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INTRODUCTION

The 166 legends recorded here come from the heart and soul of the
native people of North America. Some have been told for thousands of
years, and they are still being told and retold, reshaped and refitted to
meet their audience’s changing needs, even created anew out of a con-
temporary man’s or woman'’s vision. They arise out of the earth—the
plants, herbs, and animals which are integral parts of the human realm.
They are imbedded in the ancient languages and flow according to the
thythms of the natural world—a different pace indeed from that of a
technological, man-made environment. Most industrialized people, eyes
ever on the clock, fragmented by the pressing problems of a split-second,
microchip society, have little time or inclination, it seems, to speculate
on the communal nature of the universe. Mutually shared and suppor-
tive legends about the beginning and end of the world (and what
happens in between) seem hopelessly beyond their vision.

The native American, following the pace of “Indian time,” still lives
connected to the nurturing womb of mythology. Mysterious but real
power dwells in nature—in mountains, rivers, rocks, even pebbles. White
people may consider them inanimate objects, but to the Indian, they are
enmeshed in the web of the universe, pulsating with life and potent
with medicine. As Ernst Cassirer has written, “The mythical world is at
a much more fluid and fluctuating stage than our theoretical world . . .
The world of myth is a dramatical world—a world of actions, of forces,
of conflicting powers. In every phenomenon of nature it sees the collision
of these powers. Mythical perception is always impregnated with these
emotional qualities.”*

The world of the Pueblo Indians is bounded mythically and geograph-

ically by four sacred mountains, where holy men still go on pilgrimages

* An Essay on Man: An Introduction to a Philosophy of Human Culture. Yale Univer-
sity Press, New Haven, 1962.




to pray for rain and to gather medicines. The associations between geog-
raphy and mythic events are strong; the mountains of the Northwest, for
example, were believed by the native inhabitants to have once been
people who fought, schemed, loved, and were eventually given the form
they now have by the all-powerful One, mostly as punishment for making
trouble. The firmament is filled with stars and planets who were once
on earth, human lovers fated to chase each other across the evening sky
into eternity. Such roles are not fixed, either; the sun, moon, and morning
star seem free to take human form and roam the earth, seeking love and
other adventures.

The links between the historic past and the present through myth are
strong. Archeologists’ evidence shows that the Iroquois of the Northeast
have possessed a viable material culture continuously for several thou-
sand years, a chain reflected in an extant body of folklore which has
survived despite the attempts of many generations of white society to
eradicate (or negatively stereotype) Indian history and culture. The
effects of white culture on many other regions, with the notable excep-
tions of the Southwest and the Plains, and to a degree the Northwest,
have been devastating, with whole bodies of Indian literature erased, or
warped beyond recognition in their contemporary representations.

Where legends endure, they do so fiercely. Tunka, the stone god, is
the Sioux’s oldest god, and men still carry oddly shaped pebbles, bits of
flint, or lumps of fossil agate in their medicine bundles. They still pray
to special sacred rocks and tell legends about them. Rivers, lakes, water-
falls, and mountains are the abodes of spirits and often appear as living
characters in stories. Even today a Sioux or Cheyenne might say, “I felt
the sacred pipe move in my hands. It was alive. Power flowed from it.”
Or, “When I touched the sacred sun dance pole, I felt that it was flesh,
warm flesh.” The ancient tokens and symbols still exist and are carefully
preserved. Modern equipment is no match. When the Sioux medicine
man Lame Deer first traveled on a modern jet, he immediately related
his Boeing 707 to the Wakinyan, the Thunderbirds, whose awesome
power ignites the lightning. The airplane suffered greatly by comparison.

To those used to the patterns of European fairy tales and folktales,
Indian legends often seem chaotic, inconsistent, or incomplete. Plots
seem to travel at their own speed, defying convention and at times doing
away completely with recognizable beginnings and endings. Coyote is a
powerful creator one moment, a sniveling coward the next. Infants dis-
play alarming talents or powers; births and deaths alternate as fast as
night and day. To try to apply conventional (Western) logic is not only
impossible but unnecessary; spinning out a single image or episode may
be the salient feature of—indeed, the whole reason for—telling a tale,




and stories are often told in chains, one word, character, or idea bringing
to mind a related one, prompting another storyteller to offer a contribu-
tion. The howling wind, the bubbling brook, the shrieking magpie all
suggest, in their vital immediacy, stories, out of which legends are created.
Stories are told for adults and children alike, as elements in solemn
ceremonies and as spontaneous creations. Rather then being self-contained
units, they are often incomplete episodes in a progression that goes back
deep into a tribe’s traditions.

Long ago Hubert Howe Bancroft wrote, “Language is thought in-
carnate; mythology soul incarnate. The one is the instrument of thought,
the other the essence of thought. In mythology, language assumes per-
sonality and independence. Often the significance of the words becomes
the essential idea.”* Thus the word for “sun” becomes the name of the
sun god, the word for “moon” the name of the moon goddess. The words
themselves take on potency, as the Sioux medicine man Leonard Crow

Dog explains:

Our modern Sioux language has been white-manized. There’s no
power in it. I get my knowledge of the old tales of my people out
of a drum, or the sound of a flute, out of my visions and out of our
sacred herb pejuta, but above all out of the ancient words from way
back, the words of the grandfathers, the language that was there at
the beginning of time, the language given to We-Ota-Wichasha,
Blood Clot Boy. If that language, these words, should ever die, then
our legends will die too.

In this volume we offer titles and categories for different tales, but
these are, in the end, arbitrary appendages for a reader’s convenience.
No child will ask her grandfather to tell the story of the first arrival of
winter, but will clamor instead, “Tell me again about Iktome getting
caught when he steals food,” or “Tell us about where the girl saved her
brother.” The tales can be divided in infinite ways, and we hope the
chapters we have selected show both the common elements that run
through stories told at opposite ends of the continent and the rich diver-
sity of detail.

Legends, of course, vary according to a people’s way of life, the geog-
raphy and the climate in which they live, the food they eat and the way
they obtain it. The nomadic buffalo hunters of the Plains tell stories very
different from those of Eastern forest dwellers. To the Southwestern

* “The Native Races,” Myths and Languages, vol. 3, A. L. Bancroft & Co., San Fran-
cisco, 1883, p. 305.
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planters and harvesters, the coming of corn and the changing of seasons
are of primal concern, while people of the Northwest who make their
living from the sea fill their tales with ocean monsters, swift harpooners,
and powerful boatbuilders. All tribes have spun narratives as well for
the features of their landscape: how this river came to be, when these
mountains were formed, how our coastline was carved.

Legends as well as cultures overlap and influence each other, not only
when people of different tribes live in adjacent territory, but even when
they encounter each other through migration or trade over long distances.
Excavations of a pre-Columbian Hohokam site in Arizona uncovered a
Mayan-style ball court, a hard rubber ball, copper bells, and exotic parrot
feathers, all of which had to have come from central Mexico, more than
a thousand miles away. An Aztec-like image of the male face of the sun,
surrounded by rays, is found painted and chipped into rock walls of the
Southwestern United States as well as in contemporary Pueblo art.
Nao'tsiti, the lost White Sister, and Bahana, the White Brother of Hopi
prophecy, may embody memories of the Mayan Kukulcan or the Aztec
Quetzalcoatl, the white Plumed Serpent god who comes from the east
across the Great Water. Images and tokens were carried to faraway
peoples along with trade goods; white seashells and abalone shells are
mentioned several times in ancient myths as ritual objects in areas five
hundred to a thousand miles from the Pacific Coast.

Yet with all their regional images and variations, a common theme
binds these tales together—a universal concern with fundamental issues
about the world in which humans live. We encounter again and again,
in a fantastic spectrum of forms, North and South, East and West, the
story of the children of the sun, of the twin brothers who bring culture,
of the sacred four directions, of worlds piled on top of each other, of
primordial waters, of perpetual destruction and re-creation, of powerful
heroes and tricksters—Veeho, Rabbit, Coyote, and Spider Man.

History enters the mythic world obliquely, but leaves its definite mark
in characters and incidents. Many tales and cycles embody the collective
experience of a particular tribe, perhaps compacting into a single dra-
matic myth migrations, natural disasters, and other major events that
occurred over generations and centuries, with mythically transformed
references to “historical” episodes—the creation and fall from power of
the Iroquois League; first sightings and later encounters with Europeans
and other whites, beginning with missionaries and traders, later with
armed soldiers; the suppression of religion by the Spanish and the Pueblo
uprisings of 1680; the arrival in and displacement from traditional home-
lands and the accompanying deaths or devastations; the dramatic water-
shed encounters at Fort Stanwix and at Rosebud, Little Bighorn, and
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Wounded Knee. By moving often cataclysmic events into the realm of
myth or folklore, the storyteller can at once celebrate, mourn, and honor
the past—and look ahead to a time when the great heroes may return
to their people, bearing powerful medicine to restore former glory.

But these legends do not merely confront cosmic questions about the
world as a whole. They are also magic lenses through which we can
glimpse social orders and daily life: how families were organized, how
political structures operated, how men caught fish, how religious cere-
monies felt to the people who took part, how power was divided between
men and women, how food was prepared, how honor in war was cele-
brated. The images that transmit certain timeless concerns are resonant:
in one account of the conflict between the sexes, men and women decide
to live in separate camps, divided not only by anger and a brooding sense
of injustice, but by a mighty river as well. Anthropological accounts
seem pale in comparison.

In the end, however, these legends are not told merely for enjoyment,
or for education, or for amusement: they are believed. They are emblems
of a living religion, giving concrete form to a set of beliefs and traditions
that link people living today to ancestors from centuries and millennia
past. As Bronislaw Malinowski said, “Myth in its living, primitive form
is not merely a story told but a reality lived.”

A Note on How These Stories Were Selected

Many of the stories were collected by the authors themselves over a
period of twenty-five years. Some of these have never appeared in print
before; others which have been circulating for years appear here in a
new form as narrated by today’s storytellers, freshly translated into
English where necessary. Some of the Plains Indian tales were jotted
down at powwows, around campfires, even inside a moving car. Most of
them were taped, and a few have been edited so that they are under-
standable in this form.

A second group of tales are classic accounts, which appear here in
their original form. A third group come from nineteenth-century sources
which, while containing the nuggets of the original tales, were also
embellished in the somewhat artificial style typical of the period. The
authors have retold these tales to restore them to a more authentic and
less stilted form.
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Creation myths deal with both how the physical world as we know it
came to be and how the many features of specific cultures originated.
While the tales in Parts Two and Three will deal with the first theme,
the stories here grapple with those permanently vexing questions about
the human condition. How and when did gods and humans become
separated? Where did Indians get certain important elements in their
daily life—foodstuffs like salt or corn, animals like the buffalo or horse,
religious artifacts and ceremonies? Why are men and women different,
and when did the separation take place? Where did the different races
come from? How did evil enter the world? What is death and how does
it move in and out of life?

These legends of human creation and the bringing of culture reflect
in myriad ways a common belief that people are living, part of a natural
world, brother and sister to the grain and the trees, the buffalo and the
bear. Some Great Lakes tribes recount how they were originally made
by the Great Sun or (with the Ojibway) Great Mystery. According to
numerous others, the first woman was impregnated by (in the South-
west) a sunbeam, (in the Northwest) a salmon, or as the Iroquois say,
by the west wind, giving birth to twin heroes who perform famous deeds.
The creation myth of the Great Lakes Algonquians focuses on the
wanderings of the god Glooscap, who tames the winds, obtains food and
water for the people, and fashions various features of the landscape. He
eventually goes off to the west to live in another world, where he makes
arrows in preparation for the battle of the last day.

The first human child is often endowed with supernatural powers; it
outshines and outwits adults, grows up overnight, or performs great magic
like a full-fledged medicine man. His mischief does good, too; disre-
garding his parents, he wanders away from the camp, perhaps meets and
slays a monster or two, receives a token of magic or power, and often
encounters an old woman (perhaps his nurse) who puts an ogre in his
path to rid herself of his powerful presence. The results of these adven-
tures are significant watermarks in the creation of a culture; before Stone
Boy was born, the Sioux had no sacred ceremonies or prayers to guide
them. Their spiritual development began when a pile of rocks instructed
Stone Boy to build a sweat lodge for purification, for life, for wichosani,
health.

On the other hand, the Brule Sioux say it was an old woman who was
chosen to show her people the way to Grandfather Peyote, the sacred
medicine that bestows health and power. Another heroine, White Buffalo
Woman, was a spirit who took the form of a beautiful maiden in shining




white buckskin. She gave the tribes great herds of buffalo and taught
them how to worship, how to marry, and how to cook. Her task com-
pleted, she walked away, stopped and rolled over, and turned into a black
buffalo, a brown one, a red one, and finally into the sacred white buffalo
calf.

Other culture heroines include Changing Woman of the Navajo,
Turquoise Woman, White Shell Woman, and the Cheyenne’s Little
Sister, who calls the buffalo and feeds the people. The attributes of these
heroines are often associated with fertility, conception, pregnancy, and
birth. Corn maidens bring the all-nourishing maize and the knowledge
of planting. They also invent pottery and basketry, as their association
with seeds and grains is also with containers and storage. Women are
often in charge of the flint which sparks the first cooking fire.

The origins of the grand medicine lodge is a prominent part of the
creation myth of the Great Lakes region, which features (like many
others) a central set of twins, children of the west wind. When Wolf
Brother is drowned by evil manitous as he crosses an icy lake, he is
brought back to life by the lamentations of Manabozho, White Rabbit,
which become the foundation of the lodge. This particular myth has an
important characteristic in common with creation stories from further
west: the culture hero (or heroes) is at the same time a trickster and a
fool. He may breathe life into humans and be responsible for giving
them important features of their daily life. But he may also have the
lustful or thieving urges that give him his life. “All living things,” one
Sioux elder says, “are tied together with a common navel cord”—the tall
mountains and streams, the corn and the grazing buffalo, the bravest
hero and the deceitful Coyote.
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[WHITE RIVER sioux]

- This is a story of Rabbit Boy; in some tribes it is called the story of
Blood Clot Man. “As you know,” Jenny Leading Cloud said, “we
Indians think of the earth and the whole universe as a never-ending
circle, and in this circle man is just another animal. The buffalo and
the coyote are our brothers; the birds, our cousins. Even the tiniest
ant, even a louse, even the smallest flower you can find—they are
all relatives. We end our prayers with the words mitakuye oyasin—
‘all my relations'—and that includes everything that grows, crawls,
runs, creeps, hops, and flies on this continent. White people see
man as nature’s master and conqueror, but Indians, who are close

to nature, know better.”
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In the old, old days, before Columbus “discovered” us, as they say, we
were even closer to the animals than we are now. Many people could
understand the animal languages; they could talk to a bird, gossip with
a butterfly. Animals could change themselves into people, and people
into animals. It was a time when the earth was not quite finished, when
many kinds of mountains and streams, animals and plants came into
being according to nature’s plan.

In these far-gone days, hidden from us as in a mist, there lived a
rabbit—a very lively, playful, good-hearted rabbit. One day this rabbit
was walking, enjoying himself, when he came across a clot of blood.
How it got there, nobody knows. It looked like a blister, a little bladder
full of red liquid. Well, the playful rabbit began toying with that clot of
blood, kicking it around as if it were a tiny ball.

Now, we Indians believe in Takuskanskan, the mysterious power of
motion. Its spirit is in anything that moves. It animates things and makes
them come alive. Well, the rabbit got into this strange moving power
without even knowing it, and the motion of being kicked around, or
rather the spirit of the motion—and I hope you can grasp what I mean
by that—began to work on the little blob of blood so that it took shape,
forming a little gut. The rabbit kicked it some more, and the blob began




to grow tiny hands and arms. The rabbit kept nudging it, and suddenly
it had eyes and a beating heart. In this way the rabbit, with the help of
the mysterious moving power, formed a human being, a little boy. The
rabbit called him We-Ota-Wichasha, Much- Blood Boy, but he is better
known as Rabbit Boy.

The rabbit took him to his wife, and both of them loved this strange
little boy as if he were their only son. They dressed him up in a beautiful
buckskin shirt, which they painted with the sacred red color and decorated
with designs made of porcupine quills. The boy grew up happily among
the rabbits. When he was almost a man, the old rabbit took him aside
and said: “Son, I must tell you that you are not what you think you
are—a rabbit like me. You are a human. We love you and we hate to
let you go, but you must leave and find your own people.”

Rabbit Boy started walking until he came to a village of human beings,
where he saw boys who looked like himself. He went into the village.
The people could not help staring at this strange boy in his beautiful
buckskin clothes. “Where are you from?” they asked him. “I am from
another village,” said Rabbit Boy, though this was not true. There was
no other village in the whole world, for as I told you, the earth was still
in its beginning.

In the village was a beautiful girl who fell in love with Rabbit Boy,
not only for his fine clothes, but also for his good looks and kind heart.
Her people, too, wanted him to marry into the village, wanted a man
with his great mystery power to live among them. And Rabbit Boy had
a vision. In it he was wrestling with the sun, racing the sun, playing
hand games with the sun—and always winning.

But, Iktome, the wicked Spider Man, the mean trickster, prankster,
and witch doctor, wanted' that beautiful girl for himself. He began to
say bad things about Rabbit Boy. “Look at him,” Iktome said, showing
off his buckskin outfit to us who are too poor to have such fine things.”
And to the men he also said: “How come you're letting him marry a
girl from your village?” He also told them: “In case you want me to, I
have a magic hoop to throw over that Rabbit Boy. It will make him
helpless.”

Several boys said, “Iktome is right.” They were jealous of Rabbit Boy
on account of his strange power, his wisdom and generosity. They began
to fight him, and Spider Man threw his magic hoop over him. Though
it had no effect on Rabbit Boy, he pretended to be helpless to amuse
himself.

The village boys and young men tied Rabbit Boy to a tree with raw-
hide thongs. All the time, the evil Spider Man was encouraging them:
“Let’s take our butchering knives and cut him up!”




“Friends, kola-pila,” said Rabbit Boy, “if you are going to kill me, let
me sing my death song first.” And he sang:

Friends, friends,

I have fought the sun.
He tried to burn me uyp,
But he could not do it.
Even battling the sun,

I held my own.

After the death song, the villagers killed Rabbit Boy and cut him up
into chunks of meat, which they put in a soup pot. But Rabbit Boy was
not hurt easily. A storm arose, and a great cloud hid the face of the sun,
turning everything into black night.

When the cloud was gone, the chunks of meat had disappeared with-
out a trace. But those who had watched closely had seen the chunks
forming up again into a body, had seen him going up to heaven on a
beam of sunlight. A wise old medicine man said, “This Rabbit Boy
really has powerful medicine: he has gone up to see the sun. Soon he
will come back stronger than before, because up there he will be given
the sun’s power. Let’s marry him to that girl of ours.” '

But the jealous spider, Iktome, said, “Why bother about him? Look
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at me: I am much more powerful than Rabbit Boy! Here, tie me up too;
cut me up! Be quick!” Tktome thought he remembered Rabbit Boy’s
song. He thought there was power in it—magic strength. But Iktome
did not remember the words right. He sang:

Friends, friends,

I have fought the moon,
She tried to fight,

But I won.

Even battling the moon,
I came out on top.

They cut Iktome up, as he had told them, but he never came to life
again. The spider had finally outsmarted himself. Evil tricksters always do.

—Told by Jenny Leading Cloud in White River Rosebud

Indian Reservation, South Dakota, 1967,
and recorded by Richard Erdoes.

]
BLOOD CLOT

[souTHERN UTE]

Uwnlike the previous tale, here the baby is born from a clot of buffalo
blood and derives his power from the mighty buffalo tribe.

O AR

Long ago a very old man and his wife lived alone and hunted for game,
but it was scarce and they were hungry. One day the man discovered
some buffalo tracks and followed them to the place where the animal
had stopped. There he found only a big clot of blood, which he wrapped
in his shirt and carried home.

The old man told his wife to boil the blood, and she put it into the
kettle with water from the creek. But before it came to a boil over the
fire, they heard cries inside the kettle. The man ran up to it and pulled
out a baby, a little boy, who had somehow formed out of the blood clot.




The old couple washed the baby and wrapped him up. By the next
morning he had grown much larger, and that day he continued to grow
“until he could crawl about by himself. The second day he was able to
walk a little; by the third day he was walking with ease. The couple
called him Blood Clot and came to treat him as their son.

The old man made little arrows so that the child could learn to shoot.
Soon Blood Clot needed larger arrows, and with them he began to hunt
birds and other small game. He never brought the game home himself,
but sent the old man for it. One day Blood Clot returned from hunting
and said, “I have killed something with a striped back.” The man went
out and fetched an animal a little bigger than a mouse, which he cooked
for the three of them. The next day the boy announced, “I have killed a
white short-tailed animal.” It was a cottontail, which the man also cooked.

The day after that, Blood Clot went farther and killed a badger. “I
have killed an animal in a hole in the ground,” he said, and the man
brought the creature home and cooked it. The following day when the
boy returned, he said, “I have killed an animal with black ears and a
black tail.” To the old man’s joy, it was a female deer. The three of
them ate and were happy.

Next Blood Clot said, “I have killed a big fellow with big antlers.” It
was an elk, so again the family feasted on meat. The old man gave the
boy a full-sized bow and arrows, and Blood Clot went into the mountains
and shot a mountain goat. “I have killed an animal with big horns in
the mountains,” he said when he came down. “Every day,” the old man
said proudly, “he kills a different kind of animal.”

Now their troubles were over, and they had an easy time. Blood Clot
killed a mountain lion. Then he tracked and shot an otter: “I have killed
an animal with nice fur, living in the water.” The old man tanned the
skin to make strings for tying the boy’s braids. The following day Blood
Clot found a beaver: “I have killed a water animal with a tail of this size.”

At last there came a day when Blood Clot said, “I want to visit the
village where many people live. Before that, I will go on my last hunt for
you, all day and all night. First I want you to tie up the tent, put rocks
on the edge, and fasten the door lest the night wind carry it away.
Though the wind will be strong, don’t go outdoors and don’t be afraid.
I will call when you can come out.”

The old couple obeyed, and he hunted all night while they were
sleeping. About daybreak they heard a big noise, forerunner of a wind
that threatened to tip over the tent. The man was frightened and wanted
to go out, but the wife held him back, reminding him of what their son
had said.

When daylight came, they heard their son’s voice: “Come on out; I'll




show you something.” They unfastened the door and saw dead buffalo
lying all around.

“I have done this for you,” Blood Clot said. “Dry the meat and hides;
save the meat and it will last you for a long time.” The young man asked
his mother to fix him a lunch, and she gave him pemmican. “Now my
parents have plenty of food,” he said. As he left, they cried and asked
him to return.

Wearing buckskin leggings, carrying a quiver of mountain lion skin,
Blood Clot began to travel. After a few days he reached the village. At
the outskirts he asked for the chief’s house, and a man told him, “It is
in the center.” There he found the chief with his wife and daughter.
They invited him to sit down, and the chief asked him where he came
from and what his tribe was.

“I don’t know what tribe I belong to. I have come to visit you,” Blood
Clot replied. The chief stepped outdoors and shouted to the people to
come and meet their visitor. The villagers were starving for lack of game,

but all gathered at the chief’s house and sat down.
~ The chief said, “Do any of you know the tribe of this young man?”
People named the tribes—Deer, Elk, Otters, Beavers, and others. They
asked him whether he belonged to any of these, but he thought not. At
last one old man said, “I think I know from the power in him, although
I may be mistaken. I think he is one of the Buffalo.” Blood Clot thought
about it, and finally agreed.

The people of the village asked Blood Clot to stay and marry the
chief’s daughter. He agreed to this as well, and the wedding was held.

That evening he asked his father-in-law to bring one arrow from the
tipi. When the chief returned, Blood Clot told him to have all the tipis
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fastened and to warn the people that they should stay indoors, for there
would be a great storm. The chief told the villagers, and at daybreak
when they heard a big noise, they cried out in fear but did not leave
their tipis.

Then Blood Clot called to the chief, who came out to find dead
buffalo before every lodge. At his son-in-law’s bidding he summoned the
whole village for a feast, and all were happy.

Blood Clot stayed there until one day when a group of villagers went
out to hunt buffalo. Long before this, he had told his wife, “You know
the Buffalo Calf? I am part of that, it is part of me, so you must never
say the word ‘calf.”” When the party killed some buffalo and were
butchering, another herd came running past. His wife pointed and
called, “Kill that calf!” Immediately Blood Clot jumped on his horse
and galloped away, changing as he did so into a buffalo. His wife cried
and attempted to catch him, but in vain. From that time on, Blood Clot
ran with the buffalo.

—Based on a story reported by Robert Lowie in the 1920s.

|
CORN MOTHER

[PENOBSCOT]

What the buffalo represented to the nomadic tribes of the Plains,
corn was to the planting people of the East and the Southwest—
the all-nourishing sacred food, the subject of innumerable legends
and the central theme of many rituals. Derived from a wild grass
called teosintl, corn was planted in Mexico’s Tehuacan Valley as
early as 8,000 years ago. The oldest corn found north of the border
was discovered in New Mexico’s Bat Cave. It is about 5,500 years
old. The Hopis say: “Moing'iima makes corn. Everything grows on
his body. He is short, about the height of a boy. He has a female
partner. Every summer he becomes heavy, his body is full of vege-
tables: watermelon, corn, squash. They grow in his body. When the
Hopi plant, they invariably ask him to make the crop flourish; then
their things come up, whether vegetables or fruit. When he shaves
his body, the seeds come out, and afterward his body is thin. He
used to live on this earth and go with the Hopi. When things grow
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ripe, he becomes thin and is unhappy. He stays in the west.” Corn
had equal significance for tribes in the East, as we see in this tale
from a New England tribe.

i

When Kloskurbeh, the All-maker, lived on earth, there were no people
yet. But one day when the sun was high, a youth appeared and called
him “Uncle, brother of my mother.” This young man was born from
the foam of the waves, foam quickened by the wind and warmed by the
sun. It was the motion of the wind, the moistness of water, and the sun’s
warmth which gave him life—warmth above all, because warmth is life.
And the young man lived with Kloskurbeh and became his chief helper.

Now, after these two powerful beings had created all manner of things,
there came to them, as the sun was shining at high noon, a beautiful
girl. She was born of the wonderful earth plant, and of the dew, and of
warmth. Because a drop of dew fell on a leaf and was warmed by the
sun, and the warming sun is life, this girl came into being—from the
green living plant, from moisture, and from warmth.

“I am love,” said the maiden. “I am a strength giver, I am the
nourisher, I am the provider of men and animals. They all love me.”

Then Kloskurbeh thanked the Great Mystery Above for having sent
them the maiden. The youth, the Great Nephew, married her, and the
girl conceived and thus became First Mother. And Kloskurbeh, the
Great Uncle, who teaches humans all they need to know, taught their
children how to live. Then he went away to dwell in the north, from
which he will return sometime when he is needed.

Now the people increased and became numerous. They lived by hunt-
ing, and the more people there were, the less game they found. They
were hunting it out, and as the animals decreased, starvation came upon
the people. And First Mother pitied them.

The little children came to First Mother and said: “We are hungry.
Feed us.” But she had nothing to give them, and she wept. She told
them: “Be patient. I will make some food. Then your little bellies will
be full.” But she kept weeping.

Her husband asked: “How can I make you smile? How can I make
you happy?”

“There is only one thing that will stop my tears.”

“What is it?” asked her husband.

“It is this: you must kill me.”

“I could never do that.”

12



“You must, or I will go on weeping and grieving forever.”

Then the husband traveled far, to the end of the earth, to the north
he went, to ask the Great Instructor, his uncle Kloskurbeh, what he
should do.

“You must do what she wants. You must kill her,” said Kloskurbeh.
Then the young man went back to his home, and it was his turn to
weep. But First Mother said: “Tomorrow at high noon you must do it.
After you have killed me, let two of our sons take hold of my hair and
drag my body over that empty patch of earth. Let them drag me back
and forth, back and forth, over every part of the patch, until all my flesh
has been torn from my body. Afterwards, take my bones, gather them
up, and bury them in the middle of this clearing. Then leave that place.”

She smiled and said, “Wait seven moons and then come back, and
you will find my flesh there, flesh given out of love, and it will nourish
and strengthen you forever and ever.”

So it was done. The husband slew his wife and her sons, praying,
dragged her body to and fro as she had commanded, until her flesh cov-
ered all the earth. Then they took up her bones and buried them in the
middle of it. Weeping loudly, they went away.

When the husband and his children and his children’s children came
back to that place after seven moons had passed, they found the earth
covered with tall, green, tasseled plants. The plants’ fruit—corn—was
First Mother’s flesh, given so that the people might live and flourish.
And they partook of First Mother’s flesh and found it sweet beyond
words. Following her instructions, they did not eat all, but put many
~ kernels back into the earth. In this way her flesh and spirit renewed
themselves every seven months, generation after generation.

And at the spot where they had burned First Mother’s bones, there
grew another plant, broad-leafed and fragrant. It was First Mother’s
breath, and they heard her spirit talking: “Burn this up and smoke it.
It is sacred. It will clear your minds, help your prayers, and gladden your
hearts.”

And First Mother’s husband called the first plant Skarmunal, corn,
and the second plant utarmur-wayeh, tobacco.

“Remember,” he told the people, “and take good care of First Mother’s
flesh, because it is her goodness become substance. Take good care of her
breath, because it is her love turned into smoke. Remember her and
think of her whenever you eat, whenever you smoke this sacred plant,
beause she has given her life so that you might live. Yet she is not dead,
she lives: in undying love she renews herself again and again.”

—Retold from three nineteenth-century sources,
including Joseph Nicolar.
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CREATION OF THE
ANIMAL PEOPLE

[oxANOGAN]

The earth was once a human being: Old One made her out of a woman.
“You will be the mother of all people,” he said.

Earth is alive yet, but she has been changed. The soil is her flesh, the
rocks are her bones, the wind is her breath, trees and grass are her hair.
She lives spread out, and we live on her. When she moves, we have an
earthquake.

After taking the woman and changing her to earth, Old One gathered
some of her flesh and rolled it into balls, as people do with mud or clay.
He made the first group of these balls into the ancients, the beings of
the early world.

The ancients were people, yet also animals. In form some looked
human while some walked on all fours like animals. Some could fly like
birds; others could swim like fishes. All had the gift of speech, as well as

greater powers and cunning than either animals or people. But deer were
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never among the ancients; they were always animals, even as they are
today.

Besides the ancients, real people and real animals lived on the earth
at that time. Old One made the people out of the last balls of mud he
took from the earth. He rolled them over and over, shaped them like
Indians, and blew on them to bring them alive. They were so ignorant
that they were the most helpless of all the creatures Old One had made.

Old One made people and animals into males and females so that they
might breed and multiply. Thus all living things came from the earth.
When we look around, we see part of our mother everywhere.

The difficulty with the early world was that most of the ancients were
selfish and some were monsters, and there was much trouble among
them. They were also very stupid in some ways. Though they knew
they had to hunt in order to live, they did not know which creatures
were deer and which were people, and sometimes they ate people by
mistake.

At last Old One said, “There will soon be no people if I let things
go on like this.” So he sent Coyote to kill all the monsters and other evil
beings among the ancients and teach the Indians how to do things.

And Coyote began to travel on the earth, teaching the Indians, making
life easier and better for them, and performing many wonderful deeds.

—Reported by Ella Clark in the 1950s.

|
STONE BOY
n
[BRULE soux]

Depending on the individual storyteller, the Sioux legend of Stone
Boy takes many different forms. The following version from the
Cheyenne River Reservation was heard by Henry Crow Dog around
1910, when he was a child listening to the storytellers at the
campfire.

AR GRS R O

Back in the great days of the Indians, a maiden and her five brothers
lived together. People in those times had to look for food; it was their
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main occupation. So while the sister cooked and made clothes, the
brothers spent their days hunting.

It happened once that this family moved their tipi to the bottom of
a canyon. It was a strange, silent place, but there was water in a creek
and the hunting was good. The canyon was cool in the summer and
shielded from wind in the winter. Still, when the brothers went out
hunting, the girl was always waiting for them. Waiting and listening,
she heard noises. Often she thought they were footsteps, but when she
looked outside, no one was there.

Then one evening, only four of the five brothers came back from
hunting. They and the sister stayed awake all night, wondering what
could have happened to the other. The next day when the men went
hunting, only three returned. Again they and the sister stayed awake
wondering. The next evening only two came home, and they and the
girl were afraid.

In those early days the Indians had no sacred ceremonies or prayers
to guide them, so it was hard for the maiden and her two brothers to
watch through the night in that ghostly place. Again the brothers went
out in the morning, and only a single one returned at night. Now the
girl cried and begged him to stay home. But they had to eat, and so in
the morning her last and youngest brother, whom she loved best of all,
went out to hunt. Like the others, he did not come back. Now no one
would bring the maiden food or water, or protect her.

Weeping, the girl left the canyon and climbed to the top of a hill.
She wanted to die, but did not know how to. Then she saw a round
pebble lying on the ground. Thinking that it would kill her, she picked
it up and swallowed it.

With peace in her heart the maiden went back to the tipi. She drank
some water and felt a stirring inside her, as if the rock were telling her
not to worry. She was comforted, though she could not sleep for missing
her brothers.

The next day she had nothing left to eat except some pemmican and
berries. She meant to eat them and drink water from the creek, but she
found she wasn’t hungry. She felt as if she had been to a feast, and
walked around singing to herself. The following day she was happy in
a way she had never been before.

On the fourth day that the girl had been alone, she felt pain. “Now
the end comes,” she thought. “Now I die.” She didn’t mind; but instead
of dying, she gave birth to a little boy.

“What will I do with this child?” she wondered. “How did it come?
It must be that stone I swallowed.”

The child was strong, with shining eyes. Though the girl felt weak
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for a while, she had to keep going to care for the new life, her son. She
named him Iyan Hokshi, Stone Boy, and wrapped him in her brothers’
clothes. Day after day he grew, ten times faster than ordinary infants,
and with a more perfect body.

The mother knew that her baby had great powers. One day when he
was playing outside the tipi, he made a bow and arrows, all on his own.
Looking at his flint arrowhead, the mother wondered how he had done
it. “Maybe he knows that he was a stone and I swallowed him,” she
thought. “He must have a rock nature.”

The baby grew so fast that he was soon walking. His hair became
long, and as he matured his mother became afraid that she would lose
him as she had lost her brothers. She cried often, and though he did not
ask why, he seemed to know.

Very soon he was big enough to go hunting, and when she saw this,
his mother wept more than ever. Stone Boy come into the tipi. “Mother,
don't cry,” he said.

“You used to have five uncles,” she said. “But they went out hunting.
One after another, they did not come back.” And she told him about
his birth, how she had gone to the top of the hill and swallowed a stone,
and how she had felt something moving inside her.

“I know,” he said. “And I am going to look for your brothers, my
uncles.”

“But if you don’t return,” she sobbed, “what will I do?”

“I will come back,” he told her. “I will come back with my uncles.
Stay in the tipi until I do.”
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So the next morning Iyan Hokshi started walking and watching. He
kept on till dusk, when he found a good place to sleep. He wandered
for four days, and on the evening of the fourth day he smelled smoke.
Iyan Hokshi, this Stone Boy, he followed the smell. It led him to a tipi
with smoke coming from its smoke hole.

This tipi was ugly and ramshackle. Inside Iyan Hokshi could see an
old woman who was ugly too. She watched him pass and, calling him
over, invited him to eat and stay the night.

Stone Boy went into the tipi, though he was uneasy in his mind, and
a little timid. He looked around and saw five big bundles, propped up
on end, leaning against the tipi wall. And he wondered.

The old woman was cooking some meat. When it was done he ate it,
though it didn’t taste good. Later she fixed a dirty old buffalo robe for
him to sleep on, but he sensed danger and felt wide awake.

“I have a backache,” the woman said. “Before you go to sleep, I wish
you would rub it for me by walking up and down my back. I am old and
alone, and I have nobody to help with my pain.” _

She lay down, and Stone Boy began walking on her back. As he did,
he felt something sticking up under her buckskin robe, something sharp
like a knife or a needle or the point of a spear. “Maybe she used this
sharp tool to kill my uncles,” he thought. “Maybe she put poison from
a snake on its point. Yes, that must be so0.”

Iyan Hokshi, having pondered, jumped high in the air, as high as he
could, and came down on that old woman’s back with a crash. He jumped
and jumped until he was exhausted and the hag was lying dead with
a broken back.

Then Iyan Hokshi walked over to the big bundles, which were
wrapped in animal hides and lashed together with rawhide thongs. He
unwrapped them and found five men, dead and dried like jerked meat,
hardly human-looking. “These must be my uncles,” he thought, but he
didn’t know how to bring them back to life.

Outside the ugly tipi was a heap of rocks, round gray stones. He found
that they were talking and that he could understand them. “Iyan Hokshi,
Stone Boy, you are one of us, you come from us, you come from Tunka,
you come from lyan. Listen; pay attention.”

Following their instructions, he built a little dome-like hut out of bent
willow sticks. He covered it with the old woman’s buffalo robes and put
the five dead, dried-up humans inside. Out in the open he built a big
fire. He set the rocks right in the flames, picked up the old woman, and
threw her in to burn up.

After the rocks glowed red-hot, Stone Boy found a deer antler and
used it to carry them one by one into the little hut he had made. He
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picked up the old woman’s water bag, a buffalo bladder decorated with
quillwork, and filled it with water. He drew its rawhide tie tight and
took it inside too. Then he placed the dried humans around him in a
circle.

Iyan Hokshi closed the entrance of his little lodge with a flap of buffalo
robe, so that no air could escape or enter. Pouring water from the bag
over them, he thanked the rocks, saying, “You brought me here.” Four
times he poured the water; four times he opened the flap and closed it.
Always he spoke to the rocks and they to him. As he poured, the little
lodge filled with steam so that he could see nothing but the white mist
in the darkness. When he poured water a second time, he sensed a stir-
ring. When he poured the third time, he began to sing. And when he
poured the fourth time, those dead, dried-up things also began to sing
and talk.

“I believe they have come to life,” thought Iyan Hokshi, the Stone
Boy. “Now I want to see my uncles.”

He opened the flap for the last time, watching the steam flow out and
rise into the sky as a feathery cloud. The bonfire and the moonlight both
shone into the little sweat lodge, and by their light he saw five good-
looking young men sitting inside. He said, “Hou, lekshi, you must be my
uncles.” They smiled and laughed, happy to be alive again.

Iyan Hokshi said, “This is what my mother—your sister—wanted.
This is what she wished for.”

He also told them: “The rock saved me, and now it has saved you.
Iyan, Tunka—rock—Tunka, Iyan. Tunkashila, the Grandfather Spirit,
we will learn to worship. This little lodge, these rocks, the water, the
fire—these are sacred, these we will use from now on as we have done
here for the first time: for purification, for life, for wichosani, for health.
All this has been given to us so that we may live. We shall be a tribe.”

—Told by Henry Crow Dog, February 26, 1968, at Rosebud,
South Dakota, and recorded by Richard Erdoes.

Henry Crow Dog is a full-blooded Sioux elder with a majestic face, craggy as the
Black Hills themselves. He is the grandson of the famous Crow Dog, a chief,
warrior, and leader of the Ghost Dancers. The first Crow Dog once voluntarily
drove 150 miles to his own hanging for killing his rival, Chief Spotted Tail, only
to be freed on orders of the Supreme Court, which ruled that federal law had no
jurisdiction on an Indian reservation.
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THE POWERFUL BOY

[senECA]

The Seneca, one of the Iroquois nations of the Northeast, have
their own version of the all-conquering little one.

e i |

A man and his wife lived with their five-year-old son in an ugly-looking
lodge in the woods. One day the woman died giving birth to another
boy, who was bright and lively but no longer than a person’s hand.
Thinking that the infant would not live, the father wrapped it carefully
and placed it in a hollow tree outside the lodge. After that he burned
the body of the mother.

~ Then as he had done before, the man went hunting every day. The
five-year-old played around the lodge by himself, feeling lonely. After a
time he heard crying from the hollow tree, for the baby too was lonely,
and hungry as well. When he discovered his little brother, the boy made
him some soup from deer intestines, which the baby drank with relish.
Much stronger, the newborn crawled out of the tree, and the two played
together. The older brother made a little coat out of fawn skin; when
he put it on, the baby looked like a chipmunk scampering around.

When he came home, the father noticed that the deer intestines were
gone and asked the boy what he had done with them. “Oh,” said the
child, “I was hungry.”

Seeing a small track of very short steps around the fire, the father said,
“Here are a boy’s tracks. Who is it?” So his son confessed that he had
found his little brother in a hollow tree, and that he had given him soup
and made him a fawn-skin coat.

“Go and bring him,” said the father.

“He’s shy; he won’t come for anything,” the boy said.

“Well, we'll catch him. Ask him to hunt mice with you in the old
- stump behind the hollow tree, and I'll get him.”

Gathering a great many mice, the man hid them in his clothes. Then
he walked beyond the tree and crouched down so that he looked like
an old stump.

The boy went to the tree and called, “Come on, let’s catch some mice.”
The baby climbed out, and they rushed around the stump catching mice.
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Wild with excitement, the tiny thing laughed and shouted; he had never
had so much fun.

Suddenly the stump turned into a man, who caught the little one in
his arms and ran to the lodge. The infant screamed and struggled, but
it was no use; he couldn’t get away, and he would not be pacified until
his father put a small club into his hand and said. “Now hit that tree.”
The baby struck a great hickory. The tree fell. Then he laid about him
with the club, and everything he hit at was either crushed or killed. He
was delighted and stopped crying.

Now the baby stayed with his older brother while their father went
hunting. “You must not go to the north while I'm away,” the father told
them. “Bad, dangerous people live there.”

But when the father had left, the tiny one said to his brother, “Oh,
let’s go north; I want to see what's there.”

The boys started off and walked until they came to wooded, marshy
ground. Then they heard what sounded like many people calling, “My
father! My father!” Actually they were frogs singing the frog song,
“Nohqwa! Nohqwal”

“Oh, these people want to hurt my father!” the little boy cried. He
fixed himself a pile of red-hot stones and, hurling them at the frogs,
killed every one.

When the boys came home, their father was very angry. “You must
not go again,” he said. “And you must not go west; it’s dangerous there
too.” :

But the next day when their father had left, the little boy said, “I
want to see what's in the west; let’s go there.” So they traveled westward
unti] they came to a tall pine tree, with a bed made of skins at the very
top. “That’s a strange place for a bed,” the little boy said to his brother.
“I'll climb up and look at it.”

Up he went. In the bed at the top he found two naked, frightened
children, a boy and a girl. He pinched the naked boy, who called out,
“Father, Father! Some strange child has come and scared me nearly to
death!”

Suddenly the voice of Thunder was heard in the far west. It rumbled
toward them faster and faster until it reached the bed in the treetop.
Raising his club, the little boy, the powerful one, struck Thunder and
crushed his head, so that he fell dead to the ground.

Then the boy pinched the naked girl, which made her call, “Mother!
Mother! Some strange boy is tormenting me!” Instantly the voice of
Mother Thunder sounded in the west and grew louder until she stood
by the tree. The powerful boy struck her on the head as he had done
with her husband, and she fell dead.
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The powerful one thought, “This Thunder boy would make a fine
tobacco pouch for my father. I'll take him home.” He struck the boy
with his club and then threw both children to the ground.

The two brothers went home, and the tiny one said, “Oh, Father! I
have brought you a splended pouch!”

“What have you done?” the father said when he saw the dead Thunder
baby. “These Thunders have never harmed us. They bring rain and do
us good, but now they will destroy us to revenge their children.”

“Oh, they won't hurt us—I've killed the whole family,” the powerful
boy replied. So the father took the skin for a tobacco pouch, but he said,
“You must never go north to the country where Stone Coat lives.”

The next day the older brother would not disobey his father, so the
powerful boy headed north by himself. About noon he heard the loud
barking of Stone Coat’s dog, which was as tall as a deer. Thinking that
the master must be close by, the little boy jumped into the heart of a
chestnut tree to hide. The dog kept barking, and Stone Coat came up to
look around. “There’s nothing here,” he said, but the dog barked and
stared at the tree. Finally Stone Coat struck the tree with his club and
split it open.

“What a strange little fellow you are,” Stone Coat said, looking at the
boy as he came out. “You're not big enough to fill a hole in my tooth.”

“Oh, I didn’t come to fill holes in your teeth. I came to go home with
you and see how you live,” said the boy.

“All right, come on,” Stone Coat said, and began walking with enor-
mous steps. In his belt he carried two great bears, which seemed as small
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as squirrels. Once in a while he would look far down and say to the
boy running by his side, “You're a funny little creature!”

His lodge was huge and very long; the boy had never seen anything
like it. Stone Coat skinned the two bears, put one before his visitor, and
otok the other for himself. “You eat this bear,” he said, “or I'll eat you
and him together.”

“If you don’t eat yours before I eat mine, may I kill you?” asked the
boy.
“Oh, yes,” said Stone Coat.

The little boy cut off pieces of meat, cleaned them as fast as he could,
and put them into his mouth. Then he ran out of the lodge to hide the
meat. He kept running in and out, in and out, until all the flesh of his
bear had disappeared. “You haven’t finished yours yet,” he said to Stone
Coat. “I'm going to kill you!”

“Wait until I show you how to slide downhill,” Stone Coat said, and
took him to a long, slippery hillside which ended in a cave. Putting the
boy in a wooden bowl. Stone Coat sent him down at great speed. But
presently the powerful boy ran up the slope again.

“Where did you leave the bowl?” asked the surprised Stone Coat.

“Oh, I don’t know—down there, I suppose,” the boy replied.

“Well, let’s see who can kick this log highest,” said Stone Coat.

“You try first,” said the little one.

The log was two feet thick and six feet long. Putting his foot under
it, Stone Coat kicked the log up twice his own height. Then the boy,
slipping his foot under the log, sent it whistling through the air. It was
gone a long time. Then it came down on Stone Coat’s head and crushed
him to death.

“Come here,” said the boy to Stone Coat’s dog. The dog came, and
the little one climbed on his back and rode home. “Now my father will
have a fine hunting dog,” he said.

When the father saw the dog, he cried, “What have you done? Stone
Coat will kill us all!”

“I have killed Stone Coat. He won'’t trouble us any more,” replied the
boy, the powerful one.

“Now, boys,” said the father, “you must never go to the southwest,
the gambling place.” But the next day about noon, the younger brother
started walking southwest. He came to a beautiful opening in the woods,
with a lean-to at the farther end. Sitting under the lean-to a man with
a large head, much larger than a buffalo’s, played dice for the heads of
all who came along. He used wild-plumpits with designs on them for
dice.
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Crowds of people were betting in groups of three. When they lost, as
all did, the big-headed man put the three persons to one side. Then he
played with three more, and when they lost he put them with the first
three, and so on—until he decided that the number was large enough.
Then he got up and cut all their heads off.

As the boy approached, a number of people who had lost their bets
were waiting to be killed. Hope came to them all, for they sensed that
this child had great orenda—power, or medicine.

The boy took his place, and the game began immediately. When the
big-headed man threw the dice, the bay caused some to remain in the
dish and others to go high, so that the dice came to rest with different
designs showing. But when the boy threw, the dice turned into wood-
cocks, flew high, and came down as dice of the same design.

The two played until the boy won back all the people and the gambler
lost his own big head, for the boy instantly cut it off. The whole crowd
shouted, “Now you must be our chief!”

The boy said, “How could a little thing like me be a chief? Maybe
my father would be willing to do it; I'll ask him.” The boy went home
with the story, but his father would not move to the land of gambling.

“Now,” said the father, “you must never go to the east, where they
play ball.”

But the next day the boy traveled east until he came to a great, level
country of beautiful plains. There the Wolf and the Bear clans were
playing against the Eagle, the Turtle, and the Beaver clans.

The boy took the side of the Wolf and the Bear. “If you win,” they
told him, “you will own all this country.” They played, and the boy
won. “Now,” they said, “you are the owner.”

The powerful boy went home and told his father, “I have won all the
beautiful country of the east; come and be chief of it.”

His father consented and moved with his two boys to the country of
the east, and there they lived. That is the story.

—Based on a legend reported by Jeremiah Curtin and
J. N. B. Hewitt around 1910.

While archeological evidence confirms that the Iroquois have inhabited upstate
New York and northeastern Pennsylvania continuously for literally thousands of
years, their cultural myths still include tales of a great migration into the beautiful
country of the East from a previous homeland. This may refer to the arrival of
other related tribes from the south and west who joined the core population during
different periods.
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GLOOSCAP AND THE BABY

[ALcoNQuIAN]

For many Algonquian tribes, such as the Passamaquoddy of Maine,
the great Glooscap was First Man, culture hero, demiurge, trickster,

and god.

A OO AR R

Glooscap, having conquered the Kewawkqu’, a race of giants and magi-
cians, and the Medecolin, who were cunning sorcerers, and Pamola, a
wicked spirit of the night, besides hosts of fiends, goblins, cannibals, and
witches, felt himself great indeed, and boasted to a woman that there
was nothing left for him to subdue.

But the woman laughed and said: “Are you quite sure, Master? There
is still one who remains unconquered, and nothing can overcome him.”
In some surprise Glooscap inquired the name of this mighty one.

“He is called Wasis,” replied the woman, “but I strongly advise you
to have no dealings with him.”

Wasis was only a baby, who sat on the floor sucking a piece of maple
sugar and crooning a little song to himself. Now Glooscap had never
married and was ignorant of how children are managed, but with perfect
confidence he smiled at the baby and asked it to come to him. The baby
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smiled back but never moved, whereupon Glooscap imitated a beautiful
birdsong. Wasis, however, paid no attention and went on sucking his
maple sugar. Unaccustomed to such treatment, Glooscap lashed himself
into a rage and in terrible and threatening accents ordered Wasis to
come to him at once. But Wasis burst into dire howls, which quite
drowned the god’s thundering, and would not budge for any threats.

Glooscap, thoroughly aroused, summoned all his magical resources.
He recited the most terrible spells, the most dreadful incantations. He
sang the songs which raise the dead, and those which send the devil
scurrying to the nethermost depths. But Wasis merely smiled and looked
a trifle bored.

At last Glooscap rushed from the hut in despair, while Wasis, sitting
on the floor, cried, “Goo, goo!” And to this day the Indians say that when
a baby says “Goo,” he remembers the time when he conquered mighty
Glooscap.

—From a tale reported by Lewis Spence around the turn
of the century.

n
THE OLD WOMAN OF THE SPRING

[cHEYENNE]

This tale about the gifts of corn and buffalo to the Cheyenne is re-
lated to the legend which follows it about Arrow Boy. In the
Cheyenne manner, a storyteller will say, “Let’s tie another story to
the end of this one,” and go on from there. North, as it is spoken
of at the beginning of both tales, is a nostalgic reference to the
Cheyenne hunting grounds in north-central America, from which
they were driven by invading tribes, probably the Ojibway.

I 0 A NG

When the Cheyenne were still in the north, they camped in a large circle
at whose entrance a deep, rapid spring flowed from a hillside. The spring
provided the camp with water, but food was harder to find. The buffalo
had disappeared, and many people went hungry.
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One bright day some men were playing the game of ring and javelin
in the center of the camp circle. They used a red and black hoop and
four long sticks, two red and two black, which they threw at the hoop
as it rolled along. In order to win, a player had to throw his stick through
the hoop while it was still moving.

A large audience had already gathered when a young man came from
the south side of the camp circle to join them. He wore a buffalo robe
with the hair turned outward. His body was painted yellow, and a yellow-
painted eagle breach-feather was fastened to his head. Soon another
young man dressed exactly like the first came from the north side of
the circle to watch the game. They were unacquainted, but when the
two caught sight of each other they moved through the crowd to talk.
“My friend,” said the man from the south side, “you’re imitating my
dress. Why are you doing it?” The other man said, “It's you who are
imitating me. Why?”

In their explanations, both men told the same story. They had entered
the spring that flowed out from the hillside, and there they had been
instructed how to dress. By now the crowd had stopped watching the
game and gathered around to listen, and the young men told the people
that they would go into the spring again and come out soon. As the
crowd watched, the two approached the spring. The man from the south
covered his head with his buffalo robe and entered. The other did the
same.

The young men splashed through the water and soon found themselves
in a large cave. Near the entrance sat an old woman cooking some
buffalo meat and corn in two separate earthen pots. She welcomed
them: “Grandchildren, you have come. Here, sit beside me.” They sat
down, one on each side of her, and told her that the people were hungry
and that they had come to her for food. She gave them corn from one
pot and meat from the other. They ate until they had had enough, and
when they were through the pots were still full. Then she told them to
look toward the south, and they saw that the land in that direction was
covered with buffalo. She told them to look to the west, and they saw all
kinds of animals, large and small, including ponies, though they knew
nothing of ponies in those days. She told them to look toward the north,
and they saw corn growing everywhere.

The old woman said to them, “All this that you have seen shall be
yours in the future. Tonight I cause the buffalo to be restored to you.
When you leave this place, the buffalo will follow, and your people will
see them coming before sunset. Take this uncooked corn in your robes,
and plant it every spring in low, moist ground. After it matures, you can
feed upon it.
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“Take also this meat and corn that I have cooked,” she said, and when
you have returned to your people, ask them to sit down to eat in the
following order: First, all males, from the youngest to the oldest, with
the exception of one orphan boy; second, all females, from the oldest to
the youngest, with the exception of one orphan girl. When all are through
eating, the rest of the food in the pots is to be eaten by the orphan boy
and the orphan girl.”

The two men obeyed the old woman. When they passed out of the
spring, they saw that their entire bodies were painted red, and the yellow
breath-feathers on their heads had turned red. They went to their people,
who ate as directed of the corn and meat. There was enough for all, and
the contents of the pots remained full until they were passed to the two

“orphan children, who ate all the rest of the food.

Toward sunset the people went to their lodges and began watching
the spring closely, and in a short time they saw a buffalo leap out. The
creature jumped and played and rolled, then returned to the spring. In
a little while another buffalo jumped out, then another and another,
and finally they came so fast that the Cheyenne were no longer able to
count them. The buffalo continued to emerge all night, and the follow-
ing day the whole country out in the distance was covered with buffalo.
The buffalo scented the great camp. The next day the Cheyenne sur-
rounded them, for though the men hunted on foot, they ran very fast.

For a time the people had an abundance of buffalo meat. In the
spring they moved their camp to low, swampy land, where they planted
the corn they had received from the medicine stream. It grew rapidly,
and every grain they planted brought forth strong stalks bearing two to
four ears of corn. The people planted corn every year after this.

One spring after planting corn, the Cheyenne went on a buffalo hunt.
When they had enough meat to last for a long time, they returned to
their fields. To their surprise, they found that the corn had been stolen
by some neighboring tribe. Nothing but stalks remained—not even a
kernel for seed. Though the theft had occurred about a moon before,
the Cheyenne trailed the enemy’s footprints for several days. They even
fought with two or three tribes, but never succeeded in tracing the
robbers or recovering the stolen crop. It was a long time before the
Cheyenne planted any more corn.

—Based on a story reported by George A. Dorsey at the
turn of the century.

The loss of corn described here may symbolize how the Cheyenne abandoned
planting for buffalo hunting in the last half of the eighteenth century. The “wings”
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given the Plains tribes by the arrival of guns and horses at this time not only al-
lowed them to move from being gatherers to being hunters (the reverse of the more
common cultural evolution) but opened up the possibility of a more elaborate—and
transportable—material culture—hence the term, golden age of the Plains Indians.

]
ARROW BOY

[cHEYENNE]

Arrow Boy, the wonderful boy, gives a magic performance still en-
acted during Sioux Yuwipi ceremonies. in which the medicine man
is tied up with a rawhide thong and covered with a star blanket
(formerly a buffalo robe) while eerie lights flicker and invisible rattles
and strange voices are heard. The pottery-making Pueblos have
another version of this tale that they call the legend of the Water-
Olla Boy.

IRt B SR RA G

After the Cheyenne had received their corn, and while they were still
in the north, a young man and woman of the tribe were married. The
woman became pregnant and carried her child in the womb for four
years. The people watched with great interest to see what would happen,
and when the woman gave birth to a beautiful boy in the fourth year,
they regarded him as supernatural.

Before long the woman and her husband died, and the boy was taken
in by his grandmother, who lived alone. He learned to walk and talk
very quickly. He was given a buffalo calf robe and immediately turned
it inside out so that the hair side was outward, the way medicine men
wore it.

Among the Cheyenne there were certain medicine men of extraor-
dinary wisdom and superhuman powers. Sometimes they would come
together and put up a lodge. Sitting in a large circle, they chanted and
went through curious rituals, after which each man rose and performed
wonders before the crowd.
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One of these magic dances were held when the boy was about ten.
He made his grandmother ask if he could take part, and the medicine
men let him enter the lodge. “Where do you want to live?” the chief
of the medicine men asked, meaning “Where do you want to sit?” With-
out ceremony the boy took his seat beside the chief. To the man who
had ushered him in, the child gave directions to paint his body red and
draw black rings around his face, wrists, and ankles.

The performance began at one end of the circle. When the boy’s turn
came, he told the people what he was going to do. He used sweet grass
to burn incense. Then he passed his buffalo sinew bowstring east, south,
west, and north through the smoke. He asked two men to assist him and
told them to tie his bowstring around his neck, cover his body with his
robe, and pull at the ends of the string. They pulled with all their might,
but they could not move him. He told them to pull harder, and as they
tugged at the string, his head was severed. It rolled out from under the
robe, and the men put it back.

Next the men lifted the robe up. Instead of the boy, a very old man
was sitting in his place. They covered the old man with the robe and
pulled it away again, this time revealing a pile of human bones with a
skull. A third time they placed the robe over the bones and lifted it.
Nothing at all was there. But when for a fourth time they spread the
robe over the empty space and removed it, the wonderful boy sat in his
place is if nothing had happened.

