An ‘mour after the four wagons
which left camp had disappeared from
sight behind a ridge Sharpe called
for a volunteer to scout ahead and
see {f anything could ke seen of In-
dians. There were only five riding

horses along witk the caravan. In
the case of Mr. Chudleigh ond his|

and come back as fast as you can.
I believe you will carry the thing
through as well as g man.”

after a mile and a half had been cov-
after a m le and a half had been cov-
ered he came to the first ravine. In
time of rain it was a large creek,
but now it was dry. The buffaloes in;
traveling to and fro had made trails/
across, and the wagons would have
no trouble in following. The boy saw
nothing of Indians, though he rode
up and down the ravine for half a
mile cither way. A mile ahead was
a still larger ravine. It was like-
wise dry, and the buffaloes had also
made a wide trail across, but here
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4Tired it fu]ljnvtﬁéjwarriors‘., face »

sons, when they got tired of ridings
they walked. Then men ‘with thei
horses were kept ahead of the wag-/
ons when on the move, but those to |
right and left were on foot. Both Joe;
and Sam ‘had acted as flankers sev-|
eral times, and felt quite proud of;
the responsibility. .

-On this morning when a scout was|
called for the horsemen held back a |
bit. All were upset about the wag-|
ons leaving, and all felt that a trag-|
edy was soon to happen. The ]ea,derf
was growing indignant at the way!
the men hung back, when Joe pushedl
his way to the front, and said: |

“I can ride a herse pretty well,|
and if one of the men will lend me|
one I will act as scout. If there are|
any Indians about I can sece them 1151i
well as the men.”’ {

“S8o0 you can,”” my boy,” answered!
Sharpe, “‘but I don’t want to send|
you when the men hang back.” :

““He has my consent,”” spoke
Mr. Chudleigh. “‘Ii there are Indians!'
in any of the ravines ahead I think:
we ought to krow it before we break
camp. If we run into an ambush we
may all be slaughtered.”’

That settled it. One of the men|
was ordered to give up his horse to!
the boy, and when«the stirrups had |
been shortened and Joe was in the
saddle, Sharpe handed him a revol-
ver in place of his rifle, and said: |

‘““Now, boy, keep your cyes open. A !
mile ahead’ of us is broken ground,|
and if T aim not mistaken there are
dry ravines in which five hundred
men could hide and not be seen. You
must look for places where those ra-
vines can be crossed by our wagons.
Ride along the cdges of them and
get a peep at the hottom. The In-
dians will have their ponies hidden
also, and you may hear one of them
whinny. If you find you are running
into danger you must wheel abouti

up, ready.

| discharge of firearms off to his left.

the wagons would have more trouble,
Joe was about te ride to the west to
search the bottom of the ravine for
holding Indians when he caught the
whinny of a pony, and at the same
instant a warrior rose up from the
grass and seized him by the left arm
and leg and sought to pull him from
the saddle. The revolver had been
carried in- the boy’s right hand.
There was no time for him to get
scared—not even time to think what
he ought to do. As he saw the In-
dian and felt his strong grip he
brought the weapon around and fired
it full in the warrior’s face. The grip
relaxed, the redskin pitched forward,
and as a loud yell rang out from the
Indians in hiding, Joe wheeled the
horse about and rode for his 1life.
There were over three hundred In-
dians in the big ravine. They had
gathered all through the night, and
when daylight came the ambush was
They had seen the four wag-
ons draw away from camp, and had
sent fifty warriors to attack them.
He had hardly set his face for camp
when he heard faint yells and the

The Indians did not open any rifle
or him from the ravine, but at least
a hundred of them fired arrows at
him. Some of them passed within an
inch of his body and struck the
ground far ‘ahead, and there was one
sticking in the saddle when he rode
into camp at full speed. The men
had watched for his coming, and all
had turned out with their rifles. The
firing from beyond the ridge could
now be heard in camp, and a score
of men demanded of Sharpe that he
lead them to the help of those at-
tacked, but he shook his head, and
sternly said:

‘“Not a man must leave camp. The
others will be dead before we could
reach them. You can hear that the

g ous,
[0t she didit Krowza thing, »
ﬁoﬁs"lefstarted n to eat arrat-tan chair

ter”she recovered, she had andther
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nd she really caughta rat-Chut it was h

|firing is already dving away. The In-| **

dians have planped that we will di-
vide our force, but that is just what
we won't de. We will have all we
can.do to beat o the foree muking
ready to attack us. Loek there!”’

