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from the plow to fight; they halt in the cutting of corn
to defend themselves, and in winter must battle against
eold and hardship, which would be less cruel if there
was time in summer to prepare for winter, for the sav-
ages leave them hardly an opportunity to plant erops.
How many pioneers have given up, and gone back east?
Find me any who would not return home to-morrow, if
they could. All that brings them out here is the chance
for a home, and all that keeps them here is the poor hope
of finally attaining their object. Always there is a possi-
bility of future prosperity. But this generation, if it
survives, will never see prosperity and happiness. What
does this border life engender in a pioneer who holds his
own in it? Of all things, not Christianity. He becomes
8 fighter, keen as the redskin who steals through the
coverts.”’

The serene days of the Village of Peace had passed
into history. Soon that depraved vagabond, the French
trader, with cheap trinkets and vile whisky, made his
appearance. This was all that was needed to inflame the
visitors. Where they had been only bold and impudent,
they became insulting and abusive. They execrated the
Christian Indians for their neutrality; scorred them for
worshiping this unknown God, and denounced a rehgxon
which made women of strong men.

The slaughtering of cattle commenced; the despoiling
of maize fields, and robbing of corn-eribs began with the
drunkenness.

All this time it was seen that Girty and Elliott consulted
often with Pipe and Half King. The latter was the only
Huron chief opposed to neutrality toward the Village of
Peace, and he was, if possible, more fierce in his hatred
than Pipe. The future of the Christian settlement rested
with these two chiefs. Girty and Elliott, evidently, were
the designing schemers, and they worked diligently on
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the passions of these simple-minded, but fierce, warlike
chiefs.

Greatly to the relief of the distracted missionaries,
Heckewedler returned to the village. Jaded and hag-
gard, he presented a travel-worn appearance. He made
the astonishing assertions that he had been thrice waylaid
and assaulted on his way to Goshocking; then detained
by a roving band of Chippewas, and soon after his ar-
rival at their camping ground a renegade had run off
with a white woman captive, while the Indians west of
the village were in an uproar. Zeisberger, however, was
safe in the Moravian town of Salem, some miles west of
Qoshocking. Heckewelder had expected to find the same
condition of affairs as existed in the Village of Peace;
but he was bewildered by the great array of hostile In-
dians. Chiefs who had once extended friendly hands to
him, now drew back coldly, as they said:

¢“Washington is dead. The American armies are cut
to pieces. The few thousands who had escaped the Brit-
ish are collecting at Fort Pitt to steal the Indian’s land.’’

Heckewelder vigorously denied all these assertionms,
knowing they had been invented by Girty and Elliott.
He exhausted all his skill and patience in the vain en-
deavor to show Pipe where he was wrong. Half King
had been so well coached by the renegades that he refused
to listen. The other chiefs maintained a cold reserve
that was baffling and exasperating. Wingenund took no
active part in the councils; but his presence apparently
denoted that he had sided with the others. The outlook
was altogether discouraging.

“I’m completely fagged out,’’ declared Heckewelder,
that night when he returned to Edwards’ eabin. He
dropped into a chair as one whose strength is entirely
spent, whose indomitable spirit has at last been broken.

*‘Lie down to rest,’”’ said Edwards.

‘“Oh, I can’t. Matters look so black.”’

‘“You’re tired out and discouraged. You’ll feel bet-
ter to-morrow, The situation is not, perhaps, so hope-
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less. The presence of these frontiersmen should encour-
age us.”’

‘““What will they do?t What can they do%’’ cried
Heckewelder, bitterly. ‘‘I tell you never before have I
encountered such gloomy, stony Indians. It seems to
me that they are in no vacillating state. They act like
men whose course is already decided upon, and who are
only waiting.’’

‘‘For what?’’ asked Jim, after a long silence.

‘“God only knows! Perhaps for time; possibly for a
final decision, and it may be, for a reason, the very
thought of which makes me faint.’’

““Tell us,’”’ said Edwards, speaking quietly, for he had
ever been the calmest of the missionaries.

‘‘Never mind. Perhaps it’s only my nerves. I’'m all
unstrung, »nd could suspect anything to-night.”’

‘‘Heckewelder, tell us?’’ Jim asked, earnestly.

‘‘My friends, I pray I am wrong. God help us if my
fears are correct. I believe the Indians are waiting for
Jim Qirty.”’

CHAPTER XXII.

SmoN Girty lolled on a blanket in Half King’s teepee.
He was alone, awaiting his allies. Rings of white smoke
curled lazily from his lips as he puffed on a long Indian
pipe, and gazed out over the clearing that contained the
Village of Peace.

Still water has something in its placid surface signi-
ficant of deep channels, of hidden depths; the dim out-
lines of the forest is dark with meaning, suggestive of
its wild internal character. So Simon Girty’s hard,
bronzed face betrayed the man. His degenerate brother’s
features were revolting; but his own were striking, and
fell short of being handsome only because of their craggy
hardness. Years of revolt, of bitterness, of conscious-
ness of wasted life, had graven their stern lines on that
copper, magklike face. Yet despite the cruelty there, the
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forbidding shade on it, as if a reflection from a dark
soul, it was not wholly a bad countenance. Traces still
lingered, faintly, of & man in whom kindlier feelings had
once predominated.

In a moment of pique Girty had deserted his military
post at Fort Pitt, and become an outlaw of his own voli-
tion. Previous to that time he had been an able soldier,
and a good fellow. When he realized that his step was
irrevocable, that even his best friends condemned him,
he plunged, with anger and despair in his heart, into a
war upon his own race. Both of his brothers had long
been border ruffians, whose only protection from the out-
raged pioneers lay in the faraway camps of hostile tribes.
George Qirty had so sunk his individuality into the sav-
age’s that he was no longer a white man. Jim Girty
stalked over the borderland with a bloody tomahawk,
his long arm outstretched to clutch some unfortunate
white woman, and with his hideous smile of death. Both
of these men were far lower than the worst savages, and
it was almost wholly to their deeds of darkness that Simon
Girty owed his infamous name.

To-day, White Chief, as Qirty was called, awaited his
men. A slight tremor of the ground caused him to turn
his gaze. The Huron chief, Half King, resplendent in
his magnificent array, had entered the teepee. He squat-
ted in a corner, rested the bowl of his great pipe on his
knee, and smoked in silence. The habitual frown of his
black brow, like a shaded, overhanging cliff; the fire flash-
ing from his eyes, as a shining light is reflected from a
dark pool; his closely-shut, bulging jaw, all bespoke a
nature, lofty in its Indian pride and arrogance, but more
cruel than death.

Another chief stalked into the teepee and seated him-
self. It was Pipe. His countenance denoted none of
the intelligence that made Wingenund’s face so noble;
it was even coarser than Half King’s, and his eyes, re-
sembling live coals in the dark; the long, cruel lines of his
Jaw; the thin, tightly-closed lips, which looked as if they



Whispering Winds glanced over her shoulder with a
startled cry, which ended in a scream. Page 207
The Spirit of the Border



Digitized by GOOS[G



THE SPIRIT OF THE BORDER 205

could relax only to utter a savage command, expressed
fierce cunning and brutality.

‘“White Chief is idle to-day,’’ said Half King, speak-
ing in the Indian tongue.

“King, I am waiting. QGirty is slow, but sure,”’ an-
swered the renegade.

‘‘The eagle sails slowly round and round, up and up,”’
replied Half King, with majestic gestures, ‘‘until his eye
sees all, until he knows his time; then he folds his wings
and swoops down from the blue sky like the forked fire.
So does White Chief. But Half King is impatient.’’

‘“To-day decides the fate of the Village of Peace,’’ an-
swered Girty, imperturbably.

““Ugh!”’ grunted Pipe.

Half King vented his approval in the same meaning
exclamation.

An hour passed; the renegade smoked in silence; the
chiefs did likewise.

A horseman rode up to the door of the teepee, dis-
mounted, and came in. It was Elliott. He had been
absent twenty hours. His buckskin suit showed the
effect of hard riding through the thickets.

‘‘Hullo, Bill, any sign of Jim?’’ was Girty’s greeting
to his lieutenant.

‘“Nary. He’s not been seen near the Delaware eamp.
He’s after that chap who married Winds.”’

““I thought so. Jim’s roundin’ up a-tenderfoot who
will be a bad man to handle if he has half a chance. I
saw as much the day he took his horse away from Silver.
He finally did fer the Shawnee, an’ almost put Jim out.
My brother oughtn’t to give rein to personal revenge at
a time like this.”’ Q@irty’s face did not change, but his
tone was one of annoyance.

‘‘Jim said he’d be here to-day, didn’t he?’’

““‘To-day is as long as we allowed to wait.’’

‘““He’ll come. Where’s Jake and Mac?’’

‘“They 're here somewhere, drinkin’ like fish, an’ raisin’
hell.”
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Two more renegades appeared at the door, and, enter-
ing the teepee, squated down in Indian fashion. The
little wiry man with the weazened face was McKee; the
other was the latest acquisition to the rengade force, Jake
Deering, deserter, thief, murderer—everything that is
bad. In appearance he was of medium height, but very
heavily, compactly built, and evidently as strong as an
ox. He had a tangled shock of red hair, a broad, bloated
face; big, dull eyes, like the openings of empty furnaces,
and an expression of beastliness.

Deering and McKee were intoxicated.

““Bad time fer drinkin’,’’ said Girty, with disapproval
in his glance.

‘“What’s that ter you?’’ growled Deering. ‘‘I’m here
ter do your work, an’ I reckon it’ll be done better if I’'m
drunk.”’

‘““Don’t git careless,’’ replied Girty, with that cool tone
and dark look such as dangerous men use. ‘‘I’m only
sayin’ it’s a bad time fer you, because if this bunch of
frontiersmen happen to git onto you bein’ the renegade
that was with the Chippewas an’ got thet young feller’s
girl, there’s liable to be trouble.’’

‘‘They ain’t agoin’ ter find out.”’

‘“Where is she?”’

‘‘Back there in the woods.”’

‘‘Mebbe it’s as well. Now, don’t git so drunk you’ll
blab all you know. We’ve lots of work to do without
havin’ to clean up Williamson’s bunch,’’ rejoined Girty.
‘“Bill, tie up the tent flaps an’ we’ll git to council.”’

Ellitt arose to carry out the order, and had pulled in
the deer-hide flaps, when one of them was jerked out-
ward to disclose the befrilled person of Jim Girty.
Except for a discoloration over his eye, he appeared as
usual.

‘“Ugh!’’ grunted Pipe, who was glad to see his rene-
gade friend.

Half King evinced the same feeling.

‘‘Hullo,”” was Simon Girty’s greeting.
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““’Pears I’'m on time fer the pienie,’’ said Jim Girty,
with his ghastly leer.

Bill Elliott closed the flaps, after giving orders to the
guard to prevent any Indians from loitering near the
teepee.

‘‘Listen,’’ said Simon Girty, speaking low in the Dela-
ware language. ‘‘The time is ripe. We have come here
to break forever the influence of the white man’s re-
ligion. Our councils have been held ; we shall drive away
the missionaries, and burn the Village of Peace.’’

He paused, leaning forward in his exceeding earnest-
ness, with his bronzed face lined by swelling veins, his
whole person made rigid by the murderous thought. Then
he hissed between his teeth: ‘‘What shall we do with
these Christian Indians?’’

Pipe raised his war club, struck it upon the ground,
then handed it to Half King.

Half King took the club and repeated the action.

Both chiefs favored the death penalty.

“‘Feed ’em to the buzzards,’’ eroaked Jim Girty.

Simon @irty knitted his brows in thought. The ques-
tion of what to do with the converted Indians had long
perplexed him.

“‘No,’’ said he; ‘‘let us drive away the missionaries,
burn the village, and take the Indians back to camp.
‘We’ll keep them there; they’ll soon forget.’’

‘‘Pipe does not want them,’’ declared the Delaware.

“‘Christian Indians shall never sit round Half King’s
fire,”’ eried the Huron.

Simon Q@irty knew the crisis had come; that but few
moments were left him to decide as to the disposition of
the Christians; and he thought seriously. Certainly he
did not want the Christians murdered. However cruel
his life, and great his misdeeds, he was still a man. If
possible, he desired to burn the village and ruin the re-
ligious influence, but without shedding blood. Yet, with
all his power, he was handicapped, and that by the very
chiefs most nearly under his control. He could not sub-
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due this growing Christian influence without the help
of Pipe and Half King. To these savages a thing was
either right or wrong. He had sown the seed of unrest
and jealousy in the savage breasts, and the fruit was
the decree of death. As far as these Indians were con-
cerned, this decision was unalterable.

On the other hand, if he did not spread ruin over the
Village of Peace, the missionaries would soon get such a
grasp on the tribes that their hold would never be broken.
He could not allow that, even if he was forced to sac-
rifice the missionaries along with their eonverts, for he
saw in the growth of this religion his own downfall. The
border must be hostile to the whites, or it could no longer
be his home. To be sure, he had aided the British in the
Revolution, and could find a refuge among them ; but this
did not suit him.

He became an outcast because of failure to win the
military promotion which he had so much coveted. He
had failed among his own people. He had won a great
position in an alien race, and he loved his power. To
sway men—Indians, if not others—to his will ; to avenge
himself for the fancied wrong done him; to be great,
had been his unrelenting purpose.

He knew he must sacrifice the Christians, or eventually
lose his own power. He had no false ideas about the
converted Indians. He knew they were innocent; that
they were a thousand times better off than the pagan
Indians; that they had never harmed him, nor would
they ever do so; but if he allowed them to spread their
religion there was an end of Simon Girty.

His decision was characteristic of the man. He would
sacrifice any one, or all, to retain his supremacy. He
knew the fulfilment of the decree as laid down by Pipe
and Half King would be known as his work. His name,
infamous now, would have an additional horror, and ever
be remembered by posterity in unspeakable loathing, in
unsoftening wrath. He knew this, and deep down in his
heart awoke a numbed chord of humanity that twinged
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with strange pain. What awful work he must sanction
to Keep his vaunted power! More bitter than all was the
knowledge that to retain this hold over the Indians he
must commit a deed which, so far as the whites were con-
cerned, would take away his great name, and brand him
a coward.

He briefly reviewed his stirring life. Singularly fitted
for a leader, in a few years he had risen to the most power-
ful position on the border. He wielded more influence
than any chief. He had been opposed to the invasion of
the pioneers, and this alone, without his sagacity or his
generalship, would have given him control of many tribes.
But hatred for his own people, coupled with unerring
judgment, a remarkable ability to lead expeditions, and
his invariable success, had raised him higher and higher
until he stood alone. He was the most powerful man
west of the Alleghenies. His fame was such that the
British had importuned him to help them, and had ae-
tually, in more than one instance, given him command
over British subjects.

All of which meant that he had a great, even though
an infamous name. No matter what he was blamed for;
no matter how many dastardly deeds had been committed
by his depraved brothers and laid to his door, he knew
he had never done a cowardly act. That which he had
committed while he was drunk he considered as having
been done by the liquor, and not by the man. He loved
his power, and he loved his name.

In all Girty’s eventful, ignoble life, neither the aliena-
tion from his people, the horror they ascribed to his
power, nor the sacrifice of his life to stand high among
the savage races, nor any of the cruel deeds committed
while at war, hurt him a tithe as much as did this sane-
tioning the massacre of the Christians.

Although he was a vengeful, unserupulous, evil man,
he had never acted the coward.

Half King waited long for Girty to speak; since he re-
mained silent, the wily Huron suggested they take a vote
on the question.
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“Yet us burn the Village of Peace, drive away the
missionaries, and take the Christians back to the Dela-
ware towns—all without spilling blood,’’ said Girty, de-
termined to carry his point, if possible.

‘I say the same,’’ added Elliott, refusing the war-
club held out to him by Half King.

¢‘Me, too,’”’ voted McKee, not so drunk but that he
understood the lightningliké glance Girty shot at him.