After the magic dance, the Cheyenne moved their camp to hunt
buffalo. When a kill had been made, the wonderful boy led a crowd of
boys who went hunting for calves that might return to the place where
they last saw their mothers. The boys found five or six calves, surrounded
them, and killed a two-year-old with their arrows. They began to skin
it very carefully with bone knives, keeping the hide of the head intact
and leaving the hooves on, because the wonderful boy wanted the skin
for a robe.

While they worked, a man driving a dog team approached them. It
was Young Wolf, head chief of the tribe, who had come to the killing
ground to gather what bones had been left. He said, “My children have
favored me at last! I'll take charge of this buffalo; you boys go on off.”

The children obeyed, except for the wonderful boy, who kept skinning
as he explained that he wanted only the hide for a robe. The chief
pushed the wonderful boy aside, but the boy returned and resumed skin-
ning. Then the chief jerked the boy away and threw him down. The
boy got up and continued his work. Pretending that he was skinning
one of the hind legs, he cut the leg off at the knee and left the hoof on.
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When the chief shouldered the boy out of the way and took over the
work, the wonderful boy struck him on the back of the head with the
buffalo leg. The chief fell dead.

The boys ran to the camp and told the story, which caused great
excitement. The warriors assembled and decided to kill the wonderful
boy. They went out to look for him near the body of their chief, but the
boy had returned to camp. He was sitting in his grandmother’s lodge
while she cooked food for him in an earthen pot, when suddenly the
whole tipi was raised by the warriors. Quickly the wonderful boy kicked
the pot over, sending the contents into the fire. As the smoke billowed
up, the boy rose with it. The old woman was left sitting alone.

The warriors looked around and saw the boy about a quarter of a mile
away, walking off toward the east. They ran after him but could not
seem to draw closer. Four times they chased him with no success, and
then gave up. .

People became afraid of the wonderful boy. Still, they looked for him
every day and at last saw him on the top of a nearby hill. The whole
camp gathered to watch as he appeared on the summit five times, each
time in a different dress. First he came as a Red Shield warrior in a
headdress made out of buffalo skin. He had horns, a spear, a red shield,
and two buffalo tails tied to each arm. The second time he was a Coyote
warrior, with his body painted black and yellow and with two eagle
feathers sticking up on his head. The third time he appeared as a Dog
Men warrior wearing a feathered headdress and carrying an eagle-bone
whistle, a rattle of buffalo hoof, and a bow and arrows. The fourth time
he was a Hoof Rattle warrior. His body was painted, and he had a rattle
to sing by and a spear about eight feet long, with a crook at one end and
the shaft at the other end bent in a semicircle. The fifth time his body
was painted white, and on his forehead he wore a white owl skin.

After this the wonderful boy disappeared entirely. No one knew where
he went, people thought him dead, and he was soon forgotten, for the
buffalo disappeared and famine came to the Cheyenne.

During this time the wonderful boy traveled alone into the highest
ranges of the mountains. As he drew near a certain peak, a door opened
in the mountain slope. He passed through into the earth, and the opening
closed after him.

There inside the mountain he found a large circle of men. Each
represented a tribe and was seated beneath that tribe’s bundle. They
welcomed the wonderful boy and pointed out the one empty place under
a bundle wrapped in fox skin. “If you take this seat, the bundle will be
yours to carry back to the Cheyenne,” the head man said. “But first you

31



will remain here for four years, receiving instruction in order to become
your tribe’s prophet and counselor.”

The wonderful boy accepted the bundle, and all the men gave thanks.
When his turn came to perform the bundle ceremony, they took it down
and showed him its sacred ceremonies, songs, and four medicine arrows,
each representing certain powers. Then for four years under the moun-
tain peak, they taught him prophecies, magic, and ceremonies for warfare
and hunting.

Meanwhile the Cheyenne were weak with hunger, threatened by
starvation. All the animals had died, and the people ate herbs. One day
as the tribe was traveling in search of food, five children lagged behind
to look for herbs and mushrooms.

Suddenly the wonderful boy, now a young man bearing the name of
Arrow Boy, appeared before them. “My poor children, throw away those
mushrooms,” he said. “It is I who brought famine among you, for I was
angry with your people when they drove me from their camp. I have
returned to provide for you; you shall not hunger in the future. Go and
gather some dried buffalo bones, and I will feed you.”

The children ran away and picked up buffalo bones, and the wonder-
ful boy, Arrow Boy, made a few passes that turned them into fresh meat.
He fed the children with fat, marrow, liver, and other strengthening
parts of the buffalo. When they had eaten all they wanted, he gave them
fat and meat. “Take this to your people,” he said. “Tell them that I,
Motzeyouf, Arrow Boy, have returned.”

Though the boys ran to the camp, Motzeyouf used his magic to reach
it first. He entered the lodge of his uncle and lay down to rest, for he
was tired. The uncle and his wife were sitting just outside, but they did
not see Arrow Boy pass by.

The boys arrived in camp with their tale, which created great excite-
ment. The uncle’s wife went into the lodge to get a pipe, and it was
then that she saw Arrow Boy lying covered with a buffalo robe. The
robe, and his shirt, leggings, and moccasins, all were painted red. Guess-
ing that he was Motzeyouf, the men went into the lodge, asked the
stranger to sit up, and cried over him. They saw his bundle, and knowing
that he had power, they asked him what they should do.

Motzeyouf told the Cheyenne to camp in a circle and set up a large
tipi in the center. When this had been done, he called all the medicine
men to bring their rattles and pipes. Then he went into the tipi and
sang the sacred songs that he had learned. It was night before he came
to the song about the fourth arrow. In the darkness the buffalo returned
with a roar like thunder. The frightened Cheyenne went in to Arrow
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Boy and asked him what to do. “Go and sleep,” he said, “for the buffalo,
your food, has returned to you.” The roar of the buffalo continued
through the night as long as he sang.

The next morning the land was covered with buffalo, and the people
went out and killed all they wanted. From that time forth, owing to the
medicine arrows, the Cheyenne had plenty to eat and great powers.

—Retold from a tale reported by George A. Dorsey in 1905.

The medicine arrows brought down from the mountains by Motzeyouf still exist
and are cared for by the Arrow Keeper of the Southern Cheyenne in Oklahoma.

S ’4 " g\\i\"l’z"o
;Qs. THE GREAT MEDICINE DANCE @)=
i N
[N ] NS
[cuEvYENNE]

The sun dance was the most important, solemn, and awe-inspiring
ritual of the prairie tribes west of the Missouri. Sun dance is its
Sioux name; the Cheyenne called it the new-life lodge, while for
the Ponca it was the mystery dance. Closely related to the sun
dance was the Okapi ceremony of the Mandans.

The dance took place once a year, at the height of summer. It
lasted four days—Tlonger, if the elaborate preparations are taken into
account. In some tribes, such as the Sioux, the ritual involved the
“piercing” of the dancers: the passing of sharpened skewers through
the flesh of their chests and the performance of other kinds of self-
torture. This is still the custom during Sioux sun dances today. In
other tribes the ritual involved fasting and “looking at the sun”
throughout the four long days. The most extreme form of self-
torture occurred during the Okapi ceremony of the mandans, painted
in great detail by Catlin in the 1830s. Dancers suffered—"they
gave of their flesh so that the people might live.” They underwent
piercing in obedience to a vow, or to help a sick relative recover, or
to bring a beloved son back unhurt from the warpath.

The dance was a celebration of the renewal of dll life, “to make
the grass grow and the buffalo and the people increase and thrive.”
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It was the one occasion when all the small hunting bands of a tribe
came together, a time for old friends to talk and for young men to
fimd wives.

I NSRS A L O

The Tsis-tsistas people have danced the great medicine dance for a long,
long time, longer than anyone can remember or even imagine. The dance
represents the making of this universe and was conceived and taught to
the people by the Creator, Maheo, and his helper, Great Roaring Thun-
der. It portrays the making of the sun, moon, and stars; of rain, wind,
and snow; of Grandmother Earth and the blue sky above her; of the
mountains and rivers; of all living things, big and small. The dance is
performed especially in times of starvation, distress, and widespread
death. This, our most sacred ceremony, was brought to us by the Sutai
medicine man Horns Standing Up, under the guidance of the Creator
himself.

Long ago, when the earth and the people dwelling upon it were young,
our tribe was starving. The earth itself was starving, for no rain was
falling. Plants and trees wilted. Many rivers dried up. The animals were
dying of hunger and thirst.

The Cheyenne had nothing to eat except some old, dried corn and
their dogs, which used to carry their packs in those days before we had
horses. There were not many dogs remaining, and very little corn. So
the people left their old hunting grounds, left the land which had nour-
ished them for generations, and started off in search of food. They went
north, where the drought was less severe, but found little game and no
buffalo at all.

One evening they came to a stream in which water still flowed. The
leaders and old chiefs sat down beside this stream and sadly watched the
thin, weary people pitching their tipis. Then it came to the chiefs, as in
a vision, what ought to be done. They ordered all the men to go to the
women, each man to the woman he felt most attracted to, and beg her
to give him something to eat. The men did as they had been directed,
and each chose the woman who was to feed him.

Among the warriors was a young medicine man. He went up to a
beautiful woman who happened to be the wife of the head chief. She
set a bowl of dog soup before him and waited for him to finish eating.
Then he said: “I have chosen you from among all women to help me
save our people. I want you to go north with me, as the medicine spirits
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have commanded. Take your dog teams and bring supplies for a long
journey—now, right away!”

Though she was the chief’s wife, the woman did what the medicine
man had asked. She was ready to travel in no time, and the two left
unobserved in the dark of night. Two days and one night they traveled
without stopping, urging on the dogs who carried the travois with the
tipi poles and hides and other things needed for survival.

At last they rested. The man told the woman to put up the lodge and
to prepare two beds of soft, fragrant sage for them to sleep on. He said:
“Make the tipi face the rising sun.” He also told her that Maheo, the
Creator, had sent him a vision revealing that the two of them must go
north and bring back the great medicine lodge, Maheo’s symbol of the
universe, and with it a sacred ceremony which they would teach to the
Cheyenne. “In my vision,” he said, “Maheo promised that if the people
accept and perform this holy ritual, the rains will fall again and the earth
rejoice, the plants will bring forth green leaves and fruit, and the buffalo
will return.”

And so they traveled, the woman every evening pitching the tipi facing
east and preparing the beds of sage on opposite sides of the tipi, the man
sleeping on his bed, the woman on hers. One night she said: “How is
this? You made me run away with you, but you never approach me as
man approaches woman. Why did you make me go with you, then?”

He answered: “We must abstain from embracing until we enter the
great mountain of the north and receive the sacred medicine dance.
After we emerge from the mountain, I shall embrace you in a renewal-
of-all-life ceremony by which people will continue to be born, generation
after generation, through the woman-power of perpetuation.”

At last they came to a vast, dark forest from whose center rose a cloud-
wreathed mountain reaching far into the sky. Beyond the mountain they
saw a lake of unending waters. They came to a large rock at the foot of
the mountain, rolled the rock aside, and discovered an entrance. They
went inside the mountain and, closing the opening behind them, found
themselves in the mountain’s great medicine lodge, which was wonderful
to behold. Today the medicine tipi which the Cheyenne put up for their
sun dances at Bear Butte is an imitation of that sacred mountain lodge.

The young man and the woman heard voices coming out of the moun-
taintop—the voices of Maheo the Creator and his helper Great Roaring
Thunder. Instructing them in the holy ways to perform the sacred cere-
mony, Maheo spoke for four days. When they had learned all there was
to know about the dance, the Creator, said:

Now you will leave and teach the people what I have taught you.
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And if they perform the ceremonies in the right way, they will be
favored for generations to come. The sun, the moon, the stars will
move again in harmony. Roaring Thunder will bring soothing rain
and winds. Corn and chokecherries will ripen again. Wild turnips
and healing herbs will grow once more. All the animals will emerge
from behind this mountain, herds of buffalo and antelope among
them, and follow you back to your village and your people.

Take this sacred hat, issiwun, and wear it whenever you perform
the sun dance. With issiwun you will control the animals—the
buffalo, the antelope, the elk, the deer—who give themselves to the
people for food. The Tsis-tsistas shall never be hungry again, but
live in plenty. Put on this sacred buffalo hat as you leave, and
Grandmother Earth will smile upon you forever.

And so the young medicine man of the Sutai and the good-looking
woman left the mountain through the secret passage. As they rolled the
rock aside and emerged, buffalo without numbers streamed out of the
mountain behind them, and the earth brought forth green shoots. Herbs
and plants sprouted under a gentle rain, and the earth was like new,
glistening in freshness. Thus the man and woman walked sacredly, clad
in buffalo robes painted red, and the medicine man wore his horned cap.
Their dogs walked before them, dragging their travois poles, while behind
them followed a thundering herd of buffalo, and after these came all
manner of animals, male and female, big and small.

At the day’s end the man and the woman put up their tipi and lay
down on their beds of sage to rest, and all the animals settled down to
rest also. And at some time during this journey back to their village, the
man and the woman did lovingly what was necessary to ensure renewal
and continuation of life through woman-power. Each morning during
their travels, the man sang the sacred songs which the voice of Maheo
had taught him.

At last one evening they arrived near the stream where the people
were still camped, awaiting their return. The medicine man and the
woman did not go into the village at once, but spent the night outside.
In the morning the medicine man put on issiwun and entered the camp,
accompanied by the woman. He told the people of all that had passed,
told them that he had brought them the knowledge of the great medicine
lodge and the great sacred dance, the songs and ceremonies that went
with it, and above all, issiwun, the sacred buffalo hat which had the
power to control the wandering of the animals. He told the people that
if they performed the sacred sun dance, they would have plenty of buffalo
to eat and would never suffer hunger again.
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The people put up the medicine lodge according to the young man’s
instructions, painted their bodies in a sacred manner, and sang the right
songs. The children made clay figures of buffalo, antelopes, and elk and
brought them into the lodge as a symbol of life’s renewal. Since then,
whenever the little figures are placed inside the Medicine lodge during
the dance, some of those animals will come near to gaze upon the sacred
tipi, and some of their animal power will linger on. In the same way, our
old friends, the Sioux people, fasten the figures of a man and a bison,
both cut from buffalo hide, to their sacred sun dance pole. Then an eagle
will come in and circle above the dancers to bless them.

Thus the Tsis-tsistas people performed the great medicine ceremony
for the first time, and all was well again. And the people named the
young medicine man Horns Standing Up, because the sacred hat has
two horns at each side.

—Told by Josie Limpy and Mrs. Medicine Bull,
with the help of an interpreter, at Birney, Montana, in 1972.
Recorded by Richard Erdoes.

Some say that Horns Standing Up did not touch the beautiful woman until well
after the sun dance was finished. And from this belief comes the custom that men
refrain from having relations with women from the time of making the vow to
dance until after the ceremony is over.

Josie Limpy was an old, chain-smoking lady belonging to the Sutai division of
the Cheyenne tribe. She was, at the time, keeper of issiwun, the sacred buffalo hat,
at the Northern Cheyenne Reservation. This story was actually related inside the
tipi in which issiwun was kept. '

THE ORIGIN OF
CURING CEREMONIES

[WHITE MOUNTAIN APACHE]

I A AL RILER AR R AR O

This is how ceremonies started among us for the curing of sick people.

Long, long ago, the earth was made. Then the One Who Made the Earth
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also planned for each person to have a piece of land that he could live
on and call his own. Our people were living in one such place, but they
didn’t like that particular spot. So the One Who Made the Earth told
them to move to a new location, and when they did, they slept well, and
liked it, and lived in a good way.

Then two men among them became sick and grew weaker day by day.
The people didn’t do anything for them because no one knew then about
illnesses and how to cure them. The One Who Made the Earth said,
“Why don’t you do something for those two men? Why don’t you say
some words over them?” But the people had no knowledge of curing
ceremonies.

Four men among the people happened to be standing, one to the east,
one to the south, one to the west, and one to the north. The One Who
Made the Earth spoke to one of these men, telling him, “Everything on
earth has power to cause its own kind of sickness, make its own trouble.
There is a way to cure all these things.” Now this man understood that
knowledge was available. Then those four stood there. On the first night,
the one standing on the east side began to chant a set prayer all by him-
self. On the second night, the one on the south started to drum and sing
lightning songs. On the third night, the one on the west chanted a set
prayer. On the fourth night, the one on the north began to drum and
sing lightning songs. They did not conceive this pattern in their own
minds; it was bestowed upon them by the One Who Made the Earth.
It was as if the knowledge of what they should chant or sing had sud-
denly been transmitted to them from outside.

Then the One Who Made the Earth said to these four, “Why don’t
you go to the two sick men and say some words over them and make
them well?” So those four went to where the two sick men were and
worked over them, and they were cured. From that time on, we had
curing ceremonies and knowledge of the different kinds of sickness that
may be caused by various things. That’s the way all curing ceremonies
started.

—Based on a tale reported by Grenville Goodwin in 1939.
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CREATION OF FIRST MAN
AND FIRST WOMAN

[vAvagO]

The first people came up through three worlds and settled in the
fourth world. They had been driven from each successive world be-
cause they had quarreled with one another and commitied adultery.
In previous worlds they found no other people like themselves, but
in the fourth world they found the Kisani or Pueblo people.

The surface of the fourth world was mixed black and white, and
the sky was mostly blue and black. There were no sun, no moon, no
stars, but there were four great snow-covered peaks on the horizon
in each of the cardinal directions.

AN O TR DR ARAACRIT e IR

Late in the autumn they heard in the east the distant sound of a great
voice calling. They listened and waited, and soon heard the voice nearer
and louder than before. Once more they listened and heard it louder
still, very near. A moment later four mysterious beings appeared. These
were White Body, god of this world; Blue Body, the sprinkler; Yellow
Body; and Black Body, the god of fire.

Using signs but without speaking, the gods tried to instruct the people,
but they were not understood. When the gods had gone, the people dis-
cussed their mysterious visit and tried without success to figure out the
signs. The gods appeared on four days in succession and attempted to
communicate through signs, but their efforts came to nothing.

On the fourth day when the other gods departed, Black Body remained
behind and spoke to the people in their own language: “You do not seem
to understand our signs, so I must tell you what they mean. We want to
make people who look more like us. You have bodies like ours, but you
have the teeth, the feet, and the claws of beasts and insects. The new
humans will have hands and feet like ours. Also, you are unclean; you
smell bad. We will come back in twelve days. Be clean when we return.”

On the morning of the twelfth day the people washed themselves well.
Then the woman dried their skin with yellow cornmeal, the men with
white cornmeal. Soon they heard the distant call, shouted four times, of

the approaching gods. When the gods appeared, Blue Body and Black
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Body each carried a sacred buckskin. White Body carried two ears of
corn, one yellow, one white, each covered completely with grains.

The gods laid one buckskin on the ground with the head to the west,
and on this they placed the two ears of corn with their tips to the east.
Over the corn they spread the other buckskin with its head to the east.
Under the white ear they put the feather of a white eagle; under the
yellow ear the feather of a yellow eagle. Then they told the people to
stand back and allow the wind to enter. Between the skins the white
wind blew from the east and the yellow wind from the west. While the
wind was blowing, eight of the gods, the Mirage People, came and
walked around the objects on the ground four times. As they walked,
the eagle feathers, whose tips protruded from the buckskins, were seen
to move. When the Mirage People had finished their walk, the upper
buckskin was lifted. The ears of corn had disappeared; a man and a
woman lay in their place.

The white ear of corn had become the man, the yellow ear the woman,
First Man and First Woman. It was the wind that gave them life, and it
is the wind that comes out of our mouths now that gives us life. When
this ceases to blow, we die.

The gods had the people build an enclosure of brushwood, and when
it was finished, First Man and First Woman went in. The gods told
them, “Live together now as husband and wife.”

At the end of four days, First Woman bore hermaphrodite twins. In
four more days she gave birth to a boy and a girl, who grew to maturity
in four days and lived with one another as husband and wife. In all,
First Man and First Woman had five pairs of twins, and all except the
first became couples who had children.

In four days after the last twins were born, the gods came again and
took First Man and First Woman away to the eastern mountain, dwel-
ling place of the gods. The couple stayed there for four days, and when
they returned, all their children were taken to the eastern mountain for
four days. The gods may have taught them the awful secrets of witch-
craft. Witches always use masks, and after they returned, they would
occasionally put on masks and pray for the good things they needed—
abundant rain and abundant crops.

Witches also marry people who are too closely related to them, which
is what First Man and First Woman’s children had done. After they
had been to the eastern mountain, however, the brothers and sisters
separated. Keeping their first marriages secret, the brothers now married
women of the Mirage People and the sisters married men of the
Mirage People. But they never told anyone, even their new families,
the mysteries they had learned from the gods. Every four days the
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women bore children, who grew to maturity in four days, then married,
and in their turn had children every four days. In this way many
children of First Man and First Woman filled the land with people.

—Based on a legend reported by Washington Matthews
in 1897.

It is very common in origin stories around the world for the first people to be
hermaphrodites or bisexuals. Religious scholars have been trying for years to find
an explanation, but have not yet succeeded.

HOW MEN AND WOMEN
GOT TOGETHER

[BLOOD-PIEGAN]

IR A U AR OGO

Old Man had made the world and everything on it. He had done every-
thing well, except that he had put the men in one place and the women
in another, quite a distance away. So they lived separately for a while.

Men and women did everything in exactly the same way. Both had
buffalo jumps—steep cliffs over which they chased buffalo herds so that
the animals fell to their death at the foot of the cliff. Then both the men
and the women butchered the dead animals. This meat was their only
food; they had not yet discovered other things that were good to eat.

After a while the men learned how to make bows and arrows. The
women learned how to tan buffalo hides and make tipis and beautiful
robes decorated with porcupine quills.

One day Old Man said to himself: “I think I did everything well, but
I made one bad mistake, putting women and men in different places.
There’s no joy or pleasure in that. Men and women are different from
each other, and these different things must be made to unite so that
there will be more people. I must make men mate with women. I will
put some pleasure, some good feeling into it; otherwise the men won't
be keen to do what is necessary. I myself must set an example.”

Old Man went over to where the women were living. He traveled for
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four days and four nights before he saw the women in their camp. He
was hiding behind some trees, watching. He said to himself: “Ho, what
a good life they’re having! They have these fine tipis made of tanned
buffalo hide, while we men have only brush shelters or raw, stinking,
green hides to cover us. And look what fine clothes they wear, while we
have to go around with a few pelts around our loins! Really, I made a
mistake putting the women so far away from us. They must live with us
and make fine tents and beautiful clothes for us also. I'll go back and
ask the other men how they feel about this.”

So Old Man went back to his camp and told the men what he had
seen. When they heard about all the useful and beautiful things the
women had, the men said: “Let’s go over there and get together with
these different human beings.”

“It’s not only those things that are worth having,” said Old Man.
“There’s something else—a very pleasurable thing I plan on creating.”

Now, while this was going on in the men’s camp, the chief of the
women'’s village had discovered the tracks Old Man had made while
prowling around. She sent a young woman to follow them and report
back. The young woman arrived near the men’s camp, hid herself, and
- watched for a short while. Then she hurried back to the women as fast
as she could and told everybody: “There’s a camp over there with human
beings living in it. They seem different from us, taller and stronger. Oh,
sisters, these beings live very well, better than us. They have a thing
shooting sharp sticks, and with these they kill many kinds of game—
food that we don’t have. They are never hungry.”

When they heard this, all the women said: “How we wish that these
strange human beings would come here and kill all kinds of food for us!”
When the women were finishing their meeting, the men were already
over the hill toward them. The women looked at the men and saw how
shabbily dressed they were, with just a little bit of rawhide around their
loins. They looked at the men’s matted hair, smelled the strong smell
coming from their unwashed bodies. They looked at their dirty skin.
They said to each other: “These beings called men don’t know how to
live. They have no proper clothes. They're dirty; they smell. We don’t
want people like these.” The woman chief hurled a rock at Old Man,
shouting: “Go away!” Then all the women threw rocks and shouted
“Go away!”

Old Man said: “It was no mistake putting these creatures far away
from us. Women are dangerous. I shouldn’t have created them.” Then
Old Man and all the men went back to their own place.

After the men left, the woman chief had second thoughts. “These
poor men,” she said, “they don’t know any better, but we could teach
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them. We could make clothes for them. Instead of shaming them, maybe
we could get them to come back if we dress as poorly as they do, just
with a piece of hide or fur around our waist.

And in the men’s camp, Old Man said: “Maybe we shou]d try to
meet these women creatures once more. Yes, we should give it another
chance. See what I did on the sly.” He opened his traveling bundle in
which he kept his jerk meat and other supplies, and out of it took a
resplendent white buckskin outfit. “I managed to steal this when those
women weren't looking. It's too small for me, but I'll add on a little
buffalo hide here and a little bear fur there, and put a shield over here,
where it doesn’t come together over my belly. And I'll make myself a
feather headdress and paint my face. Then maybe this woman chief
will look at me with new eyes. Let me go alone to speak with the women
creatures first. You stay back a little and hide until I have straightened
things out.”

So Old Man dressed up as best he could. He even purified himself
in a sweat bath which he thought up for this purpose. He looked at his
reflection in the lake waters and exclaimed: “Oh, how beautiful I am!
I never knew I was that good-looking! Now that woman chief will surely
like me.”

Then Old Man led the way back to the women’s camp. There was
one woman on the lookout, and even though the men were staying back
in hiding, she saw them coming. Then she spotted Old Man standing
alone on a hilltop overlooking the camp. She hurried to tell the woman
chief, who was butchering with most of the other women at the buffalo
jump. For this job they wore their poorest outhts: just pieces of rawhide
with a hole for the head, or maybe only a strap of rawhide around the
waist. What little they had on was stiff with blood and reeked of freshly
slaughtered carcasses. Even their faces and hands were streaked with
blood.

“We'll meet these men just as we are,” said the woman chief. “They
will appreciate our being dressed like them.”

So the woman chief went up to the hill on which Old Man was
standing, and the other women followed her. When he saw the woman
chief standing there in her butchering clothes, her skinning flint knife
still in her hand, her hair matted and unkempt, he exclaimed: “Hah!
Hrumph! This woman chief is ugly. She’s dressed in rags covered with
blood. She stinks. I want nothing to do with a creature like this. And
those other women are just like her. No, I made no mistake putting
these beings far away from us men!” And having said this, he turned
around and went back the way he had come, with all his men following
him.
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“It seems we can’t do anything right,” said the woman chief. “What-
ever it is, those male beings misunderstand it. But I still think we should
unite with them. I think they have something we haven’t got, and we
have something they haven’t got, and these things must come together.
We'll try one last time to get them to understand us. Let’s make our-
selves beautiful.”

The women went into the river and bathed. They washed and combed
their hair, braided it, and attached hair strings of bone pipes and shell
beads. They put on their finest robes of well-tanned, dazzling white
doeskin covered with wonderful designs of porcupine quills more color-
ful than the rainbow. They placed bone and shell chokers around their
necks and shell bracelets around their wrists. On their feet they put
fully quilled moccasins. Finally the women painted their cheeks with
sacred red face paint. Thus wonderfully decked out, they started on their
journey to the men’s camp.

In the village of the male creatures, Old Man was cross and ill-
humored. Nothing pleased him. Nothing he ate tasted good. He slept
fitfully. He got angry over nothing. And so it was with all the men. “I
don’t know what's the matter,” said Old Man. “I wish women were
beautiful instead of ugly, sweet-smelling instead of malodorous, good-
tempered instead of coming at us with stones or bloody knives in their
hands.”

“We wish it too,” said all the other men.

Then a lookout came running, telling Old Man: “The women beings
are marching over here to our camp. Probably they’re coming to kill us.
Quick everybody, get your bows and arrows!”

“No, wait!” said Old Man. “Quick! Go to the river. Clean yourselves.
Anoint and rub your bodies with fat. Arrange your hair pleasingly.
Smoke yourselves up with cedar. Put on your best fur garments. Paint
your faces with sacred red color. Put bright feathers on your heads.”
Old Man himself dressed in the quilled robe stolen from the women’s
camp which he had made into a war shirt. He wore his great chief’s
headdress. He put on his necklace of bear claws. Thus arrayed, the men
assembled at the entrance of their camp, awaiting the women'’s coming.

The women came. They were singing. Their white quilled robes
dazzled the men’s eyes. Their bodies were fragrant with the good smell
of sweet grass. Their cheeks shone with sacred red face paint.

Old Man exclaimed: “Why, these women beings are beautiful! They
delight my eyes! Their singing is wonderfully pleasing to my ears. Their
bodies are sweet-smelling and alluring!”

“They make our hearts leap,” said the other men.
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“I'l go talk to their woman chief,” said Old Man. “T'll fix things up
with her.”

The woman chief in the meantime remarked to the other women:
“Why, these men beings are really not as uncouth as we thought. Their
rawness is a sort of strength. The sight of their arm muscles pleases my
eyes. The sound of their deep voices thrills my ears. They are not al-
together bad, these men.”

Old Man went up to the woman chief and said, “Let’s you add I go
someplace and talk.”

“Yes, let’s do that,” answered the woman chief. They went some-
place. The woman chief looked at Old Man and liked what she saw.
Old Man looked at the woman chief and his heart pounded with joy.
“Let’s try one thing that has never been tried before,” he said to the
woman chief.

“I always like to try out new, useful things,” she answered.

“Maybe one should lie down, trying this,” said Old Man.

“Maybe one should,” agreed the woman chief. They lay down.

After a while Old Man said: “This is surely the most wonderful thing
that ever happened to me. I couldn’t ever imagine such a wonderful
thing.”

“And 1,” said the woman chief, “I never dreamed I could feel so good.
This is much better, even, than eating buffalo tongues. It’s too good to
be properly described.”

“Let’s go and tell the others about it,” said Old Man.

When Old Man and the woman chief got back to the camp, they
found nobody there. All the male creatures and the women beings had
already paired off and gone someplace, each pair to their own spot.
They didn’t need to be told about this new thing; they had already
found out.

When the men and women came back from wherever they had gone,
they were smiling. Their eyes were smiling. Their mouths were smiling,
their whole bodies were smiling, so it seemed.

Then the women moved in with the men. They brought all their
things, all their skills to the men’s village. Then the women quilled and
tanned for the men. Then the men hunted for the women. Then there
was love. Then there was happiness. Then there was marriage. Then
there were children.

—Based on four fragments dating from 1883 to 1g910.
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THE WELL-BAKED MAN

[P1MA]

The creation of the white man is depicted here, as in many other
tales, as one of the Creator’s slight mistakes.
?

A AR NCATASAGMERESIN N .

The Magician had made the world but felt that something was missing.
“What could it be?” he thought. “What could be missing?” Then it
came to him that what he wanted on this earth was some beings like
himself, not just animals. “How will I make them?” he thought. First
he built himself a horno, an oven. Then he took some clay and formed
it into a shape like himself.

Now, Coyote was hanging around the way he usually does, and when
Magician, who was Man Maker, was off gathering firewood, Coyote
quickly changed the shape of that clay image. Man Maker built a fire
inside the horno, then put the image in without looking at it closely.

After a while the Magician said: “He must be ready now.” He took
the image and breathed on it, whereupon it came to life. “Why don’t
you stand up?” said Man Maker. “What’s wrong with you?” The crea-
ture barked and wagged its tail. “Ah, oh my, Coyote has tricked me,”
he said. “Coyote changed my being into an animal like himself.”

“Coyote said, “Well, what’s wrong with it? Why can’t I have a pretty
creature that pleases me?”

“Oh my, well, all right, but don’t interfere again.” That's why we
have the dog; it was Coyote’s doing.

So Man Maker tried again. “They should be companions to each
other,” he thought. “I shouldn’t make just one.” He shaped some humans
who were rather like himself and identical with each other in every part.

“What's wrong here?” Man Maker was thinking. Then he saw. “Oh
my, that won’t do. How can they increase?” So he pulled a little be-
tween the legs of one image, saying: “Ah, that’s much better.” With his
fingernail he made a crack in the other image. He put some pleasant
feeling in them somewhere. “Ah, now it’s good. Now they’ll be able to
do all the necessary things.” He put them in the horro to bake.

“They’re done now,” Coyote told him. So Man Maker took them out
and made them come to life.
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“Oh my, what’s wrong?” he said. “They’re underdone; they’re not
brown enough. They don’t belong here—they belong across the water
someplace.” He scowled at Coyote. “Why did you tell me they were
done? I can’t use them here.”

So the Magician tried again, making a pair like the last one and placing
them in the oven. After a while he said: “I think they're ready now.”

“No, they aren’t done yet,” said Coyote. “You don’t want them to
come out too light again; leave them in a little longer.”

“Well, all right,” replied Man Maker. They waited, and then he
took them out. “Oh my. What's wrong? These are overdone. They're
burned too dark.” He put them aside. “Maybe I can use them some
other place across the water. They don’t belong here.”

For the fourth time Man Maker placed his images inside the oven.
“Now, don't interfere,” he said to Coyote, “you give me bad advice.
Leave me alone.”

This time the Magician did not listen to Coyote but took them out
when he himself thought they were done. He made them come to life,
and the two beings walked around, talked, laughed, and behaved in a
seemly fashion. They were neither underdone nor overdone.

“These are exactly right,” said Man Maker. “These really belong
here; these I will use. They are beautiful.” So that's why we have the
Pueblo Indians.

—Based on fragments recorded in the 188o0s.

|
THE WHITE BUFFALO WOMAN
B
[BRULE s10UX]

The Sioux are a warrior tribe, and one of their proverbs says,
“Woman shall not walk before man.” Yet White Buffalo Woman is
the dominant figure of their most important legend. The medicine
man Crow Dog explains, “This holy woman brought the sacred
buffalo calf pipe to the Sioux. There could be no Indians without
it. Before she came, people didn't know how to live. They knew
nothing. The Buffalo Woman put her sacred mind into their
minds.” At the ritual of the sun dance one woman, usually a ma-
ture and universally respected member of the tribe, is given the
honor of representing Buffalo Woman.

Though she first appeared to the Sioux in human form, White
Buffalo Woman was also a buffalo—the Indians’ brother, who gave
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its flesh so that the people might live. Albino buffalo were sacred
to all Plains tribes; a white buffalo hide was a sacred talisman, a
possession beyond price.

O RN RBER RSN AR RENERI o O

One summer so long ago that nobody knows how long, the Oceti-
Shakowin, the seven sacred council fires of the Lakota Oyate, the na-
tion, came together and camped. The sun shone all the time, but there
was no game and the people were starving. Every day they sent scouts
to look for game, but the scouts found nothing.

Among the bands assembled were the Itazipcho, the Without-Bows,
who had their own camp circle under their chief, Standing Hollow
Horn. Early one morning the chief sent two of his young men to hunt
for game. They went on foot, because at that time the Sioux didn’t yet
have horses. They searched everywhere but could find nothing. Seeing
a high hill, they decided to climb it in order to look over the whole
country. Halfway up, they saw something coming toward them from
far off, but the figure was floating instead of walking. From this they
knew that the person was wakan, holy.

At first they could make out only a small moving speck and had to
squint to see that it was a human form. But as it came nearer, they
realized that it was a beautiful young woman, more beautiful than any
they had ever seen, with two round, red dots of face paint on her cheeks.
She wore a wonderful white buckskin outfit, tanned until it shone a
long way in the sun. It was embroidered with sacred and marvellous
designs of porcupine quill, in radiant colors no ordinary woman could
have made. This wakan stranger was Ptesan-Wi, White Buffalo Woman.
In her hands she carried a large bundle and a fan of sage leaves. She
wore her blue-black hair loose except for a strand at the left side, which
was tied up with buffalo fur. Her eyes shone dark and sparkling, with
great power in them. ’

The two young men looked at her open-mouthed. One was overawed,
but the other desired her body and stretched his hand out to touch her.
This woman was lila wakan, very sacred, and could not be treated with
disrespect. Lightning instantly struck the brash young man and burned
him up, so that only a small heap of blackened bones was left. Or some
say that he was suddenly covered by a cloud, and within it he was eaten
up by snakes that left only his skeleton, just as a man can be eaten up
by lust.

yTo the other scout who had behaved rightly, the White Buffalo
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Woman said: “Good things I am bringing, something holy to your
nation. A message I carry for your people from the buffalo nation. Go
back to the camp and tell the people to prepare for my arrival. Tell
your chief to put up a medicine lodge with twenty-four poles. Let it be
made holy for my coming.”

This young hunter returned to the camp. He told the chief, he told
the people, what the sacred woman had commanded. The chief told
the eyapaha, the crier, and the crier went through the camp circle
calling: “Someone sacred is coming. A holy woman approaches. Make
all things ready for her.” So the people put up the big medicine tipi
and waited. After four days they saw the White Buffalo Woman ap-
proaching, carrying her bundle before her. Her wonderful white buck-
skin dress shone from afar. The chief, Standing Hollow Horn, invited
her to enter the medicine lodge. She went in and circled the interior
- sunwise. The chief addressed her respectfully, saying: “Sister, we are
glad you have come to instruct us.”

She told him what she wanted done. In the center of the tipi they
were to put up an owanka wakan, a sacred altar, made of red earth, with
a buffalo skull and a three-stick rack for a holy thing she was bringing.
They did what she directed, and she traced a design with her finger on
the smoothed earth of the altar. She showed them how to do all this,
then circled the lodge again sunwise. Halting before the chief, she now
opened the bundle. The holy thing it contained was the chanunpa, the
sacred pipe. She held it out to the people and let them look at it. She
was grasping the stem with her right hand and the bowl with her left,
and thus the pipe has been held ever since.

Again the chief spoke, saying: “Sister, we are glad. We have had no
meat for some time. All we can give you is water.” They dipped some
wacanga, sweet grass, into a skin bag of water and gave it to her, and
to this day the people dip sweet grass or an eagle wing in water and
sprinkle it on a person to be purified.

The White Buffalo Woman showed the people how to use the pipe.
She filled it with chan-shasha, red willow-bark tobacco. She walked
around the lodge four times after the manner of Anpetu-Wi, the great
sun. This represented the circle without end, the sacred hoop, the road
of life. The woman placed a dry buffalo chip on the fire and lit the pipe
with it. This was peta-owihankeshni, the fire without end, the flame to
be passed on from generation to generation. She told them that the
smoke rising from the bowl was Tunkashila’s breath, the living breath
of the great Grandfather Mystery.

The White Buffalo Woman showed the people the right way to
pray, the right words and the right gestures. She taught them how to
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sing the pipe-filling song and how to lift the pipe up to the sky, toward
Grandfather, and down toward Grandmother Earth, to Unci, and then
to the four directions of the universe.

“With this holy pipe,” she said, “you will walk like a living prayer.
With your feet resting upon the earth and the pipestem reaching into
the sky, your body forms a living bridge between the Sacred Beneath and
the Sacred Above. Wakan Tanka smiles upon us, because now we are
as one: earth, sky, all living things, the two-legged, the fourlegged, the
winged ones, the trees, the grasses. Together with the people, they are
all related, one family. The pipe holds them all together.

“Look at this bowl,” said the White Buffalo Woman. “Its stone repre-
sents the buffalo, but also the flesh and blood of the red man. The buffalo
represents the universe and the four directions, because he stands on
four legs, for the four ages of creation. The buffalo was put in the west
by Wakan Tanka at the making of the wortld, to hold back the waters.
Every year he loses one hair, and in every one of the four ages he loses
a leg. The sacred hoop will end when all the hair and legs of the great
buffalo are gone, and the water comes back to cover the Earth.

The wooden stem of this chanunpa stands for all that grows on the
earth. T'welve feathers hanging from where the stem—the backbone—
joins the bowl—the skull—are from Wanblee Galeshka, the spotted
eagle, the very sacred bird who is the Great Spirit’s messenger and the
wisest of all flying ones. You are joined to all things of the universe, for
they all cry out to Tunkashila. Look at the bowl: engraved in it are seven
circles of various sizes. They stand for the seven sacred ceremonies you
will practice with this pipe, and for the Ocheti Shakowin, the seven
sacred campfires of our Lakota nation.”

The White Buffalo Woman then spoke to the women, telling them
that it was the work of their hands and the fruit of their bodies which
kept the people alive. “You are from the mother earth,” she told them.
“What you are doing is as great as what the warriors do.”

And therefore the sacred pipe is also something that binds men and
women together in a circle of love. It is the one holy object in the making
of which both men and women have a hand. The men carve the bowl
and make the stem; the women decorate it with bands of colored porcu-
pine quills. When a man takes a wife, they both hold the pipe at the
same time and red trade cloth is wound around their hands, thus tying
them together for life.

The White Buffalo Woman had many things for her Lakota sisters
in her sacred womb bag—corn, wasna (pemmican), wild turnip. She

taught them how to make the hearth fire. She filled a buffalo paunch
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with cold water and dropped a red-hot stone into it. “This way you shall
cook the corn and the meat,” she told them.

The White Buffalo Woman also talked to the children, because they
have an understanding beyond their years. She told them that what their
fathers and mothers did was for them, that their parents could remember
being little once, and that they, the children, would grow up to have
little ones of their own. She told them: “You are the coming generation,
that’s why you are the most important and precious ones. Some day you
will hold this pipe and smoke it. Some day you will pray with it.”

She spoke once more to all the people: “The pipe is alive; it is a red
being showing you a red life and a red road. And this is the first ceremony
for which you will use the pipe. You will use it to keep the soul of a
dead person, because through it you can talk to Wakan Tanka, the
Great Mystery Spirit. The day a human dies is always a sacred day. The
day when the soul is released to the Great Spirit is another. Four women
will become sacred on such a day. They will be the ones to cut the
sacred tree—the can-wakan—for the sun dance.”

She told the Lakota that they were the purest among the tribes, and
for that reason Tunkashila had bestowed upon them the holy chanunpa.
They had been chosen to take care of it for all the Indian people on this
turtle continent.

She spoke one last time to Standing Hollow Horn, the chief, saying,
“Remember: this pipe is very sacred. Respect it and it will take you to
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the end of the road. The four ages of creation are in me; I am the four
ages. I will come to see you in every generation cycle. I shall come
back to you.”

The sacred woman then took leave of the people, saying: “Toksha ake
wacinyankiin ktelo—1I shall see you again.”

The people saw her walking off in the same direction from which she
had come, outlined against the red ball of the setting sun. As she went,
she stopped and rolled over four times. The first time, she turned into a
black buffalo; the second into a brown one; the third into a red one; and
finally, the fourth time she rolled over, she turned into a white female
buffalo calf. A white buffalo is the most sacred living thing you could
ever encounter.

The White Buffalo Woman disappeared over the horizon. Sometime
she might come back. As soon as she had vanished, buffalo in great herds
appeared, allowing themselves to be killed so that the people might sur-
vive. And from that day on, our relations, the buffalo, furnished the
people with everything they needed—meat for their food, skins for their
clothes and tipis, bones for their many tools.

—Told by Lame Deer at Winner, Rosebud Indian
Reservation, South Dakota, 1967.

Two very old tribal pipes are kept by the Looking Horse family at Eagle Butte in
South Dakota. One of them, made from a buffalo calf's leg bone, too fragile and
britile with age to be used for smoking, is said to be the sacred pipe which the
Buffalo Maiden brought to the people. “I know,” said Lame Deer. “I prayed with
it once, long ago.”

The turtle continent is North America, which many Indian tribes regard as an
island sitting on the back of a turtle.

John Fire Lame Deer was a famous Sioux “holy man,” grandson of the first
Chief Lame Deer, a great warrior who fought Custer and died during a skirmish
with General Miles. Lame Deer’s son, Archie, is carrying on his work as a medicine

man and director of the sun dance.
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ATHE ORPHAN BOY ANDA
THE ELK DOG N
. .

[BLACRFOOT]

The horse was introduced to this continent by the Spaniards when
they arrived in the middle of the sixteenth century. Within two
centuries the horses had been acquired by almost every tribe and
had transformed the Indians’ life. As there was no Indian word for
horse, and it carried burdens like a dog, it was usually named Elk
Dog, Spirit Dog, Sacred Dog, or Moose Dog.

LT |

In the days when people had only dogs to carry their bundles, two
orphan children, a boy and his sister, were having a hard time. The boy
was deaf, and because he could not understand what people said, they
thought him foolish and dull-witted. Even his relatives wanted nothing
to do with him. The name he had been given at birth, while his parents
still lived, was Long Arrow. Now he was like a beaten, mangy dog, the
kind who hungrily roams outside a camp, circling it from afar, smelling
the good meat boiling in the kettles but never coming close for fear of
being kicked. Only his sister, who was bright and beautiful, loved him.

Then the sister was adopted by a family from another camp, people
who were attracted by her good looks and pleasing ways. Though they
wanted her for a daughter, they certainly did not want the awkward,
stupid boy. And so they took away the only person who cared about him,
and the orphan boy was left to fend for himself. He lived on scraps
thrown to the dogs and things he found on the refuse heaps. He dressed
in remnants of skins and frayed robes discarded by the poorest people.
At night he bedded down in a grasslined dugout, like an animal in its
den.

Eventually the game was hunted out near the camp that the boy
regarded as his, and the people decided to move. The lodges were taken
down, belongings were packed into rawhide bags and put on dog travois,
and the village departed. “Stay here,” they told the boy. “We don't
want your kind coming with us.”

For two or three days the boy fed on scraps the people had left be-
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hind, but he knew he would starve if he stayed. He had to join his
people, whether they liked it or not. He followed their tracks, frantic
that he would lose them, and crying at the same time. Soon the sweat
was running down his skinny body. As he was stumbling, running,
panting, something suddenly snapped in his left ear with a sound like
a small crack, and a worm-like substance came out of that ear. All at
once on his left side he could hear birdsongs for the first time. He took
this worm-like thing in his left hand and hurried on. Then there was a
snap in his right ear and a worm-like thing came out of it, and on his
right side he could hear the rushing waters of a stream. His hearing was
restored! And it was razor sharp—he could make out the rustling of a
tiny mouse in dry leaves a good distance away. The orphan boy laughed
and was happy for the first time in his life. With renewed courage he
followed the trail his people had made.

In the meantime the village had settled into its new place. Men were
already out hunting. Thus the boy came upon Good Running, a kindly
old chief, butchering a fat buffalo cow he had just killed. When the
chief saw the boy, he said to himself, “Here comes that poor good-for-
nothing boy. It was wrong to abandon him.” To the boy Good Running
said: “Rest here, grandson, you're sweaty and covered with dust. Here,
have some tripe.”

The boy wolfed down the meat. He was not used to hearing and
talking yet, but his eyes were alert and Good Running also noticed a
change in his manner. “This boy,” the chief said to himself, “is neither
stupid nor crazy.” He gave the orphan a piece of the hump meat, then
a piece of liver, then a piece of raw kidney, and at last the very best
kind of meat—a slice of tongue. The more the old man looked at the
boy, the more he liked him. On the spur of the moment he said,
“Grandson, I'm going to adopt you; there’s a place for you in my tipi.
And I'm going to make you into a good hunter and warrior.” The boy
wept, this time for joy. Good Running said, “They called you a stupid,
crazy boy, but now that I think of it, the name you were given at birth
is Long Arrow. I'll see that people call you by your right name. Now
come along.”

The chief’s wife was not pleased. “Why do you put this burden on
me,” she said, “bringing into our lodge this good-for-nothing, this slow-
witted crazy boy? Maybe you're a little slow-witted and crazy yourself!”

“Woman, keep talking like that and I'll beat you! This boy isn’t slow -
or crazy; he’s a good boy, and I have taken him for my grandson. Look—
he’s barefooted. Hurry up, and make a pair of moccasins for him, and if
you don’t do it well I'll take a stick to you.”
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Good Running’s wife grumbled but did as she was told. Her husband
was a kind man, but when aroused, his anger was great..

So a new life began for Long Arrow. He had to learn to speak and to
understand well, and to catch up on all the things a boy should know.
He was a fast learner and soon surpassed other boys his age in knowledge
and skills. At last even Good Running’s wife accepted him.

He grew up into a fine young hunter, tall and good-looking in the
quilled buckskin outfit the chief’s wife made for him. He helped his
grandfather in'everything and became a staff for Good Running to lean
on. But he was lonely, for most people in the camp could not forget
that Long Arrow had once been an outcast. “Grandfather,” he said one
day, “I want to do something to make you proud and show people that
you were wise to adopt me. What can I do?”

Good Running answered, “Someday you will be a chief and do great
things.”

“But what’s a great thing I could do now, Grandfather?”

The chief thought for a long time. “Maybe I shouldn’t tell you this,”
he said. “I love you and don’t want to lose you. But on winter nights,
men talk of powerful spirit people living at the bottom of a faraway
lake. Down in that lake the spirit people keep mystery animals who do
their work for them. These animals are larger than a great elk, but they
carry the burdens of the spirit people like dogs. So they're called Pono-
Kamita—FElk Dogs. They are said to be swift, strong, gentle, and
beautiful beyond imagination. Every fourth generation, one of our
young warriors has gone to find these spirit folk and bring back an Elk
Dog for us. But none of our brave young men has ever returned.”

“Grandfather, I'm not afraid. I'll go and find the Elk Dog.”

“Grandson, first learn to be a man. Learn the right prayers and
ceremonies. Be brave. Be generous and open-handed. Pity the old and the
fatherless, and let the holy men of the tribe find a medicine for you
which will protect you on your dangerous journey. We will begin by
purifying you in the sweat bath.”

So Long Arrow was purified with the white steam of the sweat lodge.
He was taught how to use the pipe, and how to pray to the Great Mystery
Power. The tribe’s holy men gave him a medicine and made for him a
shield with designs on it to ward off danger.

Then one morning, without telling anybody, Good Running loaded his
best travois dog with all the things Long Arrow would need for traveling.
The chief gave him his medicine, his shield, and his own fine bow and,
just as the sun came up, went with his grandson to the edge of the camp
to purify him with sweet-smelling cedar smoke. Long Arrow left un-
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heard and unseen by anyone else. After a while some people noticed
that he was gone, but no one except his grandfather knew where and
for what purpose.

Following Good Running’s advice, Long Arrow wandered southward.
On the fourth day of his journey he came to a small pond, where a
strange man was standing as if waiting for him. “Why have you come
here?” the stranger asked.

“I have come to find the mysterious Elk Dog.”

“Ah, there I cannot help you,” said the man, who was the spirit of
the pond. “But if you travel further south, four-times-four days, you
might chance upon a bigger lake and there meet one of my uncles.
Possibly he might talk to you; then again, he might not. That’s all I
can tell you.” '

Long Arrow thanked the man, who went down to the bottom of the
pond, where he lived.

Long Arrow wandered on, walking for long hours and taking little
time for rest. Through deep canyons and over high mountains he went,
wearing out his moccasins and enduring cold and heat, hunger and
thirst.

Finally Long Arrow approached a big lake surrounded by steep pine-
covered hills. There he came face to face with a tall man, fierce and
scowling and twice the height of most humans. This stranger carried a
long lance with a heavy spearpoint made of shining flint. “Young one,”
he growled, “why did you come here?”

“I came to find the mysterious Elk Dog.”

The stranger, who was the spirit of the lake, stuck his face right into
Long Arrow’s and shook his mighty lance. “Little one, aren’t you afraid
of me?” he snarled.

“No, I am not,” answered Long Arrow, smiling.

The tall spirit man gave a hideous grin, which was his way of being
friendly. “I like small humans who aren’t afraid,” he said, “but I can’t




help you. Perhaps our grandfather will take the trouble to listen to you.
More likely he won’t. Walk south for four-times-four days, and maybe
you'll find him. But probably you won’t.” With that the tall spirit turned
his back on Long Arrow and went to the bottom of the lake, where he
lived.

Long Arrow walked on for another four-times-four days, sleeping and
resting little. By now he staggered and stumbled in his weakness, and
his dog was not much better off. At last he came to the biggest lake he
had ever seen, surrounded by towering snow-capped peaks and waterfalls
of ice. This time there was nobody to receive him. As a matter of fact,
there seemed to be no living thing around. “This must be the Great
Mystery Lake,” thought Long Arrow. Exhausted, he fell down upon the
shortgrass meadow by the lake, fell down among the wild flowers and
went to sleep with his tired dog curled up at his feet.

When Long Arrow awoke, the sun was already high. He opened his
eyes and saw a beautiful child standing before him, a boy in a dazzling
white buckskin robe decorated with porcupine quills of many colors.
The boy said: “We have been expecting you for a long time. My
grandfather invites you to his lodge. Follow me.”

Telling his dog to wait, Long Arrow took his medicine shield and his

andfather’s bow and went with the wonderful child. They came to
the edge of the lake. The spirit boy pointed to the water and said: “My
grandfather’s lodge is down there. Come!” The child turned himself
into a kingfisher and dove straight to the bottom.

Afraid, Long Arrow thought, “How can I follow him and not be
drowned?” But then he said to himself, “I knew all the time that this
would not be easy. In setting out to find the Elk Dog, I already threw
my life away.” And he boldly jumped into the water. To his surprise, he
found it did not make him wet, that it parted before him, that he could
breathe and see. He touched the lake’s sandy bottom. It sloped down,
down toward a center point.

Long Arrow descended this slope until he came to a small, flat valley.
In the middle of it stood a large tipi of tanned buffalo hide. The images
of two strange animals were drawn on it in sacred vermillion paint. A
kingfisher perched high on the top of the tipi flew down and turned
again into the beautiful boy, who said, “Welcome. Enter my grand-
father’s lodge.”

Long Arrow followed the spirit boy inside. In the back at the seat of
honor sat a black-robed old man with flowing white hair and such
power emanating from him that Long Arrow felt himself in the presence
of a truly Great One. The holy man welcomed Long Arrow and offered
him food. The man’s wife came in bringing dishes of buffalo hump,
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liver, tongues, delicious chunks of deer meat, the roasted flesh of strange,
tasty water birds, and meat pounded together with berries, chokecherries,
and kidney fat. Famished after his long journey, Long Arrow ate with
relish. Yet he still looked around to admire the furnishings of the tipi,
the painted inner curtain, the many medicine shields, wonderfully
wrought weapons, shirts and robes decorated with porcupine quills in
rainbow colors, beautifully painted rawhide containers filled with
wonderful things, and much else that dazzled him.

After Long Arrow had stilled his hunger, the old spirit chief filled the
pipe and passed it to his guest. They smoked, praying silently. After a
while the old man said: “Some came before you from time to time, but
they were always afraid of the deep water, and so they went away with
empty hands. But you, grandson, were brave enough to plunge in, and
therefore you are chosen to receive a wonderful gift to carry back to
your people. Now, go outside with my grandson.” '

The beautiful boy took Long Arrow to a meadow on which some
strange animals, unlike any the young man had ever seen, were galloping
and gamboling, neighing and nickering. They were truly wonderful to
look at, with their glossy coats fine as a maiden’s hair, their long manes
and tails streaming in the wind. Now rearing, now nuzzling, they looked
at Long Arrow with gentle eyes which belied their fiery appearance.

“At last,” thought Long Arrow, “here they are before my own eyes,
the Pono-Kamita, the Elk Dogs!”

“Watch me,” said the mystery boy, “so that you learn to do what I
am doing.” Gracefully and without effort, the boy swung himself onto
the back of a jet-black Elk Dog with a high, arched neck. Larger than
any elk Long Arrow had ever come across, the animal carried the boy
all over the meadow swiftly as the wind. Then the boy returned, jumped
off his mount, and said, “Now you try it.” A little timidly Long Arrow
climbed up on the beautiful Elk Dog’s back. Seemingly regarding him
as feather-light, it took off like a flying arrow. The young man felt him-
self soaring through the air as a bird does, and experienced a happiness
greater even than the joy he had felt when Good Running had adopted
him as a grandson.

When they had finished riding the Elk Dogs, the spirit boy said to
Long Arrow: “Young hunter from the land above the waters, I want you
to have what you have come for. Listen to me. You may have noticed
that my grandfather wears a black medicine robe as long as a woman’s
dress, and that he is always trying to hide his feet. Try to get a glimpse
of them, for if you do, he can refuse you nothing. He will then tell you
to ask him for a gift, and you must ask for these three things: his
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rainbow-colored quilled belt, his black medicine robe, and a herd of
these animals which you seem to like.”

Long Arrow thanked him and vowed to follow his advice. For four
days the young man stayed in the spirit chief’s lodge, where he ate well
and often went out riding on the Elk Dogs. But try as he would, he
could never get a look at the old man’s feet. The spirit chief always
kept them carefully covered. Then on the morning of the fourth day,
the old one was walking out of the tipi when his medicine robe caught
in the entrance flap. As the robe opened, Long Arrow caught a glimpse
of a leg and one foot. He was awed to see that it was not a human limb
at all, but the glossy leg and firm hoof of an Elk Dog! He could not
stifle a cry of surprise, and the old man looked over his shoulder and
saw that his leg and hoof were exposed. The chief seemed a little
embarrassed, but shrugged and said: “I tried to hide this, but you must
have been fated to see it. Look, both of my feet are those of an Elk Dog.
You may as well ask me for a gift. Don’t be timid; tell me what you
want.”

Long Arrow spoke boldly: “I want three things: your belt of rainbow
colors, your black medicine robe, and your herd of Elk Dogs.”

“Well, so you're really not timid at all!” said the old man. “You ask
for a lot, and I'll give it to you, except that you cannot have all my Elk
Dogs; I'll give you half of them. Now I must tell you that my black hair
medicine robe and my many-colored belt have Elk Dog magic in them.
Always wear the robe when you try to catch Elk Dogs; then they can'’t
get away from you. On quiet nights, if you listen closely to the belt,
“you will hear the Elk Dog dance song and Elk Dog prayers. You must
learn them. And I will give you one more magic gift: this long rope
woven from the hair of a white buffalo bull. With it you will never
fail to catch whichever Elk Dog you want.”

