
i6 THE LAST SPIKE

was his first failure, and this was the end of it

all— of the years of working and waiting.

Clenching his fists, he lifted his hot face to
the dumb sky, but no sound escaped from his

parched and parted lips. Suddenly a light shone
on the semicircle of feather-framed faces in
front of him, and he heard the familiar crackling
of burning boughs. Glancing toward the ground
he saw that the fagots were on fire. He felt the
hot breath of flame, and then for the first ti.ne

realized what torture meant. Again he surged,
and surged again, the cedars crackled, the red
fiends danced. Another effort, the rawhide
parted and he stood erect. With both hands
fret-d he felt new strength, new hope. He tried

to free himself from the pyre, but his feet were
fettered, and he fell among his captors. Two or
three of them seized him, but he shook them off
anr stood up again.

But it was useless. From every side the In-
dians rushed upon him and bore him to the
ground. Still he fought and struggled, and as
he fought the air seemed full of strange, wild
sounds, of shouts and shots and hoof-beating on
the dry, hard earth. He seeir.2d to see, as


