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Introduction to Volume 4

orth America encompasses the United States and Canada. The vast

territorial scope, ecological variety, and ethnic diversity of the conti-

nent compel selective rather than comprehensive coverage of narra-
tive traditions. The two primary divisions utilized for North America are Native
American and non-Native American.

Native American cultures from which narratives are drawn are arranged
alphabetically. They are politically, socially, and economically diverse. Among
the indigenous North American cultures are hunters and gathers, agricultural-
ists, mariners, small band societies, and theocracies with elaborate hierarchies.
The major regions of the Northeast, the South, the Plains, the Southwest, the
West, and the Northwest Coast are represented, and the locations of the groups
and the lifestyles developed within these regions are presented in the headnotes
to individual tales.

Non-Native American tales are classified as either ethnic or regional tradi-
tions. The former are labeled according to an ascribed ethnic affiliation, which
may or may not exist within exclusively racial parameters. The latter traditions
find a focus in social contexts and lifestyles that are peculiar to a given geo-
graphic location.

Ethnic traditions in North America are represented in this volume by the
African American and the Cajun traditions. Both groups have maintained
strong ethnic bonds while influencing and responding to the lore of their cul-
tural neighbors.

Although by no means did all people of African descent in the Americas
arrive as a result of slavery, the enslavement and importation of Africans into
the American hemisphere provided a major African influence. This was espe-
cially true in the coastal states of the South with the development of a planta-
tion economy. A similar expansion of the commerce in African slaves in the
Caribbean had a similar impact as discussed later in this volume (page xvii). In
spite of skewed social relationships, however, African and European expressive
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culture met and produced new products that bore the marks of both worlds. See,
for example, “How Brer Rabbit Bring Dust Out of the Rock” (page 187), a tale
in which European and European American “Jack tale” motifs and plot struc-
tures converge with the African American trickster Brer Rabbit.

Cajuns are the descendents of Europeans of French ancestry who were
exiled from Acadia (now Nova Scotia, Canada) when the British began a sys-
tematic program of deportation in 1755. Some of this population sought refuge
in the French Caribbean. Others settled in territory inhabited primarily by
Native Americans, which may account for the shared tales among the Cajun
corpus and the repertoires of Native Americans in the southeastern United
States. The largest and historically the most identifiable Cajun population, how-
ever, settled in what was then the Louisiana Territory. Maintaining a separate
identity, these southern Cajuns held on to French narratives featuring Jean Sot
(Foolish John) as in “Jean Sot Feeds Cows Needles” (page 217) and “Jean Sot
Kills the Duck” (page 218). The preservation of identity, however, does not
entail neither insulation from neighbors occupying the same region nor stagna-
tion of the tale repertoire. The tales of Lapin and Bouqui provide particularly
useful examples of borrowing between the Cajun and the African American
communities. Particular tales such as “The Wine, the Farm, the Princess and
the Tarbaby” (page 209) survived in both ethnic traditions. Moreover, the name
given to the comic foil for trickster Lapin (rabbit), Bouqui, in the Cajun cycle
of trickster tales owes a debt to Africa. The accepted origin of the name Bouqui
lies in the Wolof (West African) word for hyena, and this character under a va-
riety of spellings is found not only in the United States, but in the Caribbean as
well. See, for example, “Brother Rabbit, Brother Booky, and Brother Cow”
(page 418). Moreover, ample evidence of sharing among Cajun and African
Americans is provided by a comparison of the Cajun tale “On Horseback” (page
214) to the African American “Mr. Deer’s My Riding Horse” (page 173).

Regional traditions provide a further means of classifying North American
folktales. Ecology, history, and social conditions of a given locale often give rise
to narrative responses to these factors. Conversely, ethnic and regional identities
are not hermetically from each other. They often interact.

Pennsylvania German traditions, in fact, are on the cusp of the ethnic and
the regional. The so-called Pennsylvania Dutch (actually the Pennsylvania Ger-
mans) are descendants of German-speaking immigrants who came to Pennsylva-
nia from various parts of southwest Germany, Alsace, and Switzerland. Their
migrations took them into several colonies in addition to Pennsylvania as early
as the seventeenth century, although by 1776 they composed a third of the pop-
ulation of that state. Most eventually came to live in the southeastern region of
the state. This population concentration notwithstanding, there were infusions
from related Old World traditions and colonial settlements.

For example, the Dutch East India Company established trading posts on
the Hudson River, claiming to the territory between the Connecticut and
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Delaware Rivers, an area including the contemporary Connecticut, New York,
and part of Pennsylvania. Between 1609 and 1664, 8,000 Dutch settlers inhab-
ited the New Netherlands (contemporary New York and New Jersey). Among
the areas populated early on by the Dutch was modern Schoharie County, a sub-
region in which both Dutch and German immigrants came to live as neighbors.
With time, distinctions as to national origin of tales became blurred. Migration
between the two areas further blended the folklore of the communities. In one
instance, in 1723, some thirty-three Palatine families migrated from Schoharie,
New York, to Tulpehocken, Berks County, Pennsylvania, where other Palatines
had settled previously. For purposes of the present collection, the German-
descended traditions that developed within the coastal states mentioned above
and Pennsylvania constitute a regional folk tradition.

Appalachian culture, similarly, displays both regional and ethnic allegian-
ces. The southern Appalachian region encompasses West Virginia, large areas of
North and South Carolina, Kentucky, Tennessee and Virginia, and portions of
Alabama, Georgia, and Mississippi. The European ethnic makeup of the region
is historically northern English and Scottish Irish who had been settled in Ulster
during the early seventeenth century. By the late eighteenth century, many had
immigrated to the American colonies and pushed westward into the Appala-
chian region from 1718-1775. Later, settlers from the southern Appalachian
region moved on to the Ozarks, limited here to the northern Arkansas-southern
Missouri area. These immigrants, though not the first of European descent to
settle there eventually became the largest faction. As a result, they became the
dominant influence on traditional narratives in the area. The relative isolation
of the rural communities in the southern highlands encouraged the preservation
of archaic British dialect features as well as various genres of folklore and folk-
life. For example, localized versions of English folktales such as “The Brave Tai-
lor” (AT 1640) and “The Lion and the Unicorn” (page 232) were collected in
the early decades of the twentieth century along with personal experience narra-
tives and legends of witchcraft and hauntings, as in “The Mysterious Deer”
(page 228) and “The Witch and the Boiler” (page 226).

The Southwest as a regional tradition is limited, for the purpose of this col-
lection, to Texas, New Mexico, and Arizona. The landscape of these states
varies from thickly forested areas of East Texas to cedar and oak as one moves
further into the state or into the mountains of New Mexico. The Gulf Coast of
Texas is contrasted with the deserts to New Mexico and Arizona. With its dra-
matic extremes of blasting heat, which can range as high as 125 degrees Fahren-
heit in the Sonoran desert and bitter cold in the higher elevations of the Rocky
Mountains in Arizona and New Mexico, the climate itself has inspired the folk
imagination—particularly tall tales. The southwestern region’s ecology has given
rise in turn to a variety of occupations and the lifestyles attendant upon them.
Farming, commercial and subsistence fishing, gathering, ranching, mining,
subsistence hunting, and—before the virtual extermination of the great bison

). 4%
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herds—hide hunting were supported by fertile flatlands and river bottoms, the
coasts, the open plains, and mountain ranges. Each of these vocations has left
its trail in oral tradition. Although it is an extreme oversimplification, particu-
larly in the twenty-first century, to ignore the presence and contributions of an
extraordinary range of cultures to the Southwest region, two non-Native cul-
tures, the Hispanic and the Anglo American, traditionally have been recognized
as having exerted early and profound influence on the region.

South America extends from Venezuela in the north to Chile and Argen-
tina in the south. As has been noted for most of the other continents whose tra-
ditions are covered in The Greenwood Library of World Folktales, the geographic
and cultural diversity of the region make generalizations impossible. The conti-
nent is noteworthy as the home of some of the earliest and most highly devel-
oped of the indigenous civilizations in the Americas. By the end of the fifteenth
century, the continent became the object of colonial struggles, introducing first
Spanish and Portuguese influences into the area and later, to a lesser degree,
other European traditions. European mercantilism also introduced a profound
and enduring African presence in the wake of the slave trade. Brazil, alone,
imported almost 40 percent of the African slaves that were brought into the
Americas. In the twenty-first century, many South American nations continue
to sustain a significant African American population. Suriname, for example, is
home to the largest Maroon population (see Suriname Maroon, pages 324-331)
in the Western hemisphere; these people have preserved and disseminated their
culture throughout the region. The folktales of Native South Americans are
categorized under the indigenous name for each group (for example, Aymara,
Inca) or, in the case of those tales that have been perpetuated within a Euro-
pean-descended tradition, under the name of the nation that provided the most
immediate source for the narrative (for example, Chile). This principle applies
to the tales from Mexico and Central America and the Caribbean.

Mexico and Central America comprises the region extending from the
southern border of the United States through Mexico, into Belize, Guatemala,
El Salvador, Honduras, Nicaragua, Costa Rica, and Panama. Historically, certain
native cultures of the region such as the Aztecs, the Olmecs, and the Maya were
noted for the development of societies that created sophisticated aesthetic, theo-
logical, and scientific systems. Simultaneously, there existed in the region groups
who based their subsistence on hunting and gathering, fishing, and small-scale
horticulture. A significant number of the latter ethnic groups, many of whom
were related culturally and linguistically to the empire builders, persist into the
twenty-first century. Early in the sixteenth century, Spain invaded the area and
established three centuries of Spanish rule. The effects on the culture of Mexico
and Central America appear in the folktales in the form of a strong current of
Roman Catholicism as well as in the persistence of European tale types and
motifs.
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Caribbean indigenous cultures, as is the case elsewhere in the Western
hemisphere, provided the baseline in the area. At the time of European contact,
the Caribbean was inhabited by cultures that had migrated from the South
American mainland. The primary groups at the time of European contacted
were identified as the Taino, and the Carib from whom the name for the area
was derived. A combination of military action beginning in the late fifteenth
century and diseases brought first from Europe and later from Africa via the
slave trade decimated the native population of the islands. As a result, the
impact of Native Caribbean oral traditions on the folktale corpus was minimal
compared with either the European or African traditions. Spanish influence
arrived in the late fifteenth century, and the British established their Caribbean
colonies in the late sixteenth and early seventeenth centuries, and in the Carib-
bean during the same period. The French became a factor in the Caribbean in
the middle of the seventeenth century. The enslavement and importation of
Africans into the Caribbean beginning in the late sixteenth century eventually
resulted in a major African influence throughout the islands.

xvii






NORTH AMERICA

Native North American






AcoMAa

ORIGIN OF ACOMA

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Stirling, Matthew W. Origin Myth of Acoma and Other Records. Smithsonian
Institution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin 135. Washington, DC: U.S.
Government Printing Office, 1942, 1-10.

Date: 1928
Original Source: Acoma Pueblo, New Mexico

National Origin: Native American

As with all myths of origin, this one from Acoma Pueblo details the
ways in which the orderly universe develops from primal chaos. The
physical environment and its life forms are created, as are technology,
religious practice, and elements of the social structure. The residents of
Acoma were traditionally farmers who relied on the meager New Mexico
rainfall rather than on irrigation as did the Pueblos further to the east.
The image used to depict the development of the current order suggests
maturation and emergence from an underground world and, as such, is
derived from the model of the growing corn plant, the primary Acoma
crop, and, therefore, the basis of traditional subsistence. The central
place of the plant in practical and ceremonial life and the role of the
Sun in nurturing the plant is given charter in the myth. The kiva, the
underground site of Pueblo religious life, recreates Shipapu, which is
identified in this narrative as the original source of life. The primacy of
the sacred number “four” is reflected in four directions, four kinds of
pine trees, four seeds, and four mountains, for example. The Acoma, like
the rest of the Western Pueblos, emphasize clans related through the
female line and both houses and gardens are owned by women. The
female gender of the primal pair establishes these kinship and ownership
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patterns. The two sisters embody messages concerning traditional ethics
and morality as well. latiku’s altruistic behavior is regarded as more
appropriately Pueblo than is Nautsiti’s self-absorption and hoarding.
Thus, in a later myth, Nautsiti—whose behavior becomes increasingly
less appropriate by Western Pueblo standards—eventually “disappears
into the East,” while latiku remains to establish clans, ceremonies, and
other features of Acoma culture.

were born underground at a place called Shipapu. As they grew up, they

began to be aware of each other. There was no light and they could only
feel each other. Being in the dark they grew slowly. After they had grown con-
siderably, a Spirit whom they afterward called Tsichtinako spoke to them, and
they found that it would give them nourishment. After they had grown large
enough to think for themselves, they spoke to the Spirit when it had come to
them one day and asked it to make itself known to them and to say whether it
was male or female, but it replied only that it was not allowed to meet with
them. They then asked why they were living in the dark without knowing each
other by name, but the Spirit answered that they were nuk’timi (under the
earth); but they were to be patient in waiting until everything was ready for
them to go up into the light. So they waited a long time, and as they grew they
learned their language from Tsichtinako. When all was ready, they found a pres-
ent from Tsichtinako, two baskets of seeds and little images of all the different
animals (there were to be) in the world. The Spirit said they were sent by their
father. They asked who was meant by their father, and Tsichtinako replied that
his name was Uch’tsiti and that he wished them to take their baskets out into
the light, when the time came. Tsichtinako instructed them, “You will find the
seeds of four kinds of pine trees, la’khok, géi’etsu (dyai’its), waniika, and la’nye,
in your baskets. You are to plant these seeds and will use the trees to get up into
the light.” They could not see the things in their baskets but feeling each object
in turn they asked, “Is this it?” until the seeds were found. They then planted
the seeds as Tsichtinako instructed. All of the four seeds sprouted, but in the
darkness the trees grew very slowly and the two sisters became very anxious to
reach the light as they waited this long time. They slept for many years as they
had no use for eyes. Each time they awoke they would feel the trees to see how
they were growing. The tree lanye grew faster than the others and after a very
long time pushed a hole through the earth for them and let in a very little light.
The others stopped growing, at various heights, when this happened.

The hole that the tree lanye made was not large enough for them to pass
through, so Tsichtinako advised them to look again in their baskets where they
would find the image of an animal called dyu'pi (badger) and tell it to become
alive. They told it to live, and it did so as they spoke, exclaiming, “A’uha! Why

In the beginning two female human beings were born. These two children
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have you given me life?” They told it not to be afraid nor to worry about com-
ing to life. “We have brought you to life because you are to be useful.” Tsichti-
nako spoke to them again, instructing them to tell Badger to climb the pine
tree, to bore a hole large enough for them to crawl up, cautioning him not to go
out into the light, but to return, when the hole was finished. Badger climbed
the tree and after he had dug a hole large enough, returned saying that he had
done his work. They thanked him and said, “As a reward you will come up with
us to the light and thereafter you will live happily. You will always know how to
dig and your home will be in the ground where you will be neither too hot nor
too cold.”

Tsichtinako now spoke again, telling them to look in the basket for
Tawai'nu (locust), giving it life and asking it to smooth the hole by plastering.
It too was to be cautioned to return. This they did and Locust smoothed the
hole but, having finished, went out into the light. When it returned reporting
that it had done its work, they asked it if it had gone out. Locust said no, and
every time he was asked he replied no, until the fourth time when he admitted
that he had gone out. They asked Locust what it was like outside. Locust replied
that it was just ts’1t1 (laid out flat). They said, “From now on you will be
known as Tsi‘k’a. You will also come up with us, but you will be punished for
disobedience by being allowed out only a short time. Your home will be in the
ground and you will have to return when the weather is bad. You will soon die
but you will be reborn each season.”

The hole now let light into the place where the two sisters were, and Tsich-
tinako spoke to them, “Now is the time you are to go out. You are able to take
your baskets with you. In them you will find pollen and sacred corn meal. When
you reach the top, you will wait for the sun to come up and that direction will
be called ha’nami (east). With the pollen and the sacred corn meal you will
pray to the Sun. You will thank the Sun for bringing you to light, ask for a long
life and happiness, and for success in the purpose for which you were created.”
Tsichtinako then taught them the prayers and the creation song, which they
were to sing. This took a long while, but finally the sisters followed by Badger
and Locust, went out into the light, climbing the pine tree. Badger was very
strong and skillful and helped them. On reaching the earth, they set down their
baskets and saw for the first time what they had. The earth was soft and spongy
under their feet as they walked, and they said, “This is not ripe.” They stood
waiting for the sun, not knowing where it would appear. Gradually it grew
lighter and finally the sun came up. Before they began to pray, Tsichtinako told
them they were facing east and that their right side, the side their best aim was
on, would be known as ki'aimeé (south) and the left ti dyami (north) while
behind at their backs was the direction piina’'me (west) where the sun would go
down. They had already learned while underground the direction nuk’umi
(down) and later, when they asked where their father was, they were told tyu-
nami (four skies above).
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And as they waited to pray to the Sun, the girl on the right moved her best
hand and was named latiku which meant “bringing to life.” Tsichtinako then
told her to name her sister, but it took a long time. Finally Tsichtinako noticed
that the other had more in her basket, so Tsichtinako told Iatiku to name her
thus, and latiku called her Nautsiti which meant “more of everything in the
basket.”

They now prayed to the Sun as they had been taught by Tsichtinako, and
sang the creation song. Their eyes hurt for they were not accustomed to the
strong light. For the first time they asked Tsichtinako why they were on earth
and why they were created. Tsichtinako replied, “I did not make you. Your fa-
ther, Uchtsiti made you, and it is he who has made the world, the sun which
you have seen, the sky, and many other things which you will see. But Uchtsiti
says the world is not yet completed, not yet satisfactory, as he wants it. This is
the reason he has made you. You will rule and bring to life the rest of the
things he has given you in the baskets.” The sisters then asked how they them-
selves had come into being. Tsichtinako answered saying, “Uchtsiti first made
the world. He threw a clot of his own blood into space and by his power it grew
and grew until it became the earth. Then Uchtsiti planted you in this and by it
you were nourished as you developed. Now that you have emerged from within
the earth, you will have to provide nourishment for yourselves. I will instruct
you in this.” They then asked where their father lived and Tsichtinako replied,
“You will never see your father, he lives four skies above, and has made you to
live in this world. He has made you in the image of himself.” So they asked
why Tsichtinako did not become visible to them, but Tsichtinako replied, “I
don’t know how to live like a human being. I have been asked by Uchtsiti to
look after you and to teach you. I will always guide you.” And they asked again
how they were to live, whether they could go down once more under the
ground, for they were afraid of the winds and rains and their eyes were hurt by
the light. Tsichtinako replied that Uchtsiti would take care of that and would
furnish them means to keep warm and change the atmosphere so that they
would get used to it.

At the end of the first day, when it became dark they were much frightened,
for they had not understood that the sun would set and thought that Tsichtinako
had betrayed them. “Tsichtinako! Tsichtinako! You told us we were to come into
the light,” they cried, “why, then, is it dark?” So Tsichtinako explained, “This is
the way it will always be. The sun will go down and the next day come up anew
in the east. When it is dark you are to rest and sleep as you slept when all was
dark.” So they were satisfied and slept. They rose to meet the sun, praying to it
as they had been told, and were happy when it came up again, for they were
warm and their faith in Tsichtinako was restored.

Tsichtinako next said to them, “Now that you have your names, you will
pray with your names and your clan names so that the Sun will know you and
recognize you.” Tsichtinako asked Nautsiti which clan she wished to belong to.
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Nautsiti answered, “I wish to see the sun, that is the clan I will be.” The spirit
told Nautsiti to ask latiku what clan she wanted. latiku thought for a long time
but finally she noticed that she had the seed from which sacred meal was made
in her basket and no other kind of seeds. She thought, “With this name I shall
be very proud, for it has been chosen for nourishment and it is sacred.” So she
said, “I will be Corn clan.” They then waited for the sun to come up. When it
appeared, Tsichtinako once more advised them to sing the first song and to
pray, not forgetting their name and their clan name in starting their prayer. Af-
ter the prayer they were to sing the second song.

When the sun appeared it was too bright for latiku and it hurt her eyes. She
wondered if Nautsiti’s eyes hurt her, too, so she put her head down and side-
ways, letting her hair fall, and looked at Nautsiti. By doing this the light did not
strike her squarely in the face and her hair cast a shade. Tsichtinako said,
“latiku, the sun has not appeared for you. Look at Nautsiti, see how strongly the
light is striking her. Notice how white she looks.” And although latiku turned
to the sun, it did not make her as white as Nautsiti, and Iatiku’s mind was
slowed up while Nautsiti’s mind was made fast. But both of them remembered
everything and did everything as they were taught.

When they had completed their prayers to the sun, Tsichtinako said, “You
have done everything well and now you are both to take up your baskets and you
must look to the north, west, south, and east, for you are now to pray to the Earth
to accept the things in the basket and to give them life. First you must pray to
the north, at the same time lift up your baskets in that direction. You will then
do the same to the west, then to the south and east.” They did as they were told
and did it well. And Tsichtinako, said to them, “From now on you will rule in
every direction, north, west, south, and east.”

They now questioned Tsichtinako again so that they would understand
more clearly why they were given the baskets and their contents, and Tsichti-
nako, replied, “Everything in the baskets is to be created by your word, for you
are made in the image of Uchtsiti and your word will be as powerful as his word.
He has created you to help him complete the world. You are to plant the seeds
of the different plants to be used when anything is needed. I shall always be
ready to point out to you the various plants and animals.”

The sisters did not realize that they were not taking food and did not under-
stand when Tsichtinako told them they were to plant seeds to give them nour-
ishment. But they were always ready to do as Tsichtinako, asked, and she told
them to plant first that which would maintain life, grains of corp. “When this
plant grows,” said Tsichtinako, “it will produce a part which I will point out to
you. This will be taken as food.” Everything in the basket was in pairs and the
sisters planted two of each kind of corn.

The corn grew very slowly so Tsichtinako told them to plant isthé (the ear-
liest plant to come up in the spring; gray with a small white flower; dies quickly)
and to transmit its power of early ripening to the corn.
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They were very interested in the corn and watched it every day as it grew.
Tsichtinako showed them where the pollen came out. “That you will call
ki’ach’timu,” she said, “there the pollen will appear. When the pollen is plenti-
ful, you will gather it, and with it and corn meal you will pray to the rising sun
each morning.” This they did always, but Nautsiti was sometimes a little lazy.
After some time the corn ripened. Tsichtinako told them to look at it and to
gather some. They saw that the corn was hard and they picked four ears. latiku
took two ears carefully without hurting the plant, but Nautsiti jerked hers off
roughly. Iatiku noticed this and cautioned her sister not to ruin the plants. They
took the ears of corn to Tsichtinako saying, “We have brought the corn, it is
ripe.” Tsichtinako agreed and explained that the corn ears when cooked would
be their food. They did not understand this and asked what they would cook
with. Tsichtinako then told them that Uchtsiti would give them fire. That night
as they sat around they saw a red light drop from the sky. After they had seen
it, Tsichtinako told them it was fire, and that they were to go over and get some
of it. They asked with what, and she told them to get it with a flat rock because
it was very hot and they could not take it in their hands. After getting it with a
rock, they asked what they were to do with it, and were told they were to make
a fire, to go to the pine tree they had planted, to break off some of the branches
and put them in the fire. They went to the tree and broke some of the twigs
from it. When they got back to the fire, they were told to throw the twigs down.
They did so and a large pile of wood appeared there. Tsichtinako told them this
wood would last many years till there was time for trees to grow, and showed
them how to build a fire. She told them that with the flames from the fire they
would keep warm and would cook their food.

Tsichtinako next taught them how to roast the corn. “When it is cooked,”
she explained, “you are to eat it. This will be the first time you have eaten, for
you have been fasting for a long time and Uchtsiti has been nourishing you.
You will find salt in your baskets; with this you will season the corn.” They
began to look for this and Tsichtinako pointed it out to them. As soon as they
were told this, Nautsiti grabbed some corn and salt. She was the first to taste
them and exclaimed that they were very good, but latiku was slower. After
Nautsiti had eaten part, she gave it to latiku to taste. When both had eaten,
Tsichtinako told them that this was the way they were going to live, and be
nourished. They were very thankful, saying, “You have treated us well,” They
asked if this would be their only food. Tsichtinako said, “No, you have many
other things in your baskets; many seeds and images of animals, all in pairs.
Some will be eaten and taken for nourishment by you.” After they had used the
salt, they were asked by Tsichtinako to give life to this salt by praying to the
Earth, first in the North direction, then in the West, then in the South, and
then in the. East. And when they did so, salt appeared in each of these direc-
tions. Tsichtinako then instructed them to take always the husks from the corn
carefully and to dry them. They were then instructed to plant ha’'mi (tobacco).
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When the plant matured, they were taught how to roll the leaves in corn husks
and to smoke it. (Even now in ceremonies the corn husks must be torn with the
fingers and tied in the center with a little strip of corn husk. It may not be cut
by artificial means. You smoke in order to make your prayers merge into the
minds of the gods to whom prayer is addressed. This will also compel obedience.
If a man smokes when a request is made of him, he must obey that request.)
They were then told to place the tobacco with the pollen and the corn meal
and to remember that these three were always to be together, and to be used in
making prayers.

Now they were told that they were to give life to an animal whose flesh
they were going to use for food. Tsichtinako named this animal as Ba’shya (kan-
garoo mouse) and also taught them the first song to be sung to animals. She told
them to sing this song in order to make the images alive, and pointed out the
images to them in the basket.

They did everything as they were taught. They sang the song to the image
and with the word, “Come to life, Bashya,” it came to life. As it did so it asked,
“Why have [ come to life?” Tsichtinako told it not to ask any questions because,
“It is you that is going to give life to other life.” After this was done, Nautsiti
and latiku, told this animal that it was going to live on the ground and said to
it, “Go now and increase.” After the animal increased, Tsichtinako told the sis-
ters to kill one of the animals. “Now eat the two together, the corn and the field
mouse, and also the salt to see how it tastes.” She had already told them never
to let out the fire which had been given to them. They acted according to
Tsichtinako’s instructions. They roasted their corn and roasted the flesh of the
field mouse with some salt on it. After it was cooked, Tsichtinako told them to
pray with the food, not with all of it, but with little pieces from each—corn,
flesh, and salt. Each sister did this and prayed to Uchtsiti, the creator of the
world, who lives up in the fourth sky. Tsichtinako told them they were to do
this always before eating. After this they ate the food. There was not very much
of the meat, but it was good. They did not know that there were to be bones
but these were not hard and they broke them with their teeth. They liked the
flesh so well that they asked Tsichtinako if they might have something larger
that would yield more flesh. Tsichtinako answered that they would find other
things in their baskets. They went back to them, and Tsichtinako said they
would find Tst’na (rat) and another animal Katsa (mole) and also Nite (prairie
dog). “Go, make these images alive,” said Tsichtinako, pointing them out
according to their names. They were to do this in the same way as with Bashya.
Tsichtinako also told them that these animals were to be used as food and that
they must tell each of these animals to live in the ground because as yet there
was no shade on earth to live in. “But before you give life to them,” said Tsich-
tinako, “it is necessary that you plant seeds of grass which will be the food for
them.” Tsichtinako pointed out the seeds they were to plant, and they took the
seeds of the grasses and scattered them first to the North, next to the West,



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 4

10

then some to the South, and then to the East. And immediately grass covered
the ground. They then took the images and prayed to the cardinal points, and,
according to the instructions of Tsichtinako, gave life to all of these animals,
giving them names as they came to life. Each one as it came to life asked why it
had come to life but Tsichtinako told them not to ask questions, that they
would give life to other life. As before, the sisters told the animals to increase.
After all of this was done, they proceeded to eat the new animals after praying
with them, doing just as they did before. The two sisters were now very happy,
they had plenty and some to spare. “It is not yet time for the larger animals to
be given life,” said Tsichtinako, “first the world must have sufficient plants and
small animals to feed them.”

After a long time, Tsichtinako spoke to them, “What we are going to do
now concerns the earth. We are going to make the mountains.” She told them
to remember the words she was going to say. They were to say, “Kaweshtima
koti (North Mountain), appear in the north, and we will always know you to be
in that direction.” Tsichtinako also pointed out an article in the basket that she
named ya'oni (stone) and instructed them to throw the stone to the North
direction as they spoke the words. When they did so, a big mountain appeared
in the North. After they had done this, Tsichtinako instructed them to do the
same thing in the West, but to name this mountain Tsipina koti, and in the
South, naming it Da’dtyuma koti, and in the East, naming it G’tuchana koti.

