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| KTOM AND THE DUCKS

1

OLD | NDI AN LEGENDS

| KTOM AND THE DUCKS

| KTOM is a spider fairy. He wears brown deerskin |eggins

with long soft fringes on either side, and tiny beaded nobccasins on
his feet. Hs long black hair is parted in the niddle and w apped
with red, red bands. Each round braid hangs over a small brown ear
and falls forward over his shoul ders.

He even paints his funny face with red and yell ow, and draws

big black rings around his eyes. He wears a deerskin jacket, with
bri ght col ored beads sewed tightly on it. |Iktom dresses like a
real Dakota brave. |In truth, his paint and deerskins are the best
part of him-if ever dress is part of man or fairy.

I ktom is a wily fellow Hi s hands are always kept in

m schief. He prefers to spread a snare rather than to earn the
smal | est thing with honest hunting. Why! he | aughs outright with
wi de open nouth when sone sinple folk are caught in a trap, sure
and fast.

He never dreans another lives so bright as he. Oten his own
conceit |eads himhard agai nst the commn sense of sinpler people.

Poor | ktom cannot help being a little inp. And so long as he

is a naughty fairy, he cannot find a single friend. No one helps
hi m when he is in trouble. No one really lIoves him Those who
cone to admire his handsone beaded jacket and | ong fringed | eggins
soon go away sick and tired of his vain, vain words and heartl ess
| aught er.

Thus Iktom |ives alone in a cone-shaped w gwam upon the

plain. One day he sat hungry within his teepee. Suddenly he
rushed out, dragging after himhis blanket. Quickly spreading it
on the ground, he tore up dry tall grass with both his hands and
tossed it fast into the bl anket.

Tying all the four corners together in a knot, he threw the
[ight bundle of grass over his shoul der

Snatching up a slender willow stick with his free |left hand,

he started off with a hop and a |leap. Fromside to side bounced
the bundl e on his back, as he ran light-footed over the uneven
ground. Soon he came to the edge of the great level land. On the
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hilltop he paused for breath. Wth wi cked smacks of his dry
parched lips, as if tasting sone tender neat, he | ooked straight
into space toward the marshy river bottom Wth a thin palm
shadi ng his eyes fromthe western sun, he peered far away into the
| o ands, munching his own cheeks all the while. "Ah-ha!" grunted
he, satisfied with what he saw

A group of wild ducks were dancing and feasting in the

mar shes. Wth wings outspread, tip to tip, they noved up and down
inalarge circle. Wthin the ring, around a small drum sat the
chosen singers, nodding their heads and blinking their eyes.

They sang in unison a nmerry dance-song, and beat a lively
tattoo on the drum

Foll owi ng a wi nding footpath near by, cane a bent figure of a
Dakota brave. He bore on his back a very large bundle. Wth a

wi | | ow cane he propped hinself up as he staggered al ong beneath his
bur den.

"Ho! who is there?" called out a curious old duck, stil
bobbi ng up and down in the circular dance.

Her eupon the drummers stretched their necks till they
strangled their song for a | ook at the stranger passing by.

"Ho, Iktom! Od fellow, pray tell us what you carry in your
bl anket. Do not hurry off! Stop! halt!" urged one of the singers.

"Stop! stay! Show us what is in your blanket!" cried out
ot her voi ces.

"My friends, | must not spoil your dance. GCh, you would not
care to see if you only knew what is in nmy blanket. Sing on! dance
on! | nust not show you what | carry on ny back," answered | ktom,

nudgi ng his own sides with his elbows. This reply broke up the
ring entirely. Now all the ducks crowded about |Kktom .

"We nust see what you carry! We nust know what is in your

bl anket!" they shouted in both his ears. Some even brushed their

W ngs agai nst the mysterious bundle. Nudging hinself again, wly

I ktomi said, "My friends, 't is only a pack of songs | carry in ny
bl anket . "

"Ch, then let us hear your songs!" cried the curious ducks.

At length Iktom consented to sing his songs. Wth delight
all the ducks flapped their wings and cried together, "Hoye! hoye!"

I ktomi, with great care, |laid down his bundle on the ground.

"I will build first a round straw house, for | never sing ny
songs in the open air," said he.

Qui ckly he bent green willow sticks, planting both ends of

each pole into the earth. These he covered thick with reeds and
grasses. Soon the straw hut was ready. One by one the fat ducks
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waddl ed in through a small opening, which was the only entrance
way. Beside the door Iktom stood smiling, as the ducks, eyeing
his bundle of songs, strutted into the hut.

In a strange | ow voice | ktomi began his queer old tunes. Al

the ducks sat round-eyed in a circle about the nysterious singer

It was dimin that straw hut, for Iktom had not forgot to cover up
the small entrance way. All of a sudden his song burst into ful
voice. As the startled ducks sat uneasily on the ground, |Kktomi
changed his tune into a minor strain. These were the words he
sang:

"l stoknmus waci po, tuwayatunwanpi ki nhan ista nisasapi kta,"
which is, "Wth eyes closed you nust dance. He who dares to open
his eyes, forever red eyes shall have."

Up rose the circle of seated ducks and holding their w ngs
cl ose against their sides began to dance to the rhythmof Iktom's
song and drum

Wth eyes closed they did dance! [Iktom ceased to beat his

drum He began to sing |louder and faster. He seened to be noving
about in the center of the ring. No duck dared blink a wink. Each
one shut his eyes very tight and danced even harder. Up and down!
Shifting to the right of themthey hopped round and round in that
blind dance. It was a difficult dance for the curious folk.

At | ength one of the dancers could close his eyes no | onger

It was a Skiska who peeped the least tiny blink at Iktom wthin
the center of the circle. "Onh! oh!" squawked he in awful terror
"Run! fly! Ilktom is tw sting your heads and breaki ng your necks!
Run out and fly! fly!" he cried. Hereupon the ducks opened their
eyes. There beside Iktom's bundle of songs lay half of their
crowd--flat on their backs.

Qut they flew through the opening Skiska had nade as he rushed
forth with his alarm

But as they soared high into the blue sky they cried to one

another: "Oh! your eyes are red-red!”™ "And yours are red-red!"”
For the warning words of the mamgic mnor strain had proven true.
"Ah-ha!" | aughed Iktom, untying the four corners of his blanket,
"I shall sit no nore hungry within my dwelling." Honmeward he

trudged along with nice fat ducks in his blanket. He left the
little straw hut for the rains and winds to pull down.

Havi ng reached his own teepee on the high Ievel |ands, |ktom
kindled a large fire out of doors. He planted sharp-pointed sticks
around the |leaping flanmes. On each stake he fastened a duck to
roast. A few he buried under the ashes to bake. Di sappearing
within his teepee, he cane out again with sone huge seashells.
These were his dishes. Placing one under each roasting duck, he
nmuttered, "The sweet fat oozing out will taste well with the

har d- cooked breasts."

Heaping more willows upon the fire, Iktom sat down on the
ground with crossed shins. A long chin between his knees pointed
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toward the red flames, while his eyes were on the browni ng ducks.

Just above his ankles he clasped and uncl asped his | ong bony
fingers. Now and then he sniffed inpatiently the savory odor

The brisk wind which stirred the fire also played with a
squeaky old tree beside Iktom's w gwam

From side to side the tree was swaying and crying in an old

man's voice, "Help! I'Il break! "Il fall!" [Iktom shrugged his
great shoul ders, but did not once take his eyes fromthe ducks.

The dripping of anber oil into pearly dishes, drop by drop, pleased
his hungry eyes. Still the old tree man called for help. "He!

What sound is it that nmakes ny ear ache!" exclainmed | ktom, holding
a hand on his ear.

He rose and | ooked around. The squeaking cane fromthe tree.

Then he began clinbing the tree to find the disagreeable sound. He
pl aced his foot right on a cracked linmb without seeing it. Just
then a whiff of wind came rushing by and pressed together the
broken edges. There in a strong wooden hand | ktom's foot was
caught .

"Ch! ny foot is crushed!"™ he howed like a coward. In vain he
pull ed and puffed to free hinself.

While sitting a prisoner on the tree he spied, through his

tears, a pack of gray wolves roaming over the level |ands. Waving
his hands toward them he called in his |oudest voice, "He! Gay
wol ves! Don't you cone here! [|'mcaught fast in the tree so that
my duck feast is getting cold. Don't you come to eat up ny neal."

The | eader of the pack upon hearing Iktom's words turned to
his conrades and sai d:

"“Ah! hear the foolish fellow He says he has a duck feast to
be eaten! Let us hurry there for our share!"™ Away bounded the
wol ves toward | ktom's | odge.

Fromthe tree I ktom watched the hungry wol ves eat up his

nicely browed fat ducks. H's foot pained himnore and nore. He
heard them crack the small round bones with their strong |ong teeth
and eat out the oily marrow. Now severe pains shot up fromhis
foot through his whole body. "Hi n-hin-hin!'" sobbed Iktom . Rea
tears washed brown streaks across his red-painted cheeks. Snmacking
their lips, the wolves began to | eave the place, when I ktonm cried
out like a pouting child, "At |east you have |left mnmy baking under

t he ashes!”

"Ho! Po!" shouted the m schievous wol ves; "he says nore ducks
are to be found under the ashes! Cone! Let us have our fill this
once!"

Runni ng back to the dead fire, they pawed out the ducks with

such rude haste that a cloud of ashes rose |ike gray snmoke over
t hem
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"Hi n-hin-hin!'" nmoaned | ktonm , when the wol ves had scanpered

off. Al too late, the sturdy breeze returned, and, passing by,
pul | ed apart the broken edges of the tree. Iktom was rel eased.
But al as! he had no duck feast.

| KTOM ' S BLANKET

| KTOM ' S BLANKET

ALONE within his teepee sat Iktonmi. The sun was but a
handsbreadth fromthe western edge of |and.

"Those, bad, bad gray wolves! They ate up all ny nice fat
ducks!" nuttered he, rocking his body to and fro.

He was cuddling the evil menory he bore those hungry wol ves.
At |last he ceased to sway his body backward and forward, but sat
still and stiff as a stone inmge.

"Ch! 1'Il go to Inyan, the great-grandfather, and pray for
food!" he excl ai ned.

At once he hurried forth fromhis teepee and, with his bl anket
over one shoul der, drew nigh to a huge rock on a hillside.

Wth hal f-crouching, half-running strides, he fell upon Inyan
wi th outspread hands.

"Grandfather! pity me. | amhungry. | amstarving. Gve ne
food. Great-grandfather, give ne neat to eat!"” he cried. All the
whi |l e he stroked and caressed the face of the great stone god.

The all -powerful Great Spirit, who nakes the trees and grass,

can hear the voice of those who pray in many varied ways. The
heari ng of Inyan, the large hard stone, was the one npbst sought
after. He was the great-grandfather, for he had sat upon the
hillside many, many seasons. He had seen the prairie put on a
snow whi te bl anket and then change it for a bright green robe nore
than a thousand tines.

Still unaffected by the nyriad nmoons he rested on the
everlasting hill, listening to the prayers of Indian warriors.
Before the finding of the magic arrow he had sat there.

Now, as |ktom prayed and wept before the great-grandfather

the sky in the west was red like a glowing face. The sunset poured
a soft nellow light upon the huge gray stone and the solitary
figure beside it. It was the snle of the Geat Spirit upon the
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gr andf at her and the wayward chil d.

The prayer was heard. |Iktom knewit. "Now, grandfather

accept nmy offering; '"tis all | have," said Iktomi as he spread

his hal f-worn bl anket upon Inyan's cold shoulders. Then |ktom
happy with the smle of the sunset sky, followed a footpath |eading
toward a thicketed ravine. He had not gone many paces into the
shrubbery when before himlay a freshly wounded deer

"This is the answer fromthe red western sky!" cried |ktomni
wi th hands uplifted.

