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A TANGLED SKEIN,

CHAFPTER L
COMING HOME.

A prazivg sunset in the Indian ocean,
—mlm'bi of land, —and a great ateam-
ber resolute way in solitary
g—mndwrthru b the glittering waves that
ereamed and darkened in her wake! I
think 1 can m'nm the seene in my own
mind, but I rather not try to deseribe
it ; for I was born within th& sound of Bow
belts, have never been to India, and conse-
g:enlly never came back from thenee. I
ve to deal with very stern realities af-
faeting maost of whom I ean lay
my upon at & few hours' notive, and
apociate them with scenes familiar to me
from my youth, —all but this. I
not like to run the risk of marring what I
know, by attempting to detail what T have
only beard of I have read, — (who Las
hot?)-—mnuh ]innt about the Overland
Ronte. Shall 1 take down from their
shelves balf & dozen of the books in which
it js described, hash up for you as many
odds and ends of scenes and sketches
therein contained, and sarve up the dish
in & sauce of, my own ition 7 Will
it posseas tho genuine Indian flavor? I
am afraid not. It would taste of the pot;
and I should be sure to put in some ingre-
dient which, without being pleasing to the
ﬁrﬂm uninitiated, would exposs my
foor ff¥ in its true character. Nol
ill, i :w please, describe that which 1
have seen,— and that only.
Tb:iwaiei I'mtbm mw the Pe“:ém-
lar & e nged, La
tain Btevenson, Inunll to im-. Bhe had p-
oo beard many Msm I:y the Ind:an
muuny. and mgn m_Captain
rankland, of tbu Bengal I.lgllt
a]r.r- You will be good e
picture for grwr-elﬂzl the good sh:p llﬁbh
1s bearing him, the persona of his fallow-

w.:{ (other than those to whom you
will ntrofluce , and the. a rances
of the sunset which ke iz watching on the

evening of the Bth of July, 1558, when
first he is to your notice.

Brave, honest, Stephen Frankland! If
there ever was a man who deserved to have
& smooth and pleasant pilzrimage through
lifia, it was he; but Fnle — chance, & com-
bination of untoward circumstances, eall it
what you please, — took up the thread of
his ltﬁ‘a{ tangled it, as we shall ses, mw
a dark web, in which all hope and ha
ness seemed at one time to be lost. It is
his story that I am ;b:!t to tell, l'l;ereﬁ:u

hotogr at once, a4 it were,
on the El‘!-]mgﬂpﬁf my book.

He is incapable of resisting the indigni-
ty; for he has been to death's door with
jungle faver combined with sunstroke, and
wml'lwry wesk,—30 weak that it has
taken hi an hour to totter from his
cabin 1o the spot where he now reclines,
wrapped in bis regumenui cloak, and gaz-
ing over the darkening sea westward, far
westward | towards the home he has not
seen Frur years, — that be may never see

n

aghI?l'pcl he stand he would measure
at least five feot eleven, and his wasted
limbe, that ave now extended in such lam-
entable helpiessness upon the deck, were,
a few weeks ago, full of and stren Ih.
He has fought under Havelock, — he

marched with Chambarla .—he hu
borne the whole brant of the mutiny. He
ia pne of that scant band of who

kept the tiger at bay, — burling him back,
of all his | nuahmm n'gﬂliedﬂﬁ.

arose in her t and stran

s He has won the

|I
bloody brate in hin lair |

Bte- | Victoria Crose, and by and I:j‘. when the

armies are ated, will be made a
brevet-major, if he has a friend at the
Horse Guntrla to remind the mﬂlnntm
of his services. his country is prowd
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of him, — and very pratefal too, of course!
Though, being a country of a naturally
phlegmatic tem nt, she dees nat give
way to bher feelings very warmly.

