NATIVE AMERICAN ORIGIN STORIES
HOW THE WORLD WAS MADE
The earth is a great island floating in a sea of water, and suspended at each of the four cardinal points by a cord hanging down from the sky vault, which is of solid rock. When the world grows old and worn out, the people will die and the cords will break and let the earth sink down into the ocean, and all will be water again. The Indians are afraid of this.
When all was water, the animals were above in Gälûñ'lätï, beyond the arch; but it was very much crowded, and they were wanting more room. They wondered what was below the water, and at last Dâyuni'sï, "Beaver's Grandchild," the little Water-beetle, offered to go and see if it could learn. It darted in every direction over the surface of the water, but could find no firm place to rest. Then it dived to the bottom and came up with some soft mud, which began to grow and spread on every side until it became the island which we call the earth. It was afterward fastened to the sky with four cords, but no one remembers who did this.
At first the earth was flat and very soft and wet. The animals were anxious to get down, and sent out different birds to see if it was yet dry, but they found no place to alight and came back again to Gälûñ'lätï. At last it seemed to be time, and they sent out the Buzzard and told him to go and make ready for them. This was the Great Buzzard, the father of all the buzzards we see now. He flew all over the earth, low down near the ground, and it was still soft. When he reached the Cherokee country, he was very tired, and his wings began to flap and strike the ground, and wherever they struck the earth there was a valley, and where they turned up again there was a mountain. When the animals above saw this, they were afraid that the whole world would be mountains, so they called him back, but the Cherokee country remains full of mountains to this day.
When the earth was dry and the animals came down, it was still dark, so they got the sun and set it in a track to go every day across the island from east to west, just overhead. It was too hot this way, and Tsiska'gïlï', the Red Crawfish, had his shell scorched a bright red, so that his meat was spoiled; and the Cherokee do not eat it. The conjurers put the sun another hand-breadth higher in the air, but it was still too hot. They raised it another time, and another, until it was seven handbreadths high and just under the sky arch. Then it was right, and they left it so. This is why the conjurers call the highest place Gûlkwâ'gine Di'gälûñ'lätiyûñ', "the seventh height," because it is seven hand-breadths above the earth. Every day the sun goes along under this arch, and returns at night on the upper side to the starting place.
There is another world under this, and it is like ours in everything--animals, plants, and people--save that the seasons are different. The streams that come down from the mountains are the trails by which we reach this underworld, and the springs at their heads are the doorways by which we enter, it, but to do this one must fast and, go to water and have one of the underground people for a guide. We know that the seasons in the underworld are different from ours, because the water in the springs is always warmer in winter and cooler in summer than the outer air.
When the animals and plants were first made--we do not know by whom--they were told to watch and keep awake for seven nights, just as young men now fast and keep awake when they pray to their medicine. They tried to do this, and nearly all were awake through the first night, but the next night several dropped off to sleep, and the third night others were asleep, and then others, until, on the seventh night, of all the animals only the owl, the panther, and one or two more were still awake. To these were given the power to see and to go about in the dark, and to make prey of the birds and animals which must sleep at night. Of the trees only the cedar, the pine, the spruce, the holly, and the laurel were awake to the end, and to them it was given to be always green and to be greatest for medicine, but to the others it was said: "Because you have not endured to the end you shall lose your, hair every winter."
Men came after the animals and plants. At first there were only a brother and sister until he struck her with a fish and told her to multiply, and so it was. In seven days a child was born to her, and thereafter every seven days another, and they increased very fast until there was danger that the world could not keep them. Then it was made that a woman should have only one child in a year, and it has been so ever since.

THE EARTH ON THE TURTLE’S BACK
Before this Earth existed, there was only water. It stretched as far as one could see, and in that water there were birds and animals swimming around. Far above, in the clouds, there was a Skyland. In that Skyland there was a great and beautiful tree. It had four white roots which stretched to each of the sacred directions, and from its branches all kinds of fruits and flowers grew.
 	There was an ancient chief in the Skyland. His young wife was expecting a child, and one night she dreamed that she saw the Great Tree uprooted. The next morning she told her husband the story.