After all this was done, Tsichtinako spoke again and told them, “Now that
you have all the mountains around you with plains, mesas, and canyons, you
must make the growing things of these places.” Tsichtinako told them to go
back to the trees which they had planted underground, lakhok, geietsu, wanuka,
and lanye. She told them to take the seeds from these trees, and they did so.
Following her instructions they spread some to each of the four directions, nam-
ing the mountains in each direction, and saying, “Grow in North Mountain,
grow in West Mountain, etc.” Tsichtinako said to them, “These are going to be
tall trees; from them you will get logs. Later you will build houses and will use
these.” They asked if that was all that was going to grow on the mountains, and
Tsichtinako said, “No, there are many other seeds left in your baskets. You have
seeds of trees which are going to yield food. You will find dyai’its (pinon tree),
se’isha (kind of cedar), hapani (oak, acorn) and maka’yawi (walnut).” She again
instructed them what to do and taught them the prayer to use, which was,
“From now on, grow in this mountain and yield fruit which will be used as food.
Your places are to be in the mountains. You will grow and be useful.” When
everything had been done well, Tsichtinako told (them) that there were many
smaller seeds left in the baskets and she gave a name to each, telling them to fill
the rest of the land. These seeds were planted on every one of the four moun-
tains and in the rest of the world. Tsichtinako spoke to the sisters again and told
them, “You still have seeds in your baskets which you will know as scuts’cibewi
(wild fruits). These trees you will grow around you and care for.” But they
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mistook the instructions and instead of instructing them to grow nearby, they
named the mountains, and that is where they grew. But there were also some
that grew close around. It is not known how long they had to wait for these
things to happen, but it was a very long time. They noticed that the wild plants
grew very fast and produced much fruit, but Tsichtinako had not told them
whether or not to eat these, so they left them alone.

They saw that there were still seeds and images in their baskets, and asked
Tsichtinako how many more kinds there were. Tsichtinako, said there were yet
many other seeds which would also be important food. They would grow quickly
and easily and she named them squash and beans. They were instructed to act
with them as with the other seeds, and these also grew into plants. After a time,
when they were ripe, Tsichtinako pointed out the parts of the plants which
they, were to use as food.

latiku later asked Tsichtinako, “What remains in my basket?” and she was
answered, “You have still many animals; these will be multiplied to populate the
mountains.” And as the two grew larger, they required more food. Tsichtinako
saw this and told them that they were now to bring to life larger animals. She
said they would find in their baskets cottontails, jack rabbits, antelope, and
water deer. They were told to give life to these animals and to send them into
the open plains. Everything was done as before, and when they killed the ani-
mals for food they were always careful to pray to their father as before. As they
again asked Tsichtinako what remained in their baskets, Tsichtinako said, “You
have images of the still bigger game. You will find deer, elk, mountain sheep,
and bison.” latiku asked where these animals were to be told to live and Tsichti-
nako told them that the elk and deer were to live in the lower mountains and
the mountain sheep higher and in the rougher places. The bison, however, were
to live on the plains. They followed the instructions and gave life to these ani-
mals and told them to go to these places to live and multiply. They again tried
all these different animals for food. Their flesh was very good and always they
prayed to Uchtsiti before tasting them.

In Nautsiti’s basket there were many more things left than in latiku’s. Naut-
siti was selfish and hoarded her images, but Iatiku was ready to let her seeds and
images be used. She was more interested in seeing things grow. They again asked
what remained, and Tsichtinako replied, “You will find lion, wolf, wildcat and
bear. These are strong beasts; they are going to use as food the same game that
you also use. There is now game enough for them.” When all these had been
selected they were brought to life in the same manner as before.

The sisters again asked what was in their baskets, and they were told, “You
will find birds which will fly in the air. These birds win also use small game for
their food. You will find in the basket the eagles and the hawks.” Tsichtinako
pointed these out to them and they brought them to life. The birds flew up into
the high mountains and over the plains. The sisters told the birds to use small
game for food, and again latiku asked what was in the basket. Tsichtinako
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pointed out smaller birds which would populate the country, each living in a
different kind of region. They were then given life, as the animals before them.
The birds were of many and bright colors, some were blue. The wild turkey was
among them and they were instructed to tell it not to fly easily like the others.
They were told to tell these birds that their food was to be the different seeds
on the mountains and the plains. And all these, animals were sampled for food
after they had been given life. Again latiku asked what remained in the baskets,
because she found things there that were thorny. Tsichtinako told them their
names. They were the various cacti and were said to be very good for food. But
Tsichtinako explained that most were intended for animals to eat. All these
were planted as before and tried for food, and they found that some tasted good.
After they asked again what was left, Tsichtinako pointed out to them that
there were still fish, water snakes, and turtles, of which there were many kinds
of each. They gave life to them as before and told them all to live in the water
as instructed. Tsichtinako pointed out several that were to be used for food.
They tried them all for food, and they found that some were good, and others
poor, but offered prayers to all and gave thanks to Uchtsiti. So it happened that
many animals came alive in the world and they all increased.



ALABAMA

ORIGIN OF THE ALABAMA INDIANS

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Swanton, John R. Myths and Tales of the Southeastern Indians. Smithsonian Insti-
tution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin 88. Washington, DC: U.S. Govern-
ment Printing Office, 1929, 118-121.

Date: 1929
Original Source: Alabama

National Origin: Native American

Initially, the following narrative has traits of myth in its motifs of migra-
tion across a great ocean and the invention of weapons and the means
to make fire. For the most part, however, plausible events are set in the
historical past leading to the tale’s classification as a legend. Actual
events and names are used in the narrative. The Alabama and the Cou-
satti with whom they eventually became affiliated were members of the
Creek Confederacy in what eventually became Alabama. At this time in
their history, they fought the Choctaw mentioned in the “Origin of the
Alabama Indians.” The berdache mentioned in the narrative was a male
transvestite who acted socially as a woman; the role was neither uncom-
mon nor maligned in many Native American cultures. By the early
nineteenth century, they had moved to Texas and established several
villages, the most prominent of which was Peach Tree Village, where
they relied primarily on hunting and gathering and horticulture. The
episode in which the Alabama befriended and fed white refugees seems
based on the “Runaway Scrape” and other events of the Texas Revolu-

tion of 1836.
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bama Indians, who lived upon the other side, came westward across it in

canoes. When they had gotten about halfway over they came upon an
island where they rested and fished. Then they resumed their journey and pres-
ently reached this land.

At first they lived upon acorns, and they also roasted and ate cane sprouts.
Later they made bows and arrows with which to kill deer, and having nothing
with which to cut up the meat they used sharp rocks. They also had to learn
how to kindle a fire. To accomplish this they used as a drill the stem of a weed
called “plant-with-which-to-make-fire” which is like sassafras and the wood of a
tree called bass for a base stick.

Traveling inland, they established their village near a river and lived there
for a long time. Presently they came in contact with the Choctaw and warred
against them, almost destroying one Choctaw town, so that the Choctaw became
disheartened and wanted to make peace. For this purpose they selected a poor
man, promising that, if he were successful, they would give him the two daughters
of a certain prominent woman. They gave him a white deerskin shirt and white
deerskin leggings and moccasins, put a string of white beads about his neck and a
rattle in his hand.

Thus provided, the man crossed to the first Alabama village shaking his rat-
tle and singing as he went. When the Alabama heard him they came out, took
hold of him, and accompanied him back. On coming near the town they raised
him on their backs and entered the place in this manner, singing continually.
They set him down and he talked to them for a long time, laying down one
string of white beads as he did so. Then he set out for another village, accompa-
nied as before. On the way one of them seized a gun and shot under him.
Another ran toward him and discharged a gun near his ear. At the next village
he made another long talk and laid out a second string of white beads. He did
the same at the third village. Then he returned to his people and they gave him
the girls as they had promised, but soon afterwards he lay down and died.

One summer a man said he wanted to go west and several wished to accom-
pany him, but a berdache (“half-man”) tried to stop them. “Why are you
going?” he said. “I am going in order to kill and eat turkey, deer, and other game
animals; after that I will return.”

“There are plenty of turkey and deer here,” said the berdache, but the other
persisted in his plan and after they had disputed for some time the berdache
said, “You are a man but you want to run away. [ will not run. I will not run,
although my grandfather used to say that the English, Aldta, and French are all
hard fighters. When they come, I will take a knife, lie down under the bed, and
keep striking at them until they kill me.”

Nevertheless the man and his friends started off. They came to a river, made
canoes, and proceeded along it a great distance until they finally reached a
Choctaw settlement. They stopped for a while, thinking that these people were

Formerly the ocean was not as large as it is today, and at that time the Ala-



North America | Origin of the Alabama Indians

friends, but presently they observed that they were making arrows, so they
became frightened and reentered their canoes.

Following the river, they came upon many bear swimming across and some
wanted to kill them, but others said, “Don’t shoot,” and they kept on. Presently
they heard the sound of firearms behind and said to one another, “People are
following us.” Not long afterwards they came upon a creek emptying into the
river, its mouth almost obscured by canes, and they shoved their canoes into it
and waited. After a while they heard the Choctaw canoes pass on up, so they
remained where they were all that night. When it was nearly day they heard the
sound of returning paddles and after they had died away they continued their
journey.

After they had gone on for some time the Alabama came to the house of a
white man. He exchanged corn for venison and told them that the route by the
river which they had intended to take was very long, so he tied oxen to their
canoes and dragged them across a narrow place. Then they paddled along for some
time and reached a trading house belonging to a white blacksmith. They procured
from him old knives and axes in exchange for venison. Some Choctaw lived there
who said to them, “There is no war here. There is peace. We are friends of the
Alabama.” Afterwards, however, some of both tribes got drunk on whisky
obtained at the store and wanted to fight. But the Alabama who had remained so-
ber took their friends down to the canoes, put them in, and started along.

As they pushed off the Choctaw stood near the shore and shot at them until
they got out into the middle of the river. Later they went back to the store and
found that the Choctaw were all gone, so they had the blacksmith make knives
for them and sharpen their old axes.

The white people came from the other side of the ocean long after the Ala-
bama had crossed and tried to buy land from them. They would get the Indians
drunk, and when they had become sober they would find bags of money hung to
their necks in payment for land. It was after they had sold their lands in this
way that they came westward.

After leaving the blacksmith the Alabama came to Bayou Boeuf. Later they
moved to Opelousas, Louisiana, and still later to Tyler County, Texas. After-
wards they settled Peach-tree village. There were many Alabama at that time
and they separated into a number of villages. One was north of North Wood-
ville and was called “Cane Island” and afterwards simply island, because some
canes were found near the creek. They were living in these towns when the
Mexican War broke out.

When the Mexicans were here the white men came and built a town, put-
ting up stores. After a while they heard that the Mexicans and whites were com-
ing to fight with each other, and the people all ran off. They left their stores
and went away. While they were moving on without stopping, it rained and the
white girls walked along with their dresses half soaked. Some were weeping.
Continuing on in this way they passed through Peach-tree village. Some of
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them were perishing with hunger and asked the Indians for food. Then they
gave them milk, but instead of drinking it they gave it to the children.

Just after the whites had left, the Mexicans came to this town, and their sol-
diers opened the stores which they had abandoned and used the goods. By and
by they wanted to cross a big river there and threw bales of cotton into the
water and crossed upon them. When they got over they found that the Indians
had a camp on this side. They did not like them and wanted to kill them. But
instead of killing them they drove them back and made them stay on the other
side of the river. The Indians walked while two Mexicans rode on each horse.

After that the white people came to fight. Some of them went round the
town and broke down a bridge over a bad creek, so that when the Mexicans
arrived they could not cross and all were killed.

Their general Santa Anna, escaped alone on his horse. He fell down in a
swampy place but got up and ran on and lay down in a thicket. While he lay there
two deer whistled, and the whites came up and captured him. Then they
demanded his land of him, and he left the people, got into a boat, and went away.

Another party of whites reached that town and the Mexicans all ran off.
Some Mexicans who were drunk remained walking about holding each other
up, and the whites throw them down and stabbed them. When the Mexicans
ran off they had just been cooking and left earthen pots full of peas mixed with
red peppers on the fire. When the white men saw the Indians there they recog-
nized them and had them recross the river. “Hang up something white and stay
by it,” they said, “lest those coming after us make trouble.” So they hung up a
white cloth and remained by it.

RABBIT KILLS BIG MAN-EATER

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Swanton, John R. Myths and Tales of the Southeastern Indians. Smithsonian Insti-
tution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin 88. Washington, DC: U.S. Govern-
ment Printing Office, 1929, 161.

Date: 1929
Original Source: Alabama

National Origin: Native American

Big Man-eater appears in a number of traditional tales from the Native
American Southeast. The cannibal figure strikes at a particularly fearful
element in the human psyche and is found in such widely dispersed
forms as the Windigo figure of the subarctic, the giant at the top of
Jack’s beanstalk (see “Jack and the Bean-Pole,” page 189), Hansel and
Gretel’s witch, and the Fire Dragaman of the southern highlands (“Jack
and the Fire Dragaman,” page 236). Rabbit exercises his deceptions in
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this narrative to play the role of culture hero, the life-enhancing persona
of trickster. Although the culture hero brings technology and social
order in many traditions, his role as monster slayer who cleanses the nat-
ural order making the universe safe for humanity is well-represented as
well. In typical fashion, rabbit changes shapes and even gender to gain
the advantage over his monstrous adversary.

human beings. People heard of it and said, “They want to kill us,” and
all were afraid.

Then Rabbit said, “Give me an old dress,” and they gave it to him. He said,
“Give me an old blanket,” and they gave that to him. Then he put on the dress,
wrapped up his head in the old blanket, and started off.

When he reached the place and stood in the yard Big Man-eater’s wife saw
him and came out, and asked who he was. “I am your youngest aunt who has
traveled to this place,” he said. “Come in,” said Big Man-eater’s wife, so he
started to go in. “Sit down,” she said, and down he sat. Then they gave the sup-
posed aunt some hard deer meat to eat, but he said, “I can’t eat that, because 1
have no teeth. I need a hatchet, for I can’t eat that [as it is].” So they gave him
a hatchet and he chopped the dry venison into small pieces and ate them. Then
he said, “That is the way I always eat it.”

Now Big Man-eater lay down but the two women sat still by the fire. Rabbit
said to Big Man-eater’s wife, “When your husband is asleep what kind of noise
does he make?”

“When he is not sleeping very soundly he makes a noise like ‘sololon solo-
lon.” When he makes a noise like ‘solon solont’ he is very sound asleep.”

“I will stay all night with you; in the morning I will start on,” said Rabbit.
So Big Man-eater’s wife lay down and Rabbit lay down close to the fire. As he
lay there he listened to the noises Big Man-eater was making. Then he slept
and made a noise like “sololon sololon.” After some time he made a noise like
“solon solon.” Then Rabbit took the hatchet and, after he had sat close to Big
Man-eater for a while listening, he struck him with it in the neck and cut his

head off. Then he threw off his old dress and blanket, shouted, jumped up and

down several times, went out of the house, and ran off.

B ig Man-eater lived with his wife at a certain place and wanted to kill

RABBIT AND BIG MAN-EATER

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Swanton, John R. Myths and Tales of the Southeastern Indians. Smithsonian Insti-
tution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin 88. Washington, DC: U.S. Govern-
ment Printing Office, 1929, 160.

Date: 1929
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Original Source: Alabama

National Origin: Native American

The following myth is another in the cycle of adventures of rabbit and
Big Man-eater (see the introductory remarks to the preceding narrative

“Rabbit Kills Big Man-eater).

ate all of the people. On the way to another town he met Rabbit, who

said, “At this town all the people have run off. I kill and eat people and
here are their bones.” When he met Big Man-eater he carried over his shoulder a
child with a stick run through it. Then they sat down beside the trail to defecate.
Both shut their eyes, and when they defecated Big Man-eater evacuated bones
while Rabbit passed only grass. Rabbit opened his eyes, picked up Big Man-eater’s
excrement and put it under himself and took his own and placed it under Big
Man-eater. When both finally opened their eyes, Big Man-eater said, “I never
passed anything like this before.” The next time both defecated with their eyes
open and Rabbit passed nothing but grass while Big Man-eater defecated bones.

After that they struck up a friendship. Rabbit said, “Let us go to Tree-
falling-down Camp.” So they set out. When they arrived Rabbit said, “Wait
right here while I hunt for a good camping place.” He went on until he saw a
tree that shook and was ready to fall, when he called his companion. “Over here
there is a good place,” he said and Big Man-eater went there.

When night came, both lay down, and, while Big Man-eater slept, Rabbit
awoke and pushed the tree down upon him. Then he threw small limbs upon
himself and made a noise as if he had been hurt. Big Man-eater pushed the tree
away and woke up. “This camp is always like that,” said Rabbit.

Next time Rabbit said, “Let us go to Ashes-thrown-on Camp,” and they
started off. When they got there and had made camp Rabbit picked up a quan-
tity of wood, kindled it, and made a big fire. But after the two had lain down
Rabbit awoke, gathered up a lot of hot ashes on some bark with which he had
provided himself, and threw them on Big Man-eater. On himself he threw cold
ashes. Big Man-eater was badly hurt.

In the morning Rabbit said, “Let us go to Jumping-bluff Creek,” and they
started on. After they had traveled for a while they reached the place and went
down the creek. “Let us jump across it and back four times,” said Rabbit. Rabbit
jumped first four times. When Big Man-eater prepared to jump Rabbit held for
him the bag he was carrying. Before Big Man-eater had jumped four times he
fell from the bluff into the water. The water rose and Big Man-eater went down
into it. “My friend is gone; he is going far out into the sea,” said Rabbit. Rabbit,
however, took Big Man-eater’s bag and started home.

B ig Man-eater traveled along until he came to a town where he killed and



ALEUT

THE WOMAN WHO WAS FOND OF INTESTINES

Tradition Bearer: Mrs. C. A. Anderson

Source: Golder, F. A. “Aleutian Stories.” Journal of American Folklore 18 (1905): 215—
220.

Date: 1905

Original Source: Aleut

National Origin: Native American

Historically, law among the Inuit (or Eskimo), Aleuts, and many other
societies was customary law; it rested on custom, tradition, and taboo.
The society at large would not move to settle grievances, rather it was
the parties involved who sought justice. Just as the society would not act
to ensure justice, neither would it come between disputants. In the case
of murder, the family of the victim sought revenge, as in the following
narrative. While the avengers in this tale use supernatural power to con-
vert themselves into wild animals, the major focus of the plot is on
social justice for the wronged wife.

nce there lived an Aleut with his wife and little boy. The wife was very

fond of intestines, and early each morning the husband would go out in

his bidark (kayak) hunting, and return in the evening with a boat full

of intestines which he gave to his wife, telling her to keep what she wanted for
herself, and distribute the rest among her neighbors.

The wife was somewhat puzzled by the husband’s actions; she could not

understand why he went so early in the morning, where he got so many intes-

tines, or his reasons for wishing to have them distributed among the villagers.
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She, of course, did not know that her husband had a mistress in the village
whom he went to see while his wife was asleep, and that he desired the intes-
tines distributed in order that his wife’s rival might have a share.

All of a sudden, without explanations, the man ceased going out early, and
when he did go, he came back but lightly loaded. This did not in the least clear
up the mystery to the wife. But one day, when he had gone somewhat later than
usually, his mistress called on his wife, whom she found busy sewing a kamalayka
[waterproof shirt] out of the intestines her husband brought. The two got into a
conversation, and, among other questions, the mistress asked, “Does your hus-
band love you?”

“Yes.”

“Do you love him?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know where he gets all the intestines?”

“No.”

“Can you guess why he has them distributed over the village?”

“No.”

“I will tell you,” said the mistress, “but you must not tell him I told you. Ev-
ery day your husband goes to the village where your parents and relatives live
and where you lived before your marriage, and kills the people there and brings
their intestines to you. Yesterday there were but five people remaining in the
village: your mother, your two sisters, and two brothers. He killed your mother
and sisters yesterday, and today he went to bring the intestines of your brothers.
He is in love with another woman of this village, whom he visits nightly when
you have fallen asleep.”

With this parting shot she left the house, leaving the poor wife weeping so
bitterly that the kamalayka was hot from her tears. For the rest of the day she
did not stir from the house, but sat lamenting and sewing. Towards evening her
little boy rushed in announcing the approach of his father, which she generally
anticipated with pleasure, and always went down to the beach to meet him; but
this time she neither answered nor made the least motion. A few minutes later
the little son came again saying, “Father is here,” but all the reply he got was a
new outburst of weeping.

Missing the usual meeting and greeting of his wife, the father asked the lit-
tle boy where his mother was, and when told of the state she was in, he has-
tened to the house, where he found her on the floor shedding bitter tears and
sewing the kamalayka.

“Why do you weep? has some one offended you?”

“No one has offended me.”

“Why then this lamentation?”

“I was thinking of my mother, sisters, and brothers, and my other relatives
in my native village, and 1 wondered how they were getting along, and this
made me weep.”
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He did not attempt to cheer her, but after a pause he said, “I did not kill
many animals today—two only.”

This enraged her so that she jumped up from the floor, picked up the little
boy, who was near her, and threw him at him, saying, “If my two brothers do
not satisfy you, take him also.” The boy’s forehead came in contact with the
edge of a sharp knife on the father’s breast, making quite a gash from which the
blood flowed freely. This the mother noticed before escaping out of the house.

Putting aside the boy, the man made a dash for the woman, but she got out
of his reach, and being the better runner of the two he did not succeed in laying
hands on her. She would let him come up quite close to her, and then dash
away again until he saw the hopelessness of the chase and gave it up.

In a short time the boy’s wound healed, but it left a very noticeable scar.
Now that his mother was gone, his father placed him in the care of his sister,
with instructions that he should under no circumstances be allowed to go very
far from home. In this manner he passed a few years longer, until he became the
proud possessor of a bow and arrows, with which he often amused himself.

One day, while indulging in his favorite sport, he began to wonder why his
father and aunt forbade his going far from the house; and the more he thought
about it the more anxious did he become to go, until he finally concluded “to
go just a little distance beyond that hill to see what is there.” On the way he
noticed a hillock just ahead of him, at which he discharged his arrow, then ran
and got it, aimed at another and another, and became so absorbed in this
amusement that he did not observe how far from home it was taking him.

One hillock somewhat different from the others especially attracted his
attention as offering a good mark. He took aim and sent his arrow flying right
into the center of it; but what was his surprise on approaching the supposed hil-
lock to discover that it was a barrabara [dwelling], and that the arrow had gone
inside through the hole in the top. When he peeped in, he was frightened at
the sight of a very wild-looking woman who stared at him, and he began to cry.

“Why do you cry?”’ the woman asked.

“l want my arrow.”

“Come in and get it,” the woman invited. But he was too scared to do that;
he however got up courage enough to stick his foot in, hoping to draw it out
that way, and he had nearly succeeded when he heard the woman move. At this
he ran away in tears.

The woman called him back, saying, “Do not be afraid of me. I am your
mother. It is I who threw you at your father, making the scar on your forehead.
Come in, I will not harm you.” When he saw that it was really his mother, he
went to her and remained with her two days. During that time she told him his
father’s wicked deeds, how he mistreated and neglected her for another, and
finally wrought on him so that he swore he would revenge her wrongs. She bade
him go home, but attempt nothing for the present, and make no mention of

what he had seen and heard.
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During the boy’s absence the father was away hunting, but the aunt was
quite worked up over the long absence, and ran about the fields looking for
him. When he returned she asked him all sorts of questions as to his where-
abouts, but all the satisfaction she got from him was that he had lost his way
and could not get back. She offered him food, which he refused to touch, and
finally refused to answer her when spoken to.

Toward evening of the same day his father returned, and, when told that
the boy would neither eat nor drink, asked what was the matter with him; but
for an answer the boy turned his back on him and went to sleep. The father
then inquired of the aunt whether anything unusual had occurred and whether
the boy had been far from home, and to all this she replied that all during his
(father’s) absence the boy’s life had gone on as ordinarily, and that he was not
out of sight of the house the whole time.

As the boy grew older he avoided his father more and more, and when he
reached early manhood the father lost control over him and actually feared him.
One day, while the older man was away hunting, the young man took his bow
and arrows, some food and water, and set out to see his mother. Before going,
he told his aunt that he intended going quite a distance from home, and not to
be, therefore, uneasy over his long absence. He went to the place where he had
last seen his mother, and, as she was not there, he wandered on until on the fol-
lowing day he came in sight of some barrabaras [native dwellings] and two men.
They answered him when he spoke to them, but when he wished to enter into
one of the barrabaras they barred his way. While they were thus disputing, his
mother appeared on the scene and motioned to the men to let him pass.

When he came inside he was greatly surprised at the quantity of furs that
was lying about in great disorder, and at the abundance of meats and other eata-
bles that he found there. He was certain he had never seen anything like it
before. After eating, his mother told him to spend the night there, and in the
morning take as many of the best furs as he could carry and go back to the vil-
lage of his father, in order to tempt him and his relatives to come hunting in
this neighborhood, which would offer an opportunity to repay him for what he
had done. The boy did as he was told, took with him a heavy load of precious
furs, and started back.

In his absence, the mother and the people with whom she was living made
elaborate and crafty preparations for the reception of the expected guests. In the
large barrabara, where the feasts and dances were always held and where visitors
were generally received, quantities of oil were sprinkled about and covered up
with grass. Along the walls seal-bladders full of oil were concealed, and screened
with straw mats. And in this place the visitors were to be received. The young
man’s father was home on his return, and received the present of furs which his
son made him with much pleasure, for the boy seemed so kindly disposed that
the father hoped that his natural affection for his parent had returned. He
inquired the whereabouts of the hunting grounds where the son had secured
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these skins, and the latter told him that it was not very far, and that it was very
rich, and that he planned to go back the next day to the same place, and if he
and his men cared to accompany him, he would be glad to show them the way.
His offer was accepted, and the following morning a large party left the village
for the hunting ground. Some of the people of the mother’s village had been on
the look-out, and when they saw the large party approaching, they changed
themselves into wild beasts: bears, wolves, foxes, etc. The hunters marked them
and shot at them, but it had no other result than to drive the beasts nearer and
nearer to the village. These tactics the men-beasts repeated until the hunters
were decoyed into the village. Seeing so many barrabaras, the men asked the
boy who the people were that lived in them.

“They are friendly people,” he replied, “with whom I spent the night the
last time I was in this neighborhood. Tomorrow morning we will go to the other
side of the village, where there is a great deal of game.”

The people of the village greeted them very cordially, and assigned a place
for the night to each one of them; the father and son were given the barrabara
where the latter had been entertained on his previous visit. Although the
mother was in the same room with them they were not aware of it, for she had
concealed herself. Everywhere about them were scattered the richest furs, and
the food before them was the choicest and best, and so much of it that it rather
made the older man uneasy, for, though an old hunter, he had never seen any-
thing like it before.

In the evening all the people of the village, including the guests, went to
the large dance-hall, where the formal reception was held and the guests enter-
tained as was customary. One by one they descended through the hole in the
roof, the only entrance there was. The interior was lighted up by two rows of
stone lamps filled with oil, and grass wicks. On one side of the room sat the
local men, while the visitors faced them from the other; the center was occupied
by the women, and on the two sides sat seven or eight men with drums in their
hands, on which they played and accompanied their singing. They would take
turns; first the local men would sing their local songs, and then the visitors sang
theirs. To this music the women danced with men whom they invited from ei-
ther side.

Everything moved along smoothly and joyfully until the father recognized
his wife among the women. She was dancing and moving towards him. At this
sight he turned pale and looked for away to get out, but the ladder had been
removed. The woman moved up to him, grasped his hand, and dragged him to
dance, but he resisted. The boy, who sat near, urged him and pushed him on,
but all in vain.

Then the woman began to sing him a song in which she went over all his
misdeeds, his unfaithfulness, his cruelties, his falsehoods, as well as many of his
other shortcomings, and concluded with these words, “You and your men shall
never leave this place alive.”
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When she had said this, all the local people, including the mother and son,
were turned into birds or flying insects and flew out through the hole in the
roof. The visitors, unable to follow them, remained behind.

