w Looking down at my beautiful knife, I suddenly had a plan
w l n d R u n r d A worthy of a true warrior. I'd follow the hunters and surprise them!
n e a n £ Me appearing as though by shaman magic would prove I had the
L skills of a tracker and the fleet feet of a runner. Surely then I'd be
f h e H by Jocqueline . given my own honour song. the mark of a true warrior.
u n t cues t ! That night, I lay wrapped in my sleeping hides until the village

el sounds dwindled to silence. I was eager to put my plan into
action. Quietly, so my mother would not wake, I crept outside.
m First gathering my bow and quiver of arrows, I then strapped my
. father's knife, now my knife, onto my belt. I loved how the

deer-antler handle had been worn smooth by his hand.

With the moon's bright belly filling the night sky, I followed
the tracks of the hunting party into the mountains.

As I crossed a bubbling stream, my eye was caught by a fresh
paw print in the mud. It belonged to a grizzly bear. Oddly. one of
the toes was missing a claw. Scanning the banks, I was relieved

to see the bear was gone. A grizzly was the last thing I wanted to
run into.

Silently, I stood in front of our teepee and watched as the warriors
of my tribe prepared to leave.

I, Wind Runner of the Raven People, would not be going on an
important hunt — and this shame would follow me like black smoke
from a campfire. True, I was only twelve ... but I was a proven
tracker and I could run. I was like the west wind, the Chinook, when
it blew past so fast the campfires flared. I would be a valuable
warrior on any hunt.

At that moment, Black Eagle, my father, came out of our teepee
and I stood straighter, my chin held high. Maybe he’d change his
mind and take me,

“I have a gift for you.”

“What is it, Father?” I asked.

“You may not be old enough to join this hunt.” he said

knowingly, “but you are old enough for this.”

He held out his prized knife in its beaded sheath.
My breath caught at the importance of

this gift. “Thank you. I will protect it with
my life!”

Chuckling, he laid his hand on my
shoulder. “The knife is supposed to protect
your life, Wind Runner.”

b ’ He joined the other warriors and I watched
3 j the hunting party ride away.







