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roof could we move at all, and beneath the network of this

entanglement the majority of the bodies lay, crushed and
mangled. I saw Kirby, free from his bonds, but dead
beneath a heavy beam. His face was toward us and the

flicker of flame revealed a dark spot on his forehead—
his life had never been crushed out by that plunging

timber which pinned him there; it had been ended by a
bullet. My eyes sought hers, in swift memory of my last

order, and she must have read my thought.

"No," she said, "not that, Steven. It was the boy who
shot him. Oh, please, can we not go? There is light

already in the sky overhead— see. Take me away from
here— anywhere, outside."

"In a moment; all these surely are dead, beyond our
aid, and yet we must not depart foodless. We know not

how far it still may be to Ottawa. Wait, while I search

for the things we need."

"Not alone ; I must be where I can touch you. Try to

understand. Oh. you do not know those hours I have
spent in agony— I have died a thousand deaths since

that sun went down."

"You were conscious— all night long?"

"Conscious? Yes, and unhurt, yet prisoned helpless

beneath those two logs yonder, saved only by that over-

turned bench. Elsie, poor thing, never knew how death
came, it was so swift, but I lay there, within a foot of
her body unscratched. I could think only of you, Steven,

but with never a dream that you lived. There were
groans at first and cries. Some Indians crept in through
the door and drajrged out a few \vh^^ lived. But with

the coming of darkness all sounds ceased and such silence