On the outside grass and wood were ignited and thrown in, which set on
fire the grass and oil inside. Then the smoke hole was stopped up, and in this
way all those who were inside were smothered to death. A few days later the
son went to his father’s village, destroying it as completely as his father had
destroyed his mother’s. He spared, however, his aunt, whom he brought back
with him.



APACHE

ORIGIN OF THE APACHES

Tradition Bearer: Laforia

Source: Russell, Frank. “Myths of the Jicarilla Apaches.” Journal of American Folklore 11
(1898): 253-254.

Date: ca. 1898

Original Source: Jicarilla Apache (New Mexico)

National Origin: Native American

Although this narrative references physical features of the Jicarilla world
and the deification of wind, the primary concern of this narrative is on
human relations, ranging from the evil caused by witchcraft to the scat-
tering of the original people into the various Apache bands and the dis-
tinct languages associated with each. The emergence of the people from
an underground world may result from the influence of the neighboring
Pueblo cultures (compare this myth to “Origin of Acoma,” page 3).

kind, except that emanating from large eagle feathers which the people car-

ried about with them. This method of lighting proved unsatisfactory, and
the head men of the tribe gathered in council to devise some plan for lighting
the world more brightly.

One of the chiefs suggested that they make a sun and a moon. A great disk
of yellow paint was made upon the ground, and then placed in the sky. Although
this miniature creation was too small to give much light, it was allowed to make
one circuit of the heavens ere it was taken down and made larger. Four times the
sun set and rose, and four times it was enlarged, before it was “as large as the
earth and gave plenty of light.”

I n the under-world, Un-go-ya-yen-ni, there was no sun, moon, or light of any
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In the underworld dwelt a wizard and a witch, who were much incensed
at man’s presumption, and made such attempts to destroy the new luminaries
that both the sun and the moon fled from the lower world, leaving it again in
darkness, and made their escape to this earth, where they have never been
molested, so that, until the present time, they continue to shine by night and
by day.

The loss of the sun and moon brought the people together, that they might
take council concerning the means of restoring the lost light. Long they danced
and sang, and made medicine. At length it was decided that they should go in
search of the sun.

The Indian medicine-men caused four mountains to spring up, which grew
by night with great noise, and rested by day. The mountains increased in size
until the fourth night, when they nearly reached the sky.

Four boys were sent to seek the cause of the failure of the mountains to
reach the opening in the sky, through which the sun and moon had disappeared.
The boys followed the tracks of two girls who had caused the mountains to stop
growing, until they reached some burrows in the side of the mountain, where all
trace of the two females disappeared.

When their story was told to the people, the medicine-men said, “You who
have injured us shall be transformed into rabbits, that you may be of some use
to mankind; your bodies shall be eaten,” and the rabbit has been used for food
by the human race down to the present day.

All then journeyed to the tops of the mountains, where a ladder was built
which reached the aperture in the sky or roof of the under-world. The badger
was then sent out to explore the earth above; the messenger soon returned, and
reported water everywhere except around the margin of the opening. The legs of
the badger were covered with mud, which accounts for their dark color at the
present day. Four days later, the turkey was sent to see if the waters had sub-
sided. The turkey reported no land yet to be seen above. As the turkey came in
contact with the foam of the flood surrounding the opening, his tail became wet
and heavy; in shaking this he scattered filmy drops upon his wings, and that is
why the feathers of the turkey to the present day present an iridescent play of
colors.

Then the Wind came to the anxious people and said, “If you will ask me to
help you, I will drive back the water for you.” Thus the first prayers came to be
addressed to the Wind, which yet remains a powerful deity.

When the Wind had rolled back the waters to the limits of the present
ocean, the Indians began to ascend the ladder; four times the ladder broke with
them, and four times it was replaced by a new one.

All the people reached the new world except one old woman, too old and
infirm to climb the ladder, who’ said to them, “I do not wish to leave the land
of my youth. Go your way and leave me here; you will come back to join me
when you die. You have forgotten one thing; you will soon discover what it is.”
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For four days after their emergence no one could sleep; then the people
remembered the warning of the old woman, and two boys were sent down to
the under-world to learn what it was that had been forgotten.

The old woman said in reply to their question, “You forgot to take lice with
you; without them you cannot sleep.” She took two black ones from her hair
and two white ones from her body, saying, “These will be all you will need, for
they will increase night and day.” So it has happened that the Apaches sleep
well to this day because they harbor these parasites upon their bodies.

So well had the Wind performed his task of drying up the waters, that none
remained for the people to drink; but prayers addressed to that deity were
answered by the appearance of the present springs and rivers. The few lakes that
occur in the Apache country are remnants of the primeval ocean. All the
inhabitants of the earth were then Apaches, but the Cheyennes and Utes were
soon created from willows.

The supreme god, Yi-na-yes-gon-i, directed the people westward; as they
journeyed, small parties became separated, and settled by the wayside. These
were given different names and languages.

ORIGIN OF FIRE

Tradition Bearer: Laforia

Source: Russell, Frank. “Myths of the Jicarilla Apaches.” Journal of American Folklore 11
(1898): 261-262.

Date: ca. 1898
Original Source: Jicarilla Apache (New Mexico)

National Origin: Native American

Fox is given the role of culture hero in the following myth. In contrast
to some manifestations of the culture hero, the fox maintains more of
the qualities of trickster. He tries to acquire the cry and flying ability of
the geese, but he is unable to exercise sufficient restraint to do so. This
inventiveness, coupled with deceit fueled by curiosity that is a cross-
cultural combination in trickster figures, allows him to successfully steal
fire. His theft, however, seems little more than a prank, particularly
in contrast to other mythological fire-stealers such as the Greek
Prometheus.

t that early day the trees could talk, but the people could not burn
them, as they were without fire. Fire was at length obtained through
the instrumentality of the Fox.
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One day Fox went to visit the geese whose cry he wished to learn. They
promised to teach him, but it would be necessary for him to accompany them in
their flights, in order to receive instruction. They gave him wings with which to
fly, but cautioned him not to open his eyes while using them.

When the geese rose in flight Fox flew with them. As darkness came on,
they passed over the enclosure where the fire-flies lived. Some gleams from their
flickering fires penetrated the eyelids of Fox, causing him to open his eyes.

His wings at once failed to support him, and he fell within the walls of the
corral in which were pitched the tents of the fireflies. Two flies went to see the
fallen Fox, who gave each a necklace of juniper berries to induce them to tell
him where he could pass the wall which surrounded them.

The fireflies showed Fox a cedar tree which would bend down at command
and assist any one to pass over the wall. In the evening Fox went to the spring
where the fireflies obtained water, and found colored earths suitable for paint,
with which he gave himself a coat of white.

Returning to the camp, he told the fireflies that they ought to have a feast;
they should dance and make merry, and he would give them a new musical
instrument. They agreed to his proposal, and gathered wood for a great camp-
fire, which they ignited by their own glow.

Before the ceremonies began, Fox tied shreds of cedar bark to his tail, and
then made a drum, the first ever constructed, which he beat for some time.
Tired of beating the drum, he gave it to one of the fireflies and moved nearer
the fire, into which he thrust his tail, in opposition to the advice of those about
him, who said it would surely burn.

“] am a medicine-man,” said Fox, “and my tail will not burn.” However, he
kept a close watch upon it, and when the bark was burning well he said, “It is
too warm for me here; stand aside and let me go where it is cooler.”

Fox ran away with tail blazing, followed by the fireflies, who cried, “Stop,
you do not know the road; come back.”

Straight to the cedar tree Fox ran, and called, “Bend down to me, my tree,
bend down.” The tree lifted him out of the enclosure, and on he ran, still pur-
sued by the fire-flies. As he passed along, the brush and wood on either side was
ignited by the sparks which fell from the burning cedar, and fire was widely
spread over the earth.

Fox became fatigued from running, and gave the firebrand to the hawk,
which carried it on, and finally delivered it to the brown crane. This bird flew
far southward, but not so far but that one tree was not reached, and it will not
burn to this day.

The fireflies pursued Fox to his burrow and informed him that, as punish-
ment for having stolen fire from them and spread it abroad over the land, he
should never be permitted to use it himself.
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TALES OF FOX

Tradition Bearer: Laforia

Source: Russell, Frank. “Myths of the Jicarilla Apaches.” Journal of American Folklore 11
(1898): 265-268.

Date: ca. 1898
Original Source: Jicarilla Apache (New Mexico)

National Origin: Native American

Fox is the Jicarilla trickster. His reputation as a trickster with poten-
tially fatal weaknesses precedes him, leading both deer and rabbit to
exploit his foolish nature. The cruel results of their pranks may seem
unmotivated, but practical jokes with sadistic results are common in
trickster tales. So, too, are explanations of features such as the fox’s
characteristic cry and eye color. “Fox and Kingfisher” portrays coyote
trying to play the host in an episode reminiscent of “The Coyote and
the Woodpecker” (page 110). Fox’s invitations and imitations, in that
episode and in “Fox and Mountain Lion,” are motivated more by the
desire to impress than to be hospitable. The final “tar baby”
only the most obvious of many borrowed features in the tale.

episode is

Fox and Deer

s Fox was going along he met a Deer with two spotted fawns beside her.
“What have you done,” said he, “to make your children spotted like

that?”

“I made a big fire of cedar wood and placed them before it. The sparks
thrown off burned the spots which you see,” answered the Deer.

Fox was pleased with the color of the fawns, so he went home and told his
children to gather cedar wood for a large fire. When the fire was burning well, he
put the young foxes in a row before the fire, as he supposed the Deer had done.
When he found that they did not change color, he pushed them into the fire and
covered them with ashes, thinking he had not applied sufficient heat at first.

As the fire went out, he saw their white teeth gleaming where the skin had
shriveled away and exposed them. “Ah, you will be very pretty now,” said he.
Fox pulled his offspring from the ashes, expecting to find them much changed
in color, and so they were—black, shriveled, and dead.

Fox next thought of revenge upon the Deer, which he found in a grove of
cottonwoods. He built a fire around them, but they ran through it and escaped.
Fox was so disappointed that he set up a cry of woe, a means of expression
which he has retained from that day to this.
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Fox and Kingfisher

As Fox went on his way he met Kingfisher, whom he accompanied to his
home. Kingfisher said that he had no food to offer his visitor, so he would go
and catch some fish for Fox. He broke through six inches of ice on the river and
caught two fish, which he cooked and set before his guest. Fox was pleased with
his entertainment, and invited the Kingfisher to return the call.

In due time the Kingfisher came to the home of the Fox, who said, “I have
no food to offer you”; then he went down to the river, thinking to secure fish in
the same manner as the Kingfisher had done.

Fox leaped from the high bank, but instead of breaking through the ice he
broke his head and killed himself. Kingfisher went to him, caught him up by the
tail, and swung Fox around to the right four times, thereby restoring him to life.
Kingfisher caught some fish, and they ate together. “I am a medicine-man,” said
Kingfisher; “that is why I can do these things. You must never try to catch fish
in that way again.”

After the departure of Kingfisher, Fox paid a visit to the home of Prairie-
dog, where he was cordially received. Prairie-dog put four sticks, each about a
foot in length, in the ashes of the camp-fire; when these were removed, they
proved to be four nicely roasted prairie-dogs, which were served for Fox’s dinner.

Fox invited the Prairie-dog to return the visit, which in a short time the lat-
ter did. Fox placed four sticks in the fire to roast, but they were consumed by it,
and instead of palatable food to set before his guest he had nothing but ashes.

Prairie-dog said to Fox, “You must not attempt to do that. I am a medicine-
man; that is why I can transform the wood to flesh.” Prairie-dog then prepared a
meal as he done before, and they dined.

Fox went to visit Buffalo, who exclaimed, “What shall I do? I have no food
to offer you.” Buffalo was equal to the emergency, however; he shot an arrow
upward, which struck in his own back as it returned. When he pulled this out, a
kidney and the fat surrounding it came out also. This he cooked for Fox, and
added a choice morsel from his own nose. As usual, Fox extended an invitation
to his host to return the visit.

When Buffalo came to call upon Fox, the latter covered his head with
weeds in imitation of the head of the Buffalo. Fox thought he could provide
food for their dinner as the Buffalo had done, so fired an arrow into the air; but
when it came close to him on its return flight, he became frightened and ran
away. Buffalo then furnished meat for their meal as on the previous occasion.
“You must not try this,” said he; “I am a medicine-man; that is why [ have the
power.”

Some time afterward, as Fox was journeying along, he met an Elk, lying
beside the trail. He was frightened when he saw the antlers of the Elk moving,
and jumped to avoid what seemed to be a falling tree. “Sit down beside me,”

said the Elk. “Don’t be afraid.”
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“The tree will fall on us,” replied Fox. “Oh, sit down; it won’t fall. I have no
food to offer you, but I will provide some.” The Elk cut steaks from his own quar-
ter, which the Fox ate, and before leaving Fox invited the Elk to return the visit.

When Elk came to see Fox, the latter tried unsuccessfully to cut flesh from
his own meager flanks; then he drove sharpened sticks into his nose, and
allowed the blood to run out upon the grass. This he tried in vain to transform
into meat, and again he was indebted to his guest for a meal.

“] am a medicine-man; that is why I can do this,” said Elk.

Fox and Mountain Lion

Fox could find nothing to eat for a long time, so that he grew weak and
thin. While on a journey in search of food he met the Mountain Lion, who, tak-
ing pity upon his unhappy condition, said, “I will hunt for you, and you shall
grow fat again.”

The Fox agreed to this, and they went on together to a much frequented
spring. Mountain Lion told Fox to keep watch while he slept if a cloud of dust
was to be seen arising from the approach of animals Fox was to waken him. Fox
presently beheld the dust caused by the approach of a drove of horses.

Fox wakened Mountain Lion, who said, “Just observe how I catch horses.”
As one of the animals went down to the spring to drink, he sprang upon it, and
fastened his fangs in its throat, clawing its legs and shoulders until it fell dying
at the water’s edge. Mountain Lion brought the horse up to the rock, and laid it
before the Fox. Stay here, eat, drink, and grow fat,” said he.

Fox thought he had learned how to kill horses, so when the Coyote came
along he volunteered to secure one for him. Fox jumped upon the neck of the
horse, as Mountain Lion had done, but became entangled in its mane and was

killed.

Fox and Rabbit

Fox one day met a Rabbit who was sewing a sack. “What do you intend to
do with that sack?” asked he.

“] am making this coat to protect myself from being killed by the hard hail
which we are going to have today,” replied Rabbit.

“My friend, you know how to make them; give me this coat and make another
for your-self.” Rabbit agreed to this, and Fox put on the sack over his head.

Rabbit then hung him on a limb and pelted him with stones, while Fox,
thinking it was hail striking him, endured the punishment as long as he could,
but finally fell nearly dead from the tree, and looked out, to see no signs of hail,
but discovered the Rabbit running away.

Fox wished to avenge himself by killing Rabbit, and set off in pursuit of
him. When overtaken Rabbit was chewing soft gum with which to make
spectacles.

31



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 4

32

Fox’s curiosity was stronger than his passion for revenge. “What are you
making those for?” said he.

“It is going to be very hot, and I am making them to protect my eyes,”
answered Rabbit.

“Let me have this pair; you know how to make them and can make yourself
another pair.”

“Very well,” said Rabbit, and he put the eye-shields on Fox, who could then
see nothing, as the gum was soft and filled his eyes. Rabbit set fire to the brush
all around Fox, who was badly singed in running through it. The gum melted in
the fire, and yet remains as the dark rings around his eyes.

Fox again started on the trail of Rabbit, with the determination of eating
him as soon as he saw him. He found Rabbit sitting beside the opening of a bee-
hive. “I am going to eat you,” said Fox; “you have tried to kill me.”

“You must not kill me,” replied Rabbit. “I am teaching these children,” and
he closed the opening of the hive, so that Fox could not see what was inside.
Fox desired very much to see what was in the hive making such a noise.

“If you wish to see, stay here and teach them while I rest. When it is dinner
time, strike them with a club,” said Rabbit, who then ran away.

Fox patiently awaited the dinner hour, and then struck the hive with such
force that he broke into it. The bees poured out and stung him until he rolled
in agony. “When [ see you again, I will kill you before you can say a word,”
declared he, as he started after Rabbit again.

Fox tracked the Rabbit to a small hole in the fence around a field of water-
melons belonging to a Mexican. The Rabbit had entered to steal, and was
angered at sight of the gum figure of a man which the owner of the field had
placed beside the path. “What do you desire from me?” he cried, as he struck at
the figure with his fore-foot, which stuck fast in the soft gum. He struck at the
gum with every foot, and even his head was soon stuck in the gum.

Thus Fox found him. “What are you doing here?”’ he asked.

“They put me in here because I would not eat chicken for them,” said
Rabbit.

“I will take your place,” said Fox; “I know how to eat chicken.”

The Mexican found him in the morning and skinned him, and then let him
go, still on the trail of the Rabbit, who had so frequently outwitted him.



CHEROKEE

KANATI AND SELU: THE ORIGIN OF CORN AND
GAME

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Mooney, James. “Myths of the Cherokees.” Journal of American Folklore 1
(1888): 98-106.

Date: 1887

Original Source: Cherokee

National Origin: Native American

The Cherokee, along with the Chickasaw, Choctaw, Creek, and Semi-
noles, were one of the “Five Civilized Tribes.” At various points in their
history, the Cherokee resided in Alabama, Georgia, Kentucky, North
and South Carolina, Tennessee, Virginia, and West Virginia. The Cher-
okee were the most numerous native culture in the southeastern part of
the United States and ultimately the most influential. They created a
nation modeled on the governmental structure of the United States.
They adopted a syllabary for writing their language created by Sequoia.
The following myth required anyone who heard it to fast and take a rit-
ual bath presided over by a holy man. Connected to this myth is a series
of events occurring later in the first age of the Cherokee in which the
people, starving from a lack of game, sent for the brothers who returned
and gave them the rituals to use for calling game. This myth alludes to a
range of esoteric knowledge shared by the traditional Cherokee. For
example, the myth establishes the intimate relationship between Kanati
(representative of hunters in general) and the wolf, thus establishing the
animal’s protected status among any Cherokee desiring a successful hunt.
Similar narratives focused on two brothers—one who is “tame” and the
other who is “wild” and lives on the margins of society and at the edge
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of the social order—are distributed widely in Native American tradi-
tion. “The Story of Lodge Boy, After-Birth Boy and Double-Face”
among the Omaha is one such closely related example. As other exam-
ples of the twin motif, see “Origin of Acoma” (page 3) and “The Two
Boys Who Slew the Monsters and Became Stars” (page 148) in this
volume.

hen I was a boy, this is what the old men told me they had heard
N x‘ / when they were boys.

Long ages ago, soon after the world was made, a hunter and his
wife lived at Looking-glass Mountain, with their only child, a little boy. The
father’s name was Kanati, “The Lucky Hunter,” and his wife was called Selu,
“Corn.” No matter when Kanati went into the woods, he never failed to bring
back a load of game, which his wife cut up and prepared, washing the blood
from the meat in the river near the house. The little boy used to play down by
the river every day, and one morning the old people thought they heard laugh-
ing and talking in the bushes, as though there were two children there. When
the boy came home at night, his parents asked who had been playing with him
all day. “He comes out of the water,” said the boy, and he calls himself my elder
brother. He says his mother was cruel to him, and threw him into the river.”
Then they knew that the strange boy had sprung from the blood of the game
which Selu had washed off at the river’s edge.

Every day, when the little boy went out to play, the other would join him;
but, as he always went back into the water, the old people never had a chance
to see him. At last, one evening, Kanati said to his son, “Tomorrow, when the
other boy comes to play with you, get him to wrestle with you, and when you
have your arms around him hold on to him and call for us.” The boy promised
to do as he was told; so the next day, as soon as his playmate appeared, he chal-
lenged him to a wrestling-match. The other agreed at once, but as soon as they
had their arms around each other Kanati’s boy began to scream for his father.
The old folks at once came running down, and when the wild boy saw them he
struggled to free himself, and cried out, “Let me go! You threw me away!” But
his brother held on until his parents reached the spot, when they seized the wild
boy and took him home with them. They kept him in the house until they had
tamed him, but he was always wild and artful in his disposition, and was the
leader of his brother in every mischief. Before long the old people discovered
that he was one of those persons endowed with magic powers, and they called
him, “He who grew up Wild.”

Whenever Kanati went into the mountains be always brought back a fat
buck or doe, or may be a couple of turkeys. One day the wild boy said to his
brother, “I wonder where our father gets all that game; let’s follow him next
time, and find out.” A few days afterward, Kanati took a bow and some feathers
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in his hand, and started off. The boys waited a little while, and then started after
him, keeping out of sight, until they saw their father go into a swamp where
there were a great many of the reeds that hunters use to make arrow-shafts.
Then the wild boy changed himself into a puff of bird’s down, which the wind
took up and carried until it alighted upon Kanati’s shoulder just as he entered
the swamp, but Kanati knew nothing about it. The hunter then cut reeds, fitted
the feathers to them, and made some arrows, and the wild boy—in his other
shape—thought, “I wonder what those things are for.” When Kanati had his
arrows finished, he came out of the swamp and went on again. The wind blew
the down from his shoulder; it fell in the woods, when the wild boy took his
right shape again, and went back and told his brother what he had seen. Keeping
out of sight of their father, they followed him up the mountain until he stopped
at a certain place and lifted up a large rock. At once a buck came running out,
which Kanati shot, and then, lifting it upon his back, he started home again.
“Oho!” said the boys, “he keeps all the deer shut up in that hole, and whenever
he wants venison he just lets one out, and kills it with those things he made in
the swamp.” They hurried and reached home before their father, who had the
heavy deer to carry, so that he did not know they had followed him.

A few days after, the boys went back to the swamp, cut some reeds and
made seven arrows, and then started up the mountain to where their father kept
the game. When they got to the place they lifted up the rock, and a deer came
running out. Just as they drew back to shoot it, another came out, and then
another, and another, until the boys got confused and forgot what they were
about. In those days all the deer had their tails hanging down, like other ani-
mals, but, as a buck was running past, the wild boy struck its tail with his arrow
so that it stood straight out behind. This pleased the boys, and when the next
one ran by, the other brother struck his tail so that it pointed upward. The boys
thought this was good sport, and when the next one ran past, the wild boy struck
his tail so that it stood straight up, and his brother struck the next one so hard
with his arrow that the deer’s tail was curled over his back. The boys thought
this was very pretty, and ever since the deer has carried his tail over his back.

The deer continued to pass until the last one had come out of the hole and
escaped into the forest. Then followed droves of raccoons, rabbits, and all the
other four-footed animals. Last came great flocks of turkeys, pigeons, and par-
tridges that darkened the air like a cloud, and made such a noise with their
wings that Kanati, sitting at home, heard the sound like distant thunder on the
mountains, and said to himself, “My bad boys have got into trouble. I must go
and see what they are doing.”

So Kanati went up the mountain, and when he came to the place where he
kept the game he found the two boys standing by the rock, and all the birds and
animals were gone. He was furious, but, without saying a word, he went down
into the cave and kicked the covers off four jars in one corner, when out
swarmed bed-bugs, fleas, lice, and gnats, and got all over the boys. They
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screamed with pain and terror, and tried to beat off the insects; but the thou-
sands of insects crawled over them, and bit and stung them, until both dropped
down nearly dead from exhaustion. Kanati stood looking on until he thought
they had been punished enough, when be brushed off the vermin, and proceeded
to give the boys a lecture. “Now, you rascals,” said he, “you have always had
plenty to eat, and never had to work for it. Whenever you were hungry, all 1
had to do was to come up here and get a deer or a turkey, and bring it home for
your mother to cook. But now you have let out all the animals, and after this,
when you want a deer to eat, you will have to hunt all over the woods for it,
and then may be not find one. Go home now to your mother, while I see if |
can find something to eat for supper.”

When the boys reached home again they were very tired and hungry, and
asked their mother for something to eat. “There is no meat,” said Selu, “but
wait a little while, and I will get you some-thing.” So she took a basket and
started out to the provision-house.... This provision-house was built upon poles
high up from the ground, to keep it out of the reach of animals, and had a lad-
der to climb up by, and one door, but no other opening. Every day, when Selu
got ready to cook the dinner, she would go out to the provision-house with a
basket, and bring it back full of corn and beans. The boys had never been inside
the provision-house, and wondered where all the corn and beans could come
from, as the house was not a very large one; so, as soon as Selu went out of the
door, the wild boy said to his brother, “Let’s go and see what she does.” They
ran around and climbed up at the back of the provision-house, and pulled out a
piece of clay from between the logs, so that they could look in. There they saw
Selu standing in the middle of the room, with the basket in front of her on the
floor. Leaning over the basket, she rubbed her stomach—so—and the basket
was half-full of corn. Then she rubbed under her armpits—so—and the basket
was full to the top with beans. The brothers looked at each other, and said,
“This will never do; our mother is a witch. If we eat any of that it will poison
us. We must kill her.”

When the boys came back into the house, Selu knew their thoughts before
they spoke? “So you are going to kill me!” said Selu. “Yes,” said the boys; “you
are a witch.”

“Well,” said their mother, “when you have killed me, clear a large piece of
ground in front of the house, and drag my body seven times around the circle.

“Then drag me seven times over the ground inside the circle, and stay up
all night and watch, and in the morning you will have plenty of corn.” Then
the boys killed her with their clubs, and cut off her head, and put it up on the
roof of the house, and told it to look for her husband. Then they set to work to
clear the ground in front of the house, but, instead of clearing the whole piece,
they cleared only seven little spots. This is the reason why corn now grows only
in a few places instead of over the whole world. Then they dragged the body of
Selu around the circles, and wherever her blood fell on the ground the corn
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sprang up. But, instead of dragging her body seven times across the ground, they
did this only twice, which is the reason why the Indians still work their crop but
twice. The two brothers sat up and watched their corn all night, and in the
morning it was fully grown and ripe.

When Kanati came home at last, he looked around, but could not see Selu
anywhere, so he asked the boys where their mother was. “She was a witch, and
we killed her,” said the boys; “there is her head up there on top of the house.”
When Kanati saw his wife’s head on the roof he was very angry, and said, “1
won’t stay with you any longer. I am going to the ... [Wolf] people.” So he
started off, but, before he had gone far, the wild boy changed himself again to a
tuft of down, which fell on Kanati’s shoulder.

When Kanati reached the settlement of the Wolf people, they were holding
a council in the town-house. He went in and sat down, with the tuft of bird’s
down on his shoulder. When the Wolf chief asked him his business, he said, “I
have two bad boys at home, and I want you to go in seven days from now and
play against them.” Kanati spoke as though he wanted them to play a game of
ball, but the wolves knew that he meant for them to come and kill the two boys.
The wolves promised to go. Then the bird’s down blew off from Kanati’s shoulder,
and the smoke carried it up through the hole in the roof of the town-house.
When it came down on the ground outside, the wild boy took his right shape
again, and went home and told his brother all that he had heard in the town-
house. When Kanati left the Wolf people, he did not return home, but went on
farther.

The boys then began to get ready for the wolves, and the wild boy—the
magician—told his brother what to do. They ran around the house in a wide circle
until they had made a trail all around it, excepting on the side from which the
wolves would come, where they left a small open space. Then they made four
large bundles of arrows, and placed them at four different points on the outside
of the circle, after which they hid themselves in the woods and waited for the
wolves. On the appointed day a whole army of wolves came and surrounded the
house, to kill the boys. The wolves did not notice the trail around the house,
because they came in where the boys had left the opening, but the moment they
were inside the circle the trail changed to a high fence, and shut them in. Then
the boys on the outside took their arrows and began shooting them down, and,
as the wolves could not jump over the fence, they were all killed excepting a
few, which escaped through the opening into a great swamp close by. Then the
boys ran around the swamp, and a circle of fire sprang up in their tracks, and set
fire to the grass and bushes, and burned up nearly all the other wolves. Only
two or three got away, and these were all the wolves which were left in the
whole world.

Soon afterward some strangers from a distance, who heard that the brothers
had a wonderful grain from which they made bread, came to ask for some; for
none but Selu and her family had ever known corn before. The boys gave them
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seven grains of corn, which they told them to plant the next night on their way
home, sitting up all night to watch the corn, which would have seven ripe ears
in the morning. These they were to plant the next night, and watch in the same
way; and so on every night until they reached home, when they would have corn
enough to supply the whole people. The strangers lived seven days’ journey
away. They took the seven grains of corn, and started home again. That night
they planted the seven grains, and watched all through the darkness until morn-
ing, when they saw seven tall stalks, each stalk bearing a ripened ear. They gath-
ered the ears with gladness, and went on their way. The next night they planted
all their corn, and guarded it with wakeful care until daybreak, when they found
an abundant increase. But the way was long and the sun was hot, and the people
grew tired. On the last night before reaching home they fell asleep, and in the
morning the corn they had planted had not even sprouted. They brought with
them to their settlement what corn they had left, and planted it, and with care
and attention were able to raise a crop. But ever since the corn must be watched
and tended through half the year, which before would grow and ripen in a night.