“Kill ’em all; kill everybody,’”’ cried Deering in
drunken glee. He took the club and pounded with it on
the groud.

Pipe repeated his former performance, as also did Half
King, after which he handed the black, knotted symbol of
death to Jim Girty.

Three had declared for saving the Christians, and three
for the death penalty.

Six pairs of burning eyes were fastened on the Deaths-
head.

Pipe and Half King were coldly relentless; Deering
awoke to a brutal earnestness; McKee and Elliott watehed
with bated breath. These men had formed themselves
into a tribunal to decide on the life or death of many,
and the situation, if not the greatest in their lives, cer-
tainly was one of vital importance.

Simon Girty cursed all the fates. He dared not openly
oppose the voting, and he could not, before those cruel
but just chiefs, try to influence his brother’s vote.

As Jim @Girty took the war-club, Simon read in his
brother’s face the doom of the converted Indians, and
he muttered to himself:

‘‘Now tremble an’ shrink, all you Christians!’’

Jim was not in a hurry. Slowly he poised the war-
club. He was playing as a cat plays with a mouse; he
was glorying in his power. The silence was that of
death. It signified the silence of death. The war-club
descended with violence.

““Feed the Christians to ther buzzards!’
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. CHAPTER XXIII.

“I mave been here before,”’ said Joe to Whispering
Winds. “‘I remember that vine-covered stone. We
crawled over it to get at Girty and Silvertip. There’s
the little knoll ; here’s the very spot where I was hit by a
flying tomahawk. Yes, and there’s the spring. Let me
see, what did Wetzel call this spot?’’

‘‘Beautiful Spring,’’ answered the Indian girl.

‘‘That’s it, and it’s well named. What a lovely place!’’

Nature had been lavish in the beautifying of this in-
closed dell. It was about fifty yards wide, and nestled
among little, wooded knolls and walls of gray, lichen-
covered stone. Though the sun shone brightly into the
opening, and the rain had free access to the mossy ground,
no stormy winds ever entered this well-protected glade.

Joe reveled in the beauty of the scene, even while he
was too weak to stand erect. He suffered no pain from
his wound, although he had gradually grown dizzy, and
felt as if the ground was rising before him. He was glad
to lie upon the mossy ground in the little cavern under
the cliff.

Upon examination his wound was found to have opened,
and was bleeding. His hunting coat was saturated with
blood. Whispering Winds washed the cut, and dressed
it with cooling leaves. Then she rebandaged it tightly
with Joe’s linsey handkerchiefs, and while he rested com-
fortably she gathered bundles of ferns, carrying them to
the little cavern. When she had a large quantity of
these she sat down near Joe, and began to weave the long
stems into a kind of secreen. The fern stalks were four
feet long and half a foot wide; these she deftly laced
together, making broad screens which would serve to
ward off the night dews. This done, she next built a
fireplace with flat stones. She found wild apples, plums
and turnips on the knoll above the glade. Then she
cooked strips of meat which had been brought with them.
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Lance grazed on the long grass just without the glade,
and Mose caught two rabbits. When darkness settled
down Whispering Winds called the dog within the cav-
ern, and hung the screens before the opening.

Several days passed. Joe rested quietly, and began
to recover strength. Besides the work of preparing their
meals, Whispering Winds had nothing to do save sit near
the invalid and amuse or interest him so that he would
not fret or grow impatient, while his wound was healing.

They talked about their future prospects. After vis-
iting the Village of Peace, they would go to Fort Henry,
where Joe could find employment. They dwelt upon the
cabin they would build, and passed many happy mo.
ments planning a new home. Joe’s love of the wilder-
nesd had in no wise diminished; but a blow on his head
from a heavy tomahawk, and a vicious stab in the back,
had lessened his zeal so far that he understood it was not
wise to sacrifice life for.the pleasures of the pathless
woods. He could have the last without the danger of
being shot at from behind every tree. He reasoned that
it would be best for him to take his wife to Fort Henry,
there find employment, and devote his leisure time to
roaming in the forest.

‘‘“Will the palefaces be kind_to the Indian who has
learned to love them?’’ Whispering Winds asked wist-
fully of Joe.

‘‘Indeed they will,’”’ answered Joe, and he told her
the story of Isaac Zane; how he took his Indian bride
home; how her beauty and sweetness soon won all the
white people’s love. ‘‘It will be so with you, my wife.”’

‘“Whispering Winds knows so little,”’ she murmured.

‘“Why, you are learning every day, and even if such
was not the case, you know enough for me.”’

‘‘Whispering Winds will be afraid; she fears a little
to go.”’

“Ill be glad when we can be on the move,’’ said Joe,
with his old impatient desire for action. ‘‘How soon,
‘Winds, can we set off1’’
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¢ As many days,”’ answered the Indian girl, holding
up five fingers.

““So long? I want to leave this place.”’

¢‘Leave Beautiful Spring?’’

““Yes, even this sweet place. It has a horror for me.
I’ never forget the night I first saw that spring shining
in the moonlight. It was right above the rock that I
looked into the glade. The moon was reflected in the
dark pool, and as I gazed into the shadowy depths of
the dark water, I suddenly felt an unaccountable terror;
Put I oughtn’t to have the same feeling now. We are
snfe, are we nott’’

‘“We are safe,”” murmured Whispering Winds.

““Yet I have the same chill of fear whenever I look at
the beautiful spring, and at night as I awake to hear the
soft babble of running water, I freeze until my heart
feels like cold lead. Winds, I’'m not a coward; but I
can’t help this feeling. Perhaps, it’s only the memory
of that awful night with Wetzel.”’

‘‘An Indian feels so when he passes to his unmarked
grave,”” answered Winds, gazing solemnly at him.
‘‘Whispering Winds does not like this faney of yours.
Let us leave Beautiful Spring. You are almost well.
Ah! if Whispering Winds should lose you! I love you!’’

‘“And I love you, my beautiful wild flower,’’ answered
Joe, stroking the dark head so near his own.

A tender smile shone on his face. He heard a slight
noise without the cave, and, looking up, saw that which
caused the smile to fade quickly.

‘“Mose!’’ he called, sharply. The dog was away chas-
ing rabbits.

‘Whispering Winds glanced over her shoulder with a
startled ery, which ended in a scream.

Not two yards behind her stood Jim Girty.

Hideous was his face in its triumphant ferocity. He
held a long knife in his hand, and, snarling like a mad
wolf, he made a forward lunge.

Joe raised himself quicklyxy but almost before he copld
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lift his hand in defense, the long blade was sheathed in
his breast.

Slowly he sank back, his gray eyes contracting with
the old steely flash. The will to do was there, but the
power was gone forever.”

‘‘Remember, Girty, marderer! I am Wetzel’s friend,”’
he cried, gazing at his slayer with unutterable scorn.

Then the gray eyes softened, and sought the blanched
face of the strickeh maiden.

¢“Winds,’’ he whispered faintly.

She was as one frozen with horror.

The gray eyes gazed into hers with lingering tender-
ness; then the film of death came upon them.

The renegade raised his bloody knife, and bent over
the prostrate form.

‘Whispering Winds threw herself upon Girty with the
blind fury of a maddened lioness. Cursing fiercely, he
stabbed her once. twice, three times. She fell across the
body of her lover, and clasped it convulsively.

Girty gave one glance at his vietims; deliberately
wiped the gory kmife on Winds’ leggings. and, with
another glance, hurried and fearful, around the glade,
he plunged into the thicket.

An hour passed. A dark stream crept from the quiet
figures toward the spring. It dyed the moss and the
green violet leaves. Slowly it wound its way to the
- elear water, dripping between the pale blue flowers. The
little fall below the spring was no longer snowy white;
blood had tinged it red.

A dog came bounding into the glade. He leaped the
brook, hesitated on the bank, and lowered his nose to
sniff at the water. He bounded up the bank to the

. cavern.

A long, mournful howl broke the wilderness’s quiet.

Another hour passed. The birds were silent; the in-
sects still. The sun sank behind the trees, and the shades
of evening gathered.

The ferns on the other side of the glade trembled. A
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alight rustle of dead leaves disturbed the stillness. The
dog whined, then barked. The tall form of a hunter rose
out of the thicket, and stepped into the glade with his
eyes bent upon moceasin tracks in the soft moss.

The trail he had been following led him to this bloody
spring.

“TI might hev knowed it,”’ he muttered.

‘Wetzel, for it was he, leaned upon his long rifle while
his keen eyes took in the details of the tragedy. The
whining dog, the bloody water, the motionless figures
lying in a last embrace, told the gsad story.

“Joe an’ Winds,’’ he muttered.

Only a moment did he remain lost in sad reflection.
A familiar moccasin-print in the sand on the bank pointed
westward. He examined it carefully.

‘““T'wo hours gone,’’ he muttered. ‘I might overtake
him.”’ .

Then his motions became swift. With two blows of his
tomahawk he secured a long piece of grapevine. He took
a heavy stone from the bed of the brook. He carried
Joe to the spring, and, returning for Winds, placed her
beside her lover. This done, he tied one end of the
grapevine around the stone, and wound the other about
the dead bodies.

He pushed them off the bank into the spring. As the
lovers sank into the deep pool they turned, exposing first
‘Winds’ sad face, and then Joe’s. Then they sank out
of sight. Little waves splashed on the shore of the pool;
the ripple disappeared, and the surface of the spring be-
came tranquil.

‘Wetzel stood one moment over the watery grave of
the maiden who had saved him, and the boy who had
loved him. In the gathering gloom his stalwart form
assumed gigantic proportions, and when he raised his
long arm and shook his clenched fist toward the west, he
resembled a magnificent statue of dark menace.

With a single bound he cleared the pool, and then sped
out of the glade. He urged the dog on @irty’s trail, and
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followed the eager beast toward the west. As he dis-
appeared, a long, low sound like the sigh of the night
wind swelled and moaned through the gloom.

CHAPTER XXIV.

‘WEHEN the first ruddy rays of the rising sun erimsoned
the eastern sky, Wetzel slowly wound his way down a
rugged hill far west of Beautiful Spring. A white dog,
weary and footsore, limped at his side. Both man and
beast showed evidences of severe exertion.

The hunter stopped in a little cave under a projecting
stone, and, laying aside his rifle, began to gather twigs
and sticks. He was particular about selecting the wood,
and threw aside many pieces which would have burned
well ; but when he did kindle a flame it blazed hotly, yet
made no smoke.

He sharpened a green stick, and, taking some strips of
meat from his pocket, roasted them over the hot flame.
He fed the dog first. Mose had crouched close on the
ground with his head on his paws, and his brown eyes
fastened upon the hunter.

‘‘He had too big a start fer us,’’ said Wetzel, speaking
as if the dog were human. It seemed that Wetzel’s
words were a protest against the meaning in those large,
sad eyes.

Then the hunter put out the fire, and, searching for a
more secluded spot, finally found one on top of the ledge,
where he commanded a good view of his surroundings.
The weary dog was asleep. Wetzel settled himself to
rest, and was soon wrapped in slumber.

About noon he awoke. He arose, stretched his limbs,
and then took an easy position on the front of the ledge,
where he could look below. Evidently the hunter was
waiting for something. The dog slept on. 1t was the
noonday hour, when the stillness of the forest almost
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matched that of midnight. The birds were more quiet
than at any other time during daylight.

‘Wetzel reclined there with his head against the stone,
and his rifle resting across his knees.

He listened now to the sounds of the forest. The soft
breeze fluttering among the leaves, the rain-call of the
tree frog, the caw of crows from distant hilltops, the
sweet songs of the thrush and oriole, were blended to-
gether naturally, harmoniously.

But suddenly the hunter raised his head. A note,
deeper than the others, a little too strong, came from far
down the shaded hollow. To Wetzel’s trained ear it was
a discord. He manifested no more than this attention,
for the birdeall was the signal he had been awaiting.
He whistled a note in answer that was as deep and clear
as the one which had roused him.

Moments passed. There was no repetition of the sound.
The songs of the other birds had ceased. Besides Wet-
zel there was another intruder in the woods.

Mose lifted his shaggy head and growled. The hunter
patted the dog. In a few minutes the figure of a tall
man appeared among the laurels down the slope. He
stopped while gazing up at the ledge. Then, with noise-
less step, he ascended the ridge, climbed the rocky ledge,
and turned the corner of the stone to face Wetzel. The
newcomer was Jonathan Zane.

‘‘Jack, I expected you afore this,”’ was Wetzel’s greet-
ing.

¢‘I ecouldn’t make it sooner,’’ answered Zane. ‘‘After
we left Williamson and separated, I got turned around
by a band of several hundred redskins makin’ for the
Village of Peace. I went back again, but couldn’t find
any sign of the trail we’re huntin’. Then I makes for
this meetin’ place. I’ve been goin’ for some ten hours,
and am hungry.’’

‘“I’ve got some b’ar ready cooked,’’ said Wetzel, hand-
ing Zane several strips of meat.

‘“What luck did you have?”’
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“] found Q@irty’s trail, an old one, over here some
eighteen or twenty miles, an’ follored it until I went
almost into the Delaware town. It led to a hut in a deep
ravine. I ain’t often surprised, but I wus then. I found
the dead body of that girl, Kate Wells, we fetched over
from Fort Henry. Thet’s sad, but it ain’t the surprisin’
part. I also found Silvertip, the Shawnee 1’ve been
lookin’ fer. He was all knocked an’ cut up, deader’n
a stone. There’s been somethin’ of a serap in the hut.
I calkilate Girty murdered Kate, but I couldn’t think
then who did fer Silver, though I allowed the renegade
might hev done thet, too. I watched round an’ seen
@irty come back to the hut. He had ten Injuns with
him, an’ presently they all made fer the west. I trailed
them, but didn’t calkilate it’d be wise to tackle the bunch
gingle-handed, so laid back. A mile or so from the hut I
came across hoss tracks minglin’ with the moecasin-prints.
About fifteen mile or so from the Delaware town, Girty
left his buckskins, an’ they went west, while he stuck to
the hoss tracks. I was onto his game in a minute. I
cut across country fer Beautiful Spring, but I got there
too late. I found the warm bodies of Joe and thet Injun
girl, Winds. The snake hed murdered them.’’

“I allow Joe won over Winds, got away from the
Delaware town with her, tried to rescue Kate, and killed
Silver in the fight. Girty probably was surprised, an’
run after he had knifed the girl.”’

‘‘’Pears so to me. Joe had two knife cuts, an’ one
was an old wound.”’

‘“You say it was a bad fight?”’

‘‘Must hev been. The hut was all knocked in, an’
stuff scattered about. 'Wal, Joe could go some if he onct
got started.”’

““I’ll bet he could. He was the likeliest lad I’ve seen
for many a day.”’

‘‘If he’d lasted, he’d been somethin’ of a hun.er an’
fighter.”’

‘“Too bad. But Lord! you couldn’t keep him down,
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no more than you can lots of these wild young chaps
that drift out here.”’

1711 allow he had the fever bad.’’

¢‘Did you hev time to bury them {”’

“‘T hedn’t time fer much. I sunk them in the spring.”’

““Tt’s a pretty deep hole,’’ said Zane, reflectively.
““‘Then you and the dog took Girty’s trail, but couldn’t
catch up with him. He’s now with the renegade cut-
throats and hundreds of riled Indians over there in the
Village of Peace.”’ )

““I reckon you’re right.”’

A long silence ensued. Jonathan finished his simple
repast, drank from the little spring that trickled under
the stone, and, sitting down by the dog, smoothed out his
long silken hair.

‘‘Lew, we’re pretty good friends, ain’t we?’’ he asked,
thoughtfully.

““Jack, you an’ the colonel are all the friends I ever
hed, ’ceptin’ thet boy lyin’ quiet back there in the
woods.”’

““I know you pretty well, and ain’t sayin’ a word
about your runnin’ off from me on many a hunt, but I
want to speak plain about this fellow Girty.”’

‘“Wal?’’ said Wetzel, as Zane hesitated.

