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tquirrel hopped merrily rrom bough to bough

among the gigantic trees of the forest, as two
hunters followed a winding path which led to a

ferry aoroas the Muskingum river.

One was a powerful, athletic young man, with

a countenance strikingly handsome, and em-
browned by exercise and exposure ; his dress

was a hunting shirt, and leggings of deer-skin

;

his curling brown locks escaped from under a

cap of wolf-skin ; and his mocassins, firmly ee-

oured round the ankle, were made from the

tough hide of a be^r ; he carried In his hand a

short rifle of heavy calibre and an ornamented
couteau-de-chasse bung at his belt His com-
panion lower in stature, hut broad, sinewy, and
weather-beaten, seemed to be some fifteen or

twenty years the elder ; his dress was of the

same material, but more soiled and worn ; his

rifle was longer and heavier ; and his whole ap-

pearance that of a man to whom all inclemen-

cies of season were indifferent, all the dangers
and hardships of a western hunter's life famil-

iar ; but the most remarkable part of his equip-

ment was an enormous axe, the handle studded

with nails, and the head firmly riveted with iron

hoops.
" Well Master Reginald" said the latter

;

" we must hope to find old Michael and his fer-

ry-boat at the Passage des Rochers, for the riv-

er is much swollen, and we might not easily

swim it with dry powder."
"What reason have you to doubt old Mi-

chael's being found at his post 1" said Reginald

;

" we have often crossed there, and have seldom
ibund him absent."

" True, master ; but he has of late become
very lazy ; and he prefers sitting by his fire,

and exchanging a bottle of fire-water with a

strolling Ingian for half a dozen good skins, to

tugging a great flat-bottomed boat across the

Muskingum during the March floods."
" Baptiste," said the ooung man, " it grieves

me to see the reckless avidity with which spir-

its are sought by the Indians ; and the violence,

outrage, and misery which are the general con-
sequence of their dram-drinking."

" Why you see, there is something very good
in a cup of West Ingy rum ;" here Baptiste's

hard features were twisted into a grin irresis-

tably comic, and he proceeded, " it warms the

stomach and the heart ; and the savages, when
they once taste it, suck at a bottle by instinct,

as natural as a six-weeks cub at his dam : I

often wonder. Master Reginald, why you spoil

that fine eau de «te which little Perrot puts into

your hunting flask, by mixing with it a quanti-

ty of water ! In my last trip to the mountains,
where I was first guide and turpret,* they gave
me a taste now and then, and I never found it

do me harm ; but the nature of an Ingian is dif-

ferent, you know."
" Well, Baptiste," said Reginald, smiling at

his follower's defence ofhis favourite beverage

;

"I will say, that I never knew you to take

mure than you could carry ; but your head is

as strong as your back, and you sometimes
prove the strength of both."

The conversation was suddenly interrupted

by the report uf Reginald's rifle, and a grey

squirrel fell froiu the top of a hickory, where he

* "jlnglM "Intsrpmer."

{ was feasting in fancied security. Baptiste took
up the little animal, and having examine*.' it at-

tentively, shook his head gravely, saying, " Maa-
ter Reginald, there is not a quicker eye, nor a
truer hand in the Territory, but—

"

As he hesitated to finish the sentence, Regi-
nald added laughing, "but—but— I am an ob-
stinate fellow, tecause I will not exchange my
favo irite German rifle, with its heavy bullet, for

a long Virginia barrel, with a ball like a pea

;

is it not so, Baptiste 1"

The guide's natural good-humour struggled

with prejudices which, on this subject, had been
more than once wounded by his young compan'
ion, as he replied, " Why, Master Reginald,
the deer, whose saddle is on my shoulder, found
my pea hard enough to swallow, and luok here,

at this poor little vermint you have just killed,

—

there is a hole in his neck big enough to let the

life out of a grisly hear ; yuu have hit him near-

ly an inch farther back than I taught you to aim
before you went across the great water, and
learnt all kinds of British and German notions 1"

Reginald smiled at the hunter's characteris-

tic reproof, and replied in a tone of kindness,
" Well, Baptiste, all tifat I do know of tracking

a deer, or lining a bee, or of bringing down one
of these little vermint, I learned first from yuu

:

and if I am a promising pupil, the credit is due
to Baptiste, the best hunter in forest or prairie

!"

A glow of pleasure passed over the guide's

sunburnt countenance ; and grasping in his hard
and horny fingers his young master's hand, he
said, " Thank'ee. Master Reginald ; and as for

me, though I'm only a poor ' Coureur des bois,'* I

a'nt feared to back my pupil against any man that

walks, from Dan Boone, of Kentucky, to Bloody-
hand, the great war-chief of the Cayugas."
As he spoke, they came in sight of the river,

and the blue smoke curling up among the trees,

showed our travellers that they had not missed
their path to Michael's log-house and ferry.

"What have we herel" exclaimed Baptiste,
catching his companion by the arm ; " 'tis even
as I told you : the old rogue is smoking his
pipe over a glass of brandy in his kitchen cor-

ner; and there is a wild-looking Indian pulling

himself across with three horses in that crazy
batteau, almost as old and useless as its owner !"

" He will scarcely reach the opposite bank,"
said Reginald ; " the river is muddy and swoll-
en with melted snow, and his horses seem dis-
posed to be unquiet passengers."
They had now approached near enough to>

enable them to distinguish the features of the •

Indian in the boat; the guide scanned them
with evident surprise and interest, the result of

;

which was, a noise that broke from him, seme-
thing between a grunt and a whistle, as he
muttered, " What can have brought him herel"
" Do you know that fine-looking fellow, then 4"

inquired Reginald.
" Know him. Master Reginald !—does ' Wolf

know Miss Lucy t—does a bear know a bee-
tree t—I should know him among a thousand
Red-skins, though he were twice as well dis-
guised. T6te-bleu, master, look at those wild
brutes how they struggle; he and they .will

taste Muskingum water before long."

* " Coureur des bois," ui appellattoa oncn (tyen to the
OsnodUo ami i»lf-bre«d woodimaii.
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