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clearing was a lodge, and in the lodge was no one but a small
child, curled up asleep with its toe in its mouth. Manabozho
gazed at the child for a long while, and said he, ¢ 1 have never
seen any one before who could lie with his toe in his mouth.
But I can doit, to be sure.”  Whereupon he lay down in much
the same posture as the child, and took his right foot in his
hand. But it would not reach by a long way. ‘How stupid
I am, exclaimed Manabozho, ¢ when it was the left foot all the
time!’ So he tried the left foot, but this also would not reach.
He rolled on his back, and twisted and bent himself, and
strained and struggled until the tears ran down his face. Then
he sat up in despair; and behold! he had awakened the child,
and the child was laughing at him. ¢Oh, oh!’ cried Mana-
bozho in a passion, ‘am I then to be mocked by a babe!’
And with that he drew a great breath and blew the child away
over the mountains, and afterwards walked across and across
the lodge, trampling it down until not a trace of it remained.
¢ After all,’ said Manabozho, ‘1 can do something; and 1 see
nobody hereabouts to deny that I can put my toe in my mouth!™”

As Menchwehna concluded, John waited for an explosion
of wrath. None came. He raised his head after a minute
and looked about him. Barboux sat smoking and staring into
the camp-fire. The Indian had laid himself down to slumber
with his blanket drawn up to his ears.

(To be continued.)
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