Slipping a long thin blade fromout his belt, he cut |arge

chunks of choice meat. Sharpening sone wllow sticks, he planted
them around a wood-pile he had ready to kindle. On these stakes he
meant to roast the venison

Wil e he was rubbing briskly two long sticks to start a fire,

the sun in the west fell out of the sky bel ow the edge of | and.

Twi light was over all. Iktom felt the cold night air upon his
bare neck and shoul ders. "Ough!" he shivered as he wi ped his knife
on the grass. Tucking it in a beaded case hanging fromhis belt,

| ktomi stood erect, |ooking about. He shivered again. "Qugh! Ah!

I amcold. | wish | had ny blanket!" whi spered he, hovering over
the pile of dry sticks and the sharp stakes round about it.
Suddenly he paused and dropped his hands at his sides.

"The ol d great-grandfather does not feel the cold as | do. He

does not need ny old blanket as | do. | wish | had not given it to
him On! | think I'Il run up there and take it back!" said he,
pointing his long chin toward the | arge gray stone.

I ktom, in the warm sunshine, had no need of his blanket, and
it had been very easy to part with a thing which he could not niss.
But the chilly night wind quite froze his ardent thank-offering.

Thus running up the hillside, his teeth chattering all the
way, he drew near to Inyan, the sacred symbol. Seizing one corner
of the hal f-worn bl anket, Iktom pulled it off with a jerk.

"G ve ny blanket back, old grandfather! You do not need it.

| do!" This was very wong, yet Iktom didit, for his wit was not
wi sdom Drawi ng the bl anket tight over his shoul ders, he descended
the hill with hurrying feet.

He was soon upon the edge of the ravine. A young noon, like
a bright bent bow, clinbed up fromthe southwest horizon a little
way into the sky.

In this pale light Iktom stood notionless as a ghost am d the
thicket. H's woodpile was not yet kindled. His pointed stakes
were still bare as he had left them But where was the deer--the
veni son he had felt warmin his hands a nonent ago? |t was gone.
Only the dry rib bones lay on the ground |i ke giant fingers from an

open grave. Iktom was troubled. At |length, stooping over the
white dried bones, he took hold of one and shook it. The bones,
| oose in their sockets, rattled together at his touch. [Iktom |Iet
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go his hold. He sprang back amazed. And though he wore a bl anket
his teeth chattered nore than ever. Then his blunted sense will
surprise you, little reader; for instead of being grieved that he
had taken back his blanket, he cried aloud, "H n-hin-hin! If only
I had eaten the venison before going for my blanket!"

Those tears no |onger noved the hand of the Generous G ver.
They were selfish tears. The Great Spirit does not heed them ever.

| KTOM AND THE MJUSKRAT

| KTOM AND THE MUSKRAT

BESIDE a white | ake, beneath a |large grown willow tree, sat

I ktomi on the bare ground. The heap of snoul dering ashes told of
a recent open fire. Wth ankles crossed together around a pot of
soup, |lktom bent over sonme delicious boiled fish.

Fast he di pped his black horn spoon into the soup, for he was
ravenous. |ktom had no regular nmeal tines. O ten when he was
hungry he went wi thout food.

Well hid between the | ake and the wild rice, he | ooked nowhere
save into the pot of fish. Not know ng when the next neal would
be, he neant to eat enough now to | ast sone tine.

"How, how, ny friend!" said a voice out of the wild rice.

I ktomi started. He alnost choked with his soup. He peered through
the Iong reeds fromwhere he sat with his long horn spoon in
md-air.

"How, ny friend!" said the voice again, this tine close at his
side. |lktom turned and there stood a dripping nmuskrat who had
just cone out of the |ake.

"COh, it is nmy friend who startled nme. | wondered if anong the
wild rice some spirit voice was talking. How, how, ny friend!"
said Iktom . The nuskrat stood smiling. On his |ips hung a ready
"Yes, ny friend,"” when Iktom would ask, "My friend, will you sit
down beside nme and share ny food?"

That was the custom of the plains people. Yet Iktom sat

silent. He hunmmed an ol d dance-song and beat gently on the edge of
the pot with his buffal o-horn spoon. The nuskrat began to fee
awkward before such | ack of hospitality and wi shed hinsel f under
wat er .

After many heart throbs |Iktonm stopped drunmng with his horn
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| adl e, and | ooking upward into the nuskrat's face, he said:

"My friend, let us run a race to see who shall win this pot of
fish. If I win, | shall not need to share it with you. If you
win, you shall have half of it." Springing to his feet, |ktom
began at once to tighten the belt about his waist.

"My friend Ikto, | cannot run a race with you! | amnot a
swi ft runner, and you are ninble as a deer. W shall not run any
race together," answered the hungry nuskrat.

For a monment |ktom stood with a hand on his | ong protruding

chin. H's eyes were fixed upon sonething in the air. The nuskrat
| ooked out of the corners of his eyes without noving his head. He
wat ched the wily I ktom concocting a plot.

"Yes, yes," said Iktom, suddenly turning his gaze upon the
unwel come visitor;

"I shall carry a | arge stone on ny back. That will slacken ny
usual speed; and the race will be a fair one.”

Saying this he laid a firm hand upon the nuskrat's shoul der
and started off along the edge of the | ake. Wen they reached the
opposite side I ktom pried about in search of a heavy stone.

He found one half-buried in the shallow water. Pulling it out
upon dry land, he wapped it in his blanket.

"Now, nmy friend, you shall run on the left side of the |ake,
I on the other. The race is for the boiled fish in yonder kettle!"
said | ktom .

The nuskrat helped to Iift the heavy stone upon | ktom's back
Then they parted. Each took a narrow path through the tall reeds
fringing the shore. |ktom found his |oad a heavy one.
Perspiration hung |like beads on his brow. His chest heaved hard
and fast.

He | ooked across the | ake to see how far the nuskrat had gone,

but nowhere did he see any sign of him "Well, he is running | ow
under the wild rice!" said he. Yet as he scanned the tall grasses
on the | ake shore, he saw not one stir as if to make way for the
runner. "Ah, has he gone so fast ahead that the disturbed grasses
in his trail have quieted agai n?" exclained Iktom. Wth that

t hought he quickly dropped the heavy stone. "No more of this!"
said he, patting his chest with both hands.

Of with a springing bound, he ran swiftly toward the goal
Tufts of reeds and grass fell flat under his feet. Hardly had they
rai sed their heads when | ktom was many paces gone.

Soon he reached the heap of cold ashes. |Iktonmi halted stiff

as if he had struck an invisible cliff. H's black eyes showed a
ring of white about them as he stared at the enpty ground. There
was no pot of boiled fish! There was no water-man in sight! "OCh,
if only I had shared ny food Iike a real Dakota, | would not have
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lost it all! Why did | not know the muskrat would run through the
water? He swins faster than | could ever run! That is what he has
done. He has laughed at ne for carrying a weight on ny back while
he shot hither |ike an arrow"

Crying thus to hinmself, Iktom stepped to the water's brink.
He stooped forward with a hand on each bent knee and peeped far
into the deep water.

"There!" he exclained, "I see you, ny friend, sitting with
your ankles wound around my little pot of fish! M friend, I am
hungry. G ve ne a bone!"”

"Ha! ha! ha!" |aughed the water-man, the nuskrat. The sound
did not rise up out of the lake, for it canme down from overhead.
Wth his hands still on his knees, lIktom turned his face upward

into the great willow tree. Opening wi de his nouth he begged, "M
friend, ny friend, give ne a bone to gnaw "

"Ha! ha!" | aughed the nuskrat, and |eaning over the linb he

sat upon, he let fall a small sharp bone which dropped right into

I ktom's throat. Iktom alnost choked to death before he could get
it out. In the tree the nuskrat sat |aughing |oud. "Next tine,

say to a visiting friend, 'Be seated beside nme, ny friend. Let ne
share with you ny food."'"

| KTOM AND THE COYOTE

| KTOM AND THE COYOTE

AFAR of f upon a large level land, a sumrer sun was shining

bright. Here and there over the rolling green were tall bunches of
coarse gray weeds. Iktom in his fringed buckskins wal ked al one
across the prairie with a black bare head glossy in the sunlight.
He wal ked through the grass without followi ng any well-worn

f oot pat h.

From one | arge bunch of coarse weeds to another he wound his

way about the great plain. He lifted his foot lightly and pl aced
it gently forward like a wildcat prow ing noiselessly through the
thick grass. He stopped a few steps away froma very | arge bunch
of wild sage. From shoulder to shoulder he tilted his head. Stil
farther he bent fromside to side, first | ow over one hip and then
over the other. Far forward he stooped, stretching his long thin
neck |like a duck, to see what |ay under a fur coat beyond the bunch
of coarse grass.
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A sl eek gray-faced prairie wolf! his pointed black nose tucked

in between his four feet drawn snugly together; his handsome bushy
tail wound over his nose and feet; a coyote fast asleep in the
shadow of a bunch of grass!--this is what I ktom spied. Carefully
he rai sed one foot and cautiously reached out with his toes.
Gently, gently he lifted the foot behind and placed it before the
other. Thus he cane nearer and nearer to the round fur ball Iying
noti onl ess under the sage grass.

Now | kt omi stood beside it, |ooking at the closed eyelids that

did not quiver the least bit. Pressing his lips into straight

i nes and nodding his head slowy, he bent over the wolf. He held
his ear close to the coyote's nose, but not a breath of air stirred
fromit.

"Dead!" said he at last. "Dead, but not |ong since he ran

over these plains! See! there in his pawis caught a fresh
feather. He is nice fat neat!" Taking hold of the paw with the
bird feather fast on it, he exclained, "Wy, he is still warm

"Il carry himto nmy dwelling and have a roast for my evening neal.
Ah-ha!" he | aughed, as he seized the coyote by its two fore paws
and its two hind feet and swung hi m over head across his shoul ders.
The wol f was |l arge and the teepee was far across the prairie.

| ktom trudged along with his burden, smacking his hungry |ips
together. He blinked his eyes hard to keep out the salty
perspiration stream ng down his face.

All the while the coyote on his back lay gazing into the sky
with wi de open eyes. His long white teeth fairly gleamed as he
smled and sm | ed.

“To ride on one's own feet is tiresone, but to be carried like

a warrior froma brave fight is great fun!" said the coyote in his
heart. He had never been borne on any one's back before and the
new experience delighted him He lay there lazily on Iktom's
shoul ders, now and then blinking blue winks. Did you never see a
birdie blink a blue wink? This is howit first becane a saying
among the plains people. Wen a bird stands al oof watching your
strange ways, a thin bluish white tissue slips quickly over his
eyes and as quickly off again; so quick that you think it was only
a nysterious blue wink. Sonetimes when children grow drowsy they
bl i nk blue wi nks, while others who are too proud to | ook with
friendly eyes upon people blink in this cold bird-mnner

The coyote was affected by both sl eepiness and pride. His

wi nks were alnost as blue as the sky. 1In the mdst of his new

pl easure the swaying notion ceased. |ktom had reached his

dwel ling place. The coyote felt drowsy no |onger, for in the next
i nstant he was slipping out of Iktom's hands. He was falling,
falling through space, and then he struck the ground with such a
bunp he did not wish to breathe for a while. He wondered what

| ktomi would do, thus he lay still where he fell. Humming a
dance-song, one from his bundle of nystery songs, |ktom hopped and
darted about at an i magi nary dance and feast. He gathered dry
wi |l low sticks and broke themin two against his knee. He built a
|arge fire out of doors. The flames |eaped up high in red and
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yel | ow streaks. Now I ktom returned to the coyote who had been
| ooki ng on through his eyel ashes.

