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Little Feather lived in a village on the banks of 

Ecorse Creek. Little Feather’s father and the 

people of his village  made canoes of birch bark 

from the trees growing beside the Creek. 

Little Feather and his dog Brown liked to paddle 

his canoe down Ecorse Creek and hunt and fish. 



 

One day Brown got sick. Instead of paddling 

with Little Feather, he laid by the fire beside 

his bone. Brown whimpered and groaned. 

Little Feather went to the wise woman of the 

village.  

“Wise Mother, what can I do to make Brown 

feel better?” he asked. 



 

“Take him to the Magic River,” the 

Wise Mother told Little Feather. 

“Where do I find the Magic 

River?” Little Feather asked her. 

“Your heart will find it,” the Wise 

Mother said. “Guide your canoe 

down Ecorse Creek and your heart 

will find the Magic River.” 

Little Feather put Brown in his 

canoe. He had to find the Magic 

River so Brown would get better. 



 
As Little Feather floated along, he saw Rabbit. 

“Rabbit, where is the Magic River?” he asked. 

Rabbit stared at him for a minute, and then he 

hopped away without answering Little Feather. 



 

Little Feather floated a little longer and then he 

saw Bear carrying a fish. “Bear, do you know 

where the Magic River is?” he shouted. 

Bear growled something around the fish in his 

mouth, but Little Feather couldn’t understand 

what he was saying. 



 Brown raised  his head when he heard Bear, but then 

he put his head back down and closed his eyes. Little 

Feather kept floating down the creek. 

Little Feather paddled his canoe all day, but he 

couldn’t find the Magic River..  Darkness nibbled at 

the edges of the trees. It was time to stop and make 

camp. 



 

Little Feather’s  stomach growled. In his hurry to 

find the Magic River for Brown, Little Feather had 

forgotten to bring his bow and arrows for hunting. 

He would have to make a snare out of brush and 

try to catch a quail for them to eat. 



 

“We have to stop for the night. The sun is setting,” 

Little Feather said. 

Brown thumped his tail on the bottom of the canoe. 

Little Feather rounded a bend in the creek and paddled 

to shore. Suddenly, Brown got slowly to his feet and 

looked over the side of the canoe. Brown barked 

loudly. 



 

“Brown, what are you barking at? Do you feel 

better?” Little Feather asked. 

Brown barked and looked toward the woods. 

Little Feather looked toward the woods and he 

saw smoke warriors marching across the sky. 

Little Feather and Brown followed the smoke 

warriors to a cabin nestling in a clearing in the 

woods.  
 



 
. 

Little Feather knocked on the cabin door. A 

woman opened the door and a man stood 

behind her. “Come in little ones,” the woman 

said. 

“Oui, come in,” the man said. “I am Andre 

Salliotte and this is my wife Aimee. I am a 

trader here on Ecorse Creek.” 

 



 

Your dog has made himself at home.” Aimee pointed 

to Brown who was over in the corner lapping 

something out of a wooden bowl. “Would you like 

something to eat?” she asked Little Feather. 

“Yes, please,” said Little Feather 



 

After Little Feather had eaten, Andre gave him a 

chair by the fire and pulled up another chair 

beside him. “What can I do to help you Little 

Feather?” Andre asked. 

“I am looking for the Magic River so Brown will 

get better, Little Feather told him. “The Wise 

Mother of my village told me to find it, but she 

didn’t tell me where to find it. Do you know 

where it is?” 



 

Aimee pulled a chair in front of the fire beside 

Andre. She held Brown in her lap and petted 

him. “This is something we must think about,” 

she said. 

Andre scratched his chin. “Has Brown been 

feeling ill?” he asked. 



 

“Yes, he has, but he is better now,” Little 

Feather told her. 

Aimee smiled. “He ate all of the venison I 

gave him.” She petted Brown and smiled at 

Little Feather again. “You will sleep in front 

of our fire tonight.” 

She brought out a straw filled mattress and 

feather pillow and soon Little Feather and 

Brown were stretched out in front of the fire 

fast asleep. 



During the night Little Feather dreamed that a 

great white dog came and barked to Brown and 

Brown followed him to the green meadow. The 

two dogs raced each other across the meadow, 

splashed in a stream running through it and 

chased rabbits. 



The next morning the smell of bacon and 

coffee tickled Little Feather’s nose and his 

nose woke him up. “Come on Brown, it’s time 

to get up. We have to get an early start so we 

can find the Magic River.” 

Brown didn’t answer. 

Little Feather shook Brown. “Wake up, 

Brown!” 



Andre came over to the fire place and 

squatted down next to Little Feather’s 

bed.  “He will not wake up, Little 

Feather. Brown’s soul has gone on to 

race to the meadows and sleep in the 

warm sunshine. Brown is dead, Little 

Feather.” 

 



Little Feather cried and cried. “It’s my 

fault Brown died. The Wise Mother told 

me to find the Magic River. If I had found 

it, Brown would still be alive.” 



“You did find it the Magic River,” Andre said 

gently. “You paddled on it all day yesterday to 

come to us. Rivere aux Ecorces are the French 

words, the words of my people that mean 

River of Bark. We call it River of Bark 

because it is the custom of your people to send 

the dead to the Magic River in a canoe made 

from the bark of the birch trees that grow on 

the banks of Ecorse Creek. 



“But why didn’t the Wise Mother tell me that 

Brown was going to die?” Little Feather 

sobbed. 

Aimee hugged Little Feather. “She did tell you 

by sending you down the River of Bark to find 

the Magic River.” 



Andre and Aimee helped Little Feather 

wrap Brown’s body in birch bark from the 

trees growing along the banks of Ecorse 

Creek. They stood on the bank and waved 

goodbye to Little Feather as he paddled 

down Ecorse Creek toward home. 



“We wish Brown a good journey and many 

rabbits,” Andre said. 

“Come to us again,” Aimee said. 

Little Feather paddled his canoe around the bend 

of Ecorse Creek and found a sandbank 

overlooking the meadow. As the rabbits chased 

each other and the deer peered at him from the 

woods, Little Feather gathered some soft moss. 

He covered Brown with the moss and shoved the 

canoe into the creek. “Happy journey up the 

Magic River, Brown,” Little Feather said. 



As he walked home through the thick 

woods, Little Feather heard Brown’s 

joyous barking and felt a slobbery kiss 

on his cheek. 



A Dog’s Prayer 

 

Lord of the woodlands, fields, and 

streams, 

Please let my people and I be a team, 

Let us climb and dig and run, 

Let us be friends in work and in fun. 

Lord, at the end of each perfect day, 

Let them be petting me when they 

pray! 

 