As Kanati did not return, the boys at last concluded to go and see if they
could find him. The wild boy got a wheel and rolled it toward the direction
where it is always night? In a little while the wheel came rolling back, and the
boys knew their father was not there. Then the wild boy rolled it to the south
and to the north, and each time the wheel came back to him, and they knew
their father was not there. Then he rolled it toward the Sun Land, and it did
not return.

“Our father is there,” said the wild boy, “let us go and find him.” So the
two brothers set off toward the east, and after traveling a long time they came
upon Kanati, walking along, with a little dog by his side. “You bad boys,” said
their father, “have you come here?”

“Yes,” they answered; “we always accomplish what we start out to do, we
are men!”

“This dog overtook me four days ago,” then said Kanati; but the boys knew
that the dog was the wheel which they had sent after him to find him. “Well,”
said Kanati, “as you have found me, we may as well travel together, but I will
take the lead.”

Soon they came to a swamp, and Kanati told them there was a dangerous
thing there, and they must keep away from it. Then he went on ahead, but as
soon as he was out of sight the wild boy said to his brother, “Come and let us
see what is in the swamp.” They went in together, and in the middle of the
swamp they found a large panther, asleep. The wild boy got out an arrow, and
shot the panther in the side of the head. The panther turned his head, and the
other boy shot him on that side. He turned his head away again, and the two
brothers shot together ... But the panther was not hurt by the arrows, and paid
no more attention to the boys. They came out of the swamp, and soon overtook
Kanati, waiting for them. “Did you find it?” asked Kanati. “Yes,” said the boys,
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“we found it, but it never hurt us. We are men” Kanati was surprised, but said
nothing, and they went on again.

After a while Kanati turned to them, and said, “Now you must be careful.
We are coming to a tribe called the ‘Cookers’ [that is, Cannibals], and if they
get you they will put you in a pot and feast on you.” Then he went on ahead.
Soon the boys came to a tree which had been struck by lightning, and the wild
boy directed his brother to gather some of the splinters from the tree, and told
him what to do with them. In a little while they came to the settlement of the
cannibals, who, as soon as they saw the boys, came running out, crying, and
“Good! Here are two nice, fat strangers. Now we’ll have a grand feast!” They
caught the boys and dragged them into the town-house, and sent word to all the
people of the settlement to come to the feast. They made up a great fire, filled a
large pot with water and set it to boiling, and then seized the wild boy and
threw him into the pot, and put the lid on it. His brother was not frightened in
the least, and made no attempt to escape, but quietly knelt down and began put-
ting the splinters into the fire, as if to make it burn better. When the cannibals
thought the meat was about ready, they lifted the lid from the pot, and that
instant a blinding light filled the town-house, and the lightning began to dart
from one side to the other, beating down the cannibals until not one of them
was left alive. Then the lightning went up through the smoke-hole, and the next
moment there were the two boys standing outside the town-house as though
nothing had happened. They went on, and soon met Kanati, who seemed much
surprised to see them, and said, “What! Are you here again?”

“Oh, yes, we never give up. We are great men!”

“What did the cannibals do to you?”

“We met them, and they brought us to their town-house, but they never
hurt us.” Kanati said nothing more, and they went on. Kanati soon got out of
sight of the boys, but they kept on until they came to the end of the world,
where the sun comes out. The sky was just coming down when they got there,
but they waited until it went up again, and then they went through and climbed
up on the other side.

There they found Kanati and Selu sitting together. The old folks received
them kindly, and were glad to see them, and told them they might stay there a
while, but then they must go to live where the sun goes down. The boys stayed
with their parents seven days, and then went on toward the sunset land, where
they are still living.

ORIGIN OF THE BEAR: THE BEAR SONGS

Tradition Bearer: Ayin’ini (Swimmer)

Source: Mooney, James. Myths of the Cherokee. Nineteenth Annual Report of the Bureau
of American Ethnology, 1897-1898, Part I. Washington, DC: U.S. Government
Printing Office, 1900, 325-326.
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Date: 1897-1898
Original Source: Cherokee

National Origin: Native American

In the Cherokee worldview, the bear maintained a kinship to humans by
virtue of having been descended from one of their clans during the mythic
period. The widely held Native American belief that animals grant suc-
cess to hunters who follow the proper rituals of respect is apparent in this
myth of the origin of bears and the songs used to call them forth to be
hunted. Like Cherokee sung incantations in general, the Bear Songs,
when repeated precisely, have an ability to focus supernatural power and
bring about a desired end. This myth explaining the origin of the bear and
the sacred formulas used to appeal to bears are especially valuable by vir-
tue of the fact that they were transcribed by Cherokee ritual expert
Swimmer using the syllabary invented by Sequoia. Thus, there is far less
of an opportunity for “interference” (extrapolation and reinterpretation)
from the collector than was usually the case in the fieldwork context.

family of this clan was a boy who used to leave home and be gone all day

in the mountains. After a while he went oftener and stayed longer, until
at last he would not eat in the house at all, but started off at daybreak and did
not come back until night. His parents scolded, but that did no good, and the
boy, still went every day until they noticed that long brown hair was beginning
to grow out all over his body. Then they wondered and asked him why it was
that he wanted to be so much in the woods that he would not even eat at home.
Said the boy, “I find plenty to eat there, and it is better than the corn and beans
we have in the settlements, and pretty soon I am going into the woods to stay
all the time.” His parents were worried and begged him not to leave them, but
he said, “It is better there than here, and you see I am beginning to be different
already, so that I can not live here any longer. If you will come with me, there
is plenty for all of us and you will never have to work for it; but if you want to
come you must first fast seven days.”

The father and mother talked it over and then told the headmen of the
clan. They held a council about the matter and after everything had been said
they decided, “Here we must work hard and have not always enough. There he
says there is always plenty without work. We will go with him.” So they fasted
seven days, and on the seventh morning all the Ani’-Tsd’glhl left the settle-
ment and started for the mountains as the boy led the way.

When the people of the other towns heard of it they were very sorry and
sent their headmen to persuade the Ani’-Tsd’glihl to stay at home and not go

I ong ago there was a Cherokee clan called the Ani’-Tsa’gihi, and in one
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into the woods to live. The messengers found them already on the way, and
were surprised to notice that their bodies were beginning to be covered with
hair like that of animals, because for seven days they had not taken human food
and their nature was changing. The Ani’-Tsd’gihi would not come back, but
said, “We are going where there is always plenty to eat. Hereafter we shall be
called bears, and when you yourselves are hungry come into the woods and call
us and we shall come to give you our own flesh. You need not be afraid to kill
us, for we shall live always.” Then they taught the messengers the songs with
which to call them, and the bear hunters have these songs still. When they had
finished the songs the Ani’-Tsa’giihi started on again and the messengers turned
back to the settlements, but after going a little way they looked back and saw a
drove of bears going into the woods.

First Bear Song
He-e! Ani’-Tsa'glhi, Ani’-Tsa’gthi, akwandu’li €’lanti’ ginin’t,
Ani’-Tsa'gihi, Ani’-Tsd’gihi, akwandu’li €’lanti’ gintin’ti—Ya!
He-e! The Ani’-Tsa’glhi, the Ani’-Tsa’gthi, [ want to lay them low on
the ground,
The Ani-Tsa’gthi, the Ani’-Tsd'gthi, [ want to lay them low on the
ground—Y!

The bear hunter starts out each morning fasting and does not eat until near
evening. He sings this song as he leaves camp, and again the next morning, but
never twice the same day.

Second Bear Song

This song also is sung by the bear hunter, in order to attract the bears, while
on his way from the camp to the place where he expects to hunt during the day.
The melody is simple and plaintive.

He-e! Hayuya’haniw#’, hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’,
Tsistuyi’ nehandu’yand’, Tsistuyi’ nehandu’yani’—Yoho-o!

He-e! Hayuya’haniw#’, hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’,
Kuwahi’ nehandu’yand’, Kuwahi’ nehandu’yani’—Yoho-o!

He-e! Hayuya’haniw#’, hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’,
Uyahye’ nehandu’yan®’, Uyahye’ nehandu’yanii’'—Yoho-o!

He-e! Hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’, hayuya’haniwa’,
Gate’gwa’ nehandu’yan®’, Gate’gwa’ nehandu’yan’—Yoho-o!

(Recited) Ulé>ni’ aséhi’ tadeyd’statakahi’ gii’nige astd’ tsik?’

He! Hayuya’haniwa’ (four times),

In Tsistu'yl you were conceived (two times)—Yoho!

He! Hayuya’haniwa’ (four times),
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In Kuwa’hi you were conceived (two times)—Yoho!
He! Hayuya’haniwa’ (four times),

In Uya’hye you were conceived (two times)—Yoho!
He! Hayuya’haniwa’ (four times),

In Gate’gwa you were conceived (two times)—Yoho!

And now surely we and the good black things, the best of all, shall see each other.

THE RATTLESNAKE'S VENGEANCE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable (perhaps Swimmer, see page 39)

Source: Mooney, James. Myths of the Cherokee. Nineteenth Annual Report of the Bureau
of American Ethnology, 1897-1898, Part 1. Washington, DC: U.S. Government
Printing Office, 1900, 306.

Date: 1898
Original Source: Cherokee

National Origin: Native American

According to Cherokee tradition, snakes were supernatural beings pos-
sessing power over meteorological phenomena as well as over other plant
and animal life. The narrative traditions contain an extensive selection
of myths and legends devoted to natural and mythic snakes. Snakes are
the focus of prayers and rituals, and rattlesnakes are invested with partic-
ular power. While killing them is an invitation to disaster as in the fol-
lowing myth, holy persons who are trained in the appropriate rites,
songs, and prayers may kill them to obtain teeth, rattles, flesh, or oil for
medicinal or religious purposes. “The Rattlesnake’s Vengeance” reveals
the character of this animal and relates the origin of one of the ritual
songs associated with the feared and venerated rattlesnake.

while some children were playing about the house, their mother inside

heard them scream. Running out she found that a rattlesnake had
crawled from the grass, and taking up a stick she killed it. The father was out
hunting in the mountains, and that evening when coming home after dark
through the gap he heard a strange wailing sound. Looking about he found that
he had come into the midst of a whole company of rattlesnakes, which all had
their mouths open and seemed to be crying. He asked them the reason of their
trouble, and they told him that his own wife had that day killed their chief, the
Yellow Rattlesnake, and they were just now about to send the Black Rattlesnake
to take revenge.

O ne day in the old times when we could still talk with other creatures,
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The hunter said he was very sorry, but they told him that if he spoke the
truth he must be ready to make satisfaction and give his wife as a sacrifice for
the life of their chief. Not knowing what might happen otherwise, he consented.
They then told him that the Black Rattlesnake would go home with him and
coil up just outside the door in the dark. He must go inside, where he would find
his wife awaiting him, and ask her to get him a drink of fresh water from the
spring. That was all.

He went home and knew that the Black Rattlesnake was following. It was
night when he arrived and very dark, but he found his wife waiting with his sup-
per ready. He sat down and asked for a drink of water. She handed him a gourd
full from the jar, but he said he wanted it fresh from the spring, so she took a
bowl and went out of the door. The next moment he heard a cry, and going out
he found that the Black Rattlesnake had bitten her and that she was already
dying. He stayed with her until she was dead, when the Black Rattlesnake came
out from the grass again and said his tribe was now satisfied.

He then taught the hunter a prayer song, and said, “When you meet any of
us hereafter sing this song and we will not hurt you; but if by accident one of us
should bite one of your people then sing this song over him and he will
recover.” And the Cherokee have kept the song to this day.

THE SPIRIT DEFENDERS OF NIKWASI’

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Mooney, James. Myths of the Cherokee. Nineteenth Annual Report of the Bureau
of American Ethnology, 1897-1898, Part I. Washington, DC: U.S. Government
Printing Office, 1900, 336-337.

Date: 1898
Original Source: Cherokee

National Origin: Native American

The Nanné’hi (“the immortals”), in Cherokee belief, were a spirit race
who lived much as humans did. They were invisible, except when they
wanted to be seen. In traditional narrative, they are depicted as benevo-
lent protectors of the Cherokee.

east, killing people and destroying settlements wherever they went. No
leader could stand against them, and in a little while they had wasted all
the lower settlements and advanced into the mountains. The warriors of the old
town of Nikwisi’, on the head of Little Tennessee, gathered their wives and

I ong ago a powerful unknown tribe invaded the country from the south-
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children into the townhouse and kept scouts constantly on the lookout for the
presence of danger. One morning just before daybreak the spies saw the enemy
approaching and at once gave the alarm. The Nikwas?’ men seized their arms
and rushed out to meet the attack, but after a long, hard fight they found them-
selves overpowered and began to retreat, when suddenly a stranger stood among
them and shouted to the chief to call off his men and he himself would drive
back the enemy. From the dress and language of the stranger the Nikwisi’ peo-
ple thought him a chief who had come with reinforcements from the Overhill
settlements in Tennessee. They fell back along the trail, and as they came near
the townhouse they saw a great company of warriors coming out from the side
of the mound as through an open doorway. Then they knew that their friends
were the Nanné’hi, the Immortals, although no one had ever heard before that
they lived under Nikwisi” mound.

The Nnné’hi poured out by hundreds, armed and painted for the fight, and
the most curious thing about it all was that they became invisible as soon as
they were fairly outside of the settlement, so that although the enemy saw the
glancing arrow or the rushing tomahawk, and felt the stroke, he could not see
who sent it. Before such invisible foes the invaders soon had to retreat, going
first south along the ridge to where joins the main ridge which separates the
French Broad from the Tuckasegee, and then turning with it to the northeast.
As they retreated they tried to shield themselves behind rocks and trees, but the
Nunné’hi arrows went around the rocks and killed them from the other side,
and they could find no hiding place. All along the ridge they fell, until when
they reached the head of Tuckasegee not more than half a dozen were left alive,
and in despair they sat down and cried out for mercy.

Ever since then the Cherokee have called the place Dayilstn’yl, “Where
they cried.” Then the Ntnné’hi chief told them they had deserved their punish-
ment for attacking a peaceful tribe, and he spared their lives and told them to
go home and take the news to their people. This was the Indian custom, always
to spare a few to carry back the news of defeat. They went home toward the
north and the Nunné’hi went back to the mound.

And they are still there, because, in the last war, when a strong party of
Federal troops came to surprise a handful of Confederates posted there they saw
so many soldiers guarding the town that they were afraid and went away without
making an attack.

There is another story, that once while all the warriors of a certain town
were off on a hunt, or at a dance in another settlement, one old man was chop-
ping wood on the side of the ridge when suddenly a party of the enemy came
upon him—Shawano, Seneca, or some other tribe. Throwing his hatchet at the
nearest one, he turned and ran for the house to get his gun and make the best
defense that he might. On coming out at once with the gun he was surprised to
find a large body of strange warriors driving back the enemy. It was no time for
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questions, and taking his place with the others, they fought hard until the
enemy was pressed back up the creek and finally broke and retreated across the
mountain.

When it was over and there was time to breathe again, the old man turned
to thank his new friends, but found that he was alone—they had disappeared as
though the mountain had swallowed them. Then he knew that they were the
Nianné’hi, who had come to help their friends, the Cherokee.

HOW THE DEER OBTAINED HIS HORNS

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Mooney, James. “Myths of the Cherokees” Journal of American Folklore 1 (1888):
106-108.

Date: 1887

Original Source: Cherokee

National Origin: Native American

In this myth from the Cherokee, rabbit plays his familiar role of trick-
ster. The myth of “Kanati and Selu” (page 33) focused on sacred fea-
tures of the Cherokee world. In these narratives, however, the origins of
the animals’ attributes and the phenomena of the physical universe are
at times overshadowed by the amusement value attending the escapades
of characters such as rabbit. Therefore, the tales invite comparison to
the African American tales of Brer Rabbit and the Cajun Comrade
Lapin. These narrative similarities comprise an interesting continuity
across the South.

getting up grand meetings and contests of various kinds, with prizes for the

winner. On one occasion a prize was offered to the animal with the finest
coat, and although the otter deserved to win it, the rabbit stole his coat, and
nearly got the prize for himself. After a while the animals got together again,
and made a large pair of horns, to be given to the best runner. The race was to
be through a thicket, and the one who made the best time, with the horns on
his head, was to get them. Everybody knew from the first that either the deer or
the rabbit would be the winner, but bets were high on the rabbit, who was a
great runner and a general favorite. But the rabbit had no tail, and always went
by jumps, and his friends were afraid that the horns would make him fall over in
the bushes unless he had something to balance them, so they fixed up a tail for
him with a stick and some bird’s down.

In the old days the animals were fond of amusement, and were constantly
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“Now,” says the rabbit,” let me look over the ground where I am to run.”

So he went into the thicket, and was gone so long that at last one of the
animals went to see what had become of him, and there he found the rabbit
hard at work gnawing down bushes and cutting off the hanging limbs of the
trees, and making a road for himself clear through to the other side of the
swamp. The messenger did not let the rabbit see him, but came back quietly
and told his story to the others. Pretty soon the rabbit came out again, ready to
put on the horns and begin the race, but several of the animals said that he had
been gone so long that it looked as if he must have been cutting a road through
the bushes. The rabbit denied it up and down, but they all went into the
thicket, and there was the open road, sure enough. Then the chief got very an-
gry, and said to the rabbit, “Since you are so fond of the business, you may
spend the rest of your life gnawing twigs and bushes,” and so the rabbit does to
this day. The other animals would not allow the rabbit to run at all now, so they
put the horns on the deer, who plunged into the worst part of the thicket, and
made his way out to the other side, then turned round and came back again on
a different track, in such fine style that every one said he had won the horns.
But the rabbit felt sore about it, and resolved to get even with him.

One day, soon after the contest for the horns, the rabbit stretched a large
grape-vine across the trail, and gnawed it nearly in two in the middle. Then he
went back a piece, took a good run, and jumped up at the vine. He kept on run-
ning and jumping up at the vine, until the deer came along and asked him what
he was doing.

“Don’t you see?” says the rabbit. “I’'m so strong that I can bite through that
grape-vine at one jump.”

The deer could hardly believe this, and wanted to see it done. So the rabbit
ran back, made a tremendous spring, and bit through the vine where he had
gnawed it before. The deer, when he saw that, said, “Well; I can do it if you
can.” So the rabbit stretched a larger grape-vine across the trail, but without
gnawing it in the middle. Then the deer ran back as he had seen the rabbit do,
made a powerful spring, and struck the grape-vine right in the center; but it only
flew back, and threw him over on his head. He tried again and again, until he
was all bruised and bleeding.

“Let me see your teeth,” at last said the rabbit. So the deer showed him his
teeth, which were long and sharp, like a wolf’s teeth.

“No wonder you can’t do it,” says the rabbit; “your teeth are too blunt to
bite anything. Let me sharpen them for you, like mine. My teeth are so sharp
that [ can cut through a stick just like a knife.” And he showed him a black-
locust twig, of which rabbits gnaw the young shoots, which he had shaved off as
well as a knife could do it, just in rabbit fashion.

The deer thought that was just the thing. So the rabbit got a hard stone,
with rough edges, and filed and filed away at the deer’s teeth, until they were
filed down almost to the gums.
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“Now try it,” says the rabbit. So the deer tried again, but this time he
couldn’t bite at all.

“Now you've paid for your horns,” said the rabbit, as he laughed and started
home through the bushes. Ever since then the deer’s teeth are so blunt that he
cannot chew anything but grass and leaves.

THE RAVEN MOCKER

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Mooney, James. Myths of the Cherokee. Nineteenth Annual Report of the Bureau
of American Ethnology, 1897-1898, Part I. Washington, DC: U.S. Government
Printing Office, 1900, 401-403.

Date: 1898

Original Source: Cherokee

National Origin: Native American

In traditional Cherokee theories of disease causation and cure, death is
caused by a personal attack. This attack may come from a nonhuman,
supernatural source or from a human agent such as a witch. The witch,
in general, carries out his or her mischief under cover of darkness.
Therefore, the Cherokee term translates as “night-goer.” In his analysis
of Cherokee sacred formulas, James Mooney discusses ravens as agents
who never fail to take disease away from the afflicted individual and
then hide these afflictions in mountain crevices at the cardinal points
on the Cherokee compass.

f all the Cherokee wizards or witches the most dreaded is the Raven

Mocker, the one that robs the dying man of life. They are of either sex

and there is no sure way to know one, though they usually look with-
ered and old, because they have added so many lives to their own.

At night, when some one is sick or dying in the settlement, the Raven
Mocker goes to the place to take the life. He flies through the air in fiery shape,
with arms outstretched like wings, and sparks trailing behind, and a rushing
sound like the noise of a strong wind. Every little while as he flies he makes a
cry like the cry of a raven when it “dives” in the air—not like the common
raven cry—and those who hear are afraid, because they know that some man’s
life will soon go out. When the Raven Mocker comes to the house he finds
others of his kind waiting there, and unless there is a doctor on guard who
knows bow to drive them away they go inside, all invisible, and frighten and tor-
ment the sick man until they kill him. Sometimes to do this they even lift him
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from the bed and throw him on the floor, but his friends who are with him
think he is only struggling for breath.

After the witches kill him they take out his heart and eat it, and so add to
their own lives as many days or years as they have taken from his. No one in
the room can see them, and there is no sear where they take out the heart, but
yet there is no heart left in the body. Only one who has the right medicine can
recognize a Raven Mocker, and if such a man stays in the room with the sick
person these witches are afraid to come in, and retreat as soon as they see him,
because when one of them is recognized in his right shape he must die within
seven days. There was once a man who had this medicine and used to hunt for
Raven Mockers, and killed several. When the friends of a dying person know
that there is no more hope they always try to have one of these medicine men
stay in the house and watch the body until it is buried, because after burial the
witches do not steal the heart.

The other witches are jealous of the Raven Mockers and afraid to come into
the same house with one. Once a man who had the witch medicine was watching
by a sick man and saw these other witches outside trying to get in. All at once
they heard a Raven Mocker cry overhead and the others scattered “like a flock of
pigeons when the hawk swoops.” When at last a Raven Mocker dies these other
witches sometimes take revenge by digging up the body and abusing it.

The following is told on the reservation as an actual happening:

A young man had been out on a hunting trip and was on his way home
when night came on while he was still a long distance from the settlement. He
knew of a house not far off the trail where an old man and his wife lived, so he
turned in that direction to look for a place to sleep until morning. When he got
to the house there was nobody in it. He looked into the sweatlodge and found
no one there either. He thought maybe they had gone after water, and so
stretched himself out in the farther corner to sleep. Very soon he heard a raven
cry outside, and in a little while afterwards the old man came into the sweat
lodge and sat down by the fire without noticing the young man, who kept still
in the dark corner. Soon there was another raven cry outside, and the old man
said to himself, “Now my wife is coming,” and sure enough in a little while the
old woman came in and sat down by her husband. Then the young man knew
they were Raven Mockers and he was frightened and kept very quiet.

Said the old man to his wife, “Well, what luck did you have?”

“None,” said the old woman, “there were too many doctors watching. What
luck did you have?”

“l got what I went for,’
you never have luck. Take this and cook it and lees have something to eat.”
She fixed the fire and then the young man smelled meat roasting and thought it
smelled sweeter than any meat he had ever tasted. He peeped out from one eye,
and it looked like a man’s heart roasting on a stick.

Suddenly the old woman said to her husband, “Who is over in the corner?”

)

said the old man, “there is no reason to fail, but
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“Nobody,” said the old man. “Yes, there is,” said the old woman, “I hear
him snoring,” and she stirred the fire until it blazed and lighted up the whole
place, and there was the young man lying in the corner. He kept quiet and pre-
tended to be asleep. The old man made a noise at the fire to wake him, but still
he pretended to sleep. Then the old man came over and shook him, and he sat
up and rubbed his eyes as if he had been asleep all the time.

Now it was near daylight and the old woman was out in the other house
getting breakfast ready, but the hunter could hear her crying to herself. “Why is
your wife crying?”’ he asked the old man. “Oh, she has lost some of her friends
lately and feels lonesome,” said her husband; but the young man knew that she
was crying because he had heard them talking.

When they came out to breakfast the old man put a bowl of corn mush
before him and said, “This is all we have—we have had no meat for a long
time.” After breakfast the young man started on again, but when he had gone a
little way the old man ran after him with a fine piece of beadwork and gave it
to him, saying, “Take this, and don’t tell anybody what you heard last, night,
because my wife and I are always quarreling that way.” The young man took the
piece, but when he came to the first creek he threw it into the water and then
went on to the settlement. There he told the whole story, and a party of war-
riors started back with him to kill the Raven Mockers. When they reached the
place it was seven days after the first night. They found the old man and his
wife lying dead in the house, so they set fire to it and burned it and the witches
together.
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YOUNG MEN WHO KILLED THE HORNED SERPENT
AND RELEASED THE BUFFALO

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Kroeber, A. L. “Cheyenne Tales.” Journal of American Folklore 13 (1900): 179-
181.

Date: 1899

Original Source: Cheyenne

National Origin: Native American

The original lifestyle of hunting and gathering cultures on the Plains
used dogs for traction. As a result, small tepees were used that could be
transported by dogs who could not travel far in a day, and bands had to
remain close to timber and water. There was buffalo hunting on the
Plains before the acquisition of the horse, but in the pre-horse culture,
this was a seasonal activity only. This is the stage of Cheyenne culture
described in the following myth. The communal hunt required careful
preparation and close supervision to ensure that as much meat as possible
would be taken. The cautionary tale about controlling dogs and proper
actions and words in the following narrative alludes to these precautions.

sons had starved. One day one of the old men went about inquiring
whether the people wanted to travel to a large lake, where ducks and
game abounded. They moved camp, packing their goods on dogs.
Two young men were sent ahead, but they returned with the news that they
had found no game whatever. The children were all crying for food, and the

F ar away there was a large camp-circle. Food was very scarce, and some per-
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misery was extreme. The people selected two strong young men able to travel
four days without food, and told them that they must find something for the
whole tribe, and bring back good news.

The young men set out and traveled steadily for two days, until they were
worn out and slept from the middle of the night until the morning star rose.
Then they went on northward again.

Finally they came near a large river, and beyond it they saw a blue moun-
tain. The river was slow, smooth, wide, and sandy on both sides, but beyond it
rose bluffs, and close behind these the mountain. The two scouts put their
clothes on their heads, and entered the river. In the center, one of them got
stuck fast. He shouted that some powerful thing under water was taking him; and
he asked his friend to tell his parents not to weep too much for him. The other
man crossed in safety. Then his friend called to him to come back and touch
him as a farewell. So the other went back into the river, and touched him.

Then he went out again, and cried all day, wandering about. A person came
to the top of the bank above the river, and asked him why he cried, and
whether he could do anything for him. The young man replied that a powerful
animal was holding fast his friend in the river, and pointed to him.

The person who had come was powerful; he wore a wolfskin, painted red, on
his back; it was tied around his neck and waist, so that he looked like a wolf; and
he carried a large knife. He dived into the river, and the water moved and
waved, and finally an immense snake with black horns came up, and he cut its
throat. The man who had been held fast was already cold and stiff in his legs, but
the two others dragged him off, and floated him ashore, and laid him in the sun.

The rescuer told the other young man, “Go to the mountain, to its stone
door, and tell your grandmother that I have killed the animal that I have been
after so long.”

The young man ran to the foot of the mountain, stood before a flat stone
door, and called as he had been told, telling the woman to bring a rope with
her. The old woman was glad that the animal had at last been killed.

The young man ran back, and was told by the man to help him butcher the
snake; then they would carry his friend to his house. They dragged the snake on
shore by its horns, and cut it in two, and then into many smaller pieces. They
made many trips to the mountain, carrying the meat.

Inside, the mountain was like the interior of a tepee, with tent-poles, beds,
and so on. Then the young man carried his friend to the mountain, taking him
on his back, and holding his hands. The woman made a sweat-house, and he
was put into it. The woman told him to try to move. The second time they
poured water on the hot rocks he moved a little, the third time more, and after
the fourth time he was perfectly well.