‘‘Twice in the last few years you and I have had it in
for the same men, both white-livered traitors. You re-
member? First it was Miller, who tried to ruin my sister
Betty, and next it was Jim @irty, who murdered our old
friend, as good an old man as ever wore moccasins. Wal,
after Miller ran off from the fort, we trailed him down
to the river, and I points across and says, ‘You or me?’
and you says, ‘Me.” You was Betty’s friend, and I knew
she’d be avenged. Miller is lyin’ quiet in the woods, and
violets have blossomed twice over his grave, though you
never said a word; but I know it’s true because I know
you.’’

Zane looked earnestly into the dark face of his friend,
hoping perhaps to get some verbal assurance there that
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his belief was trne. But Wetzel did not speak, and he
continued :

‘¢ Another day not so long ago we both looked down at
an old friend, and saw his white hair matted with blood.
He’d been murdered for nothin’. Again you and me
trailed a coward and found him to be Jim Girty. I
knew you’d been huntin’ him for years, and so I says,
‘Lew, you or me?’ and you says, ‘Me.” I give in to
you, for I knew you’re a better man than me, and because
I wanted you to have the satisfaction. 'Wal, the months
have gone by, and Jim Girty’s still livin’ and carryin’
on. Now he’s over there after them poor preachers. I
ain’t sayin’, Lew, that you haven’t more agin him than
me, but I do say, let me in on it with you. He always
has a gang of redskins with him; he’s afraid to travel
alone, else you’d had him long ago. Two of us’ll have
more chance to git him. Let me go with you. When
it comes to a finish, I’ll stand aside while you give it to
him. I’d enoy seein’ you cut him from shoulder to hip.
After he leaves the Village of Peace we’ll hit his trail,
eamp on it, and stick to it until it ends in his grave.”’

The earnest voice of the backwoodsman ceased. Both
men rose and stood facing éach other. Zane’s bronzed
face was hard and tense, expressive of an indomitable
will; Wetzel’s was coldly dark, with fateful resolve, as
if his decree of vengeance, once given, was as immutable
as destiny. The big, horny hands gripped in a viselike
clasp born of fierce passion, but no word was spoken.

Far to the west somewhere, a befrilled and bedizened
renegade pursued the wild tenor of his ways; perhaps,
even now steeping his soul in more crime, or staining his
hands a deeper red, but sleeping or waking, he dreamed
not of this deadly compaect that meant his doom.

The two hunters turned their stern faces toward the
west, and passed silently down the ridge into the depths
of the forest. Darkness found them within rifle-shot of
the Village of Peace. With the dog creeping between
them, they crawled to a position which would, in daylight,



THE SPIRIT OF THE BORDER 221

commmand a view of the clearing. Then, while one stood
guard, the other slept.

‘When morning dawned they shifted their position to
the top of a low, fern-covered cliff, from which they could
see every movement in the village. All the morning they
watched with that wonderful patience of men who knew
how to wait. The visiting savages were quiet, the mis-
sionaries moved about in and out of the shops and cabins;
the Christian Indians worked industriously in the fields,
while the renegades lolled before a prominent teepee.

¢‘This quiet looks bad,’’ whispered Jonathan to Wetzel.
No shouts were heard; not a hostile Indian was seen to
move.

‘“They’ve come to a decision,”’ whispered Jonathan,
and Wetzel answered him:

¢‘If they hev, the Christians don’t know it.”’

An hour later the deap pealing of the church bells
broke the silence. The entire band of Christian Indians
gathered near the large log structure, and then marched
in orderly form toward the maple grove where the service
was always held in pleasant weather. This movement
brought the Indians within several hundred yards of the
cliff where Zane and Wetzel lay concealed.

‘“‘There’s Heckewelder walking with old man Wells,’’
whispered Jonathan. ‘‘ There’s Young and Edwards, and
yes, there’s the young missionary, brother of Joe. "Pears
to me they’re foolish to hold service in the face of all
those riled Injuns.”’

‘“Wuss’n foolish,’’ answered Wetzel.

““Look! By gum! AsI’m alivin’sinner there comes
the whole crowd of hostile redskins. They’ve got their
guns, and—by gum! they’re painted. Looks bad, bad!
Not much friendliness about that bunch!’’

“‘They ain’t intendin’ to be peaceable.’’

““By gum! You’re right. There ain’t one of them
settin’ down. ’Pears to me I know some of them red-
skins. There’s Pipe, sure enough, and Kotoxon. By
gum! If there ain’t Shingiss; he was friendly onece,’’
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‘‘None of them’s friendly.”’

“Look! Lew, look! Right behind Pipe. See that
long war-bonnet. As I’m a born sinner, that’s your old
friend, Wingenund. ’Pears to me we’ve rounded up all
our acquaintances.’’

The two bordermen lay close under the tall ferns and
watched the proceedings with sharp eyes. They saw the
converted Indians seat themselves before the platform.
The crowd of hostile Indians surrounded the glade on
all sides, except one, which, singularly enough, was next
to the woods.

““‘Look thar!’’ exclaimed Wetzel, under his breath.
He pointed off to the right of the maple glade. Jonathan
gazed in the direction indicated, and saw two savages
stealthily slipping throngh the bushes, and behind trees.
Presently these suspicious acting spies, or scouts, stopped
on a little knoll perhaps an hundred yards from the glade

‘Wetzel groaned.

““This ain’t comfortable,’’ growled Zane, in a low whls-
per. ‘‘Them red devils are up to somethin’ bad. They’d
better not move round over here.”’

The hunters, satisfied that the two isolated savages
meant mischief, turned their gaze once more toward the
maple grove.

‘“Ah! Simon, you white traitor! See him, Lew, comin’
with his precious gang,’’ said Jonathan. ‘‘He’s got the
whole thing fixed, you can plainly see that. Bill Elliott,
McKee; and who’s that renegade with Jim Girty? Il
allow he must be the fellar we heard was with the Chip-
pewas. Tough lookin’ customer; a good mate fer Jim
Qirty! A fine lot of border-hawks!”’

‘‘Somethin’ comin’ off,”’ whispered Wetzel, as Zane’s
low growl grew unintelligible.

Jonathan felt, rather than saw, Wetzel tremble.

‘‘The missionaries are consultin’. Ah, there comes
one! Which? I guess it’s Edwards. By gum! who’s
that Inun stalkin’ over from the hostile bunch. Big
chief, whoever he is. Blest if it ain’t Half King!’’
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'The watchers saw the chief wave his arm and speak
with evident arrogance to Edwards, who, however, ad-
vanced to the platform and raised his hand to address the
Christians.

““Crack!”’

A shot rang out from the thicket. Clutching wildly
at his breast, the missionary reeled back, staggered, and
fell.

“‘One of those skulkin’ redskins has killed Edwards,’’
said Zane. ‘‘But, no; he’s not dead! He’s gettin’ up.
Mebee he ain’t hurt bad. By gum! there’s Young comin’
forward. Of all the fools!’’

It was indeed true that Young had faced the Indians.
Half King addressed him as he had the other; but Young
raised his hand and began speaking.

““Crack!”’

Another shot rang out. Young threw up his hands
and fell heavily. The missionaries rushed toward him.
Mr. Wells ran round the group, wringing his hands as
if distracted.

¢‘He’s hard hit,’’ hissed Zane, between his teeth. ‘‘You
can tell that by the way he fell.”

‘Wetzel did not answer. He lay silent and motionless,
his long body rigid, and his face like marble.

“‘There comes the other young fellar—Joe’s brother.
He’ll get plugged, too,”’ continued Zane, whispering
rather to himself than to his companion. ¢‘Oh, I hoped
they’d show some sense! It’s noble for them to die for
Christianity, but it won’t do no good. By gum! Hecke-
welder has pulled him back. Now, that’s good judg-
ment!”’

Half King stepped before the Christians and addressed
them. He held in his hand a black war-club, which he
wielded as he spoke.

Jonathan’s attention was now directed from the maple
grove to the hunter beside him. He had heard a slight
metallic click, as Wetzel cocked his rifle. Then he saw
the black barrel slowly rise.
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““Listen, Lew. Mebbe it ain’t good sense. We’re
after Girty, you remember; and it’s a long shot from
here—full three hundred yards.”’

‘“You’re right, Jack, you’re right,”’ answered Wetzel,
breathing hard.

‘‘Let’s wait, and see what comes off.”’

““Jack, I can’t do it. It’ll make our job harder; but I
can’t help it. I can put a bullet just over the Huron’s
left eye, an’ I'm goin’ to do it.”’

‘“You can’t do it, Lew; you can’t! It’s too far for
any gun. Wait! Wait!”’ whispered Jonathan, laying
his hand on Wetzel’s shoulder.

‘“Wait? Man, can’t you see what the unnameable vil-
jain is doin’?’’

‘“What?’’ asked Zane, turning his eyes again to the
glade.

The converted Indians sat with bowed heads. Half
King raised his war-club, and threw it on the ground in
front of them.

‘“He’s announcin’ the death decree!’’ hissed Wetzel.

‘““Well! if he ain’t!”’

Jonathan looked at Wetzel’s face. Then he rose to his
knees, as had Wetzel, and tightened his belt. He knew
that in another instant they would be speeding away
through the forest.

‘‘Lew, my rifle’s no good fer that distance. But'mebbe
yours is. You ought to know. It’s not sense, because
there’s Simon Girty, and there’s Jim, the men we're after.
If you can hit one, you can another. But go ahead, Lew.
Plug that cowardly redskin!”’

‘Wetzel knelt on one knee, and thrust the black rifle
forward through the fern leaves. Slowly the fatal barrel
rose to a level, and became as motionless as the immovable
stones.

Jonathan fixed his keen gaze on the haughty counten-
ance of Half King as he stood with folded arms and scorn-
ful mien in front of the Christians he had just con-
demned.
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Even as the short, stinging erack of Wetzel’s rifle broke
the silence, Jonathan saw the fierce expression of Half
King’s dark face change to one of vacant wildness. His
arms never relaxed from their folded position. He fell,
as falls a monarch of the forest trees, a dead weight.

CHAPTER XXV,

“‘PLeasE do not preach to-day,’’ said Nell, raising her
eyes imploringly to Jim’s face.

‘“Nellie, I must conduct the services as usual. I cam
not shirk my duty, nor let these renegades see I fear to
face them.”’

‘I have such a queer feeling. I am afraid. I don’t
want to be left alone. Please do not leave me.’’

Jim strode nervously up and down the length of the
room. Nell’s worn face, her beseeching eyes and trem-
bling hands touched his heart. Rather than almost any-
thing else, he desired to please her, to strengthen her; yet
how could he shirk his duty?

‘‘Nellie, what is it you fear?’’ he asked, holding her
hands tightly.

¢“Oh, I don’t know what—everything. Unecle is grow-
ing weaker every day. Look at Mr. Young; he is only
a shadow of his former self, and this anxiety is wearing
Mr. Heckewelder out. He is more econcerned than he
dares admit. You needn’t shake your head, for I know
it. Then those Indians who are waiting, waiting—for
God only knows what? Worse than all to me, I saw that
renegade, that fearful beast who made away with poor
dear Kate!”’

Nell burst into tears, and leaned sobbing on Jim’s
shoulder.

‘‘Nell, I've kept my courage only because of you,’’
replied Jim, his voice trembling slightly.
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She looked up quickly. Something in the pale face
which was bent over her told that now, if ever, was the
time for a woman to forget herself, and to cheer, to in-
spire those around her.

“Y] am a silly baby, and selfish!’’ she cried, freeing
herself from his hold. ‘‘Always thinking of myself.”’
She turned away and wiped the tears from her eyes.
‘“@o, Jim, do your duty; I’ll stand by and help you all
a woman can.”’

[ ] L] L J L ] ] L4 * L J ]

The missionaries were consulting in Heckewelder’s ca-
bin. Zeisberger had returned that morning, and his ag-
gressive, dominating spirit was just what they needed in
an hour like this. He raised the downcast spirits of the
ministers.

‘‘Hold the service? I should say we will,”” he de-
clared, waving his hands. ‘‘What have we to be afraid
of ¥’

““I do not know,’’ answered Heckewelder, shaking his
head doubtfully. ‘‘I do not know what to fear. Qirty
himself told me he bore us no ill will; but I hardly believe
him. All this silence, this ominous waiting perplexes,
bewilders me.”’

‘‘Gentlemen, our duty at least is plain,’”’ said Jim,
impressively. ‘“The faith of these Christian Indians in
us is 80 absolute that they have no fear. They believe
in God, and inus. These threatening savages have failed
signally to impress our Christians. If we do not hold the
gervice they will think we fear Girty, and that might
have & bad influence.’’

““I am in favor of postponing the preaching for a few
days. I tell you I am afraid of Girty’s Indians, not for
myself, for these Christians whom we love so well. I am
afraid.’”” Heckewelder’s face bore testimony to his anx-
ious dread.

‘“You are our leader; we have but to obey,”’ said Ed-
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wards. ‘‘Yet I think we owe it to our converts to stick
to our work until we are forced by violence to desist.”’

““Ah! What form will that violence take?’’ eried
Heckewelder, his face white. ‘‘You cannot tell what
these savages mean. I fear! I fear!’’

‘‘Listen, Heckewelder, you must remember we had this
to go through once before,”’ put in Zeisberger earnestly.
““In ’78 Girty came down on us like a wolf on the fold.
He had not so many Indians at his beck and call as now;
but he harangued for days, trying to scare us and our
handful of Christians. He set his drunken fiends to
frighten us, and he failed. We stuck it out and won.
He’s trying the same game. Let us stand against him,
and hold our services as usual. We should trust in God!”’

‘“‘Never give up!’’ eried Jim.

‘‘Gentlemen, you are right ; you shame me, even though
I feel that I understand the situation and its dread pos-
sibilities better than any one of you. Whatever befalls
we’ll stick to our post. I thank you for reviving the
spirit in my cowardly heart. We will hold the service
to-day as usual, and to make it more impressive, each
shall address the congregation in turn.’’

¢“And, if need be, we will give our lives for our Chris-
tians,’’ said Young, raising his pale face.

The deep mellow peals of the church bell awoke the
slumbering echoes. Scarcely had its melody died away
in the forest when a line of Indians issued from the
church and marched toward the maple grove. Men, wo-
men, youths, maidens and children.

Glickhican, the old Delaware chief, headed the line.
His step was firm, his head erect, his face calm in its
noble austerity. His followers likewise expressed in
their countenances the steadfastness of their belief. The
maiden’s heads were bowed, but with shyness, not fear.
The children were happy, their bright faces expressive
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of the joy they felt in the anticipation of listening to their
beloved teachers.

This procession passed between rows of painted sav-
ages, standing immovable, with folded arms, and som-
ber eyes.

No sooner had the Christians reached the maple grove,
when from all over the clearing appeared hostile Indians,
who took positions near the knoll where the missionaries
stood.

Heckewelder’s faithful little band awaited him on the
platform. The converted Indians seated themselves as
usual at the foot of the knoll. The other savages crowded
closely on both sides. They carried their weapons, and
maintained the same silence that had so singularly
marked their mood of the last twenty-hour hours. No
human skill could have divined their intention. This
coldness might be only habitual reserve, and it might be
anything else.

Heckewelder approached at the same time that Simon
Girty and his band of renegades appeared. With the
renegades were Pipe and Half King. These two came
slowly across the clearing, passed through the opening
in the crowd, and stopped close to the platform.

Heckewelder went hurriedly up to his missionaries.
He seemed beside himself with excitement, and spoke with
difficulty.

‘‘Do not preach to-day. I have been warned again,”’
he said, in a low voice.

‘Do you forbid it?’’ inquired Edwards.

‘‘No, no. I have not that authority, but I implore it.
‘Wait, wait until the Indians are in better mood.’’

Edwards left the group, and, stepping upon the plat-
form, faced the Christians.

