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superstition with the new faith. The Indian voy-

ageurs may laugh but they all do it—make offerings

of tobacco to the Granny Goddess of the River before

setting out. In vain we threw biscuit and orange peel

and nuts to the perverse-tempered deity supposed to

preside at the bottom of those amber waters. The
winds were contrary, the waters slack, sluggish, dead,

no responsive gurgle and flag of laughter and life to

the slow keel.

One channel but opened on another. Even the lime-

stone ridges had vanished far to rear, and the stillness

of night fell with such a flood of sunset light as

Turner never dreamed in his wildest color intoxica-

tions. There would be the wedge-shaped line of the

wild geese against a flaming sky—a far honk—^then

stillness. Then the flackering quacking call of a
covey of ducks with a hum of wings right over our
shoulders ; then no sound but the dip of our paddles

and the drip and ripple of the dead waters among the

reeds. Suddenly there lifted against the l6nely red

sunset sky—a lob stick—a dark evergreen stripped

below the tip to mark some Indian camping place, or

vow, or sacred memory. We steered for it. A little

flutter of leaves like a clapping of hands marked land

enough to support black poplars, and we rounded a
crumbly sand bank just in time to see the seven-banded

birch canoe of a little old hunter, Sam Ba'tiste Buck
—eighty years old he was—squatting in the bottom of