Then they went into the mountain, and the man told his daughter to cook
food—corn and buffalo meat. This was the first time the young men had seen
the daughter, who was very handsome. They ate all the food given them, and
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were well satisfied. Then the woman asked them why they had come. They told
her that they were looking for game for their starving people.

The woman said, “It is well, you will have something for your tribe.” Then
she asked them what kin they would be to the girl; whether they would be her
brothers. While they conferred, she said that they could marry her. The other
young man proposed to the one that had been fast that he should marry her;
and the latter agreed. They were then all very grateful to each other, and the
young man married the girl.

The woman told her daughter to take the two young men to the herd of
buffalo, and the girl showed them large herds of buffalo, and on the other side
wide fields of corn. Then the woman told them to cross the river in the same
place as before, and not to look backwards, and to rest four times on their way
home. So they traveled for four days.

Then an old man cried through the village that they were coming. All their
relatives and many others came forward; but when they saw that there were
three persons, they held somewhat aloof. They entered a tent, and the new hus-
band told an old man to cry to the people to come to shake hands with his wife
and embrace her. This was done, and then the young man said that he brought
good news, and that that same night his wife’s herd would come from the
mountain.

At night long strings of buffalo came, and the people heard them on all
sides. Early in the morning they saw the buffalo, as far as they could look. It was
announced that the dogs were not to disturb the game. Then the hunt com-
menced. The buffalo ran when pursued, but always came back. As many were
killed as could be used, and there was abundance of meat. The chiefs gathered,
and resolved that they were thankful to the girl for her kindness, and every fam-
ily was to bring her a present, the best that they had; and they asked her to take
the presents to her parents. So all gave to her, and she started back to her
parents with her husband and his friend.

When they arrived at the mountain, the man stood there, calling to his wife
to come out, for their son-in-law had returned. She embraced the two young
men from joy and gratitude. When they returned, the tribe was still hunting suc-
cessfully, and they were again given presents to bring to the girl’s parents.

When they brought presents a second time, the man was still more grateful,
and asked his daughter to take a few ears of corn to the tribe. But she, thinking
that they had enough with the buffalo, was silent. When her parents asked her
why she did not answer, she told them the reason. So they returned, after her
parents had warned her not to feel sorry for any buffalo killed in her sight. Soon
after, the children drove a young calf toward the village, and the boys shot at it,
and it died in front of her tent.

As she came out, she said to herself that she pitied the calf. But as she said
it, the herd ran back toward the mountain, and nothing could be seen but dust.
A crier went about, saying that presents must again be sent to the old man in
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the mountain. After prayer and with blessings, the two young men and the girl
started once more. After four days they arrived.

At once the old man told his daughter that she ought to have been careful.
But he would not let them return to the tribe. The parents of the young men
and their relatives felt lonely at the long absence, and went out alone to cry.
But the young men never returned.

TWO-FACES

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Kroeber, A. L. “Cheyenne Tales.” Journal of American Folklore 13 (1900): 184.
Date: 1899

Original Source: Cheyenne

National Origin: Native American

The character known by various names such as “Two Faces” or “Double
Face” appears among Native American Plains cultures other than the
Algonquian Cheyenne (see, for example, the Wichita myth, “The Two
Boys Who Slew the Monsters and Became Stars,” page 148). The pro-
tagonist in this tale uses the cleverness and imitative skills reminiscent
of a trickster to overcome the monster.

dered who stole the babies. One dark night he said to himself, “I will

watch tonight. I will watch every tent where the people are sleeping. If
any one takes a child tonight, I may hear it cry out.” So he watched the whole
village, and looked outside.

He found that the thief was Two-Faces, who had one face in front and one
at the back of his head, so that he could look on both sides of him. The young
man found him fast asleep. Near him were many dead babies that he had stolen.
Most of them had their ears cut off, and Two-Faces had a long string of ears on
a line, for he lived on human ears.

The young man ran to the river and looked for shells. He gathered a great
number of shells, which looked almost like human ears, and strung them, and
bloodied them. Then he cut a piece of meat, and shaped it like an ear. When
Two-Faces awoke, he saw a person sitting near him eating an ear. It was this
young man eating the meat. Two-Faces asked him where he learned to eat
ears.

N early every night a child disappeared from a camp. A young man won-

The man said to him, “I live on ears. I always steal children and cut off
their ears. The only thing that | am afraid of is that if I eat salt, it will kill me.”

53



The Greenwood Library of World Folktales | Volume 4

54

Then Two-Faces said, “I should at once die if any one beat a gourd and fat
was thrown in the fire.”

When night came, they both went to the camp. The young man then told
Two-Faces to wait for him; he would go ahead. Then he went to his friends and
told them to prepare. He was bringing Two-Faces, who had stolen all the
children.

He directed that a gourd be beaten and fat meat thrown at the fire. So at
last they succeeded in killing Two-Faces. Then he was burned.

HOW THE WHITES BECAME RICH

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Kroeber, A. L. “Cheyenne Tales.” Journal of American Folklore 13 (1900): 177-
179.

Date: 1899

Original Source: Cheyenne

National Origin: Native American

The Cheyenne were a nomadic Northern Plains culture who based their
way of life on the horse for mobility (after Europeans introduced the
modern horse to the Americas) and the buffalo for subsistence. Origi-
nally from the northeast, this Algonquian nation was pushed west where
they settled in the area of the Black Hills in the modern Dakotas and
Wyoming. Anthropologist A. L. Kroeber notes concerning this narrative
that it “seems probable that we have not a case of adaptation and cor-
ruption of a European original, but a native story which for some reason
has attracted European additions, perhaps because [the plot is] excep-
tionally European in spirit” (177).

who had a good daughter. He lived near a geyser, in an earth-lodge. Sev-

eral young men lived with him, and went out hunting for him. He had
great quantities of dried buffalo meat hanging all around his lodge. When meat
was scarce in a village near by, he sent his young men to summon the people to
him, and then he gave a feast to the various companies.

Then this great man told the companies to dress, and dance before him.
When the dance was almost over, he announced that he would pick out a young
man to be his son-in-law.

So he selected a young man, but after the marriage he sent the village away
again. He was malicious and did not treat his son-in-law rightly. Every night he

There was a great medicine-man, who was powerful and did injury, but
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had a fire, and slept close by his son-in-law and daughter. When they moved,
he raised his head, and said, “Don’t stir! Sleep!” When they talked, or even
whispered, he made them be quiet, and ordered them to sleep. Even when they
were outside, and spoke against him, he was so powerful that he knew it. The
first morning he sent his son-in-law out to cut arrows. He told him that if he
brought no smooth, straight sticks, he need not come back.

The young man wandered through the woods, but he found only rough
sticks, and he was discouraged, and tired, and cried. A person called to him, and
asked him why he wept.

The young man related his trouble, and the person told him to cut bulrushes
of the right length. So he got as many bulrushes as he could carry, and they
turned to smooth sticks. Then he went on up a mountain, and cried again.

The birds heard him, and asked him why he cried. He said that he could
not get the eagle-feathers that his father-in-law wanted for feathering the
arrows. So the eagle shook himself, and feathers flew out, and he got as many as
he could use. Then he returned, carrying the sticks and feathers.

His father-in-law had four men who could make bows and arrows, and they
began to make the arrows for him. Then he sent his son-in-law to get plums for
the arrow-makers. It was nearly winter, and there was no fruit of any sort left,
but he told him to get fresh plums, and bring none that were rotten or dried. He
knew this was impossible.

The young man took a bag, and went out, crying. Again a person asked him
why he wept. The young man said it was because he was to get plums for the
arrow-makers of his father-in-law.

The person told him to go to a plum-bush, and that contains foreign ele-
ments, these are not the same in different tribes the tree would shake itself, and
only fresh plums would fall from it. All this happened.

When the great medicine-man saw his son-in-law returning well loaded, he
was pleased and went to meet him. So they made the arrows, and ate the plums.
Next morning the great man wanted to play at throwing arrows at a hoop with
his son-in-law. They played near the geyser, and the medicine-man pushed his
son-in-law into it. Only his bones came out again.

Three times the great man had selected a son-in-law, and all this had hap-
pened. His daughter did not like his acts; but even when she went far off to tell
her husband of his danger, the great man could hear by the wind or the earth
what she said.

The fourth time he got a very fine young man for son-in-law. He sent him
out to drive a buffalo of good age immediately in front of his house, so that he
could shoot him with his new arrows. The son-in-law went far off, crying. Seven
buffalo were about him, and one asked him what he wanted.

The young man told him, but they said they were power-less against this
great man, and told him to go farther south. He went on, and met four buffalo,
who asked him what he wished. But they also were powerless, and sent him
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farther south. He went on and came to two buffalo. With them the same hap-
pened. As he again went on southward, he was so discouraged that he walked
with his head down, and when he met a single buffalo, did not stop even when
the bull asked him what he wished. Finally he turned around, and told his story.
He was hopeless, for the great man could not be cut or burnt or wounded in any
way. “He is like this rock,” he said, and pointed to a large black stone.

Then the buffalo said, “I will try on this whether I can do anything to
him.” He went off east, and charged against the stone, but did not injure it. He
charged from the south, from the west, from the north—all vainly. The fifth
time he went toward the northeast, and this time he broke a piece out of the
rock.

Then he told the young man to drive him toward his father-in-law’s house.
They arrived there, both seeming completely tired out; the buffalo pretended to
be trying to escape, while the young man headed him off. At last, after a long
chase, he drove him near his father-in-law’s door. The medicine-man came out
with his new arrows, and shot at the bull. When the arrows neared the buffalo,
they turned to reeds again, and did not injure him; but to the medicine-man
they appeared to enter the bull, and disappear in him. The bull staggered and
seemed nearly dead, and the man approached him. The bull staggered farther
and farther away from the house, leading the medicine-man with him, so that
he might not escape. Then he turned, charged, and tossed him. As the man fell,
he tossed him again and again, so that he never touched the ground. Thus he
tossed him until he was completely bruised and unable to move.

Then they put him in his lodge, covered him with brush and wood, and lit
it. The flames burnt higher and higher, but they only heard the medicine-man
inside the fire cursing and threatening them with death when he should come
out. Then suddenly there were poppings, and explosions, and beads, diamonds,
and precious stones flew out of the fire.

They were afraid to touch these, for fear the man might then come to life
again, and put them back into the fire. But the whites to whom some of them
flew kept them, and thus became richer.
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LITTLE ONE LEFT ALIVE (CHE-CHE-PUY-EW-TIS)

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Bell, Robert. “The History of the Che-che-puy-ew-tis. A Legend of the North-
ern Crees.” Journal of American Folklore 10 (1897): 2-8.

Date: ca. 1897

Original Source: Northern Cree

National Origin: Native American (Canada)

At the time of the collection of the following myth, author Robert Bell
notes that the “Northern Crees have extended themselves from the
north-west territories of the Dominion eastward around the head of
James Bay, up the east main coast of Hudson Bay, and far into the Lab-
rador peninsula, also southward towards the watershed of the St. Law-
rence, a few of them having been met with on the Bell River, just north
of the Ottawa” (2). Variants of the narrative have been found across
the breadth of the Canadian Cree homeland. In the historical period,
trapping and fur trading (especially beaver pelts) was a particularly im-
portant means of livelihood for the Cree. This tale develops from that
central focus. The plot of the sons of a mother murdered by a monster
and the creative power of the “thrown away” twin is widely distributed
in Native North American myth (see, for example, the Cheyenne “Two
Faces,” page 53, and the Wichita “The Two Boys Who Slew the Mon-
sters and Became Stars,” page 148).

The period had nearly arrived for the woman to be delivered of her sec-
ond child. The husband had a presentiment that some-thing was going

Once upon a time there lived an Indian, his wife, and their only son.
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to happen to his wife, for he repeatedly warned her when he went off hunting
to take care of herself, and that if any sign of danger arose she was to hide their
son under the brush flooring of the wigwam.

One day, while the man was away from the wigwam hunting, a Toosh, or
devil, came, and finding only the woman in the tent, cruelly killed and disem-
boweled her, throwing aside the womb containing the unborn child. The Indian
returned from his hunt and found the mutilated corpse of his wife, but he was in
time to catch the Toosh, which he put to an ignominious death. His son he
found alive, as his wife had taken the precaution to hide him under the brush of
the wigwam floor, as she had been told. For a number of days the man remained
in his tent, mourning the death of his wife.

It happened that just after the womb had been thrown aside, an A-pook-a-
shish (mouse) chanced to hunt in that direction, and saw what she thought to
be food, but on nibbling at it she was surprised to find it quivering, and on fur-
ther examination she saw what proved to be a living child. Being of a kind
disposition, she took it home and nursed it tenderly, and called it Che-che-puy-
ew-tis (the little one that moves or quivers). The Indian and his son now moved
their wigwam (which is an universal custom among these people when a death
has occurred).

When the son had almost arrived at manhood he became a keen hunter,
but was very unfortunate in losing his arrows. So frequently did this happen that
at last he told his father of it.

“Come now,” said the old man, “shoot an arrow a short distance from where
we stand, and we cannot fail to see what will become of it.” The boy did as he
was told, and was surprised to see an A-pook-a-shish run away with it. “This is
how my arrows are lost,” he said. “I will follow and see where she takes them.”
He did so, and came to the wigwam of the A-pook-a-shish. On entering he saw
all the arrows he had lost, but they were in possession of a young boy, who was
amusing himself with them. The A-pook-a-shish now told the young man that
this child was his brother, and related exactly the manner in which she had
saved him, but cautioned him not to tell his father when he returned, as the old
man might not be pleased. The lad did as the A-pook-a-shish told him, and af-
ter that he often went and visited his brother. Occasionally, when they thought
the father was absent, they returned home together.

The father at last noticed that there were footprints of two sizes about the
tent, and questioned his son regarding them. But the boy, still wishing to keep
secret the identity of his brother, gave a misleading answer. The A-pook-a-shish
having heard about it, said it would be much better for them to go to the wig-
wam together, for sooner or later their father would be certain to find them out.
So Che-che-puy-ew-tis took his little brother home to their father’s wigwam.

When the Indian returned in the evening with his hunt, he noticed the boy
in the tent, and asked his son who the little stranger was, and where he had
found him. The lad told him it was his young brother, and related how the
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A-pook-a-shish had discovered him after the murder of his mother, and gave
him full particulars, which satisfied the man that this was really his child. He
pre-tended to be very glad, and told his sons to go at once to the A-pooka-
shish’s wigwam with the meat of a whole beaver, and thank her for having res-
cued his son. But all the time he was meditating on a scheme to get rid of both
the boys, as he intended taking a second wife. Still, for some time after this they
all lived together in harmony with one another. Whilst the father was off hunt-
ing, the sons always used to remain about the wigwam, but they noticed that he
always went to hunt in one direction, and wondered why he did this. So they
made up their minds to follow his path when an opportunity should occur, and
find out the reason for his strange behavior.

The next day the old man did not go hunting as usual, so the boys took
advantage of this chance to investigate, and they followed up his tracks until
they stopped at the margin of a deep lake, and further pursuit seemed impossi-
ble. But Che-che-puy-ew-tis was equal to the occasion. He said to his brother,
“Pull up some strong spruce-roots fasten them around my waist, then take hold
of the other end and I will go under the water. When you feel the roots shake,
be sure and pull me out again.” Che-che-puy-ew-tis then went into the water
and found, as he expected, a large wigwam in the bottom of the lake. At the
door were two Pishews (lynxes). He took hold of both of them, shook the roots,
and his brother pulled him to the surface again. They killed the Pishews, and
returning presented them to their father; but the old man, instead of being
pleased, wept bitterly, and told his sons that hereafter it would be better for
them to live separate; so going out of the tent, he left them together.

Che-che-puy-ew-tis, knowing their father was angry, said to his brother,
“Our father will certainly come again in the morning, so let us make a number
of arrows and be prepared. They did so, and, as the elder brother said, their fa-
ther appeared in the morning, in company with a number of Pishews, who
began to attack the boys; but the arrows they had made the night before played
havoc among the Pishews, so that not one of them escaped. The following
morning the attack was repeated with a fresh lot of Pishews, but Che-che-puy-
ew-tis this time, after the animals were all slaughtered, shot an arrow at his fa-
ther and slew him also.

The two boys now lived together and were very happy, hunting in company
and killing all kinds of game.

Years had passed when one night Che-che-puy-ew-tis was awakened by his
brother talking to some person, as he thought, and wondered who it could be.
In the morning, when his brother went out, Che-che-puy-ew-tis looked into his
robe, but found only some rotten wood. He threw it out of the wigwam, saying,
“Why do you soil my brother’s robe?” The next night he again heard his brother
in conversation with some unknown person, and in the morning, on looking
into his robe, found this time an Atik (frog), which he threw outside with the
same exclamation.
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Then Che-che-puy-ew-tis said to himself, “I will find wives for my brother,”
and he did find them, bringing home two young squaws, whom he presented to
him. Thus they lived for some time, the younger brother having two wives and
the elder not even one. At length one of the wives became discontented and
said to the other, “I will remove to the left side of the wigwam, where our
brother-in-law sits. He has no mate, and besides I find it inconvenient for both
of us to be staying with one man.” The other wife consented, and the next time
the young men returned they found only the oldest of the wives sitting in her
usual place on the right side of the wigwam, the youngest having gone over to
the left side, where Che-che-puy-ew-tis generally sat.

When the men laid down their day’s hunt at the door, as is customary, the
youngest of the women pulled Che-che-puy-ew-tis’s share to the side she had
taken possession of, which clearly showed that she wanted this hunter for her-
self. But Che-che-puy-ew-tis did not agree with the arrangement which had
been made by the women, and he also knew that his brother would be dis-
pleased with it. Besides, he wanted a wife of his own choosing. He therefore left
the tent secretly.

After Che-che-puy-ew-tis had walked a considerable distance, he met with
an Atik (deer). They conversed together for some time, and then he told her to
find a suitable spot on which to erect a wigwam whilst he went hunting for
some food for their supper. He returned in the evening and stayed with Atik
one night, but would not remain another, as he thought Atik’s legs were too
long. So he departed in the morning.

He next met a Muskwa (black bear), but only remained with her one night
as he had done with the Atik, her claws being too long and sharp to suit him.

Then he fell in with Kak (porcupine), but again one night was sufficient for
him to remain with her. She could not look him straight in the face, her neck
being too short and her sharp quills were also very disagreeable. So he left her,
as he had done the others, and went on his journey, still determined to find a
suitable mate.

The next creature Che-che-puy-ew-tis fell in with was a Wes-ku-chan
(“whiskey-jack,” the Canada jay). They made a wigwam for the night, as usual,
and Che-che-puy-ew-tis provided a beaver for their supper, leaving it, Indian
fashion, at the door. But it proved too heavy for poor Wes-ku-chan to manage,
and she broke both her legs in trying to haul the carcass into the tent. Che-che-
puy-ew-tis was equal to the occasion, and, taking the string off his bow, he
bound the legs up nicely and the little bones soon grew together again, but to
this day the marks of the bowstring can be seen on the legs of all Wes-ku-chan’s
descendants. Che-che-puy-ew-tis did, not remain more than one night with her,
she being altogether too inquisitive. So he proceeded on his way again.

All at once an Amisk (beaver) met him, and without waiting to be asked
she said to him, “If you want a mate, I will go and live with you.” She appeared
more to his taste than the others, so he answered, “Yes, but you must not be
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lazy. You will always require to work hard; and one thing which I shall insist
upon is, that when-ever we come upon a creek you must lay brush or sticks for
me to walk upon. If you fail once in doing this, the creek will turn into a river
and we will be lost to each other.” So the Amisk agreed to the terms and they
lived happily together. One day, unfortunately, Amisk (who was supposed to
know a creek when she came to one) made a mistake. She was not certain that
what she saw was a creek or not, and did not lay sticks or brush for her husband
as usual.

Che-che-puy-ew-tis, when he returned to his mate in the evening, was hor-
rified to find that the water at which he had left her had now turned into a
large river. He only now found out that Amisk had made a mistake, and he
bewailed the loss of his mate for a long time.

Walking one day along the bank of this large river, he saw to his surprise
his wife swimming and diving about in the water, evidently enjoying herself.
Che-che-puy-ew-tis called out, “Come ashore; you must not leave me.” But
Amisk said, “I cannot live ashore any longer; I find this water more to my lik-
ing; you had better come to me instead; see how easy it is to swim and dive.
Throw me one of your mittens and I will show you that the water is not even
wet.” This she said in order to entice Che-che-puy-ew-tis to go to her. He threw
one of his mittens to her as she had requested, and Amisk, diving down, brought
it to the surface quite dry, having secretly anointed it with her oil. She threw it
to Che-che-puy-ew-tis, saying, “Have I not told you that the water will not even
wet you, just as it does not wet your mitten?”

Che-che-puy-ew-tis was now convinced, so he jumped into the water and
was astonished to find that he was quite at home therein, and he stayed with his
mate and lived as the beavers live.

Towards the autumn they started to build a house, but Che-che-puy-ew-tis
was not at all satisfied with the way Amisk set about it, which was after the
manner of the old-time beavers. He knew that, if they did not make it better
than that, the Indian hunters would surely be able to kill them, as they had
killed so many beavers already, if they should find their house. So he showed
Amisk how to fasten large sticks, knit together the smaller ones, and mix them
with stones, and how to plaster it with mud which would freeze solid, till at
length they had made quite a secure abode. They lived happily together there
for a time, but after a while something happened which broke the harmony, and
one day Che-che-puy-ew-tis said to Amisk, “As | left my brother’s wigwam
without his knowledge, and as I know he has a great regard for me, I am certain,
it being now winter, that he will look everywhere till he finds me, and if he dis-
covers us here he will be sure to kill you. Come, let us make holes along the
bank, so that, should the house be broken into, you will be able to escape.”

Several months had passed, and the elder brother (Mejigwis) was very much
annoyed at Che-che-puy-ew-tis for having left him without giving any warning,
and was displeased with his youngest wife, who had been the cause of his
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departure. Whilst hunting this winter it had seemed to him that the character
of the Westa (beaver houses) had changed, that the Amisks had constructed
them differently from those of former years. In consequence of this he now
found it difficult enough to keep his family in beaver meat. At last it dawned
upon him that there must be some one wiser than the Amisks themselves guid-
ing and directing them, and who could this person be but his brother Che-che-
puy-ew-tis. He therefore redoubled his efforts to find him, and, acting on the
idea he had formed, he directed his attention to the beaver-houses. One day,
while out hunting, a larger Westa than he had been accustomed to see attracted
his attention, and cautiously approaching he broke into it and was rewarded by
finding his long-lost brother; but the Amisk escaped to the holes they had made
in the bank.

Che-che-puy-ew-tis was brought back to his brother’s wigwam, and the best
of everything was given to him, but one thing he stipulated was, that when any
of the party brought home a Pay-uko Amisk (a solitary beaver), he was to be
sure and mention it, as he was afraid that some day his brother might kill his
mate, and he did not wish to eat her, as he knew that something would happen
to himself if he did so.

His brother obeyed his wish as long as there were plenty of Amisks to kill,
but frequently he was able to bring home only barely sufficient meat to feed the
party, and one day he came back to the wigwam with only one beaver, and it
was a Pay-uko Amisk. But he did not let Che-che-puy-ew-tis know about it, as
they did not like to see him take no part in the meal. So they cooked the
Amisk, and first offered Che-che-puy-ew-tis some of the liquid it had been
boiled in; but he refused it, saying he feared that, as his brother had killed only
one, it might be a Pay-uko Amisk. “Oh, no,” said his brother; “there were quite
a number of Amisks along with this one, only all the rest escaped.” So Che-che-
puy-ew-tis, believing his brother, drank of the liquor and ate of the flesh; but
immediately after he had done so, he was transformed into a real Amisk, and
jumping into the creek, on the bank of which the wigwam stood, he dived under
the water and was lost forever to his brother. But he still lives as a Kitche-kisai-
misk (a great old beaver), and it is his wisdom to this day that prevents the Indi-
ans from entirely exterminating the Amisk tribe, of which he is the great chief
and counselor.
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RABBIT GETS A TURKEY FOR WILDCAT

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Swanton, John R. Myths and Tales of the Southeastern Indians. Smithsonian Insti-
tution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin 88. Washington, DC: U.S. Govern-
ment Printing Office, 1929, 47-48.

Date: 1929
Original Source: Creek

National Origin: Native American

The Creek Nation was a confederation of tribes in the “deep” southern
states of Georgia and Alabama, and the contiguous areas. Prior to their
removal to “Indian Territory” (Oklahoma), the Creeks developed close
ties with African Americans, including offering refuge to runaway slaves.
This undoubtedly influenced the animal tales that were collected from
their descendants in later centuries. The following narrative is one such
tale. In it, rabbit as trickster reveals his willingness to sacrifice his
neighbors to save himself. Typically, he couples his guile with the char-
acter flaws of his victims to attain his ends.

him. The Rabbit said, “Do not kill me; I will bring you a turkey.” The
Wildcat consented to let Rabbit try, so he ran into the woods to find

the turkey, first telling the Wildcat to lie down and pretend he was dead.
Rabbit soon found some Turkeys and told them the Wildcat was dead and
proposed that they all go and dance and sing around his body. The Turkeys
agreed and went with Rabbit and when they saw the Wildcat’s body stretched

ﬁ Rabbit was overtaken by a Wildcat, who threatened to kill and eat
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on the ground and his mouth and eyes looking white as if he were flyblown (for
Rabbit had rubbed rotten wood on the edges of his eyes and mouth) they were
satisfied that he was really dead.

Rabbit took his place at the head of the Wildcat and began to beat his drum
and to sing while the Turkeys danced around him.

After the song and dance had continued a while they heard Rabbit sing,
“Jump up and catch the red leg, Jump up and catch the red leg.”

“Why, he is dead and cannot jump,” they said, but since they objected, he
promised not to say that any more.

So Rabbit sang and drummed away and the Turkeys again danced around
their enemy’s body; but soon Rabbit sang in a low tone:

“Jump up and catch the biggest, Jump up and catch the biggest.”

The Turkeys stopped their dance, but too late, for the Wildcat jumped up
and caught the biggest gobbler. Rabbit ran away to the woods and the Turkeys
pursued him, threatening to kill him for his trickery. They chased him round
and round the trees till at last one of the Turkeys bit at his long tail and bit it
off, and ever since that time all rabbits have had short tails.

RABBIT STEALS FIRE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Swanton, John R. Myths and Tales of the Southeastern Indians. Smithsonian Insti-
tution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin 88. Washington, DC: U.S. Govern-
ment Printing Office, 1929, 47-48.

Date: 1929
Original Source: Creek

National Origin: Native American

In this myth, fire symbolizes technology in general, and one of the com-
mon exploits of the culture hero is the theft of fire. In the overwhelm-
ing majority of cases, the bringer of fire in other narratives serves as a
trickster figure. Although there is an innate irony in the coupling of the
wily exploiter and the clever culture bearer, the combination is appropri-
ate. Innovation must deviate from the norm, by definition, and who
deviates better than the trickster? In the following myth, rabbit turns his
guile to the service of humanity rather than to his own selfish ends.

agreed that Rabbit should try to obtain fire for the people.
He went across the great water to the east. He was received gladly,

ﬁ 11 the people came together and said, “How shall we obtain fire?” It was
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and a great dance was arranged. Then Rabbit entered the dancing circle, gaily
dressed, and wearing a peculiar cap on his head into which he had stuck four
sticks of rosin.

As the people danced they approached nearer and nearer the sacred fire in
the center of the circle. The Rabbit also danced nearer and nearer the fire. The
dancers began to bow to the sacred fire, lower and lower. Rabbit also bowed to
the fire, lower and lower. Suddenly, as he bowed very low, the sticks of rosin
caught fire and his head was a blaze of flame.

The people were amazed at the impious stranger who had dared to touch
the sacred fire. They ran at him in anger, and away ran Rabbit, the people pur-
suing him. He ran to the great water and plunged in, while the people stopped
on the shore.

Rabbit swam across the great water, with the flames blazing from his cap.
He returned to his people, who thus obtained fire from the east.

RABBIT FOOLS ALLIGATOR

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Swanton, John R. Myths and Tales of the Southeastern Indians. Smithsonian Insti-
tution, Bureau of American Ethnology, Bulletin 88. Washington, DC: U.S. Govern-
ment Printing Office, 1929, 52-53.

