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u THE LAST SriKE

shot the engineer's strong right arm, and the

Indian lay flat six feet away.

For a moment the warriors seemed helpless

with mingled awe and admiration, but when
Bradford stooped to grab bis empty rifle they

came out of their trance. A dull blow, a sense

of whirling round swiftly, a sudden sunset, stars

— darkness, and all pain had gone 1
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When Bradford came to they were fixing him
for the fun. His back was against a tree, his feet

pinioned, and his elbows held secure by a raw-

hide rope. He knew what it meant. He knew
by the look of joy on the freshly smeared faces

at his waking, by the pitch-pine wood that had
been brought up, and by the fagots at his feet.

The big chief who had felt his fist came up,

grinning, and jabbed a buckhorn cactus against

the engineer's thigh, and when the latter tried to

move out of reach they all grunted and danced
with delight. They had been uneasy lest the

white man might not wake.

The sun, sailing westward in a burnished sea


