
hand, he preserve oonld result in his Belay. The corral 
lay beyond where she waa held prisoner, he 
knew this by the neighing of thehorses. He 
went toward the tree where the eat with

can see through sheet iron. But I’m afraid 
they’ll know you by your prettinesa, whits 
or black. Let ns go !”

The young lady was not used to hear com­
pliments—it was not the manner of hei 
people; but to whom is a compliment not 
pleasant If she blushed, the darkness and 
the blacking hid it. As they approached the 
spot where the squaw was tied, they saw a 
warrior also approaching it from the direc­
tion of the festival. It was the Apache

in vain he

and the red light of the western sky glinting 
through the foreet trees, and the chinks of the 
hut made the rolling eyes of the savage gleam 
like living coals.

Now comes the point of fate. The wicker 
dhor Is thrown back, and the heart of Kansas 
Kit gives a jump as he sees the tall figure of 

‘Lone Wolf appear, followed by several of his 
murderous gang, but he rocked himself to and 
fro, and his laugh was louder and more gut­
tural than before, and he was joined by the 
half drunken Kiowas as they noticed the cap. 
live’a grotesque endeavour to make signs or 
speak.

•• Dog of a white man !” cried Lone Wolf, 
striking the helpless savage with his foot ; 
“ you will be white no more. The children 
of the Kiowa have darkened your face so that 
your paleness may not make their hearts like 
the hearts of squaws.”

The prisoner writhed and grinned and 
groaned to. the great detighf of the savages.

“ Now. whit# man, listen to the words of 
Lone Wolf,’’said the chief, with his foot still 
on the breast of the dark form. " I call you 
Om-lith-emr, the Snake, for you have crept in 
among our people as a friend, and got our 
squaws and boys to teach you our words, that 
you might tind out the talk of our councils. 
You told lies about us, and sent the Quick 

-Rider and his black horsemen to kill our 
people. Our brothers, the Chiefs Santanta 
and Big "%ee, are kept in the strong prison in 
Texas, because you said they did murder 
Om-lish-caw, you shall lie no more. My younI

and chichicoes
a-al, old top,” he said, looting up with 
iression of humour that it must be con-humour that it mast
belied the

are you, and how are a 
When were you at the
your bullets, and hi ____ ______

You grumbled, you know, last time

Ives at
The Agent'» Daughter came intolast two

^ bod rum and 
sugar? You grumbled, you know, last time 
I saw you there, because you didn’t get as 
much as you deserved for murderin’ the 
settlers at Skinner’s Bend.’’

“Silence, dog!" exclaimed the 
chief.

“Don't wonder a bit at you bein’ angry,” 
answered Kit “ It's enough to make a mule 
mad to be cheated out of his honest anting?. 
If they’d even given you two or three yarjs 
o’ rope, now, with a slip-knot and the loan 
of a tree. ’’

With a cry of rage Lone Wolf struck his 
moooasino t foot on the breast of the speaker, 
and dashed him back to the ground, at the 
same time drawing his knife to scalp him. 
But Kit’s dander was raised also, and quickly 

.drawing his feet to his chin he dashed hie 
two heels into the pit of Wolf’s stomach, 
sending him tumbling through the dirt for a 
considerable distance.

In an inslaut the savage was on his feet, 
and in a fury of passion furled his hatchet at 
the offender, but his very fury rendered his 
aim unsteady, and the ax whizzing past Kit’s 
head was buried withqufvering handle in the 
tree behind him. Seeing his blundering aim.

wooden bow] a black. tion of the festival It was the Apache 
eoming’to resume charge of hi* prisoners. 
Kit knew that if be reached it an outcry 
would follow, and bring discovery and de­
struction on them.

Telling Miss Brandon to stay-whers she 
waa a moment, he glided rapidly forward 
and arrived at the tree first As the others 
came forward, one bound, one crashing blow 
was made, and he lay lifeless. Kit caught 
the corpse by the heels and hauled it into 
the darkness.

Then they hurried on toward the crowd, 
the weakness of the girl increasing as they 
went A strange way to escape from an 
enemy, by going straight toward them ! To 
Kit its boldness was its recommendation. 
They might have hidden in the woods or 
stolen to the river edge, but in caae of dis­
covery of their flight which could not long be 
delayed, such hiding-places would give them 
but poor shelter. They must get away en­
tirely, and the canoes promised the safest 
flight.

