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The Mystery of the Eagle Feather
all of his stuff was wonderful, too. She was forever trying to get her sticky little toddler fingers on anything that belonged to her big brother.
For some reason, she particularly liked his Indian stuff. Timothy had some neat Indian stuff.
Some of it had come from a good friend of his—an Indian boy he had never met. Never in person, that is. But he and Anthony Two Trees had been writing letters to each other for almost a year now.
It had all started as a project for school. Timothy's class had been studying American Indians. And Timothy had discovered that, next to art, social studies was his favorite sub- gj ject. co
His teacher had arranged to have the class g write letters to a class of Native American kids. g
The other kids had each written one nice *-letter and gotten one nice letter back. And that was that.
But Timothy and Anthony had discovered they had a lot in common. For one thing, they both liked baseball. For another thing, they both liked art.
Indian Stuff
And when you put those two things together, you get decorated baseball caps. Timothy's was usually covered with metal slogan buttons—though sometimes he wore it "plain." Anthony's was beaded.
So they had kept on writing letters to each other.
Timothy told Anthony about his cousins and how they had a detective club and solved mysteries.
Anthony told Timothy about learning Indian dances and competing at powwows.
Then, for his final social studies project, Timothy had made a model tepee from scratch, with only a little help from his parents.
Timothy had been tempted to paint pictures all over it. But he stopped himself. For one thing, he knew most tepees nowadays were left almost plain. For another thing, the shape of a tepee was so crisp and clean, it didn't need a lot of decoration.
So Timothy had controlled himself and just added a couple of touches. He painted a band of eagle feathers around the top. He painted a band of turtles around the bottom. And then—in honor of his friend—he painted
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two trees by the door flap.
Timothy's model tepee was a work of art, if he did say so himself.
Timothy's teacher said the tepee was exquisite and gave it an A+.
Timothy sent Anthony a picture his father had taken of Timothy, Titus, and Sarah-Jane around the A+ tepee.
The picture had turned out to be funny, though. That was because you could see Pris-cilla off to one side reaching out to grab the tepee. And you could see Timothy's mother's arm reaching out to grab Priscilla.
Timothy wrote to Anthony that he knew Indians didn't live in tepees anymore. He enclosed a gift of special beads an artist friend had given him.
Anthony wrote back to say that Indians did sometimes still live in tepees. For the weekend, anyway, when they went to powwows.
Anthony said Timothy's model tepee was just right. He especially liked the two trees by the door flap.
And Anthony enclosed a picture of himself in his powwow outfit. He had put Timothy's
beads in a position of honor in the center of his headband.
Anthony had designed the outfit himself. His mother had sewn it, and Anthony had added most of the decorations.
Enclosed with the letter were some genuine elk teeth and porcupine quills.
"I wish you could come see me dance in person," wrote Anthony.
"I wish I could, too," Timothy wrote back.
And that's how he got his Great Idea.
An Educational Vacation
That's why Titus and Sarah-Jane were at Timothy's house now. They were going out west with Timothy's family. And as part of the trip, they were going to visit a powwow to meet Anthony Two Trees.
Titus and Sarah-Jane wanted to see the model tepee up close again. So Timothy got out the step stool and got the tepee down. He wished he could take it to show Anthony in person. But there was no way to pack it so that it wouldn't get wrecked.
Timothy showed his cousins the elk teeth and porcupine quills that Anthony had sent him. He showed them the picture of Anthony in his dance-contest outfit.
"So cool!" said Sarah-Jane. "I wish I had an outfit just like that."
"Sorry, old pal," said Timothy, patting her shoulder. "Only men and boys can be grass dancers. But there are some neat-O contests for women and girls, too. I got a book out of the library that tells about powwows. You won't believe the costumes!"
He got the book off the shelf, and the cousins poured over the pictures, ooing and ahing at the designs and colors.
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"Actually/' said Timothy, correcting himself, "you're not supposed to call them costumes. The dancers aren't dressing up like anyone else. They're just wearing what they're supposed to wear for the kind of dance they do.
"There are some rules about what the different kinds of outfits are supposed to look like. But after that, the dancers can decorate their outfits any way they want to. In fact, the judges give points for the decoration, not just the dancing.
