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Micabo's Island 

M
ICABO, the hare, had a large family of children. 
They would have been a very happy family if it 
hadn't been for Wolf. But Wolf, who had already 

11 .l llpcd up Mrs. Micabo. was always on the prowl, and they 
w, II I. ill terror of their lives. 

M I l'~tbo was always thinking what he could do about 
W 111I~ and one day he took a grain of sand in his mouth and 
W. 1I11 out to sea with it. When he was a good way off shore, 

I II 111 \lk the grain of sand out of his mouth and made an 
I ~ IIII(I of it. It was a pretty island, with grass and bushes and 
II, '\VI'I' S, and plenty of lettuce and spinach and such-like 
tilll l) ',:; to eat; but it was very, very small. All the same, 

Ii ,iI lO was proud of it-it wasn't everybody who could 
1\ 1.1 kt' (IH island out ofa grain of sand. He jumped all round it, 
111,1 Ihcll he swam back to the mainland. 
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'Come along,' he said to the children. 
'Come along where?' asked the children. 
'To my island,' said Micabo. 
'But we don't like swinuning,' said the children. 'The 

water gets in our ears. Besides, what's the good of it? Wolf 
can swim as well as we can.' 

'When I say come along, I mean come along,' said Micabo. 
'Do as you're told.' 

So they all swam out to the island; and the water did get in 
their ears; and also, of course, they got wet all over, so that it 
was a rather sulky party that landed on Micabo's island. They 
were wringing the water out of their ears, and rolling on the 
grass to dry their coats, when they saw, coming over the sea 
towards them, a dark body under the water, and above the 
water a grey head and a red tongue and the tip of a long, 
bushy tail. 

'There! What did we tell you?' cried the children. 'Wolf's 
coming after us!' 

'Go to the other side of the island,' said Micabo. 
'But it's too small, it's too small!' wailed the children. 

'Wolfwill catch us ! We shall never escape from Wolf unless 
we swim out and out and out into the sea-and then we shall 
all be drowned!' 

'When I say go to the other side of the island, I mean go to 
the other side of the island,' said Micabo. 'Do as you're 
told.' 

So the children scampered off. But as for Micabo himself, 
he stayed where he was, and waited for Wolf. 

Wolf came ashore and shook the water out of his coat. 
Then he saw Micabo, and his eyes glared, and the hair on his 
back stood up. 

'Where are the children?' said Wolf. 
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'Gone to the other side of the island,' said Micabo. 
'Pooh!' said Wol£ 'They can't escape me that way! What 

.1 fuol you were to bring them to this little place! It almost 
,'WCI1lS as ifyou wanted them to be eaten! I shall have them all 
Ilrcsently! Young hares are very toothsome!' And he grinned 
Ilorribly and licked his lips. 'But first I'll eat you!' he roared 
III It . And he gave a pounce and snapped his jaws. 

Uut Micabo leaped round and kicked sand into Wolf's 
l' y <':S; and then he went off like a streak oflight, doubling and 
I'HllP1llg· 

Wolf knew he couldn't catch Micabo when he doubled 
.llld jumped like that, but he .didn't worry. 'He'll get tired of 
I hose capers soon,' he said to himsel£ 'And on this tiny island 
1Ione of them can escape me.' 

So he set out at a trot for the other side of the island. 
he children were crowded on the very tip of the island: 

I here was nothing in front of them but the waves of the 
' )t;can. When Micabo reached them he sat down and began to 
nihble the grass. 

The children were trembling, every one of them, and their 
wII iskers were twitching. 'How far off is Wolf now?' they 
.Isk.ed. 

Micabo glanced over his shoulders. 'Oh, about quarter ofa 
lllile,' he said. 

'Oh! Oh! What shall we do?' wailed the children. And 
I hey began to run about, looking for places to hide. 

But Micabo went on nibbling the grass. 
Wolf was a long time coming. The children hid where 

ril ey could and lay flat. By and by one popped his head out 
l'rom behind a rock. 'How far is Wolf off now?' he 
whispered. 

Micabo had finished nibbling the grass, and was washing 

3 



Red Indian Folk and Fairy Tales 

his ears. He looked over his shoulder. 'Oh, about half a mile,' 
he answered. 

'But-but you said-' began the young hare. 
'Children should be seen and not heard,' said Micabo. And 

he went on washing his ears. 
By and by another young hare peeped out from a clump of 

grass. 'How-how far is Wolf off now?' he whispered. 
Micabo looked over his shoulder. 'Oh, about three

quarters of a mile,' he said. 
'But-but- ' stammered the young hare. 
'Children should be seen and not heard,' said Micabo. And 

he began cleaning his whiskers. 
Then another young hare crept out from the sand in which 

he had buried himsel£ He was all covered with sand, and his 
mouth was full of it. He looked very piteous. 'H-how f-far 
is W -Wolf off n-now?' he stuttered. 

Micabo looked over his shoulder. 'Oh, about a mile,' he 
said. 

All this time Wolfwas coming along at a trot. He could see 
Micabo sitting on his haunches, cleaning his whiskers. He 
could see him quite plainly with his long ears sticking up. But 
Micabo seemed to be growing smaller and smaller, and 
farther and farther away. Wolf couldn't understand It at all. 

'Can I be running backwards?' he wondered. 
He wasn't running backwards, he was running forwards. 

But the truth was that with every step he took the island was 
growing bigger. It was quite a long way across now, and 
Micabo was only a little speck in the distance. And then he 
wasn't anything at all, as far as Wolf could see. 

Wolf was getting tired; he stopped trotting and began to 
walk. The children came out of their hiding places. They 
couldn't understand it, either. They thought they would have 
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ht:en eaten up long before this. 'How far is Wolf off now?' 
they asked. 

Micabo had fmished washing himsel£ He was standing on 
f'I~c beach watching the waves. He looked over his shoulder. 
'Oh, about two miles off,' he said. 

The next time the children asked, Wolfwas three miles off, 
and the next time they asked, he was four. The island was 
growing and growing, the bushes were turning into trees, 
:11I,d the birds were singing, and new young bushes were 
springing from the ground. The children began to laugh and 
pla y. 'How far is Wolf off now?' they asked. 

'Oh, about five miles,' sai~ Micabo, not even bothering to 
turn his head. 

Then Wolf was six miles off, and then seven and eight and 
lIine and ten. By evening he was forty miles off, and the 
children stopped playing and lay down in the grass to sleep. 

All night Wolf travelled. He was not even walking now, 
he was crawling. His legs ached, and his tongue was lolling 
llUt. Days passed, and nights passed, and summer passed, and 
rhe birds stopped singing, and the leaves fell from the trees; 
:\nd still Wolf went on crawling, crawling, with the leaves 
fllling all round him. 

'I'll get them yet,' panted Wolf. 'I will get them!' 
Micabo sat and smoked his pipe. He looked up at the sky. 

'I,t's going to snow,' he said. 'I think we'll all go to sleep for 
I'be winter.' 

So they went to sleep for the winter, cuddled together in a 
little house Micabo had built under the bushes. 

The snow felL Wolf was still creeping on. He was very 
chin now, but the snow that coated him made him look fat. 
It was no use his creeping on, because the farther he crept, the 
bigger grew the island. He should have turned round and 
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gone back, but he didn't like to be beaten. The spring came 
and melted the snow offhis coat; he looked just like a bag of 
bones, but still he crawled on. 

The hare children woke up, and danced and played in the 
sunshine. 'How far is Wolf off now?' they asked. 

Micabo looked over his shoulder. 'Oh, about a thousand 
miles,' he said. 

'A thousand miles! A thousand miles!' The hare children 
jumped and laughed. 'And will he ever get any nearer?' 

'No,' said Micabo. 'He will keep getting farther and 
farther off, till he dies of old age at last.' 

'Is that what will happen?' asked the hare children. 
'Yes, that's what will happen,' said Micabo. 
And that's what did happen. 
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Ugly Thing 

A
LITTLE girl went to the forest to pick berries, and she 
got lost. She wandered about for a long time, looking 
for the way home, but she couldn't fmd it. She only 

w:dked deeper and deeper into the forest. Now it was grow
III g dark, and she was tired, s~ she stopped wandering about. 

'11<.: ate some berries, and drank some water from a pool, and 
I h <.'1l she made herself a bed of pine needles and lay down. 

She was a little bit scared, but not very scared. Before she 
\V('J)t to sleep she said, 'I am a little girl, and I don't wish 
,lllyone any harm. Please be kind to me. Good night, People
W Ilo-Live-In-The-Trees. Good night, People-Who-Run-On
The-Ground. Good night, Moon, good night, Stars. Good 
fli ght, Big Shadows and Little Shadows. Good night, all 
I.nvcly Things. Good night.' 

Then she curled herself up and went to sleep. 
She woke at dawn to fmd a huge hand holding her by the 

11(.:ck. Little Girl woke up, and there bending over her was a 
,',r<.:at big UGLY THING. 

'You didn't say good night to me,' said Ugly Thing, 'so 
IIOW I am going to eat you.' 

'Oh, please don't do that, don't do that!' cried Little Girl. 
'I would have said good night to you, I would truly, only I 
,Iicln't know there was a you: 

Ugly Thing didn't believe her; he thought the whole 
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world knew about him and how ugly he was. So he tucked 
her under his arm and carried her of( 

He carried her to a valley of rocks with a river running 
through it. He said to one rock, 'Open your door,' and the 
rock opened its door, and they went through into a cave. 
It was a very untidy cave, with everything lying about any
where. 

'You tidy it up,' said Ugly Thing. 'I am going out on busi
ness.' Then he said, 'Open your door,' and the cave door 
opened; and he went out and said, 'Shut your door,' and the 
door shut, and Little Girl was left alone. 

She didn't tidy up the cave. She just stood there waiting till 
she thought Ugly Thing would be far away. Then she said, 
'Open your door,' and the cave door opened. And she went 
out and said, 'Shut your door,' and the door shut behind her. 
Then she began to run. She didn't know which way her 
home was, but she ran and ran all day to get away from Ugly 
Thing. She had to stop running at last because she had no 
more breath left; and when she looked round, there was 
Ugly Thing standing grinning at her. 

'What were you running away for?' he asked. 
'I want to go home! Oh, please let me go home!' sobbed 

Little Girl. 
'You can't go home. Don't you know I am going to eat 

you?' said Ugly Thing, and he picked her up under his arm, 
and carried her back to the cave. 

'I'm not going to eat you tonight,' he said. 'I've had a big 
supper with a friend of mine, and I couldn't swallow another 
mouthful. Here, you'd better cook yourself something.' 

He gave her some acorn flour, and Little Girl made a mush 
of it. 

'That smells good!' said Ugly Thing. And he ate quite a lot 
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,.j II , $0 it didn't seem as if he could have had very much 
111'pl·" with his friend. 

1\ f"l(;J; supper he tossed a rabbit-fur blanket down at one end 
, Ii ill(; cave and said to Little Girl, 'You can sleep there.' 

Li ttle Girl lay down and rolled the blanket round her. It 
W, IS warm and soft. 'Good night,' she said. 

'You don't say good night to an Ugly Thing,' he said 
'IiWily. 

'uh yes I do,' said Little Girl. And then she yawned and 
11· 11 ~lsleep. 

When she woke in the morning the cave door was open, 
ilill Ugly Thing was outside putting ftrewood into a round 
I.vell. The ftre was roaring in the oven, and she could feel the 
Iw:lt corning from it. 
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'This is to roast you in when 1come back this evening,' he 
said. 'Now 1 have to be off on business. There's some corn
bread and rabbit hams in the cave for your breakfast. You 
just keep that fire going in the oven, or it will be the worse 
for you ... And it's no use your trying to run away, be
cause wherever you go 1shall be there.' 

And with that he walked of[ 
Ugly Thing hadn't really to be off on business. He hadn't 

any business. It was all pretence. He spent his days walking 
round the world, listening to what people were saying about 
him. Ifthey said how ugly he was, he was angry; but if they 
didn't say anything about him, he was angrier still. 

Little Girl didn't want any breakfast, she was too unhappy. 
She poked a few sticks into the oven, and then she went and 
sat by the river. She wanted to run away, but she knew it was 
no use, so she just sat and felt sad. 

By and by an otter came out of the river and looked at 
her. 

'What are you doing here?' he said. 
'Oh, 1don't know, 1 don't know" said Little Girl. 
'Don't know' That's no answer. Of course you know" 

said Otter. 
'Well then-waiting for Ugly Thing to come back and 

eat me,' said Little Girl. 
'Why don't you run away?' said Otter. 
'Because Ugly Thing is everywhere,' said Little Girl. 
'Poor Ugly Thing" said Otter. 'To be everywhere and 

have no friends l' 
He dived back into the river and came up with a fme fat 

salmon in his mouth. The salmon was so big that Otter could 
hardly hold it. 'Give him that,' he said, and dragged the 
salmon on to the bank. 
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Li ttle Girl picked some herbs she found growing amongst 
Ii)l" rocks and stuffed the salmon. Then she found some blue
I' (~ I rics ~U1d made a tart. She raked the fire out ofthe oven, and 
"III :in the salmon and the blueberry tart. 'Perhaps he will eat 
II i ~ l t and forget to eat me,' she thought. And she went into the 
, .Ive and tidied it up very nicely. 

When the sun was getting low, Ugly Thing came back. '1 
!lld l HSH" he said. 

" t's salmon,' said Little Girl. 
'SALMON!' shouted Ugly Thing. 'I haven't tasted 

';/\LMON since I lived at home with Mother ... And 
I :d l;m't tell you how long ag<;> that was,' he said grumpily. 

'I don't want to know,' said Little Girl. 
'T shouldn't tell you if you did,' said Ugly Thing. 
Little Girl took the salmon and the blueberry tart out of the 

" V(~I1 , and they sat down to supper. Little Girl only got a piece 
III bread to eat, because Ugly Thing was so greedy. He ate 
Ille salmon, and he ate the bones, and he licked the dish, and 
lit.' swallowed the blueberry tart in two gulps, and licked that 
,I ish. Little Girl felt frightened when she heard his big teeth 
• l'lIllChing. 'It might have been me he was crunching up,' she 
I hunght, and that gave her a very queer feeling. 

When there was no more to eat, Ugly Thing licked his 
1 ~ ll gers and looked at Little Girl. '1 don't think 1 can eat you 
Itlllight,' he said. 'I'm full. Besides, the oven's gone cold. 
Iksides, I've got indigestion.' 

'I'm sorry for that,' said Little Girl politely. 
'You are not sorry,' shouted Ugly Thing. 'You are NOT 

:)ORRY. Go to bed" 
Little Girl went to bed. He seemed so angry that she didn't 

('ven dare to say good night to him. When the sun rose she 
woke to hear someone crying. It was Ugly Thing: he was 

R.I.F .T.-B II 



Red Indian Folk and Fairy Tales 

sitting in a corner of the cave, and the tears were rolling down 
his face. 

Little Girl went over to him. 'Why are you crying?' she 
asked. 

'I am an Ugly Thing, I am an Ugly Thing" he sobbed. 
Little Girl didn't know what to say. She looked at his eyes 

that were glittering with tears, and in the tears she saw little 
pictures ofhersel£ She saw pictures ofother things, too: there 
were little mountains with bears on them, and little rivers 
with men fishing, and little villages with women going in and 
out oftheir houses and carrying their babies in cradles on their 
backs. All the places and people that Ugly Thing had been 
looking at were in those tears. 

'You're not such an Ugly Thing as all that,' said Little Girl. 
'Your eyes are interesting-they've got pictures in them.' 

'Pictures in them!' said Ugly Thing. 
'Yes,' said Little Girl. 
'I WON'T have pictures in my eyes" shouted Ugly 

Thing, and he got up and stamped out of the cave. 
He didn't come in for a long time, and when he did come 

he was wearing a hideous mask that he had carved out of the 
stump of a dead tree. 

'Is this ugly enough for you?' he bawled. 
'Yes, it is,' said Little Girl. 'But that's not you; it's a False 

Face.' 
'It is me, it is me, it's my REAL FACE,' shouted Ugly 

Thing. 'And I'm going to eat you this evening" 
But he didn't eat her that evening; he brought home some 

rabbits, and Little Girl cooked them for him. 
It went on like that for nine days. Every morning he lit the 

fire in the oven and stacked up firewood and told her to keep 
the oven hot because he was going to roast her in the even
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Ijjf1j .lIld every evening he brought home something else for 
I" I I" cl)ok. Little Girl got quite used to his ways, and on 
tI" 1'1' 11111 morning she said, 'I don't believe you're going to 
, II III(' at all" 

' r 1,,1: going to eat you?' said Ugly Thing. 
, .. , , I, ' said Little Girl. 
,1\ Il'll 't you afraid of me?' said Ugly Thing, 
r,j", ' said Little Girl, 'I don't believe I am.' 

' 11111 I, nm terribly ugly?' he said. 
III SI) terribly when one gets used to you,' said Little 

.I Ii ' I think you're a bit of a sham.' 
' I 'kl! ifNOBODY'S afraid ofme, and NOBODY thinks 

) ' 1\ \ 1I1',ly, I can't live here any longer,' wailed Ugly Thing. 'I 
1\ ,i I j',d ItO me to Mother.' 

'TILlI' would be a very good thing,' said Little Girl. 'You 
\ " ' I I 'I" 1I'H::one to look after you. Look what a mess you're 
111 1 YUl.Ir face is dirty, and your hair's not combed, 
I II, I 

I J1'.1Y Thing gave a shriek, ran a ut of the cave, and dis
'l'l' i Il l'l l into a black fog. The fog was so thick that Little 
. • I! I ' 1) Iddn't see anything at all. But she heard a whimper
" ifl • . 11,,1 then she heard a rushing and a roaring like a great 

11111 : nlld then the fog rolled away over the river and was 
>II' , .11 111 Ugly Thing was nowhere to be seen. 
' I wi lllder if that was his mother that came for him?' 

11""1'.111 Little GirL And then she remembered her own 

111 ,, "10 ' 1, :l lld she felt very lonely and began to cry. But what 

W ' ~ li ds? The river was disappearing and the rocks were 

I , ' W ill! '. silvery and transparent like glass. The glass tinkled 


" 1,1 e li i111(':ci and broke into splinters and vanished, and there 

II' W.I S standing in the bean fIeld outside her own home, and 


I I I I 1111 ,illI.': 1' was looking out at the door. 
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'Mother! Mother!' Little Girl ran to her. 'Did you think 
I was dead?' 

'Think you were dead, you funny girl?' said her mother. 
'Why should I? You've only been gone ten minutes.' 
'Ten minutes?' said Little Girl. 'Ten minutes?' 
'That's all,' said her mother. 
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Star Maiden 

Y() U NG Brave, called Algon, took his bow and 
;IITOWS and went off to the prairies to shoot a deer for 
his dinner. He was walking this way and that, looking 

I" , ,1""1 t:ra.ils, when he came to some bright green grass, 
1/ 11.1 ,1"1) into a. ring by the prints of tiny feet. They weren't 
" "IILIi::' f<.:c t, they were like perfect human feet, only very, 

1 \ ':111 ;).11. 

' IIl lllles!' said Algon. 'How I would like to see them!' And 
Ij I I,,, I hi Il1self in some long grass that was growing near by. 

11,' 11.I.dn't waited long when he heard the sound ofsinging 
n'el his head. He peered up through the grass and saw a 
Im l(i'l .. fsilver reeds floating down from the sky. The basket 

li ili' 10 rest in the middle of the ring, and out of it stepped 
IW I 1\1 (' Il(;:ltltiful little maidens. They had tiny stars in their 
I. "' I'. I, l:ick hair, and they were wearing tunics that sparkled 
hI. ll('w; and though they were all lovely, one was lovelier 
i I; III rill': rest. They were still singing, and their voices were 
I, \ W .tll( I clear and oh, so sweet- like the warbling of birds a 
h'"J'. W ;IY off, or like birds singing in their sleep. They took 
h'il,I·..tlld danced round the ring, and still they were singing 
;" ""' il' sweet, low voices. 

AI!'.,lll parted the long grass a little, and peered through. 
II, ",IIIJIl't take his eyes offone of the maidens-the one that 

" II it' luveliest ofthem all. He felt he would never be happy 
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again if he couldn't take her home with him to be his wife. 
So when, as they went round the circle, this maiden came 
close to where he was hidden, he leaped out from the grass 
and tried to catch hold of her. But she made a run and 
jumped into the basket, and the other maidens jumped in 
after her; and the basket rocked gently once or twice, and 
then it floated up into the air, and was soon out of sight. 

Next day Algon went to the same place again and hid in the 
long grass. And he hadn't waited long before he again heard 
the singing over his head, and again saw the silver basket 
floating down out of the sky. Again the basket came to rest in 
the circle, and again the maidens jumped out of it and took 
hands and danced and sang. And again Algon tried to catch 
the loveliest of all the maidens, and again she escaped from 
him, and again leaped back into the basket with the others 
following her, and again the basket floated away with them 
into the sky. 

Algon went home very sadly. He was so much in love with 
the fairy maiden that he could think ofnothing else. He went 
to the circle again and again, and always the same thing 
happened. He didn't know what to do; he felt he must die 
soon, ifhe couldn't have that maiden for his wife. So one day 
he went to the Medicine Man and told him all about it. The 
Medicine Man said he thought he could help him, and he 
gave Algon a sunflower seed wrapped up in a tobacco lea£ 

'Go to the ring again,' said the Medicine Man, 'and when 
the maiden appears put this seed on your tongue. Then 
something will happen, and it is for you to make the most of . , 
your opportunity. 

So Algon thanked him, and took the tobacco leaf with the 
sunflower seed inside it, and put it in his pouch. Next morn
ing he went to the fairy ring again, and hid in the long grass. 
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Now near the ring, not far from where Algon was hiding, 
1\1 ,1;1 ;t l'Otted tree-trunk, and it was full ofmice. The mice were 
1illllpi'l1.g in and out of the trunk, and chasing each other, and 
LI II !~hillg and chattering. They didn't pay any attention to 
i\ 11',oll, ~md he didn't pay any attention to them; he was all 
,j i ll ~ :llld eyes for the sound of the sweet singing and the 
, " lll illg of the basket. 

flo II< I very soon, there was the singing over his head, and 
dl' I" , floating down from the sky, was the silver basket. 

A I ~oll took the sunflower seed out of the tobacco leaf and 
II' LI It ready in his hand. The basket came to earth, and the 
'11 ,111 klls jumped out. They were just taking hands to dance 
, 111'11 they heard the mice laughing, and they began laughing 

I i il i, mel ran to the rotted tree-trunk and all pushed together 
,",II"ppled it over. The mice ran out and the maidens began 
'" , II,I SC them. 'Ha 1ha 1ha l' laughed the mice in their little 
1111i ·,d<. y voices; and 'Hal hal hal' laughed the maidens in 

,I " II ~ ()ft, musical voices that were sweet as warbling birds. 
'l'11I'1i Algon put the sunflower seed on his tongue, and he 

I, !" IlI'came a mouse. He ran up to the loveliest of aU the 
"' II,I"IIS and began dancing round her in circles. 'Ha 1ha 1ha!' 
' il ll ·,l k<.;d. Mouse-Algon. And 'Hal hal hal' laughed the 

I, ,v(' li,'s t of all the maidens, and she stooped and stretched out 
il ' l 1111'1<.: hands. And, of course, Mouse-Algon let himself be 
I IIIV,III'. 

l'l liW what shall I do with you?' laughed the maiden, 
l ' Io I,11 111 g Mouse-Algon to her breast and tickling him behind 
,I" I ':lrs, 

11111 Al gon spat the sunflower seed out of his mouth, and 
d I ' II h(' was, a man again. He took the maiden up in his 
1111 1' , ,llld ran, and never stopped running till he got home. 

WIIl'II he set her down outside his wigwam, the maiden 
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was the size of an ordinary woman, but the stars were still 
glittering in her hair, and she was even more beautiful than 
before. 

'I love you,' said Algon. 
'And perhaps I love you too,' said the maiden, but she 

looked a little puzzled. 
So they were married, and were very happy; but still the 

maiden had that puzzled look in her face, as if she were 
thinking of something strange. One day Algon said, 'What 
are you thinking of, my Star Maiden?' 

'My home,' said Star Maiden. 'Where is my home?' 
'Your home is here,' said Algon. 'Where else should it be?' 
'I do not know,' said Star Maiden. 'I cannot remember.' 
A little son was born to them, and Algon was happier than 

ever. He thought he had never seen such a lovely child. But 
one day when he came home from hunting, Star Maiden was 
sitting in the door of their wigwam with the child in her 
arms, and she was weeping. 

Algon dropped the deer he had shot and ran to her. He 
knelt at her feet and flung his arms round her. 'Star Maiden, 
Star Maiden,' he cried, 'why do you weep?' 

Star Maiden hid her face against his shoulder. 'My home,' 
she sobbed, 'I remember my home now.' 

'And is it so much better than this home?' asked Algon. 
'So much better, so much better!' sobbed Star Maiden. 
What was Algon to do? He petted Star Maiden and 

praised her, and asked her whether it could be that she didn't 
love him any longer. And she said, yes, she loved him oh, so 
dearly, and then she dried her eyes and laughed, and said how 
silly she was. 

But she wouldn't tell Algon anything about the home she 
remembered. And though she laughed and sang and played 
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\V irh her baby, the puzzled look in her face had changed to 
ill lIllhappy look, and the unhappy look never left her. 

Alln then, when the baby was two years old, war broke 
01111 bc..: tween Algon's tribe and a neighbouring tribe. Algon 
11111 the other young Braves dressed up in all their war-paint, 
jjlll they danced the War Dance by torchlight with much 
1,1111 ping and shouting and waving of weapons, and then 

il wy kissed their wives and stole away silently on the war
p,l lli. 

Afi'er Algon had gone, Star Maiden had nothing to do but 
'I 111(:mber her lost home. And one night, when the stars 
\\ "1'( glittering in the sky, she took her little boy in her arms 
'lit I wandered away from the wigwams and over the silent 

lol.drit: till she came to the fairy circle. She set down her little 

I,,, y in the middle of the circle, and began to sing in a sweet, 

I, ,w voice, like a bird singing in its sleep; and as she sang she 

' I ,' W smaller and smaller, and so did the child. And when she 

\V: I ~; I he size of a fairy once more, she stretched her little hands 

I II' I () the sky and caught the star beams in them, and out of 

Ii II' star beams she wove a little silver basket. Then, still 

11I 1~i llg, she moved about gathering the sleeping prairie 

!I"wns and filling the basket with them: and when the 
1ll ':kct was piled up with the sleeping flowers, she took the 
Ih 'Y in her arms again and got into the basket herself, still 
;l llt ~ illg in her sleepy bird's voice. The basket rocked gently 
oolll ~' or twice, and then it floated up and up and up, until it 
olill t: to a great shining star; and Star Maiden got out of the 
1,.I";kd, and said, 'I have come home.' 

Al gon's tribe defeated their enemies and came home 
I I ~ jllicing. Algon hurried ahead of them all, so eager was he to 
'.1 '1 hack to his wife. But when he went into his wigwam and 

1"I IIH1 it empty and desolate, he felt he would go mad. He 
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ran all through the village, asking everyone where his wife 
was, but no one had seen her for many days. He ran to the 
fairy ring and called her and called her; but no one answered. 
And at last he flung himself down in the middle of the fairy 
ring, and covered his face vvith his hands, and wept. He lay 
there for a long time, and then he got up and went back to his 
desolate home. But the next day he went to the fairy ring 
again, and again he called and no one answered, and again 
he lay down and wept, and again got up and went back to 
his desolate home; and so it went on for years. 

Meanwhile, in Star Country, the little boy was growing 
into a big boy. One day he said to his mother, 'All the other 
children have fathers, but I have none. Where is my father?' 

'I do not remember,' said Star Maiden. 'Go and play.' 
The boy went out to play, but in the evening he came to 

Star Maiden again, and said, 'Mother, I am unhappy.' 
'Why are you unhappy?' said Star Maiden. 'Have you not 

everything you want?' 
'No,' said the boy, 'I want my father.' 
'Don't bother me,' said Star Maiden. 'Go to bed.' 
The boy went to bed, but in his sleep he kept crying out, 

'Where is my father? I want my father!' 
And when Star Maiden went to bed herself, she dreamed 

that she saw a man lying with his face in his hands, weeping. 
'Star Maiden! Star Maiden!' In her dream the man got up 
and stretched his hands to the sky. And she saw his face, and 
remembered Algon. 

In the morning, she said to the boy, 'I remember your 
father now. His name is Algon. But he is a long, long way off.' 

'Then let us go to him!' said the boy. 
'No,' said Star Maiden, 'it is too far.' 
'Too far!' said the boy. 'How can it be too far?' 
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But Star Maiden answered again, 'Don't bother me. Go 
,mel play.' 

The boy went out to play, but very soon he was in again. 
I k: had his little bow slung on his back, and a new pair of 
II H lccasins on his feet. 

'Come!' he said, pulling at Star Maiden's hand. 'Come!' 
'Come where?' said Star Maiden. 
'To my father.' 
'No,' said Star Maiden. 
But the boy gave her no peace. And at last he said, 'Ifyou 

,II) not come, I shall go alone.' 
'You don't know the way,' said Star Maiden. 
'l shall fmd it,' said the boy. 
'No,' said Star Maiden, 'you will never fmd it.' 
'Not find it?' said the boy. 'Not find the way to my own 

Lither? I am going now,' he said. 'Good-bye, Mother.' 
And offhe went, with his little bow slung on his back, and 

lil t.: new moccasins on his feet. 
Uut he hadn't gone far when Star Maiden ran after him. 

' ')()lI,' she said, 'if you are determined to go, I will go with 
VI )11. Come home now, and I will make a basket.' 

'Make a basket?' said the boy. 
'Your father is down in a place called Earth,' said Star 

Maiden, 'and that is the only way to reach him.' 
So she made a basket out of the silver reeds that grow in 

';, :I [ Country, and she and the boy got into it. Star Maiden 
Iwgan to sing; the basket rocked itself gently once or twice, 
.Illd then it floated down to Earth. 

Algon was lying in the fairy ring with his face in his hands, 
I lld he was weeping. When Star Maiden saw him, she 
, "t1uched down and hid in the basket, but the boy jumped out 
Hid ran to him. 
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'Father! Father!' he cried. 
Algon leaped up and stared at the boy. For a moment he 

thought he was dreaming. 'Who-' he began, 'who-?' But 
the boy was so like Star Maiden that Algon soon realized 
who he must be, and they embraced one another joyfully. 

'Where is your mother?' asked Algon. 
'She is hiding,' said the boy, and he burst out laughing. 
Then Algon looked round and saw the stars in Star 

Maiden's hair glittering over the edge of the basket, and he 
ran and took her in his arms. 

'I have wept for sorrow long enough,' he said. 'And now I 
am weeping for joy.' 

Star Maiden took some food out of the basket, and they 
sat in the fairy ring and ate and drank. But when they had 
finished their meal, she said: 

'Now I am going home again. So we must bid each other 
good-bye.' 

'I will never bid you good-bye,' said Algon, and he held 
her tight in his arms. 

'But I cannot stay in your country,' said Star Maiden. 
'Is your own country then so much better and more 

beautiful?' asked Algon. 
'So much better and more beautiful,' said Star Maiden, 

and she sighed. 
'Then ifyou will not stay with me, I will come with you,' 

said Algon; 'for having found you again, I will never leave 
you.' And he got up and walked towards the basket. 

'It will break, it will break!' laughed the boy. 'You are 
much too heavy!' 

But either the basket grew bigger, or Algon grew smaller, 
he never knew which; but when he reached it he found he 
could sit in it quite comfortably. Star Maiden and the boy got 
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III .tlso, and Star Maiden sang her sleeping bird's song. The 
1' >I 'ikt:t rocked itself gently once or twice, and then it floated 
liP ,\Ild up till it reached Star Country, and there they all 
I' 1)pcd out. 

Al gon lived happily in Star Country with his wife and 
, llIld. But sometimes he would think of his tribe down on 
1,.1 1 I h, and then he would change himself into a white falcon 
11111 II)' down and visit them. 

A nd the people of his tribe would look up and say, 'See! 
I kru comes the white falcon again, the bird that always 
1II 111 gs us luck! Weare the White Falcon People,' said they, 
Ilid they painted an image of the bird on their wigwams and 

, III I heir shields, and they invented a White Falcon Dance to 
ILIlI CC when they were particularly happy. They also carved 

white falcon out of cedar wood and set it up in the middle 
j.,
I 

I heir village. 
And only the Medicine Man knew who the white falcon 

Ie ·:tlly was, and he told no one. 
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Beaver and Porcupine 

B
EA VER was just grown up, and he had built a nice 
house for himself down by the river. He was a fine
looking little fellow, with a soft, brown, furry coat; and 

he was a clever little fellow, too. He stood back and looked at 
his new house with pride. 

'Handsome l' he said. 'Now I must lay in a big store of 
food, and then I will see about getting married.' 

He laid in a big store of food; his store-room was nearly 
full, but he thought it would hold just a little more, so one 
autumn morning he went out fishing. He soon caught a fat 
salmon and back he came. Outside his house he saw Porcu
pine, sitting in the sun, cleaning his whiskers. 

'Good morning, Porcupine,' said Beaver. 'How's the world 
using you?' 

'Just so so,' said Porcupine, 'just so so.' 
'Come in and see my new house,' said Beaver. 'You can 

stay to dinner if you like.' 
'That's very kind,' said Porcupine, 'but I've had my dinner 

and I'm in rather a hurry.' 
'Come in for a moment all the same,' said Beaver, who 

was longing to show off his house. 
Porcupine didn' tknow how to refuse, so he followed Beaver 

into the house. Beaver showed him all over it. 'And here's 
my food-store,' he said, drawing aside a little grass curtain. 
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What was this? Beaver could hardly believe his eyes: the 
/,Hlt/-store was bare! 

I It: looked round him in bewilderment. Then he saw one 
; .I Porcupine's quills lying on the floor. Porcupine was 
Liliding, looking fat and uneasy, just inside the curtain. 
I h'll.vt:r turned on him. 

'Did you steal my food?' 
'My dear Beaver,' said Porcupine, 'aren't we friends?' 
'11riends or no, you stole my food l' said Beaver. 
' I did not,' said Porcupine. 
'Yt:s, you did l' said Beaver. 'You did 1There's a fish bone 

,;. k iug to your whiskers l' 
1Ie was crying with rage and disappointment. He rushed at 

I'.,rcllpine and seized hold of him; but Porcupine stuck out 
III his quills and lashed around with his tail, which was the 
Il ikicst part ofhim, and the quills cut into Beaver's sleek coat 

II k c knives. Beaver ran at Porcupine and ran at him, and bit 
With his sharp teeth and tried to kick and scratch, but all he 
I',lit was a mouthful of quills and wounded paws. He didn't 

', ivt: in till he was nearly cut to pieces, for he was a plucky 
II t t k fellow. But he tumbled down on his empty store-room 
11\ lor at last, bleeding and defeated. 

'Chen Porcupine ran away. 
Beaver's father carne and found his handsome son in a very 

'l, ul way. So he called all the Beaver people together, and they 
\vcnt in a body to Porcupine's house to punish him. Porcu
1 lint: had a strong house, and he barred his door and sat inside, 
tllinking he was quite safe and shouting rude remarks through 
.1 knot-hole. 

'Ho, ho l' cried he. 'Catch me if you can, you flabby
I,udied, web-footed things, you ! You haven't got a weapon 
.i Illongst you, but I am just bristling with spears! Simply 
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bristling with them!' he yelled. 'Come in and feel, if you 
dare!' 

But he had forgotten the beavers' teeth. 
The beavers didn't answer a word. They began to gnaw 

Porcupine's house down about his ears. 
Then Porcupine thought it was time to be moving, and 

he opened his door and ran out. 'You can't touch me, you 
can't touch me!' he cried, bristling up his quills. But the 
beavers had stretched a cord all round the house an inch or 
two from the ground. They had also thoughtfully brought a 
blanket with them. Porcupine tripped over the cord, and 
the beavers caught him in the blanket. And then they tied 
him round and round with the cord, and carried him down 
to the river, and swam and swam till they came to the sea, 
and swam and swam till they came to a desert island. And by 
that time Porcupine was half-suffocated and so drenched and 
miserable that he couldn't even stick up one quill to defend 
himself with. 

So the beavers untied him, and swam away, and left him 
all alone on the desert island. 

There was no food on the island, and only one tree, and 
that wasn't good to eat. Porcupine climbed up the tree and 
looked over the sea, and saw the land where his home was, 
but it was a long, long way off. 

'Help !' he called at the top ofhis voice. 'Help! Help! Help, 
brothers, help! Come and save me!' 

But his brothers didn't come and save him, because they 
didn't hear him. And besides, even if they had heard him, 
they couldn't swim. 

Porcupine had been fat ~ith good food that morning, and 
now he had to live on his fat as long as he could; because, 
though he went round the island and nosed and scratched 
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IllHlllg the sand and rocks, here, there and everywhere, he 
, ,1jlkln't find so much as a mussel to eat. He grew very thin, 
,11,1 very cold, and more and more bad-tempered. He swore 

111.11 jf he ever got offthe island, he would serve Beaver a trick 
I' i would never forget. Every day he climbed up the tree, and 
I"llkd out over the big sea, and called to the Porcupine 
111'\ lpJC to come and help him. But no one came. And at last 
III" got too weak to climb the tree, and he sat at the foot of it 
IlIrI said sulkily, 'Now I am going to die, I suppose.' 

' I 'hen, a very small turtle, who was swimming by, came out 
, " 1he water for a rest. He looked at the miserable Porcupine 
IIld said, 'I feel sorry for you, brother, I do indeed.' 