The prisoner waa tied to the stake, stiil 
fagged, and still in buckskin. His face was 
lorrible to look at—the very picture of wild 
agony and despair. Both mind and body 
were in exquisite torture. The strange man­
ner of hi» death waa its aggravation. In 
battle he would have died tike a hero, or at 
the: torture-post of his enemy he oonld have 
smiled defiantly at death and sung hie own 
requiem. Bnt to have his own people—per­
haps his relatives—murder him unknowingly.

v SCIENCE * AGAINST * SAVAGE * FORCES^ of wool
prisoner’s banda andthese they

black.
tte frame of KansasA shudder ran __ „______

Kit in spite of himself, for this was the signal 
that he had been condemned to death by tor­
ture.

Where was 4here room for a ray of hope 
now?. Where waa the mysteriens Wind 
Spirit who had promised rescue ? His chance 
was to come m a still more curious way than 
any of these.

The two grim mom ten of the doomed had 
retired, probably to perform the same office 
on other wretched prison "" •- '
guard sat at his side gr 
quely at the sight of the 
now black mouth of the 
denly the idea seemed 'to strike him that 
Kit’s suit of buckskin was more valuable than 
the frontier homespun which he wore, and be

angry
CHAPTER L

KÀHSU KIT KNABBED BY Kiowas.
An Indian stronghold on the far borders of 

the Territory and Texas, ih a piece of timber, 
bounded by the Red river and one of lta tri­
butaries on two sides, and by wooded moun­
tains on its third. Rude huts and wigwams 
are scattered among the trees, and a large 
circular apace, marked by the ashec of the 
fire of council or of torture, is in the centre. 
The squaws and children hurry from She huta 
with welooming cries, for two large baads of 
Kiowas and Camanches are entering the camp 
In a hasty and confused manner. One band 
comes from Texas, rich with the plunder of 

the other from the

their foreheads to the earth, crying as with 
one voice :

“ Wakon-Lmtin! The Wind Spirit l The 
Spirit of the Wind !”

The women captives cried out with, terror, 
and the men looked up to see from whence 
came the sound—even Kansas Kit, aroused 
from the half-stupor caused by the abuse he 
had suffered, raised his head to see the cause.

Nothing was visible but the blue sky 
through the tree tope, and the green foliage 
made half-golden by the yellow light of the 
sun. The poor stricken Quaker girl had 
nea.lv tainted with affright, and dropped her 
bead with dry lips and face of deathly white­
ness against the tree to which she was bound, 
when she heard a voice, low and assuring, 
•ay:

“ Fear not ! They will not harm yon. The 
Spirit of the Wind is your protection !”

With a wild thrill of. astonishment and

OIT SALE
most grotes-

Kit’s joyful surprise was nearly betraying 
him, but he managed to master it, and step­
ped forward to the other’s place with a gut­
tural assent. The savage took his gun which 
had leaned against the tree, and throwing it 
on his arm strode away toward the throng 
with a slow, stately dignity that contrasted 
strangely with Kis eagerness to get relieved. 
Kit watched his slow motions with impa­
tience, and in watching him he saw the stir 
beyond. It struck him that if his escape had 
been in reality dieeovered there would have 
been a more widespread alarm, but the com­
motion was confined to one spot, or rather 
one portion of the crowd, for it moved on 
toward the railed enclosure. *

Kit s thoughts now were how to get rid of 
the squaw without raising an alarm. He 
didn’t like to become * much of an Indian 
as to slay a woman, and that seemed-the only 

I way for safety sake. A cry from the fair

Çnsoner called bis attention to the crowd, 
hey were dragging his unfortunate substi- 
I tcte to torture. The procession passed near 
them, and he could see the man’s wild, flow­

ing hair, and'frenzied eye» in an occasional 
gleam of a torch. ~

duced Prices commenced operations for their possession on 
the instant. Kit saw >*intentiona and lay 
quiet in trembling expectation. There were 
three ways to accomplish the Indian’s object.

rancho and hacienda 
réçafvétions, laden with the spoils of the set­
tlements, and red with the blood of the squat­
ters and half-civilized Indians.

Every conceivable sort of plunder waa 
there. Clothing torn from the bodies of mur­
dered women and children, stained with 
their blood, articles of merchandise from the 
gutted stores of.the frontier traders, horses 
and cattle from the plundered farm» of Texas, 
and the arms and clothes of the desperate 
men who had vainly tried to defend their 
homes and dear ones.

The squaws, assisted by the bqys end dogs, 
wererstriving with great uproar to gjBt the 
frightened cattle and horses into a corral 
formed for them by a circle of ropes tied from 
tree to tree. Others were lighting fires and 
setting up pot-holes, and soon all along the 
banka of the stream and river the camp fires 
were crackling and blazing, and the steam 
and smoke were curling up in fifty places.

That pretty girl with the sad robes and sad­
der face, sits bound and trembling in the 
midst of all this hubbub.. She is intended 
for the bride of the chief.

