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WOODMYTH & FABLE

FOREWORD

Most boys gul}u-r in the woods pretty
and odd bits of moss, fungus, and other
treasures that have no priu‘. 7“1("\' ln'ing
them home and store them in that uni-
versal rv('vplaclv, the Tackle-box. Some
l)()_\'s, like m)'so”, never outgrow the habit.
Onedaya friend observed that my Tackle-
box was full and suggvslw] that a selec-
tion be given to the public.

Most of this |mol_\' | gullv'rml in the
woods mysvlL but an Indian gave me fmg—
ments of ““The R(‘(‘i})(‘” and “ Gitch-e
O-kok-0-hoo,” and a Chinaman told me
where to find “The Frog in the Well.”
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THE COLLECTOR OF LIES

" VENERABLE. old man
with a pen behind his ear,
and ink on his fingers, went
up the main street of Hu-

mantown, calling out as he went:

“Lies! Any old lies to-day? Biscuits
for lies to-day!™

He had a basket of sweet walers, or
|>i.~"('uits, onone arm, and lll(‘_\' were shapvd
like a human ear. These he was exchang-
ing for the lies, that were very abundant
in this town.

Most of llwinlml)ilamsfr(.‘cl_v gav(‘lhom
to the man; some even pressed them on
him: but a few had to be repaid with at
least a wafer. Very soon the old man's
bag was full.

It was a new thing to collect lies, and
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many j()l\'vs were bandied at the expense
of the old man and his odd ()(‘('u[mtion.
The strange mer hant left the main street,
and a little child had the curiosity to fol-
]H\\ !Hm. ’l.il(‘ \x'm'lx\M(' one l\ll‘ll('(l ilSi(J('
through a door into a beautiful garden in
the very heart of the town and yet quite
unknown. He closed the door, but the
1IIIH ]nr']\(‘(! ll‘.l’()ll'_,;'l |llt‘ I\('_\‘l]ul(‘. ;md
saw the old man take the lmg of lies and
gi\v it a folo] d shake. There was a com-
motion and rattling inside for a time, and
the mass seemed to be smaller.

** Ah, hear them ('dllllg(’{\('h nlln'rul)!”
chuckled the old man.

Another shake was followed by more
commotion and another shrinkugv. The
collector’s face beamed.

A fewmore shakes,and the lmg seemed
;ulun“y emply; but the old man o[wn(-(]

v e ™
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it iln"ll“_\', and there in the far comer was
a pinch of pure gold.
The child reported all these things, and

the next time l|1<‘)’ saw

| the trltl man, l]i<‘ [n'u{)l('
| demanded who he was.
\ He answered:

\ “I am the Historian."

7/
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THE LAND-CRAB

little Land-crab, as he left his winter

AM absolutely unchange

able. Nothing can turn me

aside one hair's-breadth
from my purpose,” said the

quarters in the hills and began his regular
spring journey to the Sea. But during the
winter a line of telegraph poles had been
placed along his track. The Land-crab
came to the first pr)l«. He would not turn
aside one inch. He spent all day climb-
g up the side of the ]x)l(‘, and all the
next day climbing down the other side,
then on till he came to the next pole,
where he had another frightful climb up
and over and down again. 'Thus he went
on du_v after (lay, and when the summer
was gone thcy found the l)ody of the poor

SANRS
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little L.and-crab dead at the bottom of one
of the poles only half-way to the Sea,
which he mighl have reached ('asily in
half a (];-y had he been contented to devi-
ate six inches from his usual line of travel.

MORAL: A good substitute for Wisdom
has not yet been discovered.

CNE.
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THE CURE OF THE GULPER
«ViRA O, n | Irage
a -’?{(\\‘\’\"\ 1} | o
l@a\Ra| & ar 1l tall gone '
QR AVAYL®
A;k\v\(x(‘/\— [ he , na {
Ao\ I | thev a :

1 1
was a tarming country ol great thrit and

| ] 11
[’I-";"Il\‘lml much handicappe i"'\’ll“
] | s [ ol
liness ol 1 ho the best ol thes¢
d | ‘
could carry only a nail loac 0 every
ne w "\-.H»Hm!_ ,,ftmg ( -:"\;'?QTCII'
] !

when a i-“;.;uwv;““l\w‘ 1ight them a won
derful monster that was nger than a
! ‘ N1

|Hn:~.\‘}tl!\<n € “x, wa mlalmlu (:1!‘

el .\II(’ it (;H‘\\ ”]1' ] \wiest ' »“
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though they were nothing. Large num-
bers were bred, and soon each community
had at least one. Before lnng. however,
the new beasts d(-velopv(] an unplmsanl
nature. Their onginal meekness began to
disappcar. They became surly, then dan-
gerous; at last lh(-_\' had to be ;mm]wrmi
and pacified on all occasions. They still
did a great deal of the heaviest work, but
became so lymnni(‘nl and outrageous 1n
their demands that each community was
reduced to a state of Slil\'(‘l'}'. and its mon-
ster terrorized all and owned (‘\'(‘l‘_\'lhillg,
quickly destroying those who resisted him
There was never a more downtrodden
p(-ople. Things were as bad as pos-
sible, when a naturalist, one day, as he
walked in the woods and ponderad this
termble condition, said:
““In my world every beast has his foe
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that tames him when he outrages the
bounds. If 1 only could find the Buga-
boo of the (;lll[u‘l I’

**So he sought and sought and sought ;
then he came to the country whence lln'_\'
had brought the Gulper, and there he
found the Gulper's Bugaboo. It was noth-
ng but an «mlumn‘ monoculous ;\nglv-
tail. It was a slim yellow thingwith very
short lm_,{\. one immense red eye al each
end of its body, and a long thin tail that
grew out of the middle of its back and
was carried stiffly raised and pointing be-
hind. The Angletail could go backward
or forward equally well, but one could
always tell beforehand which way it was
going, because the tail would switch over
and point backward, and the eye at the
end which now became the rear would

lose its light and would go \I.-(-i,\. while
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the other fairly blazed with fire. The
Angletail was much smaller than the
Gaulper, but its activity was wonderful.
The Gulper was swift, but the Angle-
tail could climb hills and dodge in a way
that was far bx’yond the ablest Culpf‘r,
and once it got after the monster it never
stopped running alongside till it had sucked
his life-blood. Not that Gulpers were its
only food, but the farmers did all they
could to urge on the Angletail, and it
was very ready to respond. Finally all a
man had to do to tame a rebellious Gul-
per was to put up his mouth as lhough
about to whistle for the monoculous one,
and at once the monster was cowed and
glad to make any kind of terms, and lh(‘y
all lived happy ever alter.

“You don't understand?> Well, my
child, the Gulper is the greedy, grinding

L
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HOW THE GIRAFFE BECAME

'(:;,‘\' ,‘4\; ) AGES ago lllli\('fl('\('rl~j, Pt S )\
- of Africa there lived a§

- little  brown A\nlt*lulw. \})
He was not strong like 'A}z
j the Lion, nor big like the Elephant, nor
f | had he horns like the Koodoo, nor claws
like the l,wu;mnl. He could not swim,
nor could he climb or fly. When danger
came I](‘ <<»IIH do in)l'lm;( I)lll run away,
and this he did very well.

But he was not satisfied.

One day he saw a Man, and he
walked qmvll)‘ up to look more closely
at the strange creature of whom he had
often heard. As he watched he saw a
Lion crawling to spring on the Man.
Now the A\nlrloln".\ mother had l.‘mg_‘|11
him that when he saw a Lion trying to
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LIH SOM¢ that

creature; this 1s desert ('tiqw'!!r-. So he

creature he must warn
gave a great start, and snorting out, ** Lion!
Lion!"" he bounded past the Man, spread
Ing the little white <|‘m‘_y I ”.l'j that some
taill. The Man heard the
warning and got into a tree 1n time to

] 10N 1’(11

writers call hi

“Little Antelope, | am

Allah; vo

1 !w"),-’u! ol

‘1\,v1i 1 ite Irom that

1 ]r.)\(

y |
ll-informed Lion, and therefore you shall
have whatever you asl
!44 1 Yw[‘ .‘\I;! !ﬁ-i‘v 1\'1 \\ hen .\\f‘
lah made the beasts it seer he forgot
me, for he gave me no claws, teeth
li"“"'\‘I“lflylﬂg‘lilf’! flies, nor stre 1oth

D]
wim. Ilease,

, climb, or

good I)!“}'iil‘i. tell him that he left Im¢

nor power | H
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out and ask him to give me the things |
need.”

“But,” said the Prophet, “you can-
not have all: if you have size you cannot
climb a tree; if strength, you need not be
swift.”

But all the Prophet’s talk was in vain;
the little Antelope wanted at least horns,
size, strength, a long fly-flapper tail.
“Then,"” said he, “I shall be content.”
To this the Prophet said: ““So be it, little
/\nt(‘|ope; go to the lnng slopf' of Mount
[“,poch. and there roll in the Dust of
Ages.”

The Antelope did so, and was over-
joyed to find himself of great size and
strength, with a beautiful fly-flapper tail,
and two long homs on his head.

After some time, however, he found
that there was yet much needed to




complete his happiness. His great
size called for so much more food
that he had to live in the rank
l)ushm, where he could not see the
lurking dangers; and, besides, it cost
him his spm-(l. so that his troubles
were ill('l('{lﬁ('(]. 'IVI]('I'('(()[(' ]N‘ «‘lg‘din
sought the Prophet and said:

“Good Prophet, it was clearly your
intention to make me happy for saving
your life at great risk to myself. Now,
surely you are not going to make a

failure of any of your good plans.
Please ask Allah to complete my equip-
ment by giving me a long neck so |
can overlook the bushes where | must
{"('(], illl(] ill‘*l) Increase ”I_V .\'[)(‘1'(1. l()l. I
need it.”

”\'«'l‘_\'guutl,”.\.‘ti(llh('l)mpln'l. “Now
go and bathe in the Lnng Reach of the

i, A, WA s 305 ' 1
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River called the Wear-of-Time.” The
Antelope did so, and when he came out
he had a long neck and legs, as he had
wished.

But his long neck made grazing trouble-
some, and his great weight made marshy
ground dangerous, so he was driven to
seek his food among the bushes as tall as
himself, where the ground was firm.

At length there came a very dry year
when all the low foliage died, and the An-
telope had eaten all he could reach and
was like to die of hunger. So he sought
the Prophet as before, and begged his aid
to make his neck yet longer, that he might
reach the topmost foliage. *‘As a matter
of fact,” said the Antelope, “1 would
gladly give up these slupid homs for a
few more inches of neck.”

“Very good,” said the Prophet. *Go
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and pass through the Buming Valley
called the Tribulator of Selection.™

The Antelopedid so,and found himself
as he had wished, with a neck that would
reach the tallest trees, but with the use-
less horns burnt off where the hair of his
h(‘.l(l «‘n(iml.

Before long the Antelope was back
with a new request. His lnng _\'v“m\'
neck was too easily seen afar; he wanted
it painted like a tree-trunk; and the four
hoofs he still had on each foot were a
[uv»lt!\'t‘ Il(llhll( ap he |\'n<‘\\' ]Ir‘ (‘()lll(l gt‘l
around faster if lll(-)' were reduced to two
on each foot. ““Then,” said he, *“I know
| should really and truly be content.”

But in all his ‘1~~l\ing the ;\nlvlnlw never
once asked for a change of heart, and the
Prophet, out of all patience, said: *“ These

last requests shall be gran!(-d when you

PEF
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have eaten of the tree called Environal
Response; but to prevent you making
any more you shall henceforth forever be
mute.”  And it was so.

There he is to-day, of vast stature, the
tallest in the world, only two hoofs on
each foot, no horns, voiceless—a huge
creature, truly; but his heart is still the
heart of the timid little Antelope, and
the days of his kind are numbered.

While those of his race who were con-
tent as Allah meant them to be—nothing
but swift —still dwell in safety on their
wild, free deserts in the Land of the Sun.