Taki ng himagain by his paws and hind feet, he swng himto

and fro. Then as the wolf swung toward the red flanes, Iktom |et
hi m go. Once again the coyote fell through space. Hot air snote
his nostrils. He saw red dancing fire, and now he struck a bed of
cracking embers. Wth a quick turn he | eaped out of the flanes.
From his heels were scattered a shower of red coals upon Iktonm's
bare arms and shoul ders. Dunbfounded, |ktom thought he saw a
spirit walk out of his fire. Hys jaws fell apart. He thrust a
palmto his face, hard over his mouth! He could scarce keep from
shri eki ng.

Rol ling over and over on the grass and rubbing the sides of
hi s head agai nst the ground, the coyote soon put out the fire on
his fur. |Iktom's eyes were alnost ready to junp out of his head
as he stood cooling a burn on his brown armw th his breath.

Sitting on his haunches, on the opposite side of the fire from
where | ktom stood, the coyote began to |augh at him

"Anot her day, nmy friend, do not take too nuch for granted.
Make sure the eneny is stone dead before you nmake a fire!"

Then off he ran so swiftly that his |ong bushy tail hung out
in a straight line with his back

| KTOM AND THE FAWN

| KTOM AND THE FAWN

I N one of his wanderings through the wooded | ands, |ktom saw
arare bird sitting high in atree-top. |Its long fan-like tai
feathers had caught all the beautiful colors of the rai nbow.
Handsome in the glistening sumer sun sat the bird of rainbow
pl umage. Ilktom hurried hither with his eyes fast on the bird.

He stood beneath the tree looking long and wistfully at the
peacock's bright feathers. At length he heaved a sigh and began
"Oh, | wish | had such pretty feathers! How |l wish | were not |

If only I were a handsone feathered creature how happy | woul d be!
I'd be so glad to sit upon a very high tree and bask in the sunmmer
sun |like you!" said he suddenly, pointing his bony finger up toward
t he peacock, who was eyeing the stranger below, turning his head
fromside to side
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"I beg of you make me into a bird with green and purple

feathers like yours!" inplored Iktom , tired now of playing the
brave in beaded buckskins. The peacock then spoke to Iktom: "I
have a magic power. M touch will change you in a nonent into the

nost beautiful peacock if you can keep one condition."

"Yes! yes!" shouted I ktom, junping up and down, patting his
lips with his palm which caused his voice to vibrate in a peculiar

fashion. "Yes! yes! | could keep ten conditions if only you would
change ne into a bird with long, bright tail feathers. ©Oh, | am so
ugly! | amso tired of being nyself! Change nme! Do!"

Her eupon t he peacock spread out both his wi ngs, and scarce
noving them he sailed slowy down upon the ground. Right beside
I ktomi he alighted. Very lowin Iktonm's ear the peacock

whi spered, "Are you willing to keep one condition, though hard it
be?"
"Yes! yes! I1've told you ten of themif need be!l" exclainmed

[ ktomi, with some inpatience.

"Then | pronounce you a handsone feathered bird. No |onger
are you lktom the mischief-naker." Saying this the peacock
touched I ktomi with the tips of his w ngs.

I ktomi vani shed at the touch. There stood beneath the tree

two handsone peacocks. While one of the pair strutted about with
a head turned aside as if dazzled by his own bright-tinted tai
feathers, the other bird soared slowy upward. He sat quiet and
unconsci ous of his gay plumage. He seenmed content to perch there
on a large linb in the warm sunshi ne.

After alittle while the vain peacock, dizzy with his bright
colors, spread out his wings and lit on the sanme branch with the
el der bird.

"Ch!" he exclained, "how hard to fly! Brightly tinted

feathers are handsone, but | wi sh they were light enough to fly!"
Just there the elder bird interrupted him "That is the one
condition. Never try to fly like other birds. Upon the day you
try to fly you shall be changed into your forner self."

"Ch, what a shame that bright feathers cannot fly into the

sky!" cried the peacock. Already he grew restless. He longed to
soar through space. He yearned to fly above the trees high upward
to the sun.

"Oh, there | see a flock of birds flying thither! ©Oh! oh!"
said he, flapping his wings, "I must try ny wings! | amtired of
bright tail feathers. | want to try nmy w ngs."

"No, no!" clucked the elder bird. The flock of chattering

birds flew by with whirring wings. "Oop! oop!" called sone to
their mates.

Possessed by an irrepressible imulse the Iktom peacock
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called out, "He! | want to cone! Wit for ne!l" and with that he
gave a lunge into the air. The flock of flying feathers wheeled
about and | owered over the tree whence cane the peacock's cry.
Only one rare bird sat on the tree, and beneath, on the ground,
stood a brave in brown buckskins.

"I amny old self again!" groaned Iktom in a sad voice.
"Make nme over, pretty bird. Try me this once again!" he pleaded in
vai n.

"Od lktom wants to fly! Ah! W cannot wait for him" sang
the birds as they flew away.

Mut t eri ng unhappy vows to hinmself, Iktom had not gone far

when he chanced upon a bunch of |ong slender arrows. One by one
they rose in the air and shot a straight Iine over the prairie.

O hers shot up into the blue sky and were soon lost to sight. Only
one was left. He was nmaking ready for his flight when |ktom
rushed upon himand wailed, "I want to be an arrow Make nme into
an arrow | want to pierce the blue Blue overhead. | want to

stri ke yonder sunmer sun in its center. Make nme into an arrow "

"Can you keep a condition? One condition, though hard it be?"
the arrow turned to ask.

"Yes! Yes!" shouted lktom , delighted.

Her eupon the slender arrow tapped himgently with his sharp

flint beak. There was no Iktom , but two arrows stood ready

to fly. "Now, young arrow, this is the one condition. Your flight
must always be in a straight line. Never turn a curve nor junp
about like a young fawn," said the arrow magician. He spoke slowy
and sternly.

At once he set about to teach the new arrow how to shoot in a
| ong straight |ine.

"This is the way to pierce the Blue overhead," said he; and
of f he spun high into the sky.

Wil e he was gone a herd of deer canme trotting by. Behind
them pl ayed the young fawns together. They frolicked about Iike
kittens. They bounced on all fours |like balls. Then they pitched
forward, kicking their heels in the air. The Iktom arrow watched
them so happy on the ground. Looking quickly up into the sky, he

said in his heart, "The magician is out of sight. [1'Il just ronp
and frolic with these fawns until he returns. Fawns! Friends, do
not fear ne. | want to junp and leap with you. | long to be happy

as you are," said he. The young fawns stopped with stiff |egs and
stared at the speaking arrow with | arge brown wondering eyes.

"See! | can junp as well as you!" went on Iktom . He gave one
tiny leap like a fawmn. All of a sudden the fawns snorted with
extended nostrils at what they beheld. There anpng them stood

I ktomi in brown buckskins, and the strange tal king arrow was gone.

"Ch! | amnyself. M old self!" cried Iktonm, pinching
hi nsel f and plucki ng i magi nary pi eces out of his jacket.
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"Hin-hin-hinl | wanted to fly!"

The real arrow now returned to the earth. He alighted very

near Iktom . Fromthe high sky he had seen the fawns playing on
the green. He had seen Iktom nake his one | eap, and the charm was
broken. |ktoni becane his former self.

“"Arrow, ny friend, change ne once nore!" begged |ktom.

"No, no nore," replied the arrow. Then away he shot through
the air in the direction his conrades had fl own.

By this time the fawns gathered close around I ktom . They
poked their noses at himtrying to know who he was.

I ktomi's tears were like a spring shower. A new desire dried
them qui ckly away. Stepping boldly to the | argest fawn, he | ooked
closely at the little brown spots all over the furry face.

"Ch, fawn! \What beautiful brown spots on your face! Fawn,
dear little fawn, can you tell nme how those brown spots were nmade
on your face?"

"Yes," said the fawn. "Wen | was very, very snmall, ny nother
mar ked themon ny face with a red hot fire. She dug a |arge hole
in the ground and made a soft bed of grass and twigs in it. Then
she placed nme gently there. She covered ne over with dry sweet
grass and piled dry cedars on top. Froma neighbor's fire she
brought hither a red, red enber. This she tucked carefully in at
my head. This is how the brown spots were made on ny face."

"Now, fawn, nmy friend, will you do the sane for ne? Won't you
mark nmy face with brown, brown spots just |ike yours?" asked
| ktomi, always eager to be |ike other people.

"Yes. | can dig the ground and fill it with dry grass and
sticks. If you will junp into the pit, I'lIl cover you with sweet
smel ling grass and cedar wood," answered the fawn.

"Say," interrupted Ikto, "will you be sure to cover me with a
great deal of dry grass and twigs? You will nmake sure that the
spots will be as brown as those you wear."

"Ch, yes. |I'Il pile up grass and willows once oftener than ny
not her did."

"Now | et us dig the hole, pull the grass, and gather sticks,"”
cried Iktom in glee.

Thus with his own hands he aids in nmaking his grave. After

the hol e was dug and cushioned with grass, Iktonm, nuttering
somet hi ng about brown spots, |eaped down into it. Lengthw se, flat
on his back, he lay. Wile the fawn covered himover with cedars,
a far-away voice came up through them "Brown, brown spots to wear
forever!™ A red enber was tucked under the dry grass. Of
scanpered the fawns after their nothers; and when a great distance
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away they | ooked backward. They saw a bl ue snoke rising, withing
upward till it vanished in the blue ether

"Is that Iktom's spirit?" asked one fawn of another

“"No! | think he would junp out before he could burn into
snoke and cinders," answered his conrade.

THE BADGER AND THE BEAR

THE BADGER AND THE BEAR

ON the edge of a forest there lived a large fam |y of badgers.
In the ground their dwelling was made. |Its walls and roof were
covered with rocks and straw.

O d father badger was a great hunter. He knew well how to

track the deer and buffalo. Every day he came home carrying on his
back some wild gane. This kept nother badger very busy, and the
baby badgers very chubby. While the well-fed children played
about, digging little nmake-believe dwellings, their nother hung
thin sliced neats upon long willow racks. As fast as the neats
were dried and seasoned by sun and w nd, she packed them carefully
away in a large thick bag.

This bag was like a huge stiff envel ope, but far nore

beautiful to see, for it was painted all over with many bri ght
colors. These firmy tied bags of dried neat were |aid upon the
rocks in the walls of the dwelling. In this way they were both
useful and decorative.

One day father badger did not go off for a hunt. He stayed at
home, making new arrows. His children sat about himon the ground
floor. Their small black eyes danced with delight as they watched
the gay colors painted upon the arrows.

All of a sudden there was heard a heavy footfall near the

entrance way. The oval -shaped door-frame was pushed aside. In
stepped a large black foot with great big claws. Then the other
clunsy foot came next. All the while the baby badgers stared hard
at the unexpected coner. After the second foot, in peeped the head
of a big black bear! His black nose was dry and parched. Silently
he entered the dwelling and sat down on the ground by the doorway.
Hi s bl ack eyes never left the painted bags on the rocky walls. He
guessed what was in them He was a very hungry bear. Seeing the
racks of red neat hanging in the yard, he had cone to visit the
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badger famly.

Though he was a stranger and his strong paws and jaws

frightened the small badgers, the father said, "How, how, friend!
Your |ips and nose | ook feverish and hungry. WII you eat with
us?"

"Yes, ny friend," said the bear. "I amstarved. | saw your
racks of red fresh neat, and knowi ng your heart is kind, | cane
hither. Gve ne neat to eat, ny friend."

