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CHAPTER L

EANSAS KIT KNABBED BY KIOWAS,

An Indian stronghold on the far borders of
the Territory and Texas, if a piece of timber,
bounded by the Red river and oge of 1ts tri-
butaries on - two sides, and by wooded moun-
tains on ita third. Rude huts and  wigwams
are scattered among the trees, and a lar
circular space, marked by the ashes of the
fire of council or of torture, is in the centre.
The squaws and children hurry from the huts
with weleoming cries, for two large baads of
Kiowas and Camanches are entering the camp
in a basty and confused manner. One band
comes from Texas, rich with the plunder of
rancho ‘and hacienda; the other from the
Wﬁong laden with the spoils of the set-
tlfements, and red with the blood of the squat-
ters and half-civilized Indians.

Every conceivable sort of plunder was
there. Clothing torn from the bodies of mur-
dered women and children, stained with
their blood, articlés of merchandise irom the
gutted stores of the frontier traders, horses
and cattle from the plundered farms of Texas,
and the arms and ciothes of the d te
men who had vainly tried to defend their
homes and dear omnes. 2

The squaws, assisted by the boys and dogs,
werestriving with t uproar to get 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 ap pot-holes, and soon all along the
banks 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 bonnd and trembling in the
midst of all this hubbub., She is intended
for the bride of the chieif. .

Soon the slaughter of cows and oxen began
on a large scale, and in a very short. $ime the
ground 1n 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-

tions for either a feast or a sacrifice—or
m And a strenge feeling of partly pain
and partly shiat-hépe which eomganiomhip in
misery gives; oame over her as she saw other
ies of savages dragging more prisoners,

th Indians and white, into the camp.

This detachn#ént 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, eaught up
the leaves and dirt and threw them iAto the
air, and the warriors waved their lances with
the bloody scalps affixed, and answered the
lamentations with shouts of joy and trinmph.
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 his plumes
and ornaments, rode rapidly in, followed by a
band of breech-clothed, bare-bodied herges,
mounted on swift steeds. “The cause of the
angry cries was the appearance of another
prisoner, who rode, bound to bis horse, be-
tween the two foremost warriors of the band.

He was a small, wiry-looking man, with
handsome, sunburnt fsatures and eagle-like
Iy i +.7 ! 1] i > m.

e ab a Weas

s

*#Kit ) Kit?” was the ory of the Indians,
men and women, as he was brought-forward,
and ““ Kansas Kit !’ was echodd in a6/ of
despondent surprise by ths other hapless
prisoners,

1t was a sonod of wonder that heshould be
taken, for he was not only the most daring
but the most slippery of the daring seouts of
the frontier, the leader of most of the snccess-
ful expeditions, and the terror of the marand-
ing Indians, Even while the savages gave
vent to their joy at his capture, they looked

upon him with fear and respect. Not so the |

widows of the slain. Aeccording to the mourn-
ing custom of the tribes they had already
haggled the hair from their heads with knives,
and then, with the wildest screams, they
rushed upon the prisoners, siashing them with
the knives. and beating them with the severed
tresses, The first act was dangerous, the last
ridiculous.

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

With yells, that would have terrified any
but the stoutest heart, they rushed upon the
Pinionod scout with flashing knives and flam-
ing eyes, but the warriors became alarmed
lest their prisoner should receive too sudden
and easy a relcase from life, and cried aloud
in gustural topes:

“No kill 1~ No kill 1”

But they did not hinder the shorn-headed

uaws from cutting the cords that bound
bim to the horse and dragging him to the
ground. This preliminary torture was a part
of the privileges of their grief.

“ QOne at a time, Jadies | - Be modest! Be
reasonable !” he cried, as they seized upon
his pinioned arms. “I ain’t Brigham
Young.”

As they Fulled him from the saddle he
wriggled his lithe body from their grasp and
gained his feet, axd good advantage he niade
i that gain.