The spirit chief presented him with the gifts and said: “Now you
must leave. At first the Elk Dogs will not follow you. Keep the medicine
robe and the magic belt on at all times, and walk for four days toward
the north. Never look back—always look to the north. On the fourth
day the Elk Dogs will come up beside you on the left. Still don’t look
back. But after they have overtaken you, catch one with the rope of
white buffalo hair and ride him home. Don’t lose the black robe, or
you will lose the Elk Dogs and never catch them again.”

Long Arrow listened carefully so that he would remember. Then the
old spirit chief had his wife make up a big pack of food, almost too
heavy for Long Arrow to carry, and the young man took leave of his
generous spirit host. The mysterious boy once again turned himself into
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a kingfisher and led Long Arrow to the surface of the lake, where his
faithful dog greeted him joyfully. Long Arrow fed the dog, put his
pack of food on the travois, and started walking north.

On the fourth day the Elk Dogs came up on his left side, as the spirit
chief had foretold. Long Arrow snared the black one with the arched
neck to ride, and he caught another to carry the pack of food. They
galloped swiftly on, the dog barking at the big Elk Dogs’ heels.

When Long Arrow arrived at last in his village, the people were
afraid and hid. They did not recognize him astride his beautiful Elk Dog
but took him for a monster, half man and half animal. Long Arrow kept
calling, “Grandfather Good Running, it’s your grandson. I've come back
bringing Elk Dogs!”

Recognizing the voice, Good Running came out of hiding and wept
for joy, because he had given Long Arrow up for lost. Then all the others
emerged from their hldmg places to admire the wonderful new animals.

Long Arrow said, “My grandfather and grandmother who adopted me,
I can never repay you for your kindness. Accept these wonderful Elk
Dogs as my gift. Now we no longer need to be humble footsloggers, be-
cause these animals will carry us swiftly everywhere we want to go. Now
buffalo hunting will be easy. Now our tipis will be larger, our possessions
will be greater, because an Elk Dog travois can carry a load ten times
bigger than that of a dog. Take them, my grandparents. I shall keep
for myself only this black male and this black female, which will grow
into a fine herd.”

“You have indeed done something great, Grandson,” said Good
Running, and he spoke true. The people became the bold riders of the
Plains and soon could hardly imagine how they had existed without
these wonderful animals.

After some time Good Running, rich and honored by all, said to Long
Arrow: “Grandson, lead us to the Great Mystery Lake so we can camp
by its shores. Let’s visit the spirit chief and the wondrous boy; maybe
they will give us more of their power and magic gifts.”

Long Arrow led the people southward and again found the Great
Mystery Lake. But the waters would no longer part for him, nor would
any of the kingfishers they saw turn into a boy. Nor, gazing down into
the crystal-clear water, could they discover people, Elk Dogs, or a tipi.
There was nothing in the lake but a few fish.

—Retold from George Bird Grinnell and other sources
around 1g910.
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SALT WOMAN IS REFUSED FOOD
|
[cocrrT]
I AR R B

Old Salt Woman had a grandson, and they were very poor. They came
to Cochiti and went from house to house, but people turned them away.
They were all busy cooking for a feast. At that time they used no salt.

When Salt Woman and her grandson had been to all the houses, they
came to a place outside the pueblo where lots of children were playing.
All the children came to see the magic crystal Salt Woman had in her
hand. She led them to a pifion tree and told them each to take hold of
a branch of the tree and swing themselves. Using her magic crystal, she
turned them into the chaparral jays who live in pifion trees. “When we
were in the pueblo, nobody would invite us to stay,” Salt Woman said.
“From now on you will be chaparral jays.”

Salt Woman and her grandson went south and came to Santa
Domingo, where they were well treated and fed. After they had eaten
and were leaving, Salt Woman said, “I am very thankful for being given
food to eat,” and she left them some of her flesh. The people of the house
ate it with their bread and meat. It tasted good—salty.

“At Cochiti,” Salt Woman told them, “they treated me badly, and
when I left, I took all the children outside the pueblo and changed them
into chaparral jays roosting in a pifion tree. But to you I am grateful.
Therefore remember that if I am in your food, it will always taste better.
I will go southeast and stay there, and if any of you want more of my
flesh you will find it at that place. And when you come to gather, let
there be no laughing, no singing, nothing of that kind. Be quiet and
clean.” So she left Santo Domingo and went to Salt Lake, where we
get salt today.

—From a legend recorded by Ruth Benedictin 1924.

The procuring of salt was and still is associated with a set of solemn ceremonies in
the Southwest. The journey to the source is considered a great odyssey or pil-
grimage, and those making this trip must undergo elaborate rituals and carefully
observe strict taboos. When they return, the entire experience is described in detail,
analyzed, and preserved by the rest of the tribe. The mythic figure associated with
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salt is almost always an old wo:rmm, as we see here, and she often provides it
through her mucus, which is shared among the people.

n
THE SACRED WEED

[BLACKFOOT]

For longer than anyone knows, Indians throughout the Americas
have smoked tobacco and other planis for pleasure and for praying.
The smoke was the Great Spirit's breath taking the prayers up to
the Ones Above. With u pipe in his hands, a man could speak
nothing but the truth. Sir Walter Raleigh learned the use of tobacco
from the Indians. When he first had a smoke in a London inn, the
bartender, thinking that he was on fire, emptied a tankard of ale
over him. To the white man, smoking became an addiction; but to
the native American, pipe and tobacco were sacred and smoking
was a holy ritual. A man who had killed a member of his own tribe
could not smoke ritually with the others. He had to smoke a mean

little pipe. all by himself—hard punishment.

A 00000 R R NS

There once were four brothers, all spiritual men who had power. In a
vision the oldest of them heard a voice saying: “Out there is a sacred
weed; pick it and burn it.” The man looked around, saw the strange
weed, and put it in the fire. It gave off a very pleasing aroma.

Then the second brother had a dream in which a voice said: “Take
this herb. Chop it fine. Put it into a hide bag.” The man did what he
was told, and the dry herb in his hide bag was wonderfully fragrant.
The third brother had a vision in which he saw a man hollowing out
a bone and putting the strange weed into it. A voice said, “Make four
pipes like this,” and the third brother carved four pipes out of an animal’s
leg bones.

Then the youngest of the four brothers had a vision. A voice told
him: “You four men light your pipes and smoke. Inhale the smoke;
exhale it. Let the smoke ascend to the clouds.” The voice also taught
him the songs and prayers that went with smoking.
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So the four medicine men, born of the same mother, smoked together.
This was the first time that men had ever smoked, and they sang and
prayed together as they did so.

The brothers, who called the sacred weed nawak’osis, were meant to
teach its use to the people. But nawak'osis made them powerful and
wise and clear-minded, and they did not want to share it with others.
They planted the sacred weed in a secret place that only they knew.
They guarded the songs and prayers and rituals that went with smoking.
They formed a Tobacco Society, just the four of them.

So there was anger, there was war, there was restlessness of spirit,
there was impiety. Nawak'osis was meant to calm anger, to make men
worship, to make peace, to ease the mind. But without the sacred herb,
unity and peace were lacking.

A young man called Bull-by-Himself said to his wife: “These four
powerful ones have been given something good to share with the people,
but they are keeping it for themselves. So things are bad. I must find a
way to plant and reap the sacred weed they call nawak'osis.”

Bull-by-Himself and his wife went to a sacred lake and set up their
tipi close by its shore. The man left every day to hunt and look for the
plant nawak’osis. The woman stayed in the lodge to quill, tan, and pre-
pare food. One day while she was alone, she heard somebody singing
beautifully. She searched everywhere to find the source of the music
and discovered that it was coming from a beaver house close by the shore.
“It must be the beavers singing,” she thought. “Their songs are lovely.
I hope they don’t stop.”

Though her husband came home with plenty of meat, he had not
found nawak’osis. The woman called his attention to the music, but he
said, “I hear nothing. It’s your imagination.”

“No,” she said, “I can hear it clearly. Put your ear to the beaver
house.” He did, but still heard nothing.

Then the wife took her knife and made a hole in the beaver lodge.
Through it they could not only hear the beavers sing, but also watch
them performing a strange, beautiful dance.

“My young brothers,” the wife called to them, “be of a sharing spirit.
Teach me your wonderful song and your medicine!”

The Beavers answered: “Close the hole you have made, because it
lets the cold in. Then we'll come out and visit you.” So she sealed their
wall up, and that night four beavers came to Bull-by-Himself’s lodge.
As soon as they were inside they turned themselves into humans—four
nice-looking young men. One asked: “What have you come here for?”

“I have come,” said Bull-by-Himself, “to find the sacred weed called

kl . o»
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“Then this is the right place,” said the man-beavers. “We are water
people, and nawak’osis is water medicine. We will give you this sacred
herb, but first you must learn the songs, the prayers, the dances, the
ceremonies that go with it.”

“There are four powerful men in our tribe,” said Bull-by-Himself,
“who have the medicine and the knowledge, but keep them from us.”

“Ah,” said the man-beavers, “that is wrong. This sacred weed is meant
to be shared. Here is what you must do. By day, go out and get the skin
of every fourlegged and two-legged creature that lives in and around
the water—except, of course, beaver. You must get the skins of the
- muskrat and otter, of the duck and kingfisher, of all creatures like that,
because they represent water. Sun and water mean life. Sun begets life,
and water makes it grow.”

So every day Bull-by-Himself went out for the skins, while his wife
scraped, tanned, and smoked them. And every night the four man-
beavers came to teach them the prayers, songs, and dances that go with
nawak’osis. After a while the beavers said: “Now all is ready. Now you
have all the skins, and now you have the knowledge. Make the skins,
which represent water power, into a bag, into a medicine bundle.
Tomorrow night we'll come again for the last time to tell you what to do.”

The following night the beavers came as they had promised. They
brought with them the sacred weed nawak'osis. The top of the stalks
was covered with little round seeds, and the man-beavers put the seeds
into the medicine bundle the woman had prepared.

“It’s planting time now,” said the Beavers. “Don’t touch nawak’osis
before you're ready to plant. Choose a place where there is not too much
shade and not too much sunlight. Mix plenty of brown earth with
plenty of black earth, and keep the soil loose. Say the prayers we have
taught you. Then you, Bull-by-Himself, must take a deer horn and
with its point make holes in the earth—one hole for each seed. And you,
his wife, must use a buffalo-horn spoon to drop one seed into each hole.
Keep singing the songs we taught you all the while. Then both of you
dance lightly over this earth, tamping down the seeds. After that you
just wait for nawak’osis to grow. Now we have taught you everything.
Now we go.” The nicelooking young men left, turning back into
beavers as they went.

Bull-by-Himself and his wife planted the sacred weed as they had
been told. The four medicine-men brothers said to one another: “What
can this man, Bull-by-Himself, and his wife be planting? Their songs
sound familiar.” They sent somebody to find out, and this person came
back saying: “They are planting nawak’osis, doing it in a sacred manner.”




The four powerful men began to laugh. “No, it can’t be. It's some
useless weed they're planting. No one but us can plant nawak’osis. No
one but us can use it. No one but us has its power.”

But when it was time to harvest nawak’osis, a great hailstorm de-
stroyed the secret tobacco patch of the four medicine brothers. Nothing
was left, and they had not saved a single seed. They said to each other:
“Perhaps this man and his wife did plant nawak'osis after all. Perhaps
the hail hasn’t destroyed their tobacco patch.”

Again the four brothers sent someone to find out, and that person
came back saying: “This man and his wife had no hail on their field.
Here is what they have been growing.” He showed the brothers some
leaves. “It is indeed nawak’osis,” they said, shaking their heads in wonder.

Thus with the help of the beaver people, Bull-by-Himself and his
wife brought the sacred tobacco to the tribes, who have been smoking
it in a sacred manner ever since.

—Retold from several nineteenth-century sources.

HOW GRANDFATHER PEYOTE
CAME TO THE INDIAN PEOPLE

[BRULE siouXx]

Vision quests in which an individual seeks spiritual power are com-
mon to many Indian tribes. The peyote plant is often used by the
Sioux and Cheyenne in the ritudls associated with such quests— .
the sweat lodge, a solitary vigil, a flesh offering. The plant is often
considered to be a human spirit and is a sacrament in the Native
American Church, founded by a Comanche chief in the last cen-
tury. Henry Crow Dog, the father of the man who told this story,
was among those who introduced the peyote religion to the Sioux
in the 1920s.

R AR A A MAIRERRA RN

This is how Grandfather Peyote came to the Indian people. Long ago,
before the white man, there was a tribe living far south of the Sioux




in a land of deserts and mesas. These people were suffering from a
sickness, and many died of it. One old woman had a dream that she
would find a herb, a root, which would save her people.

The woman was old and frail but, taking her little granddaughter,
she went on a vision quest to learn how to find this sacred herb. They
walked away from the camp until they were lost. Arriving at the top of
a lonely hill, the grandmother made a brush shelter for herself and the
young one. Without water or food they were weak, and as night fell
they huddled together, not knowing what to do.

Suddenly they felt the wingbeats of a huge bird, an eagle flying from
the east toward the west. The old woman raised her arms and prayed
to the eagle for wisdom and power. Toward morning they saw the
figure of a man floating in the air about four steps above their heads.
The old woman heard a voice: “You want water and food and do not
know where to find it. I have a medicine for you. It will help you.”

This man’s arm was pointing to a spot on the ground about four steps
from where the old woman was sitting. She looked and saw a peyote
plant—a large Grandfather Peyote Plant with sixteen segments. She did
not know what it was, but she took her bone knife and cut the green
part off. And there was moisture, the peyote juice, the water of life.
The old woman and her granddaughter drank it and were refreshed.

The sun went down again and the second night came. The old
woman prayed to the spirit: “I am sacrificing myself for the people.
Have pity on me. Help me!”

And the figure of the man appeared again, hovering above her as
before, and she heard a voice saying: “You are lost now, but you will
find your people again and you will save them. When the sun rises two
more times, you will find them.”

The grandmother ate some more of the sacred medicine and gave
some to the girl. And a power entered them through the herb, bringing
them knowledge and understanding and a sacred vison. Experiencing
this new power, the old woman and her granddaughter stayed awake
all night. Yet in the morning when the sun rose and shone upon the
hide bag with the peyote, the old one felt strong. She said, Grand-
daughter, pray with this new herb. It has no mouth, but it is telling me
many things.”

During the third night the spirit came again and taught the old
woman how to show her people the proper way to use the medicine. In
the morning she got up, thinking: “This one plant won't be enough to
save my people. Could it have been the only herb in this world? How
can I find more?”

Then she heard many small voices calling, “Over here, come over
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here. I'm the one to pick.” These were peyote plants guiding her to
their hiding places among the thorn bushes and chaparral. So the old
woman and the girl picked the herbs and filled the hide bag with them.

At nightfall once more they saw the spirit man, silhouetted against the
setting sun. He pointed out the way to their camp so that they could
return quickly. Though they had taken no food or water for four days
and nights, the sacred medicine had kept them stronghearted and
strong-minded.

When they arrived home, their relatives were happy to have them
back, but everybody was still sick and many were dying. The old woman
told the people: “I have brought you a new sacred medicine which will
help you.” '

She showed the men how to use this pejuta, this holy herb. The
spirit had taught her the ceremony, and the medicine had given her the
knowledge through the mind power which dwells within it. Under her
direction the men put up a tipi and made a fire. At that time there was
no leader, no roadman, to guide them, and the people had to learn how
to perform the ceremony step by step, from the ground up.

Everybody, men and women, old and young, ate four buttons of the
new medicine. A boy baby was breast nursing, and the peyote power
got into him through his mother’s milk. He was sucking his hand, and
he began to shake it like a gourd rattle. A man sitting next to the tipi
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entrance got into the power and caught a song just by looking at the
baby’s arm.

A medicine man took a rattle of rawhide and began to shake it. The
small stones inside the rattle were the voice of Grandfather Peyote, and
everybody understood what it was saying. Another man grabbed a drum
and beat it, keeping time with the song and the voice inside the rattle.
The drumming was good, but it did not yet have the right sound, be-
cause in that first ceremony there was no water in the drum.

One woman felt the spirit telling her to look for a cottonwood tree.
After the sun rose, all the people followed her as Grandfather Peyote
guided her toward the west. They saw a rabbit jumping out of a hole
inside a dried-up tree and knew that that this was the sacred cottonwood.

They cut down the tree and hollowed out the trunk like a drum where
the rabbit hole had been. At the woman’s bidding they filled it with
fresh spring water—the water of life. 4

On the way back to camp, a man felt the power telling him to pick
up five smooth, round pebbles and to cover the drum with a piece of
tanned moose hide. He used the pebbles to make knobs around the rim
of the drum so that he could tie the hide to it with a rawhide thong.
And when he beat the drum it sounded good, as if a spirit had gotten
hold of it.

When night came, the people made a fire inside the tipi and took the
medicine again. Guided by peyote power, the old woman looked into
the flames and saw a heart, like the heart-shaped leaf of the cottonwood
tree. Thus she knew that the Great Spirit, who is also in Grandfather
Peyote, wanted to give his heart to the red men of this continent. She
told the man tending the fire to form the glowing embers into the shape
of a heart, and the people all saw it beat in rhythm with the drum. A
little later, one helper who was under the spirit power saw that the hide
rope formed a star at the bottom of the drum. He shaped the glowing
coals of the fire into a star and then into a moon, because the power of
the star and the spirit of the moon had come into the tipi.

One man sitting opposite the door had a vision in which he was told
to ask for water. The old woman brought fresh, cool water in a skin bag,
and they all drank and in this way came under the power. Feeling the
spirit of the water, the man who was in charge of the fire shaped the
embers into the outline of a water bird, and from then on the water bird
became the chief symbol of the holy medicine.

Around the fire this man made a half-moon out of earth, and all
along the top of it he drew a groove with his finger. Thus he formed a
road, the road of life. He said that anybody with the gift of wacankiyapi,
which means having love and heart for the people, should sit right there.
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And from that day on, the man who is running a meeting was called
the “roadman.”

In this way the people made the ﬁrst peyote altar, and after they had
drunk the water, they thanked the peyote. Looking at the fire in the
shape of the sacred water bird, they prayed to the four directions, and
someone sprinkled green cedar on the fire. The fragrant, sweet-smelling
smoke was the breath of Grandfather Peyote, the spirit of all green and
growing things.

Now the people had everything they needed: the sacred herb, the
drum, the gourd, the fire, the water, the cedar. From that moment on,
they learned to know themselves Their sick were cured, and they
thanked the old woman and her grandchild for having brought this
blessing to them. They were the Comanche nation, and from them the
worship of the sacred herb spread to all the tribes throughout the land.

—Told by Leonard Crow Dog at Winner, Rosebud Indian
Reservation, South Dakota, 1970.

|
THE VISION QUEST

[BrRULE stoUX]

The vision quest is a tradition among the Plains people. A man or
woman seeking the way on the road of life, or trying to find the
answer to a personal problem, may go on a vision quest for knowl-
edge and enlightenment. This may mean staying on top of a hill or
inside a vision pit, alone, without food or water, for as long as four
days and nights. It is hard, but if the spirit voices reveal or confer
a vision that shapes a person’s life, then the quest is worth all the
suffering. »

The following tale, however, treats the vision quest with less than
complete solemnity, with Sioux medicine man Lame Deer's char-
acteristic quirks.

O O R AR A O

A young man wanted to go on a hanbleceya, or vision seeking, to try
for a dream that would give him the power to be a great medicine man.
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Having a high opinion of himself, he felt sure that he had been created
to become great among his people and that the only thing lacking was
a vision.

The young man was daring and brave, eager to go up to the moun-
taintop. He had been brought up by good, honest people who were wise
in the ancient ways and who prayed for him. All through the winter
they were busy getting him ready, feeding him wasna, corn, and plenty
of good meat to make him strong. At every meal they set aside some-
thing for the spirits so that they would help him to get a great vision.
His relatives thought he had the power even before he went up, but
that was putting the cart before the horse, or rather the travois before
the horse, as this is an Indian legend.

When at last he started on his quest, it was a beautiful morning in
late spring. The grass was up, the leaves were out, nature was at its best.
Two medicine men accompanied him. They put up a sweat lodge to
purify him in the hot, white breath of the sacred steam. They santified
him with the incense of sweet grass, rubbing his body with sage, fanning
it with an eagle’s wing. They went to the hilltop with him to prepare
the vision pit and make an offering of tobacco bundles. Then they told
the young man to cry, to humble himself, to ask for holiness, to cry for
power, for a sign from the Great Spirit, for a gift which would make
him into a medicine man. After they had done all they could, they left
him there.

He spent the first night in the hole the medicine men had dug for
him, trembling and crying out loudly. Fear kept him awake, yet he was
cocky, ready to wrestle with the spirits for the vision, the power he
wanted. But no dreams came to ease his mind. Toward morning before
the sun came up, he heard a voice in the swirling white mists of dawn.
Speaking from no particular direction, as if it came from different places,
it said: “See here, young man, there are other spots you could have
picked; there are other hills around here. Why don’t you go there to
cry for a dream? You disturbed us all night, all us creatures, animals and
birds; you even kept the trees awake. We couldn'’t sleep. Why should
you cry here? You're a brash young man, not yet ready or worthy to
receive a vision.”

But the young man clenched his teeth, determined to stick it out,
resolved to force that vision to come. He spent another day in the pit,
begging for enlightenment which would not come, and then another
night of fear and cold and hunger.

The young man cried out in terror. He was paralyzed with fear, un-
able to move. The boulder dwarfed everything in view; it towered over
the vision pit. But just as it was an arm’s length away and about to




crush him, it stopped. Then, as the young man stared openmouthed,
his hair standing up, his eyes starting out of his head, the boulder
ROLLED UP THE MOUNTAIN, all the way to the top. He could
hardly believe what he saw. He was still cowering motionless when he
heard the roar and ramble again and saw that immense boulder coming
down at him once more. This time he managed to jump out of his vision
pit at the last moment. The boulder crushed it, obliterated it, grinding
the young man’s peace pipe and gourd rattle into dust.

Again the boulder rolled up the mountain, and again it came down.
“I'm leaving, I'm leaving!” hollered the young man. Regaining his power
of motion, he scrambled down the hill as fast as he could. This time the
boulder actually leapfrogged over him, bouncing down the slope, crush-
ing and pulverizing everything in its way. He ran unseeingly, stumbling,
falling, getting up again. He did not even notice the boulder rolling up
once more and coming down for the fourth time. On this last and most
fearful descent, it flew through the air in a giant leap, landing right in
front of him and embedding itself so deeply in the earth that only its
top was visible. The ground shook itself like a wet dog coming out of a
stream and flung the young man this way and that.

Gaunt, bruised, and shaken, he stumbled back to his village. To the
medicine men he said: “I have received no vision and gained no knowl-
edge.” He returned to the pit, and when dawn arrived once more, he
heard the voice again: “Stop disturbing us; go away!” The same thing
happened on the third morning. By this time he was faint with hunger,

71



thirst, and anxiety. Even the air seemed to oppress him, to fight him.
He was panting. His stomach felt shriveled up, shrunk tight against his
backbone. But he was determined to endure one more night, the fourth
and last. Surely the vision would come. But again he cried for it out
of the dark and loneliness until he was hoarse, and still he had no dream.

Just before daybreak he heard the same voice again, very angry: “Why
are you still here?” He knew then that he had suffered in vain; now
he would have to go back to his people and confess that he had gained
no knowledge and no power. The only thing he could tell them was that
he got bawled out every morning. Sad and cross, he replied “I can’t help
myself; this is my last day, and I'm crying my eyes out. I know you told
me to go home, but who are you to give me orders? I don’t know you.
I'm going to stay until my uncles come to fetch me, whether you like it
or not.”

All at once there was a rumble from a larger mountain that stood
behind the hill. It became a mighty roar, and the whole hill trembled.
The wind started to blow. The young man looked up and saw a boulder
poised on the mountain’s summit. He saw lightning hit it, saw it sway.
Slowly the boulder moved. Slowly at first, then faster and faster, it
came tumbling down the mountainside, churning up the earth, snapping
huge trees as if they were little twigs. And the boulder WAS COMING
RIGHT DOWN ON HIM! I have made the spirits angry. It was all
for nothing.”

“Well, you did find out one thing,” said the older of the two, who
was his uncle. “You went after your vision like a hunter after buffalo, or
a warrior after scalps. You were fighting the spirits. You thought they
owed you a vision. Suffering alone brings no vision nor does courage, nor
does sheer will power. A vision comes as a gift born of humility, of
wisdom, and of patience. If from your vision quest you have learned
nothing but this, then you have already learned much. Think about it.”

—Told by Lame Deer at Winner, Rosebud Indian
Reservation, South Dakota, 1967, and recorded by
Richard Erdoes.
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The world did not always exist as we know it today, and the myths
which describe its creation are associated with (and as varied as) those
about the rise of culture. The primordial environment is for almost all
tribes a watery one, from which different beings bring up mud to make
the earth. In Southwestern tales, four or five worlds of different colors
or elements are stacked one on top of the other, and people climb up a
reed or stalk through a hole in the ceiling of one dying world into the
next, newborn one. People in the Northwest tell of descending through
a hole in the sky (associated with the smoke hole of a tipi) to emerge
into the present world. Countless characters enter into the action—
true gods and spirits; monsters and dragons; elks, bears, eagles, and other
birds. Even the trickster Coyote tries his hand at creation.

The creation myth of the Iroquois, reflected in those of many other
cultures, combines several of these elements. The daughter of the Sky
Chief is pushed down through a hole in the sky into a world that is
covered with water, but she is saved from drowning by water fowls, who
convince the great turtle below to harbor her. Toad dives for mud and
makes the earth on the back of the great turtle. It is this daughter who,
impregnated by the west wind, gives birth to the gentle, creative
Tsentsa and his cruel brother, Taweskare, who kills his mother in
childbirth as he kicks his way through her side.

The twins who combine both good and evil recur across the con-
tinent. Among the Yuma, it is Kokomaht, the all-father, who is good,
while his blind brother, the subterranean Bakothal, personifies evil. The
twins can also be two girls, or brother and sister. Manabozho, White
Rabbit, is the creation hero of the Great Lakes region; he is also one of
a set of twins who are both animal and human, his brother being Wolf.

In the California region, the culture hero may find himself floating
in a boat in the chaos of primeval water. He sends animals to dive down
to the bottom for a dab of mud and creates the present world from that.
He also creates another character, frequently Coyote, who in turn makes
man from wood or clay and gives him life. Animals are created next, and
the world is ordered. The theft of light or fire is a prominent theme, as
is the establishment of the earth’s topography.

In the North Pacific and the plateau east of the Rockies to the Cas-
cades, various heroes act through a similar cycle of events. From southern
Vancouver Island north, Raven is the hero; in the Gulf of Georgia area
it is Mink; and in Washington and Oregon it is Blue Jay. The cycle
opens with the birth of a child after a spiritual conception; he is then
adopted by a chief. The myths follow his adventures as he steals fire,
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light, water, and animals for his people, and gives animals and objects
the forms they have today.

In the Southwest, creation myths are closely related to a complex
ceremonialism that distinguishes these tribes from those of the rest of
North America. We have already seen tales that describe the origin of
ceremonies such as the corn dance. In creation stories of the Southwest,
life emerges from lower worlds, with people fashioned from the creator’s
skin. There are twin heroes here as well, and struggles with primeval
monsters.

Common themes and images of creation are widespread across North
America, for myths migrate as freely as people. The theme of primeval
water covering a not-yetcreated earth is perhaps the most prevalent,
found in every area except that of the Eskimo, while only the Southwest
lacks the episode of a diving creature fashioning the earth from mud.
The California regions and the Southwest share tales of the original
world parents, Earth and Sky, and the creation of men from rubbings
of skin. Among tribes of the Trans-Mississippi West, the determination
of the seasons is a prominent theme, and there are many stories across
the continent which describe how the four winds came to be. While
stories of a creator and of the formation of the universe (which follow
in Part Three) tend to be more fragmentary, there is clear and universal
concern for the beginning of mankind and the foundation of the world
in which humans live.
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This is how it all began. There was only water—there was no sky, there
was no land, only nothingness. Then out of the waters rose a mist, and
it became the sky. Still there were no sun, no moon, no stars—just
darkness. But deep down in the waters lived Kokomaht, the Creator.
He was bodiless, nameless, breathless, motionless, and he was two beings
—twins.

Then the waters stirred and rushed and thundered, and out of the
spray and foam rose the first twin, the good twin. With closed eyes he
cleaved the waves and came to the surface. He stood upon the waters,
opened his eyes, and saw. There he named himself Kokomaht—All-
Father.

And from beneath the waters a second voice called out to Kokomaht:
“Brother, how did you rise? With eyes open or with eyes closed?”

Bakotahl was the evil twin, and Kokomaht wanted to make it more
difficult for him to do harm. So Kokomaht lied to him, saying: I
opened my eyes while I was under water.” The second twin opened his
eyes as he rose, and when he reached the surface he was blind. Kokomaht
said: “I name you Bakotahl—the Blind One.”

Then Kokomaht said: “Now I shall make the four directions.” He
pointed with his finger and took four steps, walking on the water. Then
he stood still for a while and said, “Ho, this is north.” Then he went
back to his starting place, and in the same manner made the west, the
south, and the east—always taking four steps in each direction and
always returning to the center.

“Now,” Kokomaht said, “I shall make the earth.”

Blind Bakotahl answered: “I don'’t think you have the power to do
this.”

“Certainly I have,” said Kokomaht.

“Let me try to make the earth first,” asked Bakotahl.

“Certainly not,” said Kokomabht.

Kokomaht stirred the waters into a foaming whirlpool with his hand.
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They frothed and swelled and bubbled, and when they subsided there
was land. And Kokomaht sat down upon it.

* Bakotahl was angry because he would have liked to create the earth,
but he said nothing and settled down by Kokomaht’s side. The Blind
Evil One said to himself: “I shall make something with a head, with
arms and legs. I can make it out of the earth.” Bakotahl formed some-
thing resembling a human being, but it was imperfect. Instead of hands
and feet there were lumps; it had neither fingers nor toes. Bakotahl hid
it from Kokomaht.

Then Kokomaht said: “I feel like making something.” Out of mud he
shaped a being that was perfect. It had hands and feet, fingers and toes,
even fingernails and toenails. Kokomaht waved this being four times
toward the north and then stood it on its feet. It moved, it walked, it
was alive: it was a man. Kokomaht made another being in the same way,
and it was alive: it was a woman.

Bakotahl went on trying to make humans, piecing together seven
beings out of earth. All were imperfect. “What are you making?”
Kokomaht asked.

“People,” answered Bakotahl.

“Here,” said Kokomaht, “feel these people I've made. Yours have no
hands or feet. Here; feel; mine have fingers, thumbs, to work, to fashion
things, to draw bows, to pick fruit.” Kokomaht examined the beings
Bakotahl had formed. “These are no good,” he said, and stamped them
to pieces. Bakotahl was so enraged that he dove down deep beneath the
waters amid rumblings and thunderings. From the depths he sent up the
whirlwind, bringer of all evil. Kokomaht stepped on the whirlwind and
killed it—except for a little whiff that slipped out from under his foot.
In it were contained all the sicknesses which plague people to this day.

So Kokomaht was by himself except for the two beings he had made.
These were the Yumas, and in the same way that he had created them,
Kokomaht now made the Cocopahs, the Dieguiefios, and the Mojaves.
In pairs he created them. Then he rested. Four tribes he had created.
After having rested, he made four more tribes: the Apaches, the Mari-
copas, the Pimas, and the Coahuilas. In all, he made twenty-four kinds
of people. The white people he left for last.

The one he had made first, the Yuma man, said to Kokomaht: “Teach
us how to live.”

“You must learn how to increase,” said Kokomaht. In order to teach
them, he begat a son. Out of nothing, without help from a woman, he
sired him and named him Komashtam’ho. He told men and women not
to live apart, but to join together and rear children.

Still something was missing. “It is too dark,” said Kokomaht. “There
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should be some light.” So he made the moon, the morning star, and all
the other stars. Then he said, “My work is done. Whatever I have not
finished, my son Komashtam’ho will finish.”

Now, among the beings Kokomaht had made was Hanyi, the Frog.
She was powerful; fire could not destroy her. She envied Kokomaht his
power and thought to destroy him. Kokomaht knew this because he
knew the thoughts of all the beings he had made, but he said to himself:
“I taught the people how to live. Now I must teach them how to die,
for without death there will soon be too many people on the earth. So
I will permit Frog to kill me.”

Hanyi burrowed down underneath the spot where Kokomaht was
standing and sucked the breath out of his body through a hole in the
earth. Then Kokomaht sickened and lay down to die. He called all the
people to come to him, and all came except the white man, who stayed
by himself in the west.

The white man was crying because his hair was faded and curly and
his skin pale and washed out. The white man was always pouting and
selfish. Whatever he saw, he had to have at once. He had been created
childish and greedy. Komashtam’ho, tired of hearing the white man
crying, went over to him and tied two sticks together in the form of a
cross. “Here, stop crying,” he said. “Here’s something for you to ride
on.” The white man straddled these sticks and they turned into a horse,
so the greedy one was satisfied—for a while.

For the last time now Kokomaht taught the people. “Learn how to
die,” he told them, and expired.

“I have to make what my father could not finish,” said Komashtam’ho.
He spat into his hand and from his spittle made a disk. He took it and
threw it up into the sky toward the east. It began to shine. “This is the
sun,” Komashtam’ho told the people. “Watch it move; watch it lighting
up the world.”

Then Komashtam’ho prepared to burn the body of his father, but
since there were no trees yet, he had no wood. Komashtam’ho called
out: “Wood, come into being! Wood, come alivel Wood, come here to
where I stand.” Wood came from everywhere and formed itself into a
great funeral pyre. '

Before he died, Kokomaht had told Coyote: “Friend, take my heart.
Be faithful. Do what I tell you.” Coyote misunderstood Kokomaht and
thought that he was supposed to eat the heart. Komashtam’ho knew this
because he could see into Coyote’s mind. So he told Coyote: “Go get a
spark from the sun to light a fire.”

As soon as Coyote was gone, Komashtam’ho took a sharpened stick
and twirled it in some soft wood until he sparked a flame. “Look, my
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people,” he said, “this is the way to make fire. Quick now, before
Coyote comes back.” With these words he lit the funeral pyre. The
people did not lament for Kokomaht because they did not yet under-
stand what death was. But before the flames had consumed the body,
Coyote returned and leapt up quick as a flash to seize Kokomaht’s heart.
He ran off with it, and though all the other animals and the people too
chased after him, he was too fast for them.

Komashtam’ho called after Coyote: “You have done something bad.
You will never amount to anything. You will be a wild man without a
house to live in. You will live by stealing, and for your thefts the
people will kill you.”

After Kokomaht’s body had been burned, the people asked Koma-
shtam’ho: “When will Kokomaht come back.”

“He will never come back,” he told them. “He is dead. He let himself
be killed because if he had gone on living, then all you people would
also live forever, and soon there would be no room left on the earth. So
from now on, everybody will die sometime.”

Then all the people began to lament. They wept for Kokomaht and
for themselves. They did not want to believe that he would never come
back. As they sat grieving, they saw a little whirlwind like a dust devil
rising from the spot where Kokomaht had been burned. “What is it?
What can it be?” they cried.

Komashtam’ho told them: “It is the spirit of Kokomaht. His body
died, but his soul is alive. He will go someplace—north or south, east or
west—somewhere his spirit will dwell. He will never tire, he will never
be hungry or thirsty, and though we weep because he has died, Koko-
maht’s spirit will be happy always.”

And Komashtam’ho instructed the people in the nature of death.
“When you die, you will be again with those you love who have gone
before you. Again you will be young and strong, though you might have
been old and feeble on the day you died. In the spirit land the corn will
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grow and all will be happy, whether they were good or bad when they
were alive. So death is not something to be afraid of.” And when they
heard this, the people stopped weeping and smiled again.

Then Komashtam’ho chose one man, Marhokuvek, to help him put
the world in order. The first thing that Marhokuvek did was to say, “Ho,
you people, as a sign that you mourn the death of your father Kokomaht,
you should cut your hair short.” Then all the people, animals, and birds
did as they had been told. The animals at this time were people also:
they looked like humans. But when he saw them Komashtam’ ho said:
“These animals and birds don’t look well with their hair cut,” and
changed them into coyotes and deer, into wild turkeys and roadrunners—
into the animals and birds we have now.

After some time, Komashtam’ho let fall a great rain, the kind that
never stops. There was a flood in which many of the animals were
drowned. Marhokuvek was alarmed. “Komashtam’ho, what are you
doing?” he cried.

“Some of these animals are too wild. Some have big teeth and claws
and are dangerous. Also, there are simply too many of them. So I am
killing them off with this flood.”

“No, Komashtam’ho, stop the flood,” pleaded Marhokuvek. “The
people need many of these animals for food. They like to hear the
songs of the birds. Raln and flood make the world too cold, and the
people can't stand it.”

So Komashtam’ho made a big fire to cause the waters to evaporate.
The fire was so hot and fierce that even Komashtam’ho himself was
slightly burned. Ever since that time, the deserts around here have
been hot, and the people are used to the warmth.

After that, he called the people together and told them: “Over there
is your father Kokomaht's house. We must pull it down, because when
a man dies, the spirits of his house and of all his belongings follow him
to the spirit land. So people must destroy all the things he owned in
this life so that their spirits can serve him in the other world. Also,
after a man has died, it is not good to look upon the things that he used
to own. One sees his house, but he who dwelt in it is gone. One sees
his water olla, but he who owned it is no longer here to lift it to his lips.
It makes people sad, and they sicken with grief and longing. Therefore
you Yuma people must always burn the house and possessions of those
who die, and you must move to another dwelling where nothing re-
minds you of the dead. Also, never again mention the name of him who
is gone. He belongs to another life, while you must start on a new one.”
And from that time on, the Yuma have followed these rules.

Komashtam’ho took a huge pole, smashed the house of Kokomaht, and

81



rooted up the ground on which it had stood. Water welling up from the
rut made by the pole became the Colorado River. And in it swam the
beings that Bakotahl—the Blind Evil One—had formed, the creatures
without hands or feet, toes or fingers. These were the fish and other
water animals,

Now Kahk, the Crow, was a good planter and reaper. He brought
corn and all kinds of useful seeds from the four corners of the world.
He flew south to the great water, stopping four times on the way and
crying: “Kahk, kahk!” Each time he did this, a big mountain arose.
After the overflow of the river which Komashtam’ho had made, Crow.
brought many seeds from the south for the people to plant. '

The tribes had been scattered over all the world, but Komashtam’ho
kept the Yuma near him because they were the special people he loved.
“Listen closely,” he said to them. “I cannot stay with you forever. I am
now only one, but soon I will become four. My name will no longer be
Komashtam’ho. T will turn myself into four eagles—the black eagle of
the west, the brown eagle of the south, the white eagle of the east, and
the fourth eagle, whose name is ‘unseen,” because no man has ever
caught a glimpse of him.”

When Komashtam’ho had turned himself into the four eagles, he
dwelt no longer among the Yuma in the shape of a man. He kept watch
over them, however, and in their dreams he gave them power from
Kokomaht. Thus Kokomaht advises the people through Komashtam’ho
and tells them while they sleep: “Think about me, think of what I
taught you. Sick people especially should follow my teachings.”

Now Bakotahl, the Evil Blind One, is under the earth and does bad
things. Usually he lies down there quietly, but sometimes he turns over.

~ Then there is a great noise of thunder, the earth trembles and splits
open, and mountainsides crack, while flames and smoke shoot out of
their summits. Then the people are afraid and say: “The Blind Evil
One is stirring down below.”

Everything that is good comes from Kokomaht, and everything evil
comes from Bakotahl. This is the tale—how it was, and how it is, and
how it will be.

—Retold from several sources, among them Natalie Curtis’s
report in 1909,
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THE JICARILLA GENESIS

[JICARILLA APACHE]
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In the beginning the earth>was covered with water, and all living things
were below in the underworld. Then people could talk, the animals
could talk, the trees could talk, and the rocks could talk.

It was dark in the underworld, and eagle plumes were used for torches.
The people and the animals that go about by day wanted more light, but
the night animals—the bear, the panther, and the owl—wanted darkness.
After a long argument they agreed to play the thimble-and-button game,
and if the day animals won there would be light, but if the night animals
won it would always be dark.

The game began. The magpie and the quail, who love the light and
have sharp eyes, watched until they could see the button through the
thin wood of the hollow stick that served as a thimble. This told the
people where the button was, and in the first round, the people won.
The morning star came out and the black bear ran and hid in the dark-
ness. They played again, and the people won. It grew bright in the east
and the brown bear ran and hid in a dark place. They played a third
time, and the people won. It grew brighter in the east and the mountain
lion slunk away into the darkness. They played a fourth time, and again
the people won. The sun came up in the east, and it was day, and the
owl flew away and hid.

Even though it was light now, the people still didn’t see much be-
cause they were underground. But the sun was high enough to look
through a hole and discover that there was another world—this earth.
He told the people, and they all wanted to go up there. They built four
mounds to help them reach the upper world. In the east they mounded
the soil and planted it with all kinds of fruits and berries that were
colored black. In the south they heaped up another mound and planted
all kinds of fruits that were blue. In the west they built 2 mound that
they planted with yellow fruits. In the north they planted the mound
with fruits of variegated colors.

The mounds grew into mountains and the bushes blossomed, fruited,
and produced ripened berries. One day two girls climbed up to pick

berries and gather flowers to tie in their hair. Suddenly the mountains

83



stopped growing. The people wondered, and they sent Tornado to learn
the cause. Tornado went everywhere and searched into every corner,
and at last he found the two girls and brought them back to their people.
But the mountains did not grow any more, and this is why a boy stops
growing when he goes with a woman for the first time. If he never did,
he would continue to grow taller.

The mountains had stopped growing while their tops were still a long
way from the upper world. So the people tried laying feathers crosswise
to make a ladder, but the feathers broke under weight. The people
made a second ladder of larger feathers, but again they were too weak.
They made a third ladder of eagle feathers, but even these would not
bear much weight. Then a buffalo came and offered his right horn, and
three others also contributed their right horns. The horns were strong
and straight, and with them the people were able to climb up through
the hole to the surface of the earth. But the weight of all those humans
bent the buffalo horns, which have been curved ever since.

Now the people fastened the sun and moon with spider threads so
that they could not get away, and sent them up into the sky to give light.
And since water covered the whole earth, four storms went to roll the
waters away. The black storm blew to the east and rolled up the waters
into the eastern ocean. The blue storm blew to the south and rolled up
the waters in that direction. The yellow storm rolled up the waters in
the west, and the varicolored storm went to the north and rolled up the
waters there. So the tempests formed the four oceans in the east, the
south, the west, and the north. Having rolled up the waters, the storms
returned to where the people were waiting, grouped around the mouth
of the hole.

The Polecat first went out, when the ground was still soft, and his
legs sank in the black mud and have been black ever since. They sent
the Tornado to bring him back, because it wasn’t time. The badger
went out, but he too sank in the mud and got black legs, and Tornado
called him back. Then the beaver went out, walking through the mud
and swimming through the water, and at once began to build a dam to
save the water still remaining in pools. When he did not return, Tornado
found him and asked why he had not come back.

“Because I wanted to save the water for the people to drink,” said the
beaver.

“Good,” said Tornado, and they went back together. Again the people
waited, until at last they sent out the gray crow to see if the time had
come. The crow found the earth dry, and many dead frogs, fish, and
reptiles lying on the ground. He began picking out their eyes and did

not return until Tornado was sent after him. The people were angry

84



when they found he had been eating carrion, and they changed his
color to black.

But now the earth was all dry, except for the four oceans and the
lake in the center, where the beaver had dammed up the waters. All
the people came up. They traveled east until they arrived at the ocean;
then they turned south until they came again to the ocean; then they
went west to the ocean, and then they turned north. And as they went,
each tribe stopped where it wanted to. But the Jicarillas continued to
circle around the hole where they had come up from the underworld.
Three times they went around it, when the Ruler became displeased
and- asked them where they wished to stop. They said, “In the middle of
the earth.” So he led them to a place very near Taos and left them, and
there near the Taos Indians, the Jicarillas made their home.

~—Based on a tale reported by James Mooney in the 189os.

[ ]
WHEN GRIZZLIES m
WALKED UPRIGHT
| ]
[mopoc]
I R SR et O

Before there were people on the earth, the Chief of the Sky Spirits
grew tired of his home in the Above World, because the air was always
brittle with an icy cold. So he carved a hole in the sky with a stone
and pushed all the snow and ice down below until he made a great
mound that reached from the earth almost to the sky. Today it is known
as Mount Shasta.

Then the Sky Spirit took his walking stick, stepped from a cloud to
the peak, and walked down to the mountain. When he was about half-
way to the valley below, he began to put his finger to the ground here
and there, here and there. Wherever his finger touched, a tree grew.
The snow melted in his footsteps, and the water ran down in rivers.

The Sky Spirit broke off the small end of his giant stick and threw
the pieces into the rivers. The longer pieces turned into beaver and
otter; the smaller pieces became fish. When the leaves dropped from
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the trees, he picked them up, blew upon them, and so made the birds.
Then he took the big end of his giant stick and made all the animals
that walked on the earth, the biggest of which were the grizzly bears.

Now when they were first made, the bears were covered with hair
and had sharp claws, just as they do today, but they walked on two feet
and could talk like people. They looked so fierce that the Sky Spirit
sent them away from him to live in the forest at the base of the
mountain.

Pleased with what he’d done, the Chief of the Sky Spirits decided
to bring his family down and live on the earth himself. The mountains
of snow and ice became their lodge. He made a big fire in the center
of the mountain and a hole in the top so that the smoke and sparks
could fly out. When he put a big log on the fire, sparks would fly up
and the earth would tremble.

Late one spring while the Sky Spirit and his family were sitting round
the fire, the Wind Spirit sent a great storm that shook the top of the
mountain. It blew and blew and roared and roared. Smoke blown back
into the lodge hurt their eyes, and finally the Sky Spirit said to his
youngest daughter, “Climb up to the smoke hole and ask the Wind
Spirit to blow more gently. Tell him I'm afraid he will blow the
mountain over.”

As his daughter started up, her father said, “But be careful not to
stick your head out at the top. If you do, the wind may catch you by
the hair and blow you away.”

The girl hurried to the top of the mountain and stayed well inside
the smoke hole as she spoke to the Wind Spirit As she was about to
climb back down, she remembered that her father had once said you
could see the ocean from the top of their lodge. His daughter wondered
what the ocean looked like, and her curiosity got the better of her. She
poked her head out of the hole and turned toward the west, but before
she could see anything, the Wind Spirit caught her long hair, pulled
her out of the mountain, and blew her down over the snow and ice.
She landed among the scrubby fir trees at the edge of the timber and
snow line, her long red hair trailing over the snow.

There a grizzly bear found the little girl when he was out hunting
food for his family. He carried her home with him, and his wife brought
her up with their family of cubs. The little red-haired girl and the cubs
ate together, played together, and grew up together.

When she became a young woman, she and the eldest son of the
grizzly bears were married. In the years that followed they had many
children, who were not as hairy as the grizzlies, yet did not look exactly
like their spirit mother, either.
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All the grizzly bears throughout the forests were so proud of these
new creatures that they made a lodge for the.red-haired mother and her
children. They placed the lodge near Mount Shasta—it is called Little
Mount Shasta today.

After many years had passed, the mother grizzly bear knew that she
would soon die. Fearing that she should ask the Chief of the Sky Spirits
to forgive her for keeping his daughter, she gathered all the grizzlies at
the lodge they had built. Then she sent her oldest grandson in a cloud to
the top of Mount Shasta, to tell the Spirit Chief where he could find
his long-lost daughter.

When the father got this news he was so glad that he came down the
mountainside in giant strides, melting the snow and tearing up the land
under his feet. Even today his tracks can be seen in the rocky path on
the south side of Mount Shasta.

As he neared the lodge, he called out, “Is this where my little
daughter lives?”

He expected his child to look exactly as she had when he saw her
last. When he found a grown woman instead, and learned that the
strange creatures she was taking care of were his grandchildren, he be-
came very angry. A new race had been created that was not of his
making! He frowned on the old grandmother so sternly that she promptly
fell dead. Then he cursed all the grizzlies:

“Get down on your hands and knees. You have wronged me, and
from this moment all of you will walk on four feet and never talk again.”

He drove his grandchildren out of the lodge, put his daughter over
his shoulder, and climbed back up the mountain. Never again did he
come to the forest. Some say that he put out the fire in the center of his
lodge and took his daughter back up to the sky to live.

Those strange creatures, his grandchildren, scattered and wandered
over the earth. They were the first Indians, the ancestors of all the In-
dian tribes.

That's why the Indians living around Mount Shasta would never kill
a grizzly bear. Whenever a grizzly killed an Indian, his body was burned
on the spot. And for many years all who passed that way cast a stone
there until a great pile of stones marked the place of his death.

—Reported by Ella Clark in 1953.
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OLD MAN COYOTE MAKES
n THE WORLD )

[crow]

Here the trickster takes on the mysterious powers of a Creator,
leaving aside his clowning ways for a moment.

A O AT R AT D

How water came to be, nobody knows. Where Old Man Coyote came
from, nobody knows. But he was, he lived. Old Man Coyote spoke: “It
is bad that I am alone. I should have someone to talk to. It is bad that
there is only water and nothing else.” Old Man Coyote walked around.
Then he saw some who were living—two ducks with red eyes.

“Younger brothers,” he said, “is there anything in this world but
water and still more water? What do you think?”

“Why,” said the ducks, “we think there might be something deep
down below the water. In our hearts we believe this.”

“Well, younger brothers, go and dive. Find out if there is something.
Go!”

One of the ducks dove down. He stayed under water for a long, long
time,

“How sad!” Old Man Coyote said. “Our younger brother must have
drowned.”

“No way has he drowned,” said the other duck. “We can live under
water for a long time. Just wait.”

At last the first duck came to the surface. “What our hearts told us
was right,” he said. “There is something down there, because my head
bumped into it.”

“Well, my younger brother, whatever it may be, bring it up.”

The duck dived again. A long time he stayed down there. When he
came up, he had something in his beak. “Why, what can this be?” Old
Man Coyote took it. “Why, this is a root,” he said. “Where there are
roots, there must be earth. My younger brother, dive again. If you find
something soft, bring it up.”

The duck went down a third time. This time he came up with a
small lump of soft earth in his bill. Old Man Coyote examined it. “Ah,
my younger brother, this is what I wanted. This I will make big. This I
will spread around. This little handful of mud shall be our home.”
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Old Man Coyote blew on the little lump, which began to grow and
spread all over. “What a surprise, elder brother!” said the ducks. “This
is wonderful! We are pleased.”

Old Man Coyote took the little root. In the soft mud he planted it.
Then things started to grow. Grasses, plants, trees, all manner of food
Old Man Coyote made in this way. “Isn’t this pretty?” he asked. “What
do you think?”

“Elder brother,” answered the ducks, “this is indeed very pretty. But
it’s too flat. Why don’t you hollow some places out, and here and there
make some hills and mountains. Wouldn't that be a fine thing?”

“Yes, my younger brothers. I'll do as you say. While I'm about it, I
will also make some rivers, ponds, and springs so that wherever we go,
we can have cool, fresh water to drink.”

“Ah, that's fine, elder brother,” said the ducks after Old Man Coyote
had made all these things. “How very clever you are.”

“Well, is something still missing, younger brothers? What do your
hearts believe?”

“Everything is so beautiful, elder brother. What could be missing?”

“Companions are missing,” Old Man Coyote said. “We are alone. It’s
boring.”

He took up a handful of mud, and out of it made people. How he did
this, no one can imagine. The people walked about. Watching them,
Old Man Coyote was pleased, but the ducks were not so happy. “Elder
brother,” they said, “you have made companions for yourself, but none
for us.”

“Why, that’s true. I forgot it.” Right away he made all kinds of ducks.
“There, my younger brothers, now you can be happy.”

After a while Old Man Coyote remarked: “Something’s wrong here.”

“But everything is good. We're no longer bored. What could be
wrong?”

“Why, don’t you see, I've made all these people men, and all the ducks
I made are male. How can they be happy? How can they increase?”

Forthwith he made women. Forthwith he made female ducks. Then
there was joy. Then there was contentment. Then there was increase.
That’s the way it happened.

Old Man Coyote walked about on the earth he had made. Suddenly
he encountered Cirape, the coyote. “Why, younger brother, what a
wonderful surprise! Where did you come from?”

“Well, my elder brother, I don’t know. I exist. That's all. Here I am.
Cirape, I call myself. What’s your name?”

“Old Man Coyote, they call me.” He waved his hand: “All that you

see around you, I made.”




“You did well. But there should be some animals besides ducks.”

“Yes, you're right, come to think of it. Now, I'll pronounce some
animal names. As soon as I say one, that animal will be made.” Old
Man Coyote named buffalo, deer, elk, antelopes, and bear. And all these
came into being.

After some time the bear said to Old Man Coyote: “Why did you
make me? There’s nothing to do. We're all bored.”

“I have made females for you. This should keep everybody busy.”

“Well, elder brother, one can’t do that all the time.”

“Yes, you're right; it’s true. Well, I'll think of something. Il make a
special bird.”

From one of the bear’s claws he made wings. From a caterpillar’s hair
he made feet. From a bit of buffalo sinew he made a beak. From leaves
he made a tail. He put all these things together and formed a prairie
chicken. Old Man Coyote instructed it: “There are many pretty birds.
You I haven’t made pretty, but I gave you a special power. Every dawn
as the sun rises, you shall dance. You will hop and strut with your head
down. You will raise your tail and shake it. Spreading your wings, you
shall dance—thus!” '

At once the prairie chicken danced. All the animals watched, and soon
they began to dance too. Now there was something to keep them amused.
But the bear still wasn't satisfied. “I gave you a claw to make part of this
prairie chicken,” he told Old Man Coyote. “Why didn’t you give me
my own dance? I don’t want to dance like a chicken.”

“WEell, all right, cousin. I'll give you a dance of your own. Thus and
thus, this way and that, you shall dance.”

“Old Man Coyote,” the bear kept complaining, “how can I dance?
Something is missing.”

“How can something be missing? I've made everything.”

“There should be some kind of sound to dance to.”

“Why, you're right. There should be.” Forthwith Old Man Coyote
made a little grouse and gave him a song. Then he made a drum—how,
no man can imagine. The little grouse sang and drummed, and every-
body danced.

“Why should this no-account prairie chicken dance?” asked the bear.
“Why should all those little, no-account animals dance? [ alone should
have this dance power.”

“Why, they're happy. The chokecherries are ripe, the sun is shining.
All of them feel like dancing. Why should you be the only one?”

“I am big and important. So I alone should dance.”

“Why, listen to him, how he talks! Be polite to me who made you.”

“Ho! You didn’t make me. I made myself.”
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“How impolite!” said Old Man Coyote. “He is threatening the little
animals with his big claws.” He told the bear: “You're not fit to live
among us. You will stay in a den by yourself and eat decayed, rotten
things. In winter you will sleep, because the less we see of you, the
better.” So it was. .

One day Old Man Coyote and Cirape were walking and talking.
“Something you forgot,” Cirape said to Old Man Coyote.

“How could I have forgotten something?”

“Why, those people you made. They live poorly. They should have
tools, tipis to live in, a fire to cook by and warm themselves.”

“You're right. Why didn’t I think of that?” Forthwith he made a fire
with lightning and the people rejoiced.

“Now everything is finished. What do you think?”

“Oh, elder brother, the people should have bows and arrows and spears
for better hunting. Often they starve.”
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“That’s so. I'll give out weapons.”

“Elder brother, give weapons, but only to the people, not to the
animals.”

“Why shouldn’t the animals have bows and arrows too?”

“Don’t you see? The animals are swift; they already have big claws,
teeth, and powerful horns. The people are slow. Their teeth and nails
are not very strong. If animals had weapons, how could the people
survive?”

“Why, my younger brother, you think of everything.” Forthwith he
gave the people bows and spears. “Younger brother, are you satisfied
now?”

“No, not at all. There’s only one language, and you can't fight some-
body who speaks your language. There should be enmity; there should
be war.”

“What are wars good for?”

“Oh, my respected elder brother, sometimes you're just not thinking.
War is a good thing. Say youre a young warrior. You paint yourself
with vermilion. You wear a fine war shirt. You start. You sing war
songs. You have war honors. You look at the good-looking young girls.
You look at the young women whose husbands have no war honors.
They look back at you. You go on the warpath. You steal the enemy’s
horses. You steal his women and maidens. You count coup, do brave
deeds. You are rich. You have gifts to give away. They sing songs
honoring you. You have many loves. And by and by you become a chief.”

“Ah, Cirape, my younger brother, you've hit upon something.” Old
Man Coyote divided the people into tribes, giving them different
languages. Then there was war, then there was horse stealing, then
there was counting coup, then there was singing of honoring songs.

After a long time, Old Man Coyote was walking with Cirape again.
“You are very clever, my younger brother, but there are some things you
don’t know. Let me tell you: When we marry a young woman, when we
take her to wife secretly, how satisfying it is! What pleasure it gives us!”

“Yes, my elder brother, just so. That’s how it is with me.”

“Ah, but after some years, after you have lived with one woman for
a while, you lose interest. You are yearning for someone new. So you
steal someone else’s wife. In this back-and-forth wife stealing that goes
on in our tribe, has some fellow ever made off with your wife? A proud
young warrior, maybe?”

