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near the well. It was that close that she nearly caught it. The turkey didn't go 
away, and it had eyes just like the old witch had. The woman and the hoy saw 
that the turkey looked quite a hit like the old witch, and in the morning they 
could see a turkey track on the doorsteps, where the turkey was sitting during the 
night. This old witch would come again the next day to \ isit them. She d ask 
the woman how her eyes were, and the woman would tell her that they were very 
sore yet. Again at night they would watch the turkey. It would come again, around 
the house all the time, and at last the old witch died. This woman never had 
sore eyes after that, and all her family grew up. They knew it was the old witch 
doing all this. This ends this story.

No. 167.

The Nice Indian Oihl and the Devil,

Told l>n Lottie Mande».

This story I was told by an old Indian squaw some years ago. She was very
old, her hair was wnite as snow. She heard an old man telling this story about a
nice Indian girl who was going with a nice young white man. This was not. a 
white man or Indian either. It was the man that doesn’t live on earth. Well, about 
this Indian girl. There were a couple of old folks living hack north who had 
only one child—a daughter. They thought a lot of her. Every night she’d go 
away and stay out nearly all night, and the folks thought that she was going with 
some nice white man that was respected. This white man gave this Indian girl 
lots of money all the time, hut she never told her parents. One day one of her 
chums came to visit her, and in the evening she and her chum went for a walk. 
She told her chum about the young man she was going with, and that lie had given 
her quite a hit of money, two trunks full. She coaxed her chum to go with her
and see this young man. When they got to the place it was a big hill, and she
went right in that hill. Her chum couldn't sic the place where she went in. Well, 
before she went in that big hill, she told her chum. " I won’t he very long.” 
Well, she wasn't very long going in that big hill, and when she came out she 
looked a lot different to what she was when she went in. and her chum was afraid 
of her. She told her chum never to tell anybody about her going with the nice 
young man. The other Indian girl couldn t keep this, she went to tell the girl’s 
parents. The old folks cried. They said. “The devil has got our daughter now.” 
They opened the two trunks and found they were lull of chips and clay. It wasn’t 
money that the devil had been giving the girl. One time the girl disappeared. 
She wasn’t sick a.id died like everybody else did. The old folks knew that this 
would happen to her. She was taken by the devil. Her parents died, they were 
that worried about their daughter. This is the end.

No. 168.

Nan bush (No. 16.) j 

Told hi/ Marjorie St. (iermaiu.

Onee upon a lime lived Nanhush. lie had killed a lot of ducks. Tie put them 
all in a pot. after eh ailing them, to cook, and now hi* must take a nap wondering 
who would watch the ducks. However, he took a nap. and «long came some


