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CHAPTER I

T wAs a feature H'{:ﬁa% to the colonial wars of North

America that the fods and dangers of the wilderness were to
S €O t
ddry* of Torests sev

be encountered befote th ﬁtﬁ . A wide
y ana%%arenﬁj; an imperwff S Ouw ¢ e%he
:Z possessions of thehostile provinces of France and E%@ ahd.

The hardy colonist-and the trained European who fought at

'&>_13_i_s__Sid§ frequently expended months 1n strugglng against

t! he streams or in effecting ed passes of
;Mmm---wa&awmnm%‘ﬁg xhibit their
M i 1 ula

courage-in-a_jnore_ gm;‘flﬁ;pnﬂlct._ But ing the pa-
tience and self-denial of #th& practical native warriors, they
learned to overcome every difficulty; and it would seem that,
in time, there was no recess of the woods so dark, nor any
secret place so lovely, that it might claim exemption from
the inroads of those who had pledged their blood to satiate
their vengeance, or to uphold the cold and selfish policy of the
distant mona% of Europe.

Perhaps nd®district throughout the wide extent of the in-
termediate frontiers can furnish a livelier picture of the
cruelty and fierceness of the savage warfare of those  periods
than the country which lies betwe%mgmmexsm_me
‘Hudson and the adjacenf Iakes.

e facilifies which nature had there offered to the march
of thed &dmbat t%?vere too obvious to be neglected. The
lengthened she the Champlain stretched from the fron-
tiers of Canada, deep within the borders of the neighboring
province of New York, forming a natural passage across half
the distance that the French were compelled to master in
order to strike their enemies. Near its southern termination,
it received the contributions of another lake, whose waters
were so limpid as to have been exclusively selected by the
Jesuit missionaries to perform the typical purification of bap-
tism and to obtain for it the title of lake “du Saint Sacre-
ment.” The less zealous English thought they conferred a
sufficient honor on its unsullied fountains, when they be-
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2 THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS

stowed the name of their reigning prince, the second of the

house of Hanover. The two united to 1gb the ummigmd pOS-

sessors of its wooded scenery of their native right to per-

d)etuate its original appellation 6 “Horican.” ?ff?@ A i
32 vhic

“"When intelligence wad“réceived at the fort v covered
1€ southern termination of the portage between the Hudson
and the lakes that Montcalm had been seen moving up the
Champlain, with an army “numerous as the leaves on the
trees,” its truth was admitted with more of the craven reluct-
ance of fear than with the stern joy that a warrior should
feel in finding an enemy Wwithin reach of his blow. The news
had been brought, toward the decline of a day in midsummer,
by an Indian runner, who also bore an urgent request from
Munro, the commander of a work on the shore of the “holy
lake,” for a speedy and powerful reinforcement. It has al-
ready been mentioned that the distance between these two
posts was less than five leagues. The rude paths, which
originally formed their line of communication, had been
widened for the passage of wagons; so that the distance
which had been traveled by the son of the forest in two hours,
might easily be effected by a detachment of troops, with their
necessary baggage, between the rising and setting of a sum-
mer sun. The loyal servants of the British crown had given
to one of these forest fastnesses the name of William Henry
and to the other that of Fort Edward, calling each after a
favorite prince of the reigning family. The veteran Scotch-
man just named held the first, with a regiment of regulars
and a few provincials; a force really by far too small to make
headway against the formidable power that Montcalm was
leading to the foot of his earthen mounds. At the latter, how-
ever, lay General Webb, who commanded the armies of the
king in the northern provinces, with a body of more than five
thousand men. By uniting the several detachments of his
command, this officer might have arrayed nearly double that
number of combatants against the enterprising Frenchman,
who had ventured so far from his reinforcements, with an
army but little superior in numbers,

But under the influence of their degraded fortunes, both
officers and men appeared better disposed to await the ap-
proach of their formidable antagonists, within their own
works, than to resist the progress of their march, by emu-
lating the successful example of the French at Fort du
Quesne, and striking a blow on their advance.