At the same moment Half King stalked majestically
from before his party. He carried no weapon save a
‘black, knotted war-club. A surging forward of the crowd
of savages behind him showed the intense interest which
his action had aroused. He walked forward until he
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stood half way between the platform and the converts.
He ran his evil glance slowly over the Christians, and
then rested it upon Edwards.

‘‘Half King’s orders are to be obeyed. Let the pale-
face keep his mouth closed,”’ he eried in the Indian
tongue. The imperious command came as a thunderbolt
from a clear sky. The missionaries behind Edwards stood
bewildered, awaiting the outcome.

But Edwards, without a moment’s hesitation, calmly
lifted his hand and spoke.

‘‘Beloved Christians, we meet to-day as we have met
before, as we hope to meet in——"’

“ Sp ang 24

The whistling of a bullet over the heads of the Chris-
tians, accompanied the loud report of a rifle. All present
plainly heard the leaden missile strike. Edwards wheeled,
clutching his side, breathed hard, and then fell heavily
without uttering a ery. He had been shot by an Indian
eoncealed in the thicket.

For a moment no one moved, nor spoke. The mission-
aries were stricken with horror; the converts seemed
turned to stone, and the hostile throng waited silently, as
they had for hours.

‘‘He’s shot! He’s shot! Oh, I feared this!’’ eried
Heckewelder, running forward. The missionaries fol-
lowed him. Edwards was lying on his back, with a bloody
hand pressed to his side. ‘

‘““‘Dave, Dave, how is it with you?’’ asked Heckewelder,
in a voice low with fear.

‘‘Not bad. It’s too far out to be bad, but it knocked
me over,”” answered Edwards, weakly., ‘‘Give me—
water,”’

They carried him from the platform, and laid him on
the grass under a tree.

Young pressed Edwards’ hand; he murmured some-
thing that sounded like a prayer, and then walked
straight upon the platform, as he raised his face, which
'was sublime with a white light.
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““Paleface! Back!’’ roared Half King, as he waved
his war-club.

‘“You Indian dog! Be silent!’’

Young’s clear voice rolled out on the quiet air so im-
periously, so powerful in its wonderful scorn and passion,
that the hostile savages were overcome by awe, and the
Christians thrilled anew with reverential love.

Young spoke again in a voice which had lost its pas-
gion, and was singularly sweet in its richness.

‘‘Beloved Christians, if it is God’s will that we must
die to prove our faith, then as we have taught you how
to live, so we can show you how to die—"’

€ sp ang 1

Again a whistling sound came with the bellow of an
overcharged rifle; again the sickening thud of a bullet
striking flesh. )

Young fell backwards from the platform.

The missionaries laid him beside Edwards, and then
stood in shuddering silence. A smile shone on Young’s
pale face; a stream of dark blood welled from his breast.
His lips moved; he whispered:

““I ask no more—God’s will.”’

Jim looked down once at his brother missionaries; then
with blanched face, but resolute and stern, he marched
toward the platform.

Heckewelder ran after him, and dragged him back.

‘““No!no!no! My God! Would you be killed? Oh!
I tried to prevent this!’’ cried Heckewelder, wringing
his hands.

One long, fierce, exultant yell pealed throughout the
grove. It came from these silent breasts in which was
pent up hatred; it greeted this action which proclaimed
victory over the missionaries.

All eyes turned on Half King. With measured stride
he paced to and fro before the Christian Indians.

Neither cowering nor shrinking marked their manner;
to & man, to a child, they rose with proud mien, heads
erect and eyes flashing. This mighty chief with his blood-
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thirsty crew could burn the Village of Peace, could anni-
hilate the Christians, but he could never change their
hope and trust in God.

‘““Blinded fools!’’ cried Half King. ‘‘The Huron is
wise ; he tells no lies. Many moons ago he told the Chris-
tians they were sitting half way between two angry gods,
who stood with mouths open wide and looking ferociously
at each other. If they did not move back out of the
road they would be ground to powder by the teeth of
one or the other, or both. Half King urged them to
leave the peaceful village, to forget the paleface God; to
take their horses, and flocks, and return to their homes.
The Christians scorned the Huron King’s counsel. The
sun has set for the Village of Peace. The time has come.
Pipe and the Huron are powerful. They will not listen
to the paleface God. They will burn the Village of
Peace. Death to the Christians!’’

Half King threw the black war-club with a passionate
energy on the grass before the Indians.

They heard this decree of death with unflinching front.
Even the children were quiet. Not a face paled, not an
eye was lowered.

Half King cast their doom in their teeth. The Chris-
tians eyed him with unspoken scorn.

“My God! My God! It is worse than I thought!”’
moaned Heckewelder. ‘‘Utter ruin! Murder! Murder!”’

In the momentary silence which followed his outburst,
a tiny cloud of blue-white smoke came from the ferns
overhanging a cliff.

““Crack!’’

All heard the shot of a rifle; all noticed the difference
between its clear, ringing intonation and the loud re-
ports of the other two. All distinctly heard the zip of
a bullet as it whistled over their heads.

All?! No, not all. One did not hear that speeding bul-
let. He who was the central figure in this tragic scene,
he who had doomed the Christians might have seen that
tiny puff of smoke which heralded his own doom, but
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before the ringing report could reach his ears a small
blue hole appeared as if by magie, over his left eye, and
pulse, and sense, and life had fled forever.

Half King, great, cruel chieftain, stood still for an
instant as if he had been an image of stone; his haughty
head lost its erect poise, the fierceness seemed to fade
from his dark face, his proud plume waved gracefully
as he swayed to and fro, and then fell before the Chris-
tians, inert and lifeless.

No one moved; it was as if no one breathed. The
superstitious savages awaited fearfully another rifle shot,
another lightning stroke, another visitation from the pale-
face’s God.

But Jim Girty, with a cunning born of his terrible
fear, had recognized the ring of that rifle. He had felt
the zip of a bullet which could just as readily have found
his brain as Half King’s. He had stood there as fair a
mark as the cruel Huron, yet the Avenger had not chosen
him. Was he reserved for a different fatet Was not
such a death too merciful for the frontier Deathshead ?
He yelled in his craven fear:

‘““Le vent de la Mort!’’

The well known, dreaded appellation aroused the sav-
ages from a fearful stupor into a fierce manifestation of
hatred. A tremendous yell rent the air. Instantly the
scene changed.

CHAPTER XXVI.

IN THE confusion the missionaries earried Young and
Edwards into Mr. Wells’ ecabin. Nell’s calm, white face
showed that she had expected some such eatastrophe as
this, but she of all was the least excited. Heckewelder
left them at the cabin and hurried away to consult Cap-
tain Williamson. While Zeisberger, who was skilled in
surgery, attended to the wounded men, Jim barred the
heavy door, shut the rude, swinging windows, and made
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the cabin temporarily a refuge from prowling savages.

Outside the clamor increased. Shrill yells rent the
air, long, rolling war-cries sounded above all the din,
The measured stamp of mocecasined feet, the rush of In-
dians past the cabin, the dull thud of hatchets struck hard
into the trees—all attested to the excitement of the sav-
ages, and the imminence of terrible danger.

In the front room of Mr. Wells’ eabin Edwards lay on
a bed, his face turned to the wall, and his side exposed.
There was a bloody hole in his white skin. Zeisberger
was probing for the bullet. He had no instruments, save
those of his own manufacture, and they were darning
needles with bent points, and a long knife-blade ground
thin.

‘‘There, I have it,’’ said Zeisberger. ‘‘Hold still, Dave.
There!’’ As Edwards moaned Zeisberger drew forth
the bloody bullet. ‘‘Jim, wash and dress this wound.
It isn’t bad. Dave will be all right in a couple of days.
Now I’ll look at George.’’

Zeisberger hurried into the other room. Young lay
with quiet face and closed eyes, breathing faintly. Zeis-
berger opened the wounded man’s shirt and exposed the
wound, which was on the right side, rather high up. Nell,
who had followed Zeisberger that she might be of some
assistance if needed, saw him look at the wound and
then turn a pale face away for a second. That hurried
shuddering movement of the sober, practical missionary
was most significant. Then he bent over Young and
inserted one of the probes into the wound. He pushed
the steel an inch, two, three, four inches into Young’s
breast, but the latter neither moved nor moaned. Zeis-
berger shook his head, and finally removed the instru-
ment. He raised the sufferer’s shoulder to find the bed
saturated with blood. The bullet wound extended com-
pletely through the missionary’s body, and was bleeding
from the back. Zeisberger folded strips of linsey eloth
into small pads and bound them tightly over both aper-
tures of the wound.
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““How is he?’’ asked Jim, when the amateur surgeon
returned to the other room, and proceeded to wash the
blood from his hands.

Zeisberger shook his head gloomily.

““How is George?’’ whispered Edwards, who had heard
Jim’s question.

““Shot through the right lung. Human skill can not
aid him! Only God can save.”’

“Didn’t I hear a third shot?’’ whispered Dave, gazing
round with sad, questioning eyes. ‘‘Heckewelder?’’

“JIs safe. He has gone to see Williamson. You did
hear a third shot. Half King fell dead with a bullet
over his left eye. He had just folded his arms in a grand
pose after his death decree to the Christians.”’

¢““A judgment of God!’’ )

““It does seem so0, but it came in the form of leaden
death from Wetzel’s unerring rifle. Do you hear all that
yelling? Half King’s death has set the Indians wild.””

There was a gentle knock at the door, and then the
word, ‘‘Open,’’ in Heckewelder’s voice.

Jim unbarred the door. Heckewelder came in carry-
ing over his shoulder what apparently was a sack of meal.
He was accompanied by young Christy. Heckewelder
put the bag down, opened it, and lifted out a little Indian
boy. The child gazed round with fearful eyes.

‘“Save Benny! Save Benny!’’ he eried, running to
Nell, and she clasped him closely in her arms.

Heckewelder’s face was like marble as he asked con-
cerning Edward’s condition.

“‘I’m not badly off,”’ said the missionary with a smile.

‘‘How’s George?’’ whispered Heckewelder.

No one answered him. Zeisberger raised his hands.
All followed Heckewelder into the other room, where
Young lay in the same position as when first brought in.
Heckewelder stood gazing down into the wan face with
its terribly significant smile.

‘I brought him out here. I persuaded him to come!’’
whispered Heckewelder. ‘‘Oh, Almighty God!’’ he eried.
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His voice broke, and his prayer ended with the mute elo-
quence of clasped hands and uplifted, appealing face.

‘““Come out,”’ said Zeisberger, leading him into the
larger room. The others followed, and Jim closed the
door.

‘““What’s to be done?’’ said Zeisberger, with his prac-
tical common sense. ‘‘What did Williamson say? Tell
us what you learned?’’ '

‘“Wait—directly,’’ answered Heckewelder, sitting down
and covering his face with his hands. There was a long
silence. At length he raised his white face and spoke
calmly :

‘‘Gentlemen, the Village of Peace is doomed. I en-
treated Captain Williamson to help us, but he refused.
Said he dared not interfere. I prayed that he would
speak at least a word to Qirty, but he denied my request.’’

‘“Where are the converts?’’

‘‘Imprisoned in the church, every one of them except
Benny. Mr. Christy and I hid the child in the meal
sack and were thus able to get him here. 'We must save
him.”’

““Save him?’’ asked Nell, looking from Heckewlder to
the trembling Indian boy.

““Nellie, the savages have driven all our Christians
into the church, and shut them up there, until Girty and
his men shall give the word to complete their fiendish
design. The converts asked but one favor—an hour in
which to pray. It was granted. The savages intend
to murder them all.”’

‘‘Oh! Horrible! Monstrous!’’ eried Nell. ‘‘How can
they be so inhuman?’’ She lifted Benny up in her arms.
**They’ll never get you, my boy. We’ll save you—I’ll
save you!’”’ The child moaned and clung to her neck.

‘“‘They are scouring the clearing now for Christians,
and will search all the cabins. I’'m positive.’’

‘“Will they come here?’’ asked Nell, turning her blaz-
ing eyes on Heckewelder.

‘‘Undoubtedly. We must try to hide Benny. Let me
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think; where would be a good place! We'll try a dark
corner of the loft.”’

““No, no,’’ eried Nell.

“‘Put Benny in Young’s bed,’’ suggested Jim.

“No, no,”’ cried Nell.

““Put him in a bucket and let him down in the well,’?
whispered Edwards, who had listened intently to the
conversation.

““That’s a capital place,’’ said Heckewelder. ‘‘But
might he not fall out and drown?’’

““Tie him in the bucket,’’ said Jim.

¢‘No, no, no,”’ eried Nell

“‘But Nellie, we must decide upon a hiding place, and
in a hurry.’’

‘Il save Benny.”’

“You? Will you stay here to face those men? Jim
Girty and Deering are searching the cabins Could you
bear it to see them? You couldn’t.”’

““Oh! No, I believe it would kill me! That man; that
beast! will he come here?’’ Nell grew ghastly pale, and
looked as if about to faint. She shrunk in horror at the
thought of again facing Girty. ‘‘For God’s sake, Hecke-
welder, don’t let him see me! Don’t let him come in!
Don’t!”’

Even as the imploring voice ceased a heavy thump
sounded on the door.

‘“Who’s there?’’ demanded Heckewelder.

Thump! Thump!

The heavy blows shook the cabin. The pans rattled
on the shelves. No answer came from without.

““Quick! Hide Benny! It’s as much as our lives are
worth to have him found here,’’ cried Heckewelder in
a fierce whisper, as he darted toward the door.

¢ All right, all right, in a moment,’’ he called out, fum-
bling over the bar.

He opened the door a moment later and when Jim
Girty and Deering entered he turned to his friends with
a dread uncertainty in his haggard face.
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Edwards lay on the bed with wide-open eyes staring
at the intruders. Mr. Wells sat with bowed head. Zeis-
berger calmly whittled a stick, and Jim stood bolt up-
right, with a hard light in his eyes.

Nell leaned against the side of a heavy table. Wonder-
ful was the change that had transformed her from a
timid, appealing, fear-agonized girl to a woman whose
only evidences of unusual excitement were the flame in
her eyes and the peculiar whiteness of her face.

Benny was gone!

Heckewelder’s glance returned to the visitors. He
thought he had never seen such brutal, hideous men.

‘“Wal, I reckon a preacher ain’t agoin’ to lie. Hev
you seen any Injun Christians round here?’’ asked Girty,
waving a heavy sledge-hammer.

‘“@irty, we have hidden no Indians here,’”’ answered
Heckewelder, calmly.

‘“Wal, we’ll hev a look, anyway,’’ answered the rene-
gade.

Girty surveyed the room with wolfish eyes. Deering
was 80 drunk that he staggered. Both men, in fact, reeked
with the vile fumes of rum. Without another word they
proceeded to examine the room, by looking into every
box, behind a stone oven, and in the cupboard. They
drew the bedclothes from the bed, and with a kick de-
molished a pile of stove wood. Then the ruffians passed
into the other apartments, where they could be heard
making thorough search. At length both returned to
the large room, when Qirty directed Deering to eclimb the
ladder leading to the loft, but because Deering was too
much under the influence of liquor to do so, he had to go
himself. He rummaged around up there for a few min-
utes, and then came down.

‘“Wal, I reckon you wasn’t lyin’ about it,’’ said Girty,
with his ghastly leer.

He and his companion started to go out. Deering had
stood with bloodshot eyes fixed on Nell while Girty search-
ed the loft, and as they passed the girl on their way to
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the open air, the renegade looked at Girty as he motioned
with his head toward her. His besotted face expressed
some terrible meaning.

Girty had looked at Nell when he first entered, but
had not glanced twice at her. As he turned now, before
going'out of 'the door, he fixed on her his baleful glance.
His aspect was more full of meaning than could have
been any words. A horrible power, of which he was
boastfully conscious, shone from his little, pointed eyes.
His mere presence was deadly. Plainly as if he had
spoken was the significance of his long gaze. Any one
could have translated that look.