MORAL.: Any fool can ‘g‘?

improve on creation. . .\
L)
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THREE LORDS AND A LITTLE
[LORD

HI‘,RI"A were three Lords
Qe and a little ],(ml in the
forest where \].HIII(JII made

1
N ‘them.

['he first was Mi-in-gan. He was swift
as the >[mll~<! Redfin and tireless as the
K.111|<x111\t1(,11i.( where it !m;n from Kaka-
beka Rock to the ’Mlm: gorge of the
Gitche Nanka. His voice was like the
moan of a far looming whirlwind - not
loud nor rough, but soft, and yet with a
tone to freeze the toutest llmnl. His
weapons were twenty-four white arrows
llml (m-l\t'({ the lwg l!u‘!l ]w[w[ lml\'
again to then quiver, and his ¢ unning was
like that of the Wa wa ol many snows.
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In this was his power—in this and in his
tireless feet.

The second great Lord was Mus-wa, of
mighty strength and great stature. None
could equal him. When he went to war,
he brandished four war-clubs and a hun-
dred spears that always returned to his
hand after throwing. His voice was like
the rending of ice in the Hunger Moon.
He was swiftest of them all and strongest
of them all, and in his great strength he
put all his trust.

The third was Mai-kwa, the silent.
He was strong, but less so than Mus-wa.
He was cunning, but less so than Mi-in-
gan. He carried two great clubs and had
twelve white arrows which pierced and
returned to the quiver.

There was yet another, a little Lord in
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the F(m'.\l, Wee-nusk. He was weak and
small, and he knew it. He had two little
axes for wood-c ulling. He had no great
strength, and he knew it, and knowing his
weakness, he had wisdom.

Now Manitou, when he had made them
and the Forest, >pukv thus:

“Behold, | have made you and given
you the Forest to live in.  Go now and
live il(’t'(mhllg to the law of the Forest;
but remember this, ye « hildren of Mother
Farth: to all the Earth-born there comes a
day of dire extremity, of peril beyond all
power to save but one—the power of
Mother Earth. Therefore, be re ady to
seek her. vap open and clear the trail
to her abode. Make plain the way in
Sunshine of prosperity, for no trail opens
in the hour of dreadful stress.”

But Mus-wa trusted 1n his lnigh!. He

("
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So m-«lu_\- he alone remains in the
Land of the Pequot. Mis-wa, the great
Moose, 1s gone ; 1\l|vin-§,;‘m‘ the cunning
Wol, is gone; Mai-kwa, the strong and
cunning Bear, is gone.

'[‘]u-y fm‘gul the road to Mother Earth,
and the Rifle \\’ilwl them out.

But Wee-nusk, the weak and unintel-
ligrnl Woodchuck, is left, the ()nl) |ord
of the Forest; for he trusts not to him
self but flies for l<‘|l|§,{4 to the Farth.

MORAL.: Get back, ye Earth-born, back
to /W (’ l u"
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THE TEN TRAILS

who went out lu'__y'lh('l' to

hunt. | lzqn da was very
PN strong and swift and a won-
derful bowman. Chatunwas muchweaker
and cared a weaker bow; but he was
very patient.

As l!l(‘)’ went |]n(m§4|1 the hills they
came on the fresh track of a small Deer.
Chatun said: *“ My brother, | shall follow
that.”

But Hapeda said: “You may il you
like, but a |n|gl|ly hunter like me wants
bigger game.”

So lllc'y ]umml.

Hapeda went on for an hour or more
and found the track of ten large Elk going
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different ways. He took the trail of the
largest and followed for a long way, but
not coming up with it, he said: “That
one is evidently traveling. | should have
taken one of the others.”

So he went back to the plau‘ where
he first found it, and took up the trail of
another. After a hunt of over an hour in
which he failed to get a shot, he said:
“I have followed another traveler. 1°ll
go back and take up the trail of one that
is feeding.”

But again, after a short pursuit, he
gave up that one to go back and try an-
other that seemed more promising. Thus
he spent a whole day trying each of the
trails for a short til’ll(,‘, and at night came
back to camp with nothing, to find that
Chatun, though his inferior in all other
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ways, had prove d wiser. He had stuck
«l«»,g_;z dly to the trail of the one littl De ers,
' ‘111(| now |lrl<] Its carcass mlh‘l}' ill camp.
\l' RAL: The Prize is ‘I“'N?,I_\‘\ at the end |
i
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WHERE TRUTH LIVES

“[l my w|wm<»1|,“ \.ml ”ll‘ I'lw'_’ mn
the well. “‘that the size of the ocean 15
il gn-.'\lly overrated.”
'% \

==
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I'HE. TWIN STARS
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HE TWO LOG-ROLLERS

“Friend Beaver,” the Bear said, with scorn in
his tone,
“1 roll far more lo in a da
| Than vou and your family, all toiling at once,

{ Can roll while a year wears away 3

\
\ “Very true,” said the Beaver, at work on hi

‘But, since the blunt facts must be told,
| get some 1 ults from my dozen mall logs;
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[C('lly differentiated, and used somewhat
indiscriminately ; but to revive this thing
now is to breed confusion, to step back-
ward and downward. It 1s as bad as re-
ess tags that the horse once

storing the use
had on each side ol his feet where for:
metly there were other toes. In their day
these oddities of :v[w'”ing reflected their ‘
time; to 1mport them into our present ‘
day is not only um»u—.wl to common sense,

it 1s as dishonest as if we were to stamp

a modern product ‘Anno Dom.CC." Sup- }
pose, Now, On of these ;\|uniuus imitative
INs n[n'inn.«:ln|u-<|ugupfl\'<- hundred years
hence. 'l']u)u;gh nnly five hundred years
()H, the internal evidence makes it double

that age, thus lending itself to a lie and

building up an abominable deceit.”
“Thou art all wronge,” said the anti-

quary. * Ye delycious quaintnesse of ye

i
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SN




s

WOODMYTH & FABLE

antient masters waye did breede yem an
atmosphere of sweetnesse and joyaunce
yat was \‘('Hl_\' ye mother of theire great-
nesse. Shakespeare never could have writ-
ten had he been »\'furu-d to a type-wniter,
neither could Spenser have sung had he
been compelled to spell * faerie” as ‘fairy.’
Ye atmosphere which bred yem was bred
of ye quantnesse of yr spelling.”

The \'()llg»vlv(»il.‘l was touched, for he
loved books He pondered all these
things for long, and then he wrote to his
friend:

“Venly mine eyen are oped. | have
seen a greate lichte and have a newe
hearte withinne me. Odzooks! | have
lost much time, pzndm-, but [ will this at-
mosphere of quaintnesse n mine owne
kingdomme, for | have charged mine hire-
lings that they call me ‘ye master.” Be-
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shrew me, but | am minded to oust mine—
my— type-writer —is it not so called?>—
and hie me to ye holy goose-quille of mine
fathers. 1 have, moreover, inscribed a
newe tablet for ye gabvl that 1s ye
ende of mine workes wherein | do boyle
mine soap. By my halidome, methinks it
lilteth right merrilie and smacketh of much

e

{ and comelie quaintnesse.

{ H s Bujltynoe fort § Pojlynge
oLj"oxpt jnr{¢§‘]fxb;.y‘: onur?ch
f

Ficty ynne y Moonatht of Ivli
Byt y Grast of Godd®

aat 2 ’ il
Splitting rails will not make an Abraham
Lincoln.
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And everyyear at Candlemas hereappears on earth,

For, as astronomers we Il knu\\’, a new
conjune tion's birth

[ake [rl‘uv that day among the stars, and
settles for L'w"l reason

The kind of weather uvming for the balance of
the season.

Then if the sky is avercast with murky clouds
and gray,

['his is a sign of winter past and springtime on
the w y

But if, in air all frosty clear, the sun, unveiled
and bnght,

Should cast his shadow on the snow, he reads
the sign anght,

And turns back to hi

peac eful cell, renews

1w
LI
"y

AN
o) ! ’gﬁ
b
For six hard weeks, which justifies 3 \5/ &
hi sage prognostication. > ;\

his meditation

<4
['hen loud we sing the wise Wood- #

chuck: he hides when v

storms are rife ; &

He values ulll)' health and wits

A

ll(‘ll\ € lll.\ SucCcess in Il{(‘.

- F\\ ~
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THE FAIRY LAMPS
HERE. was once a little bare-

-

= legged, brown-limbed boy who
=

spent all his time in the woods.
He loved the woods and all that was
in them. He used to look, not at the

% flowers, but dup down into them,

+a

&S

4
>

L d

£
L J

and not at the singing bird, but into its
eyes, to its little he art ; and so he got
an nsight better than most others, and
he quite gave up collecting birds eggs.

But the woods were full of mys-
teries. He used to hear little bursts of

song, and when he came to the place he
could find nobirdthere. Noises and move-
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ments would just escape him. In the
woods he saw strange tracks, and one day,
at length, he saw a wonderful bird making
these very tracks. He had never seen the
bird before, and would have thought it a
great rarity had he not seen its tracks every-
where. So he leamed that the woods
were full of beautiful creatures that were
skilful and quick to avoid him.

One day, as he passed by a spot for
the hundredth time, he found a bird's nest.
It must have been there for long, and yet
he had not seen it; and so he learned how
blind he was, and he exclaimed: ““Oh,
if only I could see, then | might understand
these things! If only I knew! If I could
see but for once how many there are and
how near! If only every bird would wear
over its nest this evening a little lamp to
show me!"”
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The sun was down now; but all at
once there was a soft lighl on the palh,
and in the middle of it the brown boy saw
a Little Brown Lady in a long robe, and
in her hand a rod.

She smiled pleasantly and said: *“ Little
boy, | am the Fairy of the Woods. 1
have been watching you for long. [ like
you. Youseem to be different from other
boys. Your request shall be granted.”

Then she faded away. But at once
the whole landscape twinkled over with
wonderful little lamps» long lamps, short
lamps, red, blue, and green, high and low,
doubles, singles, and groups: wherever he
looked were lamps—twinkle, twinkle,
lwinkle, here and (".'er_v\\'ht‘n‘, until the
forest shone like the starry sky. He ran
to the nearest, and there, surely, was
a bird's nest. He ran to the next; yes,

>
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another nest. And here and there each
different kind of lamp stood for another
kind of nest. A beautiful purple blaze in
a low tangle caught his eye. He ran
there, and found a nest he had never
seen before. It was full of purple eggs,
and there was the rare bird he had seen
but once. It was chanting the weird song
he had often heard, but never traced.
But the eggs were the marvelous things.
His old egg-collecting instinct broke out.
He reached forth to clutch the wondeiful
prize,and—in an instant all the lights went
out. There was nothing but the black
woods about him. Then on the pathway
shoneagain the soft light. It grew brighter,
till in the middle of it he saw the Little
Brown Lady—the Fairy of the Woods.
But she was not smiling now. Her face
was stern and sad as she said: “[ fear |
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set you 0\'«‘|’-|1igh. | thought you better
than the rest. Keep this in mind:

lamp of life can never LI
‘ p " b STy K
see its light. () 3{'7 W o
-
b
.’: Ti*—‘\‘..‘

Then she faded from his view.
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THE SCATTERATIONIST

IMS settlement was begin-
ning to feel itself a place of
importance. The chief road

it for over a mile, and a blaze on a large
tree’ was already ordered with the official
inscription “ Mainstreet.” Therehad been
talk of the possibility of a store, and local
pride broke forth in noble eruption when
a meeting was called to petition for a
post-office. The wisdom, worth, and
wealth of the place were represented by
old Sims. He was a man of advanced
ideas, the natural leader of the commu-
nity; and after all the questions had been
duly discussed, the store and post-office
resolved upon, the question of who was
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to run them came up. There were sev-
eral aspirants, but old Sims led the meet-
ing, expressing the majority and crushing
the minority in a brief but satisfactory
Sl)('('('ll .

“Fust of all, boys, | 'm opposed to
this yer centerin’ of everything in one
place. Now that 's jest what hez been
the rooin of England; that is why Lon-
don ain’t never amounted to nothin’—
everything at London. London is Eng-
land; England is London. If London s
took, England s took, says I, an’ that hez

been her rooin.