After the first surprise of the intelligence had 2 little
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abated, a rumor was spread through the entrenched camp,
which stretched along the margin of the Hudson, forming a
chain of outworks to the body of the fort itself, that a
chosen detachment of fifteen hundred men was to depart, with
the dawn, for William Henry, the post at the northern ex-
tremity of the portage. That which at first was only rumor,
soon became certainty, as orders passed from the quarters of
the commander-in-chief to the several corps he had selected
for this service, to prepare for their speedy departure.

Accordingly the heavy sleep of the army was broken the
next morning by the rolling of the warning drums, whose
rattling echoes were heard issuing, on the damp morning
air, out of every vista of the woods, just as day began
" to draw the shaggy outlines of some tall pines of the
vicinity, on the opening brightness of a soft and cloud-
less eastern sky. The simple array of the chosen band was
soon completed. The scouts departed; strong guards preceded
and followed the lumbering vehicles that bore the baggage;
and before the gray light of the morning was mellowed by
the rays of the sun, the main body of the combatants wheeled
into column and left the encampment with a show of high
military bearing.

The deepest sounds of the retiring and invisible column
had ceased to be borne on the breeze to the listeners and the
latest straggler had already disappeared in pursuit; but there
still remained the signs of another departure, before a log
cabin of unusual size and accommodations, in front of which
those sentinels paced their rounds, who were known to guard
the person of the English general. At this spot were gathered
some half dozen horses, caparisoned in a manner which
showed that two, at least, were destined to bear the persons
of females, of a rank that it was not usual to meet so far in
the wilds of the country. A third wore trappings and arms
of an officer of the staff ; while the rest, from the plainness of
the housings and the traveling mails with which they were
encumbered, were evidently fitted for the reception of as
many menials, who were, seemingly, already waiting the
pleasure of those they served. At a respectable distance from
this. unusual show were gathered divers groups of curious
idlers. There was one man, however, who, by his countenance
and actions, formed a marked exception to those who com-
posed the latter class of spectators, being neither idle, nor
seemingly very ignorant.

The person of this individual was to the last degree un-
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gainly, without being in any particular manner deformed. He
had all the bones and joints of other men, without any of their
proportions.

While the common herd stood aloof, in deference to the
quarters of Webb, the figure we have described stalked into
the center of the domestics, freely expressing his censures or
commendations on the merits of the horses, as by chance they
displeased or satisfied his judgment.

A general movement among the domestics and a low
sound of gentle voices announced the approach of those whose
presence alone was wanted to enable the cavalcade to move.

A young man, in the dress of an officer, conducted to their
steeds two females, who, as it was apparent by their dresses,
were prepared to encounter the fatigues of a journey in the
woods. One, and she was the most juvenile in her appear-
ance, though both were young, permitted glimpses of her
dazzling complexion, fair golden hair and bright blue eyes to
be caught, as she artlessly suffered the morning air to blow
aside the green veil which descended below her beaver.

The flush which still lingered above the pines in the west-
ern sky was not more bright nor delicate than the bloom on
her cheek; nor was the opening day more cheering than the
animated smile which she bestowed on the youth as he as-
sisted her into the saddle. The other, who appeared to share
equally in the attention of the young officer, concealed her
charms from the gaze of the soldiery with a care that seemed
better fitted to the experience of four or five additional years.
It could be seen, however, that her person, though molded
with the same exquisite proportions, of which none of the
graces were lost by the traveling dress she wore, was rather
fuller and more mature than that of her companion.

