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NOTABLE QUOTE
“INative American] stories
.. . remind the people of
who and what they are, why
they are in this particular
place, and how they should

continue to lve here.”

FYl :
Pid you know that . ..

« boththe U.S.
Constitution and the
founding charter of the
United Nations are based
on ideas found in the
Iroquois constitution,
known as “The Great

-Binding Law™?

troquois women had
many more rights than
colonial American
women?

« more than 50,000
Iroquois live in the
United States today?

LA BUILDING . -
 BACKGROUND

“"To learn more about
he Iroquois, visit the - .

The Native American Expen’en

P

The World on the Turtle’s Back

Iroquois Creation Myth

The totem, or tribal symbol, of the Iroquois

“The World on the Turtle’s Back” is an
Troquois {1r'e-kwoi') creation story filled
with conflict and compelling characters..
The Iroquois passed down this story from
one generation to the nexr by telling it

in elaborate performances. In the 1800s,
David Cusick, an Iroquois author,
recorded one version of the story in print.
Today, more than 25 written versions of
the story exist.

The Power of Unity The term froguois
refers to six separate Native American
groups—the Seneca, Cayuga, Oneida,
Onondaga, Mohawk, and Tuscarora. Five
of these groups—all but the Tuscarora—
once resided in what is now New York
State. They continually waged war with
one another, putting themselves at risk

of attack from neighboring Algonquin
tribes. Troubled by the bloodshed, a Huron
named Deganawidah (ds-g&'ne-wé'-de)
joined forces with an Onondaga chief

named Hiawatha {hi's-with’e) to end the
fighting, Sometime between 1570 and
1600, they formed the Iroquois League,

a confederacy empowered to negotiate
treaties with foreign nations and to resolve
conflicts among the five nations. In 1722, |
the Tuscarora, from North Carolina,
joined the league. For the next 175 to 200 “
years, the Iroquois managed to dominate |
other Native American groups and to

'remain free of both British and French rule. |

The Iroquois Way of Life ‘The league’s
effectiveness stemmed in part from the
nations’ shared caltuze. The groups spoke
similar languages, held similar beliefs, and [
followed similar ways of life. They lived in
longhouses made of pole frames covered
with elm bark, and they built fences
around their villages for protection. Up to
50 people occupied each longhouse, and
300 t0-600 people lived in each village.
Villages were governed by a chief or chiefs, |
who received advice from a council of
adult males. Groups of women gathered
wild fruits and nuts and cultivated ¢orn,
beans, 2nd squash. In addition to waging
war, the men' ttaded, hunted, fished, and -

built the longhouses.

The Iroquois Through Time During the
American Revolution, the Iroquois nations
disagreed about whether to support the
rebelling colonists or Great Britain. This
dispute severely weakened the Iroquois
League. Today, the league shows renewed
vigor as it fights for environmental
protection and increased recognidon

by the U.S. government.




IROQUOIS

In the beginning there was no wortld, no land, no creatures of the kind that

are around us now, and there were no men. But there was a great ocean which
occupied space as far as anyone could see. Above the ocean was a great void of air.
And in the air there lived the birds of thie sea; in the ocean lived the fish and the
creatures of the deep. Far above this unpeopled world, there was a Sky-World.
Here lived gods who were like people—TIike Iroquois.

In the Sky-World there was a man who had a wife, and the wife was expecting 2
child. The woman became hungry for all kinds of strange delicacies, as women do
when they are with child. She kept her husband busy almost to distraction finding

10 delicious things for her to eat.
In the middle of the Sky-World there grew a Great Tree which was not like
any of the trees that we know. It was tremendous; it had grown there forever. It
had enormous roots that spread out from the floor of the Sky-World. And on its
branches there were many different kinds of leaves and different kinds of fruits
and flowers. The tree was not supposed to be matked or mutilated by any of the
beings who dwelt in the Sky-World. It was a sacred tree that stood at the center
‘of the universe. @
The woman decided that she wanted some bark from one of the roots of the Great
Tree—perhaps as a food or as a medicine, we dont know. She told her husband this.
20 He didn't like the idea. He knew it was wrong. But she insisted, and he gave in. So he
dug a hole among the roots of this great sky tree, and he bared some of its roots. Bur
the floor of the Sky-World wasn'’t very thick, and he broke a hole through it. He was

terrified, for he had never expected to find empty space underneath the wotld.
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ANALYZE VISUALS
Examine the paintir

page 35. How does the
artist use fight and color
to emphasize the division
between the Sky-World
and the void below it?

@ CREATION MYTHS

So far, how is this myth
similar to and different-
from other accounts of.
creation you've heard
orread? Explain your
answer, citing details.

Sky Wornan (1936), Emest Smich.

Courtesy of the Rochester Musenm and
Science Center, Rochester, New York
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that her husband, fed up with all the demands she had made op him, pushed her,
So she fell through the hole. As she fell, she ﬁ‘antically grabbed at jts edges, but
her hands slipped. However, between her fingets there clung birs of things that
were growing on the floor of the Sky-Wotld and bits of the root tips of the Great
Tree. And so she began to fall toward the great ocean far below,
The birds of the sea saw the woman falling, and they immediately consulted

with the woman safely on his back.
The beings up in the Sky-World paid no attention to this. They knew what was
happening, but they chose to ignore it, - '
When the woman recovered from her shock and terror, she looked around her.

the roots stuck between her fingers, and from them plants would grow, The sea
animals said perhaps there was dirt at the bottom of the ocean, but no one had
ever been down there so they could not be sure.