“Why yes, my elder brother. It was such a man who took a plump,
pleasing young wife away from me. It would have been better if an
enemy from another tribe had done it. It would have been easier to bear
if she were far away where I couldn’t see them together.”

92



“Well, younger brother, if she would come back, would you take her?”

“What, take her back? Never! I have honor, I respect myself. How
could I do such a thing?”

“Ah, Cirape, how foolish you are. You know nothing. Three times
my wife has been abducted, and three times I have taken her back.
Now when I say ‘come,” she comes. When I say ‘go,” she goes. When-
ever I tell her to do something, she remembers that she has been stolen.
I never have to remind her. She is eager to please. She fulfills my every
desire. Under the blanket she’s a hot one—she has learned things. This
is the best wife, the best kind of loving.”

“That’s how you feel. But people mock you. They look at you side-
ways and laugh behind your back. They say: ‘He has taken what another
one threw away.””

“Ah, younger brother of mine, what do I care if they laugh behind
my back when, under our buffalo robe, I am laughing for my own
reasons? Let me tell you, there’s nothing more satisfying than having a
wife who has been stolen once or twice. Tell me: Do they steal ugly
old wives, or young and pretty ones?”

So because of Old Man Coyote’s sensible advice, there was mutual
wife stealing among the Crows in the old days. And that’s why Crow
men ever since have taken back wives they had already divorced. In one
way or another, everything that exists or that is happening goes back
to Old Man Coyote.

—Based on a number of anthropological accounts, including
Robert Lowie’s The Crow Indians.

[ ]
HOW THE SIOUX CAME TO BE

[BRULE sioUX]

I R R MM ARt

This story was told to me by a Santee grandmother. A long time ago, a
really long time when the world was still freshly made, Unktehi the
water monster fought the people and caused a great flood. Perhaps the
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Great Spirit, Wakan Tanka, was angry with us for some reason. Maybe
he let Unktehi win out because he wanted to make a better kind of
human being.

Well, the waters got higher and higher. Finally everything was
flooded except the hill next to the place where the sacred red pipestone
quarry lies today. The people climbed up there to save themselves, but
it was no use. The water swept over that hill. Waves tumbled the
rocks and pinnacles, smashing them down on the people. Everyone was
killed, and all the blood jelled, making one big pool. The blood turned
to pipestone and created the pipestone quarry, the grave of those ancient
ones. That's why the pipe, made of that red rock, is so sacred to us. Its
red bowl is the flesh and blood of our ancestors, its stem is the backbone
of those people long dead, the smoke rising from it is their breath. I
tell you, that pipe, that chanunpa, comes alive when used in a ceremony;
you can feel power flowing from it.

Unktehi, the big water monster, was also turned to stone. Maybe
Tunkashila, the Grandfather Spirit, punished her for making the flood.
Her bones are in the Badlands now. Her back forms a long, high ridge,
and you can see her vertebrae sticking out in a great row of red and
yellow rocks. I have seen them. It scared me when I was on that ridge,
for I felt Unktehi. She was moving beneath me, wanting to topple me.

Well, when all the people were killed so many generations ago, one
girl survived, a beautiful girl. It happened this way: When the water
swept over the hill where they tried to seek refuge, a big spotted eagle,
Wanblee Galeshka, swept down and let her grab hold of his feet. With
her hanging on, he flew to the top of a tall tree which stood on the
highest stone pinnacle in the Black Hills. That was the eagle’s home.
It became the only spot not covered with water. If the people had

94



gotten up there, they would have survived, but it was a needle-like rock
as smooth and steep as the skyscrapers you got now in the big cities. My
grandfather told me that maybe the rock was not in the Black Hills;
maybe it was Devil's Tower, as white men call it—that place in
Wyoming. Both places are sacred.

Wanblee kept that beautiful girl with him and made her his wife.
There was a closer connection then between people and animals, so he
could do it. The eagle’s wife became pregnant and bore him twins, a
boy and a girl. She was happy, and said: “Now we will have people
again. Washtay, it is good.” The children were born right there, on
top of that cliff.

When the waters finally subsided, Wanblee helped the children and
their mother down from his rock and put them on the earth, telling
them: “Be a nation, become a great Nation—the Lakota Oyate.” The
boy and girl grew up. He was the only man on earth, she the only
woman of child-bearing age. They married; they had children. A nation
was born.

So we are descended from the eagle. We are an eagle nation. That
is good, something to be proud of, because the eagle is the wisest of
birds. He is the Great Spirit’s messenger; he is a great warrior. That is
why we always wore the eagle plume, and still wear it. We are a great
nation. It is I, Lame Deer, who said this.

—Told by Lame Deer in Winner, South Dakota, in 1969,
and recorded by Richard Erdoes.

|
PUSHING UP THE SKY

[sNoHOMISH ]

Chief William Shelton, who relates this story, says he was told it as
a child by his family elders to teach him what could be accom-
plished if people work together.

T AN AR O

The Creator and Changer first made the world in the East. Then he

slowly came westward, creating as he came. With him he brought many
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languages, and he gave a different one to each group of people he made.

When he reached Puget Sound, he liked it so well that he decided to
- go no further. But he had many languages left, so he scattered them all
around Puget Sound and to the north. That’s why there are so many
different Indian languages spoken there.

These people could not talk together, but it happened that none of
them were pleased with the way the Creator had made the world. The
sky was so low that the tall people bumped their heads against it. Some-
times people would do what was forbidden by climbing up high in the
trees and, learning their own words, enter the Sky World.

Finally the wise men of all the different tribes had a meeting to see
what they could do about lifting the sky. They agreed that the people
should get together and try to push it up higher.

“We can do it,” a wise man of the council said, “if we all push at the
same time. We will need all the people and all the animals and all the
birds when we push.”

“How will we know when to push?” asked another of the wise men.
“Some of us live in this part-of the world, some in another. We don't all
talk the same language. How can we get everyone to push at the same
time?”

That puzzled the men of the council, but at last one of them sug-
gested that they use a signal.” When the time comes for us to push, when
we have everything ready, let someone shout ‘Ya-hoh.” That means ‘Lift
together!” in all our languages.”

So the wise men of the council sent that message to all the people
and animals and birds and told them on what day they were to lift the
sky. Everyone made poles from the giant fir trees to use in pushing
against the sky.

The day for the sky lifting came. All the people raised their poles and
touched the sky with them. Then the wise men shouted, “Ya-hoh!”
Everybody pushed, and the sky moved up a little.

“Ya-hoh,” the wise men shouted a second time, and everybody pushed
with all his strength. The sky moved a few inches more. “Ya-hoh,” all
shouted, and pushed as hard as they could push.

They kept on shouting “Ya-hoh” and pushing until the sky was in
the place where it is now. Since then, no one has bumped his head
against it, and no one has been able to climb into the Sky World.

Now, three hunters had been chasing four elks during all the meet-
ings and did not know about the plan. Just as the people and animals
and birds were ready to push the sky up, the three hunters and the
four elks came to the place where the earth nearly meets the sky. The
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elks jumped into the Sky World, and the hunters ran after them. When
the sky was lifted, elks and hunters were lifted too.

In the Sky World they were changed into stars, and at night even
now you see them. The three hunters form the handle of the Big Dipper.
The middle hunter has his dog with him—now a tiny star. The four
elks make the bowl of the Big Dipper.

Some other people were caught up in the sky in two canoes, three men
in each of them. And a little fish also was on its way up into the Sky
World when the people pushed. So all of them have had to stay there
ever since. The hunters and the little dog, the elk, the little fish, and
the men in the two canoes are stars, even though they once lived on
earth.

We still shout “Ya-hoh!” when doing hard work together -or hftmg
something heavy like a canoe. When we say “Hoh!” all of us use all the
strength we have. Our voices have a higher pitch on that part of the
word, and we make the o very long—"“Ya-hooooh!”

—Reported by Ella Clark in 1953.

EMERGING INTO THE
UPPER WORLD

[acomal

This legend reflects the matrilineal society of the Western Pueblos;
1a'tik, the All-Mother, herself makes the gods she wishes to believe

in.

In the beginning two female human beings were born. There was land
already, but no one knows how long it had existed. The two girls were
born underground at a place called Cipapu. There was no light, but as
they grew up they became aware of each other through touch. Being in
the dark, they grew slowly.

When they had reached adulthood, a spirit, Tsitctinako, spoke to them
and gave them nourishment. Slowly they began to think for themselves.
One day they asked the spirit to appear to them and say whether it was
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male or female. But Tsitctinako replied only that it was not allowed to
meet them.

The women asked the spirit why they had to live in the dark without
knowing each other by name. It told them that they were under the earth
(nuk’timi), and that they must be patient until everything was ready
for them to go up into the light. During the long time that they waited,
Tsitctinako taught them their language.

One day the sisters found two baskets full of presents: seeds of all
kinds, and little images of many animals. Tsitctinako told them that the
baskets had been sent by their father, whose name was Utc’tsiti, and that
he wanted them to take his gifts up into the light.

Tsitctinako said, “You have the seeds of four types of trees. Plant
them; you will use the trees to climb up.” Because the sisters could not
see, they felt each object in their baskets and asked, “Is this it?” and
Tsitctinako answered yes or no. In that way they identified the four
seeds and then buried them in their underground world. All sprouted,
but the trees grew very slowly in the dark. The women themselves slept
for a long time, and whenever they woke, they felt the trees to find out
how tall they were. A certain pine grew faster than the others, and after
a very long while it pushed a hole through the earth and let in a little
light.

However, the hole was not large enough for the women to pass
through. With Tsitctinako’s help they found the image of an animal
called dyu-p (badger) in their baskets. Commanding the badger to come
alive, the sisters asked him to climb the tree and dig around the edges
of the hole. They warned him not to go out in the light, so he climbed
up, enlarged the hole, and returned directly. Thanking him, they said,
“As a reward, you will come up with us into the light and live in hap-
piness.”

Next Tsitctinako helped them sort through the baskets until they
found tawai'nu (the locust). They gave him life, asked him to smooth
the hole by plastering it, and warned him not to go into the light. But
the locust, having smoothed the hole, was curious and slipped out to
look around before he returned. Three times the women asked him if
he had gone out, and three times the locust said no. When they asked
a fourth time, he admitted that he had.

“What is it like?” they asked him. “It’s just tsi'iti, laid out flat,” he
replied. “From now on,” they said, “you will be known as Tsi-k'a. You
may come up with us, but for your disobedience you will be allowed to
see the light for only a short time. Your home will be in the ground.
You will soon die, but you will be reborn each season.”

A shaft of light now reached into the place where the two sisters lived.
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“It is time for you to go out,” Tsitctinako said. “When you come to the
top, wait for the sun to rise. That direction is called ha'nami, east. Pray
to the sun with pollen and sacred cornmeal, which you will find in your
baskets. Thank it for bringing you to the light. Ask for long life and
happiness, and for success in the purpose for which you were created.”

Tsitctinako taught them the prayers to say and the creation song to
sing. Then the humans, followed by the badger and the locust, climbed
the pine tree. Stepping out into the light, the sisters put down their
baskets and for the first time saw what they contained. Gradually the
sky grew lighter, and finally the sun came up. As they faced it their eyes
hurt, for they were not accustomed to strong light.

Before they began to pray, Tsitctinako told them that their right side,
the side their best arm was on, would be known as south, and the left
north. At their backs was west, the direction in which the sun would go
down. Underground they had already learned the direction nuk'um’,
down. (Later they asked where their father was, and Tsitctinako said,
“Tyunami—{our skies above.”)

As they waited to pray to the sun, the girl on the right moved her
best hand and was named Ia’tik, which means “Bringing to life.” Now
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name your sister,” Tsitctinako told her. Ia’tik was perplexed at first, but
then she noticed that her sister’s basket was fuller than her own. So she
called her sister Nao'tsiti—“More of everything in the basket.”

They prayed and sang the creation song, and for the first time they
asked Tsitctinako why they had been created. The spirit replied, “It was
not I but your father, Utc’tsiti, who made you. He made the world, the
sun, the sky, and many other things, but he is not yet satisfied. For this
reason he has made you in his image. You will rule over the world and
create the things he has given you in the baskets.”

“And who are you?” they asked Tsitctinako. “And why don’t you
become visible to us so that we can see you and live together?”

“I am female like you,” the spirit replied. “But I don’t know how to
live like a human being. Your father has sent me to teach you, and I
will always look after you.”

When it became dark at the end of the first day, the sisters were
frightened. They thought that Tsitctinako had betrayed them, but she
explained, “This is the way it will always be. The sun will go down
and a new sun will come up in the east tomorrow. Rest and sleep while
it is dark.” So the sisters slept, and the next day the sun rose. Happy to
feel its warmth, they prayed to it as they had been taught.

Tsitctinako asked Nao'tsiti which clan she wished to belong to.
Nao'tsiti said, “I see the sun; my clan will be the Sun clan.” The spirit
asked Ia'tik what clan she wanted. It'tik had noticed that her basket
contained the seed from which the sacred meal was made, and she said,
“My clan will be Ya'ka-Hano, the Red Corn clan.”

The sun was too bright for Ia'tik; it hurt her eyes. She tilted her head
sideways so that her hair hung as a sunscreen, producing a reddish shade
on her face. “The sun has not appeared for you,” Tsitctinako observed.
“See how it shines on Nao'tsiti, and how white she looks.” Hastily Ia’tik
also bared her face to the sun. But it did not make her as white as Nao'tsiti,
and Ia’tik’s mind was slowed down, while Nao'tsiti's was made quick.
Even so, both always remembered to do everything Tsitctinako taught
them.

“From now on,” Tsitctinako told the sisters, “you will rule in every
direction, north, west, south, and east. Bring everything in your baskets
to life for Utc’tsiti has created you to help him complete the world. Now
is the time to plant the seeds.”

So far the sisters had not eaten food, and they did not understand
what the seeds in their baskets were for. “First plant the corn, and when
it grows, it will produce a part that you can eat,” Tsitctinako said. Highly
interested, the two women watched the growing corn every day. The
spirit showed them where the pollen formed so that they could continue
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to offer pollen and cornmeal every morning to the sun. And they always
did, though sometimes Nao'tsiti was a little lazy.

After a while the corn turned hard and ripe. Ia'tik carefully picked
two ears without hurting the plant; Nao'tsiti yanked two off, and Ia'tik
told her to handle it more gently. Tsitctinako had said that the corn must
be cooked, but the sisters did not understand what “cooked” meant until
a red light dropped from the sky that evening. Explaining that it was
fire, the spirit taught them to scoop some of the flames up on a flat rock
and feed them with branches from the pine tree.

Following Tsitctinako’s directions, they roasted the corn and seasoned
it with salt from their baskets. Nao'tsiti grabbed some and ate it, ex-
claiming how good it was. Then she gave a piece to Ia’tik, and so it was
that the two women had their first meal. “You have been fasting for a
long time, and your father has nourished you,” the spirit told them. “Now
you will eat in order to live.”

The sisters learned to give life to their salt by praying to the earth,
whereupon salt appeared in each of the four directions. Then Tsitctinako
taught them their first song for creating an animal—a mouse. When they
had sung it, they said, “Come to life, mouse,” and their mouse image
breathed. “Go and increase,” they told it, and it ran away and soon bred
many offspring. Tsitctinako showed them how to take one back, kill it,
and roast it with the corn and salt. They prayed to their father and offered
him little pieces of the meal before they ate. There was not much food
on the mouse, but they thought it was good.

Looking into their baskets for larger animals to eat, the women found
images of a rat, a mole, and a prairie dog. “Before you give life to them,”
Tsitctinako said, “you must plant grass for their food.” The sisters took
grass seed and scattered it north, west, south, and east—and grass imme-
diately covered the ground. Then they gave life to the animals, telling
each its name as it began to breathe. Before commanding them: to run
away and increase, they told the three creatures to live in the ground,
because there was no shade on earth.

“Now we are going to make the mountains,” Tsitctinako said, and
showed them how to throw a certain stone from the basket toward the
north while speaking certain words. There a large mountain arose. They
did the same in the other directions, and mountains appeared all around
them. “Now that you have the mountains,” the spirit said, “you must
clothe them with growing things.” From the trees they had planted
underground the sisters took seeds which they scattered in all the direc-
tions. “These will be tall trees,” Tsitctinako said, “and large enough to
form the logs you will use to build houses.”

There were many seeds left in their baskets. The women planted the
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food-yielding trees—pifion, cedar, oak, and walnut—with the prayer,
“Grow on this mountain and yield fruit for food. Your places are in the
mountains. You will grow and be useful.” They planted other seeds,
such as pumpkin, squash, and beans, that Tsitctinako said would be
important to them. As these crops ripened, she showed them which parts
to eat.

The sisters too were growing, and they needed more food. They began
to bring the larger animals to life: first rabbits, jackrabbits, antelope,
and water deer; then deer, elk, mountain sheep, and buffalo. They told
the buffalo to live in the plains, the elk and deer in the mountains, and
the sheep on the very high mountain slopes. They ate their meat and
enjoyed the new tastes, and always they prayed to their father before
they began a meal.

The sisters made mountain lions, wolves, wildcats, and bears—strong
beasts that hunted the same game the humans used. They made birds—
eagles and hawks, which hunted small game, and little birds whose
bright colors beautified the country. They made the wild turkey, and
told it not to fly. They told the smaller birds to eat various seeds on the
mountains and plains.

Tsitctinako pointed out that there were still fish, snakes, and turtles
to be created, and the sisters gave life to all these and tried them for food.
They found that some were good to eat and others were not, but when-
ever they ate they prayed first to their father. So it happened that many
animals came alive in the world.

Ia’tik was always ready to use her seeds and images, but Nao'tsiti was
selfish about the things in her basket. Now Nao'tsiti had many left, and
she said she wanted a chance to give life to more of her images. “I am
the elder,” Ia'tik replied. “You are younger than 1.” “Is that true?”
Nao'tsiti said. “I thought we were created at the same time. Let’s put it
to the test: tomorrow let’s see for which of us the sun rises first.”

Ia'tik agreed to the test, but she was afraid that her sister would get
the better of her in some way. She went to a white bird she knew called
co’eka (the magpie) and asked it to fly quickly into the east and use its
wings to shade the sun from Nao'tsiti. The magpie flew fast and far,
for Ia'tik had told it not to stop. But it began to feel hungry, and when
it passed over a lion’s kill, it could not resist landing. The carcass, a deer,
had a hole in its side. The bird put its head into the gash to eat the
intestines, and then flew on without noticing that its white feathers were
soiled and bloody.

The magpie did reach the east before the sun had risen. It spread its
wings on the sun’s left side, creating shade over Nao'tsiti. In this way it
happened that the sun struck Ia'tik first, and Nao'tsiti was very angry.
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Ia'tik whispered to the magpie that it must never tell. Then she saw its
filthy plumage and said, “Because you stopped and ate, from this day
on you will eat carrion, and your feathers will be spotted instead of
white.”

Both sisters were now having selfish thoughts. Nao'tsiti was full of
plans to outwit Ia’tik, but Ia’tik watched her and anticipated everything.
Nao'tsiti saw that Ia’'tik was not happy; Ia'tik noticed that Nao'tsiti
wandered off alone.

Tsitctinako had told them that their father forbade them to think about
having children. She promised that other humans would be born to them
- at the appropriate time. But now Nao'tsiti met a snake who said, “Why
are you sad? If you bore a child in your likeness, you wouldn’t have to
be lonely just because you and your sister don’t get along.”

“What can I do?” Nao'tsiti asked.

“Go to the rainbow; he will show you.”

Soon afterward Nao'tsiti was sitting alone on a rock when it rained.
It was so hot that the rain cracked on the ground, and she lay on her
back to receive the drops. As the water dripped into her, the rainbow
did his work and she conceived without knowing it. Ia’tik noticed that
her sister was growing very fat, and after a time Nao'tsiti bore two chil-
dren, both boys.

Very angry, Tsitctinako came to them. “Why have you dxsobeyed your
father> she said. “For your sin, he is taking me away. You are alone
now.”

Tsitctinako left them, but instead of feeling sorry, the two sisters
found that they were happier. It turned out that Nao'tsiti disliked one
of her children, so Ia'tik took him and brought him up. The two women
still did not get along, but they were so busy with the children that it
hardly mattered.

When the children were almost grown, Nao'tsiti said to her sister,
“We aren’t really happy together. Let’s divide what remains in our
baskets and separate. I still have many things, though they require a lot
of work.” Nao'tsiti pulled out sheep and cows, seeds for wheat and
vegetables, and many metals. But Ia'tik refused them, saying they would
be too difficult to take care of. Nao'tsiti looked again in her basket and
found something written. She offered it, but Ia’tik did not want the gift
of writing either. “You should have taken some of the things I offered,”
Nao'tsiti said. “In a long time we will meet again, and then you will
desire my possessions. We'll still be sisters, but I'll have the better of you
again.

Taking the boy she had brought up, Nao'tsiti disappeared into the

east. Ja'tik said to the other boy, “We will continue to live here with
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everything our father has given us.” The years passed, and Tia'muni, as
she called him, grew up to become her husband. Ia'tik bore him a girl
who was entered into the clan of her sister, the Sun clan. After the
fourth day of the baby’s birth, Ia'tik put some pollen and sacred corn-
meal into its hands and took it to pray to the sun. And with the many
children that Ia’tik bore afterwards, she followed this same ritual that
she herself had been taught when she came up into the light.

la’tik’s children lived together and began to increase. Their mother
ruled over them, for she had her own power now that Tsitctinako was
gone. But Ia’tik wished to create some other rulers, so she made the
spirits of the seasons by taking earth from her baskets and giving it life.
First she made the spirit of winter, which she told, “You will live in the
north mountain and give life to everything in the wintertime.” Next she
created the spirit of spring and sent him to the west mountain. The spirit
of summer she sent to the south mountain and the spirit of autumn to
the east mountain. These four spirits were ugly, not at all like the chil-
dren she had borne. She taught each one what to do: winter was to
bring snow, spring would warm up the world, summer would heat the
world, and autumn would dislike the smell of plants and fruits and work
to destroy them. And Ia'tik taught her children how to pray to these
spirits for moisture, warmth, ripening, and frost.

Taking dirt from her basket, Ia’tik next gave life to the gods. The first
one she created she named Tsitsenuts. “You are very handsome,” she
said, “but I will give you a mask that makes you different from us
humans.” She fashioned it from buffalo skin, colored it with different
kinds of earth, and decorated it with feathers. Around Tsitsenuts’ neck
she hung a wildcat skin, and she painted his body. She gave him a’
skirt, a belt, and moccasins, put cords on each wrist, and painted buffalo
skins on his arms. On his calves she bound spruce branches.

“You see that I have created many other gods,” she told him. “I ap-
point you their ruler; you will initiate the others.” She gave him weeds
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of the soapwood plant for the initiation and then spoke to them all:
“From now on, wear the costumes I have made for you. You are rain
gods, created to call the rain when you dance before my people. They
will worship you for all time.” And after she had instructed each of the
gods and given each his costume and a prayer, she told them that they
would have a sacred chamber in each of the four mountains. And so
everything was as it should be.

—DBased on a legend reported by C. Daryll Forde in 1930,
and on various oral accounts.

The Hopis tell this as the tale of Bahana, the lost White Brother, replacing the
sisters with brothers throughout. This version from Acoma shows Spanish influence
in the mention of “sin,” a concept unknown on this continent until after Columbus;
the role of the snake in tempting Nao-tsiti may also be colored by knowledge of the
Bible.

|
EARTH MAKING

[cHEROKEE]

The Cherokee are one of the very few Indian tribes who conceive
of the sun as female. This version is unusual for the Cherokee be-

cause it refers to Sun as “he.”

A OSSR A O

- Earth is floating on the waters like a big island, hanging from four raw-
hide ropes fastened at the top of the sacred four directions. The ropes
are tied to the ceiling of the sky, which is made of hard rock crystal.
When the ropes break, this world will come tumbling down, and all
living things will fall with it and die. Then everything will be as if the
earth had never existed, for water will cover it. Maybe the white man
will bring this about.

Well, in the beginning also, water covered everything. Though living

creatures existed, their home was up there, above the rainbow, and it
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was crowded. “We are all jammed together,” the animals said. “We need
more room.” Wondering what was under the water, they sent Water
Beetle to look around.

Water Beetle skimmed over the surface but couldn’t find any solid
footing, so he dived down to the bottom and brought up a little dab of
soft mud. Magically the mud spread out in the four directions and be-
came this island we are living on—this earth. Someone Powerful then
fastened it to the sky ceiling with cords.

In the beginning the earth was flat, soft, and moist. All the animals
were eager to live on it, and they kept sending down birds to see if the
mud had dried and hardened enough to take their weight. But the birds
all flew back and said that there was still no spot they could perch on.

Then the animals sent Grandfather Buzzard down. He flew very close
and saw that the earth was still soft, but when he glided low over what
would become Cherokee country, he found that the mud was getting
harder. By that time Buzzard was tired and dragging. When he flapped
his wings down, they made a valley where they touched the earth; when
he swept them up, they made a mountain. The animals watching from
above the rainbow said, “If he keeps on, there will be only mountains,”
and they made him come back. That’s why we have so many mountains
in Cherokee land.

At last the earth was hard and dry enough, and the animals descended.
They couldn’t see véry well because they had no sun or moon, and
someone said, “Let’s grab Sun from up there behind the rainbow! Let’s
get him down too!” Pulling Sun down, they told him, “Here’s a road for
you,” and showed him the way to go—from east to west.

Now they had light, but it was much too hot, because Sun was too
close to the earth. The crawfish had his back sticking out of a stream,
and Sun burned it red. His meat was spoiled forever, and the people
still won't eat crawfish.

Everyone asked the sorcerers, the shamans, to put Sun higher. They
pushed him up as high as a man, but it was still too hot. So they pushed
him farther, but it wasn’t far enough. They tried four times, and when
they had Sun up to the height of four men, he was just hot enough.
Everyone was satisfied, so they left him there.

Before making humans, Someone Powerful had created plants and ani-
mals and had told them to stay awake and watch for seven days and seven
nights. (This is just what young men do today when they fast and
prepare for a ceremony.) But most of the plants and animals couldn’t
manage it; some fell asleep after one day, some after two days, some

106



after three. Among the animals, only the owl and the mountain lion were
still awake after seven days and nights. That's why they were given the
gift of seeing in the dark so that they can hunt at night.

Among the trees and other plants, only the cedar, pine, holly, and
laurel wer still awake on the eighth morning. Someone Powerful said to
them: “Because you watched and kept awake as you had been told, you
will not lose your hair in the winter.” So these plants stay green all the
time.

After creating plants and animals, Someone Powerful made a man and
his sister. The man poked her with a fish and told her to give birth. After
seven days she had a baby, and after seven more days she had another,
and every seven days another came. The humans increased so quickly
that Someone Powerful, thinking there would soon be no more room on
this earth, arranged things so that a woman could have only one child
every year. And that’s how it was.

Now, there is still another world under the one we live on. You can
reach it by going down a spring, a water hole; but you need underworld
people to be your scouts and guide you. The world under our earth is
exactly like ours, except that it's winter down there when it's summer
up here. We can see that easily, because spring water is warmer than
the air in winter and cooler than the air in summer.

—Told at a Cherokee treaty council meeting in
New York City, 1975.

| ]
# THE EARTH DRAGON %

[NORTHERN CALIFORNIA COAST]

| i i

Before this world was formed, there was another world with a sky made
of sandstone rock. Two gods, Thunder and Nagaicho, saw that old sky
being shaken by thunder.

“The rock is old,” they said. “We'll fix it by stretching it above, far to
the east.” ’

They stretched the sandstone, walking on the sky to do it, and under
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each of the sky's four corners they set a great rock to hold it up. Then
they added the different things that would make the world pleasant for
people to live in. In the south they created flowers. In the east they put
clouds so that people wouldn’t get headaches from the sun’s glare. To
form the clouds they built a fire, then opened a large hole in the sky so
that the clouds could come through. In the west they made another open-
ing for the fog to drift in from the ocean.

Now the two gods were ready to create people. They made a man out
of earth and put grass inside him to form his stomach. They used another
bundle of grass for his heart, round pieces of clay for the liver and kid-
neys, and a reed for the windpipe. They pulverized red stone and mixed
it with water to form his blood. After putting together man’s parts, they
took one of his legs, split it, and turned it into a woman. Then they
made a sun to travel by day and a moon to travel by night.

But the creations of the gods did not endure, for every day and every
night it rained. All the people slept. Floodwaters came, and great
stretches of land disappeared. The waters of the oceans flowed together;
animals of all kinds drowned. Then the waters completely joined, and
there were no more fields or mountains or rocks, only water. There were
no trees or grass, no fish or land animals or birds. Human beings and
animals all had been washed away.

The wind no longer blew through the portals of the world, nor was
there snow, or frost, or rain. It did not thunder or lightning, since there
were no trees to be struck. There were neither clouds nor fog, nor did
the sun shine. It was very dark.

Then the earth dragon, with its great, long horns, got up and walked
down from the north. It traveled underground, and the god Nagaicho
rode on its head. As it walked along through the ocean depths, the water
outside rose to the level of its shoulders. When it came to shallower
places it turned its head upward, and because of this there is a ridge
near the coast in the north upon which the waves break. When it came
to the middle of the world, in the east under the rising sun, it looked up
again, which created a large island near the coast. Far away to the south
it continued looking up and made a great mountain range.

In the south the dragon lay down, and Nagaicho placed its head as
it should be and spread gray-colored clay between its eyes and on each
horn. He covered the clay with a layer of reeds, then spread another
layer of clay. On it he put some small stones, and then set blue grass,
brush, and trees in the clay.

“I have finished,” he said. “Let there be mountain peaks on the earth’s
head. Let the waves of the sea break against them.”

The mountains appeared, and brush sprang up on them. The small
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stones he had placed on earth’s head became large, and the head itself
was buried from sight. ‘

Now people appeared, people who had animal names. (Later when
Indians came to live on the earth, these “first people” were changed into
their animal namesakes.) Seal, Sea Lion, and Grizzly Bear built a dance
house. One woman by the name of Whale was fat, and that is why there
are so many stout Indian women today.

The god Nagaicho caused different sea foods to grow in the water so
that the people would have things to eat. He created seaweed, abalones,
mussels, and many other things. Then he made salt from ocean foam.
He caused the water of the ocean to rise up in waves and said that the
ocean would always behave that way. He arranged for old whales to
float ashore so that people would have them to eat.

He made redwoods and other trees grow on the tail of the great dragon,
which lay to the north. He carved out creeks by dragging his foot through
the earth so that people would have good fresh water to drink. He created
many oak trees to provide acorns to eat. He traveled all over the earth
making it a comfortable place for men.

After he had finished, he and his dog went walking to see how the
new things looked. When they arrived back at their starting point in the
north, he said to his dog: “We're close to home. Now we'll stay here.”

So he left this world where people live, and now he inhabits the north.

—Based on E. W. Gifford's 1930 account.

Because so many California tribes were shattered so early on by contact with
Europeans, decimated by disease and displaced from their traditional lands, many
of their stories have been recorded only as fragments, and it is often difficult to at-
tribute some to specific tribes. We can only note the general region of origin.

| |
PEOPLE BROUGHT IN A BASKET
|
[mopoc]
L i

Kumush, Old Man of the Ancients, went down with his daughter to the
underground world of the spirits. It was a beautiful world, reached by
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one long, steep road. In it were many spirits—as many as all the stars
in the sky and all the hairs on all the animals in the world.

When night came, the spirits gathered in a great plain to sing and
dance. When daylight came, they returned to their places in the house,
lay down, and became dry bones.

After six days and six nights in the land of the spirits, Kumush longed
for the sun. He decided to return to the upper world and to take some
of the spirits with him to people his world.

With a big basket in hand, he went through the house of the spirits
and chose the bones he wished to take. Some bones he thought would
be good for one tribe of people, others for another.

When he had filled his basket, Kumush strapped it to his back and
together with his daughter started up the steep road to the upper world.
Near the top he slipped and stumbled, and the basket fell to the ground.
. At once the bones became spirits again. Shouting and singing, they ran
back to their house in the spirit world, lay down, and became dry bones.

A second time Kumush filled his basket with bones and started toward
the upper world. A second time he slipped, and the spirits, shouting and
singing, returned to the underground world. A third time he filled his
basket with bones. This time he spoke to them angrily. “You just think
you want to stay here. When you see my land, a land where the sun
shines, you'll never want to come back to this place. There are no people
up there, and I know I'll get lonesome again.”

A third time Kumush and his daughter started up the steep and slip-
pery road with the basket. When he came near the edge of the upper
world, he threw the basket ahead of him, onto level ground. “Indian
bones!” he called out.

Then he uncovered the basket and selected the bones for the kinds of
Indians he wanted in certain places. As he threw them, he named them.
“You shall be the Shastas,” he said to the bones he threw westward. “You
shall be brave warriors.”

“You also shall be brave warriors,” he said to the Pit River Indians
and the Warm Springs Indians.

To the bones he threw a short distance northward, he said, “You shall
be the Klamath Indians. You'll be as easy to frighten as women are. You
won't be good warriors.”

Last of all he threw the bones which became the Modoc Indians. To
them he said, “You will be the bravest of all. You will be my chosen
people. Though you'll be a small tribe and though your enemies are
many, you will kill all who come against you. You kill keep my place
when I have gone. I, Kumush, have spoken.”

To all the people created from the bones of the spirits, Kumush said,
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“You must send certain men to the mountains. There they must ask to
be made brave or to be made wise. There, if they ask for it, they will be
given the power to help themselves and to help all of you.”

Then Kumush named the different kinds of fish and beasts that the
people should eat. As he spoke their names, they appeared in the rivers
and lakes, on the plains and in the forests. He named the roots and the
berries and the plants that the people should eat. He thought, and they
appeared.

He divided the work of the people by making this law: “Men shall
fish and hunt and fight. Women shall get wood and water, gather berries
and dig roots, and cook for their families. This is my law.”

So Kumush finished the upper world and his work in it. Then with
his daughter, he went to the place where the sun rises, at the eastern
edge of the world. He traveled along the sun’s road until he reached
the middle of the sky. There he built a house for himself and his daughter.
There they live even today.

—Reported by Ella Clark in 1953.

]
; GREAT MEDICINE MAKES A 4
BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY

[cHEYENNE]

In this epic tale, a number of different incidents in Cheyenne
history from the last four hundred years are all merged into a single
account of a tribe’s evolution told in terms of great migrations, tragic

losses, and natural disasters.

s |

In the beginning the Great Medicine created the earth, and the waters
upon the earth, and the sun, moon, and stars. Then he made a beautiful
country to spring up in the far north. There were no winters, with ice
and snow and bitter cold. It was always spring; wild fruits and berries
grew everywhere, and great trees shaded the streams of clear water that

flowed through the land.
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In this beautiful country the Great Medicine put animals, birds, in-
sects, and fish of all kinds. Then he created human beings to live with
the other creatures. Every animal, big and small, every bird, big and
small, every fish, and every insect could talk to the people and under-
stand them. The people could understand each other, for they had a
common language and lived in friendship. They went naked and fed on
honey and wild fruits; they were never hungry. They wandered every-
where among the wild animals, and when night came and they were
weary, they lay down on the cool grass and slept. During the days they
talked with the other animals, for they were all friends.

The Great Spirit created three kinds of human beings: first, those who
had hair all over their bodies; second, white men who had hair all over
their heads and faces and on their legs; third, red men who had very
long hair on their heads only. The hairy people were strong and active.
The white people with the long beards were in a class with the wolf,
for both were the trickiest and most cunning creatures in that beautiful
world. The red people were good runners, agile and swift, whom the
Great Medicine taught to catch and eat fish at a time when none of the
other people knew about eating meat.

After a while the hairy people left the north country and went south,
where all the land was barren. Then the red people prepared to follow
the hairy people into the south. Before they left the beautiful land, how-
ver, the Great Medicine called them together. On this occasion, the first
time the red people had all assembled in one place, the Great Medicine
blessed them and gave them some medicine spirit to awaken their dormant
minds. From that time on they seemed to possess intelligence and know
what to do. The Great Medicine singled out one of the men and told
him to teach his people to band together, so that they all could work and
clothe their naked bodies with skins of panther and bear and deer. The
Great Medicine gave them the power to hew and shape flint and other
stones into any shape they wanted—into arrow- and spearheads and into
cups, pots, and axes.

The red people stayed together ever afterwards. They left the beau-
tiful country and went southward in the same direction the hairy people
had taken. The hairy people remained naked, but the red people clothed
themselves because the Great Medicine had told them to. When the red
men arrived in the south, they found that the hairy people had scattered
and made homes inside of hills and in caves high up in the mountains.
They seldom saw the hairy men, for the hairy ones were afraid and went
inside their caves when the red men came. The hairy people had pottery
and flint tools like those of the red men, and in their caves they slept on
beds made out of leaves and skins. For some reason they decreased in
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numbers until they finally disappeared entirely, and today the red men
cannot tell what became of them.

After the red men had lived in the south for some time, the Great
Medicine told them to return north, for the barren southland was going
to be flooded. When they went back to that beautiful northern land,
they found that the white-skinned, long-bearded men and some of the
wild animals were gone. They were no longer able to talk to the animals,
but this time they controlled all other creatures, and they taught the
panther, the bear, and similar beasts to catch game for them. They
increased in numbers and became tall and strong and active.

Then for a second time the red people left the beautiful land to go
south. The waters had gone, grass and trees had grown, and the country
had become as beautiful as the north. While they were living there,
however, another flood swept over the land and scattered the red men.
When the great waters at last sank and the ground was dry, the red
people did not come together again. They traveled in small bands, just
as they had done in the beginning before the Great Medicine told them
to unite. The flood destroyed almost everything, and they were on the
point of starvation. So they started back to their original home in the
north as they had done before. But when they reached the north country
this time, they found the land all barren. There were no trees, no living
animals, not a fish in the water. When the red people looked upon their
once-beautiful home, the men cried aloud and all the women and chil-
dren wept. This happened in the beginning, when the Great Medicine
created us.

The people returned to the south and lived as well as they could, in
some years better, in others worse. After many hundreds of years, just
before the winter season came, the earth shook, and the high hills sent
forth fire and smoke. During that winter there were great floods. The
people had to dress in furs and live in caves, for the winter was long
and cold. It destroyed all the trees, though when spring came there was
a new growth. The red men suffered much and were almost famished
when the Great Medicine took pity on them. He gave them corn to
plant and buffalo for meat, and from that time there were no more floods
and no more famines. The people continued to live in the south, and
they grew and increased. There were many different bands with different
languages, for the red men were never united after the second flood.

The descendants of the original Cheyenne had men among them who
were magicians with supernatural wisdom. They charmed not only their
own people, but also the animals that they lived on. No matter how
fierce or wild the beast, it became so tame that people could go up to
it and handle it. This magic knowledge was handed down from the
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original Cheyenne, who came from the far north. Today Bushy Head is
the only one who understands that ancient ceremony, and the Cheyenne
consider him equal in rank to the medicine-arrow keeper and his as-
sistants.

~—DBased on George A. Dorsey’s account in 1905.

In this remarkable tale is stored the memory of much that has happened to the
Cheyenne over many hundreds of years. It symbolically relates how they were once
driven from their old hunting grounds in north-central America in the late 1600s,
probably by the Ojibway, who had firearms from their French allies. It also de-
scribes the eighteenth or nineteenth century division of the Cheyenne into two
separate bands (one of which, the Sutai, still retain certain ceremonial roles). The
gaining and losing of corn may symbolize their giving up planting for buffalo hunt-
ing in the last half of the eighteenth century. The tale reflects as well the
Cheyenne’s ever-present yearning for the cool, beautiful north country after white
authorities removed the whole tribe to a hot and unhealthy reservation in the
south, following Little Big Horn. It was from this sorry existence that in the 1880s
Dull Knife led a group of sick and starving people on their back to North Mon-
tana, where those who survived were permitted at last to remain.
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]
THE WHITE DAWN OF THE HOPI

[moP1]

e e i

A very long time ago, there was nothing but water on the earth. In the
east a Huruing Wuhti, one of the goddesses of rocks, clay, minerals, and
other hard substances, lived in the ocean. Her house was a kiva, like the
kivas of the Hopi today. Two fox skins, one gray, one yellow, were
usually tied to the ladder leading into the house. In the west lived another
Huruing Wuhti in a similar kiva, with a turtle-shell rattle attached to
her ladder.

The sun rose and set on this world of water. Shortly before he ap-
peared in the east, he dressed himself in the skin of the gray fox, creating
the white dawn of the Hopi. After a little while he took off the gray
skin and put on the yellow skin, which brightened the sky into the
yellow dawn of the Hopi. Then he rose, emerging from the opening in
the north end of the kiva in which the Huruing Wuhti lived. When he
had crossed the sky and arrived in the west, he announced his arrival at
the western Huruing Wuhti’s kiva by fastening the rattle on the top of
the ladder beam. Then he entered the kiva, passed through an opening
in its north end, and continued his course eastward under the water.

By and by, the two goddesses caused the waters to recede eastward and
westward so that some dry land appeared. The sun passing over the land
noticed that no living being could be seen. When he mentioned this to
the goddesses, the one in the west invited the one in the east to come
and talk about it. The Huruing Wuhti of the east traveled west over a
rainbow, and the two deities deliberated and decided to create a little
bird. The Huruing Wuhti of the east made a wren of clay and covered
it up with a-piece of méchdpu, native cloth. Both goddesses sang a song
over it, and after a while a live bird came forth. Since the sun always
passed over the middle of the earth, the deities thought that he might
not have seen living creatures in the north or the south. They sent the
little wren to fly all over the earth, but it returned and said that no
living being existed anywhere. (Actually Spider Woman, Kéhkang
Wubhti, lived in a kiva somewhere in the southwest at the edge of the
water, but the little bird failed to notice her.)

The deity of the west proceeded to make many birds of different kinds,
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covering them with the same cloth under which the wren had been
brought to life. Both Huruing Wuhtis again sang a song over them, and
presently the birds began to move under the cover. The goddesses took
them out, taught every bird the sound that it should make, and let them
scatter in all directions.

Next the Huruing Wuhti of the west made different kinds of animals
in the same way, teaching them their own sounds or languages and send-
ing them forth to inhabit the earth. Now the goddesses decided that they
would create human beings. The Huruing Wuhti of the east fashioned
first a white woman and then a white man out of clay and brought them
to life. She made two tablets of a hard substance (tradition does not tell
whether it was stone or clay), drew characters on them with a wooden
stick, and handed them to the man and woman. The humans did not
know what the tablets said, so the deity rubbed the palms of her hands
first against the palms of the woman and then against the palms of the
man. Suddenly the couple understood the meaning of the tablets. Then
the deities taught them their language, after which the goddess of the
east took them out of the kiva and led them over a rainbow to her home
in the east. They stayed four days, and Huruing Wuhti told them to go
and select a place to live. They traveled around a while and, finding a
good field, built a small, simple house, similar to those of the Hopi.

Soon the Huruing Wuhti of the west told the eastern goddess, “All
this is not finished yet.” By then Spider Woman had heard what they
were doing, and she also created a man and woman of clay. But she
taught them Spanish and fashioned two burros for them, and the couple
settled down near her.

Spider Woman continued to create people in the same manner, giving
a different language to each pair. But she forgot to make a woman for a
certain man, and this is the reason why today there are always some
single men. Then as she continued turning out people, she found that
she had failed to create a man for a certain woman. “Oh my!” she said,
and told the woman, “Somewhere there is a single man who went away.
Find him and if he accepts you, live with him. If he doesn’t, both of you
will have to stay single. Do the best you can.”

The two finally found each other, and the woman said, “Where shall
we live?”

The man answered, “Why, anywhere.” He went to work and built a
house for them, but before long they began to quarrel.

“I want to live alone,” the woman said. “I can cook for myself.”

“Yes, but who will get the wood for you and work the fields?” the
man said. “We had better stay together.” They made up, but it didn’t
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last. They quarreled, separated, came together again, separated again. If
they had managed to get along, all the Hopi would live in peace today.
But other couples learned quarreling from them; this is why there are so
many arguments between husbands and wives.

These were the kind of people that Spider Woman created—rough-
mannered. The Huruing Wuhti of the west heard about it and soon
called the goddess of the east to come over. “I don’t want to live here
alone,” the deity of the west said. “I want some good people around me.”
So she created a number of people, always in pairs. But wherever Spider
Woman'’s people came into contact with them, there was trouble. Human
beings at that time led a nomadic life, feeding mostly on game. Whenever
they found rabbits or antelope or deer, they would kill and eat. This led
to many quarrels.

Finally the goddess of the west said to the people: “You stay here;
I'm going to live in the middle of the ocean in the west. When you want
anything, pray to me there.” Her people were sorrowful, but she left
them. The Huruing Wuhti of the east did the same, and that’s the
reason why their kivas are never seen today. Hopi who want something
from them must deposit their prayer offerings in the village. And when
they say their prayers, they think of the two goddesses who live far away,
but who, the Hopi believe, still remember them.

—Based on a story reported in 1905 by H. R. Voth.

|
CREATION OF THE
YAKIMA WORLD
|

[vakiMa]

N O R AR e O

In the beginning of the world, all was water. Whee-me-me-ow-ah, the
Great Chief Above, lived up in the sky all alone. When he decided to
make the world, he went down to the shallow places in the water and
began to throw up great handfuls of mud that became land.
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He piled some of the mud so high that it froze hard and made the
mountains. When the rain came, it turned into ice and snow on top of
the high mountains. Some of the mud was hardened into rocks. Since
that time the rocks have not changed—they have only become harder.

The Great Chief Above made trees grow on the earth, and also roots
and berries. He made a man out of a ball of mud and told him to take
fish from the waters, and deer and other game from the forests. When
the man became lonely, the Great Chief Above made a woman to be his
companion and taught her how to dress skins, how to find bark and
roots, and how to make baskets out of them. He taught her which berries
to gather for food and how to pick them and dry them. He showed her
how to cook the salmon and the game that the man brought.

Once when the woman was asleep, she had a dream, and in it she
wondered what more she could do to please the man. She prayed to the
Great Chief Above for help. He answered her prayer by blowing his
breath on her and giving her something which she could not see or hear,
smell or touch. This invisible something was preserved in a basket.
Through it, the first woman taught her daughters and granddaughters
the designs and skills which had been taught her.

But in spite of all the things the Great Chief Above did for them, the
new people quarreled. They bickered so much that Mother Earth was
angry, and in her anger she shook the mountains so hard that those
hanging over the narrow part of Big River fell down. The rocks, falling
into the water, dammed the stream and also made rapids and waterfalls.
Many people and animals were killed and buried under the rocks and
mountains.

Someday the Great Chief Above will overturn those mountains and
rocks. Then the spirits that once lived in the bones buried there will go
back into them. At present those spirits live in the tops of the mountains,
watching their children on the earth and waiting for the great change
which is to come. The voices of these spirits can be heard in the moun-
tains at all times. Mourners who wail for their dead hear spirit voices
reply, and thus they know that their lost ones are always near.

We did not know all this by ourselves; we were told it by our fathers
and grandfathers, who learned it from their fathers and grandfathers. No
one knows when the Great Chief Above will overturn the mountains.
But we do know this: the spirits will return only to the remains of people
who in life kept the beliefs of their grandfathers. Only their bones will
be preserved under the mountains.

—Reported by Ella Clark in 1953.
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CHILDREN OF THE SUN

[osacE]

RS ERTRAIA -

Way beyond the earth, a part of the Osage lived in the sky. They wanted
to know where they came from, so they went to the sun. He told them
that they were his children. Then they wandered still farther and came
to the moon. She told them that she gave birth to them, and that the sun
was their father. She said that they must leave the sky and go down to
live on earth. They obeyed, but found the earth covered with water.
They could not return to their home in the sky, so they wept and called
out, but no answer came from anywhere. They floated about in the air,
seeking in every direction for help from some god; but they found none.

The animals were with them, and of these the elk inspired all creatures
with confidence because he was the finest and most stately. The Osage
appealed to the elk for help, and he dropped into the water and began
to sink. Then he called to the winds, and they came from all quarters
and blew until the waters went upward in mist.

At first only rocks were exposed, and the people traveled on the rocky
places that produced no plants to eat. Then the waters began to go down
until the soft earth was exposed. When this happened, the elk in his
joy rolled over and over, and all his loose hairs clung to the soil. The
hairs grew, and from them sprang beans, corn, potatoes, and wild turnips,
and then all the grasses and trees.

—From Alice Fletcher and Francis LaFléche, uﬂzo recorded
this myth in 1911.
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- THE VOICE, THE FLOOD,
_ AND THE TURTLE !
]

[cabpO]

e i

Once there was a chief whose wife, to the fear and wonder of the people,
gave birth to four little monsters. The elders said: “These strange chil-
dren will bring great misfortune. It would be better to kill them right
now, for the sake of the tribe.”

“No way will we kill them,” said their mother. “These children will
turn out all right, by and by.” _

But they didn’t turn out all right. The small monsters grew fast, much
faster than ordinary children, and became very big. They had four legs
and arms each. They hurt other children; they upset tipis; they tore up
buffalo robes; they befouled people’s food.

A wise man, who could see things in his mind which had not yet
happened, said: “Kill these strange bad things before they kill you.”

But their mother said: “Never. They'll be fine young men some day.”

They never became fine young men; instead they started killing and
eating people. At that point all the men in the village rushed at them
to do away with them, but by then it was too late. The monsters had
become too big and too powerful to be killed.

They grew taller and taller. One day they went into the middle of the
camp and stood back to back, one facing east, one facing south, one
facing west, and one facing north. Their backs grew together, and they
became one.

As they grew higher and higher, most people took refuge near the
mohsters’ feet, where the huge creatures could not bend down to catch
them. But people who stayed farther off were seized by mile-long arms,
killed, and eaten. The four monsters, now grown together, rose up to
the clouds, and their heads touched the sky.

Then the man who could see into the future heard a voice telling
him to set up a hollow reed and plant it in the ground. The man did,
and the reed grew bigger and bigger very fast. In no time it rose to
touch the sky. The man heard the voice again, saying: “I will make a
great flood. When the signs of bad things coming appear, you and your
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wife climb up inside this hollow cane. Be naked as you were born, and
take with you a pair of all the good animals in order to save them.”

The man asked: “What sign will you be sending?”

“When all the birds in the world—birds of the woods, the sea, the
deserts, and the high mountains—form up into a cloud flying from north
to south, that will be the sign. Watch for the cloud of birds.”

One day the man looked up and saw a big cloud made up of birds
traveling from north to south. At once he and his wife moved up into
the hollow reed, taking with them all the animals they wished to save.

Then it began to rain and did not stop. Waters covered the earth and
kept rising until only the top of the hollow cane and the heads of the
monsters were left above the surface.

Inside the hollow reed, the man and his wife heard the voice again:
“Now I shall send Turtle to destroy the monsters.”

The monsters’ heads were saying to each other: “Brothers, I'm getting
tired. My legs are weakening. I can’t keep standing much longer.”

The floods swirled around them with strong currents that almost swept
them away. Then the Great Turtle began digging down underneath
the monsters’ feet. It uprooted them, and they could not keep their foot-
ing but broke apart and toppled over. They fell down into the waters,
one sinking toward the north, one toward the east, one toward the south,
and one toward the west. Thus the four directions came into being.

After the monsters had drowned, the waters subsided. First the moun-
taintops reappeared, then the rest of the land. Next came hard-blowing
winds that dried the earth. The man climbed down to the bottom of
the hollow reed and opened the hole at its foot. He looked out. He
stuck out his hand and felt around. He said to his wife: “Come out.
Everything is dry.”

So they emerged, followed by all the animals. They left the reed,
which collapsed and disappeared. But when they stepped out on the
earth, it was bare; nothmg was growing.

The wife said: “Husband, there’s nothing here and we are naked.
How shall we live?”

The man said: “Go to sleep.” They lay down and slept, and when
they woke the next morning, all kinds of herbs had sprung up around
them.

The second night while they slept, trees and bushes grew. Now there
was firewood to keep them warm, and all kinds of woods for making bows
and arrows.

During the third night green grass covered the earth, and animals
appeared to graze on it.
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The man and his wife went to sleep a fourth time and woke up inside
a grass hut. They stepped out and found a stalk of corn. Then they
heard the voice say: “This will be your holy food.” It told the woman
how to plant and harvest the corn and ended with: “Now you have
everything you need. Now you can live. Now you will have children
and form a new generation. If you, woman, should plant corn, and some-
thing other than corn comes up, then know that the world will come to
its end.”

After that, they never heard the voice again.

—Retold from various sources.

n
A TALE OF ELDER BROTHER
|
[P1MA]
|

You people desired to capture Elder Brother so that you might destroy
him, so you went to Vulture. He made a miniature earth, shaping the
mountains, routing the water courses, and placing the trees, and in four
days he completed his task. Mounting the zigzag ladders of his house he
flew forth and circled about until he saw Elder Brother. Vulture saw the
blue flames issuing from Brother’s heart and knew that he was invulner-
able. In his turn Elder Brother knew what had made the earth, and
wished to kill him.

Elder Brother, as he regained consciousness, rose on hands and feet
and swayed unsteadily from side to side. He looked at the land about
him, and at first it seemed a barren waste, but as he recovered from his
bewilderment he saw the wonderful world Vulture had built.

Looking about him he saw a river toward the west along which grew
arrow bushes. From these he cut four magic sticks; placing his hand
on these he blew smoke over them, whereupon magic power shone
forth from between his fingers. He was much pleased with this and
laughed softly to himself. He rubbed his magic bag of buckskin four
times with each of the four sticks and then put them in and tied it. Then,
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with his strength fully recovered, Elder Brother began to move. He arose
and crushed all mortal magicians; the orator, the warrior, the industrious,
and the provident woman, and even ground his own house into the earth.
Then he sank beneath the surface of the earth. He reappeared in the
east and made a transparent trail back to the place where he had gone
down. About the base of his mountains the water began to seep forth;
entering, he came out with spirit refreshed. Taking all waters, even those
covered with water plants, he dipped his hands in and made downward
passes. Touching the large trees he made downward sweeps with his
hands.

Going to the place where he had killed Eagle he sat down looking like
a ghost. A voice from the darkness asked, “Why are you here?” He
answered sadly that despite all that he had done for them the people
hated him. He went on to the east, renewing his power four times at
the place where the sun rises. He blew his hot breath upon the people,
which like a weight held them where they were. He went along with
the sun on his journey, traveling along the south border of the trail
where there was a fringe of beads, feathers, strings of down, and flowers.
He jerked the string holding these so that they fell and made the magi-
cians jump. Later he did the same thing in the north.

On his journey along the sun’s orbit Elder Brother came to Talking
Tree. “Why do you come like a ghost?” asked Tree. He replied, “Despite
all I have done for the people they hate me.” Tree broke one of its middle
branches and cut a notch around it to form a war club and gave it to
him. Then Tree broke a branch on the south side and made a bundle of
ceremonial sticks from it for him. He saw a trail toward the south and
another toward the north bordered with shells, feathers, down, and
fowers, and he turned them all over.

Arriving at the drinking place of the sun, he knelt down and saw a
dark-blue stone. He left there the sticks cut from the arrow bush which
he knew contained all his enemies’ power, but he kept in his grasp the
sticks cut from Talking Tree. Toward the south were strewn necklaces,
earrings, feathers, strings of down, and flowers, all of which he jerked
and threw face down. Toward the north he threw down the same objects,
and as they struck the earth the magicians jumped again. Reaching the
place where the sun sets he slid down four times before he reached the
place where Earth Doctor lived.

“Why do you come looking like a ghost?” asked the god. “Despite all
that I have done for them the people hate me,” he answered. By Earth
Doctor’s order the wind from the west caught him up and carried him
far to the east, then brought him back and violently tossed him back
down to earth. The south wind carried him to the north; the east wind
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carried him to the west; the wind from the zenith carried him to the
sky; all carelessly dropped him back down again. From his cigarette con-
taining two kinds of roots Earth Doctor blew smoke upon the breast of
Elder Brother, whereupon green leaves sprang forth and he gained
consciousness. Earth Doctor cleared the ground for a council and then
picked up Elder Brother as he would have taken up a child and put him
in his house.

Earth Doctor sent Gray Gopher up through the earth to emerge in
the east by the white water where lay the eagle tail. He came out by the
black water where lay the raven feathers. He came out by the blue water
where lay the bluebird’s feathers. He came out by the yellow water where
lay the hawk feathers. He found so many people that he feared they
could not be conquered. But he gnawed the magic power of their leader
until he weakened it. Then he returned to the council in the nether
world, where his power as a magician was recognized, and he was placed
on a mat with Elder Brother.

The people were now ready to do whatever Elder Brother desired of
them and, like fierce predatory animals or birds of prey, they poured
out of the underworld and fell upon the people of the upper world,
whom they conquered without difficulty. The victors swept the property
and everything relating to the conquered from the face of the earth.

Consider the magic power which abode with me and which is at your
service.

—Based on Frank Russell’s 1908 report on the Pimas.

This fantastic tale of creation and violence features several related episodes in the
life of the great Pima culture hero, Elder Brother, whose task it is to assert order
in the primordial chaos. Elder Brother fixes the features of the landscape, he brings
elements of Pima culture, and he struggles with representatives of predation and
evil, vanquishing them or, in turn, being killed himself and rising to live on an-
other day. The Pima tell such stories not as self-contained tales but in a narrative
chain, one incident suggesting the next, achieving an episodic progression with
neither beginnings nor ends.

