18663

THE SATURDAY READER.

311

.

in tho same way as he would tell the overseor
that tho rations were short. Ho quiotly pulled
his gun from the loophole, saying. “1'vo only
ono moro pill to keep our skins wuole. We'll hov
to trust to Doctor.”

Mat's dog Doctor was partly a Smithfield und
partly a Newfoundland, Ho had been trainod by
him to all kind of tricks. Amongst others, he
repeatedly took written messages to the station
when attached to his collar, and I presumed thas
was tho object Mat bad in view when referring
to him as capable of procuring relief.

¢ Mister, d’ yo think you kin rite n missage in
the dark, or by the mooulight, askin’ the hands
at the Homestead to cowse this way ? No time to
loso; 1 sco the darkies dodging round the hut.
Bill, knock away tho low part of that rotten slab
behind your bunk. 1lere, Doctor!”

The message was scrawled, and fastened to
Doctor’s cullar in little less than o minute, and
tho noble.brute, who secmed to know the danger,
stood anxiously trembling till the preparations
were campleted.

As I before stated, tho hut stood close to the
stream, and from tho rear tho bank sloped ab-
ruptly towards thowator. The American for the
first time seemed affected. When the men fell
tader our shots, thero was not the slightest
change perceptible in his voico; but the few
words he spoke to his dog were broken and sin-
gularly soft. I'll bo sworn thero were tears in
the man's eyes. Everything being at last pre-
parcd, he spat on the dog’s muzzle, held his head
close to his cheek for a moment,and then pressed
bim quickly out of the hiole and away down the
shelving bank.

Wo listencd anxiously for a time, and then
thers arose a wild jabbering for & minute; the
next instant wo detected a yelp of pain.

“ My God,” said I involuntarily, ¢ the Doctor’s
speared.”

¢ No, he arn't, darn ye!” snapped Mat. #He's
jist touched, an’ no more. He'll do it.”

“ Ho must bo quick, then,” said Mr, S——;
¢ the black devils have struck a light somehow,
and they’re going to burn us out, Look}”

Our eycs were now intently scanning the
movements of the savages through the little
loopholes, and we saw a tlaming brand whizzing
through tho air, and scattering sparks in all
dircctions, It fell on the stringy bark-roof
above our heads. Another and another came,
but it did not appear to us that any of them had
taken cffect.

By tbis time tho black-fellows had gathered
courage. Belioving that our ammunition was
expended, many of them had left cover, and
might bo seen, flitting aboutlike spectres. Thoy
bad kindled a firc some distance off, and across
its glare shadows were constantly falling.

The firebrands wero thrown no longer ; sorae
fresh mode of at'ack was preparing. Oursuspense
continued for a long period (nearly half an
hour), during which time not a word was spoken
by any of us; ounr solo dependence was the
Doctor; and if help did not soon arrive, it was
certain we could find no escape from.tho demons
who wero trying to compass our destruction.

“ Now, look slick,” whispered Mat. I seo
their game; they’re goin’ to give us fits, How's
the moon? well aback of tho hut, I guess.
Bill, stick your cabbage-tree on a pillow, and
hold it at tho open window when I tell you, I'll
jist go out, and bid them good-cvening. Don't
bar the door after mo, mister, but when I shew
them my beels, open it.  You sco we can’t spare
an.munition.”

While speaking, Mat unbarred the door; he
slipped out noiselessly as ho concluded the seu-
tence,, .

Through tho slabs ho said to me: “ D'yo seo
that divel with tho blazin’ log? When he gits
close to tho wattle, open the window, and prop
ugft’ho’ pillow. Take caro of their spears your-
self!

