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curse the country that afforded no facilities for

sorrow-drowning.

Once, at the end of a long, hard winter,

when spring and the Sioux came, they found
Bradford and a handful of helpers just breaking

camp in a sheltered hollow in the hills. Hiding
in the crags, the warriors waited until Bradford
went out alone to try to shoot a deer, and in-

cidentally to sound a drift, and then they sur-

rounded him. He fought until his gun was
unloaded, and then emptied his revolver; but
ever dodging and crouching from tree to rock,

the red men, whose country he and his com-
panions had invaded, came nearer and nearer.

In a little while the fight was hand to hand.
There was not the faintest show for escape ; to

be taken alive was to be tortured to death, so he
fought on, clubbing his revolver until a well-

directed blow from a war club caught the gun,

sent it whirling through the top of a nearby
cedar, and left the pathfinder empty-handed.
The chief sprang forward and lifted his hatchet

that had caused more than one paleface to bite

the dust. For the faintest fraction of a second
it stood poised above Bradford's head, then out