No sooner were these females seated than their attendant
sprang lightly into the saddle of the war-horse, when the
whole three bowed to Webb, who, in courtesy, awaited their
parting on the threshold of his cabin and turning their horses’
heads, they proceeded at a slow amble, foliowed by their train,
toward the northern entrance of the encampment.
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CHAPTER II

WHILE one of the lovely beings we have so cursorily pre-
sented to the reader was lost in thought, the other quickly re-
covered from the alarm which induced an exclamation, caused
by the passing of an Indian. Laughing at her own weakness,
she inquired of the youth who rode by her side:

“Are such specters frequent in the woods, Heyward; or is
this sight an especial entertainment ordered on our behalf?
If the latter, gratitude must close our mouths; but if the for-
mer, both Cora and I shall have need to draw largely on that
stock of hereditary courage which we boast, even before we
are made to encounter the redoubtable Montcalm.”

“Yon Indian is a ‘runner’ of the army; and, after the
fashion of his people, he may be accounted a hero,” returned
the officer. “He has volunteered to guide us to the lake, by
a path but little known, sooner than if we followed the tardy
movements of the column; and, by consequence, more agree-
ably.”

“I like him not,” said the lady, shuddering, partly in as-
sumed, yet more in real terror. ‘“You know him, Duncan, or
you would not trust yourself so freely to his keeping?”

“Say, rather, Alice, that I would not trust you. I do know
him, or he would not have my confidence, and least of all at
this moment. He is said to be a Canadian too; and yet he
served with our friends the Mohawks, who, as you know, are
one of the six allied nations. He was brought among us, as
I have heard, by some strange accident in which your father
was interested, and in which the savage was rigidly dealt by;
})qt Id forget the idle tale, it is enough, that he is now our

riend.”

“If he has been my fathet’s enemy, I like him still less!”
exclaimed the now really anxious girl. “Will you not speak
to him, Major Heyward, that I may hear his tones? Foolish
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though it may be, you have often heard me avow my faith in
the tones of the human voice !”

“It would be in vain; and answered, most probably, by an
ejaculation. Though he may understand it, he affects, like
most of his people, to be ignorant of the English; ard least
of all will he condescend to speak it now that the war de-
mands the utmost exercise of his dignity. But he stops; the
private path by which we are to journey is, doubtless, at
hand.”

The conjecture of Major Heyward was true. When they
reached the spot where the Indian stood, pointing into the
thicket that fringed the military road; a narrow and blind
path, which might, with some little inconvenience, receive one
person at a time, became visible.,

“Here, then, lies our way,” said the young man, in a low
voice. ‘““Manifest no distrust, or you may invite the danger
you appear to apprehend.”

“Cora, what think you?” asked the reluctant fair one. “If
we journey with the troop, though we may find their pres-
ence irksome, shall we not feel better assurance of our
safety ?”’

“Being little accustomed to the practices of the savages,
Alice, you mistake the place of real danger,” said Heyward.
“If enemies have reached the portage at all, a thing by no
means probable, as our scouts are abroad, they will surely be
found skirting the column, where scalps abound the most.
The route of the detachment is known, while ours, havirg
been determined within the hour, must still be secret.”

“Should we distrust the man because his manners are not
our manners and that his skin is dark?” coldly asked Cora.

Alice hesitated no longer; but giving her Narragansett a
smart cut of the whip, she was the first to dash aside the slight
branches of the bushes and to follow the runner along the
dark and tangled pathway. The young man regarded the
last speaker in open admiration and even permitted her fairer,
though certainly not more beautiful companion, to proceed
unattended, while he sedulously opened the way himself for
the passage of her who has been called Cora. It would seem
that the domestics had been previously instructed; for, in-
stead of penetrating the thicket, they followed the route of
the column; a measure which Heyward stated had been dic-
tated by the sagacity of their guide, in order to diminish the
marks of their trail, if, haply, the Canadian savages should
be lurking so far in advance of their army. For many
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minutes the intricacy of the route admitted of no further
dialogue; after which they emerged from the broad border
of underbrush which grew along the line of the highway,
and entered under the high but dark arches of the forest.
Here their progress was less interrupted; and the instant the
guide perceived that the females could command their steeds,
he moved on, at a pace between a trot and a walk, and at a
rate which kept the sure-footed and peculiar animals they
rode at a fast yet easy amble. The youth had turned to speak
to the dark-eyed Cora, when the distant sound of horses’
hoofs, clattering over the roots of the broken way in his rear,
caused him to check his charger; and, as his companions drew
their reins at the same instant, the whole party came to a
halt, in order to obtain an explanation of the unlooked-for in-
terruption.