If there was dirt at the bottom of the ocean, it was far, far below the surface
in the cold deeps. But the animals said they would try to get some. One by one

endurance, but they could not get to the bottom of the ocean, Finally, the muskrat

said he would try. He dived and disappeared. All the creatures waited, holding B FOLK LITERATURE
their breath, but he did not return. After g long time, his little body floated up Reread lines 46-62 and
to the surface of the ocean, 2 tiny crumb of earth clurched in his paw. He seemed consider the role that

“all the creatures” play

to be dead. They pulled him up on the turtle’s back and they sang and prayed Al
L .. . ; . in this myth. What does

over him and breathed air into his mouth, and finally, he stirred. Thus it was the this suggest about the
tnuskrat, the Farth-Diver, who brought from the bottom of the ocean the soil roquois’ attitude toward
from which the earth was 1o grow. (3 ‘ : animals?

The woman took the tiny clod of dirt and placed it on the middle of the great
sea turtle’s back. Then the woman began to walk in a cirde around it, moving in
the direction that the sun goes. The earth began to grow. When the earth was big




enough, she planted the roots she had clutched between her fingers when she fell
from the Sky-World. Thus the plants grew on the earth.

To keep the earth growing, the woman walked as the sun goes, moving in the
direccion that the people still move in the dance rituals. She gathered roots and

70 plants to eat and built herself a little hut. After a while, the woman’s time came,
and she was delivered of 2 daughter. The woman and her daughter kept walking
in a circle around the earth, so that the earth and plants would continue to grow.
They tived on the plants and roots they gathered. The girl grew up with her
mother, cut off forever from the Sky-World above, knowing only the birds and the
creatures of the sea, seeing no other beings like herself. o

One day, when the gitl had grown to womanhood, a man appeared. No one
knows for sure who this man was. He had something to do with the gods above.
Perhaps he was the West Wind. As the girl looked at him, she was filled with terros,
and amazement, and warmth, and she fainted dead away. As she lay on the ground,

st the man reached into his quiver, and he took out two arrows, one sharp and one
hlunt, and he laid them across the body of the girl, and quietly went away.

When the girl awoke from her faint, she and her mother continued to walk
around the earth. After a while, they knew that the girl was to bear a child. They
did not know it, but the girl was to bear twins.

Within the girl’s body, the twins began to argue and quarrel with one another.
There could be no peace between, them. As the time approached for them to be
born, the twins fought about their birth. The right-handed twin wanted to be
born in the normal way, as all children are born. Bur the lefi-handed twin said
no. He said he saw light in another direction, and said he would be born that

»o way. The right-handed twin beseeched him not to, saying that he would kill their
mother. But the left-handed twin was stubborn. He went in the direction where
he saw light. But he could not be born through his mother’s mouth or her nose.
He was born through her left armpit, and killed her. And meanwhile, the right-
handed twin was born in the normal way, as all children are born. :

The twins met in the world outside, and the right-handed twin accused his
brother of murdering their mother. But the grandmother told them to stop their
quarreling, They buried their mother. And from her grave grew the plants which
the peaple still use. Prom her head grew the corn, the beans, and the squash—“our
Supporters, the three sisters.” And from her heart grew the sacred tobacco, which

10 the people still use in the ceremonies and by whose upward-floating smoke they
send thanks, The women call her “our mother,” and they dance and sing in the
nituals so chat the corn, the beans, and the squash may grow to feed the people. @

But the conflict of the twins did not end at the grave of their mother. And,
“‘t““gel}f enough, the grandmother favored the left-handed twin.

N F{he flght-hanc.led twin. was angry, and he grew more angry as he thought how
18 br Ot‘her had killed their mother, The right-handed twin was the one who did
everything just as he should. He said what he meant, and he meant what he said.

I thet i .
b;; nh:iee s:st'ers. Com, beans, and squash—the Iroquois’ staple food crops—were grown together. The
fept ne; climbed and were supported by the corn stalks; squash, which spread across the ground and
€eds from growing, was planted around the bean plants.

O CREATION MYTHS
Creation myths often

contain symbols—people,

places, and things that
stand for something
beyond themselves.
Reread lines g7-102.
What might the twins'
maother symbolize?
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He abways told the truth, and he always tried to accomplish what seemed to be
right and reasonable. The left-handed twin never said what he meant or meant
what he said. He abways lied, and he always did things backward. You could never
tell what he was trying to do because he always made it look as if he were doing
the opposite. He was the devious one. [

These two brothers, as they grew up, represented two ways of the world which
are in all people. The Indians did not call these the right and the wrong. They
called them the straight mind and the crooked mind, the upright man and the
devious man, the right and the left.

‘The twins had creative powers. They took day and modeled it into animals,
and they gave these animals life. And in this they contended with one another.
The right-handed twin made the deer, and the left-handed twin made the
mountain lion which kills the deer. Bur the right-handed twin knew there would
always be more deer than mountain lions. And he made another animal, He made
the ground squirrel. The left-handed twin saw that the mountain lion could not
gee to the ground squirrel, who digs a hole, so he made the weasel. And although
the weasel can go into the ground squirrel’s hole and kill him, there are lots of
ground squirrels and not so many weasels. Next the right-handed twin decided he
would make an animal that the weasel could not kill, so he made the porcupine.
But the left-handed twin made the bear, who flips the porcupine over on his back
and tears out his belly. :

And the right-handed twin made berries and fruits of other kinds for his
creatures to live on. The lefi-handed twin made briass and poison ivy, and the
poisonous plants like the baneberry and the dogberry; and the suicide root with
which people kill themselves when they go out of their minds. And the lefi-handed
twin made medicines, for good and for evil, for doctoring'and for witchcraft.

And finally, the right-handed twin made man. The people do not know just
how much the left-handed twin had to do with making man. Man was made of
clay, like pottery, and baked in the fire. . . .

The world the twins made was a balanced and orderly world, and this was
good. The plant-eating animals created by the right-handed twin would eat up
all the vegetation if their number was not kept down by the meat-eating animals,
which the left-handed twin created. But if these carnivorous animals ate too many
other animals, then they would starve, for they would run out of meat. So the
right- and the left-handed twins built balance into the world.

