
Chapter Eighteen

listened intently for several minutes. After

that he ran back to the office and began

hastily to open and rummage, one after an-

other, the drawers of the desk. He discov-

ered and concealed several bits of string, a

desk-knife, and a box of matches. Then he

uttered a guarded exclamation of delight.

He had found a small revolver, and with it

part of a box of cartridges.

" A chance ! " he exulted ; " a chance 1

"

The game would be desperate. He would

be forced first of all to seek out and kill the

men detailed to shadow him—a toy revolver

against rifles ; white man against trained

savages. And after that he would have,

with the cartridges remaining, to assure his

subsistence. Still it was a chance.

He closed the drawers and the door, and

resumed his seat in the arm-chair by the

council table.
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