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xniles,were grey roçks, beautifuil water- wvas awakened by a tugging ai my Liair.
falis, myriads of flowers strewvn thickly In a nirnent, I was oit niiy fct, and My
around, as if nature liad sown profusely situation cuniing vividly to niy recollec-
the seeds of the flowvers of ail colours, Ition 1 feit my scalp mnove on. the top of
and ail dunmes. This wus in January, my head, as if it hiad an intelligent pre-
wvhen we lhave Jack Frost binding every- sentiment of its fadl. WiLlh pistol in
thing in Limbo, with lhis icy baud. As biaud, I examined carefully ci ery rock,
the sun set iii glory, behind the Pacifie clunxp of bushes, and trec in iry neigli-
range of mountains, I t] ougit, it tixne to bourhiood, for the moon wvas shinixig briglît-
look out for a camping place. A cosy iy at the time, but I found iio enemy.
nook, beside a purling brook, caughit my iPshiaw! said I to miyseif, it is onlly imagi-
eye, and my fancy. 1 gathered a few dry nation, and wvith feelings of half satisfac-
pine branches, and -vas about to apply a tion and haif aiino3 ance, I lay clow1n, de-
match to them, wlhen 1 heard the bark of termined to keep awake unitil morning;
a dog. This excited niy curiosity, andt but poor, weak, tired, humani nature got
surprise in that lonely place, and joyful thc xnastery, and I was soon asleep. It

atteprospect of meeting wvhite faces, miglit be I slept ten minutes, or onehor
and finding, a comfortablc resting place, or two hours, for sleep lias nc hour glass,
1 threw dowï' my ignitcd match, and ere I awkand relievcd myscif from thc
started for thc top of thc hill. By the horrors; of a dream, in whidh, -vas mingled
time I reached it, thc might had become in one phantasmagoria, Indians, wvhoops,
quite dark, and as I looked down into a yells, gory scalps, gieamning tomahawks,
deep valley, 1 saw% a large Indian camp. biood-shot cyes, and -vain effor-ts to es-
In thc centre of it wvas a large fire, round cape a terrible doom, but mny cese of mind
which. about fifty warriors were dancing wvas of mnomentary duration, for with my
a -war dance. I could sec thc faces of riglit hand, I grasped a human hand,
those turned towards me, and observed cold as death. I ne.ýed say I ciung to,
them covered, in strips, -wifth war paint.
Tht-y had been for eeveral months pre-
viously troublesome to the miners who had
penctrated thc farthest into the mn-
tains ini search of gold, and many of them
werc known neyer to returu to their cern-
rades. Here I was, a lone mani peering
into the very nest of savages on the -%ar-
path. I feared that the dogs, whic? were
now barking furiously, might scent an in-
truder, and thouglit it would be a sort of
discretionary valour to beat a retreat.
1 crept back to xny prospective camp, and
shouldered zny "trqps," making tracks
backward as fast as the guiches, preci-
pices, and darkness would permit, imag-
inhuxg that every rock miglit hide a dusky
scout, and cvery bush miglit cover a san-
guinary savage. At hast, tired out,
and feeling that I had put many miles
bctween me and the redskins, I threw My
pack down, and cutting and. eating a
piece of raw pork for supper, for I feared
to ight fire, I stretehed out my wearyhlimbs
for a rest, ýetermined not to sleep; but
"the first thing I knew, I did'nt know
ainything," and fehi ito the armas of the
drowsy god. Sometime in tixe niglit, I

it with a death grip, and jurnped savagely
at may foc, determincd to keep one arm
from mischief at anýy rate. I was in that
peculiar state of part terror, part des-
peration, and part savageness, which
men oftcn feel -when conscious of being
in a dangerous position, and oniy partially
awakened to a truc sense of it. As 1
stumbled forward, I fell down. into a cre-
vice about five feet in depth, and iost my
hold of the unknowu hand. I was sure
the enemy was about to spring upon me
in my defenceless condition, and i my
desperation, I made one bonnd to the
surface, which I no sconer readhed than
I reccived a severe blow i the chest,
-%hich aimost felled me. I, however, sprang
forward, and was struck again; I threw
my arnis in front of me to grapple with
my opponent, but feit nought, but air,
and, strango to say, I was incapable of
mevmgc a step i advance. I Lad neyer
been a believer in ghests, since the boy-
ish days I had heard thc wierd stories,
from. thc mouth of a grandfather, beside
the roaring :flre of a highlaud home, but a
strange feeling came over me that, after
ail, the supernatural, visitations miglit bo


