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feelings on finding his wigwams in ashes, and the lifeless,
scalpless remains of his beloved family and relatives
strewed about on the blood-stained ground, can only be
imagined. e had lost all that bound him to life, and per-
fectly reckless he followed the return trail of the Foxes
determined to die, if necessary, in revenging the grievous
wrong which they had inflicted on him. He arrived at the
village of his enemies, a day after their successful war-party
had returned, and he heard men, women, and children
sereaming and yelling with delight, as they danced around
the sealps which their warriors had taken.

Secreting himself on the outskirts of the village, the Ojib-
way chieftain waited for an opportunity to imbrue his
hands in the blood of an enemy who might come within
reach of his tomahawk. IIe had not remained long in his
ambush, when the Foxes collected a short distance from
the village, for the purpose of torturing and burning their
two captives. The old man was first produced, and his
body being wrapped in folds of the combustible birch bark,
the Foxes set fire to it and caused him to run the gaunt-
let amid their hellish whoops and sereams ; covered with
a perfect blaze of fire, and receiving withal a shower of
blows, the old man soon expired.

The young and tender lad was then brought forward,
and his doom was to run backwards and forwards on a long
pile of burning fagots, till consumed to death. None but
a parent can fully imagine the feelings which wrung the
heart of the ambushed Ojibway chieftain, as he now recog-
nized his only surviving child in the young captive who was
about to undergo these torments. IIis single arm could
not rescue him, but the brave father determined to die for
or with his only son, and as the cruel Foxes were on the
point of setting fire to the heap of dry fagots on which
the lad had been placed, they were surprised to see the