,What's the good of feeling sorry?' said Porcupine rudely. 
, 1'h at won't get me away from this abominable island. Why 
II ( ' II't you a decent size, so that you could take me on your 
I,,\(·k?' 

" would willingly,' said Very Small Turtle. 'But you'll 
!Llve to wait a few years to give me time to grow.' 

'A few years!' snarled Porcupine. 'Can't you see I shall be 
,it' :1 d before then? Can't you see I shall be dead tomorrow?' 

Vcry small Turtle blinked his little eyes. 'I feel so sorry 
1; ' 1"- ' he began. 

'Stop that foolery!' screamed Porcupine. 'Go away!' 
So Very Small Turtle slipped back into the sea. He went 

,I'lwn under the water, and then he came up again. 'I've just 
,ll\iught of something,' he said. 'Call North Wind.' 

'I'm cold enough already,' moaned Porcupine, 'without 
, :dling him" 

Very Small Turtle swam away; but as long as Porcupine 
"!-1111d hear him, he kept turning his head and shouting, 'call 
North Wind' Call North Wind!' 

And at last Porcupine did call North Wind, because he felt 
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half mad, and so lonely that he thought even cold company 
would be better than none. 

'North Wind' North Wind" He went on calling all day. 
He called till he was so hoarse that he couldn't call any more, 
and then he went on whispering, 'North Wind' North 
Wind" 

North Wind was flying southward, dropping snow out of 
his bag. He came to the land where Porcupine's home was, 
and dropped a lot of snow on everyone. 

'How pretty they look in their white coats !' he said. 'They 
ought to thank me for making them so handsome l' But the 
animals didn't feel like thanking him. They shook themselves 
and scuttled into their homes to try and keep warm. 

'North Wind! North Wind!' 
Somebody was calling him. North Wind had sharp ears, 

and also he was curious. 'Who can it be making all that fuss?' 
he said, and he flew over the sea toward the island. And all 
the time somebody was calling, 'North Wind! North Wind!' 
But the nearer North Wind came to the island the fainter the 
cries grew; and that was strange. 

North Wind came and stood on the island, and now he 
couldn't hear any cries at all. But he made the island look 
pretty with snow, and then he hung some icicles on the tree, 
and he was standing to admire his work, when he saw Porcu
pine lying on the ground and trying to wipe the snow out of 
his eyes. 

'You miserable little creature!' said North Wind. 'Was it 
you calling me?' 

'Ye-es,' sobbed Porcupine. 
'And what do you want?' said North Wind. 
'I want to go home,' blubbered Porcupine. 
'I don't expect you deserve to go home,' said North Wind, 

28 

Beaver and Porcupine 

" 'I you wouldn't be here. Still, I've got a kind heart, I have.' 
·Wallt to go home, want to go home" sobbed Porcupine. 
·All right, stop snivelling!' said North Wind, and he went 

11111 breathed on the sea, and what was water before was now 
i '!! llooth sheet of ice. 

· N 0 w get yourself home, ' he said, and he flew off in a great 
willding snowstorm. 

Porcupine tottered to his feet; then he fell down again. 
1'lhT<.: was the way home, but he couldn't take it. He was too 
w l' .l k . He just lay where he was, and cried. 

IllIt long before this time, Very Small Turtle had landed 
, " I .1 beach near Porcupine's home, and he called the Porcu
lilli e people and told them what had happened. The Porcu
I oJ II L' people all gathered on the beach, and when the sea froze 
i IlI'y set out to rescue their brother, First they ran, and then 
ilil y walked, and then they hobbled, for it was a long, long 
W,Iy. But they got there at last, arid between them they 
, 11' 1 ied Porcupine back across the ice, 

AI H tnow they would have their revenge on Beaver! They 
Will t.ed till the rest of the Beaver people were out on a fishing 

); jlnlition, and then they went, fIfty of them together, to 
1I!·Clv <.:['S house, Beaver had recovered from his wounds, and 
Iii was feeling strong and happy. But he wasn't married yet, 
IIr"':Ulse he had had to begin all over again to stock his food 
I ' II (' . However, it was now full, and he was just packing 
, I III(' salmon together to make a little more room on his 
11i' lv t:s, when the Porcupine people came crowding in at the 

,1, '1 )1. He couldn't defend himself against one of them, let 
,lillie against fifty, so they picked him up and carried him 
,w.ty, and set him on the top of a very high tree. 

'N ow,' they laughed, as they scrambled down the tree. 'If 
1'lIl'ul pine can't swim, neither can Beaver climb. So there 
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you'll stay. And who'll come and get you down? Nobody! 
You can cry and cry and cry, till you cry yourself dead at 
last !' 

But Beaver didn't waste time crying. He just sat at the top 
of the tree and thought. He was a clever little fellow, and 
soon he hit upon a plan. He couldn't climb, certainly, but he 
could gnaw. · And gnaw he did. He gnawed at the top of the 
tree, and broke that, and he gnawed a little farther down the 
tree, and broke some more of it, and he gnawed and he 
gnawed and he gnawed till he gnawed the tree right down. 
Then he spat a few last splinters ofwood out ofhis mouth and 
ran home. 

He felt very proud of himself, and so were all the Beaver 
people proud ofhim when they came back from their fishing 
expedition and heard his story, and saw the great tree lying 
on the ground, broken to pieces. They carried the pieces 
away and built strong fences all round their village to protect 
themselves from the Porcupine people. And then they said it 
was time for Beaver to get married. 

Beaver could marry whom he pleased now: his home was 
ready, his food-store was full, and all the beaver girls admired 
him. So he chose the one he thought prettiest and married 
her amid great rejoicings. The wedding feast lasted four days 
and four rughts, and they had dancing and singmg and com
petition games, and everything that was pleasant. 
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VEN Boy and Little Hawk were orphans. They lived 
. with a fishing tribe in a village on the edge of the sea. 

) { 
Raven Boy was big, almost grown up, and he went 

II 'dlillg with the rest, but Little Hawk was much younger, 
IIlI i he just played around most of the time. 

(,ittle Hawk used to tell the people funny stories. He said 
II I I ~ llllld the stories tangled up in the bushes, and just pulled 
JI " ' lI l off and smoothed them out straight. He made the 
I'I'I'ple laugh like anything, and they all liked him. But they 
dl tht't like Raven Boy; they said he was too proud, because 
I. , ~poke little and thought much. And then he would feed 
1111 ' ravens. 

'('he ravens lived in the mountains behind the village, and 
w11("1l the laden canoes came ashore, the ravens would swoop 
iI"WII in multitudes and snatch the fish. The people threw 
IIIII('S at them to drive them away; but Raven Boy always 

I' iV t' them part ofhis catch. 
. You ought to know better than to waste good food on 

I III i()Il " the people said. But Raven Boy answered, '1 have 
"I I h t.her and no mother, and no friends but Little Hawk and 
Ii i l '~ ( ' birds. Shall 1 not feed my friends?' 

'(( 0 , Raven Boy, Raven Boy!' they mocked at him. 'Go 
1111 I live in the mountains with those friends of yours! We 
II'III 't want you!' 
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And sometimes they stoned him, as well as the birds. 
For these people were not always very kind. And they 

were lazy and thoughtless, too. When the weather was fine 
and fish was plentiful, they hardly ever remembered about 
the storms that must come. 

'Now is the time to lay in a store of dried fish for the 
winter,' Raven Boy said to them. 

But they answered, 'Mind your own business' You are a 
fine one to talk' You who waste our food on birds" 

Raven Boy always laid in a big store of dried fish, but he 
wasn't selfish. When the cold, stormy weather came, he 
shared what he had with anyone who was hungry. They took 
his food, but they didn't like him any better. 'Now you're 
giving yourself airs,' they said. 'You look down on us, don't 
you?' 

When they said things like that, Raven Boy felt like crying; 
only he remembered he was too old to cry. He wanted to be 
friends, but they wouldn't let him. He couldn't help thinking 
them rather stupid. 

One year it was very wet. The rain came lashing down; 
the wind was rough and the seas ran high. It went on like 
that day after day all through the summer. The men couldn't 
get out to fIsh very often, and when they did go, the catches 
were small. By the autumn they had very little food left. The 
corn bread was nearly all eaten, and the flour that the women 
made out ofacorns, which they picked and crushed, was get
ting low. The people were angry and began to clamour; 
they wanted to blame someone, though it was their own 
fault, and they knew it, but that only made them angrier. 

'It's all that Raven Boy's doing" they shouted to the Chief. 
'Look how he wasted our food' And now he and the ravens 
between them have bewitched the weather. Drive him away" 
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,I 'he Chief was old and rather foolish and helpless. He 
II" Ill' t like Raven Boy any more than the others did. But still, 
rill' hoy was one of the tribe, and he didn't think he could 
.!llve him away, exactly. He told the people to bring all the 
I, II ld they had to a common store. Most of them brought 
\ ,Il'cdy anything, but Raven Boy brought many baskets full 

•d Llricd fIsh. The Chief divided out the food day by day, to 
, vf'r yone a portion, to make it last as long as he could. But 
III wouldn't give anything to Raven Boy, because he feared 
till people. 

'I ,<: t: those whom you fed in the summer feed you now,' 
Iii said. 

I lilt Little Hawk shared ms portion with his brother. 
They all got very thin, but Raven Boy and Little Hawk 

',I" lililmest. Raven Boy didn't like to see Little Hawk with 
III ', I'ones sticking out. So he went to the Chief and said, 'If 
1.1111 (, Hawk and I are to live, I must have my share of food.' 

' I )iJ , so you want your share of food, do you?' said the 
l ' 111 (' C 

' y (;.$,' said Raven Boy. 'I want it, and I must have it.' 
'( )b, so you must, must you?' said the Chief. He took a 

1.1I'1':L.: piece of dried halibut from one of Raven Boy's baskets 
111 .1 hd d it out. Raven Boy was just going to take it, when 

11 11 , Chief struck him a cruel blow which sent him reeling 
li,II'kward. 

' /\ hundred times this amount you wasted daily when there 
\V ,I ': plenty,' he said. 'Now there is not plenty. Go to your 
I i VC ll. fiiends and ask them to feed you. I am not your friend, 
III.! I have nothing for you.' 

Ha ven Boy went sadly down to the beach to look for 
• 111l1 S. He found a few, and gave the greater share of them to 
l II il l' Hawk. 'You are the only friend I have in the world 
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now,' he said. 'Even the ravens don't come to the beach any 
more. Why should they? There is nothing to come for.' 

Next day the Chief called the people together. 'Many 
miles from here there is a sheltered creek where it may still be 
possible to fIsh,' he said. 'We must pack up and go there. 
Winter is coming on, our food is all but gone, and ifwe stay 
here we shall surely starve.' 

So everyone began to pack. They rolled up their blankets 
and stamped out their fires; they collected their fishing gear, 
and untied the cedar wall boards of their houses. Everyone 
carried what he could down to the beach to stack into the 
canoes. Even the little children were carrying loads. Raven 
Boy laboured with the rest; but when the canoes were packed 
and they were all ready to set out, the people thrust Raven 
Boy away from the boats, and threw stones at him, and drove 
him up the beach. 

'You who bring us bad luck-you who wasted our food,' 
they yelled at him, 'let your friends feed you! We are not 
your friends !' 

And they began to push off. 
'Oh, I've left my necklace behind!' cried the Chief's 

youngest daughter. 'Wait for me a moment. I must run and 
fetch it.' 

'You must go without it,' grumbled the Chief. 'You're 
always forgetting something.' 

'No, no!' cried she. 'I can't go without my necklace, I shall 
lose my luck.' 

So the Chief let her run back up the beach. 
She overtook Raven Boy, who was walking slowly and 

sadly towards the dismantled huts. 
'Look behind the rock where my sisters and I grind our 

com,' she whispered to him. 
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' rhen she took her necklace out of her sleeve, where she 
I..ul hidden it, and ran down to the boats again. 

I flmgry and miserable, Raven Boy watched the canoes as 
liwy paddled away, rising and falling over the waves. He 
,I i.ln't know which canoe Little Hawk was in, but he thought 
I.. · Illight at least have waved him good-bye. 

'Now I have no friends at all,' he said to himself. 
lie had stamped out his fire, and carried the boards of his 

lill ie hut down to the boats with the rest. Now they had 
I '.' ;11 (; away with his house boards, so he had neither warmth 
II i lI' shelter. 

"rhey mean me to die, no doubt,' he said to himself, and 
(11 (; thought made him feel defIant. 'I will not die to please 
di em if! can help it,' he said aloud. 

Ik collected some broken pieces ofboard and stacked them 
j II) as well as he could, wigwam fashion, binding them to
j ',!'1her at the top with seal sinews. That would protect him 
II I II \1 the night winds. Then, for an hour or more, he tried to 
I.lIldlc a flre by twirling a stick in a piece ofholed wood, but 
vITything was so wet that he couldn't get a spark. What 

W, IS he to do? Without fire and food it would be impossible 
II) live long ... Then he remembered what the Chief's 
illillgest daughter had whispered to him. Once, when he 

W .IS fainting with hunger, she had come to him with a tiny 
11j ('(-e of fish and some bread. 

'She is not like the others, she is gentle and kind,' he 
tllIll1ght. 'Perhaps she has left me a little piece of bread now.' 
i\ II(J he went to look behind the flat rock where she ground 
lilT com. 

I\l1t there was nothing behind the rock. 
'rhcn he noticed that the earth there had been recently 

·!I.lI11 ped down; he could see the marks of naked feet on it. 
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So he scraped up the earth with his hands, and underneath 
was a flat stone. He moved the stone, and underneath was a 
big hole. And in the hole he saw a basket and a large clam 
shell. He lifted the lid of the basket, and found some seal meat 
and acorn flour. He opened the shell, and there inside was a 
piece of slow-burning wood, still red and glowing. 

Raven Boy loved the Chief's youngest daughter from that 
moment. 

He soon had a fire going and a stew bubbling in the 
basket, which was so cunningly woven that it would hold 
water. 

He was squatting on his heels, gulping down food, when 
he heard someone laughing softly behind him. And there was 
Little Hawk! 

'I hid,' said Little Hawk. 'Did you think I would go with
out you? I hid my blanket, too, and here it is' Ho' I'm a 
clever one' Give me some stew' Oh, give me some stew" 

They ate till they were nearly full. Then Raven Boy said 
they should save what was left of the food. 

But Little Hawk said, 'No, I couldn't possibly. Let's starve 
tomorrow!' 

So they ate up all there was. 
Then they rolled up together in Little Hawk's blanket. 

Little Hawk said he had found a story when he was hiding 
and he told it. It was a very funny story, about a bear that lost 
his shadow. It made Raven Boy laugh like anything. 

'You don't feel so thin now you're laughing, do you?' said 
Little Hawk. 

'No, I feel quite fat,' said Raven Boy. 
'And you don't feel so cold, either, do you?' said Little 

Hawk. 
'No,' said Raven Boy. 'I feel warm.' 
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Little Hawk cuddled up to Raven Boy, and soon fell 
.I slccp. But Raven Boy lay awake, wondering what they 
"olJld eat tomorrow. 

'I must go up into the mountains and see if! can kill some
I hing,' he thought. 'But that will be a long journey to take, 
.lIld I don't like leaving Little Hawk by himself' 

He was up early in the morning; but Little Hawk was up 
Iwrore him, and had gone out. Raven Boy was squatting in 
I'he shelter sharpening arrow heads when Little Hawk came 
"rashing in. He was grinning, and he had his hands behind 
Il is back. 

'Guess what I've got!' he shouted. 
'Some clams?' said Raven Boy. 
'No, no, no,' shouted Little Hawk, 'much better than 

I hat " 
He swung his hands from behind his back and threw down 

,I freshly killed hare. 
'Oh, oh" said Raven Boy. 'Where did you get that?' 
'A raven brought it,' said Little Hawk. 'He dropped it on 

lil t: beach.' 
Raven Boy leaped out of the shelter and looked at the sky. 

.Prorkl Prork!, A raven was circling and tumbling up there. 
Ibven Boy stretched up his arms. 'Dear, good friend, thank 
yo u, thank you" 

'Prork 1Prork l' answered the raven, and flew away towards 
I ht: mountains. 

'Do you know what he said then?' said Little Hawk. 
'Did he say anything?' asked Raven Boy. 
'He said, "More tomorrow".' 
'Are you sure?' asked Raven Boy. 
Little Hawk was quite sure. He was so sure that he could 

II;)rdly go to sleep that night. He kept waking up, listening 
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for the raven. The east was hardly bright when he jumped up, 
shouting, 'There they are' They're coming" 

Raven Boy jumped up, too, and they both ran out. There 
were two ravens flying in from the sea, carrying a halibut six 
feet long. One had its head and the other its tail. They 
dropped it on the beach with a mighty thump. They circled 
round once or twice, and then flew away towards the 
mountains, almost before Raven Boy could pull himself 
together to thank them. 

Now they had food for many days. They cut up the halibut 
and dried it on sticks over a slow fire, because they had still 
some hare meat left for that day. Little Hawk sang to himself 
all day, and he found so many stories lying about on the 
bushes that he had no time to straighten them out. He got 
them all jumbled together, and felt quite giddy. 

'1 wonder what the ravens will bring us tomorrow?' he 
said. 

'Perhaps they won't bring us anything tomorrow,' said 
Raven Boy. 

'Oh yes, they will bring us something,' said Little Hawk. 
And they did. Eight of them came, flying down from the 

mountains with a deer they had killed. 
'lsn't it splendid to be us?' said Little Hawk. 
'Thank you, thank you, thank you!' called Raven Boy, 

stretching up his hands. 
The eight ravens made a circle round his head, flapping 

their wings and calling out, 'Prork! Pro-ork!, Then they rose 
into the air, higher and higher, still wheeling in a circle, and 
Raven Boy and Little Hawk watched them till they were like 
a small black 0 against the grey sky. 

The brothers spent the day skinning and cutting up the 
deer. They put the skin to soak in water to soften it, so that 
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they could make a winter shirt of it by and by. They saved 
(l lC brains and the fat to rub into the hide when it had been 
soaked long enough, and the bones they saved to make 
(,DaIs and arrow-heads from. And Little Hawk bored holes 
i ll the four hooves and threaded them on a sinew and tied them 
rrnmd one of his knees. Then he went to dance on the beach, 
JIl aking the hooves clank together. And he made up a song: 

'The bad people left us, 
The good people fed us, 
Halla lee' 
Raven Boy and Little Brother 
Love the ravens, love each other, 
Ya-ha Ya-hee! 
Halla lee!' 

Then he threaded some little hare bones together and tied 
! iJ cm round his other knee, and danced up and down some 
Illore, and sang his song all over again. 

He got up in the dark that night, and went to sit on the 
IH.:ach under the stars, and watched the mountains and 
watched tlle stormy water. He was so busy turning his head 
t'ro rn north to south, not to miss anything, that he gave him
(·If a bad crick in the neck. But the east was scarcely bright 

I!crore he was leaping into the shelter and shaking Raven Boy 
I,y the arm. 

'They're coming!' he yelled. 'Thousands of them are com
IlI g ! Out over the sea-look, look!' 

The air over the sea was black with ravens. What were 
dl(':Ybringing this time: Something huge! They were bring
l lig a WHALE! They couldn't say 'prork', it was all they 
I nnld do to fly; they flapped and laboured and dropped low 
IIvcr the waves, as if any moment they were going under. 
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But they didn't go Wlder, and they had that whale on the 
beach at last. 

'Prork, prork, prork!' they said then; for they were very 
pleased with themselves. They folded their wings and rested a 
while, and Raven Boy was so overcome that he actually went 
down on his knees to thank them. 

After a bit they all flew away except one, and he perched 
on a rock as if he intended to stay there. The boys began to 
cut up the whale, and the raven turned his head sideways and 
watched them out of one eye. 

'Oh, raven,' said Raven Boy, 'how I wish you could speak!' 
'I can speak,' said the raven. 'What do you want me to say?' 
Raven Boy was so surprised that he couldn't think for a 

moment, and then he said, 
'I would like you to take a message to the Chief's youngest 

daughter-if you can.' 
'Naturally 1 can,' said the raven. 'What is the message?' 
'Tell her-' began Raven Boy, and paused. He wanted to 

tell her all sorts of things, but he didn't know how to. 
'Well?' said the raven, rather impatiently. 
'Oh, just tell her that Little Hawk and I are alive and well,' 

said Raven Boy. 'And-wait a minute-' (for the raven was 
spreading his wings). 

'What is it now?' said the raven. 
'1 thought perhaps she might be hWlgry, you know,' ex

plained Raven Boy. 'So would you mind taking her this?' 
He cut a hunk ofwhale meat, tied it with a sinew cord, and 

fastened the cord rOWld the raven in such a manner that the 
meat lay between his wings. '1 do hope it's not too heavy for 
you?' he said. 

'Heavy? That?' exclaimed the raven. 'After the load we 
carried just now?' 
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And off he flew~ 
The Chief's YOWlgest daughter was down in the creek. She 

IN as very, very hungry, and she was looking for shell-fish. The 
II ibe hadn't improved matters by moving; they were as short 
oC food as ever. The raven came and stood on the groWld 
(·Iose to her. He poked about in the muddy sand with his 
("urved beak and watched the Chief's YOWlgest daughter out 
() f one eye. 

'Oh, raven,' said she. '1 wish you could speak! I wish you 
could give me news of Raven Boy!' 

'I can speak,' said the raven, 'and I can give you news ofhim. 
1,[Lven Boy is getting fat, and Little Hawk is getting fat. They 
Ilave food to last them a year. None of your watery shell
lish! Whale meat, blubber, store huts full of blubber-or 
!'hey will have as soon as they have time to build them. He's 
~\.·Ilt you some whale with his love-1 think he said with his 
lo ve. Untie the cord from rOWld me, and make haste. I've a 
long way to go.' 

The Chief's YOWlgest daughter Wltied the cord and took 
I he meat, and she was so hWlgry that she ate some of it raw. 
The raven flew away, and she ran back to her house. 'Raven 
Iloy is alive and he is getting fat, he has got whale to eat!' she 
(Tied to her two elder sisters. 

'We don't believe it,' said the sisters. 'He must be dead long 
.IIIO. Who told you such a ridiculous story?' 

'A raven told me,' said the Chief's YOWlgest daughter. 
'And he sent me some whale meat. Look! I've eaten part of 
it, but here's the rest!' 

'Give it to me, you greedy little thing!' said the eldest 
~ i ster, and she snatched it. 

'You know we're not allowed to keep food to ourselves,' 
naid the second sister, and she tried to snatch it from the eldest 
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one. But the eldest sister ran away with it to her father. 
'Now what do you think?' she said angrily. 'The boy you 

left to die has got whale meat, whale meat, WHALE MEAT! 
And here we all are starving!' 

The Chief snatched the meat from the eldest sister and 
swallowed it. They had no manners, those people. Then he 
called the tribe together. 

'Pack up at once,' he said, 'we're going home.' 
They had a hard job to get home. The waves were high 

and the wind was fIerce, and they were weak from hunger. 
They nearly got swamped more than once; but they drew 
near their home shore at last, and saw the smoke of many 
fires rising, and snuffed in the smell of melting blubber. 

The Chief had dressed up his two elder daughters in all 
their best robes and ornaments. He was going to present 
them to Raven Boy as a peace offering. Raven Boy should 
have both the Chief's elder daughters as wives, and the Chief 
would have plenty of whale meat. That is how he had 
worked it out. The two girls sat perched high beside their 
father in the leading canoe. They were drenched with salt 
water, so now they were trying to tidy themselves up and 
look their smartest. But the youngest daughter was feeling 
shy, and she was crouched down in the last boat, hiding. 

Raven Boy and Little Hawk stood on the beach and 
watched the canoes tossing over the waves. 

'Don't let them land!' cried Little Hawk. 'Send them 
away! Shoot at them, Raven Boy!' 

Raven Boy stood still and thought. Then he said, 
'They are our own people, after all. If we send them away 

we shall be alone for ever. And if an enemy tribe should 
come, there would be no one to fight for us.' 

'I can fight for myself!' said Little Hawk. 
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'And there will be no women to cook your food, and 
IIl.lk c your blankets and robes and moccasins.' 

' I can make them for myself!' said Little Hawk. 
IZaven Boy smiled. 'And you will have no people to tell . ,

I( lur stones to. 
'0 11, let them land, let them land!' cried Little Hawk. 'I 

IIII/st have people to tell my stories to !' 
So Raven Boy went down to the edge of the water. 
'rhe Chief stood up in his canoe and made a sign with his 

II :lII.ds that meant peace. 
'Speak!' said Raven Boy. 
'Let there be peace between us,' said the Chief. 'I bring you 

III y two elder daughters for wives.' 
'Let there be peace between us,' said Raven Boy. 'I do not 

want your two elder daughters. Let them keep back. Let 
)I (lur youngest daughter land first.' 

The Chief was very surprised, and the two elder daughters 
were very annoyed. But they all knew they must do as Raven 
I loy told them, for he had suddenly become great and impor
I ant in their eyes. So the last canoe drew in first, and the 
Chief's youngest daughter stood up. Raven Boy took her 
hand and helped her ashore. 

'I want no wife but you,' he said, 'if you will have me?' 
Of course she would have him! Who could doubt it? 
So they were married, and held a great wedding feast, and 

everyone ate until they could eat no more. The ravens came 
ill flocks, and no one threw stones at them this time. They 
were given places ofhonour and fed with the choicest tit-bits. 

And after that the ravens never deserted Raven Boy. 
Whenever there was lack, they brought him food, so that he 
;t1ways had plenty to eat and plenty to give away. The people 
were sorry they had treated him so badly, and they now 
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honoured and respected him. He taught them better manners 
in time. And by and by they called him by a new name: not 
Raven Boy any more, but Chief Great Raven. 

And Little Hawk lived happily with Chief Great Raven, 
and went on telling his stories to all who would listen. 
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ADVENTURES OF RABBIT 

Rabbit Goes Hunting 

' . { . BBIT lived with his grandmother. One morning he 
said, 'Grandmother, I'm going hunting. I'll bring you 
home something good for dinner.' 

. M lad you do,' said she, 'for there's nothing in the house.' 
s,) Rabbit took his bow and arrows and off he went, 

II/III/,fty lipperty lip lip lipperty, along the track through the 
1, 1I \ ·st:. 

. W hat shall we have for dinner today?' he sang as he 
.h ipped along, 

'Partridge or pigeon, 
A quail or a widgeon, 
A buck or a goose, 
Or a great big moose? 
Ya hal Ya ho! 
Rabbit's the boy with arrow and bow, 
Maybe he'll bring home a buf-fa-Io-Io!' 

( (ullo! What was this? Someone had been along that 
II jwk before him. Someone with very long feet! There were 
iiII' prints of them on the soft earth. Rabbit had never seen 
~ I i \' 11 long feet-or such strides as that fellow took. He saw 
II I " print of the left foot, and then he had to hop and hop and 
('lip before he came to the print of the right foot. 

45 



'It's a giant,' said Rabbit, 'that's what it is' And now I 
suppose the mean fellow will have snapped up every bit of 
game there is to snap up !' 

The mean fellow had snapped up every bit of game-or 
frightened it all away, which came to the same thing as far 
as Rabbit's dinner was concemed. The forest was absolutely 
silent; not the whirr of a wing, not the patter of a hoof, not 
the peep of a feather or the whisk of a dappled hide. Rabbit 
went home at dinner-time with an empty bag, and if Grand
mother hadn't been out meantime picking berries and 
digging roots they wouldn't have had anything to eat. 

'You're a nice one to go hunting!' she said. 
'It's all that giant's fault,' said Rabbit. 'But he shan't beat 

me! Tomorrow I'll get up an hour earlier, and be in the 
forest before him.' 
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~) () he got up an hour earlier and off he went, lipperty 
111'llt'rty lip lip lipperty, and singing along the track. 

IllIt Long Feet had been before him, and Rabbit shot no 
' ·1111 <: that day. 

Habbit was angry. He danced with rage. 'I'll beat him 
,'I r he cried. 'I'll get up earlier and earlier" 
So he got up earlier and earlier. But however early he got 

Ill', it: seemed that Long Feet got up earlier still. And he left 
nil g:une for Rabbit. 

' I'll have to catch him,' said Rabbit, ' that's what I'll have 
It ) do! ' 

So in the evening he took a net made of nettle fibres and 
f I Illig it from tree to tree across the track, with a trip pole 

I I'll <':lJcd to it, so that the net would fall on whoever passed 
I,y. 'That'll teach him!' said Rabbit. 'And in the moming, 
wlH'1l he's all tangled up, I'll shoot him. I'll shoot him in the 
lwad, and I'll shoot him in the neck, and I'll shoot him in the 
1II':lr t , and I'll shoot him in the legs! I'll stick him as full of 
1I111WS as a porcupine's tail is full of spikes!' 

1 ~ :lrly next morning he went to the place where he had put 
lilt' net. There wasn't anybody tangled up in it, but there was 
I ", rctt hole in it. Long Feet had walked right through the 

111' 1 just as easily as if it had been a spider's web. 
H:lbbit went home and got a net made of birch bark fibres. 

' 1Ir won't break this,' he said. And in the evening he hung it 
"I' ill the same place. 

II lit in the moming there it was, with a great hole through 
II ; .IIlel the prints of those long feet were on the near side of 
It .IIH[ on the far side of it. 

'I hate him, I hate him!' said Rabbit. And he went home 
\1 .. 1Illade a net of strips of buffalo hide. 

' Nobody can walk through this!' he said. 
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But next morning he fOWld that Long Feet had walked 
through it. 

So Rabbit went home and said, 'Grandmother, you know 
some magic, make me a net as fine as gossamer and as strong 
as flint.' 

Grandmother did know a little magic, but she wasn't very 
willing to pit the little she knew against someone who 
seemed so powerfuL 'Why not go and hWlt in some other 
part of the forest? ' she said. 'It's big enough.' 

'No forest is big enough to hold him and me!' said Rabbit. 
'Make me a net, Grandmother!' 

'Make me a net' Make me a net!' He kept on worrying till 
Grandmother said, 'Oh, all right. But you mustn't watch me. 
I can't work magic with anyone watching me-it makes me , 
nervous. 

She went behind the house and sat down, and there she 
stayed all day. Rabbit could hear her muttering. He crept into 
the house and peeped through a crack, but she had her back 
to him, so he couldn't see what she was doing, which was 
just as well, because she was pulling the net bit by bit out of 
the air. It was hard work and she had to use a great many 
spells; and if Rabbit had really seen what she was doing, her 
hand would have slipped and the net would have gone back 
into the air again. 

By the evening she had the whole net pulled out, and she 
came rOWld the house trailing it behind her. It was so fine 
that you couldn't have seen it, except that it glistened. But it 
was hard as flint and it clattered as she trailed it. 

Rabbit was delighted. 'We've got him this time!' he said. 
And he went to the forest, dragging the net after him, and 
hWlg it where he had hWlg the others. It took him a long 
time; it was dark before he had finished, and he was very 
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llled. But he couldn't sleep for thinking what he was going 
10 I (':ttch. 'Snore, snore, night is o'er!' he sang out, and he was 
ilp ill tlle morning almost before he had lain down. 

I.ipperty lipperty lip lip lipperty! Off he went to the forest. 
1.11' . • • lip, lip ... lip, he was walking on tiptoe now. He 
w.lm't frightened, but he was excited, and his heart was going 
dl/l11/pity, thump! 

Then he came to where his net was, and then he was 
II ightened. 

I k shut his eyes up tight-there was such a blazing light 
Ii 1.1 ( he couldn't keep them open; but in the one blink he had 
".ken before he shut his eyes, he saw what he had caught. He 
111 111 caught THE SUN' 

'I.ct me out, let me out" roared SWl in a voice that shook 
IIII' groWld and set all the trees wavering. 

I< ;lbbit turned and ran for home, with his little white tail 
f',' ling bob, bob, bob. 

( ;rmdmother stood at the door waving a knife. 'Go and 
1, '1 him out! Go and let him out" she shouted. 

IZabbit ran right rOWld the house, and Grandmother ran 
"1 (; 1" him, waving the knife. 'Go and let him out! Go and 
I, I him out" 

She chased him back into the forest. Rabbit hid behind a 
I"", and peeped at her. But she saw him, and chased him 
1.11' ( Ilcr along the track. Lipperty lipperty lipperty lipperty! Rabbit 
\V.I S going like the wind, but when he came to that blazing 
111',11 t: and heard that voice roaring 'Let me out!' he turned and 
,1.·,1 back again, and there was Grandmother waving the 
II lI ik and shouting, 'Go and let him out!' 

I< :tbbit was in a trap now: Grandmother with the knife at 
1111,' end, and SWl with his blazing light at the other. He ran 
"I' the track and the light blinded him, he ran back down the 
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track and Grandmother shouted at him and waved the knife. 
He felt his life wasn't worth a bean; he began to cry, but 
still he kept on running between one and the other: until at 
last he couldn't run any more and he fell at Grandmother's 
feet. 

'Go and let him out!' screamed Grandmother. 
'I ca-an't,' wailed Rabbit, 'he blinds me. I can't see!' 
It was all dark overhead, the sky was black, but the forest 

looked as if it was on fire, and the light came streaming down 
the track between the trees in long arrows, as if to shoot poor 
Rabbit. Grandmother took off her belt and tied it round 
Rabbit's eyes. Then she put the knife in his hand. Then she 
shook him angrily, and then she turned him round till he 
was facing up the track. 'Now go,' she said. 'Ifyou are blind, 
you can still feel. Cut the net anywhere, one cut will do. But 
if you come back before you've done it, I'll cut your tail off! 
That's what I'll do, my fine fellow,' she said, shaking him 
again. 'I'll cut your tail off!' 

Lip-per-ty ... lip-per-ty ... lip ... lip ... lip . .. Rabbit 
went creeping along the track, feeling with his hands. The 
roaring voice kept getting louder and louder and nearer and 
nearer, 'Let me o-ut! Let me out!' Rabbit was almost dead 
with terror; he dragged his little legs slower and slower, and 
the nearer he came to that voice the hotter he grew; it was like 
being in an oven, and the sweat was pouring down allover 
him. 

'LET ME OUT!' The great voice was in his ear now, like 
mountains crashing together and toppling over. Rabbit 
made one slash with the knife. He cut the net and it fell to 
pieces and Sun bounced up into the sky. The sky was all blue 
again, and the birds began to sing like anything. But, as he 
shot up, Sun had given a kick at Rabbit with his long foot. 
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The kick landed on Rabbit's shoulders and sent him head 
over heels. And when he picked himself up, his shoulders 
were scorched brown. 

And brown his shoulders remained for ever afterwards. 

Rabbit and the Devouring Hill 

When Rabbit recovered from the pain of his burn he was 
rcally quite proud of the brown scorch marks. He thought 
I hey looked distinguished. Moreover, no other lit de fellow in 
I he world had done what he had done-trapped that great big 
tdJow up there (who certainly thought himself lord of the 
world) and kept him trapped for the best part of a day. 

It is true that though Rabbit felt a little proud, he also felt a 
li ttle frightened. What ifthat great big fellow up there should 
he feeling revengeful, and decide to pay him out? Rabbit, as 
11,e; went lippertying along, gave more than one anxious 
glance up at the sky. But he needn't have worried. Sun was 
Ino busy getting himself up in the morning, and walking 
,Icross the sky, and getting himself to bed at night, and 
Ilghting up this place and that place on his journey, to pay 
,IllY more attention to a little wisp of a Rabbit. And by and 
by Rabbit didn't bother to look up at the sky any more, but 
tj·isked around and just felt pleased with himself 

He went all over the place, did Rabbit, for he had an 
inquiring mind. Grandmother warned him about the 
t)e;vouring Hill. It was a hill that had a mouth in it, and when 
!,cople passed that way, the hill opened his great mouth and 
~ wallowed them down. 

'Keep clear of that place, whatever you do,' said Grand
Il)()ther. 'It will be a bad day for me when I lose my Rabbit. 
IIc's a tiresome little fellow, that's certain, but I haven't 
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anyone else to go htmting for me. No, I can't do without , 
you. 

Grandmother knew that Rabbit wasn't a good htmter. He 
was too careless. But she was fond ofhim, that was the truth 
of it. 

'1 would like to see Devouring Hill open his big mouth,' 
thought Rabbit. 'How does he do it, 1 wonder, and how big 
is his mouth? Oh, 1must just go andsee!' 

Lipperty lipperty lip lip lipperty, Rabbit scampered through 
the forest and out on to the plain. And there, standing on the 
plain all by himself, was Devouring Hill. 

Hill had his mouth shut, and his eyes were covered with 
shaggy bushes, but he could see through the bushes and he 
saw Rabbit, though he pretended not to. 

Lipperty lipperty lip lip lipperty, Rabbit skipped arotmd and 
skipped arotmd, but Hill took no notice. 

'Oh, Devouring Hill, oh, Devouring Hill,' cried Rabbit, 
'open your mouth and swallow me down!' 

Hill took no notice. He only ate men; he didn't like the 
taste of rabbits. 

'1 don't believe you have a mouth!' said Rabbit. 'Well, 
open it then, or 1 shall go home and tell Grand- ' 

He didn't get any farther with what he was going to say. 
Just then a party of Indians on the war-path came stealing 
along. Hill's eyes opened wide, wide, tmder the shaggy 
bushes, and his mouth opened wide, wide, wide as a cavern, 
and down they all went. 

Rabbit made a rush to get in, too; he didn't want to be left 
out of anything. But Hill's mouth snapped shut, and his eyes 
went back under the bushes. He was just an ordinary hill 
now, and Rabbit was standing in front of him. 

