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exposed himself to the unerring archer. He

came leaping from rock to rock, and had nearly

reached the head of the glen, when, pierced

through and tnrough by one of Kiodago's

arrows, he toppled from the crags, and rolled,

clutching the leaves in his death-agony, among

the tangled furze below. A second met a

similar fate, and a third victim would probaljly

have been added, if a shot from the fusil of

Hanyost, who sprang forward and caught sight

of the Indian just as the first man fell, had not

disabled the thumb-joint of the bold archer,

even as he fixed his last arrow in the string.

Resistance seemed now at an end, and Kiodago

a^ain betook himself to flight. Yet .nxious to

divert the pursuit from his wife, the young

chieftain pealed a yell of defiance, as he re-

treated in a difi'erent direction from that which

she had taken. The whoop was answered by a