“The idee of House o' Lords an’
House o' Commons in the same town!
It ain't fair, I tell ye; it s a hog trick.
Why did n't they give some little place
a chance instead o’ buildin” up a blastin’
monopoly like that? Same thing hez

S
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rooined New York, an’ | don’t propose
to hev our town rooined at the start.

“Now | say no man hez any right to
live on the public. ‘Live an’ let live,” says
[; an” if we let one man run this yer store,
it s tantamount to makin’ the others the
slaves of a monopoly. Every man hez as
much right as another to sell goods, an’
there is only one fair way to do it, an’ that
is give all a chance; an’ sence it falls to
me to make a suggestion, | says, let Bill
Jones thar sell the tea; let Ike Yates hev
the sugar; Smithers kin handle the salt;
Deacon Blight seems naturally adapted for
the vinegar; and the other claims kin be
considered later. 1’ll take the post-ofﬁce
meself down to my own farm. Now that’s
fair to all.”

There was no flaw in the logic; it was
most convincing. I hose who would fight
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found themselves without a weapon, and
Scatteration Flat became a model of de-
centralization.

Work? O, yes, it works. Things get
hm”y mixed at times, and it takes a man
all duy to buy his week's groceries ; but old
Sims says it works.

MORAL: The hen goes chickless that
scatters its €qggs.

e



QUIET country home among
fruit-trees and shrubbery; the
gray-bearded Master, a fa-

mous vegetarian, in the
porch reading a paper; a rolling meadow ;
a flock of well-fed sheep.

SceNE I, In the Master's House. The
Graybeard looking over the meadow.

“How can human beings be so bestial
as to prey on their flocks? For me there
is no greater pleasure than to know I
can make their lives happy. Their annual
wool isample payment for their keep. But
| see by the paper that this awful sheep
pestilence has broken out on the coast. |
must ' waste no time; nothing but inocula-
tion can save them. Poor things, how I
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wish | could spare them this pain!” So
the Graybeard, with his man, caught the
temified sheep one by one, while a butcher
in a blue blouse sat on the fence and grin-
ned. Each sheep suffered a sharp pang
when the inoculator pierced its skin. Each
was more or less ill afterward. But all
recovered, and the pl.’\guv which swept
the country a month later left onl_v them
alive of all the countless flocks.

ScENE Il. Among the sheep.

First Sheep: “Ah, how happy we
should be but for that treacherous gray-
bearded monster! Sometimes and for
long he feeds us and seems kind, and then
without any just cause there is a change,
as the other day, when he came with his
accomplice and ran us down one by one
and stabbed us with some devilish in-
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strument of torture, so that we all were
very ill afterward. How we hate the
brute!™

Second Sheep : “ If only we could come

into the power of that gentle creature in
\the blue blouse!™

' Chorus: ““ Ah, that would be joy! Bah
\ —bah—bah!"

MORAL: The more we know the less
awe grumble.
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THE ORIGIN OF THE
BLUEBIRD

& INNA-BO-JOU, the Sun-
If

god, was sleeping his win-

5 ter's sleep on the big island
;9 just above the thunder-dam
that men call Niagara. Four moons had
waned, but still he slept. The frost
draperies of his couch were gone; his
white blanket was burned into holes; he
turned over a little. Then the ice on the
nver cracked like near thunder. When
he tumed again it began to slip over the
big beaver-dam of Niagara, but still he did
not awake.

The great Ex-Beaverin hispond flapped
his tail, and the waves rolled away to the
shore and set the ice hv;\\'ing, (‘mvking,
and groaning; but Ninna-bo-jou slept.

f U N U =
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Then the Ice-demons pounded the
shore of the island with their clubs.
They pushed back the whole river-flood
till the channel was dry, then let it rush
down like the end of all lllings, and llley

houted tug(:llu,‘l‘:

“Ninna-bo-jou! Ninna-bo-jou! Ninna-
bo-jou!”

But still he slept calmly on. Then
came a soft, sweet voice, more gentle
than the mating turtle of Miami. It was
in the air, but it was nowhere, and yet it
was 1n the trees, in the water, and it was
in Ninna-bo-jou too. He felt it, and
it awoke him. He sat up and looked
about. His white blanket was gone;
only a few tatters of it were to be seen
in the shady |)|aces. In the snowy spots
the shreds of the fringe with its beads had
taken root and were growing into little




WOODMYTH & FABLE

flowers with beady eyes. The small voice
kept crying: ““ Awake; the Spring 1s

4 coming!”

{4 Ninna-bo-jou said: “Little voice,

( where are you? Come here.”

But the little voice, being everywhere,
was nowhere, and could not come at the
} hero's call.

I So he said: “Little voice, you are
nowhere because you have no place to
live in; | will make you a house.”

) So Ninna-bo-jou took a curl of Birch
bark and made a little wigwam, and be-
f cause the voice came from the skies he

i painted the wigwam with blue mud, and
to show that it came from the Sunland
he painted a red sun on it. On the floor
t he spread a scrap of his own white blan-
! ket, then for a fire he breathed into it a
" spark of life, and said: *“ Here, little voice,
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is your wigwam. . The little voice en-
tered and took possession, but Ninna-
bo-jou had breathed the s;>ark of life into
it. The smoke-vent wings began to move
and to flap, and the little wigwam turned
into a beautiful Bluebird with a red sun
on its breast and a shirt of white. Away
it flew, but every Spring it comes, the
Bluebird of the Spring. The voice still
dwells in it, and we feel that it has lost
nothing of its earliest power when we hear
it cry: *“ Awake; the Spring is coming!”
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THE GITCH-E. O-KOK-O-HOO
20 FTER the Great Spirit had

tures in it, he made the

Q3N Gitch-e O-kok-o-hoo. This
was like an Owl, but bigger than anything
else alive, and his voice was like a river
plunging over a rocky ledge. He was so
big that he thought he did it all himself,
and was puffed up.

The Blue Jay is the mischief-maker of
the woods. He is very smart and im-
pudent; so one day when the Gitch-e
O-kok-0-hoo was making thunder in his
throat, the Blue Jay said: * Pooh, Gitch-e
O-kok-0-hoo, you don't call that a big
noise!  You should hear Niagara; then
you would never twitter again.”

Now Niagara was the last thing the
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Manitou had made; it never ceases toutter
the last word of the Great Spirit in creat-
ing it: “Forever! forever! forever!™

But Gitch-e O-kok-0-hoo was nettled
at hearing his song called a *““twitter,” and
he said: “‘Niagara, Niagara! [ 'm sick of
hearing about Niagara. [ will go and
silence Niagara for always.” So he flew
to Niagara, and the Blue Jay snickered
and followed to see the fun.

When they came to Niagara where it
thundered down, the Gitch-e O-kok-0-hoo
began bawling to drown the noise of it,
but could not make himself heard.

*Wa-wa-wa,”" said the Gitch-e O-
kok-o-hoo, with great effort and only for
a minute.

“WA-WA-WA-WA, "saidtheriver,
steadily, easily, and forever.

“Wa-wa-wa!"" shrneked Gitch-e O-
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kok-0-hoo; but it was so utterly lost that
he could not hear it himself, and he be-
gan to feel small ; and he felt smaller and
got smaller and smaller, until he was no
bigger than a Sparrow, and his voice, in-
stead of being like a great cataract,became
S — like the dropping of water,
| just a little
Tink-tank-tink,
Tink-tank-tink.

= And this is why the Indians

E give to this smallest of the
Owls the name of “the
water-dropping bird.”

When the top is Wider than
& the root, the tree goes down.
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THE SUNKEN ROCK

3 POSITIVELY decline to

" have that young Clippercut
in my house again. His in-
; fluence on my son is most
dangcrous."
“Why, my friend, he 1s far from being
a bad fellow. He has his follies, | admit,
but how unlike such really vicious men as
Grogster, Cardflip, and Ponyback!™
“Sir, the only danger of a sunken rock is
that it is not sunk deep enough.”

b AP —
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DOGWOOD

SHEN Adam was in Eden, his
- %‘V(‘ choicest plant of all
/)
AN {‘[@ that bloomed above the wall.
The Devil viewed its spotless white; he marked
the Gardener's pride,

Was a glonious showy Dogwood

And vowed he 'd spoil the garden’s show; —
but dared not go inside.

And so he climbed a Locust-tree that grew outside
the foss,

And reached to shake,—but found, alas! each
bloom was in a cross,

Which put them all |)(-ynnd his power to wither
or to b]ight.

The worst that he could do was gi\'e each
snowy leal a bite:

And there it shows and always will; and where
the Devil sat

o
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Upon the Locust bough you'll see a scorched
and blackened mat.

And now the Locust wears around each limb a
spiky fence

So sharp and deadly that Old Nick has never

climbed it since.

it
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THE THREE PH@EBES OF
WYNDYGOUL

 ‘ HREE little Pheebes came to

Wyndygoul in the month of

March, and sang their song in
the trees by the water till it
was time to set about nesting.

The first one was a Wise
Little Bird,—even he sus-

*  pected that,— andafterthink-

v ing it all out he said: ““I shall
build high on the rock that is above the
Lake of Wyndygoul, and the deep water
shall be the moat of my castle.”

Then the second one thought it all
out, and he was the Wisest of all the
Pheebes. He simply knew it all, and he
knew that he knew. So he said: “The

rock has its advantages, but it is very ex-
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poscd to the enemies above. | shall build
under this low root on the bank. It shel-
ters all sides, my nest will be concealed,
and the rushing water of the River of
Wyndygoul shall be the protecting moat
of my castle.”

But the third little Phoebe was a Little
Fool, and he knew it. And he said to
his wife: “ We are so foolish we cannot
foresee all the (l;mgvrs we do not even
know what they are; but we do know
this: that there is a Blue Devil called
the Blue Jay, and a Brown Devil called
the Hawk, and a Night Devil called the
Weasel, and we know that they are not
the biggest things on earth. There is
some one here l)igg('r than lhcy. Let us
put our trust in him. We will build our

nest between the sticks of his nest: per-
haps he will protect us.”
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So they did. They put the nest right
in the porch of his house. It was not
high, and it was not hidden, nor was
there any moat to their castle. Its only
protection was an “‘influence,” and that
was nvisible; but it was felt all about the
porcl) that is on the lawn that is above

And there they all sat on a
warm April morning when the
nests were made, the Wise One
on the rock singing *‘ Phoe-bee,”
and the Very Wise One under the
root singing ‘‘ Phee-be,” and the
Foolish One on the porch singing
“Pheebe-e.”

They sang so loudly that a
Hawk, passing by, thought,
“Something 1s up,” and he looked
for the nests; but the one on the
rock he could not reach, the one
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under the root he could not find, and the
one on the porch he dared not go near.

And the Weasel heard them and
thought, “Oh, ho! I shali investigate
this to-night.”  But the chilly water kept
him from the two nests, and there was
an uncomfortable feeling about the porch
that he preferred to avoid.

But there came at length the
Blue Devil called the Jay. When ==
he heard the singing he said: =%,
“Where there are songs there are
nests.” And he found where the
nests were, by watching their 3
owners. So he flew to the rock
and looked in that nest. It was
finished, but empty. *“Very good,” i
said the Blue Jay; ““1 can wait.”

Then he flew to the root and §,’

was one egg.

Ny




WOODMYTH & FABLE

“Oh, ho!" said the Jay, *“this is good
luck, but not enough. | know that
Pheebes lay more than one egg. | can
wait.”  So, though his beak watered a
little, he let it alone and went— but no:
he did not go to the porch, because the
man had made an ““influence " there, and
it was repugnant to the Blue Jay.

And the three little Phoebes sang mer-
nly their morning-song in the trees by the
Lake of Wyndygoul.

Next morning the Blue Jay went over
to the rock nest, and there was one egg
in it, and he said: ““Very good as far as
it goes, but I can wait. 'l see you later.”

