a toasting fork!” exclaimed the
Irishman, as he wiped the moisture from his brow
with the cuff of his coat.

There was a general laugh at this little speech.
But Indian Bill looked anything but pleased, and
scowled menacingly at the offender as he rose to give
directions for continuing the march.
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Half the party, under the leadership of Sanson,
were ordered to cross over the stream and move down
ita left bank, while the rest continued their course
along its right.

After proceeding very cautiously in this manner
for about half a mile, Sanson suddenly stopped and
beckoned to Indian Bill to cross over to where he stood.

There was a short whispered consultation, 8 brief
examination of the ground at their feet, and then the
two hunters, motioning to their men to remain where
they were, advanced stealthily towards a clump of
willows that grew pear the stream, about two hundred
yards away, This proved to be the commencement
of the long strip of marshland which extended on both
sides of the stream for nearly two miles to ita june-
tion with the Muddy Fork.

It was not until nearly half an hour after their
disappearing from sight amongst the willows, that the
two old acouts returned and communicated to their
companions the results of the reconnatsance.

It transpired that they had followed the track of
the moose until it divided; the greater part of the
herd having crossed over to the right bank of the
stream about a mile further on. The hoof marks, it
waa said, were very fresh, so that the elk could not be
far away. After a brief deliberation, it was decided
to skirt the outer edges of the marsh so as to encircle
the deer, and thus to drive them back towards the
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sonthern end where the hunters stood. There was
another clump of willow and cotton trees nearly
opposite to the one already mentioned, and on the
same side of it, but about two hundred yards further
from the creek. Between these two points the ground
was pretty firm and the grass much beaten down into
paths and lanes as if by the passage of large game.
It was evident that this narrow strip formed the
favourite point of ingress and egress for the different
kinds of deer as well as the buffalo which, each in
their season, frequented the spot.

Here, therefore, would be the best positions in
which any of the hunters could conceal themselves in
order to obtain a good shot at the game as it was
driven out of the marshy flat. As, moreover, it was
an understood thing that the young Westons were to
have the posts of honour in this their first moose hunt,
it was speedily arranged that they should remain in
ambush in the covers deseribed, while the rest of the
party drove out the game.

The mules were taken across to the right bank of
the creek, and secured amongst a thicket of young
willow and alder trees, so as to be out of sight of the
expected deer.

At the last moment it was decided, at their special
desire, to leave Robert in attendance on his young
master Frank, while Paddy, as the Irishman was com-

monly called, acted in like capacity for Harry. The
H
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son of Erin was likewise instructed to keep an eye on
the two mules.

Accordingly, Frank and Robert were soon snugly
ensconced within the leafy cover of the outer clump,
whilst Harry and his rough but light hearted assistant
hid themselves beneath the drooping branches of the
taller trees which grew by the stream,

Meanwhile the rest of the hunters formed into two
parties of four each, and had started to make a circuit
of the marsh, one taking the eastern and the other the
western margin, Their plan was to proceed in this
manner until they reached the Muddy Fork; which
river, flowing as it did, almost at right angles to the
small creek that intersected the marshland, formed, as
it were, the base of that chosen haunt of the elk and
the buffalo. Here they were to march inwards; and
having teken up their stations at regular intervals
across this bese, but within call or sight of one
another, were, at a given signal, to start back towards
the apex of the marsh where their comrades were
waiting in ambush, thus frightening whatever game
there might be in their direction. The two leaders,
Sanson and Indian Bill took every precauntion against
accidents, warning their men on no account to fire at
anything that might happen to cross their path or
start up in a line with the two entrance clumps or
with their own line of march.

This manceuvre of necessity took up a considerable
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time, on account of the distance which had to be
traversed and the somewhat difficult nature of the
ground. Now, Harry and Patrick O’Flaherty, for
such was the Irishman’'s real name, being naturally of
restless and active dispositions, soon discovered that
lying in ambush was by no means their forte. How-
- ever romantic and interesting it might be in theory,
it was to their irrepressible natures, decidedly slow
and monotonous in practice. Accordingly they soon
began to cast about them for some congenial method
of relieving the tedium of their position.

“Be dad!” said Patrick, “me foot’s aslape, T do
belave, wi’ squatulating here, loike & rickety toad, all
the blessed avening.”

“All the evening, do you say?” replied Harry,
laughing. “ Why, we’ve not been here more than
twenty minutes at the outside, bub, nevertheless, Ym
about es tired of it as you are. Suppose we just stroll
as far as the streamn there?”

O’Flaherty was on his feet in an instant, and, for-
getful of his foot, reached the creek in a few repid
strides.

“Your foot is not very bad, I think,” said Harry,
chaffingly.

A grin wes his only answer, but the next moment
the Irishman, who was looking hard into the water,
uttered an exclamation of surprise, and began to un-
Ince his boots as fast as he conld.
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“ Whatever’s the matter?” said Harry, sharply,
wondering whether the man was going out of his
head,

“Matter indade!” answered Pat, who had now
thrown off his boots and stockings, and was beginning
to divest himself of his nether garments likewise.
“Matter indade! An’, be all the powers, isn't it
meself as 'as just seen as foine a salmon as hiver
walked into the nit of a Liffy poacher.”