Once before Nell had faced it, and fainted when its
dread meaning grew clear to her. But now she returned
his gaze with one in which flashed lightning scorn, and
repulsion, in which glowed a wonderful defiance.

The cruel face of this man, the boastful barbarity of
his manner, the long, dark, bloody history which his pres- .
ence recalled, was, indeed, terrifying without the added
horror of his intent toward her, but now the self-forget-
fulness of a true woman sustained her.

Girty and Deering backed out of the door. Hecke-
welder closed it, and dropped the bar in place.

Nell fell over the table with a long, low gasp. Then with
one hand she lifted her skirt. Benny walked from under
it. His big eyes were bright. The young woman clasped
him again in her arms. Then she released him, and,
laboring under intense excitement, ran to the window.

‘“There he goes! Oh, the horrible beast! If I only
had a gun and could shoot! O, if only I were a man!
I’d kill him. To think of poor Kate! Ah! he intends
the same for me!”’

Suddenly she fell upon the floor in a faint. Mr. Wells
and Jim lifted her on the bed beside Edwards, where they
endeavored to revive her. It was some moments before
she opened her eyes.

Jim sat holding Nell’s hand. Mr. Wells again bowed
his head. Zeisberger continued to whittle a stick, and
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Heckewelder paced the floor. Christy stood by with every
evidence of sympathy for this distracted group. Outside
the clamor increased.

““Just listen!’’ cried Heckewelder. ‘‘Did you ever
hear the like? All drunk, crazy, fiendish! They drank
every drop of liquor the French traders had. Curses
on the vagabond dealers! Rum has made these rene-
gades and savages wild. Oh! my poor, innocent Chris-
tians!”’

Heckewelder leaned his head against the mantel-shelf.
He had broken down at last. Racking sobs shook his
frame.

‘‘Are you all right again?’’ asked Jim of Nell.

€ 'Yes.,,

““] am going out, first to see Williamson, and then the
Christians,’’ he said, rising very pale, but calm.

‘““Don’t go!’’ ecried Heckewelder. “‘I have tried every-
thing. It was all of no use.”’

““I will go,’’ answered Jim.

““Yes, Jim, go,” whlspered Nell, looking up into his
eyes. It was an earnest gaze in whlch a faint hope shone,

Jim unbarred the door and went out.

¢“Wait, I'll go along,’’ cried Zeisberger, suddenly drop-
ping his knife and stick.

As the two men went out a fearful spectacle met their
eyes. The clearing was alive with Indians. But such
Indians! They were painted demons, maddened by rum.
Yesterday they had been silent; if they moved at all it
had been with deliberation and dignity. To-day they
were a yelling, running, blood-seeking mob.

‘“Awfull Did you ever see human beings like these?’?
asked Zeisberger.

“‘No, no!”’

¢‘I saw such a frenzy once before, but, of course, only in
a small band of savages. Many times have I seen Indians
preparing for the war-path, in search of both white men
and redskins. They were fierce then, but nothing like
this. Every one of these frenzied fiends is honest. Think
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of that! Every man feels it his duty to murder these
Christians. Girty has led up to this by cunning, and
now the time is come to let them loose.”’

‘It means death for all.”’

¢‘I have given up any thought of escaping,’’ said Zeis-
berger, with the calmness that had characterized his man-
ner since he returned to the village. “‘I shall try to get
into the church.”’ .

“I’ll join you there as soon as I see Williamson.”’

Jim walked rapidly across the clearing to the cabin
where Captain Williamson had quarters. The frontiers-
men stood in groups, watching the savages with an in-
terest which showed little or no coneern.

“I want o see Captain Williamson,’’ said Jim to a
frontiersman on guard at the eabin door.

‘“Wal, he’s inside,”’ drawled the man.

Jim thought the voice familiar, and he turned sharply
to see the sun-burnt features of Jeff Lynn, the old river-
man who had taken Mr. Wells” party to Fort Henry.

‘“Why, Lynn! I’m glad to see you,’’ exclaimed Jim.

‘‘Purty fair to middlin’,”’ answered Jeff, extending
his big hand. “‘Say, how’s the other one, your brother
as wus called Joe?’’

““I don’t know. He ran off with Wetzel, was cap-
tured by Indians, and when I last heard of him he had
married Wingenund’s daughter.’’

‘“Wal, I'll be dog-goned!’’ Jeff shook his grizzled head
and slapped his leg. “‘I jest knowed he’d raise some-
thin’!”’

“I’m in a hurry. Do you think Captain Williamson
will stand still and let all this go on?’’

“I’'m afeerd so.”’

Evidently the captain heard the conversation, for he
appeared at the cabin door, smoking a long pipe.

‘“‘Captain Williamson, I have come to entreat you te
save the Christians from this impending massacre.”’

‘I can’t do nuthin’,’’ answered Williamson, removing
his pipe to puff forth a great cloud of smoke,
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¢‘You have eighty men here!”’

“If we interfered Pipe would eat us alive in three
minutes. You preacher fellows don’t understand this
thing. You’ve got Pipe and Girty to deal with. If you
don’t know them, you’ll be better acquainted by sun-
down.”’

“I don’t care who they are. Drunken rufflans and
savages! That’s enough. Will you help us?! We are
men of your own race, and we come to you for help. Can
you withhold it?’’

“J won’t hev nuthin’ to do with this bizness. The
chiefs hev condemned the village, an’ it’ll hev to go. If
you fellars hed been careful, no white blood would hev
been spilled. I advise you all to lay low till it’s over.””

‘“Will you let me speak to your men, to try and get
them to follow me?’’

‘‘Heckewelder asked that same thing. He was per-
sistent, and I took a vote fer him just to show how my
men stood. Eighteen of them said they’d follow him;
the rest wouldn’t interfere.’’ .

‘“‘Eighteen! My God!’’ cried Jim, voicing the passion
which consumed him. ‘‘You are white men, yet you will
stand by and see these innocent people murdered! Man,
where’s your humanity? Your manhood? These con-
verted Indians are savages no longer, they are Christians.
Their children are as good, pure, innocent as your own.
Can you remain idle and see these little ones murdered?’’

‘Williamson made no answer, the men who had erowded
round were equally silent. Not one lowered his head.
Many looked at the impassioned missionary ; others gazed
at the savages who were circling around the trees bran-
dishing their weapons. If any pitied the unfortunate
Christians, none showed it. They were indifferent, with
the indifference of men hardened to cruel scenes.

Jim understood, at last, as he turned from face to
face to find everywhere that same imperturability. These
bordermen were like Wetzel and Jonathan Zane. The
only good Indian was a dead Indian. Years of war and
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bloodshed, of merciless eruelty at the hands of redmen,
of the hard, border life had rendered these frontiersmen
incapable of compassion for any savage.

Jim no longer restrained himself.

‘‘Bordermen you may be, but from my standpoint,
from any man’s, from God’s, you are a lot of coldly in-
different cowards!’’ exclaimed Jim, with white, quiver-
ing lips. “‘I understand now. Few of you will risk any-
thing for Indians. You will not believe a savage can be
a Christian. You don’t care if they are all murdered.
Any man among you—any man, I say—would step out
before those howling fiends and boldly demand that there
be no bloodshed. A courageous leader with a band of
determined followers could avert this tragedy. You
might readily intimidate yonder horde of drunken de-
mons. Captain Williamson, I am only a minister,
far removed from a man of war and leader, as you claim
to be, but, sir, I curse you as a miserable coward. If I
ever get back to civilization I'll brand this inhuman cold-
ness of yours, as the most infamous and dastardly cow-
ardice that ever disgraced a white man. You are worse
than Girty!”’

‘Williamson turned a sickly yellow ; he fumbled a second
with the handle of his tomahawk, but made no answer.
The other bordermen maintained the same careless com-
posure. What to them was the raving of a mad preacher?

Jim saw it and turned baffled, fiercely angry, and
hopeless. As he walked away Jeff Lynn took his arm,
and after they were clear of the erowd of frontiersmen
he said:

‘‘Young feller, you give him pepper, an’ no mistake.
An’ mebbe you’re right from your side of the fence. But
you can’t see the Injuns from our side. We hunters
hevn’t much humanity—I reckon that’s what you called
it—but we’ve lost so many friends an’ relatives, an’ hearn
of so many murders by the reddys that we look on all of
’em as wild varmints that should be killed on sight. Now,
mebbe it’ll interest you to know I was the feller who took
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the vote Williamson told you about, an’ I did it ’cause I
had an interest in you. I wus watchin’ you when Ed-
wards and the other missionary got shot. I like grit in
a man, an’ I seen you had it clear through. So when
Heckewelder comes over I talked to the fellers, an’ all I
could git interested was eighteen, but they wanted to
fight simply fer fightin’ sake. Now, old Jeff Lynn is
your friend. You just lay low until this is over.”

Jim thanked the old riverman and left him. He hardly
knew which way to turn. He would make one more ef-
fort. He crossed the clearing to where the renegades’
teepee stood. McKee and Elliott were sitting on a log.
Simon Girty stood beside them, his hard, keen, roving
eyes on the scene. The missionary was impressed by the
white leader. There was a difference in his aspect, a
wilder look than the others wore, as if the man had sud-
denly awakened to the fury of his Indians. Neverthe-
less the young man went straight toward him.

‘“@irty, I come——"’

‘‘@it out! You meddlin’ preacher!’’ yelled the rene-
gade, shaking his fist at Jim.

Simon Girty was drunk.

Jim turned from the white fiends. He knew his life
to them was not worth a pinch of powder.

““Lost! Lost! All lost!’’ he exclaimed in despair.

As he went toward the church he saw hundreds of sav-
ages bounding over the grass, brandishing weapons and
whooping fiendishly. They were concentrating around
Girty’s teepee, where already a great throng had congre-
gated. Of all the Indians to be seen not one walked.
They leaped by Jim, and ran over the grass nimble as
deer.

He saw the eager, venomous fire in their dusky eyes,
and the cruelly clenched teeth like those of wolves when

! they snarl. He felt the hissing breath of many savages as

they raced by him. More than one whirled a tomahawk
close by Jim’s head, and uttered horrible yells in his ear.
They were like tigers lusting for blood.
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Jim hurried to the church. Not an Indian was visible
near the log structure. Even the savage guards had
gone. He entered the open door to be instantly struck
with reverence and awe.

The Christians were singing.

Miserable and full of sickening dread though Jim was,
he could not but realize that the scene before him was one
of extraordinary beauty and pathos. The doomed In-
dians lifted up their voices in song. Never had they
sung so feelingly, so harmoniously.

‘When the song ended Zeisberger, who stood upon a
platform, opened his Bible and read:

““In a little wrath I hid my face from thee for a mo-
ment, but with everlasting kindness will I have merey or
thee, saith the Lord, thy Redeemer.”’

In a voice low and tremulous the venerable missionary
began his sermon.

The shadow of death hovered over these Christian mar-
tyrs; it was reflected in their somber eyes, yet not one
was sullen or sad. The children who were too young to
understand, but instinctively feeling the tragedy soon to
be enacted there, cowered close to their mothers.

Zeisberger preached a touching and impressive, though
short, sermon. At its conclusion the whole congregation
rose and surrounded the missionary. The men shook
his hands, the women kissed them, the children clung to
his legs. It was a wonderful manifestation of affection.

Suddenly Glickhican, the old Delaware chief, stepped
on the platform, raised his hand and shouted one Indian
word.

A long, low wail went up from the children and youths;
the women slowly, meekly bowed their heads. The men,
true to the stoicism of their nature and the Christianity
they had learned, stood proudly erect awaiting the death
that had been decreed.

Glickhican pulled the bell rope.

A deep, mellow tone pealed out.

The sound transfixed all the Christians. No one moved.
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Glickhican had given the signal which told the mur-
derers the Christians were ready.

‘‘Come, man, my God! We can’t stay herel’’ cried
Jim to Zeisberger.

As they went out both men turned to look their last
on the martyrs. The death knell which had rung in the
ears of the Christians, was to them the voice of God.
Stern, dark visages of men and the sweet, submissive faces
of women were uplifted with rapt attention. A light
seemed to shine from these faces as if the contemplation
of God had illumined them.

As Zeisberger and Jim left the church and hurried to-
ward the cabins, they saw the crowd of savages in a black
mass round @irty’s teepee. The yelling and leaping had
ceased.

Heckewelder opened the door. Evidently he had
watched for them.

“Jim! Jim!’’ eried Nell, when he entered the cabin.
¢“Oh-h! I was afraid. Oh! I am glad you’re back safe.
See, this noble Indian has come to help us.’’

‘Wingenund stood calm and erect by the door.

¢¢Chief, what will you do?”’

‘“Wingenund will show you the way to the big river,”’
answered the chieftain, in his deep bass.

““Run away? No, never! That would be cowardly.
Heckewelder, you would not go? Nor you, Zeisberger?
‘We may yet be of use; we may yet save some of the
Christians.”’

‘“Save the yellow-hair,”’ sternly said Wingenund.

¢“Oh, Jim, you don’t understand. The chief has come
to warn me of Qirty. He intends to take me as he has
others, as he did poor Kate. Did you not see the mean-
ing in his eyes to-day?! How they scorched me! Oh!
Jim, take me away! Save me! Do not leave me here to
that horrible fate? Oh! Jim, take me away!’’

¢“Nell, I will take you,’’ eried Jim, grasping her hands,

““Hurry! There’s a blanket full of things I packed
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for you,’’ said Heckewelder. ‘‘Lose no time. Ah! hear
that! My heavens! what a yelll’’ Heckewelder rushed
to the door and looked out. ‘‘There they go, a black
mob of imps; & pack of hungry wolves! Jim Girty is in
thelead. How he leaps! How he waves his sledge! He
leads the savages toward the church. Oh, it’s the end!’’

‘‘Benny, where’s Benny?’’ eried Jim hurriedly, lac-
ing the hunting coat he had flung about him.

‘“‘Benny’s safe. I’ve hidden him. I’ll get him away
from here,’’ answered young Christy. ‘‘Go! Now’s your
time. Godspeed youl”’

“I’'m ready,”’ declared Mr. Wells. ‘‘I—have—fin-
ished!’’

‘“‘There goes Wingenund! He’s running. Follow him,
quick! Good-by! Good-by! God be with you!’’ cried
Heckewelder.

‘“QGood-by! Good-by!’’

Jim hurried Nell toward the bushes where Winge-
nund’s tall form could dimly be seen. Mr. Wells followed
them. On the edge of the clearing Jim and Nell turned
to look back.

They saw a black mass of yelling, stryggling, fighting
savages crowding around the church.

‘‘Oh! Jim, look back! Look back!’’ eried Nell, holding
hard to his hand. ‘‘Look back! See if Girty is coming!’’

CHAPTER XXVIIL

AT LasT the fugitives breathed free under the gold and
red cover of the woods. Never speaking, never looking
back, the guide hurried eastward with long strides. His
followers were almost forced to run in order to keep him
in sight. He had waited at the edge of the clearing for
them, and, relieving Jim of the heavy pack, which he
swung lightly over his shoulder, he set a pace that was
most difficult to maintain, The young missionary half
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led, half carried Nell over the stones and rough places.
Mr. Wells labored in the rear.

““Oh! Jim! Look back! Look back! See if we are
pursued!’’ cried Nell frequently, with many a fearful
glance into the dense thiekets.

The Indian took a straight course through the woods.
He leaped the brooks, climbed the rough ridges, and
swiftly trod the glades that were free of windfalls. His
hurry and utter disregard for the plain trail left behind,
proved his belief in the necessity of placing many miles
between the fugitives and the Village of Peace. Evi-
dently they would be followed, and it would be a waste
of valuable time to try to conceal their trail. Gradually
the ground began to rise, the way became more difficult,
but Wingenund never slackened his pace. Nell was strong,
supple, and light of foot. She held her own with Jim,
but time and time again they were obliged to wait for her
uncle. Once he was far behind. 'Wingenund halted for
them at the height of a ridge where the forest was open.