"It took Anthony hours and hours and hours to decorate his. But even so, he's just a kid with a kid's outfit. He says the really professional dancers have outfits that are worth hundreds—even thousands—of dollars."
"Hmmm," said Titus, as if he was thinking it over. "I don't think I have quite that much spending money. But didn't you say there will be booths where we can buy some great Indian stuff? I know exactly what I want to buy."
"What?" asked Timothy and Sarah-Jane together.
"An eagle feather," declared Titus. "Just like the ones Anthony is wearing on his head."
"Sorry, old pal," said Timothy, patting him
An Educational Vacation
on the shoulder. "There's no way you can buy an eagle feather."
"Why?" asked Titus. "Too expensive?"
"No," said Timothy. "It's against the law."
"What?" asked Titus. "You mean because eagles are an endangered species?"
"Bingo," Timothy replied. "The only people who can own eagle feathers are Indians. And even they can't buy them. They get them free from the government. When an eagle dies in the wild or in the zoo, the feathers are stored away. Indians can write and ask for eagle feathers to use on ceremonial outfits. But they can't sell the feather or give them away to non-Indians like us."
"So—" said Titus. "Those really fancy outfits with eagle feathers all over them—even if you had a bazillion dollars, you couldn't buy one?"
"Not legally," said Timothy.
"Well, what do you know?" said Titus with a heavy sigh. "I'm crushed. But at least I can say I learned something new today."
Sarah-Jane groaned. "This trip is so Educational, we're learning stuff before we even get out of the house!"
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It sounded like grumbling from his cousins, but Timothy knew it wasn't.
Titus and Sarah-Jane loved the powwow idea as much as his parents and aunts and uncles did.
It made you feel pretty important to have everyone love your Great Idea.
But it could also make you feel a little nervous, Timothy realized. Because—what if it didn't work out? What if something went wrong?
Relax! Timothy told himself. Going to a powwow is a Great Idea. What can possibly go wrong?
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faint. Not from the heat—though it was hot. But from the excitement.
They saw trailers and campers and tents of all kinds. But rising above them all were the tepees. Bright white cones with crisscrossed poles pointing toward the sky. Some of the poles still had pine branches on the top that waved in the breeze. And some of the tepees were decorated with gorgeous designs.
At the center of it all was a huge, round open area—the arbor—where the dancing would take place.
Dancers, with big contest entry numbers pinned to their outfits, streamed toward the arbor in a river of colors. It was almost time for the Grand Entry.
Timothy caught his breath. It was almost more than the artist in him could stand. He wanted to run around, flapping his arms and yelling—as if that could maybe help him take it all in.
But he controlled himself and scanned the crowds of dancers for Anthony. There wasn't time to find Anthony's camp before the Grand Entry. So the family went to find seats.
Suddenly, Timothy was jostled by some-
At the Powwow
one coming the other way.
That someone was a dancer, and the sight of him made Timothy gulp. He was dressed in the traditional style with buckskin fringes and a big eagle feather bustle at the back of his waist. His feather headdress was so big you could hardly see his face. And the part of his face you could see was heavily painted.
"Excuse me," said Timothy, though it was
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more the dancer's fault than his.
The man didn't answer but hurried away and disappeared from sight among the tepees.
"Nice guy," said Sarah-Jane. "Why is he going that way if the dance arbor is this way?"
"Must have forgotten something, I guess," said Timothy. "Come to think of it, it did seem like something was missing from his outfit."
His cousins stared at him in disbelief.
"The guy was covered from head to foot in feathers and beads!" exclaimed Titus. "You couldn't even see his face. What could possibly be missing from an outfit like that?"
"I don't know," murmured Timothy. "But I'm sure something was."
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His parents said OK, as long as they stayed together and kept an eye on the time.
It was a point of honor with the cousins that they could be trusted to do stuff on their own without getting into trouble. They had figured out pretty early on that they didn't need people to make them behave if they could make themselves behave. And their parents knew they could count on the cousins to behave. So it all worked out really well.
It was a good thing they didn't have a whole lot of time at the booths. Otherwise, Timothy never would have been able to make up his mind what to buy. As it was, he went with his first impression and bought a beaded V-shaped harness to wear over his shirt. Titus trusted Timothy's judgment and bought the same thing, except with a little bit different design. Sarah-Jane bought some brightly colored beaded necklaces that she piled on top of one another.