 He nodded as she finished telling her dream. “My wife,” he said, “I am sad that you had this dream. It is clearly a dream of great power and, as is our way, when one has such a powerful dream we must do all that we can to make it true. The Great Tree must be uprooted.”
 	Then the Ancient Chief called the young men together and told them that they must pull up the tree. But the roots of the tree were so deep, so strong, that they could not budge it. At last the Ancient Chief himself came to the tree. He wrapped his arms around it, bent his knees and strained. At last, with one great effort, he uprooted the tree and placed it on its side. Where the tree’s roots had gone deep into the Skyland there was now a big hole. The wife of the chief came close and leaned over to look down, grasping the tip of one of the Great Tree’s branches to steady her. It seemed as if she saw something down there, far below, glittering like water. She leaned out further to look and, as she leaned, she lost her balance and fell into the hole. Her grasp slipped off the tip of the branch, leaving her with only a handful of seeds as she fell, down, down, down, down.
 Far below, in the waters, some of the birds and animals looked up.
 “Someone is falling toward us from the sky,” said one of the birds.
 “We must do something to help her,” said another. Then two Swans flew up. They caught the Woman From the Sky between their wide wings. Slowly, they began to bring her down toward the water, where the birds and animals were watching.
 “She is not like us,” said one of the animals. “Look, she doesn’t have webbed feet. I don’t think she can live in the water.”
 “What shall we do, then?” said another of the water animals.
 “I know,” said one of the water birds. “I have heard that there is Earth far below the waters. If we dive down and bring up earth, then she will have a place to stand.”
 	So the birds and animals decided that someone would have to bring up Earth. One by one they tried.
 	The Duck dove down first, some say. He swam down and down, far beneath the surface, but could not reach the bottom and floated back up. Then the Beaver tried.  He went even deeper, so deep that it was all dark, but he could not reach the bottom, either. The Loon tried, swimming with his strong wings. He was gone a long long time, but he, too, failed to bring up Earth. Soon it seemed that all had tried and all had failed. Then a small voice spoke up.
 “I will bring up Earth or die trying.”
 They looked to see who it was. It was the tiny Muskrat. She dove down and swam and swam. She was not as strong or as swift as the others, but she was determined. She went so deep that it was all dark, and still she swam deeper. She went so deep that her lungs felt ready to burst, but she swam deeper still. At last, just as she was becoming unconscious, she reached out one small paw and grasped at the bottom, barely touching it before she floated up, almost dead.
 	When the other animals saw her break the surface they thought she had failed. Then they saw her right paw was held tightly shut.
 “She has the Earth,” they said. “Now where can we put it?”
 “Place it on my back,” said a deep voice. It was the Great Turtle, who had come up from the depths.
 They brought the Muskrat over to the Great Turtle and placed her paw against his back. To this day there are marks at the back of the Turtle’s shell which were made by Muskrat’s paw. The tiny bit of Earth fell on the back of the turtle. Almost immediately, it began to grow larger and larger and larger until it became the whole world.
 	Then the two Swans brought the Sky Woman down. She stepped onto the new Earth and opened her hand, letting the seeds fall onto the bare soil. From those seeds the trees and grass sprang up. Life on Earth had begun. 

NATIVE AMERICAN TRICKSTER STORIES
A SATISFYING MEAL
Coyote and Fox are not very fond of each other because they are always competing for the same kind of food.  So whenever he has a chance to play a trick on Fox, Coyote will do it.
	One day Fox managed to catch a prairie dog.  He killed it.  He said:  “This is a fine, fat prairie dog.  It will make a tasty meal.”
	Fox got some wood and made a fire.  When the wood had been reduced to glowing embers, Fox pushed the prairie dog under the hot ashes to roast it.  “It will take a while until the meat is done,” Fox said to himself.  “I think I’ll have a little nap in the meantime.”  So he went to sleep.
	Not far away, coyote came walking along, scrounging for something to eat, sniffing around.  The wind brought to him a scent of roasted meat.  Coyote’s nose quivered with delight.  “Ah,” he said, “I am smelling something good.”
