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THE WIT OF PORPORTUK 

 

 

EL-SOO had been a Mission girl. Her mother had died when she was very small, and Sister 

Alberta had plucked El-Soo as a brand from the burning, one summer day, and carried her away 

to Holy Cross Mission and dedicated her to God. El-Soo was a full-blooded Indian, yet she 

exceeded all the half-breed and quarter-breed girls. Never had the good sisters dealt with a girl 

so adaptable and at the same time so spirited. 

 

El-Soo was quick, and deft, and intelligent; but above all she was fire, the living flame of life, 

a blaze of personality that was compounded of will, sweetness, and daring. Her father was a 

chief, and his blood ran in her veins. Obedience, on the part of El-Soo, was a matter of terms 

and arrangement. She had a passion for equity, and perhaps it was because of this that she 

excelled in mathematics. 

 

But she excelled in other things. She learned to read and write English as no girl had ever 

learned in the Mission. She led the girls in singing, and into song she carried her sense of equity. 

She was an artist, and the fire of her flowed toward creation. Had she from birth enjoyed a more 

favorable environment, she would have made literature or music. 

 

Instead, she was El-Soo, daughter of Klakee-Nah, a chief, and she lived in the Holy Cross 

Mission where were no artists, but only pure-souled Sisters who were interested in cleanliness 

and righteousness and the welfare of the spirit in the land of immortality that lay beyond the 

skies. 

 

The years passed. She was eight years old when she entered the Mission; she was sixteen, and 

the Sisters were corresponding with their superiors in the Order concerning the sending of El-

Soo to the United States to complete her education, when a man of her own tribe arrived at Holy 

Cross and had talk with her. El-Soo was somewhat appalled by him. He was dirty. He was a 

Caliban-like creature, primitively ugly, with a mop of hair that had never been combed. He 

looked at her disapprovingly and refused to sit down. 

 

"Thy brother is dead," he said, shortly. 
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