As soon as the black-fellow came to the point
indicated, I opened the long littlo shutter with
some nnise, and held up tho dummy. In a
moment a dozen spears passed through the aper-
ture, and I let the window fall, as though one of|
18 was thortally wounded, .a

There was & Wild shout without, At this time

the black-fellow who carricd the log was within
a fow yards of tho hut, and I Leard Mat pre-
paring for his movo outside. .Looking out as
quickly as I could, 1 had just time to see his tall
figuro cmerge beyond tho shade, as the but-end
of his gun fell crashing on the unprotected
head of the firc-bearer, Tho door was opencd
a3 Mat turned ; it requircd but one or two bounds
to take him to tho dooz, but tho savageswero too
quick for him with their spears. Ho staggered
through tho cutrance, and fell just as he clearcd

" the threshold,

« Caught in the thigh, I guess,” bo exclaimed,
as he slowly recovered himsclf, and painfully
struggled tothe window. % Don't mind the spear,”
ho remarked to mo as I approached him: ¢ jt's
better as it ig, till help comes.”

4 If it ever does,” thoupght L

The American’s sortic, [ believe, had rather &
disastrous cffect, for tho black-fellows seemed to
concludo at once that our ammunition was all
oxpended, and they thronged round the hut with-
out caring to shelter themselves.

In a short timo tho crackling of flames on the
roof put an end to all our doubts. The hut
was on fire, and thero was nothing left for us
but an attempt to dash out and clear the abori-
gines. Iproposed this, but Mr, S——— would not
try it witbout Mat, and underncath tho blazing
roof, with clubbed guns, we grimly awaited the
final attack, The American’s riflo rested in tho
loophole where he had first taken up his position.

% Therd’s tha worst of them,” Matsaid, looking
along his weapon; ¢ he's coming up witha logto
stave the door. He'll never do it;” and our last
bullet brought down the ringleader.

There was consternation and a hurried consul-
tation. After a lapse of about fivo minutes, tho
wholo forco of the besiegers rushed shrieking
on our littlo garrison. A mom.nt's surge out-
side, and tho door fell back as Mr, S——'s gun
swung on tho crowding savages with terrific
forco, felling two of tne foremost liko oxen. 1
remember a wild struggle withour guns and
fists. Mat and tho squatter towered above their
opponents like gisnts, fighting with terriblo
energy. Two black-fellows had forced me to the
ground; one was shortening his grasp of the
spear to drive it through my body, when I felt a
gush of blood spouting over my face and chest,
just as the savage fell on me mortally wounded.
Then I remember s hurrah outside, and the crack-
ing of rifles.

“ That was a good back-banded blow, boss,”
said Mat faintly ; ¢ I guess thecook’s got another
squeak, D'ye hear that? Hooray! Knowed the
Doctor I'd do it. Darn ye fora cussi” said he
with rencwed cnergy ; ¢ take that;” and I heard
tho dull sound of another blow, and a low moan
of pain as the station-hands rushed in.

Mat was terribly gashed, but not mortally
wounded. Not 80 Mr. S——; he fainted as Mat
spoke his few words of praise.

We were all conveyed to the home station.
Mr, S-— was buricd before the weck was out.
Mat soon recovered; he is mow one of tho
wealthiest men in the colony. I—well,I have a
large scar across my breast.

THE MISTLETOE.

————

1TS HISTORY AND MYSTERY. '

THE mistletoe—an emblem of friendship and
social happincss—is employed at Christmas time
to announce to all whomit may concern that ani-
mosities are at an end, and that peace and good-
will with all tho world are to usher in the new
year. Tho custom of ¢ kissing under tho mistle-
tos” is very ancient, and is fouuded on the legend
of Balder, and Phabus Apollo of Scandinavian
mythology.