Her eupon the not her badger took |ong strides across the room
and as she had to pass in front of the strange visitor, she said:
“"Ah han! Allow ne to pass!" which was an apol ogy.

"How, how " replied the bear, drawing hinself closer to the
wal | and crossing his shins together.

Mot her badger chose the npbst tender red neat, and soon over a
bed of coals she broiled the venison

That day the bear had all he could eat. At nightfall he rose,

and smacking his |lips together,--that is the noisy way of saying
"the food was very good!"--he left the badger dwelling. The baby
badgers, peeping through the door-flap after the shaggy bear, saw
hi m di sappear into the woods near by.

Day after day the crackling of twigs in the forest told of
heavy footsteps. OQut would cone the same bl ack bear. He never
lifted the door-flap, but thrusting it aside entered slowy in.
Always in the sanme place by the entrance way he sat down with
crossed shins.

His daily visits were so regular that nother badger placed a
fur rug in his place. She did not wish a guest in her dwelling to
sit upon the bare hard ground.

At last one tinme when the bear returned, his nose was bright
and black. His coat was glossy. He had grown fat upon the
badger's hospitality.

As he entered the dwelling a pair of w cked gl eans shot out of

hi s shaggy head. Surprised by the strange behavi or of the guest
who renmi ned standi ng upon the rug, |eaning his round back agai nst
the wall, father badger queried: "How, ny friend! Wat?"

The bear took one stride forward and shook his paw in the
badger's face. He said: "I amstrong, very strong!"”

"Yes, yes, so you are," replied the badger. Fromthe farther
end of the room nother badger nuttered over her bead work: "Yes,
you grew strong fromour well-filled bows."

The bear sniled, showing a row of |large sharp teeth.

"I have no dwelling. | have no bags of dried neat. | have no
arrows. All these | have found here on this spot," said he,
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stampi ng his heavy foot. "I want theml See! | am strong!"
repeated he, lifting both his terrible paws.
Quietly the father badger spoke: "I fed you. | called you

friend, though you cane here a stranger and a beggar. For the
sake of ny little ones |eave us in peace."

Mot her badger, in her excited way, had pierced hard through

t he buckskin and stuck her fingers repeatedly with her sharp aw
until she had laid aside her work. Now, while her husband was
talking to the bear, she notioned with her hands to the children
On tiptoe they hastened to her side.

For reply cane a lowgrowm. It grew |louder and nore fierce
"Wa-ough!" he roared, and by force hurled the badgers out. First
the father badger; then the nother. The little badgers he tossed
by pairs. He threw them hard upon the ground. Standing in the
entrance way and showing his ugly teeth, he snarled, "Be gone!"

The father and nother badger, having gained their feet, picked

up their kicking little babes, and, wailing aloud, drew the air
into their flattened lungs till they could stand al one upon their
feet. No sooner had the baby badgers caught their breath than they
how ed and shrieked with pain and fright. Ah! what a dismal cry
was theirs as the whol e badger famly went forth wailing from out
their owmn dwelling! A little distance away fromtheir stol en house
the father badger built a small round hut. He made it of bent
willows and covered it with dry grass and tw gs.

This was shelter for the night; but alas! it was enpty of food
and arrows. All day father badger prow ed through the forest, but
wi thout his arrows he could not get food for his children. Upon
his return, the cry of the little ones for nmeat, the sad quiet of
the nother with bowed head, hurt himlike a poisoned arrow wound.

“I''"l'l beg nmeat for you!" said he in an unsteady voice.

Covering his head and entire body in a long | oose robe he halted

besi de the big black bear. The bear was slicing red nmeat to hang
upon the rack. He did not pause for a |look at the coner. As the
badger stood there unrecogni zed, he saw that the bear had brought
with himhis whole family. Little cubs played under the

hi gh- hangi ng new neats. They | aughed and pointed with their wee

noses upward at the thin sliced neats upon the pol es.

"Have you no heart, Black Bear? M children are starving.
Gve ne a small piece of nmeat for them" begged the badger

"Wa-ough!" growl ed the angry bear, and pounced upon the
badger. "Be gone!" said he, and with his big hind foot he sent
father badger sprawling on the ground.

Al the little ruffian bears hooted and shouted "ha-ha!" to

see the beggar fall upon his face. There was one, however, who did
not even smile. He was the youngest cub. His fur coat was not as
bl ack and gl ossy as those his elders wore. The hair was dry and
dingy. It I ooked much nmore |ike kinky wool. He was the ugly cub
Poor little baby bear! he had al ways been | aughed at by his ol der
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brothers. He could not help being hinself. He could not change
the differences between hinself and his brothers. Thus again

t hough the rest |aughed aloud at the badger's fall, he did not see
the joke. His face was long and earnest. 1In his heart he was sad
to see the badgers crying and starving. 1In his breast spread a

burning desire to share his food with them

"I shall not ask my father for neat to give away. He would
say 'No!' Then ny brothers would | augh at ne," said the ugly baby
bear to hinself.

In an instant, as if his good intention had passed from hi m

he was singing happily and skipping around his father at work.
Singing in his small high voice and dragging his feet in |ong
strides after him as if a prankish spirit oozed out fromhis
heel s, he strayed off through the tall grass. He was anbling
toward the small round hut. Wen directly in front of the entrance
way, he nmade a quick side kick with his left hind leg. Lo! there
fell into the badger's hut a piece of fresh nmeat. It was tough
meat, full of sinews, yet it was the only piece he could take

wi thout his father's notice.

Thus having given neat to the hungry badgers, the ugly baby
bear ran quickly away to his father again.

On the followi ng day the father badger cane back once nore.
He stood watching the big bear cutting thin slices of neat.

G ve--" he began, when the bear turning upon himwith a

grow , thrust himcruelly aside. The badger fell on his hands. He
fell where the grass was wet with the bl ood of the newy carved
buffalo. His keen starving eyes caught sight of a little red clot
lying bright upon the green. Looking fearfully toward the bear and
seeing his head was turned away, he snatched up the small thick

bl ood. Underneath his girdled blanket he hid it in his hand.

On his return to his family, he said within hinmself : "1'II

pray the Great Spirit to bless it." Thus he built a small round
| odge. Sprinkling water upon the heated heap of sacred stones
within, he made ready to purge his body. "The buffalo blood, too,

nmust be purified before | ask a blessing upon it," thought the
badger. He carried it into the sacred vapor |odge. After placing
it near the sacred stones, he sat down beside it. After a |ong
silence, he nuttered: "Great Spirit, bless this little buffalo

bl ood." Then he arose, and with a quiet dignity stepped out of the
| odge. Close behind himsome one foll owed. The badger turned to

| ook over his shoulder and to his great joy he beheld a Dakota
brave in handsone buckskins. In his hand he carried a magic arrow
Across his back dangled a long fringed quiver. |In answer to the
badger's prayer, the avenger had sprung fromout the red gl obul es.

"My son!" exclainmed the badger with extended right hand.

"How, father," replied the brave; "I amyour avenger!"

| medi ately the badger told the sad story of his hungry little
ones and the stingy bear
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Li stening closely the young man stood | ooki ng steadily upon
t he ground.

At length the father badger nopved away.
"Where?" queried the avenger

"My son, we have no food. | amgoing again to beg for neat,"
answered the badger.

"Then | go with you," replied the young brave. This made the
ol d badger happy. He was proud of his son. He was delighted to be
called "father" by the first human creature.

The bear saw the badger conming in the distance. He narrowed

his eyes at the tall stranger wal king beside him He spied the
arrow. At once he guessed it was the avenger of whom he had heard
[ ong, long ago. As they approached, the bear stood erect with a
hand on his thigh. He sniled upon them

"How, badger, ny friend! Here is my knife. Cut your favorite
pi eces fromthe deer," said he, holding out a |long thin bl ade.

"How! " said the badger eagerly. He wondered what had inspired
the big bear to such a generous deed. The young avenger waited

till the badger took the long knife in his hand.

Gazing full into the black bear's face, he said: "I cone to do
justice. You have returned only a knife to ny poor father. Now
return to himhis dwelling." His voice was deep and powerful. In

his bl ack eyes burned a steady fire.

The long strong teeth of the bear rattled agai nst each other

and his shaggy body shook with fear. "Ahow" cried he, as if he
had been shot. Running into the dwelling he gasped, breathless and
trenmbling, "Cone out, all of you! This is the badger's dwelling.
We nust flee to the forest for fear of the avenger who carries the
magi ¢ arrow. "

Qut they hurried, all the bears, and di sappeared into the
woods.

Si ngi ng and | aughi ng, the badgers returned to their own
dwel I'i ng.

Then the avenger left them

"l go," said he in parting, "over the earth.”

THE TREE- BOUND
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THE TREE- BOUND

IT was a clear sumrer day. The blue, blue sky dropped | ow
over the edge of the green level land. A large yellow sun hung
directly overhead.

The singing of birds filled the sutmer space between earth and

sky with sweet nusic. Again and again sang a yel |l ow breasted
birdi e--"Koda Ni Dakota!" He insisted upon it. "Koda N Dakota!"
which was "Friend, you're a Dakota! Friend, you're a Dakota!"
Perchance the birdie neant the avenger with the magic arrow, for
there across the plain he strode. He was handsone in his paint and
feathers, proud with his great buckskin quiver on his back and a
long bow in his hand. Afar to an eastern canp of cone-shaped

t eepees he was going. There over the Indian village hovered a

| arge red eagle threatening the safety of the people. Every
nmorning rose this terrible red bird out of a high chalk bluff and
spreadi ng out his gigantic wi ngs soared slowy over the round canp
ground. Then it was that the people, terror-stricken, ran
screanming into their |lodges. Covering their heads with their

bl ankets, they sat trenmbling with fear. No one dared to venture
out till the red eagle had di sappeared beyond the west, where neet
t he blue and green.

In vain tried the chieftain of the tribe to find anong his
warriors a powerful marksman who could send a death arrow to the
man- hungry bird. At last to urge his nen to their utnost skill he
bade his crier proclaima new reward.

O the chieftain's two beautiful daughters he would have his
choi ce who brought the dreaded red eagle with an arrowin its
br east .

Upon hearing these words, the nen of the village, both young

and old, both heroes and cowards, trimed new arrows for the
contest. At gray dawn there stood indistinct under the shadow of
the bluff many human figures; silent as ghosts and wapped in robes
girdled tight about their waists, they waited with chosen bow and
arr ow.

Sone cunning old warriors stayed not with the group. They
crouched | ow upon the open ground. But all eyes alike were fixed
upon the top of the high bluff. Breathless they watched for the
soaring of the red eagle.

Fromwi thin the dwellings many eyes peeped through the snall
holes in the front |apels of the teepee. Wth shaking knees and
har d-set teeth, the wonmen peered out upon the Dakota nen prow ing
about with bows and arrows.

At | ength when the norning sun al so peeped over the eastern
hori zon at the arned Dakotas, the red eagle wal ked out upon the
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edge of the cliff. Pluming his gorgeous feathers, he ruffled his
neck and fl apped his strong wi ngs together. Then he dived into the
air. Slowy he winged his way over the round canmp ground; over the
men with their strong bows and arrows! In an instant the | ong bows
were bent. Strong straight arrows with red feathered tips sped
upward to the blue sky. Ah! slowly noved those indifferent w ngs,
unt ouched by the poison-beaked arrows. Of to the west beyond the
reach of arrow, beyond the reach of eye, the red eagle flew away.

A sudden cl anor of high-pitched voices broke the deadly

stillness of the dawn. The women tal ked excitedly about the

i nvul nerabl e red of the eagle's feathers, while the woul d-be heroes
sul ked within their w gwans. "He-he-he!" groaned the chieftain.