Then he went to the nest under the
root,—a very hard nest to find it had been,
—and there were two eggs. The Blue
Jay turned his wicked head on one side
and counted them with his right eye, then
on the other side and counted them with

S R W T T
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his left eye, and said: “ This 1s better,
but I know that a Phaebe lays more than
two eggs. | can wait.”

He did not go to the porch. He had
his own reasons. And next morning the
three little Phoebes sang their three little
songs in the trees by the Lake of Wyn-
dygoul.

But the Blue Jay came as before, and
he looked at the nest in the rock, and
said: “Oh, ho! there are two eggs now.
Keep on, my friends, keep on; this is true
chanty.  You are going to feed the hun-
gry. | think I will wait a little longer.”

Then he went to the root above the
water, and in that nest were three eggs.
“Very good,” said the Blue Jay. “A
Pheebe-bird may lay four or even five
eggs, but give me a sure thing.” So he
swallowed the three eggs in the root nest.

And next morning there were only two
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little Pheebes singing happily in the trees
by the Lake of Wyndygoul.

But the Blue Jay came around again
two days later, and he called only at the
rock nest. He looked out of his right
eye, and then out of his left.  Yes, there
were four eggs in it now. “‘| know when
a nest isnpe,  said he, and he swallowed
them all and tore down the nest. Then
the little Wise Phoebe came and saw it,
and was so heart-broken with sorrow that
he tumbled into the lake and was drowned.

Next morning there was only one lit-
tle Pheebe that merrily sang in the trees
by the Lake of Wyndygoul.

But the Very Wisest Pheebe began to
say to himself: I made a mistake. [built
too high up. My nest was all nght, it
was perfect, but a little too high.”

So he began anew nest low down, close
to the water, under the same black root,
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by the River of Wyndygoul. and the Blue
Jay could not reach it then; he only got
wet In trying.

But one night, when there were three
more eggs,and the Wisest Phoebe was sit-
ting on them, a great Mink put his head
out of the water and gobbled up Phcebe,
eggs, and all.

And the next morning there was only
one little Pheebe-bird with his nest, and
that was the Foolish One that knew he was
foolish, and that built in the porch of the
house that stood on the hill that 1s close
by the Lake of Wyndygoul. And he
sang all that spring, and his nest was soon
filled with growing little ones.  And they
got biggerand bigger, till they were too big
for the nest; and at length they all fledged
and flew, and lived happily ever after in
the trees by the Lake of Wyndygoul.

MORAL: Wisdom is its own reward.
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THE ROAD TO FAIRYLAND

Do you seek the road to l"ulr'\'|un(|?
LIl tell; it 's easy, quite.

Wait till a yellow moon gets up
O'er purple seas by mght,

= And gilds a shining pathway

That is sparkling diamond bright.

& Then, if no evil power be nigh
To thwart you, out of spite,

And if you know the very words
To cast a spell of might,

You get upon a thistledown,
And, if the breeze is right,
Ynu sail away to I ..||_\[.uul

Along this track of light.
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COMFORT

) Sheet-lightning is for Summer heat,
It never stnkes the gmuml;

Chain-lightning comes with danger fleet

——

And thunder's awful sound.
But [»nlhm be not troubled,
It need not cause you fear:

The thunderbolt that kills you

You will neither see nor hear.
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THE. AWAKENING DAYS ON
gz CHASKA-WATER

HITER than death
was Chaska-water,
palerthanfear. Well
—= had the Ice-demons
work( d. swlft and sure had their arrows
sped. Only the waste of snow was there.
Nothing was left that moved or cried or
rustled on Chaska-water.
Oh, Moon that swung in the silent sky.
knew ye ever so fearful a stillness?
Oh, black cloud blocking'the blacker

sky, was there ever so awful a deadness?

T'ense —tenser —snap!

|
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| I'he breaking had come — not a sound, not
" a move, but a feeling. Up from the south
| came a gentle breath, a fanning too faint
\'"‘
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for a south wind; only a feeling bearing
avoice that reachednot ears, but our being,
and told of a coming—a coming.

A snow-lump fell from a fir-tree and
ruffled the white on the water. **Coming;
coming!” it sang.

A drop of water rolled from a sand-
bank and dimpled the white on the water,
with a * Coming, coming!”

Trronk— trronk— trronk, in the sky to the
southward.

Trronk— trronk— trronk, the flying bu-
glers come.

TRRONK — TRRONK — TRRONK, and
louder. An arrow, a broad-headed ar-
row, appears.

TRONK — TRONK — TRONK, and a
whirring of pinions, and the broad arrow
grows to an army—an army of buglers.
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Hark how lh(‘y shake all the fir-trees!
See how they stir the small snow-slides!

TRONK - TRONK -~ TRONK, and the ice
on the lake 1s a-shiver.

TRONK - TRONK - TRONK, and the nll
that was dead 1s a-running.

TRONK—TRONK -~ TRONK,andthe stars
are lost. )

TRONK — TRONK —TRONK,
and the sun comes up to blaze on the
Chaska-water. Red and gold and bright
is the sun, silver the bugles blowing.

TRONK, coming, coming, coming, and
the clamor is lost in the northlands. The
heralds have sped with the tidings.

“Coming, coming!” the Cranes are
crying.

“Coming, coming! " the Woodpecker
drums.

“Coming,coming! " the Reeds whisper,
rejoicing and rasping together. Only the
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snow-drifts weep, and their tears in a thou-
sand rills run down, melting the snow and
sawing the ice as they trickle on Chaska-
water.

Open the stietches of water now;
Gulls and Terns and Ducks are there,
Divers and Butterflies, Midgcs and Gnats,
singing and shouting, even while silent
**Coming, coming, coming!”’

But loudest of all is the calm, clear
sky of warmest blue, with a golden sun,

a gold('n ')il” il’l ”l(' gl’Cill ()V(,‘l"l)()\Vl.

“Coming, coming, coming!” It booms
in silence, and still looks down, and all 1s
expectant—awaiting.

“Coming, coming!”" And the mynad
heralds’ cries have melted and softened
toa world-wide genl le murmur, almost a
hush—the hush in the pageant that fol-
lows the heralds’ announcement.

It came at last: not from the south or
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the east or the west, not from the skies of
promise, but from the sand at the ('(lgv of
a dwindling snow-drift, up from the earth
it came. va to the liglll of the gnl(l('n
sun in a warm blue sky, raised and gazed
a golden star in a warm blue bowl—the
Sun-god flower, the Sand-hill bloom.

It sprang, and it spread like a fire on
the pl;\in.\" and it heaved and it drifted
like opal snow — like lilacs all sprinkled
with golden dust.

And this is the Sand-bloom born of
the Spring; this is the Spring-bloom born
of the Sand. This is the darling the
heralds announced; and Spring is on
Chaska-water.
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THE THUNDER-BIRD ON
CHASKA-WATER

%ﬁﬁ\}\ EAD was the wind on

¥ Chaska-water.

Gone were the living

- breezes.
Long had the winter been banished,
and the sheen of the blue on the hills of
the brown was lost in the screening of
leafage.

Life there was in the pool, in the bush,
in the marsh and the wood: life, life in
a precious abundance, but life that was
heavy with heat-sleep.

Hmvy hung the reeds and the cat-
tails; heavy and limp the leather-soft
leaves of the aspen.

Heavy and hot and dry were the Wolf-
willows thick on the ridg(_-s.
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Hot and dry and listless the Snake;
dusty and hot was the Redtail.

A day and a week, and the air grew
hotter and deadlier—fiercer than heat in
the sweat-lodge; and muffled was every
face, like the dead, in blankets—in-
visible blankets.

Instead of a sky was a coppery bowl,
that fitted tight down at the world-nim.

The song of the birds had faded and
died; there was no sound in the branches.

There was no song but the hot-weather
l)ug, that chirrred as he added his torment.

“Better far was the onset of Peboan,
for he gave a warning.  Better, for we
could escape to the south, but now we
are buried and helpless.”

Baked in their shells were the un-
hatched birds; roasted the feet of the
downlings; and when, in the morning, the
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mother Grouse clucked |mmsv|_\' to her
brood, there wasno answer, for dead were
they lying around her.

O Wabung! the Wind of the Morn-
illg, O l\llh]]('(‘k('(‘\\i.\, the West \\”in(“
are ye dead? Are ye dead?

O Master of Life! art thou sleeping?

Mes-cha-cha-gan-is! thou swiftest of
runners, take word.

Pai-hung! thou trumpet-voiced herald
away.

Chewusson! best loved of singers, pro-
claim to the Master our fearful condi-
tion.

But Mes-cha-cha-gan-is was lying as
dead. Pai-hung was feeble, and Che-
wusson silent as Pauguk. Only the Hot-
weather Bug, the Cicada, was heard as
he sang, as l]mugh g|m| of our torment,
“B-2-2-2-2-2."

And louder in glee he sang and thnilled

Pl



N

|

"

]

WOODMYTH & FABLE

and rejoiced in his moment —** B-z-z-2-
Z-z-z."

And louder—till Anee-mee-ki was
awaked: not the Master, but he of the
Wings and the Thunder.

“What stifles the Chaska-land? What
murders the Middle-folk? The big bronze
Over-bowl,—the lid of the Evil One,—
killing the air, killing the rain.”

And he flew down on it Iike a Night-
hawk, stooping and booming—flew so it
rumbled beneath him.

But it moved not.

Then he struck with his mountain-
splitter, so it rumbled and rang; and again,
so it split.

And the Evil One rushed hot-breathed
to attack him.

Bang! thunder! he smote on the Death-
bowl—so it crashed, but the red arrows

flamed and rebounded.
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The Evil One tore up an oak for a
club.

Bang! Baim-wa—again, so the sky
was dark with clouds of dust, the gloom
and the heat were dreadful, and frightful
the swishing of pinions, the eye-flashing
i glances were fearful, and the fighters were | ;
I hot-breathed and cold-breathed, as they / :\‘
rumbled and pounded.

CRACK! BANG! and the bowl was
a-shiver. Swish, flash, ha-roo! Roll!
Roll! BAIM-WA, battler, warrior, fighter!
{ Bang! Baim-wa, again and again, and
| the rain of a month withheld came roar-
ing in nivers downward.

Crack! arrows of light; crash! war-
clubs of power, as the two were
a-swirl, in the battle, on the hills of
/ the Chaska-water — tossing, dashing,
bending the groves; pelting with arrows




b ¥ e

/

3PN ey
;-El{ =

e
e
ATal

3
-
e




WOODMYTH & FABLE

and spears and a sky full of hail; wieck-
ing the trees and flowers, f!ms|1ing the
birds, jarring the hills, n""img the lake from
end to end so its waters went foaming and
racing. l‘.i_‘ Ing coppery fl;lg;nn'nb in the
>l\') ; cold wind pursuing the hot \\'ind;
a broad and tx.n:.p!wl ln!}muy across
all the Chaska-land where the two had
united in battle.

Down, down on all sides fall the
shards of the bowl. The blue sky is

appearing. Down, down to the margin

! they fall—and are lost.
! [he pent-up ramn has been «*m}vliv(l:
only the gentle shower of last night is
! now la“ing. The hlglm‘nu] lake looks
‘ pleasantly blue and rippling. The cool
," breeze 1s abroad; and out of a thicket

all lmmplvd and smashed lu' the hghlvrs

<
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comes the voice of the gentlest and sim-
plest of singers—the green-leaf singer
the Vireo.

The spirit bird, so frail that an unkind
breath, a falling flower, might kill him,
without a puissant guardian, what could
he do?

But there is no fear in his voice, no
broken plume in his wing; he is un-
wounded and fearless as he softly sings:

“Hear— hear me,
Hear—hear me.”

A son: of the bluest sky he sings,
of the icenest leaf, of the freshest airs
and rippling lake; a song of the
sweelest days, for now is the calm sum-
mer weather abroad - *aglow on the
Chaska-water.
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THE SMOKING-DAYS ON
(‘H ASKA-WATER

HE Red moon waned over
/f“l ‘  \

Chaska-water, the Red

J

e and the Hunting and Leal-
] [~ . -

<i):\n %  falling moons.

