
Campfire Stories 

How Bear Lost His Tail 

Back in the old days, Bear had a tail which was his proudest possession. It was long and black and glossy 

and Bear used to wave it around just so that people would look at it. Fox saw this. Fox, as everyone 

knows, is a trickster and likes nothing better than fooling others. So it was that he decided to play a trick 

on Bear. It was the time of year when Hatho, the Spirit of Frost, had swept across the land, covering the 

lakes with ice and pounding on the trees with his big hammer. Fox made a hole in the ice, right near a 

place where Bear liked to walk. By the time Bear came by, all around Fox, in a big circle, were big trout 

and fat perch. Just as Bear was about to ask Fox what he was doing, Fox twitched his tail which he had 

sticking through that hole in the ice and pulled out a huge trout. 

'Greetings, Brother,' said Fox. 'How are you this fine day?' 

'Greetings,' answered Bear, looking at the big circle of fat fish. ' I am well, Brother. But what are you 

doing?' 

'I am fishing,' answered Fox. 'Would you like to try?' 

'Oh, yes,' said Bear, as he started to lumber over to Fox's fishing hole.  

But Fox stopped him. 'Wait, Brother,' he said, 'This place will not be good. As you can see, I have already 

caught all the fish. Let us make you a new fishing spot where you can catch many big trout.' 

Bear agreed and so he followed Fox to the new place, a place where, as Fox knew very well, the lake was 

too shallow to catch the winter fish:which always stay in the deepest water when Hatho has covered 

their ponds. Bear watched as Fox made the hole in the ice, already tasting the fine fish he would soon 

catch. 'Now,' Fox said, 'you must do just as I tell you. Clear your mind of all thoughts of fish. Do not even 

think of a song or the fish will hear you. Turn your back to the hole and place your tail inside it. Soon a 

fish will come and grab your tail and you can pull him out.'  

'But how will I know if a fish has grabbed my tail if my back is turned?' asked Bear. 

'I will hide over here where the fish cannot see me,' said Fox. 'When a fish grabs your tail, I will shout. 

Then you must pull as hard as you can to catch your fish. But you must be very patient. Do not move at 

all until I tell you.' 

Bear nodded, 'I will do exactly as you say.' He sat down next to the hole, placed his long beautiful black 

tail in the icy water and turned his back. 

Fox watched for a time to make sure that Bear was doing as he was told and then, very quietly, sneaked 

back to his own house and went to bed. The next morning he woke up and thought of Bear. 'I wonder if 

he is still there,' Fox said to himself. 'I'll just go and check.' 



So Fox went back to the ice covered pond and what do you think he saw? He saw what looked like a 

little white hill in the middle of the ice. It had snowed during the night and covered Bear, who had fallen 

asleep while waiting for Fox to tell him to pull his tail and catch a fish. And Bear was snoring. His snores 

were so loud that the ice was shaking. It was so funny that Fox rolled with laughter. But when he was 

through laughing, he decided the time had come to wake up poor Bear. He crept very close to Bear's 

ear, took a deep breath, and then shouted: 'Now, Bear!!!' Bear woke up with a start and pulled his long 

tail hard as he could. But his tail had been caught in the ice which had frozen over during the night and 

as he pulled, it broke off : Whack! : just like that. Bear turned around to look at the fish he had caught 

and instead saw his long lovely tail caught in the ice. 

'Ohhh,' he moaned, 'ohhh, Fox. I will get you for this.' But Fox, even though he was laughing fit to kill 

was still faster than Bear and he leaped aside and was gone. 

Bear was so embarrassed, he went back to his cave and did not come out until spring. So it is that even 

to this day Bears have short tails, hibernate all winter, and have no love at all for Fox. And if you ever 

hear a bear moaning, it is probably because he remembers the trick Fox played on him long ago and he 

is mourning for his lost tail. 

 

Stone Soup 

A weary, poor traveler arrived in a small village. He had no food or money and had not eaten in days. 