In a few moments a colt was seen gliding, like a fallow
deer, among the straight trunks of the pines; and, in another
wnstant, the person of the ungainly man, described in the pre-
ceding chapter, came into view, with as much rapidity as he
could excite his meager beast to endure without coming to
an open rupture.

“Seek you any here?” demanded Heyward, when the other
had arrived sufficiently nigh to abate his speed; “I trust you
are no messenger of evil tidings ?”

“Even s0,” replied the stranger, making diligent use of his
triangular castor, to produce a circulation in the close air
of the woods, and leaving his hearers in doubt to which of
the young man’s questions he responded; when, however, he
had cooled his face and recovered his breath, he continued,
“I hear you are riding to William Henry; as I am journeying
thitherward myself, I concluded good company would seem
consistent to the wishes of both parties.”

“You appear to possess the privilege of a casting vote,” re-
turned Heyward; “we are three, while you have consulted no
one but yourself.”

“Even so. The first point to be obtained is to know one's
own mind. Once sure of that, and where women are con-
cerned it is not easy, the next is to act up to the decision. I
have endeavored to do both and here I am.”

“If you journey to the lake, you have mistaken your
route,” said Heyward, haughtily; “the highway thither is at
least half a mile behind you.”

“HEven so,” returned the stranger, nothing daunted by this
cold reception; “I have tarried at ‘Edward’ a week, and I
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should be dumb not to have inquired the road I was to jour-
ney; and if dumb there would be an end to my calling.” A fter
simpering in a small way, like one whose modesty prohibited
a more open expression of his admiration of a witticism that
was perfectly unintelligible to his hearers, he continued, “It
is not prudent for any one of my profession to be too familiar
with those he has to instruct; for which reason I foliow not
the line of the army; besides which I conclude that a gentle-
man of your character has the best judgment in matters of
wayfaring; I have, therefore, decided to join company, in
order that the ride may be made agreeable and partake of
social communion.”

“A most arbitrary, if not a hasty decision !” exclaimed Hey-
ward, undecided whether to give vent to his growing anger,
or to laugh in the other’s face. “But you speak of instruction
and of a profession; are you an adjunct to ths provincial
corps, as a master of the noble science of defense and offense;
or perhaps you are one who draws lines and angles, under the
pretense of expounding the mathematics ?”

The stranger regarded his interrogator a moment in won-
der; and then, losing every mark of self-satisfaction in an ex-
pression of solemn humility, he answered :

“Of offense, I hope there is none, to either party; of de-
fense, I make none—by God’s mercy, having committed no
palpable sin since last entreating his pardoning grace. I
understand not your allusions about lines and angles, and I
leave expounding to those who have been called and set apart
for that holy office. I lay claim to no higher gift than a small
insight into the glorious art of petitioning and thanksgiving,
as practiced in psalmody.”

“The man is, most manifestly, a disciple of Apollo,” cried
the amused Alice, “and I take him under my own especial pro-
tection. Nay, throw aside that frown, Heyward, and in pity
of my longing ears, suffer him to journey in our train. Be-
sides,” she added, in a low and hurried voice, casting a glance
at the distant Cora, who slowly followed the footsteps of their
silent but sullen guide, “it may be a friend added to our
strength, in time of need.”

“Think you, Alice, that I would trust those I love by this
secret path, did I imagine such need could happen ?”

“Nay, nay, I think not of it now; but this strange man
amuses me; and if he ‘hath music in his soul,’ let us not
churlishly reject his company.” She pointed persuasively
along the path with her riding whin, while their eyes met in
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a look which the young man lingered a moment to prolong;
then, yielding to her gentle influence, he clapped his spurs into
his charger, and in a few bounds was again at the side of
Cora.

