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In the days of which I write, in the island now
known as Newfoundland, men made prayers to
the sun, the winds, the frost and the stars. They
believed that giants lived in the north; that a
great stag caribou, as high as a pine, haunted
the wilds beyond the Narrow Sea to the west;
that gods moved about in divers shapes, doing
good or evil as their natures prompted them,
and that certain wise and crafty men acquired a
knowledge of magic and thereby became stronger
than the greatest warriors. Fog, to these people,
was the breath of an old god who lived to the
eastward, just beneath the rim of the sea; and
fire was a spirit,—the offspring of a god,—that
sometimes was content to feed on the fagots
cut for it, cooking food for men and warming
their bodies, and sometimes leaped into the
woods and consumed the forest for miles in an
outburst of fury.

A man of the Beothic race named Run-all-day
had a lodge on the River of Three Fires, about
half-way between its mouth and Wind Lake.
There he lived only in the warmer months of the
year. At the approach of winter he followed the
great herds of caribou farther inland and southward,
to the deeper forest and more sheltered
barrens. During the summer he netted and
speared the salmon in the River of Three Fires,
feeding himself and his family on the flesh and
smoking what could not be used then for their
winter supply. Early in October, before starting
on the inland journey, his wife and children
gathered nuts and berries, while he hunted the
fat caribou, which were already gathering in great
herds preparatory to moving to the more sheltered
feeding-grounds. With the venison and
the berries his wife, Red Willow, made a rough
sort of pemmican.

Run-all-day was fleet of foot and strong of
wind and leg. It was by his speed and endurance
when a boy that he had won his name.
He had also proved himself a warrior of prowess,
when occasion demanded, and might have followed
his father as chief of a clan; but the islanders
happened to be entering on a long term of
peace when he grew to manhood, so he took
a wife from another village and journeyed away
from his family. His wits were not as quick as
his legs and he entertained no great ambitions
of distinguishing himself. He was quite content
to protect and provide for his family—to sleep
warm and eat his fill all the year round and see
them do the same. Of course, sometimes at the
tail-end of a bad season, provisions ran low;
but if any man could find game and bring it to
the ground, it was Run-all-day.

On a certain June evening, when the west was
red and dusk was settling along the edges of the
woods, Run-all-day withdrew his net of raw-hide
thongs from a big pool four miles above his
wigwam and seated himself on the grassy bank
for a few minutes’ rest before walking home.
Nine great silver fish lay beside him—a respectable
load even for Run-all-day. To lessen
their weight he had already slit them from throat
to tail, with his flint knife, and tossed the entrails
into the bushes. He was well satisfied with his
afternoon’s work, and sighed with contentment
and a pleasant weariness.

“It has been a good summer,” he murmured,
“and there will be plenty of food for all of us.”
He smiled at that thought, for his family had
increased by one within the past week.

“You are a fortunate man, Run-all-day,”
said a voice at his shoulder.

In the fraction of a second the salmon fisher
was turned and on his feet, with the flint blade
with which he had cleaned the fish ready in his
hand. His eyes encountered those of a young
man who stood not ten feet distant, with his back
to the dusky forest. The stranger’s tunic of
dressed deer-skin was decorated with strings of
polished stones. On his feet were finely worked
moccasins and in his hand a short spear. His
face was very kind. To a keener reader of mankind
than Run-all-day it would have suggested
the hope and faith of a child, the wisdom that
comes of experience and the charitable spirit of
old age.

“Though I may be a stranger to you,” said the
young man, smiling, “I am not your enemy.
You need not threaten me with the knife, oh,
tireless runner.”

Run-all-day tossed his weapon beside the dead
fish and looked steadily at the other.

“You do not belong to this river, chief,” said
he, “and yet you call me by my name. Is my
reputation so great in the world?”

“To those who have ears to hear of an honest
man,” replied the stranger, “your reputation
has travelled far. How is the little warrior that
came to your lodge but five days ago?”

“He is well and sound,” answered Run-all-day.
“But what do you know of him?” he asked,
in wonder. “Are you a god?”

“You put the question honestly,” said the
young man with the spear.

He stepped close to the salmon fisher.

“I am not a god,” he said. “I am even of
your own clan. I am called Wise-as-a-she-wolf.”