As the twins became men full grown, they still contested with one another. No
one had won, and no one had lost. And they knew that the conflict was becoming
sharper and sharper, and one of them would have to vanquish the other.

And so they came to the duel. They started with gambling. They took a
wooden bowl, and in it they put wild plum pits. One side of the pits was burned.
black, and by tossing the pits in the bowl and betting on how these would
fall, they gambled against one another, as the people still do in the New Year’s

UNIT 1: EARLY AMERICAN WRITING

[ FOLK LITERATURE
Reread lines g5-112.
Which twin is
characterized as being
more admirable? What
does this characterization
tell you about Iroquots




seum and Sciepce Center, Rochester, New York,

* All through the morning they gambled ar thig game, and all through the
afternoon, and the sun went down. And when the sun went down, the game was
done, and nejther one had won,

So they went on 1o battle one another a¢ the lacrosse? game. And they contested
all day, and the sun went down, and the game was done. And nejther had won.
And now they battled with clubs, and they foughy all day, and the sun went

down, and the fight was done. Bug neither had won. (e ] @ FoLK LiTE RATURE
And they weny from one due| to another 1o see which one would succump, ‘ Rerea_d lines 146156,
Each one knew i i deepest mind that there Was something, somewhere, that Note in your chart the
. ) ; information aboyt
would vanquish the other. Byt what was jt? Where to find ir? Iroquois customs and
190 Each kneyw somewhere in his mind what it was that was his own weak point. rituals you learn from
They talked aboy this as they contested jp these duels, day after day, and these lines.

heu.:ded tWin was to kill his brother. Each selected his weapon. The left-handed
™Win chose a mege stick that would do him no good. But the right-handed twin

2 New Year's ritag, various ceremon|es o Bet ready for the New Year, They often included community
onfession of sins, the replenishing of hearths inthe homes, a

it nd sacred dances, as well as the Eambling
fitual,

3. !a_‘mssﬂ 2 Bame of Natjye American origin wherein participants on two teams use long-handled sticks
With webbeg Pouches to manayver 5 bail into the opposing team’s goal,
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.picked out the deer antler, and with one touch he destroyed his brother. And

the Jeft-handed twin died, but he died and he didn’t die. The right-handed twin
170 picked up the body and cast it off the edge of the earth. And some place below the

world, the left-handed twin still lives and reigns.

When the sun rises from the cast and travels in 2 huge arc along the sky dome,
which rests like a great upside-down cup on the saucer of the carth, the people arc
in the daylight realm of the right-handed twin. But when the sun slips down in the
west at nightfall and the dome lifts to let it escape at the western rim, the people are
again in the domain of the lefi-handed twin—the fearful realm of night.

Having killed his brother, the right-handed twin returned home to his
grandmother. And she met him in anger. She threw the food out of the cabin onto
the ground and said that he was a murderer, for he had killed his brother. He grew

180 angry and told her she had always helped his brother, who had killed their mother.
In his anger, he grabbed her by the throat and cut her head off. Her body he threw
into the ocean, and her head, into the sky. There, “Our Grandmother, the Moon”
still keeps watch at night over the realm of her favorite grandson. @

. The right-handed twin has many names. One of them is Sapling. It means
smooth young, green and fresh and innocent, straightforward, straight-growing,
soft and pliable, teachable and trainable. These are the old ways of describing him.
But since he has gone away, he has other names. He is called “He Holds Up the
Skies,” “Master of Life,” and “Great Creator.” »

The lefi-handed twin also has many names. One of them is Flint. He is called

190 the devious one, the one covered with boils. Old Warty. He is stubborn. He is
thought of as being dark in color.

These two beings rule the world and keep an eye on the affairs of men. The
right-handed twin, the Master of Life, lives in the Sky-World. He is content with
the world he helped to create and with his favorite creatures, the humans. The
scent of sacred tobacco rising from the earth comes gloriously to his nostrils.

In the world below lives the left-handed twin. He knows the world of men,
and he finds contentment in it. He hears the sounds of warfare and torture, and
he finds them good.

In the daytime, the people have rituals which honor the right-handed twin.

200 Through the daytime rituals, they thank the Master of Life. In the nighttime,
the people dance and sing for the lef-handed twin. o '
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© CREATION MYTHS

The transformation of a
character is a common
element of mythology,
often used to explain
natural phenomena.
Consider the naturat
feature explained in lines
172—183. How does this
myth explain the fact
that the moon is visible
mainly at night?




NOTABLE QUOTE
“Everything on the earth
has a purpose, every disease
an herb to cure it, and
every person a mission.
This is the Indian theory
of existence.”

FYl
Did you know that
Mourning Dove ...

« was bornin acanoe
while her mother was
crossing a river in Idaho?

» learned to read
English by poring over
melodramatic dime-
store novels?

« was the first woman

ever elected to the
Colvitle tribal council?

For more on Mourning
Dove, visit the Literature
Center at ClassZone.com.

Coyote and the Buffalo
Folk Tale Retold by Mourning Dove

The Native American Experience

. ¥y
Mourning Dove

c.1885-1936

Mourning Dove is the pen pame of
Christine Quintasket (kwon-tis’kst), who
triumphed over adversity to become one of
the first female Native American novelists.
As a child, Quintasket was enthralled by
the traditional stories told by her elders.

_ As an adult, she worked to preserve these

tales. By publishing stories that recount
the history of her people, she carried on
the work of the storytellers she so admired.

Determined to Write Quintasket grew up
on the Colville Reservation in Washington
State with her mother, the daughter

of a Colville chief, and her father, an
Okanogan. When Quintasket was 14,

her mother died, leaving her to run the
household and help raise her younger
siblings. Despite her many responsibilities,
Quintasket pushed herself to learn to write
in English. She later attended secretarial
school to learn how to type and business
school to hone her gramemar and writing

skills. She drafted a novel in 1912 but

put it away for several years until she met
Lucullus McWheorter, a Native American-
rights activist, who offered to edit it.