They still had some money, so they bought feathers to wear on their heads. Not eagle feathers. No amount of money could buy those. So they had to be content with dyed chicken feathers. Actually, the final effect was
A Snatch of Conversation
pretty impressive—if they did say so themselves.
Even after buying the feathers, the cousins still had some money left. So they put it together and spent it all on Priscilla. They bought her a little rag doll wearing a jingle dress outfit. There were little metal cones sewn in rows around the dress. When you shook the doll to make it "dance," the cones clinked together in a jingle sound. Priscilla would love it.
The cousins were just paying for the doll when they noticed a small group of worried-looking people huddled together nearby. The cousins overheard snatches of their conversation.
And what they heard made them prick up their detective ears:
"A terrible thing!"
"Are you sure he didn't just misplace it?"
"He says no, that he knows exactly where he left it."
"And now it's gone?"
"Gone!"
"He blames himself, poor man, for leaving it unattended."
"But who would take something like that?
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He shouldn't blame himself."
"And no one saw a thing?"
"Not a thing."
"But with so much going on—"
"How can you replace something like that?"
"You can't. It's priceless."
"It was in his family for generations."
"That's right."
"And now he says he'll never dance again."
"A terrible thing!"
"Who would do something like that?"
Suddenly the conversation was cut short by the sound of drums. The Grand Entry was about to begin.
"What was that all about?" asked Titus as they rushed back to their seats.
"It sounds like something was stolen/' said Sarah-Jane. "But what?"
"Beats me," said Timothy with a worried frown.
It was the second mysterious thing that had happened that day. And the powwow hadn't even officially started yet.
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so that as more dancers came in, they formed a big, spiral circle.
"Excellent!" gasped Titus.
"So cool!" breathed Sarah-Jane.
"Neat-O!" agreed Timothy. The Grand Entry was one of the most exciting things he had ever seen. It was all the more exciting because coming to the powwow had been his Great Idea, and it was all working out so perfectly. Well, almost perfectly.
Timothy looked for the dancer who had so rudely run into him. But he couldn't pick him out. There had been something odd about him, Timothy was sure of that. He just didn't know what it was.
The kid dancers came after the adults. Timothy could see them lined up by the en-tryway, waiting their turn in line to dance into the arbor.
He got out his photograph of Anthony and studied it carefully. Then he strained to see if he could spot Anthony in person amid all those colorful outfits.
He might not have seen him if Anthony hadn't been scanning the crowds in the stands to get a glimpse of Timothy at the same time.
The Grand Entry
Timothy and Anthony spotted each other at exactly the same moment. They smiled and waved. Timothy nudged Sarah-Jane and Titus, who smiled and waved, too.
Then Anthony turned his attention to dancing. He looked as if he was concentrating very hard. Timothy even thought he looked a little worried. But he couldn't imagine why.
When Anthony danced into the arbor, the long yarn of his outfit waved as smoothly as grass on the prairie waving in the wind. His movements were so controlled and so free all at the same time. Maybe Anthony could show him how to do it.
At the end of the line came the tiniest dancers, some of them not much older than Pris-cilla.
"Oh, Aunt Sarah!" cried Sarah-Jane. "Couldn't you just die} They're so cutel Look, Priscilla, look! Little girls just like you. And they're wearing jingle dresses just like your dolly!"
After the opening ceremonies, everyone was invited to dance.
Timothy caught sight of Anthony making his way through the crowds toward him. He
hoped Anthony would show him how to do at least a couple of steps.
But Anthony's first words were a complete surprise. "Timothy! Thank goodness you're here. Can you come back to the camp with me right away? I need the T.C.D.C."
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thy's parents and baby sister to eat supper with us after the contests. But I asked Timothy, Titus, and Sarah-Jane to come back to the trailer with me before I have to dance. They're very good at finding things. I thought they could help me look for John's eagle fan. I saw him wandering around all by himself. He looked very upset."
He turned to the cousins. "Eagle feathers are very special to us. We are not supposed to let them touch the ground. If an eagle feather should fall from someone's outfit during the dancing, the dancers form a circle around it to protect it. An elder is called to come pick it up. That's why John is so upset about his lost fan."