The yo‘unﬁr:a ier's face is very grave,
and his fine brown eyes, which are nnnat-
urally bright just now, have rather & hard
expression. His brow is calm and mas-
#ive, but his mouth, though almost over-
shadowed by his tawny moustache, gives a
look to the lower part of his fauce which is
quite at variance with the sternness of its
u features.  Wait until be smiles, and
marn look will melt away, and onm of
almost womanly softness take ite place.
To a fresh acquaintance, Stephen Frank-
land's manner 18 not pleasant: be is cold
and hsughty, especially with men. No
one values the good-will of ons
and more than he does; and I
think that his reserve eprings more from
shyness than from pride, or any other feel-
ing. He values friondship so I:I;I:E', that
be canmot bear the itlaaoF!bninﬂ' insself
on that of any ome, and will not lightly
admit any one to his own. Buot if he b
slow in making friends, be is slower still in
loding them ; and many a raw cocnet, who

lowdly after the manner of
the tn;‘bf, * that. Fren:ulnggmm L] wg
found bampiious,” checked
the best taen in he ‘regiment, and told 10
wait t'lllml;f1 kvew him t;ar before he re-
poated an opinion. It ia a great
that peaple w‘summ mnquumdinpi::z
manners which nﬁvond belong to dmn;%ml
ﬂf‘hmkamlmn‘lnd subjoct to
the diseases, mental and bodily, that
flesh ia beir to. So be will be introduced
to you to-morrow. Bow stiffiy, say hall a
dozen chilly common-places; and if you
go away disgusted with his reserve and
senle his Bo more, - if are a
good sort of fellow, and worth cultivating,
—hs will take to heart your not liking
him, and be doubly cold te the next man
he mauu:?r way of ing matters. Not
the sort of temperament, this, with which
mgﬂlm well in the world. Too sensitive
and self-acousin nmd@.ulm
afraid wa shall En-d ee long.

Have yoa ever met with a serious acci-
dent in a foreign country, or felt some
illness creeping over you when amongst
strangers? It you kat:rue. diiip;:tia wild
YEATRINgG seize you Lo , in
da@n‘munu:athﬂymwmdd be Elf;:
sud better tended where you were? If
you have not, believe ma that it is no use

uing with the stricken one who has this
focling upon him. Ho craves for —
home, no matter how humble it may be;
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and staggerd thitherward with the unrea-
soning terror which makea a wounded hird
drag itself in torture from the hand that
would assuage its pain, to seek some well-
known haunt wherein to die.

Well! Home is distant, and the blow
has fallen before it can be reached. The
sufferer has to praise the All Mereiful for
a great escape; for the crisis is over and
tha danger past. Bot will he admit that
it 18 pamible for him to become quite wall
away from homd? Does he believe that
there ean ba any medicine so nt for
his good as the sight of old familiar scencs,
the sound of old familiar voices, the
pathy, above all, of those be loves? I
think not! are you if you bave
never known that weary, incurable dis-
eane, —the home-sickness of the sick.
I know of ;o:- le who bave died in
squalid cellars, beeauss they were their
hames, rather than enter the hospitals, in
which they might have been cured in a
week. 1 know of men who bare passed
;l.ll thﬁri;ufabm:r’il, ‘Ilnhﬁ:gmmm"
Fign ivme to foreign
scenes, but who have tottered back n
their old age to the bomeJdand that
knows them not, — merely becanse it
the home-land, —to enrich it with their
humt won wealfk. I:nd ask of it nmm

& grave. we ma; G
and an.-ﬁl?and make merr ,:;i‘t'll:m and
other human softnesses. us crown with
e pioing th, maetid Ansinmmy of Hmes,

icting the id ana

—who delight in tearing down the ga
hangin tha walls, — who

the gay gilding and the lath-and-
plaster, and ?wlg;u to us, with many a
chuckle of triumph, the hidden closet
where the skeleton prins and clanks bis
horrid bomes. Ah, thess are somethin
like writers | Their pens are lancers, their
ink a fiuid cauvstie, and avery printed page

& cataplasm, How the t world amarta
and gim na they ply their trade, — each
baif of ?:j:lgja}'ing &!e discomfitursa of the

other] 1 think, though, that thers be pura
homes and home infusnces in the land,
after alt; but, bless my soul! it would ba
very imsipid work to treat only of these.
Eau sucrd is mawkish tipple at the best of
t.ime-.Iﬁ A sqnzmhufwm&m:d a dash of
something ont of € tin improves
the ﬁlm!noaﬂed’ulip. g
The home-sickness was sirong upon Ste-
phen Frankland as the sun went down up-
on this pleasant July evening, for the homa
of his boyhood bad been a very happy one,
—a breszy, erag-bound, leafy, stre rt
home, snugly settied half-way down a Der-
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ire valley, with & great ;gd Tor
was lln'.rrl ready to do battle with the
north-east wind on its behalf; 1o its rear,
and in all irecti meadow-
Jands, and hills with dark pine-woods

p ol il i gk .
ey o g s o

restless Wye [acing all the ties of the
landscape with a silver thread, —
& home in which he had besn a free and

field-sporis

feafs of strength and daring, which
made him the ready and
dier that he was before the fever struck
him down. He has closed his eyes now,
in his painful weskness, and the whole
norams floats across his mind's eye
here is the field in which be made that
famous double-shot of which his father was
B d.  Did be not have preserved and
mﬁm two anfortunate partridges who
fell vietims to his boy'e -ouious skill ?
and are they not now hanging up in a
in the ball ¥ There is the quiet