Soon the slaughter at cows and oxen began 
on a large scale, and in a very short time the 
ground in every direction was thickly strewn 
with horns, hides, and entrails. Every one, 
man, woman, and child, seized whatever they 
could, and bore the yet throbbing flesh away 
in chunks to the fires, to wrangle over who 
should have the privilege of dressing theirs 
first.

In spite of all this turbulence, however, it 
was apparent to the young prisoner that this 
was a regular camping-ground, or gathering 
place, and that they were making great pre­
parations for either a feast or a sacrifice—or 
both. And a strange feeling of partly pain 
and partly that hope which com]

this rare chance 
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. . The bone was still in his
month, and the fatal suit of buckskin still 
buttoned up to hie throat.

The drams began to beat, and the horned 
heads went bobbing to and fro as he was

Son. He was plainly in right of their 
as he passed, and Kit was startled 
i pitying observation of his victim by 
a bursting sob from the captive girt She 

had recognized the hunting-suit worn by the 
condemned, and her face waa buried in her, 
hands, the tears streaming out between her 
fingers, while every ohoking sob seemed to

OD TAKES THE LEAD ing which every heart beat anxiously, and 
every eye waa strained toward the doomed 
and the lodge of the Great Medicine against 
the rock behind him.

Kit knew that this moment, when all were 
•o intent upon the ceremony, was the'"mo­
ment of' moments for him and his companion 
to fly, but the facination waa on him as 
strongly as it waa on the veriest savage in 
the crowd, aud he could not move ; his mind • 
was busy with imaginings of his own feelings 
in the same position, aud the horror of the 
prisoner’s countenance was reflected m his. 
He remembered the mysterious voice that 
had promised rescue to him and wondered 
why the rescue did not come to the person 
supposed to be him^

His resolve was fluick—he would deal the
sufferer tne stroke of grace, and save him 
from further pain and horror. He took a 
step backward, and, raising his rifle, levelled 
it at the wretch's head—he thought not of 
consequences to himself—it was the- impulse 
of mercy.

His companion saw his action and divined 
its purpose. She knew the consequence of 
the deed of mercy, but she did not attempt 
to hinder it. She closed her eyes, and sank 
to the earth in the very depths of despair.

Kit did not see her. Hie finger was already 
on the trigger, when a low, quick, threaten­
ing voice, seeming to come from above, 
aounded in his ear :—

“ Beware Apache ! Shoot not 1 The eye 
of the Wind Spirit is upon you !”

He grounded hie rifle in astonishment and 
alarm, and looked around. No one waa 
visible. There was no tree immediately at 
hand to serve for a lurking-place. Nothing 
living was near the knoll on which they

r itself :—
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WL. „ _ s other
parties "of savages dragging more prisoners, 
loth Indians and white, into the camp.

This detachment had lately encountered 
the Texans or soldiers, and as each dead war­
rior was borne into sight the women and 
children raised the mourning cry. “ Wah-ho- 
no-min !” repeating it in wild, varying cad­
ences and, stooping to the ground, caught np 

' and threw them iùto the

toward her to make himself known, and drew 
hie knife to cut the rope that bound her to
the tree at the foot at which she sat, but first 
he glanced at the.squaw. She was gazing 
toward the place of festivity and torture with 
a regretful expression oh hier dark face, but 
whether her regret waa for the unfortunate 
prisoner or for her own forced absence from 
the scene it was hard to say. Kit thought 
tbe former, and that sorrowing look probably 
saved the Indian woman’s life.

“Miss Brandon,” be ventured, in the 
gentlest of whispers.

She looked up with a start, and as she saw 
the dark face and plumed bead, and caught 
the gleam of his knife in his hand a frightened 
scream escaped her, which made the squaw 
quickly turn her eyes upon them.

Now or never was the time ! Kit gave 
one quick glance around. All but themselves

the leaves and 
air, and the warriors waved their lances with 
the bloody scalps affixed, and answered the 
lamentations with shouts of joy and triumph. 
But suddenly the lamentations of the women 
and children were changed into cries of exe­
cration and anger when a mounted warrior, 
known to be an important chief by bis plumes 
and ornaments, rode rapidly in, followed by a 
band of breech-clothed, bare-bodied heroes, 
mounted on swift steeds. The cause of the 
angry cries was the appearance of another 
prisoner, who rode, bound to his horse, be­
tween the two foremost warriors of the band.