124



e

PART THREE

[l

THE EYE
OF THE GREAT
SPIRIT

TALES OF THE
SUN, MOON,
A ND STARYS

M S




Just as trees, ponds, clouds, and rocks are thought of as living beings,
so the sun, moon, and stars in their firmament are depicted in Indian
mythology as alive and endowed with human passions and yearnings.
The sun, the father of light who begets all living things upon mother
earth, the illuminator of the primordial darkness, is life giver as well as
destroyer. The sun is usually male, though it is female among the Juchi,
Cherokees, and Fskimos (all of whom regard the moon as male). In
the tales of many tribes, the sun makes love to mortal women, sometimes
marries, and has offspring by them.

The great shining orb is the ultimate fertilizing agent in the universe,
usually the embodiment of the male principle, though not necessarily the
god at the center of religion. There may be other chief deities or super-
natural phenomena and spirits which represent different powers. Tales
depict mortal men and women turning themselves into the morning and
evening stars, or even into the moon, and taking on lovers and spouses
in those guises. In historical times, the only instance of human sacrifice
among the Plains tribes occurred among the Skidi-Pawnee who, once a
year, sacrificed a girl captive to the morning star. Representing the
evening star, protectress of all growing things, the maiden was painted
half red and half black (symbolizing day and night) and ritually shot to
death with arrows to send her to her celestial husband. Very old people
among the Sioux still tell of ancestors who, participating in a ghost dance
in 1890, fell down in a trance and in that state of unconsciousness
traveled to the morning or evening star, waking up with star flesh or
moon flesh in their clenched fists.

The creation myth of the Bella Coola relates how the fierce Bear of
Heaven guarded the place of sunrise. At the place of sunset an immense
pillar upheld the sky. The sun’s path was a bridge as wide as the distance
between the winter, the “place where the sun sits down,” and summer,
the “place where the sun stands up.” Three dancing slaves accompany
him on his path, and whenever he drops his torch, an eclipse plunges
the earth into darkness. '

Indian myths, like those in every other culture, grapple with the basic
paradoxes at the center of the human world, and certain primal themes
emerge which we in the West have often come to associate with Greek
prototypes, even though their evolution has been wholly separate on this
continent. Thus one Northwest Coast myth closely resembles the Helios-
Phaeton story of ancient Greece. A woman conceives by sitting in the
sun’s beams, and her son matures in one year. He shoots arrows into
the sky and climbs up the ladder they form to visit his father. After
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pestering his father, he is finally permitted to carry the flaming disk along
the appointed path, but tottering under his heavy burden, he gets too
close to earth. The oceans boil, the forests catch fire, and everything bursts
into flames. The father quickly steps in to assume the load, and the
presumptuous boy is turned into a mink.

Other themes include Promethean thefts and an Orpheus-like journey
to the underworld in an attempt to defy the finality of death, seen in the
story of a Cherokee tribe trying to help a grieving female sun retrieve
her dead daughter.

The sun can also be reduced to a small object stolen from the other
side of the world by a trickster or friendly animal to bring light to a
tribe living in darkness.

Whether they are hunters or planters, people who live close to nature
are keen observers of the stars and planets. They study the sky to deter-
mine the right time for planting and harvesting, or to discover where to
find game at certain times of the year. The prehistoric mound builders
of Kahokia, in what is now eastern Missouri, had their own Stonehenge,
an astronomical observatory consisting of a circle of upright poles. Among
the prehistoric ruins of Chaco Canyon in New Mexico, one kiva—a
large, partially underground, circular ceremonial chamber—is so con-
structed that on the day of the summer solstice, and on this day only, a
shaft of light shines through a slit in its stone wall.

From the spiral image of the sun chipped into a rock wall in the
Southwestern United States to the Plains Tunkashila, Grandfather,
whose sunbeams impregnated the Mother Goddess so that she gave birth
to gods, humans, and animals alike, the sun plays a radiant role in Indian
mythology. He is Shakuru of the Pawnees, who gives health and strength
to warriors. He is Paiyatemu of the Keres, regulating the seasons and
determining the time for planting and harvesting. He is Ataksak of the
North, the personification of joy, clothed in raiments of brilliant cords,
whose body shines even in death. He is T’ahn of the Tewa, with his
face surrounded by rays of feathers. He is the shining, piercing embodi-
ment of the Sioux Wakan Tanka, the Great Spirit, who is in and of
everything.
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Far from being relics, Indian myths are still told on winter nights,
and as some of the old tales die, new legends are being born accord-
ing to a medicine man’s dreams or visions. It is a rare privilege to
be present as a legend’s birth, as with this one, told for the first
time by Leonard Crow Dog in 1981.

O R AR

This story has never been told. It is in no book or computer. It came to
me in a dream during a vision quest. It is a story as old as the beginning
of life, but it has new understandings according to what I saw in my
vision, added to what the grandfathers told me—things remembered,
things forgotten, and things re-remembered. It comes out of the World
of the Minds. ,

Some people say we are descended from Adam and Eve, but there was
no Adam or Eve in our creation. Some people try to tell us that we were
born with the burden of original sin, but that is an alien white man’s
concept. Sin was not in the mind of the universe of our creators or the
created.

When this world came into being seven million eons ago, it was com-
posed of numberless hoops, skeletons with no substance. Land, the whole
earth, had yet to be made. All was orbits within orbits within orbits. The
world on which we are sitting now, our earth, was made up of sixteen
sacred hoops. There was no earth, no land, but there were planets and
stars. Above all there was the great sun. He controlled all the orbit
powers. He had the sole power to communicate, to talk planet-talk be-
tween the universes, stars, and orbits.

The sun had seven shadows, and in them he recreated himself. The
seventh shadow was the important one. The sun looked at it and saw
that its design was different. This shadow was the creator of the red
man’s land.

Then the great sun called to all the orbits, planets, and stars: “Come
to the sixteen hoops! Come to the sixteen hoops!” and they all went to
the place the sun had appointed and made earth-plan talk. The sun would
not allow them to leave until they were done. And that great ball called
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earth, the earth planet himself, said to ‘the sun: “Instruct us in the way
of the universe.” For this purpose and for this reason the orbs and the
orbits talked to each other. They related to each other and that was the
first relation-making feast, the first alonwanpi of the universe.

And one of the orbits, the east, asked the sun: “Why have you called
us to come here? What have you called me for?”

“I have called you because you shall take part in this creation. You
will breathe into these sixteen hoops. You will breathe into them with
your Takuskanskan, the moving power, the quickening power which is
part of the Wakan Wichohan, the big sacred work we must do.”

And the orbit which is called the south asked the sun: “Why did you
call me? | have come with my planets and my orbits and you must tell
me what to do.” In this manner the orbits talked. )

Then the west asked: “Sun, why have you called all the orbits and
planets here? What is the purpose?”

“I have called you here in a sacred manner, for a sacred purpose: To
help me make this earth, this land. To breathe into these sixteen hoops.”

The north said: “What is that thing you call land, what is this thing
you call earth? What have I to do with it?”

The great sun replied: You are the living moisture; you are the atmos-

phere; you are the north. You will be the caretaker of this earth. You will
make the seasons in all eternity.”

And the power from the north answered: “Hou, hou!” This was the
echo of the echos of all the universe, and it reverberated throughout the
hoops and orbits.

So the sacred four-direction powers breathed their life-giving breath
into this earth we are sitting on. The sixteen hoops were still skeleton
hoops; you could see through them, walk through, float through; they
had no substance yet.

The sun again called all the powers and planets to crowd around the
earth and breathe into it, and this was the beginning of the red man’s
life. All the powers of the universe participated in its creation, but there
arrived among them in a whirlwind an unknown power right out of the
center of the universes. Its name was Unknowingly, and it also breathed
into the sixteen hoops. All the powers breathed fire and the other ele-
ments into this land, and when they had finished, one and a half million
eons of creation had passed.

The sun looked at the earth. Everywhere he saw beauty and light.
He saw the art designs of the universe, the creation art of the planets,
and land painting. The sun gathered parts of all the riches of all the
universes and put them into this newly created world; nothing was
wasted.
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But the earth was bare. It was a bald-headed world. No life was on it
yet; it was rock, a far-shining crystal.

The Great Unknown Power, the Grandfather Power, Unknowingly,
was part of the sun and the sun was part of him. Unknowingly was seen-
unseen and had many forms. He spoke: “Ho! Aho! Now it is done. This
is the Great Way of the Great Spirit talking.” And of the earth he said:
“This will be my seat. This will be my backrest.” In the earth he planted
the seed of life, a planting that took half a million eons of creation time.

First Unknowingly planted trees, the kind that never change, that are
always green: the pine and the cedar. They are the green relations of the
universe, and we still use the cedar as incense in our ceremonies. In his
mind this tree planting was done in the blink of an eye, but it lasted a
million and a half eons of creation time. At that point the sun did not
move yet, did not rise and did not go down, just stood in one place. The
sun looked at the earth covered with green and said: “It is beautiful.
I am satisfied.” Then the great sun made the four seasons for north to
take care of, and when he had finished, another half-million eons of
creation time had passed. And no birds had yet been created; just our
green relations.

The trees spoke to each other Every day and every moment they were
talking, and they are still talking now in an unknown language which
humans do not understand. When a little child emerges from the womb,
the first thing it does is to cry and cry. It too is speaking in an unknown
language—tree language, universe language, survival language. Though
the newborn later forgets, he knows at birth that we have to survive to
take care of this world, to live in a sacred manner after the original
instruction.

When three million eons of creation time had passed, the great sun
looked down from his orbit and thought: “This is unique. Everything
moves in the Great Way. Caretakers, the sacred four directions, have
been appointed, and they are doing well what they are supposed to do.”
And he looked at a tree and saw that a big branch was broken off. He
said: “Ton, Ton, Tonpi. Birth giving. It’s time for creating people, for
forming them up in pairs.”

Don'’t call us Indians; call us Birth People, because that is what we are.

The sun thought: “Everything looks nice, and birthing is about to
take place, but somebody should be the caretaker of this Birth people
land. The four-direction powers already take care of the planet, but I
want a special caretaker for the hemisphere upon which I shall put the
red man.” At that time he did not think of it as Mother Earth but as the
Planet of the Universes, the Orb of Planification. Because there was no
mother yet, no man or woman; just the colors of the four directions and
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the plants, and the intelligence of powers, the intelligence of Tunkashila.

The great sun called loudly: “Unknowing, you always arrive unknow-
ingly. Come unknowlingly from your seat.” And Unknowingly arrived
with lightning and with powers that no human could scientifically an-
alyze, that could not be computed, powers sacred and secret, the oldest,
the most innate. Unknown was a shadow who spoke with lightning,
with thundering. The great sun, anpetu-wi, still stood idle, fixed in his
place from the moment of creation. Then suddenly, at billions of miles
an hour, the sun began to move. Moving, he released glowing gases, the
energy of the fire without end, life-giving warmth. Unknowingly was
right beside him at that moment of creation time. (Were he and the
sun one? Were they two? Was he the sun’s seventh shadow?)

Unknowingly said: “Now we are going to make a human out of all
these elements. We will take the vein of the cedar tree to create a man
who will be the caretaker of this land. His name shall be Tkche Wichasha
—the Wild Natural Two-Legged, the wild, free human. Unknowingly
was the seventh shadow of the sun, and he spoke the lightning language
to communicate his wishes. If the shadow walked through this room
here, you couldn’t see him, but you would somehow feel his presence
and you would have a new vision.

Unknowingly called the whirlwind. “Yumni-Omni, Tate Yumni,
arrive!”
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Whirlwind arrived with a thundering moan—the earth-birthing sound.
The sun, from his eye of eyes, his eye of the universe, made tears flow.
When one tear hit the earth, it turned into a blood clot, a we-ota. It was
as yet only a shadow, but for four generations this shadow developed
itself. The whirlwind enfolded him, hit him, helping him to become a
body. He was We-Ota-Wichasha, Blood Clot Boy, and he was almost
seven feet tall. When the whirlwind hit him, supernatural knowledge
went into him, as well as the power of speech and the knowledge of
language. And when Blood Clot received these powers, he became a man..
The sun was content, saying: “Now a caretaker has been created for this
land.”

We-Ota-Wichasha developed not only into one man, but into seven
nations of the seven ore colors. Today we have only four colors—the red
man, the white man, the black man, and the yellow man. What happened
to the other three kinds of men? Where did they go?

One was Kosankiya—a great planet, with plants, with animals, with
humans. Kosankiya is the darkness of every blue. He said: “I shall be
the nest maker. I shall be the upholder of the dome. I shall be the blue
sky.” He is still here, whether it is day or night. That vault above us
makes himself dark at night, blue during the day.

And where is the second one? His name is Edam, Hota Edam, Hotanka
- —the Great Voice blazing forth. Where does he come from? He is
floating in the voids. He is red, an art design. You can see him among
the thunder clouds sometimes. And he is the Wakinyan, the great
thunderbird, the winged part of the sixteen sacreds. He is still here.

And still one is missing; where is he? Look carefully, for he is the
spirit of the land, the yellow spearhead of the earth powers. He is Wo-
Wakan, the supernatural.

Together with the four races of mankind, the Above, the Below, and
the Winged Spirit form the seven generations. None are missing. And
we are part of them. They include us, they include everything; even a
pebble or a tiny insect is gathered up in the sacred hoop.

Now, the sun had given Blood Clot Man the intelligence of the divine
human being. He was a medicine, for the sun had shed tears and sweated
as during a sweat-lodge purification. Out of the winds, out of the whirl-
wind, out of the sacred breath of the universe Blood Clot had been made.
He was not created in nine months, like the child you and your woman
begot, but over millions of years. Yet even in your baby, a little of that
lightning power and star breath is being passed on.

At this time the earth was a crystal inhabited by a great intelligence
and overblanketed by the sun and the shadows he had created. Its shining
center was crystal, glass, and mica, but it was solid now. You could not
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pierce it or walk through it, for the skeleton had been covered with flesh,
green flesh. Next Wakan Tanka, Tunkashila, formed animals in pairs,
to give their flesh so that man could live. And then it was time to create
woman. There was no moon then; it was still the period of sacred new-
ness. The sun again called all the planets and supernaturals, and when
they had assembled, the sun, in a bright flash, took out one of his eyes.
He threw it on the wind of his vision into a certain place, and it became
the moon. And on this new orb, that eye-planet, he created woman. “You
are a planet virgin, a moon maiden,” he told her. “I have touched you
and made you out of my shadow. I want you to walk on the earth.” This
happened in darkness at the time of a new moon.

“How will T walk over to that land?” asked the woman. So the sun
created woman power and woman understanding. He used the lightning
to make a bridge from the moon to the earth, and the woman walked
on the lightning. Her crossing took a long time.

Now the maker of the universe had created man and woman and given
them a power and a way that has never been changed. Doing that, the
sun had used up another million eons of creation time. He instructed
the woman in her tasks, which she accomplished through her dreams,
through her visions, through her special powers. '

The Great Spirit had created the woman to be with the man, with
We-Ota-Wichasha—but not right away. They had to make contact
slowly, get used to each other, understand each other for the survival of
their caretaking. Tunkashila let blood roll into her. She walked on the
lightning, but she also walked on a blood vein reaching from the moon
to the earth. This vein was a cord, a birth cord that went into her body,
and through it she is forever connected with the moon. And nine months
of creation were given to her. At first she was without feeling, for love
was created in her and inside the man long after their bodies had been
formed. They did not live as we do today but were a part of the land,
taking care of it even while it took care of them.

The man and the woman began to communicate with each other and
talked for many years. Then inside them a feeling emerged. Even before
they touched each other they felt a vibration, womb understanding. So
by the powers of the great sun, by the powers of Tunkashila, it was given
to them to understand that they were man and woman, creators them-
selves. That understanding came to the man through lightning, through
the sun blood that was in him, and it came to the woman through that
birth cord which connects her to the moon and whose power she still
feels at her moon time. '

“You are the caretaker of the generations, you are the birth giver,” the
sun told the woman. “You will be the carrier of this universe.”
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The man and the woman did what they were meant to do after sacred
nature’s way, and twins were born to them, two little boys. They were
not born in a hospital or a tipi but in the natural way, the woman
crouching, gripping her birthing stick, with a soft deerskin waiting to
receive her womb offerings. The sun dome was their dwelling, not a tipi
or a house. Their roof was the sky vault. And that is why we, the red
people, the Tkche Wichasa, are the oldest people on this hemisphere,
living here since the beginning of time with the understanding and
power given to us.

At the moment they were born, the twins already had that under-
standing and power. When they were old enough (and they grew faster
than humans do now), they climbed to the top of a high hill for their
vision quest, which lasted sixteen days and sixteen nights. They did not
purify themselves in a sweat lodge before and after they cried for a
dream, because everything was still pure. On the mountain one of the
twins heard the voice of Tunkashila and answered, “Hou!” And Tunka-
shila showed him the path to making and keeping a flame—peta owi-
hankeshni, the fire without end. And ultimately from the vision came
the first sweat lodge. The one twin received this great vision, the other
twin a lesser one. And each of them followed his own dream.

We-Ota-Wichasha and First Woman begat other children, boys and
gitls from whom sprang many nations. The twin who had received the
great vision also had a son, begotten with the help of a sunbeam. When
that son was old enough he too went up on a high hill for his vision
quest, and the hill turned itself into a nest. “Tkcheha, Ikchewi, Ikche
Wichasha, that will be your name,” he heard a voice saying. “Ikche
Wichasha, that is who you are,”—and that is what we Sioux have called
ourselves ever since. Mark what is in this name: che, the male organ;
wi, the sun; and sha, red. Together they mean “wild, common man,” a
natural free human, an earth man. But all those syllables and meanings
are put in to show that we are the original red sun people. Ho He!

And the son of the twin made the first fire and built the first sweat
lodge. Then he went to his parents and said. “I must leave you. I am
appointed to take care of the winds of this universe.” He began walking
up the hill on which he had performed his vision quest and, before the
eyes of his father and mother and of We-Ota-Wichasha and First
Woman, he turned himself into an eagle. The eagle-son flew off with
a gift from the Great Spirit—the four seasons. They accompanied him
in the shapes of the bald eagle, the spotted eagle, the golden eagle, and
the northern eagle.

We-Ota-Wichasha and First Woman saw their grandson fly away,
circling higher and higher. And they went up to the mountaintop which
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had become a nest and found that he had left them gifts. A bow and
arrow were lying there, and a rock, a spider web, and a gourd rattle. They
found a fire stick and a small fire burning brightly. The eagle had
scratched it out of the rock with his claw, striking a spark from the flint.

These things had been shadows out of a vision, and eagle-son’s under-
standing had brought them into being, making them real. All the sacred
survival things fitted themselves into the hands of We-Ota-Wichasha
and First Woman, and through them were given to the red man, together
with the knowledge of how to use them. And when these First Parents
brought the things back to their small camp, they found it swarming
with people in many camp circles of many tribes. And to them all, We-
Ota-Wichasha and First Woman imparted the vision and the dream and
the sacred things and the understanding. And at that moment the seven
million eons of creation were ended.

~—Told by Leonard Crow Dog on Grass Mountain at
Rosebud Indian Reservation, South Dakota, March 18, 1981,
and recorded by Richard Erdoes.

Leonard Crow Dog, Henry Crow Dog’s son, is a well-known Sioux medicine man
and a “road man” of the Native American Church.

]
WALKS-ALL-OVER-THE-SKY A

[

[TsIMSHIAN]

This is an older and more traditional tale about the sun and moon,
in contrast with the contemporary vision of the previous story.

AR OO R R A O

In the beginning, before anything that lives in our world was created,
there was only the chief in the sky. The chief had two sons and a daugh-
ter, and his people were numerous. But there was no light in the sky—
only emptiness and darkness.

The chief’s eldest son was named Walking-About-Early, the second
son was called The-One-Who-Walks-All-Over-the-Sky, and the daughter
was Support-of-Sun. They were all very strong, but the younger boy was
wiser and abler than the elder.
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It made the younger son sad to see the sky always so dark, and one
day he took his brother and went to cut some good pitch wood. They
bent a slender cedar twig into a ring the size of a person’s face, then tied
the pitch wood all around it so that it looked like a mask. They lit the
wood, and The-One-Who-Walks-All-Over-the-Sky put on the mask and
went to the east.

Suddenly everyone saw a great light rising. As the people watched and
marveled, the chief’s younger son ran from east to west, moving swiftly
so that the flaming mask would not burn him.

Every day the second son repeated his race and lit up the sky. Then
the whole tribe assembled and sat down to a council. “We're glad your
child has given us light,” they told the chief. “But he’s too quick; he
ought to slow down a little so we can enjoy the light longer.”

The chief told his son what the people had said, but Walks-All-Over-
the-sky replied that the mask would burn up before he reached the west.
He continued to run very fast, and the people continued to wish he
would go slower, until the sister said, “I'll try and hold him back a little.”

The next time Walks-All-Over-the-Sky rose in the east and started on
his journey, Support-of-Sun also started from the south. “Wait for me!”
she cried, running as hard as she could. She intercepted her brother in
the middle of his race and held him briefly until he could break free.
That’s why the sun today always stops for a little while in the middle
of the sky. The people shouted for joy, and Support-of-Sun’s father
blessed her.

But the chief was displeased with Walking-About-Farly because he
was not as smart and capable as his younger brother. The father expressed
his disappointment, and Walking-About-Early was so mortified that he
flung himself down and cried. Meanwhile his brother, the sun, came
back tired from his daily trip and lay down to rest. Later when everybody
was asleep, Walking-About-Early rubbed fat and charcoal over his face.
He woke his little slave and said, “When you see me rising in the east,
jump up and shout, ‘Hurrah! He has arisen!’”

Then Walking-About-Early left, while Walks-All-Over-the-Sky slept
deeply, his face shedding light out of the smoke hole. Suddenly Walking-
about-Early rose in the east, and his charcoaled face reflected the smoke
hole’s luster. The little slave jumped up and shouted, “Hurrah! He has
arisen!”

Several people asked him, “Why are you so noisy, bad slave?” The
slave jumped up and down, pointing to the east. The people looked up
and saw the rising moon, and they too shouted, “Hurrah!”

Time passed, and animals were created to live in our world below. At
last all the animals assembled to hold a council. They agreed that the

137



sun should run from east to west, that he should be the light of day,
and that he should make everything grow. The moon, they decided,
should walk at night. Then they had to set the number of days that
would be in a month. The dogs were wiser than the other animals and
spoke first. “The moon shall rise for forty days,” they said.

All the animals were silent. The dogs sat together talking secretly
among themselves and thinking about what they had said. The wisest
dog, their spokesman, was still standing. He was counting up to forty
on his fingers, when the porcupine suddenly struck him on the thumb.
“Who can live if there are forty days to each month?” the porcupine said.
“The year would be far too long. There should be only thirty days in a
month.” ‘

The rest of the animals agreed with the porcupine. And as a result of
this council, each month has thirty days and there are twelve months in
a year. By now the animals were disgusted with the dogs and banded
together to drive them away. For this reason dogs hate all the creatures
of the woods, and most of all the porcupine, who struck the wise dog’s
thumb with its spiny tail and humiliated him in the council. And because
of the porcupine’s blow, a dog’s thumb now stands opposite to his other
fingers.

Before that long-ago council ended, the animals also named the fol-
lowing months:

Between October and November, Falling-Leaf Month

Between November and December, Taboo Month

Between December and January, The Intervening Month
Between January and February, Spring Salmon Month
Between February and March, Month When Olachen Is Eaten
Between March and April, When Olachen Is Cooked

Between May and June, Egg Month

Between June and July, Salmon Month

Between July and August, Humpback-Salmon Month

Between September and October, Spinning Top Month

In addition, the animals divided the year into four seasons—spring,
summer, autumn, and winter.

New things were also happening in the sky. When Walks-All-Over-
the-Sky was asleep, the sparks that flew out of his mouth became the
stars. And sometimes when he was glad, he painted his face with his
sister’s red ochre, and then people knew what kind of weather was com-
ing. If his red paint colored the sky in the evening, there would be good
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weather the next day, but a red sky in the morning meant that storms
were coming. And that’s still true, people say.

After the sky had been furnished with the sun, moon, and stars, the
chief’s daughter, Support-of-Sun, was cast down because she had played
such a small part in the creation. Sadly she wandered westward into the
water, and her clothes became wet. When she returned, she stood near
her father’s great fire to warm herself. She wrung the water out of her
- garments and let it drip onto the flames, making a great cloud of steam

that floated out of the house. It settled over the land and moderated the
hot weather with damp fog. Her father blessed her, for the whole tribe
enjoyed it. And to this day, all fog comes from the west.

The chief was glad when he saw that all three of his children were
wise. Now it was the duty of the moon, Walking-About-Early, to rise
and set every thirty days so that people may know the year. The sun,
Walks-All-Over-the-Sky, was charged with creating all good things, such
as fruit, and making everything plentiful. And the chief’s daughter,
Support-of-Sun, served by refreshing the hot earth with cool fog.

——Based on a version recorded by Franz Boas in 1916.

Some Northwest tribes did indeed have slaves, as this story suggests; the status
could be inherited from one generation to the next, and they were looked upon as
their owners’ possessions, to be killed if the owner wished. Since the Tsimshians
lived in the Northwest, the fog that came from the West refers, naturally, to the
weather rolling in from the Pacific Ocean.

THREE-LEGGED RABBIT
FIGHTS THE SUN

The origin of this tale is not precise. Ella Clark only notes that it
comes from a Western Rocky Mountain iribe.

N 0O A AN AR

Once there was a rabbit with only three legs, but he made a wooden leg
for himself so that he could move fast.
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At the time the sun was very hot, and Rabbit said to himself, “I'll go
and see what the problem is.” As he hopped along toward Sun, he found
it getting hotter every day.

“The only thing on earth that doesn’t burn,” said Rabbit, “is cactus.”
So he made a house of cactus to stay in during the day, and he traveled
only at night.

When he came to the east, he rose early in the morning and ran
toward the place where Sun should appear. He saw the ground boiling
and knew that Sun was ready to come up. Rabbit stopped, sat down, and
took out his bow and arrows.

When Sun was about halfway out of the earth, Rabbit shot. His first
arrow hit the heart and killed Sun. Rabbit stood over the corpse and
cried: “The white part of your eye will be clouds.” And it was.

“The black part of your eye will be the sky.”

And it was. .

“Your kidney will be a star, your liver the moon, and your heart the
dark.”

And they were.

Then Rabbit said to Sun, “You will never be too hot again, for now
you are only a big star.”

Sun has never been too hot since, and after that day, rabbits have had
brown spots behind their ears and on their legs. Their rabbits’ fur was
scorched during their journey, long, long ago, to see why Sun was so hot.

—Told by Ella Clark in 1966.

COYOTE STEALS THE
SUN AND MOON

[zuni]

L

Coyote is a bad hunter who never kills anything. Once he watched Eagle
hunting rabbits, catching one after another—more rabbits than he could
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eat. Coyote thought, “I'll team up with Eagle so I can have enough meat.”
Coyote is always up to something.

“Friend,” Coyote said to Eagle, “we should hunt together. Two can
catch more than one.”

“Why not?” Eagle said, and so they began to hunt in partnership.
Eagle caught many rabbits, but all Coyote caught was some little bugs.

At this time the world was still dark; the sun and moon had not yet
been put in the sky. “Friend,” Coyote said to Eagle, “no wonder I can’t
catch anything; I can’t see. Do you know where we can get some light?”

“You're right, friend, there should be some light,” Eagle said. “I think
there’s a little toward the west. Let’s try and find it.”

And so they went looking for the sun and moon. They came to a big
river, which Eagle flew over. Coyote swam, and swallowed so much
water that he almost drowned. He crawled out with his fur full of mud,
and Eagle asked, “Why don’t you fly like me?”

“You have wings, I just have hair,” Coyote said. “I can’t fly without
feathers.”

At last they came to a pueblo, where the Kachinas happened to be
dancing. The people invited Eagle and Coyote to sit down and have
something to eat while they watched the sacred dances. Seeing the power
of the Kachinas, Eagle said, “I believe these are the people who have
light.”

gCoyote, who had been looking all around, pointed out two boxes, one
large and one small, that the people opened whenever they wanted light.
To produce a lot of light, they opened the lid of the big box, which
contained the sun. For less light they opened the small box, which held
the moon.

Coyote nudged Eagle. “Friend, did you see that? They have all the-
light we need in the big box. Let’s steal it.”

“You always want to steal and rob. I say we should just borrow it.”

“They won’t lend it to us.”

“You may be right,” said Eagle. “Let’s wait till they finish dancing
and then steal it.”

After a while the Kachinas went home to sleep, and Eagle scooped
up the large box and flew off. Coyote ran along trying to keep up, pant-
ing, his tongue hanging out. Soon he yelled up to Eagle, “Ho, friend,
let me carry the box a little way.”

“No, no,” said Eagle, “you never do anything right.”

He flew on, and Coyote ran after him. After a while Coyote shouted
again: “Friend, you're my chief, and it’s not right for you to carry the
box; people will call me lazy. Let me have it.”
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“No, no, you always mess everything up.” And Eagle flew on and .
Coyote ran along.

So it went for a stretch, and then Coyote started again. “Ho, friend,
it isn’t right for you to do this. What will people think of you and me?”

“I don’t care what people think. I'm going to carry this box.”

Again Eagle flew on and again Coyote ran after him. Finally Coyote
begged for the fourth time: “Let me carry it. You're the chief, and I'm
just Coyote. Let me carry it.”

Eagle couldn’t stand any more pestering. Also, Coyote had asked him
four times, and if someone asks four times, you better give him what he
wants. Eagle said, “Since you won’t let up on me, go ahead and carry
the box for a while. But promise not to open it.”

“Oh, sure, oh yes, I promise.” They went on as before, but now
Coyote had the box. Soon Eagle was far ahead, and Coyote lagged be-
hind a hill where Eagle couldn’t see him. “I wonder what the light looks
like, inside there,” he said to himself. “Why shouldn’t I take a peek?
Probably there’s something extra in the box, something good that Eagle
wants to keep to himself.”

And Coyote opened the lid. Now, not only was the sun inside, but
the moon also. Eagle had put them both together, thinking that it would
be easier to carry one box than two.

As soon as Coyote opened the lid, the moon escaped, flying high into
the sky. At once all the plants shriveled up and turned brown. Just as
quickly, all the leaves fell off the trees, and it was winter. Trymg to
catch the moon and put it back in the box, Coyote ran in PLII‘SUlt as it
skipped away from him. Meanwhile the sun flew out and rose into the
sky. It drifted far away, and the peaches, squashes, and melons shriveled
up with cold.

Eagle turned and flew back to see what had delayed Coyote. “You
fool! Look what you've done!” he said. “You let the sun and moon escape,
and now it’s cold.” Indeed, it began to snow, and Coyote shivered. “Now
you teeth are chattering,” Eagle said, “and it’s your fault that cold has
come into the world.”

It's true. If it weren'’t for Coyote’s curiosity and mischief making, we
wouldn’t have winter; we could enjoy summer all the time.

—Based on a story reported by Ruth Benedict in 1935.

Day and night (as representated by the sun and moon) are metaphorically asso-
ciated with summer and winter; hence the release of the moon brings death and
desolation to the world. Coyote of course completely disrupts the seasonal cycle by
interfering with the heavenly progression. The Kachinas mentioned were at the
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time of this story demi-gods, supernatural intermediaries, mostly benign, who
regularly visited the pueblos and established elaborate rituals that included festive
dances for the people.

m KEEPING WARMTH IN A BAG’”
. R
[sLAvVEY]
| T T e e e,

In the beginning before there were people, there was a long winter. The
sun remained hidden by low, black clouds. It never stopped snowing.
The sky was black and the earth was white with snow and ice. After
this had been going on for three years, all the animals got together for
a big council about what they should do. They were freezing and starv-
ing to death. All the four-legged animals, the winged ones, and the scaly
creatures of the sea attended.

The animals agreed that it was the lack of heat, the absence of warmth,
which made the winter go on and on. They saw that no bears had come
to the council and realized that, in fact, no bears had been seen for
three years. One wise animal said: “Maybe the bears have something to
do with our suffering. Maybe they're keeping the warmth to themselves.
Let’s go and find out.” So they formed a search party consisting of the
wolf, the fox, the wolverine, the bobcat, the mouse, the pike, and the
dogfish.

At this time the bears were living in an upper world high above the
earth. The search party was lucky enough to find a hole in the sky
through which the animals could enter. Wandering about in the upper
world, they came to a lake. On its shore stood a hut with a fire burning
in front of it, and inside they found two bear cubs huddling together.

“Where is your mother?” the animals asked.

“She went out hunting,” answered the little bears.

The visitors looked around and saw a number of bags hanging from
poles. The bobcat pointed to the first one and asked: “What's in this
bag?”

“Our mother keeps rain in that one,” answered the cubs.
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“And in this one?” inquired the mouse.

“It’s full of winds.” ;

“Ah, and that one over there?” said the fox.

“Oh, she keeps fog in that one.”

“And this one here,” said the wolverine. “What does she keep in this
bag?”

“Oh, we can’t tell,” said the cubs. “It’s a secret. Mother told us not
to let anybody know what’s in that bag.”

“Oh, come on, we're friends,” said the wolf. “You can tell us.”

“No, no! Mother would beat us if we tell.”

“But she doesn’t have to find out,” said the bobcat. “We won't tell on
you.

“Well, in that case,” said the cubs, “this is the bag where she keeps
the heat.”

“Thank you, kind little bears,” said the mouse. “You've told us all we
wanted to know.”

The party of animals went outside and held a council. They resolved
to hide so that the old bear would not see them when she came home.
But first the mouse jumped into the bear’s cance and gnawed almost
entirely through the handle of the paddle. At last they saw the mother
on the far side of the lake. The bobcat quickly ran around the lake and,
changing himself into a plump caribou calf, appeared in front of the
mother.

“Quick, quick, children!” the bear mother shouted. “Help me catch
this caribou for our dinner!” The cubs came scrambling out and scurried
to their mother as fast as they could run. The bobcat lured them deep
into the forest. Meanwhile the other animals went into the hut, jerked
the bag down from its pole, and made off with it, pulling and tugging.

The caribou-bobcat ran back to the lake and jumped into the water,
where it swam toward the hut on the opposite shore. The bear mother
leapt into her canoe and paddled furiously after it, but halfway across
the lake her paddle snapped in two at the spot where the mouse had
gnawed it. The bear pitched into the water and upset the canoe. In the
meantime the bobcat reached the shore and assumed his usual shape.
“Hurry!” he told the others. “That bear will be after us.”

The animals took turns pulling the heavy bag full of heat toward the
opening that led to their world below. When one of them got tired, he
passed the burden to another. By then the old bear was hot after them,
and all the bigger animals were exhausted. But the pike and the dogfish
were still fresh, and at the very last moment, with the bear’s teeth snap-
ping at their heels, they managed to pull the bag through the hole in the
sky. The whole party slipped safely through the opening.
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As soon as they were down in their own world, they tore the bag open.
At once the heat rushed out, spreading in every direction, melting the
snow and ice, dispersing the black clouds, and making the sun shine
again. However, the melting water caused a great flood which covered
the world and threatened to drown all living creatures. At this time the
earth had a giant tree which reached high into the sky, almost to the
world above. To save themselves the animals climbed up to its highest
branches and cried, “Somebody help us!”

Out of nowhere appeared a giant fish who drank up all the flood
water, in the process himself becoming a great mountain. After that the
sun dried up the land, the trees covered themselves with leaves, the
flowers bloomed, and it was summer again, to the joy of all creatures.

—Based on a tale reported by Robert Bell at the
turn of the century.

|
THE HOPI BOY AND THE SUN

[HOPI]

Where cultures overlap—as in areas of the Southwest, with its mix-
ture of Hispanic, Pueblo, and nomadic traditions—legends are often
modified and reshaped in the retelling. This story, related in 1920
by a Zuni elder who may have been part Hispanic, gives a curious
twist to Hopi tales of the sun. Besides the traditional Hopi ele-
ments such as the trail of sacred cornmeal and the sun’s fox skin, it
embodies the fear and antagonism felt by the Pueblo farmers to-
ward the marauding nomadic tribes. At the same time, it is full of
things unknown to the Pueblos before the coming of the Spaniards,
such as peaches, silver bracelets, and the ocean itself.

e

A poor Hopi boy lived with his mother’s mother. The people treated him
with contempt and threw ashes and sweepings into his grandmother’s
house, and the two were very unhappy. One day he asked his grand-
mother who his father was.

“My poor boy, I don’t know,” she replied.
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“I must find him,” the boy said. “We can’t stay in this place; the
people treat me too badly.”

“Grandchild, you must go and see the sun. He knows who your father

is.
On the following morning the boy made a prayer stick and went out.
Many young men were sitting on the roof of the kiva, the underground
ceremonial chamber. They sneered when they saw him going by, though
one of them remarked, “Better not make fun of him! I believe the poor
little boy has supernatural power.”

The boy took some sacred meal made of pounded turquoise, coral, shell,
and cornmeal, and threw it upward. It formed a trail leading into the
sky, and he climbed until the trail gave out. He threw more of the sacred
meal upward, and a new trail formed. After he had done this twelve
times, he came to the sun. But the sun was too hot to approach, so the
boy put new prayer sticks into the hair at the back of his head, and the
shadow of their plumes protected him from the heat.

“Who is my father?” he asked the sun. »

“All children conceived in the daytime belong to me,” the sun replied.
“But as for you, who knows? You are young and have much to learn.”

The boy gave the sun a prayer stick and, falling down from the sky,
landed back in his village.

One the following day he left home and went westward, hoping to
begin learning. When he came to the place where Holbrook, Arizona,
now stands, he saw a cottonwood tree and chopped it down. He cut a
length of the trunk to his own height, hollowed it out, and made a cover
for each end. Then he put in some sweet cornmeal and prayer sticks
and decided he was ready to go traveling. Climbing into the box, he
closed the door and rolled himself into the river.

The box drifted for four days and four nights, until finally he felt it
strike the shore at a place where two rivers join. He took the plug out
of a peephole he had made and saw morning light. But when he tried
to get out, he couldn’t open the door, no matter how hard he pushed.
He thought he would have to die inside.

In the middle of the afternoon a rattlesnake-girl came down to the
river. When she discovered the box, she took off her mask and looked
into the peephole. “What are you doing here?” she asked the boy.

“Open the door! I can’t get out,” he said.

The girl asked, “How can I open it?”

“Take a stone and break it.”

So the girl broke the door, and when the Hopi boy came out, she
took him to her house. Inside he saw many people—young and old, men
and women—and they were all rattlesnakes.
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“Where are you going?” they asked him.

“I want to find my father,” the boy replied.

The girl said, “You can’t go alone; I'll go with you.”

She made a small tent of rattlesnake skins and carried it to the river.
They crawled into the tent and floated for four days and four nights.
Finally they reached the ocean, and there they say a meteor fall into the
sea on its way to the house of the sun. They asked the meteor to take
them along.

In this manner they reached the sun’s house, where they found an old
woman working on turquoise, coral, and white shell. She was the moon,
the mother of the sun.

“Where is my father?” the boy asked.

“He has gone out,” the moon replied, “but he will be home soon.”

The sun arrived in the evening, and the old woman gave him venison
and wafer bread. After he had eaten, he asked the boy, “What do you
want here?”

The boy replied, “I want to know my father.”

“I think you are my son. And when I go into the other world, you
shall accompany me,” the sun said this time. And early the next morning,
he said, “Let’s go!” He opened a door in the ground, and they went out.

Seating himself on a stool of crystal, the son took a fox skin and held
it up. Daylight appeared. After a while he put the fox skin down and
held up the tail feathers of a macaw, and the yellow rays of sunrise
streamed out. When at last he let them down, he said to the boy. “Now
let’s go!”
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The sun made the boy sit behind him on the stool, and they went
out into another world. After traveling for some time, they saw people
with long ears, Lacokti ianenakwe. They used their ears as blankets to
cover themselves when they slept. The sun remarked, “If bluebird drop-
pings fall on those people, they die.”

“How is that possible?” the boy said. “How can people be killed that
way? Let me kill the birds!”

The sun said, “Go ahead! I'll wait.”

The boy jumped down, took a small cedar stick, and killed the blue-
birds. Then he roasted them over a fire and ate them. The people shouted,
“Look at this boy! He’s eating Navahos!”

“No,” said the boy, “these aren’t Navahos, they’re birds.” Then he
went back to the sun, and they traveled on.

About noon they came to another town. The sun said, “Look! The
Apache are coming to make war on the people.”

The boy saw a whirlwind moving along. When wheat straw was
blown against the legs of the people, they fell dead. “How can people
be killed by wheat straw?” he said. “Let me go down and tear it up.”

The sun said, “I'll wait.”

The boy jumped down, gathered the wheat straw, and tore it up. The
people said, “Look at this boy, how he kills the Apache!”

“These aren’t Apache,” the boy replied, “they’re wheat straws.” Then
he went back to the sun.

They came to another town, where the Hopi boy saw people with very
long hair reaching down to their ankles. They had a large pot with
onions tied to its handles. Inside it thin mush was cooking and boiling
over, and when it hit a person, he died. The sun said, “Look at the
Jicarilla Apache, how they kill people!”

“No,” said the boy, “that’s not Jicarilla Apache; it’s mush. I'll go down
and eat it.”

The sun said, “I'll wait.”

Then the boy jumped down, dipped the mush out of the pot, took
the onions from the handles, and ate the mush with the onions. The
people said, “Look how this boy eats the brains, hands, and feet of the
Jicarilla Apache!”

The boy said, “This isn't Jicarilla Apache! It’s corn mush. Come and
eat with mel!”

“No! they said. “We're not cannibals; we don’t eat Apache warriors!”
Then the boy went back to the sun, and they traveled on.

Finally they came to the house of the sun in the east. There the sun’s
sister gave them venison stew for supper. After they had eaten, the sun
said to his sister, “Wash my son’s head!”
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The sun’s sister took a large dish, put water and yucca suds into it,
and washed the boy’s head and body. Then she gave him new clothing,
the same kind that the sun was wearing—buckskin trousers, blue moc-
casins, blue bands of yarn to tie under the knees, a white sash and belt
of fox skin, turquoise and shell earrings, a white shirt, silver arm rings,
bead bracelets, and a bead necklace. She put macaw feathers in his hair
and a miha, sacred blanket, over his shoulder, and gave him a quiver of
mountain lion skin.

Then the sun told him, “Go ahead! I'm going to follow you.” The
boy opened the door in the ground and went out. He sat down on the
crystal stool, took the fox skin, and held it up to create the dawn. Then
he put it down and raised the macaw feathers, holding them up with
the palms of his hands stretched forward until the yellow rays of sunrise
appeared. After that he dropped his hands and went on into the upper
world. As he did, the people of Laguna, Isleta, and the other eastern
pueblos looked eastward and sprinkled sacred meal. The sun behind him
said, “Look at the trails, the life of the people! Some are short, others
are long. Look at this one! He is near the end of his trail; he’s going to die
soon.” The boy saw an Apache coming, and in a short time the Apache
had killed that man whose trail had been so short. The Hopi boy said to
the sun, “Let me go and help the people!”

“I'll wait,” the sun replied.

The boy jumped down into the territory where the Laguna people
were fighting the Apache. He told the people to wet their arrow points
with saliva and hold them up to the sun, for this would help them in
battle. The boy himself killed ten Apaches, then went back to his father.

They traveled on, and when they saw a group of Navahos setting out
to make war on the Zuni, the boy killed them. He and his father crossed
the land of his own people, the Hopi, and then came to Mexican territory.

A Mexican was playing with his wife. When the sun saw them, he
threw the Mexican aside and cohabited with the woman. “I don’t need
a wife,” he told his son, “because all the women on earth belong to me.
If a couple cohabits during the daytime, I interfere as I just did. So I'm
the father of all children conceived in the daytime.”

In the evening the sun entered his house in the west. By then the boy
wanted to go back to his own people, so the sun’s mother made a trail of
sacred flour, and the boy and the rattlesnake-woman went back eastward
over it. At noon they came to the rattlesnakes’ home. The rattlesnake-
woman said, “I want to see my father and mother. After that, let’s go on.”
They entered the house, and she told her relatives that the Hopi boy was
her husband. Then they resumed their journey.

That evening they arrived in the Hopi village. The boy made straight
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for his grandmother’s house, but an old chief said, “Look at the hand-
some man going into that poor home!” He invited the boy into his own
house, but the boy replied, “No, I'm going here.” The war chief said,
“We don’t want you in that dirty house.”

“The house is mine,” the boy replied, “so tell your people to clean it
up. When all of you treated me badly, I went up to the sun and he
helped me.”

On the following evening the boy appeared before a village council
and told all that had happened to him. “You must teach the people how
to act rightly. The sun says that you should forbid all bad actions.” The
people accepted his words, and everyone worked hard at cleaning his
house. In return the boy gave peaches, melons, and wafer bread to the
poor. Every evening after sunset the women would come with their
dishes, and he would offer them venison stew and peaches. He said to
the chief, “I teach the people the right way to live. Even if you are my
enemy, I must show you how to behave well.”

Twin children, a boy and a girl, were born to his wife. They had the
shape of rattlesnakes, but they were also humans.

—Based on a legend reported by Franz Boas in 1922.

]
A GUST OF WIND

||
[ojmBWAY]

This story has many variations. The following version is notable
because Stone Boy, sometimes conceived when his mother swallows
a pebble, appears in creation legends from several Plains tribes.

ISR A AR

Before there was a man, two women, an old one and her daughter, were
the only humans on earth. The old woman had not needed a man in
order to conceive. Ahki, the earth, also was like a woman—female—but
not as she is now, because trees and many animals had not yet been made.

WEell, the young woman, the daughter, took her basket out one day
to go berrying. She had gathered enough and was returning home when
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a sudden gust of wind lifted her buckskin dress up high, baring her body.
Geesis, the sun, shone on that spot for a short moment and entered the
body of the young woman, though she hardly noticed it. She was aware
of the gust of wind but paid no attention.

Time passed. The young woman said to the old one: “I don’t know
what’s wrong with me, but something is.” More time passed. The young
woman’s belly grew bigger, and she said: “Something is moving inside
me. What can it be?”

“When you were going berrying did you meet anyone?” The old
woman asked.

“I met nobody. The only thing that happened was a big gust of wind
which lifted my buckskin dress. The sun was shining.”

The old woman said: “I think you're going to have a child. Geesis,
the sun, is the only one who could have done it, so you will be the
mother of a sun child.”

The young woman gave birth to two boys, both manitos, supernaturals.
They were the first human males on this earth—Geesis’s sons, sons of
the sun.

The young mother made cradleboards and put the twins in these,
hanging them up or carrying them on her back, but never letting the
babies touch the earth. Why didn’t she? Did the Old Woman tell her
not to? Nobody knows. If she had put the cradleboards on the ground,
the babies would have walked upright from the moment of their birth,
like deer babies. But because their mother would not let them touch
earth for some months, it now takes human babies a year or so to walk.
It was that young woman’s fault.

One of the twins was Stone Boy, a rock. He said: “Put me in the fire
and heat me up until I glow red hot.” They did, and he said: “Now
pour cold water over me.” They did this also. That was the first sweat
bath. The other boy, named Wene-boozhoo, looked like all human boys.
He became mighty and could do anything; he even talked to the animals
and gave them their names.

—Told by David Red Bird in New York City, 1974, and
recorded by Richard Erdoes.

David Baker Red Bird is a young Green Bay Indian with a great sense of humor.

He is a well-known singer and musician.
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%\J DAUGHTER OF THE SUN f"ﬁ?}
& *}.:-: 4

[CHEROKEE]

Many Indian legends, such as the two previous selections, depict
the sun as a male being who impregnates mortal women. The
Cherokees are one of three tribes who view the sun as female. In
this classic tale with an Orpheus theme, the sun is an old woman
with a grown daughter and human emotions.

R RO M A O

The sun lived on the other side of the sky vault, but her daughter lived
in the middle of the sky, directly above the earth. Every day as the sun
was climbing along the sky arch to the west, she used to stop at her
daughter’s house for dinner.

Now, the sun hated the people of this earth, because they never
looked straight at her without squinting. She said to her brother, the
moon, “My grandchildren are ugly; they screw up their faces whenever
they see me.

But the moon said, “I like my younger brothers; I think they’re hand-
some.” This was because they always smiled pleasantly at his mild glow
in the night sky.

The sun was jealous of the moon’s popularity and decided to kill the
people. Every day when she got near her daughter’s house, she sent down
such sultry heat that fever broke out and people died by the hundreds.
When everyone had lost some friend and it seemed as if no one would
be spared, the humans went for help to the Little Men. These men, who
were friendly spirits, said that the only way the people could save them-
selves was to kill the sun.

The Little Men made medicine to change two humans into snakes—
the spreading adder and the copperhead—who could hide near the
daughter’s door and bite the old sun. The snakes went up to the sky and
lay in wait until the sun arrived for dinner. But when the spreading
adder was about to spring, her bright light blinded him and he could
only spit out yellow slime, as he does to this day when he tries to bite.
The sun called him a nasty thing and went into the house, and the
copperhead was so discouraged that he crawled off without trying to do
anything.
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The people, still dying from the terrible heat, went a second time to
the Little Men for help. Again the Little Men made medicine and
changed one man into the great Uktena, the water monster, and another
into a rattlesnake. As before, the serpents had instructions to kill the old
sun when she stopped at her daughter’s house. Uktena was large and
fierce, with horns on his head, and everyone thought he would be sure
to succeed. But the rattlesnake was so eager that he raced ahead and
coiled up just outside the house. When the sun’s daughter opened the
door to look for her mother, he struck and she fell dead in the doorway.
Forgetting to wait for the old sun, he went back to the people, and
Uktena was so angry at the rattlesnake’s stupidity that he went back too.

Since then we pray to the rattlesnake and don’t kill him, because he
wishes people well and never tries to bite if we don’t disturb him. But
Uktena grew angrier and more dangerous all the time. He became so
venomous that if he even looked at a man, the man’s whole family would
die. Eventually the people held a council and decided that he was just
too dangerous, so they sent him to Galun’lati, the end of the world, where
he still is.

When the sun found her daughter dead, she shut herself up in the
house and grieved. Now the people were no longer dying from the heat,
but they lived in darkness. Once more they sought help from the Little
Men, who said that in order to coax the sun out, they must bring her
daughter back from Tsusgina’i. This is the ghost country, which lies in
Usunhi'yi, the Darkening Land in the west.

The people chose seven men to make the journey. The Little Men
told the seven to take a box, and told each man to carry a sourwood rod
a handbreadth long. When they got to Tsusgina’i, the Little Men ex-
plained, they would find all the ghosts at a dance. They should stand
outside the circle, and when the sun’s daughter danced past them, they
must strike her with the rods and she would fall to the ground. Then
they could put her in the box and bring her back to her mother. But they
must not open the box, even a crack, until they arrived home.

The seven men took the rods and the box and traveled west for seven
days until they came to the Darkening Land. There they found a great
crowd of ghosts having a dance, just as if they were alive. The sun’s
daughter was in the outside circle. As she danced past them, one of the
seven men struck her with his rod. As she swung around a second time,
another touched her with his rod, and then another and another, until
at the seventh round she fell out of the ring. The men put her into the
box and closed the lid, and the other ghosts never seemed to notice what
had happened.

The seven took up the box and started home toward the east. In a
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while the girl came to life again and begged to be let out, but the party
went on without answering. Soon she called again and said she was
hungry, but they did not reply. When at last the group was very near
home, the daughter of the sun cried that she was smothering and begged
them to raise the lid just a little. Now they were afraid that she was
really dying, so they barely cracked the lid to give her air. There was
a fluttering sound, and something flew past them into the bushes. Then
they heard a redbird cry, “Kwish! Kwish! Kwish!” Shutting the lid, they
went on again. But when they arrived at the settlements and opened the
box, it was empty.

So we know that the redbird is the daughter of the sun. And if the
party had kept the box closed, as the Little Men told them to, they
could have brought her home safely, and today we would be able to
recover our friends from the Ghost Country. Because the seven opened
the box, however, we can never bring back people who die.

The sun had been hopeful when the party had started off for the
Darkening Land, but when they came back without her daughter,
she wept until her tears caused a great flood. Fearing that the world
would be drowned, the people held another council and decided to send
their handsomest young men and women to amuse the sun and stop her
crying. This group danced before her and sang their best songs, but for
a long time she kept her face bowed and paid no attention. At last when
the drummer suddenly changed the song, she looked up and was so
pleased at the sight of the beautiful young people that she forgot her
grief and smiled.

—Based on James Mooney’s account in the 1890s.

GRANDMOTHER SPIDER
STEALS THE SUN

[cHEROKEE]

L e

In the beginning there was only blackness, and nobody could see any-
thing. People kept bumping into each other and groping blindly. They
said: “What this world needs is light.”
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Fox said he knew some people on the other side of the world who
had plenty of light, but they were too greedy to share it with others.
Possum said he would be glad to steal a little of it. “I have a bushy tail,”
he said. “I can hide the light inside all that fur.” Then he set out for
the other side of the world. There he found the sun hanging in a tree
and lighting everything up. He sneaked over to the sun, picked out a
tiny piece of light, and stuffed it into his tail. But the light was hot and
burned all the fur off. The people discovered his theft and took back the
light, and ever since, Possum’s tail has been bald.

“Let me try,” said Buzzard. “I know better than to hide a piece of
stolen light in my tail. I'll put it on my head.” He flew to the other side
of the world and, diving straight into the sun, seized it in his claws. He
put it on his head, but it burned his head feathers off. The people
grabbed the sun away from him, and ever since that time Buzzard’s head
has remained bald.

Then Grandmother Spider said, “Let me try!” First she made a thick-
walled pot out of clay. Next she spun a web reaching all the way to the
other side of the world. She was so small that none of the people there
noticed her coming. Quickly Grandmother Spider snatched up the sun,
put it in the bowl of clay, and scrambled back home along one of the
strands of her web. Now her side of the world had light, and everyone
rejoiced.

Spider Woman brought not only the sun to the Cherokee, but fire
with it. And besides that, she taught the Cherokee people the art of
pottery making.

—From a tale reported by James Mooney in the 189o0s.
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THE STORY OF THE CREATION

[piEGUEROS]

O O RS AN ARMENRS RGN O

When Tu-chai-pai made the world, the earth was the woman, the sky
was the man. The sky came down upon the earth. The world in the be-
ginning was pure lake covered with bulrushes. Tu-chai-pai and Yo-Ko-
mat-is, his brother, sat together, stooping far over, bowed down under
the weight of the sky. The Maker said to the brother, “What am I going
to do?”

“I do not know,” said Yo-ko-mat-is.

“Let us go a little farther,” said the Maker.

Then they went a little farther and sat down again. “Now, what am
I going to do?” said Tu-chai-pai.

“I don’t know.”

All this time Tu-chai-pai knew what he would do, but he was asking
the brother.

Then he said, “We-hicht, we-hicht, we-hicht,” three times; and he
took tobacco in his hand, and rubbed it fine, and blew upon it three
times, and every time he blew, the heavens rose higher above their heads.
Then the Maker told his brother to do the same thing, and he did. The
heavens went high, and there was the sky. Then they did it both together,
“We-hicht, we-hicht, we-hicht”; and both took the tobacco, and rubbed
it, and puffed upon it, and sent the sky up.

Then they placed the north, south, east, and west. Tu-chai-pai made
a line upon the ground.

“Why do you make that line?”

“I am making the line from east to west, and I name them thus, Y-nak,
east; A-uk, west. Now you may make it from north to south.”

Then Yo-ko-mat-is was thinking.

“Why are you thinking?”

“Oh, I must think; but now I have arranged it. I draw a line thus (a
crossline), and I name it Ya-wak, south; Ka-tulk, north.”

“Why have we done this?”

“T don’t know.”

“Then I will tell you. Three or four men are coming from the east,
and from the west three or four Indians are coming.”
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The boy asked, “And do four men come from the north, and two or
three men come also from the south?”

Then Tu-chai-pai said, “Now I am going to make hills and valleys,
and little hollows of water.”

“Why are you making all these things?”

The Maker said, “After a while, when men come and are walking
back and forth in the world, they will need to drink water, or they will
die.” He had already put the ocean down in its bed, but he made these
little waters for the people.

Then he made the forests, and said, “After a while men will die of
cold unless I make wood for them to use. What are we going to do now?”
“I don’t know.” o

“We're going to dig up some mud and make the Indians first.” And
he formed the men and did it well, but he didn’t do such a good job on
the women because they were hard to make, and it took a long time. He
gave beards to the men and boys, but not to the women. After the Indians
he made the Mexicans, and he finished all his creating. Then he called
out very loud, “You can never die, and you can never be tired, but you
shall walk all the time.” After that he made them so that they could sleep
at night, and need not walk around all the time in the darkness. At last
he told them that they must travel toward the east, toward the light.

The people walked in darkness till he made the light. Then they came
out and searched for the light, and when they found it they were glad.
Then he called out to Yo-ko-mat-is, “You may make the moon, as I have
made the sun. Sometime it is going to die. When it grows very small,
men may know that it is going to die, and at that time all men, young
and old, must run races.”

All the people talked about the matter, and they understood that they
must run these races, and that Tu-chai-pai was looking at them to see
that they did this. After the Maker did all this, he did nothing more,
but he was thinking many days.

—Based on a tale reported by Constance Goddard du Bois

in 19o1.
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]
THE FOOLISH GIRLS

[oymBwWAY]

I RS RTR R R

In the world long ago, some people were camping in birchbark lodges.
There were two very foolish girls who always slept outside the lodge, in
the open. Self-respecting girls didn’t do this, only foolish, man-hungry
ones. So there they were, lying outside, looking at the sky, giggling.

One of the girls said to the other, “Look at those stars, the white one
and the red one.”

“T'd like to sleep with a star. They must be good lovers, real hot ones,”
said the other.

“Me too—I want a star under the blanket with me,” said her friend.
“I'll take the red star to bed, and you can have the white one.”

