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LITERATTRE.

A RACE FOR LIFE.

A STORY OF THE AMERICAN FRONTIER.,

Toward the close of the last century, there
lived on the western frontier of the State of
Pennsylvania,twe families,bearing respectively
the names of Mayne and Waters. Though
dwelling within a couple of miles of one ano-
ther, and double that distance from another, it
so chanced that these families were on the worst
of terms. Bothhad taken part in the war which
gave independance to their country, but they
had chosen opposite sides. William Mayne
had thought it his duty to maintain his Joyalty
to the. British sovereign, while Waters had been
one of the most ardent supporters of the revo-
lutionary party. Perhaps the mere circumstance
of having adopted different sides would not
have excited the hostility alluded to, had not
Waters been the instrnment of procuring the
mmprisonment of Mayne at an early period of
the contest. Waters had conceived himself to
be but fulfilling the part of a true lover of his
country in doing so, and declared himself free
of all feelings of personal enmity. Mayne’s
confinement proved in the end rathera fortunate
event than otherwise, for at the close of the war
he was found to have incurred so little guilt
that both his liberty and his property were res-
tored to him, which might not have been the
case had he been allowed to have entered more
largely into the contest.

William Mayne, however, was far from con-
sidering himself a debtor on this score to his
countryman, and when they removed after the
war, to the same district, on the western border
of Pennsylvania, relations the reverse of friend-
ly, existed between them. It must be owned
that the hostily lay chiefly on Mayne’s part, for
Waters felt the consciousness of having been
actuated by pure motives in the transaction at
which Mayne took offence, and was rather anx-
ious to conciliate his loyalist neighbor than to
nourish any feelings of dislike towards him.—
Neither of them were bad hearted men, and it
is probable, had they conversed freely together,
they might have attained a better knowledge of
each other’s characters and become good
neighbors. But, near neighbors as they were,
no intercourse was kept up between them.—
Their families, too, shared in this estrangement,
with the exception of two members of these
retired households. ]

Mayne had one only son, Hugh, who had just
reached the bloom of early manhood at the
period when the incidents we have to relate
took place. Hugh loved the daughter of Wa-
ters with his whole heart and soul. Often had
this pair met on the lonely mountain side when
no human ear was near to listen to the outpour-
ings of their simple affection. Mary Waters
did not conceal these meetings from her pa-
rents, who, if they did not approve, at least did
not check or forbid them. On the other hand,
Hugh, knowing the dislike that rankled in his
father's mind, did not for a long time venture
to reveal the attachment that had sprung up in
his breast. Blinded by the strength of his pas-
sion, He at last ventured to speak on the subject
to his father. The astonishment of the elder
Mayne at the disclosure was only equalled by
his anger.

“ Again and again,” he said, “have 1 told
you of the cause I have to dislike that man and
all that belong to him. He inflicted on me an
injury, for which he has not deigned ever to
make an atonement, even in words. You knew
this, and yet you have—Hugh Mayne, you have
ever been a dutiful son, and I now lay my com-
mands on you never to—"

The son mterrupted his father,

“ Do not pronounce a command,” he said,
“ which it will be impossible—which it will
destroy my peace—to obey. And not MY peace
only, but that of another will be ruined by it”

“ You are too simple, Hugh Mayne,” replied
the father; “ you know not the temper of that
man and his whole breed. Mary Waters can
have no true affection for a son of mine. Hate
to all of our name would be instilled into the
minds of that family from their cradle. It is
our money they look to.”

“You are wrong, father,” returned Hugh,
‘ this is your own prejudice that speaks.”

“ And have I not cause to be prejudiced ?”
said the father, warming with the recollection
of his wrong; ¢ did not I suffer imprisonment
for yearsthrough hismeans? [ have ever been
a kind parent to you, Hugh, but I know not but
that I would sooner see you wedded to a negro
slave, than to a daughter of Henry Waters.—
Never will one of thatman’s offspring be a good
and loving wife to a son of mine.”

Though conscious in the depths of his soul
of the erronious nature of his father’s assertions,
Hugh saw the necessity of giving up the point,
for the time at least, before his father should
be irritated into a more positive expression of
his anger or discouragement. With'a sigh he
turned away to put on his hunting gear, feeling
that solitude would be most congenial to his
present state of mind.  Ere long he was on his
way to the hills, with his hunting-belt across
his shoulder, and his nfle in his hand—a
weapon which the half tarmers, half hunters
seldom went withont.

It was verging towards noon when Hugh
Mayne left his home. On the evening of the
same day, Mary Waters sat in her father’s cot-
tage, with her knitting on her knee, working,
and at the same time conversing with her in-
valid mother, who lay upon a small bed in the
same apartment.

“T hear the dogs barking, Mary ; why has
not your father taken them with him to the hills
to-day ?”? asked the old woman.

“ He thought, mother, that their noise would
bring the Indians on his track, if the savages
have really returned to this neighborhkood,which
[ pray to heaven may not be the case !”

As the young woman made this reply, she
rose from her seat, saying, “ the dogs know his
hour—my father should be coming home now,”
she went to the door of the cottage.  After an
affectionate inquiry into the state of comfort of
the old woman, the young woman turned once
more to her lonely labors.