“Stand off, you crowd of petticoated

bruisers,” he cried, planting his toe beneath
3he chin of one of the knife-flonrishing squaws
with a force that nearly dislocated her dusky
peck. The stomach of the next received the
imy of his heel, thena gquick shove of
ei shoulder sent » couple more sprawling,
and he burst away, and, pinioned ashe was,
ran like a deer in the direction in which they
had brought him.
. The warriors had stood laughing at the
sprawling of the overturned squaws, = But
now as they saw him going like a shadow, in
their own dodging manner, through the trees,
they became afraid of his escape, and seizing
their weapons hurried with whoops and yelis
in hot pursuit.

The hearts of the prisoners palpitated wild-
ly, for their own hopes of safety were boand
up in the success of his desperate attempt.
-ﬂﬁ.{, as weil as the scout himself, knew that
the jans would only fire on him as a last
gesort—the bullet would be t00 easy a death
dor g0 i ¢ s foe.

Bat, hark ! that dharp, irregular sound of
rifles and bow strings, then wild cheers from
the pursuers and more distant ones answer-
ing, and they knew that the brave scout was
erther killed or recaptured.

They were not left long in doubt, for the

raners soon reappeared, trailing him along,
eet forward, covered with sand and . blood,
and threw into the ashy circle in the
middle of the encan nt. He was not
dead, for he.dmitqym, and nm?dugg
the bereaved squaws u m wi
wild howls, vhunznl'

1 5 )
aokf n every vein.

It was not one scream, buf a succession, a
sontipuation of screams and shrieks com-
bined (Lfl:."? :qrriblo tone of which sound
is ca t ddifnot come from one spot,
but cl:chd about over the heads of the hear-
ers, sometimes seceming ina places at
once. e

The Indians dropped their victim, and with
sries of terror threw themseives flat, pressing

[ AR

their foreheads to the earth, erying as with
one voice : -

“* Wakon-Loutin! The Wind Spirit 1 The
Spirit of the Wind I

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 canse.

Nothing was visible bat the blue sky
through the tree tops, and the foliage
made half-golden by the yellow light of the
sun, The poor stricken Quaker girl had
pea.ly fainted with affright, and dropped her’
head with d-y lips and face of deathly white-
ness against the tree to which she was bound,
when she heard a voice, low and assuring,
say : :

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

With a wild - thrill of‘ntonilhment and

**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 arnings,
1f they’d even given you two or three ysrds
o’ rope, now, with a slip-knot and the loan
of a tree,” : R

i of rage Lone Wolf struck his
moceasine i ¢
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 his
two heels into the iit of Wolf’s stomach,
sending him tumbling through the dirt for a
considerable distance. .

In an iustant the savage was on his feet,
and in a fury of passion Lucled his hatchet at
the offender, but lus very fury rendered his
aim unsteady, and the ax whizzing past Kit's

head was buried with'quivering handle in the

t on the breast of the speaker,

tree behind him, Seeing his bluadering aim, { ¢

guard sat at his si
quely at the sight of the:
now black mouth ¢

lfx‘ﬁninlﬂm savage with his foot;
; will be white no more, The children

*Dog of & white man |” eried ‘Lone Wolf,

of the Kiows have darkened your face so that
ir hearts hke

» Wolf,”” said the chief, with his foot still
. on the breast of the dark form, *'I call you
Om:lish-caw, the Snake, for you have crept in
among our le as a friend, and got our
£quaws boys to teack you our words, that
gm £t find out the talk of our connoils.

ou lies about us, and sent the Quick
»Rider and his black horsemen to kill our
: mple. Our, brotkhen, the Chiéfs Santanta

ig Tgee, are kept in the strong prisoq j

Tcxz.‘%eanie you said they di mnrd,l:

Om-lish-caw, you shall he no more. My Young

/

near her. No one but her frightened
i , some of had heagd

32

ot gl v o ipad
id at them. Yet the w 80
close that the lips that nmméng‘d
to touch her ear.