He Was a small, wiry-loeking man, with 
handsome, sunburnt features and eagle-tike

with the privilege of pur» 
AND EASY TERMS OF

ituated on both sides of the 
t Territory of Canada. The 
►UALITY, and the climate

ÎORE SPRAWLING, AND BE BURST AWAY.PLANTING HIS TOR BENEATH THE CHIN OP ONE-A SHOVE SENT A COUP!

stood save the drunkenWith a quick, gliding movement 1d spranghope she turned her head, but Lone Wolf drew his knife, and would have burn the lying spirit out of you. Weand then take them around the tree,_____________ _, ___Ea at the wea­
pons brandished about his head.

“ Blit ! Kit !” waa the cry of tbe Indians, 
men and women, aa he wae brought forward, 
and “ Kansas Kit !” was echoèd in a sort of 
despondent surprise by ths other hapless 
prisoners.

No one but her frightened fellow- loosen the bonds innear her.
his hands and feetsome of whom hadcated on the banka of the 

ecome a flourishing1 oity. The 
16 feet deep- Hie banks are 
slass drain asre. Water very 
■se of erection, a number of 
smallest 16 x 24, and two

and looked at her with as much wonder «il 
she did at them. Y et the words had been so 
close that the lips that uttered them' seemed 
to touch her ear.

Almost at the same instant Kansas Bat wae 
startled by a voice at bis ear :

“ Keep up, brave heart I The wind «ball 
bring you rescue !”

He stared around in wonder, bnt not a soul 
was near him but the widowed squaws with 

heads abjectly buried in the

property, and wénDIDPW*|tafying the 
Wolf by the captains and seniors, who used 
the amiable argumettt that it would be sheer
foolishness to murder the prisoner right off, 
when they could have so much fun witn him 
at the feast about to take place.

“Ugh.! Good! good!” exclaimed the 
Wolf, approvingly. “We will try how brave 
he is. The squaws will cut little bits off his 
flesh and the boys shoot at his heart. Let 
them be beaten. Ugh !”

At a word from him the women prisoners 
were dragged apart and confined in the huts, 
all bnt the Quaker girl, whom the Wolf 
ordered to be unbound. They cut the cords, 
and she stood trembling before him, ready to 
sink with terror.

“Your father, was a bad man,” he said. 
“ He lie to the red man, and the red man got 
angry and kill him. He say he give the red

do the
and-he fhr hhe Q'first, that be dare not

mr beds. He 
will be revenged. He will make yon sore from 
theiheel to tbe head. The squaws will shoot 
at you, and the arrows in your flesh shall be 
more numerous than the thorns of the prickly 
pear. Yonr mouth will be kept close that 
you may not call upon the Wind Spirit, your 
friend. Beat him, braves ! make his bones 
sore, that I may see him kick.”

Thereupon the braves commenced to thrash 
the captive most unmercifully, and it was

only prayed « 
tare the third, 
in doubt ; the

.tibnld ven- eyes wildly from side to
i rubbed his head 

. W1B wry great,; 
but his fear of conséquences was equally 
strong. | t , .

Kit pretended extreme distress and suffer­
ing, and at last with a lew, gasping groan, 
pretended to faint. The bait took. The 
Apache bent bis face down to hie and watch­
ed him for a couple of seconds, then with his 
knife be quickly sevesad the bonds that tied 
his feet, and with exphrteese had the mocca­
sins, leggings, etc., off ion twinkling. He 
lay stilland waited. 'Tin Savage was pen­
dent, for he tied tbe lyre feet as tightly ae

He pulled her back upon the sward, etill 
holding her mouth. She waa too much snr-

turn his head to look above him and behind 
him, and a look of hope beamed in his dark 
eves.

Kit knew that the strange voice was 
whispering-in his ear. The Indians guessed 
it, too. and the name “ Wakon Loutm ” ran 
around the crowd in an awed whisper.

“The Wind Spirit is his friend,” they 
said. “ He will fight with Matcho-Manito— 
he will not let him die. ”

Things were verging toward a panic, and 
many a dark-skinned brave that would have 
faced the devil in a form of flesh felt tike 
taking to his heels in fear of thia wandering 
voice, a

Kit raised his companion to her feet, and 
whispered some assuring words. There was 
a struggle in his mind for an instant whether 
to fly with the trembling girl or to wait and 
•ee this mystery out. Tne latter inclination 
prevailed. He could not resist it- Perhaps, 
he thought, it wduld he safer for them to re­
main near thia mysterious promisor of pro­
tection.

The Kiowa widows, with their shorn head» 
covered with ashes and their faces glistening 
black with greasy pigment, silently ranged 
themselves at the end of the eneloenre op­
posite the prisoner, armed with long knives. 
Before them were ranks of boys with bows 
and arrows, and, behind all, other womea 
with blazing splinters of pitchy wood. These 
were the torturers.