“ A salmon ?” repeated Harry, “surely you must be
mistaken ; it is much more likely to be & large trout,
I should think,”

Without deigning to answer, O’Flaherty jumped into
the creek. Owing o the fact of a fallen tree having
partially dammed up the stream in this spot, the water
was about two feet deep, consequently the fish had
plenty of room in which to disport itself, The creek,
however, was g0 narrow that the fish was easily driven
into the shallow water above the dam; but it was not
go easily captured even then.  Although actively
asgisted by Harry, who had taken his stand imme-
diately above the pool, the Irishman was continually
foiled in his efforts to seize the finny monster. Once
and again the latter seemed on the point of being
captured ; but no sooner did his pursuers attempt to
geize him, than, with a mighty splash and a vigorous
stroke of his great tail that sent the mud and water
all over them, he darted back into the pool
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Both Harry and O’Flaherty had become thoroughly
excited, and redoubled their efforts to secure the fish.
So absorbed were they in this stirring ocenpation, that
they had forgotten all about the moose, until several
rifle shots, fired in quick succession, and at no great
distance from them, startled them to a sense of their
Pposition.

Harry was the first to recover his self-possession

. and to grasp the exigencies of the situation. Springing
upon the bank, he seized his rifle and rushed towards
the edge of the cover, where he and Paddy had at first
been stationed. He feared lest he should miss his
chance of a shot at the noble game of which they were
in pursuit, and bitterly regretted that he had ever
quitted his post. At this stage his reflections were
suddenly terminated by the tramping of hoofs, the
breaking of boughs, and other sounds, which unmis-
takably heralded the approach of some large animal

Springing behind the trunk of a large tree, Harry
anxiously awaited the creature’s appearance. He was
not kept long in suspense, for in a few moments the
branches in front of him were brushed aside, and a
huge beast, much larger than a horse, advanced rapidly
towards him. Harry was taken quite aback at the
ferocious aspect of the monstrous creature, and scarcely
knew whether to stand his ground or run away. The
moose, however, did not seem to be aware of his proxi-
mity, but appeared to be making for the creek. Its
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breathing was laboured, its eyes glaring, and its flanks
and breast covered with large flakes of foam. It had
evidently been wounded, for blood was mingled with
the froth that dripped from its lolling tongue.

Suddenly the brute stopped, and, raising its heavily
antlered head, sniffed the air and gazed suspiciously
around.

Now would have been the time for the young hunter
to have planted a bullet in its breast, for it was not
more than fifteen paces from him. But Harry’s nerves
were not quite equal to the occasion. His hands
trembled so violently that he could scarcely hold his
rifle, and his feet seemed rooted to the ground. He
expected every moment that the elk would discover
his whereabouts and charge down upon him. In vain
he tried to compose himself and bring his rifle into
position for a successful shot. His muscles refused to
obey his will, and he felt like one in the agonies of
nightmare.

After what seemed to be an age, the elk uftered an
angry cry, the bair on his neck bristled up, and he
tirotted heavily forward in the direction of the pool
where Harry had left O’Flaherty,

The spell was broken, and, as the enraged animal
passed within two or three yards of him, Harry levelled
his rifle, and took a steady aim through the shoulder.
To his great disgust he pulled in vain at the trigger-—
the weapon was at half-cock. In his excitement he



CAUGHT NAPPING. 117

had forgotten to cock it The few moments which
were consumed in discovering and repairing the fatal
omission marred his opportunity. The moose had
passed. :

Harry quickly aimed and fired at the back of its
head, in the hope of piercing its brain, but the ball
struck the mass of solid bone which forms the base
of the creature’s ponderous horns and fell flattened to
the earth. The elk almost dropped on its knees from
the force of the blow, but, recovering itself by a great
effort, it uttered a fierce snort of pain and rage and
continued on its onward course. Some object in front
evidently absorbed the attention of the enraged animal.

“ Look out, Paddy !” shouted the boy at the top of
his voice, But the Irishman had already perceived
his danger. He had just cleansed the mud from his
feet and legs, and was in the act of resuming his dis-
carded habiliments, when he heard the angry cry and
rush of the moose, followed by the report of Harry's
rifle.  Jumping upon his feet, for he had been sitting
on the edge of the stream, O'Flaherty looked wildly
around. '

At first he could not see anything on account of
the dense foliage, but the tramp of hoofs and the
crashing of branches, produced by the rapid approach
of some huge animsal, together with Harry's warning
shout, put him into a state of the most lively appre-
hension.
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Although an hour ago he had been boasting of the
execution he would do as soon as the moose were
found, he was so perturbed that he even forgot all
about his gun, which he had laid aside on first spying
the fish,

“Sure! an’ it must be a wild iliphant they’ve
started, bad luck to them!” exclaimed Patrick, and,
without another moment’s loss of time, he commenced
to climb the nearest tree,a small cottonwood. Scarcely
had he reached one of the lowest branches when the
elk broke cover a few yards away, and charged right
under the tree in which he had taken refuge.