Almost at the same instant Kansas Kit was
startled by a voice at his ear :

** Keep up, brave heart | The wind
bring you rescue I”

He stared around in wonder, but not a soul
was near him but the widowed squaws with
their cm&}md heads abjectly buried in the
ashes. hence came those words of hope?
Was it from one hidden 1n the foliage above,
or in the wooded mountain side at whose base
the encampment was ? . The nearness oi-the
voice hindered such a t\lought

Tben there mnst be' some white friend,
some of his daring fellow-craftsmen disguised
among the Indisns about him. He scanned
every dusky form and face within range of
his vision, but saw no sign. = He was lost in
wonder. These thoughts took but seconds.

shall

mind,

Again the frightful scream-—more terrible
than before—more borrifying than their own
war-whoops—caused the savages to grovel
closer to the earth among theashes, and then
a wild, thundering voice, changing as the cry
did from piace to place, was heard in the air :

‘“‘ Beware, redskins, beware ! Comanches !
Kiowas | Apaches! see that ye harm not the
friends of the Spirit of the Wind lest the
tornadoes sweep away your dwelling-places
and your camp-fires be quenched by the blood
of your people ! Beware !”

The last word was so prolonged and seemed
to die so gradually away that it sounded ex-
actly like the fall of the wind, though there
was not a breeze 1o rustle a leaf. The prison-
ers were lost in astbnishment, and there is no
knowing how long the effects of the scare
would have remained on the savages but for
the sounds of buffalo horns, followed by the
clatter of horses’ hoofs approaching through
the woods, and before they bad time to start
from their recumbent positions a tall, power-
ful chief on a spirited Korse dashed info the
camp, and through himself from his seat.

This, was Lone Wolf, the head chief of the
combined tribes. He was dressed in a vest
of erimson cloth, with a breast-plate of hair-
pipe, and & long, flowing mantle of blue, and.
his big, dusky head was befeathered and be-
decked with and glass in the most ap-
proved style. T A b ;

* How !” he cried, lookirg around on the
prostrate people. ‘*Why' are the warriors
grovelling like pigs when their white-faced
prisoners sit straight ?” ¢

** The Spirit of the Wind ! Wakon-Loutin I”
cried the chief, who had arrived before him,
and the words were echoed by several of the
+ warriors. ;

* What!” cried the facetions Wolf,address-
ing the other chief, **Isthe Black Bear =0
much afraid of the whisper of the wind that
he must lie down in the dirt like the hogs

lack Bear looked as savage and glum as
his namesake when he answered :

**Black Bear is afraid of the sound of the
| wind no more than Lone Wolf. He is an
| Apache, He has heard the voice of thunder

.- in the mountains and his heart never trembied.

| ‘But the Wind Spirit has frichtenad the hearts
of all the warriors—the Comanéhe and Kiowa
as well as the Apache.! The Wind Spirit is
the friend of the prisoners of Black r—-
this white brave—who has often made the
heart of Lone Wolf feel httle and chased the
Kiowas over the plains. Black Bear will not
hiirt the friend o}) the Wind Spirit.”

CHAPTER 1II.

LONE WOLF AND KANSAS KIT—CONDEMNED
TO TORTURE~A CHANGE OF COSTUME—THE
TABLES TURNED.

A black frown settled on the brow of Lone
Wolf, and a wolf-like | arose to his li
at these taunting v&ﬁ'but as the ApncE:
pointed to his prisoner proudly, he started
over and stood e Kit with a look of sur-
prise and triamph, The scont had heard
the vh"obk con i du.nnfa understood it,
though spokeh in i nguage, for he’

acquainted dialects,

was perfectly with all the

Wordn are slow to express the action of the F

- Woif | captains and seniors, who used
i Gin;m;yblo un i€ would be sheer
foolishness to murder the prisoner right off,
when they could have so mnch fun with hm
at the feast avout to take place,

“Ugh.! Good! good!” exclaimed the
Wolli, spprovingly. “* We will try how brave
he is,  The squaws will cut Iittle 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 spart and confived in the huts,
all but the Quaker girl, whom the Wolf
orderdd 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
man everything, and he give him ouly little
bit—hardly any. ‘But you are aswhiteas

you. - He will take you to his; wigwam to be
one.of his squaws. Ugh! Come!” o

The girl sereamed aloud as he caught her
by the arm, and called framtically on the
name of the scout and ~such others of the
prisoners’ names as she knew. Kit struggled
desperately to gain his feet, but he was struck
down again by a biudgeon in the h®ods of
one of the savages,

‘“ You cowardly, leather-pelted babboon,”
he roared. *‘If you harm a hair of that girl’s
head shere’ll not be a Kiowa nor a Kioodle of
you left-upon the plains.”