“I am glad to encounter thee, friend,” continued the
maiden, waving her hand to the stranger to proceed, as she
urged her Narragansett to renew its amble.

The cavalcade had not long passed, before the branches of
the bushes that formed the thicket were cautiously moved
asunder, and a human visage, as fiercely wild as savage art
and unbridled passions could make it, peered but on the retir-
ing footsteps of the travelers. A gleam of exultation shot
across the darkly-painted lineaments of the inhabitant of the
forest, as he traced the route of his intended victims, who
rode unconsciously onward, the light and graceful forms of
the females waving among the trees, in the curvatures of their
path, followed at each bend by the manly figure of Heyward,
until finally the shapeless person of the singing master was
concealed behind the numberless trunks of trees that rose in
dark lines in the intermediate space.

CHAPTER III

LeAvING the unsuspecting Heyward and his confiding com-
panions to penetrate still deeper into a forest that contained
such treacherous inmates, we must use an author’s privilege
and shift the scene a few miles to the westward of the place
where we have last seen them. :

On that day, two men were lingering on the banks of a
small but rapid stream, within an hour’s journey of the en-
campment of Webb, like those who awaited the appearance of
an absent person or the approach of some expected event.

While one of these loiterers showed the red skin and wild
accouterments of a native of the woods, the other exhibited,
through the mask of his rude and nearly savage equipments,
the brighter, though sun-burned and long-faded complexion
of one who might claim descent from a European parentage.

“Even your traditions make the case in my favor, Chin-
gachgook,” he said, speaking in the tongue which was known
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to all the natives who formerly inhabited the country between
the Hudson and the Potomac. ‘“Your fathers came from
the setting sun, crossed the big river, fought the people of
the country and took the land; and mine came from the red
sky of the morning, over the salt lake and did their work
much after the fashion that had been set them by yours; then
let God judge the matter between us, and friends spare their
words !”

“My fathers fought with the naked red man!” returned the
Indian, sternly, in the same language. “ls there no differ-
ence, Hawkeye, between the stone-headed arrow of the war-
rior and the leaden bullet with which you kill

“There is reason in an Indian, though nature has made him
with a red skin!” said the white man, shaking his head like
one on whom such an appeal to his justice was not thrown
away. For a moment he appeared to be conscious of having
the worst of the argument, then rallying again, he answered
the objection of his antagonist in the best manner his limited
information would allow:

“I am no scholar and I care not who knows 1t, but judging
from what I have seen at deer chases and squirrel hunts of
the sparks below, I should think a rifle in the hands of their

randfathers was not so dangerous as a hickory bow and a
good flint-head might be, if drawn with Indian judgment and
sent by an Indian eye.”

“You have the story told by your fathers,” returned the
other coldly, waving his hands. “What say your old men?
Do they tell the young warriors that the pale faces met the
red men, painted for war and armed with the stone hatchet
and wooden gun?”’

“I am not a prejudiced man, nor one who vaunts himself
on his natural privileges, though the worst enemy I have on
earth, and he is an Iroquois, daren’t deny that I am genuine
white,” the scout replied, surveying, with secret satisfaction,
the faded color of his bony and sinewy hand.

A silence of a minute succeeded, during which the Indian
sat mute; then, full of the dignity of his office, he commenced
his brief tale, with a solemnity that served to heighten its
appearance of truth.

“Listen, Hawkeye, and your ear shall drink no lie. ’Tis
what my fathers have said and what the Mohicans have
done.” He hesitated a single instant and bending a cautious
glance toward his companion, he continued, in a manner that
was divided between interrogation and assertion.
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“My tribe is the grandfather of nations, but I am an un-
mixed man. The blood of chiefs is in my veins, where it
must stay forever. The Dutch landed and gave my people
the fire water; they drank until the heavens and the earth
seemed to meet, and they foolishly thought they had found
the Great Spirit. Then they parted with their land. Foot
by foot, they were driven back from the shore, until I, that
am a chief and a Sagamore, have never seen the sun shine
but through the trees, and have never visited the graves of
my fathers.”