He added, "John is my uncle. But he's only a few years older than I am. He hasn't been dancing all that long. But now he's so upset, he wants to quit."
"Yes," said Timothy. "We overheard some people talking about it. They said how terrible it is that it was stolen."
"Stolen!" cried Anthony and his grandfather together. "What makes you think it was stolen?"
The T.C.D.C.
"Well, wasn't it?" asked Titus, sounding confused.
"Not that we know of," said Mr. Two Trees. "We just assumed my son had misplaced it. He is still a teenager, and sometimes young people can be careless. Although—I have never known him to be careless with his dance outfit before. . . ."
Sarah-Jane said, "The person we heard about was sure something of his had been stolen. We didn't hear what it was. Just that it was priceless and had been in his family for generations."
Mr. Two Trees just shook his head sadly as if he couldn't think of the words to say how he felt about that.
"Those people couldn't have been talking about John," said Anthony. "He made the fan himself. It was new. Besides, he was so embarrassed about losing it that I don't think he would have told anyone."
Timothy said, "I'm beginning to think your Uncle John didn't misplace his fan at all. Two valuable things missing in one day? It's just too much of a coincidence."
Just Looking Around
The cousins looked at one another and smiled. Here was someone who thought the way they did.
Anthony said, "We need to get a good view. Can you ride?"
"Ride?" asked Timothy. "You mean like a bicycle?"
"No, silly," laughed Anthony. "A horse. All the kids around here can ride. I know someone who will lend us some horses."
"I can ride," said Sarah-Jane, who lived in the country and whose neighbor had a horse.
"Do you need a saddle?" asked Anthony.
"No," said Sarah-Jane. "Either way."
"Good," said Anthony. "All the kids around here just ride bareback."
In the end they decided that two horses were enough. Timothy had once ridden a pony at a carnival, but that didn't really count. So he climbed up behind Anthony and held on tight. Titus had never ridden a horse at all. But the horse seemed to really like him, so that worked out OK. Titus climbed up behind Sarah-Jane.
They didn't try anything fancy. Just let the horses walk casually through the campground.
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It was fun. But it was also disappointing. They didn't see anything at all suspicious. Still, something was tugging at the back of Timothy's mind.
When they returned the horses, Anthony said, "Well, it was worth a try. I don't want you to miss any more of the dancing. Besides, my group is up soon, and I'd better get going. Is my number on straight?" He pointed to the big entry number hanging on his outfit and laughed. "When you've practiced as hard as I have, you at least want the judges to see your number."
"You look great," said Titus.
"Perfect," said Sarah-Jane.
"Perfect," echoed Timothy.
It wasn't until Anthony had gone and they were wandering back to the stand that a sudden thought hit Timothy.
An outfit could be perfect and still have something missing.
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"Right," said Titus. "And don't the dancers need to pay an entry fee when they get their numbers? I don't think a dancer would even be allowed to compete without one. Are you positive that guy didn't have a number? I mean, why would someone get all dressed up like that if he wasn't going to be in a dance contest?"
"Yes," said Sarah-Jane. "Those outfits must be awfully hot. Why would you be covered from head to foot—even painting your face—on a day like today if you didn't have a really good reason?"
Suddenly Titus and Sarah-Jane came to a full stop and stared at Timothy, open-mouthed.
Timothy said, "My point exactly."
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thing he stole? It did look a little too big for him, didn't it?"
Timothy nodded. "The headdress. The fan. Who knows what else? The point is, if you're wearing shorts and a T-shirt and an eagle feather headdress, people are going to look at you funny. But if you're all dressed up as a dancer, everyone will assume everything you're wearing, everything you're carrying is yours."
"And," added Sarah-Jane, "if your face is all painted, how could anyone tell who you are? For all we know, this guy might not even be an Indian."
"He probably isn't," said Timothy. "I don't think an Indian would steal a powwow outfit. If he tried to wear it as his own, he would run the risk of it being recognized. Besides, would an Indian treat eagle feathers that way?"
Titus said, "So our best guess is that the thief is someone who couldn't get eagle feathers legally, is that it? Someone who might sell them to people who didn't care where they came from. Some people always want what they can't have. I mean, come on, folks. Let's show a little self-control."