Run-all-day looked at him in open astonishment,
for the name of the great magician was
known far and wide. Some people held that
Wise-as-a-she-wolf was stronger than several
of the gods themselves; that he was the greatest
student of magic since the days of the wicked
Bright Robe; that his magic had been learned
in the Crimson Wigwam and in the White Lodge
beyond the ramparts of eternal ice; that the
secrets of immortality and everlasting youth
were his. And yet ’twas said that for all his
power, his heart was kind as a young girl’s.

“Great chief,” said the salmon fisher, at last,
“I had thought to see, in Wise-as-a-she-wolf, a
full-grown man.”

“So be it, friend,” replied the other, and, in
the twinkling of an eye, a warrior of great stature
and grim visage stood before Run-all-day.

“Have mercy, great chief,” cried the fisherman
of the River of Three Fires. He was strong
and courageous; but he had a dread of big magic.

“Have no fear of your kinsman,” laughed the
other; and, in the next second, the youth with
the gentle face laid a reassuring hand on Run-all-day’s
shoulder. The gigantic warrior was gone.


CHAPTER II

THE TWO RED FEATHERS
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“I am hungry and weary,” said Wise-as-a-she-wolf.

“My cooking-pot is full,” replied the other,
“and I have many soft skins for bedding; but
I fear me, chief, that to sleep in my lodge you
will first have to practise magic on the throat
of the new warrior, or on your own ears.”

“Nay, friend, a couch in the open will suit my
taste,” replied the youth. “So that the young
warrior is not in pain, let him yell. ’Tis the great
spirit of him giving voice against the littleness
of his body and the weakness of his legs.”

So they set out for the fisherman’s wigwam,
each carrying a load of the silver fish. The
cooking-fire was burning brightly when they
stepped from the woods, and the slender form
of Singing Bird, eldest child of Run-all-day and
Red Willow, was seen bending above the tree
stump, that had been hollowed to serve as a pot,
which stood near the fire. The stew in the pot
was boiling vigorously, for the girl had dropped
stones into it which she had first heated near to
the bursting-point among the coals of the fire.
Two smaller figures—and these of boys—skipped
about in the ruddy glow and shouted
that they were quite ready for their meal; still
another was seen dabbling in the shallow water
at the edge of the river; and from the interior
of the pointed lodge sounded the crying of an
infant.

Wise-as-a-she-wolf let his string of fish slip to
the grass, and looked at the scene before him with
something of amusement and something of
consternation in his face.

“A fine family,” he remarked. “And surely
that littlest warrior has the voice of a great chief.”

Run-all-day was highly delighted at these
words, being as foolish in such matters as are
the fathers of our own time. With a self-satisfied
grunt, he led the stranger to a seat by the fire
and fetched him a bark cup full of spring water,
that he might quench his thirst before eating.

The magician ate very little for a hungry
youth, and yet the stew was excellent. Before
he touched the food, he was seen to cast aside
from his waist a girdle of white leather painted
with many wonderful figures of gods and men
and beasts. He slept well that night, on a couch
of bear skins, in the shelter of a spruce which
stood midway between the lodge and the fire.
He was awakened, in the early morning, by the
voice of Singing Bird. Opening his eyes, he beheld
her busy at the cooking-fire, singing as she
worked.

The breakfast was as good as the evening meal;
and the magician, pointing to the belt which hung
loosely above his hips, said, “You are fortunate,
my friend. You have no need, with such a cook,
of a magic Hunger-Belt like this.” His gaze
rested kindly on Singing Bird.

“But the meat must first be caught, chief,”
replied Run-all-day.

When Wise-as-a-she-wolf was ready to continue
his journey, the fisherman walked from the camp
with him, for a short distance.

“I am going northward,” said the magician,
“on very urgent business. I have had dealings
with many great people—even with the gods—and
so I have awakened envy in more than one
dark heart. For all my magic, friend, my life
is not so good a one as yours. You love and are
loved. You keep your family fed and are at peace
with the world. No evil magic is worked against
you and the wrath of the gods is aimed so high
that it goes over your head. I have my days of
glory and my victories; but strange weapons
are ever being shaped for my undoing.”

“Yes, chief, I am content with my humble
life,” replied Run-all-day.