““Ugh!’’ exclaimed the chieftain, as they finished the
ascent. He stretched a long arm toward the san; his
faleon eye gleamed.

Far in the west a great black and yellow cloud of smoke
rolled heavenward. It seemed to rise out of the forest,
and to hang low over the trees; then it soared aloft and
grew thinner until it lost its distinet line far in the clouds.
The setting sun stood yet an hour high over a distant
hill, and burned dark red through the great pall of
smoke.

““Is it a forest fire?’’ asked Nell, fearfully.

‘‘Fire, of course, but——'’ Jim did not voice his fear;
he looked closely at Wingenund.

The chieftain stood silent a moment as was his wont
when addressed. The dull glow of the sun was reflected
in the dark eyes that gazed far away over the forest and
field.

‘“Fire,”’ said Wingenund, and it seemed that as he
spoke a sterner shadow flitted across his bronzed face,
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“‘The sun sets to-night over the ashes of the Village of
Peace.”’

He resumed his rapid march eastward. With never a
backward glance the saddened party followed. Nell kept
close beside Jim, and the old man tramped after them
with bowed head. The sun set, but Wingenund never
slackened his stride. Twilight deepened, yet he kept on.

¢‘Indian, we can go no further to-night, we must rest,’’
eried Jim, as Nell stumbled against him, and Mr. Wells
panted wearily in the rear.

‘‘Rest soon,’’ replied the chief, and kept on.

Darkness had settled down when Wingenund at last
halted. The fugitives could see little in the gloom, but
they heard the music of running water, and felt soft moss
beneath their feet.

They sank wearily down upon a projecting stone. The
moss was restful to their tired limbs. Opening the pack
they found food with which to satisfy the demands of
hunger. Then, close under the stone, the fugitives sank
into slumber while the watchful Indian stood silent and
motionless.

Jim thought he had just closed his eyes when he felt
a gentle pressure on his arm.

““Day is here,’’ said the Indian.

Jim opened his eyes to see the bright red sun erimson-
ing the eastern hills, and streaming gloriously over the
colored forests. He raised himself on his elbow to look
around. Nell was still asleep. The blanket was tucked
close to her chin. Her chestnut hair was tumbled like a
schoolgirl’s ; she looked as fresh and sweet as the morning.

‘‘Nell Nell, wake up,’’ said Jim, thinking the while
how he would love to kiss those white eyelids.

Nell’s eyes opened wide; a smile lay deep in their hazel
shadows.

‘“Where am I? Oh, I remember,’’ she cried, sitting up.
¢‘Oh, Jim, I had such a sweet dream. I was at home with
mother and Kate. Oh, to wake to find it all a dream!
I am fleeing for life. But, Jim, we are safe, are we not?’’
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‘¢ Another day, and we’ll be safe.”’

“Let us fly,”’ she cried, leaping up and shaking out
her erumpled skirt. ‘‘Unecle, come!’’

Mr. Wells lay quietly with his mild blue eyes smiling
up at her. He neither moved nor spoke.

‘‘Eat, drink,’’ said the chief, opening the pack.

¢“What a beautiful place!’’ exclaimed Nell, taking the
bread and meat handed to her. ‘‘This is a lovely little
glade. Look at those golden flowers, the red and purple
leaves, the brown shining moss, and those lichen-covered
stones. Why! some one has camped here. See the little
cave, the screens of plaited ferns, and the stone fire-
place.”’

‘It seems to me this dark spring and those gracefully
spreading branches are familiar,”’ said Jim.

‘‘Beautiful Spring,’’ interposed Wingenund.

““Yes, I know this place,”’ cried Nell excitedly. “‘I
remember this glade though it was moonlight when I saw
it. Here Wetzel rescued me from QGirty.”’

¢‘Nell, you’re right,”’ replied Jim. ‘‘How strange we
should run across this place again.’’

Strange fate, indeed, which had brought them again
to Beautiful Spring! Tt was destined that the great
scenes of their lives were to be enacted in this mossy
glade.

‘‘Come, uncle you are lazy,’’ eried Nell, a touch of her
old roguishness making playful her voice.

Mr. Wells lay still, and smiled up at them.

‘“You are not ill?’’ eried Nell, seeing for the first time
how pallid was his face.

‘‘Dear Nellie, I am not ill. I do not suffer, but I am
dying,”’ he answered, again with that strange, sweet
smile.

‘“Oh-h-h!’’ breathed Nell, falling on her knees.

‘“No, no, Mr. Wells, you are only weak; you will be
all right again soon,’’ eried Jim.

¢¢‘Jim, Nellie, I have known all night. T have lain here
wakeful. My heart never was strong. It gave out yes-
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terday, and now it is slowly growing weaker. Put your
hand on my breast. Feel. Ah! you see! My life is
flickering. God’s will be done. I am content. My work
is finished. My only regret is that I brought you out to
this terrible borderland. But I did not know. If only
I could see you safe from the peril of this wilderness, at
home, happy, married.”’

Nell bent over him blinded by her tears, unable to see
or speak, crushed by this last overwhelming blow. Jim
sat on the other side of the old missionary, holding his
hand. For many moments neither spoke. They glanced
at the pale face, watching with eager, wistful eyes for a
smile, or listening for a word.

‘‘Come,’’ said the Indian.

Nell silently pointed toward her uncle.

‘‘He is dying,’”’ whispered Jim to the Indian.

““‘@o, leave me,’’ murmured Mr. Wells. “‘You are still
in danger.”’

‘“We’ll not leave you,’’ eried Jim.

¢‘No, no, no,’”’ sobbed Nell, bending over to kiss him.

¢‘Nellie, may I marry you to Jim?’’ whispered Mr.
Wells into her ear. ‘‘He has told me how it is with him.
He loves you, Nellie. I'd die happier knowing I'd left
you with him.”’

Even at that moment, with her heart almost breaking,
Nell’s fair face flushed.

¢‘Nell, will yiu marry me?’’ asked Jim, softly. Low
though it was, he had heard Mr. Wells’ whisper.

Nell stretched a little trembling hand over her.uncle
to Jim, who inclosed it in his own. Her eyes met his.
Through her tears shone faintly a light, which, but for
the agony that made it dim, would have beamed radiant.

‘‘Find the plaee,’’ said Mr. Wells, handing Jim a Bible,
. It was the one he always carried in his pocket.

‘With trembling hand Jim turned the leaves. At last
he found the lines, and handed the book back to the old
man,

Simple, sweet and sad was that marriage service. Nell
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and Jim knelt with hands clasped over Mr. Wells. The
old missionary’s voice was faint; Nell’s responses were
low, and Jim answered with deep and tender feel-
ing. Beside them stood Wingenund, a dark, magnificent
figure.

‘““There! May God bless you!”’ murmured Mr. Wells,
with a happy smile, closing the Bible.

““Nell, my wife!’’ whispered Jim, kissing her hand. -

““Come!’’ broke in Wingenund’s voice, deep, strong,
like that of a bell.

Not one of them had observed the chief as he stood
erect, motionless, poised like a stag scenting the air. His
dark eyes seemed to pierce the purple-golden forest, his
keen ear seemed to drink in the singing of the birds and
the gentle rustling of leaves. Native to these haunts as
were the wild creatures, they were no quicker than the
Indian to feel the approach of foes. The breeze had
borne faint, suspicious sounds.

¢‘Keep—the—Bible,’’ said Mr. Wells, ‘‘remember—its
—words.”” His hand closely clasped Nell’s, and then
suddenly loosened. His pallid face was lighted by a
meaning, tender smile which slowly faded—faded, and
was gone. The venerable head fell back. The old mis-
sionary was dead.

Nell kissed the pale, cold brow, and then rose, half
dazed and shuddering. Jim was vainly trying to close
the dead man’s eyes. She could no longer look. On
rising she found herself near the Indian chief. He took
her fingers in his great hand, and held them with a strong,
warm pressure. Strangely thrilled, she looked tp at
Wingenund. His somber eyes, fixed piercingly on the
forest, and his dark stern face, were, as always, inscrut-
able. No compassion shone there; no emotion unbefitting
a chieftain would ever find expression in that cold face,
but Nell felt a certain tenderness in this Indian, a re-
sponse in his great heart. Felt it so surely, so power-
fully that she leaned her head against him. She knew
he was her friend.
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“Come,’’ said the chief once more. He gently put
Nell agide before Jim arose from his sad task.

‘“We can not leave him unburied,’’ expostulated Jim.

‘Wingenund dragged aside a large stone which formed
one wall of the cavern. Then he grasped a log which
was half covered by dirt, and, exerting his great strength,
pulled it from its place. There was a crash, a rumble,
the jar of a heavy weight striking the earth, then the
rattling of gravel, and, before Nell and Jim realized what
had happened, the great rock forming the roof of the
cavern slipped down the bank followed by a small ava-
lanche. The cavern was completely covered. Mr. Wells
was buried. A mossy stone marked the old missionary’s
grave.

Nell and Jim were lost in wonder and awe.

¢“Ugh!’’ eried the chief, looking toward the opening
in the glade. ’

Fearfully Nell and Jim turned, to be appalled by four
naked, painted savages standing with levelled rifles. Be-
hind them stood Deering and Jim Girty.

¢“Oh, God! We are lost! Lost! Lost!’’ exclaimed
Jim, unable to command himself, Hope died in his heart.

No cry issued from Nell’s white lips. She was dazed
by this final blow. Having endured so much, this last
misfortune, apparently the ruin of her life, brought no
added suffering, only a strange, numb feeling.

‘“Ah-huh! Thought you’d give me the slip, eh?”’
croaked Girty, striding forward, and as he looked at Win-
genund his little, yellow eyes flared like flint. ‘‘Does a
wolf befriend Girty’s captives? Chief you hev led me
a hard chase.”’

‘Wingenund deigned no reply. He stood as he did so
often, still and silent, with folded arms, and a look that
was haughty, unresponsive.

The Indians came forward into the glade, and one of
them quickly bound Jim’s hands behind his back. The
savages wore a wild, brutish look. A feverish ferocity,
very near akin to insanity, possessed them. They were
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not quiet a moment, but ran here and there, for no ap-
parent reason, except, possibly, to keep in action with the
raging fire in their hearts. The cleanliness which charac-
terized the normal Indian was absent in them; their scant
buckskin dress and bedraggled and stained. They were
still drunk with rum and the lust for blood. Murder
gleamed from the glance of their eyes.

‘‘Jake, come over here,’’ said Qirty to his renegade
friend. “‘Ain’t she a prize?”’

Girty and Deering stood before the poor, stricken girl,
and gloated over her fair beauty. She stood as when first
transfixed by the horror from which she had been fleeing.
Her pale face was lowered, her hands clenched tightly
in the folds of her skirt.

Never before had two such coarse, cruel fiends as Deer-
ing and Girty encumbered the earth. Even on the bor-
der, where the best men were bad, they were the worst.
Deering was yet drunk, but Girty had recovered some-
what from the effects of the rum he had absorbed. The
former rolled his big eyes and nodded his shaggy head.
He was passing judgment, from his point of view, on the
fine points of the girl.

‘‘She cer’aintly is,’’ he declared, with a grin. ‘‘She’s
a little beauty. Beats any I ever seen!”’

Jim Q@irty stroked his sharp chin with dirty fingers.
His yellow eyes, his burnt saffron skin, his hooked nose,
his thin lips—all his evil face seemed to shine with an
evil triumph. To look at him was painful. To have
him gaze at her was enough to drive any woman mad.

Dark stains spotted the bright frills of his gaudy dress,
his buckskin coat and leggings, and dotted his white Eagle
plumes. Dark stains, horribly suggestive, covered him
from head to foot. Blood stains! The innocent blood
of Christians crimsoned this renegade’s body, and every
dark red blotch eried murder.

““@irl, I burned the Village of Peace to git you,’’
growled Girty. ‘‘Come here!’’

With a rude grasp that tore open her dress, exposing
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her beautiful white shoulder and bosom, the ruffian pulled
her toward him. His face was transfixed with a fierce
joy, a brutal passion.

Deering looked on with a drunken grin, while his rene-
gade friend hugged the almost dying girl. The Indians
paced the glade with short strides like leashed tigers.
The young missionary lay on the moss with closed eyes.
He could not endure the sight of Nell in Girty’s arms.

No one noticed Wingenund. He stood back a little,
half screened by drooping branches. Once again the
chief’s dark eyes gleamed, his head turned a trifle aside,
and, standing in the statuesque position habitual with
him when resting, he listened, as one who hears mysteri-
ous sounds. Suddenly his keen glance was riveted on
the ferns above the low cliff. He had seen the'~ graceful
heads quivering. Then two blinding sheets of flame _.rst
from the ferns.

Spang! Spang!

Two rifle reports thundered through the glade. Two
Indians staggered and fell in their tracks—dead without
a cry. :

A huge yellow body, spread out like a panther in his
spring, descended with a erash upon Deering and Girty.

The girl fell away from the renegade as he went down
with a shrill screech, dragging Deering with him. In-
stantly began a terrific, whirling, wrestling struggle.

A few feet farther down the cliff another yellow body
came crashing down to alight with a thud, to bound
erect, to rush forward swift as a leaping deer.

The two remaining Indians had only time to draw
their weapons before this lithe, threatening form whirled
upon them. Shrill eries, hoarse yells, the clash of steel
and dull blows mingled together. One savage went down,
twisted over, writhed and lay still. The other staggered,
warded off lightninglike blows until one passed under his
guard, and crashed dully on his head. Then he reeled,
rose again, but only to have his skull cloven by a bloody
tomahawk,

i
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The victor darted toward the whirling mass.

“Lew, shake him loose! Let him go!’’ yelled Jona-
than Zane, swinging his bloody weapon.

High above Zane’s ery, Deering’s shouts and curses,
@Girty’s shrieks of fear and fury, above the noise of wrest-
ling bodies and dull blows, rose a deep, booming roar.

It was Wetzel’s awful cry of vengeance.

¢‘Shake him loose!’’ yelled Jonathan.

Baffled, he ran wildly around the wrestlers. Time and
time again his gory tomahawk was raised only to be
lowered. He found no opportunity to strike. QGirty’s
ghastly countenance gleamed at him from the whirl of
legs, and arms and bodies. Then Wetzel’s dark face,
lighted by merciless eyes, took its place, and that gave
way to Deering’s broad features. The men being clad
alike in buckskin, and their motions so rapid, prevented
Zane from lending a helping hand.

Suddenly Deering was propelled from the mass as if
by a catapult. His body straightened as it came down
with a heavy thud. Zane pounced upon it with catlike
quickness. Once more he swung aloft the bloody hatchet;
then once more he lowered it, for there was no need to
strike. The renegade’s side was torn open from shoulder
to hip. A deluge of blood poured out upon the moss.
Deering choked, a bloody froth formed on his lips. His
fingers clutched at nothing. His eyes rolled violently
and then were fixed in an awful stare.

The girl lying so quiet in the woods near the old hut
was avenged ! .

Jonathan turned again to Wetzel and Qirty, not with
any intention to aid the hunter, but simply to witness
the end of the struggle.

Without the help of the powerful Deering, how piti-
fully weak was the Deathshead of the frontier in the
hands of the Avenger!

Jim Girty’s tomahawk was thrown in one direction and
his knife in another. He struggled vainly in the irom
grip that held him,
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‘Wetzel rose to his feet clutching the renegade. With
his left arm, which had been bared in the fight, he held
Qirty by the front of his buckskin shirt, and dragged
him to that tree which stood alone in the glade. He
pushed him against it, and held him there.

Tke white dog leaped and snarled around the prisoner.

QGirty’s hands pulled and tore at the powerful arm
which foreced him hard against the beech. It was a brown
arm, and huge with its bulging, knotted, rigid muscles,
A mighty arm, strong as the justice which ruled it.

‘“@irty, thy race is run!’’ Wetzel’s voice cut the silence
like a steel whip.

The terrible, ruthless smile, the glittering eyes of doom
seemed literally to petrify the renegade.