The fact was, that O’Flaherty had ascended in such
terrible haste that his toilet was not by any means
completed. The right leg of his blue cotton panta-
loons dangled in mid-air as he struggled to make good
his position in the poplar. This flaunting portion of
his quondam attire seemed to have the same irritating
effect upon the moose that the waving of a red flag
has upon a bull.

At the first onslaught the maddened creature passed
harmlessly by, merely brushing the offending garment
aside. Finding, however, that it still hung defiantly
down in spite of poor Paddy’s efforts to kick it away
from him, the elk turned quickly about and com-
menced butting and tossing at the thing with its head.
The upshot was, that before O’Flaherty could disen-
gage himself from the fatal raiment, it had become
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entangled in the monster's horns. The next instant
the unfortunate man was jerked from his perch quite
on to the elk’s back, and the branch to which he
clung, being half rotten, came down with him,

As Harry, who had followed in the track of the
moose, approsched the spot, he beard a terrified
shout— ,

“Och! bhone! Help! Murther!” ecried poor
Paddy, as he found himself suddenly across the
animal’s back.

With the instinct of self-preservation, however, he
clutched with both hands the long coarse hair which
grew on the neck and shoulders of the irate creature,
and getting his legs firmly astride, successfully
resisted its utmost efforts to shake him off.

“Bravo, Paddy!” shouted Harry encouragingly;
“atick to your stall, lad !”

“ Arrah, Sirrh, it’s not dismhounting I was thinking
of unless you've a moind to hould the craythur’s head
for me! Ow, murther! whativer’s the baste con-
timplatin’ now ? continued poor Pat, as the elk, after
executing sundry high leaps and other antics, suddenly
stood perfectly still

“Now, Tl put a bullet through his head!” ex-
claimed Harry, as he raised his rifle to his shoulder.

“ No, be me sowl, I'd rather ye wouldn't, for fear o’
accidents, tho’ its meself as knows ye're illigant at
shootin’, inthirely !”
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The next minute the moose, laying back his long
mule-like ears, started off at a terrific pace through
the belt of timber. Clearing the little brook at one
bound, he passed quickly through the thicket of
younger but denser frees, where the mules were
secured, and skirting the edge of the marsh, made as
if direct for the river.

“Ow, murther! Help!”

There was but time for this one despairing cry
from the terrified Irishman; for, as the elk rushed
straight through the trees and bushes, it was all
the poor fellow could do to prevent himself from
being scratched or bruised, or swept from his seat and
dashed to the ground by the overhanging boughs.




CHAPTER XIV.

UNLOOKED FOR TERMINATION OF THE MOOSE HUNT.

THERE is a curious animal of the carnivorous claas,
inhabiting the northern regions of both the old and
the new world, which preys upon reindeer and elk as
well as smaller animals. It is called the glutton, and
is said to be so voracious that when once it has
succeeded in effecting a lodgment upon the back of
one of these large deer, nothing can make it loose its
hold.

In vain does its vietim run wildly through the
thickest woods, rubbing itself against the trees and
breaking the boughs with its powerful antlers; the
glutton having stuck its sharp claws between the
ghoulders of its prey, remains firmly fixed behind
Its pertinacity is so great that it is said pieces of its
skin are often discovered, by hunters and others,
adbering to the trees against which it has been
riubbed by the wretched deer. With bull-dog tenacity
the glutton sticks to ite pest, until having eaten its
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way to the poor creature’s vitals, the deer st length
succumbs. '

Like the glutton, then, O'Flaherty stuck to the
moose. He eclutched the huge animal's bristling
mane with hands and teeth, and threw himself as
flat as possible upon its back. Fortunately for him,
the thicket did not extend for more than fifty or sixty
yards beyond the creek, and being mostly comprised
of young alders and willows, it offered a much less
stubborn resistance to the passage of the elk than
would have been the case with trees of a less yielding
nature.

Just as Harry was wondering what was best to be
done he heard a noise behind him, and looking round
saw Frank and Robert hastening towards him through

the clump.
“Hillo! Harry,” said the former, “what’s the

matter ? We thought we heard cries for help, so we
hurried here ag fast ay we could, Where’s Paddy?”

“Gone off on the back of a huge elk, at the rate of
twenty miles an hour, I should think,” replied the
younger boy.

“On the back of an elk 1” _

“Yes, what is to be done? He cried out most
piteously for help as the huge creature dashed off with
him.”

“But how in the world did he get upon the elk’s
back ?” asked Frank, wonderingly, “and having got
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there and found he did not like it, what was to hinder
his jumping off again ?”

“And being gored to death!” replied the boy.
“But there is not time to explain more than that the
poor fellow came into his unenviable position entirely
against his will, and precarious though it may be, he
naturally prefers the back to the horns of a dilemma!”

“Oh, you facetious Harry,” said the elder brother,
laughing, “ where’s Robert gone, I wonder,” he con-
tinued.

“Here I am, sir,” shouted the latter individual from
the thicket beyond; I'm unhobbling the mules and
putting on their bridles, as I thought, may be you'd
want them.”

“Why! of course the very thing!” exclaimed
Harry.

“Robert’s an old campaigner, and has got his wits
about him,” said Frank, smiling, “you had better
mount