The Indians were riding out of the
ravine on the open ground. They
could not be accurately counted, hut
it was estimated that there was at
least two hundred and fifty of them,
all mounted on their war ponies.
"I‘hcy had failed to draw the caravan
into an ambush, but they meant to
make a fight of it just the same.

They kegan riding about the camp in;

a circle just outside rifle range. and
cach redskin kept up a great shout-
ing. Some of- the pioneers began fir-
ing, but Sharpe ordered them to
cease, and said:

“They will narrow the circle and
come within range after awhile. hut
it won’t be much use to fire at them.
Save your powder until they get
ready to charge the camp. Let men,
women and children liec down urder
the wagons and get as much protec-
tion as they can. Be cool. now, and
be ready to obey orders.”

As the pioneers had fired hut few
shots the Indians got the idea that
they were either very much afraid or
were short of powder and lead. They
narrowed their circle until their ar-
rows whizzed through the wagon
covers, but no one was hurt. After
halt an hour of this work they haul-
ed off, and Sharpe’s.voice could be
heard saying:

““Get ready, men! They are going
to charge the camp!’’

(To Be Continued.)
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THE MAGIC
CEDAR BARK DRUM:
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! Once upon a time in Seca Lion
| Town there lived a boy whose name
His mother, who was a
| widow, was very poor and he sup-|
| ported her and himself as best he!
lcould by hunting and fishing. As a

i was Gasta.

being a shaman, or magician. He
made himself a dancing skirt out of
an old mat, some shells he made in-
to a rattle, and out of some feathers
he constructed for himself a dancing
hat. Taking a piece of cedar bark
he said. ‘“Now you shall ke my
drum,’” and he made himself a drum-
stick out of a piece of fircwood.

As he grew larger he found that he
really had great skill in magic. He
got so that he could make his dan-
cing hat go out of the door and come
up through the floor of the house,
and when he commanded it the
drumstick would beat the cedar bark
without his touching it. e

One day old Sigana, the chief of
the village, fell sick and the sham-
ans were ralled in to cure him. They
danced and beat drums and made a
great racket gemerally in the house,
but old Sigana only got worse. Then

prapey
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THE PAIL AND PANTHER

BY GRANVILLE OS$BORN.
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Sol Sample was a red-cheeked,
black-eyed, sturdy 1little chap of
twelve, living on the outskirts of
civilizat on. After a few years of
unremitting toil his father was kill-
ed by a falling tree, leaving the mo-
ther alone with the boy.

The nearest house was the store of
old Sile Bigelow at The Forks, near-
ly three miles away. The trail to
The Forks ran for two miles through
a forest.

One afternoon Mrs. Sample sent
Sol to The Forks with a list of what
she needed. There was some snow on
the ground, and Sol took his sled
with him to carry home his pur-
chases.

He took a strong, iron-bound pail
along,  -and started down-the -trail
g
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leaped easily over the high bushes in-
to the darkness beyond.

“Looks like a wild cat!”’ exclaimed
Sol, “‘and he’s following me. Wish I
had my gun. Wonder if I'd better
shin up a tree? No; cats can climb,
too.”’ . =

His eye fell on a giant tree, .at
whose base was an opening.

He went straight to the tree and
looked in.

The trunk was hollow.

‘“ Just the thing!’’ thought Sol,
crawling in.

But how to stop up the hole after
he was in was the question.

He tried the sled, but the runners
were in the way; then he took off the
pail and tried that, but it was too
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SOL'S MOTHER' KILLS - THE PANTHER

with his dog Snip barking merrily at | Lookﬁg up at the dark space
| above him, a new idea came into his

his heels.

“Sol! Sol!” called his mother after
him. “Tell Sile to put in some of
his best pepper, and be sure and start
for home by four o’clock!””