On the evening of the sane day sat a group of hunters around

a bright burning fire. They were talking of a strange young man
whom t hey spied while out upon a hunt for deer beyond the bl uffs.
They saw the stranger taking aim Follow ng the point of his arrow
with their eyes, they beheld a herd of buffalo. The arrow sprang
fromthe bowi It darted into the skull of the forenost buffalo.

But unlike other arrows it pierced through the head of the creature
and spinning in the air lit into the next buffalo head. One by one
the buffalo fell upon the sweet grass they were grazing. Wth
straight quivering linmbs they lay on their sides. The young man
stood calmy by, counting on his fingers the buffalo as they
dropped dead to the ground. When the last one fell, he ran thither
and picking up his magic arrow wi ped it carefully on the soft

grass. He slipped it into his long fringed quiver.

"He is going to make a feast for sonme hungry tribe of nmen or
beasts!" cried the hunters anong thensel ves as they hastened away.

They were afraid of the stranger with the sacred arrow. Wen
the hunter's tale of the stranger's arrow reached the ears of the
chieftain, his face brightened with a smle. He sent forth fleet
horsenen, to learn of himhis birth, his name, and his deeds.

"If he is the avenger with the magic arrow, sprung up fromthe
earth out of a clot of buffalo blood, bid himconme hither. Let him
kill the red eagle with his magic arrow. Let himw n for hinself
one of ny beautiful daughters,"” he had said to his nessengers, for
the old story of the badger's man-son was known all over the |eve

| ands.

After four days and nights the braves returned. "He is

com ng," they said. "W have seen him He is straight and tall
handsome in face, with [arge black eyes. He paints his round
cheeks with bright red, and wears the penciled |lines of red over
his tenples |Iike our men of honored rank. He carries on his back
a long fringed quiver in which he keeps his magic arrow. His bow
is long and strong. He is comng nowto kill the big red eagle."
Al'l around the canp ground frommuth to ear passed those words of
the returned nessengers.

Now it chanced that inmortal Iktomi, fully recovered fromthe

brown burnt spots, overheard the people talking. At once he was
filled with a new desire. "If only | had the magic arrow, | would
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kill the red eagle and win the chieftain's daughter for a wife,"
said he in his heart.

Back to his lonely wigwam he hastened. Beneath the tree in
front of his teepee he sat upon the ground with chin between his
drawn-up knees. His keen eyes scanned the wide plain. He was
wat chi ng for the avenger

""He is coming!' said the people," nmuttered old Iktom. Al

of a sudden he raised an open palmto his brow and peered afar into
the west. The sumer sun hung bright in the nmiddle of a cloudless
sky. There across the green prairie was a man wal ki ng bareheaded
toward the east.

"Ha! ha! 'tis he! the man with the magic arrow " | aughed
I ktomi. And when the bird with the yell ow breast sang | oud
agai n--"Koda Ni Dakota! Friend, you're a Dakota!" |ktom put his

hand over his nmouth as he threw his head far backward, | aughi ng at
both the bird and man.

"He is your friend, but his arroww Il kill one of your Kkind!
He is a Dakota, but soon he'll grow into the bark on this tree!
Ha! ha! ha!" he | aughed agai n.

The young avenger wal ked with swayi ng strides nearer and

nearer toward the lonely wigwam and tree. |ktom heard the sw sh
swi sh! of the stranger's feet through the tall grass. He was
passi ng now beyond the tree, when Iktonm, springing to his feet,
called out: "How, how, ny friend! | see you are dressed in
handsome deerskins and have red paint on your cheeks. You are
going to sone feast or dance, may | ask?" Seeing the young man
only smled I ktom went on: "I have not had a nout hful of food this
day. Have pity on nme, young brave, and shoot yonder bird for ne!"
Wth these words | ktom pointed toward the tree-top, where sat a
bird on the highest branch. The young avenger, always ready to
hel p those in distress, sent an arrow upward and the bird fell. In
the next branch it was caught between the forked prongs.

"My friend, clinb the tree and get the bird. | cannot clinb

so high. | would get dizzy and fall," pleaded Iktom . The avenger
began to scale the tree, when Iktom cried to him "My friend, your
beaded buckskins nay be torn by the branches. Leave them safe upon
the grass till you are down again."

"You are right," replied the young man, quickly slipping off

his long fringed quiver. Together with his dangling pouches and
tinkling ornanments, he placed it on the ground. Now he clinbed the
tree unhi ndered. Soon fromthe top he took the bird. "M friend,
toss to ne your arrow that | nmay have the honor of wiping it clean
on soft deerskin!" exclained |ktom.

"How! " said the brave, and threw the bird and arrow to the
ground.

At once lktom seized the arrow. Rubbing it first on the

grass and then on a piece of deerskin, he muttered indistinct words
all the while. The young man, stepping downward fromlinb to |inb,
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hearing the low nmuttering, said: "lktom, | cannot hear what you
say!"

"Oh, ny friend, | was only tal king of your big heart.”

Agai n stooping over the arrow | ktom continued his repetition

of charmwords. "G ow fast, grow fast to the bark of the tree," he
whi spered. Still the young man noved sl owy downward. Suddenly
droppi ng the arrow and standing erect, Iktom said aloud: "G ow
fast to the bark of the tree!" Before the brave could |leap from
the tree he becane tight-grown to the bark

"Ah! ha!" laughed the bad Iktom . "I have the magic arrow
I have the beaded buckskins of the great avenger!" Hooting and
danci ng beneath the tree, he said: "I shall kill the red eagle;

shall wed the chieftain's beautiful daughter!"

"Oh, Iktom, set me free!l" begged the tree-bound Dakota
brave. But Iktom's ears were |like the fungus on a tree. He did
not hear with them

Wearing the handsone buckskins and carrying proudly the magic
arrow in his right hand, he started off eastward. Imitating the
swayi ng strides of the avenger, he wal ked away with a face turned
slightly skyward.

"Oh, set ne freel | amglued to the tree like its own bark!
Cut ne | oose!" npaned the prisoner

A young woman, carrying on her strong back a bundle of tightly
bound wi Il ow sticks, passed near by the lonely teepee. She heard
the wailing man's voice. She paused to listen to the sad words.
Looki ng around she saw nowhere a human creature. "It may be a
spirit," thought she.

"COh! cut ne |loose! set me free! |ktom has played ne false!
He has made nme bark of his tree!l" cried the voice again

The young woman dropped her pack of firewood to the ground.
Wth her stone axe she hurried to the tree. There before her
astoni shed eyes clung a young brave close to the tree.

Too shy for words, yet too kind-hearted to | eave the stranger
tree-bound, she cut | oose the whole bark. Like an open jacket she
drew it to the ground. Wth it cane the young man al so. Free once
nore, he started away. Looking backward, a few paces fromthe
young wonman, he waved his hand, upward and downward, before her
face. This was a sign of gratitude used when words failed to
interpret strong enotion.

When the bewi | dered wonman reached her dwelling, she nounted a

pony and rode swiftly across the rolling land. To the canp ground
in the east, to the chieftain troubled by the red eagle, she
carried her story.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



OLD INDIAN LEGENDS 26

SHOOTI NG OF THE RED EAGLE

SHOOTI NG OF THE RED EAGLE

A MAN in buckskins sat upon the top of a little hillock. The
setting sun shone bright upon a strong bowin his hand. His face
was turned toward the round canp ground at the foot of the hill
He had wal ked a long journey hither. He was waiting for the
chieftain's men to spy him

Soon four strong men ran forth fromthe center w gwam toward
the hillock, where sat the man with the | ong bow

"He is the avenger come to shoot the red eagle,” cried the
runners to each other as they bent forward swi nging their el bows
t oget her.

They reached the side of the stranger, but he did not heed

them Proud and silent he gazed upon the cone-shaped w gwans
beneath him Spreadi ng a handsonely decorated buffal o robe before
the man, two of the warriors lifted himby each shoul der and pl aced
himgently on it. Then the four nmen took, each, a corner of the

bl anket and carried the stranger, with long proud steps, toward the
chieftain's teepee.

Ready to greet the stranger, the tall chieftain stood at the
entrance way. "How, you are the avenger with the magic arrow "
said he, extending to hima snooth soft hand.

"How, great chieftain!" replied the man, holding [ong the
chieftain's hand. Entering the teepee, the chieftain notioned the
young nman to the right side of the doorway, while he sat down
opposite himwith a center fire burning between them Wordl ess,
like a bashful Indian maid, the avenger ate in silence the food set
before himon the ground in front of his crossed shins. Wen he
had finished his neal he handed the enpty bow to the chieftain's
wi fe, saying, "Mdther-in-law, here is your dish!"

"Han, ny son!" answered the wonman, taking the bow .
Wth the magic arrow in his quiver the stranger felt not in
the | east too presumng in addressing the woman as hi s nother-

in-1aw.

Conpl ai ning of fatigue, he covered his face with his bl anket
and soon within the chieftain's teepee he |lay fast asleep

"The young nman is not handsone after all!" whispered the wonman
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in her husband's ear.

"Ah, but after he has killed the red eagle he will seem
handsone enough!" answered the chieftain.

That night the star nen in their burial procession in the sky
reached the | ow northern horizon, before the center fires within
the teepees had flickered out. The ringing |aughter which had
floated up through the snmoke | apel s was now hushed, and only the
di stant howl i ng of wolves broke the quiet of the village. But the
[ull between m dni ght and dawn was short indeed. Very early the
oval - shaped door-fl aps were thrust aside and many brown faces
peered out of the wi gwans toward the top of the highest bluff.

Now the sun rose up out of the east. The red painted avenger
stood ready within the canmp ground for the flying of the red eagle.
He appeared, that terrible bird! He hovered over the round vill age
as if he could pounce down upon it and devour the whole tribe.

VWhen the first arrow shot up into the sky the anxi ous watchers
thrust a hand quickly over their half-uttered "hinnu!" The second
and the third arrows flew upward but nissed by a wi de space the red
eagl e soaring with lazy indifference over the little man with the
long bow. All his arrows he spent in vain. "Ah! my blanket
brushed my el bow and shifted the course of nmy arrow" said the
stranger as the people gathered around him

During this happening, a woman on horseback halted her pony at
the chieftain's teepee. It was no other than the young woman who
cut | oose the tree-bound captive!

While she told the story the chieftain |listened with downcast
face. "I passed himon nmy way. He is near!" she ended.

I ndi gnant at the bold inpostor, the wathful eyes of the
chieftain snapped fire like red cinders in the night time. His
lips were closed. At length to the wonan he said: "How, you have

done ne a good deed.” Then with quick decision he gave command to
a fleet horseman to neet the avenger. "Clothe himin these ny best
buckskins," said he, pointing to a bundle within the w gwam

In the neanwhil e strong nen seized | ktom and dragged hi m by

his long hair to the hilltop. There upon a nock-pillared grave

t hey bound hi m hand and feet. G own-ups and children sneered and
hooted at I ktom's disgrace. For a half-day he lay there, the

| aughi ng-stock of the people. Upon the arrival of the rea
avenger, lktom was rel eased and chased away beyond the outer
limts of the canmp ground.

On the followi ng norning at daybreak, peeped the people out of
hal f - open door-fl aps.

There again in the mdst of the |large canp ground was a nan in
beaded buckskins. In his hand was a strong bow and red-tipped
arrow. Again the big red eagle appeared on the edge of the bluff.
He plumed his feathers and fl apped his huge wi ngs.
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The young man crouched low to the ground. He placed the arrow
on the bow, drawi ng a poisoned flint for the eagle.

The bird rose into the air. He noved his outspread w ngs one,
two, three tines and lo! the eagle tunbled fromthe great height
and fell heavily to the earth. An arrow stuck in his breast! He
was dead!