The hunter’s right arm rose slowly. The knife in his
hand quivered as if with eagerness. The long blade,
dripping with Deering’s blood, pointed toward the hill-
top.
““Look thar! See ’em! Thar’s yer friends!’’ cried
Wetzel.

On the dead branches of trees standing far above the
hilltops, were many great, dark birds. They sat motion-
less as if waiting.

““Buzzards! Buzzards!’’ hissed Wetzel.

Girty’s ghastly face became an awful thing to look
upon. No living countenance ever before expressed such
fear, such horror, such agony. He foamed at the mouth,
he struggled, he writhed. With a terrible fascination
he watched that quivering, dripping blade, now poised
high.

‘Wetzel’s arm swung with the speed of a shooting star:
He drove the blade into Girty’s groin, through flesh
and bone, hard and fast into the tree. He nailed the
renegade to the beech, there to await his lingering
doom.

“Ah-h! Akh-h! Ah-h!’’ shrieked Girty, in cries of
agony. He fumbled and pulled at the baft of the knife,
‘but could not loosen it. He beat his breast, he tore his
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hair. His screams were echoed from the hilltop as if
in mockery.

The white dog stood near, his hair bristling, his teeth
shapping.

The dark birds sat on the dead branches above the hill-
top, as if waiting for their feast.

CHAPTER XXVIIL

ZaNg turned and cut the young missionary’s bonds.
Jim ran to where Nell was lying on the ground, and ten-
derly raised her head, calling to her that they were saved.
Zane bathed the glrl’s pale face. Presently she sighed
and opened her eyes.

Then Zane looked from the statuelike form of Winge-
nund to the motionless figure of Wetzel. The chief stood
erect with his eyes on the distant hills. Wetzel remained
with folded arms, his cold eyes fixed upon the writhing,
moaning renegade.

““Lew, look here,’”’ said Zane, unhesitatingly, and
pointed toward the chief.

‘Wetzel quivered as if sharply stung; the cold glitter
in his eyes changed to lurid fire. With upraised toma-
hawk he bounded across the brook.

‘‘Lew, wait a minute!’’ yelled Zane.

““Wetzel! wait, wait!’’ cried Jim, grasping the hun-
ter’s arm; but the latter flung him off, as the wind tosses
a straw.

‘“Wetzel, wait, for God’s sake, wait!’’ screamed Nell.
She had risen at Zane'’s call, and now saw the deadly re-
solve in the hunter’s eyes. Fearlessly she flung herself
in front of him; bravely she risked her life before his
mad rush; frantically she threw her arms around him
and clung to his hands desperately.

‘Wetzel halted ; frenzied as he was at sight of his foe,
he could not hurt a woman.

¢¢@ir], let go!** he panted, and his broad breast heaved.
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¢‘No, no, no! Listen, Wetzel, you must not kill the
chief. He is a frien

‘‘He is my great foe!”’

¢‘Listen, oh! please listen!’’ pleaded Nell. ‘““He warned
me to flee from Girty; he offered to guide us to Fort
Henry. He has saved my life. For my sake, Wetzel,
do not kill him! Don’t let me be the cause of his mur-
der! Wetzel, Wetzel, lower your arm, drop your hatchet.
For pity’s sake do not spill more blood. Wingenund
is a Christian!’’

‘Wetzel stepped back breathing heavily. His white
face resembled chiseled marble. With those little hands
at his breast he hesitated in front of the chief he had
hunted for so many long years.

‘“Would you kill a Christian?’’ pleaded Nell, her voice
sweet and earnest.

¢‘I reckon not, but this Injun ain’t one,”’ replied Wet-
zel slowly.

‘““Put away your hatchet. Let me have it. Listen,
and I will tell you, after thanking you for this rescue.
Do you know of my marriage? Come, please listen!
forget for a moment your enmity. Oh! you must be
merciful! Brave men are always mercifull’’

‘‘Injun, are you a Christian?’’ hissed Wetzel.

‘““Oh! I know heis! I know he is!’’ cried Nell, still
standing between Wetzel and the chief.

‘Wingenund spoke no word. He did not move. His
falcon eyes gazed tranquilly at his white foe. Christian
or pagan, he would not speak one word to save his life.

¢“Oh! tell him you are a Christian,’’ cried Nell, run-
ning to the chief.

‘‘Yellow-hair, the Delaware is true to his race.”’

As he spoke gently to Nell a noble dignity shone upon
his dark face.

‘‘Injun, my back bears the scars of your braves’
whips,’’ hissed Wetzel, once more advancing.

‘‘Deathwind, your scars are deep, but the Delaware’s
are deeper,’’ came the calm reply. ‘‘Wingenund’s heart
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bears two scars. His son lies under the moss and ferns;
Deathwind killed him ; Deathwind alone knows his grave.
‘Wingenund’s daughter, the delight of his waning years,
freed the Delaware’s great foe, and betrayed her father.
Can the Christian God tell Wingenund of his child?’’

‘Wetzel shook like a tree in a storm. Justice eried out
in the Indian’s deep voice. Wetzel fought for mastery
of himself, _

‘‘Delaware, your daughter lays there, with her lover,”’
said Wetzel firmly, and pointed into the spring.

““Ugh!’’ exclaimed the Indian, bending over the dark
pool. He looked long into its murky depths. Then he
thrust his arm down into the brown water.

“‘Deathwind tells no lie,’’ said the chief, calmly, and
pointed toward Qirty. The renegade had ceased strug-
gling, his head was bowed upon his breast. ‘‘The white
serpent has stung the Delaware.’’

‘“What does it mean?’’ eried Jim.

‘“Your brother Joe and Whispering Winds lie in the
spring,’’ answered Jonathan Zane. ¢‘Girty murdered
them, and Wetzel buried the two there.’’

““Oh, is it true?’’ cried Nell.

“‘True, lass,’’ whispered Jim, brokenly, holding out his
arms to her. Indeed, he needed her strength as much as
she needed his. The girl gave one shuddering glance at
the spring, and then hid her face on her husband’s shoul-
der.

‘‘Delaware, we are sworn foes,’’ eried Wetzel.

‘‘Wingenund asks no mercy.’’

¢“Are you a Christian?’’

‘“Wingenund is true to his race.’’

“‘Delaware, begone! Take these weapons an’ go,
‘When your shadow falls shortest on the ground, Death-
wind starts on your trail.”’

‘‘Deathwind is the great white chief; he is the great
Indian foe; he is as sure as the panther in his leap; as
swift as the wild goose in his northern flight. Winge-
nund never felt fear.’”” The chieftain’s sonorous reply
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rolled through the quiet glade. ‘‘If Deathwind thirsts
for Wingenund’s blood, let him spill it now, for when the
Delaware goes into the forest his trail will fade.’’

‘““‘Begone!’’ roared Wetzel. The fever for blood was
once more rising within him,

The chief picked up some weapons of the dead Indians,
and with a haughty stride stalked from the glade.

‘“Oh, Wetzel, thank you, I knew——’" Nell’s voice
broke as she faced the hunter. She recoiled from this
changed man.

‘“Come, we’ll go,”’ said Jonathan Zane. ‘‘I’ll guide
you to Fort Henry.’”” He lifted the pack, and led Nell
and Jim out of the glade.

They looked back once to picture forever in their minds
the lovely spote with its ghastly quiet bodies, the dark,
haunting spring, the renegade nailed to the tree, and the
tall figare of Wetzel as he watched his shadow on the
ground. ‘

‘When Wetzel also had gone, only two living creatures
remained in the glade—the doomed renegade, and the
white dog. The gaunt beast watched the man with hun-
gry, mad eyes.

A long moan wailed through the forest. It swelled
mournfully on the air, and died away. The doomed man
heard it. He raised his ghastly face; his dulled senses
seemed to revive. He gazed at the stiffening bodies of
the Indians, at the gory corpse of Deering, at the savage
eyes of the dog.

Suddenly life seemed to surge strong within him.

‘“‘Hell’s fire! I’m not done fer yet,”’ he gasped. ‘This
damned knife can’t kill me; I’ll pull it out.”

- He worked at the heavy knife hilt. Awful curses
passed his lips, but the blade did not move. Retribution
had spoken his doom.

Suddenly he saw a dark shadow moving along the’




Wingenund stood erect in his old, grand pose, with

folded arms, while at his feet lay an Indian girl, cold as
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sunlit ground. It swept past him. He looked up to see
a great bird with wide wings sailing far above. He saw -
another still higher, and then a third. He looked at
the hilltop. The quiet, black birds had taken.wing.
They were floating slowly, majestically upward. He
watched their graceful flight. How easily they swooped
in wide circles. He remembered that they had fascinated
him when a boy, long, long ago, when he had a home.
‘Where was that home? He had one once. Ah, the long,
cruel years have rolled back. A youth blotted out by
evil returned. He saw a little cottage, he saw the
old Virginia homestead, he saw his brothers and his
mother.

‘“Ah-h!’’ A ecruel agony tore his heart. He leaned
hard against the knife. With the pain the present re-
turned, but the past remained. All his youth, all his
manhood flashed before him. The long, bloody, merciless
years faced him, and his erimes crushed upon him with
awful might.

Suddenly a rushing sound startled him. He saw a
great bird swoop down and graze the tree tops. Another
followed, and another, and then a flock of them. He saw
their gray, spotted breasts and hooked beaks.

‘‘Buzzards,’’ he muttered, darkly eyeing the dead sav-
ages. The carrion birds were swooping to their feast.

“By God! He’s nailed me fast for buzzards!’’ he
sereamed in sudden, awful frenzy. “‘Nailed fast! Ah-h!
Ah-h! Ah-h! Eaten alive by buzzards! Ah-h! Ah-h!
Ah-h!”’

He shrieked until his voice failed, and then he gasped.

Again the buzzards swooped overhead, this time brush-
ing the leaves. One, & great grizzled bird, settled upon
a limb of the giant oak, and stretched its long neck.
Another alighted beside him. Others sailed round and
round the dead tree top.

- The leader arched his wings, dnd with a dive swooped
into the glade. He alighted near Deering’s dead body.
He was a dark, uncanny bird, with long, scraggy, bare
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neck, a wreath of white, grizzled feathers, a eruel, hooked
beak, and cold eyes.

The carrion bird looked around the glade, and put a
great claw on the dead man’s breast.

““Ah-h! Ah-h!”’ ghrieked Girty. His agonized yell
of terror and horror echoed mockingly from the wooded
bluft.

The huge buzzard flapped his wings and flew away,
but soon returned to his grewsome feast. His followers,
made bold by their leader, floated down into the glade.
Their black feathers shone in the sun. They hopped
over the moss; they stretched their grizzled necks, and
turned their heads sideways.

@Girty was sweating blood. It trickled from his ghastly
face. All the suffering and horror he had caused in all
his long career was as nothing to that which then rended
him. He, the renegade, the white Indian, the Deathshead
of the frontier, panted and prayed for a merciful breath.
He was exquisitely alive. He was human. '

Presently the huge buzzard, the leader, raised his hoary
head. He saw the man nailed to the tree. The bird
bent his head wisely to one side, and then lightly lifted
himself into the air. He sailed round the glade, over
the fighting buzzards, over the spring, and over the
doomed renegade. He flew out of the glade, and in
again. He swooped close to Girty. His broad wings
scarcely moved as he sailed along.

Girty tried to strike the buzzard as he sailed close by,
but his arm fell useless. He tried to scream, but his voice
failed.

Slowly the buzzard king sailed by and returned. Every
time he swooped a little nearer, and bent his long, scraggy
neck.

Suddenly he swooped down, light and swift as a hawk
his wide wings fanned the air; he poised under the tree,
:nd then fastened sharp talons in the doomed man’s

reast.
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CHAPTER XXIX.

THE fleeting human instinet of Wetzel had given way
to the habit of years. His merciless quest for many days
had been to kill the frontier iend. Now that it had been
accomplished, he turned his vengeance into its accustomed
channel, and once more become the ruthless Indian-slayer.

A fierce, tingling joy surged through him as he struck
the Delaware’s trail. Wingenund had made little or no
effort to conceal his tracks; he had gone northwest,
straight as a crow flies, toward the Indian encampment.
He had a start of sixty minutes, and it would require six
hours of rapid traveling to gain the Delaware town.

‘‘Reckon he’ll make fer home,’’ muttered Wetzel, fol-
lowing the trail with all possible speed.

The hunter’s method of trailing an Indian was sin-
gular. Intuition played as great a part as sight. He
seemed always to divine his victim’s intention. Onece on
the trail he was as hard to shake off as a bloodhound.
Yet he did not, by any means, always stick to the Indian’s
footsteps. With Wetzel the direction was of the greatest
importance.

For half a mile he closely followed the Delaware’s
plainly marked trail. Then he stopped to take a quick
survey of the forest before him. He abruptly left the trail,
and, breaking into a run, went through the woods as
fleetly and noiselessly as a deer, running for a quarter
of a mile, when he stopped to listen. All seemed well,
for he lowered his head, and walked slowly along examin-
ing the moss and leaves. Presently he came up a little
open space where the soil was a sandy loam. He bent
over, then rose quickly. He had come upon the Indian’s
trail. Cautiously he moved forward, stopping every mo-

-ment to listen. In all the close pursuits of his maturer
xears he had never been a victim of that most cunning
« € Indian tricks, an ambush. He relied solely on his ear
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to learn if foes were close by. The wild creatures of the
forest were his informants. As soon as he heard any
change in their twittering, humming or playing—which-
ever way they manifested their joy or fear of life—he
became as hard to see, as difficult to hear as a creeping
snake,

The Delaware’s trail led to a rocky ridge and there
disappeared. Wetzel made no effort to find the chief’s
footprints on the flinty ground, but halted a moment and
studied the ridge, the lay of the land around, a ravine
on one side, and a dark impenetrable forest on the other.
He was calculating his chances of finding the Delaware’s
trail far on the other side. Indian woodcraft, subtle,
wonderful as it may be, is limited to each Indian’s ability.
Savages, as well as other men, were born unequal. One
might leave a faint trail through the forest, while another
could be readily traced, and a third, more cunning and
skilful than his fellows, have flown under the shady trees,
for all the trail he left. But redmen followed the same
methods of wooderaft from tradition, as Wetzel had
learned after long years of study and experience.

And now, satisfied that he had divined thé Delaware’s
intention, he slipped down the bank of the ravine, and
once more broke into a run. He leaped lightly, sure-
footed as a goat, from stone to stone, over fallen logs,
and the brawling brook. At every turn of the ravine,
at every open place, he stopped to listen.

Arriving on the other side of the ridge, he left the ra-
vine and passed along the edge of the rising ground. He
listened to the birds, and searched the grass and leaves.
He found not the slightest indication of a trail where he
had expected to find one. He retraced his steps pa-
tiently, carefully, scrutinized every inch of the ground.
But it was all in vain. Wingenund had begun to show
his savage cunning. In his warrior days for long years
no chief could rival him. His boast had always been
that, when Wingenund sought to elude his pursuers, hir,
trail faded among the moss and the ferns. y
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‘Wetzel, calm, patient, resourceful, deliberated a mo-
ment. The Delaware had not crossed this rock ridge.
He had been cunning enough to make his pursuer think
such was his intention. The hunter hurried to the east-
ern end of the ridge for no other reason than apparently
that course was the one the savage had the least reason
to take. He advanced hurriedly because every moment
was precious. Not a erushed blade of grass, a brushed
leaf, an overturned pebble nor a snapped twig did he
find. He saw that he was getting near to the side of the
ridge where the Delaware’s trail had abruptly ended.
Ah! what was there? A twisted bit of fern, with the
drops of dew brushed off. Bending beside the fern,
‘Wetzel examined the grass; it was not crushed. A small
plant with triangular leaves of dark green, lay under the
fern. Breaking off one of these leaves, he exposed its
lower side to the light. The fine, silvery hair or fuzz
that grew upon the leaf had been crushed. Wetzel knew
than an Indian could tread so softly as not to break the
springy grass blades, but the under side of one of these
leaves, if a man steps on it, always betrays his passage
through the woods. To keen eyes this leaf showed that
it had been bruised by a soft moccasin. Wetzel had lo-
cated the trail, but was still ignorant of its direction.
Slowly he traced the shaken ferns and bruised leaves
down over the side of the ridge, and at last, near a stone,
he found a moccasin-print in the moss. It pointed east.
The Delaware was traveling in exactly the opposite diree-
tion to that which he should be going. He was, more-
over, exercising wonderful sagacity in hiding his trail.
This, however, did not trouble Wetzel, for if it took him
a long time to find the trail, certainly the Delaware had
expended as much, or more, in choosing hard ground,
logs or rocks on which to tread.

