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wretched forever. He ran away, howling and lamenting, without

hope of pardon. From this coyote are descended an especially

bad breed of coyotes in Oregon, They are all foul and hungry

to this day. In dark windy nights the mangy descendants of that

glutton are heard bewailing the fault of their ancestor, their own
fiillen state and lost happiness.

The Shasta Indians havt. a long tale of a coyote whose fond

grandmother tried to make him a great sorcerer. \\"hcn the time

came, she sent him to the sacred mountain and gave every instruc-

tion. He was not to stop, eat, or drink on the road, or to speak

to any one. When about two-thirds of the distance, he passed near

a house ; inside was loud thumping and lianimering ; a frog wo-

man was pounding seeds and singing ; her house was full of food
;

coyote caught the odor of it, stopped, could not resist the tempta-

tion to go in. He -.vent in, ate and drank everything put before

him. In Indian mythology frog women are not vestals ; so break-

ing his fast and gluttony were not his only offences. He had

fallen past redemption. On leaving the frog woman's house he

went through a series of unmentionable adventures, at the end of

which there was nothing left but his head, which was in a pool by

the wavside, and just as much alive as ever.

Two sisters, afterwards ducks, who were going that way, found

and pitied the unfortunate. It was not easy to carry him, but the

younger promised to do so if he would shut his eyes and not open

them till she set him down on his grandmother's threshold. This

condition was to prevent him from seeing how she carried him.

When half-way home, curiosity ov^ercame him. Though only a

head, he opened h's eyes and fell to the ground.

The duck woman had pity again, and took him to his grand-

mother. Loud was her wailing at sight of her lost and ruined

grandson.

Sedit. came to grief through peculiarities of character. ft
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