Her anxiety did not permit her to sit Jong,
ere she again went to the doorto look along the
hillside in front of the cottage for_the form of
her returning parent. On her third visit, her
mother was greatly startled by a wild shriek
from her lips, followed by her hurried re-en-
trance into the cottage. !

“ Merciful Heaven!” she exclaimed, in an
agony of alarm; “ Hugh Mayne is pursued!
The savages are at his heels! ' Oh, mother,
mother, what is to be done??

The powerless invalid to whom this vain ap-
peal was made, fell back on her eouch, while
thedaughterriished again tothe door. A dread-
full sight indeed was before-her eyes. Along
the side of the hill already mentioned, her lover
was seen making at tull speed for the cottage,
trusting, doubtless, to receive assistance, or to
effect a stand there at some advantage against
those who pursued him. These were three in
number, dusky sons of the wild, terrible with
their war-paint, and uttering fearful yells, as
they bounded, at short distances from one ano-
ther, like deei-hounds after their prey. Hugh
had the advantage of them by not more than
thirty yards, a distance that seemed fearfully
short to the straining eyes of poor Mary. All
parties were armed, the Indians both with gun
and tomahawk, and Hugh with his rifle only.
But; as it appeared, the fire-arms of the savages
chanced not to have been loaded when they
first set eyes on their vietim. The weapon of
the white hunter, fortunately, was in a different
condition ; and while he was still a considera-
ble way from the cottage, he turned round,
raised his rifle with instant and unerring aim,
the foremost of his pursuers tumbled on the
sward a lifeless corpse.

Some time was lost by this aet, rapidly ex-
ecuted as it was. In truth the loss seemed
likely to be fatal to the white hunter, who re-
commenced his flight with the distance be-
tween him and his surviving foe alarmingly
diminished. But help was at hand, and from
an unexpected source. Being more than six
miles distant from any other settlers, and nei-
ther her father nor any others of the tamily be-
ing at hand, Mary Waters had spent some time
in maddening anxiety, hopeless of all aid, until
she bethought her of one chance of help, such
as it was. She flew to the place where her fa-
ther’s two dogs for the reason noticed, had been

temporally shut up, freed them, and led them

:

| still in his power.

in the direction of the chase, exerting all the
speed which her limbs were at the moment
capable of. The faithful creatures, of a pow-
erful breed, and accustomed to bear hunting,
speedily recognizd the approach of strangers
and enemies; and needed not the cries of the
maiden to send -them at full speed in the re-
quired direction.. They reached the spot just
as the Indians eeemed to be gaining and clos-
ing on Hugh. The wily savages had not seen
the advance of the dogs without some prepara-
tion for their rcception.  Poising his tomahawk
with scarcely a momentary abatement of his
speed, the foremost of the two Indians threw
the weapon at one of the advancing animals,
when a few feet from him, and burigd it in the
creature’s body. The other Indian was not
fortunate in a similar aim at the other dog.—
The tomahawk missed its maik, and in an in-
stant the amimal had sprung at the throat of the
savage, and pulled him to the ground.

A single glance behind him told Hugh that
the dogs had effected a change, and rid him for
the time of one pursuer. Panting and exhaust-
ed, he resolved to make a stand agamst%now
single foe, and terminate the contest, if* possi-
ble, by a strugle hand to hand, ere the pr&trate
savage could free himself from the dog} and
come to his companion’s aid. With this deter-
mination he suddenly wheeled round, grasf?ing
the barrel of his musket with both hands.
this instant, the pursuant Indian was not ten
yards distant. On seeing the white hunter’s
movement, the savage also made a sudden stop,
and assumed the same attitude. Each equally
fatigued, and with breast heaving high with
toil and exctement, the two adversarys stood
gazing at each other, as if by mutual consent,
to regain breath for the deadly struggle. Both
of them were men of tall stature, and with forms
combining in an extraordinary degree, power
with activity. ~ After a pause, the men appear-
ed at one and the same moment to think of
loading their guns as the preferable mode of
determining the contest, in the exhausted state
in which they were. Their hands moved sim-
ultaneously to their powder-horns, and a most
momentous trial of quickness in loading began.
Both of them handled their arms with the dex-
terity of practiced hunters. In the same second
ot time they rammed their cartridges, and threw
their ramrods on the ground.  With the quick-
ness of lightning the Indian applied his pow-
der-horn to the priming, and in a moment of
fearful import it is not surprising that his hand
trembled, daring as he was. But Hugh did
Norapply hishorn to the same use. He staked
his life upon a chance. Striking the breach of
his rifle violently upon the ground, he raised
the weapon, aimed, and his bullet went through
the heart of his enemy! By the plan he had
adopted, he had trusted to his rifle priming it-
self, and the second of time which he had thus
cained had decided the struggle. It was buta
second that he had gained, for as the Indian
fell, the bullet from the mouth of his ascending

rifle touched the very hairs upon Hugh’s head!

