
THE PATHFINDER. 493

Pathfinder made a sign for his friend to depart ; and he

stood leaning on his rifle until the canoe had reached the

side of the Scud. Mabel wept as if her heart would break

;

nor did her eyes once turn from the open spot in the glade,

where the form of the Pathfinder was to be seen, until the

cutter had passed a point that completely shut out the island.

When last in view, the sinewy frame of this extraordinary

man was as motionless as if it were a statue set up in that

solitary place, to commemorate the scenes of which it had so

lately been the witness.
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