“Graves bring solemn feelings over the mind,” returned the
scout, a good deal touched at the calm suffering of his com-
panion; “and they often aid a man in his good intentions:
though, for myself, I expect to leave my own bones unburied,
to bleach in the woods or to be torn asunder by the wolves.
But where are to be found those of your race who came to
their kin in the Delaware country, so many summers since ?”

“Where are the blossoms of those summers l—fallen, one by
one; so all of my family departed, each in his turn, to the land
of spirits. I am on the hilltop and must go down into the
valley; and when Uncas follows in my footsteps, there will
no longer be any of the blood of the Sagamores, for my boy
is the last of the Mohicans.”

“Uncas is here,” said another voice, in the same soft, gut-
tural tones, near his elbow; “who speaks to Uncas ?”’

The white man loosened his knife in his leathern sheath
and made an involuntary movement of the hand toward his
rifle, at this sudden interruption; but the Indian sat composed
and without turning his head at the unexpected sounds.

At the next instant, a youthful warrior passed between
them, with a noiseless step, and seated himself on the bank of
the rapid stream. At length Chingachgook turned his eyes
slowly toward his son and demanded.

“Do the Maquas dare to leave the print of their moccasins
in these woods ?”’

“I have been on their trail,” replied the young Indian,
“and know that they number as many as the fingers of my
two hands; but they lie hid like cowards.”

“The thieves are outlying for scalps and plunder,” said the
white man, whom we shall call Hawkeye, after the manner of
his companions. “That busy Frenchman, Montcalm, will send
his spies into our very camp, but he will know what road to
travel !”

“’Tis enough, returned the father, glancing his eve to«
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ward the setting sun; “they shall be driven like deer from
their bushes. Hawkeye, let us eat tonight, and show the
Maquas that we are men tomorrow.”

“I am as ready to do the one as the other; but to fight the
Iroquois ’tis necessary to find the skulkers; and to eat, ’tis
necessary to get the game.”

Adjusting his rifle, he was about to make an exhibition of
that skill on which he so much valued himself, when the was-
rior struck up the piece with his hand, saying :

“Hawkeye ! will you fight the Maquas ?”

“These Indians know the nature of the woods, as it might
be by instinct!” returned the scout, dropping his rifle, and
turning away like a man who was convinced of his error. “I
must leave the buck to your arrow, Uncas, or we may kill a
deer for them thieves, the Iroquois, to eat.”

The instant the father seconded this intimation by an expres-
sive gesture of the hand, Uncas threw himself on the ground,
and approached the animal with wary movements. When
within a few yards of the cover, he fitted an arrow to his
bow with the utmost care, while the antlers moved, as if their
owner snuffed an enemy in the tainted air. In another moment
the twang of the cord was heard, a white streak was seen
glancing into the bushes, and the wounded buck plunged from
the cover, to the very feet of his hidden enemy. Avoiding the
horns of the infuriated animal, Uncas darted to his side and
passed his knife across the throat, when bounding to the
edge of the river it fell, dyeing the waters with its blood.

“Twas done with Indian skill,” said the scout, laughing in-
wardly, but with vast satisfaction; “and "twas a pretty sight to
behold! Though an arrow is a near shot and needs a knife
to finish the work.”

“Hugh!” ejaculated his companion, turning quickly, like
a hound who scented game.

“By the Lord, there is a drove of them!” exclaimed the
scout, whose eyes began to glisten with the ardor of his usual
occupation; “if they come within range of a bullet I will drop
one, though the whole Six Nations should be lurking within
sound! What do you hear, Chingachgook? for to my ears
the woods are dumh.”

“There is but one deer and he is dead,” said the Indian,
bending his body till his ear nearly touched the earth. “I
hear the sounds of feet!”