So quick was the hand of the avenger, so sure his sight, that
no one had seen the arrow fly fromhis [ ong bent bow.

In awe and amazenent the village was dumb. And when the

avenger, plucking a red eagle feather, placed it in his black hair
a loud shout of the people went up to the sky. Then hither and
thither ran singing nen and wonmen meking a great feast for the
avenger .

Thus he won the beautiful Indian princess who never tired of
telling to her children the story of the big red eagle.

| KTOM AND THE TURTLE

| KTOM AND THE TURTLE

THE huntsman Patkasa (turtle) stood bent over a newly slain
deer.

The red-ti pped arrow he drew fromthe wounded deer was unlike

the arrows in his own quiver. Another's stray shot had killed the
deer. Patkasa had hunted all the norning w thout so nuch as spying
an ordinary bl ackbi rd.

At last returning homeward, tired and heavy-hearted that he

had no neat for the hungry mouths in his wi gwam he wal ked slowy

wi th downcast eyes. Kind ghosts pitied the unhappy hunter and | ed
himto the newly slain deer, that his children should not cry for

f ood.

When Pat kasa stunbl ed upon the deer in his path, he exclai ned:
"Good spirits have pushed ne hither!"

Thus he | eaned I ong over the gift of the friendly ghosts.
"How, ny friend!" said a voice behind his ear, and a hand fel

on his shoulder. It was not a spirit this tine. It was old
| kt omi .
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"How, lktom!" answered Patkasa, still stooping over the deer

"My friend, you are a skilled hunter,"” began lktom , smling
a thin smle which spread fromone ear to the other

Suddenly raising up his head Patkasa's black eyes tw nkled as
he asked: "Ch, you really say so?"

"Yes, ny friend, you are a skillful fellow. Now |et us have
alittle contest. Let us see who can junmp over the deer w thout
touching a hair on his hide," suggested |ktom

"Ch, | fear | cannot do it!" cried Patkasa, rubbing his
funny, thick pal ns together

"Have no coward's doubt, Patkasa. | say you are a skillfu
fell ow who finds nothing hard to do." Wth these words Iktonm |ed
Pat kasa a short distance away. |In little puffs Patkasa |aughed
uneasily.

"Now, you may junp first,"” said |Iktom
Pat kasa, with doubled fists, swung his fat arms to and fro,
all the while biting hard his under I|ip.

Just before the run and leap Iktom put in: "Let the w nner
have the deer to eat!"

It was too late now to say no. Patkasa was nore afraid of

being called a coward than of losing the deer. "Ho-wo," he
replied, still working his short arns. At length he started off on
the run. So quick and small were his steps that he seened to be

ki cking the ground only. Then the |eap! But Patkasa tripped upon
a stick and fell hard against the side of the deer

"He-he-he!" exclainmed I ktoni, pretending di sappoi ntnent that
his friend had fallen.

Lifting himto his feet, he said: "Now it is my turn to try
the high junp!" Hardly was the | ast word spoken than | ktom gave
a |l eap high above the deer.

"The gane is nmne!" | aughed he, patting the sullen Patkasa on
the back. "M friend, watch the deer while | go to bring ny
children,” said Iktom, darting lightly through the tall grass.

Pat kasa was al ways ready to believe the words of schem ng

people and to do the little favors any one asked of him However,
on this occasion, he did not answer "Yes, nmy friend." He realized
that Iktom's flattering tongue had nmade him foolish

He turned up his nose at Iktom, now al nost out of sight, as
much as to say: "Oh, no, lkto; | do not hear your words!"

Soon there came a murmur of voices. The sound of |aughter
grew | ouder and louder. All of a sudden it became hushed. dd
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I ktomi led his young I ktomi brood to the place where he had | eft
the turtle, but it was vacant. Nowhere was there any sign of
Pat kasa or the deer. Then the babes did how!

"Be still!" said father Iktomi to his children. "l know where
Pat kasa lives. Follow ne. | shall take you to the turtle's
dwelling." He ran along a narrow footpath toward the creek near

by. C ose upon his heels cane his children with tear-streaked
faces.

"There!" said Iktom in a |oud whisper as he gathered his
little ones on the bank. "There is Patkasa broiling venison
There is his teepee, and the savory fire is in his front yard!"

The young I ktoms stretched their necks and rolled their round
bl ack eyes |ike newWy hatched birds. They peered into the water

“"Now, | will cool Patkasa's fire. | shall bring you the

broil ed venison. Wtch closely. Wen you see the black coals rise
to the surface of the water, clap your hands and shout al oud, for
soon after that sign | shall return to you with sonme tender neat."

Thus saying I ktom plunged into the creek. Splash! splash!

the water | eaped upward into spray. Scarcely had it beconme | evel ed
and snooth than there bubbled up many bl ack spots. The creek was
seething with the dancing of round bl ack things.

"The cooled fire! The coals!" laughed the brood of |ktoms
Cl apping together their little hands, they chased one another al ong
the edge of the creek. They shouted and hooted with great glee.

"Ahas!" said a gruff voice across the water. It was Patkasa.

In alarge willow tree |eaning far over the water he sat upon a
large linb. On the very same branch was a bright burning fire over
whi ch Pat kasa broiled the venison. By this tine the water was calm
again. No nore danced those black spots on its surface, for they
were the toes of old Iktonmi. He was drowned.

The Iktom children hurried away fromthe creek, crying and
calling for their water-dead father

DANCE I N A BUFFALO SKULL

DANCE I N A BUFFALO SKULL

IT was night upon the prairie. Overhead the stars were
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twi nkling bright their red and yellow Iights. The nbon was young.
A silvery thread ampong the stars, it soon drifted | ow beneath the
hori zon.

Upon the ground the land was pitchy black. There are night

people on the plain who love the dark. Amd the black |evel |and
they meet to frolic under the stars. Then when their sharp ears
hear any strange footfalls nigh they scanper away into the deep
shadows of night. There they are safely hid fromall dangers, they
t hi nk.

Thus it was that one very black night, afar off fromthe edge

of the level land, out of the wooded river bottomglided forth two
balls of fire. They cane farther and farther into the |evel |and.
They grew | arger and brighter. The dark hid the body of the
creature with those fiery eyes. They canme on and on, just over the
tops of the prairie grass. It mght have been a wldcat prow ing

| ow on soft, stealthy feet. Slowy but surely the terrible eyes
drew nearer and nearer to the heart of the |evel |and.

There in a huge old buffalo skull was a gay feast and dance!
Tiny little field mce were singing and dancing in a circle to the
boom boom of a wee, wee drum They were |aughing and tal ki ng anong
thensel ves while their chosen singers sang |loud a nerry tune.

They built a snmall open fire within the center of their queer
dance house. The |ight streamed out of the buffalo skull through
all the curious sockets and hol es.

A light on the plain in the mddle of the night was an unusua
thing. But so nerry were the mce they did not hear the "King,
ki ng" of sleepy birds, disturbed by the unaccustoned fire.

A pack of wolves, fearing to cone nigh this night fire, stood
together a little distance away, and, turning their pointed noses
to the stars, howl ed and yel ped nost dismally. Even the cry of the
wol ves was unheeded by the mice within the Iighted buffal o skull

They were feasting and dancing; they were singing and
| aughi ng--those funny little furry fell ows.

All the while across the dark fromout the |ow river bottom
came that pair of fiery eyes.

Now cl oser and nore swift, now fiercer and glaring, the eyes

noved toward the buffalo skull. Al unconscious of those fearfu
eyes, the happy mce nibbled at dried roots and venison. The
singers had started another song. The drumers beat the tinme,
turning their heads fromside to side in rhythm 1In a ring around
the fire hopped the nmice, each bouncing hard on his two hind feet.
Sone carried their tails over their arns, while others trailed them
proudly al ong.

Ah, very near are those round yell ow eyes! Very lowto the

ground they seemto creep--creep toward the buffalo skull. Al of
a sudden they slide into the eye-sockets of the old skull
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"Spirit of the buffalo!" squeaked a frightened nouse as he
junmped out froma hole in the back part of the skull

"A cat! a cat!" cried other nmce as they scranbl ed out of
hol es both |arge and snug. Noiseless they ran away into the dark

THE TOAD AND THE BOY

THE TOAD AND THE BOY

THE water-fow s were flying over the marshy |akes. It was now
the hunting season. Indian nmen, with bows and arrows, were wadi ng
wai st deep amd the wild rice. Near by, within their w gwans, the
wi ves were roasting wild duck and maki ng down pill ows.

In the |largest teepee sat a young nother w apping red

porcupi ne quills about the Iong fringes of a buckskin cushion

Besi de her lay a bl ack-eyed baby boy cooing and | aughing. Reaching
and ki cking upward with his tiny hands and feet, he played with the
dangling strings of his heavy-beaded bonnet hanging enpty on a tent
pol e above him

At length the nother laid aside her red quills and white
sinew-threads. The babe fell fast asleep. Leaning on one hand and
softly whispering a little lullaby, she threw a |ight cover over
her baby. It was alnost time for the return of her husband.

Renenbering there were no willow sticks for the fire, she

qui ckly girdl ed her blanket tight about her waist, and with a
short-handl ed ax slipped through her belt, she hurried away toward
the wooded ravine. She was strong and swung an ax as skillfully as
any man. Her | oose buckskin dress was made for such freedom Soon
carrying easily a bundle of long willows on her back, with a | oop
of rope over both her shoul ders, she canme striding honeward.

Near the entrance way she stooped |ow, at once shifting the

bundle to the right and with both hands lifting the noose from over
her head. Having thus dropped the wood to the ground, she

di sappeared into her teepee. 1In a nonment she canme runni ng out
again, crying, "My sonl M little son is gone!" Her keen eyes
swept east and west and all around her. There was nowhere any sign
of the child.

Running with clinched fists to the nearest teepees, she
call ed: "Has any one seen ny baby? He is gone! M little son is
gone!"
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"Hi nnu! Hinnu!" exclainmed the wonen, rising to their feet and
rushi ng out of their w gwans.

"We have not seen your child! What has happened?" queried the
woren.

Wth great tears in her eyes the nother told her story.

"We will search with you,
of f.

they said to her as she started

They nmet the returning husbands, who turned about and j oi ned

in the hunt for the mssing child. Along the shore of the |akes,
anong the high-grown reeds, they looked in vain. He was nowhere to
be found. After nmany days and nights the search was given up. It
was sad, indeed, to hear the nother wailing aloud for her little
son.

It was growing late in the autum. The birds were flying high
toward the south. The teepees around the | akes were gone, save one
[ onely dwelling.

Till the winter snow covered the ground and ice covered the

| akes, the wailing wonan's voice was heard fromthat solitary

wi gwam From sonme far di stance was al so the sound of the father's
voi ce singing a sad song.

Thus ten sumers and as many wi nters have come and gone since

the strange di sappearance of the little child. Every autum with
the hunters cane the unhappy parents of the |ost baby to search
again for him

Toward the latter part of the tenth season when, one by one,

the teepees were folded and the famlies went away fromthe | ake
regi on, the nother wal ked again along the | ake shore weeping. One
eveni ng, across the | ake fromwhere the crying wonan stood, a pair
of bright black eyes peered at her through the tall reeds and wild
rice. Alittle wild boy stopped his play anong the tall grasses.
His long, |oose hair hanging down his brown back and shoul ders was
carelessly tossed fromhis round face. He wore a loin cloth of
woven sweet grass. Crouching lowto the marshy ground, he |listened
to the wailing voice. As the voice grew hoarse and only sobs shook
the slender figure of the woman, the eyes of the wild boy grew dim
and wet .

At | ength, when the npani ng ceased, he sprang to his feet and
ran like a nynph with swift outstretched toes. He rushed into a
smal | hut of reeds and grasses.