Signal-fires rose on the
hills by the lake.

Signals to all: **Come to council.”
Teepees were seen on the hills-
painted and beautiful teepees, red and
orange and brown, the tents of the tribes

now assembling.

A herald outcries:

“The da_\'s grow short and the Mad
moon comes. Old Peboan’s scouts have
spied out our camp. Oh, blacken your
faces for Chaska-water.”

That night came the hostile spies

péer )
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<l‘rf4li!l. 'lilll'l(‘ was I(‘ill' on ll\(' (ilHl[) in
the morming.

'lﬂll(‘ S})l’ll( (“.\[)ll'(‘.\' ]lld(l(’ llll(‘(’l.\"\' SOUH(]S.
A gning there was in the tree-tops; a
shivering sound in the aspens. And the
hard white clouds above |>ump(‘<l l()g('th('r
like ice-chunks in the spring flood of
Assiniboinisipi.

The loud trumpeters crossed the sky;
the squawkers were squawking; the rum-
blers were rumbling; a thousand added
to the clamor borm of the fear that was
bom of the clamor.

“The White foe comes; we are as
the brood of 5|1vs|1v<~p when Wah-gush
finds them afoot and a mile from the
water. We are caught unready.”

There was confusion and panic—till
Ninna-bo-jou was apprised, and, vexed
at their fear, l)mclemn(:d: 1 alone plan

SRIERESE S S s
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for the future; take ye what I send ye'™;
and he blew a blast that shook down all
the painted teepee covers; only the poles
were left, ~l.m<iing in rows, on the banks
of the Chaska-water.

“Hear, now, ye trembling Teepee-folk!
War there is coming, but Truce for ten
¢1.1_\\ there shall be, while 1 smoke my
peace-pipe; Peace while its smoke 1s up-
curling. Prepare ye, prepare for your
trial of hardship.”

Down on the bank of the Chaska-
water sat he ;1->xlxo|\'ing; and the '[‘vvpm-f
folk, hastening

o

The Bluejay began another hoard of

lll(l(l(‘ l(‘él(lv\ﬁ

acorns.

The Beaver added twospan to his dam.

‘The Muskrat piled on one more layer
of rushes to his hut-thatch.

The Partndge dusted his plumage, so
it might fluff out more fully.
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The Spruce-borer went his length
more deep into the solid tree.

The Fox shook and licked his tail into
shape for a muffler.

The Red Squirrel chewed ten more
bundles of bark for his blanketing.

The Chipmunk stuffed another hand-
ful of earth into his alleyway.

The Gopher rushed forth for a final
load of grass, took one look backward at
the sun, and hid below.

The Trumpeter Cranes, the Swans,
and the Geese went sniling away to the
offing.

The last Red Rose (,|r<)|)|u-d her pet-
als five—the last of the race of the
prairie.

Still Ninna-bo-jou sat a-smoking. Over
the tree-tops circled the smoke,—for calm
and bright and warm was the weather,
over the hillsand the lake, till the landscape
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was veiled in a haze. A mystical haze
and a splendor, a dreamy calm, was over
all, for this was the Peace of the Smoking-
days. This was the Indian Summer.
For ten fair (];1)‘5 the Peace was
smoked. The Fliers had gone and the
Dwellers made ready. Then Ninna-bo-
jou arose, and (]t‘pilf”llg. he shook the ash
from his pipe. A rising wind drifted its
whiteness overthe hills, blew all the smoke
from the landscape. Now another feeling
spreads abroad. The moon of the Falling
leaves has waned, the Mad moon comes,
awesome and chilling and dark. At morn
there are spears of white on the 1)0n(].<,
there are tracks and signs—the signs of
an on-coming enemy, of a foe irresisti-
ble. For this is the death of the Red
Rose days; this is the dawn of the Mad
moon gloom. Thisis the end of the joyand
the light —the coming of Kabibonokka.

5%
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THE DEMON DANCE ON
CHASKA-WATER

TE// LUE in its tawny hills is
- | Chaska-water. Black are
i i : |
8 ! the spruce-trees that raise {
2 A their spires on its banks. ’ ‘
buliTTom#d Ducks and Gulls in myni-

ads are here, and the shallows are dotted
with Rat-houses. The Loon and the
Grebe find harvest in its darker reaches.
The Blue Heron and the Rail stalk and
skulk on its sedgy margin. Fish swarm in
its depths, Deer and Rabbits on its banks,
Birds in its trees abound. For Chaska-
water, rppling bright or darkling blue, is
a summer home of the Sun-god. Ninna-
bo-jou is its guardian and its indwellers
are his special care. All through the
summer he tzmg‘}' them and led them
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showed them the way of their living,
taught them the rights of the hunter; all
through the autumn he led them.

Then came the cold.

Down from the north it came riding—
riding with wicked old Peboan; and the
Red Linnets swept before it like sparks
in the van of a prairie fire, and the White
Owl followed after like ash in the wake
of a prairie fire.

Down from the sky there fell a white
blanket, the Sun-god’s blanket, and Nin-
na-bo-jou cried: “Now [ sleep. Let all
my creatures sleep and be at peace, even
as Chaska-water sleeps.”

The Ducks and Geese flew far to the
south, the Woodchuck went to his couch,
the Bear and the Snake and the Bullfrog,
the Tree-bugs, s|ept; and the blanket
covered them all.
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But some were rebellious.

The Partridge safe under the snow,
the Hare safe under the brush, and the
Muskrat safe under the ice, said: “ Why
should we fear old Peboan?"  Then the
Marten and the Fox and the Mink said:
“While the l);n‘m(igv and the Hare and
the Muskrat are stirring abroad, we will
not fail to hunt them.” So lhv_\' all broke
the truce of the Sun—;:m]. war-waging
when peace was established.

But lln-y reckoned not with the Ice-de-
mons, the sons of the Lake and the Winter,
whose kingdom they now were invading,
and vengaance was hot on their warring.

The sun sank lower each day; the
North Wind reigned, and the Ice-demons,
born of the Lake and the Winter, grew
bigger and stronger, and nightly danced,
in the air and on the ice.
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Deep in the darkest part of the dark
month, in the Moon of the darkest days,
they met in their wildest revel; for this
was their season of sovereignty. Then
did they hold their war-dance on the ice
of the Chaska-water, dancing in air like
flashes of rosy lightning—in a great
circle they danced. And they shot their
shining deadly arrows in the air, frost-ar-
rows that pierced all things like a death;
they pounded the ice with their war-
clubs as lhoy danced, and set the snow
a-swirling louder, harder, faster.

There were sounds in the air of going,
sounds in the earth of grinding, and of
groaning in Chaska-water.

“lam not afraid,” said the Partridge,
as fear filled her breast: ““I can hide in the
kindly snow-drift.” ““Ihave no fear,” said
the trembling Marten: *“my home 1s a hol-




|}
LIy
WOODMYTH & FABLE ‘
low, immovable oak.” ““What care [?"
cried the unhappy Muskrat: * for the thick
ice of Chaska-water 1s my roof-guard.”
l'ﬂél\’l"lW]:Hl« ed the D« mons, [wlnlt I ll)('\' ‘

sang In their war-dance; glinting, their ar-

rows flew, ~—;v|j!ti:xa_:, imlr.\ll:l_:. glancing.

Fear was over the lake, was over the
\\(m(l‘.
['he Mink forgot to slay the Muskrat,

and, terror-tamed, groveled beside him.

—

The Fox left the Partridge unharmed, and
the l,_\'ll\ and the Rabbit were brothers.
['amed |1} the Fear were they who had
scoffed at the Peace of the Sun-god, and

In‘m|)|1ngl|n*\' hid in the snow-drift, in the

tree-trunk, in the ice—trembling, but inly
defiant.

Whoop ! went the lce-demons, dancing
louder and |1|g}u r. A mile inthe air went

their hurtling spears.
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Wah! whoop! crack! andthey pounded
the ice.

Wah! hy-ya! louder and faster, with
war-arrows glancing, they whirled in the
war-dance, Wah! hy-ya! and snow-drifts
went curling like smoke, betraying the
Partridge and Rabbit.

Flash! wentthe frost-arrowsand pierced
them.

WHOOP! hy-ya! crack! poom! rang
the Ice-demons’ clubs, and the oak-tree
was riven asunder. Bared were the Mar-
ten, the Fisher.

Flash! ping! andthe frost-arrows pierced
them.

Whoop! clang! on the ice they circled,
and louder, still louder. Poom whoooop !
and the ice-field was riven; from margin
to margin the frost-crack went skirling.

Wah! baim! and it zigzaggedinbranches,

S .
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THE INDIAN AND
THE ANGEL OF COMMERCE J

with a marble brow and a

MHERE is a stately Angel /

sword that strikes straight

down. Thereis no Angel
more calm and strong or more relentless.
His p;ilh\\ ay 15 .\lr;xighl; no pily ever
turned that sword—it always strikes
\lmig_gln down.

There be wrongs that he heeds not;
there be rights that he helps not. There
is no anger in his heart—only immuta-
hlil_\. intention, directness, progression,
and preterpotency.

There hath never yet been human
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purpose that lasted without his aid. Im-
perial Rome at length forgot his power,
cssayed to turn his trail, and the r(rad_v
sword struck down.

Small Holland, led by him, faced all
the world, and England followed this
calm guide to lasting power and great-
ness.

Napoleon prospered while his path
was in the Angel’s train; but when he
tried to lead, and gave that mad, rebel-
lious order to the world, the Angel struck
him down.

There 1s no pvam we need fear;
the future has no dread for me. States-
men are filled with high dismay—South
America, China, the Turk, the Trusts,
the Negro at home, are dreadful names
to men In power who have not marked
the ;\ngt‘l‘s track—who have not learned
the lesson that the J(*\\' learned ages
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back: that those who follow have the
vanguard of his matchless power, and

those who face him must go down.

“What,” cried the Red-man’s friends
“what shall save the Indian, with his
noble lesson of simple life and unav-

arice?

N ?!nn;j! He was (llli)lll-"l; he was
dying; for he stood in the Angel’s way.
But w ‘ixl\lll(']lfl\,ll‘.n‘lt'f] \\Niwm. We
moved him from the p.\l}x\\.l) and set
him in the train of the c« H,u'.\i tless one
whose ;».nlh 15 ~-l|.xi_g!‘t, and thus we saved
him.

He shall not die. His lesson of the
highest in our time —shall live and grow,
pre erved IJ_\' the awful ‘.\ng(‘l, uplw“
by the pitiless Angel: the one with the

( ll.l!x;{(‘l(‘ﬁ.\" ;m;vrlws front, and the sword

that strikes h'.l;li\r;lll down.
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\ RECIPE
When the Oak-leaf 1s the size of a

.\\«]ll'n:'l\ foot, take a stick like a Crow's
[ bill and make holes as \1:,‘ as a Coon s
| al ~:1|v‘l a \\l'l!‘ 1 it as l‘\ '.‘l-!

| Then plant your corn, that it may ripen

before the Chestnut -g»lli and the Wood
‘\\‘ '1]li\L\ [ 1N l\\ wint ; ‘,:r‘,v
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THE BIG ROUGH STATUE

HERE. wasonsenibily,
1y big-chested Peasant Boy
" who had an idea. He was
14 . NS full of ll.lIld(llU('X[)n's:\' it
", but he did not know how. He went to a
¥ rugged mountain-side one night when his
' work was finished, and he saw a great crag
standing out by itself. Then a plan came.
! He went eve ry n:y,];l and worked at this
! mass of living rock till he had shaped his
. idea in stone. It was rough and chisel-
h ‘ grooved, unskilfully worked, for he was
) no mason, but the main l|mug!11 was
14 there —the lines of a :~ll])(‘l‘|) and colossal
‘:1 human form. The pose, the expression,
(1 the grandeur of the conception, were
‘; nul)]n‘, as it loomed against the .\k_\'. and

the message of the maker was big—big
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In every part and lhuu(_;l]l. But his l"'”l’l"
would none of it. They laughed at the
Rugged Boy who was unlike themselves,
and he died in obscurity.