A waiting, sobbing, unequal sound rose

It was a sound of wonder that he should be 
taken, for he was not only the most daring 
but the most slippery of the daring scouts of 
the frontier, the leader of meet of tbe success­
ful expeditions, and the terror of the maraud­
ing Indians. Even while the savages gave 
vent to their joy at his capture, they looked 
neon him with fear and respect. Not so the 
widows of the slain. According to the mourn­
ing custom of the tribee they had already 
haggled the hair from their heads with knives, 
and then, with the wildest screams, they 
rushed upon the prisoners, slashing them with 
the knivee. and beating them with the severed 
tresses. The first act was dangerous, the last 
ridiculous.

The other women and children had already 
provided themselves with the bludgeons and 
rods used in the torture of the gauntlet, but 
the mourners were too much exasperated to 
wait upon ceremony and tbe other prisoners 
were too insignificant for their vengeance.

With yells. that would have terrified any 
bnt the stoutest heart, they rushed upon the 
pinioned scout with flashing knives and flam­
ing eyes, but the warriors became alarmed 
lest their prisoner should receive too sudden 
and easy a release from life, and cried alond 
In guttural tones :

“No kill ! No kill!”
But they did not hinder the shorn-headed 

iquaws from catting the cords that bound 
him to the horse and dragging him to the 
ground. This preliminary torture waa a part 
of the privileges of their grief.

“ One at a time, ladiee 1 Be modest ! Be 
reasonable 1" he cried, as they seized upon 
his pinioned arms. “ I ain’t Brigham 
Young.”

' Aa they pulled him from the saddle he 
wriggled his lithe body from their grasp end 
gained his feet, and good advantage he made 
Of that gain.

“ Stand off, you crowd of pettieoated 
bruiser»,” he cried, planting his toe beneath 
the chin of one of the Knife-flourishing squaws 
with a force that nearly dislocated her dusky 
neck. The stomach of the nezt received the 
imprem of his heel, then a quick shove of 
either shoulder sent a couple more sprawling,

prised and terrified to straggle. The captive 
girl was as much frightened as she.

“Don’t be afraid, Miss Brandon, it’s L 
Kit.”

“ Thou !”■ she cried, and the tone of her 
voice told tbe whole of her joyful astonish­
ment. “Thou ! Oh, heaven, I thank Thee!"
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Manager. their cropped heads abjectly buried in the 
ashes. Whence came those words of hope ? 
Was it from one hidden in the foliage above, 
or in the wooded mountain aide at whose base 
the encampment waa ? The nearness of the 
voice hindered such a thought.

Then there mnst be some white friend, 
some of his daring fellow-craftsmen disguised 
among the Indiana about him. He scanned 
every duaky form and face within range of 
hii vision, but saw no sign. He was lost in 
wonder. These thoughts toik bat seconds.

the tree.
“ Quick ! quick !” cried Kit, “ give me 

your scarf—your neckerchief—anything !”
With trembling hands she tore the kerchief 

from her neck, and gave it to him, at the same 
time begging him not to hurt the woman. He 
was as gentle as the circumstances and the 
necessity of speed would permit, and in very 
few seconds the squaw was bound securely on 
the dark side of the tree with the kerchief 
tied firmly over her mouth. Even had she

E WEEKLY
before. But Kit suffered without moving a 
muscle. It was his heeds he wanted—the 
freedom of the feet would aeon follow. It 
waa torture for all ths$, for the Apache coolly 
proceeded to divert- himself of his.oldlgar- 
mente and put on his new.

At length the red-skinned gentleman got 
things beïow-fized his liking and turned 
his attention to the upper story.* He throws 
the homespun coat scornfully «wav.

Wary to the last he leans over the prisoner 
and watches hie countenance, and listens to

much. He felt like takihg his tofnahawk, 
and splitting Lone Wolf to the brisket where 
he stood. Bnt his own safety waa tbe main 
thing. He said to Lone Wolf, in Indian, with 
the deepest guttural he could command :

“ White prisoner belong to Lone Wolf. The 
Apache go.”

“ Ugh !” said the chief, never turning his 
gloating eyes’from the entertainment.

CHAPTER HL
DANGEROUS GROUND—"NEVER HALLO TILL

YOU’RE OUT OT THE WOODS”—FOILED, NOT
FRIGHTENED.

Kansas Kit lowered his head lest the low 
door top should atrip him of the tall plumed 
Apache headdress, which fitted him none of 
the best, and stepped out into the open air.

But Kansas Kit did not wait long to take 
notes of the surroundings. If the bonds of 
his unfortunate substitute should give way, if 
the thong of the gag should slip ! The 
thought was startling. He dare not hurry 
from the spot ; he must keep up the character 
he bad assumed.