Date: 1929
Original Source: Creek

National Origin: Native American

Rabbit in the following Creek tale exemplifies trickster in his malicious
persona. The narrative is of particular interest for the variety of cultural
influences it displays. The devil is an obvious European introduction to
the tale, while rabbit is an indigenous trickster in African (as hare),
African American, and Native American traditions. Rabbit’s strategy of
asking an apparently innocent question designed to victimize Alligator
by means of his own vanity, however, could be classified as “signifying,”
the African American rhetorical strategy of directing by indirection.

“Mr. Alligator, did you ever see the devil?”
“No, Mr. Rabbit, but I am not afraid to see him,” replied the Alligator.
“Well, I saw the devil, and he said you were afraid to look at him,” said the
Rabbit. “I'm not afraid of him, and you tell him so,” bravely responded the
Alligator.

T he Alligator was sunning himself on a log when the Rabbit said to him,
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“Are you willing to crawl up the hill tomorrow and let me show you the
devil?” asked the Rabbit. “Yes, I am willing,” said the Alligator. The Rabbit
spoke up and said, “Now Mr. Alligator, when you see smoke rising don’t be
afraid, the devil will be just starting out.”

“You need not be so particular about me. I am not afraid,” said he. “Now
when you see birds flying and deer running past you don’t get scared.”

“I shall not get scared.”

“When you hear fire crackling close to you and the grass burning all around
you, don’t get scared. The devil will come along and you can get a good look at
him,” and with this advice the Rabbit left.

The next day he returned and told Alligator to crawl out and lie in the high
grass and wait until the devil came. So out crawled the Alligator and took his
position in the grass as directed by the Rabbit.

When he saw the Alligator so far from the water the Rabbit laughed to
himself. He ran across the prairie till he reached a burning stump, got a chunk
of fire, and returned to a spot near his confiding friend, where he kindled the
grass and soon had the pleasure of seeing a blaze all around the Alligator. Then,
running to a sandy place where there was no grass, he sat down to see the fun.
He had not long to wait, for when the smoke rose in clouds and the birds flew
by, and the animals ran for life over the prairie, the Alligator cried out, “Oh,
Mr. Rabbit, what’s that?”

The Rabbit answered, “Oh, you lie still; that’s nothing but the devil starting
out.”

Soon the fire began to crackle and roar, and the flames swept over the prai-
rie, and the Alligator called, “Oh, Mr. Rabbit, what’s that?”

“Oh, that’s the devil’s breath. Don’t be scared. You will see him directly.”
The Rabbit rolled over in the sand and kicked his heels in the air. The fire
came nearer and nearer and began to burn the grass all around the Alligator,
and under him, till he rolled and twisted in pain. “Don’t be scared, Mr. Alliga-
tor. Just lie still a little longer and the devil will be right there and you can get
a good look at him,” cried out the Rabbit, as he saw the movements of the Alli-
gator. But the latter could stand it no longer and started down the hill to the
water through the burning grass, snapping his teeth and rolling over in pain,
while the Rabbit laughed and jumped in delight, saying, “Wait, Mr. Alligator,
don’t be in such a hurry. You are not afraid of the devil.” But the Alligator
tumbled into the water to cool his roasted skin, and wondered how the Rabbit
could stand such awful scenes.
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FAMINE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Hoffman, W. ]J. “An Absaroka Myth.” Journal of the Anthropological Institute of
Great Britain and Ireland 10 (1881): 239-240.

Date: 1880
Original Source: Crow (Absaroka)

National Origin: Native American

The Absaroka (popularly known as the Crow) shared the same nomadic
lifestyle as the Cheyenne (pages 50-56) and the Lakota (pages 112-120)
discussed elsewhere in this anthology. The Fool Dog of this myth refers
to a member of a Plains fraternity often called the Contraries, or among
the Crow “Crazy-Dogs-Wishing-to-Die.” The Contraries did things op-
posite to the norm, including such acts as riding a horse backward into
battle or rolling in the snow and then complaining of the heat. They
were pledged to what might be labeled self-destructive madness during
war. The bravery that was expected of the young men in general was
carried to extremes by the Fool Dogs. Thus, in spite of the suicidal
appearance of many of their actions, they served the needs of the group.
This theme is echoed in the following narrative.

try where the snow never fell, there dwelt among us a beautiful maiden
whom the sun saw and fell in love with. The maiden was the pride of
the Absaroka, and every warrior tried to excel the others in making her presents
of the finest robes. She was surrounded with every comfort, and lived in the best

ﬁ long time ago, before we had either guns or horses, and lived in a coun-
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lodge in the village. The sun came here to visit her every night, and in time a
child was born, which, as it grew older would amuse itself by sliding down the
rays of sunlight that entered the lodge. After a while, Fool Dog also saw this
woman and fell in love with her, but finding his love was not returned, he rav-
ished her. The next time the sun visited her, she related all that had hap-
pened, whereupon the sun became very angry and threatened to destroy the
Absaroka.

There came a great famine; the snow fell, and the buffalo did not return to
the hunting grounds. The weather continued so cold during the following
summer that the corn did not grow and the Absaroka were rapidly dying off
from starvation and disease. Then the chief men met in council, where it was
decided that it were better for them to seek a new home. It happened that while
the Absaroka were moving, that Fool Dog was obliged to fall behind on the
trail, as he was weak, sick, and starving; then White Wolf, the servant of the
sun, appeared to him and said that the Absaroka might yet be saved if his direc-
tions were followed: Fool Dog must hasten on to overtake the party at their next
camp, where an offering must be made to the sun; he must gather a large pile of
dry wood and grass for kindling; also some corn and the fat of the buffalo, of
which he must make ten balls, to be thrown upon the pile, when the fire would
instantly appear.

When White Wolf had finished talking he disappeared, and Fool Dog
started on the trail, though he had great difficulty in reaching the party who
had already encamped at some distance for the night. He began to search in the
various lodges for the corn and buffalo fat, but meeting only with disappoint-
ment, he strolled away from camp to meditate. Here he observed a solitary
lodge, occupied by an old woman who, upon seeing the distress of Fool Dog,
inquired the cause. Fool Dog told her of his meeting with White Wolf, and the
instructions he had received, but said he was unable to complete the offering to
the sun, necessary for the preservation of the tribe. The old woman replied that
she had a little corn left that had been laid by for planting in the country to
which they were going, but was willing to part with some of it for the purpose
required; also, that her son had a necklace to which was attached a small buck-
skin sack containing buffalo fat, which he always carried about with him as
“medicine”; this, said the old woman, she would also give with the corn. The
old woman then left, but soon returned again with the promised articles, of
which Fool Dog at once made ten balls, and hastening back to camp, he threw
them upon the pile of wood, which was immediately ignited.

Then White Wolf came again and told Fool Dog that he must take a “buf-
falo chip” (dried bit of bison dung), pulverize it and sprinkle it upon the snow,
and that upon the following morning he would find ten buffalo there, of which
the Absaroka must not permit any to escape. Fool Dog followed these instruc-
tions, and all the warriors who were strong enough turned out the next morning,

surrounded the buffalo which they found, and killed them.
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As there was scarcely enough meat to satisfy the starving people, they began
to fear that they should yet perish, when White Wolf came a third time, and
told Fool Dog that be must take another “buffalo chip,” pulverize it, and sprin-
kle it upon the snow as he had done the other, when lie would find one hundred
buffalo at that place upon the following morning, but the Absaroka must be
careful to kill every one, and not allow a single animal to escape. Fool Dog
again did as he was told, and next morning the buffalo were found as promised,
when the slaughter began. It happened that one young bull escaped, who imme-
diately ran to the sun and complained. Then the sun cursed the buffalo, and
told him he would no longer protect the herds. He next called White Wolf and
cursed him, saying he was no longer a servant of the sun, but would be obliged
to subsist upon such offal as the Absaroka chose to leave him. The sun no lon-
ger tried to destroy the Absaroka, but remained neutral, and since that time he
has had no children with an Absaroka woman.
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THE BEWITCHED WIVES

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Burrows, Elizabeth. “Eskimo Tales.” Journal of American Folklore 39 (1926): 79-80.
Date: 1926

Original Source: Eskimo

National Origin: Native American

In this and the following narratives, the name “Eskimo” is used for the
native people of the northern regions of North America. These groups
are more accurately classified by other labels, for example, Inuit or
Yupik. The more widely known though less precise term was chosen to
preserve a user-friendly category for the collection. The cure for super-
natural assault among the Eskimo is by recourse to a shaman, an individ-
ual who through personal power (as distinct from divine intervention) is
able to discover the source of evil influence and remove it. In many
cases, the shaman then sends the malevolent force from the victim to
the original aggressor. This is the case in the following narrative when
the ferns used to remove the girl’s bewitchment are then used as the
instrument of attacking the evil woman-spirit.

little girl, who lived alone with her grandmother, followed tracks along

the river till at a water-hole she found a house where a man was mak-

ing arrows. He gave her no greeting, but warned her to be careful lest
the door close upon her. She got away safely to the ceremonial house near-by,
but here the door in closing upon her bit off a piece of her dress. On her return
home her grandmother suspected her adventure from the torn garment, but the
girl claimed that the rent was made by a fall on the ice.
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Early next morning she returned to the Arrow-maker’s with a plate of fish-
heads. The house was empty. She lifted up the grass-mat on the wall and discov-
ered another door. She went through it into a passage where she commenced
sliding, first on her feet till her moccasins were worn out, then on one side, then
on the other, then on her breasts, and then on her back, in each position wear-
ing out the dress on that side. She held on to her plate of fish-heads, and at last
came to a high cliff overlooking the water. She heard some one singing.

[t was the Arrow-maker she had seen the previous day; he was sealing in his
kayak. When he had speared the seal, lifted it on his raft, cut it up, and put it
into the kayak, he came in close to the cliff, and told the girl to jump into the
boat. She was afraid, but he pointed out that the place where she was covered
with the bones of people who had starved to death there, and warned her that
unless she obeyed, she would meet the same fate. The girl jumped, and the man
took her home, warning her not to look behind at anyone who called to her.
She heard people crying out, and he told her it was his wives making a great
racket.

Finally they came to his home where there were two houses. He told her to
go to the smaller one, where were the head-man and the head-woman who wel-
comed her with gifts of clothing, and sent food to the ceremonial house for the
man. Several times the girl heard someone calling, but each time she refused to
look in the direction of the call.

In the course of a year, the girl married the Arrow-maker. One day as she
carried his food to him at the ceremonial house, she at last looked behind her at
the person whom she heard calling. At once she was in the power of this evil
woman-spirit, and followed her to her house. There this evil spirit gave her
snow-and-oil to eat, and immediately she began to cry out continuously like the
other wives. Thereupon the evil woman threw her out of the house, where her
husband found her and put her into the house with the other wives.

In the large village across the river an old woman lived with her grandson,
and the girl had been accustomed to give them food. When the old woman
knew that the girl had been bewitched, she sent her grandson to get her. She
put her on a grass-mat, removed her clothes, and with a bunch of ferns whipped
her from the feet to the face, until at last the girl sat up and asked why she had
been awakened.

Then the old woman directed her to take the ferns and use them in the
same way on the face of the evil woman-spirit. When she had done so, the bad
woman began to call out continuously as she had made others do. In the same
way the girl transformed also the evil woman’s father and mother, and then took
them all by the hair and threw them out of the house.

Meanwhile her husband searched for her, and when he found her cured in
the house of the old woman, he took her home where they lived together and
had children. He always took care of the old woman who had saved her life, but
the rest of the villagers all died.
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THE ORIGIN OF THE NARWHAL

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Kroeber, A. L. “Tales of the Smith Sound Eskimo.” Journal of American Folklore
12 (1899): 169-170.

Date: ca. 1897

Original Source: Eskimo

National Origin: Native American

The Arctic can be a land of meager resources. The neglect and even
abandonment of those who are not able to contribute to community sur-
vival was a matter of course in the traditional culture. The cannibalistic
Adlet appear in this tale (see “Origin of the Adlet and the Whiteman,”
page 73) as one of the trials the siblings must endure in their quest for
community. This tale is widely distributed not only among the Eskimo
but also among Athabascans and the Bella Bella of the Northwest
Coast.

here was a blind boy who lived with his mother and sister. They went to
| a place where there was no one and lived alone. One day, when they
were in their tent, a bear came up to it.

Though the boy was blind he had a bow, and the woman aimed it at the
bear for him. The arrow struck the bear and killed it. The mother, however,
deceived her son and told him he had missed it. She cut it up and then cooked
it. The young man now smelled the bear-meat, and asked his mother whether it
was not bear he was smelling. She, however, told him he was mistaken. Then
she and her daughter ate it, but she would give him nothing. His sister, how-
ever, put half her food in her dress secretly, to give him later.

When her mother asked her why she was eating so much (noticing that she
seemed to eat an unusual quantity), the girl answered that she was hungry.
Later, when her mother was away, she gave the meat to her brother. In this way
he discovered that his mother had deceived him. Then he wished for another
chance to kill something, when he might not be thus deceived by his mother.

One day, when he was out of doors, a large loon came down to him and told
him to sit on its head. The loon then flew with him toward its nest, and finally
brought him to it, on a large cliff. After they had reached this, it began to fly
again, and took him to a pond [the ocean].

The loon then dived with him, in order to make him recover his eyesight.
It would dive and ask him whether he was smothering; when he answered that
he was, it took him above the surface to regain his breath. Thus they dived,
until the blind boy could see again. His eyesight was now very strong; he could
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see as far as the loon, and could even see where his mother was, and what she
was doing. Then he returned. When he came back, his mother was afraid, and
tried to excuse herself, and treated him with much consideration.

One day he went narwhal-hunting, using his mother to hold the line.
“Spear a small narwhal,” his mother said, for she feared a large one would drag
her into the water by the line fastened around her. He speared a small one, and
she pulled it ashore. Then they ate its blubber.

The next time two appeared together, a small white whale and a large nar-
whal. “Spear the small one again,” she told him. But he speared the large one,
and when it began to pull, he let go the line, so that his mother was dragged
along, and forced to run, and pulled into the water.

“My knife,” she cried, in order to cut the rope. She kept calling for her
knife, but he did not throw it to her, and she was drawn away and drowned. She
became a narwhal herself, her hair, which she wore twisted to a point, becoming
the tusk.

After this, the man who had recovered his sight, and his sister, went away.
Finally they came to a house. The brother was thirsty, and wanted water. He
asked his sister for some, telling her to go to the house for it. She went up to it,
but was at first afraid to go in.

“Come in, come in!” cried the people inside, who were murderous Adlet.
When she entered, they seized her and ate her. She had stayed away a long
time, and finally her brother went to look for her.

He entered the house, but could not find her. An old man there, after hav-
ing eaten of her, tried to say he did not have her, and did not know where she
was. The brother, however, kept stabbing the inmates of the house with a tusk
he had, trying to make them confess, but vainly, and finally killed them.

Then her brother put her bones together and went away, carrying them on
his back. Then the flesh grew on the bones again, and soon she spoke, “Let me
get up!”

But he said to her, “Don’t get up!”

At last she got up, however. Then they saw a great many people, and soon
reached them. By this time his sister had quite recovered; she ate, and went into
a house. She married there, and soon had a child. Her brother also married.

ORIGIN OF THE ADLET AND THE WHITEMAN

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Rink, H., and Franz Boas. “Eskimo Tales and Songs.” Journal of American Folk-

lore 2 (1889): 125.
Date: 1889
Original Source: Eskimo

National Origin: Native American
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It is erroneous to think of the Eskimo habitat as barren land. As their
north-south range is great, there is variation in topography and land
form, climate, vegetation, and the availability of fish and game. The arc-
tic is a desert in truest sense of the world. The cold reduces the amount
of moisture in the air so that some areas receive as little as four inches
of precipitation a year, so it is a difficult task to obtain fresh water.
Summers are short and defined when temperatures above freezing.
Streams begin to flow. Water travel becomes possible, but walking
becomes virtually impossible over the swampy tundra because of melting
surface areas. At the onset of winter and freezing temperatures, the peo-
ple begin to settle down. Nuclear families are often organized into bands.
Band leadership is personal or charismatic: family allegiance, personality
qualities, or physical strength. An episode in the following myth of the
origin of the Adlet and the Whiteman recalls the a central figure in
Eskimo myth, the female sea spirit called various names—including, for
example, Takanakapsaluk, Nuliajuk, and Sedna. She is a terrifying pres-
ence living in a house at the bottom of the sea. Often the shamans trav-
eled on spirit journeys to confront her and her entourage of monsters in
times of famine or danger to win her help for the people, such help as
asking her to provide seals and other sea mammals, which according to
myth grew from the severed parts of he own body.

avigong (that is, the knifeman), an old man, lived alone with his daugh-

ter. Her name was Niviarsiang (that is, the girl), but as she did not want

to take a husband she was also called Uinigumissuitung (that is, she who
did not want to take a husband).

She refused all her suitors, but at last a dog, spotted white and red, whose
name was ljiqang (that is the powerful eye), won her affection and she married
him. They had ten children, five of whom were Adlet and five dogs.

The legs of the Adlet were like those of dogs, and hairy all over, the soles
excepted, while the upper part of their bodies was human. When the children
grew up they became very voracious, and as the dog ljigang did not go hunting
at all, but let his father-in-law provide for the whole family, Saviqong found
great difficulty in feeding them. Moreover, the children were very clamorous
and noisy; so at last their grandfather, being tired of their manifold demands
and the trouble they gave him, put the whole family into his boat and carried
them to a small island. He told ljigang to come every day and fetch meat.

Niviarsiang hung a pair of boots on his neck and he swam across the narrow
channel separating the island from the mainland. But Saviqong, instead of giv-
ing him meat, filled the boots with heavy stones which drowned ljigang when
he attempted to return to the island.
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Niviarsiang thought of revenging the death of her husband. She sent the
young dogs to her father’s hut and let them gnaw off his feet and hands. In
return Saviqong, when his daughter happened to be in his boat, threw her over-
board, and cut off her fingers when she clung to the gunwale. As they fell into
the sea they were transformed into seals and whales. At last he allowed her to
climb again into the boat.

As she feared that her father might think of killing or maiming her chil-
dren, she ordered the Adlet to go inland, where they became the ancestors of a
numerous people. She made a boat for the young dogs, setting up two sticks for
masts in the sole of one of her boots, and sent the puppies across the ocean. She
sang, “Angnaijaja. When you will have arrived on the other side, you will make
many little things. Angnaija.”

WHEN RAVEN WANTED TO MARRY SNOWBIRD
AND FLY WITH THE GEESE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Kroeber, A. L. “Tales of the Smith Sound Eskimo.” Jouwrnal of American Folklore
12 (1899): 173-174.

Date: 1897-1898

Original Source: Eskimo

National Origin: Native American

Raven served as trickster and culture hero for both the Eskimo and for
many other native cultures along the Northwest Coast. Despite his gift
of fire, the tales of raven also depict him with the common flaws of
trickster figures—in this case lying, to satisfy his selfish impulses and
intruding where his company is not wanted.

was crying, the raven, who had no wife, came along. When the raven
reached her he said, “Why are you crying?”
“I am crying for my husband, because he has been away so long a time,” said the
snowbird. “My husband went out to look for food for me, and has not come back.”
The raven told her that her husband was dead; that he had been sitting on
a rock, when this became loosened and fell through the ice, and that he had
fallen with it. “I will marry you,” he said. “You can sleep here under my armpit.
Take me for a husband; I have a pretty bill; [ have a pretty chin I have good
enough nostrils and eyes; my wings are good and large, and so are my whiskers.”

ﬁ small snowbird was crying because she had lost her husband. While she
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But the little snowbird said, “I don’t want you for my husband.” Then the
raven went away, because the snowbird did not want to marry him.

After a while the raven, who was still without a wife, came to some geese
who had become persons. The geese were just going away. The raven said, “I
too, I who have no wife, I am going.” The geese, because they were about to
leave, now became birds again. One of them said, “It is very far away that we are
going. You (meaning the raven) had better not go with us. Don’t come with us.”

The raven said, “I am not afraid to go. When [ am tired, I shall sleep by whirl-
ing up.” Then they started, the raven going with them. They flew a great distance
(having now become birds), passing over a large expanse of water, where there
was no land to be seen. Finally, when the geese wanted to sleep, they settled and
swam on the water, and there they went to sleep. The raven also grew very tired,
and wanted to sleep, but of course could not swim. So he whirled upwards towards
the sky. But as soon as he went to sleep, he began to drop from up there.

When he fell into the water he woke up and said, “Get together, so that I
can climb on your backs and go to sleep there.” The geese did as he told them,
and he was soon asleep on their backs.

Then one of the geese said, “He is not light at all. Let us shake him off,
because he is so heavy.” Then they shook him off their backs into the water.

“Get together,” cried the raven. But they did not do so, and thus the raven
was drowned.

RECOVERING THE SUN

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Boas, Franz. “Notes on the Eskimo of Port Clarence, Alaska.” Journal of Ameri-

can Folklore 7 (1894): 205-206.
Date: ca. 1894
Original Source: Eskimo

National Origin: Native American

Many Eskimo live in an environment in which the land is mostly tundra
that remains permanently frozen except for the few inches of surface that
thaw during the brief summers and the nights of winter darken until
there is twilight at noon in the northernmost areas. A myth such as the
following gives voice to the anxiety that this lack of light can generate.
In the course of the search for the sun, the party covers a territory filled
with monsters and approaches the edge of a world that Eskimo tradition
maintained was flat and balanced on wooden pillars. The party succeeds
because of a motif that has appeared in other Eskimo narratives: a young
woman defying a parent.
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nce upon a time the people were assembled in a singing house. While
Othey were dancing the sun disappeared, and nobody knew what had

become of it. The people were unable to go hunting, and soon all their
provisions were exhausted. Then they told the women to mend their clothing
carefully, and to make as many boots as possible.

These they put into bags and set out in search of the sun. It was dark all the
time. They followed the seacoast, and went so long that they wore out their
boots. Then they took new ones from their traveling-bags.

After many days they came to a country which swarmed with seals, waltus,
and deer. There they found a people whose language they did not understand.
After some time, however, they learned to converse with them. They asked
these people if they had seen the sun.

The latter replied that they would come to five places. At the fifth place
there lived a woman who had both the sun and the moon in her house. Then
they went on. It was very cold, and they ran as fast as they could in order to
keep warm. When their provisions began to run short, they reached another
country which swarmed with game.

They found a people whose language they did not understand, but after
some time they were able to converse with each other. There they obtained the
same information as before, and went on.

It was very cold, and they ran as fast as they could, in order to keep warm.
When their provisions began to run short, they reached a third country which
swarmed with game.

They met a people whose language they did not understand. After some
time they were able to converse, and upon their inquiries they were told that at
the second place which they would reach there lived a woman named Itudlu’g-
piag, who had both sun and moon, but that it was very doubtful if they would
be able to obtain it.

Then they went on. It was very cold, and they ran as fast as they could, in
order to keep warm. When their provisions began to run low, they reached a
country which swarmed with game. There they found dwarfs, who tried to
escape when they saw the strong men coming. They caught them, however, and
learned that at the next place they would find the house of Itudlu’gpiag, who
had both sun and moon.

They went on. On their way they found ice and driftwood obstructing their
way, but they kicked it aside. At that time the people were very strong and able
to lift heavy stones. After they had gone a long time they saw a singing house.
When they came near, they went very slowly, because they were afraid.

At last one of the men tied his jacket around his waist and tied his pants
around his knees. Then he crept cautiously through the entrance and put his
head through the door in the bottom of the floor. He saw a young woman, Itu-
dlu’gpiaq, sitting in the middle of the rear of the house. Her father was sitting in
the middle of the right-hand side of the house, her mother in the middle of the
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left-hand side. In each of the rear corners a ball was hanging from the roof. At
the right-hand side was a large ball, and at the left-hand side a smaller one.

Then he whispered, “Itudlu’gpiaq, we came to ask you for some light.”

Then her mother said, “Give them the small ball.”

The man, however, refused and asked for the large ball. Then Itudlu’gpiaq
took it down and gave it a kick. It fell right into the entrance hole. The people
took it and ran outside. Then they tore the ball to pieces and the daylight came
out of it. It was not warm at once, but it grew warmer day after day. If they had
taken the small ball it would have been light, but it would have remained cold.



HAIDA

STORY OF THE FIN-BACK CREST

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Deans, James. “Legend of the Fin-Back Whale Crest of the Haidas, Queen
Charlotte’s Island, B.C.” Journal of American Folklore 5 (1892): 44-46.

Date: ca. 1890

Original Source: Haida

National Origin: Native American (Canada)

Because of the predictability of sources of subsistence, Northwest Coast
cultures such as the Haida were able to develop stable settlements and
devote less time to the business of staying alive. As a result, the North-
west Coast societies were highly stratified with hereditary chiefs and
lineages ranging from commoners to the nobility. In any consideration
of the social structure on the Northwest Coast, the references to rank
and status must at some point turn to the consideration of crests. These
crests were the outward symbols of rank and ancestry. They operated
like coats-of-arms and parallel the crests painted on shields in medieval
Europe where a similar type of art was used to reflect rank and position
among European nobility. According to James Deans, “As a people, the
Haidas were divided into a number of crests, or clans, each having for
its crest some animal, bird, or fish. There were formerly two principal
crests, or as some people style them, phratries, each being divided into
a number of smaller ones. Each of these crests had a legend” (43). The
following narrative is the myth of the fin-back whale, often called the
killer whale.
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works stand, about three miles west from the village of Skidegat’s Town,

lived, long ago, a boy, who dwelt with his aged grandmother. He was the
youngest of a family of eleven sons, both his parents being dead, and also his
brothers, of whom 1 shall say more by and by. Excepting himself and the old
woman, no other person lived in that place, all the other Indians in that quarter
being on Mand Island. Our hero and his grandmother belonged to a different
crest from the others. Close to the spot where they lived were three stone boats
or canoes. What is meant by these I do not know, unless it be canoes made
entirely by hot stones and stone hammers, as used to be the case in by-gone
ages. This boy, it seems, was so weak and sickly that he could neither stand
upright nor walk. His weakest parts were from the knees down.

One day he said, “Granny, put me into one of these three canoes,” and this
she did. After sitting in the canoe for a considerable length of time he became
quite strong, and was able to walk like any other person.

After becoming strong, he used to swim about in the bay. One day, instead
of a swim, he concluded to have a sail, and with this idea got his grandmother’s
aid to put one of them into the water. While this was being done, two of them
broke, but they were successful with the third. After this, instead of swimming,
he used to sail about on the bay, gradually venturing farther and farther from
the shore.

One day, making a further venture than usual, he sailed up the Hunnah
River, a mountain stream emptying its waters into Skidegat channel, four or five
miles west of the place where he lived.

Tradition says that this river in olden times was three times larger than it

It has long been related among the Haidas that at Quilcah, where the oil-

now is. At present there is seldom water enough to float a canoe. It is also
related that the waters of the sea came higher up on the land than is now the
case. (Of the rise of the land evidence is everywhere to be found.)

After pulling up the river, he became tired, so in order to rest he pulled
ashore and lay down. In those days at the place where he went ashore, in the
bed of the river, were a number of large boulders, while on both sides of the
stream were many trees.

While resting by the river, he heard a dreadful noise, up stream, coming to-
ward him. Looking to see what it was, he was surprised to behold all the stones
in the river bed coming down towards him. The movement of these frightened
him so much that he jumped to his feet and ran into the timber.

He found he had made a mistake, because all the trees were cracking and
groaning, and all seemed to him to say, “Go back, go back at once to the river,
and run as fast as you can.” This he lost no time in doing. When again at the
river, led by his curiosity, he went to see what was pushing the stones and break-
ing the trees; on reaching them he found that a large body of ice was coming
down, pushing everything before it. Seeing this, he took his canoe and fled
towards home.
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Some time after this adventure with the ice, Scanna gan Nuncus [the Fin-
back Whale Boy] took his trusty bow and quiver filled with arrows and went out
in order to shoot a few birds.

Walking along the shore, he saw at a distance what seemed to be a man,
standing on shore at the edge of the bushes, looking at him. Wondering who
the stranger could be, he walked over toward him and hailed him. Receiving no
answer, he went up to him, and was surprised to find only a stump with a curv-
ing dome resembling a man’s head. Turning to go away, a voice which seemed
to come from the head said, “Don’t go away; take me down, take me down.”
Hearing these words, he took the stump in his arms, pulling him down at the
same time. I say him, because it was a man under enchantment. Taking him
down broke the spell, and he instantly became himself again.