The young man placed two small red feathers
in the other’s hand.

“These are for the littlest warrior,” he said.
“They are great magic—great for good or evil,
as the heart prompts. When he is large enough
to run here and there, place one of these feathers
in each of his moccasins, flat on the sole of his
foot. Let him cherish them, for they will help
him in his play, and, later, in the chase, and they
have the power to save him even from death.”

At the last word he stepped aside from the trail
and was gone, with no more noise than the
slipping away of a shadow.

Run-all-day continued to stare at the spot
where Wise-as-a-she-wolf had so lately stood,
for fully a minute. This magic was no light
thing. Courageous though he was, his legs shook
under him as if with cold. A dozen sea-eagles
could not have made him flinch; but he trembled
at the touch of the two little feathers in his
hand.

“He is a great man,” he said at last, “and
possessed of wonderful magic; but perhaps he
was not wise in his gift to the littlest warrior.
Magic is for gods and mighty chieftains; it is
too potent a thing for humble folks like me and
mine. Did he not say himself, but a moment
ago, that power breeds powerful enemies and
that even the gods bend their ears to the affairs
of magicians?”

He gazed fearfully at the bright feathers in his
hand.

“He is a great chief; a kind and a good young
man, a cousin of the gods, I do not doubt,—but
I fear he has made a mistake. He has been
too generous.”

He let the feathers fall from his hand to the
moss at the side of the trail, turned quickly and
hastened back to the clearing and the lodge.

He found Red Willow lying on a couch of soft
skins, well and happy. Old Blowing Fog, her
mother, squatted beside her with the baby in her
wrinkled arms.

“The stranger has gone,” said Run-all-day.
“He is a great magician and his name is Wise-as-a-she-wolf.
But he envied me my humble contentment,
for all of that. He gave me two red
feathers, for a gift for that little warrior, and said
that they are possessed of magic power; and
then he was gone, like the first whiff of smoke
from a newly lighted fire.”

“Where are the feathers?” inquired Red
Willow, her face aglow with interest.

The brave shook his head and smiled wisely.

“The gift was meant well,” he said; “but a
man must judge of some things for himself, even
if he be but a hunter and fisherman. Magic may
be well enough for the great men whose feet are
set in high places; though I think even they
would be safer without it. They may hunt with
the gods and the north-lights if they please;
but the meat of the caribou and beaver is better
suited to my taste.”

“And what does all this grand talk lead to?”
asked old Blowing Fog.

“I dropped the feathers on the ground and
let them lie,” said the man.

“Then what do I see in your belt?” asked the
old woman, peering between half-closed lids.

Run-all-day put his hand to his leather girdle—and 
drew out the two red feathers. He gasped.
His swarthy cheeks turned white as the bark of
the birch. Had one of those little, fat savages
from the frozen west (who sometimes crossed
the Narrow Sea and fought with the islanders)
appeared and stuck a spear into his flesh, he could
not have looked more horrified.

“Give them to me. I do not fear their magic,”
cried Red Willow.

Run-all-day obeyed her with a sigh of relief.
He would face the magician himself—but those
little, slim, red feathers—ah, they made his
blood run cold as ice. Red Willow took them
fearlessly and admired their bright colour; and
yet she was in the habit of fleeing, with covered
head, from bats flickering in the twilight. She
laughed at her big, trembling husband.

“It is foolish to throw away a gift,” she said.
“And it is even more foolish to run away from
two little feathers that were given you by a
friend.”

Old Blowing Fog laughed, as she rocked the
baby in her arms.

“When I was young we saw greater magic
than that, almost every day,” said she. “My
father once worked such magic on his bow that
it shot the arrows so high into the air that they
never came down.”

“But I’ve heard that he couldn’t shoot a standing
caribou, for all that,” replied the man, recovering
something of his assurance. He often argued
with Blowing Fog.

“Give me honest arrows, honest muscles
and honest feathers sticking in the tails of honest
birds,” he continued. “I do not need any magic,
old or new, to keep the pot full of meat and fish
and the rain out of my lodge. And I’d feel like
a fool shooting my arrows so high in the air that
they’d never come down.”

Both the women laughed at him.