He was hindered of using his tonguey .now
his‘only weapon, any longer by a metion of
Black Bear’s, at which two of the ‘Apaches
came forward, and takinga beef bone from
the grass dexterously gagged him with it so
that he could not speak, andeven breathéd
with difficalty, Burning' at - this indigmity

his heart bounded with joyful expectation,.
for 'he was in -hopes it was tne cavalry.on the
track of the maranders. The sound had also
alarmed the Indians, and . Lone Wolf let go
tus hold of the frightened girl and bastened
to send out warriors to.reconnoitre.

torious party, and -saw- them soon aftetward
gnter the camp. = These were Apaches, too,

::néhgu.by ﬁu:mitﬁn. and

hair was worn long, loose and unplaited, and
their plames were fastened in a skin skall
cap or helmet, instead of in the scalp lock as
is the usage of the others.

Kit kiew by all these important arrivils
that a great council was at hand, and he was
not in the least astonished when after all the
prisoners, himself included, had been cudgeled
and gauntleted they were bound and dragged
toward the buts to put them out of the hear-
ing of th:“gnnd pow-wow, - Their death was
to be an after zest to the feast,

The heart of Loune Wolf was satisfied for
the time being with taking the lives of & few
of the friend%y Indiaus 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 80 much rubbish: :

Kit saw at a glance that Lone Wolf, who
was engaged in receiving the newly-arrived
captains, handed over the Quaker girl to
the 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, but the gag
prevented him. e 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 the centre of the encampment, and the
sav had dmd&oommnced the terrible
war-dance mmni =5 g

; ised, ud, an g a8 he was, he
was rudely :ﬁ:wn into dne of the huts among
the trecs, and an inviting Apache stood on
guard over J:- 4

Oh, how the blood of Kansas Kit hoiled,

How he longed fof the freedom and a weapoun

the moon, and she heart of Lone Wolf loves .

. the homespan coat sci

yet his ears caught the sound of hoofs, and-

All hopes fell to blackness agamn when they:
heard the war cries that told of another vie- |,

e Kiowas and Co- } staring
larly by the dressing of their heads, for their |

thong that-hold the gag, mnd the
 to the floor. Iniai

- S

X

-

SPRAWLING, AND HE BURST AWAY.

in doubt ; the temp
but his fear of cod
strong. : s 5
Kit %ute;q‘:d extreme di pria
ing, and at with & ng  groa
pretended to faing. - " bait took: The
Apachie bent bis face down to his .and watch-
‘him 7o & couple.of seconds, then . withihis
kaife he'quickly sevemed ghe.bonds that
his feet, and. with ex n '_v"hldgtho_; c
sins; leggings, etc.. twinklisng, - - H
lay still and waited. ¥T'he savage -was pro-
dent, for he tied the « feet as.tightly as |

“before. - But Kits _without moving a'

muscle. It was his - ‘he wanted—the
freedom of t'lf:e fert &vznfm soon folk]low. uIt
was torjure for all tha ne Apache coolly
proceeded to divest jlmal;. of his.old:gar-
ments and Tt on hisie S
‘At length the réd-skinned gentleman got
things below-fixed | biking and turned
his attention to the. 3 per story. - He throws
ornfully away. ¢
Wary to the last. he leans over !
and watches his counfenance,” and . listen
his breathink, and ‘even écﬁ' him . with'
knife to try the depth is - insensibility.
Kit stands it like a sfoic—not a nerve moves
as the steel enters his flesh. - The Apache is
satisfied. ‘His eyes gloaton the coat. Itisa
fancy articie with bright-coloured worsted
{fringe worked into the seams—and the mind
of the savage revels in  the 'thought of the,
sweil he will cuta'his native village. - The
idea quickens him. . Xit is quickly turned on