When thus restored, he told our hero that long ago he had been taking lib-
erties with the Cowgans [wood spirits], who as a punishment had cast upon him
a spell, under the influence of which he was to remain as a stump until a young
man who lived with his grandmother would come and set him free, and he, our
hero, was the person predicted. The Cowgans, or wood nymphs (literally, wood
mice), were said to be a number of beautiful young women whose homes were
in the woods and among the mountains. At the bead of these was a queen who
was remarkable for her beauty, and who also lived in a magnificent palace in
some unknown locality.

In order to discover the palace, and to see the queen, a thing permitted to
none except those who could show some act of kindness done, the young man
used to go to the woods and mountains, from which quest many never returned,
and of this number were the ten brothers of our hero. These nymphs, it also
appears, used to seek the company of young men, and lead them to take liberties
with them, and when tired of their services would turn them into stumps.

The stump man asked our hero if he would like to see the queen and her
palace, to which he answered yes.

“Well, then, go your way until you find a lame mouse trying to run on a big
log, be kind to it, and it will show you what to do, and where to go.”

After leaving the stump man, our hero did not go far until he saw a poor
lame mouse trying to run along a large log of wood; he watched it for a while,
and saw that it would run a little way and then fall off. Seeing this, he went and
picked it up, put it on the log and set it going again; this he did several times.
At last it stopped trying, and told our hero, “You are a good man and a kind
one. Instead of killing me, every time I fell off the log you picked me up and put
me on again. Many a one would have chased me and tried to kill me, but you
did neither. [ am not lame; [ only feigned lameness in order to try you. You are
Scanna gan Nuncus, and you would like to see the queen of the Cowgans. Your
ten brothers also wished to see her. They could not because they were bad men;
they ran after me and tried to kill me. No bad man can try to kill me and see
the queen and live. That was why they all disappeared so mysteriously. By trying
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to put me out of the way, they all met the same fate. Now, come follow me, and
I will show you the queen and her palace.”

The mouse led and our hero followed, through long grass bushes and timber,
until they reached a beautiful country, where everything was fair and young. Af-
ter traveling across this region for some time, they came to the palace. Anything
so beautiful Scanna gan Nuncus never saw, nor ever could picture in his
imagination.

“Now,” said the mouse, “let us go inside, and I will introduce you to the
queen of the Cowgans.” This it did, telling her that he was a good and kindly
man who, unlike his brothers, did not run after it to kill it.

When they found the queen, she was sitting spinning with a wheel. She was
so pretty and fair to look on that our hero nearly forgot himself. The queen
made him welcome, left her spinning, and came and sat beside him, telling him
that as he was a good man he should be always welcome to her palace, and
whenever he decided to visit her he had only to come to the log, and he would
find her servant, the mouse, who would show him the way. How long he stayed
with her I have as yet been unable to learn. Thus much I can say, that his
grandmother asked him where he had lived so long. He replied that while
absent he had been where few or none had ever been before; he had visited the
queen of the Cowgans.



Hori

HOW THE TWINS VISITED THE SUN

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Fewkes, J. Walter. “The Destruction of the Tusayan Monsters.” Journal of Ameri-

can Folklore 8 (1895): 136-137.
Date: ca. 1895
Original Source: Hopi (Arizona)

National Origin: Native American

The Hopi were a farming culture that relied on rainfall to grow their
crops of corn, beans, and squash. Given the fact that they are at the
mercy of forces of nature, great energy was devoted to religious ceremo-
nies that literally caused natural acts such as rainfall to occur. Religious
life was developed through the religious societies and clans that were
headed by strong females. Spider-Woman, the mother of the Twins, was
an especially powerful female figure. Hopi witches, who were believed to
be possessed of “two hearts,” were traced back to mythic times. Spider-
Woman (or Grandmother Spider as she is sometimes called) brought
both death and witchcraft into the lives of the people.

Mt. Taylor, and desired to see the home of their father. Spider-Woman
gave them as a charm a kind of meal, and directed that when they met

the guardians of the home of the Sun, to chew a little and spurt it upon them.
The Twins journeyed far to the sunrise where the Sun’s home is entered
through a canon in the sky. There Bear, Mountain Lion, Snake, and “Canyon
Closing” keep watch. The sky is solid in this place, and the walls of the entrance

The Twins lived with Spider-Woman, their mother, on the west side of
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are constantly opening and closing, and would crush any unauthorized person
who attempted passing through.

As the Twins approached the ever fierce watchers, the trail lay along a nar-
row way; they found it led them to a place on one side of which was the face of
a vertical cliff, and on the other a precipice which sunk sheer to the Below
(Underworld). An old man sat there, with his back against the wall and his
knees drawn up close to his chin.

When they attempted to pass, the old man suddenly thrust out his legs, try-
ing to knock the passers over the cliff. But they leaped back and saved them-
selves, and in reply to a protest the old man said his legs were cramped and he
simply extended them for relief. Whereupon the hero remembered the charm
which he had for the southwest direction, and spurted it upon the old man and
forced the malignant old fellow to remain quite still with legs drawn up, until
the Twins had passed.

They then went on to the watchers, guardians of the entrance to the Sun’s
house, whom they subdued in the same manner. They also spurted the charm
on the sides of the cliff, so that it ceased its oscillation and remained open until
they had passed.

These dangers being past, they entered the Sun’s house and were greeted by
the Sun’s wife, who laid them on a bed of mats. Soon Sun came home from his
trip through the underworld, saying, “I smell strange children here; when men
go away their wives receive the embraces of strangers. Where are the children
whom you have?” So she brought the Twins to him, and he put them in a flint
oven and made a hot fire. After a while, when he opened the door of the oven,
the Twins capered out laughing and dancing about his knees, and he knew that
they were his sons.

HOW THE TWINS KILLED THE GIANT ELK

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Fewkes, J. Walter. “The Destruction of the Tusayan Monsters.” Journal of Ameri-

can Folklore 8 (1895): 135-136.
Date: ca. 1895
Original Source: Hopi (Arizona)

National Origin: Native American

Moving beyond the role of mischievous young tricksters that is given to
them in Hopi mythology, the twins mature into culture heroes in this
myth. They do so by cleansing the land of a monster and giving chip-
munk its distinctive markings.
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the San Francisco mountains), and the Twins went out against him.

Mole met them and said, “Do not encounter him, for he is mighty, and
may kill you; wait here, and I will help you.” Mole then excavated four cham-
bers in the earth, one below the other, and made the Twins remain in the upper
one.

He dug a long tunnel, and coming up under Elk, plucked a little soft hair
from over his heart, at which Elk turned his head and looked down, but Mole
said, “Be not angry, I only want a little soft down to make a bed for my chil-
dren.” So Elk allowed him to continue the plucking. But Mole took away
enough fur to leave the skin quite bare over the heart. He returned to the Twins
and told them what he had done.

Then each Twin threw his lightning, and wounded Elk, who sprang to his
feet, and charged them, but the Twins concealed themselves in the upper cham-
ber, and when Elk tried to gore them. His horns were not long enough; again he
charged, and thrust his horns downward, but the Twins had safely retreated to
the second chamber; again he tried to reach them, but they were safe in the
third room. They retreated to the fourth chamber, and when Elk made another
attempt he fell dead.

Chipmunk hurried to them, and after thanking the Twins said he had come
to show them how to cut up the monster’s body, which with his sharp teeth he
soon accomplished. One of the Twins thanked Chipmunk, and stooping he
dipped the tips of the first two fingers of his right hand in Elk’s blood, and,
drawing them along the body of Chipmunk, made on it the marks which he
still bears.

G reat Elk was one day lying down in a valley near Mount Taylor (one of

HOW TIYO PUNISHED MAN-EAGLE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Fewkes, J. Walter. “The Destruction of the Tusayan Monsters.” Journal of Ameri-

can Folklore 8 (1895): 132-137.
Date: ca. 1895
Original Source: Hopi (Arizona)

National Origin: Native American

Tiyo, in the following Hopi myth, is not a culture hero as were the
twins. Although he serves one of the functions associated with the cul-
ture hero by destroying the monster Man-Eagle, he does so because he
has enlisted powerful allies. The familiar figure Spider-Woman shows
her abilities as a shape-shifter (a trait associated with witches) as well as
her knowledge of medicines such as “charm flour” (bewitched corn
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meal). In contrast to his role in European culture, mole has been shown
to be an important character in Pueblo mythology. He is an underground
hunter who demonstrates talents as a trickster as he works behind the
scenes in Tiyo’s physical contests against Man-Eagle.

people. He carried off their women and maids, and took them to his
home in the sky, where he was accustomed to sleep with such as he
wished, during four nights, and then devour them.

The Youth, while on his way to the San Francisco mountains, met at the
foothills the Pinon Maids, dressed in mantles of pinon bark and grass. There
likewise he found Spider-Woman and Mole. After they had greeted him and
bade him be seated, they inquired where he was going. He replied that Man-
Eagle had carried off his bride, and that he sought to bring her back.

“I will aid you,” said Spider-Woman, and told the Pinon Maids to gather pi-
non gum, wash it, and make a garment in exact imitation of the flint arrow-head
armor which Man-Eagle is said to wear. The Pinon Maids bathed themselves,
gathered and washed the gum, and made the desired garment for Spider-Woman,
who gave it with charm flour to the Youth. Then she changed herself into a spi-
der, so small as to be invisible, and perched on the Youth’s right ear, that she
might whisper her advice.

Mole led the way to the top of the mountains, but the Pinon Maids
remained behind. When they reached the summit, Eagle swooped down; they
got on his back, and he soared aloft with them until he was tired; Hawk came
close by, they were transferred to his back, and he carried them still higher in
the sky. When he was weary, Gray Hawk took them and mounted the heavens
with them, until he could go no farther, and Red Hawk received the burden;
thus for an immense distance upward they flew, until the adventurers reached a
passageway through which the Youth, Spider-Woman, and Mole passed, and
saw the white house in which Man-Eagle lived.

Spider-Woman advised the Youth, before mounting the ladder which led
into this house, to pluck a handful of sumac berries and give them to Lizard,
who received them with thanks, chewed them, and gave him back the cud. The
ladder of the house had for each rung a sharp stone like a knife, which would
lacerate the hands and feet of any one who attempted to climb it. The Youth
rubbed these sharp edges with the chewed berries and instantly they became
dull, and he was able to climb the ladder without cutting himself.

Upon entering the house of Man-Eagle, one of the first objects which met
his eye was the fabulous flint arrow-head garment hanging on a peg in a recess,
and he at once exchanged it for his own, the imitation which the Pinon Maids
had manufactured. Glancing into another recess, he saw Man-Eagle and his lost
wife. He called out to her that he had come to rescue her from the monster,

The ravages of Man-Eagle extended over the whole earth, afflicting all
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and she replied that she was glad, but that he could not do so as no one ever left
the place alive. Youth replied, “Have no fear; you will soon be mine again.”

So powerful was Spider-Woman’s charm that it prevented Man-Eagle from
hearing the conversation, but he soon awoke and put on the imitation flint gar-
ment without detecting the fraud. He then for the first time became aware of
the Youth’s presence, and demanded what he wished.

“I have come to take my wife home,” responded the hero.

Man-Eagle said, “We must gamble to decide that, and you must abide the
consequences, for if you lose I shall slay you,” to which the Youth agreed. Man-
Eagle brought out a huge pipe, larger than a man’s head, and having filled it
with tobacco gave it to the hero, saying, “you must smoke this entirely out, and
if you become dizzy or nauseated, you lose.” So the Youth lit the pipe and
smoked but exhaled nothing. He kept the pipe aglow and swallowed all the
smoke, and felt no ill effect, for he passed it through his body into an under-
ground passageway that Mole had dug. Man-Eagle was amazed, and asked what
had become of the smoke. The Youth going to the door showed him great
clouds of dense smoke issuing from the four cardinal points, and the monster
saw that he had lost.

But Man-Eagle tried a second time with the hero. He brought out two deer
antlers, saying, “We will each choose one and he who fails to break the one he
has chosen loses.” The antler which he laid down on the northwest side was a
real antler, but that on the southeast was an imitation made of brittle wood.
Spider-Woman prompted the Youth to demand the first choice, but Man-Eagle
refused him that right. After the Youth had insisted four times, Man-Eagle
yielded, and the hero chose the brittle antler and tore its prongs asunder, but
Man-Eagle could not break the real antler, and thus lost a second time.

Man-Eagle had two fine large pine trees growing near his house, and said to
the hero, “You choose one of these trees and I will take the other, and whoever
plucks one up by the roots shall win.” Now Mole had burrowed under one of
them, and had gnawed through all its roots, cutting them off, and had run
through his tunnel and was sitting at its mouth, peering through the grass anx-
ious to see Youth win. The hero, with the help of his grandmother, chose the
tree that Mole had prepared, and plucked it up, and threw it over the cliff, but
Man-Eagle struggled with the other tree and could not move it, so he was
unhappy in his third defeat.

Then Man-Eagle spread a great supply of food on the floor and said to
Youth that he must eat all at one sitting. Tiyo (the Youth) sat and ate all the
meat, bread, and porridge, emptying one food basin after another, and showed
no sign of being satisfied before all was consumed; for Mole had again assisted
him, and dug a large hole below to receive it, and the Youth was a winner the
fourth time.

Man-Eagle then made a great wood-pile and directed Tiyo to sit upon it,
saying he would ignite it, and that if the Youth were unharmed he would submit
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himself to the same test. The Youth took his allotted place, and Man-Eagle set
fire to the pile of wood at the four cardinal points, and it speedily was ablaze.
The arrow-heads of which the flint armor was made were coated with ice, which
melted so that water trickled down and prevented Youth from being burnt, and
all the wood-pile was consumed, leaving Tiyo unharmed.

The monster was filled with wonder, and grieved very much when he saw
Youth making another great pile of wood. Still, thinking that he wore his fire-
proof suit, he mounted the wood-pile, which Youth lit at the four cardinal
points. The fuel blazed up, and as soon as the fire caught the imitation garment
of gum, it ignited with a flash and the monster was consumed. At the prompting
of Spider-Woman Tiyo approached the ashes, took the charm in his mouth and
spurted it over them, when suddenly a handsome man arose. Then Spider-
Woman said to him, “Will you refrain from killing people, will you forsake your
evil habits?”

Man-Eagle assented with a fervent promise, and the Youth rejoicing ran to
his wife, embraced her and set free all the captive women wives of the Hopi
and other peoples, of whom there were many. Eagle and Hawk carried them to
the earth.



IROQUOIS

GRANDMOTHER O-NE-HA-TAH, MOTHER
OO-KWA-E, AND THE LOST BOY

Tradition Bearer: Albert Cusick

Source: Beauchamp, W. M. “Onondaga Tales.” Jowrnal of American Folklore 6 (1893):
173-178.

Date: 1893

Original Source: Onondaga

National Origin: Native American

This tale is from the Onondaga whose ancestral home is in New York
and who were one of the original nations of the Iroquois League. The
narrative shares the qualities of a folktale by virtue of taking place in a
universe that has already formed, unlike the world of myth. Conversely,
the narrator’s final comment seems to situate the events in the very
recent past giving it at least some elements of legend. The obvious irony
of the plot is that an animal, especially the porcupine that in the tradi-
tions of this culture area is rarely regarded as benevolent, should be
kinder than the boy’s peers. It is significant that the other animals in
the tale are among the clan totems of the traditional Onandaga. Bear, in
many Native American traditions, is regarded as the most anthropomor-
phic of the animals. Some mythologies, in fact, maintain that bears were
once human. This makes Oo-kwa-e the logical guardian for the lost boy.
Inevitably, however, the tale seems to argue that the established bounda-
ries (in this case, the dividing line between human and nonhuman) can-
not be violated.
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went off to camp near the wildwood streams, where fish, deer, bear,
otter, beaver, and other like game could be caught for winter use.

These Onondagas, or People of the Hill, journeyed several days, and finally
came to the hunting-grounds. The hunting-ground where they stopped was a
very beautiful place, with its little hills and the river with high banks. Not far
from their camp was a beautiful lake, with high rocky banks, and with little
islands full of cedar trees. When they came there it was in the moon or month
of Clzut-ho-wa-ah, or October.

Some of these Indians made their camps near the river, and some near the lake.
As it was quite early in the season for hunting, some of the Indians amused them-
selves by making birch-bark canoes. With these they could go up and down the
river and on the lakes, fishing and trapping, or making deadfalls for smaller game.

In the party were five little boys, who had their own bows and arrows, and
would go hunting, imitating their fathers and uncles. Among them was one
much smaller than the rest, who was greatly teased by the older boys. Sometimes
they would run away from him and hide themselves in the woods, leaving him
crying; then they would come back and show themselves, and have a great laugh
over the little boy’s distress. Sometimes they would run for the camp, and would
tell him that a bear or a wolf was chasing them, leaving the little boy far
behind, crying with all his might. Many a time he sought his father’s camp
alone, when the other boys would leave him and hide themselves in the woods.

One day these little Indians found a great hollow log lying on the ground.
One of them said, “Maybe there is a Ta-hone-tah-na-ken [rabbit] or a Hi-sen
[red squirrel] in this hollow log. Let us shoot into it, and see if there is any Ta-
hone-tah-na-ken in it.”

All agreed to this, and they began to take the little boy’s arrows from him
and shoot them into the hole; then the larger boys said to him, “Now go into
the hollow log, and get your arrows.”

The little boy said, “No; I am afraid something might catch me.” Then he
began to cry, and was not at all willing to go into the log.

The others coaxed him to do so, and one said he would get his uncle to
make him a new bow and arrows if he would go into the hollow log, and get the
arrows they had shot there. At last this tempted the little boy. He stopped cry-
ing, got down on his hands and knees, and crawled into the log. When he had
gone in a little way, he found one of his arrows, and handed it out. This gave
him courage to go in a little farther.

When he had advanced some distance in the log, one of the larger boys
said, “Let’s stop up the log, and trap that boy in it, so that he can’t get out.”
This was soon agreed to, and the boys began to fetch old rotten wood and old
limbs, stopping up the hollow, and trapping the little boy in it. When this mis-
chief was done, the four boys ran to their camp, not saying a word about the lit-
tle boy who was trapped in the log.

ﬁ long time ago, among the Onondaga Indians, were several families who
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It was two days before the mother and father began to notice the absence of
their boy, for they thought he must have stayed over night with one of the
others, as very often he had done, but the second day a search was begun, and
the other four boys were asked whereabouts they had left him.

They all said that they did not know, and that the last time they were out
the little boy did not go with them. Then the entire camp turned out to join in
the search, as now they knew that the boy must be lost. After they had hunted
a long time he could not be found, and they ceased to look for him; they
thought he must have been killed and eaten by a wolf or a bear.

When he was first shut up in the log the little boy tried to get out, but
could not do it, as the chunks of rotten wood were too large for him to move.
He could not kick or push them out.

Then he cried for help, but no one came. There he was for three days and
three nights, crying loudly for help, and now and then falling asleep.

But on the fourth night, while he was in the hollow log, he thought he
heard some one coming. He listened, and was sure he heard the crying of a very
old woman and the noise of the tramping of human feet. The crying and the
tramping came nearer and nearer to the log where he was. At last the crying
came very close to him, and then he heard a noise, as though some one sat
down on the log.

Now he heard the old woman cry in earnest, and now and then she would
say, “Oh, how tired I am! How tired I am! and yet I may have come too late,
for I do not hear my grandchild cry. He may be dead! He may be dead!” Then
the old woman would cry in earnest again.

At last he heard a rap on the log and his own name called, “Ha-yah-noo!
Ha-yah-noo! are you still alive?”

Ha-yah-noo, or Footprints under the Water (for this was the name of the
little lost boy), answered the old woman, and said that he still lived.

The old woman said, “Oh, how glad I am to find my grandchild still alive!”

Then she asked Ha-yah-noo if he could not get out, but he said he could
not, for he had already tried.

Then said the old woman, “I will try to get you out of this log.” He heard
her pull at the chunks of old wood, but at last she said she could not get him
out, as she was too old and tired. She had heard him crying three days before,
and had journeyed three days and nights to come and help her grandchild out of
his trouble. Now this old woman was an O-ne-ha-tah, or Porcupine. She lived
in an old hemlock tree near the spot where the boy was shut up in the log.

When Grandmother O-ne-ha-tah had said that she had to journey three days
and nights, and now she could not help Ha-yah-noo out of the log, she was very
sorry, and began to cry again. Finally she said that she had three children, who
were very strong, and that she would get them to help her; so she went after them.

It was almost daylight when they came, and then Ha-yah-noo heard
them pull out the chunks which stopped up the log. At last Grandmother
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O-ne-ha-tah said to Ha-yah-noo, “Come out now. My children have got the
chunks out of the log. You can come out.”

When Ha-yah-noo came out, he saw four wild animals around him. There
was Grandmother O-ne-ha-tah and her three children, as she called them. They
were Qo-kwa-e, the Bear; Sken-no-doh, the Deer; and Tah-you-ne, the Wolf.
“Now,” said O-ne-ha-tah, “I want one of you to take care of this boy, and love
him as your own child. You all know that I have got to be very, very old. If 1
were younger | would take care of him myself.”

Tah-you-ne, the Wolf, was the first one to speak. She said she could take
care of the boy, as she lived on the same meat on which he fed.

“No,” said Grandmother O-ne-ha-tah, “you are too greedy. You would eat
up the boy as soon as he is left with you alone.” The Wolf was very angry. She
showed her teeth, and snapped them at the boy, who was very much afraid, and
wanted no such mother.

The next that spoke was Sken-no-doh, the Deer. She said that she and her
husband would take care of the boy, as they lived on corn and other things
which they knew the boy liked. Her husband would carry him on his back wher-
ever they went.

But Grandmother O-ne-ha-tah said, “No, you can’t take care of the boy, for
you are always traveling, and never stay in one place. The boy cannot do the
traveling that you do, for you run very fast and make very long journeys. The
boy cannot stand it, and you have no home for him for the winter. Boys like this
have homes.” Then the Deer ran away, very happy, as though she were glad to
be rid of the boy.

Then Oo-kwa-e, the Bear, said that she knew she could take care of the
boy, as she lived in a large stone house and had plenty to eat. She lived on
meats and fishes, and all kinds of nuts and berries, and even wild honey, all of
which the boy would like. She had a good warm bed for him to sleep on through
the winter, and she was a loving mother to her children. She would rather die
than see them abused.

Then O-ne-ha-tah said, “You are just the right one to take care of this boy.
Take him and carry him home.” So the Bear, like a loving mother, took the boy
and brought him to her home.

When they got there, Oo-kwa-e said to her two children, the Oo-tutch-ha, or
Young Bears, “Don’t play with him roughly, and he will be your kind little
brother.” Then she gave him some berries to eat, and they were all happy together.

The stone house was a cave in the rocks, but to the little boy it seemed to
have rooms like any other house, and the little bears seemed to him like human
children. They did not tease him, but lived in the most friendly way, and the
old Oo-kwa-e was a very kind mother to the boy.

[t was now quite late in the fall, and the days became short and dark. Then
Mother Oo-kwa-e said, “It is late and dark now. We had better go to bed.” The
nights were cold, but the bed was warm, and they slept until the spring.
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One evening it thundered; for the bears do not wake up until the thunder is
heard. It made such a noise that they thought the walls were coming down.
Then the old Oo-kwa-e said, “Why, it’s getting light. We had better get up.” So
they lived happily together for a very long time. She went out in the woods,
going to and fro for food, and the children amused themselves at home.

Every now and then, through the summer, the Bear people would come in
and say, “In such a place are plenty of berries.” These would be strawberries,
raspberries, or others, according to the season. Later they told of chestnuts and
other kinds of nuts, of which they were fond. Then they would say, “Let us go
and gather them.”

So the Mother Bear and the little Bears went, taking the little boy along
with them; for they always expected a good time. The other bears knew nothing
about the little boy. When they came near the spot, and he was seen, these
would be frightened, and say, “There is a human being! Let us run! let us run!”
So they would scamper off as fast as bears can, leaving their heaps of nuts or ber-
ries behind them. Then the old Oo-kwa-e would gather these up, she and her
children, and take them home, which was a very easy way of getting plenty of
food. Thus the boy became very useful to Mother Bear.

The boy lived with them thus for about three years, and the same things
happened every year. In the third year Mother Bear said, “Some one is coming
to kill us.” Then all looked out, and saw a man coming through the woods, with
his bow and arrows in his hand, and his dog running all around looking for
game. Then Mother Bear said, “I must see what I can do.” So she took a forked
stick, and pointed the open fork towards the man. It seemed to come near him,
and appeared to him like a line of thick brush that he did not wish to break
through. So he turned aside, and went another way, and they were safe that
time.

Another day she again said, “Someone is coming towards us again, and we
shall be killed.” She put forth the forked stick again; but the man did not mind
it, and came straight towards her stone house. The stick itself split, and there
was nothing in the way. Then she took a bag of feathers and threw these out-
side. They flew up and down, and around and around, and seemed like a flock
of partridges. The dog ran after them, through the bushes and trees, supposing
them to be birds, and so the second man went away.

The days went by, and the third time Mother Bear saw a man coming. This
time she said, “Now we certainly are all going to die.”

Then she said to the boy, “Your father is coming now, and he is too good
a hunter to be fooled. There is his dog, with his four eyes, and he, too, is one
of the best of hunters.” Now when a dog has light spots over each eye, the
Indians say that he has four eyes. So the man came nearer, and she tried the
forked stick, but it split; and still the man and dog came on. Then she scat-
tered the feathers, and they flew around as before; but the hunter and dog paid
no attention to them, and still they both came on. At last the dog reached
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the door and barked, and the man drew his bow to shoot at anything that
came out.

When the Mother Qo-kwa-e saw the man standing there, she said, “Now,
children, we must all take our bundles and go.” So each of the Bears took a
small bundle and laid it on its back, but there was no bundle at all for the boy.
When all were ready, Mother Oo-kwa-e said, “I will go first, whatever may hap-
pen.” So she opened the door, and as she went out the man shot, and she was
killed.

Then the oldest of the Oo-tutch-ha said, “I will go next”; and as he went
he also was killed.

The last little Bear was afraid, and said to the boy, “You go first.” But the
little boy was afraid, too, and said, “Noj; you go first. I have no bundle.” For all
the Bears tried to get their bundles between them and the man. So the little
Bear and the boy at last went out together; but though the Bear tried to keep
behind, the man shot at him first, and he was killed. As the hunter was about
to shoot again, the boy called out, “Don’t shoot me! Don’t shoot me! I am not a
bear!”

His father dropped his arrow, for he knew his voice at once, and said, “Why
did you not call out before? Then I would not have killed the Oo-kwa-e and
Oo-tutch-ha. I am very sorry for what I have done, for the Bears have been good
to you.”

But the boy said, “You did not kill the Bears, though you thought so. You
only shot the bundles. I saw them thrown down, and the spirits of the Bears run
off from behind them.” Still, the man was sorry he had shot at the Bears, for he
wished to be kind to them, as they had been to his boy.

Then the father began to look at his boy more closely, to see how he had
grown and how he had changed. Then he saw that long hairs were growing
between his fingers, for, living so long with them, he had already begun to turn
into a Bear. He was very glad when he took the boy back to his home, and his
friends and relatives, and the whole town, rejoiced with him. All day they had
a great feast, and all night they danced, and they were still dancing when I
came away.

GA'NA’A’S ADVENTURES AMONG THE CHEROKEE

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Mooney, James. Myths of the Cherokee. Nineteenth Annual Report of the Bureau
of American Ethnology, 1897-1898, Part 1. Washington, DC: U.S. Government
Printing Office, 1900, 367-370.