Battling Stereotypes Published in 1927,
Mourning Dove’s novel, Cogewea, the
Half-Blood, is credited with breaking
down the stereotype of Native Americans
as stoic, or unfeeling. “It is all wrong, this
saying that Indians do not feel as deeply
as whites,” the author asserted. “We do
feel, and by and by some of us are going
to make our feelings appreciated, and then
will the true Indian character be revealed.”

Chronicling Her Culture After Cogewea
was published, Mourning Dove began to

record traditional stories of the Okanogan.

and other Colville tribes. A migrant
worker, she picked fruit ten hours a day
but managed to do her writing at nighr.
Coyote Stories, from which “Coyote and
the Buffalo” is taken, was published in
1933. “Coyote and the Buffalo” is a folk
tale once told by Okanogan storytellers in
Salish, their native language. Mourning
Dove’s retelling includes Salish words
and place names. This story and others

like it help keep the Okanogan culture

alive today.

:

Mourning Dove’s Legacy In addition to
preserving her people’s culture, Mourning
Dove wotked hard to promote their
welfare. She fought for their rights in .
court, starced organizations supporting
Native American crafts, and paved the way
for female participation on tribal councils.
Worn down by chronic illness and fatigue,
the writer and activist died in 1936.




Retold by Mourn ing Dove

BACKGROUND “Coyote and the Buffalo” is one of many traditional stories featurin g
the Animal People, a race of supernatural beings believed by the Okanogan to have
been the first inhabitants of the world. The Animal People had magical powers and
could alter their shapes. When human beings appeared on the earth, the Animal ‘
People were changed into different animal species. Coyote, one of the most important
Animal People, is thought to have made the world habitable for humans by killing
fnonsters and bringing fire and salmon.

No buffalo ever lived in the Swah-netk-ghu* country. That was Coyote’s fault. If he
had not been so foolish and greedy, the people beside the Swah-netk’-ghu would
not have had to cross the Rockies to hunt the guas-peei-za® (curled-hairs).

This is the way it happened: '

Coyote was traveling over the plains beyond the big mountains. He camne to 4
flat. There he found an old buffalo skudl. It was the skull of Buffalo Bull, Coyote o
always had been afraid of Buffalo Bull, He remembered the many times Bull
Buffalo had scared him, and he laughed upon seeing the old skull there on the flat.

“Now I will have sorme fun,”. Coyote remarked. “I will have revenge for the

10 times Buffalo made me run.” )

He picked up the skull and threw it into the air; he kicked it and spat on it; he
threw dust in the eye sockets. He did these things many times, until he grew tired.
Then he went his way. Soon he heard a rumbling behind him. He thought it @
was thunder, and he looked at the sky. The sky was clear. Thinking he must have
imagined the sound, he walked on, singing. He heard the rumbling again, only

1. Swah-netk'ghu (shwe-nTt'kws): the Salish name for the Columbila River and its waterfall,
2. q&as-peet-za {kwas-pat'28): a Salish word for buffalo.,
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ANALYZE VISUALS
Describe the painting on
page 45. How is the use
of color significant? Does
the color treatment cause
this coyote to reflect

the traits of a trickster?
Explain your answer,

TRICKSTER TALES

In the first paragraph,
the tale’s narrator
pronounces Coyote
“faolish and greedy.”
Based on lines 5-13, ‘what
other character traits
would you attribute to
this trickster? 5

- Coyore Survinos; John Nieto. .
Serigraph, 29" x 227,




- much closer and louder. Turning around, he saw Buffalo Bull pounding along
after him, chasing him. His old enemy had come to life!

Coyote ran, faster than he thought he could run, but Buffalo gained steadily. Soon
Buffalo was right at his heels. Coyote felt his hot breath.

20 “Oh, Squas-tenk? help me” Coyote begged, and his power answered by purting
three trees in front of him. They were there in the wink of an eye. Coyote jumped
and caught a branch of the first tree and swung out of Buffalos way. Buffalo
rammed the tree hard, and it shook as ifin a strong wind. Then Buffalo chopped at
the trunk with his horns, first with one horn and then the other. He chopped fast,
and in a little while over went the tree, and with it went Coyote. But he was up and
into the second tree before Buffalo Bull could reach him. Bufflo soon laid that tree
low, but he was not quick enough to catch Coyote, who scrambled into the third
and last tree.

“Buffalo, my friend, let me talk with you,” said Coyote, as his enemy hacked

30 away at the tree’s trunk. “Let me smoke my pipe. I like the kinnikinnick. 4 Let me
smoke. Then I can die more content.”

“You may have time for one smoke,” grunted Bull Buffalo, resting from his
chopping. i

Coyote spoke to his medicine-power, and a pipe, loaded and lighted, was given
to him. He puffed on it once and held out the pipe to Buffalo Bull.

“No, I will not smoke with you,” said that one. “You made fun of my bones.

I have enough enemies without you. Young Buffalo is one of them. He killed me
and stole all my fine herd.”

“My uncle,” said Coyote, “you need new horns. Let me make new borns for

40 you. Then you can kill Young Buffalo. Those old horns are dull and worn.”