“Oh, I am wiser than you think,” said he, and
stalked out of the lodge. But he left the two
magic feathers in Red Willow’s hand.
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The home in which the baby had been born
was only a hut, built of poles and sheets of bark.
It was a fine house, though, for the time and
country. Its door was the hide of a caribou,—and
how fearfully that great hide flapped and
bulged inward at the pressure of the night winds.
Fortunately the season was June, when the air was
warm and the sun shone almost every day.

When the littlest warrior was a few weeks old,
he was put into a bag of furry skins fastened to a
light framework of wood. In this he rested all
day, in an upright position, sometimes against
one of the poles of the lodge, and sometimes on
the back of his mother, or Blowing Fog, or little
Singing Bird.

He was a good baby, crying only when he was
very hungry or when he was bathed in the cold
water of the river. He spent the greater part of
his time in sleep. Even when awake he did not
seem to take much interest in what went on around
him; but this indifference to the world was apparent
in him only in his earliest days. At the
age of two months he began to show signs (so
said his mother and Blowing Fog) of an exceptional
spirit and intellect; but, to the casual
observer, it would have seemed that he but howled
with a more powerful voice and kicked and
struggled with lustier limbs.

It was only during the summer months—from
May to October—that Run-all-day and his
family lived in the little clearing beside the River
of Three Fires. There was no other wigwam
within ten miles of them; for at this time the
small tribes, or clans, of the north and south,
the east and west, were at peace with one another
and so the people did not have to band together,
in villages, in self-defence. Sometimes, during the
summer, people of their own tribe passed up or
down the stream in front of their lodge, in skin-covered
canoes of unwieldy shapes.

Many of Run-all-day’s friends spent the summer
months on the coast of the great sea-bays,
where they caught cod-fish to cure for winter
use. Some lived close to the great salt water
all the year round, and slaughtered a few of the
hosts of seals that floated down from the north,
on the grinding ice-floes, early in the spring.
Others, like Run-all-day, pitched their summer
lodges on the rivers and ponds, moving southward
and further inland, with the great herds
of caribou, at the approach of winter.

The hunting of the caribou began early in
September, when the calves of that year had
grown strong enough to live independently of
their mothers. Several of the families returning
from the bays, halted for awhile in their journey
and joined Run-all-day in the chase. Now the
youngest baby heard more noise than usual.
Strange faces bent above him and strange arms
lifted him to feel his weight. Several cooking-fires
burned before the lodge; canoes of many
models were drawn up on the bank; everybody
seemed to be happy and busy. But soon the
caribou began to travel southward, across the
great barrens and through the low, dark
timber. Then dried fish and meat, skins and
weapons were made into packs, and canoes were
launched and headed up stream.

Now the littlest warrior opened his eyes with
more concern for the everyday affairs of life.
He cried less than ever before in his brief career
and smiled more readily. Even when he was
placed in a canoe, still in his fur bag, beside his
mother, he did not make any violent signs of
objection. His father and all the family effects
were at his back. Close in front sat his three
small brothers, and Singing Bird, and in the
bow old Blowing Fog plied a broad paddle.

Fortunately for all concerned, the canoe was
both large and strong and steady—a masterpiece
among canoes. Run-all-day had built it during the
previous winter. He had planned a model for
the frame to suit the size of his family and had
constructed it of light, well-seasoned spruce.
Being short of hides at the time, he had covered
the frame with great sheets of tough, white bark
from the birch trees of the forest. This bark was
much lighter than caribou hides, and he had
felt angry with himself for never having thought
to use it before in boat building. For years, he
had known that it was proof against water, for
had it not sheltered him ever since his birth, from
rain and sleet? He had stitched the seams with
root-fibres and daubed them thoroughly with a
mixture of gum and fat.

Run-all-day’s friends had laughed at the new
canoe and its builder, and had advised the brave
not to venture on the river in so novel a craft.
The whole world, they said, covered its canoes
with skin; then why should he do otherwise?
But Run-all-day had hardened his heart against
their warnings and jeers and gone his own way;
and it had proved to be a right way.