‘Wetzel soon realized that his own eunning was matched.
He trusted no more to his intuitive knowledge, but stuck
close to- the trail, as a hungry wolf holds to the scent of

his quarry.
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The Delaware trail led over logs, stones and hard-
baked ground, up stony ravines and over cliffs. The wily
ghief used all of his old skill ; he walked backward over
moss and sand where his footprints showed plainly; he
leaped wide fissures in stony ravines, and then jumped
back again ; he let himself down over ledges by branches;
he crossed creeks and gorges by swinging himself into
trees and climbing from one to another; he waded brooks
where he found hard bottom, and avoided swampy, soft
ground.

‘With dogged persistence and tenacity of purpose Wet-
gel stuck to this gradually fading trail. Every addi-
tional rod he was forced to go more slowly, and take more
time in order to find any sign of his enemy’s passage
through the forests. One thing struck him forcibly.
‘Wingenund was gradually circling to the southwest, a
course that took him farther and farther from the Dela-
ware encampment.

Slowly it dawned upon Wetzel that the chief could
hardly have any reason for taking this circling course
save that of pride and savage joy in misleading, in fool-
ing the foe of the Delawares, in deliberately showing
Deathwind that there was one Indian who could laugh
at and lose him in the forests. To Wetzel this was bit-
ter as gall. To be led a wild goose chase! His fierce
heart boiled with fury. His dark, keen eyes sought the
grass and moss with terrible earnestness. Yet in spite
of the anger that increased to the white heat of passion,
he became aware of some strange sensation creeping upon
him. He remembered that the Delaware had offered his
life. Slowly, like a shadow, Wetzel passed up and down
the ridges, through the brown and yellow aisles of the
forest, over the babbling brooks, out upon the golden-
flecked ficlds—always close on the trail.

At last in an open part of the forest, where a fire had
once swept away the brush and smaller timber, Wetzel
came upon the spot where the Delaware’s trail ended.

There in the soft, black ground was a moccasin-print.
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The forest was not dense; there was plenty of light; no
logs, stones or trees were near, and yet over all that glade
no further evidence of the Indian’s trail was visible.

It faded there as the great chief had boasted it would.

‘Wetzel searched the burnt ground; he crawled on his
hands and knees; again and again he went over the sur-
roundings. The fact that one mocecasin-print pointed
west and the other east, showing that the Delaware had
turned in his tracks, was the most baffling thing that had
ever crossed the hunter in all his wild wanderings.

For the first time in many years he had failed. He

took his defeat hard, because he had been successful for
8o long he thought himself almost infallible, and because
the failure lost him the opportunity to kill his great foe.
In his passion he cursed himself for being so weak as to
let the prayer of a woman turn him from his life’s pur-
pose.
With bowed head and slow, dragging steps he made his
way westward. The land was strange to him, but he
knew he was going toward familiar ground. For a time
he walked quietly, all the time the fierce fever in his
veins slowly abating. Calm he always was, except when
that unnatural lust for Indians’ blood overcame him.

On the summit of a high ridge he looked around to
ascertain his bearings. He was surprised to find he had
traveled in a cirele. A mile or so below him arose the
great oak tree which he recognized as the landmark of
Beautiful Spring. He found himself standing on the
hill, under the very dead tree to which he had directed
Girty’s attention a few hours previous.

With the idea that he would return to the spring to
scalp the dead Indians, he went directly toward the big
oak tree. Once out of the forest a wide plain lay between
him and the wooded knoll which marked the glade of
Beautiful Spring. He erossed this stretch of verdant
meadow-land, and entered the copse.

Suddenly he halted. His keen sense of the usual har-
mony of the forest, with its innumerable quiet sounds,
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had received a severe shock. He sank into the tall weeds
and listened. Then he crawled a little farther. Doubt
became certainty. A single note of an oriole warned him,
and it needed not the quick notes of a catbird to tell him
that near at hand, somewhere, was human life.

Once more Wetzel became a tiger. The hot blood
leaped from his heart, firing all his veins and nerves.
But calmly noiselessly, certain, cold, deadly as a snake
he began the familiar erawling method of stalking his
game.

On, on under the briars and thickets, across the hol-
lows full of yellow leaves, up over stony patches of ground
to the fern-covered cliff overhanging the glade he glided
—lithe, sinuous, a tiger in movement and in heart.

He parted the long, graceful ferns and gazed with glit-
tering eyes down into the beautiful glade.

He saw not the shining spring nor the purple moss,
nor the ghastly white bones—all that buzzards had left
of the dead—nor anything, save a solitary Indian stand-
ing erect in the glade.

There, within range of his rifle, was his great Indian
foe, Wingenund.

‘Wetzel sank back into the ferns to still the furious
exultations which almost consumed him during the mo-
ment when he marked his vietim. He lay there breath-
ing hard, gripping tightly his rifle, slowly mastering the
passion that alone of all things might render his aim
futile.

For him it was the third great moment of his life, the
last of three moments in which the Indian’s life had be-
longed to him. Once before he had seen that dark, pow-
erful face over the sights of his rifle, and he could not
shoot because his one shot must be for another. Again
had that lofty, haughty figure stood before him, calm,
disdainful, arrogant, and he yielded to a woman’s prayer.

The Delaware’s life was his to take, and he swore he
would have it! He trembled in the ecstasy of his trium-
phant passion; his great muscles rippled and quivered,
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for the moment entirely beyond his control. Then his pas-
sion calmed, Such power for vengeance had he that he
could almost still the very beats of his heart to make sure
and deadly his fatal aim. Slowly he raised himself; his
eyes of cold fire glittered; slowly he raised the black
rifle.

‘Wingenund stood erect in his old, grand pose, with
folded arms, but his eyes, instead of being fixed on the
distant hills, were lowered to the ground.

An Indian girl, cold as marble, lay at his feet. Her
garments were wet, and clung to her slender form. Her
sad face was frozen into an eternal rigidity.

By her side was a newly dug grave.

The bead on the front sight of the rifle had hardly cov-
ered the chief’s dark face when Wetzel’s eye took in
these other details. He had been so absorbed in his pur-
pose that he did not dream of the Delaware’s reason for
returning to the Beautiful Spring.

Slowly Wetzel’s forefinger stiffened ; slowly he lowered
the black rifle,

‘Wingenund had returned to bury Whispering Winds.

‘Wetzel’s teeth clenched, an awful struggle tore his
heart. Slowly the rifle rose, wavered and fell. It rose
again, wavered and fell. Something terrible was wrong
with him; something awful was awakening in his soul.

‘Wingenund had not made a fool of him. The Dela-
ware had led him a long chase, had given him the slip
in the forest, not to boast of it, but to hurry back to give
his daughter Christian burial.

Wingenund was a Christian!

Had he not been, once having cast his daughter from
him, he would never have looked upon her face again.

‘Wingenund was true to his race, but he was a Chris-
tian.

Suddenly Wetzel’s terrible temptation, his heart-rack-
ing struggle ceased. He lowered the long, black rifle. He
took one last look at the chieftain’s dark, powerful face.

Then the Avenger fled like a shadow through the forest.
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CHAPTER XXX,

It was late afternoon at Fort Henry. The ruddy sun
had already sunk behind the wooded hill, and the long
shadows of the trees lengthened on the green square in
front of the fort.

Colonel Zane stood in his doorway watching the river
with eager eyes. A few minutes before a man had ap-
peared on the bank of the island, and hailed. The colonel
had sent his brother Jonathan to learn what was wanted.
The latter had already reached the other shore in his
flatboat, and presently the little boat put out again with
the stranger seated at the stern.

¢‘I thought, perhaps, it might be Wetzel,”” mused the
colonel, ‘‘though I never knew of Lew’s wanting a boat.’’

Jonathan brought the man across the river, and up the
winding path to where Colonel Zane was waiting.

‘‘Hello! It’s young Christy!’’ exelaimed the colonel,
jumping off the steps, and cordially extending his hand.
‘“Glad to see you! Where’s Williamson. How did you
happen over here?”’

¢‘Captain Williamson and his men will make the river
eight or ten miles above,’”’ answered Christy. ‘I came
across to inquire about the young people who left the
Village of Peace. 'Was glad to learn from Jonathan they
got out all right.”’

‘‘Yes, indeed, we’re all glad. Come and sit down. Of
course you’ll stay over night. You look tired and worn.
‘Well, no wonder, when you saw all that Moravian mas-
sacre. You must tell me about it. I saw Sam Brady
yesterday, and he spoke of seeing you over there. Sam
told me a good deal. Ah! here’s Jim now.’’

The young missionary came out of the open door, and
the two young men greeted each other warmly.

‘‘How is she?’’ asked Chnsty, when the first greetings
had been exchanged.
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¢“Nell’s just beginning to get over the shock. She’ll be
glad to see you.”’

¢‘Jonathan tells me you got married just before Girty
came up with you at Beautiful Spring.’’

“‘Yes; it is true. In fact, the whole wonderful story
is true, yet I cannot believe as yet. You look thin and
haggard. When we last met you were well.”’

‘‘That awful time pulled me down. I was an unwill-
ing spectator of all that horrible massacre, and shall never
get over it. I can still see the fiendish savages running
about with the reeking scalps of their own people. I
actually counted the bodies of forty-nine grown Chris-
tians and twenty-seven children. An hour after you left
us the church was in ashes, and the next day I saw the
burned bodies. Oh! the sickening horror of the scene!
It haunts me! That monster Jim Girty killed fourteen
Christians with his sledge-hammer.’’

‘‘Did you hear of his death?’’ asked Colonel Zane.

‘“Yes, and a fitting end it was to the frontier ‘Skull
and Cross-bones’.’’

¢‘It was like Wetzel to think of such a vengeance.”’

‘‘Has Wetzel came in since?’’

‘“No. Jonathan says he went after Wingenund, and
there’s no telling when he’ll return.’’

¢‘I hoped he would spare the Delaware.’’

‘“Wetzel spare an Indian!’’

‘‘But the chief was a friend. He surely saved the
girl.”

‘I am sorry, too, because Wingenund was a fine In-
dian. But Wetzel is implacable.’’

‘‘Here’s Nell, and Mrs. Clarke too. Come out, both
of you,’’ eried Jim.

Nell appeared in the doorway with Colonel Zane’s sis-
ter. The two girls came down the steps and greeted the
young man. The bride’s sweet face was white and thin,
and there was a shadow in her eyes.

‘I am so glad you got safely away from—from there,’’
said Christy, earnestly.
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““Tell me of Benny?’’ asked Nell, speaking softly.

¢‘Oh, yes, I forgot. Why, Benny is safe and well. He
was the only Christian Indian to escape the Christian
massacre. Heckewelder hid him until it was all over.
He is going to have the lad educated.”’

““Thank Heaven!’’ murmured Nell.

¢“And the missionaries?’’ inquired Jim, earnestly.

‘“Were all well when I left, except of course, Young.
He was dying. The others will remain out there, and
try to get another hold, but I fear it’s impossible.”’

‘It is impossible, not because the Indian does not want
Christianity, but because such white men as the Girtys
rule. The beautiful Village of Peace owes its ruin to the
renegades,’’ said Colonel Zane impressively.

“Captain Williamson could have prevented the mas-
sacre,’’ remarked Jim.

“‘Possibly. It was a bad place for him, and I think
be was wrong not to try,’”’ declared the colonel.

‘““Hullo!’’ eried Jonathan Zane, getting up from the
steps where he sat listening to the conversation.

A familiar soft-moccasined footfall sounded on the
path. All turned to see Wetzel come slowly toward them.
His buckskin hunting costume was ragged and worn.
He looked tired and weary, but the dark eyes were calm.

It was the Wetzel whom they all loved.

They greeted him warmly. Nell gave him her hands,
and smiled up at him.

““I’m so glad you’ve come home safe,’’ she said.

‘‘Safe an’ sound, lass, an’ glad to find you well,’’ an-
swered the hunter, as he leaned on his long rifle, looking
from Nell to Colonel Zane’s sister. ‘‘Betty, I allus gave
you first place among border lasses, but here’s one as
could run you most any kind of a race,’’ he said, with
the rare smile which so warmly lighted his dark, stern
face.

““Lew Wetzel making compliments! Well, of all
things!’’ exclaimed the colonel’s sister.

Jonathan Zane stood closely scanning Wetzel’s fea-
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tures. Colonel Zane, observing his brother’s close scrut-
iny of the hunter, guessed the cause, and said:

“‘Lew, tell us, did you see Wingenund over the sights
of your rifle?’’

‘‘Yes,”’ answered the hunter simply.

A chill seemed to strike the hearts of the listeners.
That simple answer, coming from Wetzel, meant so much.
Nell bowed her head sadly. Jim turned away biting his
lip. Christy looked across the valley. Colonel Zane bent
over and picked up some pebbles which he threw hard
at the cabin wall. Jonathan Zane abruptly left the
group, and went into the house.

But the colonel’s sister fixed her large, black eyes on
Wetzel’s face.

‘“Well1’’ she asked, and her voice rang.

‘Wetzel was silent for & moment. He met her eyes
with that old, inscrutable smile in his own. A slight
shade flitted across his face.

‘‘Betty, I missed him,’’ he said, calmly, and, shoulder-
ing his long rifle, he strode away.

Nell and Jim walked along the bluff above the river.
Twilight was deepehing. The red glow in the west was
slowly darkening behind the boldly defined hills.

‘‘So it’s all settled, Jim, that we stay here,’’ said Nell.

‘“Yes, dear. Colonel Zane has offered me work, and a
church besides. We are very fortunate, and should be
contented. I am happy because you’re my wife, and yet
I am sad when I think of—him. Poor Joe!”’

‘““Don’t you ever think we—we wronged him?’’ whis-
pered Nell,

‘“No, he wished it. I think he knew how he would end.
No, we did not wrong him; we loved him.”’

‘“Yes, I loved him—T loved you both,’’ said Nell softly.

‘‘Then let us always think of him as he would have
wished.”’
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“Think of him? Think of Joe? I shall never forget.
In winter, spring and summer I shall remember him, but
always most in autumn. For I shall see that beautiful
glade with its gorgeous color and the dark, shaded spring
where he lies asleep.”’

The years rolled by with their changing seasons; every
autumn the golden flowers bloomed richly, and the eol-
ored leaves fell softly upon the amber moss in the glade
of Beautiful Spring.

The Indians camped there no more; they shunned the
glade and called it the Haunted Sprmg They said the
spirit of a white dog ran there at night, and the Wind-of-
Death mourned over the lonely spot.

At long intervals an Indian chief of lofty frame and
dark, powerful face stalked into the glade to stand for
many moments silent and motionless.

And sometimes at twilight when the red glow of the
sun had faded to gray, a stalwart hunter slipped like a
shadow out of the thicket, and leaned upon a long, black
rifle while he gazed sadly into the dark spring, and lis-
tened to the sad murmur of the waterfall. The twilight
deepened while he stood motionless. The leaves fell into
the water with a soft splash, a whippoowill earoled his
melancholy song.

From the gloom of the forest came a low sigh which
swelled thrillingly upon the quiet air, and then died away
like the wailing of the night wind.

Quiet reigned once more over the dark, murky grave
of the boy who gave his love and his life to the wilderness.

(THE END)