'1 will make you let me in, 1 will,' said Rabbit, and he went 
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.iIld sat a little way off behind a rock, and began muttering 
(,harms in the way he had heard his Grandmother doing. 
"lecome a man, become a man, become a man!' he said very 
li,st: 

'Ha aina, aina! 
Dokonie, okonie, yaina! 
Hadzie, zadzie, 
Inadzie, nadzie, 
Illa nilla, ha, ha!' 
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He wasn't sure that he had got it right, but he shut his eyes 
tight, and said it again and again. Then he opened his eyes 
and looked at his feet and legs, and saw that he was wearing 
moccasins and leather leggings, and he jumped up and 
danced round singing out, 'I am a man, I am a man!' And so 
he was ; a little man in a fur shirt, with a bow sling over one I
shoulder and a quiver full of arrows slung over the other 
shoulder, and a knife at his belt. He hadn't got the charm 
quite right, however, for he still had a little tail. But he tucked 
it up under his shirt, and thought nobody would notice it. 

Little Man Rabbit waited behind the rock till he saw a party 
of hunters approaching, and then he went to meet them, and 
said he knew where a herd of deer were feeding, and he'd 
show them if they liked. 

'Just round the other side of this hill,' he said, and he led 
them right up to it. 

And Hill opened his mouth wide, wide, wide as a cavern, 
and sucked with his breath, and down they all went; and 
Rabbit with them. 

As soon as they all got down inside, Hill felt bad. If he'd 
I

known he'd swallowed Rabbit, he'd have spat him out, be
cause rabbit meat didn't agree with him. But he didn't know, 
so he just groaned and moaned, and cried, 'Oh, what a pain 
I've got, what a dreadful pain!' 

Rabbit was skipping about exploring Hill's inside. There 
were a lot of men down there, and a lot of bones, too. 

'Aren't you hungry?' said Rabbit to the men. 'Why don't 
you eat?' 

The men had no spirit to feel hungry. They sat about and 
moaned and groaned inside, and Hill moaned and groaned 
outside. There was a terrible noise going on. 

But Rabbit skipped about and skipped about, and every 
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Il owand then he gave a dig with his knife here and there. And 
when he did this, Hill howled out, 'Oh, I have got indigestion, 
I have got indigestion! Oh, what terrible. terrible pain!' 
Ib.bbit gave another dig with his knife. and Hill bawled, 
. Ow-ow-ow!' and rocked himself about and tumbled all the 
lIlen and bones together in a heap. 

'Why don't you eat, aren't you hungry?' said Rabbit, 
pulling himself out of the heap that was tumbled on the 
ground. 'I'm going exploring, I am !' 

He climbed up Hill's insides. feeling his way because it 
was rather dark, and all of a sudden he called down, 'Hoy! 
Yoy! Here's a great fat heart I've found! Now we'll have a 
tcast !' 

He dug his knife into the heart, and Hill bellowed and 
howled and rocked himself and rocked himself, because it 
was Hill's own heart Rabbit had found. 'We'll cut it up and 
share it!' mocked Rabbit, and he gave a mighty slash with 
his knife and split the heart right in two. 

Hill gave a scream like all the winds in the world scream
ing through a pine wood, and then he split in two, and all the 
men shot out on to the plain, and the bones came clattering 
after them. The men picked · themselves up, and the bones 
gathered themselves together and became living men again, 
and they all surrounded Rabbit, calling out, 'You shall be our 
Chief and rule over us!' 

But Rabbit was tired of being a little man, he wanted to be 
Rabbit again. So he said, 'It's very kind of you, but I don't 
think: I'd like to be a Chief, really. A Chiefhas to work hard, 
and I'm a lazy fellow. I don't want any reward except this 
,:at heart. I'll keep that, if you please.' 

So off went Little Man Rabbit, carrying the fat heart, and 
'IS he went he said the spells over again, only backwards. And 
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by the time he got home, he wasn't Little Man Rabbit any 
more, but just Rabbit. ' 

He and Grandmother had a good supper of fat heart. And 
when they'd finished eating, there was just as much heart left 
as there was before they began. The heart never grew less. 
So whether Rabbit was a good hunter, or a bad hunter, it 
didn't much matter. He and Grandmother had meat to last 
them all their lives. 
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Rabbit and the Thunder Birds 

\ 111' day Rabbit was skipping along the track when he 
I" II, I I ht; sound offootsteps, tramp, tramp, tramp from behind 
, lldl. 

, hI 1 ) w who can that be?' thought Rab bit. 'If! wait I shall see.' 
\, he sat down and waited. The footsteps were coming 

iii 111 ' 1 • tramp, tramp, tramp! Rabbit twitched his nose and 
Idll"d. '1 can smell-what can I smell? Not Animal, not Man. 
'1I ll wlll ing bigger than either. Not Sorcerer, not Witch. 
Wil y I do believe,' said Rabbit, sniffmg again, 'that it's Old 
M ill Ilimsclf!, 

I'IIIIIIJI, tramp, tramp! The footsteps came round the hill, 
uh l II IIIIIS Old Man. 

I"w Old Man was a very special person, there was only 
I ,lit l .j ' him in the world. And he had been in the world 

IIH (' Iht' beginning, so people said. 
" ;, )IHI morning, Old Man,' said Rabbit. 'Where are you 

1\, 01 11 1\ ?' 
' ( ) 11 Illy way,' said Old Man. 
•AI II I may I come with you?' said Rabbit. 

' 1/ you so please,' said Old Man. 

All th is time Old Man was tramping majestically on his 


" ' y, .llld l~abbit was going lipperty skip to keep up with him. 
iJ .101," didn't have to say anything, because Old Man was 
, 011 jll ),: all the time; but Rabbit didn't understand half of 

h II III; was saying, so very soon he didn't listen. Instead, he 
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began thinking about Old Man's beard, which reached down 
to the ground, and about his feet, which made the ground 
tremble. And then Rabbit skipped very hard, trying to make 
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II! ' " W II Feet tremble the ground, but they wouldn't; and 
il l, " II(' IllOught that if he had a beard like that, he wouldn't 
I ii I ,I ,I 1>I ~l1 lkct when he went to bed; and then he thought all 

III '. "f' udl.l.:r things, that hadn't much to do with anything. 
! h' , I", didn't listen to what Old Man was saying, but 
~l wll llld have been better for them both if he had 
ill< ', Iwd. 

'Vn y s\.Jon now,' said Old Man, 'we shall come to a pine
'i;,,~..W II «~b looks as if it had been struck by lightning. On the 
ti 'pc,( Ille tree is a large nest made of sticks. It is a larger nest 
fli ll' ! .III Y you have ever seen, and from it will come very 
i " i " !,:(' Il{lises. We neither of us take any notice of the noises, 

I I lI llh ~r of us look up at the nest; we look straight ahead 
, iI II', 'Illd walk straight on.' 

I{ '\,Ili l. had found a hole in the bank now, and he was 
i l~ ; I ' ill }', ill it, to make whatever was inside come out. Nothing 
,II,1' 1'111 ('; out; but by the time he had done poking, Old Man 

. ' ~ ' ,11111 (; way ahead. He was still talking, just as if Rabbit 
" 'I Itil :'l longside of him, 
I I, W~ Iw never stop talking?' thought Rabbit, as he skipped 

,hl(1 I', ;ltcr Old Man. 'If he has been here since the 
\..Id \J t.:gan, and never stopped talking all that time, 

II 
1'11"11 he heard a very strange noise over his head. 
I I ,J,'"fI-rak-rak-kik-kik!, 

' ,11 III' stopped skipping after Old Man and looked up. 
110 ' W, IS standing under a tall pine tree, which looked as Ifit 

II ll" 11"L'11 struck by lightning. It was quite bare and whitish. 
!i I ")I" 1.0 P of it was a large nest of sticks, and the noise was 

11 ",il il il l '; out of the nest. 
I ,/J' "i1-rnk-rak-kik-kik!' 
11,, '1'1' were two big black birds in the nest, and they had 
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their heads out over the side, and their beaks wide open. 
'Kak-a-rak-rak-kik-kik l' 
'I can say that, too,' said Rabbit. 'Kak-a-rak-rak-kik-kik! 

Do you hear me? Kak-a-rak-rak-kik-kik l' And he said it four 
times. 

Suddenly Rabbit wasn't standing under the tree any 
longer, he was up in the nest with the two black birds; and, 
worse than all, Old Man was up in the nest, too. 

The wind began to blow, and the nest began to rock, and 
Rabbit and Old Man had to hold on to the sides. 

'What did I tell you?' said Old Man sadly. 
'1-1 don't know,' said Rabbit. 'I'm afraid I-I didn't 

hear.' 
'Didn't hear?' said Old Man. 'Didn't listen, you mean" 
'I suppose I do mean that,' said Rabbit, very meekly. 'But 

I'll listen next time.' 
'If there is a next time,' said Old Man. 'We are in a very 

awkward fIx. This is the Thunder Birds' nest, and these two 
great black things are the Thunder Birds' children. When the 
old birds come back they will kill us, and give us to their 

Ichildren to eat.' 
'Oh dear" whimpered Rabbit. 'Oh dear' I'm very sorry.' 
'You may well be sorry,' said Old Man. 'Though I don't 

see that it will help us much.' 
All this time the wind was blowing more and more 

strongly, and the nest was rocking more and more fIercely. 
The two young birds seemed to enjoy it, but Rabbit and Old 
Man were clinging to the sides with all their might, and 
Rabbit was feeling very sea-sick. The earth seemed to be 
coming up at him and then dropping away again, and the 
clouds were lurching about as if they were drunk. 

'It's-it's not very nice" gasped Rabbit. 
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' t II mllrse it isn't very nice,' said Old Man. Then he 
111111( -.1 10 the young birds and asked, 'When does your 
1I 1L1I 11I'1 \';()tne home?' 

' 11. ,",' II-rak-rak-kik-kik! When it rains,' said the young 
hll,k 

' i\ llti WJICI1 does your father come home?' 
, /, . ",·-II··mk-rak-kik-kik ! When it hails,' said the young 

I.i l f h 
/\ III I~ grey cloud was bouncing up and down in the 
, 
l( d.l.it fCIt a spot of rain on his nose. Then another spot. 
' I . 1111 going to tell you something,' said Old Man, 'and 

III"" hett.er listen to me this time. The mother bird will be 
III I' .IIIY minute now. When she comes she will ask, "Which 
, 01 y"ll 1wu gets tired first?" And you must say, "Old Man 

I . d'" , I'" " 11 ever get tlre . 
' 1' 111 lired now,' moaned Rabbit. 'I'm aching all over.' 
i! I .III't help that,' said Old Man. '''I never, never get 

11 "£' ,1", you must say. And then you must get up and 
I ill ' r I 

' , :i'l1/1' (lnd dance?' shrieked Rabbit. 'Get up and DANCE? 
1I" w 1.111 (get up and dance when I don't know whether I'm 
. ,11 III }' Ilcad or my heels as it is? How can I get up and dance 

I" II I havc to cling on with every toe I've got?' 
' WI·II, you must,' said Old Man, 'and since you must, 

,, 11 ' 11 fillt! you can. And if we live through that flfSt dance, 
11 11 1I!11s t get up and dance again when the father bird 

U 11 11 1 .. . 

' I i.l1.III't be able to" wailed Rabbit. 'I feel so-o-oh!' 
1' 11 \ ' r :liJl was falling in torrents now. Rabbit ducked down 

IIi . III .iI I; then he peeped up over the side of the nest. He had 
I." Q, ' f what was happening, however frightened he felt. 
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There was a little black cloud low down in the west, and it 
was flying through the sky at a tremendous rate, and growing 
bigger every moment as it flew. It was right over the tree 
now; the tree was creaking and groaning and lashing its 
naked boughs. There was a flash of lightning and a loud 
clap of thunder, the nest gave a great tilt, and something 
landed on it: a huge black bird with yellow, gleaming 
eyes. 

'Kak-a-rak-rak-kik-kik!' said the young birds, and they 
turned their heads up and gaped with their mouths so that 
you could see all down their red throats. 

The mother bird gave them each a piece of meat that she 
had brought; then she looked at Old Man and Rabbit. 
'More meat" she said. 'More meat, oh, how very fortunate' 
Now tell me, which of you two gets tired first?' 

Rabbit was speechless with fright, but Old Man gave him 
a pinch, and he said in a kind of scream, 'This Old Man gets 
tired first, I never get tired, I never get tired, I never get 
tired" And then he jumped up and bega.,.'1. to dance; for, as 
Old Man had said, since he had to dance, he found he 
could. 

'SIT DOWN!' said the mother bird. 'You're making me 
giddy. I'll attend to you later. So you get tired fIrSt, do you?' 
she said to Old Man. 'Very well, we will eat you first.' Old 
Man had one hand behind his back, and he had a knife in that 
hand. 'Stretch out your legs,' said the mother bird. 'I like to 
begin at the toes and work upward.' 

Old Man stretched out his legs. The mother bird opened 
her beak. Old Man gave a twist to one side, brought his 
hand from behind his back, and plunged the knife into her 
throat. The beak fell shut with a snap. Old Man nearly lost 
his arm, but he just managed to pull it out in time. The 
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mother bird was dead, and Old Man and Rabbit rolled her 
out of the nest. The nest gave a . dip as she went over, and 
then it sprang up again, and the mother bird fell to the earth 
with such a bang that Rabbit thought the world must have 
come to an end. 

'Oh! Oh!' he cried. 'I'm not enjoying this at all! I feel I 
shall never enjoy--' 

He hadn't time to say any more, the nest was rocking so 
violently now that he was being tumbled from one side to the 
other, and clutching at anything he could. It was hailing, too: 
the hailstones were as big as oysters, and they came clattering 
down into the nest till Old Man and Rabbit were sitting in 
them up to their necks. Then came another flash oflightning, 
and the lightning was a bright red colour and very terrifying, 
and the thunder followed after it so loud and close that 
Rabbit thought his ear-drums must surely burst. A bird 
dropped out of the sky on to the nest, and if the other bird 
had been big, this one was much bigger. It was the Thunder 
Bird himself: his body was black, and his head was red, and 
his eyes were green and glittering like emeralds. The young 
birds turned up their heads and gaped with their mouths, and 
probably they were saying 'Kak-a-rak', but what with the 
hail and the thunder, there was such a hubbub that they 
might as well have been silent. 

'MEAT!' said the Thunder Bird in a huge, hoarse voice. 
'MEAT! Old meat and young meat! Which of you gets 
tired first?' 

'He does,' said Rabbit, who didn't need any prompting 
this time. 'I never get tired, never get tired, never get tired!' 
And though he was twitching with fright in every limb, he 
got up and began to dance. 

'SIT DOWN!' roared the Thunder Bird. 'You're making 
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1111 ' giddy. I'll attend to you later. Now, Old Man, stretch out 
VI 'ill" legs.' 

()kl Man stretched out his legs. Thunder Bird stooped his 
',It ' :1C red head to gobble him up legs first. Old Man gave a 

I W ISC, brought the knife from behind his back, and stabbed 
I1IIII dead. 

, I 'hm Old Man and Rabbit rolled Thunder Bird out of the 
I H '~,l, and the earth and sky echoed with the noise of his 
I.!hllg. 

Till.: two young birds were screeching horribly. They 
dlPllght it was their tum to be killed now. 

' Stup that noise,' said Old Man, 'or I will kill you.' 
~'; I) then the two young birds were as quiet as mice. 
H:Lbbit looked over the side of the nest. The ground 

«1" 1Il(; d a long, long way off. 'How are we going to get 
.1 .. WIl?' he said. 

'We will get up on to the young birds' backs,' said Old 
M .III, 'and they shall fly down with us.' 

( )Id Man climbed on to the back of one bird, and Rabbit 
, IlIlIhec! on to the back of the other, and held on tightly. 

'Now,' said Old Man, 'fly down.' 
( )Id Man's bird flew down; he was too afraid of Old Man 

I •• IIII anything else. 
Hnhbit's bird looked over the side of the nest. 'Kak-a-rak

' t l ~' kik-kik,' he said. 'I don't know how to fly.' 
. y l'S, you do,' said Rabbit. 'You've got to know how. It's 

II" r,IJod your just sitting here saying kak-a-rak-rak-kik-kik!' 
' 1\llk-a-rak-rak-kik-kik,' said the young bird, and he 

11111'j1eti his wings and flew up with Rabbit, up, up, right up 
11111) the sky. 

" ky ! You're going the wong way!' said Rabbit. 
IllIl the young bird kept flying up and up. 
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Old Man was on the groWld, but he hadn't let go of his 
bird, he was holding him by one wing. He looked and saw 
Rabbit up in the sky. 

'Call him.' said Old Man. 'Call your brother.' 
'I won't,' said the yOWlg bird. 'Why should I?' 
He began to fight with Old Man. He pecked with his 

beak and kicked with his feet; but Old Man held on to him, 
and they rolled about on the groWld together. 

All this time Rabbit was being carried higher and higher 
into the air. 

'Call him,' said Old Man. 'Call your brother. You'll 
have to do it in the end, so why not now?' 

The yOWlg bird was panting. Old Man had him tight 
I 

rOWld the neck, and he felt half-strangle:d. 
'Ka-ra-ki-kik,' he said feebly. . 
'Louder!' 'aid Old Man. 
'I can't,' said the young bird, 'you're choking me.' 
Old Man let go of his neck then, and the yOWlg bird 

turned and pecked at him again. Old Man got hold of both 
his wings-he had one in each hand. 'call!' he said. 'Call 
your brother !' 

'Kak-rak-rak-kik,' said the yOWlg bird sulkily. 
'Louder, call louder !' said Old Man. 'Do you want me to 

kill you?' 
'Kak-a-rak-rak-kik-kik!' screamed the yOWlg bird in a 

fright. 
'Louder, louder, louder!' said Old Man, tugging at the 

yOWlg bird's wings. 
'Kak-a-rak-a, kak-a-rak-a, kak-a-rak-kik-kik-kik!' The 

yOWlg bird was screeching now with all his might. And 
Rabbit's bird heard and swooped and came down. 

'And he telling me he didn't know how to fly!' said 
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1{.I,bbit, as he scrambled off on to the groWld. 'What a liar!' 
'Now,' said Old Man, 'I've a mind to kill you both.' And 

lit ' waved his knife about in a very threatening manner. 
'No, no, no!' said the yOWlg birds, 'don't do that!' 
'1 can't let you grow up to kill people,' said Old Man. 

' W ill you promise to be good?' 
, Y t:s, yes, yes,' said th~ young birds, 'we'll promise any-

ail ing! ' 
'All,' said Old Man;, 'but will you keep your promises?' 
.Yes, yes, yes!' said the yOWlg birds. 
'I 'Il see that you do,' said Old Man, and he took hold of 

d I(' young birds each by a leg and SWWlg them round his 
11 ":\\1. 

' /":ok-a-rak,' the yOWlg birds were screaming, but with 
, vny swing that Old Man gave them they"were growing 

111.a1ler and smaller and les:s and less black~ 'k4k-a-rak-chip
/11/ 1 1' they said. And when they said 'chip:..chip' Old Man let 

Il wlll go. . '. 

. ( :h ip-chip! Chip-chip!' off they flew; they were nothing 
III'W but a couple of sparrows. 

ItLbbit stared after them. 'What an adventure!' he said. 
lilli' 1 don't feel I behaved like a hero, exactly.' 
'yuu willleam in time,' said Old Man. 'I have been a long 

III \H'; learning. Now I must go on my way.' 
'Cood-bye,' said Rabbit. 
'( ;ood-bye,' said Old Man. And away he went, tramping 

1I1,l j(;stically, and making the groWld tremble with every 
If' I" 

I{ : ~b bit looked after him. 'I do wonder if he wraps his 
l'I' ,II'd roWld him like a blanket when he goes to sleep,' he 

lit I to himself. 'But perhaps he never does go to sleep?' 
I Ie couldn't decide about this. So away he went, lipperty 
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lipperty lip lip lipperty. 'What a tale I shall have to tell Grand
mother when I get home" he said. 'I wonder if she'll believe 
.It.t' 

Grandmother didn't quite believe it; but then, as she said, I 

Rabbit told her so many things. r 

I 
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Zini and the Witches 

, [ HERE was once a young Brave, called Zini, who 
married a woman from a far-away tribe. She had a 
very beautiful voice, and every night she would sing 

:llIi to sleep, but always the songs were in a language he did 
1,11.ll understand. 

()lle night he said to her, 'What are those songs that you 
Hll g to me, my wife?' 

'Sleepy songs,' she answered, 'the ancient songs of my 
IWllple.' 

'I wish I might know what the words mean,' said Zini. 
A\ld she answered, 'This is what they mean: 

'Go to sleep, my darling, my love, 
Go to sleep, my darling. 
Sleep soundly, sleep soundly, my darling, my love, 
Go to sleep, my darling. 
Sleep till dawn wakes you, my darling, my love, 
Go to sleep, my darling" 

'Oh, is that what they mean?' said Zini. 

, Yes,' said she. 'What else should they mean?' 

!Sut Zini was puzzled. It seemed to him that the songs 


,I.dn't sound quite like that. He was so puzzled that he 
.\1,.·!\Ined he was caught in a monstrous spider's web, and 
I I II' ll he woke up. 
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'Sing me to sleep again, my wife,' he said. 

But there was no answer. His wife had gone. 

In the morning she was back again by his side. He thought 


he would ask her where she had been; and then he thought he 
wouldn't. Instead, he went to the Medicine Man, and told 
him. 

The Medicine Man shook his head. 'I fear she has taken 
the wrong road,' he said. 

By which he meant she wasn't good, but bad. 
He told Zini to look all round the house when his wife 

was out, especially in places where it was dark. 
When Zini got home, his wife was just coming out with a 

brightly painted jar on her head. She was going to the spring 
for water. The spring was some way of[ Zini thought now 
was his chance to look round the house, and to save time he 
decided to look in the dark places first. He looked in one 
dark place and saw nothing. And he looked in another dark 
place and saw nothing. And then he lifted a curtain to look 
into a third dark place, and he saw-it isn't easy to say what 
he saw. There were bodies and bones and all sorts ofhorrors. 
So then Zini knew his wife was a witch. 

He went off to the Medicine Man again, and this time he 
was crymg. 

'You must keep awake tonight,' said the Medicine Man, 
and he gave Zini a little red seed. 'Put this on your tongue 
and you won't go to sleep, let her sing as long as she will. But 
you must pretend to sleep, and then watch what happens, 
and come to me again.' 

So that night Zini put the little red seed on his tongue 
before he went to bed. His wife began to sing to him, and he 
yawned and sighed and closed his eyes, but he was wide, 
wide awake. His wife was a little bit suspicious-perhaps he 
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W i\'.II'1 breathing quite right for a sleeping man. At any rate 
110 ::,lIlg much longer than usual. 

II Y:Ul.d by a big black cat came creeping in and stood at the 
11'1' ,)ethe steps. 

'w(' are all waiting for you,' whispered the cat. 'Why 
,10 11 ' 1 you come?' 

' Y"\I must wait for me a little while,' said the wife. 'The 
II) III is stirring in his sleep.' 

' 1'11('11. Zini lay very, very still. He breathed gently and 
v' I Ii y- he even snored a little. 

II y :llld by a big grey owl flew down through the smoke
I\." t:. ' You must hurry,' whispered the owl, 'the Chief is , 
" 1IIlig angry. 

Tile wife looked at Zini. 'He is asleep now,' she said, 
111,1 !ihc tiptoed away and climbed the ladder out of the 
11"" .'''';. 

" .llIi got up and followed her, keeping in the shadows. It 
W, I'i :t bright moonlight night, and though he kept at a dis
[11111 l ' he could see her moving from the shadows into the 
11 1',111 :md back into the shadows again. He followed her till 
II II'Ycame to a black mountain. At the bottom of the moun
I IIII was a big, dark cave. The mouth of the cave was dripping 
W illi water, and the moon shone on the water and turned it 
11 11, ) :t white rainbow. The wife passed under the white rain
I.. I w , and as she did so she became a pink. cat. 

/ ,illi stood under the rainbow and peered into the cave. 
'I 'here was a fire blazing in the middle of the cave, and 

W ill bes were flying in through the walls. As they alighted on 
[ III ' fl oor they turned into animals and birds, vultures and 
WI dves and lynxes, and owls and cats. Behind the fire the 
Wi t<.:h Chief sat on a throne. The throne was a huge bat, and 
Iii, ' Chief sat between its wings. The bat had its head down, 
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and the Chiefused its head as a footstool. The bat didn't look 
at all comfortable, but when it tried to move, the Chief 
kicked it, and then it was still again. "

'You are very late,' said the Witch Chief to the pink cat; 
and he gave her four scratches with his long nails, two 
scratches on her face, and two on her chest. 

'I can't help it,' said the pink cat angrily, 'my husband is 
getting to suspect me. He asked me what my songs meant, 
but I fooled him.' 

And she told the Chief what she had said to Zini. 
'And what do the words of the song really mean?' asked 

the Witch Chief 
'What do they mean?' said the pink cat. 'This is what they 

mean: 

'Go to sleep, you horrible man, 
Go to sleep, you horror. 
Sleep soundly, sleep soundly, you horrible man, 
Go to sleep, you horror. 
Sleep till I wake you, you horrible man, 
Go to sleep, you horror.' 

'Ha! ha! ha!' laughed the Witch Chief And 'Ha! ha! ha!' 
laughed all the vultures and wolves and lynxes and owls and 
cats. 

Then they looked up and saw Zini peeping in under the 
white rainbow. 

Zini tried to run away, but they rushed at him and dragged 
him into the cave. They tied his hands behind his back and 
stood him before the Chief 

'You deserve to die for this,' said the Chief. 'But I will 
spare your life on one condition. Bring me the hearts ofyour 
mother and sister and you shall live. Not only shall you live, 
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Itt ll, you shall become one of us. We will turn you into a 
Ilill,:hcy witch, and you shall help your wife to work evil.' 
1111"11 he ordered the creatures to free Zini's arms, and told 

1,1111 to go home. 'Tomorrow night I shall expect you again, 
\\! I iii your offering of hearts,' he said. 'If you do not come, I 
II. Ii I S(;C to it that your wife skins you alive.' 

" ,i lli didn't go home, he went to the Medicine Man and 
1\ 11.1 him what had happened. 

"I 'his is terrible,' said the Medicine Man. 'I scarcely know 
w ll :11: we can do.' He thought for a long time, and then he 
11.1, 'You will have to go back to the cave tomorrow night, 

dl ',I\ ' is certain. But you cannot cut out the hearts of your 
Illnt:iler and sister. You must kill two sheep and carry their 
I lI 'lll t s to the Witch Chief. We may be able to deceive him, 
hll \ Ldoubt it.' The Medicine Man shook his head, and shook 
11 1:i head. 'I fear trouble will come of it,' he said. 

, I 'hen he gave Zini a little red shell, and told him to hide it 
II I the folds of his shirt. 'It will at least protect your life, if it 
\Iv i II do no more,' he said. 

So Zini hid the little red shell in the folds of his shirt, and 
Il L' thcn went home and killed two sheep. His wife didn't come 
IlillllC all that day, and he was glad rather than sorry. When 
11I!~ht came, he wrapped the two sheeps' hearts in a napkin 
Ili ade of cat-tail reeds, and carried them to the cave. 

. rile Witch Chief was there, sitting behind the fire on his 
I )(tc-throne, and the pink cat was there, and all the other 
• !'catures. They were having a feast, taking all sorts of un
p1c:lsant-Iooking things out of a big oven, and swallowing 
"v i,;rything down smoking hot. 

'I have brought you the hearts,' said Zini to the Chief. He 
\V :lS as frightened as could be, but he was trying not to 
~d I(JW it. 
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The Chief told the pink cat to put the hearts in the oven. 
By and by they began to sizzle. 

'Ba-a-a-a!' they said. 
'Was your mother a sheep, and was your sister a sheep?' 

said the Witch Chief. 
'Of course not,' answered Zini. 'But they had a sheep for 

their totem.' He had to say something, and that was the first 
thing he thought o£ 

The Chief pretended to be satisfied with this explanation, 
and he told Zini he could go home and lie down to sleep. 

It seemed to Zini that he did go home, but that was only the 
Witch Chief's magic. When Zini woke in the morning, he 
found himself lying on a ledge of rock. The ledge was half
way up a great cliff. Below the ledge, the cliff went down for 
a thousand feet, as steep and straight as a house wall; and 
above the ledge, the cliff rose up another thousand feet, 
equally steep and straight, and there wasn't a crack or a 
crevice anywhere in the cliff that a man could climb up or 
down by. 

The ledge was only just wide enough to take Zini's body, 
and he couldn't move backwards or forwards or sideways. 
He was lying on his back, and the sun was beating down on 
his head . . He lay there all day without moving, and when 
night came it was bitterly cold, and his shirt froze to the ledge. 
And when morning came, the sun beat down on him again, 
and he felt he was being roasted alive. He didn't die, because 
the little red shell in the fold ofhis shirt kept him alive, but he 
suffered from heat and cold and hunger and thirst and 
giddiness, and he almost felt it would be better if he could 
die. 

When the sun was high on the third day, a baby squirrel 
came hoppity-skip along the ledge. He saw Zini's moccasins 
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I" LIII g up and climbed on to one ofthem. 
I I" II il l: sat down and wrinkled his nose 
111.1 IOllkl:d along Zini's body as far as his 
! Ii I , Zini's eyes were closed, he didn't 
I VI II ~; l'(']n to be breathing. 

•N,IIl:t! Nana!' called Baby Squirrel, 
I'v. '; lllnd a dead man on our ledge!' 

l'll ell Motller Squirrel came along, 
"r '/'/ ,lI y-skip, hoppity-skip; and she climbed 
, q I III Zini' s otller moccasin and looked 
.1.111 1'. Ilis body to his face. Zini opened his 
~ YI" / ,lIld stared at the sky, and then he shut 
I

I . 
j l ~ I ' )' ( 'S agam, 

' I II " s not dead,' said Mother Squirrel, 
1"11 I chink he's starving.' She took an 
•~; , "II <.: Upout ofher cheek. 'Here, son,' she 
li,1 10 Baby Squirrel, 'fill this with corn 

111 / .tI :lIld water.' 
Il i,l,y Squirrel took the acorn cup,jumped 

. I(' \V II \) f[ Zini's moccasin, and went off, 
/; ,j /'I'ily-s/dp, hoppity-skip. In less than no 
11111/' II('; was back again, with the cup filled 
wlill wet corn meal. 

Mlltll l:( Squirrel took the cup from him, 
111.\ ra il, hoppity-skip, hoppity-skip, all the 
W, l Y "long Zini's body till she came to his 
I I I t' . 

•r "IL " 	she said. 
,i lli raised his neck, very stiffly, and 

1''''\\('11 down at the acorn cup. Then he 
I \I I ' a very small smile and shook his 

I,. ,II\' ft was kind of Mother Squirrel, but 
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what good would a tiny lick ofcom meal like that be to him? 
'Eat' Eat" said Mother Squirrel, holding the acorn cup to 

his lips. 'You must eat to get strong. It may look a little, but 
it is more than enough.' 

So then, to please her, Zini ate the wet com meal. He ate 
and ate, and still the acorn cup was full. He ate till he could 
eat no more, and then he gave a big smile and said, 'Thank 
you" 

'Feeling better?' said Mother Squirrel. 
'Much, much better,' said Zini. 
Happity-skip, happity-skip, Mother Squirrel went off and 

came back with a cedar branch. This she laid over Zini's head 
to protect him from the sun. And when night came she was 
back again, happity-skip, with a bark-fibre blanket, and this 
she laid over him to protect him from the cold. 

Three times a day Baby Squirrel brought him the acorn 
cup full of wet com meal, and between whiles he sat on 
Zini's moccasin and told him stories to pass away the time. 
And when he was tired of telling stories, he danced. He did a 
War Dance, and a Buffalo Hunt Dance, and the Sun Dance, 
and the Dance To Scare Away False Faces That Look At You 
Out Of The Trees. He danced every dance he knew. 

'But you must watch me,' he said to Zini, 'I can't dance 
properly if you don't.' 

So Zini lifted up his neck and watched Baby Squirrel 
strutting around on his moccasin, and stamping. 

'Ha' Ha' Yahi-yahi' Yeh" shouted Baby Squirrel. 
'Ha' Ha' Yahi-yahi, Yah" answered Zini, and that pleased 

Baby Squirrel mightily. 
Zini even managed to clap his hands now and then. He was 

feeling ever so much stronger. 
Mother Squirrel was busy doing something else. She went 
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I " 1w r ~tore place and fetched a pine cone. Then she came 
, 1111 sf,llOd at Zini's feet, and dropped the pine cone over the 
, I Ii f. The pine cone fell down, down, a thousand feet down. 
1\1, oIlwr Squirrel peeped over the ledge and watched it falling. 

' ( ; I'O W, grow, pine cone grow' Grow, grow, grow" she 
\ 10 l. 
II i fil e morning, after Baby Squirrel had brought him his 

ii" "I. CIS 1:, Zini felt so much stronger that he was able to sit 
ii i ' I k raised himself very, very carefully, so as not to topple 
" low:l Ys, and then he too peered over the ledge. Down, 

" " WII a thousand feet down, he saw a great plain with green 
II , 1' ,'1 !!l Id a river, and close against the cliff a little pine was 
" ,nvill g. When he looked again in the evening, the little pine 
w ,\ .1 tall tree, and when he looked again next morning, its 
' " I'"I()St branches reached half-way up the cliff. Every time 
II' Illllked at it, it had grown taller; by the fourth morning . 
' I J I() pmost branches were on a level with the ledge, and by 
I III ("urch evening it towered, strong and mighty, high above 
111 1 lil';HJ, and a great branch of it lay against the ledge close 
I" 'I. lII i's hand. 

1I"fll,;ty-skip! Mother Squirrel was dancing on the branch. 
!' l" w friend Zini,' she said, 'it's time to go home. Take hold 

" I ri)(" branch and follow me.' 
IIlll,pity-skip! Baby Squirrel jumped on to Zini's shoulder; 

II d grasped the branch with both hands and swung himself 
, .(1 rI)(" ledge. Happity-skip! Mother Squirrel was dancing on 
fi" l, r.lIlchjust below. Zini swung himself on to that branch, 
'I', 1 ~iO they went, down, down, a thousand feet down, till 

11, \ Y:itood side by side on the plain. 
' NIlW, friend Zini, it's time to say good-bye,' said Mother 

"I " i l·I'cl. 'Follow the river and you'll soon get home.' 
',lIl i thanked her and thanked her. 'Pooh" said Mother 
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Squirrel, 'it would be a poor world if we couldn't do that 
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i 111 '11 . ' rhe wicked wife had vanished, and in her place, push-
much for each other" Then she gave him some pine tree seeds 11,1', lip through the roof, and growing high above it, was a 
and some pinyon nuts. I' I r ,II pi n.e tree. Its dark branches were thrust out through 

'When you get home,' she said, 'give your wife the pine IIf ,!i ,ks of the house, and they were waving about like arms, 
seeds, but you yourself must eat the pinyon nuts. Now II Ii ilw y were trying to catch hold of something. But there 
remember-pine seeds for her, pinyon nuts for you. It's very 1 ~ 1I IIlhing to catch hold of, and from the pine tree came a 
. , "",',1,1 Y sighing, like waves breaking on a far-off shore. 

Zini said he would remember, and thanked her again. 
important. 

II Pll 'lillles the sighing grew louder, and sometimes it grew 
Then they said good-bye to each other. Mother Squirrel and , ,i II I . hut it never stopped. 

Baby Squirrel climbe~ back up the tree, and Zini went along 
 1\ 1111 it never will stop as long as that pine lives. 
by the river, and soon found himself back in his own village. lly ,lllLl by the pine tree grew so big that it cracked the 

His wife was very surprised to see him. 'Why,' said she, 'I , 'II dh :Iround it, and the house fell down in pieces. But Zini 
thought you were dead , You've been away four years, and ""I ill t; new husband built themselves another house, where 
now I've married another man.' il il y lived together like good friends. They went hunting 

'Poor fellow!' thought Zini. But he was glad to know that IIIH,.lIll'r, and they went fishing together; and after a bit they 
she wasn't his wife any more. He went in and talked pleas .,, 111 inl two sisters, who were both good women, and they 
antly to the new husband. The poor man looked scared; he "I1'lIl r lived happily for the rest of their lives. 
grasped Zini by the hand and said he was very glad he had 
come back. 

'Oh, I've brought you some pine seeds,' said Zini to his 

wife, and she took them and ate them, and Zini and the new 

husband shared the pinyon nuts between them. After that, the 

new husband made up a bed on the floor for Zini, and the 

wife sang them both to sleep. Early in the morning, Zini 

and the new husband went out hunting together, and the 

wife busied herself about the house. 


'I shan't expect you back till sunset, 'she said to the men. 
Zini wondered if they would ever come back; but he said 


nothing, and the new husband said nothing. Each of them 

shot a fine buck; and towards sunset, not knowing what 

else to do, they returned to the village. 


But when they drew near their house they stopped and 
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Napi and Nip . 
... 

T
HERE was once a boy called Nip-nizaza; but except on 
grand occasions everyone called him Nip. Nip's father 
was Chief of a tribe of buffalo hunters who lived on a 

big plain. Herds of buffalo wandered over the plain. The 
buffaloes had been there ever since anyone could remember, 
and the people thought they always would be there. But one 
day the buffaloes disappeared. Where had they gone to? 
Nobody knew. The Chief sent out scouts to look for them. 
The scouts travelled in all directions for days and days, but 
not a single buffalo could they see. Weary and disappointed, 
they had to come back at last. 

Now what was the tribe to do? Of the buffalo skins they 
made their clothes and the tents they lived in, and of the 
buffalo bones they made their bowls and arrow-heads, and 
tools and needles, and ofbuffalo sinews they made their ropes 
and sewing thread, and ofcourse they ate buffalo meat. How 
could they live without these things? They all went about 
shaking their heads and looking sad. 