Long after, a Stranger came from
a far country and discovered this great
statue of living rock in its native hills. H
said, ““ This 1s the work of a Giant,” and
he sent others to see, till all the world
knew and some understood, and others
wrote lv;xrmw”)‘ about the colossal mas-
l('rpit‘('('.

One day there came a Critic who was
kim”y (]isp()sm] toward the greal statue.
He said it was “go d, quite go d,” but
he n'gr(‘llwl its <‘lllln>_\' workman }nj). its
poor technic. So he set himself a lif
task. He began on one of the huge
rugged bumps that stood for the statue’s
fingers, and he filed and he polished, and
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he polished and he filed, for half his life-
time, till he had carried out the exact form
of the fingertip and the nail and the
wrinkles on the joint. He even suggt‘sled
the grain of the skin and implanted some
scattering hais. Last of all, he puinh'd
it flesh-color and placed dit under the
nail, for he was a Realist.

Now the people came, and when they
saw how like a fingertip the lump of
stone had become and how very real the
dirt was, they all fell down and wor-
shiped. They said, “This is a great
Master,” and they loaded the Realist
with honors and riches.

It was many years before kind nature
restored the rugg(‘d surface of the colossus.

MORAL: It 's the acid of Time that
proves the gold.

-~

v




A ™

} A

7 125

s 5 s
|

WOODMYTH & FABLE

APPETITE AND FOOD

l',_‘« tk

\.,M' J

When appetite and food ar
['he two together make a heaven;
But leave out one, and, strange to tell,

given,

[he other by itself 1s hell.

S —
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THE FAIRY PONIES

_ 5-‘ ROSY boy once dreamed a dream
) About a Iairy Queen

Who came and oromised him a wish
['he best he 'd ever seen
I I { th to pel ,'1'\| lw\«‘.
{ I
I i ive
[ rywl !

“They are yours;

n when you rise,




Thirteen moons shine bright each year, /,n
— ‘ ' ’ L
[hirteen twigs to burn are here. ( ‘ !

The first to fall shall bring you glee,

The last to fall don’t wait to see. \\

WOODMYTH & FABLE

WITCHES" LUCK
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I'HE FABLE OF THF
YANKEE CRAR

cried l!n‘
Crab, * see, there 1s a

|
1M laking a sun

\ not
{ I
i inkee
stock., I\f ] ‘.! 1 her C. |l “H.i‘u’(l
| 1 ’ | |
till his mother's eves were pulled in. and

then !i[?}(l] oftly behind the Clam that
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|e1y spn*.’ul open like a rat-trap. He had
brought a large pebble, and now dropped
it neatly into the open Clam, close up
to the hinge. In vain then the power-
ful muscles tried to close the shell. The
Crab found ample room to insert one
pincer, and when last seen he was com-
|-<)|'lul>|y seated, one arm around the |1<'|[1~
less (:]‘un, and with the other lnlllmg oul
its delicious fatness bit by bit, and cram
ming it into his mouth.

MORAL: Mother does not know it all.
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/ UP TO DATE

H, brothers, look at that fine
big Culex coming to our
pond!” cried Stethorynchus,
a lvely httle Stickleback
\ that lived in a marshy place near Yorka-
delphia.
x “Keep quiet, you fool!” cried Cata-
[)ln‘;lclus (whu, llmugll he had but two
sticklers, had a broad, intv“igvnl forehead,
illl(] was lliglll)' I'('S[)(‘l'h'(l among ll]l‘ Cils-
terosteidae). ““Can’t you see she is com-

ing to Iuy her vgg.\',—’”

“It 1s not a Culex at all, you micro-
cephalous idiot; don't you see by the
.\ll"liglll line of her back that that is an
Anopheles? said Polyplectron, with char-
acteristic rudeness.

“So much the better,” returned Cata-

o ——

o ebetpms
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‘;.i(l *lr VOurt
Sticklebac!
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THE GRASSHOPPER THAT
VIADE. THE. MISSIMO
VALLEY

[E. vast low Jurassic Island
had been raised above the
® |level of the sea, where now

he great continent stands. /
il I)I.\’ il

I'wa !\‘l ‘ll]:lll'l i

ponderous troop 1n single | le acros l!u‘ll]"
]V“v l."ll“‘l;l'» I‘!:!il \‘IV\ “‘tl‘l)“[l(l(]
blighted the lower pastures an | forced
them to travel, and as she was about to
turn northerly, a ‘Illl.l sic (Gra ~|I'\[)[N‘l'
said Bizz/ under her nose. The insect
18 quike harmless, but it protects 1t elf |w
imitating the fearful Aizz of the ancestral
Rattlesnake. The old Dinosaur wheeled
to one side and raised her head. Her

little twinkling eyes fell on a rank green
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marsh to the eastward, and she now
turned and led her troop to that. Each
day they came to the feeding-ground
along their first discovered trail, until it
was worn deeply.

Time went l)y'. A wet season made
the upland marsh a brimming lake. It
would have overflowed to the westward,
for this was its lower si(l<', but the (lm*[)—
worn trail of the Dinosaurs offered an
outlet that vnl‘n\ﬁvul with the yc-.‘nly rains
faster than the ,~|<>\\'|y rising lands could
tilt the other way; and so it became a
stream.

Ages went by. The great upheaval
went on. The Rocky Mountains arose.
The former trail was now a crooked
river flowing eastward, growing larger,
carrying into the shallow sea millions of
tons of clay, till that shallow sea became
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the Missouri and Mississippi Valley,

it never have existed had the

which mig
Dinosaur been allowed to follow her
mn;{i;ml course—a course that would
have left these vast, turbid, land-creative
waters free to seek the We tern Dea:

and the bizz of the harmless Gra »|1u[‘[;<‘r

MORAI

y y
nguil world hath been

r p 11 /
Upset by meddling word, I ween.
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A KNOTTY PROBLEM

“The line between business and rob-
]w"!\ |‘.1 never ‘\,xl be n ( |rnn!\’(!k f1n¢ (]
‘-.\.(] Iil\‘ i;‘ e :4:\. as ‘1" 1“ YW ! l!l(

LTy | $
egg ol the Robin, who was off .‘l;!"\'.n,(flil

\ Worrn

— /,’\\\(/ | ['
Yk
{
an L &b
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THE SINGLE WAY

' FAR up on the Continental
Divide the Mother Rain-

R cloud gave birth to two little

. Rills. The 'y were close to-
ge l'nl ut had different paths. ““I shall
be a great River and do great lhlngs, for |
believe in breadth; a hundred vu”oys and
all the plains shall know me,” said one,
as he turned eastward.

“I shall be a River in one valley. You
will think me narrow, but one interest is
all I can attend 14),” said the olhcr, as he
turned westward.

So they went their divers ways. The
one to the east ('lmplml and (‘lmngcd its
course. [t ran all over the plain\‘, each
year in a new channel. It has not yet
begun to scoop out a valley. It is of no
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account, a scomn and reproac h; its scat-
tered waters have no power. It is not
even a feature of the big lauulsmpv. Men
call it the Platte.
The other, with no more water, stuck
to one channel and sawed and sawed till f
it made the mig]lli(*r‘t gnsh in all the
gl<)|n': fm' this 1s l|1:‘ (‘n!()r.l'lo Ri\m, ;md
the Grand Caiion 1s the channel it made. )

MORAL: A Bull can paw more earth
than an Ant, but he leaves no monument. 3
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\ FABLE FOR ARCHITECTS

Call Ill’t'lnvt ;u‘:nl
|

| :»i.\l \\lm il l“lzg

‘ ly bee n l!tf’!mf}‘.« of :
| " 1
' pe | 1n civilization. There
¥y ( f
' I‘ \ l t countrv wa
' I
1 |
. ' ( ney ‘\\ H‘
' |
i : { factor once used
‘ I '
) ! by bygone ra ['he savages had
L) 11 |
' y1 ho Iding, but they found
; 1 111 .
., that putti few floors and ladders in
il “W‘ ( NI I nctur ng a !1 W |‘(r!4 3
' : ‘ L
| tid | \ tor doors and windows,
1 : )
upper half of

they uqu H:u.l\‘ Iul'

very strong, very in

liapo *l:;‘\" ll\\( Il;ii;:.

. upon a ‘ime a savage

A
p
lol'
40 J

>
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In time lh('svsavag(‘s d('v«"mpml a crude
civilization of their own. They acquired
something of the art of building, and when
they set about making a new dwelling
thvy had al\\’u_\'s for models those that had
been their fathers’ guides. Accordingly,
each new dwelling was made as an im-
mense factory chimney; a few holes were
punctured in its sides for light and air,
floors were bungled in, the upper half of
the chimney was pulled down, and lo! a
dwelling expensive, inconvenient, and
absurd, but on the line of the “grand old
classics” that had been preserve d l;_\' their
“innate nobleness and hallowed l)_\' tra-
dition.”

This fable 1s vspvciu]]y commended to
those architects who try to turn (*w-rything
into a Greek temple.
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. FRUMP

The Dames

They find that Egrets in the hair

Ignng crow's-feet to the eyes.

of Mode no longer wear ’

I'he plumes they used to prize;
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;‘)’,z e

) ..umll""
e ——) Y] L




143 /

WOODMYTH & FABLE

FAMILIAR SAYINGS
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Pa Porky: “It hurts me far more than it

hurts '\ulL‘
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Why the

| never yet
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VEERY AND SOLOMON'S
SEAL

%[l wise men say each growing thing in
KM, nature has a sound: -

’ But for our dullness, we might hear sweet music
all around;
I mean not simply birds and nlls, but trees,

ﬂu\\rln. mosses, too,

Are making music exquisite as is their form and
hue.

So when you see the lily's seal with all its
chime of bells,

[hink you how sweet must be the peal their little

tinkle tells.

Our dull ears miss the strains, but here is one to

make them reach us,

With finer ears and silver throat, the lily chime
to teach us.

The \.t'f‘l}' in the self-same shade translates the
lily's ninging,

“Ah, weary, weary, weary rest, " both thrush and

bush are singing. !

//
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THE FRETFUL PORCUPINE

| In the woods of Po-

\ (S conic there once {’ ol \f&
ey roamed a very discon-

i1 } tented Porcupine. He was

b forever fretting. He complained that

’.ij everything was wrong, till it was per-

fectly scandalous, and the Great Spirit,

getting tired of his grumbling, said:
“You and the world I have made don't

seem to fit. One or the other must be

wrong. It is easier to ¢ lmngv you. You
don't like the trees, you are unlmm)y on

| the ground and think everything is upside
i down, so I'll turn you inside out and put
(4 you in the water.”

This was the origin of the Shad.
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HOW THE CHESTNUT BURRS
BECAME

P FTER Manitou had turned
2> the old I)ulx’lllrim' mnto a
Shad the )()ll!lg_(<»nv.wnlw'(]
their mother and crawled
up mnto a high tree to look for her com

ing. Manitou happened to pass that
way, and they all chattered their teeth
at him, thinking themselves safe. They
were not wicked, only ill-trained; some
of them, indeed, were at heart quit

good, but, oh, so illtrained, and they
chattered and gnmnml as Manitou came
nearer, R(‘ln('lnl)vriug then that he
had taken their mother from them, h
said: “ You look very well up there, you
little Porkys, so you had better stay there
for always, and be part of the tree.”
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Thiswas the origin of the chestnut burrs.

They hang like a lot of little porcupines
on the tree-crotches. They are .\})in_\'

and (]m:‘ rous, utterly without manners,

heart 1nside

T G, NS
K/

and yet most of them have a g(nn] l“(l(‘
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Coz, ”lullg]l her robe of blue wuz I’Iighlw

An' so she sent a skylark up

WOODMYTH & FABLE

AN EXPLANATION

. ?’l ”, \1(‘(]']\' \[H‘ Wuz sorry of

For her sister Sky, ye see,

"T was plain as it could be.