-his face, and the besting of his heart is su-

dible. The Indian pauses*will he go back
now ? < No, he is ont¥y reaching for his knife.
.In one stroke the ~bonds are severed, the
coveted coat is plucked irom the back of the

‘seout and on $hat'of'the guard as hé kneels

on the floor.  In' that 'same instant Kansas
Kit, with the spring of a catamoust, has him
by the throat witha gripi of iron ‘that is
strangulafion in itself, and: throwing him on

| the floor rolls pil_tthof him, seizing the knife
in: £

e same action.

1

bome drops
ent he has i it
into the mouthi of the savage, who had laugh-
ed 80 heartily at seeing it in | nd: binds it
fast. o'f::- cord that mﬁ"}*

those is captive, : g hla"

be transfers the thongs to the. ankiea:

other. This is all as quick " as he could

skin a rabbit.  ° | ¥ ik

He buttoned npmv'oud o:am
new captive; and . Jnto the despise
homup‘:‘n himself, for the g‘h’ﬁo\u ‘Apache
bad left him nothing ‘but %is shitt. " Then
donning the plumed ' skin cap of ' the savage,
and appropriating his arms aod accouter:
ments, he made' a vwblo looking sav-
age himself.  For, th %o the ‘two Kiowa
artists, bis face and-hands were as black or
blacker than his. and  his habit of
wearing his hear I
now. :

Just in time was
made, for hardly had.

wder-horn over his ne £

nife fastened to his: side, when «the drie
leaves of the chichioges recommenced - their
borrid rattling, and the \nu:unolzlummm
began to pound for d Kitkuew that

] +of  cou

| hith.' No, he could do that" shr
intedbor ; d'.l'ﬁ‘ o

neil, | men fmm from th:
m:‘ :::;ad- hus,’ nel';'.m° mtwllic:
3 y ,w o~ L 5 . ”

.
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a8 to siay a woman, and that seemed the only
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steps !
“ Quagonie §” he said. * What now ?”
“Be good, neconnis,” said the other, ‘‘and
stand 3}1 your brother’s tracks till he comes

Kit's joyful surprise was nearly betraying
him, but he managed to master it, and step-
ped forward tothe 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 strodeaway toward the throng
with a slow, stately dignity that contrasted
strangely with his eagerness to get relieved.
Kit watched his slow motions with impa-
tience, and in watching him he saw the stir
beyond. Itstruck him that if hisescape had
been in reality discovered there would have

closure.
w were how to getrid of

way for safety sake. A cry from the fair

isoner called bis attention to the crowd.
. They were - dragging his unfortunate substi-
tute to torture. - The ession passed near
them, and he counld see the man’s wild, flow-
ing hair, and"frenzied eyes in an eccasional
gleam of a torch. The bone was still in his
mouth, and the fatal suit of buckskin still
battoned up to his throat.

The drums began to beat, and the horned
heads went bobbing to and fro as he was
drnggz on. He was plainly in sight of their
posttion as he passed, and Kit was startled
from his pitying observation of his victim by
a bursting scb from the captive girl.  She
had recognized the hunting-suit worn by the
condemned, and her face was buried in her,
hands, the tears streanving out between her
fingers, while every choking sob seemed to
rend her heart, .