1;;5]13' country-lad, revelling in
had

in the bend of the river into which | Laur

used to plange in the summer time, to
the terror of his httle brother Frank ; and
the shady nook, hard by, where afterwarda
he wunltf loll, half-dressed, all the blazing
mid-day, bidden by the tall feros, reading
the lives of the great soldiers and sailors
who were his beroes, or halfterrifying,
half-delighting, his childish companica
with wandrous tales sbout giants and fai-
ries, and other inhabitants of the dear old
realms of Faoey! There, far “Iszh the
rlfhl.mm-dwmn land, is the fence at
which he got ugly fall out hunting,
when he mounted -Harkington's new
chestnut mare,— merely becanse soms one
had aaid that be could mot ride her. The
hot, blundering brate bolted with her head
in the sir, and crashed n into the mid-
dle of the double post and rails without
m an inch, rolling over her rider, and
¥ killing him in her frantic straggles
torise. There again, close to the house,
banging from the sycamore-tree, in the
swing whera ba and Coleman nsed
1¢ awing each other when they were chil-
dren together, and where he wished her
e, relstnal
i as B in
gil't the avenin bp:}un he left rarP;:lllia%
hera is Bill ot's, the head-kesper’s,
eottage. [t was in the scmewhat musty
kitchen of that tenement that he smeked
b first pipe, provured from Bill with
?flh dﬂ)gvucy, and not I'h':tho‘\\i:t a bj'iln?
wil ever forget ¢ rat pi
At a vertain period of its en; l..pl?aht
would be have given to Bill not to have

bad it? Thary, closa by the privet
ca. the lowny f'dd Pouess gare, Tom
old Ponto! Would ke have & battser
dog, in his life, if be had known what a
grand funeral he was to have when all was
ovear ? There is the wood, — that on the
Il h , mear the bean-field, whare
they that th tuatle with the poach-
ers on Christmas-Eve! And there—thera
— thera! far and near, all aronnd, is some
full of old recollectiona for Stephen
land, on which his loves 1o

sol- dwell. [t dwells on_them, and ¢ with

whom they are associated, as they were in
the carcless old Limes which are stamped
on bis mind. He cannot realize them as
they are. He has beard that Bill Grant
is not head- r now. The follow
has bad a riulu'ahc.anjill‘bope-
less eripple; ah]'i- his popil finde bimeeit

ning & long day's shooting, which ho

ds to bave in company with his okl
tator in woodcraft, directly the seasou
comes round again. He cannot think of
A 84 & grown-op woman who has been
engaged to bs married. Bbe i3 ever, for
him, the shy, timid child who eried whea
she was swung too high. And Fraok, his
Lr:hhﬂher the loved mp;nionol‘all

Lo o L] LN 'ﬂm
littla M!lbog:mh ?:; carried for
miles ul?:n bis ehoulders, rather than he
should i inted of being pressnt st
BOme  sbee ., or cricke or
other sport that he wished to see, — little
Fraok came of age a year agol He was
bat & litde boy, and amall weak for his
age, when Stephen sailed for India. There
was & wide gulf between them then ; the
ope was quite a man, the other sull a
child. Time had bridged it over now, and
the seven and a half years that separated
their ages was lost in their mutual man-