"Mother! Mother! Tell me what voice it was | heard which
pl eased my ears, but nade nmy eyes grow wet!" said he, breathless.

"Han, nmy son," grunted a big, ugly toad. "It was the voice of

a weepi ng woman you heard. M son, do not say you like it. Do not
tell me it brought tears to your eyes. You have never heard ne
weep. | can please your ear and break your heart. Listen!"
replied the great old toad.
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St eppi ng outsi de, she stood by the entrance way. She was old

and badly puffed out. She had reared a large famly of little

t oads, but none of them had aroused her |ove, nor ever grieved her
She had heard the wailing human voice and marvel ed at the throat

whi ch produced the strange sound. Now, in her great desire to keep
the stolen boy awhile | onger, she ventured to cry as the Dakota
woman does. |In a gruff, coarse voice she broke forth:

"Hin-hin, doe-skin! Hin-hin, Ermne, Ermne! Hn-hin, red
bl anket, with white border!"

Not knowi ng that the syllables of a Dakota's cry are the names

of | oved ones gone, the ugly toad nother sought to please the boy's
ear with the names of valuable articles. Having shrieked in a
torturing voice and nout hed extravagant names, the old toad rolled
her tearl ess eyes with great satisfaction. Hopping back into her
dwel 1'i ng, she asked:

"My son, did nmy voice bring tears to your eyes? Did ny words
bring gl adness to your ears? Do you not like nmy wailing better?"

"No, no!" pouted the boy with sone inpatience. "I want to
hear the woman's voice! Tell ne, nother, why the human voice stirs
all ny feelings!"

The toad nother said within her breast, "The human child has
heard and seen his real mother. | cannot keep himlonger, | fear
Oh, no, | cannot give away the pretty creature | have taught to
call me 'nother' all these many winters.”

"Mt her," went on the child voice, "tell ne one thing. Tel
me why ny little brothers and sisters are all unlike ne."

The big, ugly toad, |ooking at her pudgy children, said: "The
el dest is always best."

This reply quieted the boy for a while. Very closely watched
the ol d toad nother her stolen human son. Wen by chance he
started off alone, she shoved out one of her own children after
him saying: "Do not come back w thout your big brother."

Thus the wild boy with the long, |oose hair sits every day on

a marshy island hid anong the tall reeds. But he is not alone.
Always at his feet hops a little toad brother. One day an |ndian
hunter, wading in the deep waters, spied the boy. He had heard
of the baby stolen |ong ago.

"This is he!" murmured the hunter to hinmself as he ran to his
wignwam "I saw anpng the tall reeds a bl ack-haired boy at play!"
shouted he to the people.

At once the unhappy father and nother cried out, "'Tis he, our
boy!" Quickly he led themto the | ake. Peeping through the wld
rice, he pointed with unsteady finger toward the boy playing al
unawar es.
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""Tis he! "tis he!" cried the nother, for she knew hi m

In silence the hunter stood aside, while the happy father and
not her caressed their baby boy grown tall

I YA, THE CAMP- EATER

I YA, THE CAMP- EATER

FROM the tall grass came the voice of a crying babe. The
hunt smen who were passing nigh heard and hal t ed.

The tall est one anobng them hastened toward the high grass with

| ong, cautious strides. He waded through the growth of green with
just a head above it all. Suddenly exclainmng "Hunhe!" he dropped
out of sight. 1In another instant he held up in both his hands a
tiny little baby, wapped in soft brown buckskins.

"Ch ho, a wood-child!" cried the nmen, for they were hunting
al ong the wooded river bottom where this babe was found.

While the hunters were questioning whether or no they should
carry it home, the wee |Indian baby kept up his little how.

"His voice is strong!" said one.

"At times it sounds |like an old man's voice!" whispered a
superstitious fellow, who feared sone bad spirit hid in the snal
child to cheat them by and by.

"Let us take it to our wise chieftain," at |length they said,;
and the nonment they started toward the canp ground the strange
wood-child ceased to cry.

Beside the chieftain's teepee waited the hunters while the
tall man entered with the child.

"How how! " nodded the kind-faced chieftain, listening to the

queer story. Then rising, he took the infant in his strong arnmns;
gently he laid the bl ack-eyed babe in his daughter's lap. "This is
to be your little son!" said he, smling.

"Yes, father," she replied. Pleased with the child, she
snoot hed the long black hair fringing his round brown face.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



OLD INDIAN LEGENDS

"Tell the people that | give a feast and dance this day for
the nam ng of ny daughter's little son,” bade the chieftain.

In the neanwhil e anong the nen waiting by the entrance way,
one said in a low voice: "I have heard that bad spirits cone as
little children into a canp which they nean to destroy."

“No! no! Let us not be overcautious. It would be cowardly to
| eave a baby in the wild wood where prowl the hungry wol ves!"
answered an el derly man.

The tall man now came out of the chieftain's teepee. Wth a
word he sent themto their dwellings half running with joy.

"A feast! a dance for the nanming of the chieftain's
grandchild!" cried he in a loud voice to the village people.

"What ? what ?" asked they in great surprise, holding a hand to
the ear to catch the words of the crier

There was a nonentary silence anong the people while they

listened to the ringing voice of the man walking in the center
ground. Then broke forth a rippling, |aughing babble anong the
cone-shaped teepees. All were glad to hear of the chieftain's
grandson. They were happy to attend the feast and dance for its
nam ng. Wth excited fingers they twisted their hair into glossy
brai ds and painted their cheeks with bright red paint. To and fro
hurri ed the wonmen, handsone in their gala-day dress. Men in |oose
deerskins, with long tinkling netal fringes, strode in small
nunmbers toward the center of the round canp ground.

Her e underneath a tenporary shade-house of green | eaves they
were to dance and feast. The children in deerskins and paints,
just like their elders, were jolly little nen and wonmen. Beside
their eager parents they skipped along toward the green dance
house.

Here seated in a large circle, the people were assenbl ed, the

proud chieftain rose with the little baby in his arnms. The noi sy
hum of voices was hushed. Not a tinkling of a netal fringe broke
the silence. The crier canme forward to greet the chieftain, then
bent attentively over the small babe, listening to the words of the
chieftain. When he paused the crier spoke aloud to the people:

"This woodl and child is adopted by the chieftain's el dest
daughter. His name is Chaske. He wears the title of the el dest
son. In honor of Chaske the chieftain gives this feast and dance!
These are the words of himyou see holding a baby in his arns.”

“"Yes! Yes! Hnnu! How" canme fromthe circle. At once the
drunmers beat softly and slowy their drumwhile the chosen singers
humred together to find the common pitch. The beat of the drum
grew | ouder and faster. The singers burst forth in a lively tune.
Then the drunbeats subsided and faintly nmarked the rhythm of the
singing. Here and there bounced up nmen and wonen, both young

and old. They danced and sang with nerry |light hearts. Then cane
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t he hour of feasting.

Late into the night the air of the canp ground was alive with
t he | aughi ng voi ces of wonmen and the singing in unison of young
men. Wthin her father's teepee sat the chieftain's daughter
Proud of her little one, she watched over himasleep in her |ap.

Gradually a deep quiet stole over the canp ground, as one by

one the people fell into pleasant dreans. Now all the village was
still. Alone sat the beautiful young nother watching the babe in
her lap, asleep with a gaping little mouth. Amd the quiet of the
ni ght, her ear heard the far-off hum of many voices. The faint
sound of murmuring people was in the air. Upward she gl anced at
the snmoke hol e of the wi gwam and saw a bright star peepi ng down
upon her. "Spirits in the air above?" she wondered. Yet there was
no sign to tell her of their nearness. The fine small sound of

voi ces grew | arger and nearer

"Father! rise! | hear the coming of sonme tribe. Hostile or
friendly--1 cannot tell. Rise and see!" whispered the young woman.

"Yes, ny daughter!" answered the chieftain, springing to his
feet.

Though asl eep, his ear was ever alert. Thus rushing out into
the open, he listened for strange sounds. Wth an eagle eye he
scanned the canp ground for sonme sign.

Returning he said: "My daughter, | hear nothing and see no
sign of evil nigh."

"Ch! the sound of many voices cones up fromthe earth about
me! " excl ai med the young not her.

Bendi ng | ow over her babe she gave ear to the ground.
Horrified was she to find the nysterious sound canme out of the open
nout h of her sleeping child!

"Why so unlike other babes!" she cried within her heart as she
slipped himgently fromher lap to the ground. "Mdther, |isten and
tell me if this child is an evil spirit cone to destroy our canp!"”
she whi spered | oud.

Pl acing an ear close to the open baby nouth, the chieftain and
his wife, each in turn heard the voices of a great canp. The
singing of men and wonen, the beating of the drum the rattling of
deer-hoofs strung like bells on a string, these were the sounds

t hey heard.

"W nust go away," said the chieftain, leading theminto the

night. Qut in the open he whispered to the frightened young wonan:
"lya, the canp-eater, has cone in the guise of a babe. Had you
gone to sleep, he would have junped out into his own shape and
woul d have devoured our canp. He is a giant with spindling |egs.
He cannot fight, for he cannot run. He is powerful only in the
night with his tricks. W are safe as soon as day breaks." Then
novi ng closer to the wonman, he whispered: "If he wakes now, he wil]l
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swal |l ow the whole tribe with one hideous gulp! Cone, we nust flee
wi th our people.™

Thus creeping fromteepee to teepee a secret alarm signal was
given. At mdnight the teepees were gone and there was left no
sign of the village save heaps of dead ashes. So quietly had the
peopl e fol ded their wi gwans and bundl ed their tent poles that they
sl i pped away unheard by the sl eeping |Iya babe.

VWhen the norning sun arose, the babe awoke. Seeing hinself
deserted, he threw off his baby formin a hot rage.

Wearing his own ugly shape, his huge body toppled to and fro,
fromside to side, on a pair of thin legs far too small for their
burden. Though with every nove he cane dangerously nigh to
falling, he followed in the trail of the fleeing people.

"I shall eat you in the sight of a noon-day sun!" cried lya in
his vain rage, when he spied them encanped beyond a river.

By sone unknown cunni ng he swam the river and sought his way
toward the teepees.

"Hin! hin!" he grunted and growled. Wth perspiration beading
his brow he strove to wiggle his slender |egs beneath his giant
form

"Ha! ha!" laughed all the village people to see |lya nade

foolish with anger. "Such spindle | egs cannot stand to fight by
daylight!" shouted the brave ones who were terror-struck the night
before by the nanme "lya."

Warriors with I ong knives rushed forth and slew the
canp- eat er.

Lo! there rose out of the giant a whole Indian tribe: their
canmp ground, their teepees in a large circle, and the people
| aughi ng and danci ng.

"We are glad to be free!" said these strange people.

Thus lya was killed; and no nore are the canp grounds in
danger of being swallowed up in a single night tine.

MANSTI N, THE RABBI T
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MANSTI' N, THE RABBI T

MANSTI N was an adventurous brave, but very kind-hearted.
St anpi ng a noccasi ned foot as he drew on his buckskin |eggins, he

sai d: "Grandnot her, beware of Iktonmi! Do not let himlure you into
some cunning trap. | amgoing to the North country on a |ong
hunt . "

Wth these words of caution to the bent old rabbit grandnother

wi th whom he had |ived since he was a tiny babe, Manstin started
off toward the north. He was scarce over the great high hills when
he heard the shrieking of a human child.

"Wan!" he ejacul ated, pointing his long ears toward the

direction of the sound; "Wan! that is the work of crue
Doubl e- Face. Shanel ess coward! he delights in torturing hel pl ess
creatures!”