The one thing he did have was a cooking pot that he used on those rare occasions when he had 

something to cook. 

He built a small cooking fire, placed his pot on it, and poured in some water. When a few villagers asked 

what he was doing, he replied that he was making Stone Soup which was an ancient tasty recipe passed 

down to him from his ancestors. He then dropped in a smooth, round stone he had in his pocket into the 

pot. 

As the soup warmed, the traveler told the villagers stories of his travels and the exciting things he'd 

seen. He tasted his soup and said it was coming along nicely, but a bit of salt would bring out the flavor. 

One curious villager went into her home and returned with some salt for the soup. 

A few more villagers walking by stopped to see what was going on when they heard the traveler 

speaking. The traveler told more stories and said that a couple carrots or onion would be a nice addition 

to the already delicious soup. So, another villager figured he could give a few carrots and retrieved them 

from his cellar. 

This continued on with the traveler casually asking for onions, seasoning, a bit of meat, celery, potatoes 

to bring out the full potential of the soup. 

Finally, the soup was ready and everyone enjoyed the tasty meal prepared for them from just a stone, 

and a few other items. 



The Ghost of Able Fable 

Able Fable was a miserable old man, who was always worried that someone would break into his house 

and steal all his money. Each night before he would go to sleep, he would lock his wallet up in a safe 

located near his bed so that if anyone were to try to rob him they would have to wake him up to do it. 

Unfortunately, on the night that Able died he had only placed the wallet on the table near the safe 

without locking it up. Before his death, Able said to his family and friends that none of them were to 

touch his home or his money and he said that anyone who came near his safe and wallet would be 

greeted by his ghost and be scared away. Following Able's death the family decided that the money in 

the Fable house was not doing any good if not used, so they went into the home to get it. 

Able's oldest son decided to make the first attempt. He opened the door and went in, he saw Able's 

wallet on the table and reached for it. Immediately he heard a voice say:  

"I am the ghost of Able Fable, put the money back on the table!" 

The voice scared the son so much that he ran from the room and out the door, screaming: "I heard the 

voice of a ghost!"  

The oldest daughter in disbelief decided she would make her way into Able's room. She entered and 

reached for the wallet.  

She then heard the voice say: "I am the ghost of Able Fable, put the money back on the table!" 

The daughter was so scared that she dropped the wallet and ran from the room screaming: "I heard the 

voice of a ghost!" 

The youngest son decided to make his attempt at getting the money. When he entered the room and 

reached for the wallet he also heard the voice say: "I am the ghost of Able Fable, put the money back on 

the table!" 

The youngest son decided that he was not easily scared and said back: "Well, I am the ghost of Davey 

Crockett and the money is going to stay in my pocket!" 

The youngest son took all the money for his own and the ghost of Able Fable was never heard from 

again! 

 

  



The Cremation of Sam McGee 

BY ROBERT W. SERVICE 

There are strange things done in the midnight sun 

      By the men who moil for gold; 

The Arctic trails have their secret tales 

      That would make your blood run cold; 

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights, 

      But the queerest they ever did see 

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge 

      I cremated Sam McGee. 

Now Sam McGee was from Tennessee, where the cotton blooms and blows. 

Why he left his home in the South to roam 'round the Pole, God only knows. 

He was always cold, but the land of gold seemed to hold him like a spell; 

Though he'd often say in his homely way that "he'd sooner live in hell." 

On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way over the Dawson trail. 

Talk of your cold! through the parka's fold it stabbed like a driven nail. 

If our eyes we'd close, then the lashes froze till sometimes we couldn't see; 

It wasn't much fun, but the only one to whimper was Sam McGee. 

And that very night, as we lay packed tight in our robes beneath the snow, 

And the dogs were fed, and the stars o'erhead were dancing heel and toe, 

He turned to me, and "Cap," says he, "I'll cash in this trip, I guess; 

And if I do, I'm asking that you won't refuse my last request." 

Well, he seemed so low that I couldn't say no; then he says with a sort of moan: 

"It's the cursèd cold, and it's got right hold till I'm chilled clean through to the bone. 