To trim the Sky robe right
Wi daisies from the .\]l‘(H)’
(Yl' kin see them best at niglll)

An’ every sc rap of blue cut out

['o make them daisies set
Come tum'ling down upon the grass

An’' growed a violet.
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l ' :[<, ’ .' A\
A—— //////// Skunk 1s a beast

//’ that hath neither stre (!1_‘l!|

EN-SENT SKUNK

/
/

o ::Hw' ( L1or n1s «ii«",iml

1 most vilish smell, so that ]

ature will witting ly 1m I

\: peril himself with the Skunk, “

and he, knowing. the same, fear ﬁ
eth nothing and fl Ml[ from none. Thus
it came about that the Skunk, being on

the track in the forefront of the expre
engine, fled not, but trusted i his great
strength, and thenceforth No. 4 was
known tl :.v",ﬁw ut all that country

Now it so fell out that the hire iﬂ
”]w station rece ixru \,'\;‘l ol \H | 4 ap
lwmlm, hich also should be switched,
and he so ordered it. And while he yel

y :
tarrieq, there arose a greal west w ill(l. .m(l

£
N ".' —_a
"':‘l\;} ‘M o b

,
» “ “’
7 e
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he sniffed with his nostrils, and said:
“The tidings that came were of No.14,
which should be switched; but the smell
15 like unto No. 4, which also cometh
from the west and tarrieth not, but Im\svlll

like a whirlwind of Dakota™:

R
and he Junu_:; d again the \k:r,.’ﬂ}

. . : X Y 0
switches, so that No. 4 ]u\\w(,] mn %Q‘s\

saf¢ ty w ith three hundred ;llmar(l. Here \ \

endeth the tale of the Heaven-sent P2 \\
Skunk. W ~& i
i /J i
N N S /
MORAL.: See next SN ".\\;{ - /.
Fable s -~ /-
gy WO h Y
&=L
o /{\'/'
é
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THE DOINGS OF A LITTLE FIB

( the Canoe-Birch and
/. the Balsam grow not to-

L{<‘l|u r like g()()d m‘igh-
bors, and \xln) does the lightning pass
them by to strike the Oak and the Ash?"”’

“Well found, my little Sha-ka-skanda-
wayo! Now | know you have the eye of
the hunter, for you have seen a truth.
Listen, and | will tell you of the ancient
lhin;x‘ that made it so.”

Here, then, 1s his tale done into modem
English, in case there should be some
who do not speak Ojibway.

]‘(mg ago a little idle Rumor was flit-
ting from tree to tree in the woods of
Shebandowan. He had nothing to do
but to preen his wings and move his ears,
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which were very long. Though idle, he
was yet a busybody, which often hap-
pens. He had Just p(-v;wd into the nest
of the Skandal-bird to see if any young
were hatched; but it was empty, so he
sat yawning. Just then the Star-girl came
lumb|ing down from the sky to be the
first of the Red Race. She came, not
like an arrow, head first, nor like a Duck,
feet first, but skating and sliding this way
and back, like a big Basswood leaf, till
she dropped on a mossy bank, and there
she sat very still, holding her little finger
where a Berry-brier had scratched it, and
gazing through her black hair, back to the
sky, with a sad and wistful look.

When the little Rumor asked her
whence she came, she made no answer,
but gazcd up at the sky. and a tear stood
in her eye.
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The little Rumor was quite touched
by her silent sorow. He was easily
touched, llmugll never du‘p]_v, and he
flew off to tell somebody, anybody, how
deep his feelings were.

He had scarcely taken wing when
the Birch-tree \x'llisp('rvd, “ What news,
what news, little Tittle-tattle ?

“Oh, such a sad case!” answered
the Rumor, and his long tongue shot out
like a snake's. ‘A beautiful child of the
stars has fallen down here and sits now
sil('m, dumb with SOorrow, on a l)ank,
and her finger is bleeding frightfully.”

*“ What, all about a scratched ﬁngvr?
She must be serously hurt, probably
wounded elsewhere.”

“Yes, that s so; it did seem more
serious than a scratched finger. | dare
say she has many wounds.”
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““Oh, this 1s most interesting!”" said
l] 1e Birch, as the Rumor prepare d to flit.
“Won't you have some refreshment?
You 'll find a lot of half-nipe facts on my
lower branches, and under those fallen
leaves are heaps of juicy innuendos.”

And as the Rumor was enjoying his
favonte food, the Balsam called, ** What
news, what news, Batwing ?

He answered the Balsam, ** Oh, such
asad case! A beautiful maiden covered
with wounds and \\'e-vping her eyes out.”

“ Oh, dear! Has she no friends ?"

But the Rumor swallowed a couple
of the green facts, and flew off mumb lm{,;
an innuendo.

The sun was down now, and when the
Rumor came back to the
Star-girl she was sitting m](l
and miserable on the l)ank
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“Would that | had a red light from
that star ; then should | be warm again,”
was all she said in answer to the Rumor,
and away went the Winged One z1gzag,
— he never flew straight,— but the Birch-
tree caught sight of him and called : \

“Ho, Little Longtongue, what

— \

t “ Starving and freezing, she, the Star-
gl gil, nearly frozen, crying for red star-

Al light.”

l' | “ Ah, poor thing! " said the Balsam.
)i “I will give her two of my limbs, which
R, will make the red starlight if she sings

the wind-song and rubs them as the
i : wind rubs. | know, for | am a Medi-
r ‘ 1 cine-tree.”

: “Little use your red starlight would
e be." sneered the Birch, for she was not
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friendly with the Balsam and felt that
hers was the claim of “ fust finder.”
“1"ll give her the magic fringe of my
robe, which will magnify the starlight
into sunlight.”

“Pah! Her fringe, a mere puff of
dust! If she wants warmth, let her add
a few of my cone-jewels to the red light,
then she 'll see sparkling blazes.”

So away went the Rumor to the Star-
girl.

She rubbed the Balsam sticks till a
little red star came forth, then she put
in the Birch fringe, and it blazed; she
addcd the Balsam cones, and had a
warm fire.

“ But the wind was cold on her back,
and her wound was sore”’ — so the little
Rumor told the Balsam and the Birch in
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the morning. The first gave her Balsam

for her wounds, & and the Birch

gave I\(‘l‘ a l'nl)('

wam.

“Take my

her a soft
Balsam, in
“I  will
(]I.\ll(‘.\ (lll(l
canoe to ride
home. [ will
lnl €, SO .\]l(‘
in the woods
in winter |
boughs with
brown wam-
the Birch.
A\m] |)(‘—
sam could
llnng else to

\ ;
0.2, to make a w 1g-
)

A

|)u|1<r'r~lu make

W/ I)ul

said the

_ \gl tnumph

vgive her also
"(.\'ug.n and a
n, as well as a
‘wear a white
°

tcan find me
In summer, and

©

* will hangmy
l)( <l(l of

pum,’ said

> fore the Bal-
think of any-
say the Ru-

/>—'
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mor went zigzag through the woods to
the Star-girl. But he was a little liar; his
tongue was forked and his flight was
crooked. He could not tell the truth, so
he said, ** See what | bring you from my
grandmother.”

“Tell your

(g
W, S

“iie good

.
'n‘,.‘\\".. 0 ?}.‘

grandmother, G Y whoever

she s, "said the ‘u\.m"‘i;,’ e, Star-girl,
“] thank her. 'o“\"’;a/{nlﬂ, There 1s
little I can do ﬁ\/ﬁ’ ).‘\ further,
but the Thun- ~ *™] der-bird

f
is my brother, 4 and | shall beg
him not to strike the | one that warmed
o
?

me when | was % cold and gave me

so many good . things.”
So to this 1 ¥ day they dispute
betweenthem- \\‘("{ selves, the Birch
\ :
sam Fir, as to
blessed tree of

and the Bal- Zl

which 1s the
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the Star-girl ; their descendants still give
the race of the Star-girl their ancient gifts:
the Balsam sticks that the Indian uses to
start his rubbing-stick fire, the shreds of
Jirch bark that make the best of tinder,
the bed of Balsam boughs and the heal-
ing Balsam gum, the Birch-bark wigwam
and canoe. And the ’[‘hund(‘r-l)ird, not
kn(m'ing which to slrik(', lets both alone.
The Pine, the Oak, and the Ash he
splinters in every storm, but the Birch
and the Balsam stand unharmed; thcy
never have been struck.

How do I know these things, O Sha-
ka-skanda-wayo ? Verily, | have them on
authority you will scarcely deny—the
same being the source of nearly all his-
tory. Behold, I got them from a little
idle Rumor.

MORAL: The Great Spirit can draw a
straight line With a crooked stick.
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THE WENDIGO

WINTER DEATH

')) HROUGH the |Iilu' woods of Keeway <]in_
R Over the snows of Shebandowan,
The Wendigo roams in the winter's frost

And pursues to destruction the hunter.

Yet no man can meet with the Wendigo,

No man can face him or see him;

Only his track in the snow is seen,

And lost is the hunter that sees it.

l"nr, mrl_\’ ol Llh'. ere lhv (lmngn- ot l!n- moon,
His p]uu* in the w lgwam is empty,

And none ever knows where he goeth,

()nl_\' this— that he had the weird warning,
The |mg(‘ human track in the l!--(‘;’ |)i:|:1 SNOW
[,mn]ing on when the ;mlhtuu)’ was hidden ;
And this— that his wigwam 1s empty.

But no man will .~1u-.\k of the demon;

The heart that ne'er qlh\il«'d on the \\Ill-[).llll
Tums to stone at the name of the Wendigo.
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/5 PARTY of Northern ex-
~j"\ plorcrs were lost and (l)’illg
of cold, when lln-y came

> on an Indian cump—ground
that had been abandoned slmrt|y belore.

These Indians had scattered the remain-

ing brands of their fire. FEach shivering
explorer now sat down to warm himself
at the parli('ulm' brand he had svcurc(],
because they were of the true faith—they
believed in the individual and in decen-
tralization. But in spite of their shivering
efforts the brands were dying and the men
likely to do the same, when one man who
had not been trained in any school of
political economy, but was willing to stand
by results, persuaded them to pile all their
brands in one spot. The result was a
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good fire and salvation for the party;
though some of them continued to the
end of their days to denounce that man
as an idiot and the principle as dan-

g(‘l'“ll\.

. MORAL: The Sun would die in a day
{ \ I'/‘ .SCJ."(’('."("/’ ('/IUU«]/'Z.

s L4 b
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THE PACK-RAT

. WAY in the mountain re-
L/ gion of the West 1s a little
animal called a Pack-rat.
“Pack™ 15 Rocky Moun-
tain for ““carny,” and this Rat obtains its
name on account of its mania for carry-
ing off to its hole any odd or striking
object that may fall in its path.

Fach Pack-rat’s home 1s in the mid-
dle of a vast accumulation of useless odds
and ends, such as pine-cones, white peb-
bles, and bones and skulls of small ani-
mals. Even crabs’ claws from remote
waters find their way to the pile, and
cast-off snake-skins are esteemed particu-
larly precious. If a hunters’ camp is near
by, the Pack-rat often finds opportunity
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/ for securing specimens of leather straps,

/ old cartridges, tobacco stamps, pipes, etc.,

which it steals when the men are asleep.

/ None of the objects, of course, 1s of the

‘ slightest use to the animal. Simply he

, L likes them. He goes on adding to his

heap of rubbish till it is perhaps four or

\ five feet high and eight or ten feet across.

\ There on the top, in sunny weather, sits

the diminutive collector,—not so large as

a House-rat,—gloating over his posses-

‘, sions. He turns them over so that the

sun will strike them better, and enjoys

them, but worries his little life out night

and day lest some other Rat should steal
from his pile.

The larger the pile, the more pleasure
and the more worry he finds in it, for it
lets all the world of enemies know just
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where he lives, and often draws on him
the vengeance of hunters whose valuables
he has pilfered.