The store was such a wonderful

o &—’ o &A

'mind, and forthwith digging the
. stout toes of his boots into the soft,
;rotten sides of the cavity, he began
{to climb, dragging the pail after
i him.

|gark body leap gracefully over the
Hront

place to Sol that the time flew by | After ascending a short distance he
unawares, and suddenly he discover-|found the pail was too large to go
ed that it was nearly half-past five | further, and completely filled the hole
o’clock; then hurriedly packing thej[below him.

things in his pail, he started home-| Then he dug and kicked larger holes
ward. |in each side ofr his feet until they

The sun was already below the |rested firmly, then bracing his back
tops of the trees in the west, and the fin a half-sitting posture, and hold-
shadows in the forest were growing |ing on to the pail, he awaited deve-
darker, but Sol didn't worry about | lopments.
that as he trotted along with the! Soon he heard something sniffing
sled bumping behind him and Snip | below him, then something seemed to
scouring the underbrush for imagin- | be rubbing against the bottom of the
ary’ squirrels. But suddenly there ; pail, but it was edged in its place so
came a far-off, long-drawn wail, like|firmly that it did not move in the
the cry of a human being in distress. | least.

In about a minute the cry was re-| Then came a low growl and a
peated, sounding much nearer, and]scratching on the pail, at first cau-
echoing weirdly amid the recesses of tiously and then furiously, but the
the forest. pail did not seem to mind it, with

Sol had heard and knew most of |its stout oak bottom and iron-hoop-
the sounds in the forest, but this was ed sides. But pretty soon a big
new. As he stood still there camogpiecc of wood tumbled down, leaving
from a short distance on his- right |5 small opening beside the peail, and
something between a yell and a|Sol could hear the creature snuffing
Scream. at the hole.

Sol wheeled. Then the scratching, -clawing,

*“ Sounds like our old cur when he | growling began with redoubled vigor,
gets his tail shut in the door!” -he and soon he could sce long, curved
mutters. ““What’s the matter with| claws reaching up and digging away.
you?”" he added, addressing Snips,| He could sce a pair of green eyes
who looked even smaller than usual gleamine up at him. ‘
as he slunk close to Sol’s legs, with| <If you stick your old nose up hers
tail down and the hair on his neck |where I can reach it, I'll introduce
on end. you to this,”” thought he, pulling

Sol glanced back along the path | out a jackknife.
and he saw a long, slender form dart | Then a new idea struck him.
like a shadow across. Reaching down into the pall and

Snips saw. it, too, and the next fumbling about, he fished out the
moment all that could be scen of him
was the stump of a tail rapidly s
appearing in the direction of home.

The next moment Seol saw a long,

- ’

chc pulled the cover off the box and
waited his chance. : :

Soon there came another growl be-
low, and, peering over the cdge of
in! the ‘pail, Sol’ could ‘scc that the

bushes into the path,. this time

said some one to Gasta: ** Why do
You not go and cure Sigana? You
arc always bragging about your ma-
gic. Now let us sece what you can
do.””

But Gasta knew that all the beat-

iing of drums, rattling of rattles. and
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Sigana if he was really sick.

At last, goaded by the taunts of
the other boys, he said to himself :
“I will go and see Chief Sigana any-
way. My magic is as good as that
of anybody else.””

So he put on his feather dancing
hat and his dancing skirt, took his
shell rattle and his eedar bark drum
and went to the house of the sick
man. At the doorway stood two
big, black creatures holding -aloft
blazing torches of pitch-pine wood.
These were the Porpoise people.

‘At first they would not let Gasta

enter the house. ‘““You are only a
boy,”” they said, ““what do you know
of a shaman’s work? Go away.”
- But when they saw the boy’s dan-
cing hat, and heard the cedar .bark
drum without the aid of hands, they
let him in.

Old Sigana was groaning on a bed
in the middle of the room and the
shamans were seated around him.

‘“ Where do you feel pain?’’ asked
Gasta.

‘“Oh, right here,” rcplied the old
man; placing his right hand under
his left arm.

“Drum!”’ said Gasta to the cedar
bark, and the bark immediately be-
gan to beat itself with the drum-
stick.

While this was going on Gasta
looked under the rich chief’s arm and
found a big splinter, which he pulled
out, saying: ‘“There! Now you will
be better. Send away the shamans
and go to sleep.””

The mnext day Sigana was better
and in a few days he was well. Then
he sent for Gasta and asked him how
he could reward him for his cure.

‘““Well,”” replied the boy, ““If T had
a canoe so that I could co0 out fish-
ing on the sea I would like it. Then
I could gather more food for my mo-
ther and myself and get fish to sell.”’