The tale says tbat Balder onco dreamt a dream,
s dreadful dream. He dreamt that the was going
to die, and was so frightened, that ho started from
his bed, mounted the swiftest cloud-steed, and
rode full gallop to his mother, His mother's
name was Fri'gs, the Venus of Valhslls, very
beautiful, and brimfull of the milk of love,

When Friga heard tho dream, she was no less

alarmed than her sou, and justantly told ber hus-
band, the great god Odin, tho Jovo of northern
deities. Whatwas tobo dono? Odin evidently
thought that the dream of gods did not rise from
indigestion, but wero sent by the Fates, as hintg
and warnings of what wero golng to weavo in the
web of destiny. So Ocin issued his royal ukase,
or proclamation, commanding *f overything that
springs from firo, ait, carth, and water,” toappear
without delay before His Screne Majesty of
Valhalla,

Every treo and river, every stone and star,
every beast and bird, the air that stirsup tho
gales, the clouds that launch forth lightning,
the firo that burns, the sca that wrecks, and all
tho host of hcaven oboyed tho summons, The
mighty Odin sat on his cloud-throne, under tho
shado of tho mighty ash, tho brancles of which,
a3 every one knows, cover tho whole universe,
Tho River of Wisdom and the River of Foreknow-
ledge flowed at his feet, and 6n his shoulders sat
the raven and the dove to whisper in his ear,
whenever his godship balted in knowledge. It
was an awful moment, and nodoubt every living
thing trembled as the king of gods commanded
the assembly, on pain of his immortal vengeanco,
todo no harm toa single hair of his well-beloved
sonBelder. Loke was there, the apirit of wicked-
ness, whose was tho empiro of tho earth; and
old blind Hoder the God of Death and Darkness.
They heard the injunction, and dared not disoboy ;
but Loke, who hated Balder, cast upon him a
most malignant eye, and resolved to evade the
injunction if it could possibly be done.

It seems that a cart and horses can be driven
through a divino Act of Parliament as well as
through a human one, for Loke soon found a
flawin Odin’s prohibition. Tho mistletos springs
not ¥ from fire, nor yet from air, nor yet from
carth, nor yet from water;” it is a parasite, and
grows on the oak or apple-tree, but its roots
never touched the earth; so the mistletoo was
not called to the “storthing,” and knew nothing
of the injunction, . .

Tho envious Loke, having ripped from an old
oak a branch of the epiphyte, carried it to his
cave, and cut into an arrow. Ho'dried it hard
in the fire of Hate, and dipped it with thoe poison
of his own spittle ; then going to the blind god,
asked him to make a trial of his new weapon.

Héder, all upsuspecting as ho was, felt the new
¢ quarrel,” and Loke, placing him so a3 to face
his encmy, told him to set it to bis bow-string.
Ho drew tho bow ag only gods can draw, and
shot. Twang! went the string, and whiz! went
the arrow, swifter than thought; it struck the
Peaco God, who instantly fell dead on the pave-
ment of Vathalla, The blackness of darkness now
coverced tho whole world. Peaco was killed by
the God of War and Death, Peace was killed
through the instigation of Wickedness. Peace
in seaven was no more. Pecace would be seen
on earth no more. Balder was dead, and Loke
had outwitted Odin.

Friga was inconsolable; the gods and god-
desses moved about Valhalla like Niobs, all
tears; the trces wept gall, the stars in their
courses wept ; heaven and earth would have been
drowned in if Balder could not have been
restored to life, But with tho gods mothing is
impossible, and the spirit of vitality was breathed
onco more into his nostrils,

The mistletoo was now given in charge to
Priga, and was never to pass from her power
@ 411 it touched the earth—the cmpire of Loke.”
No wonder, then, the Druids gathered it so care-
fully; and you will readily see why it is suspend-
ed on our ceilings, to place it beyond the region
of Loke—the enemy of love and goodwill,

Odin now made a decrce that a bunch of mis.
tletos should bo hung in Valhalla, and that
whenever any of the gods or goddesses passed
under it, a deity of the opposite sex should give
the kiss of peace, and this i3 how the custom of
kissing under the mistletoo had its origin.

This pretty fable is an allegory. At the fall
of the year Balder diss—that i8, thobeauty of ve-
gotation dies—and the sun goes down to
tho lower regions of tho world. Loke, the Spirit
of Wickedness, induced Hoder, the God of Death,
to kill the year, :All Natnre mourns the loss;

-but the gods revive thou. 1 year, the sun is