** Poor—poor—brave man !” were the only
articulate words that escaped her, and these
were scarcely aundibie.

" A thrill ran through the heart of Kansas
. Kit. Hg knew that tne griet and the enlogy
were meant for him, and the grief and praise
of a.beautiful woman is very grateful to the
vanity oius all. He involuntarily stooped
toward her to make himself known, and drew
his knife to cut_the repe 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 est%'ty and_torture with
s regretful expression on her dark iace, but
whether her regret was for the unfortunate
prisoner or for her own forced absence from
the scene it was hard -to say. ~Kit thought
the former, and that sorrowing look probo%ly
saved the Indian woman's life,

*“Mms Brandon,” he ventured, in the
gentlest of whispers,

She looked up with a start, and as she saw
the dark face and plumed head, and canght
the gleam of his kmife in his hand a frightened
scream escaped her, which made the squaw
quickly tarn hereyes upon them.

Now or never was the time! Kit gave.
one quick glance around. Allbut themselves
were crowded about the cruel exhilition

‘were an ad to

andarrived at the tree first. As the others
came forward, one bound, one crushing biow -
was made, and he lay lifeless. Kit canght
the corpse by the heels and hauled it into
the darkress.

Then they hurried on toward the erowd,
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 boldaess was its recommendation.
They might have hidden in the woods or
stolen to the river edge, but in case 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-
gire_ly. aud the canoes promised -the safest

ght. .

The prisoner was tied to the stake, stiil
gagged. and still in buckskin., His face was
horrible 10 look at—the very pietare of wild
agony and- despair. Both mind and . body
were in exquisite torture. The s man-
awer of his death was its aggrav In
battlé he would have died like a hero, or at

“the tortare-post of his enemy he could have

e B“yt:th‘de.;h;'ud sung his own
requiem. ve his own people—per-
baps his relatives—m i 3

: ed, and the danc

and " yelling suddenly ceased ; the m‘.'uh' :
d:::rd their ibstruments, and the mukq
E stone still, looking with their animals
heads like Egyptian statnes. Great as waa
Kansas Kit's necessity for speed, he could not
move. There was a fascinating solemnity in
the scene, notwithstanding its grotesqueness,

A look of horror sat upon the prisoner’s
face, and the beaded sweatcould be seen on
his forehead. The silence was very deep—
painfully so after the hornd tummuls of a
moment before. A long pause ensued, dur-
ing which every heart beat anxiousiy, and
every eye was strained toward the doomed
and the jodge of the Great Medicine against
the rock behind him. 2

K1t knew that this moment, when all were
80 intent npon the .ceremony, was the'
ment of moments for him and his compani
to fly, but the facination was on him as
strongly as it was on the veriest savage in
the crowd, and he could not move ; his mind -
was busy with imaginings of his own feelings -
in the same position, aud the herror of the
prisoner’s countenance was i his,
He remembered the mysterious voice that
had promised rescue to him and” Wonde:
why the rescue did not come to $he p
supposed to be him, 3 :

His resolve was guick—he would deal the
sufferer the stroke of grace, and save him -
from further pain and horror. He took &
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. {2

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. His finger was alteady
on the trigger, when a low, quick, threaten-.
ing voice, seeming to come irom above,
sounded in his ear :— g -

b ‘*Beware Apache!  Shoot not! Theeye

of the Wind Spirit is upon ¥ : :

He grounded his riflein {:nt(m bment and
alarm, ‘and looked around. No one was
visible. There was no treei

will

will make yon sore from

she revenged. |
thasheel to the head. The squaws will shoot

: v'| at you, and the arrows in your flesh shall be

-more numerous than the thorns of the prickly |
‘pear,. Your mouth will be kept close that
ou may not call upon the Wind Spirit, your

¢.captive most unmercifully, and it was
itiful to see the writhing of the - vicetim, and
endéavours to escape the blows and make
| himself known to the torturers. Kit got.up
and shook himself, Indian. fashion, witha
grunt. He conld not stand this—it was too
much. Hefelt like takihg his tomahawk,
and spiitt‘inﬁ Lone Wolf to the brisket where
hestood. But his. own safety was the man
ﬂnng He said to Lone Woll, in Indian, with
the deepest guttural he could command :
* White ?rinoner belong to Lone Wolf. The
Apache go.”’
*“Ugh!"” said the chief, never turning his
gloating eyes'from the entertainment,

CHAPTER IIL

DANGEROUS GROUND—*'NEVER HALLO TILL
YOU'RE OUT OF THE WOODS"-—FOILED, NOT
FRIGHTENED.

