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Chapter Seventeen

chanicallj', he examined it more closely.

The lettering was that of a man's name.

The man's name was Ciraehme Stewart.

Without thinking of what he did, he

dropped the object on the small table, and

returned anxiously to the girl's side, cursing

the tardiness of the Indian woman. But in

a moment A\'ishkobun returned.

"Will she recover?" asked the Factor,

distracted at the woman's deliberate exam-

ination.

The latter smiled her indulgent, slow

smile. " But surely," she assured him in

her own tongue, " it is no more than if she

cut her finger. In a few breaths she will

recover. Now I will go to the house of the

Cockburn for a morsel of the sweet wood *

which she must smell." She looked her in-

quiry for permission.

* Camphor.
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