Now a little fleet of six canoes toiled steadily
up the river. Though Run-all-day’s craft was
larger and more heavily loaded than any, it soon
outdistanced them all. The brave, standing upright
in the stern, used a long pole and Blowing
Fog dug vigorously at the water with her broad
paddle. Sometimes swift rapids churned and
snarled in front of them, defying them to ascend.
Then all the bundles of fish and meat and skins,
the weapons and the children, had to be unloaded.
Then the canoe was lifted from the stream and
carried along the shore, to the top of the swift
water, by Run-all-day and Blowing Fog. Everyone
but the baby helped to portage the cargo.

Shortly after sunset, Run-all-day’s canoe was
run ashore at the edge of a little meadow, again
unloaded and lifted out of the water. Soon a fire
was lighted and the comforting fragrance of broiling
venison stole wide on the air. Dusk had fallen
by the time the other voyagers reached the camp.
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The men of the party sat late around the fire,
telling stories of prowess at the fishing and in the
chase. Some of them even talked of the battlefield,
for they were all of one clan. They had been
at war with the people of the south and southwest,
not many years before. Run-all-day was
no more backward in story-telling than in other
matters. He was a skilled and tireless hunter,
and he did not object to the fact becoming known
to the general public. Simply, he praised his
birch-bark canoe; his speed and endurance in
running down a wounded deer; his summer’s
work at the fishing; even his wife and his
family were bragged about—and surely no one
had ever before possessed such an admirable
mother-in-law. Some of the braves grunted at
that, for they knew that Run-all-day and old
Blowing Fog often disagreed on household matters.

Suddenly one of the cod-fishers, who was called
Lazy Bear, threw a large piece of drift-wood into
the heart of the fire. Sparks and flames shot
upward, and, for a few seconds, the whole camp
was lit by the redoubled radiance.

And there, at one end of the semi-circle of
braves, sat a stranger with a robe of bright fur
on his back. A gasp of astonishment arose from
the fishers and hunters. Lazy Bear almost
stepped into the fire, in the first flash of amazement.
A dozen hands went to the hafts of clubs
and flint knives.

“Good evening to you, chief,” said Run-all-day,
in a voice that was not altogether steady.

But the stranger made no reply, and the man
nearest him edged away to the left.

“Have you no tongue?” cried Run-all-day,
with anger in his voice. Anger always ate up
fear, in the breast of the salmon fisher.

The stranger raised his head and stared at the
speaker with dark and glowing eyes. But he did
not open his lips. His piercing, insolent gaze
would have daunted a weaker man than Run-all-day;
but it only stirred the great hunter’s anger
to higher flame, even as the drift-wood had
worked upon the smouldering heart of the fire.

“If you have no tongue,” said Run-all-day,
“make us a sign. You have come, unbidden,
to our camp. The haft of my club itches in my
hand.”

“Brave words,” said the stranger, in a voice
cold as a wind off the ice floe. “Lift your club,—if
you can.”

Run-all-day’s weapon lay beside him on the
moss of the little clearing. His right hand closed
on the stick and he made a slight effort to swing
the stone head upward, over his shoulder. He
turned and applied both hands and all his strength
to the task. But the stone head of the weapon
that was usually like a toy in his hands, would
not leave the ground. A sweat of fear burst out
on him and he loosed the haft of the club as if it
were red hot. A thrill of apprehension went
through the semi-circle of braves, at sight of
their comrade’s half-seen actions.

The stranger laughed without mirth.

“Great hunter, great slayer and smoker of
salmon, when next Bright Robe comes to your
camp and honours you by taking a seat at your
fire, refrain from clamouring for explanations,”
he said.

The name of Bright Robe drove the last sparks
of courage and anger from the breasts of Run-all-day’s 
companions. Run-all-day, however, felt
the sullen rage still alive under the outward chill
of fear.

“You have heard of me,” continued the unwelcome
guest, “and of this robe, which is made
of the pelt of one wolf—of one of the great, white
wolves that hunt under the north-lights, in the
land of eternal ice.”

True, they had all heard of Bright Robe, the
master of magicians. Their mothers had frightened
them, when they were children, with tales of
his fearful and wonderful doings; and they, in
their turn, had heard the stories from their
mothers and grandmothers. Legend recorded
that, in a fit of anger, he had once defied a god;
and many were the versions of the tale of his
punishment. But he had vanished from the
island, and that was the great thing, for he had
been the most wicked as well as the most powerful
of all the magicians that had practised their
arts since the beginning of the world. And now,
after a hundred summers of banishment, here he
sat by the fire of honest hunters and fishermen,
with the silver robe gleaming on his shoulders.
Was he stronger than the gods themselves?