hood. A pleased smils round Ste-
Fhen'- lipa and gluuneghﬁ:dn ayes, as
e tried to pictare little Frank s the
ﬁu mﬁwm and Justice of
the Peace, Doputy-Lieutensnt, and High
Bheriff of the County, — posts of digmaty
which letters from bome had ind him
his brother was soom to fill. For, as will
atly appear more distinctly, Frank,
gh i:i: father’s younger som, was ecle
heir to 'owers apd all its lands,
whilst Steplen, the first-born, would in-
herit a baroueicy, an honerable title at-
tached to very fow possessions of any sort
for ita w‘rporl.
The idea of envying Frank his
fortune naver amg:l‘ bis hdf-hmtm
mind ; the possibility that Tremlett Tow-
ora might not ba his home, to come and
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go in a8 be pleased all the days of his life,
never gocn to him for a moment.
How ghoald it? Never by word, or act,
or look, hes he been reminded of bin posi-
tion under his father's roof. He knew it
well en ; his father had broken it to
him long before he left, and I think it re-
flected much credit on his stepmother that
besoon forgot what he was told. Now,
perhaps, in to see how matters
stand. He was hin father's companion in
all the sports of the field, his alier ego
with the tes and servants, He wos
his mother’s right hand in her n, the
distributor of ber boonty in vill

her representative in a dozen diffsrent
ways; for this lady was not given to ex-
ertion, and was fond of doing what she
did by deputy. His wishes were always
antigi y bis orders never guestioned.
He was an universal favorite, the bright-

eyed, tad! Like all brave men,
with & senwe of duty, he thought
litthe of what he had done, otherwise it

might have oceurred to him that the news
of desds which had won him the hj
ject of a soldier's ambition, the Cross for

alor, wounld quite dissipate the clouds|if

with which absenee sometimes hides a va-
cant chair. But, as ] said before, the idea
from which such a thooght wouald spring
never oceurred to him.  He longed for
home with a sick man's longing as the sun
went down that Joly evening. And so
vividly did home and home faces come
back to him, that it seemed as though he

pever really left them, and that the
wonders of the strange Jand in which his
Jot had been cast, and all its recent bor-

rors, wera the baseless fabric of a vision | ba had

which wis ing away.

He was m fmmranth day-dream-
ing by a tap upon the shoulder, and, turn-
ing round, saw that a sguare-built man
with a jnll]r, weather-beaton face, a
dressed in the bandsome aniform of the
Peninsolar and Oriental Company, had
taken & seat by his side.

¥ Glad to see you on deck, Sir "™ said
the officer. “1 am Captain Stevenson,
of this ship, at your service. How do you
feel yourself to-night— picking wp your
crumbs, eh 7 Thers now, don't move;
l’w“gul plenty of room where 1 am, thauk
yel™ And tbef:::['umu kindly pre
Biephen Frank back into the reclinin
pomition from which he had started, anc
smoothed the pillow that supported his

“Ja there snything I can do for yoa ¥ *
he sdded, when this was done—* any-
thing you want in your cabin 7"
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* Thank you mmuch!” Btephen re-
rlied; “I haramthinglquim.uﬂ

shell soon cease to be the trooblesome
fellow that I am sure I must have been to
you all. I feel s though every breath of
this cool sea-breeze was putting new life
into ma.”

“To be sure,” said the in; “ma it
does. Why, I've had yodng carried
lhunrdﬁrﬂurl;guna you wers — aul
you hadn't mueh to spare on this side Davy
Jones's locker when we left Caloutts ; but,
Lord bless you! as soon as ever they can
crawl on deck they sit gusping in the fresh
air lika a shoal of blue-fish, and are on
their pins again cailiog out for bitter baer
before we sight Perim |®

“ How long shall we be befora we
Perim ¥ ™ ed the sick man after &

“ How long will you be before yuuﬁ
to your bitter beer ? you mean,” said t
Captain with & jovial laugh. = But you
will get a chill if’ yoo stay oot any longer.
The wind is freshening, and yoo {are ﬁ:l
E:Ltall much of it a8 you ean bear for the

time: the Doctor would tell you so
it he wers You had. better turn in,
and — Ha!l just in the nick of timel” he
continned, as a tall figure moved silently
out of the shadow of the hatchway, and
took its stand by Stephen's side. * Hero's
your servant come to help you in.”