A Brilliant Theory
They were all quiet for a few moments, thinking about all this.
Then Titus said, "But what do we do now? Go up to the police and say, 'Officer, arrest that man—he's not wearing a number!'? I don't think so."
"And he was also so rude!" exclaimed Sarah-Jane indignantly.
The boys laughed, and she had to admit that sounded funny. You couldn't arrest someone for being rude.
Then all three of them realized they had to admit something else:
They had a brilliant theory . . .
And not a shred of proof.
Refreshments
Priscilla nodded happily.
The cousins sat in a row, not saying much. It was a funny feeling to have so much on your mind and yet not feel ready to talk about it.
The grown-ups were no longer talking about remodeling kitchens. They had moved on to talk about remodeling bathrooms.
Timothy wondered if a person could actually die of boredom.
Then he realized that he wasn't bored. He was restless. And he was restless because he was itching to do something about the thefts. But what?
Then the drumming started up again, and it was hard to think of anything else.
This was Anthony's contest, and Timothy felt a surge of pride. It was almost like being down there with him. He felt a lot less restless when the dance was over.
Anthony ended up with third prize, which wasn't bad at all. There had been a lot of good competition.
Timothy found himself wondering about Anthony's Uncle John. He hoped he wouldn't give up dancing because of his missing fan.
Anthony must have been able to put his
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worries about his uncle out of his mind, Timothy thought. It sure seemed Anthony was concentrating on his dancing. Or maybe it was that he was dancing for his uncle. Timothy remembered Anthony once telling him that a dancer sometimes dedicated a dance to someone who needed help. Anthony had said that you always dance better when you're dancing for someone else.
Timothy wished he had a way to help.
His father's voice broke into his thoughts. "How about a snack? What does that sign down there mean—Indian fry bread? What's that? And what are Indian tacos? Let's go find out."
The food helped. It almost always lifted Timothy out of his crankiness.
But what helped his crankiness even more was to look up and see "that guy" calmly eating at the next picnic table.
Out for a Stroll
"I see a little girl who needs a nap," said Timothy's mother as Priscilla rubbed her eyes. "Maybe I should put her in her stroller and walk her around. Maybe she'll drop off to sleep."
"We'll do it," Timothy volunteered.
He gave a long, slow stretch, which meant: Follow my lead.
"Sure," said Titus. "I feel like walking around some more, anyway."
"Sounds like fun," said Sarah-Jane.
"Oh, would you?" said Timothy's mother, obviously pleased. "That will give me some more time to visit with Bill and Judy."
The topic was now Water in the Basement. Who could resist that}
Fortunately, Priscilla was not in one of her me-do-it moods, where she insisted on pushing the stroller herself.
That would have ruined The Plan.
As it was, she got into her stroller without a fuss.
And when the guy at the next table got up to leave, he never suspected a thing.
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He didn't even notice that he was being followed at a safe distance.
Followed by three nice kids, who just happened to be out for a stroll with a baby.
The Mystery of the Eagle Feather
think he's the thief? Grandfather said the police had gotten quite a few complaints about things being missing. And if that guy is the thief, where do you suppose he put all the stuff? He doesn't have it with him."
"You're right about that," said Timothy. "I'm beginning to think this is a wild goose chase."
No sooner had he said that than a truck went rumbling along the dirt road, stirring up a lot of dust. They closed their eyes, coughing and spluttering. When they looked again, the suspect had disappeared among the cars and tepees.
"As I was saying," sighed Timothy. "A wild goose chase. I don't know—should we tell the police we saw a suspicious-looking character? When you come right down to it, the only thing suspicious about him was that he wasn't wearing a dance number."
Anthony shrugged. "It wouldn't hurt, I guess. I don't know if they have much else to go on. If you like, I'll go talk to them now and catch up with you later."
"Sounds good," said Timothy. "We'll walk Priscilla around a little more. I want to see
Tepees
those tepees up close, anyway."
"Tepee! Tepee!" said a little voice from the stroller.
"Well, look who's not taking a nap like she's supposed to. Come on, Sib. Let's go look at some real tepees. And then you have to go to sleep."
Sib was Timothy's pet name for his sister. It was short for sibling, a word that meant a person's brother or sister. Timothy thought Sib also sounded like it could be short for Pris-cilla.