Even the courage of Run-all-day melted again.
What had brought this awful visitor to their
humble fire?

Several members of the party hastened to bring
food and water to the great magician, who ate
ravenously.

“I have made a weary journey,” said he, at
last. “I have spent eight days in travelling a
distance that, had I not been robbed, I should
have accomplished in a few hours. I, who owned
the red feathers but a moon ago, bruised my
feet on rocks and roots like any common
fellow.”

Run-all-day stood beyond the smoke of the
fire and so Bright Robe did not notice the sudden
alertness of the hunter’s face and body.

“What are these red feathers, mighty chief?”
inquired Lazy Bear, who possessed curiosity to
the extent that he lacked energy.

Food had mollified the magician’s spirit. “The
red feathers,” said he, “are articles of great
magic. The man who wears them against his
feet can outrace the flying hawk, and only
he who wears the moccasins of the wind can
overtake him in the air.”

“I have heard old people talk of the magic
moccasins that carry a man with the speed of
a flying teal, but I have heard no stories of the
red feathers,” said Run-all-day.

He spoke in a voice that showed no more than a
polite interest in the subject.

“Many stories are told of the moccasins,” said
Bright Robe, “for they have changed hands
many times, but have never left this country,
in hundreds of years, for more than two moons.
The red feathers, however, are not known to the
old story-tellers. Maybe they have thought that
all the swift running was done by the moccasins
of the wind. It was in the time of the coldest
winter, when the Narrow Sea was bound with
ice from shore to shore, that the red feathers
came into the possession of a chief of this country.
Mountaineers from the hills under the setting sun
crossed the Narrow Sea—and with them came
many of those fierce little men of the north—and
did battle with the nations of this island. The
leader of the invaders sped here and there in the
air, swift as a chasing hawk, swooping and slaying
like a hawk among grouse. To every man he
killed, terror was burned into the hearts of a
score. Our warriors had no strength to bend
their bows against him, or hurl their war-clubs,
when they heard the whisper of his flying feet.
But one man kept his courage alive and his eyes
ready. His was a strong bow, and his arrows
were long and sharply barbed. Slipping from
the central tumult of the battle, he crouched
beneath a spruce tree and peered about for the
flying enemy as a hunter looks out of cover for
homing geese. Suddenly he saw the terrible
one flash down upon the struggling warriors;
saw him strike once, and twice, and leap into the
air again. With lessened speed he drew near the
spruce tree under which the Beothic chief crouched
ready. The bow bent and sprang straight, and,
with a fearful cry, the man of the flying feet
struggled in the air. Another arrow whined and
struck—and another found its mark—and then
the terrible invader fell, like a stone, to the earth.
And, in the moccasins of the warrior from across
the Narrow Sea, the chief who slew him found
the red feathers.”

The men around the fire had followed the
story with breathless interest. For the time
being, their fear of the narrator was forgotten.

“The coldest winter was many hundreds of
seasons ago,” said one, “and never since then
has our country been in such danger. It must
have been a mighty battle.”

“It was a mighty battle,” replied Bright Robe.
“I was young then—I am older than I look—and
had learned nothing of magic. I fought in
the battle, for I was born in the tribe that dwells
on the coast of the Narrow Sea.”

“Was it you, great chief, who slew the leader
of the enemy?” asked Run-all-day.

“Nay,” replied the magician, with a low
chuckle. “But two days after the invaders
were driven away from our shores, out
onto the ice that was already weakening and
breaking, I took the red feathers from the
moccasin of that great chief and put them in my
own.”

“Then he must have been sleeping,” said
Run-all-day.

“A sound sleep, in truth,” replied Bright Robe,
calmly.

“You killed him—a chief of your own tribe—for
the magic feathers,” cried the hunter.

“Verily, oh smoker of fish and flesh,” replied
the magician. “And many another have
I killed, for less than those red feathers. To regain
possession of them now I should consider the
speeding of an hundred lives a niggardly payment.”

“We know nothing of the feathers,” cried an
old man.

Others confirmed the statement, in broken
words and tremulous gestures.

