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‘Do | kaow him ? I assure you )
have good reason to know him, anc
remember him with gratitude. Hc
once save! me from committing

or being myself murdered.’
These words were spoken with em-
phasis as if the speaker wished us L
uaderstand that he felt it no discred:
10 acknowledge acquaintance with the

who, at the moment, was the
casual subj:ct of our conversation.
We were a group of gentlemen in the
smoking compartment of the nigh!

lim.n out of Portland for Boston.
\ ‘oe speaksr, who was the cenmtreo
| . the group, was well kavown to the
* % vest «f u: as a gentleman with :
1

hobby. H:s hobby was woods and
wood-ciaft. He was even thea o
his retwn from a periodical trip
the wilds of Maine.

Our conversation had accidentally
turned on a certain prize-fight which
in the absence of any more sensationa
subjz2ct,was then occupying the public
attention. The character of ome o
the combatants was under discussior
and thus it happened that the above
remark was made. The curiosity o
the rest of the group, was excited; |
for, although our friend's courage
could mt be doubted, he was by a«
means bloody minded. We there-
fore insisted on bis relating the in
cident which had given the subj:ect o
our conversation such a claim on hi
gratitude .

‘Twas up in the woods back o
Curibou two years ago last winter,
he began in reply to our request fo.
the stcry, ‘baving & quiet time to my- | ©
self with old Peol Thomah for com
panior. We were decer hunting and
trapping a little,—at least the Indiar
was doing some trapping on his owr
account. Our week's work was over,
and our supper of venison steak was
eaten, and we were both settlin,
down to a restful Saturday night whe:
# heavy knock sounded om our door
It was one of those knocks which,you
instinctivoly feel, comes from a heav) -
bhand. My Grst thought was of ar | D880
unwelcome visitor whom I bad reasor, | ant
to expect, not indeed that might but
nex: day. The same thought must|Prosp
have lurked in Peol’'s mind for he
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