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which were hunted out, one by d#e, and put on her
with loving, albeit trembling hands. Then the poor
lifeless form was lifted out of the tent, and carried
a few yards further back from the river, to where
the grave was being made ready. Here all was soon
prepared ; silently, reverently the body was lowered
into its shallow resting place; the earth was thrown
over it, then a young fir-tree was-cut down, shorn
of its bark, and driven upright in ﬁle ground,
and a few streamers of coloured rag’ or ribbon,
furnished by the women, tied on to the top of the
pole. The task was ended, and the young mother
of twenty-eight years, who awoke that morning
.in the full bloom of health and vigour, was left
to slumber on in that long sleep, which shall be
broken only on the morning of the Resurrection !
And now, indeed, there “was nothing more to be
done, they must flee from that desecrated spot as
soon as possible. With one accord, every tent and’
lodge was taken down, bundles were packed, canoes
were lifted into the water, and in less than two hours
from the commencement of these operations, the
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