So Kansas Kit threw the Indians rifle in 
in the hollow of his arm, pulled the homespun 
coat around him, and hastened on as fast aa 
he dared toward tbe centre of the camp, where 
he had seen the Quaker girl before he was 
taken to the hut. He determined to save 
her at all events, though he had not been able 
to aid the other poor women whoee terrible 
shrieks he had heard when he was bound in 
tbe hut. He wound his way daringly 
•through the crowds of Indians, though he ex­
pected at every momdnt to hear the alarm 
announcing that his trick had been discover­
ed. It wae a bold venture. A common man 
would have Bed at once while there was time, 
and looked after his own safety only. But 
gansas Kit waa not made of auch stuff. He 
could not bear the thought of deserting this 
beautiful, bereaved girl to the horrid fate that 
awaited her if left to the mercy of the sav­
ages. He knew that she had been only so

man everything, and he give him only little 
bit—hardly any. But yon are as white as 
the moon, and the heart of Lone Wolf lovea 
you. He will take yon to hi» wigwam to be 
one of bis sqnaws. Ugh ! Come !"

The girl screamed alond as he caught her 
by the arm, and called frantically on the 
name of the scout and such others -of the 
prisoners’ names as she knew. Kit straggled 
desperately to gain hie feet, but he waa struck 
down again by a bludgeon in the bSocfr'Ot 
one of the savages.

“You cowardly, leather-pelted babboon," 
he roared. “ If you harm a hair of that gii
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If you harm a hair of that girl’s 

head there’ll not be a Kiowa nor a Kioodie of 
you left upon the plains.”

He was hindered of using hie tongue» now 
his only weapon, any longer by a motion of 
Black Beat’s, at which two of the Apaches 
came forward, and taking a beef bone from 
the grass dexterously gagged him with it so 
that he could not speak, and even breathed, 
with difficulty. Burning at thia indignity 
yet his ear» caught the sound of hoofs, and 
his heart bounded with joyful expectation, 
for he wae in hopes it waa tne cavalry on the 
track of tbe marauders. The sound had also 
alarmed tbe Indians, and Lone Wolf let go 
hie hold of the frightened girl and hastened 
to send oat warriors to reconnoitre-

All hopes fell to blackness again when they 
beard the war ones that told of another vic­
torious party, and saw them soon afterward 
enter the camp. These were Apaches, too, 
distinguishable from the Kiowas and Co- I
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fo the end of 1884 for

She was weak with excitement and tenor, and 
would have sunk but for his strong support.

They reached the boundary of the corral, and 
were stooping to pass beneath a rope when a 
ferocious wolf-dog spring out of the darkness 
with a fierce growl, and buried hia fangs in the

They reached the boundary of the corral, and gradually from the direction of the Great 
Medicine » lodge, until at last it reached a■dog spring 

fowl, and hi chaunt of wondrous volume,- and the great 
dignitary appeared, with hia assistants danc­
ing around him attired in the moat horrible 
fashion that Indian imagination oonld con­
ceive or Indian art accomplish.

Thia chaunt *as an invocation for the 
devil to come and receive the soul of the 
sacrifice.

The boys stood with their arrows notched, 
the widows throws their blankets ont of the 
way of their arms, and the fire torturers 
waved their splints to and fro to make them 
burn more fiercely. --

The Great Medicine and his chorus danced 
around the victim with wild gesture» of tbe 
arme and horrible contortions of the body,

hie face, and the belting of his heart is au­
dible. The Indian pausee^-will he go back 
now ? No, he is only reaching for his knife.

In one stroke the bonds are severed, the 
coveted coat is plticltpd from the back of the 
scout and on that of the guard aa he kneels 
on the floor. In that same instant Kansas 
Kit, with the springjof a catamount, has him 
by the throat with a grip* of iron that ia 
strangulation in itself, and throwing him on 
the floor rolls on top of him, seizing the knife 
from the grounebin the sanie action.

Not to kill him. No, he could do that by 
the mere continued, compression of his hand, 
for already the eyeballs of the ravage are 
staring from tbeir sockets, and hie tongue 
wae lolling from hi# mouth. The scout has 
other designs than killing him.
. W.ith a rapid action he .‘insets the knife 

blade between the thicknesses of the deer 
thong thathold the gag, and the bone drops

Canada, the United States or 
treat Britain. girl’s clothing. One blow from Kit’s hatchet 

stretched him dead on the earth, but his death 
yelp brought a dozen more of the savage brutes 
to the spot, and, worse than that, the fright­
ened cry of the girl and the barkingof the dogs 
had aroused the Indian sentinels on all sides, 
and they were rushing toward them.

Kit kept between the girl and the animals as

Toronto.f£ MAIL

they retreated, and struck at them with his 
hatchet, and yelled at them in the Apache dia­
lect.