Bright Robe sneered. “You may save your
breath,” said he. “No cleaner of cod stole
the prize from the feet of Bright Robe; of that,
I need no assurance. Only the gods, and Wise-as-a-she-wolf,
have the hardihood to strike at me.
Even now I am on the trail of my enemy. It will
be a long trail, for he has both the moccasins of
the wind and the red feathers—but when one
knows the secret of everlasting life one can afford
to travel slowly.”

He looked about him with his dark, glowing
eyes. The braves at the fire felt their muscles
loosen under the awful glance.

“Now bring me thirty days’ food, dried meat
and smoked fish enough to last a man thirty days,”
he ordered. “I do not intend to delay my journey
for the purpose of killing caribou,” he added.

Run-all-day and his companions were glad
enough that the magician asked for so little.
They hastened to bring the best of their meat and
fish and pemmican. They heaped it near their
unwelcome visitor, in the light of the fire.

“Now bind it securely into one pack,” he
ordered.

When this was done he arose from the ground
and, bending over the great pack, laid his hand
on it. In a moment it had dwindled to the size
of a crouching wolf—to the size of a man’s
head—to the smallness of a hazel nut. And
this tiny object he picked up, between finger and
thumb, and tucked somewhere under his belt.

“You are worthy people,” he said, looking
around, well pleased at the wonder, fear, and
admiration written on the faces of the hunters.

“Now I continue my journey,” he added.
“See, I draw my robe of white fur over my head
so that not a man of you shall be able to say which
way I went.”

At the last word he drew the robe above his
shoulders—and lo, the fearful magician was nowhere
to be seen.

For hours the hunters continued to sit by the
fire. They were afraid that Bright Robe might
still be lurking near them, to hear what they had
to say of him. So they praised him warmly to
each other, until they could not keep their eyelids
open another minute.


CHAPTER V

RUN-ALL-DAY’S NEW-FOUND AMBITION
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Wind Lake was entered early in the evening
of the second day of the journey. The voyagers
did not land at sunset, but continued to paddle up
the long, narrow lake until they reached a point
on the western shore where a wooded valley
opened on the water, between two wooded hills.
By the time all the canoes were unloaded and the
people settled for sleep, it was long past midnight.

This was the place where Run-all-day had spent
the last four winters, his lodge standing alone in
that warm and sheltered valley, with an outlook
on the white lake, and with good hunting
country on three sides; but now the owners of
the other canoes and families begged him to allow
them to build their winter lodges beside his.

“Let us stay near you,” said an old man
named Green Bow on the morning after their
arrival. “The visit of Bright Robe has filled us
with trembling, and our dreams with black
visions. You are brave. You shall be chief of
the village and master of the chase, if only we
may camp in your valley and keep our hearts up
with the sight of your courage; for who can say
at what time Bright Robe may visit us again?”

“My heart ran to water in the presence of
Bright Robe,” replied Run-all-day. “My muscles
were no more than the muscles of a woman. I
did his bidding like a child and trembled at the
sound of his voice. And yet,” he concluded,
wonderingly, “you ask me to inspire you with
my courage.”

“Your eyes remained steady,” replied the old
man. “I think there was still a flame of courage
in the bottom of your heart.”

Run-all-day looked from the old man to the
others of the party, and a new and delightful
sensation took possession of him. Here was
recognition of his prowess, surely. They looked
to him for protection from the great and wicked
magician. Well, he would do what he could, as
he had always done in humbler matters.

“Friends,” said he, “I am willing to be your
chief and to let you hunt and live in this valley.
But I am not a magician, and I greatly fear that
the courage of a hunter would prove of no avail
against the evil strength of Bright Robe. But,
my friends, I am well liked by one who does not
fear Bright Robe. Wise-as-a-she-wolf has claimed
me for a relative; has partaken of my cooking-pot;
has even made a gift to my littlest
warrior.”

Now this was a trifle more than even Lazy
Bear could believe. As for old Green Bow, he
frowned at Run-all-day. “This is a new thing
to our ears,” he said. “May I ask, chief, how
long it is since you began to keep such fine company?”

The new-made chief was stung to anger.

“You do not believe my word,” he cried.
“Then I will give you proof of it.”

He put his
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