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eas faib whicI I do not think probable, we hve our
two swords," and taking his fron the Indian, buckled
it to his side.

I did the saine.
"And now," continued Clement, taking up bis posi-

tion,' while I followed bis example, "whèn the sun's
shadow touches that sapling (pointing to one which gre'w
almost equidistant from our two trecs, but slightly
nearer the jungle), you will step out and *fire."

"Agreed,"I said, sullenly; "I will be ready;" sand
glancing toward the sapling, I saw that the shadow of
the sun was creeping slowly nearer and nearer, that in
about ten minutes it:would touch it. During the whole
of the foregoing sceno, whjich I have ndeavoured t
depict as truthfully as possible, and which took place
in less tinie than I take ta relate it, our two Indians had
remained as imnmovable, and almost as impassable, as
statues, doubtless wel plecased, or caring little whether
ane or both of their enemies, the Feringhecs (as they
dosignated Enropeans), should be killed.

Up ta this time I had acted up ta the impulse af, the
moment, and almost without thought; but now that the
excitement of the .time was over, I could realizothein
tensity of my position. Clement, 1 iknew, was a good
marksman, and I aiso knew that he would have' little
mercy. Already, then, I had given myself -up for lost.
But even in this moment of dread, and âlmost certain
death, I would not have retractied mywords; I would l ot
-have apologized for the world. No, my pi-id foi.bide
it. Yet angered and incensed against Clement as 4

still was, 1 had not lost al those feelings df friendship
which I-hadantertained for 1dm' before our quarrae, and
I falt that if heshouldfAll .by my hand, 'I should never
forgive nyslf-that I should be iniserable for the est
ofmny life. -Thus I had determined thut I ould fire
low-"that T would ouly. wound hlim if passible. 'But if