All this had passed before the eyes of poor
Mary, who had continued in the unthinking
agony of fear and love, to fly in the direction
in which her lover’s danger lay. She reached
the scene of the contest we have described, be-
fore Hugh had raised his eyes from the body
of his fallen adversary, and she fell into his
arms with an exclamation of mingled terror and
joy. Her presence, which would have been
fatal to both at an earlier moment, now remind-
ed Hugh of the necessity of preparing his arms
for the possibility ef another encounter. He
laid the insensible form of his mistress gently
upon the grass, and loaded his gun carefully
but quickly. Seeing no movement, however,
on the part of the prostrate Indian, who lay at
no great distance, he concluded that the faith-
ful dog had mastered the savage, and held him
Hugh then applied himself
to the task of recovering Mary from her swoon.
She opened her eyes with a shudder, and en
seeing the well known countenance of her lover
bending over her, she murmured, “ Has this
been a dream—a fearful dream ?”

“ No, my dearest Mary,” replied Hugh, it
is no dream that you have been a preserving
angel to me this day! It is no dream that yon
have snatched me from the brink of the grave.”

A glimpse of the dark body of the Indian did

.

At

more than these words to . bring back to the
young maiden’s mind a sense of the reality of
the dreadful scene that had passed, and the re-
membrance was se terri
relapsed into a state almost of insensibility.
While Hugh was endeavoring to restore hér
to perfect consciousness and composure, by the
use of every endearing term that love and gra-
titude could suggest to him, athird party, breath-

was Hugh’s father, who had seen fiom a dis-
tance the danger of his son.  The agitated pa-
rent’s first question was if Hugh “was nohurt.”

“That T am, and alive at all, father,” was

gardless of her own life when I was in danger."
“I pai‘:‘ \..u, anu 4 o
eyes. |
“May Ged bless her for this day’s act. 1
have been unjust to her, and, for her sake, 1

her father and myself.”
Mary Waters'

this time to hegr these words, and a blush of
pleasure suffuged Ler cheek as she: raised her

her.

' dog and his adversary 'lay, and
fter‘tie conversation with his father, the young

man went up to the spot, with steps rendered
cautious by his knowled
the savages.
of the Indian. In truth, he was/dead. The dog
also was lifeless, having been stabbe) repea{-
edly with the long knife of the red man ; yet,
even in death, its teeth relaxed not their hold
of the bare throat of the savage, who had been
choked, as it appeared from the ground, only
alter the most violent struggles. On asce’rtuin-
ing this fact, which put an end to all danger for,
the moment, Hugh Mayne und his tather, at the.
desire of the latter accowpanied Mary Waters
to her home. Her mother had
ments of Mary’s absence in a
anxiety, proportionate to which was her relief
when the happy resuit of the adventure was
made known to her. Her husband, as has been
said, was from home, but he returned before
the elder Mayne’s departure, and a reconcillja-
tion took place, which was a blissful sight 1o
tl}e youthful pair, to whose happiness the pre-
vious estrangement had been so obstructive.

No long time afterwards, Hugh Mayne was
united to Mary Waters. To them. tiwrefow
this perilous adventure with the Rec |
came a still more memorable ocearrence than
it would otherwise have been, and was rendered
a retrospect as much of joy as of terror.

Hugh’mkept his eye occasioﬁa]ly pinthes
1;pot where the

h
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d nmen be-
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How Jerry Max'linsg{ike wé;‘éﬁred of
Fast Travelling,

“Why, you see,” said Jery Marlinspike, 1
had just returned from an eighteen months
voyage to Calcutta ; and being an India biade,
with plenty of shiners in my pocket, T thoueht
it but right to cut up a few shines on sl
to astorish the natives, you see.
morning artter I got ashore, [ felt al] alive for 5
spree, and determined to have 2 ride « That's
right,” said Jim Wilder; hire a hack. and I'l);
go with you.” ‘

“ Avast there, shipmate,” said I'; T intend 19’
ride a horseback.” At this determination they
all laughed, and asked me if T was ever on a
horse in my life. 1 told them no, but that way
no reason why I should never mount one; that it
was never too late to learn; that riding on horse-
back was good for'one’s health; that T wanied
exercise, and felt convinced that a good rattling
gallop would'do me good. And away I posted
down to a livery stable;

After a long coufab with the stable-keeper,
and depositing a hundred dollars to pay- for the
horse in case I killed him, or he ran away with
me, the horse was brought out. He was a strap-
ping fellow, and had a sharp and roguish evae,
[ believe the rascal knew that I was a gréen
hand at such business. 1 did not like his looks.
The owner told me how to hold the reins, and
steer him, by pulling one to starboard or pon,
as occasion might require—¢ but,” eaid he, fie
is a high-spirited animal, and- you must look

iore,just
So on the

out that he does not run away with you.”

that for a time she

less and exhausted eame up to the spot. This«

the reply, “you have to thank, after Heaven, .
this dear girl’s love for me, which made her re- -
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) ueheld What Sned"' e dnmk
her,” said the esder Mayne, with tears in his .

will be the firstto drown all unkindness between |

as sufficiently recovered by

head from th @m that had for a time sustained

ge of the cunning of,
No motion appeared on the part
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