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The motion of the canoe had been attended with little or no noise, the frontiermen habitually getting accustomed to
caution in most of their movements, and it now lay on the glassy water appearing to float in air, partaking of the breathing
stillness that seemed to pervade the entire scene. At this instant a dry stick was heard cracking on the narrow strip of
land that concealed the bay from the open lake. Both the adventurers started, and each extended a hand towards his
rifle, the weapon never being out of reach of the arm.
"'Twas too heavy for any light creatur'," whispered Hurry, "and it sounded like the tread of a man!"
"Not so--not so," returned Deerslayer; "'t was, as you say, too heavy for one, but it was too light for the other. Put your
paddle in the water, and send the canoe in, to that log; I'll land and cut off the creatur's retreat up the p'int, be it a Mingo,
or be it a muskrat."
As Hurry complied, Deerslayer was soon on the shore, advancing into the thicket with a moccasined foot, and a caution
that prevented the least noise. In a minute he was in the centre of the narrow strip of land, and moving slowly down
towards its end, the bushes rendering extreme watchfulness necessary. Just as he reached the centre of the thicket the
dried twigs cracked again, and the noise was repeated at short intervals, as if some creature having life walked slowly
towards the point. Hurry heard these sounds also, and pushing the canoe off into the bay, he seized his rifle to watch the
result. A breathless minute succeeded, after which a noble buck walked out of the thicket, proceeded with a stately step
to the sandy extremity of the point, and began to slake his thirst from the water of the lake. Hurry hesitated an instant;
then raising his rifle hastily to his shoulder, he took sight and fired. The effect of this sudden interruption of the solemn
stillness of such a scene was not its least striking peculiarity. The report of the weapon had the usual sharp, short sound
of the rifle: but when a few moments of silence had succeeded the sudden crack, during which the noise was floating in
air across the water, it reached the rocks of the opposite mountain, where the vibrations accumulated, and were rolled
from cavity to cavity for miles along the hills, seeming to awaken the sleeping thunders of the woods. The buck merely
shook his head at the report of the rifle and the whistling of the bullet, for never before had he come in contact with man;
but the echoes of the hills awakened his distrust, and leaping forward, with his four legs drawn under his body, he fell at
once into deep water, and began to swim towards the foot of the lake. Hurry shouted and dashed forward in chase, and
for one or two minutes the water foamed around the pursuer and the pursued. The former was dashing past the point,
when Deerslayer appeared on the sand and signed to him to return.
"'Twas inconsiderate to pull a trigger, afore we had reconn'itred the shore, and made sartain that no inimies harbored
near it," said the latter, as his companion slowly and reluctantly complied. "This much I have l'arned from the Delawares,
in the way of schooling and traditions, even though I've never yet been on a war-path. And, moreover, venison can hardly
be called in season now, and we do not want for food. They call me Deerslayer, I'll own, and perhaps I desarve the
name, in the way of understanding the creatur's habits, as well as for some sartainty in the aim, but they can't accuse me
of killing an animal when there is no occasion for the meat, or the skin. I may be a slayer, it's true, but I'm no slaughterer."
"'Twas an awful mistake to miss that buck!" exclaimed Hurry, doffing his cap and running his fingers through his
handsome but matted curls, as if he would loosen his tangled ideas by the process. "I've not done so onhandy a thing
since I was fifteen."
"Never lament it, as the creatur's death could have done neither of us any good, and might have done us harm. Them
echoes are more awful in my ears, than your mistake, Hurry, for they sound like the voice of natur' calling out ag'in a
wasteful and onthinking action."
"You'll hear plenty of such calls, if you tarry long in this quarter of the world, lad," returned the other laughing. "The
echoes repeat pretty much all that is said or done on the Glimmerglass, in this calm summer weather. If a paddle falls
you hear of it sometimes, ag'in and ag'in, as if the hills were mocking your clumsiness, and a laugh, or a whistle, comes
out of them pines, when they're in the humour to speak, in a way to make you believe they can r'ally convarse."
"So much the more reason for being prudent and silent. I do not think the inimy can have found their way into these hills
yet, for I don't know what they are to gain by it, but all the Delawares tell me that, as courage is a warrior's first vartue, so
is prudence his second. One such call from the mountains, is enough to let a whole tribe into the secret of our arrival."
"If it does no other good, it will warn old Tom to put the pot over, and let him know visiters are at hand. Come, lad; get
into the canoe, and we will hunt the ark up, while there is yet day."
Deerslayer complied, and the canoe left the spot. Its head was turned diagonally across the lake, pointing towards the
south-eastern curvature of the sheet. In that direction, the distance to the shore, or to the termination of the lake, on the
course the two were now steering, was not quite a mile, and, their progress being always swift, it was fast lessening
under the skilful, but easy sweeps of the paddles. When about half way across, a slight noise drew the eyes of the men
towards the nearest land, and they saw that the buck was just emerging from the lake and wading towards the beach. In
a minute, the noble animal shook the water from his flanks, gazed up ward at the covering of trees, and, bounding
against the bank, plunged into the forest.

"That creatur' goes off with gratitude in his heart," said Deerslayer, "for natur' tells him he has escaped a great danger.
You ought to have some of the same feelin's, Hurry, to think your eye wasn't true, or that your hand was onsteady, when
no good could come of a shot that was intended onmeaningly rather than in reason."
"I deny the eye and the hand," cried March with some heat. "You've got a little character, down among the Delawares,
there, for quickness and sartainty, at a deer, but I should like to see you behind one of them pines, and a full painted
Mingo behind another, each with a cock'd rifle and a striving for the chance! Them's the situations, Nathaniel, to try the
sight and the hand, for they begin with trying the narves. I never look upon killing a creatur' as an explite; but killing a
savage is. The time will come to try your hand, now we've got to blows ag'in, and we shall soon know what a ven'son
reputation can do in the field. I deny that either hand or eye was onsteady; it was all a miscalculation of the buck, which
stood still when he ought to have kept in motion, and so I shot ahead of him."
"Have it your own way, Hurry; all I contend for is, that it's lucky. I dare say I shall not pull upon a human mortal as steadily
or with as light a heart, as I pull upon a deer."
"Who's talking of mortals, or of human beings at all, Deerslayer? I put the matter to you on the supposition of an Injin. I
dare say any man would have his feelin's when it got to be life or death, ag'in another human mortal; but there would be
no such scruples in regard to an Injin; nothing but the chance of his hitting you, or the chance of your hitting him."
"I look upon the redmen to be quite as human as we are ourselves, Hurry. They have their gifts, and their religion, it's
true; but that makes no difference in the end, when each will be judged according to his deeds, and not according to his
skin."
"That's downright missionary, and will find little favor up in this part of the country, where the Moravians don't congregate.
Now, skin makes the man. This is reason; else how are people to judge of each other. The skin is put on, over all, in
order when a creatur', or a mortal, is fairly seen, you may know at once what to make of him. You know a bear from a
hog, by his skin, and a gray squirrel from a black."
"True, Hurry," said the other looking back and smiling, "nevertheless, they are both squirrels."
"Who denies it? But you'll not say that a red man and a white man are both Injins?"
"But I do say they are both men. Men of different races and colors, and having different gifts and traditions, but, in the
main, with the same natur'. Both have souls; and both will be held accountable for their deeds in this life."