“ Hush ! " exclaimed the invalid in a
quick whisper; “he i not my servant”

Captain Stevenson opened his mouth
and raised his eyelids, and so made thoss
oCans ot B R T s iy s gt

suce, then, ia " aE as
erticulated the '\'N:lrﬂ!.y The ques-
tion was lost n the new-comer, so
busily was he d in collecting the
, cushions, and other articles which
fiell as the sick man rose and pre, lo
pess below : but as he rose, he laid his fin-
ger on his lip with a meaning look, wotil the
old man had descended eompanion-
ladder, and then replied in a whisper —

* You will think it very odd, bot I know
absolutely nothing about him, befund this
—1 owe my life to his carel I will try
and find out who he is to-night”

CHAPTER IL

HOW CAPTAIN FRANELAND AND MR.
HRANDEON COMPARED NOTES,

ARmIvED in his cabin, Stephen Frank-
land flung himself beavily vpon the cot
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n impatient moan. Ha had only
desvended some eight or ten , and
walked ax many yards; but s0 feable was

his state that the exertion, slight as is was,
toa much for him. I think
of an iliness iz when %:u
bave gained strength enough to koow how
weak it has you. His attendant,
who had followed, carefully measared oat
some tonic medicine, and banded it, with.
out a word, He then placed

that might be required within his remeh,

0’

and silently proceedad to set the cabin in

the worst

order for the pight. This done, he was| hom

about to retire, when Frankland raised
himself, and laid & band upon his arm —

“ Don't leave me,” he said — “ that is,
I mean, if you do not want to go on deck

The thus addressed &nd
held the cabin-door half shut nd him
ue:m_fmediwwmhl]nmﬁ I

on see I am ng all right agnin,
Frankland mtiuﬂudf.ilf 2 chasarful tone.
“ Yosterday [ could scarcely stand, and
B e e A
myself. In a very fow
&ey.:lct-lin all &4 S o

%] am glad to find yon so hopeful,® was

tha grave reply ; “ take care, t , that
do not over-exert yoarsell. You know

w::t;t the Doctor said, and if ¥ “JIEN

wi on mnst promise not to talk.”

“ m{u exactly what 1 want to do
It's ell bosh saying that I must not talk.
Why, T haven't coughed omee for 1 don't
know how long! 1 am to ask you
to redeem the promiss you made, 1
think, two days ago. My head is getting
clearer now, and it worries ma awfully not
to know what bas passed. I lay awake
ali lant night trying in vain to reeall the
past ; and I am sure I ehall not slecp to-
night unless you help me. I do asssure

ou that I am quits strong enough now to

all you like to tell,—to ssk what
I s much want to know."

His attendant closed the door softly,
and drawing a trunk ciose to the eof,
seated himeelf so that the wan detaining
hand still rested on his

i Wall 9 "

The sick man was a litle disconcerted
by that monosyllabic reply to his anx-
ionsly wrged request, hut more so by
the sad, searching gaze with which the
gpeaker regarded him.

It was not easy to fix his exact age ; his
face and fipure were so wasted the
ravages of the Indian climate. He
sixty, at least, but was, bly, some
years yonoger. e was uwnosually tall
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and gaunt, with & square, massive brow,
and restless, ﬂtuugh'gumeﬂ eyes. A fow
flowing locks of iron-gray hair, thrown
back hiz temples mdr passed behind
each ear, would have given an sir of be-
nevolence to ahnost any other face ; but
there was a fixed sternness npon hia Elale
E:mm which never left uﬂ[n:um ﬂ&hl ‘I'h;ﬂ-

was performing aets of womnnly ten-
derness tl::'hiu patient,—a slernnellrwbich
did not reflact anger or dislike, but be-
tokenad the absence of all softer feelings
from a heart that had onee been their

e
Frankland sank back again into a re-
clining postare ss the old man took his
seat ; awd when the hand that had been
fmid on his ehipped dewnwards, and the
arm swong heavily beside the cot, the
patient attendant took it in both his own,
and res:diag it with a strange, cyn®
ieal amile, pressed it almost tenderly and
placed it softly on the coverlet

There was no light in the cabin, and the
shades of evening were rapidly closing in.
Aftor waiting some moments to sée if his
companion would volunteer the informa-
tion which he so much desired, Stephen
again broke the silence which bad becoma
painful to him —

“§ am afraid,” ha said, “ that 1 hava lost
all count of time. I am comscious that T
have been & time ill, and that you -
have all along tended me with & care and
F::ianes for which I cannot accomnt. I

1 that I owe you my lifs, and do not
even know your name."