“Perhaps the wolves have driven the buck to shelter and
are following on his trail.”
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“No. The horses of white men are coming !” returned the
other, raising himself with dignity, and resuming his seat on
the log with his former composure. ‘‘Hawkeye, they are your
brothers; speak to them.”

“Who comes ?”’ demanded the scout, throwing his rifle care-
lessly across his left arm, and keeping the forefinger of his
right hand on the trigger, though he avoided all appearance
of menace in the act. “Who comes hither, among the beasts
and dangers of the wilderness?”

“Believers in religion and friends to the law and to the
king,” returned he who rode foremost. “Men who have
journeyed since the rising sun, in the shades of this forest,
without nourishment and are sadly tired of their wayfaring.”

“You are, then, lost,” interrupted the hunter, “and have
found how helpless ’tis not to know whether to take the right
hand or the left?”

“Even so; sucking babes are not more dependent on those
who guide them than we who are of larger growth, and
who may now be said to possess the stature without the knowl-
edge of men. Know you the distance to a post of the crown
called William Henry ?”

“Hoot !” shouted the scout, who did not spare his open
laughter, though, instantly checking the dangerous sounds he
indulged his merriment at less risk of being overheard by any
lurking enemies. “You are as much off the scent as a hound
would be, with Horican atwixt him and the deer! Wailliam
Henry, man! if you are friends to the king and have busi-
ness with the army, your better way would be to follow the
river down to Edward, and lay the matter before Webb, who
tarries there, instead of pushing into the defiles, and driving
this saucy Frenchman back across Champlain, into his den
again.”

CHAPTER IV

Berore the stranger could make any reply to this unex-
pected proposition, another horseman dashed the bushes aside.
-and leaped his charger into the pathway in front of his com-
panion.
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“What, then, may be our distance from Fort Edwards?”
demanded a new speaker; ‘“the place you advise us to seek we
left this morning and our destination is the head of the lake.”

“Then you must have lost your eyesight afore losing your
way, for the road across the portage is cut to a good two rods
and is as grand a path, I calculate, as any that runs into Lon-
don, or even before the palace of the king himself.”

“We will not dispute concerning the excellence of the
passage,” returned Heyward, smilingly; for, as the reader has
anticipated, it was he. “It is enough, for the present that we
trusted to an Indian guide to take us by a nearer, though
blinder path, and that we are deceived in his knowledge. In
plain words, we know not where we are.”

“An Indian lost in the woods!” said the scout, shaking his
head doubtfully; “when the sun is scorching the tree tops,
and the water courses are full; when the moss on every beach
he sees will tell him in what quarter the north star will shine
at night. The woods are full of deer-paths which run to the
streams and licks, places well known to everybody; nor have
the geese done their flight to the Canada waters altogether !
'Tis strange that an Indian should be lost atwixt Horican an i
the bend in the river! Is he a Mohawk?”

“Not by birth, though adopted in that tribe; I think his
birthplace was farther north and is one of those you call a
Huron.”

“Hugh !” exclaimed the two companions of the scout, who
had continued until this part of the dialogue, seated immov-
able, and apparently indifferent to what passed, but who now
sprang to their feet with an activity and interest that had evi-
dently got the better of their reserve, by surprise.

“A” Huron!” repeated the sturdy scout, once more shaking
his head in open distrust; “they are a thievish race, nor do I
care by whom they are adopted; you can never make any-
thing of them but skulks and vagabonds. Since you trusted
yourself to the care of one of that nation, I only wonder that
you have not fallen in with more.”

“Of that there is little danger, since William Henry is so
many miles in our front. You forget that I have told you
our guide is now a Mohawk, and that he serves with our
forces as a friend.”

“And I tell you that he who is born a Mingo will die a
Mingo,” returned the other positively. “A Mohawk! No,
give me a Delaware or a Mohican for honesty; and when
they will fight, which they won'’t all do, having suffered their
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cunning enemies, the Maquas, to make them women—but
when they will ﬁght at all, look to a Delaware, or a Mohican,
for a warrior!”