Also, the country he lives in 1s subject
to both fire and flood, and on the ap-
proach of either destructive element the
poor Pack-rat is in a temble state. He
wishes to move his treasures, and tries to
secure the help of his neighbors; all,
however, are busily engaged with their
bibelots. He rushes frantically about,
endeavoring to take to some place of
safety his rarest acquisitions—that door-
knob which he was three long nights in
carrying from the ranch-house, that piece
of green soap, or that set of false teeth
stolen from the passing picnic party; then
he 1s homfied at the idea of leaving these
valuables while he retums for more. Fi-
nally he becomes so bewildered by terror

1
{ 168 [ <
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for himself and anxiety for his museum
that he caries back the treasures which
he has removed, and, ;uri(l'-nl‘x!l‘\', per
Imp\', pmhhs with them, while the con

mon, sordid Rats of the ne lpiid- rhood,
with no property but the fur on themn
backs, and with no ideas b vond the gel
ting of a «.'.\H 7, escape without difficulty

to a |»|m~‘ ol ~~.1,:‘I).

t/l'.‘,(\I' SC.




WOODMYTH & FABLE .

THE HUNTERS

¢ ? HE White Owl sits on a low snow-drift,
Aaway from the Hunter’s hounds,
And longs and aaits for the latch to lift

When the Trapper shall go his rounds.

O'er the rolling prairie see him run,
As he reads on the snow-page fair:

Here 1s the neat, straight trail of the Fox;
Here are the bounds of the Hare;

Here 's where the Fox found the Hare track fresh,
And see! was pursuing him there!

Just think of the meeting those trailers will have

\\VII(‘II one ll’.’lf‘k Y(‘l)lﬂ('( S th(' l;.xir!
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Now here are the chains of the Grouse's trail;
The 'y turn and the Y wind about;
And the Hunter crawls till the flock is sprung
And whirs from a snow-dnift out,
roar of the gun

Save two, which fall at the

And redden the d: x,,h:a; now.
ance .\.z/‘t.

Still keeps the Owl his di

But follows, now fast, now slow.

And here was the place of a poisoned bait,

Wiiere naught but its print now lic
For a Wolf has traced it up the wind

And swallowed the t mpting prze
Here 't was griping his vitals and choking his

breath

That wolfskin is taken at last! <

See! but a few ste ;n then he staggered and fell,

And writhe d as his hfe went fast. &
.
¢ -
- * - -
-® & - -

b -8 -
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/ THE GREAT STAG'

) E. all know him well; his
existence is established
now as surely as that of
the sea-serpent or the big
fish that got off the hook —even better,
for many of us have seen him in broad
daylight and had a fair open view of his
noble form. And what a creature he 1s,

what a paragon of size and develop-
ment! One observer, who had an ex-
ceptionally good look at him, counted
twenty-seven tines on each antler. And
such antlers! absolutely s_vmnu-lriral and
perfect, in every way befitting his im-
mense stature and noble beauty. | am
sure it cannot be that he shed them
above once in twenty years, il at all.
Another equally reliable historian asserts

' Copynight, 1891, by Forest and Stream Publishing Company
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that this woodland Kraken has three
ntlers, the third a s[xil\v in the center.
So far all 1s u!mm!.ml]y attested, but
[ must say that | p!dw but little faith
in that story of a chaplet of pearls
about his brow: it 1s JIH[)]X the knotted
bead-like antle: burrs, white and |m|~
ished, and ;:I stening ]-ulm;:; with the
morning dew: while the crucifix in the
middle, that has been re porte d, 1s noth-
Ing more than the g:il\v|m1'n above
referred to.

| expect to learn some day that he
casts no shadow, for this [ certainly know,
that oftentimes he leaves no track behind
him in the snow. His speed, too, is mar-
velous; 1t 1s as the wind He seems
nay, he actually is—ubiquitous. Why! |
first met him in the woods of Ontario;
l|1r n, .\]unll} ‘||l~‘|\\.ml‘ I €CN( ulmh‘l'(-(} his

scornful gaze amid the sand-hills of
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Manitoba. | have heard for certain of
his having been seen in the cane-brakes of
Kentucky and amid the valleys of Cali-
fornia. Even in England he was well
known till quite lately, and bore the name
of “The White Hart Royal,” and in
Scotland he 1s still famous as ‘““The
Muckle Hart of Ben More.” Nay, more
than all this, St. Hubert himself was
blessed with a sight of the tri-cerate head,
in the forests of Germany, and he, in fact,
is responsible for that story of the central
crucifix. The great Miinchhausen, too,
has much to say about this noblest of
deer, and what need have we of further
witness?

But it matters little where he dwells;
no human hand has ever touched his
glossy coat. He seems endowed with a
charmed life; no bullet cast of lead can
ever reach him. Of course a ball of sil-
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ver mighl; | have never tried that, and |
do not remember that any Croesus ever
went about riddling innumerable bushes
WA with (‘mll)' })1‘()j<'(‘ti]<'> n hupt*s of secur-
ing the Great Stag. 1 doubt, too, that
J he would have succeeded; indeed, | feel
)1 sure that no hunter armed with such in-
. fallible missiles will ever meet with St.

Hubert's Hart.  He 1s too sagaclous lo

' allow 1it, or, if he did, he would not long

| remain in sight; he would simply show

| himself and snort and .\!:\m[r*-l know il,

for I have watched him—then fade )
f away, like the Cat in Wonderland, the
‘ scornful gaze l)rin,_g the last t[nng to van-
ish into thin air. He leaves a gno(l
track for a little while, but this, too, fades
i away completely. Once 1 followed it
| for miles, but it disappeared at last in a

| thickly grown bottom-land, and no doubt
] 1 the plmnlom buck himself had vanished "
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at the selfsame place. An Indian who
was hunting with me thought otherwise,
and persisted in circling off in another di-
rection, so that we parted; but he was a
fool, and when after two or three hours he
came again to camp, bringing with him
\ an ordinary buck, I could not but smile
to see how completely he had been baffled.

It has never been decided even of

what species he is; some testimony points

one way and some in another. For my

own part, | do not believe that he is a

‘| species at all, but a genus—genus Cervus;
nothing more. One recent writer, how-

ever, claims that this was an elk, and was

known for long in Pennsylvania as ““ The

Lone Elk of the Sinnamahoning,” in

f which valley he was killed in 1867.
But that, of course, is all nonsense. No,

no! | know too much about him to be-

b lieve any such tale. You cannot wreck

S . .o .
TP ey
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the Fly ing l)uh'}nnzm; he still will sail
under great billowy clouds of canvas, ull
the last trump blows and the Kraken
lashes all the sea to foam, and, b('”_\' up-
ward, floats to show the end has come.
No, no! Still he roams and bounds
from hill to hill, as | have seen and yet
may see again yea, even now d() see in
fancy's eye along my glistening rifle-bar-
rel. A\;Alin [ see that g:]uriuus head against
the sky, as often | did more often in
early <i:1y:~ than now, for he appears most
often to the tyro in the woods — see him
give one great bound when cracks the
ready rifle, and know from the miraculous
way in w hich the unvn‘ing ball was turned
aside that this was indeed the Mighty
Stag ;1;;\i11. the Spiril of the Race, and
that no bullet cast of lead can ever graze
his hide — and again he fades away.
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l.ong may he roam and spurn the hill-
tops with his flying feet and dash the dew-
drops from the highest pine-tops as he
clears the valle y at a bound ; I(m;.; may
he live and tempt a hail of harmless lead.
But the rattle of repeaters is heard in
every valley now ; the wise are more and
more often [rl‘u;u)lllltlillg that unfathom-
able nddle, “ Where have all the Deer
gun:-?” and when at lvnglh the last re-
mainder of the common race is slain, |
know too well that lllis, the ilnllmrlal,
too will die; that though he never can be
touched l)y death, he yel will p('risll
perish like the last surviving Cambrian
bard, not by the hand of man, but by a
strange engulfment so complete that not
a trace of him will e'er be seen again and
but a fading memory of his ever having
l)( en.




“He glared and looked like Roosevelt.’'
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THE WISDOM OF

FOWL

blinking owl sat on an
oak,
He thought a lot but
seldom spoke,
His hearing was not of the best,
His breathing wheezy on the chest,
He seemed to be in sorry plight
As if he had been out all night.
I winked at him as | passed by
He blinked and winkedtheothereye.

I'd heard that owls are very wise

So seized the chance to catechize,

Indeed, | thought "twould be im-
mense, '

To have a joke at his expense,

But as you'll gather from the sequel,
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THE WISDOM OF THE OWL

The Owl proved better than my
equal,
The rooster never moved a muscle,

Just blinked, and waited for the

tussle.

In English, Irish, Welsh and Scotch
For forty minutes, by my watch,

| spouted to my heart’s content,
As Members do in Parliament;
Reviewed the questions of the day,
On every subject had my say,

But, like the Speakerin the House,

The Owl sat quieter than a mouse;
[ho’, when | spoke of taxing grain,

He winked, and looked like
Chamberlain.

In French I then addressed the bird,

The purest French you ever heard.

“Comment Vous portez Vous,”
said |,

He shrugged a wing, and winked
an eye.







THE WISDOM OF THE OWL

Tho' on your perch you may
Dreadnought

For other birds don't care a jot,

There's more than one bird in the sky

That on your carcase has an eye;

Wait till you hear the Eagle scream,

He'll wake you up from your day-
dream:

Perhaps you don't comprong
Francais?

He smiled, and looked like Laurier.

In German next | ventured speech,

Expecting twould produceascreech;

GutGottin Himmell,Donner Wetter

Why don't you run your business
better,

Why do you stay up every night

Trailing your feathers for a fight?

Whydoyou screech and rend theair,

And make things hum, and cause
a scare?

Why not sleep quietly in your nest,

Pade Four
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THE WISDOM OF THE OWL

And let your neighbors have a rest? , /
He frowned, and looked just like / i

the Kaiser, [ i
But answered nothing, being wiser. [ /’f(

| then continued my harangue il \
With somewhat of a nasal twang; .
I'd liketo know for what good reason %
You'realways hunting out of season;
Why ride rough shod o'er friend
and foe,

Thirsting for blood where'er you go?
Why don't youput your trustin God,
And be content with birdie's food ?
Oh yes, | guess in God you'll trust
When every other Trust is bust;
He did not seem to like the lingo,
Roughed all his feathers up, by jingo,
And then, to show just how he felt, SN
Heglared, andlookedlike Roosevelt. |/ - %\ ~= 1

To try and rouse the bird to smech,%‘
|

| gave a most unearthly screech,
A screech resembling the yell







THE WISDOM OF THE OWL

That imps of darkness give in hell

Where pain and woe are uncon-
fined;

The bird remained both deaf and
blind.

A careful study of his face,

And diagnosis of his case,

Showed plainly why he never spoke

While perched up on that ancient
oak,

His croppie was too full for words,

Containing rabbits, mice and birds,

And in my mind there was no
question,

He suffered much from indigestion;

There seemed no lack of education,

What he required was inspiration,

Wearied, | sat me down to think,

And incidentally take a drink,

I scarcely had produced the bottle,

And, ‘ere the Whisky wet my
throttle,







THE WISDOM OF THE OWL

The wise old rooster on the watch,

Had recognized the brand of Scotch.

Too hoot! said he; Hoot man! _~4
said |, T

It's White Horse Cellar, and I'm
dry.

excited,

Flewoffsome distance ere he lighted, *

Paused for a moment 'mong the
branches,

No doubt to calculate his chances,

Then with a skirling screech he
swooped,

The Whisky bottle up he scooped ;

Hoot man! said I, Too hoot!
said he,

And now my bottle’s up a tree.

He flapped his wings and much :Q \_

When | recovered from my fright,
I had to own it served me right;
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THE WISDOM OF THE OWL

The owl which I had thought so

—"
der'xse, . . /
Had ne'er got rich at my expense,
If I'd attended to my biz > A ,..;V’
S

As close as he had done to his,

In future I'll adopt his plan,
A sadder but a wiser man. \a a ||

\\' %
Nugarad
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