So then Nip went to the Chief and said, 'Father, give me 
leave to go out into the wide world and search for the buf
faloes. You may be sure I won't come back till I have found 
them.' 

'But the scouts have already been to search for them, my 
son,' said the Chief 
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. Yes,' said Nip, 'but I may be luckier. 1 have a feeling that 
11.1 II fmd them.' 
The Chief didn't much like the idea of his young son 

W,II. Jcring off by himself; but, all the same, he was pleased 
.1".1 Nip was brave enough to want to go, so at last he con
I Ilint. Nip's mother packed him up a bag of dried buffalo 

111 1'. 11 pounded into a paste with berries, and Nip slung his 
I, .. w and quiver full of arrows over his shoulders, stuck a 
I III K, in his belt, and set off, feeling quite a man. 

" I '.Ike care ofyourself, my son,' his mother called after him. 
' I Ie sure I will, mother,' Nip called back. 
' 1'1 ) (;Il his mother went in and cried a little, and Nip walked 

11 (1 .ICroSS the plain. 
II took him many days to cross that plain, and all the while 

I.. . lidn't meet a soul, nor yet see any buffaloes. At night he 
I \' Ii('d himself in his blanket and slept under the stars, and by 
,I" y he tramped manfully on. He came to the end of the plain 
11 lilsr, and then he found himself in a wooded country with 
, II vcr flowing through it. He followed the banks of the 

j 1 V1'1' till he came to a small house, and outside the house he 
1\V :1 man sitting on a bench with a bowl of water on his 
II( ' (.:S . The man was gazing into the bowl, and he didn't 

I,,"k l1P; but when Nip came close, he said, 
'( :uod morning, Nip-nizaza.' 
Nip was astonished. 'How did you know my name?' he 

p,k,·d. 
'1 saw you coming in the water,' said the man. 'And your 

11 11111(; was written on your forehead.' 
S () then Nip thought the man must be a magician. 
. Yes, you are right, Nip,' said the man, 'I am a magician. 

My lI "lme is Napi, and 1know all about you, and the buffaloes 
,.j I arc seeking. I know where the buffaloes have gone. 1was 
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looking in my bowl the other day, and I saw them going.' 
'Oh, where are they?' cried Nip. 'Please tell me quickly!' 
'Not so fast, not so fast,' said Napi. 'I will help you to get 

them back, but it won't be easy. You must come into my 
house, and when you have rested and eaten, I will tell you 
about it.' 

So Nip followed Napi into the house, and Napi gave him a 
delicious dinner: berry soup, and fish from the river, and all 
manner of strange, sweet fruits that Nip had never tasted 
before; and some kind of wine to drink that made him feel 
calm and contented. 

'Now listen carefully,' said Napi, when Nip had fmished 
eating and drinking. 'Farther down the river lives a powerful 
ogre called Buffalo Stealer. It is he who came by night and 
drove the buffaloes away. He is very strong and fierce, and he 
bears a charmed life. Arrows cannot pierce his skin, nor can 
knives cut into it. But he is stupid, as all ogres are, and if we 
are cunning we can outwit him.' 

'I will do whatever you tell me,' said Nip. 

'That's a good boy,' said Napi. 'Now, stand up straight.' 

Nip stood up straight, and Napi took some water from the 


bowl and sprinkled it over him. Nip at once felt most pecu
liar. His legs seemed to be glued together, and his arms went 
stiff. His whole body went stiff. He wasn't a boy any more: 
Napi had turned him into a stick. He hadn't any eyes, or any 
ears, or any mouth, but he could still see, and he could still 
hear, and he could still speak-no wonder he felt peculiar ! 

He looked round for Napi, but Napi had gone. There was 
nobody in the room now but a little white dog. The dog 
picked up the stick in his mouth and ran out. 

'Where are we going?' asked Stick. 
'To Buffalo Stealer's house,' said Little White Dog. 
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' And what do we do when we get there?' asked Stick. 

' I don't know yet,' said Little White Dog. 'We must wait 


ill ' I sec.' 
I Ii I,tl.c White Dog, with Stick in his mouth, turned into the 

\v . H)( Is and trotted along a narrow path between the trees. 
tl y .mel by the path got broader, and by and by it widened 
1111" ;\ glade; and at the end of the glade was a huge house. 

I lltic White Dog stood still, thinking. And as he was 
,lllll king, Buffalo Stealer's wife and his small boy came out 
.. I til t: house and walked down the glade. 

I II I Ie White Dog put Stick carefully down on the grass. 
U "!O'~ r-ru}j; r-ruff!' he said, wagging his tail. 

' ( )11, what a pretty little dog!' said the child. 
. /{-ru}j; r-ru}j; r-ruff!' said Little White Dog, frolicking 

1" ' llId the boy, and wagging his tail all the time. 
' I want him for my own!' said the child. 'Can I have him?' 
" don't see why not,' said the woman. 'He's got fine silky 

li,lll . L'll cut that off and make myself a cap with it.' Then she 
1\\1 Slick and poked him with her foot. 'Here's something 

liI.I,li d, too! That would make me a good digging stick to 
, I jlh tip roots with.' 

'l'lle woman picked up Stick and gave Little White Dog a 
wIw-k with the end of him. Stick felt very sorry about this, 
111.1 Little White Dog yelped. 'Now then,' said the woman, 
. II Yllll're going to live with us, you mustn't give yourself 
'II ,; . Ilcre, child, take tlle stick, and drive the creature into the 
II','II S( '.' 

,i l l Lhe child went ahead with Stick and Little White Dog. 
II, ' waved Stick around, but he didn't want to beat Little 
Wll ilt: Dog with it. And Little White Dog gambolled round 
111111, :lIld ran on in front, and said 'r-ruff, r-ruff', and wagged 
itll, 1.lil, as ifhe knew where he was supposed to go. 
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'He's clever!' said the child. 'I like him!' 
The woman walked behind, muttering to herself about 

sticks and stupid dogs. She was terribly ugly, but the child 
had a nice face. 

Buffalo Stealer was in the house. He was a huge man, with 
teeth like a wolf's and red eyes. 

'Where did you get that brute?' he said, when he saw 
Little White Dog. 

'I found him in the wood,' said the child. 
'I don't like the look of him,' said Buffalo Stealer. 'He 

means mischie£ Kick him out!' 
The woman put Stick behind the door. 'No,' she said, 'you 

shan't kick him out till I've cut offhis hair to make a cap.' 
Buffalo Stealer grunted. Though he was an ogre, he was 

afraid of his wife. 
He went out soon after this, and came back with a buffalo 

he had skinned. 'What,' said he, 'that brute still here?' 
'I told you,' said the woman, 'I'm going to cut off his hair.' 
'Then be quick about it,' said Buffalo Stealer. 'I won't have 

him about!' 
'I can't cut it off now,' said the woman, 'I've too much to 

do. You make haste and cut up that buffalo, or we'll never , ,get any supper. 
So Buffalo Stealer began cutting up the buffalo, and the 

woman began heating the water in the cooking pot by 
dropping red-hot stones into it. And Stick stood behind the 
door, and Little White Dog lay on the floor and wagged his 
tail, and the child came and sat down beside him and hugged 
his head. 

'You're not going to cut offhis coat, and you're not going 
to kick him out,' said the child. 

'You hold your tongue!' said the woman. 
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,l'll t: child went on hugging Little White Dog, and the 
\Y 1l1I1 :l 1l took the stones out of the boiling water and put in 
111I1 t' buffalo meat. Buffalo Stealer sat and glared at Little 
W II i1(! Dog, and Little White Dog wagged his tail-just the 
1llIl l' s t , meek little bit of a wag. And poor Stick had to stay 
I11,1 II lid the door, because he felt so stiff and awkward, and 
Il ilidn't remember how to walk:. 

When the meat was cooked they had their supper, and the 
, II dd cut up pieces of his meat and fed Little White Dog. 
II l1tl:llo Stealer reached out his long arm and took Stick from 
lit hiud the door. 'Stop feeding that brute!' he roared. 'Here, 
,I I IHlt of my way!' 

The child threw himself on the floor in front of Little 
Wll it(! Dog, and Buffalo Stealer brought Stick down on his 
II,It k. The child howled, but Stick managed not to say any
dlillg, though it hurt him very much. 

'I' UT DOWN THAT STICK!' shouted the woman. 
I " nil '11 damage his nice silky coat. You can beat him to
IIltlrroW, when I've cut his hair off.' 

Ilaffalo Stealer growled, but he put Stick back behind the 
,1," II". Stick was so upset that he shed tears. But nobody saw 
11 Will. 

Aftcr supper, Buffalo Stealer and the woman and the child 
1\I'(: :1d their blankets on the floor and went to sleep. Buffalo 
I (,:dcr snored very loudly, and the woman snored a little less 

1lI lldly, and the child whimpered in his sleep and said, 'No! 
'\I.I!' Then Little White Dog changed himself back into 
'''b pi, and took Stick out from behind the door and changed 
111111 back into :Nip, and they sat down together and had a 
I';' )uJ meal of buffalo meat. But in the morning, Stick was 
I,,'hind the door, and Little White Dog was lying at the 

Il ilJ's feet . 
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Buffalo Stealer went out; he said he wasn't coming back 
till evening. The woman took Stick and said she was going 
to dig for roots. 'There'll be plenty of time to cut off the 
little dog's hair whilst the roots are cooking,' she said. 

She went off into the wood carrying Stick, and the child 
followed, with Little White Dog trotting beside him. The 
wood rose to a high hill on one side of them, and by and by 
they passed a cavern in the hillside. The mouth of the cavern 
was all but covered with trees and bushes, but Little White 
Dog, who was snuffmg here, there and everywhere, noticed 
the hom of a buffalo sticking out amongst the trees. How
ever, he pretended not to see it, and they all went on quite a 
long way, till they came to the place where the woman was 
going to dig up roots. 

'Here are some fine huckleberries,' she said to the child. 
'We'll pick them first.' 

She laid Stick down under a bush, and took two bags from 
her shoulders. 'We'll fill one with berries, and the other with 
roots,' she said. 

The child wanted to play with Little White Dog, but she 
wouldn't let him. She kept him busy picking berries. And 
when they were both very busy, and thinking about nothing 
but filling the berry bag, Little White Dog began to creep 
away, keeping low on his stomach, amongst the bushes. 

Stick saw him. 'Oh, what shall I do?' he thought. 'I don't 
know how to move! But perhaps I could, if! tried very hard.' 

So Stick tried very hard, and by and by he found himself 
on the move, wriggling stiffly from side to side, and edging 
along the ground after Little White Dog. 

When they were out of sight, Little White Dog changed 
himself back into Napi, and changed Stick back into Nip, 
and they both ran like lightning to the cavern. 

8E 

Napi and Nip 

It was a huge cavern, it went on and on under the hill, with 
1111 cud to it in sight. Inside was a great herd of buffalo, 
lllilld reds and hundreds and hundreds of them. Nip could 
~ .,r<.:dy believe his eyes, he stood and stared. 

o No time for gaping,' said Napi, and he changed himself 
IlItO J. dog again, but a big dog this time. And Big Dog ran 
1I 11l)ll gst the herd, barking and snapping his teeth. The herd 
III/Il cd and stampeded deeper and deeper into the cavern; 
11111 Nip, understanding that this was what Napi wished them 

111 (10, took his blanket and flapped it behind them, and 
ww cd his arms and shouted. 

'I 'he cavern got darker and darker, and then it got lighter 
11111 lighter, and they came to an opening at the other end of 
It 0 :llld there they were, away from the woods and standing 
l "I lite plain. All day they drove the herd across the plain 
I .. wards Nip's home, and when night came they lay down 
11111 slept among the animals; though every now and then 
N :\ pi would change himself into Big Dog, and run round the 
III dElloes to keep them from straying. 

OJ wish I had my magic bowl with me, so that I could look 
111l) the water and see what Buffalo Stealer is up to,' said 
N npi. 'I think he'll be after us before very long.' 

Iluffalo Stealer had been to the cavern and found all the 
.lIl innls gone. Now he was in a terrible temper. He went 
l"lIllC roaring and raging. 

'Where's that abominable dog, where is he?' he shouted. 
"We lost him in the wood,' said the child, who had been 

'1 ying and searching for his pet everywhere. 
' I lost my stick, too,' said the woman. 'It was a good stick, 

1,lidn'twanttoloseit. I think the dog must have runoffwithit.' 
'I shall find that dog, and I shall KILL him!' shouted 

Il l l ffalo Stealer. 
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'Oh no, oh no!' sobbed the child. 
'I will, I will" roared Buffalo Stealer. '1 know he's at the 

bottom of it, 1 saw mischief in his eye. I don't believe he's a 
dog at all! 1 shall KILL him, and I shall BREAK THAT 
STICK!' 

He rushed back to the cavern again, and he went right 
through the cavern, and out on to the plain. And there he 
saw the ground trampled up, and the prints ofmany hooves. 
He followed the trail of the hoofprints till it was dark, taking 
great strides, three times the length of a man's, and when it 
was dark he sat down, gnashing his teeth, to wait for dawn; 
and when it was dawn he set off again, following the hoof 
prints. 

With his great strides he travelled faster than Napi and Nip 
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\!1I1 the herds, and very soon he saw them, moving in front 
,ii Ilim over the plain. He began to run then, taking enor
II I' IU S leaps, and it wasn't long before he caught up with 
dll' lII.13ut Napi saw him coming, and quickly changed him-

If' into Little White Dog, and Nip into Stick. He hid Stick 
IlIlt lt.:r the mane of a big bull buffalo, and he himself got 
III1\b- its stomach and clung to the long hair there. 

lS uffalo Stealer went raging round the herd, looking for 
I,Iuk White Dog, but he couldn't fmd him. He tried to tum 
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the herd and head it for the cavern again, but Little White 
Dog kept biting the big bull buffalo in the stomach, and it 
ran wildly about and bellowed, trying to get away from the 
thing that was biting it. It leaped frantically here and there 
amongst the rest of the animals, biting and kicking, until the 
whole herd went mad-it was a stampede of flying hooves 
and bucking bodies and clashing horns and grunts and bel
lows. Buffalo Stealer roared himself hoarse, trying to round 
them up, waving his arms and leaping round them with his 
long strides; but that only made the big bull madder than 
ever, and at last it put down its heavy head and ran at Buffalo 
Stealer and knocked him senseless. 

Buffalo Stealer lay where he had fallen for four days and 
four nights, and when he did come to himself he was as stiff 
as a log, and aching all over. The herd was almost out of 
sight, driven onward by Napi and Nip; all Buffalo Stealer 
could see of it was a cloud of dust, raised by the trampling 
hooves, and that was far away on the horizon. He knew he 
couldn't catch up with them now; he could hardly walk. 

'But I'll get even with you yet!' he howled, shaking his 
fist at the cloud of dust. And then he turned and limped 
stiffiyback to his house. 

When the people of Nip's tribe saw the buffaloes coming 
back they shouted and sang and danced, and ran out to meet 
Napi and Nip and brought them into the village, singing and 
clapping their hands. The Chief gave a feast, and everyone 
rejoiced. 

But Napi warned them that they hadn't done with Buffalo 
Stealer yet. 'He's plotting revenge,' said Napi. 'I feel it in my 
bones; though without my magic bowl I can't tell you 
exactly what he's doing. We must wait and see.' 

Napi was right; Buffalo Stealer was plotting revenge. He 
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W(' lI t to a witch, who was a friend of his, and she changed 
I II 111 iIlto a huge grey bird. And when the tribe had its next 
I11 II h 10 hunt, and were trying to drive the herd into the 
I. III cd enclosure they had built, they saw this huge grey bird 

.1) I J(' Happing through the air and perch himself on the fence. 
lil (' bird had teeth like a wolf's and red eyes, so they knew 
w, II enough who he was. He sat there and squawked and 
I II ti ed his feathers, and the feathers gave out a sound like 
I I II ks of thunder. This so frightened the buffaloes that they 
II. ,I ill all directions; nothing would make them go into the 
• l it II )sure. They ran at the men who were trying to drive 
d ll ' lll , and tossed them about like ninepins. 

'Sr/ll-a-a-a-awk-awkf Buffalo Stealer Bird was laughing at 
II" )II, and rattle-crack, rattle-crack went the grey feathers. 

' l 'lle people shot at Buffalo Stealer Bird with arrows, and 
I, ,! , k\ ·J at him with knives. But the feathers turned back the 
"J; IWS and blunted the edges of the knives. 'Squ-a-a-a-awk
;,II ,k ,. How Buffalo Stealer Bird laughed at them! 

' 11 's no use your trying to kill him,' said Napi. 'Haven't I 
11) /.1 you he bears a charmed life? Leave him to me, I'll deal 
Wldl bim!' 

"') Napi changed himself into an otter, and went and lay 
, -" I I he bank. of a stream, pretending to be dead. Buffalo 
;; l l'.d<T Llird was very hungry, he hadn't eaten a scrap of food 

111 1'c ' he became a bird. So in the night he hopped down from 
dII kllce, and flew to the bank of the stream. He walked 
W,II dy around Otter for a moment or two, on the look-out 
1". 11 .1 trap. But it certainly was an otter, and it looked dead 
I' ( lI ll1et be. He must just have one little mouthful of food, 
III III/Hff So he gave a snap with his long beak, and Napi 
I. ,II'i'll up and caught him by the leg. 

' 1., '1 me go, let me go" screamed Buffalo Stealer Bird, 
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rattling his wings and jabbing at Napi with his beak. 
. ; But Napi only laughed and swung Buffalo Stealer Bird 

round by his leg, and carried him into the Chief's tent. 
The tent was made of buffalo hides. There was a fire burn

ing in the middle of the floor, and at the top of the tipi was 
a hole to let the smoke out. Napi took some cord and tied 
Buffalo Stealer Bird's legs together, and then he climbed up 
and hung Buffalo Stealer Bird upside down under the smoke 
hole. 

Buffalo Stealer Bird screamed and scolded and rattled his 
feathers. He made such a noise that the people came crowding 
into the Chief's dwelling. 

'Ho, Buffalo Stealer, Buffalo Stealer!' they cried. 'How do 
you feel now? Is the smoke getting into your red eyes? Is the 
smoke tickling your throat? Is the smoke turning your 
feathers black?' 
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. ('he smoke was getting into Buffalo Stealer's eyes, and it 
rh l\' t.ickling his throat and turning his feathers black. He shut 
I"" eyes and began to cough and sneeze; his scolding grew 
WI',lker and weaker, and by and by he wasn't scolding at all, 
III ' was whimpering. 

(.ct me go, oh, please let me go!' he was crying. 'I 
1" lI llIise I won't trouble you ever again! Oh, my poor wife! 
I III, my poor child! Let me go home and get food for them. 
Il' iW can they live without me? Do you intend them to 
'- I II ve?' 

' No, we don't intend that,' said Napi. 'I will let you go 
1IIIIIIe to your wife, but you must give me the boy. He is a 
III. ~: child, and you are not fit to be his father, nor the woman 
1" he his mother. If the Chief is willing, he shall live here 
W illi Nip.' 

'I'll(; Chief was willing, and Nip was delighted. 
. Mind,' said Napi, as he untied the cord from Buffalo 

" II ·.rler Bird's legs, 'I am letting you go home to hunt for 
1. 111\ I for your wife and yoursel£ But I shall be watching you, 
111.1 	 iF you steal other people's food, or if you kill more than 

p il Ileed, I shall be after you again.' 
'Anything, anything, I promise anything and everything, 

1.llll er than stay here" croaked Buffalo Stealer Bird. 
SD Napi let him go, and he flew out through the smoke 

I.. d,', He was all black now, and his feathers were so singed 
dl\"y wouldn't give a single rattle. He flew straight off to the 
w ll ('h, and she changed him back into Buffalo Stealer, and 
1IIIIhlo Stealer went home to his wife. But when she asked 
111111 what he had been doing all this time, he just growled 
IIItI ~aid, 'Nothing.' 

Nnpi then changed himself into an eagle and flew off to 
,III II b lo Stealer's house and brought the child back, sitting 
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Il kc Little White Napi Dog that the child couldn't tell any 
,li tl ~ t:cnce. So everyone was happy. 

' I'hen Napi said good-bye to all the tribe, and went back to 
hi :: n W ll house. And there he sat down on the bench and took 
!II (" magic bowl on his knees again, and looked into the water, 
111I1 watched what was happening allover the world. 

between his great wings. The child thought it was wonderful 
to be skimming over the plain on the back of an eagle. But 
when he reached the village and couldn't see Little White 
Dog anywhere, he began to cry. So Napi took some tumble
weed and breathed on it, and the tumble-weed gathered itself 
together into a little white body, and gave itself a shake and 
shook out four little legs. Then it gave itself another shake, 
and shook out a little white head at one end of the body, and 
a little white tail at the other end. 

'R-ruJ!; r-ruJ!; r-ruff!' said Little White Tumble-Weed Dog, 
and frolicked round the child, and wagged his tail. He was so 
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IX 

Young Mouse 

Y
OUNG Mouse was feeling very proud. He had been 
on the war-path for the first time, and was coming 
home triumphant with an enemy scalp dangling from 

his belt. He was so proud of this scalp that he had gone out 
of his way to a neighbouring village to show it to a cousin 
of his; that is why he was coming home alone. The other 
Mouse Warriors had gone straight back to Mouse Village. 

Young Mouse was now strutting along singing a song 
about a conquering hero, which was himself, when he heard 
someone else strutting along, singing the same kind of song. 
It was a Man Brave. He also had been on the war-path for 
the first time, and he also had an enemy scalp dangling from 
he belt. And he was going home alone for the same reason 
as Young Mouse; he had gone round out ofhis way to show 
the scalp to a friend of his. 

'Well met!' said Young Mouse, standing squarely in the 
path in front of the Man Brave's feet. 

The Man Brave stooped and peered at him. Then he burst 
into a roar of laughter. 

'Well met, pipkin!' he said. 
'Pipkin to you!' said Young Mouse indignantly. 'I'd have 

you know I'm a Brave like yourself!' And he gave himself a 
flourish so that the scalp at his belt swung out. 

'Ho, ho!' said the Man Brave. 'What's that you've got 
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du"gling there? Well, I declare, if it isn't another pipkin's 
1':1Ip !' 

'Ho, ho, to you!' said Young Mouse. 'And what have you 
j',ill dangling? Well, I declare-' But the Man Brave was 
I."'ghing so loudly that Young Mouse couldn't hear himself 
·.pcak. 

When the Man Brave laughed, he doubled his head down 
III his knees, and Young Mouse saw something white waving 
III II is hair. 

, What's that on your head?' he asked. 
.. ['hat on my head, indeed !' said the Man Brave. 'That's an 
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eagle's feather. My first, but I assure you it won't be my last. 
Weare allowed to wear one white feather for every brave 
deed, you know.' 

'Oh, so that's the way it is?' said Young Mouse. He began 
to think now that the Man Brave was laughing at him because 
he wasn't doing things properly. Of course Young Mouse 
ought to be wearing a white feather also. Then the Man 
Brave would recognize him as a brother warrior. So he 
scuttled about till he saw something white caught in a cob
web. It was a feather from a duck's breast. Young Mouse 
picked it out of the cobweb. The hair on his head wasn't long 
enough to fasten a feather to, and that was a pity. However, 
he stuck it carefully behind one ear. 

The Man Brave had strutted off, and was quite a long way 
ahead. Young Mouse scampered after him. As he scampered 
the feather kept falling out from behind his ear, and he had to 
keep stopping to pick it up. So at last he held it between his 
teeth, and took a short cut through a wood, and came out 
to the road again in front of the Man Brave. 

Then Young Mouse took the duck's feather from between 
his teeth and stuck it carefully behind his ear, and so stood 
triumphantly to face his brother warrior. 

'How now?' said Young Mouse. 
The Man Brave stooped down and grinned. 'How now, 

pipkin,' he said. 
'Pipkin yourself!' said Young Mouse. 'You see I'm wearing 

my first white feather. And it won't be the last, I assure you !' 
'1 hope not, indeed!' said the Man Brave. 'But wouldn't it 

be as well to grow your hair longer?' Pouff! He gave a blow 
with his grinning mouth, and the feather flew up from 
behind Young Mouse's ear, and went dancing away into 
the woods. 
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' Run after it, pipkin, run after it!' cried the Man Brave, 
.llld away he strutted, shouting with laughter. 

rf Young Mouse had known how to kill the Man Brave, 
Il l' would have killed him that minute. But he didn't know 
III I W to kill him. So he went back to Mouse Village. There he 
l!l und all the Mouse Warriors dancing the Scalp Dance. The 
Mouse Chief, who was rather old and tired, was sitting on a 
I.II·ge pebble to watch. He had done many brave deeds in his 
lillie , but he wasn't wearing a single white feather. 

'Ah, Young Mouse,' said the Chief, 'so you've returned 
with your first scalp, I see. Congratulations! Aren't you 
I~nillg to join the dance?' 

'L can't,' said Young Mouse. 'I am sorely wounded.' 
'Sorely wounded? Where are you wounded?' said the 

M()t1se Chie£ 'I don't see any wound on you.' 
'My wound is not one that you can see,' said Young 

MllUsc. 'I am sorely wounded in my pride.' And he told the 
( :hicfhis story.

'r am sorry for this,' said the Mouse Chie£ 
. He called me pi-ipkin!' said Young Mouse, who was 

.Ii IIl0st in tears. 
"rile Man Tribe was always insolent,' said the Mouse 

( ;11 ic£ . 'But you shall have your revenge. We have put up 
wid) their insolence too long.' 

Young Mouse felt somewhat comforted. So he joined in 
II II' dance with the rest, and soon he was stamping and shout
illg louder than any of them. 

When the dance was over, the Mouse Chief called the 
w.lr!;iors together and told them how one of the Man Tribe 
h.ld insulted Young Mouse. And the Mouse Warriors all 
·.hook their spears above. their heads and swore to avenge the 
1I1 sult. 
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The Mouse Chief sent out scouts to Man Village, and the 
scouts came back saying that all the Man Warriors who had 
returned from the war-path were gathered together in the 
large council room in the middle of Man Village. 

'They are to hold their Scalp Dance in twelve days' time,' 
said the scouts, 'and meantime they are fasting. They have 
brought their weapons and their war trophies into the 
council room, and they will remain there shut up together 
until the day of the Scalp Dance.' 

'That suits our purpose well,' said the Mouse Chie£ 
Now the council room had only one entrance, which was 

down a big ladder from the roo£ That night, when the Man 
Warriors were sleeping in the council room, with their 
weapons at their sides, a great band of Mouse Warriors 
gathered round the council room and climbed on to the 
roof, and crept silently down the ladder. Going from sleeper 
to sleeper, they gnawed through every bowstring, bit off the 
feathers from every arrow, and ate through the straps of 
every sling. Then they tied the long black hair of each Man 
Warrior to the hair of the man on either side of him, and 
having done all this, they raised their very loudest war 
whoop and rushed upon the Man Warriors, stabbing them 
with their tiny spears. 

The Man Warriors leaped up, tearing the hair from each 
other's heads, which made them howl with pain and surprise. 
They seized their bows and arrows, and found them useless; 
they picked up their slings, but they were useless, too. The 
Mouse Warriors went on whooping and stabbing with their 
tiny spears; the men could only beat them off with their 
hands, but as soon as they beat one off, twenty took his 
place, running all over the men's bodies, and stabbing and 
stabbing. 
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' Ilow now, pipkin!' shouted Young Mouse, standing on 
dl ~' head of the Man Brave who had insulted him. 'I should 
1',1~)w your hair shorter, if! were you!' And he bit it off in 
1\1'('at tufts. 

The Man Brave sent him spinning, but that didn't matter, 
III" was soon on his feet again, and running up the Man 
II fa ve's back to stab him in the neck with his little spear. 
What could the Man Brave do? What could any of the Man 
W;\[fiors do? They fled from before the Mice, hurtling pell
111(.:11 up the ladder and into their homes. 

And in their houses the Man Warriors sat and sulked. Oh, 
III) w the people in Man Village laughed at their warriors! 
j (katen by the Mouse Tribe!' they cried. 'You call your
'wi V'cs Braves! Go out and fight again!' 

I~ut the Man Warriors wouldn't come out of their houses; 
,hey were too ashamed. 

So then the Mouse Warriors put on all their best clothes. 
' l'iH;Y painted their faces and wore red and green-striped 
Id:lIlkets, and leggings glittering with gold buttons, and 
111()CCasins embroidered in the brightest colours. They tied 

. II It' eagle feathers which they had taken from the heads of the 
M.1ll Braves on to their spears, and they held a Triumph 
( ).IIlce in front of the council room. They danced for four 
il.l ys and four nights, waving their spears and singing: 

'Who gnawed the bowstrings through, 

Who bit the slings in two? 

We did! We did! 

Who tied the warriors' hair, 

Who drove them up the stair? 

We did! We did! 

Oh, the poor Tribe of Man, 

How they scrambled and ran, 
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Each to hide in his house 
From the great, the unconquered, the valiant clan 
Of Mouse!' 

And every time they came to that word 'Mouse!' they 
clashed their tiny spears on their tiny shields, and shouted out, 
'How now!' 

On the fourth night the Mice made a bonfire in front of 
the council room, and danced round it till they could dance 
no more. And then they marched away in procession, still 
waving their spears. 

Young Mouse took the eagle feather of the Man Brave 
who had insulted him, and ran a nail through it, and hung it 
up on his house pole. And whenever he wanted to remember 
what a fine fellow he was, he would stand in front of the 
feather and shake his spear at it, and cry, 'How now, pipkin! 
How now! How now!' 

1 

x 

The Fat Grandmother 

O
N CE upon a time there was a little boy, called Kiriki, 
who lived underground. He lived with his father and 
mother, and his sisters and baby brother, and his 

l~(andmother. It was a queer place to live, but they had 
.dways lived there, and so they didn't think it queer. In front 
,if" them was a big lake, and at the back of them rocks went 
lip and up, so smooth and steep that they could not be 
,limbed, and so high that no one had ever seen the top of 
I hem. Their house was made of shark skins, and so was the 
,·:lIloe they went fishing in. The ground was sand and stones, 
.Iltd nothing grew there, so they lived on fish and seaweed, 
:llld drank the water that dripped from the high, smooth 
rucks. They had a dog, and he, too, lived on fish and seaweed. 
' rhey were all rather thin, except the grandmother, who was 
horribly fat; and they were all happy, except the grand
IIwther, who was selfish and greedy, and always complaining. 

As soon as she woke in the morning the grandmother 
roared out, 'Where is my BREAKFAST?' And as soon as she 
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had gobbled up her breakfast, she roared out, 'Where is my 
PIPE?' And as soon as she had smoked her pipe, she roared 
out, 'Where is my DINNER?' And as soon as she had 
gobbled up her dinner, she roared out, 'Are we never going 
to have anything decent to eat? Where is my SUPPER?' She 
gobbled and gobbled, and got fatter and fatter, till she was 
shapeless with fat. 

In the lake there lived an old turtle, and Old Turtle and 
little boy Kiriki were great friends. Old Turtle would poke 
his flat head out of the water and say, 'Coming for a ride?' 
And then Kiriki would swim out and climb on his back, and 
off they would go over the glimmering waters of the lake. 
But however far they went, they never came to the end ofthe 
lake. Kiriki thought it had no end; and if Old Turtle knew 
differently, he never said so. 

But one day Old Turtle didn't come and poke his head out 
of the water. And another day he didn't come, and yet 
another day. He didn't come for such a long time that Kiriki 
felt sad. 

'I think a shark has eaten Old Turtle,' he said to his father. 
'Old Turtle has a thick shell and knows how to take care 

of himself,' said the father. 
But Kiriki was very sad, for all that. 
And then one day Old Turtle came back. He did more than 

poke his head out of the water, he came right out of the lake 
and ambled on his funny short legs over the sand and stones 
to Kiriki. Then he opened his funny thin lips in a kind of 
smile. 

'Where have you been?' said Kiriki. 
'Never mind,' said Old Turtle. 'I've brought you a present. 

Put your fingers under my tongue.' 
Kiriki put his fmgers under Old Turtle's tongue. 
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' Feel anything?' said Old Turtle. 
'Only a tiny pebble sort of a thing,' said Kiriki. 
'Take it out,' said Old Turltle. 
So Kiriki took the tiny pebble sort of a thing from under 

t lILt Turtle's tongue. It was small and dark and hard. Kiriki 
IlCl.d it in his hand and looked at it. It didn't seem much of a 
present. 

'It'svery precious,' said Old Turtle. 
'Is it?' said Kiriki. 
•L'll tell you what you must do,' said Old Turtle. 'You 

III11st plant it.' 
, plant it?' said Kiriki. 'What's that?' 
'At the bottom of the rocks,' said Old Turtle. 
Kiriki didn't understand a bit, but he liked Old Turtle and 

\V as willing to please him. So Old Turtle showed him how 
I Ii plant: the little seed, for that's what it was. He planted it in 
II Ie sand at the bottom of the high, steep rocks, and mixed 
I.lttcd seaweed with the sand, as Old Turtle told him to 
.In. 

'Now,' said Old Turtle, 'you must pour water on it night 
1111(.1 morning, and watch carefully. And by and by you will 
'{I 'e what you will see.' 

Kiriki did as Old Turtle said. He watched carefully; but 
Ille next day he didn't see anything, nor on the day after 
Illat, nor on the day after. But, on the fourth morning, when 
III; went to the place with a shell full of water, there, sticking 
lip out of the sand, was a thin green spike. 

'Something's happened" shouted Kiriki. 'Come and look" 
All the family came running to look, except the grand

IIlother, and she went on gobbling up her breakfast. 
What was it? They stared and stared. They had never seen 

,I nything like it before. 
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'What are you all doing over there?' roared the grand
mother. 'Bring me some MORE BREAKFAST!' 

But nobody took any notice of her. 
It was a wild vine seed that KirOO had planted, and the 

wild vine grew and grew. It shot out leaves, and it shot out 
branches. It clung to the rocks and it went on growing. It 
grew as high as KirOO's head, and then it grew as high as the 
father's head. And then it grew so high that KirOO had to 
crane back his head to see the top of it, and then it grew so 
high that he couldn't see the top of it at all. Its leaves shone, 
and its branches twisted and thickened, and its tendrils clung 
to the smooth rock like fmgers. Kiriki was never tired of 
watching it. 

One day when Kiriki stood admiring his vine, Old Turtle 
came out of the lake and ambled up to him. 

'Well?' said Old Turtle. 
'It is indeed a spendid present,' said KirOO. 
'Then use it, use it!' said Old Turtle. 
'Use it-how?' said Kiriki. 
'Climb it, climb it!' said Old Turtle. 
'Shall I?' said Kiriki. 
'It's what it's for,' said Old Turtle. 
So Kiriki put his feet among the lowest branches and clung 

with his hands to the branches above, and began to climb. 
He climbed and he climbed. He climbed so high that when 

he looked down he couldn't see his home, and he began to be 
afraid and thought he had better go back. But he didn't go 
back, because just then he saw something golden above him, 
and he thought he must find out what that was. 

It was a ray of sunlight that Kiriki had seen, but of course 
he didn't know that. So he went on climbing till he got to the 
top, and then he stepped out. 
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He saw blue sky and white clouds, and green grass and 
jl( PNcrs, and little woods and great forests, and rivers flowing, 
lilt! hills and valleys, and creatures moving about. He went 
"I' to one creature and asked its name and it said Deer. And 
li t" went up to another and asked its name, and it said Sheep. 
Awl ~mother said Fox, and another said Hare. And he went 
III' to a very small creature and asked its name, and it said 
M(Hlse. 

.And what place is this?' asked KirOO. 
''('his place?' said Mouse, scratching his ear. 'This place? 

W hy, it's The place Where We Live, of course.' And he 
I'" IV <': a twitch of his tail, and darted under a fallen log. 

Kiriki gaped, and Kiriki stared, and then he clapped his 
Il dllds and jumped for joy. And then he ran and clambered 
I,.u·k down the vine as quickly as ever he could. 

, I 'he fanUly had just fInished dinner, and the fat grand
1IIIIlher was sitting on a stone and shouting, 'Am I never 
1'; 1I1J1 ~ to have anything to eat? Where is my SUPPER?' 

•And where have you been all this time, Kiriki?' asked the 
I.i I h<.:r. 

' l ) h, oh!' cried KirOO. 'I've been to The place Where We 
I ivt'oCome and see! Come and see!' 

S() the father climbed up the vine and stepped out. And he 
W ·IS so excited that he came back down the vine like a streak 
;j light. 

'Iturry, hurry!' he said. 'We're packing up and leaving 
Iwrc: ! We're going up the ladder to The place Where We 
I. IV c.: .' 

SO they rolled up their sealskin blankets, and each one 
I. lI,k a bundle on his back. The father put his stone axe and 
Id:i flsbing lines into his bundle, and the mother put her bone 
IIn.:dk and her sewing thread made of seal-tendon into her 

10 9 



T 


Red Indian Folk and Fairy Tales 

blllldle. The father took the dog llllder his arm, and began to 
climb; the mother took the baby llllder her arm, and began 
to climb; the sisters followed, and Kiriki came last. He stood 
at the foot of the vine, and Old Turtle stood beside him. 

'Come along,' said Kiriki to Turtle. 
'Come along, indeed" said Old Turtle. 'I can't climb. My 

legs are the wrong shape.' 
'Then I'll carry you,' said Kiriki. 
'I daresay you will,' said Old Turtle. 'And drop me too

no thank you" 
'But I'm not going without you" said Kiriki. 
'Yes, you are,' said Old Turtle. 'Now don't cry. Some 

day I'll swim round.' 
'Swim rOlllld?' said Kiriki. 'Can you?' 
'Can't I?' said Old Turtle. 'But its a long way, so you 

mustn't worry if you don't see me for some time.' 
Then Old Turtle ambled down towards the lake again, 

and Kiriki began to climb up after the others. 
The grandmother was sitting on the stone; she was still 

chewing, and roaring out between the chews, 'Where's my 
SUPPER?' 