Bull Buffalo was pleased with that talk. He decided he did not want to kill
Coyote. He told Coyote to get down out of the tree and make the new horns.
Coyote jumped down and called to his power. It scolded him for getting into
trouble, but it gave him a flint knife and a stump of pitchwood.® From this stump
Coyote carved a pair of fine heavy horns with sharp points. He gave them to

Buifalo Bull. All buffalo bulls have worn the same kind of horns since. @ © TRICKSTER TALES
Buffalo Bull was very proud of his new horns. He liked their sharpness and . This trickster tale is .
weight and their pitch-black color. He tried them out on what was left of the mythic in that it explains

how something came

pitchwood stump: He made one toss and the stufnp Hew high in the air, and he t0 be—in this case,
50 forgave Coyore for his mischief. They became good friends right there. Coyote said the lack of buffalo in a
he would go along with Buffalo Bull to find Young Buffalo. certain geographic area.
They soon carme upon Young Buffalo and the big herd he had won from Buffalo What second mythic

explanation is offered

Bull. Young Buffalo laughed when he saw his old enemy, and he walked out to meet in lines 39-46?

him. He did not know, of course, about the new horns. It was not much of a fight,

3. Squas-tenk’ {skwos-tTnk’): a Salish word referring to Coyote’s spirit helper,

4. Kinnikinnick {kTn"T-kT-nTk"}: the Salish word for the bearberry shrub. The Okanogan toasted bearberry ;
leaves and then crumbled them and mixed them with tobacco for pipe smoking. X

5. my uncle: Terms like uncle, brother, sister, and cousin were sometimes used as a sign of respect. Here,
Coyote is using the term to flatter Buffalo Bull, .

6. pitchwood: the sap-filled wood of pine ot fir tree, ‘1

46 UNIT 1: EARLY AMERICAN WRITING




thar fight between Young Buffalo and Buffalo Bull. With the ﬁn.c new horn.s, Buffalo
Bull killed the other easily, and then he took back his herd, all his former wives and
their children. He ga.ve Coy-o’fe? a young cow, the youngest cow, a.nd he said: . Consider what you know
«Never kill her, Sin-ka-lip?" Take good care of her and sllle will Sl.%ppiy you with 2bout the archatypal
meat forever. When you get hungry, just slice off some choice fat with a flint trickster character and
e knife. Then rub ashes on the wound and the cut will heal at once.” @ think about Coyote’s
Coyote promised to remember that, and they parted. Coyote started back to behavior’gh us far. How
his own country, and the cow followed. For a few suns he ate only the fat when he Svci)l{‘r)eusthm;( Coyote
. . . pond to Buffalo
was hungry. But after awhile he became tired of eating fat, and he began to long BuIls instructions?
for the sweet marrow-bones and the other good parts of the buffalo. He smacked Give reasons for your
his lips at the thought of having some warm liver. prediction.

3 PREDICT

7. Sin-ka-fip’ (sTng'ke-Tp'): the Salish name for Coyote; it means “imitator.”

Huffals, Juhn Niere. Acrylic, 307 40",
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“Buffalo Bull will never know,” Coyote told himself, and he took his young
cow down beside a creck and killed her.
As he peeled off the hide, crows and magpies came from all directions. They
settled on the carcass and picked at the mear. Coyote tried to chase them away,
70 but there were too many of them. While he was chasing some, others returned
and ate the meat. It was not long until they had devoured every bit of the meat.

“Well, I can get some good from the bones and marrow-fat,” Coyote remarked,

and he built a fire to cook the bones. Then he saw an old woman walking toward
him. She came up to the fire.

“Sin-ka-lip,” she said, “you are a brave warrior, a great chief. Why should you
do woman’s work? Let me cook the bones while you rest.”

Vain Coyote! He was flattered. He believed she spoke her true mind. He
stretched out to rest and he fell asleep. In his sleep he had a bad dream. It awoke

him, and he saw the old woman running away with the marrow-far and the boiled

80 grease. He looked into the cooking-basket. There was not a drop of soup left in
it. He chased the old woman. He would punish her! But she could run, too, and
she easily kept ahead of him. Every once in awhile she stopped and held up the
marrow-fat and shouted: ‘f_S’ineka—lg)’, do you want this?” @

Finally Coyote gave up trying to catch her. He went back to get the bones. He
thought he would boil them again. He found the bones scattered all around, so
he gathered them up and put them into the cooking-basket. Needing some more
water to boil them in, he went to the creek for it, and when he got back, there
were no bones in the basket! In place of the bones was a little pile of trec limbs!

Coyote thought he might be able to get another cow from Buffalo Bull, so he

90-set out to find him. When he came to the herd, he was astonished ro see the cow
he had killed. She was there with the others! She refused to go with Coyote again,
and Buffalo Bull would not give him another cow. Coyote had to return to his
own country without a buffalo, .

That is why there never have been any buffalo along the Swah-netk'-ghu. O
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© TRICKSTER TALES
Who else, besides
Coyote, plays the role of
a trickster fn this tale?

Explain which of the
trickster's qualities this
character exhibits.




NOTABLE QUOTE
“Ask yourself how you
would like to be known.
Don't let yourself be
determined by others.”

FYI
Did you know that N. Scott
Momaday ...

» rode the bus 28 miles
to and from school as
a teenager?

+ taught both middle
school and high
school on the Jicarilla
reservation in New
Mexico before becoming
_a professional writer?

« won the Pulitzer Prize,
the most prestigious U.S.
literary award, for his
very first novel?

\uthor Online

For more on N. Scoit
Momaday, visit the
Literature Center at
ClassZone.com.

from The Way to Rainy Mountain

Memoir by N. Scott Momaday

N. Scott Momaday

born 1934

“The most important question one can’
ask is “Who am 12 N. Scott Momaday
(m8m'e-da’) has asserted. “People tend

to define you. As a child, you can’t help
that, but as you grow older, the goal is

to garner enough strength to insist on
your own definition of yourself” In his
writing, Momaday focuses on the search
for identity, and he locates the key to self-
understanding in awareness of the past.

Native American Roots Momaday
developed a deep sense.of his own roots
eatly on. His father, a successful artist and
a member of the Kiowa (ki'e-wd'} tribe,
routinely told him Kiowa folk tales. His
mother, an accomplished writer of French,

© English, and Cherokee ancestry, instructed

him in traditional ways. Momaday grew
up on reservations in the Southwest
and often spent his summers with his

grandparents and other Kiowa relatives
in Oklahoma.