Date: 1883
Original Source: Iroquois (Seneca)

National Origin: Native American
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The linking of athletic endeavors, dance, warfare, and spirituality in this
legend is found not only in the Northeast but throughout Native Amer-
ica cultures and in myriad other warrior cultures globally. Dance and
games (in this case what came to be called “lacrosse”) are used for train-
ing warrior attributes and for displaying these attributes both within
one’s own group and to the enemy. For example, peace terms are
accepted by the Cherokee after the Seneca (like the Mohawk, also
members of the Iroquois League) vigorously demonstrate their physical
prowess through dance. Conversely, the Seoqgwageono (possibly an in-
digenous name for either the Catawba or Tuscarora) decide to wage war
on the Cherokee after defeating their representative in a foot race. Fur-
thermore, warfare and athletic competition both are seen as activities
that must be supported by supernatural power. Strengthening and purifi-
cation rituals, taboos, and amulets all figure into the preparation for
both. Often success at one of these enterprises is evidence of the spirit-
ual superiority of oneself or one’s spiritual support system. It is probably
in the light of such supernatural strength that the Seoqgwageono’s asser-
tion of being a “double man” should be interpreted.

a’na’a was a Seneca war chief. He called a council and said, “We must

go to the Cherokee and see if we can’t agree to be friendly together

and live in peace hereafter.” The people consented, and the chief said,
“We must go to water first before we start.” So they went, a great party of warri-
ors, far away into the deep forest by the river side. There were no women with
them. For ten days they drank medicine every morning to make them vomit
and washed and bathed in the river each day.

Then the chief said, “Now we must get the eagle feathers.” They went to
the top of a high hill and dug a trench there the length of a man’s body, and
put a man into it, with boughs over the top so that he could not be seen, and
above that they put the whole body of a deer. Then the people went off out of
sight, and said the words to invite the Great Eagle that lives in the clouds, to
come down.

The man under the brushwood heard a noise, and a common eagle came
and ate a little and flew away again. Soon it came back, ate a little more, and
flew off in another direction. It told the other birds and they came, but the man
seared them away, because he did not want common birds to eat the meat. After
a while he heard a great noise coming through the air, and he knew it was the
bird be wanted. The Great Eagle is very cautious, and looked around in every
direction for some time before he began to eat the meat. As soon as he was eat-
ing the man put his hand up cautiously and caught hold of the bird’s tail and
held on to it. The Great Eagle rose up and flew away, and the man had pulled
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out one feather. They had to trap a good many eagles in this way, and it was
two years before they could get enough feathers to make a full tail, and were
ready to start for the Cherokee country.

They were many days on the road, and when they got to the first Cherokee
town they found there was a stockade around it so that no enemy could enter.
They waited until the gate was open, and then two Seneca dancers went for-
ward, carrying the eagle feathers and shouting the signal yell.

When the Cherokee heard the noise they came out and saw the two men
singing and dancing, and the chief said, “These men must have come upon
some errand.” The Seneca messengers came up and said, “Call a council; we
have come to talk on important business.” All turned and went toward the
townhouse, the rest of the Seneca following the two who were dancing. The
townhouse was crowded, and the Seneca sang and danced until they were tired
before they stopped. The Cherokee did not dance.

After the dance the Seneca chief said, “Now I will tell you why we have
come so far through the forest to see you. We have thought among ourselves
that it is time to stop fighting. Your people and ours are always on the lookout
to kill each other, and we think it is time for this to stop. Here is a belt of wam-
pum to show that I speak the truth. If your people are willing to be friendly,
take it,” and he held up the belt.

The Cherokee chief stepped forward and said, “I will hold it in my hand,
and tomorrow we will tell you what we decide.” He then turned and said to the
people, “Go home and bring food.” They went and brought so much food that
it made a great pile across the house, and all of both tribes ate together, but
could not finish it.

Next day they ate together again, and when all were done the Cherokee
chief said to the Seneca, “We have decided to be friendly and to bury our weap-
ons, these knives and hatchets, so that no man may take them up again.”

The Seneca chief replied, “We are glad you have accepted our offer, and
now we have all thrown our weapons in a pile together, and the white wampum
hangs between us, and the belt shall be as long as a man and hang down to the
ground.”

Then the Cherokee chief said to his people, “Now is the time for any of
you that wishes to adopt a relative from among the Seneca to do so.”

So some Cherokee women went and picked out one man and said, “You
shall be our uncle,” and some more took another for their brother, and so on
until only Ga'na’a, the chief, was left, but the Cherokee chief said, “No one
must take Ga’na’a for a young man is here to claim him as his father.”

Then the young man came up to Ga'na’a and said, “Father, | am glad to see
you. Father, we will go home,” and he led Ga'na’a to his own mother’s house,
the house where Ga’'na’a had spent the first night. The young man was really
his son, and when Ga’na’a came to the house he recognized the woman as his
wife who had been carried off long ago by the Cherokee.

b
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While they were there a messenger came from the Seoqgwageono tribe, that
lived near the great salt water in the east, to challenge the Cherokee to a ball
play. He was dressed in skins which were so long that they touched the ground.
He said that his people were already on the way and would arrive in a certain
number of days. They came on the appointed day and the next morning began
to make the bets with the Cherokee. The Seneca were still there.

The strangers bet two very heavy and costly robes, besides other things.
They began to play, and the Cherokee lost the game. Then the Seneca said,
“We will try this time.” Both sides bet heavily again, and the game began, but
after a little running the Seneca carried the ball to their goal and made a point.
Before long they made all the points and won the game. Then the bets were
doubled, and the Seneca won again. When they won a third game also the
Seoqggwageono said, “Let us try a race,” and the Seneca agreed.

The course was level, and the open space was very wide. The Cherokee
selected the Seneca runner, and it was agreed that they would run the first race
without betting and then make their bets on the second race. They ran the first
race, and when they reached the post the Seneca runner was just the measure of
his body behind the other. His people asked him if he had done his best, but he
said, “No; I have not,” so they made their bets, and the second race—the real
race—began. When they got to the middle the Seneca runner said to the other,
“Do your best now, for | am going to do mine,” and as he said it he pulled out
and left the other far behind and won the race.

Then the Seoqgwageono said, “There is one more race yet—the long race,”
and they got ready for it, but the Cherokee chief said to his own men, “We have
won everything from these people. I think it will be best to let them have one
race, for if they lose all, they may make trouble.” They selected a Cherokee to
run, and he was beaten, and the Seoqgwageono went home.

In a few days they sent a messenger to challenge the Cherokee to meet
them halfway for a battle. When the Cherokee heard this they said to the
Seneca, “There are so few of you here that we don’t want to have you killed. It
is better for you to go home.” So the Seneca went back to their own country.

Three years later they came again to visit the Cherokee, who told them that
the Seoggwageono had won the battle, and that the chief of the enemy had said
afterward, “I should like to fight the Seneca, for I am a double man.” Before
long the enemy heard that the Seneca were there and sent them a challenge to
come and fight.

The Seneca said, “We must try to satisfy them,” so with Cherokee guides
they set out for the country of the Seoqgwageono. They went on until they
came to an opening in the woods within one day’s journey of the first village.
Then they stopped and got ready to send two messengers to notify the enemy,
but the Cherokee said, “You must send them so as to arrive about sundown.”
They did this, and when the messengers arrived near the town they saw all the
people out playing ball.

b
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The two Seneca went around on the other side, and began throwing sumac
darts as they approached, so that the others would think they were some of their
own men at play. In this way they got near enough to kill a man who was stand-
ing alone. They scalped him, and then raising the scalp yell they rushed off
through the woods, saying to each other as they ran, “Be strong—DBe strong.”

Soon they saw the Seoggwageono coming on horses, but managed to reach
a dry creek and to bide under the bank, so that the enemy passed on without
seeing them.

The next morning they came out and started on, but the enemy was still on
the watch, and before long the two men saw the dust of the, horses behind
them. The others came up until they were almost upon them and began to shoot
arrows at them, but by this time the two Seneca were near the opening where
their own friends were hiding, drawn up on each side of the pass. As the pur-
suers dashed in the two lines of the Seneca closed in and every man of the
Seoggwageono was either killed or taken.

The Seneca went back to the Cherokee country and after about a month
they returned to their own homes. Afterward the Cherokee told them, “We hear
the Seoggwageono think you dangerous people. They themselves are conjurers
and can tell what other people are going to do, but they cannot tell what the
Seneca are going to do. The Seneca medicine is stronger.”

THE UNSEEN HELPERS

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable

Source: Mooney, James. Myths of the Cherokee. Nineteenth Annual Report of the Bureau
of American Ethnology, 1897-1898, Part 1. Washington, DC: U.S. Government
Printing Office, 1900, 360-362.

Date: 1883
Original Source: Iroquois (Seneca)

National Origin: Native American

The Seneca of this legend were one of the nations of the Iroquois League.
Although no particular clan membership was specified for Ganogwioeon,
the Wolf Clan was one of the eight traditional Seneca clans. If he was, in
fact, one of the Wolf Clan, this might explain the behavior of his
“unseen helpers.” A more likely bond, however, would be that the wolf
was his guardian spirit animal. As such, the wolf taught and protected its
protégée, and the man would be obliged to pay homage in various ways
to the guardian. This may be the reason that, as the wolf says in this su-
pernatural legend, he always gave the best part of his hunt to them.
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anogwioeon, a war chief of the Seneca, led a party against the Chero-
G kee. When they came near the first town he left his men outside and

went in alone. At the first house he found an old woman and her
granddaughter. They did not see him, and he went into the sweatlodge and hid
himself under some wood.

When darkness came on he heard the old woman say, “Maybe Ganogwioeon
is near; I'll close the door.” After a while he heard them going to bed. When he
thought they were asleep he went into the house. The fire had burned down low,
but the girl was still awake and saw him. She was about to scream, when he said,
“l am Ganogwioeon. If you scream I'll kill you. If you keep quiet I'll not hurt
you.” They talked together, and he told her that in the morning she must bring
the chief’s daughter to him. She promised to do it, and told him where he should
wait. Just before daylight he left the house.

In the morning the girl went to the chief’s house and said to his daughter,
“Let’s go out together for wood.” The chief’s daughter got ready and went with
her, and when they came to the place where Ganogwioeon was hiding he sprang
out and killed her, but did not hurt the other girl. He pulled off the scalp and
gave such a loud scalp yell that all the warriors in the town heard it and came
running out after him. He shook the scalp at them and then turned and ran. He
killed the first one that came up, but when he tried to shoot the next one the
bow broke and the Cherokee got him.

They tied him and carried him to the two women of the tribe who had the
power to decide what should be done with him. Each of these women had two
snakes tattooed on her lips, with their heads opposite each other, in such a way that
when she opened her mouth the two snakes opened their mouths also. They decided
to burn the soles of his feet until they were blistered, then to put grains of corn under
the skin and to chase him with clubs until they had beaten him to death.

They stripped him and burnt his feet. Then they tied a bark rope around his
waist, with an old man to hold the other end, and made him run between two
lines of people, and with clubs in their hands. When they gave the word to start
Ganogwioeon pulled the rope away from the old man and broke through the
line and ran until he had left them all out of sight. When night came he
crawled into a hollow log. He was naked and unarmed, with his feet in a pitiful
condition, and thought he could never get away.

He heard footsteps on the leaves outside and thought his enemies were upon
him. The footsteps came up to the log and someone said to another, “This is
our friend.” Then the stranger said to Ganogwioeon, “You think you are the
same as dead, but it is not so. We will take care of you. Stick out your feet.” He
put out his feet from the log and felt something licking them.

After awhile the voice said, “I think we have licked his feet enough. Now
we must crawl inside the log and lie on each side of him to keep him warm.”
They crawled in beside him. In the morning they crawled out and told him to
stick out his feet again.
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They licked them again and then said to him, “Now we have done all we
can do this time. Go on until you come to the place where you made a bark
shelter a long time ago, and under the bark you will find something to help
you.” Ganogwioeon crawled out of the log, but they were gone. His feet were
better now and he could walk comfortably. He went on until about noon, when
he came to the bark shelter, and under it he found a knife, an awl, and a flint,
that his men had hidden there two years before. He took them and started on
again.

Toward evening he looked around until he found another hollow tree and
crawled into it to sleep. At night he heard the footsteps and voices again.
When he put out his feet again, as the strangers told him to do, they licked his
feet as before and then crawled in and lay down on each side of him to keep
him warm. Still he could not see them. In the morning after they went out they
licked his feet again and said to him, “At noon you will find food.” Then they
went away.

Ganogwioeon crawled out of the tree and went on. At noon he came to a
burning log, and near it was a dead bear, which was still warm, as if it had been
killed only a short time before. He skinned the bear and found it very fat. He
cut up the meat and roasted as much as he could eat or carry. While it was
roasting he scraped the skin and rubbed rotten wood dust on it to clean it until
he was tired. When night came: he lay down to sleep. He heard the steps and
the voices again and one said, “Well, our friend is lying down. He has plenty to
eat, and it does not seem as if he is going to die. Let us lick his feet again.”
When they had finished they said to him,” You need not worry anymore now.
You will get home all right.” Before it was day they left him.

When morning came he put the bearskin around him like a shirt, with the
hair outside, and started on again, taking as much of the meat as he could carry.
That night his friends came to him again. They said, “Your feet are well, but
you will be cold,” so they lay again on each side of him. Before daylight they
left, saying, “About noon you will find something to wear.” He went on and
about midday he came to two young bears just killed. He skinned them and
dressed the skins, then roasted as much meat as he wanted and lay down to
sleep. In the morning he made leggings of the skins, took some of the meat, and
started on.

His friends came again the next night and told him that in the morning he
would come upon something else to wear. As they said, about noon he found
two fawns just killed. He turned the skins and made himself a pair of moccasins,
then cut some of the meat, and traveled on until evening-, when he made a fire
and had supper.

That night again he heard the steps and voices, and one said, “My friend,
very soon now you will reach home safely and find your friends all well. Now
we will tell you why we have helped you. Whenever you went hunting you
always gave the best part of the meat to us and kept only the smallest part for
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yourself. For that we are thankful and help you. In the morning you will see us
and know who we are.”

In the morning when he woke up they were still there—two men as he
thought—but after he had said the last words to them and started on, he turned

again to look, and one was a white wolf and the other a black wolf. That day he
reached home.
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THE ANTELOPE BOY

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Lummis, Charles. Pueblo Indian Folk-Stories. New York: Century, 1910, 12-21.
Date: 1910

Original Source: Isleta Pueblo, New Mexico

National Origin: Native American

The Tiwa of Isleta, like the Acoma (see “Origin of Acoma,” page 3),
developed an agricultural way of life based on raising corn, beans, and
squash. The diet provided by these crops was supplemented by hunting,
as was the case with Acoma. Eastern, or Rio Grande, Pueblos such as
Isleta, unlike the Western Pueblo of Acoma, relied on irrigation for
their crops and thus developed a strong village identity and loyalty.
The village was divided into halves, called moieties, the Summer Peo-
ple and the Winter People. Each of the moieties had a Cacique (princi-
pal religious authority) who governed the village’s religious life for half
of the year. The Caciques were elders who were chosen for wisdom,
even temperament, and their ability to maintain village harmony. They
stood in polar opposition to the witches who play so prominent a role
in the following myth. The cigarettes smoked by Antelope Boy to cre-
ate rain clouds are the equivalent to the pipe that is familiar to other
Native American traditions. The power of Antelope Boy comes from
both his animal spirit helpers and from his marginal status as a human
who was raised by antelopes. This marginality is also an attribute of
trickster.
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lage and Yellow Village. A man of White village and his wife were

attacked by Apaches while out on the plains one day, and took refuge
in a cave, where they were besieged. And there a boy was born to them. The fa-
ther was killed in an attempt to return to his village for help; and starvation
finally forced the mother to crawl forth by night seeking roots to eat. Chased by
the Apaches, she escaped to her own village, and it was several days before she
could return to the cave-only to find it empty.

The baby had begun to cry soon after her departure. Just then a Coyote was
passing, and heard. Taking pity on the child, he picked it up and carried it
across the plain until he came to a herd of antelopes. Among them was a
Mother-Antelope that had lost her fawn; and going to her the Coyote said,
“Here is a poor thing that is left by its people. Will you take care of it?”

The Mother Antelope, remembering her own baby, with tears said “Yes,”
and at once adopted the tiny stranger, while the Coyote thanked her and went
home.

So the boy became as one of the antelopes, and grew up among them until
he was about twelve years old. Then it happened that a hunter came out from
White village for antelopes, and found this herd. Stalking them carefully, he
shot one with an arrow. The rest started off, running like the wind; but ahead of
them all, as long as they were in sight, he saw a boy!

The hunter was much surprised, and, shouldering his game, walked back to
the village, deep in thought. Here he told the Cacique what he had seen. Next
day the crier was sent out to call upon all the people to prepare for a great hunt,
in four days, to capture the Indian boy who lived with the antelopes.

While preparations were going on in the village, the antelopes in some way
heard of the intended hunt and its purpose. The Mother-Antelope was very sad
when she heard it, and at first would say nothing. But at last she called her
adopted son to her and said, “Son, you have heard that the people of White vil-
lage are coming to hunt. But they will not kill us; all they wish is to take you.
They will surround us, intending to let all the antelopes escape from the circle.
You must follow me where I break through the line, and your real mother will
be coming on the northeast side in a white manta (robe). I will pass close to
her, and you must stagger and fall where she can catch you.”

On the fourth day all the people went out upon the plains. They found and
surrounded the herd of antelopes, which ran about in a circle when the hunters
closed upon them. The circle grew smaller, and the antelopes began to break
through; but the hunters paid no attention to them, keeping their eyes upon the
boy. At last he and his antelope mother were the only ones left, and when she
broke through the line on the northeast he followed her and fell at the feet of
his own human mother, who sprang forward and clasped him in her arms.

Amid great rejoicing he was taken to White village, and there he told the
principales (Council of advisors) how he had been left in the cave, how the

O nce upon a time there were two towns of the Tiwa, called White Vil-
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Coyote had pitied him, and how the Mother-Antelope had reared him as her
own son.

It was not long before all the country round about heard of the Antelope
Boy and of his marvelous fleetness of foot. You must know that the antelopes
never comb their hair, and while among them the boy’s head had grown very
bushy. So the people called him Pée-hleh-o-wah-wée-deh (big-headed little
boy).

Among the other villages that heard of his prowess was Yellow Village, all
of whose people “had the bad road.” They had a wonderful runner named Pée-
k’hoo (Deer-foot), and very soon they sent a challenge to White village for a
championship race. Four days were to be given for preparation, to make bets,
and the like The race was to be around the world. Each village was to stake
all its property and the lives of all its people on the result of the race. So
powerful were the witches of Yellow Village that they felt safe in proposing so
serious a stake; and the people of White village were ashamed to decline the
challenge.

The day came, and the starting-point was surrounded by all the people of
the two villages, dressed in their best. On each side were huge piles of orna-
ments and dresses, stores of grain, and all the other property of the people. The
runner for the Yellow Village was a tall, sinewy athlete, strong in his early man-
hood; and when the Antelope Boy appeared for the other side, the witches set
up a howl of derision, and began to strike their rivals and jeer at them, saying,
“We might as well begin to kill you now! What can that little thing do?”

At the word “Hadi-ko!” (“Go!”) the two runners started toward the east like
the wind. The Antelope Boy soon forged ahead; but Deer-foot, by his witch-
craft, changed himself into a hawk and flew lightly over the lad, saying, “We do
this way to each other!” The Antelope Boy kept running, but his heart was very
heavy, for he knew that no feet could equal the swift flight of the hawk.

But just as he came halfway to the east, a Mole came up from its burrow
and said: “My son, where are you going so fast with a sad face?”

The lad explained that the race was for the property and lives of all his peo-
ple; and that the witch-runner had turned to a hawk and left him far behind.

“Then, my son,” said the Mole, “I will be he that shall help you. Only sit
down here a little while, and I will give you something to carry.”

The boy sat down, and the Mole dived into the hole, but soon came back
with four cigarettes. Holding them out, the Mole said, “Now, my son, when you
have reached the east and turned north, smoke one; when you have reached the
north and turn west, smoke another; when you turn south, another, and when
you turn east again, another. Go!”

The boy ran on, and soon reached the east. Turning his face to the north
he smoked the first cigarette. No sooner was it finished than he became a young
antelope; and at the same instant a furious rain began. Refreshed by the cool
drops, he started like an arrow from the bow. Halfway to the north he came to a
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large tree; and there sat the hawk, drenched and chilled, unable to fly, and cry-
ing piteously.

“Now, friend, we too do this to each other,” called the boy-antelope as he
dashed past. But just as he reached the north, the hawk—which had become
dry after the short rain—caught up and passed him, saying, “We too do this to
each other!”

The boy-antelope turned westward, and smoked the second cigarette; and at
once another terrific rain began. Halfway to the west he again passed the hawk
shivering and crying in a tree, and unable to fly; but as he was about to turn to
the south, the hawk passed him with the customary taunt. The smoking of the
third cigarette brought another storm, and again the antelope passed the wet
hawk halfway, and again the hawk dried its feathers in time to catch up and pass
him as he was turning to the east for the home-stretch. Here again the boy-
antelope stopped and smoked a cigarette—the fourth and last. Again a short,
hard rain came, and again he passed the water-bound hawk halfway.

Knowing the witchcraft of their neighbors, the people of White village had
made the condition that, in whatever shape the racers might run the rest of the
course, they must resume human form upon arrival at a certain hill upon the
fourth turn, which was in sight of the goal. The last wetting of the hawk’s feath-
ers delayed it so that the antelope reached the hill just ahead; and there, resum-
ing their natural shapes, the two runners came sweeping down the home-stretch,
straining every nerve. But the Antelope Boy gained at each stride. When they
saw him, the witch-people felt confident that he was their champion, and again
began to push, and taunt, and jeer at the others. But when the little Antelope
Boy sprang lightly across the line, far ahead of Deer-foot, their joy turned to
mourning.

The people of White village burned all the witches upon the spot, in a great
pile of corn; but somehow one escaped, and from him come all the witches that
trouble us to this day.

The property of the witches was taken to White village; and as it was more
than that village could hold, the surplus was sent to Isleta, where we enjoy it to
this day; and later the people themselves moved here. And even now, when we
dig in that little hill on the other side of the pool, we find charred corn-cobs,
where our forefathers burned the witch-people of the Yellow Village.

THE HERO TWINS

Tradition Bearer: Unavailable
Source: Lummis, Charles. Pueblo Indian Folk-Stories. New York: Century, 1910, 206-214.
Date: 1910

Original Source: I[sleta Pueblo, New Mexico

National Origin: Native American
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According to Charles Lummis who collected the following myth at
Isleta Pueblo, the narrative was imported into the Tiwa village by Keres
(Queres) speakers from the villages of Laguna and Acoma who were
given refuge from crop failure brought on by a drought and stayed to
become residents of Isleta. The Hero Twins are prominent figures in
Pueblo myth as tricksters and culture heroes. Similar twin figures, in
fact, are found throughout Native North America (see, for example, the
Wichita “The Two Boys Who Slew the Monsters and Became Stars,”
page 148).

had the Sun for a father. Their mother died when they were born, and
lay lifeless upon the hot plain. But the two wonderful boys, as soon as
they were a minute old, were big and strong, and began playing.

There chanced to be in a cliff to the southward a nest of white crows; and
presently the young crows said, “Nana, what is that over there? Isn’t it two
babies?”

“Yes,” replied the Mother-Crow, when she had taken a look. “Wait and I
will bring them.” So she brought the boys safely, and then their dead mother;
and, rubbing a magic herb on the body of the latter, soon brought her to life.

By this time Maw-Sahv and O4-yah-wee were sizable boys, and the mother
started homeward with them. “Now,” said she when they reached the edge of
the valley and could look across to that wondrous rock whereon stands Acoma,
“go to yonder town, my sons, for that is where live your grandfather and grand-
mother, my parents; and [ will wait here. Go ye in at the west end of the town
and stand at the south end of the council-grounds until some one speaks to you;
and ask them to take you to the Cacique, for he is your grandfather. You will
know his house, for the ladder to it has three uprights instead of two. When you
go in and tell your story, he will ask you a question to see if you are really his
grandchildren, and will give you four chances to answer what he has in a bag in
the corner. No one has ever been able to guess what is in it, but there are
birds.”

The Twins did as they were bidden, and presently came to Acoma and
found the house of the old Cacique. When they entered and told their story, he
said, “Now I will try you. What is in yonder bag?”

“A rattlesnake,” said the boys.

“No,” said the Cacique, “it is not a rattlesnake. Try again.”

“Birds,” said the boys.

“Yes, they are birds. Now I know that you are truly my grandchildren, for
no one else could ever guess.” And he welcomed them gladly, and sent them
back with new dresses and jewelry to bring their mother.

M aw-Sahv and O6-yah-wee, as the Hero Twins are named in Queres,
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When she was about to arrive, the Twins ran ahead to the house and told
her father, mother, and sister to leave the house until she should enter; but not
knowing what was to come, they would not go out. When she had climbed the
big ladder to the roof and started down through the trap-door by the room-
ladder, her sister cried out with joy at seeing her, and she was so startled that
she fell from the ladder and broke her neck, and never could be brought to life
again.

Méw-Sahv and Od4-yah-wee grew up to astounding adventures and achieve-
ments. While still very young in years, they did very remarkable things; for they
had a miraculously rapid growth, and at an age when other boys were toddling
about home, these Hero Twins had already become very famous hunters and
warriors. They were very fond of stories of adventure, like less precocious lads;
and after the death of their mother they kept their grandmother busy telling
them strange tales. She had a great many anecdotes of a certain ogre-giantess
who lived in the dark gorges of the mountains to the South, and so much did
Maw-Sahv and Od-yah-wee hear of this wonderful personage—who was the ter-
ror of all that country—that their boyish ambition was fired.

One day when their grandmother was busy they stole away from home with
their bows and arrows, and walked miles and miles, till they came to a great for-
est at the foot of the mountain. In the edge of it sat the old Giant-woman, doz-
ing in the sun, with a huge basket beside her. She was so enormous and looked
so fierce that the boys’ hearts stood still, and they would have hidden, but just
then she caught sight of them, and called, “Come, little boys, and get into this
basket of mine, and I will take you to my house.”

“Very well,” said Maw-Sahv, bravely hiding his alarm. “If you will take us
through this big forest, which we would like to see, we will go with you.”

The Giant-woman promised, and the lads clambered into her basket, which
she took upon her back and started off. As she passed through the woods, the
boys grabbed lumps of pitch from the tall pines and smeared it all over her head
and back so softly that she did not notice it. Once she sat down to rest, and the
boys slyly put a lot of big stones in the basket, set fire to her pitched hair, and
hurriedly climbed a tall pine.

Presently the Giant-woman got up and started on toward home; but in a mi-
nute or two her head and manta were all of a blaze. With a howl that shook the
earth, she dropped the basket and rolled on the ground, grinding her great head
into the sand until she at last got the fire extinguished. But she was badly
scorched and very angry, and still angrier when she looked in the basket and
found only a lot of stones. She retraced her steps until she found the boys hid-
den in the pine tree, and said to them, “Come down, children, and get into my
basket, that I may take you to my house, for now we are almost there.”

The boys, knowing that she could easily break down the tree if they refused,
came down. They got into the basket, and soon she brought them to her home
in the mountain. She set them down upon the ground and said, “Now, boys, go
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and bring me a lot of wood, that I may make a fire in the oven and bake you
some sweet cakes.”

The boys gathered a big pile of wood, with which she built a roaring fire in
the adobe oven outside the house. Then she took them and washed them very
carefully, and taking them by the necks, thrust them into the glowing oven and
sealed the door with a great, flat rock, and left them there to be roasted.

But the Trues were friends of the Hero Twins, and did not let the heat harm
them at all. When the old Giant-woman had gone into the house, Maw-Sahv
and O4-yah-wee broke the smaller stone that closed the smoke-hole of the
oven, and crawled out from their fiery prison unsigned. They ran around and
caught snakes and toads and gathered up dirt and dropped them down into the
oven through the smoke-hole; and then, watching when the Giant-woman’s
back was turned, they sneaked into the house and hid in a huge clay jar on the
shelf.

Very early in the morning the Giant-woman’s baby began to cry for some
boy-meat. “Wait till it is well cooked,” said the mother; and hushed the child
till the sun was well up. Then she went out and unsealed the oven, and brought
in the sad mess the boys had put there. “They have cooked away to almost
nothing,” she said; and she and the Giant-baby sat down to eat. “Isn’t this
nice?” said the baby; and Maw-Sahv could not help saying, “You nasty things,
to like that!”

“Eh? Who is that?’ cried the Giant-woman, looking around till she found
the boys hidden in the jar. So she told them to come down, and gave them
some sweet cakes, and then sent them out to bring her some more wood.

It was evening when they returned with a big load of wood, which Maw-
Sahv had taken pains to get green. 