Yet 'tain't being dead—it's my awful dread of the icy grave that pains; 

So I want you to swear that, foul or fair, you'll cremate my last remains." 

A pal's last need is a thing to heed, so I swore I would not fail; 

And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! he looked ghastly pale. 

He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day of his home in Tennessee; 

And before nightfall a corpse was all that was left of Sam McGee. 

There wasn't a breath in that land of death, and I hurried, horror-driven, 

With a corpse half hid that I couldn't get rid, because of a promise given; 

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say: "You may tax your brawn and brains, 

But you promised true, and it's up to you to cremate those last remains." 



Now a promise made is a debt unpaid, and the trail has its own stern code. 

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in my heart how I cursed that load. 

In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while the huskies, round in a ring, 

Howled out their woes to the homeless snows— O God! how I loathed the thing. 

And every day that quiet clay seemed to heavy and heavier grow; 

And on I went, though the dogs were spent and the grub was getting low; 

The trail was bad, and I felt half mad, but I swore I would not give in; 

And I'd often sing to the hateful thing, and it hearkened with a grin. 

Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and a derelict there lay; 

It was jammed in the ice, but I saw in a trice it was called the "Alice May." 

And I looked at it, and I thought a bit, and I looked at my frozen chum; 

Then "Here," said I, with a sudden cry, "is my cre-ma-tor-eum." 

Some planks I tore from the cabin floor, and I lit the boiler fire; 

Some coal I found that was lying around, and I heaped the fuel higher; 

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared—such a blaze you seldom see; 

And I burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and I stuffed in Sam McGee. 

Then I made a hike, for I didn't like to hear him sizzle so; 

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, and the wind began to blow. 

It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my cheeks, and I don't know why; 

And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak went streaking down the sky. 

I do not know how long in the snow I wrestled with grisly fear; 

But the stars came out and they danced about ere again I ventured near; 

I was sick with dread, but I bravely said: "I'll just take a peep inside. 

I guess he's cooked, and it's time I looked"; ... then the door I opened wide. 

And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm, in the heart of the furnace roar; 

And he wore a smile you could see a mile, and he said: "Please close that door. 

It's fine in here, but I greatly fear you'll let in the cold and storm— 

Since I left Plumtree, down in Tennessee, it's the first time I've been warm." 

There are strange things done in the midnight sun 

      By the men who moil for gold; 

The Arctic trails have their secret tales 

      That would make your blood run cold; 

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights, 

      But the queerest they ever did see 

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge 

      I cremated Sam McGee.  



The Battle of the Two Wolves 

A young boy came to his grandfather’s house, angry at a friend who had been mean to him that day. He 

grumbled and ranted about what his friend had done and was angrier still, that his friend didn’t think he 

had done anything wrong and wouldn’t apologize for it. When he finally finished, his grandfather had 

this to say: 

“I have felt the same way as you have at times. I have felt a great hate when those that have taken so 

much with no sorrow for what they’ve done. But hate wears you down, and does not hurt your enemy. 

It’s like taking poison and wishing your enemy would die from it. When I feel that hatred for someone, I 

remember a story my father told me, and it helps me when I struggle with these feelings that you are 

having…” 

“There is a fight going on inside all of us.  It’s a terrible fight and it is between two wolves. One is good 

and does no harm. He lives in harmony with all around him, and does not take offense when no offense 

was intended. He will only fight when it is right to do so, and in the right way.” 

“But the other wolf, ah! He is full of anger. The littlest thing will set him into a fit of temper. He fights 

everyone, all the time, for no reason. He cannot think because his anger and hate are so great. It is 

helpless anger, for his anger will change nothing.” 

“Sometimes, it is hard to live with these two wolves inside me, for both of them try to dominate my 

spirit.” 

The boy looked intently into his grandfather’s eyes and asked, “which one wins, grandfather?” 

The grandfather smiled and quietly said, “The one I feed.” 