-\ Kansas Kit lowered his head lest the low
door top should strip him of the tall plumed
-Apache hezddress, 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. = 1f the bonds of
. ‘bis 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
Tie bad assumed. :

So Kansas Kit threw the Indians rifle in
inthe hollow of his arm, pulled the homespun
coat around him, and hastened on as fastas
hie dared toward the 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, thongh he had not been able

p aid the other poor women whose terrible
rieks he had heard when he was bound in
his way dlii.ngly’

: to hear the alarm
Fg oo e o il

But
Kansas Kit was not made of such atuff.© He
sould not bear the thonght of deserting this

fui, bereaved girl to the horrid fate that

‘| ‘awaited her if left to the merecy of the sav-

ages. Be knew that she had been only so
A spared because her beauty had made her
| $he choice of a chief, but now she had been
. tral off for him, and belonging to the wild
| Apache, Black Bear, and there was no kmow-
| ing when he might. take it into his head to
carry her off across the plains to his own dis-
" fant country, beyond the reach of home, pur-
 suit or mercy. 3
. - Bhe had been removed from where he had
- geen her, and with great anxiety he looked
| wropnd. At Jast he saw her seated beneath a
distant tree, in thecpstody of a sqnaw. and
an Apache warrior. ~ This was They
were in full light .:fl a fire, where great pre-
_parations were evidently gaing on for a feast
or dance.’ 'However, there was no one else
near her but her male and female guards, All
4he others were exther engaged in revelry or
were intent watching the erection of a sort of
ing about the place where the festal dance
. was to take piace, ;
+.Ak Kit stood for a moment in doubt what
course to pursue 1n this predica-

out of & large school
od tingléd fn

re that his ruse had been discovered,

: ‘was the'hue and cry for his recap-

hi
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the bone in thesavage
oty
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a8 while there was time, |
ind looked after s own safety only.

ture. Ho hositated mo longer, Oply death |
% him and o benefit to her he wished 0. -

pulled her back upon the sward, still
holding her mouth, - She was too 'much sur-
prited and terrified to stru The captive
girl was as much frightened as she,

"lzon’t be afraid, Miss Brandon, it’s I,

*“ Thou !™ she cried, and the tone of her
voice ‘told the whole of her joyful astonish-
ment.  **Thou ! Oh, heaven, I thank Thee!” -

Her hands were untied, anda stroke of his
knife severed the thong that fastened her to
the tree.

“Quick ! guick I” eried Kit, * give me
your scarf—your neckerchief—anything 1”  «

Wit trembling hands she tore the kerchief
from her neck. and gave it to him, as the same
time begging him not'to hurt the woman. He
was as gentle as the circumstances and the
necessity of speed wonid permit. and in very
few seconds the squaw was botind securely on
the dark side of the tree with the kerchief
tied firmly over her mouth, Even had she
been able to slip .1t aside and cry out it is
doubtful if she wounld have been heard, for
the discordancy ot the damcing party was in-
creasing at every moment,

With the rapidity of ht Kit threw
around the trembling girl the hooded mantie,
which he had pulled off the 'squaw, and draw-
ing the capuche close over h’e:%ud, caught her
around the waist, and started on a run toward
where the horses were neighing and champing.
She was weak with-excitement and terror, and
would have sunk bat for his strotg sapport.

Theyreached the boundary of thecorral, and
were stooping to pass beneath a rope when a
ferocious wolf-dog sprdng out of the darkness
with a fierce growl, and buried hig fangs in the
girl’s clothing. ~ One blow from Kit’s hatchet
stretched him dead on the earth, but his death
yel&abmnght a dozen moreof the savage brutes
to the epot, 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 thegirl and the animals as
they retreated,” and struck at them with his
hatchet, and yelled at them in the Apache dia-

lect. :

This last had the best effectof ‘all, for the
ot S T
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Kit, with his arms around thetrembling girl,
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 must be very brave and very strong
now, Miss Brandon,” he said, “Iam goin* to
try a bold plan—it is our only chance, e
must cut directly through the crowd of red-
skins, and to try to get to the canoes in the
stream above.”’ ;

CHAPTER IV.