““Go down to the shore,”’ said Sig-
ana, ‘‘and walk along until you see

WHENEVER THE CANOE STARTED TO GO
GIVE IT ANOTHER BOX OF BERRIES AND GREASE.

dancing in the world would not cure

a heron sitting on a rock. Near the
®eron you will find a canoe. Take
it.” Gasta did as he was told and

rock and necarhy an old cance.

T was a very old canoe and: the
grass was growing in the scams
it. On the
carved with a man’s head and a dra-
gon’s body, and that, too. looked old
and worn and weathnr-heaten.

Much disappointed, Gasta came
lback to the old man’s house and
said: “T have found the cance. But
{it is such an old one I am afraid to
g0 to sea in it.”’

“Do  not fear,” replied Sigana.
| ““Get in and put off from the land.”’
| Again Gasta went to the canoe and
‘looked ahout for paddies. but he

HOME. eagmwoux‘bl

could find none. So once
returned to Gigana saying:
find no paddles.”’

‘““What a particular boy you are,”’
cried Sigana. *“You do not need
paddles. That canoe is made out of
the same sort of cedar bark as your
drum and it goes itself. Get in and
command it, saying ‘Go, Chief’s
canoe.” "’

Again Gasta went to
and,

more he
‘“I can

the canoe
launching, it, stepped in and
cried: ‘‘Go, Chief’s canoe.” And it
went. Far out on the water it went
and then it turned and started back
for the shore.

‘“No! no!” cried Gasta, ‘‘do not go
home yet. Go on.”” But the canoe
would mnot obey and went swiftly
back to the beach from which it had
started.

The next morning Gasta present-
ed himself at the house of Sigana
and said: ‘“Oh, Chief! I have tried

your canoe but it will not mind me.

{ When it gets tired it turns and goes

thome again.”
‘““Ha, ha!’”’ lau

imust feed it.”’

| ‘““Foed it?”’ said Gasta.

ghed Sigana, ‘‘you
5 “It is
1

| self.
canoe that requires to be fed.”

But Sigana summoned five dark
slaves and gave each slave five boxes
of dried berries mixed with grease.
the magic canoe feeds on. Take it
on board.”

When the five slaves had deposited
the boxes of grease and berries in the
canoe it was loaded down almost to
the water’s edge, but Gasta stepped
in and cried, “Go, Chief’s canoe,”’
and it went.

When it reached the fishing grounds
it started to go back, but Gasta
threw a box of the berries and
grease at the figurchead which,
his surprise, opened its mouth wide
and swallowed it down. Then he went
to fishing and caught a great quan-

soon found the heron sitting on a

of
bow was a figurechead

all |
can do to feed my mother and my-|
I am afraid I can not keep a|

“There,” said he, ‘‘this is the food|

to |

tity of fish. Whenover the canoe
started to go home Gasta would give
it another box of berries and greasa
and it would remain quiet. :

Finally, when he had the canoe full
of fish, he cried “Home.’”” and off
went the canoe for the beach.

E\:ery day Gasta fished from the
magic canoe and at night he and his
mother worked putting up boxes af
grease and berries to feed it with.

Wherever Gasta went in the canoce
there was always plenty of fish and
no matter how big the fish was he
could always get it into the magic
canoe. So he became rich and built
for his mother and himself a fine
house, and stored it with all sorts of
food and skins.

Then one day Sigana sent for Gas-
ta and said to him: *“Now give me
back my canoe. You are now able to
buy one of your own. I am old and
| my canoe is old; and we are going
[away on a long journey. Give me al-
| S0 vour cedar-bark—your magic drum
which beats itselfi—for you shall be a
chief and have no use for magic. But
the cedar-bark drum is brother to the
magic canoe and I would take it
with me where I am going.”

Then the five slaves bore Sigana
down to the shore, for he was fesble
with age so that he could not walk,
and placed him in the canoe; and Gas-
ta brought the magic cedar-bark
drum and placed it there also. Then
the slaves shoved off the caroe and
stepped in themsclves. The canoe
moved from the shore and at onece
Gasta saw it grow new and bright
and shining as it had looked when it
was first made, and the figurchead on
the bow began to chant a song as it
moved away.