This last had the beat effect of all, for the 
Kiowa sentinels thinking that ft was some of 
their allies whom the dogs knew to be strange 
called them off. Only for this the hungry 
brutes would eventually have eaten our two

Sands tax Sale.

and he burst away, and, pinioned ae he was, 
ran tike a deer in the direction in which they 
had brought him.

The warriors had stood laughing at the 
■prowling of the overturned squaws. Bnt 
now as they saw him going tike a shadow, in 
their own dodging manner, through the trees, 
they became afraid of his escape, and seizing 
their weapons hurried with.whoops and yells 
in hot pursuit

The heart* of the prisoners palpitated wild­
ly, for their own hopes of safety were bound 
up in the success of hia desperate attempt 
They, as weil as the scout himielf, knew that 
the Indians would only fire on him as a last 
qeeort—the ballet would be too easy a death 
for so important a foe.

But hark ! that iharp, irregular sound of 
rifle» and bow strings, then wild cheers from 
the pursuers and more distant ones answer­
ing, and they knew that the brave scout was 
either killed or recaptured.

They were not left long in doubt, lor the 
pursuers soon reappeared, trailing him along, 
feet forward, covered with sand and blood, 
and threw qim Into tbe ashy circle in the 
middle of the encampment. He was not 
dead, for he strove to rise, and immediately 
the bereaved squaws sprang upon him with 
wild howls, when such a wild, frightful 
scream echoed from the air above their heads 
ae split every ear and made the blood run 
sold in every vein.

It waa not one scream, but a succession, a 
continuation of screams and shneki com­
bined of every horrible tone of which sound 
is capable. It ddijnot come from one spot, 
but circled about over the heads of the hear­
ers, sometime! seeming in a dozen places at 
»nce.

The Indiana dropped their victim, and with 
enee of terror threw themselves flat, pressing

manches by their general attire, and particu­
larly by the dressing of their heads, for their 
hair was worn long, loose and unplaited, and 
their plumes were fastened in a skin skull 
cap or helmet, instead of in the scalp lock aa 
ia the usage of the other».

Kit koew by all these important arrivals 
that a great council wise at hand, and he waa 
not in the least astonished when after all the 
prisoner», himself included, had been cudgeled 
and gauntleted they were bound and dragged 
toward th# huta to put them out of the hear­
ing of the grand pow-wow. Their death was 
to be an after zest to the feast

The heart of Lone Wolf waa satisfied for 
the time being with taking the lives of a few 
of the friendly Indians who had taken up 
arms in defence of their farms and their white 
friends. These were tomahawked and scalped 
on the spot and their bodies thrown into the 
river like so much rubbish;

Kit saw at a glance that Lone Wolf, who 
was engaged in receiving the newly-arrived 
captains, had handed over the Quaker girl to 
tho custody of the squaws, and he was happy 
to know that she was safe for the present 
He would have been glad to have called out 
a word of encouragement to her, bnt the gag 
prevented him. He saw that this was going 
to be a great war council, for the new-comers 
had brought a red painted hatchet with 
them, and it was now sticking in the war post 
in tbe centre of the encampment, and the 
savages had already commenced the terrible 
war-dance around it

Bruised, bound, and bleeding as he was, he 
was rudely thrown into one of the huta among 
the trees, and an inviting Apache stood on 
guard over him.

Oh, how tbe blood of Kansas Kit boiled. 
How he longed tot the freedom and a weapon

now throwing

FOR SALE Off TO REHT in the air, all the time 
stretch of their lungs,

“ Matcho Mam to !” they sang, “ listen to 
the prayer of the red man. The red man fears 
Matcho Manito and tremble» when he hears 
hie voice in the thunder, and turns from the 
lightning flash of his eyes. The red man 
wants Matcho Manito to be his friend. Look 
at thia splendid present the red man give 
him. He was s great brave among bis people. 
He has killed hie enemies by scores. He has no 
fear. He would scold his enemies now and spit 
upon them, but they have stopped his raohth 
with a bone, for hi» tongue is as sharp as a 
scalping knife, and they did not want him to 
•tab the ears of Matcho Manito. His name 
is Ks-t* Kit, and hia face was white bat the 
red man made it dark because he knows that 
Matcho Manito bates pale-faces. Gome, 
Matcho Manito. Come !”

•! I have come !” exclaimed a deep, rolling, 
epecuichral voice, in the very centre of the 
prostrate circle of medicine men.

It seemed to proceed from the very spot 
where tbe prisoner's stake stood, and the 
astonished performers looked up, and seeing 
nobody to the voice sprang to their feet in 
undisguised alarm. The p 
too, and trembled with b 
foot He expected that 
Satanic daws in hia flesh.

