
The Feather.

man who has labored yet is fit for his labor, as 
with a final burst of speed he leaped down the 
slope, and catching the horns crushed the fore­
head of the deer with his stone axe, and it 
dropped with a loud groan. Another blow, and 
the creature, breathing a deep sigh of final 
effort, passed out of life at the water’s edge. 
The youth, all shining with perspiration, his 
hair fallen from its fastenings, his face flushed, 
his chest heaving for breath, and his eyes bril­
liant with triumphant excitement, faced the 
multitude, waved his axe, and uttered the 
piercing “Ko-weh” of victory. Man had out­
run deer. Not only had he outrun him, but by a 
refinement of skill, had compelled him to end 
his career at a given spot !

Nor had game ever any audience more able 
to appreciate and enjoy it. The Algonkins, it 
is true, regretted that their champion had not 
won this year’s contest, but as they had been 
victorious at several previous meetings, they 
were willing to give way to the admiration of 
the moment; on the other hand, the Hochelagan 
youths and boys screamed and screamed their 
congratulations; their women wept with joy, 
and waded into the water to take charge of the 
stag. Hiawatha’s mother, Onata, sat, bright- 
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