The Making of a Writer Growing up

on reservations, Momaday developed a
reverence for the land and a strong Native
American identity. “T saw people,” he
recalls, “who were deeply involved in their
traditional life, in the memories of their
blood. They had, as far as I could see, a
certain strength and beauty thar T find
missing in the modern world at large.”
The lives of these people, together with
the Southwestern landscape, inspired
Momaday to begin writing at an early age.
With the.encouragement of his parens,
Momaday began composing poetry. Years
of hard work and determination paid off
when he was awarded a poetry tellowship
by Stanford University in 1959,

Voice of the Kiowa In both his poetry
and prose, Momaday pays tribute to
Native American storytelling traditions
and culture. His first novel, House Made
of Dawn, tells the story of one man’s
struggle to recover his identity after a stint
in the U.S. Army. Original in both theme
and structure, the novel was awarded ,
the Pulitzer Prize in 1969. In one of his
tmost popular works, The Way to Rainy
Mowuntain, Momaday mixes Kiowa myths,
legends, and history with autobiographical
details. In addition to his poetry and
fictdon, Momaday has published essays and
articles on preserving the envitonment, He
says, “Writing is 2 way of expressing your
spirit. So there’s much more to it than the
question of material success. You are out
to save your soul after all, and be the best
thing that you can be.”




THE WAY TO

N. Scott Momaday

BACKGROUND Inthe 1600s, after a bitter dispute between two chiefs, a band of
Kiowa moved from what is now Montana to South Dakota’s Black Hills. In around 178,
the Kiowa migrated farther south to escape attacks by neighboring tribes, settling in
what Is now western Kansas and Oklahoma. With their Comanche allies, the Kiowa
ruled the southern Great Plains for a century. One of the last tribes to be defeated by
the U.5. government, the Kiowa surrendered in 1875 and were forced onto a reservation
in Oklahoma, where members of the tribe still live today.

A single knoll® rises out of the plain in Oklahoma, north and west of the Wichita
Range. For my people, the Kiowas, it is an old landmark, and they gave it the
name Rainy Mountain. The hardest weather in the world is there. Winter brings
blizzards, hot tornadic winds arise in the spring, and in summer the prairie is an
anvil's edge. The grass turns brittle and brown, and it cracks beneath your feet.
There are green belts along the rivers and creeks, linear groves of hickory and
pecan, willow and witch hazel. At a distance in July or August the steaming foliage
seems.almost to writhe in fire. Great green and yellow grasshoppers are everywhere

- in the tall grass, popping up like corn to sting the flesh, and tortoises crawl about
10 on the red earth, going nowhere in the plenty of time. Loneliness is an aspect
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of the land. All things in the plain are isolate; there is no confusion of objects in
the eye, but one hill or one tree or one man. To look upon that landscape in the
eatly morning, with the sun at your back, is to lose the sense of proportion. Your
imagination comes to life, and this, you think, is where Creation was begun.

I returned to Rainy Mountain in July. My grandmother had died in the spring,
and I wanted to be at her grave. She had lived to be very old and at last infirm.

1. knolf (n3!): a smal! round hill,
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ANALYZE VISUALS
Examine the portrait on
page 53, and consider the
photographer’s use of
high-contrast lighting.
What traits are suggest
by this emphasis of fight
and shadow? Do you
think the subject might
look stronger or more
vulnerable in a different
kind of light? Explain
your answer.

MEMOIR

Note the descriptive
language in the opening
paragraph. How might a
reader respond differently
to this type of writing
than to a more scientific
description of the
Oklahoma plains?

Edward S. Cuctis Collection.
Library of Congress.




Her only living danghter was with her when she died, and I was told that in death
her face was that of a child.

I like to think of her as a child. When she was born, the Kiowas were living

20 the last great moment of their history. For more than a hundred years they had
controlled the open range from the Smoky Hill River to the Red, from the
headwaters of the Canadian to the fork of the Arkansas and Cimarron. In alliance
with the Comanches, they had ruled the whole of the southern Plains. War was
their sacred business, and they were among the finest horsemen the world has
ever known. But warfare for the Kiowas was preeminently a matter of disposition
rather than of survival, and they never understood the grim, unrelenting advance
of the U.S. Cavalry. When at last, divided and ill-provisioned, they were driven
onto the Staked Plains in the cold rains of autumn, they fell into panic. In Palo
Duro Canyon they abandoned their crucial stores to pillage and had nothing then

30 but their lives. In order to save themselves, they surrendered to the soldiers at Fort
Sill* and were imprisoned in the old stone cotral that now stands as a military
museurn. My grandmother was spared the humiliation of those high gray walls
by eight or ten years, but she must have known from birth the alfliction of defeat, |
the dark brooding of old warriors.

Her name was Aho, and she belonged to the last culture to evolve in North
America. Her forebears came down from the high country in western Montana
nearly three centuries ago. They were a mountain people, a mysterious tribe of
hunters whose language has never been positively classified in any major group.

In the late seventeenth century they began a long migration to the south and east.

40 Tt was a journey toward the dawn, and it led to a golden age. Along the way the
Kiowas were befriended by the Crows,? who gave them the culture and religion of
the Plains. They acquired horses, and their ancient nomadic spirit was suddenly
free of the ground. They acquired Tai-me, the sacred Sun Dance doll, from that
moment the object and symbol of their worship, and so shared in the divinity of
the sun. Not least, they acquired the sense of destiny, therefore courage and pride.
‘When they entered upon the southern Plains they had been transformed. No
longer were they slaves to the simple necessity of survival; they were a lordly and

- dangerous society of fighters and thieves, hunters and priests of the sun. According
to their origin myth, they entered the wotld through a hollow log. From one point

50 of view, their migration was the fruit of an old prophecy; for indeed they emerged
from a sunless world.