Gasta looked again and saw that
the old chief had changed into a
young man, who stood high in the
bows and waved his arms toward the
setting sun. Straight toward the
setting sun the canoe went, the five
dark slaves sitting with their clbows
on their knees and covering their
faces with their hands.

Then a cloud rolled up out of the
ocean, enveloping the canoe and its
passenger, and Gasta saw it aud
then no more forever.

When the people of Sea Lion Town
heard what had happened to Sigana
they elected Gasta chief in his place,
and as chief he lived there until ha
was a very old man. -

Now on the beaches of Sea Lion
Town, at the time of the sunset, you
can hear sometimes a faint, hooming
|sound, as of a drum beaten far off,
|coming over the water and the peo-
|ple say it is Gasta’s drum, and that
isomewhere beyond the horizon Chiel

| Sigana, young and strong once more, -

|is out in his magic canoe.
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A SMART GIRL.

| In Lyons, TIrance, a giri twelve
years old woke up recently and found
'a burglar in the room. She watched
|him for fifteen minutes as he hunted
{for plunder, and as he then passed
linto a closet she sprang out of bed
iand locked the door on him.

| He made every effort to break out,
|but she gave the alarm and he was
! captured. He proved to be a crimi-
nal for whom the police had search-
led a long time, and the little girl
| was rewarded with a present of $200.
{The man said he would have killed
her had he known that she was a-
wake.

HERE LS RILLIE WIPTPLE.

HELS ALILAGS CUTTING CAPERS
\BU LN FHELoVGS QUITE HAPPY
% LS PICTUREIS IN THE P..JPE@{J

suddenly tipped the contents of the
box squarely into those green orbs
below.

In the next instant a whole menag-
erie broke loose in that tree. S_uch
yells and growls, such a thrashing,
spitting and hub-hub generally Sol
never heard before. The creature roll-
ed about in agony, clawing at its
eyes, and finally tumbled out of the
tree‘on the snow.

But the performance did not ex}d
there, for it ran round and round in
a circle, completely blind.ed and
screaming with rage and pain.

Suddenly the report of a gun,
quickly followed by another, startled
Sol, and there came a great barking
and whining at the cavity in the
tree. one

““Snip!’’ he exclaimed, lettlng
pail drop and quickly followxpg
down and out into the open air.

There stood his mother, with a
double-barrcled gun in her hands and
a face as white as the snow around
her.

Catching sight of Sol she threw
down tbe gun and clasped him to her
heart, crying and kissing him and
calling him endearing names, while
Snip jumped about and barked like a
canine lunatic, and there, near by,
lay a dead paanther, an ugly-looking
creature,- with long, curved, cruel-
looking claws, swollen eyes d open
mouth, revealing its sharp teth.

After a little while, when she grew
calmer, Sol’s mother told him how
Snip came tearing,down the road to
the house, every hair on his back on
end and wild with cxcitcment. He
pulled at her dress, and she topk the
gun and followed him to the big trée
where she saw a creature rolling on
the snow and emitting frightful
screams and growls,

They placed the panther’s body on
the sled and drew it home.

The hide passed its usciulness long
ago, but the pail still remains, and
Mr.  Solomon Sample often exhibits
it and points to the deep furrows on

the
it

fits sides and bottom as proof of the

In a town in Kansas a boy four-
teen years old threw a firecracker un-
der the feet of a horse standing on
the street. The report caused the

horse to run away. The one run-

A BOY'S JOKE.

[front of a store was smashed in. The
{boy ran home in afiright, but when
|his mother learned what he had done
{she led him back and asked the own-
jer of the first horse to spank him.
iThe man sat down, took the. boy

J

away started three others. Five peo-, across his knee and gave him such
ple were hurt, three horses injured, | a dose that the victim will remem-
two wagons were wrecked and the| ber it all the rest of his life.

A PATENT TIRE.

Mr. Bugg got very rich

And bought an auto car,
| He found it real convcnient
When he wished to travel far.

He had a lot of trouble
With punctured tires at first,
But now. he's found a tiro .
That never yet has burst.

He takes an earth worm with him,
And just a little glue,

And when a tire bursts, you sec,
Why, this is what he’ll do.

He takes the tire off and pute
The earth worm in its place,
|And-quicker than a wink he’s off

~ At a terrific pace.