AT THE STAKE—MYSTERY AND MUMMERY—
THE BLACK m. CE—INVOKING SATAN—A
DEVIL T00 MANY—A SERIOUS FIX.

She tried to speak, but tegror made her
voiceless. ' : Y
“They must take you for a squaw,” he
continued ; ‘“‘and you must lock like one,
because this must be slowly done ;: we darsn’t
hurry. - The put enough on my

countenance to l'hh‘lwluhnd for a
month’s en; 0 there is enough to do
us both. ill you please rub your bands on
my face and then your own, 80's to blacken
just the middle of 1t, lest they catch a gli lg:
of your whive skin, . 7 wounid do .1, Mi
Brandon, but I am afraid my rough hands
wogld hurt you.”™ =
©Then WL SR Bt she i,

hand to serve for a I
b ‘was :

: above
him, and a look of hope beamed in

eyes, :
Kit knew that the s voice was
whispering-in his ear. The Indians gues ;
it, Yoo, and the name ** Wakon Loutin” ran
around the crowd in an awed whisper.

“The Winé Spirit is his- friend,” they
said. *‘He will fight with Matcho-Manito—
heTw:U not let him die,” - 5 e

hings were verging toward a ie, and
many a dark-skinned hgrave that wmo’h”' e
facea the devil ina form of flesh felt like *
taking to his heels in fear of this wandering
i & 1 hi S
Kit his companion to her feet, and:
whispered some assuring words. There was
a struggle in his mind for an instant whether
to ﬂtyh""ﬂ‘ the trembh;g girl'or to wait and
see this mystery out. The latter inclination
Krevsiled. He could not resistiv. Perhaps,

e thought, it wiuld he safer for them tore-
main near this mysterious promiser of pro- .
tection. - FE

The Kiowa widows, with their shorn heads
covered with ashes and their faces gli
black with’'greasy pigment, d]entlylm
themselves at the end of the - enclosnre op-
E‘iﬁe the prisoner, armed with long knives,

fore them were ranks of boys with bows
and arrows, and, behind all, other women
with blazing splinters of pitchy wood. Thede
were the torturers. B e

A wailing, sobbing, unequal sound rose
gradually from the direction of the Great
Medicine’s lodge, until at last it reached a
chaunt of wondrous volume; and the great
dignitary ‘aipgumd, with bis assistants dane-
ing around him attired in the most horrible
fashion that Indian imagination counld con-
ceive or Indian art accomplish, reEte

This chaunt Was an invocation for the
devil to come and receive the soul of the
sacrifice. N

The boys steod with their arrows notched,
the widows threws their blankets out of ‘the .
way of their arms, and the fire -torturers
waved their splints to and fro to make n
burn more fiercely. ~ e

The Great Medicine and his chorus
e

e 4

* Matcho Mamito I” they sang, *
the prayer of the red man. The red man
Matcho Manito and trembles when he
his voice in the thunder, and turnsf 7
lightni;f'ﬂuh‘ of his eyes. The red m
wants Matcho Manito to be his friend. Look
at this splendid present the red man gi
him. He was a great brave among his 3
He has killed his enemies by scores. He has ng
fear. He would scoid his enemies now
upon them, but they have stopped his 1
with a bone, for his tongue is H'lﬂ : m
scalping knife, and they did not waat to
stab the ears of Matcho Manito. His nam
red man made it dark because he k
Matcho Manito hates pale-faces.

Matcho Manito.” Come ! = s

'!Imv:eon!"e::l:imd eep, roll
specuichral voice, in very centre ¢
prostrate circle of medicine men.

It seemad to proceed from the
where the prisoner's stake stood,
astonished performers looked
nobody to the voice spr
“dw i alarm,
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