'Aren't you going?' asked Old Turtle. 
The grandmother's mouth was full of grilled salmon. 
'I want my SUPPER' Bring me my SUPPER" she 

roared. 
'I'm sorry I can't do that,' said Old Turtle, and he ambled 

into the lake and swam off. 
The grandmother went on roaring, 'Where's my SUP

PER?' and when nobody answered she got off the stone and 
looked rOlllld. And there she was, all alone. So she waddled 
heavily to the foot of the vine, and roared up, 'I want my 
SUPPER! Who's going to bring me my SUPPER?' 
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She could see Kiriki far up the vine, and she took hold of 
I he branches and shook them. 'Come down" she roared. 
.. 'Ol11_e down and get my SUPPER!' 

Uut Kiriki only turned his head and shouted, 'Come up" 
.llld, his voice sounded very small and far away. 

The grandmother saw there was no help for it. There was 
III) one left to cook for her or bring her anything. So she put 
Iwr fat feet on the lowest branches, and took hold of the 
IlJ':l.nches above with her fat hands, and began to climb. She 
pllfTed and groaned and scolded and shouted, but up she 
went, and up she went, with the branches bending and 
( racking llllder her weight. 

Kiriki had now got to the top and stepped out with the 
III hers, and they were all jumping and shouting for joy in the 
\'1 ight sunlight. And the grandmother climbed on. 

'\ want my SUPPER! Bring me my SUPPER" she 
1',I'n:med, for she had no breath left to roar with. 

But the higher she went, the slenderer grew the branches, 
Ind the more they cracked and bent under her weight. 
I 1III il the branch that she had her feet on bent right over, 
1111\ the branch she was clutching with her hands snapped 
III I wo, and down, down, down she fell. 

She knocked herself silly; but by and by she recovered and 
"al up. And there was Old Turtle looking at her. 

'A pity to be so fat!' said Old Turtle. 
'Don't be impertinent!' wheezed the grandmother. 

Brillg me my SUPPER!' 
( )Id Turtle brought her a herring, for he was very good

1I.lllIred. 

' '":uok it, stupid!' wheezed the grandmother. 
' I'm sorry, I can't do that,' said Old Turtle. 'I don't know 

1!,lIN to.' 
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The grandmother threw the herring at him. Old Turtle 
caught it and put it back in the lake. Then he swam away. The 
grandmother shouted after him to come back. But he didn't. 

Now she was all alone and had to eat seaweed. And the 
fire had gone out, so she couldn't light her pipe. 

She was in a bad way. She ate quantities of seaweed and 
some cockles and mussels; but she felt sick with all that cold, 
raw food, and she got thinner and thinner and lighter and 
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l i ~hter, till at last she was just like other people. And when 
I h:lt day came, she thought she would try climbing again. 

So she did; and the vine didn't break, and she got to the 
lop and stepped out, and found the family. They had built 
I'h <.:mselves a fine house of elm bark, and kept a lot of sheep . 
. I 'h<.:y had a birch-bark canoe, too, and went fishing in the 
I ivers. They were quite pleased to see the grandmother, but 
I hey were busy; they had got out of the way ofdoing every
I hi ng she told them, and didn't see why they should begin 
.,gain. She had to make herself useful, and so she didn't get 
.11l Y fatter than the rest. 

Old Turtle was swimming and swimming. And after a 
I. )JI g, long time, he came up one of the rivers into The Place 
Where We Live, and paid Kiriki a visit, as he had promised. 
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ADVENTURES OF COYOTE 

Coyote and the Mice 

C
OYOTE thought himself no end of a fine fellow; but 
some other people didn't think so well of him. The 
Mice thought he was sly, and the Quails thought he 

was foolish, and Mole thought he was conceited, and Little 
Blue Fox thought he was all these things. 

The Mice were waiting to pay him out because he had 
killed some of their babies, and then said it was Squirrel-as 
if Squirrel would do such a thing! 

Coyote had killed the Mouse babies in a fit of temper, 
because they had been running over his toes when he wanted 
to sleep. He knew he shouldn't have done it, and he wanted 
to forget it, but he told himself it was their own faults for 
being so easily killed. Anyway, he felt himself to be mighty 
clever in putting the blame on somebody else, and he felt 
quite condescending to the Mice, thinking he had fooled 
them. 

One day Coyote was going for a walk in the woods near 
his house, swaggering along as ifhe owned the world, when 
he heard a great to-do under some trees. The Mice were 
scampering around there, and calling out, 'It's going to 
hail! Hurry! Hurry! Get your bag ready! ' 

Coyote went nearer and saw that the Mice were all running 
about with little bucksin bags. They were fastening lassos 
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to the bags and throwing the other end of the lassos up over 
the branches. 

'And what are you so busy about, my dear little friends?' 
.lsked Coyote. 

'We're getting ready,' said the Mice. 'We don't mean to 
take any risks with our lives !' 

'Getting ready for what, if I may ask?' said Coyote. 
'For the great hailstorm,' said the Mice. 'Haven't you 

heard? North Wind is on his way with his arms full of hail
stones as big as pumpkins. If we don't look sharp and protect 
(1 II[selves, we shall be pelted to death. So we've hit on a 
plan. We're going each to get into one of these bags, and · 
pull ourselves up under the branches, where the hail can't 

'ach us.' 
'An excellent plan!' said Coyote. 'I wonder if I'd better 

join you?' The Mice pretended to be doubtful about 
f his, and that made Coyote all the more insistent. 'I don't 
wallt to be pelted to death any more than you do,' he said 
hllllily. 

So then the Mice said that for old times' sake he could join 
f hem_if he really wanted to. 'But we haven't a bag big 
('Il ough for such a handsome great fellow as you,' they 
·':liJ. 

'Oh, I can easily provide myself with a suitable bag,' said 
( ;nyote. 'I've two or three at home.' 

So offhe went to get one. 'And plenty of rope,' the Mice 
(.dlcd after him. 

'Naturally,' said Coyote. 
While he was gone, the Mice stood round and laughed till 

t11 t.; ir little ribs ached. But when he came back, with a bag 
I lvcr his shoulder and a length of rope, they stopped laughing 
.lIld put on very solemn expressions. 
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'We shall have to be quick,' they said, looking up at the 
sky. 'North Wind flies fast.' 

Coyote was fastening the end of a lasso round his bag. 
'What do I do next?' he asked. 

'Throw the other end up over a branch,' said the Mice. 
'A good strong branch, mind-you're heavier than we are.' 

'Then all of you stand back,' said Coyote. 
He looped up the end of the rope and twirled it two or 

three times round his head. Then he threw it up, pong! But 
the rope came down and hit him on the nose; he wasn't very 
good at throwing. 

'I was just showing you little fellows how not to do it,' he 
said airily. 

He tried a lot of times; but always the rope came down
fiim fium-and hit him. At last he got cross, and said the rope 
was a very poor one. 

'Well, you nearly did it that last time,' said the Mice, trying 
hard not to laugh. 'But, of course, it takes a lot of practice.' 

So one of them threw up the rope for him, and it coiled 
itself neatly over the branch, with a long end dangling 
down. 

'Now what do I do?' said Coyote. 
'Get into the bag,' said the Mice. 
Coyote crawled into the bag, and bunched the neck of it 

up over his head. 
'Now it's all plain sailing,' said the Mice. 
'1'm not sailing at all,' said Coyote, and his voice sounded 

all muffled, coming through the bag. '1'm just stuck on the 
ground.' 

'Here's the end of the rope,' said the Mice. 'Take hold of it 
and pull.' 

'But then my head will be out of the bag" said Coyote. 
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'Only till you're safely up under the branch,' said the Mice. 
. You can tuck it in again then.' 

'No, no,' said Coyote. 'I don't like the idea of my head /' 

Ll(.:ing uncovered. If the hail starts before I am settled up 
I here, I shall be stunned.' 
. 'shall we pull you up then?' said the Mice. 

'1 think that will be best,' said Coyote. 'And for mercy's 
~; \ ke , hutry" A Mouse picked up a pebble and threw it against 
1he bag. 'Oh, oh, be quick" said Coyote. 'I felt a hailstone 
Ihen" 

'Yes, yes, it's beginning to hail,' said the Mice, 'we must 
,dl be quick" 

Tiley threw a few more pebbles at the bag, and Coyote 
111IL:ked his head between his shoulders. 'Pull me up!' he 
·,II()llted. 

'We'lI tie the mouth of the bag up, and then nothing can 
', ('1 in,' said the Mice. And they did, and then, 'Heave hot All 

("gl'llzer boys!' they pulled on the end of the rope, and up 
WI'llt Coyote. 

When he was swinging inside the bag up under the branch, 
;J)I' Mice tied the free end of the rope round a tree-trunk, so 
1iLl t. the bag couldn't come down. 

'We're all getting into our bags now, and pulling our
(·Ivcs up,' they said. And they ran round picking up pebbles. 

•W c' (e only just in time. Here comes the hailstorm. Oh' Oh' 
I l ill you feel that?' And they pelted the swinging bag with 
I'r hblcs. 

'uh, what a terrible storm" cried Coyote inside the bag. 
'1IIlw are you all getting on?' 

, I hdly, badly" whimpered the Mice. They were squeaking 
w irll laughter, but they pretended to be squealing with pain. 
', )II! Oh' How it hurts!' they cried. 'The hailstones are 
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getting bigger and bigger!' And they picked up bigger and 
bigger stones and pelted the bag with all their might. 

'Hurts l' wailed Coyote. 'I should say it does hurt! My dear 
little friends, we shall be lucky if we come alive out of this! 
Is it never going to stop? Oh, my poor eye! Oh, my nose! 
Oh, oh, oh, that one hit me square in the jaw! Oh, my poor 
head! Oh, my back! Oh-that was a nasty one, ow-ow
ow!' 

Coyote began to howl, he was one pain all over. 
'Be brave, Coyote: squeaked the Mice, as they pelted him 

with stones. 'Keep up your spirits! If we can stand it, surely 
you can! You're so much bigger and stronger than we are l' 

'There's more of me to hurt!' wailed Coyote. 'I shall die, 
I know I shall die l' 

The Mice went on throwing stones till they were so tired 
they couldn't throw any more. 'Well, I declare: said one of 
them, 'the storm's passed over. We can all get out of our 
bags now.' 

They scuffled round a bit, and then they untied the rope 
from the tree-trunk and let Coyote down. When they undid 
the bag, Coyote lay still. He was so sore and bruised he felt 
he couldn't stand up. 

'Come out, Coyote: said the Mice. 'It's all over, and we're 
still alive.' 

'Only just: groaned Coyote, crawling stiffly out of the 
bag. 

The Mice ran away laughing. Coyote began to lick his 
bruises. He looked up; the sky was blue. He looked down; 
the ground was dry. 

'I don't understand: he said. 'There hasn't been a hailstorm 
at allf' 

'No, there hasn't: laughed the Mice. 'Ha! Ha! Hal' They 
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,Iarted into their holes and poked their heads out. 'Poor 
Coyote l' they laughed. 'Poor Coyote! Shall we get you 
some crutches?' 

'I think you are very unpleasant people: said Coyote. 'I 
sh.tll have nothing more to do witl1 you.' 

And he crept home and went to bed. 
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Coyote had recovered from his bruises. When he met the 
Mice he turned his head away and stuck his nose in the air, 
and pretended he didn't hear them tittering. He swanked 
about just as much as ever, and told himself that the Mice 
were deceitful people who had taken advantage of his good 
nature. 

One hot day he went down to the river to bathe. And after 
his bathe he stretched himself out on the sand to dry. 

'This is delightful" he said. Then he yawned. 'Truly de
light-ful" He yawned again, and turned his head lazily to 
admire his handsome coat. 'Not many people have such a 
beautiful coat as I have, or such a . . . ' he yawned again, 
'beau-ti-ful bushy' (yawn, yawn) 'ta-il.' 

And very soon he was fast asleep. 
'Whit, whit, whit!' called a little Quail, who had been hiding 

in a tuft of grass and listening to what Coyote had said. 
'Whit, whit, whit,' answered the other Quails, and they all 

came running along to have a look at Coyote. 
'Do you know what he's been saying?' said the first little 

Quail, and he told them. 
'Well, well, what a foolish fellow he is" they said. 'Let's 

playa trick on him!' 
So they fetched a knife and cut off all Coyote's hair. 
Coyote was dreaming that he had fallen into a hole in the 

ice. Goodness, how cold it was' He woke up; he was still 
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1'( lId.. How could that be? Then he looked round at himsel£ 
I I is hair was gone! His body was all lean and naked, and his 
Illvcly, lovely bushy tail was as bare as a rat's. He felt dread
lil]; but he felt more angry than anything. Hejumped up and 
1:111 round in circles, looking for the tracks of whoever had 
Iione it. There were no tracks of an animal's feet, except his 
\ lwn, but in the sand were the prints of many birds' feet. 
What birds? Quails, of course' Those miserable, stumpy
1.1 iI.ed little objects, that they should have dared' Snapping 
Il is teeth with rage, Coyote set off with his nose to the 
I',!"llund, and his eyes glaring. 

'r he prints of the Quails' feet led to a large hole in the 
1',1 nund, and there they stopped. 

'Come out, you cowards" cried Coyote. 
Of course nobody came out, so Coyote squeezed himself 

IIltn the hole and crawled along a tunnel. The tunnel got 
1l ,lrrower and narrower, till even without his hair Coyote 
l'lllddn't crawl any further. So he began to dig. He dug and 
dllg, edging his way forward along the tunnel all the time, 
ti ll he saw a Quail in front of him. 

'Yau miserable little object" said Coyote. 'Now I am 
1')1 ling to eat you, for cutting off my hair" 

' ''"'ut off your beautiful hair, friend Coyote?' said the 
l ~ 1I;liL 'You know I wouldn't do such a thing' Dear me, dear 
111 (,; , what a shame' Let me think, Yes, I know who has done 
It. Lt was my naughty little brother; he ran past me just now 
wi th a knife in his hand. Ifyou dig a little farther you're sure 
tn lind him. And mind you punish him as he deserves" 

'Trust me for that" said Coyote. 
He dug a little farther and he came across another Quail. 
'Put down that knife!' said Coyote. 'Don't you know I 

,1111 going to eat you?' 
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'Knife?' said the Quail. 'I haven't got a knife. And why are 
you going to eat me?' 

'You know well enough: said Coyote. 'For cutting offmy 
hair.' 

'Cut off your hair, friend Coyote?' said the Quail. 'How 
can you say such things? As if I would be so wicked! Let me 
think, though. Yes, I did see my naughty little cousin run 
past just now, and he was carrying a very big knife. Depend 
upon it, it was he cut off your hair. He was rwming for his 
life, but ifyou dig a little farther you're sure to catch him.' 

So Coyote dug a little farther, and met another Quail-an 
old fellow this time. And he accused this old fellow ofcutting 
offhis hair, and said he was going to eat him. 

'Whit, whit, whit!' said the old fellow. 'How could I cut off 
your hair? I haven't the strength to hold a knife. Look at my 
hands trembling. But my naughty little grandson ran past 
just now with a knife. He must have done it. Ah, he's a bad 
boy! You're welcome to eat him, if you can catch him. And 
you will catch him, if you dig a little farther.' 
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SI) Coyote dug a little farther, and fOWld another Quail-a 
WI 1l11an Quail, this one was. But she had the same story, about 
her nephew having just run past with a knife. 'He can't have 
",Ilil t: far,' she said. 'You'll catch him ifyou dig a little farther.' 

So Coyote dug a little farther, and a little farther, and came 
.Ii' I'OSS one Quail after another. But they all told him the same 
fll i1lg, that somebody-a son, or a nephew, or a father, or an 
1111(.;lC, or a grandfather-had just gone by with the knife. 
( :I lyote dug and dug, and went on and on, Wltil he came to 
I h(; end of the tWlnel, and dug himself out on to a flat place 
with grass and bushes, and there wasn't a Quail to be seen 
.111 ywhere. 

He was rllillling round in circles, looking for more tracks, 
when Rabbit came skipping along, lipperty lipperty lip lip 
fi/I/Jerty . . . Lip! Rabbit gave a jump sideways and came 
duwn a little way off, looking at Coyote with his nose 
I witching. 

'Good morning, friend Coyote!' said Rabbit. 
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'I don't know about friend,' said Coyote, pouncing 011 

him. 'Look at me, just look at me!' 
'you certainly don't look as handsome as usual,' said 

Rabbit. He felt terribly scared, but he pretended not to be. 
'Anything I can do for you?' 

'Ho!' said Coyote. 'I was just going to eat you!' 
'But why should you do that?' said Rabbit. 'I haven't done 

you any harm.' 
'Somebody has,' said Coyote. 
'It wasn't me,' said Rabbit. 
'No, I suppose it wasn't, said Coyote. 'But I mean to eat 

somebody. And if you don't help me catch that Quail, I'll eat 
you!' 

'Oh, I can easily help you catch the Quail,' said Rabbit. He 
ran around a little. 'See, here are their tracks again! They 
must have gone tlus way.' 

Coyote and Rabbit followed the tracks a long way. And 
then they heard whit, whit, whit! The Quails were laughing 
behind a bush. 

'You look very tired, friend Coyote,' said Rabbit. 
'I am very tired,' said Coyote. 'In fact, I'm exhausted.' 
'Then sit down and rest, dear friend,' said Rabbit, 'whilst 

I stalk them. I'll soon fmd out which one has a knife, and I'll 
catch him and bring him to you.' 

'Mind you do,' said Coyote, sitting down, 'or you know 
what will happen!' 

'I don't particularly want to be eaten myself,' said Rabbit, , , 
so you can count on me. 

He began creeping away through the long grass, keeping 
low and laying his ears flat, so that he shouldn't be 
seen. 

'Whit, whit, whit!' When Rabbit drew near, the Quails 
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'kw up, and dropped down behind another bush, a little 
'; rther on. 

Rabbit turned round and made a sign to Coyote. 'Sh-ush!' 
Il l; whispered. 'Keep still, I'll soon have him!' And on he 
(·rept. 

'Whit, whit, whit!' The Quails flew up again. Rabbit ran. 
' I nearly had him that time!' he called back to Coyote. 'I 
kIl OW which it is, I saw the knife.' 

,oyote felt very naked without his hair. He was glad 
[' lltHlgh to lie low amongst the grass, and leave the chase to 
1{ :lbbit. 'He's quite a swift runner,' he said to himself; 'not so 
';wifi as I am, of course, but he'll catch that Quail all right. 
1[c's bound to catch him, because he doesn't want to be , 
1':lt;Cll. 

So he waited. 
, Whit, whit, whit!' The Quails kept flying up, and going a 

1I I,l'ic farther, and dropping down again, and Rabbit kept 
1IIIlIling after them. He didn't bother about hiding himself 
.111 y more-the Quails were quite good friends of his. They 
Ih,v and dropped, and flew and dropped, till they flew over 
.1 li ttle hill; and Rabbit went round the hill after them, and 
IIIIW they were all out of sight of Coyote. Then the Quails 
w: litcd for Rabbit to come up to them. 

'Whit, whit, whit!' they laughed. 'You'd better make 
IHISle home now, Rabbit.' 

It .lbbit didn't need telling twice; he ran as swift as an 
.Irrow, and he didn't stop running till he reached home. 

'oyote waited for a long time, hiding in the grass so that 
11 0 one should see his nakedness. But Rabbit didn't come 
I':lc.:k, and the Quails didn't come back. So whether Rabbit 
(':mght that fellow with the knife or whether he didn't, 

~ ()yote never knew. 
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In a few weeks Coyote came out with a fine new coat; 
yellowish grey, it was, streaked with black, and he felt as 
pleased with himself as ever. Meantime he had been very 
miserable, and had gone about howling a good deal; but that 
was all forgotten now. His tail was really magnificent, 
bushier than ever, and every hair of it new. 

He was waving it about one morning when he saw Mole 
sitting at the door ofhis house. Mole took no notice ofhim, his 
tiny eyes were screwed up, and he seemed to be thinking hard. 

Coyote wanted Mole to see how handsome he was. So he 
waved his tail up and down, and said, 'What are you thinking 
about, that you can't even notice a fellow?' 

'About tails,' said Mole. 'Some people have long tails, and 
some people have short tails. That's what I was thinking.' 

'True, very true,' said Coyote. 'And I expect you were also 
thinking that you'd never seen a finer tail than this?' And he 
flicked his tail in Mole's face. 

'How clever of you" said Mole. 'That's just what I was 
thinking.' 

'I can usually read people's minds,' said Coyote. 
Mole sighed. 'I wish I was clever " 
'We can't all be alike, my friend,' said Coyote. 
Mole was laughing in his heart, but his face was very 

serious. 'I suppose it's your long tail that makes you run so 
fast?' he said. 
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'May be, may be,' said Coyote. 'I do know I'm the fastest 
Hilmer in the world.' 

'{ can get along fairly fast myself underground,' said Mole. 
'Not so fast as I can above ground,' said Coyote. 
'Can't I?' said Mole. 
'Certainly not" said Coyote. 'If you don't believe it, I can 

IIrDve it. I challenge you to a race in four days' time: east to the 
(, lidofthe world, north to the end of the world, west to the end 
Il the world, and home. The winner to eat the loser. Agreed?' 

'1 suppose I have to agree,' said Mole, 'since it's a challenge. 
nu t I shall run underground, because the sunlight hurts my 

, 
cycs. 

'Run where you please,' said Coyote, 'underground, or 
I I Vt rground, or up in the air, if you wish. It's all one to me. I 
'lh:dl have a good dinner off you when the race is ended.' And 
Iw licked his lips and smiled. 

'Ill four days' time, then,' said Mole. 
'1.11 four days,' said Coyote. 'I believe in allowing a fellow 

l i ll)e to make his will.' 
A nd off he swaggered. 
I)uring those four days Mole went to call on his brothers. 

I k called on the eldest the fIrSt day, and the eldest laughed 
Iikc anything. 'Yes, yes,' he said, 'I'll do that.' And he set off 
Ill) a journey, carrying his blanket and his food bag. 

On the second day Mole called on his middle brother. And 
11(', too, laughed, and set off on ajourney with his blanket and 
Il is food bag. 

On the third day Mole called on his youngest brother, who 
hllghed just as the other two had done, and set off likewise. 

.rhe fourth day was the day of the race. Mole and Coyote 
Ilnth stood wrapped in their blankets outside Mole's house, 
w llich was to be the starting point. On the horizon, to the 
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east, north, and west, there was a chain of mountains, and 
that's what Coyote meant by the end of the world; he didn't 
think: the world went any farther. 

'Good morning, my friend,' said Coyote, smiling at Mole. 
He threw off his blanket, and stood ready. 

'Good morning,' said Mole. And he too threw off his 
blanket, and stood ready. 

'Come to think of it,' said Coyote. 'Why should we run? 
You know I shall win. Well then, suppose I eat you now
it will save time and bother.' 

'No, no,' said Mole. 'I have been challenged to run, and I 
will run. But I am going to run underground, as I told you.' 

'You're a foolish fellow-and you'll waste a lot of time 
digging,' said Coyote. 

'I always was a bit of a fool,' said Mole. 'Or so Mrs. Mole 
tells me.' 

So Mole and Coyote stood side by side with their feet on a 
line, and Mrs. Mole came to the door of the house, and said, 
'One to be ready, two to be steady, three-and off!' 

--'-.,;:::,.~ ~-'~~- . =~-'"=--

Mole scuttled into a hole and began throwing up earth at 
a tremendous rate, and Coyote, after one scornful glance at 
him, set off eastward, running with all his might. 'Silly 
fellow,' he thought, 'I shall be rowld the world and back 
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before he has gone more than a few yards-but I hope he 
won't wear himself thin with digging, and spoil my dinner!' 

Coyote ran for four days without stopping. 'I shall deserve 
my dinner after this,' he said to himself. He had reached the 

rI 

('lid of the world to the east, and was turning north, when
Mole scam bled out of a hole in front of him. There he was, 
not a bit out of breath, and looking saucy. 

'Ha!' said Mole, and dived down into the hole again, and 
IJl'gan throwing up earth very fast. 

'Well I never!' thought Coyote. 'Perhaps I ought to have 
11111 underground-it seems easier.' 

It was Mole's eldest brother he had seen, but he couldn't 
know that. 

'However, I am bound to beat him,' thought Coyote. 'I am 
nnning faster than I have ever run in my life, and that is 

1 ~lstcr dlan anyone else has ever run, or ever will run.' 
And on he went, with the wind whistling in his ears, and 

I he ground streaking away under him. He ran for four days 
,lilt! four nights without stopping, and then he came to the 
('llll of the world to the north. There he paused for a minute, 
III catch his breath. 

"That was a run and no mistake!' he said. 'But Mole must 
lIe far, far behind by this time. I can take it easy for the rest 
(Jf the race.' 
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He sat down and began thinking about the dinner he was 
going to make off Mole when he'd won the race. The 
thought made his mouth water pleasantly, he seemed to be 
tasting Mole already. 'Mayas well go on now,' he said, and 
he turned himself to the west. 

'Ha" said a voice. 'Ha" 
And out ofa hole with a flurry of earth came Mole. 'I got 

here as soon as you did,' he said, and scrambled back into the 
hole and began throwing up earth for his life. 

It was, of course, Mole's middle brother. But Coyote 
wasn't to know that, and off he galloped, westward, 'I shall 

------~ ~----
beat him this time,' he thought, 'I'm bound to beat him this 
time" But when he came to the end ofthe world to the west, 
there was Mole scrambling out of a hole, saying 'Ha" and 
diving back again, as cheeky as could be. 

It was, of course, Mole's youngest brother. 
Coyote didn't waste time thinking or resting, he just flew; 

his feet scarcely touched the ground before they were up 
again, he really didn't know himself how he managed to go 
so fast. But he had to beat Mole . . . Yes, he had to beat 
Mole. No good telling himself he was tired. He had to beat 
Mole, and he would beat Mole! 

When he reached the starting point his tongue was lolling 
out, and his sides were heaving. There was a mist in front of 
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his eyes, and he couldn't see anything clearly. But after he'd 
willked and blinked and puffed and panted a bit, his eyes 
cleared-and there in front of his house he saw Mole, sitting 
(1I1 a bench, combing his hair with a comb of porcupine 
(\llills. 

'Ha " said Mole, putting down the porcupine comb and 
sl anding up. 'I've been waiting here for days. Are you ready 
1<) be eaten? Oh well, take your time, catch your breath, 
Mrs. Mole's sharpening the knife.' 

Ker-chiff, ker-chiff, ker-chiff, ker-chiff! From inside the house 
\ :oyote could hear the sound of the knife being drawn across 
.1 stone. 

'1'111 not feeling very well, we'll settle up another day,' he 
11:lllted. Then, tired as he was, he turned and ran, faster even 
111 :1 11 he had run before, so that he was soon out of sight. 

Mrs. Mole came to the door with the knife in her hand. 
' Now then,' she said, 'where is he?' 

'r'Te's gone,' said Mole. 'He wouldn't stay for us to eat him.' 
'Eat him!' said Mrs. Mole. 'I wouldn't eat such unwhole

SI line trash as that, ifhe were to go down on his bended knees 
,mel beg me. I was going to give him a bit ofa fright, that's all.' 

'[ think he got that all right,' said Mole. 
So Mr. and Mrs. Mole went indoors, and had a nice, whole

some dinner ofjellied worms. 
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Coyote and Little Blue Fox 

Coyote was hungry. He hadn't had a good meal for ever so 
long. He thought somebody owed him a dinner, but he 
couldn't decide who that somebody was. He was prowling 
round a village, when he came to a threshing floor. The grain 
was piled up thick, and some crows were pecking about 
amongst it. Coyote didn't take any particular notice of them, 
however, because, just in front of the threshing floor he saw 
Little Blue Fox, sitting in the sun, daintily scratching his ear. 

'Ah, ha' Little Blue Fox" said Coyote. 'I see it all now, it's 
you who owe me a dinner. Now now, little fellow, don't run 
away. I am going to eat you.' 

'Well, well,' said Little Blue Fox, 'of course you can eat 
me, but I warn you, you'll miss a treat if you do.' 

'How's that?' said Coyote. 
'See those chickens over there?' said Little Blue Fox, wav

ing towards the crows. 'Very special kind of chickens those 
are-black ones. They belong to the people in the house, and 
the people are getting ready for a wedding feast. They've 
asked me to guard the chickens for a little while, but in a very 
few minutes now they'll be coming to fetch them. And I am 
invited to the feast.' 

'What's that to do with anything, little fellow?' said 
Coyote. 'I shall have eaten you, and you won't be able to go 
- that's all.' 

'Ah,' said Little Blue Fox, 'but if you don't eat me, I can 
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get you an invitation to the feast. There'll be deer meat to 
'at, besides chickens, and buffalo soup, and wafer bread, thin 

~I.S leaves, and squash and dumplings, and pinyon nuts, and 
sweet dried fruits, and chewing gum, and--' 

'All right,' said Coyote, whose mouth was watering. 'If 
you promise to get me an invitation I won't eat you, I'll help 
yon guard the chickens till the people come.' 

So Coyote and Little Blue Fox sat down side by side in 
I,"ont of the threshing floor. Coyote was smiling to himself 
,Im\ swallowing, but Little Blue Fox was thinking and 
I hinking. By and by, he said, 

'They're a long time coming for those chickens-I wonder 
irthey're having trouble with the fires? Ifyou'll stay on guard, 
I'll just slip up to the house and see.' 

'Don't be long,' said Coyote. 
'Only two minutes,' said Little Blue Fox, as he hurried away. 
He went up to the house, and he went round the house, 

,111 e! when he got to the back of it, he ran for his life. 
'He's a long time,' thought Coyote. 'I wonder ifI'd better 

!',l) up to the house as well? But no, that won't do; the 
(' Ilickens might run away.' 

So he waited and he waited, and thought of all the good 
Lil ings he was going to have at the feast; and he got hungrier 
,llld hungrier. 

'Cooked chicken is good,' he said to himself, 'but raw 
(;hicken isn't bad, either. Why shouldn't I help myself while 
l'll l waiting? The people won't miss one-or even two-out 
of all that lot" 

So he lay cunningly flat, and began creeping on his stomach 
over the grain of the threshing floor. When he got near the 
TOWS he gave a leap; but the crows flew up and away. 

'I didn't know chickens could fly like that!' said Coyote. 
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'Pawk) pawk) pawk!' The crows were laughing at him. 
'They're not chickens at all,' said Coyote, 'they're 

CROWS! Now I will eat Little Blue Fox-I'll tear him to 
pieces !' 

And he started off after Little Blue Fox in a rage. 
Little Blue Fox was rmming and rmming, but Coyote ran 

faster, and by and by he caught up with him. Little Blue Fox 
was dancing up and down, and seemed terribly excited. 
'Drums!' he said. 'Listen! Listen! Don't you hear them?' 

'Of course I hear drums,' said Coyote, 'but I'm going to eat 
you!' 

'Wait, wait!' cried Little Blue Fox. 'It's a dance they're 
giving down in that village. I'm one of the guests. Don't you 
see I'm practising my steps? I'll take you, if you like. But we 
have to wait till we're fetched.' 

'Will there be plenty to eat?' said Coyote. 
'Will there be plenty!' said Little Blue Fox. 'Oh, ho, 

won't there be plenty! More than you could eat in a month. 
There'll be fresh meat, and dried meat, and marrow bones, 
and fish, and waffles, and--' 

'Stop!' said Coyote. 'You're making me feel queer, 
bouncing about like that. Very well, I won't eat you, we'll 
go to the dance together. I must make myself look elegant, 
I suppose.' 

He took a stiff little bundle of needs out of his bag and 
brushed out his tail very carefully. Then he took some face
paint out of his bag, and painted half his face red, and the 
other half yellow. 

'How do I look?' he asked. 
'Handsome!' said Little Blue Fox. 
'You can borrow the face-paint if you like,' said Coyote, 

'I'm not selfish.' 
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So Little Blue Fox took the paint and made lines on his 
f:lce: a red pattern round his mouth, and yellow circles round 
his eyes, and a black ring round his nose. 

'How do I look?' he asked. 
'Not too bad,' said Coyote. 'We can't all be handsome, 

you know.' 
'They're a long time coming for us,' said Little Blue Fox. 

'Oh, I believe the dance has begun! Oh, the drums, the 
drums! Oh, I can't keep still!' He began to dance and whirl 
round like mad. 'Oh! Oh! I must go to the top of the hill! 
Lcan see the village from there. If the dance has begun, I'll 
call you.' 

'All right,' said Coyote, who was busy now, making some 
black rings round his nose. He admired the way Little Blue 
rox had painted his face, though he wasn't going to say so. 
'Very well, you go, but remember I shall keep an eye on you.' 

'Ofcourse, naturally,' said Little Blue Fox, and offhe went 
up the hill, leaping and dancing. 

When he got to the top ofthe hill, he glanced back. Coyote 
was still busy with his face. He was putting white circles 
round his eyes now. Little Blue Fox skipped over the top of 
the hill, and ran for his life. 

'Let me see,' said Coyote, 'what else? Oh yes, a wavy 
pattern round my mouth. I'm not going to be put in the 
shade by that little fellow! His pattern was red, I remember. 
Dear me, half of my mouth is red as it is! What can I do? 
Ah yes, I have it; a wavy yellow pattern on the red side, and 
a wavy red pattern on the yellow side. That will indeed look 
smart!' But he got in a muddle with his paints and made them 
all smeary, so he had to wipe them off and begin again. He 
was thinking so much about making himselflook handsome, 
that he forgot about Little Blue Fox for the time. 
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'Now,' he said at last, putting the paints back in his bag, 'I 
think I may flatter myself that I shall outshine everyone.' 

Then he remembered Little Blue Fox and strolled up the 
hilL 

'HE ISN'T HERE!' he shouted. 'HE ISN'T ANY
WHERE! HE'S GIVEN ME THE SLIP AGAIN' This time 
I will eat him!' And he set off at a gallop with his nose to the 
ground, following the trail of Little Blue Fox. 

He galloped and galloped, and by and by he came to some 
high cliffs. He was just going to gallop past them, but he lost 
the trail, so he ran round and round in circles, snuffmg. The 
circles got narrower and narrower, till he fetched up right 
against a cliff face, and there he saw Little Blue Fox standing 
on his hind legs, with his forepaws pressed against the cliff. 
He was moaning like anything. 

'Ah hal' said Coyote. 'You won't escape me again. I'm 
going to eat you this minute!' 

'Oh, my dear, good friend,' groaned Little Blue Fox, 'you 
don't know what you're saying' I was just passing this cliff 
when it began to fall, so I ran to hold it up. IfI let go, it will 

I
tumble down and kill us both. You haven't time to eat me, 
I can feel it slipping now. Help' Help! We shall both be 
crushed to death" 

So Coyote stood up on his hind legs and put his forepaws 
against the cliff and pushed with all his might. They stood 
like this for a long time, side by side. 

Then Little Blue Fox began to pant, and his tongue lolled 
out. 'I've been here such a long time,' he moaned, 'such a 
long, long, time! I'm so thirsty' I believe I'm dying of thirst! 
There's a lovely cool lake on the other side of these cliffs. 
Oh, if only I was there' Oh, if only I could get to it!' 

'Be a man" said Coyote. 'J'm not particularly thirsty.' 
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'But you haven't been here so long,' wailed Little Blue 
Pox. 'O-o-o-oh! Everything's going black! I believe I'm 
going to have a fit! Dear, good friend, you don't want me to 
die in a fIt, do you? You couldn't eat me then, you know, I 
shouldn't be wholesome.' 

Coyote was getting flustered. He didn't know how he was 
l:ver going to eat Little Blue Fox, ifhe had to stand there and 
hold the cliff up. And ifhe let go, and did eat Little Blue Fox, 
beginning at his hind feet, by the time he came to his fore
feet the cliff would fall and kill him. It wasn't much fun 
having a meal if you had to die for it. 

'It's all your fault,' he snapped. 'Ifyou hadn't run away we 
sllOuldn't either of us have come here.' 

Little Blue Fox went on moaning. 'Oh, if I could get to 
lhat lake' If only I could get to that lake " 

'I'm getting thirsty now, too,' said Coyote. 'It's all your 
emlt. Stop talking about the lake" 

But Little Blue Fox wouldn't stop talking about the lake. 
'If only I could get to it, if only I could" he moaned. 

'Well, go to the lake" said Coyote at last. 'Take a drink 
and come back quick. Then I can go and take a drink and 
you can hold the cliff up.' 

Little Blue Fox was offlike a flash. He didn't come back for 
:t long time. It was night now, and the moon was rising. 

oyote was still holding the cliff up with all his might; his 
paws were aching, and his mouth was getting drier and 
drier. He began to moan and groan just like Little Blue Fox. 
'Oh, what hard work it is!' he groaned. 'I shan't be able to 
stand it much longer' . . . I don't think I can stand it any 
longer! IfI let go I shall die, and ifI don't get a drink I shall 
die' I must get a drink' I will get a drink" 

And he began to lift his paws away from the cliff very 
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slowly and carefully, till at last he had only his claws resting 
on it. 

'Now!' he said. 'Now!' And he gave a great leap side
ways, tucked in his tail, and ran away from the cliff as hard 
as he could. 

He expected to hear it clattering down behind him. But 
he didn't hear anything. He gave a quick look over his 
shoulder. He could see the cliff quite clearly in the moonlight. 
'It's still standing!' he said. 'It isn't going to fall. Little Blue Fox 
has deceived me again!' 

Coyote gnashed his teeth with rage. 'Now I will eat Little 
Blue Fox! I'll gobble him up in one mouthful ! You see if I 
don't!' 

