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Smith could not help but hear the aftair—nor, for a ume, but
watch it. As an old man the scene was still clear to him:

The prisoner was tied to the stake with his hands raised above his
head, stripped naked, and surrounded by Indians. They would touch
him with redhot irons, and stick his body full of pine splinters and set
them on fire—drowning the shricks of the victim in the yells of delight
with which they danced around him. His companions in the meantime
stood in a group near the stake, and had a foretaste of what was in
reserve for each of them, As fast as one prisoner dicd under his tortures,
another filled his place. . . .