“All right,” said her companion, and they drifted off to sleep. When
they awoke, they found themselves in an upper world—in star country.
The stars were men, and they spoke to the girls: “You wanted to sleep
with us. Well, here we are; let’s do it!”

So they did. The girl who had chosen the red star found that he was
a vigorous young man, and he kept her busy all night. She was content.
Not so the other, because her star, the white star, was very old. His hair
was white, and he couldn’t perform very well. She said to her friend,
“Let’s swap husbands for a while,” but the friend didn’t want to.

So they lived for a time with their chosen stars. Then the one who
had married the young redheaded star began to complain: “This man
wears me out. It's too much; I can’t stand doing it all the time.”

The other said, “This star lover of mine is so old that he can’t do
anything.”

And after having stayed there for a long while, they both concluded
that it wasn’t as much fun being with star men as they had imagined.
All the stars did was eat star food, sleep with the girls, and shine. They
didn’t play games; they didn’t hunt. The girls became bored and home-
sick. It was winter, and one said to the other, “Down in our country
they're playing snow-snake now. I wish I could be there.”

Old Woman sat on a hole in the sky all the time. Once when those
foolish girls passed by, she moved a little bit and let them look down
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through the hole. They saw their village and watched the people playing
snow-snake. They heard singing and dancing coming up through the
hole, and they felt very sad.

“How can we get down there?” they asked. Old Woman gave them
plants of various kinds and said, “Twist them into fibers. Make a long
rope. That’s the only way to get down where you came from.”

For days the girls twisted fibers into ropes. They needed a very, very
long rope, and they got tired. They were lazy as well as foolish, and they
said, “Surely this rope is long enough. No use working any more.” They
went to their two star men and told them: “We want to visit our folks
down there, just for a little while. Then you can haul us up again.”

Of course they didn’t mean it. They had discovered that sleeping with
stars was no different from sleeping with humans. Now they wanted
young Ojibway men, they were so foolish and fickle.

“Hold these ropes; help us down,” they told the stars. But the ropes
were too short, which is what comes of being lazy. The cords reached
almost all the way down, but not quite—just to the top of a very, very
high tree, the highest tree in the world. At its tip was an abandoned eagle
nest, and there the two foolish ones were stuck. “Oh! What are we going
to do? How are we going to get down?”

They saw a bear passing by below. “Hey, Bear, you sure must be
looking for some women to sleep with. If you get us down safely, you
can do it with us!” The bear saw that these girls were good-looking, but
he was wise and noticed that they were also very foolish and forward.
He wanted nothing to do with them. He pretended he couldn’t climb,
though he could easily have made it up the tree. The bear went off, not
even looking back.

Next a buffalo passed under the tree. “Hey, Powerful One,” the girls
shouted, “get us down from here. If you do, you can sleep with us.”
Seeing that the girls were pretty, the buffalo didn’t care whether they
were stupid or not. He tried to climb up, tried a long time, but couldn’t
do it. He gave up and shouted to the girls, “Hooves are no good for this
kind of thing. Get somebody with claws!” Then he went off.

The third one to pass by was Old Man Coyote. “Hey, friend!” the
girls called down to him, “Do you want some good-looking young women
to sleep with? You can, if you get us down.”

“I sure would like to,” shouted Old Man Coyote, “but I have a young,
jealous wife. She gets mean if I fool around with the girls.” And he went
off too.

The fourth one to pass under that tree was Wolverine, who is so ugly
no girl will sleep with him. “Hey, Handsome,” the two girls called, “you
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sure are a good-looking man. Get us down from here, and you can enjoy
us.

They didn’t have to say it twice; with his powerful claws Wolverine
shinnied up that largest of all trees in no time. He threw the first girl
down and immediately made love to her. There was no use resisting, he
was so strong and greedy. Then he did the same with the second girl.
He had never had such a good time, but they enjoyed it a lot less, since
Wolverine was the ugliest man they had ever seen. “Friend,” one girl
said to the other, “I think we've done a dumb thing. When I get home
I'll never sleep outside the lodge again.”

“How right you are,” said the other girl. “This man is truly ugly, and
so rough that it really hurts. I'm never sleeping outside again, either.”

But they had a problem, because after making love to them, Wolverine
always fed them and then carried them back up, willy-nilly, to that
eagle’s nest. He didn’t want them to get away—ever. He knew when he
had a good thing.

One day when Wolverine was out hunting, what did those suffering
girls see from their nest but Wolverine Woman. Wolverine Woman
hadn’t met up with Wolverine Man yet, and she was so ugly, truly sur-
passingly ugly, that no man wanted ber.

“Hey, beautiful woman down there,” the two girls called, “up here,
Doll Baby! If you get us down and take our place in this nest, we
promise you a handsome young man to sleep with. He comes up here
to make love to us, but we're humans and we have to get home to our
people. But he’s such a nice man, we don’t want to disappoint him. He
should have a good woman to sleep with.”

“You're absolutely right,” answered Wolverine Woman, “and so gen-
erous! I sure would like to meet that handsome man.”

Wolverine Woman got those two girls down safely, and they hurried
off as fast as they could. They had never run so hard in their lives.

At night Wolverine Man arrived, climbed the tree, and got Wolverine
Woman down. He was in such a hurry he didn’t even notice that there
was only one woman in the eagle nest. He made love to her all night,
and when dawn finally came, Wolverine Woman said, “You're not as
handsome as I was told.”

Wolverine Man saw that he had been tricked. “You're not a raving
beauty either,” he told her.

“Let’s stop this,” she said. “Face it: we'’re incredibly ugly. Nobody else
would have us, so let’s stay together.”

“I guess you're right,” said Wolverine Man, so they stayed together.
There’s nobody so ugly that he can’t find a mate.
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When the two girls played that trick on Wolverine Man, it was the
first time they stopped being foolish and got smart.

~—Told by David Red Bird in New York City, 1974, and
recorded by Richard Erdoes.

]
K MOON RAPES HIS SISTER SUN %

. B
[mvurr]

This violent story tells of a stormy encounter between a female sun
and a male moon.

O O R R TR RS

In the old days, when everything began, a brother lived with his sister
in a large village which had a dance house. At night it was lit with
stone lamps burning seal oil, and once the sister was dancing and singing
there when a big wind blew all the lamps out. While everything was
black, a man copulated with her. She struggled against him, but he was
too strong, and it was too dark to see who he was.

Thinking he might come again, before she went back there next she
blackened the palms of her hands with soot. Again a great gust of wind
blew out all the lamps. Again that man threw her upon her back, got on
top of her, and entered her. But this time she smeared his back with
soot. When the lamps were rekindled, she looked for the one with a
sooty back and was enraged to see that it was her brother.

She cried, “Such things are not done! Such things are unheard of!”

She was so angry that she took her sharp knife and cut off both her
breasts. Flinging them at her brother, she cried, “As you seem to enjoy
me, as you seem to have a taste for my body, eat these!”

She grabbed a brightly burning torch and, maddened and wild-eyed,
ran out of the dance house into the dark night. Her brother snatched
up another torch and ran after her, but stumbled and fell down in the
snow. The snow put out the flames of his torch so that only its embers

flickered feebly.
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Then a big windstorm lifted both the sister and her brother high up
into the sky. The girl was turned into the sun, and her brother into the
Moon. She stays as far away from him as she can. As long as the moon
shines, she hides herself, coming out only after he is gone. If the brother
had not let his torch fall into the snow, the moon would be as bright as
the sun.

—Retold from four nineteenth-century sources.

|
SUN TEACHES VEEHO A LESSON
| |
[CHEYENNE]
i

Sun had beautiful, wonder-working leggings which could set the prairie
on fire and drive the game toward the hunter’s bow. Veeho, the clever
trickster, greatly admired them, and one day when he came to visit, he
sneaked off with them when Sun was not looking.

Chuckling, Veeho said to himself, “Now I can work many miracles
and be the world’s greatest hunter.”

Toward evening he was tired from running so fast and far. “Sun can’t
catch up with me now,” he decided. Rolling up the magic leggings and
placing them under his head for a pillow, he lay down to sleep. He
slept well, but in the morning he found himself back inside Sun’s tipi.
Veeho is so stupid he didn’t know that all the world is contained within
Sun’s lodge. But though he was surprised to wake up there after having
run so far and fast, he is hard to embarrass.

Sun smiled and said: “What are you doing with my leggings?”

Veeho may be stupid, but he is never at a loss for an answer. He said,
“I just put my head on them to sleep softly. I knew you wouldn’t mind.”

“I don’t mind,” said Sun. “You can use them as a pillow if you want
to.” Sun knew very well that Veeho was lying, as usual, and meant to
steal the wonder-working leggings again. But he only said, “Well, I
must go walk my daily path.”

“Don’t hurry back,” said Veeho. “T'll keep an eye on your lodge.”
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Once he could no longer see Sun, Veeho ran off with the leggings
again, this time twice as fast and twice as far. Again he went to sleep,
and again woke to find himself back inside Sun’s tipi.

Sun laughed and told Veeho, “If you're that fond of my leggings; you
can keep them. Let’s pretend that I'm holding a giveaway feast and that
you got these as a present.”

Veeho was overjoyed. “I never meant to steal these beautiful leggings,
friend Sun. You know me—I'm always up to some trick; I was only
fooling. But now that you've given them to me of your own free will, I
gladly accept.”

Veeho could hardly wait to get away from Sun’s lodge and put on the
leggings. Wearing them, he ran over the prairie and ignited the grass to
drive the buffalo toward him. But Veeho did not have Sun’s power; he
couldn’t handle such a big fire, and it scorched his soles and blistered his
feet. “Friend Sun, come and help me!” he cried. “Help your poor friend!
Where are you, Sun? Come put the fire out!”

But Sun pretended not to hear, and soon Veeho's leggings were on
fire. Crying from pain, he plunged into the nearest stream. By then it
was too late; the leggings were ruined and Veeho’s legs blistered.

When Veeho begged Sun to make him a new pair of leggings, Sun
said, “Even I can’t make magic leggings but once. I'm sorry, friend. Be
more careful in the future.”

Sun could easily have made another pair, of course, but then Veeho
wouldn’t have learned a lesson.

—Told by Strange Owl in Birney, Montana, and
recorded by Richard Erdoes.

Veeho is a prototype trickster, and the word is used today to mean white man. In
a Blackfoot variation of this tale, Sun visits the same retribution on Old Man, who
has stolen his porcupine-quill leggings.

The Strange Owl family are traditional Cheyennes who live in Birney, Montana,
on the Lame Deer Cheyenne Reservation, and in other Western states. Many
members of this family are known for their fime beadwork and knowledge of

Indian crafts.




LITTLE BROTHER
SNARES THE SUN

[winneBAGO]

R RSN OO O

At the beginning when the earth was new, the animals were the chiefs.
They were more powerful than humans, whom they hunted, killed, and
ate. Finally they killed all the people except one girl and her little
brother, who lived in hiding. The brother was very small, no bigger than
a newborn child, but the girl was normal in size. Because she was so
much bigger, she took care of him and did all the work.

One winter day the girl had to go out and gather food in the woods.
To keep Little Brother occupied, she gave him her bow and arrows.
“Hide until a snowbird comes,” she told him. “Wait until he looks for
grubs in that huge dead tree. Then kill him with one of your arrows.”

She went off, and the snowbird came, but Little Brother's arrows
missed him. “It doesn’t matter,” the sister said when she came home.
“Try again tomorrow.” The next day she went into the forest again.
Once more the bird came, and this time the boy’s arrow hit and killed
him. Proudly he showed the bird to his sister when she returned at night.

“Sister, I want you to skin the snowbird and stretch the hide,” he
said. “I'll be killing more birds, and when we have enough skins, you
can make a feather robe for me.”

“But what shall we do with the meat?” asked the girl. At that time
people ate only berries and other green things, because they didn’t hunt;
it was the animals who hunted them.

“Make soup out of it,” said Little Brother, who was clever in spite of
his size. Every day for ten days he shot a snowbird, and his sister made
him a fine feather robe from the skins.

“Sister, are there no other people in this world?” he asked one day.
“Are we the only ones?”

“There may be others,” she said, “but we don’t dare go looking for
them. Terrible animals would stalk and kill us.”

But Little Brother was consumed with curiosity. So when his sister
went off to gather food again, he set out to look for other humans. He
walked a long time but met neither people nor animals. He got so tired
that he lay down in a spot where the sun had melted the snow away.
While he was sleeping, the sun rose and shot fiery rays upon Little

164



Brother. Waking up, the boy found that his feather robe had scorched
- and tightened around him so that he couldn’t move. To free himself he
had to tear it apart, ruining it. He shook his fists and shouted, “Sun,
I'll get even! Don’t think you're so high that I can’t get at you! Do you
hear me up there?”

Angry and sad, Little Brother returned home. He wept when he told
his sister how the sun had spoiled his feather robe. He lay down on his
right side for ten days and refused to eat or drink. Still fasting, he lay
on his left side for another ten. After twenty days he got up and told
his sister to make a snare for him to catch the sun. She had only a short
length of dried deer sinew, and out of that she made a noose. “I can’t
catch the sun with this little thing,” he said.

~So the girl made a string for him out of her hair, but he said, “This
isn’t long or strong enough.”

“Then I'll have to make a snare out of something secret,” she said.
She went out and gathered many secret things and twisted them into a

strong cord. The moment he saw it, Little Brother said, “This is the one!”
To wet the cord he drew it through his lips again and again, so that it
grew longer and stronger.

Then Little Brother waited until the middle of the night, when it is
darkest. He went out and found the hole through which the sun would
rise, and at its entrance he set his snare. When the sun came up at the
usual time, he was caught and held fast, and there was no day that day.
There was no light, no warmth.

Even though the animals were the chiefs who had killed and eaten
the people, they were afraid. They called a council of all their elders
and talked for a long time. At last they decided that the biggest and
most fearsome of all the animals should go and gnaw through the cord
holding the sun. This animal was Dormouse, who was not small, as it
is now, but big as a mountain. Even so, Dormouse was afraid of the sun.
“What you want me to do is dangerous,” she said, “but I'll try.”




Dormouse went to the place where the sun rises and found him in the
snare. Struggling to free himself, the sun had grown hotter. As Dor-
mouse approached, the hair on her back smoked and was singed off, but
she crouched down and began to gnaw at the cord. She chewed and
chewed and after a long time managed to bite it in two.

Freed at last, the sun rose at once and made everything bright again.
But the heat had shriveled Dormouse down to her present size, and the
sun’s rays had half blinded her. So she was given the name of Kug-e-
been-gwa-kwa, Blind Woman.

Though brave Dormouse had freed the sun, everybody realized that
Little Brother, who had snared the sun, was the wisest being in this
world, and the one with the greatest power. Since that time the humans
have been the chiefs over the animals, the hunters instead of the hunted.

—Told by David Red Bird in New York City.

In a Canadian Métis variation of this tale, the sun’s rays are too close and burn
the earth, so First Real Boy snares him in a pit and plunges the world into dark-
ness. When First Boy goes to imprison the moon too, he himself is tricked into the
trap and now hangs forever from a tree, taking the sun’s proper place.

THE SCABBY ONE
LIGHTS THE SKY

[ToLTEC]

This thousand-year-old myth comes from Central rather than North
America, but it is included here as a touching counterpoint to tales
of sun worship from norih of the Rio Grande. Nanautzin, a Toltec
Prometheus, offers his own life to bring light into the world, under-
scoring the tradition of sacrifice, especially self-sacrifice and self-
torture, which figures in the worship of the sun in some Indian
cultures even in North America.

A SO R A (O

Five worlds and five suns were created one after the other. There were
the suns of earth, fire, air, water, and rock. The first world was destroyed
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because its people acted wrongfully: they were devoured by ocelots, and
their sun also died. The second sun, the pure orb, saw his human beings
changed into monkeys for their lack of wisdom. Next came the sun of
fire, whose world was destroyed by flames, earthquakes, and volcanic
eruptions because the people living in it were impious and did not sacri-
fice to the gods. The fourth world perished in a great flood which also
drowned its sun. Before the dawn of the fifth, our present world, all the
gods assembled in darkness to decide who should have the honor—and
a dangerous honor it turned out to be—to light up the fifth world, and
with it the fifth sun. One god named Tecciztecatl volunteered, thinking
to get much praise from the other gods. After days of purification, the
gods built a huge fire on the top of a pyramid and told Tecciztecatl:
“Light up the world!”
“How?” asked Tecciztecatl, dressed in irridescent hummingbird feath—
ers and jewels of gold and turquoise.

“By jumping into the fire, O Tecciztecatl,” said the gods.
But Teccitztecatl was afraid; he didn’t want to be burned up. Four
times he tried to immolate himself, and four times the heat, the flames,
and his fear drove him back.

Then the lowliest of all the gods, Nanautzin, dressed in humble gar-
ments of woven reeds, misshapen, ugly, and covered with scabs, offered
to renew the world and light up the sun by jumping into the fire. None
of the gods had paid him the slightest attention before, but now they all
cried with one voice:

“O, Scabby One, be thou he who brings back the Sun!”

Without a moment’s hesitation Nanautzin hurled himself into the




flames, burning up with a great crackling sound, his blazing garments
of reeds lighting up the sky. And ashamed of his cowardice, Tecciztecatl
followed his example and was cremated also. At once the sun rose to
light up the new fifth world, and it was the despised Scabby One, brave
Nanautzin, who by his death had given life to the sun.

—Based on Nahua versions of a lost Toltec legend.

pe; " j&
PLAYING A TRICK ON THE MOON

0]
. £

[sNOQUALMIE]

A ER—

Long ago, Snoqualm, or Moon, was chief of the heavens. One day he
said to Spider, “Make a rope of cedar bark and stretch it from the earth
to the sky.”

Soon Fox and Blue Jay found the rope and climbed up it. Late at
night they came to the place where it was fastened to the underside of
the sky. Blue Jay picked a hole in the sky, and the two of thern crawled
through.

Blue Jay flew to a tree, and Fox found himself in a lake. There he
changed himself into Beaver. Moon had set a trap in the lake, and Beaver
got caught in the trap. Next morning Moon took Beaver out of the trap,
skinned him, stretched his skin out to dry, and threw the body into a
corner of the smokehouse.

The next night Beaver waited until Moon was asleep and snoring
loudly. Then he got up, took his skin from the place where it was stretch-
ing, and put it back on. While Moon was still snoring, he examined the
house and the sky world.

Outside he found a great forest of fir and pine and cedar trees. He
pulled some of them up by their roots and then, with his spirit powers,
made them small enough to carry under one arm. Under his other arm
he put Moon’s tools for making daylight. He took some fire from below
the smoke hole, put ashes and leaves and bark around it, and carried it
in one hand. He found the sun hidden in Moon’s house and carried it
away in his other hand.
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Then Beaver found the hole Blue Jay had made, changed himself back
to Fox again, and went down the rope to the earth. There he gave the
fire to the people. He set out the trees. He made the daylight. He set
the sun in its place so it would give light and heat to all. The people
were happy because of the things Fox brought from the sky.

By this time Moon had awakened. When he found the beaver skin
gone and the sun stolen, he was very angry. He knew that one of the
earth people had tricked him. Noticing footprints around the house, he
followed them to the top of the rope Spider had made.

“I'll follow him to the earth world,” Moon thought.

But as he started down, the rope broke. Both Moon and rope fell down
in a heap and were transformed into a mountain.

Today the peak is called Mount Si. The face of Snoqualm, Moon,
can still be seen on one of its rocky walls. The trees which Fox brought
down from the sky and planted have become the great forests of the
Cascade Mountains.

—Recorded by Ella Clark in 1953.

Mount Si is a solitary, sharp peak in what is today the Snoqualmie National Forest,
east of Seattle, Washington.

|
THE THEFT OF LIGHT

[TsiMsHIAN]

This sun-stealing legend features Raven the Giant, a favorite hero
of many Northwest Coast tribes.

I 0 GG AR RMAT - R

At one time there was always darkness, never daylight. Giant put on his
raven skin and left the heavens, flying across the water for a long time.
When he was very tired, he dropped a little round stone that his father
the chief had given him. It fell into the sea and turned into a large rock,
where he lighted to rest. Then he flew east again until he reached the
mainland at the mouth of the Skeena River, and there he scattered
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salmon roe and trout roe, saying, “Let every river and creek have all
kinds of fish!” Opening a dried sea-lion bladder that he had packed with
fruits, he strewed them over the land and said, “Let every mountain,
hill, valley, and plain be filled with these!”

When the sky in this world of darkness was clear, a little light came
from the stars, but when it was cloudy there was only black night. The
people were distressed by this, and Giant was too when he realized how
hard it would be to get food in the dark. There was light where he had
come from, and he made up his mind to bring it down. Putting on his
raven skin, he flew upward until he found the hole in the sky and went
through. He took off the raven skin and placed it near the hole, then
traveled until he came to a spring near the house of the chief of heaven.
There he sat down and waited. ~

Soon the chief’s daughter appeared with a small bucket to fetch water.
When Giant saw her coming to the spring, he transformed himself into
the leaf of a cedar and floated on the water. Without noticing the leaf,
she dipped it up with some water and swallowed it.

After a short time she was with child, and soon she gave birth to a
boy. The chief and his wife were delighted and took care of the baby
as he grew strong and began to creep about. Then, however, he began
to cry, “Hama, hamal” all the time. Nothing they could do would soothe
him, until finally the chief called his wise men together and asked them
why the baby was crying.

One of the men listened to the cries and understood them. He told
the chief, “He is crying for the ma.” This was the box in which the
daylight was kept and which hung in one corner of the chief’s house.
It was what Giant had remembered when he descended to our world.
The chief immediately ordered it taken down and placed near the fire.
Suddenly the boy stopped crying and began to roll the ma about inside
the house. He played with it for four days, until the chief became so
used to the child’s games that he did not notice them. Then the boy
(who was, of course, Giant) grabbed the ma, put it on his shoulders,
and ran out of the house. Seeing him, someone said, “Giant is running
away with the ma!” and all the hosts of heaven pursued him. But he
reached the hole in the sky, put on the raven skin, and flew down carry-
ing the ma, and his pursuers went back home.

This time Giant started at the mouth of the Nass River and traveled
up it in the dark. After a while he heard the noise of some people, who
were catching olachen in bag nets from their canoes. Holding the ma,
Giant sat on the shore and asked them to throw him one of their fish.
They refused, calling him a liar, for though he was wearing his raven
skin, they knew it was Giant.
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“Throw me one, or I'll break the ma!” Giant said. Still they scolded
and taunted him. Giant repeated his request four times and then broke
the ma. Suddenly there was daylight. The north wind began to blow
hard, and all the fishermen, who were actually frogs, were driven down-
river until they arrived at a large, mountainous island. Here the frogs
tried to climb up, but they were frozen by the icy wind and turned into
stones that stuck to the rock. They are there to this day, and to this day
all the world has daylight.

—Based on a legend reported by Franz Boas in 1916.

]
COYOTE PLACES THE STARS

[wasco]

N R AR R O

One time there were five wolves, all brothers, who traveled together.
Whatever meat they got when they were hunting they would share with
Coyote. One evening Coyote saw the wolves looking up at the sky.

“What are you looking at up there, my brothers?” asked Coyote.

“Oh, nothing,” said the oldest wolf.

Next evening Coyote saw they were all looking up in the sky at
something. He asked the next oldest wolf what they were looking at,
but he wouldn’t say. It went on like this for three or four nights. No one
wanted to tell Coyote what they were looking at because they thought
he would want to interfere. One night Coyote asked the youngest wolf
brother to tell him, and the youngest wolf said to the other wolves, “Let’s
tell Coyote what we see up there. He won’t do anything.”

So they told him. “We see two animals up there. Way up there, where
we cannot get to them.”

“Let’s go up and see them,” said Coyote.

“Well, how can we do that?”

“Oh, I can do that easy,” said Coyote. “I can show you how to get up
there without any trouble at all.”

Coyote gathered a great number of arrows and then began shooting
them into the sky. The first arrow stuck in the sky and the second arrow
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stuck in the first. Each afrow stuck in the end of the one before it like
that until there was a ladder reaching down to the earth.

“We can climb up now,” said Coyote. The oldest wolf took his dog
with him, and then the other four wolf brothers came, and then Coyote.
They climbed all day and into the night. All the next day they climbed.
For many days and nights they climbed, until finally they reached the
sky. They stood in the sky and looked over at the two animals the wolves
had seen from down below. They were two grizzly bears.

“Don’t go near them,” said Coyote. “They will tear you apart.” But
the two youngest wolves were already headed over. And the next two
youngest wolves followed them. Only the oldest wolf held back. When
the wolves got near the grizzlies, nothing happened. The wolves sat
down and looked at the bears, and the bears sat there looking at the
wolves. The oldest wolf, when he saw it was safe, came over with his
dog and sat down with them.

Coyote wouldn’t come over. He didn’t trust the bears. “That makes a
nice picture, though,” thought Coyote. “They all look pretty good sitting
there like that. I think I'll leave it that way for everyone to see. Then
when people look at them in the sky they will say, “There’s a story about
that picture,” and they will tell a story about me.”

So Coyote left it that way. He took out the arrows as he descended so
there was no way for anyone to get back. From down on the earth
Coyote admired the arrangement he had left up there. Today they still
look the same. They call those stars Big Dipper now. If you look up
there you'll see that three wolves make up the handle and the oldest
wolf, the one in the middle, still has his dog with him. The two youngest
wolves make up the part of the bowl under the handle, and the two
grizzlies make up the other side, the one that points toward the North
Star.

When Coyote saw how they looked, he wanted to put up a lot of stars.
He arranged stars all over the sky in pictures and then made the Big
Road across the sky with the stars he had left over.

When Coyote was finished he called Meadowlark over. “My brother,”
he said, “When I am gone, tell everyone that when they look up into the
sky and see the stars arranged this way, I was the one who did that. That
is my work.”

Now Meadowlark tells that story about Coyote.
—Told by Barry Lopez in 1977.
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DEER HUNTER AND
WHITE CORN MAIDEN

[TEWA]

Long ago in the ancient home of the San Juan people, in a village
whose ruins can be seen across the river from present-day San Juan,
lived two magically gifted young people. The youth was called Deer
Hunter because even as a boy, he was the only one who never returned
empty-handed from the hunt. The girl, whose name was White Corn
Maiden, made the finest pottery, and embroidered clothing with the
most beautiful designs, of any woman in the village. These two were
the handsomest couple in the village, and it was no surprise to their
parents that they always sought one another’s company. Seeing that they
were favored by the gods, the villagers assumed that they were destined
to marry.

And in time they did, and contrary to their elders’ expectations, they
began to spend even more time with one another. White Corn Maiden
began to ignore her pottery making and embroidery, while Deer Hunter
gave up hunting, at a time when he could have saved many of his people
from hunger. They even began to forget their religious obligations. At
the request of the pair’s worried parents, the tribal elders called a council.
This young couple was ignoring all the traditions by which the tribe
had lived and prospered, and the people feared that angry gods might
bring famine, flood, sickness, or some other disaster upon the village.

But Deer Hunter and White Corn Maiden ignored the council’s
pleas and drew closer together, swearing that nothing would ever part
them. A sense of doom pervaded the village, even though it was late
spring and all nature had unfolded in new life.

Then suddenly White Corn Maiden became ill, and within three
days she died. Deer Hunter’s grief had no bounds. He refused to speak
or eat, preferring to keep watch beside his wife’s body until she was
buried early the next day.

For four days after death, every soul wanders in and around its village
and seeks forgiveness from those whom it may have wronged in life. It
is a time of unease for the living, since the soul may appear in the form
of a wind, a disembodied voice, a dream, or even in human shape. To
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prevent such a visitation, the villagers go to the dead person before
burial and utter a soft prayer of forgiveness. And on the fourth day after
death, the relatives gather to perform a ceremony releasing the soul into
the spirit world, from which it will never return.

But Deer Hunter was unable to accept his wife’s death. Knowing that
he might see her during the four-day interlude, he began to wander
around the edge of the village. Soon he drifted farther out into the fields,
and it was here at sundown of the fourth day, even while his relatives
were gathering for the ceremony of release, that he spotted a small fire
near a clump of bushes.

Deer Hunter drew closer and found his wife, as beautiful as she was
in life and dressed in all her finery, combing her long hair with a cactus
brush in preparation for the last journey. He fell weeping at her feet,
imploring her not to leave but to return with him to the village before
the releasing rite was consummated. White Corn Maiden begged her
husband to let her go, because she no longer belonged to the world of
the living. Her return would anger the spirits, she said, and anyhow,
soon she would no longer be beautiful, and Deer Hunter would shun
her.

He brushed her pleas aside by pledging his undying love and promis-
ing that he would let nothing part them. Eventually she relented, saying
that she would hold him to his promise. They entered the village just
as their relatives were marching to the shrine with the food offering
that would release the soul of White Corn Maiden. They were horrified
when they saw her, and again they and the village elders begged Deer
Hunter to let her go. He ignored them, and an air of grim expectancy
settled over the village.

The couple returned to their home, but before many days had passed,
Deer Hunter noticed that his wife was beginning to have an unpleasant
odor. Then he saw that her beautiful face had grown ashen and her
skin dry. At first he only turned his back on her as they slept. Later he
began to sit up on the roof all night, but White Corn Maiden always
joined him. In time the villagers became used to the sight of Deer
Hunter racing among the houses and through the fields with White
Corn Maiden, now not much more than skin and bones, in hot pursuit.

Things continued in this way, until one misty morning a tall and
imposing figure appeared in the small dance court at the center of the
village. He was dressed in spotless white buckskin robes and carried the
biggest bow anyone had ever seen. On his back was slung a great quiver
with the two largest arrows anyone had ever seen. He remained standing
at the center of the village and called, in a voice that carried into every
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home, for Deer Hunter and White Corn Maiden. Such was its authority
that the couple stepped forward meekly and stood facing him.

The awe-inspiring figure told the couple that he had been sent from
the spirit world because they, Deer Hunter and White Corn Maiden,
had violated their people’s traditions and angered the spirits; that because
they had been so selfish, they had brought grief and near-disaster to the
village. “Since you insist on being together,” he said, “you shall have
your wish. You will chase one another forever across the sky, as visible
reminders that your people must live according to tradition if they are
to survive.” With this he set Deer Hunter on one arrow and shot him
low into the western sky. Putting White Corn Maiden on the other
arrow, he placed her just behind her husband.

That evening the villagers saw two new stars in the west. The first,
large and very bright, began to move east across the heavens. The
second, a smaller, flickering star, followed close behind. So it is to this
day, according to the Tewa; the brighter one is Deer Hunter, placed
there in the prime of his life. The dimmer star is White Corn Maiden,
set there after she had died; yet she will forever chase her husband across
the heavens.

—Translated from the Tewa by Alfonso Ortiz.
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ORDEALS
OF THE HERO

MONSTERS AND
MONSTER SLAYERS




We have already met a variety of culture heroes and heard how they
created races or brought corn or fire to their people. Here they take
center stage as dragon slayers and giant killers, calling on a wealth of
fabulous powers to meet the tests which are strewn in their path in
the guise of monsters, ogres, witches, and demons. The particular trials
to which the hero is subjected vary widely across the continent, though
most cultures tell of an ogre on a cliff; of a ferocious guardian animal
who must be evaded; of a gluttonous monster (often in the shape of a
bull or bear) that swallows people into its unfillable stomach; and of
some kind of trial by fire or heat. Regional variations reflect specific
cultures, so that one finds the harpooning test in North Pacific tales,
while in the central woodlands or Great Lakes region, toboggans figure
prominently. The stories themselves often merge with creation myths,
using the incidents of the heros’ adventures to explain the features of
the natural landscape, relics of a battle long ago.

The Indian hero displays awesome talents; he can change into any
shape he wants or make himself invisible at will. His supernatural
powers often come to him from earth and sky spirits in dreams, or are
given to him by magicians. He may have to seize power by conquering
another supernatural, perhaps the first in a series of tests he faces; some-
times he simply steals it, showing his cunning as well as his strength.
The tokens or medicine he receives are associated with contemporary
ceremonies as well, particularly in the Southwest.

The birth of a hero is shrouded in mystery. His mother may be
visited in a dream or impregnated in some other unusual fashion; the
hero is often the son of the sun or the morning star, and will display
human desires and frailties as well as traits of his divine heritage. The
child-hero grows up rapidly, and even at age six or seven he may be a

.match for any monster or giant. Daring and inquisitive, he quickly
demonstrates that he will not be controlled by his parents. In one case,
a brother and sister must fight off an attack by a parent.

The Indian hero relates comfortably to the natural world; he speaks
to animals and they speak to him, often revealing knowledge or aiding
him in other ways. He assumes their shape, and they carry or hide him.
Often the hero himself is an animal, or rather a human who is at the
same time an animal, like Old Man Coyote, Bear-Man, Spider Woman,
or the ferocious Man-Eagle.

Europeans enter some of these tales obliquely, as beings (some evil,
some benign) from another place who may have special powers or such
gifts as metal tools and weapons. A few epic tales of the Northeast coast
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reflect as well the slow but steadily intrusive influence of Furopean
sagas on Indian storytellers.

Though the hero may win the day, it is his terrifying opponent who
gives vitality to these tales. Monsters and dragons come in all shapes—
and can, of course, shift shapes at will. Common to many tribes is the
great water monster, Unktehi or Uncegila to the Sioux, whose huge
fossil bones are strewn across the Badlands of Nebraska and the Dakotas.
Many tribes east and west tell about No Body, the Great Rolling Head,
a creature who rolls over prairies and mountains, crushing all in his
path, seizing and devouring men with his enormous teeth. Other heros
have had to contend with the likes of Yeitso, the terrible giant of the
East; Delgeth, a monstrous flesh-eating antelope; or with huge, man-
eating birds. The Tlingit hero Stone Ribs, protected by his magic halibut
skin, fights the Lord of Killer Whales, and there are always wicked
witches and ghosts ready to prey on an unsuspecting human. Evil may
enter the world in the guise of a single creature, but its family multiplies
quickly, and there is never an end to the trials of a true hero.
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GLOOSCAP FIGHTS THE
WATER MONSTER

[PASSAMAQUODDY, MICMAG, AND MALISEET]

I O G TATMAOARARE AN O

Glooscap yet lives, somewhere at the southern edge of the world. He
never grows old, and he will last as long as this world lasts. Sometimes
Glooscap gets tired of running the world, ruling the animals, regulating
nature, instructing people how to live. Then he tells us: “I'm tired of it.
Good-bye; I'm going to make myself die now.” He paddles off in his
magic white canoe and disappears in misty clouds. But he always comes
back. He cannot abandon the people forever, and they cannot live
without him.

Glooscap is a spirit, a medicine man, a sorcerer. He can make men
and women smile. He can do anything.

Glooscap made all the animals, creating them to be peaceful and
useful to humans. When he formed the first squirrel, it was as big as
a whale. “What would you do if I let you loose on the world?” Glooscap
asked, and the squirrel attacked a big tree, chewing it to pieces in no
time. “You're too destructive for your size,” said Glooscap, and remade
him small. The first beaver also was as big as a whale, and it built a dam
that flooded the country from horizon to horizon. Glooscap said, “You'll
drown all the people if I let you loose like this.” He tapped the beaver
on the back, and it shrank to its present size. The first moose was so tall
that it reached to the sky and looked altogether different from the way
it looks now. It trampled everything in its path—forests, mountains,
everything. “You'll ruin everything,” Glooscap said. “You'll step on
people and kill them.” Glooscap tapped the moose on the back to make
it small, but the moose refused to become smaller. So Glooscap killed
it and recreated it in a different size and with a different look. In this
way Glooscap made everything as it should be.

Glooscap had also created a village and taught the people there
everything they needed to know. They were happy hunting and fishing.
Men and women were happy making love. Children were happy play-
ing. Parents cherished their children, and children respected their
parents. All was well as Glooscap had made it.

The village had one spring, the only source of water far and wide,
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that always flowed with pure, clear, cold water. But one day the spring
ran dry; only a little bit of slimy ooze issued from it. It stayed dry even
in the fall when the rains came, and in the spring when the snows
melted. The people wondered, “What shall we do? We can’t live with-
out water.” The wise men and elders held a council and decided to send
a man north to the source of the spring to see why it had run dry.

This man walked a long time until at last he came to a village. The
people there were not like humans; they had webbed hands and feet.
Here the brook widened out. There was some water in it, not much,
but a little, though it was slimy, yellowish, and stinking. The man was
thirsty from his walk and asked to be given a little water, even if it was
bad.

“We can'’t give you any water,” said the people with the webbed
hands and feet, “unless our great chief permits it. He wants all the
water for himself.”

“Where is your chief?” asked the man.

“You must follow the brook further up,” they told him.

The man walked on and at last met the big chief. When he saw him
he trembled with fright, because the chief was a monster so huge that
if one stood at his feet, one could not see his head. The monster filled
the whole valley from end to end. He had dug himself a huge hole and
dammed it up, so that all the water was in it and none could flow into
the stream bed. And he had fouled the water and made it poisonous,
so that stinking mists covered its slimy surface.

The monster had a mile-wide, grinning mouth going from ear to ear.
His dull yellow eyes started out of his head like huge pine knots. His
body was bloated and covered with warts as big as mountains. The
monster stared dully at the man with his protruding eyes and finally
said in a fearsome croak: “Little man, what do you want?”
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The man was terrified, but he said: “I come from a village far down-
stream. Qur only spring ran dry, because you're keeping all the water
for yourself. We would like you to let us have some of this water. Also,
please don’t muddy it so much.”

The monster blinked at him a few times. Finally he croaked:

Do as you please,
Do as you please,

I don’t care,
I don’t care,

If you want water,
If you want water,

Go elsewhere!

The man said, “We need the water. The people are dying of thirst.”
The monster replied:

I don't care,
I don’t care,

Down’t bother me,
Down'’t bother me,

Go away,
Go away,

Or I'll swallow you up!

The monster opened his mouth wide from ear to ear, and inside it
the man could see the many things that the creature had killed. The
monster gulped a few times and smacked his lips with a noise like
thunder. At this the man’s courage broke, and he turned and ran away
as fast as he could.

Back at his village the man told the people: “Nothing can be done.
If we complain, this monster will swallow us up. He'll kill us all.”

The people were in despair. “What shall we do?” they cried. Now,
Glooscap knows everything that goes on in the world, even before it
happens. He sees everything with his inward eye. He said: “T must set
things right. I'll have to get water for the people!”

Then Glooscap girded himself for war. He painted his body with
paint as red as blood. He made himself twelve feet tall. He used two
huge clamshells for his earrings. He put a hundred black eagle feathers
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and a hundred white eagle feathers in his scalp lock. He painted yellow
rings around his eyes. He twisted his mouth into a snarl and made him-
self look ferocious. He stamped, and the earth trembled. He uttered his
fearful war cry, and it echoed and re-echoed from all the mountains. He
grasped a huge mountain in his hand, a mountain composed of flint,
and from it made himself a single knife sharp as a weasel’s teeth. “Now
I am going,” he said, striding forth among thunder and lightning, with
mighty eagles circling above him. Thus Glooscap came to the village of
the people with webbed hands and feet.

“I want water,” he told them. Looking at him, they were afraid. They
brought him a litle muddy water. “I think Il get more and cleaner
water,” he said. Glooscap went upstream and confronted the monster.
“I want clean water,” he said, “a lot of it, for the people downstream.”

Ho! Ho!
Ho! Ho!

All the waters are mine!
All the waters are mine!

Go away!
Go away!

Or I'll kill you!

“Slimy lump of mud!” cried Glooscap. “We'll see who will be killed!”
They fought. The mountains shook. The earth split open. The swamp
smoked and burst into flames. Mightly trees were shivered into splinters.

The monster opened its huge mouth wide to swallow Glooscap.
Glooscap made himself taller than the tallest tree, and even the monster’s
mile-wide mouth was too small for him. Glooscap seized his great flint
knife and slit the monster’s bloated belly. From the wound gushed a
mighty stream, a roaring river, tumbling, rolling, foaming down, down,
down, gouging out for itself a vast, deep bed, flowing by the village and
on to the great sea of the east.

“That should be enough water for the people,” said Glooscap. He
grasped the monster and squeezed him in his mighty palm, squeezed and
sqqueezed and threw him away, flinging him into the swamp. Glooscap
had squeezed this great creature into a small bullfrog, and ever since,
the bullfrog’s skin has been wrinkled because Glooscap squeezed so hard.

—Retold from several nineteenth-century sources.
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Little-Man was hairier than a skunk. Hair grew out of his nose and
nostrils. He had thick, matted hair between his buttocks. He was not
particularly good-looking and he smelled as if he didn’t wash often, but
he was a merry fellow who laughted a lot, and he never had any trouble
finding pretty girls to share his blanket. He was always on the move,
eager to discover new things.

Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over was small, but he succeeded in every-
thing he did. He was tough in a fight, so they called for him whenever
there was something dangerous to do. When a bear monster went on a
rampage, ripping up lodges with his huge claws and eating the people
inside, Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over had no trouble killing it. For this
his grateful people gave him a magic knife.

One time when Little-Man was traveling, he met two brothers and
asked what they were up to. “We're looking for adventure,” they
answered.

“That’s exactly what I'm doing. Let’s join up and travel together,”
said Little-Man. “What do they call you?”

“My name is Smoking Mountain,” said one. “I'm the oldest. This
one here is Broken War Club.”

The three wandered on together and after a while came to a fine,
large lodge with plenty of buffalo robes lying around. Outside there
were racks with jerk meat, and someone had left a large cooking kettle.
But the lodge was deserted; there was no trace of any human beings.

“I like this place,” said Little-Man. “Let’s stay a while.”

“Somebody must own it,” said Smoking Mountain.

“Well,” said Little-Man, “if someone comes and claims it, I won't
mind; and if nobody shows up I won’t mind either.” So they stayed.

Little-Man said to Smoking Mountain: “Let’s go hunting. Broken
War Club can stay and cook some of that jerk meat for supper.” So
the two of them took their bows and arrows and went.

But when the hunters came back to camp, there was no’ supper.
Broken War Club was lying under a buffalo robe moaning and groaning.
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“What's the matter with you?” asked LittleMan. “You look as if
you've been in a fight.”

“I'm too embarrassed to tell,” answered Broken War Club.

“Suit yourself,” said Little-Man, and they ate some cold jerk meat.

The next day Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over said to Broken War Club:
“Let’s go out and hunt. Smoking Mountain can stay here and cook.”
But when the two came back, they found Smoking Mountain also lying
under a buffalo robe moaning and groaning. “What happened to you,
friend?” asked Little-Man. “You look as if you've been in a fight.”

“I'm too ashamed to tell,” answered Smoking Mountain.

“You two are some fine cooks!” remarked Little-Man. Again they ate
their jerk meat cold.

The next morning Little-Man told the brothers: “You go out and
hunt; I'll stay and cook.” And when the brothers came home with their
meat, they found a fine supper waiting.

“Has anybody been here?” Smoking Mountain asked.

“Under that robe over there.” said Little-Man, pointing to a buffalo
robe on the floor, “there’s a large flat stone, and under the stone there’s
a hole. Someone lifted the stone, came out of the hole, and crept out
from under the robe.”

“And what happened then?” asked the brothers.

“The same thing that happened to you. An ugly dwarf, only as big
as my hand but monstrously strong, tried to beat me up with his whip.
So that’s why you were moaning and groaning. And you were ashamed
to tell because he was so small.”

“Ah,” said the brothers, “he whipped you too.”

“No,” said Little-Man, “I didn’t give him the chance. I killed him
and threw him down that hole.”

Smoking Mountain pushed aside the robe, lifted up the stone, and
peeked down. “This is a very deep hole,” he said. “It must lead to that
dwarf’s home. I wish I could go down and find out.”

Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over said: “That’s easy.” He took hold of
the big cooking kettle and fastened a long rawhide rope to its handle.
“Climb into this kettle,” he told Smoking Mountain, “and we'll let you
down. Then we'll draw you up and you can tell us about it.” They
lowered Smoking Mountain down the hole and after a while pulled
him up.

Smoking Mountain reported: “I landed right on top of that dwarf;
you really fixed him good. It was dark and damp down ‘there, and I
could hear a strange noise like an animal snorting. I didn’t feel com-
fortable in that place.”

“Let me down,” said Broken War Club. “I'm not afraid.”
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So they let him down and after a while pulled him up. He said: “I
went a little farther. There’s a door down there, a kind of hole in a
cave wall, covered with a rock. I heard the noise too—it sounds like a
deep growl rather than a snort. I didn’t want to go in there.”

“Let me down,” said Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over.

After they had lowered him, Little-Man found the entrance door and
listened to the growling snort, or snorting growl. He rolled the rock
out of the way and found himself in a cave-like room face to face with
a two-headed monster. The monster growled: “Where is my son? Have
you seen him? He is only so big . . .”

“That must be the dwarf I killed,” said Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over.
“I left his body outside.”

At this the monster roared and attacked. Little-Man managed to cut
off one of its heads with his magic knife, but the monster continued
fighting just as savagely. They struggled until Little-Man succeeded in
cutting off the other head.

Looking past the monster’s corpse, Little-Man saw another door
opposite the first one. It too was stopped up with a big rock. From behind
came a truly terrifying growling, snorting, and snuffling, as from a horde
of strange beasts.

“I wonder who that can be,” he thought, rolling the rock out of the
way. In the next room he found a scaly man-monster with three heads,
all three of which were snorting and growling and snuffling at the same
fime.

“Where is my son, the one with two heads?” the monster asked.




“Grandfather—or is it grandfathers>—he is dead. I had to kill him,
because otherwise, I think he would have killed me. He was mad be-
cause I killed his son—your grandson, probably—the evil little dwarf
with the whip.”

At this the three-headed monster hurled himself at Little-Man. The
three heads foamed at the lips, snarled and bit. “One at a time, one at
a time,” said Little-Man as he cut the three heads off one after the ¢ther.

“They really made me sweat,” said Little-Man, looking around. He
discovered yet another door, behind which he heard howling, shuffling,
snarling, and growling. “This is getting boring,” he said as he rolled the
rock aside and met a horny-skinned, four-headed man-monster. This one
asked no questions but immediately jumped at Little-Man with four sets
of teeth biting, snapping, and tearing. The monster’s skin was so tough,
especially at the necks, that it resisted the magic knife. Even when
Little-Man had finally cut off three of the four heads, the man-monster
fought as fiercely as ever. The fourth head was the toughest; it bit a
good-sized piece out of Little-Man’s shoulder before he managed to cut
it off. Panting, exhausted, Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over kicked the
giant body of the monster and said, “There, you wicked little thing!”

Again he looked around and saw a door. “Not again!” he said. But
he listened and behind it he heard the sweet song of young girls. “This
is much better,” said Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over as he rolled the last
rock aside. He stepped into the last chamber and found three very pretty
young women.

“Are the monsters out there relatives of yours?” asked Little-Man.

“No, no, in no way!” answered the maidens. “These horrible mon-
sters have been keeping us prisoner for their own pleasure. We've been
having a hard life.”

“1 believe it,” he said.

“Handsome young warrior,” said one of the girls, “surely you've come
to free us.”

“I don’t know about handsome,” said Little-Man, “but free you I will.”

“And you are handsome,” said the bold girl. “I like a little, hairy,
lusty fellow.”

“Then you've met the right man,” he said. He looked around and
saw wonderful things that the monsters had taken from their victims:
buckskin robes decorated with multicolored porcupine quills, well-made
weapons, war bonnets of eagle feathers, and much wore.

“Enough here for three friends to divide,” said Little-Man, “and isn’t
it a lucky coincidence that there are three of you and three of us? For
I have two friends waiting in the lodge above.”
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“Better and better,” said the three goodlooking gitls.

Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over gathered up the many fine things in
a bundle and walked to the hole underneath the lodge. “Ho, friends,”
he hollered, “here are some good things for us to divide!” He placed
the bundle in the kettle, and the two brothers in the lodge pulled it up.
They called down, “Are you coming up now?”

“Not yet,” he answered. “First pull up three young pretty ones well
worth meeting.” The brothers lowered the kettle and, one by one, drew
up the women. Then Little-Man called out: “I'm coming up now.” He
climbed into the kettle. When they had pulled him halfway up, Broken
War Club said to Smoking Mountain: “Let’s drop him back down. Then
we can keep these pretty girls and all the fine things for ourselves.”

“No,” said Smoking Mountain, “Little-Man has been a good friend
to us.” But Broken War Club had already cut the rawhide rope, and
Little-Man fell all the way down with a big clatter. He was stunned,
but recovered quickly, saying: “Some fine friends I chose!”

Without the rope and the kettle, Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over had
a hard time climbing up into the lodge. He tried four times before he
finally did it. “Now I'll find these no-good brothers,” he said.

Traveling along what he believed to be the trail of Smoking Mountain
and Broken War Club, Little-Man heard some people quarreling. He
followed the sound and came upon the body of a big elk, over which
a wasp, a worm, and a woodpecker were squabbling. “My friends,”
Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over told them, “there’s enough here for all.
Let me settle this for you and stop all the fuss.” He gave the bones to
the woodpecker, the fat to the wasp, and the meat to the worm, and
everyone was satisfied.

“Thank you, uncle, for settling this matter and making peace between
us,” they said. “In return, if you ever find yourself in trouble, you can
assume any of our shapes: you can turn yourself into a worm, a wasp,
or a woodpecker.”

“Thank you, I appreciate it,” said Little-Man.

Always following the trail, he came at last to a lodge standing in a
clearing of the forest. At once he turned himself into a woodpecker,
flew up to a pole above the smoke hole, and looked down. “Ah,” he said
to himself, “Here are the two no-good brothers talking to the three girls.”
Then he turned himself into a wasp and flew down into the lodge, where
he settled on the shoulder of the bold girl. Nobody noticed him. The
bold girl said: “I'm still angry with you men. It was mean to drop that
nice little fellow. He was brave, and I was fond of him. I hope he’s
well, wherever he is.”




Smoking Mountain added, “Yes, it wasn't right. I tried to stop it, but
this one here had already cut the rope.”

Broken War Club just laughed. “Brother, don't talk like a fool. It was
so funny, dropping that hairy, useless man down there and listening to
him squeal. Look at all the riches I got for us, and look at these pretty
gitls who, thanks to me, make our nights pleasant. Yes, I still have to
laugh when I think of the hairy one clattering down, squealing.”

“I don’t remember having squealed,” said Little-Man-with-Hair-All-
Over, quickly turning himself back into a man. “Let’s see who'll be
squealing now.”

Broken War Club tried to run away, but Little-Man seized him by
the hair and cut his throat with the magic knife. Then he kicked Smok-
ing Mountain in the backside. “Coward! You could have defied your
younger brother and gotten me out of that hole. If you ever cross my
path again, I'll kill you the way I killed this one.” Smoking Mountain
slunk away.

Then LittleMan turned to the women. “Good-looking girls, will you
take me for a husband? I'm man enough for three. I'm small, but not
everywhere.”

“Handsome one,” said the bold girl, “since we three are sisters, it's
only fitting for us to have one husband.” So Little-Man-with-Hair-All-
Over married the girls, and they were all very happy together.

After Little-Man had lived with them for a while, he said: “My
dears, I'm not made to stay always m one place. Now and then I just
have to roam and discover things. I've left enough meat, pemmican,
tongues, and back fat to last you a good many days. I won’t be away for
long, so don’t be afraid.”

Thus Little-Man-with-Hair-All-Over went traveling again. He came
to a lodge, inside which a pretty young woman was crying. He went in
and asked: “Good-looking one, what’s the matter?”

“A slimy water monster is keeping me prisoner, and I hate his em-
braces. I've tried and tried to run away, but he always catches me and
drags me back.”

“Dry your tears,” said LittleMan, “I'll kill this monster and marry
you. I already have three wives, but I can easily take care of one more.”

“I'd like that,” said the woman, “but no one can kill him.”

“I can kill any monster with. my magic knife. I am forever rescuing
pretty maidens imprisoned by evil monsters; I'm quite used to it.”

“You can't kill this one, even with a magic knife, because he’s many
monsters in one. There’s a secret way to kill him, and if you don't
happen to know it, he'll kill you.”

‘And what is this secret way?”
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“I don’t know; I've never had a chance to ask. But tonight the monster
comes back, and I'll try to get it out of him. Hide yourself in the mean-
time.”

“That’s easy,” said Little-Man, turning into a woodpecker and flying
to the top pole above the smoke hole.

At nightfall the water monster returned. Looking down from his
perch, Little-Man thought: “This is indeed an ugly, slimy monster!”

The creature threw some meat to the girl, saying: “I just drowned and
ate some humans, so I'm full, but here’s some antelope meat for you.”

“Just what I like,” said the girl. “You know, that horn coming out of
your forehead is dirty; let me clean it for you. It’s really quite handsome.”

“You're pleasant today for a change,” said the monster,” instead of
scowling and sour-faced. Perhaps you're beginning to appreciate me.”

“How could anyone not appreciate you?” said the girl. “Tell me, so
that in case of trouble I can help you: what's the only way to kill you?”

The monster grinned horribly and said: “Well, here I am, the great
water monster. If you kill me, a huge grizzly bear will come out of me,
and out of him a smaller brown bear, and out of him a panther, and
- out of the panther a wolf, and out of the wolf a wolverine, and out of
that a fox, and out of that a rabbit. Out of the rabbit will come a quail,
and out of the quail an egg. Only by dashing this egg against the horn in
my forehead can I be killed.”

Little-Man heard it all. At once he flew down into the lodge, resumed
his own shape, and attacked the great water monster with his magic
knife. One after the other, he killed all the animals coming out of the
monster, and at last dashed the egg against the monster’s horn.

“You're brave and powerful,” said the girl. “I'm yours.”

So Little Man-with-Hair-All-Over took her as his fourth wife and
carried her home to his lodge, together with all the treasures which
the monster had amassed through robbing and murder. And LittleMan
had been right: he was man enough for four wives, with a little left
over.

—Told by Jean Desjarlais in New York City, 1971, and
recorded by Richard Erdoes.

Jean Desjarlais also calls himself “Oohosis”—the owl—because the owl is a
messenger. He was one of many Native Americans who occupied Alcatraz Island
in 1970—1971, and he now lives in the Arctic regions of northern Canada.
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HOW MOSQUITOES CAME TO BE

[TLNGrT]

A M SRB A s O

Long ago there was a giant who loved to kill humans, eat their flesh,
and drink their blood. He was especially fond of human hearts. “Unless
we can get rid of this giant,” people said, “none of us will be left,” and
they called a council to discuss ways and means.

One man said, “I think I know how to kill the monster,” and he went
to the place where the giant had last been seen. There he lay down
and pretended to be dead.

Soon -the giant came along. Seeing the man lying there, he said:
“These humans are making it easy for me. Now I don’t even have to
catch and kill them; they die right on my trail, probably from fear of
me!”

The giant touched the body. “Ah, good,” he said, “this one is still
warm and fresh. What a tasty meal he’ll make; I can’t wait to roast his
heart.”

The giant flung the man over his shoulder, and the man let his head
hang down as if he were dead. Carrying the man home, the giant
dropped him in the middle of the floor right near the fireplace. Then
he saw that there was no firewood and went to get some.

As soon as the monster had left, the man got up and grabbed the
giant’s huge skinning knife. Just then the giant’s son came in, bending
low to enter. He was still small as giants go, and the man held the big
knife to his throat. “Quick, tell me, where’s your father’s heart? Tell me
or I'll slit your throat!”

The giant’s son was scared. He said: “My father’s heart is in his left
heel.”

Just then the giant’s left foot appeared in the entrance, and the man
swiftly plunged the knife into the heel. The monster screamed and fell
down dead.

Yet the giant still spoke. “Though I'm dead, though you killed me,
I'm going to keep on eating you and all the other humans in the world
forever!” :

“That’s what you think!” said the man. “I'm about to make sure that
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you never eat anyone again.” He cut the giant’s body into pieces and
burned each one in the fire. Then he took the ashes and threw them into
the air for the winds to scatter.

Instantly each of the particles turned into a mosquito. The cloud of
ashes became a cloud of mosquitoes, and from their midst the man
heard the giant’s voice laughing, saying: “Yes, I'll eat you people until
the end of time.”

And as the monster spoke, the man felt a sting, and a mosquito
started sucking his blood, and then many mosquitoes stung him, and
he began to scratch himself.

—Retold from English source, 1883.

B
HIAWATHA THE UNIFIER

|
[rroguois]

Hiawatha (Haion-Hwa-Tha—He-Who-Makes-Rivers) is thought to
have been a statesman, lawgiver, shaman, and unifier who lived
around 1570. According to some sources, he was born a Mohawk
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and sought refuge among the Onondaga when his own tribe at first
rejected his teachings. His efforts to unite the Iroquois tribes were
opposed by a formidable chieftain, Wathatotarho, whom he even-
tually defeated and who killed Hiawatha's daughter in revenge.

L s

The slumber of Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon, Upholder of Heavens, was disturbed
by a great cry of anguish and woe. He looked down from his abode to
earth and saw human beings moaning with terror, pursued by horrifying
monsters and cruel, man-devouring giants. Turning himself into a
mortal, Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon swiftly descended to earth and, taking a small
girl by the hand, told the frightened humans to follow him. By trails
known only to him, he led the group of shivering refugees to a cave at
the mouth of a great river, where he fed them and told them to sleep.

After the people had somewhat recovered under his protection, Ta-
ren-ya-wa-gon again took the little girl by the hand and led them toward
the rising sun. The band traveled for many days until they came to the
confluence of two mighty rivers whose waters, white with spray, cascaded
over tremendous rocks. There Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon halted and built a
longhouse for himself and his people.

For years they lived there, content and growing fat, their children
turning into strong men and handsome women. Then Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon,
the Sky Upholder became mortal, gathered the people around him and
spoke: “You, my children, must now spread out and become great na-
tions. I will make your numbers like the leaves of a forest in summertime,
like pebbles on the shore of the great waters.” And again he took one
little girl by the hand and walked toward the setting sun, all the people
following him.