He raced round the cliffs and came to the lake, and there 
was Little Blue Fox lying on his stomach and gazing into the 
water. 'Oh, I can't swim!' he whimpered. 'How unfortunate 
that is" 

'Get up" said Coyote, 'I'm going to eat you" 
'Oh no,' said Little Blue Fox, 'not yet. You can't eat me 

just yet! You can swim, can't you?' 
'Of course I can swim,' said Coyote, 'but I'm going to eat 

you!' 
'Look at that beautiful cheese down there,' said Little Blue 

Fox, pointing to the reflection of the moon in the water. 'So 
large, so round, so tasty' I bought it from a man I met. I was 
coming to share it with you, but I stooped to have a drink 
first, and oh dear, dear, I dropped it in the lake!' 

Coyote stooped to have a drink. Then he looked down at 
the moon. 'It's certainly a very large cheese,' he said. 

'It's sinking, it's sinking!' cried Little Blue Fox. 'If we 
don't be quick it'll be buried in the mud at the bottom, and 
then we'll never get it out.' 
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'Well, I suppose I'd better swim for it,' said Coyote. 'After 
nil, I can eat you any time.' 

'Ofcourse you can,' said Little Blue Fox. 'I see it's no good 
Iny running away, because you run faster.' 

'I run faster than anyone on earth,' said Coyote. 'But that 
cheese is very low in the water. 1 don't believe 1 can reach it 
<; ven if I dive. I'm not all that heavy, you know.' 

'We must make you heavier,' said Little Blue Fox. 'We 
must tie a stone round your neck.' 

So Coyote stood on the edge of the lake, and Little Blue 
r:ox took a large stone and tied it round his neck. Then he 
gave a push, and in went Coyote, heels over head. 

He went down and down and down. 
'Oh dear,' said Little Blue Fox, 'now 1 believe I've drowned 

him! 1 shouldn't have done that ... Frog, Frog, Little 
;rcen Frog " he called frantically. 

And up bounced Little Green Frog, and goggled at him. 
'What's the matter with you?' said Little Green Frog. 
'Did you see Coyote down there?' asked Little Blue Fox. 
'Yes,' said Little Green Frog, 'I saw him. With a stone 

round his neck.' 
'Then go down and untie the stone,' said Little Blue 

L~()x . 

Little Green Frog folded his little arms across his little chest. 
"Why?' he said. 

'Because 1 don't want him to drown,' said Little Blue Fox. 
'Why not?' said Little Green Frog. 
'Because I pushed him in-and 1 don't fancy being a 

murderer,' said Little Blue Fox. 
'Oh well, if that's the way you look at it,' said Little Green 

Frog. 'But he deserves to be drowned, you know.' 
'Nobody deserves to be drowned, and nobody deserves to be 
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a murderer" cried Little Blue Fox. 'Be quick, or he will 
drown, and I shall be a murderer" 

So Little Green Frog went down and untied the stone 
from Coyote's neck, and up bounded Coyote. Little Blue 
Fox only waited to pull him out on to the bank, and then he 
fled for his life. Coyote was nearly drowned, but not quite. 
Little Green Frog had to turn him upside down to get the 
water out of him, and then he had to slap him and kick him 
to bring him round. Coyote took a long time coming round, 
and by that time Little Blue Fox was safe at home with the 
door barred. So Coyote never ate him after all. 
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The Magic Pebble 

A
OY lived with his grandmother. They lived in the 
wilderness, far away from other people, and the boy 
had only one friend, and that was an owl, whose 

Il ome was in a hollow tree near his grandmother's hut. The 
\)( ly used to go to this tree and talk to the owl. 

One day the owl said to him, 'Little friend, I have some
1hing for you,' and he gave him a small, black pebble. 'Keep 
iI, carefully,' said the owl, 'it is a magic pebble. When you are 
III trouble, you have only to whirl it round your head, and it 
will help you.' 

'Oh, that isa fme thing,' said the boy, 'I will indeed keep it 
c: tr<.:fully.' 

Dut he wasn't in any trouble just then, so he didn't whirl 
III(; pebble round his head. In fact, it looked such an ordinary 
I'cGble that the boy didn't much believe in its magic. But he 
didll't want to offend the owl, who was always very kind to 
Ilim; so he made a little fur pouch for the pebble, and slung 
it from his belt by a buckskin cord. 

Another day, the owl said to him, 'You've got the pebble 
safe, I hope?' 

'Yes,' said the boy, 'I've got it safe in here.' And he patted 
t he little fur pouch. 

'That's right, that's right,' said the owl. 'I have to go on a 
long journey, and I mayn't see you again for some time. So 
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I like to know that you are protected. To-wic, to-wic, to
who-o-o! Good-bye for the present!' And off he flew. 

The days passed. The boy spent his time hunting, and as he 
grew older he became a skilful archer, and wandered a long 
way, following the herds ofdeer that roamed over the wilder
ness. But always his grandmother said to him, 'Go as far as 
you like to the east, my son, but never go west.' 

The boy obeyed her; he went to the east and not to the 
west, without thinking much about it. But one day he did 
think about it, and he said, 'Why do you always tell me not 
to go west?' 

'Because my enemy lives in the west,' said the grand
mother. 'He is a sorcerer, and if he sees you, he will kill 
you. And when he has killed you, he will come and kill , 
me. 

'But suppose I killed him instead?' said the boy. 
'You cannot do that,' said the grandmother, 'he is too 

powerful.' 
'I don't think we should have an enemy and do nothing 

about it,' said the boy. And though he didn't tell his grand
mother so, he then and there decided to go west, and see this 
enemy for himself. 

Next morning he set off with his bow and arrows as usual. 
He went east until he was out of sight of his grandmother's 
hut, and then he turned about and went west. 

He walked for a long way without seeing anyone, and 
then he came to a lake, and there he sat down to rest. 

'I see you! I see you!' said a loud voice. 
The boy looked all about him, but there was no one in 

sight. 'Well,' says he, 'I don't see you. Come out from where 
ever you are!' . 

But the voice just went on saying, 'I see you! I see you!' 
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And then there came a tremendous laugh which seemed to 
fill the earth and the sky. 

'Take that!' said the voice, and a hurricane came from the 
lake and blew the boy head over heels. 

The boy got on his hands and knees and clung to the long 
grasses that grew round the lake. 'Why don't you show 
yourself, you coward?' he said. 

Then a wave came from the lake and went over his head, 
knocking the breath from his body. 

'Coward!' said the boy when he got his breath back. 
'Coward, coward! Do you call this fighting fair?' 

'I fight as I please,' answered the voice. 'You shouldn't 
have come here! Now I am going to send a hurricane and 
smash your grandmother's hut to pieces. How will you like 
that?' 

'I shall like it very much,' said the boy. 'We shall have 
plenty of firewood, and that will save my grandmother's 
legs.' 

'Go home and see!' said the voice. And then again came 
rhe tremendous laugh. 'Ha! ha! ha! Ho! ho! ho! Go home 
:llld see!' 

The boy got up and ran for home. The hurricane followed 
him, blowing him along at such a rate that he seemed to be 
II ying. The hurricane grew worse and worse. Trees crashed 
around him, and great rocks were blown from the ground, 
and the bits of them went rolling about in all directions. 
When the boy reached the hut, he saw that the door had been 
blown open, and his grandmother was clinging to the door 
post. 

'Be quick! Be quick!' she called. 'We shall be killed!' And 
they ran in and both pushed at the door, and slammed it 
against the wind. 

143 



Red Indian Folk and Fairy Tales 

The hurricane roared, and the hut rocked, and the grand
mother wailed. 'Oh, why did you go west?' she cried. 'Why 
did you?' 

Crack! Crack! The centre post bowed like a reed. 
Crash! The roofblew off and the rafters fell all round them. 

The grandmother huddled under the chimney. 'In one more 
minute we shall both be dead! ' she whimpered. 

Then the boy remembered his magic pebble. He undid the 
pouch from his belt, and whirled it by the cord round his 
head. Immediately the hut turned itself into a rock, and there 
they were, snug inside the rock, with a great arch of solid 
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stone over them. The hurricane flung itself against the rock, 
but the rock was not to be shaken. And by and by the hurri
cane roared away overhead, and the noise of it grew fainter 
and fainter; and very soon all was still. 

The rock had a stone that moved on a hinge for a doorway. 
'rile boy pushed aside the stone and stepped out. All about 
him the wood of the hut lay smashed to splinters. 'All ha!' 
said he, 'now we have plenty of firewood!' Then the rock in 
which they had sheltered melted away, and the boy set to 
work to build another hut; but that took him some weeks, 
hecause he had firSt to cut down trees. 

When the hut was built, he said to his grandmother, 'Now 
I am going west again.' 

'No, no!' said she. 'Leave well alone !' 
'It is not well that our enemy should live to mock us,' said 

the boy, and away he went to the west. 
He came to the lake and stood on the edge ofit, and called, 

'Coward! Come out and fight!' 
Then the tremendous laugh filled earth and sky, and 

t;choed all round him. 
'Ha! ha! ha! Ho! ho ! ho !' said the voice. 'Now I am going 

to send such a hailstorm as never was on earth before. A hail
storm of flints! How will you like that?' 

'Very much,' said the boy. 'I always wanted a bundle of 
spear-heads:' 

'Ha! ha! ha! Go home and see!' said the voice. 
The boy set out for home, and as he went the sky grew 

black above him. It was dark as night, and he could only tell 
that he was going the right way because the hailstorm was 
following him. The hailstones were flints, and they grew 
bigger and bigger, and he ran before them with all his might. 
They fell on his back and bruised him all over, and they were 
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so big that he had to put his arms over his head to prevent 
himself being knocked senseless. But he reached home at 
last, and ran into the hut and slammed the door. Then he 
whirled the pouch with the magic pebble in it round his head; 
the hut turned into a rock; and there they were, the boy and 
his grandmother, safe and snug inside the rock. 

The flint hailstones clattered on the rock, but they could 
not break it; and when the storm had dropped, the rock 
disappeared and the hut came back. The boy opened the 
door and stepped out. 

'Come and see!' he called to the grandmother. 
On the ground, in front of the hut, lay hundreds of spear

heads, glittering in the sun. 
The boy went off to fetch some poles to fasten to the spear

heads. But when he came back, the spear-heads had vanished. 
'What have you done with my lovely spear-heads?' he 

asked. 
'Done with them, you foolish boy? I haven't done any

thing with them,' said the grandmother. 'They may have 
looked like flints, but they were only ice-spears, and the sun 
has melted them.' 

The boy felt very angry to think he had been so fooled. 
'This time I will kill that enemy!' he cried. 

'No, no!' cried his grandmother. 'Leave him alone. He will 
only kill you!' 

'Let him try!' shou~ed the boy, and off he went to the 
west. 

When he got to the lake, he heard the voice again, 'I see 
you! I see you!' And there in the middle of the lake was a 
huge head. The head had four faces and it turned slowly 
round and round. And every face as it came round grinned 
at the boy. 

146 

'Ah ha!' said the boy, 'and I see you! Now I shall dry up the 
lake. How will you like that?' 

'Don't talk nonsense!' said the head. It was still turning 
slowly round and round. And every face as it came round, 
opened its huge mouth, and said, 'Don't talk nonsense ! Don't 
talk nonsense!' 

'Go home and see!' mocked the boy. And he took the 
magic pebble out of the pouch, whirled it round his head, 
and flung it towards the lake. The pebble flew high into the 
air over the lake; then it began to fall, and as it fell it kept on 
growing larger and larger, till it was the size of a great 
boulder. The boulder hit the water with a splash, and the 
water began to boil. 

Thick steam was rising from the lake. 'I think it will soon 
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dry up now,' said the boy. He couldn't see the head, and the 
voice was silent, so he went home again. 

The grandmother had blackened her face with charred 
wood, and she was throwing ashes over her head. She 
thought the enemy had certainly killed the boy this time. But 
when she saw him coming, alive and unhurt, she quickly 
washed her face and put on her best robe. 

'You must never go west again,' she said. 
'Never go west again!' said the boy. 'Certainly 1 shall go 

west! 1 am going west tomorrow. The enemy is not dead 
yet, but 1 shall kill him, you'll see!' 

N ext morning the grandmother stood with her arms out 
across the door of the hut, and tried to prevent the boy from 
leaving it. But he picked her up in his arms, and laid her 
gently on her bunk and then he strode off westward. When 
he came to the lake, it had boiled dry. There was nothing 
left but a big sandy hollow, and in the middle of the hollow 
a huge green frog was sitting on a boulder. 

'You will never get your magic stone back again,' said the 
frog. 'Can't you see I'm sitting on it? Come and push me off, 
if you can!' 

But the boy set an arrow to his bow and took aim. The 
arrow went through the frog's neck from the left side to the 
right side, and the frog tumbled off the boulder, dead. 

Then the boy walked over the dry bed of the lake, and laid 
his hand on the boulder, and it grew smaller and smaller and 
turned into the little black pebble again, and he picked it up 
and put it back in his pouch. Then he went home. 

'I have killed the enemy,' he said to his grandmother. 'He 
will never trouble us again, whether we go west or east. 1 
wish my friend the owl would come back, that 1 might thank 
him.' 
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'He has come back,' said the grandmother. 
'To-wic, to-wic, to-who-o-o-o!' The owl was sitting on the 

roof of the hut. 'I see my little friend has grown into a big 
friend in my absence,' said the owl. 

'Come down!' said the boy. 'Come down, that 1 may 
thank you!' 

'Thanks are not needed,' said the owl. 'You'll find me in 
the hollow tree when you want me. To-wic, to-wic.' He 
spread his wings and off he went. 'To-wic, to-wic, to-who
o-o-o-o!' 
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XIII 

Beautiful Girl 

O
NCE upon a time Beautiful Girl went down to the 

well for water, and as she was stooping to fIll her jar, 
a Sorcerer came by and carried her off. He wanted 

her for his wife. But Beautiful Girl would have nothing to 
do with him and that put him in a rage. He cast a spell on her, 
so that though she could go in and out, she could never leave 
him; and he sent a Crier through the land announcing that 
any young Brave might come and woo her-and win her, 
too, provided he could pass three tests. But ifhe failed to pass 
the tests, he would be turned into stone. 

Many young Braves tried to pass the tests, but they all 
failed, and there they were, turned into stones. The Stone 
Men stood round the Sorcerer's house, and every day added 
to their number, but no one could move them. That was 
Beautiful Girl's punishment for refusing the Sorcerer; she 
could not marry, and every day, as she went in and out, she 
had to pass the Stone Men. 

'Ha! Ha!' said the Sorcerer. 'What a lot of husbands you 
have! And how quiet and meek they are! They don't inter
fere with you in any way-they let you do exactly what you 
like!' 

The poor girl made it known that she would marry no
body, and when a new suitor came, she always begged him to 
go away. 

150 

j---~ --------------------



Red Indian Folk and Fairy Tales 

'Why should you suffer for me?' she said. 'I am miserable 
enough, I do not want to bring misery on others.' 

But still the suitors came. They felt brave and strong; they 
were mighty warriors and hunters, they couldn't believe that 
they would fail in any trial of strength or skill. 

And so the Stone Men increased, until they stood all round 
the Sorcerer's house like a stone forest. 

Now the news of what was happening came to the ears of 
a poor lad who lived with his sister in a little hut on the edge 
of a forest. He was a good-natured young fellow, but he 
wasn't particularly clever; he had never done anything brave 
or daring, and nobody expected that he ever would, and the 
few people who knew him called him Simple Boy. 

Simple Boy was very happy, just hunting and fishing. As 
long as he and his sister had enough to eat, he didn't trouble 
about anything: until he heard about the Sorcerer and 
Beautiful Girl. 

'What a shame!' he said. 'I wonder whether I could pass 
those tests?' 

'You!' said his sister. 'Don't you know that all the mighty 
in the land have tried and failed? What hope can you have of 
faring better?' 

'Perhaps none,' said Simple Boy. 'But if! am turned into 
stone it won't make much difference to anybody.' 

'It would make a lot of difference to me,' said his sister. 
'What should I do without you?' 

'You could go and live with my brother and his wife,' said 
Simple Boy. 

'But I don't want to go and live with your brother and his 
wife" said the sister. And she began to cry. 

'Well then, you shan't,' said Simple Boy. 'I'll break the 
spell and marry Beautiful Girl, and then I'll fetch you to live 
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with us. Come, dry your eyes, dear sister. Haven't you 
heard it said that a fool may succeed where a wise man 
fails?' 

'You are not a fool" said his sister. 
'Perhaps not,' said Simple Boy. 'I'm going, anyway.' 
And so, despite anything his sister could say, he set out. He 

took his bow and arrows and his blanket and some food, for 
he had a long way to go. He went along singing through the 
forest till he came to a clearing, and there he saw a big man 
behaving in a very strange manner. He was standing under a 
pine tree, making great jumps into the air; and every time he 
came to the ground again his feet sank into the earth quite a 
long way. Clump! Clump! 

'What are you doing?' said Simple Boy. 
'Oh,' said the man, 'I'm hungry. I'm trying to get some 

pme cones. 
'Well, why don't you climb up and get them?' said Simple 

Boy. 
'Because I'm too strong,' said the man. 'If! took hold of the 

tree, I should break it. So I have to jump and try to get a pine 
cone with my mouth.' He jumped again, and his teeth went 
snap. But he just missed the pine cone, and down he came, 
and his feet sank into the earth. Clump! Clump! 

Simple Boy gave him some food out of his bag; and when 
Strong Man had eaten it up, he said, 'Now what can I do 
{"ror you. ?' 

'Oh, nothing that I know of,' said Simple Boy. 'I'm just 
on my way to break the Sorcerer's spell and set Beautiful 
Girl free. And then, ofcourse, I shall marry her, ifshe'll have 

, 
me. 

'Well,' said Strong Man, 'I might help you over that. 
Shall I come along with you?' 
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'Yes, do,' said Simple Boy. 'It will be nice to have a 
travelling companion.' 

So on they went together, and every time Strong Man 
put his foot down, it sank into the earth. Clump! Clump! 

'Don't you fmd that an awkward way of walking?' said 
Simple Boy. 

'Oh, I'm used to it,' said Strong Man. 'You get used to 
anything in time.' 

'I suppose you do,' said Simple Boy, treading lightly 
along. 

When they came out of the forest, they saw a high hill in 
front of them, and when they got to the top of the hill, they 
saw a man there. And he, also, was behaving in a very strange 
manner. He kept rising up and sitting down, and he had 
stones tied to his ankles. Every time he rose up he shook his 
feet, and every time he sat down he tied another stone to his 
ankles. 

'What are you doing?' said Simple Boy. 
'Hunting buffaloes,' said the man. 
'Well I never!' said Simple Boy. 'That's the strangest way 

of hunting buffaloes I ever heard of!' 
'You see that herd down on the plain beneath us?' said the 

man. 'I've been trying to catch one of them for a long time. 
But every time I begin chasing them, I run so fast that I 
always find myself beyond them. So I'm tying these stones 
round my ankles to make me go slower. And where may 
you be going?' 

'Oh, nowhere in particular,' said Simple Boy. 'I'm just 
on my way to a Sorcerer's house to take three tests and break 
a spell and set a maiden free. And after I've done that, I shall 
marry her, if she'll have me.' 

'Well,' said Swift Runner, 'I might help you over that. I 
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like the look of you. What do you say to my coming along 
with you?' 

'Yes, do,' said Simple Boy. 'It's nice to have travelling . , 
comparuons. 

So on they went together, Strong Man making holes in the 
earth, and going clump clump with every step, Swift Runner 
going clatter, clatter, with the stones round his ankles, and 
Simple Boy treading lightly over the ground. 

They passed the buffalo plain, and by and by they came to 
two large lakes, and there they saw another man, behaving 
in a very strange manner. He was kneeling on the edge of the 
tirst lake, bobbing his head up and down, and every time his 
face touched the water, he took a great gulp. And every time 
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he took a great gulp, the water of the lake went back a foot 
or more, so that he had to keep crawling forward over the 
wet sand. 

'What are you doing?' said Simple Boy. 'Why do you 
drink and drink?' 

'Because I'm so thirsty,' said the man. 'I can never get 
enough water. When I've drunk up this lake, I shall start 
on the other one.' 

Simple Boy and Strong Man and Swift Runner stood and 
watched. And in less than no time, Thirsty One had drunk 
both the lakes dry. Then he stood up. 'I feel better now,' he 
said. 

'Strange things are happening today,' said Simple Boy. 
'And where are you three going?' asked Thirsty One. 
Simple Boy told him, and Thirsty One said he might be 

useful, and asked ifhe might go along with them. 
'Why of course,' said Simple Boy. 'I like travelling in , 

company. 
So on they went; Strong Man going clump, clump, and 

Swift Runner going clatter, clatter, and Simple Boy and 
Thirsty One treading lightly over the ground. 

They crossed over the two dry lakes, and on the other side 
they saw another man. He had a bow in his hand, and he was 
walking along with his head thrown back, looking up at the 
sky. 

'What are you looking for?' asked Simple Boy. 
'My arrow,' said the man. 'I shot it up some hours ago, and 

I'm watching for it to come down.' 
'That must have been a long shot,' said Simple Boy. 
'Not so very,' said the man. 'And where might you be 

going?' 
Simple Boy told him, and Skilful Archer said, 'You look a 

156 

Beautiful Girl 

pleasant company, would you allow me to come along with 
you?' 

'By all means,' said Simple Boy. 
So the five of them went on together; and they hadn't gone 

far when an arrow came shooting down from the sky, and 
Skilful Archer caught it, and put it in his quiver. 'They 
always come back to me,' he said, 'but sometimes I have to 
wait a week or more.' 

They came to another forest soon after that, and in the 
middle of it they saw a man. He also was behaving in a very 
strange manner. He was squatting with his ear to the ground, 
and every now and then he nodded and smiled. 

'What are you doing? said Simple Boy. 
'Speak more quietly, can't you?' said the man. 'What a 

noise you're making! I'm listening to the plants growing and 
breathing. This forest is full ofplants, and every one breathes 
in a different way. Some take short breaths and grow quickly, 
and others take long breaths and grow slowly. And where 
might you be going?' 

'Oh,' said Simple Boy, 'nowhere in particular. I myself am 
going to the Sorcerer's house to set Beautiful Girl free. And 
then, of course, I shall marry her, if she'll have me. These 
otller fellows are just keeping me company.' 

'I've heard about that Sorcerer,' said Sharp Ears. He put his 
ear to the ground and said, 'Sh' ush ! Yes, I can hear them, the 
Sorcerer is laughing, and Beautiful Girl is crying--' 

'What a shame" said Simple Boy. 'We must hurry. Can 
you direct us how to get there?' 

'I can,' said Sharp Ears. He put his ear to the ground again. 
'This way!' he said, and began running. 

They all began to run. Clump, clump, clump went Strong 
Man, and clatter, clatter, clatter went the stones round Swift 
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Runner's ankles. Simple Boy and Thirsty One and Skilful 
Archer ran lightly over the ground, and every now and then 
Sharp Ears would stop them and put his ear to the ground. 

'This way,' he said, 'I can hear the wind sighing round the 
Stone Men.' 

'What a shame!' said Simple Boy, and they all started 
running again, and so it wasn't long before they came to the 
Sorcerer's house. 

The Stone Men stood all round it, and the Sorcerer was 
dancing in and out amongst them, and laughing. He was 
wearing a magic hat made oftwo rams' heads, with the horns 
curling up, and a magic robe of rats' skins, with the tails 
hanging down, and the tails were painted all sorts of colours. 
Beautiful Girl stood in the doorway, looking very sad. 

'And what do you want, my fme fellows?' said the Sorcerer. 
'For myself, I have come to take the tests,' said Simple Boy, 

'and these are my companions, who have come along with 
me out of friendship.' 

'Oh, so you want to take the tests, do you?' said the 
Sorcerer, with a dreadful grin. 

'That was my idea,' said Simple Boy. 
'Oh no! Oh no!' cried Beautiful Girl. 'Go away, dear 

Simple Boy! Do you want to be turned into stone?' 
'Not particularly,' said Simple Boy. 
'Then go away,' said Beautiful Girl, 'before you break my 

heart. Can't you see I am wretched enough as it is?' 
'I want to set you free,' said Simple Boy, who had already 

fallen in love with her; because, though she looked so sad, 
she was very, very lovely. 

'you mean to take the tests, then?' said the Sorcerer. 
'I do,' said Simple Boy. 
'I believe in playing fair,' said the Sorcerer. 'I don't wish to 
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hustle anyone. I'll give you till evening for the fIrst test. You 
see that great cliff? It keeps the sun from my house, and I wish 
to have it removed. Well, remove it! Now I have various 
little matters to attend to, but I shall come back at sunset. 
If the cliff hasn't gone by then, you know what to expect. 

Simple Boy stared at the cliff in dismay. It rose a thousand 
feet into the air, and the sun was already going down behind 
it. The Sorcerer took off his magic hat and twirled it round 
four times. It turned into a huge ram, and the Sorcerer got 
on its back, and rode off, laughing. 

Simple Boy went up to Beautiful Girl. 'Will you give me 
just one kiss,' he said, 'before I am turned into stone? I can 
never move that cliff.' 

'Oh, dear Simple Boy,' cried Beautiful Girl, 'you should 
never have come!' And she gave him two kisses, one on each 
cheek. 

'Never move that cliff, indeed!' said Strong Man. 'Why, 
nothing's easier!' And he strode over to the cliff, clump, 
clump, and set his shoulder against it. 

'Heave away ho!' he said. 'Heave away ho ! Yo ho ho! 
See her go!' 

The cliff began to shake and tremble. Then it gave a great 
groan and split in two. Strong Man put his shoulder to the 
left half of it. 'Heave away ho! Yo ho ho!' he said, and that 
half tumbled down. Then he put his shoulder to the other 
half. 'Yo ho ho!' he said, 'Heave ho!' and the other half 
tumbled down. Then Strong Man picked up the broken bits 
and threw them far away. 

The sun seemed a long way up in the sky now. It was 
dazzling in Simple Boy's eyes, and making Beautiful Girl 
shine like a jewel. She ran up to Simple Boy and threw her 
arms round his neck. 
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'Steady! Steady!' said Simple Boy. 'There are two more 
tests, you know.' 

Then he looked at the Stone Men. Their eyes were moving, 
and their lips were smiling. Their heads had come alive, 
though the rest of them was still stone. 

The Sorcerer was waiting for the sun to go down. It took 
a long time-he couldn't understand it. Beautiful Girl 
brought out food, and the six companions had a good meal, 
for they were all hungry. By the time they'd fInished the 
meal, Simple Boy and Beautiful Girl felt as if they'd known 
each other all their lives. Simple Boy thought it would be 
dreadful now to be turned into stone and never see Beautiful 
Girl again. 

At last the sun went down, and the Sorcerer came gallop
ing back on the big ram. He got off, and the ram turned into 
a cap with four horns. The Sorcerer put the cap on his head, 
and glared round him. He was furious because the cliff had 
gone, but he smiled as ifhe was quite pleased. 

'So you've passed the frrst test, young fellow,' he said. 'I'm 
sure you'll have no difficulty with the others. They are very 
simple. You see that river? It annoys me, because it some
times overflows its banks and floods my bean fIelds. All you 
have to do is to dry it up before morning. Quite an easy 
matter for a clever fellow like you! Now I am going to bed, 
so I'll say good night. Ofcourse, if the river isn't dried up by 
morning, I shall have a painful duty to perform. But I'm 
sure I wish you all success.' And he leered horribly and went 
into the house. 

Simple Boy went up to Beautiful Girl. 'Say good-bye to 
me,' he said. 'I shall never see you again.' 

'Good-bye, good-bye, dear Simple Boy!' said Beautiful 
Girl. She kissed him and cried, and the tears ran down her face. 

.Beautiful Girl 

'Why shouldn't you see her again?' said Thirsty One. 
'Let me get at the river! I haven't had a decent drink since 
we left the lakes" 

So he went down to the river, and drank it dry. Then he 
walked up the bed of the river into the mountains, where the 
spring was, and he sucked up all the water out of the spring, 
too, so that the river should never flow again. It took him all 
night going to the mountains and coming back again, but 
no time at all to drink up the water. He wasn't back when 
the Sorcerer got up and looked out; but that didn't matter, 
the river was dry. 

Beautiful Girl came and looked at the bed of the river, and 
clapped her hands. Simple Boy also looked, and clapped his 
hands. Then they kissed each other again. They had stopped 
clapping their hands, but the sound of it was still going on. 
Simple Boy looked around to see where the clapping was 
coming from. It was coming from the Stone Men. They 
were alive to the waist now, and they were nodding their 
heads and waving their arms and clapping. But their legs 
were still stone, so that they couldn't move from their places. 

If the Sorcerer had been furious before, he was a hundred 
times more furious now. But all he said to Simple Boy was, 
'I see you are a very clever fellow' And now you have only 
one more test. There is a young girl-a friend ofmine-who 
is a very swift runner, and she has never been beaten in a race 
yet. If she can be beaten, then I wish youjoy. But if she wins 
the race, I am afraid you know what to expect.' 

'With your permission, I should like to undertake this 
test,' said Swift Runner. 

'Oh, by all means,' said the Sorcerer. 'It doesn't matter to 
me who runs.' 

The Sorcerer went behind the house and changed himself 
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into a girl, for he didn't mean to take any risks, and he had 
decided to run the race himself He was sure that no one 
could beat him. 

Swift Runner sat down and untied the stones from his 
ankles. Then he stretched his legs once or twice to take the 
stiffuess out ofthem. The course was marked out, Simple Boy 
gave the signal, and both runners started. Sorcerer Girl 
cheated a little, and started ahead of Swift Runner; but, run 
as she would, Swift Runner caught her up, and they reached 
the turning post together. Sorcerer Girl had put out all her 
magic strength, and had run, so it seemed to her, as no one 
had ever run before. But she was panting, and her throat 
was dry. 

'Let us rest here for a while,' she said. 
'As you please,' said Swift Runner, who wasn't panting at 

all. He hadn't put out all his strength by a long way, and he 
felt he could easily beat Sorcerer Girl on the return course. 

So they both sat down to rest. 
'You are a magnificent runner" said Sorcerer Girl. 
'Am I?' said Swift Runner. 
'I think you will beat me, after all,' said Sorcerer GirL 
'I think I probably shall,' said Swift Runner. 'Shall we start 

again now?' 
He was just going to get up when something croaked in 

the air over his head. There wasn't anything there, it was just 
a magic that Sorcerer Girl made. But Swift Runner looked 
up to see what it could be, and at that moment Sorcerer Girl 
took some dust out ofher wallet and threw it in his eyes. 

Swift Runner's head fell forward. He was fast asleep now, 
with his arms round his knees and his chin on his hands. 

'Oh yes, you will beat me easily" laughed Sorcerer Girl, 
and she set off running back. 
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Simple Boy and Beautiful Girl and Strong Man and Sharp 
Ears and Thirsty One and Skilful Archer were all standing 
outside the house watching for the return of the runners. 
Suddenly they saw Sorcerer Girl running swiftly, but still a 
long way off. 

'There is no sign ofSwift Runner!' said Simple Boy. 'What 
can have happened?' 

'What can have happened?' echoed the Stone Men, who, 
though they could not move, were watching too, with all 
their eyes. 

Sharp Ears put his ear to the ground. 'He is asleep at the 
turning post,' said he, 'I can hear him snoring" 

'I will soon wake him,' said Skilful Archer, and he fitted an 
arrow to his bow. 

Twang! the arrow flew through the air and wounded 
Swift Runner on the nose. 

Swift Runner woke with a start and looked round him. 
Then he knew he had been tricked. He leaped up and ran. 
Sorcerer Girl by this time was nearing the goal, but Swift 
Runner was gaining on her. The watchers held their breath. 
Who was going to win? 'I am going to win !' panted Sorcerer 
Girl, for she was within a few yards of the goal now. She 
could hear Swift Runner's feet bounding along just behind 
her. She turned her head, and at that moment, Swift Runner 
gave a mighty leap and passed her. Sorcerer Girl screamed 
and gave a mighty leap also, but she was too late, Swift 
Runner had already reached the goal. 

'Hurrah! Hurrah!' cried Simple Boy. 
'Hurrah' Hurrah!' cried Beautiful Girl. 
'Hurrah! Hurrah!' cried Strong Man and Sharp Ears and 

Thirsty One and Skilful Archer. 
'Hurrah! Hurrah!' cried the Stone Men. But they weren't 
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Stone Men any longer. Their legs had come to life, and they 
joined hands and danced round Simple Boy and Beautiful 
Girl. 

Sorcerer Girl had fallen flat on her face. She beat the earth 
and screamed. Then she changed back into the Sorcerer and 
jumped up. But Strong Man had been walking round and 
round, clump, clump, and the earth was full of holes. The 
Sorcerer tried to jump over the holes, but he was so blind 
with anger that he couldn't see where he was going, and he 
fell into one of them. Then Strong Man kicked the earth 
back over him, and that was the end of the Sorcerer. 

As for the others, they all went back to Simple Boy's sister, 
who ran out to meet them, crying with joy. Beautiful Girl 
married Simple Boy, and Skilful Archer married the sister, 
and Sharp Ears and Strong Man and Swift Runner and 
Thirsty One decided to stay with them. And those who had 
been Stone Men returned to their own homes. 

XIV 

Snake Ogre 

A 
OUNG Brave, called Hayol, lived with the rest of 
his tribe in a big village. One morning Hayol woke 
up in a bad mood; he didn't want to hunt, he didn't 

want to fight, he didn't want to play games, or dance, or 
sing. He didn't know what he wanted. So he went out of the 
village, and wandered away by himself 

He had walked a long way, not heeding where he was 
going, when he came to a hill. He went up one side of the 
hill, and when he got to the top, he saw a man climbing up 
from the other side. The man reached the top and came to 
stand close to Hayol. Hayol didn't feel like saying anything, 
so he didn't say anything, and he and the man looked at each 
other in silence. 

At last the man said, 'Who are you?' 
'My name is Hayol.' 
'And where are you going?' said the man. 
'Anywhere and nowhere,' said Hayol. 'I am tired of life 

in the village.' 
'Will you come to my house?' said the man. 
'As well there as elsewhere,' said Hayol. 
So they went down the hill on the third side, and walked 

on till they came to a house standing in a meadow where a 
herd of deer were grazing. 

'If you will go into the house, myoId woman will give 
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you some supper,' said the man. 'I will join you by and by; 
I must first water my deer. 

Hayol walked to the house, and at the doorway he saw a 
great heap of human bones. 'This doesn't look too good,' he 
thought. But he went into the house because he didn't much 
care where he went. 

Inside he found an old woman stirring a pot over the fire. 
'Oh, why have you come here? she said. 'My master is a 

terrible man! His name is Snake Ogre, and he lives on human 
flesh. This is a man I am cooking in the pot. He will eat this 
tonight, but tomorrow he will eat you. He is out now gather
ing a herb which he will put in your breakfast broth to kill 
you. I will cook you some corn for your supper, then you 
must lie down and pretend to sleep; but when Snake Ogre 
is asleep you must get up and run away for your life. Here, 
hide these moccasins under your blanket. Put them on before 
you go, and in one step they will take you to a far headland. 
When you get there, take the moccasins off your feet, put 
them on the ground facing this way and they will come back. 
And here is a piece of bark; give it to the fust man you meet, 
and he will direct you farther. But wherever you go, I am 
afraid Snake Ogre will overtake you.' 

Hayol hid the moccasins under his blanket, put the piece of 
bark, that had some picture writing on it, in his pouch, and 
sat down to eat the com which the old woman had cooked 
for him. 

'I have done my best for you,' she said, 'will you do some
thing for me?' 

'If I can, I will,' said Hayol. 
'Is that a promise?' said the old woman. 
'It is a promise,' said Hayol. 
'In the morning before you go,' said the old woman, 'you 
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must take your axe and cut off my head. Then you must lay 
my body under the robe that is hanging behind the door.' 

'That would be a poor return for your kindness,' said 
HayoL 

'You have promised,' said the old woman. 'And so you 
must do it.' 

'Yes, I have promised,' said Hayol. 'And so I suppose I 
must do it.' 

At that moment they heard Snake Ogre coming. The old 
woman hastily took Hayol's plate away from him, and hid it 
behind the fire. Then she went on stirring the pot. 

'Ah l' said Snake Ogre. 'That smells delicious! Young man, 
may I invite you to share my supper? 

But Hayol said he was under a vow not to eat meat at 
present. 

'Then I'm afraid you must go hungry-until tomorrow 
morning,' said Snake Ogre with a grin. 'But I hope you will 
enjoy your breakfast.' And he squatted down and gobbled 
up all the meat in the pot. 

Hayol stretched himself out on a bench, and pretended to 
sleep. And when there was no more to eat, Snake Ogre lay 
down on a blanket by the fIre, and was soon snoring. 

The old woman crept to Hayol and shook him by the arm. 
'He won't wake till morning,' she whispered. 'Now, do as 
you promised.' 

So Hayol took his axe and cut off her head. Then he 
fetched the robe that was hanging behind the door and laid it 
over her body. He was sitting down to put the moccasins on 
his feet, when he saw the robe moving, and out from under 
it stepped a beautiful young girL 

'Thank you, Hayol,' she whispered. 'But now go, go 
quickly! You will meet Snake Ogre again, and ifyou can kill 
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him, you will:find me waiting for you at your journey's end.' 
Hayol would have liked to stay and talk to her; but she 

pushed him to the door. He took one step from the door and 
found himself miles away, standing on a high headland. 
There he met an old man leaning on a stick, and he took the 
piece of bark out of his pouch and gave it to him. 

The old man read what was on the bark, and said, 'I 
cannot do much for you, you must go to my brother, I will 
give you another piece of bark to take to him.' 

