fire in the center of our tipiv with the flue open et the top. Suddenly
Pretty Door started to tell me something in an undertone voice, while she
wes holding the spoon in her hand, blowing eway the gresse -- gkimming the
grease. he had spied, in the spoon, the face of & Crow Inﬂian warrior
“pecping down from the bough of a tree that was directly eﬁr the top open-
ing of our $ipl. %an enemy is spying us from zbove. Do something st onece
be. ore e t:kes s shot 2t us.”™ she whispered. uulck as s flaah I took out
my best zrrow and without any s ecicl eim = only in my nind, I shot the
arrow with all ny nmicht. IV took effect. 1 had wounded the Crow -~ dontt
know where but could see the blood tracks he had left behind. I ran out
quickly but my foot caught at the door and stumbled outside snd by that time
the en@ made his gete-away in the timber, The Crow evidently was a lonely
scout, saw owr smoke and playfully climbed up the bough ower our tipi and
wag eyeing us from the opening of our lodge. .ny rate, wounding this Crow
added another coup to my record.

e broke camp st once and returned home,