After a long journey they came to the banks of a beautiful river.
Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon separated a few families from the rest and told them
to build a longhouse at that spot and found a village. “You shall be
~ known by the name of Te-ha-wro-gah, Those-of-Divided-Speech,” he
told them, and they grew into the Mohawk tribe. And from the moment
he had named them, their language changed and they could no longer
understand the rest of the people.

To the Mohawks Taren-ya-gon gave corn, beans, squash, and
tobacco, together with dogs to help them hunt game. He taught them
how to plant and reap and pound corn into meal. He taught them the
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ways of the forest and the game, for in that long-ago time, people did
not yet know all these things. When he had fully instructed them and
given them the necessities of life, Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon again took one little
- girl by the hand and traveled with the remaining people toward the
sunset.

After a long journey they halted in a beautiful well-watered valley
surrounded by forests, and he commanded another group to build their
village at that spot. He gave them what was necessary for life, taught
them what they needed to know, and named them Ne-ha-wre-ta-go, the
Big-Tree people, for the great forests surrounding them. And these
people, who grew into the Oneida nation, also spoke a tongue of their
own as soon as he had named them.

Then once more Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon took a little girl's hand and wan-
dered on, always toward the setting sun, and the rest of the people
followed him. They came to a big mountain which he named O-nun-
da-ga-o-no-ga. At its foot he commanded some more families to build a
longhouse, and he gave them the same gifts and taught them the same
things that he had the others. He named them after the mountain
towering above them and also gave them a speech of their own. And
these people became the Onondaga nation.

Again with a small girl at his side, Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon wandered on,
leading the people to the shores of a lake sparkling in the sun. The lake
was called Go-yo-gah, and here still another group built their village,
and they became the Cayugas.

Now only a handful of people were left, and these Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon
led to a lake by a mountain called Ga-nun-da-gwa. There he settled
them, giving them the name of Teho-nenoy-hent—Keepers of the
Door. They too received a language of their own and grew into the
mighty Seneca nation.

There were some among the people who were not satished with the
places appointed to them by the Upholder of Heavens. These wandered
on toward the setting sun until they came to a river greater than all
others, a river known as the Mississippi. They crossed it on a wild grape-
vine that formed a bridge from bank to bank, and after the last of them
had crossed over, the vine tore asunder. None could ever return, so that
this river divided the western from the eastern human beings.

To each nation the Upholder of Heavens gave a special gift. To the
Senecas he gave such swift feet that their hunters could outrun the
deer. To the Cayugas he gave the canoe and the skill to guide it through
the most turbulent waters. To the Onondagas he gave the knowledge of
eternal laws and the gift to fathom the wishes of the Great Creator. To
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the Oneidas he gave skills in making weapons and weaving baskets,
while to the Mohawks he gave bows and arrows and the ability to guide
the shafts into the hearts of their game and their enemies.

Ta-ren-ya-wa-gon resolved to live among the people as a human being.
Having the power to assume any shape, he chose to be 2 man and took
the name of Hiawatha. He chose to live among the Onondagas and
took a beautiful young woman of that tribe for his wife. From their
union came a daughter, Mni-haha, who surpassed even her mother in
beauty and womanly skills. Hiawatha never ceased to teach and advise,
and above all he preached peace and harmony.

Under Hiawatha the Onondagas became the greatest of all tribes,
but the other nations founded by the Great Upholder also increased and
prospered. Traveling in a magic birchbark canoe of dazzling whiteness,
which floated above waters and meadows as if on an invisible bird’s
wings, Hiawatha went from nation to nation, counseling them and
keeping man, animal, and nature in balance according to the eternal
laws of the manitous. So all was well and the people lived happily.

But the law of the universe is also that happiness alternates with
sorrow, life with death, prosperity with hardship, harmony with dis-
harmony. From out of the north beyond the Great Lakes came wild
tribes, fierce, untutored nations who knew nothing of the eternal law;
peoples who did not plant or weave baskets or fire clay into cooking
vessels. All they knew was how to prey on those who planted and
reaped the fruits of their labor. Fierce and pitiless, these strangers ate
their meat raw, tearing it apart with their teeth. Warfare and killing
were their occupation. They burst upon Hiawatha’s people like a flood,
spreading devastation wherever they went. Again the people turned to
Hiawatha for help. He advised all the nations to assemble and wait his
coming.

And so the five tribes came together at the place of the great council
fire, by the shores of a large and tranquil lake where the wild men from
the north had not yet penetrated. The people waited for Hiawatha one
day, two days, three days. On the fourth day his gleaming-white magic
canoe appeared, floating, gliding above the mists. Hiawatha sat in the
stern guiding the mystery canoe, while in the bow was his only child,
his daughter.

The sachems, elders, and wise men of the tribes stood at the water’s
edge to greet the Great Upholder. Hiawatha and his daughter stepped
ashore. He greeted all he met as brothers and spoke to each in his own
language. .

Suddenly there came an awesome noise, a noise like the rushing of a
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hundred rivers, like the beating of a thousand giant wings. Fearfully
the people looked upward. Out of the clouds, circling lower and lower,
flew the great mystery bird of the heavens, a hundred times as big as
the largest eagles, and whenever he beat his wings he made the sound of
a thousand thunderclaps. While the people cowered, Hiawatha and his
daughter stood unmoved. Then the Great Upholder laid his hands upon
his daughter’s head in blessing, after which she said calmly, “Farewell,
my father.” She seated herself between the wings of the mystery bird,
who spiraled upwards and upwards into the clouds and at last disap-
peared into the great vault of the sky.

The people watched in awe, but Hiawatha, stunned with grief, sank
to the ground and covered himself with the robe of a panther. Three
days he sat thus in silence, and none dared approach him. The people
wondered whether he had given his only child to the manitous above
as a sacrifice for the deliverance of his people. But the Great Upholder
would never tell them, would never speak of his daughter or of the
mystery bird who had carried her away.

After having mourned for three days, Hiawatha rose on the morning
of the fourth and purified himself in the cold, clear waters of the lake.
Then he asked the great council to assemble. When the sachems,
elders, and wise men had seated themselves in a circle around the sacred
fire, Hiawatha came before them and said:

What is past is past; it is the present and the future which
concern us. My children, listen well, for these are my last words
to you. My time among you is drawing to the end.

My children, war, fear, and disunity have brought you from
your villages to this sacred council fire. Facing a common danger,
and fearing for the lives of your families, you have yet drifted apart,
each tribe thinking and acting only for itself. Remember how I
took you from one small band and nursed you up into many na-
tions. You must reunite now and act as one. No tribe alone can
withstand our savage enemies, who care nothing about the eternal
law, who sweep upon us like the storms of winter, spreading death
and destruction everywhere.

My children, listen well. Remember that you are brothers, that
the downfall of one means the downfall of all. You must have one
fire, one pipe, one war club.

Hiawatha motioned to the five tribal firekeepers to unite their fires

with the big sacred council fire, and they did so. Then the Great Up-
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holder sprinkled sacred tobacco upon the glowing embers so that its sweet
fragrance enveloped the wise men sitting in the circle. He said:

Onondagas, you are a tribe of mighty warriors. Your strength is
like that of a giant pine tree whose roots spread far and deep so
that it can withstand any storm. Be you the protectors. You shall
be the first nation.

Oneida, your men are famous for their wisdom. Be you the
counselors of the tribes. You shall be the second nation.

Seneca, you are swift of foot and persuasive in speech. Your men
are the greatest orators among the tribes. Be you the spokesmen.
You shall be the third people.

Cayuga, you are the most cunning. You are the most skilled in
the building and managing of canoes. Be you the guardians of our
rivers. You shall be the fourth nation.

Mohawk, you are foremost in planting corn and beans and in
building longhouses. Be you the nourishers.

You tribes must be like the five fingers of a warrior’s hand joined
in gripping the war club. Unite as one, and then your enemies will
recoil before you back into the northern wastes from whence they
came. Let my words sink deep into your hearts and minds. Retire
now to take counsel among yourselves, and come to me tomorrow
to tell me whether you will follow my advice.

On the next morning the sachems and wise men of the five nations
came to Hiawatha with the promise that they would from that day on
be as one nation. Hiawatha rejoiced. He gathered up the dazzling white
feathers which the great mystery bird of the sky had dropped and gave
the plumes to the leaders of the assembled tribes. “By these feathers,”
he said, “you shall be known as the Ako-no-shu-ne, the Iroquois.” Thus
with the help of Hiawatha, the Great Unifier, the mighty League of
the Five Nations was born, and its tribes held sway undisturbed over
all the land between the great river of the west and the great sea of the
east.

The elders begged Hiawatha to become the chief sachem of the
united tribes, but he told them: “This can never be, because I must
leave you. Friends and brothers, choose the wisest women in your tribes
to be the future clan mothers and peacemakers, let them turn any strife
arising among you into friendship. Let your sachems be wise enough
to go to such women for advice when there are disputes. Now I have
finished speaking. Farewell.”

At that moment there came to those assembled a sweet sound like the
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rush of rustling leaves and the song of innumerable birds. Hiawatha
stepped into his white mystery canoe, and instead of gliding away on the
waters of the lake, it rose slowly into the sky and disappeared into the
clouds. Hiawatha was gone, but his teachings survive in the hearts of
the people.

—Retold from Victorian sources.

In 1714, the Tuscarora iribe joined the Iroquois League, which had been in exis-
tence since the fifteenth century and which now became known as well as the Six
Nations. The League was a powerful force in what is now northeast Pennsylvania
and upstate New York until the Revolutionary War, when they sided with the
British. After the Treaty of Fort Stanwix in 1784, the League's strength was ef-
fectively broken, though it has never formally disbanded.

THE LIFE AND DEATH
OF SWEET MEDICINE
]

[NORTHERN CHEYENNE]

In this version of the medicine arrow story, Sweet Medicine rather
than Arrow Boy brings the Cheyenne their religion, their social
codes, and their political unity.

] IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII|IIIIllillllI|IIlIIIIIII|III1IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIllIllIIIl||IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII||III| ]

A long time ago the people had no laws, no rules of behavior—they
hardly knew enough to survive. And they did shameful things out of
ignorance, because they didn’t understand how to live.

There was one man among them who had a natural sense of what
was right. He and his wife were good, hard-working people, a family to
be proud of. They knew how to feel ashamed, and this feeling kept
them from doing wrong.

Their only child was a daughter, beautiful and modest, who had
reached the age when girls begin to think about husbands and making

a family. One night a man’s voice spoke to her in a dream: “You are
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handsome and strong, modest and young. Therefore Sweet Root will
visit you.”

Dismissing it as just a dream, the girl went cheerfully about her
chores the next day. On the following night, however, she heard the
voice again: “Sweet Root is coming—woman’s medicine which makes a
mother’s milk flow. Sweet Root is coming as a man comes courting.”

The girl puzzled over the words when she awoke, but in the end
shrugged her shoulders. People can't control their dreams, she thought,
and the idea of a visit from a medicine root didn’t make sense.

On the third night the dream recurred, and this time it was so real
that a figure seemed to be standing beside the buffalo robe she slept on.
He was talking to her, telling her: “Sweet Root is coming; he is very
near. Soon he will be with you.”

On the fourth night she heard the same voice and saw the same
figure. Disturbed, she told her mother about it the next morning. “There
must be something in it,” she said. It’s so real, and the voice is so much
like a man’s voice.”

“No, it’s just a dream,” said her mother. “It doesn’t mean anything.”

But from that time on, the girl felt different. Something was stirring,
growing within her, and after a few months her condition became
obvious: she was going to have a baby. She told her parents that no man
had touched her, and they believed her. But others would not be likely
to, and the girl hid her condition. When she felt the birth pangs coming
on, she went out into the prairie far from the camp and built herself a
brush shelter. Doing everything herself, she gave birth to a baby boy.
She dried the baby, wrapped him in soft moss, and left him there in
- the wickiup, for in her village a baby without a father would be scorned
and treated badly. Praying that someone would find him, she went sadly
home to her parents.

At about the same time, an old woman was out searching the prairie
for wild turnips, which she dug up with an animal’s shoulder blade. She
heard crying, and following the sound, came to the wickiup. She was
overjoyed to find the baby, as she had never had one of her own. All
around the brush shelter grew the sweet root which makes a mother’s
milk flow, so she named the boy Sweet Medicine. She took him home
to her shabby tipi even though she had nothing to offer him but love.

In the tipi next to the old woman’s lived a young mother who was
nursing a small child, and she agreed to nurse Sweet Medicine also.
He grew faster and learned faster than ordinary children and was
weaned in no time. When he was only ten years old, he already had
grown-up wisdom and hunting skill far in advance of his age. But be-
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cause he had no family and lived at the edge of the camp in a poor
tipi, nobody paid any attention to Sweet Medicine’s exceptional powers.

That year there was a drought, very little game, and much hunger in
the village. “Grandmother,” Sweet Medicine said to the old woman, “find
me an old buffalo hide—any dried-out, chewed-up scrap with holes in
it will do.”

The woman searched among the refuse piles and found a wrinkled,
brittle piece that the starving dogs had been chewing on. When she
brought it to Sweet Medicine, he told her, “Take this to the stream
outside the camp, wash it in the flowing water, make it pliable, scrape
it clean.” After she had done this Sweet Medicine took a willow wand
and bent it into a hoop, which he colored with sacred red earth paint.
He cut the buffalo hide into one long strip and wove it back and forth
over the hoop, making a kind of net with an opening in the center. Then
he cut four wild cherry sticks, sharpened them to a point, and hardened
them in the hearth fire.

The next morning he said: “Grandmother, come with me. We're
going to play the hoop-and-stick game.” He took the hoop and the
cherry-wood sticks and walked into the middle of the camp circle.
“Grandmother, roll this hoop for me,” he said. She rolled the hoop
along the ground and Sweet Medicine hurled his pointed sticks through
the center of it, hitting the right spot every time. Soon a lot of people,
men and women, boys and girls, came to watch the strange new game.

Then Sweet Medicine cried: “Grandmother, let me hit it once more
and make the hoop into a fat buffalo calf!” ’

Again he threw his stick like a dart, again the stick went through
the center of the hoop, and as it did so the hoop turned into a fat,
yellow buffalo calf. The stick had pierced its heart, and the calf fell
down dead. “Now you people will have plenty to eat,” said Sweet
Medicine. “Come and butcher this calf.”

The people gathered and roasted chunks of tender calf meat over
their fires. And no matter how many pieces of flesh they cut from the
calf’s body, it was never picked clean. However much they ate, there was
always more. So the people had their fill, and that was the end of the
famine. It was also the first hoop-and-stick game played among the
Cheyenne. This sacred game has much power attached to it, and it is
still being played.

A boy’s first kill is an important happening in his life, something he
will always remember. After killing his first buffalo a boy will be
honored by his father, who may hold a feast for him and give him a

man’s name. There would be no feast for Sweet Medicine; all the same,
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he was very happy when he killed a fat, yellow buffalo calf on his first
hunt. He was skinning and butchering it when he was approached by
an elderly man, a chief too old to do much hunting, but still harsh and
commanding. “This is just the kind of hide I have been looking for,”
said the chief. “TI will take it.”

“You can't have a boy’s first hide,” said Sweet Medicine. “Surely
you must know this. But you are welcome to half of the meat, because
I honor old age.”

The chief took the meat but grabbed the hide too and began to walk
off with it. Sweet Medicine took hold of one end, and they started a
tug-of-war. The chief used his riding whip on Sweet Medicine, shouting:
“How dare a poor nothing boy defy a chief?” As he whipped Sweet
Medicine again and again across the face, the boy’s fighting spirit was
aroused. He grabbed a big buffalo leg bone and hit the old man over
the head.

Some say Sweet Medicine killed that chief, others say the old man
just fell down stunned. But in the village the people were angry that a
mere boy had dared to fight the old chief. Some said, “Let’s whip him,”
others said, “Let’s kill him.”

After he had returned to the old woman’s lodge, Sweet Medicine
sensed what was going on. He said: “Grandmother, some young men of
the warrior societies will come here to kill me for having stood up for
myself.” He thanked her for her kindness to him and then fled from the
village. Later when the young warriors came, they were so angry to
find the boy gone that they pulled the lodge down and set fire to it.

The following morning someone saw Sweet Medicine, dressed like
a Fox warrior, standing on a hill overlooking the village. His enemies
set out in pursuit, but he was always just out of their reach and they
finally retired exhausted. The next morning he appeared as an Elk
warrior, carrying a crooked coupstick wrapped in otter skin. Again they
tried to catch and kill him, and again he evaded them. They resumed
their futile chase on the third morning, when he wore the red face paint
and feathers of a Red Shield warrior, and on the fourth, when he
dressed like a Dog soldier and shook a small red rattle tied with buffalo
hair at his pursuers. On the fifth day he appeared in the full regalia of
a Cheyenne chief. That made the village warriors angrier than ever, but
they still couldn’t catch him, and after that they saw him no more.

Wandering alone over the prairie, the boy heard a voice calling,
leading him to a beautiful dark-forested land of many hills. Standing
apart from the others was a single mountain shaped like a huge tipi:
the sacred medicine mountain called Bear Butte. Sweet Medicine found
a secret opening which has since closed (or perhaps was visible to him
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alone) and entered the mountain. It was hollow inside like a tipi, form-
ing a sacred lodge filled with people who looked like ordinary men and
women, but were really powerful spirits.

“Grandson, come in, we have been expecting you,” the holy people
said, and when Sweet Medicine took his seat, they began teaching him
the Cheyenne way to live so that he could retumm to the people and
give them this knowledge.

First of all, the spirits gave him the sacred four arrows, saying: “This
is the great gift we are handing you. With these wonderful arrows, the
tribe will prosper. Two arrows are for war and two for hunting. But
there is much, much more to the four arrows. They have great powers.
They contain rules by which men ought to live.”

The spirit people taught Sweet Medicine how to pray to the arrows,
how to keep them, how to renew them. They taught him the wise laws
of the forty-four chiefs. They taught him how to set up rules for the
warrior societies. They taught him how women should be honored.
They taught him the many useful things by which people could live,
survive, and prosper, things people had not yet learned at that time.
Finally they taught him how to make a special tipi in which the sacred
arows were to be kept. Sweet Medicine listened respectfully and learned
well, and finally an old spirit man burned incense of sweet grass to
purify both Sweet Medicine and the sacred arrow bundle. Then the
Cheyenne boy put the holy bundle on his back and began the long
journey home to his people.

During his absence there had been a famine in the land. The buffalo
had gone into hiding, for they were angry that the people did not
know how to live and were behaving badly. When Sweet Medicine
arrived at the village, he found a group of tired and listless children,
their ribs sticking out, who were playing with little buffalo figures they
had made out of mud. Sweet Medicine immediately changed the figures
into large chunks of juicy buffalo meat and fat. “Now there’s enough
for you to eat,” he told the young ones, “with plenty left over for your
parents and grandparents. Take the meat, fat, and tongues into the
village, and tell two good young hunters to come out in the morning
to meet me.”

Though the children carried the message and two young hunters
went out and looked everywhere for Sweet Medicine the next day, all
they saw was a big eagle circling above them. They tried again on the
second and third days with no success, but on the fourth morning they
found Sweet Medicine standing on top of a hill overlooking the village.
He told the two: “I have come bringing a wonderful gift from the
Creator which the spirits inside the great medicine mountain have sent
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you. Tell the people to set up a big lodge in the center of the camp
circle. Cover its floor with sage, and purify it with burning sweet grass.
Tell everyone to go inside the tipi and stay there; no one must see me
approaching.”

When at last all was ready, Sweet Medicine walked slowly toward
the village and four times called out: “People of the Cheyenne, with a
great power I am approaching. Be joyful. The sacred arrows I am
bringing.” He entered the tipi with the sacred arrow bundle and said:
“You have not yet learned how to live in the right way. That is why
the Ones Above were angry and the buffalo went into hiding.” The two
young hunters lit the fire, and Sweet Medicine filled a deer-bone pipe
with sacred tobacco. All night through, he taught the people what the
spirits inside the holy mountain had taught him. These teachings estab-
lished the way of the Tsistsistas, the true Cheyenne nation. Toward
morning Sweet Medicine sang four sacred songs. After each song he
smoked the pipe, and its holy breath ascended through the smoke hole
up into the sky, up to the great mystery.

At daybreak, as the sun rose and the people emerged from the sacred
arrow lodge, they found the prairie around them covered with buffalo.
The spirits were no longer angry. The famine was over.

For many nights to come, Sweet Medicine instructed the people in
the sacred laws. He lived among the Cheyenne for a long time and
made them into a proud tribe respected throughout the Plains.

Four lives the Creator had given him, but even Sweet Medicine was
not immortal. Only the rocks and mountains are forever. When he grew
old and feeble and felt that the end of his appointed time was near, he
directed the people to carry him to a place near the Sacred Bear Butte.
There they made a small hut for him out of cottonwood branches and
cedar lodge poles covered with bark and leaves. They spread its floor with
sage, flat cedar leaves, and fragrant grass. It was a good lodge to die in,
and when they placed him before it, he addressed the people for the
last time:

I have seen in my mind that some time after I am dead—and may
the time be long—lightskinned, bearded men will arrive with sticks
spitting fire. They will conquer the land and drive you before them.
They will kill the animals who give their flesh that you may live,
and they will bring strange animals for you to ride and eat. They
will introduce war and evil, strange sicknesses and death. They will
try to make you forget Maheo, the Creator, and the things I taught
you, and will impose their own alien, evil ways. They will take
your land little by little, until there is nothing left for you. I do not
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like to tell you this, but you must know. You must be strong when
that bad time comes, you men, and particularly you women, be-
cause much depends on you, because you are the perpetuators of
life and if you weaken, the Cheyenne will cease to be. Now I have
said all there is to say.

Then Sweet Medicine went into his hut to die.

—Told by members of the Strange Owl family on the
Lame Deer Indian Reservation, Montana, 1967, and
recorded by Richard Erdoes.

THE QUILLWORK GIRL AND
HER SEVEN STAR BROTHERS

[cHEYENNE]

In another Cheyenne tale, the buffalo are villains instead of benevo-
lent animals who give their flesh so that people may live.

Hundreds of years ago there was a girl who was very good at quillwork,
so good that she was the best among all tribes everywhere. Her designs
were radiant with color, and she could decorate anything—clothing,
pouches, quivers, even tipis.

One day this girl sat down in her parents’ lodge and began to make
a man’s outfit of white buckskin—war shirt, leggings, moccasins, gaunt-
lets, everything. It took her weeks to embroider them with exquisite
quillwork and fringes of buffalo hair marvellous to look at. Though her
mother said nothing, she wondered. The girl had no brothers, nor was
a young man courting her, so why was she making a man’s outfit?

As if that wasn’t strange enough, no sooner had she finished the first
outfit than she began working on a second, then on a third. She worked
all year until she had made and decorated seven complete sets of men'’s
clothes, the last a very small one. The mother just watched and kept
wondering. At last after the girl had finished the seventh outfit, she
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spoke to her mother. “Someplace, many days’ walk from here, live
seven brothers,” she said. “Someday all the world will admire them.
Since I am an only child, I want to take them for my brothers, and these
clothes are for them.”

“It is well, my daughter,” her mother said. “I will go with you.”

“This is too far for you to walk,” said the girl.

“Then I will go part of the way,” said her mother.

They loaded their strongest dogs with the seven bundles and set off
toward the north. “You seem to know the way,” said the mother.

“Yes. I don’t know why, but I do,” answered the daughter.

“And you seem to know all about those seven young men and what
makes them stand out from ordinary humans.”

“I know about them,” said the girl, “though I don’t know how.”

Thus they walked, the girl seeming sure of herself. At last the mother
said, “This is as far as I can go.” They divided the dogs, the girl keeping
two for her journey, and took leave of each other. Then the mother
headed south back to her village and her husband, while the daughter
continued walking into the north.

At last the daughter came to a lone, painted, and very large tipi which
stood near a wide stream. The stream was shallow and she waded across
it, calling: “It is I, the young-girllooking-for-brothers, bringing gifts.”

At that a small boy about ten years old came out of the tipi. “I am
the youngest of seven brothers,” he told the girl. “The others are out
hunting buffalo, but theyll come back after a while. I have been ex-
pecting you. But you'll be a surprise to my brothers, because they don’t
have my special gifts of knowing and of ‘No Touch.””

“What is the gift of no touch?” asked the girl.

“Sometime you'll find out. Well, come into the tipi.”

The girl gave the boy the smallest outfit, which fitted him perfectly
and delighted him with its beautiful quillwork.

“I shall take you all for my brothers,” the girl told him.

“And I am glad to have you for a sister,” answered the boy.

The girl took all the other bundles off her two dogs’ backs and told
them to go back to her parents, and at once the dogs began trotting south.

Inside the tipi were seven beds of willow sticks and sage. The girl
unpacked her bundles and put a war shirt, a pair of leggings, a pair of
moccasins, and a pair of gauntlets upon each of the older brothers’ beds.
Then she gathered wood and built a fire. From her packs she took dried
meat, dried chokecherries, and kidney fat, and cooked a meal for eight.

Toward evening just as the meal was ready, the six older brothers
appeared laden with buffalo meat. The little boy ran outside the lodge
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and capered, kicking his heels and jumping up and down, showing off
his quilled buckskin outfit.

“Where did you get these fine clothes?” the brothers asked.

“We have a new sister,” said the child. “She’s waiting inside, and
she has clothes for you too. She does the most wonderful quillwork in
the world. And she’s beautiful herself!”

The brothers greeted the girl joyfully. They were struck with wonder
at the white buckskin outfits she had brought as gifts for them. They
were as glad to have a sister to care for as she was to have brothers to
cook and make clothes for. Thus they lived happily.

One day after the older brothers had gone out to hunt, a light-colored
buffalo calf appeared at the tipi and scratched and knocked with his
hoof against the entrance flap. The boy came out and asked it what it
wanted. .

“I am sent by the buffalo nation,” said the calf. “We have heard of
your beautiful sister, and we want her for our own.”

“You can’t have her,” answered the boy. “Go away.”

“Oh well, then somebody bigger than I will come,” said the calf and
ran off jumping and kicking its heels.

The next day when the boy and the sister were alone again, a young
heifer arrived, lowing and snorting, rattling the entrance flap of the tipi.

Once more the child came out to ask what she wanted.

“I am sent by the buffalo nation,” said the heifer. “We want your
beautiful sister for ourselves.”

“You can'’t have her,” said the boy. “Go away!”

“Then somebody bigger than I will come,” said the heifer, galloping
off like the calf before her.

On the third day a large buffalo cow, grunting loudly, appeared at
the lodge. The boy came out and asked, “Big buffalo cow, what do you
want?”’

“I am sent by the buffalo nation,” said the cow. “I have come to take
your beautiful sister. We want her.”

“You can't have her,” said the boy. “Go away!”

“Somebody very big will come after me,” said the buffalo cow, “and
he won'’t come alone. Hell kill you if you don’t give him your sister.”
With these words the cow trotted off.

On the fourth day the older brothers stayed home to protect the girl.
The earth began to tremble a little, then to rock and heave. At last
appeared the most gigantic buffalo bull in the world, much larger than
any you see now. Behind him came the whole buffalo nation, making

the earth shudder. Pawing the ground, the huge bull snorted and bel-
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lowed like thunder. The six older brothers, peering out through the
entrance hole, were very much afraid, but the little boy stepped boldly
outside. “Big, oversized buffalo bull, what do you want from us?” he
asked.

“I want your sister,” said the giant buffalo bull. “If you won't give
her to me, I'll kill you all.”

The boy called for his sister and older brothers to come out. Terrified,
they did so.

“I'll take her now,” growled the huge bull.

“No,” said the boy, “she doesn’t want to be taken. You can’t have her.
Go away!” '

“In that case I'll kill you now,” roared the giant bull. “I'm coming!”

“Quick, brother, use your special medicine!” the six older brothers
cried to the youngest.

“I am using it,” said he. “Now all of you, catch hold of the branches
of this tree. Hurry!” He pointed to a tree growing by the tipi. The girl
and the six brothers jumped up into its branches. The boy took his bow
and swiftly shot an arrow into the tree’s trunk, then clasped the trunk
tightly himself. At once the tree started to grow, shooting up into the
sky in no time at all. It all happened much, much quicker than it can be
told.

The brothers and the girl were lifted up in the tree branches, out of
reach of the buffalo. They watched the herd of angry animals grunting
and snorting, milling around the tree far below.

“I'll chop the tree down with my horns!” roared the giant buffalo.
He charged the tree, which shook like a willow and swayed back and
forth. Trying not to fall off, the girl and the brothers clutched the
branches. The big bull had gouged a large piece of wood from the trunk.

The little boy said, “I'd better use one more arrow.” He shot an arrow
high into the treetop, and again the tree grew, shooting up another
thousand feet or so, while the seven brothers and the girl rose with it.

The giant buffalo bull made his second charge. Again his horns
stabbed into the tree and splintered wood far and wide. The gash in
the trunk had become larger.

The boy said, “I must shoot another arrow.” He did, hitting the
treetop again, and quick as a flash the tree rose another thousand feet.

A third time the bull charged, rocking the tree, making it sway from
side to side so that the brothers and the girl almost tumbled out of their
branches. They cried to the boy to save them. The child shot a fourth
arrow into the tree, which rose again so that the seven young men and
the girl disappeared into the clouds. The gash in the tree trunk had

become dangerously large.
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“When that bull charges again, he will shatter this tree,” said the
girl. “Little brother, help us!”

Just as the bull charged for the fourth time, the child loosed the single
arrow he had left, and the tree rose above the clouds.

“Quick, step out right on the clouds. Hurry!” cried the little boy.
“Don’t be afraid!” ‘

The bull’s head hit the tree trunk with a fearful impact. His horns
cut the trunk in two, but just as the tree slowly began to topple, the
seven brothers and the girl stepped off its branches and into the sky.

There the eight of them stood. “Little brother, what will become of
us now? We can never return to earth; we're up too high. What shall
we do?”

“Don’t grieve,” said the little boy, “I'll turn all of us into stars.”

At once the seven brothers and the girl were bathed in radiant light.
They formed themselves into what the white men call the big dipper.
You can see them there now. The brightest star is the beautiful girl,
who is filling the sky with glimmering quillwork, and the star twinkling
at the very end of the dipper’s handle is the little boy. Can you see him?

—Told by one of the Strange Owl family in Birney,
Montana, 1972, and recorded by Richard Erdoes.

|
ROLLING HEAD

n
[wintu]

Among the Wintu a menstruating woman was considered unclean,
but at the same time she was recognized as having extraordinary
magical powers which she could use to harm others, purposely or
not. Proper rituals were needed to prevent disaster and to restore her.

Long ago there was a village filled with people. They lived in the flat-
lands on both the west and the east sides of the river. The younger of
the chief’s two daughters had just reached puberty, and her parents
were planning to call a puberty dance.
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In the evening the father spoke to the other women. “Farly in the
morning go strip bark for a maple-bark apron,” he said. “But don't take
my younger daughter with you. Go secretly.” v

So the women got up very early and stole away. Quite far north they
went, and some even climbed uphill and crossed the ridge to the north.

Later the girl who had reached puberty woke up and, though it was
forbidden, followed the others. When she reached them, they were
stripping bark. She went up to them and began cutting maple bark too.

All at once she struck her little finger with a splinter. Her older sister
came up to her and wiped the blood with dead leaves. The other women
said, “When will it leave off? The blood cannot stop flowing.” Afraid
of what had happened, they ran back to the village. They reached the
house and told the father, “She got stuck with a splinter while stripping
bark.” And the old man said, “She doesn’t listen to me.”

The girl and her older sister were left behind alone. The younger
one, who stood downhill to the north, now sucked blood and spat it out.
Then more blood came, and though she sucked and sucked, she could -
not stop the flow. Meanwhile the sun began to set. She kept on sucking
until early evening, unable to help herself. Suddenly she happened to
swallow blood and smelled the fat. It tasted sweet. So she ate her little
finger, and then ate her whole hand. Then devoured both her hands.
Then she ate her leg, ate both her legs. Then she ate up her whole
body. Then her head alone was left. It went rolling over the ground,
with her sister still beside her.

In the village the chief said, “From the north shell come. Put on
your clothes, people. Get your weapons. We must go.” And the people
dressed themselves and got their weapons. And from the north they
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saw her come, rolling toward her father’s house. She arrived in the
early evening and lay there. After she had rested a while, she bounced
up to the west across the river to the flat on the west, where she threw
the people into her mouth. Without stopping, she turned the village
upside down as she deyoured them all. Then she fell to the east across
the river and lay there, and the next morning she threw the people who
lived on the eastern flat into her mouth and ate them, devoured them all.
Only her eldest sister she left for a while. And she went about the
world, and when she saw people, she threw them into her mouth and ate
them. Each evening she came home, each morning she went about the
world looking for people. Always she went searching.

One day she climbed up to the northern edge of the sky and looked
all over the world, but she saw no one. So in the evening she came home,
and the next morning she got up and threw her sister into her mouth.
Then she went on her way until she reached the edge of a big creek
which she did not know how to cross. A man was sitting on the other
side. She called to him, and he threw a bridge over. She was crossing,
and when she had gone halfway he jerked it, and it went down at Talat.
And she fell into the river, and a riffle pike jumped and swallowed her.
And it is finished. That is all. '

—Based on a myth reported by Cora DuBois and
Dorothy Demetracopoulon in 1931.

SON OF LIGHT
KILLS THE MONSTER

[mop1]

Man-Eagle, a frightful monster, had laid waste to the whole country.
With his sharp talons he seized women and girls, wives and maidens.
He flew off with them to his home above the clouds, where he abused
them for four nights before eating them up.

Among those abducted by Man-Eagle was the young wife of Son of




Light. Within hours this hero was on their trail, and along the way he
met the Pifion Maidens, dressed in grass and pifion bark. With them
were Spider Woman and Mole.

“Where are you going?” these spirit people asked Son of Light. “Man-
Eagle has stolen my wife,” he answered. “I am going to rescue her, but
I have to get there in a hurry before he kills her.”

“This is bad,” said Spider Woman, “but never fear, I'll help you.”
And to the Pifion Maidens she said: “You girls gather pifion resin and
shape it into a copy of Man-Eagle’s flint-arrowhead shirt that no weapon
can penetrate. Be quick.”

The Pifion Maidens gathered the resin and made a shirt exactly like
Man-Eagle’s, and when they had finished it, Spider Woman sprinkled
sacred corn pollen over it and chanted an invocation. Then she turned
herself into a tiny spider no bigger than a grain of salt and crawled up
on Son of Light’s right ear. “Here I am,” she said, “Where I can tell you
what to do if you get into trouble. The next step is up to Mole.”

Mole burrowed a passage through the mountain up to the top so
that Son of Light could get to the summit without being seen. When
they came out onto the mountaintop, they saw that they were still far
below Man-Eagle’s home in the clouds. Spider Woman said, “T'll call
some good birds to help us.”

The first to answer her call was the spotted eagle. Son of Light, Mole,
and Spider Woman climbed onto his back, and he spread his wings and
began circling upwards. Higher and higher he flew, until at last he was
exhausted. “I can go no farther,” he said.

Spider Woman then called on the hawk, who came at once, flying
wing tip to wing tip with the spotted eagle. Mole and Son of Light,
with Spider Woman still perched on his right ear, walked over the
wings onto the hawk’s back. The hawk carried them higher, but after
a while his strength gave out too. “This is as high as I can go,” he said:

Spider Woman called for the gray hawk to take over. Again Son of
Light, Mole, and Spider Woman changed birds, and the gray hawk
flew up higher than the others. Still it was not high enough, and the
three friends transferred to the back of the red hawk, best of all fliers.

The red hawk flew through a hole in the clouds right to the white
house that was the home of Man-Eagle. Thanking the red hawk for
carrying them so far, Son of Light, Spider Woman, and Mole got down
and walked boldly up to the house.

“Look at the ladder to the entrance,” said Spider Woman to Son of
Light. “Its rungs are sharp obsidian knives. They'll cut your fingers off
if you try to get up there.” '

“What shall we do?” asked Son of Light.
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“Go pick some sumac berries,” Spider Woman said. Son of Light
gathered the berries and returned to her. “Now feed them to Horned
Toad over there,” she said.

Son of Light popped the berries into the wide mouth of Horned
Toad, who chewed them into a gooey paste which he spit into the
palm of Son of Light’s hand.

“Now smear what Horned Toad has given you on the sharp edges of
the rungs,” Spider Woman told him. As Son of Light smeared the
edges, they immediately became blunt so that he could climb up without
having his fingers cut off. Spider Woman was still behind his right ear,
while little Mole had buried himself in Son of Light's hair. With his
two hidden companions, Son of Light stepped inside Man-Eagle’s home.

The first thing he saw was Man-Eagle’s magic flint-arrowhead shirt
hanging from a viga. Quick as a flash Son of Light hung the counterfeit
shirt on that rafter and put the real shirt on. They were so alike that
not even Son of Light could tell them apart. He went into the second
room and found his wife, her hands tied behind her back.

“I've come to free you,” he told her.

“Flee!” she cried. “Run quickly! No one who enters here ever leaves

" alive.”

“Don’t be afraid,” he answered, untying her hands. “We'll come out
of here alive and happy.”

Man-Eagle was asleep in the next room, but Spider Woman was
carrying a “hear nothing” charm which prevented their noise from
reaching his ears. Unaware that strangers were in his house, he awoke
and put on his flint-arrow shirt, then went into the next room. “Now I
will enjoy the beautiful girl,” he thought, but instead found himself
face to face with Son of Light. “Who are you?” asked Man-Eagle. “How
dare you come here!”

“You have stolen my wife, and I am taking her back now.”

“Maybe you will, and maybe you won'’t,” said Man-Eagle. “You're
speaking big words, but first you'll have a contest with me.”

-“What kind of contest?” inquired Son of Light.

“A smoking contest,” said Man-Eagle. The monster brought out a
huge pipe, as long as a good-sized man, and filled it with tobacco. “We
will both smoke this,” he told Son of Light, “and whoever weakens and
faints is the loser. If you lose, I have the right to kill you and possess
your wife. If you win, you can take her back.”

Now, Man-Eagle’s magic tobacco was poisonous enough to stun any-
one who was not used to it, though it no longer had an effect on him.
But while Man-Eagle explained the rules of the contest, Mole quickly
burrowed 2 hole in the floor underneath the spot on which Son of Light
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was sitting. Mole made a passage all the way down through the earth to
the outside, and as the man and the monster puffed away, the smoke
passed right through Son of Light and through the hole into the outside
air. The two smoked and smoked, until Man-Eagle got dizzy from his
own magic tobacco and had to stop. Son of Light, on the other hand,
was unaffected.

Filled to the bursting point with smoke, Man-Eagle stepped outside
the house to clear his head. Son of Light followed, and they both saw
dense clouds of smoke covering the whole sky. “I wonder how he did it,”
thought Man-Eagle. Aloud he said: “Well, you win this contest, but
this is only the first. Now comes the second.”

Man-Eagle brought forth two huge elk antlers. “Take this one,” he
told Son of Light, “and I'll take the other. Each of us will try and break
his own in two. If you fail to break yours with your hands, I shall kill
you and possess your wife.”

The antler that Man-Eagle had given his rival was actually a magical
piece of stone—the hardest stone in the world. The antler that Man-
Eagle had kept for himself was a false antler made of brittle wood.

Quick as a flash just before the contest began, Spider Woman ex-
changed the two elk antlers. She did it with such lightning speed that
not even the eye of Man-Eagle could follow her. The rivals took up their
antlers, and Son of Light broke his easily, but Man-Eagle could not break
his however hard he tried. “I wonder how he did that,” thought the
monster. He was not so sure of himself now.

“Well, this was just child’s play, something to warm us up,” said
Man-Eagle. “Now for our third contest.”

“What is it this time?” asked Son of Light.

“Step outside with me,” said Man-Eagle. They went out, and the
monster pointed to two huge pine trees near his house. “You choose one
of these trees and I will choose the other, and he who fails to pull his
tree up by the roots loses the contest. If I win, I'll kill you and possess
your wife.”

“So be it,” answered Son of Light.

Man-Eagle chose the tree which he thought had the shallower roots.
“Remember,” he told Son of Light, “if you fail to pull up your tree—
trunk, branches, roots, and all—you lose, no matter what I do.”

During these preparations, Mole had burrowed underneath Son of
Light's tree and gnawed through all the roots. Son of Light pulled it up
easily, while Man-Eagle could not uproot his. “It pleased me to let you
win once more,” he told Son of Light, “but you must win the fourth and
last contest.” To himself he said: “I wonder how he did it. This young
man is really strong.”
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“What do you propose?” asked Son of Light.

“Watch me,” answered Man-Eagle. He began carrying into his biggest
room heaps of food—meat of all kinds, piki bread and cornbread of all
kinds, mush and gruel of all kinds, squash and bean dishes of all kinds—
baskets, pots, cups, and dippers full of food. Making two mountains of
it all, he told Son of Light: “This is your heap and that over there is
mine. You must eat your heap all at once, without leaving a single scrap.
If you can'’t do it, I'll kill you and possess your wife.” “I'm sure to win
this one,” Man-eagle said to himself. “The young man is puny com-
pared with me; he can’t absorb all this food.”

Again Mole had dug a tunnel underneath Son of Light. As quickly as
Son of Light emptied a dish, the food passed through him and through
. the tunnel to some place outside the house. In no time Son of Light had
eaten the whole mountain of meat, corn, squash, beans, piki, and mush.
Man-Eagle tried to match him dish for dish, but could not.

“Well,” said Son of Light, “Now I'll take my wife and go home.”

“Not quite yet,” said Man-Eagle. “In the end it comes down to this:
Which of us is invulnerable? Which of us can withstand the flames of
a mighty fire? I can. Can you? We shall see.”

Man-Eagle made two huge piles of dry wood. “You sit on this one, and
I'll sit on that,” he said. “Your wife can set fire to them once we’re in
position. If you can withstand the fire, then I'll do whatever you say.”

“Now,” thought Man-Eagle, “I can get rid of this upstart. My magic
flint-arrowhead shirt is fireproof, but the young fellow will burn up.”

Son of Light’s wife set fire to the two woodpiles. Of course, son of
Light was wearing the real magic flint-arrowhead shirt. Coated with ice,
clear and cold like crystal, it protected him from the flames. In the
process part of the ice melted and extinguished the fire. But the shirt
of Man-Eagle made out of resin, ignited in a flash which so thoroughly
consumed Man-Eagle that only his ashes remained.

Then Spider Woman whispered into Son of Light's ear: “Take this
wonderful medicine -of mine in your mouth and spurt it all over Man-
Eagle’s ashes.”

Son of Light did what Spider Woman said, and as he spat the medi-
cine over the ashes, Man-Eagle arose, transformed into a good-looking
man.

Spider Woman addressed this eagle turned into a man: “Have you
learned your lesson? Will you stop killing and eating people? Will you
stop stealing and abusing wives and maidens? Will you promise?”

Eagle-turned-into-Man said: “I promise. I will never do evil again,
never.

Son of Light joyfully claimed his wife, while Spider Woman brought
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all the Hopi people whom Man-Eagle had killed back to life again.
Then they all got on the backs of the eagle, hawk, gray hawk, and red
hawk, and these friendly birds carried them safely back to their homes.

—Retold from various nineteenth-century versions.

| ]
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3‘/ THE COMING OF THUNDER %

[MIwOK]

Bear'’s sister-in-law, Deer, had two beautiful fawn daughters. Bear was
a horrible, wicked woman, and she wanted the fawns for herself. So
this is what she did.

One day she invited Deer to accompany her when she went to pick
clover. The two fawns remained at home. While resting during the day
after having gathered much clover, Bear offered to pick lice from Deer’s
head. While doing so she watched her chance, took Deer unaware, and
bit her neck so hard that she killed her. Then she devoured her, all
except the liver. This she placed in the bottom of a basket filled with
clover, and took it home. She gave the basket of clover to the fawns to
eat.

When they asked where their mother was, she replied, “She will come
soon. You know she’s always slow and takes her time in coming home.”

So the fawns ate the clover, but when they reached the bottom of the
basket, they discovered the liver. Then they knew their aunt had killed
their mother.

“We had better watch out, or she will kill us too,” they said to one
another.

They decided to run away and go to their grandfather. So the next
day when Bear was out, they got together all the baskets and awls which
belonged to Deer and departed. They left one basket, however, in the
house.

When Bear returned and found the Fawns missing, she hunted for
their tracks and set out after them. After she had trailed them a short
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distance, the basket they had left at home whistled. Bear ran back to the
house, thinking the fawns had returned. But she could not find them and
so set out again, following their tracks.

The fawns meanwhile had proceeded on their journey, throwing awls
and baskets in different directions. These awls and baskets whistled.
Each time she heard them, Bear thought that the fawns were whistling,
and she left the trail in search of them. And each time that Bear was
fooled in this manner, she became angrier and angrier.

She shouted in her anger: “Those girls are making a fool of me.
When I capture them, I'll eat them.”

The awls only whistled in response, and Bear ran toward the sound.
No one was there.

Finally, the fawns, far ahead of Bear, came to the river. On the
opposite side they saw Daddy Longlegs. They asked him to stretch his
leg across the river so that they could cross safely, because Bear had
killed their mother and they were fleeing from her. He did, and when
Bear at last came to the river, Daddy Longlegs stretched his leg over
again.

gBut just as the wicked aunt of the two fawns, walking on his leg,
reached the middle of the river, Daddy Longlegs gave his leg a sudden
twitch and threw her into the water.

However, Bear did not drown. She managed to swim to shore, where
she again started in pursuit of the fawns. But the fawns were far ahead
of their aunt and soon reached their grandfather’s house. Their grand-
father was Lizard. They told him of the terrible fate which had overtaken
their mother.

“Where is Bear?” he asked them.

“She is following us and will soon be here,” they replied.

Upon hearing this, Lizard threw two large white stones into the fire
and heated them. When Bear arrived outside Lizard’s house, she could
not find an entrance. She asked Lizard how she should come in, and he
told her that the only entrance was through the smoke hole. She must
climb on the roof and enter that way, he said, and when she did, she
must close her eyes tightly and open her mouth wide.

Bear followed these instructions, for Lizard had told her that the two
fawns were in his house. As Bear entered, eyes closed and mouth open,
Lizard took the red-hot stones from the fire and thrust them down her
throat. Bear rolled from the top of Lizard’s house and landed on the
ground dead.

Lizard skinned her and dressed her hide, after which he cut it in two
pieces, one large and one small. The larger piece he gave to the older
fawn, the smaller piece to the younger. Then Lizard instructed the girls
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to run about and see what kind of noise was made by Bear’s skin. The
girls proceeded to run, and the pieces of skin crackled loudly. Lizard, -
watching them, laughed and said to himself, “The girls are all right.
They are Thunders. I think I had better send them up to the sky.”

When the fawns came to Lizard to tell him that they were goingto
return home, he said, “Don’t go home. I have a good place for you in
the sky.”

So the girls went to the sky, and Lizard could hear them running
about up there. Their aunt’s skin, which they had kept, makes the loud
noises that we call thunder. Whenever the fawn girls (Thunders, as
Lizard called them) run’around in the sky, rain and hail fall.

—Reported by Edward W. Gifford in 1930.

The Miwok were master basket makers and had elaborate containers used in
gathering and leaching acorns, transporting other food and goods, and in many
other facets of their daily life. When the fawns fled from their aunt, therefore,
they would naturally be sure to take with them not just their valuable baskets but
the awls with which they fashioned the coils from which they wove and decorated
them.

|
WAKINYAN TANKA,
THE GREAT THUNDERBIRD
|
[BRULE sr0uUX]
John (Fire) Lame Deer, a_Sioux medicine man, was about seventy

when he told this tale and like “A Legend of Devil's Tower” it
bears the hallmarks of his own crusty, evocative vision.

i |

Wakinyan Tanka, the great thunderbird, lives in his tipi on top of a
high mountain in the sacred Paha Sapa, the Black Hills. The whites
call it Harney Peak, but I don’t think he lives there anymore since the
wasichu, the whites, have made these hills into a vast Disneyland. No,
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I think the thunder beings have retreated to the farthest end of the earth,
where the sun goes down, where there are no tourists and hot-dog stands.

The Wakinyan hates all that is dirty. He loves what is clean and pure.
His voice is the great thunderclap, and the smaller rolling thunders that
follow his booming shouts are the cries of his children, the little thunder-
birds. Four paths lead to the mountain on which the Wakinyan dwell.
A butterfly guards the entrance at the East side. A Bear guards the West,
a Deer the North, and a beaver the South.

There are four large, old Thunderbirds. The Great Wakinyan of the
West is the first and foremost among them. He is clothed in clouds. His
body has no form, but he has giant, four-jointed wings. He has no feet,
but enormous claws. He has no head, but a huge, sharp beak with rows
of big, pointed teeth. His color is black.

The second Wakinyan of the North is red. The third Thunderbird
of the East is yellow. The fourth hunderbird of the South is white,
though there are some who say that its colors are blue. That one has no
eyes or ears, yet he can see and hear. How that can be is a mystery.
From time to time a holy man catches a glimpse of a Wakinyan in his
dreams, but always only a part of it. No one ever sees the Thunderbird
whole, not even in a vision, so the way we think a Thunderbird looks is
pieced together from many dreams and visions.

The Great Wakinyan'’s tipi stands beside the tallest of all cedar trees.
That's why we use its foliage for the “cedaring,” the “smoking up,” in
our ceremonies which call for sweet-smelling incense to purify our
houses and ourselves. Inside the Wakinyan’s tipi is a nest made of dry
bones. In it lies the giant egg from which the little thunderbirds are
hatched. The egg is bigger than the whole state of South Dakota.

You cannot see the Wakinyan because they are wrapped in robes of
dark clouds, but you can feel their presence. I have often felt it. During
a vision quest they may come and try to frighten you, to see whether
you have enough courage to go through your “crying for a dream”—
your four days and nights of fasting and listening and staying awake on
top of a lonely hill. They test you this way, but the Wakinyan are good
spirits. They like to help the people, even if they scare you sometimes.

Everything in nature moves in a certain way that whites call clock-
wise. Only the thunder beings move in a contrary manner—counter-
clockwise. That’s their way; they do everything differently. That's why,
if you dream of the Wakinyan, you become a heyoka: an upside-down,
hot-cold, forward-backward man. This gives you power, but you don’t
want to stay a heyoka for long, so we have a ceremony through which
you can become your old self again.

The Wakinyan’s symbol is the zig-zag lightning, forked at the ends,
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which I use in some of my rituals. It's 2 design I like and to which I
feel in some way related, because a heyoka is also a sacred clown, and
there is some of that clown nature within me.

The thunder beings are guardians of the truth. When you're holding
thesacred pipe and you swear on it, you can say nothing but the truth. If
you lie, the Wakinyan will kill you with their lightning bolts.

So thunderbirds stand for rain, and fire, and the truth, and as I said
before, they like to help the people. In contrast, Unktehi, the great
water monster, did not like human beings from the time they were put
on this earth. Unktehi was shaped like a giant scaly snake with feet.
She had a huge horn coming out of the top of her head, and she filled
the whole of the Missouri River from end to end. The little water mon-
sters, who lived in smaller streams and lakes, likewise had no use for
humans. ’

“What are these tiny, lice-like creatures crawling all over the place?”
they asked. “What are these blood-clot people creeping out of the red
pipestone? We don’t want them around!”

The Great Unktehi could place her body and puff it up in such a
way that it made the great Missouri overflow, and her children, the
little water monsters, did the same with their streams and lakes. So they
caused a great flood that spread over the whole country, killing most of
the people. Only a few escaped to the top of the highest mountain, and
even there the waves threatened to sweep them off.

Then the great thunderbird spoke: “What's to be done? I like these
humans. They respect us; they pray to us. If they dream of us, they get
a little of our power, and that makes them relatives of ours, in a way.
Even though they are small, helpless, and pitiful, Grandfather put them
on this earth for some purpose. We must save them from Unktehi!”

Then began the great battle between the thunderbirds and the evil
water monsters. It lasted many years, during which the earth trembled
and the waters burst forth in mighty torrents, while the night was like
day because of the flashes of lightning. The Wakinyan have no bodies as
we imagine them—no limbs or hands or feet—but they have enormous
claws. They have no mouths, but they have big, sharp teeth. They have
no eyes, but lightning bolts somehow shoot out of the eyes which are
not there. This is hard to explain to a wasichu.

The Wakinyan used their claws, their teeth, their lightning to fight the
water monsters. The Wakinyan Tanka grappled with the Great Unktehi
and the little thunder children were pitted against the smaller- water
monsters. The battle was not only long but desperate, for the Unktehi
had spikes at the tip of their powerful tails that could gouge out fearful
wounds as they roared and thrashed.
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At last the Wakinyan Tanka called to the little thunderbirds: “My
children, the Unktehi are winning. This close body-to-body fighting
favors them!”

All the thunder beings retreated to the top of their sacred mountain
and took council together. The Great Wakinyan said: “Our country is
the air. Our power comes from the sky. It was wrong to fight the Unktehi
on their own ground, on the earth and in the water where they are all-
powerful. Come, my children, follow me!”

Then all the thunderbirds flew up into the sky. “When I give the
signal,” said the Wakinyan Tanka, “let’s use our lightning and thunder-
bolts together!”

So the thunder beings shot off all their bolts at the same instant. The
forests were set on fire, and flames consumed everything except the top
of the rock on which the humans had taken refuge. The waters boiled
and then dried up. The earth glowed red-hot, and the Unktehi, big
and small, burned up and died, leaving only their dried bones in the
Mako Sicha, the Badlands, where their bones turned to rock.

Until then the Unktehi had represented the water power, and now
this power was taken by the Thunderbirds. And the few humans who
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survived climbed down from their high rock, praising the Wakinyan for
saving them. These few again peopled the earth, and all was well. The
battle and the victory of the Wakinyan took place in the first of the
great four ages—the age of Tunka, the Rock.

When I was young, hardly more than a boy, I went after some horses
which had somehow got lost. Following their tracks into the Badlands, I
searched for many hours. I lost all sense of time and was surprised by
nightfall, sudden and pitch-black. The clouds that were covering the
moon and stars split open in a thunderstorm. Hailstones as big as moth-
balls blanketed the ground with icy mush, and I thought that I might
freeze to death in the summer. '

I happened to be in a narrow gulch, where I was in danger of drown-
ing from the rush of water. As best I could, I began scrambling up
toward a high ridge. I couldn’t see except when there was a flash of
lightning, and the earth was crumbling under me. Somehow I made it.

The thunder never stopped, and the lightning became almost con-
tinuous. I could smell the wakangeli, the electricity, all around; it made
my hair stand up. The thunder was deafening. I straddled the ridge as
if I were riding a horse. I could see enough in the lightning to know that
I was very high up and the canyon was a long way down, and I was
afraid of being blown off the ridge and hurled into that black nothing-
ness. My teeth chattering, my legs and hands clamped to the razorback
ridge, I moved inch by inch as I tried to get out of there.

But I felt the presence of the Wakinyan, heard them talking to me
through the thunder: “Don’t be afraid! Hold on! You'll be all right.”

At last the storm ended, and finally dawn came. Then I saw that I
was straddling a long row of petrified bones, the biggest I had ever
seen. I had been moving along the spine of the Great Unktehi. Stiff
with cold, I waited until the sun warmed me. Then I scrambled down
and ran toward home. I forgot all about the horses; I never found them.
And T searched many times for the ridge deep inside the Badlands that
formed Unktehi’s spine. I wanted to show it to my friends, but I never
found the ridge either.

—Told by Lame Deer in 1969 in Winner, Rosebud
Indian Reservation, South Dakota, and recorded by
Richard Erdoes.
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n
COYOTE KILLS THE GIANT

 [FLATHEAD]

I
A 0

Coyote was walking one day when he met Old Woman. She greeted
him and asked where he was headed.

“Just roaming around,” said Coyote.

“You better stop going that way, or you'll meet a giant who kills
everybody.”

“Oh, giants don’t frighten me,” said Coyote (who had never met one).
“I always kill them. I'll fight this one too, and make an end of him.”

“He’s bigger and closer than you think,” said Old Woman.

“I don’t care,” said Coyote, deciding that a giant would be about as
big as a bull moose and calculating that he could kill one easily.

So Coyote said good-bye to Old Woman and went ahead, whistling
a tune. On his way he saw a large fallen branch that looked like a club.
Picking it up, he said to himself, “I'll hit the giant over the head with
this. It's big enough and heavy enough to kill him.” He walked on and
came to a huge cave right in the middle of the path. Whistling merrily,
he went in.

Suddenly Coyote met a woman who was crawling along on the ground.
“What's the matter?” he asked.

“I'm starving,” she said, “and too weak to walk. What are you doing
with that stick?”

“I'm going to kill the giant with it,” said Coyote, and he asked if she
knew where he was hiding.

Feeble as she was, the woman laughed. “You're already in the giant’s
belly.”

“How can I be in his belly?” asked Coyote. “T haven’t even met him.”

“You probably thought it was a cave when you walked into his
mouth,” the woman said, and sighed. “It’s easy to walk in, but nobody
ever walks out. This giant is so big you can't take him in with your eyes.
His belly fills a whole valley.”

Coyote threw his stick away and kept on walking. What else could
he do? Soon he came across some more people lying around half dead.
“Are you sick?” he asked.
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“No,” they said, “just starving to death. We're trapped inside the
iant.”
8 “You're foolish,” said Coyote. “If we're really inside this giant, then
the cave walls must be the inside of his stomach. We can just cut some
meat and fat from him.”

