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shed tears, and did not comfort her; who made her
the mother of his children, and left them all so pitiful,
with the little one lying helpless upon the river side,
and only the dogs to guard her. I feel unmanly,
unworthy of a ¢ Tene Jua,’ but ¢ Niotsi N Dethe’ make
it plain to me ; oh, make me see how I can be a true
man, and yet forgive ! ”
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It was but a few weeks after Minneha had received
the rescued infant, and promised to be a mother to
it, that she discovered that she had undertaken more
than she was able to fulfil. It required no very
searching eye to perceive that the little one was not
thriving ; in truth, she was dwindling away day by
day, and those who were in the habit of visiting the
Camp gazed sadly at the little pinched face and
shrivelled limbs, and foreboded that it would not be
long before Michel’s child rejoined its mother in the
¢silent land.’ ¢ Owindia” was the name given by
the Indians to their deceased ‘sister's child; and in
truth, Owindia, ‘ weeping one,” was well suited to
the frail creature who since that terrible night was



