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THE FEAST OF THE VIRGIVS.

Her hand to the spirits she raised and. said,

And her sun-browned cheeks were aflame with red: -
“I am pure!—-1 am pure as the falling snow!

Great Taku-skan-skan™ _will testify!

And dares the tall coward to say, me no?”

But the sullen warrior made no ,rc;ﬂy. .-
She turned to the chief with her frantic cries: oo
“\\’ak;’x!\va,~~-my Father; he lies,—he lies!, v

\Vﬁv;ist\i: is pure as the fawn unborn;

l.ead me back to the feast, or Wiwaste dies!”

But the »wairiors uttered a cry of scorn,

‘And he turned his face from her pleading eyes.

Then ‘the sullen warrior, the tall Red Cloud.
Looked up :unl&pnk(: and his voice was loud;
But he held his wrath and he spoke with care:
“Wiwaste is young; she is proud and fair,

‘But she may not boast of the ﬁrgin SNOWS,
The Virging' Feast is a sacred thing;
How durst she enter the Virging ring?

The warrior would fain. but he dares not spare;

she is tarnished and only the Red Cloud knows.”

She clutehed her hair in her clenchéd hagd:
She stood like a statue bronzed and gr:u;tl:
Wakan-dee™ flashed -in her ﬁcriv eyes; ‘
Then swift as the meteor cleaves the skies, —
Nay, swift as the fiery Wakinyan's dart.”
she snatched the knife from the warriors ]mll
And plunged it clean to the polished  hiit—
With a deadly ¢ry—in -the villain's }'zgart.
Staggering ‘he- clutched the air and fch/i_l;
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