* My name is Brandron — John Everett
Brandron. Iam an nncovenanted servank
of the Enst India Company, it it still ex-
ists, and 1 am going bo——, I am going to
England upon leave. 1 have done for
QI what any other man would have dona

any other man whom he found as 1
found you
* But where did you find me ? That is
what I want to know,” Btephen said in an
excited tone, and starting up into a sittin

re. * When was it ¥ — and whefreg

hy am I not with my regimeat 7 How

ie it that Ihg.nI: hsm?_nd.a. this i3 nl!bll_mk
1o me, in which my mi wande:
till it 18 lost in dhga:ﬁon.“gm e

i This will never do! Compose your-
self, pray, or I must leave you," eaid
Brandron ; “yon shall know sll you re-
quire ; have patience. There now,”
he added, ns Stephen sank into his former
position ; * tall me, as quietly as you can,

lookad | what you can last remember, and I will

recount the rest—at least, as far ma I
know of it"



a-d';?mmlmhn-hwlmimd-
“ 1 wani to know " the old man

—_— 's my charger,
mndar what lEoomof,him?J—
scrambled with me up the oppusite bank,
I saw some score or 5o of the enemy forme
ing on the flat ground close by. I odl-
e o e L e
8 L at — straj, o m,
b;agfvel too; and when theyugn;tmred
right and left, I saw that their leader was
Lal y—a villain whose Jife 1 had
sworn to have il ever I saw him again;
and so— But I am wandering on too
quickly. I must tell you why I made this
vow. There was & young corned of ours,
—4& dashing, handsome boy, a prime fa-
vorite with all of us, and a special chum of
mine. His name was Treberue,
the only son of a elergyman down in
Kent, near Westborough.”

Brandron and a crimeon flush
spread for an instant over his pale face.

“What mnakes you stari? Do yon
know the family?"

“No, nor heard of it I know ibe
country in which they live, that is all—

on.
e Wall, Charley was on sick-leave in
the hills when the matiny broke out, and
had only just rejeined us at the time of
which 1 am ing. It wasa fow days
—perbaps a week — before the Raptee
bosiness, that he saw the enemy for the
first and last time. There wea & fort to
be taken — one of those that our Govern-
ment were fools enough to lat a st of ras-
cally Hajabe arm and occupy, to turn
ﬁﬂ!l s at the v:gr firat T:;h;.

infantry wers, for a wonder,

to the riglﬂ'{:idam'il—th AT ud o
were posted in the front, hidden in a linle
wood, to cot off the scoundrels in their
inevitable I had disuwounted, and
was watching the fort through a field-glass
—and s was Charley, but he was on
borseback. 1 had not to watch 1
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to the ji

tar them.

that had

that only mutinisd a few days before,
drew up in good order, and i
safislaction prepared to march off our way.
At their head was a man that [ bad koown
l% :’ﬂh and had heard too much of
* Charley,’ 1 whi , ‘do #ee that
fellow on the white barb, with & shirg of
mil'om- his tumic? That's Lal Roo-

“t And what is the Roogee famons for 7°
aakad Charley, in his playful way.

1" I gald ; ¢ this is oo joking mat-
ter. That is the Gend who ki Clay-
ton's young wife. He set fire to ber musha
dress, and the devils that wers with him
hacked her to pieces with their awords, as
she ran shrieking through the compound.’

“ 1 shall never forE:thm ion on
Charley’s face wheu he heard words.
The poor lady bad been very kind to bim
when be first came out, and there,
riding at the head of the iroop that her
husband once commanded, was her mur-
derer! It was as moch aa I eould do to
bold the excited boy : be wonld have rid-
dea out, then and single-banded, to
cut him down, At last we got the word
‘ Officers to the front!" The word wea
given to charge, and away we went. It
Was & r race ; but my charger stum-
bled over a fallen and this threw me
back almost equal with the men. 1 then
saw that Charley was charging straight on
Lal e, 1 saw his glimmer in
the air; Isaw the rebel sowar rein back
his borse to avoid the stroke; 1 saw him
wave his sworl, as it seemed to me, only
towards Charley as be whirled by —and
then I was in the thivk of it myself — do-
ing my m{'i:: hope —till the recall was
sounded. N my Gergeant came u
and,sithammmhhbmudehaﬁz
told me what bhad really bappened. The

ntly idle wave of that practised vil-
lain’s aword had done deadly work. The
nhurpccum of the blade Just tonched

harley's neck, and inflicted & d
mmi 28 h h-e.fnmh::

through which,
reached the spod 'hﬂl‘ﬂl?;gfdhheilﬂ
bled to demsh. We buried him in the