"TEPEES!"
"OK. OK."
"You know—" said Titus slowly as they walked among the tepees. "If a person wanted to hide a bunch of Indian stuff, a tepee would be a pretty good place to do it."
Sarah-Jane agreed. "Because the stuff would just look like it belonged there."
Timothy said, "And both times we saw the guy, he was headed toward the tepees. So maybe he is using a tepee for a hiding place. The problem is—which one?"
near the tepee door lay a magnificent eagle feather.
Timothy almost reached down to pick it up, but he pulled back just in time. He remembered that they were guests at this powwow. And picking up an eagle feather was a job for an elder of the tribe.
So the cousins—with Priscilla in her stroller—stood in a circle around the eagle feather to protect it.
They looked around for someone to help. Most everyone was at the arbor, watching the dancing.
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But they were in luck. At that moment Anthony and his grandfather came along the road. With them was a young policeman.
"Anthony!" called Timothy. "Over here. Quick!"
Anthony, his grandfather, and the policeman hurried over to them.
Still no one came out of the tepee. Either someone was hiding, or no one was home.
Old Mr. Two Trees gave a little gasp when he saw the eagle feather on the ground.
But he smiled at the cousins standing in a circle around it. "You did well, my children," he said. "You did well."
Anthony said, "How do you suppose the feather got here? Do you think it could have fallen off of something that was stolen?"
"It's certainly possible," said Titus.
"We thought the guy we saw might have hidden the things around here."
The young policeman stepped to the door of the tepee.
"Hello," he called. "Hello. Is anyone home?"
A Clue on the Ground
Getting no answer, he lifted the door flap and looked inside.
"Well, I'll be!" he exclaimed. "Grandfather Two Trees, please come look at this."
The Give-Back
He probably had a car somewhere nearby.
Everyone said the theory made sense. But they would never know for sure.
The cousins had been able to give the police a very good description of the man's outfit. They were able to describe the face paint. But all the guy had to do was wash his face and change into street clothes. And then—who would know? He would just look like anyone else.
But at least they had found the hidden treasures.
And now the problem was tracking down the rightful owners.
That's when Anthony had suggested a giveaway.
"A what}" the cousins had all said at once.
"It's a custom we Indians have," said Anthony. "It's for when we want to celebrate something important that has happened to us. Or for when we want to honor someone in our family. We collect gifts all year to bring to a powwow. Then we spread them out in the arbor. Whoever needs them can come and get them. The family is honored by what they give away. And everyone comes up to shake hands
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and give congratulations. So instead of people giving us presents on special occasions, we give them presents."
"Excellent idea/' said Titus.
"We think so/' said Anthony, smiling. "Anyway, this would not be a giveaway exactly. More like a give-back. The police can spread the things out in the arbor. And those people the things were stolen from can come get them back."
"Excellent idea!" said Titus again.
And everyone agreed that it was.
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Anthony both liked art. So he came up with an idea to mark this occasion. He invited the boys to paint a design on his tepee.
Anthony and Timothy talked it over and decided what they would paint. Two eagles facing each other in lasting friendship.
Then Timothy's family went to Anthony's family camper for supper.
They had a wonderful time. Except that Anthony's parents started telling Timothy's parents about building an addition onto their house. And maybe remodeling the kitchen . . .
"Anthony, old pal," said Timothy. "Why don't you show us some dance steps?"
So Anthony showed the cousins how to do some steps from his dance.
The cousins were really lousy at it. At least compared to Anthony.
It took so much control to keep from falling.
But then it was time to say goodbye. Which was really hard.
Anthony and the cousins had only known each other in person for a few hours. But it seemed as if they had known one another forever.
/
\
As he walked to the car for the long ride back, Timothy turned to wave. At the same moment, he and Anthony called out the same thing to each other: "Don't forget to write!"
By the time the car was on the open road, Priscilla was sound asleep.
"There's my sweetie," Sarah-Jane murmured, stroking her little hand. "Did you have a busy day?"
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They had all had a busy day when it came to that.
Timothy could feel himself starting to doze. Titus was already drifting off.
His father said, "This was a Great Idea of yours, son—coming to a powwow."
"Yes, it was," said Timothy. "If I do say so myself. It was very . . . Educational."
The End
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