Some of the Indians turned and fled.
Lone Wolf waa one of those perrons who i 
see to believe. He had no respect for 
thing invisible. He laughed aloud at 
consternation of the jugglers, but sudden 
wild mockery of his own laugh came rua 
down from the air above his head uni 
roared in the very porches of hia ears.

at the extreme
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continued his retreat back toward the lights 
and noise, for he knew that between the dogs 
and sentinels, now aroused, there was no hope 
of obtaining a horse or making an escape 
through the entranceof the camp.

“You mnst be very brave and very strong 
now, Miss Brandon, ” he said, “lam going to 
try a bold plan—it ia oar only chance. We 
must cut directly through the crowd of red­
skins, and to try to get to the canoes in the 
stream abovn”

- CHAPTER IV.
AT THE STAKE—MYSTERT AND MUMMERY— 

THE BLACK DANCE—INVOKING SATAN—A 
DEVIL TOO MAN*—A SERIOUS HL

She tried to apeak, but teyror made her 
voiceless. 4

“They mnst take you for a squaw,” he 
continued; “and you must look like one, 
because this most be slowly done ; we daren’t 
hurry. The rascals pnt black enough on my 
countenance to do a whole, nigger band for a 
month’s engagement ; so there is enough to do 
us both. Will you please rub your hands on 
my face and then your own, so’s to blacken 
just tbe middle of it, leet they catch a glimpse 
of yonr white skin. I would do it, Miss 
Brandon, but I am afraid my rough hands 
woqld hurt you.”

“Thou art very good." she said, as she 
obeyed him with trembling hands, and Kit

ed so heartily at seeing it m his, and binds it 
fast. The eord that bound his wrists binds 
those of hie captive, and freeing his own feet 
he transfers the thongs to the ankles of the
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This ia all done as quick ' as he oouldother. HJHHPHJMPHHRHBR
skin a rabbit.

He buttoned up the coveted coat on the 
new captive, and jumped into the despised 
homespun himself, for the ambitious Apache 
had left him nothing but his shirt Then 
donning tbe plumed skin oap of the savage,

mepte,‘he made a very 
age himself. For, thaï
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suit or mercy.
She had been removed from where he had 

seen her, and with great anxiety he looked
jewed. .

and appropriating hia arms and accouter­
ments, he made a very passable looking eav-
________to tbe two Kiowa
artiste, hia face and hpnds were aa black or 
blaoker than hi» prisoner’s,, and his habit of 
wearing hia hear long stood him ia good stead 
now.

Justin time wae thijdouble transformation 
made, for hardly had hef got the thong of the 
powder-horn over hia^nejk, and the scalping 
knife fastened to bias side, when the dried 
leaves of the chichicoes . recommenced their 
horrid rattling, and the villainous drummers 
began to pound for dear life. - Kit knew that 
this was the sign Of breaking np of oonncil, 
and as the wild whoodffffand yelling of the 
war-dance started, he lesrd approaching foot­
steps, and squatting himeelf on the ground, 
with the rifle across hia lap, be started to roek 
himself too and fro, and .laugh gutturally at 
the bone in the savage’s moutb.aa that worthy 
had done when it was in' his. It wae certainly 
horribly laughable to see the contortions of

At last he saw her seated beneath a 
distant tree, in the custody of a aqnaw. andas well as the Apache.1 The Wind Spirit is 

tbe friend of the prisoners of Black Bear— 
this white brave—who haa often made the 
heart of Lone Wolf feel little and chased the 
Kiowas over the plains. Black Bear will not 
hart the friend of the Wind Spirit."

CHAPTER II.
LON* WOLE AND KANSAS KIT—CONDEMNED 

TO TORTURE—A CHANGE Ot COSTUME—THE 
TABLES TURNED.

A black frown settled on the brow of Lone 
Wolf, sod a wolf-like growl arose to his lips 
at these taunting words, bnt as the Apache 
pointed to his prisoner proudly, he started 
over and stood above Kit with a look of sur­
prise and triumph. The scout had heard 
the whole conversation and understood it, 
though spokeh in the Indian language, for he 
was perfectly acquainted with all the dialect».

This was bad. Theyan Apache warrior, 
were in full-light o I PD
parutions were evidently going on for a feast 
or dance. However, there was no one else 
near her but her male and female guards. All 
the others were either engaged in revelry or

gafetng gotuâer.

the others were either engaged in revelry 
were intent watching the erection of a sort of 
railing about the place where the festal dance 
was to take place.

■ As Kit stood for a moment in doubt what 
coarse to pursue m this dangerous predica­
ment, an uproar of wild sound» came from the
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