“We never thought of that,” they said.

“You're not as smart as I am,” said Coyote.

Coyote took his hunting knife and started cutting chunks out of the
cave walls. As he had guessed, they were indeed the giant’s fat and meat,
and he used it to feed the starving people. He even went back and gave
some meat to the woman he had met first. Then all the people imprisoned
in the giant’s belly started to feel stronger and happier, but not com-
pletely happy. “You've fed us,” they said, “and thanks. But how are we
going to get out of here?”

“Don’t worry,” said Coyote. “I'll kill the giant by stabbing him in the
heart. Where is his heart? It must be around here someplace.”

“Look at the volcano puffing and beating over there,” someone said.
“Maybe it’s the heart.” :

“So it is, friend,” said Coyote, and began to cut at this mountain.

Then the giant spoke up. “Is that you, Coyote? I've heard of you. Stop
this stabbing and cutting and let me alone. You can leave through my
mouth; I'll open it for you.”

“I'll leave, but not quite yet,” said Coyote, hacking at the heart. He
told the others to get ready. “As soon as I have him in his death throes,
there will be an earthquake. He'll open his jaw to take a last breath, and
then his mouth will close forever. So be ready to run out fast!”

Coyote cut a deep hole in the giant’s heart, and lava started to flow
out. It was the giant’s blood. The giant groaned, and the ground under
the people’s feet trembled.

“Quick, now!” shouted Coyote. The giant’s mouth opened and they
all ran out. The last one was the wood tick. The giant’s teeth were
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closing on him, but Coyote managed to pull him through at the last
moment.

“Look at me,” cried the wood tick, “I'm all flat!”

“It happened when I pulled you through,” said Coyote. “You'll always
be flat from now on. Be glad you're alive.”

“I guess I'll get used to it,” said the wood tick, and he did.

—Based on a tale reported by Louisa McDermott in 1901.

n
A LEGEND OF DEVIL’S TOWER

[stoux]

This is another characteristically tongue-in-cheek tale from Lame
Deer.

Out of the plains of Wyoming rises Devil's Tower. It is really a rock,
visible for a hundred miles around, an immense cone of basalt which
seems to touch the clouds. It sticks out of the flat prairie as if someone
had pushed it up from underground.

Of course, Devil’s Tower is a white man’s name. We have no devil in
our beliefs and got along well all these many centuries without him.
You people invented the devil and, as far as I am concerned, you can
keep him. But everybody these days knows that towering rock by this
name, so Devil’s Tower it is. No use telling you its Indian name. Most
tribes call it Bear Rock. There is a reason for that—if you see it, you will
notice on its sheer sides many, many streaks and gashes running straight
up and down, like scratches made by giant claws.

Well, long, long ago, two young Indian boys found themselves lost in
the prairie. You know how it is. They had played shinny ball and
whacked it a few hundred yards out of the village. And then they had
shot their toy bows still farther out into the sagebrush. And then they
had heard a small animal make a noise and had gone to investigate. They
had come to a stream with many colorful pebbles and followed that for
a while. They had come to a hill and wanted to see what was on the
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other side. On the other side they saw a herd of antelope and, of course,
had to track them for a while. When they got hungry and thought it
was time to go home, the two boys found that they didn’t know where
they were. They started off in the direction where they thought their
village was, but only got farther and farther away from it. At last they
curled up beneath a tree and went to sleep.

They got up the next morning and walked some more, still headed the
wrong way. They ate some wild berries and dug up wild turnips, found
some chokecherries, and drank water from streams. For three days they
walked toward the west. They were footsore, but they survived. Oh, how
they wished that their parents, or aunts and uncles, or elder brothers and
sisters would find them. But nobody did.

On the fourth day the boys suddenly had a feeling that they were
being followed. The looked around and in the distance saw Mato, the
bear. This was no ordinary bear, but a giant grizzly so huge that the
two boys would make only a small mouthful for him, but he had smelled
the boys and wanted that mouthful. He kept coming close, and the earth
trembled as he gathered speed.

The boys started running, looking for a place to hide, but there was
no such place and the grizzly was much, much faster than they. They
stumbled, and the bear was almost upon them. They could see his red,
wide-open jaws full of enormous, wicked teeth. They could smell his hot,
evil breath.

The boys were old enough to have learned to pray, and they called
upon Wakan Tanka, the Creator: “Tunkashila, Grandfather, have pity,
save us.”

All at once the earth shook and began to rise. The boys rose with it.
Out of the earth came a cone of rock going up, up, up until it was more
than a thousand feet high. And the boys were on top of it.

Mato the bear was disappointed to see his meal disappearing into the
clouds. Have I said he was a giant bear? This grizzly was so huge that he
could almost reach to the top of the rock when he stood on his hind legs.
Almost, but not quite. His claws were as large as a tipi’s lodge poles.
Frantically Mato dug his claws into the side of the rock, trying to get
up, trying to get those boys. As he did so, he made big scratches in the
sides of the towering rock. But the stone was too slippery; Mato could
not get up. He tried every spot, every side. He scratched up the rock all
around, but it was no use. The boys watched him wearing himself out,
getting tired, giving up. They finally saw him going away, a huge,
growling, grunting mountain of fur disappearing over the horizon.

The boys were saved. Or were they? How were they to get down?
They were humans, not birds who could fly. Some ten years ago, moun-
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tain climbers tried to conquer Devil’s Tower. They had ropes, and iron
hooks called pitons to nail themselves to the rock face, and they managed
to get up. But they couldn’t get down. They were marooned on that giant
basalt cone, and they had to be taken off in a helicopter.
* In the long-ago days the Indians had no helicopters. So how did the
two boys get down? The legend does not tell us, but we can be sure
that the Great Spirit didn’t save those boys only to let them perish of
hunger and thirst on the top of the rock.

Well, Wanblee, the eagle, has always been a friend to our people. So
it must have been the eagle that let the boys grab hold of him and
carried them safely back to their village. Or do you know another way?

—Told by Lame Deer in Winner, Rosebud Sioux Indian
Reservation, South Dakota, 1969, and recorded by
Richard Erdoes.

]
THE FLYING HEAD

[1roQuois]

In days long past, evil monsters and spirits preyed upon humans. As long
as the sun was shining, the monsters hid unseen in deep caves, but on
stormy nights they came out of their dens and prowled the earth. The
most terrible of all was the great Flying Head. Though only a scowling,
snarling head without a body, it was four times as tall as the tallest man.
Its skin was so thick and matted with hair that no weapon could pene-
trate it. Two huge bird wings grew from either side of its cheeks, and
with them it could soar into the sky or dive down, floating, like a buzzard.
Instead of teeth, the Flying Head had a mouth full of huge, piercing
fangs with which it seized and devoured its prey. And everything was
prey to this monster, every living being, including people.

One dark night a young woman alone with her baby was sitting in a
longhouse. Everybody had fled and hidden, because someone had seen
the great Flying Head darting among the treetops of the forest. The
young mother had not run away because, as she said to herself, “Someone
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must make a stand against this monster. It might as well be me.” So she
sat by the hearth, building a big fire, heating in the flames a number of
large, red-hot, glowing stones.

She sat waiting and watching, until suddenly the Flying Head ap-
peared in the door. Grinning horribly, it looked into the longhouse, but
she pretended not to see it and acted as if she were cooking a meal. She
made believe that she was eating some of the red-hot rocks, picking them
up with a forked stick and seeming to put them into her mouth. (In
reality she passed them behind her face and dropped them on the
ground.) All the while she was smacking her lips, exclaiming: “Ah, how
good this is! What wonderful food! Never has anyone feasted on meat
like this!”

Hearing her, the monster could not restrain itself. It thrust its head
deep inside the lodge, opened its jaws wide, and seized and swallowed
in one mighty gulp the whole heap of glowing, hissing rocks. As soon
as it had swallowed, the monster uttered a terrible cry which echoed
throughout the land. With wings flapping the great Flying Head fled
screaming, screaming, screaming Over mountains, streams and forest,
screaming so that the biggest trees were shaking, screaming until the
earth trembled, screaming until the leaves fell from the branches. At
last the screams were fading away in the distance, fading, fading, until
at last they could no longer be heard. Then the people everywhere
could take their hands from their ears and breathe safely. After that
the Flying Head was never seen again, and nobody knows what became
of it. ‘

—Retold from a 1902 tale.
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n
THE FIRST SHIP

[cEmOo0K]

In this curious tale, obviously based on an actual incident, the
Indians consider the Wasichu, the white men, as monstrous as any
ogres or demons.

QTR T T e TG T

An old woman in a Clatsop village near the mouth of Big River mourned
the death of her son. For a year she grieved. One day she stopped her
crying and took a walk along the beach where she had often gone in
happier days.

As she was returning to the village, she saw a strange something out
in the water not far from shore. At first she thought it was a whale.
When she came nearer, she saw two spruce trees standing upright on it.

“It’s not a whale,” she said to herself, “it’s a monster.”

When she came near the strange thing that lay at the edge of the
water, she saw that its outside was covered with copper and that ropes
were tied to the spruce trees. Then a bear came out of the strange thing
and stood on it. It looked like a bear, but the face was the face of a
human being.

“Oh, my son is dead,” she wailed, “and now the thing we have heard
about is on our shore.”

Weeping, the old woman returned to her village. People who heard
her called to others, “An old woman is crying. Someone must have struck
her.”

The men picked up their bows and arrows and rushed out to see what
was the matter.

“Listen!” an old man said.

They heard the woman wailing, “Oh, my son is dead, and the thing
we have heard about is on our shore.”

All the people ran to meet her. “What is it? Where is it?” they asked.

“Ah, the thing we have heard about in tales is lying over there.” She
pointed toward the south shore of the village. “There are two bears on
it, or maybe they are people.”

Then the Indians ran toward the thing that lay near the edge of the
water. The two creatures on it held copper kettles in their hands. When
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the Clatsop arrived at the beach, the creatures put their hands to their
mouths and asked for water.

Two of the Indians ran inland, hid behind a log awhile, and then ran
back to the beach. One of them climbed up on the strange thing, entered
it, and looked around inside. It was full of boxes, and he found long
strings of brass buttons.

When he went outside to call his relatives to see the inside of the
thing, he found that they had already set fire to it. He jumped down and
joined the two creatures and the Indians on shore.

The strange thing burned just like fat. Everything burned except the
iron, the copper, and the brass. Then the Clatsop took the two strange-
looking men to their chief.

“I want to keep one of the men with me,” said the chief.

Soon the people north of the river heard about the strange men and
the strange thing, and they came to the Clatsop village. The Willapa
came from across the river, the Chehalis and the Cowlitz from farther
north, and even the Quinault from up the coast. And people from up the
river came also—the Klickitat and others farther up.

The Clatsop sold the iron, brass, and copper. They traded one nail for
a good deerskin. For a long necklace of shells they gave several nails.
One man traded a piece of brass two fingers wide for a slave.

None of the Indians had ever seen iron or brass before. The Clatsop
became rich selling the metal to other tribes.

The two Clatsop chiefs kept the two men who came on the ship. One
stayed at the village called Clatsop, and the other stayed at the village
on the cape.

—Reported by Franz Boas in 1894.

@ . @
U cHase oF THE sEVERED HEAD U

| . )

[cHEYENNE]

O AR INR SR O

Once in a lonely lodge there lived a man, his wife, and two children—
a girl and a boy. In front of the lodge, not far off, was a great lake, and
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a plain trail leading from the lodge down to the shore where the family
used to go for water.

Every day the man went hunting, but before starting he would paint
the woman red all over, coating her face, her arms, and her whole body
with this sacred medicine to protect her from harm. After he departed,
she would leave the children alone in the lodge and go for water; when
she returned with it, the red paint was always gone and her hair was
unbraided. She would manage to get back with her water just before her
husband arrived. Not being a good hunter, he never brought any meat.

Though he asked her no questions, her husband thought it strange
that every night the paint that he had put on his wife in the morning
had disappeared. One day he said to his daughter, “What does your
mother do every day? When I go out, I paint her, and when I get back,
she has no paint on.”

The girl replied, “Whenever you start out hunting, she goes for water,
and she is usually away for a long time.”

The next day, the man painted his wife as usual and then took his
bow and arrows and left the lodge. But instead of going off hunting, he
went down to the Jake shore, dug a hole in the sand, and buried himself,
leaving a little place where he could look out.

The man had not been hidden long when he saw his wife coming
with a bucket. When she was near the water’s edge, she slipped off her
dress, unbraided her hair, sat down on the shore, and said, “Na shu el’,
I am here.” Soon the man saw the water begin to move, and a mih'ni,
a water spirit, rose from it, crawled out on the land, crept up to the
woman, wrapped itself about her, and licked off all the red paint that
was on her body.

The man emerged from his hiding place and rushed down to the pair.
With his knife he cut the monster to pieces and cut off his wife’s head.
The pieces of the monster crept and rolled back into the water and were
never seen again. The man cut off the woman’s arms at the elbow and
her legs at the knees. Saying, “Take your wife!” he threw these pieces
and her head into the water. Then he opened the body, extracted a side
of her ribs, and skinned it.

Returning to the lodge, he said, “Ah, my little children, I have had
good luck; I have killed an antelope and brought back some of the meat.
Where is your mother?”

The children answered, “Our mother has gone to bring water.”

“Well,” he said, “since I killed my meat sooner than I thought, I
carried it back to camp. Your mother will be here pretty soon. In the
meantime I'll cook something for you to eat before I go out again.” He
cooked a kettle of meat and took it to the children, who both ate. The
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little boy, who was the younger and the last one to suckle, said to his
sister, “This tastes like mother!”

“Oh,” said his sister, “keep still; this is antelope meat.” After the
children had finished, the little girl saved some of the meat for the
mother to eat when she returned.

The father got his moccasins and other things together and started
off, intending never to come back. He was going to look for his tribe’s
camp.

After he had gone, the children were sitting in the lodge, the girl
making moccasins and putting porcupine quills on them. Suddenly they
heard a voice outside say, “I love my children, but they don’t love me;
they have eaten me!”

The girl said to her brother, “Look out the door and see who is com-
ing.” The boy looked out and then cried, very much frightened, “Sister,
here comes our mother’s head!”

“Shut the door,” cried the girl. The little boy did so. The girl picked
up her moccasins and her quills—red, white, and yellow—rolled them
up, and seized her root digger. Meanwhile the head had rolled against
the door. “Daughter, open the door,” it called. The head would strike
the door, roll partway up the lodge, and then fall back again.

The girl and her brother ran to the door, pushed it open, and stood
to the side. The head rolled into the lodge and clear across it to the back.
The girl and boy jumped out, the girl closed the door, and both children
ran away as fast as they could. As they ran, they heard the mother calling

to them from the lodge.

- They ran, and they ran, and at last the boy called, “Sister, I'm tired;
I can’t run any longer.” The girl took his robe and carried it for him,
and they ran on.

At last as they reached the top of the divide, they looked back, and
there they could see the head coming, rolling along over the prairie.
Somehow it had gotten out of the lodge. The children kept running,
but at last the head had almost overtaken them. The little boy was
frightened nearly to death, as well as exhausted.

The sister said, “This running is almost killing my brother. When I
was a little girl playing, sometimes the prickly pears were so thick on the
ground that I couldn’t get through them.” As she said this, she scattered
behind her a handful of the yellow porcupine quills. At once there ap-
peared a great bed of tall prickly pears with great yellow thorns. This
cactus patch was strung out for a long way in both directions across the
trail they had made.

When the head reached that place, it rolled up on the prickly pears
and tried to roll over them, but kept getting caught in the thorns. For
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a long time it kept trying and trying to work its way through, and at last
it did get loose from the thorns and passed over. But by this time the girl
and the boy had gone a long distance.

After a while, however, they looked back and again saw the head
coming. The little boy almost fainted. He kept calling out, “Sister, I'm
tired; I can’t run any longer.” v

When the sister heard him, she said while she was running, “When
I was a little girl, I often used to find the bullberry bushes very thick.”
As she said this, she threw behind her a handful of the white quills, and
where they touched the ground a huge grove of thick, thorny bullberry
bushes grew up. They blocked the way, and the head stopped there for
a long time, unable to pass through the bushes.

The children ran on and on, toward the place where the tribe had last
been camped. But at length they looked back and saw the head coming
again.

gThe little boy called out, “Sister, I'm tired; I can’t run any longer.”
Again the girl threw quills behind—this time the red ones—and a great
thicket of thorny rosebushes sprang up and stopped the head.

Again the children went a long way, but at last they saw the head
coming, and the boy called out: “Sister, I'm tired.” Then the sister said,
“When I was a little girl playing, I often came to small ravines that I
couldn’t cross.” She stopped and drew the point of her root digger over
the ground in front of her. This made a little groove in the dirt, and she
placed the root digger across the groove. Then she and her brother
walked over on the root digger, and when they had crossed, the furrow
became wider and wider and deeper and deeper. Soon it was a great
chasm with cut walls, and at the bottom they could see a little water
trickling.

“Now,” said the girl, “we will run no longer; we will stay here.”

“No, no,” said the boy, “let’s run.”

“No,” said the girl, “I will kill our mother here.”

Presently the head came rolling up to the edge of the ravine and
stopped. “Daughter,” it said, “where did you cross? Place your root digger
on the ground so that I can cross too.” The girl attempted to do so, but
the boy pulled her back every time. At last she managed to lay the root
digger down, and the head began rolling over. But when it was halfway
across, the girl tipped the stick, the head fell into the ravine, and the
ravine closed on it.

After this the children started on again to look for the people. At last
they found the camp and drew near it. Before they arrived, however,
they heard a man’s loud voice. As they came closer, they saw that it
was their father speaking. He was walking about the camp and telling
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everyone that while he was out hunting, his two children had killed and
eaten their mother. He warned the people that if the children came to
the camp, they should not be allowed to enter.

When they heard this, the children were frightened. Still, they didn’t
know what else to do but go on into the camp. The people immediately
caught them and tied their hands and feet. And the next day the whole
tribe moved away and left the children there, still tied.

In the camp there was an old, old dog who knew what had happened
and took pity on the children. The night of their arrival, she went into
a lodge, stole some sinew, a knife, and an awl, and took them into a hole
where she had her pups.

The next day after all the people had gone, the children heard a dog
howling. Presently the old, old dog approached them. “Grandchildren,”
she said, “I pity you and have come to help you.”

The girl said, “Untie me first, and I can untie my brother.” So the
old dog began to gnaw at the rawhide strings around the girl’s hands.
The animal had no teeth and could not cut the cords, but they became
wet and began to slip. The girl kept working her hands and at last got
them free. She untied her legs and then freed her brother. That evening
they walked about through the camp and picked up old moccasins to
wear. Both children were crying, and so was the dog. They all sat on
the hill near the camp and cried bitterly, for they had nothing to eat, no
place to sleep, and nothing to cover themselves with, and winter was
coming. The girl and the dog sat weeping with their heads hanging
down, but the boy was looking about. Presently he said, “Sister, see that
wolf; it’s coming straight toward us!”

“It’s useless for me to look,” said the girl. “I couldn’t kill him by look-
ing at him, so we can’t eat him.”

“But look, Sister,” said the boy, “he’s coming right up to us”

At last the girl raised her head, and when she looked at the wolf, it
fell dead. Then the dog brought the tools that she had stolen before
the tribe left. With the knife they cut the wolf up, and from its skin
they made a bed for the dog. ‘

The children stayed in the abandoned camp, living well now, while
the people in the new camp were starving. The children kept a large fire
burning day and night and used big logs so that it never went out.

But after they had eaten the wolf, they began to feel hungry again.
The girl became very unhappy, and one day as she sat crying, with the
dog sitting beside her and the boy standing and looking about, he said,
“Sister, look at that antelope coming!”

“No,” said the girl, “it's useless for me to look; looking will do no

good.”
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“But look even so,” said the boy. “Perhaps it will do as the wolf did.”
The girl looked, and as with the wolf, the antelope fell dead. They cut
it up and used its skin to make a bed for themselves. They ate the flesh
and fed the old dog on the liver. The girl would chew pieces up fine for
the toothless animal.

At last the antelope was all eaten, and again they grew hungry. Again
the boy saw a strange-looking animal—this time an elk, which fell dead
before the girl’s look. She stretched the elk hide, which they used for a
shelter. With the sinews the dog had stolen, they sewed their moccasins
and mended their clothing.

When the elk meat ran out, the boy saw a buffalo coming straight to
their shelter, and the girl killed it by a look. They cut up the meat and
used the hide to make a larger and better shelter, where they stayed until
winter came and snow began to fall.

One night when the girl went to bed, she said, “I wish that I might
see a lodge over there in that sheltered place in the morning. I could
sleep there with my brother and the dog, on a bed in the back of the
lodge. I could make a bow and some arrows, so that my brother could
kill the buffalo close to the camp when they gather in the underbrush
during bad weather.” She also wished that her brother might become a
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young man, and that they might have meat racks in the camp and meat
on them.

In the morning when the boy got up and looked out, he said, “Sister,
our lodge is over there now.” It was in the very place the girl had wished.
They moved their possessions and their fire over to it, and when the boy
entered the lodge, he was a young man. That winter he killed many
buffalo and they had plenty of meat.

One night as she was going to bed, the girl made another wish.
“Brother,” she said, “our father has treated us very badly. He caused us
to eat our mother, and he had us tied up and deserted by the people. I
wish we knew how to get word to the camp, and I wish we had two
bears that we could tell to eat our father.”

Next morning when the girl got up, two bears were sitting in the
lodge on either side of the door. “Hello, my animals,” she said. “Arise
and eat.” After giving them food, she went out to one of the meat racks
and pulled off a piece of bloody fat. She called to a raven that was sitting
in a tree near by: “Come here; I want to send you on an errand.” When
the raven had flown to her, she said, “Go and look for the camp of my
people. Fly about among the lodges and call them. And when the people
come out and ask each other, ‘What's that raven doing? And what is he
carrying?’ drop this piece of fat into the thick of the crowd. Then tell
them that the people you came from have great scaffolds of meat.”

The raven took the piece of fat in his bill and flew away. He found
the camp and flew about, calling and calling, and a number of men
sitting her and there began to say to each other, “What’s that raven
carrying?” The raven dropped the meat, and someone who picked it up
said, “Why, it’s fresh fat.”

Then the raven said, “Those people whom you threw away are still
in the old camp, and they have scaffolds of meat like this.” Then the
raven flew back to the girl.

An old man began crying out to the people as he walked through the
camp: “Those children whom we threw away have plenty of meat! They
are in the old camp, and now we must move back to it as quickly as we
can.” The people tore down their lodges, packed up, and started back.
Some of the young men went ahead in little groups of threes and fours,
and when they reached the children’s camp, the girl fed them and gave
them meat to carry back to the others. All the trees about the lodge were
covered with meat, and buffalo hides were stacked in great piles.

After a while the whole village arrived and camped not far from the
children’s lodge, and everyone began to come to the lodge for food. The
girl sent word to her father to hold off until all the rest had been fed,
so that he could come and take his time instead of eating in a hurry.
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She said to the bears, “I'm going to send for your food last. After that
person gets here and has eaten, I'll say, “There’s your food,” as he goes
out of the lodge. Then you may eat him up.”

In the evening when the last of the people was leaving the lodge, she
said to her brother, “Tell everyone not to come anymore tonight; it is
my father’s turn now.”

When the father came and they fed him, he said happily, “Oh, my
children, you're living well here; you have plenty of meat and tongues
and back fat.” He did not eat everything his daughter had set before
him. “T'll take all this home for my breakfast,” he said.

After he had left the lodge, the girl said to the bears, “There’s your
food; eat him up!” The bears sprang after the father and pulled him
down. He called to his daughter to take her animals away, but they
killed him and began to drag him back to the lodge. The girl said, “Take
him off somewhere else and eat him, and what you don’t eat, throw into
the stream.”

What the bears did not eat they threw in the creek, and then they
washed their hands, and no one ever knew what had become of the
father. Since that time, bears have eaten human flesh when they could.

The boy and the girl returned to the camp, and always afterward lived
well there. ‘

—Based on an account by George Bird Grinnell in 1903.

n
UNCEGILA’S SEVENTH SPOT
B

[BRULE s1oux]

Legends in many tribes tell of the awful wickedness and eventual
death of Uncegila, the great water monster, also known as Unktehi.
Now only her bones are left, strewn across the Badlands of Nebraska
and the Dakotas, but they still have power to make strong medicine.

TR T s AT T
When the earth was young, an evil witch was transformed into the huge

snakelike monster Uncegila. She was as long as a hundred horses placed
head to tail. Her body was thicker than the biggest tree trunk in the
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world, and her scales were of glittering mica. She had one curved horn
coming out of her head. Along her back ran a crest that sparkled like
dancing flames, while her vast side was adorned with a row of round
spots in many colors. The only way to kill Uncegila was to shoot a magic
medicine arrow through the seventh spot from her head. Behind that one
small circle lay her icecold heart, made of a flashing red crystal.

Many brave warriors wanted to kill Uncegila, not only to free the
people from her evil doings but also to acquire her sparkling heart.
Whoever possessed it would have more power than anyone in the world.
He could charm any woman he desired into his lodge and under his
blanket. He could see deeply into the future. He would always find
buffalo and never be hungry.

Although so many wanted to kill Uncegila, there were obstacles. The
first sight of her would blind a man, a day later he would go mad, two
days later he would foam at the mouth, and on the fourth day he would
be dead. And it was not only he who would die, but all the members of
his family. So there were not many who dared go to that great fathom-
less black pool which was Uncegila’s home.

Two brave twin boys discussed their chances of killing this monster.
The younger had been blinded by an accident, so that he had only
empty sockets instead of eyes. And he said, “Elder brother, who saw the
light of the world a second before me, I think I can kill Uncegila. Look-
1ing at her can do me no harm, and you can lead me to her home.”

“But brother,” said his twin, “how could you aim at the seventh spot
behind Uncegila’s head?”

“Someplace in the Paha Sapa, the Black Hills, lives Old Ugly Woman,
who owns arrows which never fail to hit their targets. Maybe she will
give them to us.”

So the two boys went off to find Old Ugly Woman. They searched
for a long time, the older brother leading his blind twin. High in the
mountains they came at last to a wakan, a mysterious place. It was a cave
under an overhanging cliff into which strange designs of mystery animals
had been scratched. This was the home of Old Ugly Woman. She wel-
comed the two young men: “Come in, twin brothers who wish to fight
Uncegila. Come in first of all to rest, eat, drink, and smoke.” She was
friendly enough, giving them sweet pemmican and dried meat, berry
soup, and all those good things. She had a pipe and sacred tobacco, so
they smoked. Then Old Ugly Woman asked what they wanted, even
* though she already knew.

“Old Ugly Woman,” said the older twin, “we have come to ask for
your magic medicine arrows. Without them we can’t kill Uncegila, and
that’s what we most want to do.”
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“What will you give me, brave young men, for my arrows that never
fail to hit?”

“Old Ugly Woman,” they said, “Take pity on us. We are poor and
own nothing valuable. We know you have power enough without the
arrows, and we hoped that you would have a generous heart.”

“Well, young men, there is something you can give. I am old. It has
been a very long time since I was with a young, strong, good-looking
boy. Sleep with me, give me a little pleasure once more in my old age,
and you may have my magic medicine arrows.

The older twin, the one who could see, whispered to the younger:
“This woman is old and wrinkled and bald, without a tooth left in her
mouth. She is indeed very, very ugly. I don’t think I could do it, but you,
you're blind; what does it matter to you how she looks?”

“You're right; “T'll sacrifice myself,” the blind one whispered back.

So the one who could see went out, while the blind one prepared to
make love to Old Ugly Woman. And as he embraced her, Old Ugly
Woman turned into a beautiful young, hot girl. She told the young
man: “Hokshila, my boy, it’s a great thing you've done for me—freed
me from this wrinkled outer shell that a bad witch forced me to wear.
Pilamaya, thank you, very much.”

When the other twin came back and saw the beautiful young woman,
he wanted to sleep with her too. But she told him: “Koshkalaka, young
man, you wouldn’t touch me when I was old and ugly; you shan’t touch
me now when I am young and pretty.”

For four days and nights Old Ugly Woman, newly turned Young
Pretty Woman, purified these boys and also purified the arrows, burning
sweet grass and powdered cedar leaves and fanning them. Then she said:
“Young men, take these arrows and free the people from the evil monster.
But be careful when you cut out Uncegila’s heart; it’s so cold that it will
burn your hands right off. Make yourselves gauntlets of thick hide in

order to carry it. Also, the heart will speak, asking you for four things.

You must refuse four times; but after that, you must do as the heart
wishes. In addition, you must share the power it will give you.” And to
the younger twin she said: “Hokshila, one day you will see again. Then
come back to me.”

The twins, with the elder leading the way, set out to look for Uncegila.
They walked for many days, almost to the end of the world. Then the
one who could see found a slimy trail winding in big curves toward a
huge, dark lake.

“That must be the home of Ungelica,” he said to the blind one. “The
trail leads right into the water. Now we'll sit and wait. Keep your bow
and medicine arrows ready, and as soon as I see the very tip of Uncegila’s
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horn coming out of the water, I'll tell you and turn away as fast as I can.
Then count slowly to four times four, to allow time for the horn, the
head, and the neck up to to seventh spot to rise above the surface. Then
shoot.”

They waited. At last from the bottomless lake came a swirling, bub-
bling, and foaming, and the tiniest tip of Uncegila’s horn broke the
water. ’

“She’s coming up; count and shoot well!” said the elder, quickly avert-
ing his head. The blind twin counted to four times four, then let fly a
magic medicine arrow, and another, and another. He shot all four of the
mystery arrows, and one after the other they pierced the monster’s side
at the seventh spot.

Now Uncegila writhed in her death throes. The water of the lake
turned to blood and boiled, overflowing and drenching the twins as they
cowered on a little hill above. There was a long thrashing and rumbling
and fearful noises and mighty groans, until at last all was still.

“Uncegila must be dead!” said the older twin. “I'll go and see. Old
Ugly Woman turned into Young Pretty Woman said that looking at the
monster can’t hurt people once she is dead.” He looked, he marveled, he
could hardly believe his eyes when he stood before Uncegila’s huge,
glittering, flaming body. Then with his knife he exposed the still-beating
heart of red crystal. Feeling the icy blast emanating from it, he put on
his thick hide gauntlets and seized it. He had the sensation of strange
powers streaming from the crystal into his body. Even through the thick
gloves he could feel its coldness, so he wrapped it in his robe before
taking it to his blind brother.

Then they heard a muffled sound as the heart spoke through the
blanket. It said sternly: “Don’t cut the horn off my head.” Remembering
the warning that Old Ugly Woman had given them, the elder brother
at once began cutting, and with great labor managed to sever the horn
at its base. If he had not, Uncegila would have come to life again.

“So you cut off my horn after all,” said the monster’s heart. “At least
be so kind as to stick the tip of it into my wound, the one your arrows
made in my side, at the seventh spot.” The twins would not do this, and
if they had, Uncegila would have come back to life.

“Go and cut a piece from my body. Roast and eat it,” the heart said.
If they had obeyed, of course, the poison would have killed them instantly.

“Take sacred tobacco and make a thin trail around the lake. You can
at least do that for me,” the heart said next. Had they been foolish
enough to do this, all of Uncegila’s many children, the smaller water
monsters, would have come out of their streams and pools to kill the
twins.
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“We have refused four times to do what the monster’s heart asked.
From now on, we must fulfill its requests,” said the younger brother.

And the heart spoke again, saying: “Blind one, put some of my blood
on your eyelids.”

The older twin went down to the monster’s body and scooped up a
little of Uncegila’s blood with his horn spoon. He smeared some of the
blood on his brother’s eyelids, and at once new eyes formed, and the
brother could see.

The twins took the crystal heart back to their camp. Following the
heart’s instructions, they dug a deep shaft to keep it in, and over the
shaft they built a special twenty-skin lodge painted with a likeness of
Uncegila. Daily the heart was fed with the blood of deer and other ani-
mals, and daily it was turned to face in another direction. The heart kept
inventing more ceremonies for the brothers to perform. “If you ever
refuse to do what I tell you,” the heart said, “not only will I deprive you
of my power, but I will become a blazing ball of fire and burn you up.”

“It’s good to have power,” the younger twin said to his brother, “but
too much power can become burdensome.”

Yet the heart made the twins powerful indeed. They could foretell
the future. Their lodges were always full of meat. No woman could
resist them. They were generous, feeding their people with the game
that was easy for them to catch. They were made chiefs. The older
married; in fact he took four wives, who gave him strong sons. “Younger
brother,” he asked his twin, “why haven’t you taken a woman, or two or
three, into your lodge, as a great chief should? It's not good to be alone,
not to have a woman sharing one’s blanket.”

The younger twin answered: “I haven’t taken wives because, I think,
I've always been in love with Old Ugly Woman turned Young Pretty
Woman. I don’t really want anyone but her. I think I'll go back to the
cave where she lives and ask her to be my wife. I was blind when she
gave us the magic arrows, but you know the way. Lead me.”
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The twins went alone to find the medicine woman. When they came
to the wakan place where she had lived, they could feel her power, but
Old Ugly Woman turned Young Pretty Woman was no longer there.
She had disappeared without a trace. Where the cave had been, there
was now only the smooth face of the cliff. Sadly the brothers returned
home. “There are plenty of other women you can have,” said the elder,
but this did not cheer his brother up.

Sometime after they had returned home, the younger twin said to the
elder: “I'm tired of these great powers the monster’s heart is giving us.
I'm bored always finding buffalo. I'm bored always hitting the target
with my arrows, unfailingly killing all the game that this power puts in
my way. The thrill of the hunt is missing. I'm tired of all the good-
looking girls, and women, and even other men’s wives who try to creep
into my lodge. The pleasure of wooing is gone. Besides, my mind is still
on that medicine women, the ugly one who turned beautiful. I'm tired
of having the power to see into the future. I might learn the time and
manner of my death, of our deaths, and I don’t want to brood over these
thnigs. I'm just tired of power; I want to be like other men.”

“I'm tired of it, too,” said the older. “I'm tired of feeding the monster’s
heart and carrying out its endless wishes. But there’s a simple way to rid
ourselves of this unwanted power. Remember, the woman also told us
never to let anybody else set eyes on the heart, or the power would be
taken away from us.”

At once the brothers called out to all the people around them: “Ho,
haven’t you always wondered what we keep in this special tipi—the tipi
we never allowed you to go in? Come on, we'll show you the big secret.”
They invited the whole crowd inside and let them look into the deep
shaft at Uncegila’s cold, red crystal heart. And when all eyes were on
it, this heart screamed loudly and burst into a blinding ball of fire, con-
suming itself so that only ashes remained, while from the bottom of the
hole came the noise of some big animal thrashing in water. And that was
the end of it.

“I feel much better now,” said the younger to the older twin.

“And I feel as if a heavy load had been taken off me,” his brother said.

So these two lived happily, taking good and bad as it came, as most
men do.

—Told by George Eagle Elk in 1968 at Parmelee,
South Dakota, and recorded by Richard Erdoes.

George Eagle Elk was an old, respected “yuwipi” medicine man. He lived in a
tiny trailer shell on the Rosebud Sioux Reservation.
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War for many Indians was an exciting but dangerous sport. In a way it
resembled a medieval tournament, governed by strict rules of conduct.
The battlefield became an arena for an intensely personal competition
of honor in which a young man might make a name for himself and
earn the eagle feathers which signified adulthood. One could be killed
in this game, but killing enemies was not the reason why men went to
war. Total war resulting in the extinction of a tribe was almost unknown
and generally abhorred.

War parties were formed as much for personal as for political reasons;
a few young men would be attracted to an experienced leader whose
medicine they considered good. There was no stigma attached if a man
refused to come because he had had a discouraging dream or another
token of bad medicine. Leaders had no inherent power to command or
enforce obedience, only the sway of their prestige or charisma. In battle,
every man behaved more or less as his own warrior code dictated. Lives
were not squandered for small gains, If possible, for every life was
precious to people living in small hunting bands, and a single man killed
would be sorely missed. A leader lost standing if he lost a man, even if
his foray was otherwise successful.

The conduct of war was a ceremonial affair, full of magic and ritual.
Men rode to war with protective medicine bundles, miracle-working
pebbles, or medicine shields, their horses covered with sacred gopher
dust or painted with lightning designs—all intended to make the wearer
arrow- or bullet-proof, and to give his horse supernatural speed.

The main object in any battle—and the only way to gain honors—
was to “count coup,” to reckon one’s brave deeds. Killing a man from
an ambush with a gun was no coup because it was easy—even a coward
could do it. But riding up on an unwounded and fully armed enemy,
and touching him with the hand or with one’s coupstick, was a great
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feat. Stealing horses right under the enemy’s nose was also a fine coup.
Coups had to be witnessed in order to be recognized, though in a few
tribes a man could swear upon the pipe or some other sacred object that
what he said was true. A warrior’s eagle feathers were notched, split, or
dotted with paint to indicate what kind of coups he had counted, how
many enemies he had slain, or how often and in what way he had been
wounded. Coups were proudly boasted of around campfires, their stories
and details told and retold. In some tribes a young man could not aspire
to marry unless he had counted coup.

Three of these tales describe the bravery of women, including the
great Buffalo-Calf-Road-Woman, heroine of the Battle of the Rosebud,
which was fought just before Little Bighorn in 1876, in Montana.

Most young men belonged to one of their tribe’s several warrior soci-
eties, each with its own legend of origin, its own way of dressing, its
special paraphernalia, songs, and ceremonies. One became a member on
invitation or by being sponsored by an older warrior, often a relative. In
some tribes one could “buy into” a society by a gift of horses or other
valuables, but generally leaders were interested only in brave young men
who would do credit to the group as a whole.

In some societies such as the Sioux Kit Foxes (Tokala) or the Chey-
enne Dog soldiers, there were death-defying men who, during a battle,
pinned their sashes to the ground as a sign that they would fight it out
on the spot until victory or death. A wounded prisoner, if he had shown
himself particularly brave, might be spared and adopted into the tribe
of his captors.

All but one of these ten tales come from the Plains Indians, who still
have the most highly ritualized war-story tradition in North America.
The Lakota/Dakota people held out from the 1850s through the 18gos
in the longest heroic resistance to the incursion of white armies, and no
other tribes have so carefully recorded the heroic deeds of warriors—on
tipis, war shields, embroidery, and of course, in the body of legends
which are told today. When populations are reduced to living on reser-
vations, ancient deeds of valor become even more crucial to the preserva-
tion of a positive identity. In the East, the process of tale collecting was
so corrupted by the prejudices of the collectors that many important war
and other stories have been lost, with the exception of some Iroquois
legends. The Southwestern desert people have traditionally been too
peaceful to generate a large body of war myths, though some tales of
Apache and Navajo raids do still exist.
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This is a children’s song which Lame Deer made up and from time
to time improved upon. It was composed in the old style of warrior
songs, with archaic words, and translated as well as Lame Deer and
Richard Erdoes could manage.

Ho! Kola pila, friends! it has come to pass.

Black face paint I crave; horses I crave.

Friends, I, Itunkala the Mouse, on the warpath I go.
Behold my steed, Washin the Bullfrog, .

Behold me, Itunkala, on the far-jumping frog!

Me, Mouse, myself riding; me, Itunkala, first in war!
Friends, a grass-blade; as coupstick I carry it,

A stiff grass-blade to count coup; on Igmu the Cat.
Igmu, I am coming; in a warlike manner I ride.
Igmu, your horses, your scalp, I am craving.

Friends, Igmu, the great Cat; I fought him.

Friends, kola pila; Igmu I feared not.

My long tail, friends, 1 pinned to the ground,

Sash wearer I, Fox warrior I; I Itunkala, Mouse.

First coup I counted; first strike on Igmu.

For a scalp, friends, one of his whiskers I took;

Behold! Igmu’s whiskers I bring; long whiskers I am bringing.
Nice-looking girls: prepare a feast!

Friends, Hoka-hey! Igmu I vanquished,

But friends, where is my tail?

(In Igmw's stomach. Friends, pity me!)
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TWO BULLETS AND TWO ARROWS

[BRULE sroux]
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This is Henry Crow Dog speaking. Here is how my grandfather, the
first Crow Dog, got his name. He was a chief about to lead a raiding
party into Hante Paha Wakan—now called Cedar Valley in South
Dakota. Before riding out, he had a vision; he saw a white horse in the
clouds that gave him the sacred horse power. As a result, his pony be-
came shunkaka-luzahan, the swiftest horse in the band.

But that wasn’t all of the vision. The chief heard the voice of shunk-
manitu, the coyote, saying: “I am the One!” Then his horse suddenly
pricked up his ears, and the wind whistled through the two eagle feathers
the chief was wearing. The feathers spoke, telling him: “There’s a man
standing on that hill over there, between the two trees.” The chief and
his companions clearly saw the man, who raised his hands and then was
gone. The chief dispatched two scouts, one to the north and one to the
south, but they returned saying that they had seen no one.

“This man on the hill must have been a wanagi, a ghost,” the chief
said. “He tried to warn us, but what did he warn us of? I don’t know.
I'm a warrior about to lead a raid, and I can’t bother over much about
ghosts.” So they rode out and came to a river. The chief decided to
camp there so that if enemies came, the riverbank would prevent them
from surrounding his party.

During the night the chief heard the coyote howl four times. Shunk-
manitou was telling him: “Something bad is going to happen to you!”
The chief understood and gathered the men of his party together. There
were some Tokala, some Kit Fox warriors, there. They sang a strong-
heart song:

I am a Fox.
I am supposed to die.
I glready threw my life away.

Something daring,
Something dangerous,
I wish to do.
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They painted their faces black. They made themselves sacred. They
prepared to fight and to die. They said that it would be a good day for
a man to give his life.

At dawn the enemy attacked. There were some wasichu, some white
settlers, led by a blue-coated soldier, and many Crow scouts and Absaroka
warriors helping them. Indians helping whites to fight Indians! This
was indeed a bad thing.

In the chief’s party, however, were many famous warriors. There was
Two Strikes—Numpa Kachpa—who got his name when he shot with
one bullet two white soldiers riding on the same horse. Kills-in-Water
was there, and Hollow Horn Bear’s son, and Kills-in-Sight. Two Crow
scouts wounded Kills-in-Sight and shot his horse from under him. The
chief went to him at a dead run, killed the traitors, counted first coup on
them, and put Kills-in-Sight on his own fast horse. Kills-in-Sight whipped
the horse, which took off with him hanging onto it. The horse was so
fast that no enemy could come near, and it carried Kills-in-Sight safely
home.
~ On foot now, the chief was looking around, hoping to catch himself
one of the riderless Crow horses, when he took two enemy arrows, one
high on his chest right under the collar bone, the other in his side. The
second arrow went deep, right into his bladder. He broke off the arrows
with his hand, and Hollow Horn Bear’s son and two others of the band
came to help, though they too had been wounded. Their horses all had
at least one arrow in them.

The chief told them: “No use bothering with me; I'm hurt bad. I
can'’t live, so save yourselves!” Still, they caught a fallen man’s horse and
put the chief on it, saying: “Be strong. Hold on!” Then the Absaroka
and some wasichu swooped down upon them and they had a hard time
forcing their way through. Fighting for their lives against many, they
lost sight of their chief. They thought he must have been killed and
rode home talking of the bad things that had happened.

The chief had been riding, but he soon became so weak from loss of
blood that he fell off the pony. Lying in the snow in great pain, he
hardly had the strength to sing his death song. He was all alone, with
neither friend nor enemy in sight.

Suddenly two coyotes came, growling but gently. They said: “We
know you!” and kept him warm during the night by lying on either side
of him. They licked the blood off his face. They brought him deer meat
to make him strong and a sacred wound medicine which they told him
to apply where the arrows had hit him. The medicine made his flesh
tender and caused it to open up so that he could pull out the arrowheads
and what was left of the shafts. The medicine brought by the coyotes
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cured the chief, and the meat they gave him made him strong. When
he was able to walk, a crow came flying and guided him home. All the
people marveled on seeing him and hearing his story.

‘Sometimes after the chief had recovered, he went out alone to hunt
and was ambushed by a war party of Pahanis. These enemies had guns,
and the chief took two bullets, one in the arm and one in the ribs. The
second touched his lungs so that in later life he was always somewhat
weak in the chest.

He managed to get far enough away on his fast horse to be safe from
the Pahanis, but then he could ride no further. He got down from his
horse and stretched himself on the ground. “This time I die for sure,”
he said to himself. ,

But again the two coyotes came, bringing meat and bullet medicine,
nursing and warming him for four days until his strength returned and
his wounds were a little better. And again the crow came flying, watching
over the man, warning him when enemies were close, guiding him to
the place where his horse had strayed. So once more the chief came back
alive from the dead. '

Then he made himself a shield from the neck skin of a buffalo and,
using sacred procedures, painted two arrowheads and two circles repre-
senting bullets on it. This was his wotawe, his crest and protection, be-
cause after he had survived these four wounds, and after he had made
the shield, nothing further could ever hurt him.

And then also he took his last name—Kangi Shunka, Crow Coyote—
which the white census takers misunderstood and made into Crow Dog.
You can stand on a name like this.

—Told by Henry Crow Dog on Rosebud Indian Reservation,
South Dakota, in 1969, and recorded by Richard Erdoes.
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A CHEYENNE BLANKET

[PAWNEER]
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The Cheyennes, like other Indians, do not speak to each other when
they are away from the camp. If a man leaves the village and sits or
stands by himself on the top of a hill, it is a sign that he wants to be
alone, perhaps to meditate, perhaps to pray. No one speaks to him or
goes near him.

There was once a Pawnee boy who went off on the warpath to the
Cheyenne camp. Somehow he had obtained a Cheyenne blanket. He
came close to the camp, hid himself, and waited. About the middle of
the afternoon he left his hiding place and walked to the top of the hill
overlooking the village. He had his Cheyenne blanket wrapped about
him and over his head, with only a little hole for his eyes. He stood
quietly watching the camp for an hour or two.

Men began coming in from buffalo hunting, some of them leading
packhorses loaded with meat. One hunter was riding a horse packed
with meat while he led another packhorse and a black spotted horse that
was his running horse. Running horses are ridden only on the chase or
on war parties, and after being used they are taken down to the river to
be carefully washed and groomed. When the Pawnee boy saw the
spotted horse, he knew that this was the one he wanted. The hunter
led the animal to his lodge, dismounted and handed the ropes to his
women, and went inside.

Then the Pawnee made up his mind what he would do. He started
down the hill into the village and went straight to the lodge where the
women were unloading the meat. Walking up to them, he reached out
and took the ropes of the spotted horse and one of the packhorses. The
women fell back, doubtless thinking that he was one of the owner’s
relatives come to take the running horse down to the river. The Pawnee
could not speak Cheyenne, but as he turned away he mumbled some-
thing, “M-m-m-m-,” in a low voice, and then walked toward the river.
As soon as he had gone down over the bank and out of sight, he jumped
on the spotted horse, rode into the brush, and soon was away with the
two animals, stolen out of the Cheyenne camp in broad daylight.

—Based on a story collected by George Bird Grinnell
in the 188o0s.
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THE WARRIOR MAIDEN

[oNEIDA]

Long ago, in the days before the white man came to this continent, the
Oneida people were beset by their old enemies, the Mingoes. The in-
vaders attacked the Oneida villages, stormed their palisades, set fire to
their longhouses, laid waste to the land, destroyed the cornfields, killed
men and boys, and abducted the women and girls. There was no resist-
ing the Mingoes, because their numbers were like grains of sand, like
pebbles on a lake shore.

The villages of the Oneida lay deserted, their fields untended, the
ruins of their homes blackened. The men had taken the women, the old
people, the young boys and girls into the deep forests, hiding them in
secret places among rocks, in caves, and on desolate mountains. The
Mingoes searched for victims, but could not find them. The Great Spirit
himself helped the people to hide and shielded their places of refuge
from the eyes of their enemies.

Thus the Oneida people were safe in their inaccessible retreats, but -
they were also starving. Whatever food they had been able to save was
soon eaten up. They could either stay in their hideouts and starve, or
leave them in search of food and be discovered by their enemies. The
warrior chiefs and sachems met in council but could find no other way
out. .
Then a young girl stepped forward in the council and said that the
good spirits had sent her a dream showing her how to save the Oneida.
Her name was Aliquipiso and she was not afraid to give her life for her
people.

Aliquipiso told the council: “We are hiding on top of a high, sheer
cliff. Above us the mountain is covered with boulders and heavy sharp
rocks. You warriors wait and watch here. I will go to the Mingoes and
lead them to the spot at the foot of the cliff where they all can be crushed
and destroyed.”

The chiefs, sachems, and warriors listened to the girl with wonder.
The oldest of the sachems honored her, putting around her neck strands
- of white and purple wampum. “The Great Spirit has blessed you, Ali-
quipiso, with courage and wisdom,” he said. “We, your people, will
always remember you.”
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During the night the girl went down from the heights into the forest
below by way of a secret path. In the morning, Mingoe scouts found her
wandering through the woods as if lost. They took her to the burned
and abandoned village where she had once lived, for this was now their
camp. They brought her before their warrior chief. “Show us the way
to the place where your people are hiding,” he commanded. “If you do
this, we shall adopt you into our tribe. Then you will belong to the
victors. If you refuse, you will be tortured at the stake.”

“I will not show you the way,” answered Aliquipiso. The Mingoes
tied her to a blackened tree stump and tortured her with fire, as was their
custom. Even the wild Mingoes were astonished at the courage with
which the girl endured it. At last Aliquipiso pretended to weaken under
the pain. “Don’t hurt me any more,” she cried, “I'll show you the way!”

As night came again, the Mingoes bound Aliquipiso’s hands behind
her back and pushed her ahead of them. Don’t try to betray us,” they
warned. “At any sign of it, we'll kill you.” Flanked by two warriors with
weapons poised, Aliquipiso led the way. Soundlessly the mass of Mingoe
warriors crept behind her through thickets and rough places, over wind-
ing paths and deer trails, until at last they arrived beneath the towering
cliff of sheer granite. “Come closer, Mingoe warriors,” she said in a low
voice, “gather around me. The Oneidas above are sleeping, thinking
themselves safe. I'll show you the secret passage that leads upwards.”
The Mingoes crowded together in a dense mass with the girl in the
center. Then Aliquipiso uttered a piercing cry: “Oneidas! The enemies
are here! Destroy them!”

The Mingoes scarcely had time to strike her down before huge boul-
ders and rocks rained upon them. There was no escape; it seemed as if the
angry mountain itself were falling on them, crushing them, burying
them. So many Mingoe warriors died there that the other bands of
Mingoe invaders stopped pillaging the Oneida country and retired to
their own hunting grounds. They never again made war on Aliquipiso’s
people.

The story of the girl's courage and self-sacrifice was told and retold
wherever Oneidas sat around their campfires, and will be handed down
from grandparent to grandchild as long as there are Oneidas on this
earth.

The Great Mystery changed Aliquipiso’s hair into woodbine, which
the Oneidas call “running hairs” and which is a good medicine. From
her body sprang honeysuckle, which to this day is known among her
people as the “blood of brave women.”

—Based on the version told by W. W. Camﬁ\eld in 1902.
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THE SIEGE OF COURTHOUSE ROCK

7

[wHITE RIVER SiouXx]

Nebraska is green and flat, a part of the vast corn belt. There are farms
everywhere, and silos, and the land does not look like the West at all.
But as you travel on toward the setting sun, you find three great, wild
rocks which rise out of the plains. First you come to Chimney Rock,
towering like a giant needle on the prairie. It was a famous landmark
for the settlers in their covered wagons as they traveled west on the
Oregon trail or took the more southerly route to the Colorado goldfields.

Then you come to the twins—Courthouse Rock and Jailhouse Rock.
Formed of yellowish stone, they are covered with yucca plants and sage-
brush. Mud swallows nest in the rock faces. If you climb one of the twins,
there is a wonderful view of the plains all around. And westward beyond
the plains rise the chalk cliffs and the sandhills of Nebraska, home of
many western Sjoux.

A long time ago a Sioux war party surprised a war party of Pahani
near Courthouse Rock. We Sioux had been fighting many battles with
the Pahani. The whites had pushed nations like ours, whose homeland
was further east near the Great Lakes, westward into the prairie and the
hunting grounds of other tribes. Maybe the Pahani were there before
us; who knows? At any rate, now we were hunting the same herds in
the same place, and naturally we fought.

I guess there must have been more of us than of the Pahani, and they
retreated to the top of Courthouse Rock to save themselves. Three sides
of Courthouse Rock go straight up and down like the sides of a sky-
scraper. No one can climb them. Only the fourth side had a path to the
tep, and it could be easily defended by a few brave men.

Thus the Pahani were on the top and the Sioux at the foot of Court-
house Rock. The Sioux chief told his warriors: “It’'s no use trying to
storm it. Only three or four men can go up that path abreast, so even
women and children could defend it. But the Pahani have no water, and
soon they'll run out of food. They can stay up there and starve or die of
thirst, or they can come and fight us on the plain. When they climb
down, we can kill them and count many coups on them.” The Sioux
settled down to wait at the foot of the rock.
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On the summit, as the Sioux chief expected, the Pahani suffered from
hunger and thirst. They grew weak. Though there was little hope for
them, they had a brave leader who could use his head. He knew that
three sides of the rock were unguarded but that one would have to be
a bird to climb down them. On one of the three steep sides, however,
there was a round bulge jutting out from the rock face. “If we could
fasten a rope to it, we could let ourselves down,” he thought. But the
outcropping was too smooth, round, and wide to hold a lasso.

Then the Pahani leader tried his knife on the rock bulge. He found
that the stone was soft enough for the knife to bite easily into, and he
began patiently whittling a groove around the bulge. He and his men
worked only at night so that the Sioux wouldn’t see what they were up
to. After two nights they had carved the groove deep enough. When they
tied all their rawhide ropes together, they found that the line would
reach to the ground. -

On the third night the Pahani leader tied one end of the rope around
the bulge in the rock. He himself tested it by climbing all the way down
and then up again, which took most of the night.

On the next and fourth night, he told his men: “Now we do it. Let
the youngest go first.” The Pahani climbed down one by one, the young-
est and least accomplished first, so that a large group could belay them,
and the older and more experienced warriors later. The leader came
down last. The Sioux did not notice them at all, and the whole party
stole away.

The Sioux stayed at the foot of the rock for many days. They them-
selves grew hungry, because they had hunted out all the game. At last
a young, brave warrior said: “They must be all dead up there. I'm fed up
with waiting; I'll go up and see.” He climbed the path to the top and
shouted down that nobody was up there.

That time the joke was on us Sioux. It's always good to tell a story -
honoring a brave enemy, especially when the story is true. Are there any
Pahani listening?

—Told by Jenny Leading Cloud at White River, Rosebud
Indian Reservation, South Dakota, 1967.
Recorded by Richard Erdoes.
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CHIEF ROMAN NOSE
LOSES HIS MEDICINE

[wWHITE RIVER siouXx]
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The Lakota and the Shahiyela—the Sioux and the Cheyenne—have
been good friends for a long time. Often they have fought shoulder to
shoulder. They fought the white soldiers on the Bozeman Road, which
we Indians called the Thieves’ Road because it was built to steal our
land. They fought together on the Rosebud River, and the two tribes
united to defeat Custer in the big battle of the Little Bighorn. Even now
in a barroom brawl, a Sioux will always come to the aid of a Cheyenne
and vice versa. We Sioux will never forget what brave fighters the Chey-
enne used to be.

Over a hundred years ago the Cheyenne had a famous war chief whom
the whites called Roman Nose. He had the fierce, proud face of a hawk,
and his deeds were legendary. He always rode into battle with a long
warbonnet trailing behind him. It was thick with eagle feathers, and
each stood for a brave deed, a coup counted on the enemy.

Roman Nose had a powerful war medicine, a magic stone he carried
tied to his hair on the back of his head. Before a fight he sprinkled his
war shirt with sacred gopher dust and painted his horse with hailstone
patterns. All these {hings, especially the magic stone, made him bullet-
proof. Of course he could be slain by a lance, a knife, or a tomahawk,
but not with a gun. And nobody ever got the better of Roman Nose in
hand-to-hand combat.

There was one thing about Roman Nose’s medicine: he was not al-
lowed to touch anything made of metal when eating. He had to use horn
or wooden spoons and eat from wooden or earthenware bowls. His meat
had to be cooked in a buffalo’s pouch or in a clay pot, not in a white
man’s iron kettle. '

One day Roman Nose received word of a battle going on between
white soldiers and Cheyenne warriors. The fight had been swaying back
and forth for over a day. “Come and help us; we need you” was the
message. Roman Nose called his warriors together. They had a hasty
meal, and Roman Nose forgot about the laws of his medicine. Using a
metal spoon and a white man’s steel knife, he ate buffalo meat cooked
in an iron kettle.
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The white soldiers had made a fort on a sandspit island in the middle
of a river. They were shooting from behind and they had a new type of
rifle which was better and could shoot faster and farther than the Indians’
arrows and old muzzle-loaders. '

The Cheyenne were hurling themselves against the soldiers in attack
after attack, but the water in some spots came up to the saddles of their
horses and the river bottom was slippery. They could not ride up quickly
on the enemy, and they faced murderous fire. Their attacks were re-
pulsed, their losses heavy.

Roman Nose prepared for the fight by putting on his finest clothes,
war shirt, and leggings. He painted his best horse, with hailstone designs,
and he tied the pebble which made him bulletproof into his hair at the
back of his head. But an old warrior stepped up to him and said: “You
have eaten from an iron kettle with a metal spoon and a steel knife.
Your medicine is powerless; you must not fight today. Purify yourself
for four days so that your medicine will be good again.”

“But the fight is today, not in four days,” said Roman Nose. “I must
lead my warriors. I will die