'And where shall I fmd your brother?' said HayoL 
The old man took a pair of moccasins from under his 

blanket, and gave them to Hayol. 'These moccasins will 
carry you to him,' he said. 'When you get there, take them 
off and face them this way, and they will come back to me.' 

So Hayol took off the moccasins he was wearing, and 
placed them on the ground, facing Snake Ogre's house. At 
once they rose up and flew through the air, back to where 
they had come from. Then Hayol put on the moccasins the 
old man had given him. 

'Good-bye,' said the old man. 
'Good-bye,' said Hayol. 
He took one step and found himself miles away, standing 

in front of a litHe house. An old man came hobbling out of 
the house. He was very like the first old man, only much 
older. 

'I have come from your brother,' said Hayol, 'and brought 
you this piece of bark.' 

The older old man read what was written on the bark, and 
said, 'I'm afraid I cannot help you much. But I will give you 
a piece ofbark to take to our eldest brother. He has lived in the 
world longer than we have. If anyone can help you, he can.' 

He wrote some words on a piece of bark and gave it to 
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Hayol, and Hayol asked where he should find the eldest 
brother. 

These moccasins know where he is,' said the older old 
man, and he took a pair ofmoccasins out from under his robe. 
'When you get there, tum the moccasins this way, and they 
will come back.' 

So Hayol took of his moccasins the frrst old man had 
given him, and laid them on the ground facing the headland. 
And they rose up and flew, and in a moment were out of 
sight. Then he put on the moccasins the older old man had 
given him. 

'Good-bye,' said the older old man. 
'Good-bye,' said Hayol. 
He took one step and found himself miles away, inside a 

house where an old man was sitting by the fire. The old man 
was very like the other two old men, only much, much older. 

'You must excuse my not getting up,' said the oldest old 
man. '1 haven't stood on my legs for years.' 

'1 have come from your middle brother,' said Hayol. 'He 
sent you this piece of bark.' 

The oldest old man took the bark, screwed up his eyes, 
and bent over the light from the fIre. 'I doubt whether I can 
read it,' he said. 'There is so little light.' 

Hayol took a flaming log from the fIre and held it over the 
piece of bark. 'Can you read it now?' he said. 

'Yes, yes, yes, 1 can read it now,' mumbled the oldest old 
man. 'Yes, I can read it, and I can help you. But first send the 
moccasins back to my brother.' 

So Hayol went outside the house, took off the moccasins, 
and placed them on the ground, facing the middle brother's 
house. And away they flew, back to where they had come 
from. 
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Hayol went into the house again, and the oldest old man 
gave him a pair of shabby moccasins with the fur rubbed off 
them. 'These will only take you one step at a time,' he said. 
'But it's no use your flying about the world. Wherever you 
go Snake Ogre will be there before you. If you are going to 
succeed in killing him, you will have to use your wits. And 
if you haven't any wits, you will not succeed. But here is 
something that will help you,' and he gave Hayol a little 
green feather to put in his sleeve. 

'This feather will change you into any shape you like,' he 
said. 'All you have to do is to touch it with your hand and 
say, "Feather, feather, 1 wish to become-" whatever it is. 
And you will immediately become-whatever it is. Now go. 
Down in the hollow there, you will come to a river. Don't 
look at the water, but walk straight on, and you will find 
yourself on the other side. Then, when you meet Snake Ogre, 

. , 
use your Wits. 

Hayol took the feather and put it in his sleeve. Then he 
thanked the oldest old man and went to the door. 

'Good-bye,' said the oldest old man. 
'Good-bye,' said Hayol, and walked off down into the 

hollow. 
There was a river flowing in the bottom of the hollow, but 

Hayol didn't look at the water, he walked straight on, and 
whether he walked on the water, or above the water, he 
couldn't have said, but very soon he found himself on the 
other side. 

'1 wonder what I do now?' he said to himself. 
There was a path running by the edge of the river, and not 

knowing what else to do, he walked along it. By and by he 
came to a place where the river widened out into a lake, and 
there, coming to meet him, was Snake Ogre. 
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N ow was the moment for Hayol to use his wits. He 
touched the feather in his sleeve and said, 'Feather, feather, I 
wish to become a little fIsh.' And in a moment there he was, 
a little fIsh with red fms, swimming in the lake. 

Snake Ogre looked into the lake and saw the fish. 
'Little Fish With Red Fins, have you seen a fme young 

Brave walking this way?' 
Little Fish With Red Fins put his head up out of the water. 

'No,' he said, 'I haven't seen anyone. But should I see the fme 
young Brave I will tell you.' 

The little fish swam away, and Snake Ogre walked on. 
Then Little Fish Hayol took the feather from under his fm 
and said, 'Feather, feather, I wish to become a toad.' And 
he became a toad with a grey, mottled back, and the toad 
crawled out of the water. 

The toad sat on the path and Snake Ogre came up to it. 
'Grey Toad,' said he, 'have you seen a fme young Brave 

passing this way?' 
'Yes, I saw him,' said Grey Toad, 'he was running fast, 

back along the path.' 
Snake Ogre ran back along the path, and saw a very large 

fish lying in the shallow water. 
'Very Large Fish,' said Snake Ogre, 'have you seen a fine 

young Brave passing this way?' 
Very Large Fish put his head up out of the water and 

laughed. 'Stupid" he said. 'You have just been talking to 
him. 

" So Snake Ogre hurried back the way he had come. 
He hadn't gone far when a musk rat scuttled across the 

path. 
'Musk Rat,' said Snake Ogre, 'have you seen a fine young 

Brave passing this way?' 
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'Seen him?' said Musk Rat. 'I should say I have seen him' 
He trod on my house with his great foot, and smashed the 
roofin. But he was going fast. You'll have to run ifyou want 
to catch him. And I hope you do catch him, the clumsy fellow" 
said Musk Rat, as he scampered away amongst the under
growth. 

'I believe that was Hayol himself,' said Snake Ogre. 'I 
believe they were all Hayol. The next thing I meet, I'll kill.' 
And he stamped along by the lake, thinking that Hayol had 
fooled him, and feeling very angry. 
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By and by he came to a very huge turtle, sitting in the mud. 
'Very Huge Turtle,' said Snake Ogre, 'have you seen a fme 

young Brave passing this way? Don't tell me you haven't 
seen him, for I believe that you are he ! I am going to kill you 
anyway,' he said. And he made a pounce to take Very Huge 
Turtle by the throat. 

But Very Huge Turtle swelled out his throat and looked so 
fierce that Snake Ogre felt afraid of him. 'Be off!' snapped 
Very Huge Turtle. 'I'd have you know I am the respectable 
Chief of the Turtle Tribe. If you don't take yourself off this 
minute, I'll summon my clan and they'll tear you to pieces.' 

'Oh, I didn't know,' said Snake Ogre. 'I apologize.' 
'Don't let it happen again, that's all,' said Very Huge 

Turtle. 'As for the fme young Brave you're looking for, he 
has passed this way. But you'd better look out, for if you 
don't recognize him, he will kill you!' 

'I'm not taking any risks,' said Snake Ogre. 'I shall kill 
everything I meet.' 

'So do,' said Very Huge Turtle, and he sank down into the 
mud till only the tip of his snout was showing. 

Snake Ogre hurried on. He had walked to the end of the 
lake now, and flowing out of the lake was a narrow river. 
Across the river was a wood, and in the wood Snake Ogre 
saw a big bird sitting on a branch. 'I think that must be 
Hayol,' he said, and he jumped into the river to swim across. 

In the middle of the river was a little eddy, whirling round 
and round. It was such a little eddy that Snake Ogre didn't 
think anything about it, he just swam through it. But the 
eddy was Hayol, and it caught Snake Ogre by the leg and 
pulled him under the water, and held him under the water 
until he was drowned. Then Hayol Eddy turned into Hayol 
and swam out of the river. 
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He went into the wood, and when he came out at the other 
side of it, he found himself back at his own village. And 
there, standing in front of his house, was the beautiful young 
girl. 

'Journey's end, Hayol,' she said. 
And Hayol took her by the hand and led her into his 

house and made her his wife. And they lived together happily 
to the end of their lives. 
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Good Man and Bad Man 

G
OOD MAN and Bad Man were neighbours. They 

were both rich. They had big lands, both pasture and 
forest, and herds of horses and asses, and flocks of 

sheep and goats, and quantities of blankets and fme robes and 
ornaments, and many slaves who had been taken in war. Bad 
Man was cruel to his slaves-he beat and starved them, and 
they hated him. Good Man was kind to his slaves, and they 
all loved him. 

Now Bad Man wasn't pleased that he should be hated by 
his slaves and Good Man loved by his. 'Why don't you treat 
your slaves in a proper manner?' he said. 

'Don't I treat them in a proper manner?' said Good Man. 
'No, you don't,' said Bad Man. 'Slaves should be whipped 

and starved.' 
'Why should they?' asked Good Man. 
'Because-' began Bad Man. But he couldn't think of any 

reason, so he burst out angrily, 'I will bet everything I 
possess against everything you possess-except our wives, of 
course-that I am right and you are wrong.' 

'Very well,' said Good Man, for in that country it was a 
rule that no man could refuse a bet. '.But how shall we prove 
.It.?' 

'In this way,' said Bad Man. 'We will ride out on to the 
highway together, and ask the first three men we meet which 

176 

Good Man and Bad Man 

ofus is right, and which wrong. And as they say, so shall it be.' 
'Very well,' said Good Man again. Though he thought to 

himself, 'This is silly.' 
The next morning they got on their horses and rode side 

by side along the highway. 
By and by they saw a young man walking briskly ahead 

of them, and they overtook him and reined in their horses. 
'Brother,' said Bad Man, 'we have a question to ask you. 

We are two rich men and we own many slaves. My friend 
looks upon his slaves even as his sons. My slaves I whip and 
starve that they may work the better. Which of us is right, 
and which wrong?' 

'you are right, and he is wrong,' said the young man. 
'Slaves should be whipped and starved.' 

'So you see!' said Bad Man to Good Man. And on they 
rode. 

Now though nobody would have guessed it, the young 
man they had overtaken was a devil going about in human 
form. 

After a while they overtook a stout, middle-aged man 
riding on a donkey. And Bad Man put the question to him. 
He gave them the same answer, for it was the same devil. 

'So you see!' said Bad Man to Good Man. 
'It doesn't alter my opinion,' said Good Man. 
They rode quite a long way after that without seeing any

body. But at last they overtook yet a third man. It was an old 
man this time, hobbling along with the help of a stick. But it 
was the same devil, and he gave the same answer. 

'So you see!' shouted Bad Man. 'I've won!' 
Good Man felt very sad. He got down from his horse, 

patted its neck sorrowfully, and handed it over to Bad Man. 
'Everything I have is now yours,' he said. 'When you get 
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home you must break the news to my wife, and give her this 
message. I am going to look for work, and I shall not come 
back till I have earned twice as much as I have lost by this 
foolish bet.' 

'It will be a long time before she sees you again, then,' 
sneered Bad Man. 

'May be,' said Good Man. 'But long or short, tell her not 
to forget me.' 

So Bad Man turned and rode home, leading Good Man's 
horse, and Good Man walked sadly on. 'Perhaps I shall come 
to a farm where I can hire myself out,' he thought. 

He walked on and on, but he didn't come to a farm. The 
country got wilder and wilder, and though he looked all 
about him, he couldn't even see so much as the smoke from 
a chimney. At last he came to some rocks under a mountain, 
and near the rocks was an empty, tumbledown house. Night 
was falling, so he went into the tunlbledown house to 
shelter and sleep. 

There was only one room in the house, and the roof gaped, 
and so did the walls. The room had a dirty mud floor, but 
at one end there was a big chimney place, with a platform of 
dry stones in front of it. Good Man spread his blanket on the 
stones and lay down. He was just falling asleep when he heard 
a great trampling and pounding of feet, and whooping and 
shouting like an army rushing into battle. And he had only 
time to snatch his blanket and scramble up into the chimney, 
when a host of devils burst in. For this was the place where 
they met each night to report all they had done through the 
day to their Chief. 

Good Man was so frightened that he nearly fell down 
the chimney; but he stuck his feet against ajutting stone, and 
crooked his arm round a bar from which the pots used to 
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hang, and so managed to keep himself up, though he thought 
the devils would surely hear the chattering of his teeth. 

However, they were junlping about and making such a 
clamour, each one boasting of all the mischief he had done, 
that they didn't hear anything but theV: own noise. And 
Good Man listened, and became so interested that his teeth 
stopped chattering quite soon. 

'Silence! Silence!' bellowed the Devil Chief 'Is this a 
meeting, or is it a buffalo hunt?' 

Then the devils became quiet, and each one spoke in tum. 
And first, an ugly devil with a long beak CJlld bat's wings, 

told ofhow he had met Good Man and Bad Man, and how he 
had fooled them. And the Devil Chief laOghed and paid him 
compliments. 

'But I have done better!' said a very tali devil, who looked 
as ifhe were made of dry clay. 'I have dove better than that!' 
he repeated, and his words came from hinl hissing, like steam 
from a kettle. 'There is a town on the other side of this moun
tain where the people have no water. APd why? Because I 
have closed up the spring of their river with a stone. Once it 
was called The Rich Town, but now it is The Dry Town, 
and the people who live in it would give all they possess for 
a single drop of water.' 

'Ha! That is indeed a splendid trick!' s~id the Devil Chief. 
'But are you sure they cannot move the $torJe?' 

'There is only one way of doing that,' lllssed the tall devil, 
'and that is a way they will never think o£' 

'Are you sure they will never think of it?' said the Devil 
Chief 'Necessity has a sharp brain, you ~now.' 

'Sharp fiddlesticks!' hissed the tall devil. 'Hear, 0 Chief! 
To move that stone man must take a lon.g stick, shaped like 
a sword, and strike it flat upon the stoOe, first to east and 
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west, and then to the north and south. Then, I grant you, the 
stone will bound from its place on to the bank, and the water 
will pour out in such strength that neither devil nor man will 
be able to stop it again. But who will think. of that? No man" 

'No man,' agreed the Devil Chief 'Take your reward.' He 
flung a piece ofmeat to the tall devil. The tall devil swallowed 
the meat and instantly grew so much taller that his head 
stuck out through the roof 

'I too have done something" shouted a young devil with 
yellow eyes and a mouth like a lion's. 'In the next town 
across the mountain the people are weeping and wailing. The 
Chief's only daughter, Fair-As-The-Dawn, lies smitten with 
a terrible sickness. I have breathed that sickness into her, and 
no Medicine Man in the world can cure her. She is dying, but 
she cannot die, she burns with everlasting fever, because my 
breath is in her.' 

The Devil Chief struck a spark from his tail, lighted a big 
stone pipe, and smoked with satisfaction. 

'No cure for her, I suppose?' he said thoughtfully. 
'Well, yes, there is a cure,' said the lion-mouthed devil. 

'Our power is limited, as you know. If a man were to carry 
her to the door just as the sun is rising, and so hold her that 
the sun's very first ray touches her forehead, she would be 
instantly well. Nor could I make her sick again. But will any 
man think of that?' 

Now the fumes of the Devil Chief's pipe were very 
strong, and as they drifted up the chimney Good Man felt his 
eyes closing. He tried hard to keep awake and hear some 
more, but he couldn't. His head began to swim, and the 
devil's voice sounded far away. Soon he was fast asleep, but 
even in his sleep, he held on to the bar, and kept himself from 
falling down the chimney. 
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When he woke up it was morning, and the devils had gone. 
'Were they really here?' he asked himself 'Or have I 

been dreaming?' 
No, he couldn't have been dreaming, because he could still 

smell a faint whiff of the Devil Chief's pipe, and on the damp 
mud floor were the marks of many strange-shaped feet. 

'But perhaps they knew I was here?' he thought. 'Perhaps 
they were playing a trick on me, and there is no truth in what 
they said? ... 

'Well,' thought he, 'we'll soon see about that.' And he set 
off for the first town across the mountain. 

It took him a long time to get there; he had a stiff climb 
up the mountain, and a steep scramble down, and he had 
nothing to eat but some berries he picked on the way. But at 
last he saw the town in the distance, and when he drew near 
he saw the empty bed of the river, and the corn withering in 
the fields, and the people sitting about with their tongues 
hanging out, and panting like dogs. 

'What is the matter here?' he asked, as ifhe knew nothing 
about it. 

'We have no water, no water!' they moaned. 'Some 
magician has blocked up the spring of our river with a stone, 
and we cannot move it.' 

'I might be able to move the stone,' said Good Man. 
When they heard that, the people took him to the house of 

their Chief, which was a very grand house, with rich 
carvings and hangings. 

'Do you say you can move the stone?' asked the Chief. 
'I can but try,' answered Good Man, for he was not sure 

that he could rely on what the tall devil had said. 'What will 
you give me if I succeed?' 

'Half of everything the town possesses,' said the Chief 
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'Yes, half of everything we possess!' shouted the people. 
Then let me have a horse, and a sharp knife, and a stick 

the length and breadth of a man's arm; and let me set out 
alone,' said Good Man. For ifhe was going to fail, he did not 
want anyone to see it. 

The Chief gave him the horse, the sharp knife, and the 
stick, and Good Man rode off along by the dry bed of the 
nver. 

When he got outside the town, he stopped and cut the 
stick into the shape of a sword with the sharp knife. Then he 
rode on again. The dry river-bed got narrower and narrower, 
and at last he saw the spring-head with a great white stone 
laid across it. So he got down, tied his horse to a tree, and 
walked to the spring-head. 

'Now,' said he, 'do devils sometimes tell the truth?' 
He struck the stone with the full length of the stick, first to 

east and west, and then to north and south, and then he gave 
a quick leap backward. But, quick as he leaped, he was only 
just in time, for the stone bounded on to the bank, and the 
water gushed out with a roar and went whirling down the 
river bed in a cataract. Good Man untied his horse and gal
loped back to the town, but the water was there before him. 
The river was full from bank to bank, and the people were 
swarming along the banks crying for joy, filling their gourds 
and water jars, and drinking, drinking, drinking. 

Then the Chief came in procession and ordered everyone 
to bring out half of all he possessed and pile it in a big field: 
corn and robes and blankets, and sheets of copper, and orna
ments and weapons they piled there; and they gathered to
gether herds of cattle and horses, and flocks of sheep and 
goats, and assembled many slaves. And it was more, far more, 
than Good Man had ever possessed. He hardly liked to take it 

182 

Good Man and Bad Man 

all, but the Chief insisted; so there he was, a rich man again. 
'I will go home to my wife now,' he thought joyfully. 
Then he remembered the sick daughter of the Chief in the 

next town, and he was filled with pity and decided he must 
cure her. He didn't doubt now that he could cure her. 

So he appointed a slave to take charge of his new wealth 
for him. The corn and the copper and the ornaments, and 
the robes and blankets and weapons were packed into carts; 
and drivers rounded up the flocks and herds, and the caval
cade set out, to take a road round the foot of the mountain 
and wait for Good Man on the other side. He himself got on 
his horse and rode off to the next town. He soon reached it 
and went boldly into the Chief's presence. 

'0 Chief, I have come to cure your daughter,' he said. 
'If you can cure her, you shall be my son-in-law and rule 

my people after me,' said the Chief 
'But I have a wife already,' said Good Man modestly. 
'Then half of all I have shall be yours,' said the Chief, 'and 

that is very much.' 
'Tomorrow at dawn I will come to heal her,' said Good 

Man. 
The Chief ordered that Good Man should be bathed and 

clad in rich robes, and feasted, and given the best room in his 
house to sleep in. But Good Man, though he was very tired, 
didn't sleep at ail, nor yet lie down on his bed, for he was 
afraid that he might oversleep the dawn. He sat up all night, 
and just before daybreak he summoned a slave and asked that 
he might be taken to the Chief's daughter. 

Poor Fair-As-The-Dawn was lying tossing and moaning 
on her couch. Her eyes were squinting with horror at a 
corner of the room, as if she saw a ghost there, and she took 
no notice at all ofGood Man. So he picked her up and carried 
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her to the open door, and laid her on his knees with her head 
to the east, and waited for the sun to rise over the mountain 
top. And when the fIrSt ray of sunlight fell on her forehead, 
Fair-As-The-Dawn sat up and smiled. And then she jumped 
off Good Man's knees and ran to her father and laughed, for 
she was perfectly well, and lovelier than she had ever been. 

The Chiefwept and wept, but he was weeping for joy. He 
hugged Fair-As-The-Dawn and rocked her in his arms like 
a baby, and he thanked Good Man again and again. Joyfully 
he divided all his possessions and gave half to Good Man. 
Then Good Man rode off, driving before him an even greater 
herd of animals, and even more carts full of corn and treasure 
than he had gained in The Dry Town. He came to the place 
beyond the mountain where the rest of his goods were wait
ing for him; and when all these possessions were gathered 
together, they were more than any man had ever possessed 
before. And he brought them all home to his wife. 

When Bad Man saw the great droves of cattle, and the 
carts full of corn and goods, and the long train of slaves that 
Good Man had brought home, he was filled with jealous 
wonder, and said, 'Where did you get all these?' 

Good Man told him about the tumbledown house and the 
devils, and Bad Man said, 'I too will go there, and pick up a 
fortune.' 

So he set out. 
He came to the tumbledown house, and he climbed into 

the chimney, and waited for the devils to come. Most of 
them came shouting and boasting, but two of them came 
cringing with their tails between their legs, and those were 
the tall devil and the lion-mouthed devil with yellow eyes. 
They had to confess to the Devil Chief that the water was 
back in the river and that Fair-As-The-Dawn was well again, 
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though they could not think how these things could have 
happened. 

The Devil Chief smoked his pipe in silence for a minute or 
two, then he sprang up in a rage. 'There must be an eaves
dropper amongst us,' he bellowed. 'Search! Search! Search!' 

The devils searched, and they soon found Bad Man and 
dragged him down from the chimney. 

Bad Man whimpered and struggled and swore he had only 
just come there, but the devils didn't believe him. They 
crowded round him on all sides and blew on him with their 
hot breath. And as they blew-

First he shrank to the size of a dwarf, and then he shrank to 
the size of a mouse, and then he shrank to the size of a flea. 
And then he shrank to no size at all. 

And that was the end of Bad Man. 
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Proud Girl and Bold Eagle 

T
HERE was once a Chief who had a very beautiful 
daughter. But she was as vain as she was beautiful, and 
so spoilt that nothing was good enough for her. When 

she was a baby, her mother had given her the prettiest name 
she could think of, which was Shining-Eyes-That-Light-The
Day. That was rather a long name, so it got shortened to 
Shining Eyes; and her eyes did shine, indeed they did! They 
shone with the thought that she was much more beautiful 
than anyone else; and so at last she came to be known to 
everybody as Proud Girl. 

Proud Girl liked this name. 'Of course I am proud!' she 
said. 'With my beauty, how could I be anything else?' 

Her father, who was becoming tired of her spoilt, con
ceited ways, thought it was high time she was married; so 
he let it be known through all the country round that he was 
seeking a suitor for his daughter. Many suitors came, for her 
beauty was talked ofeverywhere. They came dressed in their 
very best: in soft deerskin shirts, ornamented with beadwork; 
and robes of fur or feathers, decorated with the tails of 
animals; with necklaces and earrings and bracelets of beauti
ful shells and beads; and with all manner of noble head
dresses. And they brought presents of elk skins and moose 
skins and bear skins, and of corn and weapons and hunting 
dogs for the Chief, and tiny embroidered moccasins, and 

186 

Proud Girl and Bold Eagle 

rabbit-fur robes, and strings of beads and shells for Proud 
Girl. proud Girl took all their presents, but she didn't thank 
any of them. 

'Surely among all these handsome young men you can 
fmd one to suit you?' said her father. 

'Handsome do you call them?' said Proud Girl with a toss 
of her head. '1'd as soon choose amongst a herd of swine!' 

And she laughed at them and called them silly names. She 
called one Hog's Feet, and another Snouty, and another 
Little Pig's Eyes, and another Hairy Ears. And one after 
another they went home in disgust. 

Now there was amongst them a rich young Brave called 
Bold Eagle, whom the Chief liked best ofall. He was tall and 
noble-looking, and carried himself very proudly. He wore a 
robe of marten-fur, with fringes of brightly painted porcu
pine quills that tinkled as he walked. His belt and his mocca
sins were richly embroidered with coloured beads; he had 
wide copper bracelets on his arms, and he wore a head-dress of 
many white eagle's feathers. As each feather was a sign of a 
brave deed, it was plain to see that although so young he had 
already proved himself valiant; and ifone needed further proof, 
he carried a bunch of scalp locks strung across his shoulder. 

Even Proud Girl couldn't compare him to a pig! But still 
she managed to make a mock of him. 

'Just look at the stiff way he walks!' she exclaimed. 'I 
declare he's as unbending as an icicle! Can he bend his arms, 
I wonder? Can he smile, can he nod his head? I don't believe 
he's a man at all. I believe he's a dummy! An ice dummy! 
Let's put him by the fire and watch him melt! . . . Good 
morning, Ice Dummy, how are you today? Don't you fmd 
the sun rather too hot? I should go and stand in the shade, if 
I were you!' 
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So she mocked him before everyone. Bold Eagle felt 
terribly ashamed. He didn't say a word, he merely bowed to 
her. But he went to the Chief to bid him farewelL 

'Aren't you going to marry my daughter?' asked the Chief. 
'No,' said Bold Eagle, 'she despises me.' 
'Oh,' said the Chief, 'she's only a girl, there's nothing in 

that.' 
'I think there is a great deal in it,' said Bold Eagle. And he 

piled up his dog sledge with the presents he had brought, and 
set out for home. He felt so insulted that he didn't leave a 
single present behind. 

On his way home it began to snow heavily, and when he 
got to his father's village, he found the tribe preparing to 
move. They were packing up to go farther south, because of 
the ice and snow. They had cleaned out their houses, and 
burned all their old mats and worn-out wooden bowls and 
clothing. And what they couldn't burn, such as meat bones 
and disused tools, they had thrown into a great heap outside 
the village. Then they stamped out their fIres, and each one 
hung a porcupine quill comb by a string from the main rafter. 
'That means we are coming back,' they said. 'As long as the 
comb hangs there, all is well with us. But if the string breaks 
and the comb falls, we shall not be coming back. Sorrow 
will have overtaken us, and we shall be dead.' 

When they saw Bold Eagle returning alone over the snow 
they were surprised. 

'So you haven't brought your bride home?' they said. 
'No,' said Bold Eagle, 'she did not suit me.' 
He went into his house and sat down. 
'You must pack up,' they told him, 'and you must hurry, 

we are leaving at dawn.' 
But Bold Eagle told them he was not coming yet. 'I have 
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something to do,' he said. 'I will follow you in a few days' . , 
orne. 

Next day at dawn the tribe set off, with their sledges piled 
up with blankets and food, and the children sitting on the top 
of all. 

And Bold Eagle was left alone. 
He went out and sang six Power Songs: one to the east, 

and one to the north, and one to the west, and one to the 
south; the fifth he sang with his hands stretched up to the 
sky, and the sixth with his face bowed to the ground. And 
after that he felt so full of power that he knew he could do 
anything. So he went to the refuse heap and collected a lot 
of animal bones, and he took snow and kneaded it over the 
bones into the shape of a man. This man-shape he covered 
first with all the old rags he could fmd in his house, and over 
the rags he put an embroidered shirt and a robe of brilliant 
beads and coloured feathers. He gave it a magnificent head
dress, and a necklace of iridescent abalone shell pearls, and 
jingling bracelets for its arms, and a fme belt from which 
hung many cunningly painted deer-skin pouches. All the 
fmery he possessed Bold Eagle lavished upon the man-shape 
he had made. And when it was completed, with obsidian 
eyes and red-stained lips, and the grandest scalp-lock in Bold 
Eagle's collection, he stood it on its feet and spoke to it. 

'You are a mighty chieftain, and your name is Moowi. 
You are rich and beautiful, and no maiden can look upon you 
without longing. But your heart is ice. You have no love, 
and no pity. You receive all, and give nothing. Now go " 

And he turned Moowi with his face toward Proud Girl's 
village. 

He watched Moowi striding away over the snow, and 
when he could see him no longer, he went in and tidied up 
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his house. Then he took his dog and his sledge and a blanket 
or two, and returned to Proud Girl's village. 

He found Moowi already received into the Chief's house. 
And he found Proud Girl sitting at Moowi's feet. It was as 
Bold Eagle had ordained, no girl could look on Moowi 
without longing. Moowi spoke very little. He was grave and 
haughty, and he took no notice of Proud Girl. But she was 
determined that he should take notice ofher, and she went to 
her father and said that Moowi must be her husband. 

The Chief was overjoyed. 'I will give you my daughter in 
marriage, if you have no objection,' he said to Moowi. 

'I have no objection,' said Moowi, and then he shut his lips 
together haughtily, and said no more. 

There was a huge wedding feast, and all sorts of rejoicings. 
Proud Girl was very pleased to see that Bold Eagle had re
turned. 'Now he is eating his heart out with jealousy,' she 
said. 'Poor Ice Dummy! ... Don't let him sit too near the 
fire,' she said to Moowi. 'He might melt, you know! And 
then where should we be?' 

'Neither do I care to sit near the fire,' said Moowi, and he 
went and stood by Bold Eagle by the steps into the house. 

Next morning Moowi said he must return to his own tribe 
in the far north. Proud Girl got ready to go with him. But 
Moowi said no, the journey would be too hard and difficult. 
'When the snow melts, I will return with many of my men, 
and they shall bear you to my home in a litter,' he said. 

But Proud Girl was determined to go with him. She 
begged and prayed, and even cried a little. Nobody had ever 
seen her so set on anything before. Perhaps she was afraid she 
would lose him-who knows? And at last Moowi said, 'Oh 
very well.' So Proud Girl dressed herself up in her best 
clothes, and the two set out. 
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Bold Eagle stood by the entrance of the Chief's house and 
watched them walk away northward over the snow. Moowi 
spoke no word to Proud Girl, and he took such long strides 
that she had to run to keep up with him. Moowi's strides 
grew longer and longer, and by and by, run as she might, 
Proud Girl was lagging behind. Bold Eagle watched the two 
figures moving over the snow and getting smaller and 
smaller, till they disappeared in the far-off forest. Then he 
went back into the Chief's house. 

'The journey will be long and tiring,' he said. 
'No doubt,' said the Chief 'But she has got a rich husband 

such as she deserves.' 
'Yes,' agreed Bold Eagle. 'She has got a husband such as 

she deserves.' 
And he smiled to himself 
The journey was very long and very difficult. They went 

through forests, and they went across mountains, and they 
travelled over frozen lakes, and through icy marshes. It grew 
colder and colder; and the colder it grew, the stronger and 
taller Moowi became, and the longer strides did he take . . 

Proud Girl's moccasins were worn out, and her feet were 
cut and bleeding. 'Are we nearly there, my husband?' she 
asked. 

'No, my wife, we are not nearly there,' said Moowi, and 
he began to run and leap. 

proud Girl sat down in the snow and cried. Then she 
jumped up and ran after Moowi. She ran and ran over the 
frozen earth under the wintry sky, and at last she caught up 
again with Moowi, who was sitting under the shade of a 
tree. The heavy snow clouds had parted a little, and a gleam 
ofsunlight fell on the earth, but under the tree where Moowi 
sat was heavy shadow. 
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'I am tired,' said Moowi. 'We will rest till the sun goes 
down.' 

Proud Girl was glad to rest, though she was shivering with 
cold. The clouds parted more and more, and the frozen snow 
began to thaw under the sun; but in the shadow of the tree 
where Moowi sat the ground was still frozen. 

Proud Girl moved out of the shadow of the tree, and sat in 
the sunlight. She felt happier, though her feet still hurt 
cruelly. When the sun went down, Moowi stood up and 
stalked on his way, and Proud Girl followed him. Night 
came, the stars glittered, and then the moon rose. The 
ground was frozen hard again, and Moowi was going with 
great strides. Proud Girl pattered along behind him; she 
looked at his huge black shadow moving over the snow, and 
somehow she felt afraid. 

'Is it far now, my husband?' she panted. 
'Yes, my wife, it is very far,' answered Moowi. 
They travelled all night. In the morning, when the sun rose, 

the snow melted again. Moowi was now going slowly, and 
Proud Girl felt happy because the sun shone. She even sang a 
little. By noon the sun was quite hot, and Moowi was walk
ing more and more slowly. He seemed to proud Girl to be 
staggering, and by and by, when they came to some rocks, 
he crawled under them and sat down. 

'Are you sick, my husband?' said Proud Girl. 
'Yes, my wife, I am very sick,' said Moowi. 
Proud Girl remembered that they had passed a spring, 

where she had seen a trickle of water bubbling up out of the 
melting ice. She went back to the spring, took off her skin 
cap, and let the water trickle into it. When the cap was full, 
she carried it carefully back to the rocks. The sun had moved 
round the rocks and they were now in full light-but where 

I92 



Red Indian Folk and Fairy Tales 

was Moowi? He had disappeared, and where he had been 
sitting was only a little pile of bones and rags and beads and 
feathers. 

'Moowi, my husband, Moowi!' called Proud Girl. 
'Where are you? Moowi, where are you?' 

No one answered. And yet she thought she heard a sighing 
in the air, as if someone walked past her. 

'Moowi! Moowi! Moowi!' She ran round the rocks and 
searched, she climbed over the rocks and searched, but she 
could not find him. 'He has left me!' she cried. 'He has melted 
away like snow! My beautiful husband has left me!' 

And there she was, standing alone in an unknown land. 
There was nothing for it but to go home. She emptied the 

water out of her cap and began to walk back. It was a long, 
long, long way; and if it had not been that the sun was 
shining and the air was growing warmer, she must surely 
have died before she got there. Here and there in the melting 
snow, she came across prints of Moowi's great strides and of 
her own running feet. And then the earth was clear of 
snow, and there were no more footprints; only she found the 
tattered sole ofone ofher moccasins, and a feather which had 
dropped out of Moowi's robe. She picked up the feather and 
put it in a fold of her tunic; but though the earth was now 
warm, the feather was cold as ice. It chilled her to the 
heart, and she plucked it out of her tunic and cast it from 
her. 

Thin, hungry, miserable, in rags, and looking no longer 
beautiful, she reached home at last. The people were appalled. 
They ran and brought her into her father's house, and she lay 
on the bed and cried. Her father and her mother cried too; 
her father cried because he was so disappointed to have her 
home; and her mother cried because Proud Girl looked so 

194 

Proud Girl and Bold Eagle 

pitiable. But Bold Eagle stood beneath the entrance and 
smiled. 

'Is it anytlling to smile at?' said Proud Girl through her 
tears. 

'Yes, it is something to smile at,' said Bold Eagle. 
And he took his blankets and his dog and his sledge, and 

went back to his own tribe. 
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Raven and the Wicked One 

T
HERE was once a Wicked One and he was very power
ful. He wanted to do people a mischief-he didn't like 
people, no, he didn't. So what did he do? He stole the 

Sun away from them, and shut him up in a box. There was 
the earth now, all cold and dark, and everyone was miserable. 
People couldn't even have a fire, because the Wicked One 
had taken that, too. He had taken all the fire there was on 
earth, and kept it burning in the huge house where he lived. 

Now there was Raven. Raven was a kind old bird, and he 
felt sorry for the people. He was also a clever old bird, and 
he knew some magic. 

'It's a great shame,' thought Raven, 'that the Wicked One 
should treat people like this. I must outwit him if I can.' 

So he Hew off and perched on a tree outside the Wicked 
One's house. 

By and by the Wicked One's daughter came out to pick 
grass to make into mats. She was quite a pretty girl, and not 
wicked like her father. 

'Shall I ask her to help me?' thought Raven. 'No, she's 
probably more afraid of her father than I am. Well, what 
shall I do? Oh, I know!' 

And he changed himself into a blade of grass, and the 
Wicked One's daughter picked him, and put him in a bundle 
with the other grasses, and carried him into the house. 
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She put down the bundle in front ofthe fire, and spread the 
grasses out to dry. 

'Dry, grass, dry,' she sang
'Burn, fire, burn, 
Burn fire to dry grass 
To make mats, 
Mats to make for me.' 

The fire burned up very brightly, and the grass began to 
wither and turn brown. The blade of grass that was Raven 
was lying close to the Hames, and he began to feel terribly 
hot: in fact, he thought he might catch fire at any moment. 
So he changed himself back into Raven. 

The girl stopped singing, and stared at him. 
'What are you doing here?' she said. 'You mustn't stop 

here, my father will kill you.' 
Raven hung down his head, and draggled his feathers, and 

dragged his wings along the Hoor. 'I am so c-c-old and so 
mi-mis-er-able,' he sob bed, clackering piteously with his beak. 
'Everybody in tlle world is so c-c-old and so mi-mis-er-able.' 

'I know,' said the girl, 'and I'm very, very sorry. But what 
can I do?' 

'You can I-let me stay and w-warm myself a little,' said 
Raven. 

'Poor Raven!' said the girl. 'Yes, warm yourself, but you 
mustn't stay long. My father is out, but he'll be back soon, 
and if he sees you--' 

'Oh, I know, I know,' sobbed Raven, squeezing a tear out 
of one eye. 'But I'm not only c-cold, I'm s-s-so hungry.' 

'Poor Raven!' said the girl again. And she went into a back 
place to get him something to eat. 

Raven didn't shed any more tears. He cocked his eye all 
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about the room. The Sun was hanging up on the wall in a 
black box. Sun wasn't making any sound at ali, and not a 
glimmer of light came from the box; but Raven knew Sun 
was there, because his heart was beating and shaking the box. 

'1 must break that box and let him out,' thought Raven 
and he began sharpening his hooked beak on the fire slab. 

