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- tilniost.simultancously, Clemont: 'md I stcppbd ﬁom our.
posts and fired ! .

Ifelt Clement’s bullef, with a whiz and-a dull boommn‘
sound, pass close to my cheek,—so -close, mdeed ‘Lh‘l.t
I almost thought I was wounded. - When. the smoke of '
our vifles had cleared away, I saw Clement standing

* erect. There wasno doubt I had missed him—that if
attempting to fire low I had entively failed.. But there:
was no time to think; for, drawing his swovd, and utter-:
ing almost an imprecation at the failure of  his shot,
Clement had sprung-forward to the attaclk.

I attempted to draw my sword, but it would not coine.
The more I tugged, the firmer it remained; the more-
violence 1 used, the faster it stuck, I verily believe in
that moment I cursed that sword. o

Relinquishing, then, my hopeless offorts; I fo]ded my
_arms on my breasi, and confronted Clement, calmly:
awaiting his onset, and the sword: which I knew would.

be plunged into my heart. But it never was to come.. =

Just as he-had upraised his sword in his right hand. ‘

ready to plinge it into me, and I thought that moment =

would be my last, it was hurled violently from his hand

to some distance, and he hlmself was thrown thh f'01 ce. .

to the ground. ,
I loolxed for my deliverer and his ass'ul'm’c I had not. -
_to look long. At a short dlstance from me Clementlay’

on the ground,”and on the top of him, and growling - K
fiercely, was-an enormous Bengal tiger ! '.L‘hele was no. -
doubt in my mind that the huge brute had scen Clement -

rush across the glade, mul had sprung upon ]nm ﬁ om the ‘
jungle. - ]

‘I ¢annot say at that moment what Lhoun‘htq p'tssedv L ;

through my mind. Clement, I knew, was -unarmed; -

his rifle. he had fired at me, and- his. sword had been T

“hurled violently from his hand. S
When T s'ly unarmed, I own tlmt T knew Clement-