Muttering indistinct words, Manstin ran up the last hill and
lo! in the ravine beyond stood the terrible nonster with a face in
front and one in the back of his head!

This brown giant was without clothes save for a wild-cat-skin

about his loins. Wth a w cked gleaning eye, he watched the little
bl ack- hai red baby he held in his strong arm In a | aughing voice
he humred an Indian nother's lullaby, "A-boo! Aboo!" and at the
same time he switched the naked baby with a thorny wild-rose bush.

Qui ckly Manstin junped behind a | arge sage bush on the brow of

the hill. He bent his bow and the sinewy string twanged. Now an
arrow stuck above the ear of Double-Face. It was a poisoned arrow,
and the giant fell dead. Then Manstin took the little brown baby
and hurried away fromthe ravine. Soon he cane to a teepee from
whence | oud wailing voices broke. It was the teepee of the stolen
baby and the nourners were its heart-broken parents.

VWhen gal | ant Manstin returned the child to the eager arns of

the nother there came a sudden terror into the eyes of both the
Dakotas. They feared lest it was Doubl e-Face come in a new gui se
to torture them The rabbit understood their fear and said: "I am
Manstin, the kind-hearted,--Manstin, the noted huntsman. | am your
friend. Do not fear."

That ni ght a strange thing happened. While the father and

not her sl ept, Manstin took the wee baby. Wth his feet placed
gently yet firmy upon the tiny toes of the little child, he drew
upward by each snmall hand the sleeping child till he was a full-
grown man. Wth a forefinger he traced a slit in the upper lip;
and when on the norrow the man and worman awoke they coul d not

di stinguish their owmn son from Manstin, so nuch alike were the
braves.

"Henceforth we are friends, to help each other," said Manstin
shaking a right hand in farewell. "The earth is our comon ear, to
carry fromits utternost extrenes one's slightest wish for the
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ot her!"
"Ho! Be it so!" answered the newly made man.

Upon leaving his friend, Manstin hurried away toward the North
country whither he was bound for a long hunt. Suddenly he cane
upon the edge of a wide brook. His alert eye caught sight of a
rawhi de rope staked to the water's brink, which | ed away toward a
small round hut in the distance. The ground was trodden into a
deep groove beneath the | oosely drawn rawhi de rope.

"Hun- he!" excl ai mred Manstin, bending over the freshly made
footprints in the noist bank of the brook. "A man's footprints!”
he said to hinself. "A blind man |ives in yonder hut! This rope
is his guide by which he cones for his daily water!" surm sed
Manstin, who knew all the peculiar contrivances of the people. At
once his eyes becane fixed upon the solitary dwelling and hither he
followed his curiosity,--a real blind man's rope

Quietly he lifted the door-flap and entered in. An old
toot hl ess grandfather, blind and shaky with age, sat upon the
ground. He was not deaf however. He heard the entrance and felt
the presence of sone stranger

"How, grandchild," he nmunbled, for he was old enough to be
grandparent to every living thing, "how | cannot see you. Pray,
speak your nane!"

"Grandfather, | am Manstin," answered the rabbit, all the
while | ooking with curious eyes about the w gwam

"Grandfather, what is it so tightly packed in all these
buckski n bags placed against the tent poles?" he asked.

"My grandchild, those are dried buffalo nmeat and veni son.

These are magi ¢ bags which never grow enpty. | am blind and cannot
go on a hunt. Hence a kind Maker has given me these magi c bags of
choi cest foods."

Then the old, bent man pulled at a rope which lay by his right
hand. "This leads me to the brook where |I drink! and this," said
he, turning to the one on his left, "and this takes ne into the
forest, where | feel about for dry sticks for ny fire."

"Grandfather, | wish | lived in such sure luxury! | would
| ean back against a tent pole, and with crossed feet | would snoke
sweet willow bark the rest of my days,"” sighed Manstin

"My grandchild, your eyes are your |uxury! you would be
unhappy without thenl" the old man replied.

"Grandfather, | would give you ny two eyes for your place!"
cried Manstin.

"How! you have said it. Arise. Take out your eyes and give
themto nme. Henceforth you are at hone here in ny stead.”
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At once Manstin took out both his eyes and the old man put

them on! Rejoicing, the old grandfather started away with his
young eyes while the blind rabbit filled his dream pipe, |eaning
|l azily against the tent pole. For a short time it was a nost

pl easant pastine to snoke willow bark and to eat fromthe nmgic
bags.

Manstin grew thirsty, but there was no water in the snal

dwel I'ing. Taking one of the rawhi de ropes he started toward the
brook to quench his thirst. He was young and unwilling to trudge
slowy in the old man's footpath. He was full of glee, for it had
been many | ong noons since he had tasted such good food. Thus he
ski pped confidently along jerking the old weather-eaten rawhide
spasnodically till all of a sudden it gave way and Manstin fel
headl ong into the water.

"En! En!" he grunted kicking frantically am d stream Al

along the slippery bank he vainly tried to clinmb, till at last he
chanced upon the ol d stake and the deeply worn footpath. Exhausted
and inwardly disgusted with his m shaps, he craw ed nore cautiously
on all fours to his wigwamdoor. Dripping with his recent plunge
he sat with chattering teeth within his unfired w gwam

The sun had set and the night air was chilly, but there was no
fire-wood in the dwelling. "Hi n!" nurnmured Manstin and bravely
tried the other rope. "I go for sone fire-wood!" he said,

foll owing the rawhi de rope which led into the forest. Soon he
stunbl ed upon thickly strewn dry willow sticks. Eagerly with both
hands he gathered the wood into his outspread bl anket. Manstin was
naturally an energetic fellow

When he had a | arge heap, he tied two opposite ends of bl anket
together and lifted the bundl e of wood upon his back, but alas! he
had unconsci ously dropped the end of the rope and now he was | ost
in the wood!

"Hin! hin!" he groaned. Then pausing a nmonent, he set his
fan-1i ke ears to catch any sound of approaching footsteps. There
was none. Not even a night bird twittered to help himout of his
pr edi canent .

Wth a bold face, he nade a start at random

He fell into sone tangled wood where he was held fast.
Manstin |l et go his bundle and began to | ament having gi ven away
his two eyes.

"Friend, ny friend, | have need of you! The old oak tree
gr andf at her has gone off with my eyes and I amlost in the woods!"
he cried with his lips close to the earth.

Scarcely had he spoken when the sound of voices was audible on
the outer edge of the forest. Nearer and |ouder grew the

voi ces--one was the clear flute tones of a young brave and the
ot her the tremul ous squeaks of an ol d grandfat her

It was Manstin's friend with the Earth Ear and the old
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grandfather. "Here Manstin, take back your eyes," said the old
man, "1 knew you would not be content in ny stead, but | wanted you
to learn your lesson. | have had pl easure seeing with your eyes

and trying your bow and arrows, but since | amold and feeble
much prefer nmy own teepee and ny nmgi c bags!"

Thus talking the three returned to the hut. The old
grandfat her crept into his wigwam which is often mistaken for a
nmere oak tree by little Indian girls and boys.

Manstin, with his own bright eyes fitted into his head again
went on happily to hunt in the North country.

THE WARLI KE SEVEN

THE WARLI KE SEVEN

ONCE seven people went out to make war,--the Ashes, the Fire,

the Bl adder, the Grasshopper, the Dragon Fly, the Fish, and the
Turtle. As they were talking excitedly, waving their fists in
vi ol ent gestures, a wind cane and bl ew the Ashes away. "Ho!" cried
the others, "he could not fight, this one!l"

The six went on running to make war nore quickly. They

descended a deep valley, the Fire going forempst until they canme to
ariver. The Fire said "Hsss--tchu!" and was gone. "Ho!" hooted
the others, "he could not fight, this one!"

Therefore the five went on the nore quickly to make war. They
came to a great wood. While they were going through it, the
Bl adder was heard to sneer and to say, "He! you should rise above

these, brothers.” Wth these words he went upward anong the
tree-tops; and the thorn apple pricked him He fell through the
branches and was nothing! "You see this!" said the four, "this one

could not fight."

Still the remaining warriors would not turn back. The four

went boldly on to make war. The Grasshopper with his cousin, the
Dragon Fly, went forenpst. They reached a marshy place, and the
mre was very deep. As they waded through the nmud, the
Grasshopper's |l egs stuck, and he pulled themoff! He craw ed upon
a log and wept, "You see nme, brothers, | cannot go!"

The Dragon Fly went on, weeping for his cousin. He would not
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be conforted, for he loved his cousin dearly. The nore he grieved,
the |l ouder he cried, till his body shook with great violence. He
bl ew his red swollen nose with a |oud noise so that his head cane
of f his slender neck, and he was fallen upon the grass.

"You see howit is, said the Fish, lashing his tai
i mpatiently, "these people were not warriors!" "Cone!" he said,
"l et us go on to nmeke war."

Thus the Fish and the Turtle came to a | arge canp ground.

"Ho!" excl ai med the people of this round village of teepees,
"Who are these little ones? What do they seek?"

Nei ther of the warriors carried weapons with them and their
uni nposi ng stature nisled the curious people.

The Fi sh was spokesman. Wth a peculiar om ssion of
syl lables, he said: "Shu . . . hi pi!"

"Wan! what ? what ?" cl anored eager voices of men and wonen.

Again the Fish said: "Shu . . . hi pi!" Everywhere stood
young and old with a palmto an ear. Still no one guessed what
the Fish had nmunbl ed!

From the bew | dered crowd witty old I ktomi came forward. "He
listen!" he shouted, rubbing his mschievous pal ns together, for
where there was any trouble brewi ng, he was always in the mdst of
it.

"This little strange man says, 'Zuya unhipi! W cone to nake
war!"'"
"Uun!" resented the people, suddenly stricken glum "Let us

kill the silly pair! They can do nothing! They do not know the
nmeani ng of the phrase. Let us build a fire and boil them both!"

"If you put us on to boil," said the Fish, "there will be
trouble.”

"Ho ho!" laughed the village folk. "W shall see."
And so they nmade a fire.

"I have never been so angered!" said the Fish. The Turtle in
a whispered reply said: "We shall die!"

When a pair of strong hands lifted the Fish over the

sputtering water, he put his nmouth downward. "Whssh!" he said. He
bl ew the water all over the people, so that nany were burned and
could not see. Screaming with pain, they ran away.

"Ch, what shall we do with these dreadful ones?" they said.

O hers exclainmed: "Let us carry themto the |ake of nuddy
wat er and drown them "
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Instantly they ran with them They threw the Fish and the
Turtle into the |ake. Toward the center of the large |ake the
Turtle dived. There he peeped up out of the water and, waving a
hand at the crowd, sang out, "This is where | live!"

The Fish swam hither and thither with such frolicsone darts
that his back fin nade the water fly. "E han!" whooped the Fish,
"this is where | livel"

"Ch, what have we done!" said the frightened people, "this
wi |l be our undoing."

Then a wise chief said: "lya, the Eater, shall come and
swal | ow t he | ake!"

So one went running. He brought lya, the Eater; and |lya drank

all day at the lake till his belly was |like the earth. Then the
Fish and the Turtle dived into the nmud; and lya said: "They are not
in me." Hearing this the people cried greatly.

I ktom wading in the | ake had been swallowed |ike a gnat in

the water. Wthin the great Iya he was | ooking skyward. So deep
was the water in the Eater's stonmach that the surface of the
swal | owed | ake al nost touched the sky.

"I will go that way," said |Iktom, |ooking at the concave
within arms reach

He struck his knife upward in the Eater's stomach, and the
water falling out drowned those people of the village.

Now when the great water fell into its own bed, the Fish and

the Turtle cane to the shore. They went hone painted victors and
| oud-voi ced singers.
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