Although my grandmother lived out her long life in the shadow of Rainy
Mountain, the immense landscape of the continental interior lay like memory
in her blood. She could tell of the Crows, whom she had never seen, and of the
Black Hills, where she had never been. I wanted to see in reality what she had seen
more perfectly in the mind’s éye, and traveled fifteen hundred miles to begin my

pilgrimage. £

2. Fort Sill: a U.S. army post established in 15369 in the indian Territory (how Oklahoma).

3. Crows: a group of Native Americans who once inhabited the region between the Platte and Yellowstone
rivers in the northern Great Plains. The Crows are now settled in Montana.

54 UNIT 1: EARLY AMERICAN WRITING

preeminently
{(pré-Bm‘s-nnant-}
adv. above all; most
importantly

pillage (pil'7j) A. the act
of looting or plundering
by force

3 ANALYZE STRUCTURE

Reread lines 35—57. Which
lines convey historical
information? Which offer
more personal details?
identify the key words

or phrases that allowed
you to distinguish
between the two types

of information.




Yellowstone, it seemed to me, was the top of the world, a region of deep lakes
and dark timber, canyons and waterfalls. Buz, beautiful as it is, one might have the
sense of confinement there. The skyline in all directions is close at hand, the high
wall of the woods and deep cleavages of shade, There is a perfect freedom in the
mountains, but it belongs to the eagle and the elk, the badger and thie bear. The
Kiowas reckoned their stature by the distance they could see, and they were bent
and blind in the wilderness. :

Descending eastward, the highland meadows are a stairway to the plain. In July
the inland slope of the Rockies is luxuriant with flax and buckwheat, stonecrop
and larkspur. The earth uafolds and the limit of the land recedes, Clusters of trees,
and animals grazing far in the distance, cause the vision to-reach away and wonder -
to build upon the mind. The sun follows a longer course in the day, and the sky is :
immense beyond all comparison. The great biliowing clouds that sail upon it are
shadows that move upon the grain like water, dividing light, Farther down, in the
Jand of the Crows and Blackfeet, the plain is yellow. Sweet clover takes hold of
the hills and bends upon itself to cover and seal the soil. There the Kiowas paused
on their way; they had come to the place where they must change their lives. The
sun is at home on the plains. Precisely there does it have the certain character of
a god. When the Kiowas came to the land of the Crows, they could see the dark
lees of the hills at dawn across the Bighorn River, the profusion of light on the
grain shelves, the oldest deity ranging after the solstices. Not yet would they veer
southward to the caldron of the land thar lay below; they must wean their blood
from the northern winter and hold the mountains 2 while longer in their view.
They bore Tai-me in procession to the east. :

A dark mist fay over the Black Hills, and the land was like iron. At the top of
a ridge I caught sight of Devil's Tower upthrust against the gray sky as if in the
birth of time the core of the earth had broken through its crust and the motion -
of the world was begun. There are things in nature thar engender an awful quiet
in the heart of man; Devil’s Tower is one of them. Two centuries ago, because
they could nort do otherwise, the Kiowas made a legend at the base of the rock.
My erandmother said:

0}

i

Be

Light children were theve ar Play, seven sisters and their brother Suddenly ihe boy

W was siruck dumb; be trembled and began to run upon his hands and Jeer. His fingers
became claws, gnd bie body was covered with fur, Directly there was a bear where the
boy bad been. The sisters were terrified; they ran, and the bear after them. They came
0 the stump of 4 &great tree, and the tree spoke to them. It bade them climb upon it,
and as they did so 15 began to rise into the air. The bear came to Fill them, but they
WETe Just beyond its reach, It veaed against the tree and scored the bark all around
ith its claws, The seven sisters were borne into the sky, and they became the stars

of the Big Dipper,

4. Blackfeat, a

8roup of Native Americans wha once inhabited a region now occupied by parts of Montana
and the Cap,

adizn provinces of Alberta and Saskatchewan,

luxuriant (Iig-zhdore-ont)
adj. characterized by
abundant growth

profusion (pra-fy6o'zhan)
n. abundance; lavishness

soistice (s8I'stTs) n, either
of two days of the year
when the sun is farthest
from the celestial equator;
the summer solstice is the
longest day of the year,
and the winter solstice is
the shortest,
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From that moment, and so long as the legend lives, the Kiowas have kinsmen
in the night sky. Whatever they wete in the mountains, they could be no more.
100 However tenuous their well-being, however much they had suffered and would
suffer again, they had found a way out of the wildetness. @3
My grandmother had a reverence for the sun, a holy regard that now is alf but
gone out of mankind. There was a wariness in her, and an ancient awe. She was
a Christian in her later years, but she had come a long way about, and she never
forgot her birthright. As a child she had been to the Sun Dances; she had taken
part in those annual rites, and by them she had learned the restoration of her
people in the presence of Tai-me. She was about seven when the last Kiowa Sun
Dance was held in 1887 on the Washita River above Rainy Mountain Creek. The
buffalo were gone. In order to consummate the ancient sacrifice—to impale the
110 head of a buffalo bull upon the medicine tree—a delegation of old men journeyed
into Texas, there to beg and barter for an animal from the Goodnight herd.? She
was ten when the Kiowas came together for the last time as a living Sun Dance
culture. They could find no buffalo; they had to hang an old hide from the sacred
tree. Before the dance could begin, a company of soldiers rode out from Fort Sill
under orders to disperse the tribe. Forbidden without cause the essential act of
their faith, having seen the wild herds slaughtered and left to rot upon the ground,
the Kiowas backed away forever from the medicine tree. That was July 20, 1890,
at the great bend of the Washita. My grandmother was there. Without bitterness,
and for as long as she lived, she bore a vision of deicide.b
120 Now that I can have her only in memory, I see my grandmother in the several
" postures that were peculiar to her: standing at the wood stove on a winter
morning and turning meat in a great iron skillet; sitting at the south window, bent
above her beadwork, and afterwards, when her vision failed, looking down for a
i long time into the fold of her hands; going-out upon a cane, very slowly as she
I did when the weight of age came upon her; praying. 1 remember her most often
at prayer. She made long, rambling prayers out of suffering and hope, having seen
many things. I was never sure that I had the right to heat, so exclusive were they of
_ all mere custom and company. The last time I saw her she prayed standing by the
Hitl ’ side of her bed at night, naked to the waist, the light of a kerosene lamp moving
CHE . 130-upon her dark skin, Her long, black hair, always drawn and braided in the day,

