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the tnbe two years previously. Fortunately she could not
understand the volleys of threats and curses which the women
of the tnbe heaped upon her, although she could not mistake
their lurious ejaculations.

Ethel had cried at Hrst until she could cry no more, and
had^now nerved herself for the worst. She had heard that
the indians have neither mercy nor pity for anyone who n.ay
exhibit fear of death

; she knew that no entreaties or tears
woula move them in the slightest, but that courage and firm-
ness would at anyrate command their respect and admiration.
She had therefore schooled herself to show no emotion when
the time came

;
and now, except that she had given an

involuntary shudder at the sight of the gesticulating throng
she betrayed no sign whatever of her emotion, but looked
round so calmly and unflinchingly, that the violent abuse and
gesticulations died away in a murmur of admiration of the
pale-faced child who looked so calmly on death

Nevertheless, as the troop drew up in front of the council
hut, and alighted, the women pressed round as usual to heap
abuse upon the prisoner

; but one of the Indians stepped up to
her, and waved them bnck, and saying, "She is the child of a
great chief," took her by the arm, and handed her over to the
care of the wife of one of the principal chiefs. The selection
was a good one

;
for the woman, who was young, was knownm the tribe as the Fawn for her gentle disposition. She at

once led the captive away to her lodge, where she bude her sit
down, offered her food, and spoke kindly to her in her low, soft
Indian tongue. Ethel could not understand her, but the kindly
tones moved her more than the threats of the crowd outside
had done, and she broke down in a torrent of tears
The Indian woman drew the girl to her as a mother might