“I wish no contention of idle words with you, friend,” said
Heyward, curbing hlS dissatisfied manner and speakmg in a
more gentle voice; “if you tell me the distance to Fort Ed-
ward, and conduct me thither, your labor shall not go without
its reward G

“And in so doing, how know I that I don’t guide an enemy
and a spy of Montcalm to the works of the army? It is not
every man who speaks the English tongue that is an honest
subject.”

“If you serve with the troops, of whom I judge you to
be a scout, you should know of such a regiment of the king
as the sixtieth.”

“The sixtieth! you can tell me little of the Royal Ameri-
cans that I don’t know, though I do wear a hunting shirt in-
stead of a scarlet jacket.”

“Well, then, among other things, you may know the name
of its major?”

“Its major!” interrupted the hunter, elevating his body
like one who was proud of his trust. “If there is a man in
the country who knows Major Effingham, he stands before
you.”

“It is a corps which has many majors; the gentleman you
name is the senior, but I speak of the junior of them all; he
who commands the companies in garrison at William Henry

“Yes, yes, I have heard that a young gentleman of vast
riches, from one of the provinces far south, has got the place.
He 1s over young, too, to hold such rank, and to be put above
men whose heads are beginning to bleach; and yet they say
he is a soldier in his knowledge and a gallant gentleman!”

“Whatever he may be, or however he may be qualified for
his rank, he now speaks to you and, of course, can be no
enemy to dread.”

The scout regarded Heyward in surprise and then lifting
his cap, he answered, in a tone less confident than before—
though still expressing doubt.

“I have heard a party was to leave the encampment this
morning for the lake shore ?”

“You have heard the truth, but I preferred a nearer route,
trusting to the knowledge of the Indian I mentioned.”

“And he deceived you and then deserted ?”
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“Neither, as I believe; certainly not the latter, for he is
to be found in the rear.”

“I should like to look at the creatur’; if it is a true Iroquois
I can tell him by his knavish look and by his paint,” said the
scout. After shoving aside the bushes and proceeding a
few paces, he encountered the females, who awaited the re-
sult of the conference with anxiety, and not entirely without
apprehension. Behind these, the runner leaned against a
tree, where he stood the close examination of the scout with
an air unmoved, though with a look so dark and savage
that it might in itself excite fear. Satisfied with his scrutiny,
the hunter soon left him.

“A Mingo is a Mingo, and God having made him s0,
neither the Mohawks nor any other tribe can alter him,” he
said, when he had regained his former position. “If we were
alone, and you would leave that noble horse at the mercy of
the wolves tonight, I could show you the way to Edward my-
self, within an hour, for it lies only about an hour's journey
hence; but with such ladies in your company ’tis impossible !”

“And why? they are fatigued, but they are quite equal to a
ride of a few more miles.”

“’Tis a natural impossibility!” repeated the scout; “I
wouldn’t walk a mile in these woods after night sets into them
in company with that runner, for the best rifie in the colonies.
They are full of outlying Iroquois and your mongrel Mohawk
knows where to find them too well, to be my companion.”

“Think you so?” said Heyward, leaning forward in the
saddle and dropping his voice nearly to a whisper; “I confess
I have not been without my own suspicions, though I have
endeavored to conceal them and affected a confidence I have
not always felt, on account of my companions, It was be-
cause I suspected him that I would follow no longer making
him, as you see, follow me.”

“I knew he was one of the cheats as soon as I laid eyes on
him!"” returned the scout, placing a finger on his nose, in sign
of caution.

“The thief is leaning against the foot of the sugar sapling,
that you can see over them bushes; his right leg is in a line
with the bark of the tree, and,” tapping his rifle, “I can
take him from where I stand, between the ankle and the knee,
with a single shot, putting an end to his tramping through
the woods, for at least a month to come. If I should g0
back to him, the cunning varmint would suspect something
and be dodging through the trees like a frightened deer.”



