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SO au nour. mere is my canoe Ivinff undfir fliAbushes^she would carry four, Ji would Jo t!„™ttt

thin^IdX™:' "'tf 7J"'*"'
'"^'"'^ ''"<^' ""^

« V 1

pause: the Indians may not find it

"

You need not hope that," the hunter answered "thev

out of heart; but I tell ye', ye will see them on the wJterbefore many mmutes have passed."
"Then they are lost," Mre. Welch said, sinkine downm her chair and burstmg into tears.
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"• ^'^'^ ''"''^'- »*'»'" *« hunter said, "andIt IS no use trying to deceive you."

"Would it be of any use," William Welch asked aft.ra pause, "for me to offer the Red-skins that my ^Je I^d

imlnCL'^^
put ourselves in their iZs^Z^

JNot It, the hunter replied decidedly; "you would bethrowing away your own lives without savingtS not

can do when they attack us in earnest, to hold this nla™with SIX guns, and with only four the chance would teworth nothing. But that is neither here no" 1^1^ Butyou would not save the young ones if you gave up ' You

f they went so far as not to kill them, they would <^
Uiem than to be brought up as Indians. There " he saidstoppmg snddenlv «a » JLr^ „. . _...,.?"' ,

!"*= ^ j^vrfw vi a uiusK.eii Boimaea at