: - lay upon her shoulders and against her breasts like a shawl. I do not speak Kiowa,
and I never undérstood her prayers, but there was something inherently sad in the
1r sound, some merest hesitation upon the syllables of sorrow. She began in a high
L] and descending pitch, exhausting her breath to silence; then again and again—and

i always the same intensity of effort, of something that is, and is not, like urgency in
the human voice. Transported so in the dancing light among the shadows of her
room, she seemed beyond the reach of time. But that was illusion; I think I knew
then that I should not see her again.

5. Goodnight herd: a herd of Southern Plains bison established in the 1870s by Charles and Mally
. Goodnight for the purpose of preserving the animals from extinction.

a-;f‘? | g 6. a vision of deicide (d&"a-s1d"): a pictuse in her mind of the killing of a god.
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tenuous {t8n'y30-os) ad.
having little substance or
strength; flimsy

ANALYZE STRUCTURE
Reread lines g8—101.
What does Momaday
mean when he says

that “the Kiowas have
kinsmen in the night
sky”? How does the
inclusion of this legend
add depth to the persenal
elements of this memoir?

inherently {in-hir'ent-12")
adv. related fo part of
something’s inmost
nature




ANALYZE VISUALS
In your opinion, does
this photograph convey
the same mood that
Momaday evokes in his
autobiography? Explain
your answer, citing
details from both the
photograph and the text.

Mandan Offering the Buffalo Skull,
Edward §. Curis, photographer.
McCormick Library of Special
Collections, Northwestern University
Library

¢ the weather watch. There,

Houses are like sentinels in the plain, old kecpers 0

age. All colors Weaf opaque (5-pak’) adf. not
and the grain allowing light to pass
black and opaque; through

ghosts, bones given

ky, and you approach them for

/140 in @ very litcle while, wood takes on the appearance of great
soon away in the wind and rain, and then the wood is burned gray
appears and the nails turn red wich rust. The windowpanes are
you imagine there is nothing within, and indeed there
up to the land. They stand here and there against the s
2 longer time than you expect. They belong in the dis

QO ;
nce there was a lot of sound in my grandmother’s house,

tance; it is their domain. @
a lot of coming and

© MEMOIR
Reread lines 120—145.
What words and phrases

gr“}i“%;fﬁﬂmng and talk, The sammers there wese full of excitement and reunion. o you an indication
€ Now . - g o/ i
as are a summer people; they abide the cold and keep to themselves, of Momaday's tone,

bur w .
hen the season turns and the land becomes warm and vital they cannot

150 hold sdill: :
50 hold still; an old love of going returns upon them. The aged visitors who came to

or attitude toward his
subject matter?

e of lean and leather, and

my grandmother’s house when I was a child were mad;

hey .
they bore themselves upright. They wore great black hats and bright ample shirts
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that shook in the wind. They rubbed fat upon their hair and wound their braids
with strips of colored cloth. Some of them painted their faces and carried the
scars of old and cherished enmities. They were an old council of warlords, come
to remind and be reminded of who they were. Their wives and daughters served
them well. The women might indulge themselves; gossip was at once the mark
and compensation of their servitude. They made loud and elaborate talk among
themselves, full of jest and gesture, fright and false alarm. They went abroad in
fringed and flowered shawls, bright beadwork and German silver. They were at
home in the kitchen, and they prepared meals that were banquets,

There were frequent prayer meetings, and great nocturnal feasts. When I was a
child I played with my cousins outside, where the lamplight fell upon the ground
and the singing of the old people rose up around us and carried away into the
darkness. There were 2 lot of good things to eat, a lot of laughter and surprise.
And afterwards, when the quiet returned, I lay down with my grandmother and
could hear the frogs away by the river and feel the motion of the air.

Now there is 2 funéral silence in the rooms, the endless wake of some final
word. The walls have closed in upon my grandmother’s house. When I returned
to it in mourning, I saw for the first time in my life how small it was. It was late at
night, and there was a white moon, nearly full. I sit for a long time on the stone
steps by the kitchen door. From there I could sec out across the land; I could see
the long row of trees by the creek, the low light upon the rolling plains, and the
stars of the Big Dipper. Once I looked at the moon and caught sight of a strange
thing. A cricket had perched upon the handrail, only a few inches away from
me. My line of vision was such that the creature filled the moon like a fossil. It
had gone there, I thought, to live and die, for there, of all places, was its small
definition made whole and eternal. A warm wind rose up and purled like the
longing within me. @ )

The next morning I awoke at dawn and went out on the dirt road to Rainy
Mountain. It was alteady hot, and the grasshoppers began to fill the air. Still, it
was eatly in the morning, and the birds sang out of the shadows. The long yellow
grass on the mountain shone in the bright light, and a scissortail hied” above the
land. There, where it ought to be, at the end of a long and legendary way, was
my grandmother’s grave, Here and there on the dark stones were ancestral names.
Looking back once, I saw the mountain and came away. O

7. ascissortail hied: a fork-tailed bird of the Southwest hied, or hurried.
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enmity {8n'm7-t&) n.
hostility; hatred

nocturnal {ndk-t0r'nal)
adj. occurring at night

MEMOIR
Think about how
Momaday contrasts his

- grandmother’s house as it

was during his childhood
visits with how it is now,
What might this house
symbolize?