But there were some little winged red creatures sitting on 
the roof. They had eyes all over their bodies, and they kept 
watch for the Wicked One. When they saw Raven sharpen
ing his beak, they flew off to the Wicked One, who was out 
in the woods, felling trees. 

'Mischief, mischief!' cried Little-Red-Winged-Creatures
All-Over-Eyes. 'There's mischief going on in your house!' 

The Wicked One flung down his axe and rushed home. 
Raven had flown up against the wall, and was jabbing at the 
box with his sharpened beak. But as yet he had only made the 
tiniest little dent in the box, it was so thick. When he saw 
the Wicked One rush in at the door, he flew down and 
snatched a flaming log of wood out of the fire. 'Come on, 
come on!' he cried, waving the log round his head. 

The flames of the log spat out and burned the Wicked 
One on his nose. He was so furious that he screamed. But he 
had a wand in his hand, and Raven knew that if the wand 
touched him he would die. Round and round the room they 
went, Raven whirling his blazing log, and the Wicked One 
stabbing with his wand. But Raven knew he couldn't kill the 
Wicked One, nobody could; and he knew, too, that there was 
no chance ofgetting the Sun out ofhis box, now. 'I've got fIre, 
anyhow!' he cried, and he flew out through the open door. 

He flew and flew, away from the Wicked One's house 
towards the place where the people lived. The log flamed in 
the wind, but it was burning away fast, and all the time it 
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was getting shorter. The flames were hurting Raven's eyes, 
and singeing his feathers. But he shut his eyes and flew on 
bravely. By and by there was only a tiny end oflog left, and 
Raven's feathers were on fire. But there, below him, were 
the people gazing up in astonishment at the little light 
moving across the dark sky. 

Raven swooped down closer and dropped the log. 'Fire! 
Fire! Fire for you!' he croaked. 

When the end of the log touched the earth it broke into 
smouldering fragments, and the sparks went hopping all 
over the ground. 'Fire! Fire! Fire!' cried the people. 'Our 
good Raven has brought us Fire!' And they ran with dry 
grass and pieces of rotten wood and bits of rag, and they 
blew on the sparks and lit the grass and the rotten wood and the 
rags, and carried the fire triumphantly into their houses. 
When they had fires blazing on their hearths, they joined 
hands and danced and sang. Now it didn't seem to matter so 
much that there was no sun, they were warm, and they had 
firelight, firelight! 

They were so mad with joy that for a time they didn't give 
one thought to poor Raven, who was lying on his back with 
his toes curled up, and all his lovely glossy, blue-black 
feathers singed brown. But by and by they did give a thought 
to him, and they ran and picked him up very tenderly and 
carried him to the Medicine Man. The Medicine Man dabbed 
magic oil on his feathers, and sang the curing songs over him, 
and took a healing-reed tube and sucked the burns out ofhim . 
And very soon Raven was well again. 

That was good, as far as it went; the people had fire, but 
the Sun was still shut up in the box, and there was no day
light. Raven thought he must go back to the Wicked One's 
house and get the Sun out of that box somehow. But the 
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Wicked One had taken fright; he thought his house wasn't a 
safe prison for the Sun any more. So he took the black box 
down from his wall, and gave it to Seagull to guard. And he 
carried Seagull and the box far over the ocean to a desert 
island. He built a little house on the island, and put the box 
inside it, and told Seagull to guard it carefully, and never on 
any account to leave the island. 

'If you do, I will kill you!' he said. 
'E-ow, e-ow, ack-ack-ack! Oh, how lonely it's going to be!' 

cried Seagull. 
'I can't help that,' said the Wicked One. 'You must do as 

I tell you.' 
Seagull promised that he would. What else could he do but 

promise? But he kept running in and out of the house, and 
looking at that horrid little island, which he was never to 
leave again. 

'E-ow, ack-ack-ack!' he wailed. 'E-ow, e-ow!' 
Whilst the Wicked One was away, putting the box on the 

island, Raven flew up to his house; and there was the girl, 
sitting in the porch, weaving mats. 

'Oh, Raven,' she said, 'why have you come again? Do go 
away before my father kills you!' 

'I must have the Sun,' said Raven. 'I must and will have 
the Sun!' 

'But he's gone,' said the girl. And she told him all about it. 
Raven was willing enough to go then. He shook out his 

wings and gave a spring. 
'Dear Raven, Ibeg you, don' tmeddle any more!' cried the girl. 
'Don't meddle!' answered Raven as he soared up into the 

air. 'You call it meddling!' 
'I only meant-' began the girl. But Raven was flying fast 

and was out of hearing. 
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He flew till he reached the seashore, and then he came 
down on the beach. There he gathered a lot of prickly sea
urchin shells, put them in a bag, and flew off over the sea to 
the desert island. It was still very dark, ofcourse, but the stars 
were giving a little light-they had to shine all day and all 
night since the Wicked One shut up the Sun, so they never 
got any rest. Seagull was in his house; he had been crying so 
much that he has fallen asleep, sitting on the black box. 'As 
long as I sit on it,' he thought, 'nobody can steal it-unless 
they kill me, and then it doesn't matter what happens.' 

Raven didn't want to kill Seagull, he was much too kind. 
He could hear Seagull sniffmg in his sleep, and he felt really 
sorry for him. But he was going to get the Sun away from 
him, he was determined about that. So he took the sea-urchin 
shells out of the bag and covered the doorstep with them, 
arranging them carefully so that their spines were sticking up in 
all directions. Then he perched himself on the roofand waited. 

It was some time before Seagull woke up. 'E-ow, e-ow! 
How beastly it is here all by myself!' he muttered. Then he 
noticed that the fire had burned low, and he went out to get 
some more fIrewood. 

'Ow! Ow! Ow! First thing he did, he trod on the sea
urchin spines. He couldn't see what was pricking him, and 
he hopped from one foot to the other, howling. Every time 
he put one flat, pink foot down, the spines ran into it; and 
when he picked that foot up and put down the other, the 
spines ran into that. He jumped back into the house at last, 
howling and limping. 

Raven hopped over the sea-urchin shells, and looked in at 
the door. 'You seem to be in pain, my friend,' he said. 

'Oh! Oh! There never was such pain,' howled Seagull. 
'My poor tender feet! They're full of daggers!' 
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'No, not daggers,' said Raven. 'I don't think it can be 
daggers. 

He glanced out at the door. 'Dear me! Somebody appears 
to have been eating sea-urchins, and to have dropped the 
shells on your doorstep. How very careless of them! Come, 
let me see your feet-perhaps I can pull out the spines.' 

Seagull lifted one pink foot. 
'The spines have certainly gone very deep,' said Raven. 

And he began digging with his sharp beak between the webs 
of Seagull's toes. 

'Oh! Oh! Oh!' Seagull screamed with pain. 'You're 
killing me!' he shrieked. 

'It's so dark, said Raven. 'I can't see what I'm doing. 
Come nearer the fIre.' 

Seagull held his foot close to the fire, but the fire was very 
dim. Raven screwed up his eyes and dug with his beak again. 
Seagull screamed and screamed. 'I'm so sorry,' said Raven, 
'but you know I can't really see, and some ofthe spines appear 
to have broken offshort. Isn't it possible to have more light?' 

'There is light,' said Seagull. 'There's light in that box. The 
whole sun's in there, but I daren't lift the lid. The Wicked 
One would flay me!' 

'You'll die anyway,' said Raven, 'if we don't get these 
spines out. If, as you say, there is light in that box, how 
would it be to raise the lid just a very little? You could put it 
on tight again when I've got out the spines, and no one 
would ever know-I shan't tell!' 

So Seagull raised the lid of the box just the tiniest bit, and a 
ray oflight shot up against the ceiling. 

'Well now, we'll have to fly up there,' said Raven. 
So they both flew up on to a rafter. Raven seized Seagull's 

foot and began digging at it with his beak again. But it hurt 
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Seagull so much that he kicked Raven in the stomach, and 
they both fell to the floor. 

Seagull lay on his side. 'I can't stand up any more!' he 
wailed. 'Perhaps I shall never be able to stand up any more!' 

And he waved his pink feet in the air. 
'Oh yes, you will stand up,' said Raven. 'I'd have the spines 

out in a minute if I had more light. But we must have more 
light,' he said, getting between Seagull and the black box. 
'I'm going to lift the lid up just a little more ... and now 
just a little more ... and now just a little more. Why, we 
might as well have the lid right back whilst we're about it!' 
he said. And he opened it wide. 

The Sun put his head out of the box. He was smiling all 
over his face, and the whole room was lit up. Seagull forgot 
about the pains in his feet, and jumped up and banged down 
the lid again on Sun's head. But he didn't get it on quite 
tight, and Raven seized hold of him and tumbled him back 
on the floor; and Sun pushed and pushed till he pushed the 
lid right up again. And then he leaped out of the box and 
escaped through the smoke hole in the roof, and rose up and 
up and up, shooting out rays all round him, till the whole 

. world was light. 
'No one will ever catch me again,' he laughed, as he soared 

up into the sky. 'No one, no one, NO ONE!' 
Raven quickly pulled the spines out of Seagull's feet

there weren't so very many of them after all. Then he, too, 
flew away, over the sea in the glorious sunlight. 

Seagull flew after him, wailing and calling. 'E-ow, e-ow,' 
ack-ack-ack! Oh, what shall I do? E-ow! E-ow!' 

He thought the Wicked One would certainly kill him now. 
But the Wicked One was so busy planning what next he 
would do to annoy people, that he forgot all about Seagull. 
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XVIII 

Otter Heart and the Magic Kettle 

O
NCE upon a time there were two brothers, and their 

names were Otter Heart and Strongbow. Strong
bow, the elder, went hunting; but Otter Heart 

had to stay at home to make their shirts and leggings 
and moccasins, and gather firewood, and do the cooking, 
because they lived all by themselves, far from other 
people. 

One evening Strongbow came in from hunting much 
later than usual. Otter Heart had cooked the supper hours 
ago, and he was getting very hungry; he did want his supper, 
but he didn't like to begin without his brother. 

So he sat and waited, and sniffed the good smells rising 
from the cooking pot. 

But when at last Strongbow came in he said, '1 think I'll 
smoke before 1 eat.' And he lit his pipe and smoked for a long 
time in silence. Then he lay down on a bench against the wall 
and fell asleep. 

Otter Heart ate his own supper-he couldn't wait any 
longer. But he didn't go to sleep, he sat and tended the fire 
under the pot, so that Strongbow's supper should be hot for 
him when he wakened. 

Strongbow woke at last, and saw Otter Heart squatting 
by the hearth, poking sticks into the fire. 

'Go to bed,' said Strongbow, '1 wish to be alone.' 
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So Otter Heart spread his blanket, and curled up on his 
bench against the wall. 

In the morning the fire was out, butStrongbow's supper 
was still in the pot. Otter Heart bustled about, getting the 
fire to burn, and cooking the breakfas't. 

'Strongbow had no supper, so he will need a good meal 
now,' he thought. 

But, to his great surprise, Strongbow took his spear and his 
sling and his bow and arrows, and went off to hunt without 
eating anything. 

The next night the same thing happened. Strongbow came 
in, snioked and went to bed, but ate nothing. And in the 
morning he went off without his breakfast. 

'What can be the meaning of it?' Otter Heart wondered. 
'He will starve if he goes on like this! Or can he be eating 
something 1 know nothing about? 1 must find out.' 

So that evening, whilst Strongbow was smoking, Otter 
Heart ate his supper, and then he went to bed and pretended 
to sleep. But he didn't go to sleep, he watched from under 
his lowered eyelids. 

As soon as Strongbow thought Otter Heart was ;lsleep, he 
got up, knocked the ashes out of his pipe, lifted a loose piece 
of floorboard in a corner of the room, and went down 
through the gap. Very soon he came up again, carrying a little 
rusty kettle. He scraped the rust from the bottom of the kettle, 
filled it with water, and hung it up on a crook over the fire. 

Then he took a whip with a leather thong, and struck the 
kettle with it. 

'Grow larger, my kettle,' he said. 
The kettle began to boil, and as it boiled it grew. Soon it 

wasn't a little kettle any longer; it was a huge one. Strong
bow lifted it off the fire and set it aside to cool. And when it 
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was cool enough, he lifted the lid, and ate what was in it. 
'What can he be eating?' thought Otter Heart, but he 

didn't dare to sit up and look. By the time Strongbow had 
fInished his meal, the kettle was quite small again, and he put 
it back under the floorboards. 

Otter Heart could scarcely sleep that night for thinking 
about the kettle. But he wasn't surprised when Strongbow 
went off next morning without any breakfast. 'If he ate all 
that was in that huge kettle,' thought Otter Heart, 'he must 
be full indeed!' 

He thought about the kettle all the morning; and in the 
afternoon he lifted the loose piece of floorboard, and went 
down some steps under it into a small cellar. The kettle was 
standing on the floor, and it was very little, and very rusty. 
'I'll have a surprise ready for Strongbow,' thought Otter 
Heart. 'I'll cook whatever it is he likes to eat, so that he shan't 
have to wait for his supper.' 

He took the lid off the kettle and looked into it. But all he 
could see, lying at the bottom, was a chestnut. However, he 
took the kettle, cleaned the rust off it, fIlled it with water, 
and hung it on the crook over the fIre. 

Then he struck it with the whip and said, 'Grow larger, 
my kettle.' 

The kettle began to boil, and as it boiled it grew. It grew 
huge. Otter Heart sat and watched it, and it grew huger and 
huger. It grew so huge that when he tried to lift it off the 
crook, he couldn't, it was too heavy. He tried with all his 
might, but the kettle was growing bigger all the time. It 
swelled out till the sides of it fIlled the room from side to 
side. Otter Heart had only just time to run out at the door 
before the lid of the kettle was up against the smoke hole. 
The house walls were groaning and creaking, because the 

206 

Otter Heart and the Magic Kettle 

kettle was pushing against them. The steam shot up through 
the smoke hole, and then the steam grew less and less, and 
there was a horrid smell of something burnt. Otter Heart 
climbed up on the roof, and poured water through the smoke 
hole to try and put out the fIre under the kettle. But the water 
couldn't reach the fire, it only hissed against the swelling 
sides of the kettle. So then Otter Heart tugged at the lid of 
the kettle, which was sticking up out of the smole hole. It 
was as big as a great shield, and as heavy as a man, but he got 
it off, and sent it clattering to the ground. And then he began 
stirring the contents of the kettle with a long pole, to prevent 
whatever was in it from becoming more burnt. 

He was still stirring when Strongbow came home. 
'What are you doing up there on the roof?' said Strong

bow. 
'Oh,' cried Otter Heart, 'I took the kettle because I wanted to 

surprise you by having your supper ready, but-but-but-' 
Strongbow leaped up on to the roof and struck the kettle 

with his fist. 'I 
'Grow smaller, my kettle!' he shouted. 
The kettle at once began to shrink. When they went into 

the house, there it was, a tiny rusty thing, hanging from the 
crook. But there was nothing in it, except a little black mess 
sticking to the bottom. 

'Oh, Otter Heart, what have you done?' said Strongbow. 
'For this I must die.' 

'But I will roast you a hare,' said Otter Heart. 
'Alas, no,' said Strongbow, 'I cannot eat it.' 
'Then I will boil you some deer meat,' said Otter Heart. 
'Alas, no,' said Strongbow, 'I cannot eat it. Listen. I met a 

woman in the forest, and she gave me the kettle. But I 
laughed at her gift, it was so small and so rusty, and all that 
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was in it was one little chestnut. 'What is the good of that to 
me?' I said. And she was angry, and put a spell on me. Hence
fonh I can eat nothing but chestnuts. Now the last chestnut 
is burnt, and I must die.' 

And he went to lie on his bench, turned his face to the wall, 
and covered his head with his blanket. 

He lay there all next day, and all the day after that. He lay 
there for a whole week, eating nothing. Otter Heart ran out 
into the forest to look for a chestnut tree. But there was no 
chestnut tree; and even if there had been one, there would 
have been no nuts on it, for it was spring time, and the trees 
were only just bursting into bud. 'What can I do? What can 
I do?' he cried. 'If! travelled through the country till I fOlll1d 
a chestnut tree, I should have to sit down lll1der it and wait 
till autumn-and by autumn Strongbow will be dead!' 

He went back to the house. Strong bow was lying with his 
eyes shut. He had grown very thin and very weak, the bones 
on his cheeks stuck out, and his arms were like sticks. 

'My brother, my brother l' cried Otter Heart. 'Tell me 
where I can fmd some chestnuts?' 

'You cannot find them, it is too far,' said Strongbow in a 
weak voice. 

'It is not too far!' said Otter Heart. 'I would go rOlll1d the 
whole world!' 

'And it is too difficult, and too dangerous,' murmured 
Strongbow. 

'It is not too difficult, and it is not too dangerous l' said 
Otter Heart. 'Let me but try!' 

'Ah, but you don't know,' said Strongbow. 'You must 
travel south for three days; till you come to a river impossible 
to ford. On the other side of the river stands a house with a 
garden round it. In the garden grows a chestnut tree, guarded 
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by a white heron. The white heron never sleeps, and in the 
house lives the woman who gave me the kettle. She is an 
ogress, and with her live her three ogress sisters. If anyone 
comes to steal the chestnuts, the heron will squawk, and 
when the ogresses hear his squawk they will rush out and 
beat the thief to death with their clubs. Think no more of it. 
Let me die.' And he turned his face to the wall, and covered 
his head with his blanket. 

Otter Heart only stayed long enough to pack some dried 
meat into a bag, and to roll up his blanket and strap it on his 
back, and then he set out, walking south. He walked quickly 
for a whole day, and towards evening he heard the sound of 
someone crying. It was an angry, yelping sort of crying, with 
a shrill howl in it now and then, and it came from behind 
some high grass on the right-hand side of the track. Otter 
Heart pushed through the grass, and there he saw the queerest 
little creature he had ever set eyes on. 

It was a pigmy, not more than a foot high; he had a face 
the colour ofred earth, with a fringe ofwhite whiskers round 
it. He was dressed in a squirrel skin, and his feet were bare and 
much too big for the rest of him. 

'What's the matter?' said Otter Heart. 
Then he saw that the pigmy was caught in a rabbit snare, 

with the thong of the snare tight round his waist. 
'Oh! Oh!' screamed the pigmy. 'Now you're going to 

knock me on the head, I suppose! Don't come near me, I can 
still bite! What's the matter with you men, that you must be 
for ever meddling? A fellow like me is going along on his 
lawful business, and this is what comes of it!' 

Otter Heart was busy cutting the thong of the snare. 'You 
may be thankful that a meddler came along now, at any rate,' 
he said, trying not to laugh as he set the pigmy free. 
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'I am not thankful!' said the pigmy. 'Oh, my poor ribs, 
they'll never be the same again! And where may you be 
going? Off on some mischief, I'll be bound!' 

Otter Heart had seen no one all day, and he was quite 
pleased to have someone to talk to. Also he was glad to rest. 
So he sat down, opened his food bag, and shared his supper 
with the pigmy. And as they ate, he told him about his 
brother and the kettle and the chestnuts. 

'Serves you both right!' said the pigmy. 'What meddlers 
you men are! Why couldn't you leave the kettle alone? Eh? 
Tell me that!' 

'I wish I had,' sighed Otter Heart. 
'So you're to come to a river impossible to ford, are you?' 

went on the pigmy. 'And then you'll have to come back, and 
your brother will die, eh? Serve you both right! Here, I don't 
hold with saying thank you, but nobody shall say I don't pay 
for services rendered. Take that.' 

He drew a little toy canoe, three inches long, out of his 
sleeve, and handed it to Otter Heart. Otter Heart was just 
going to say, 'What use is tllat to me?' when he remembered 
that his brother had said the same thing about the kettle, and 
how unfortunate that saying had been. So he took the toy 
canoe and said, 'Thank you very much.' 

'I don't know why I should give you such a valuable thing,' 
said the pigmy. 'Mind you take care of it!' 

'Maybe it's some sort of charm,' thought Otter Heart, and 
he put it into a deerskin pouch that hung from his girdle. 
Then the pigmy walked off, without even saying good-bye; 
and, as it was now evening, Otter Heart unrolled his blanket 
and went to sleep. 

All next day he walked swiftly southward without seeing 
anyone. But towards evening he again heard someone crying. 
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It was a different kind of crying this time, squeaky and small. 
He was going through a forest, and ahead ofhim a great tree 
had fallen across the track. It was lying with its roots in the 
air, and its branches caught amongst other trees, so that it 
did not touch the ground anywhere. Its trunk was just on a 
level with Otter Heart's shoulders. 

The small, squeaky crying was coming from the tree. 
Otter Heart stood on tiptoe and looked along the trunk. A 
mouse was scampering up and down the trunk, crying pite
ously, with tiny bright tears running down its furry cheeks. 

'What's the matter?' said Otter Heart. 
'Oh! Oh! I can't get down!' sobbed the mouse. 'I ran up 

the tree and then it fell-I suppose my weight was too heavy 
for it. And now I shall have to stay up here till I die!' 

'I don't think you'll have to do that, exactly,' said Otter 
Heart, and he stretched up his hand and lifted the mouse 
down. 

The mouse was very grateful. It asked Otter Heart where 
he was going. And as Otter Heart was glad to talk to some
one, and also to rest, he sat down and shared his supper with 
the mouse. And whilst they ate he told his story. 

'Oh, what a terrible story!' said the mouse. It was very 
tender hearted, and it began to shed tears again. 'How I wish 
I could help you! But what can a mouse do? Here, take this, 
it's all I've got, and it may bring you luck.' And he gave 
Otter Heart a millet seed. 

'Thank you very much,' said Otter Heart. 
'I do hope it will bring you luck!' said the mouse. 
Otter Heart smiled. 'I will keep it carefully, at any rate,' he 

said; and he wrapped the millet seed up in a blade of grass, 
and put it in his pouch with the toy canoe. 

Then they lay down and slept together in Otter Heart's 
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blanket. And in the morning the mouse stood on the track 
waving Otter Heart good-bye until he was out of sight. 

For the third day Otter Heart walked southward, without 
meeting anyone. And towards evening he again heard some
one crying. It was a different sort of crying from the other 
two, shrill and twittering, and it came from the ground on the 
left-hand side of the track, where there were some trees and 
bushes. Otter Heart went through the bushes, and there under 
a tree he saw a mother robin and a baby robin. The baby was 
on the ground, with its beak sticking up and a dazed expres
sion on its face, and the mother was fluttering round it with 
her wings dragging, and crying as if her heart would break. 

'What's the matter?' said Otter Heart. 
'Oh' Oh" cried the mother robin. 'He would try to fly, 

and he fell from the nest. What shall I do? What shall I do?' 
'We'll soon put that right,' said Otter Heart, and he picked 

up the baby, climbed the tree with it, and put it back in the nest. 
'How can I ever thank you?' said the mother robin. 'But 

who are you, and where are you going?' 
And since Otter Heart was tired and hungry, and glad to 

have someone to talk to, he sat down and shared his supper 
with the mother robin, and told her his story. 

'I am only a bird,' said the robin, 'and I don't understand 
much about such things. But I have something which might 
help you.' 

She flew up to the nest and came down again with a stick 
in her beak. The stick was painted in four coloured bands, 
red, black, yellow, and white. 

'It's not an ordinary stick by any means,' said the robin. 
'No, I see it isn't,' said Otter Heart. 'Thank you very 

much.' And he put the stick in his pouch with the millet seed 
and the toy canoe. 
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Then the robin flew back to her nest, and Otter Heart went 
to sleep under the tree. 

In the morning he went on his way, still southward. And 
the robin perched on the tree, and sang him a good-bye song: 

'Good-bye, Otter Heart, 
Good luck, kind Otter Heart, 
Mayall come right for you " 

It wasn't a long song, because she didn't know many notes. 
So she sang it over and over again, till Otter Heart was out of 
hearing. 

Now he had journeyed for three days, and he had met three 
people whom he had been able to help, and he had three 
gifts in his pouch. And it wasn't long before he came to a 
river. The river was very broad; it was rushing along swiftly, 
and it looked grey and angry, with great waves and whirl
pools. I 

'This must be the river impossible to ford,' thought Otter I'I 
Heart. 'I must get across it. But how?' 

Then he heard a voice say, 'Put me down, and draw me ,
out. 

He looked all round him, but he could see no one. 
'Put me down and draw me out, put me down and draw 

me out,' the voice went on speaking. Could it be? Yes, it 
was-it was coming from the toy canoe in his pouch' 

So he took the canoe out ofhis pouch, laid it on the ground 
and gave it a pull at each end. And it stretched itself out into 
a huge boat. Otter Heart seated himself in the boat and it 
immediately slid into the river and set off at a tremendous 
rate, going straight as a bee flies, all among the waves and the 
whirlpools, and never stopping till it landed him on the other 
side. 
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But when he stepped out of it, it was only three inches long 
again, and he picked it up and put it back in his pouch. 

In front of him now was a great house, with a garden 
round it, and in the garden was a chestnut tree. The branches 
ofthe tree were waving up and down, and ripe chestnuts were 
falling from it and covering the grass. And among the chest
nuts a white heron was standing on one leg. It had an eye 
turned towards Otter Heart, and the eye was very bright and 
sharp. 

'Now what do I do?' thought Otter Heart. 
Then he heard a voice speaking from his pouch, 'Take me 

out and scatter me, take me out and scatter me!' It was the 
millet seed speaking. 

Otter Heart took the seed out of his pouch and unrolled 
it from the grass blade. He threw the millet seed as far as he 
could towards the heron, and it turned itself into millions of 
seeds, and they showered down in front of the tree. The 
heron ran to gobble up the seeds, and Otter Heart ran to pick 
up the chestnuts. He picked them up in handfuls and stuffed 
them into his food bag, which was nearly empty, and all this 
while the heron was gobbling up the seeds and taking no 
notice of him. But just as Otter Heart had filled his bag and 
was running back towards the river, the heron gobbled up 
the last seed, and it looked up and saw Otter Heart and gave 
a squawk. And out from the house ran four terrible ogresses, 
each with awar club in one hand and a fishing line in the other. 

Otter Heart raced to the river, took the canoe out of his 
pouch, put it down, and pulled it out. It turned into a huge 
boat again, and Otter Heart got in, and the boat slid into the 
river. Away it went at a tremendous rate, but the ogresses had 
reached the river bank by this time, and one of them threw 
her flshing line, and it wound itself round the boat. The boat 
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jerked and tugged, but the ogress was pulling in her line, and 
the boat was going backwards. 

'Take me out and loop the line round me!' It was the stick 
speaking. Otter Heart took the stick out of his pouch, gave 
it a twist, and looped the line round it. Snap! the line broke, 
the boat rushed on again, and the red end of the stick fell into 
the water. 

But the second ogress threw her line and caught the boat 
in it, and began to draw it backwards. Otter Heart looped 
the line round the stick. Snap! the line broke, the boat leaped 
on again, and the black end of the stick fell into the water. 

Then the third ogress threw her line, and caught the boat 
and began to draw it backwards. But Otter Heart wound the 
line round the stick. Snap! the line broke, the boat rushed on, 
and the yellow end of the stick fell into the water. 

There was now only the white end left, and when the 
fourth ogress threw her line, and caught the boat. Otter 
Heart just couldn't make a loop round the stick, because the 
stick was now too short. Every time he tried to take a loop 
in the line with the stick, the line bounced over it, and all 
this time the boat was leaping and jerking, and turning round 
in the whirpools, and being dragged back to shore. 

'Saw with me, saw with me!' panted the little white end of 
stick, and Otter Heart stopped trying to loop the line round 
it, and sawed at the line with it instead. The line snapped in 
two, the boat dashed forward, and the little white end of 
stick jumped out ofOtter Heart's hand and fell into the water. 

When the ogresses knew that Otter Heart had escaped 
them, they set up a loud howling and began to beat each 
other over the head with their war clubs. And that was the 
last Otter Heart saw of them, for he was far across the river 
by this time, and soon landed safely on the opposite bank. 

215 



Red Indian Folk and Fairy Tales 

He got home with his bag of chestnuts just in time to save 
his brother. Strongbow ate up all the chestnuts but one, and 
that one he told Otter Heart to keep carefully in the bottom 
of the kettle. Next time Otter Heart put the kettle on to boil 
it was full of chestnuts again; and again Strong bow ate them 
all up but one. As long as they kept one chestnut, the kettle 
would always fIll itself up, and Sttongbow soon became 
quite well. 

Meanwhile, the four ogresses were still beating each other 
over the head with their war clubs, each one blaming the 
others for having let Otter Heart escape. They went on fIght
ing for months, and in the end they killed each other. And 
when the last of them died, the spell was lifted from Strong
bow. Now he could eat anything again, so he took the rusty 
little kettle and threw it far away into the forest. 

'Grow smaller, and smaller, and smaller, my kettle " he 
called after it in mockery. 'I shall never eat another chestnut as 
long as I live!' 

But Otter Heart treasured the toy canoe; and sometimes 
he and Strongbow would carry it a long way down to the 
sea, and stretch it out, and go fIshing in it. 
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Sun Arrow 

O
NCE upon a time there was a little boy whose parents 

were killed by an enemy tribe. The enemy tribe 
carried him off, and would have made a slave ofhim, 

but an old woman took pity on him and adopted him. He 
grew up to become a mighty hunter, and the old woman 
called him Sun Arrow. 

Sun Arrow was handsome and strong; and he was not 
only handsome and strong but he was very brave; and he 
was not only brave but he was very kind. He never killed 
more animals than he and the old woman needed for food 
and clothes; and when the snow lay on the ground, and it 
was hungry time for the animals and birds, and they came 
hovering about people's houses in search of scraps, Sun 
Arrow would carry out some of his own stock of dried meat 
and fIsh for them to eat. So all the animals, and the birds too, 
came to look upon him as their friend. 

'If all men were like Sun Arrow,' they told each other, 'it 
would be well with us.' 

One day the old woman said, 'Sun Arrow, you are a man 
now. It is time you took a wife.' 

'It is indeed,' said Sun Arrow. 
Now belonging to the tribe there were two sisters, called 

Maple Leaf and Pretty Blossom. They were both beautiful 
as the dawn, and they were both in love with Sun Arrow. 

217 



~, 

Red Indian Folk and Fairy Tales 

But Maple Leaf was bold and hard, and Pretty Blossom was 
gentle and shy. And Sun Arrow fell in love with Pretty 
Blossom and asked her to be his wife. 

Maple Leaf was furious. She couldn't eat and she couldn't 
sleep for thinking of how Pretty Blossom had won Sun 
Arrow away from her. 'She shan't have him, she shan't have 
him" she told herself. 'If! can't have him, nobody shall " 

But Sun Arrow had taken Pretty Blossom by the hand and 
claimed her for his wife before the Chief and all the people, 
and his wife she became, whether Maple Leafliked it or not. 

So then Maple Leafhated Sun Arrow. 
She hated him so much that she went to her aunt, who was 

a witch, and said, 'Aunt, what shall I do to Sun Arrow?' 
'What do you want to do to him?' asked the aunt. 
'I want to pay him out for scorning me,' said Maple Leaf. 
'That's easily done,' said the aunt. 'Take this little toad and 

put it in a hole in your floor. Then ask Sun Arrow to come 
and see you. Say you have an important message for him. 
And when he is in.your room, you can pay him out like this.' 

She laughed, and whispered in Maple Leaf's ear. 
Maple Leaf took the little toad, and made a hole in her 

floor, and dropped the little toad into it. Then she sent a 
message to Sun Arrow and asked him to come and see her, as 
she had important news for him. 

Sun Arrow came. Maple Leaf invited him to sit down, and 
showed him a bench covered with a bright embroidered 
blanket. Sun Arrow sat down on the bench; but the edge of 
the blanket was against the hole in the floor where the little 
toad was, and when Sun Arrow sat down, his feet were over 
the hole. 

And immediately the little toad swelled up to an enormous 
size, and opened his huge mouth and swallowed Sun Arrow's 
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feet. Sun Arrow struggled and kicked and called for help, 
but nobody came, because his voice had gone small. Maple 
Leaf screamed with laughter. 'Oh ho' Oh ho' I did have 
important news for you, and it is this. You are going to die, 
Sun Arrow.' 

Sun Arrow fought and struggled but he couldn't reach 
Toad; and Toad went on swallowing, and he swallowed Sun 
Arrow to the knees. 

In a comer of the room lived Mouse, and when Mouse saw 
what was happening, she ran out under the door and found 
Dog. Dog was lying asleep in the sun. Mouse bit his paw 
and squeaked out in her tiny voice, 'Help' Help' Our friend 
Sun Arrow is being swallowed by Toad " 

Dog leaped up and called out in his big voice, 'Help! Help' 
Our friend Sun Arrow is being swallowed by Toad" 

Then all the animals came running and the birds came 
flying, and they pushed through the door curtain and 
crowded into Maple Leaf's room. Sun Arrow was still 
struggling, but his struggles were growing weaker, and Toad 
was swallowing and swallowing, and had swallowed Sun 
Arrow to the waist. 

The animals quickly chose Mountain Lion as their captain, 
and cried out, 'Tell us what to do' Tell us what to do to save 
our dear friend, Sun Arrow!' 

'Let each animal tribe and bird tribe choose out a cham
pion,' said Mountain Lion, 'and let the champions stand 
forth.' 

So the animals and birds quickly chose their champions, 
and champion Stork stood forth, and champion Bear, and 
champion Coyote, and champion Badger, and many others. 
But meanwhile Toad was swallowing and swallowing, and 
now he had swallowed Sun Arrow to the arm-pits. 
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'Let Stork try firSt,' said Mountain Lion, 'for he is a strong 
flier.' 

So Stork bid Sun Arrow grasp his tail with both hands, 
and he spread his great wings and flew and flew and went 011 

flying. It hurt terribly, but Stork didn't stop flying becausl: 
of that. Only at last his tail broke off short, and he bounced 
up and hit his head against the rafters, and fell down stunned. 

And Sun Arrow hadn't budged an inch. 
'Let Bear try next,' said Mountain Lion, 'for he is a strong 

puller.' 
So Bear gave Sun Arrow his tail to hold and turned his 

back and pulled and pulled and pulled. Once, twice, three 
times he pulled; and at the third pull he pulled so hard that 
his tail broke off, and still Sun Arrow hadn't budged an inch. 

'Now it is Coyote's turn,' said Mountain Lion, 'for he is 
a swift runner.' 

But when Coyote saw the broken tails, he thought, 'Oh 
dear! This won't do for me!' He was very proud ofhis pretty 
tail, and he didn't want to lose it. So he said, 'My ears are 
the strongest part of me. Let Sun Arrow take hold of my, 
ears. 

So Sun Arrow took hold of his ears and Coyote began to 
run backwards. But when his ears were stretched as far as 
far, it hurt Coyote terribly, and he screamed, 'Let go! Let 
go l' and jerked his ears out of Sun Arrow's hands. Then he 
ran out of the house, because he was ashamed of himself 

The animals were in a dreadful state, they were all crowd
ing round and clamouring and catching hold of Sun Arrow. 
But Mountain Lion called for order. 'you will only pull him 
to pieces between you!' he said. 'Let Badger see what he can 
do, for he is clever.' 

'Give me room!' cried Badger. 'Give me room!' The 
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animals stood back, and Badger scraped up the floor round 
Sun Arrow. 'Now,' said he, 'take hold of my tail!' Sun 
Arrow grasped Badger's tail, and 'One, two, three!' he 
pulled mightily and Sun Arrow came up out of Toad's 
mouth as far as his waist. 

'Hurrah!' cried Badger. 'One more pull!' But at the next 
pull most of his tail came off in Sun Arrow's hands, and 
Badger was left with only a stump. 

'Never mind!' cried Badger bravely. 'What's a little pain? 
I'll have him up or die! Let me try twice more, Mountain 
Lion!' 

'So be it,' said Mountain Lion. 
Badger dug round Sun Arrow to widen the hole a little 

more, and then gave him the stump of his tail to hold. Sun 
Arrow grasped it, and Badger pulled, and Sun Arrow came 
up out of Toad's mouth as far as the knees, and then the 
stump of tail slipped through his fingers. 

'Around me, friend!' panted Badger. 'Put your arms round 
me!' So Sun Arrow clasped both his arms round Badger's 
body, and Badger gave a mighty pull, and pulled Sun 
Arrow clean out of Toad's mouth. The little hole had been 
made into a wide hole by Badger's digging, and the animals 
looked down and saw Toad's evil head. Toad was trying to 
crawl away under the floor, but the animals fell on him and 
killed him. 

'How can I ever thank you all?' said Sun Arrow to the 
animals. 

'You are our friend, we want no thanks !' they chorused. 
'But Badger and Bear and Stork have lost their tails,' said 

Sun Arrow. 'Let us go to the Medicine Men and ask for 
some ointment that will make their tails grow again.' 

Then Stork, who had recovered from his fall, got up and 
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made a speech. 'Brother Sun Arrow,' he said, 'we do not 
want new tails. Weare proud of our stumps. Are they not 
witness to all the world that we did not fail our friend in 
need?' 

'And so say I" shouted Bear. 
'And so say I" cried Badger. 'All our children from this 

time forth shall have stumpy tails, so that this day's doings 
shall never be forgotten.' 

When the people of the tribe heard what had happened, 
they took the witch and shot her through the neck from the 
left side to the right side, because that is the only way you 
can kill these witches. And they drove Maple Leaf out of the 
village, so that she had to go and live in the woods by herself 
There she met Coyote, who was slinking about feeling very 
ashamed ofhimsel£ Coyote wasn't pleased to see Maple Leaf, 
and he tried to set his ears back to show his anger. But he 
couldn't make his ears lie back, however much he tried. As 
they had been pricked forward when he jerked them out of 
Sun Arrow's hands, so they remained for ever; telling to all 
the world how he had failed Sun Arrow, who had been his 
friend. 
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