	Following his nose, Coyote came to the spot where Fox sleeping.  He dug out the prairie dog from under the still-glowing embers.  He ate it up in no time at all.  He said:  “This meat is very tender, cooked just the way I like it.”  He left only the bare bones.  He took a little of the fat and smeared it around Fox’s mouth.  Then coyote went off laughing.
	Fox woke up.  He noticed that his mouth was greasy.  He said:  “I must have eaten the prairie dog.  Funny, I don’t remember it.”  He dug underneath the ashes and pulled out what was left—the prairie dog’s bones.  “I was right,” he said, “I did eat the meat, even though I don’t remember it.”
	Fox sat down on a rock.  He was thinking.  He said to himself:  “If I had eaten that prairie dog, I should feel sated.  Instead I am hungry, very hungry.  Therefore I did not eat that meat.”  He jumped up:  “Now I know what happened.  That evil trickster, that no good Coyote, has stolen my meat.  I will find him and kill him!”
	Fox followed Coyote’s tracks.  Coyote saw him coming.  Coyote said to himself:  “Fox is faster than I am.  I cannot get rid of him by running away.”  So Coyote stood up and leaned against an overhanging cliff.  Fox came running.  “Watch out, Coyote, you miserable trickster,” he cried.  “I’ve come to kill you!”
	“Fool,” Coyote cried.  “Half-wit!  Don’t you see that I’m holding up this overhanging cliff, which is about to crush us both to death?  Here, you lean against the cliff and hold it up while I go for a tree trunk to wedge against this rock wall, so that we both can get out from under it without being crushed.  Lean against it real hard or it will flatten you.  I’ll be right back!”  Fox leaned against the cliff real hard.  He waited and waited, but Coyote did not come back.  “This evil Coyote has tricked me again,” said Fox, as he jumped away from the rock wall, still looking up to see whether it would fall down on him.  “Yes, Coyote has made a fool out of me.” 
	Once more, Fox followed Coyote’s tracks.  He found him sitting on a tree stump near a stream.  Again Coyote did not try to flee.  Fox came running, foaming at the mouth:  “Watch out, Coyote, this time I’ll make an end of you, once and for all.  I’ll tear your throat out!”
[bookmark: _GoBack]	It was sunset.  The red setting sun was reflected in the stream’s water.  “Nitwit!” Coyote shouted, pointing at the sun’s reflection.  “Idiot, look at this hunk of find red meat in the water.  Instead of bothering me, you should try to get it before the current sweeps it away.  Here, I’ll hold on to your tail to pull you up after you’ve grabbed the meat!”
	Fox fell for it.  As he jumped into the water, Coyote quickly tied a heavy rock to Fox’s tail.  Fox drowned.  “Finally I’m rid of this pest,” said Coyote.  But of course he was wrong.  No matter how often Coyote and Fox kill each other, they always come to life again.

COYOTE GETS STUCK
	Coyote was roaming.  He encountered Pitch.  Coyote greeted him: “How are you, uncle?”  Pitch did not answer.  Coyote said: “Did you not hear me?”  Pitch remained silent.  Coyote was annoyed:  “Hey, I am speaking to you.  Why don’t you answer?”  Pitch said nothing.
	Now Coyote was really angry:” You rude, impolite fellow, don’t you hear me?  Are you deaf?”  There was still no answer.  Coyote was furious.  “I’ll teach you a lesson!” he cried.  Coyote struck Pitch with his right fist.  It got stuck.
	Coyote growled: “Let me go or I’ll kick you.”  Pitch did not move. 
	Coyote kicked him with his right foot, which got stuck.  Coyote tried to balance himself on one leg.
	He shook his left fist into Pitch’s face and threatened: “You evil, no-good fellow, I’ll knock you senseless!”  He gave Pitch a good whack, but now his left hand was stuck.
	Coyote got more and more frustrated.  “I’ll knock you with my other foot,” he shouted.  He got no reaction.  He kicked with all his might and his left foot was stuck.
	Coyote shouted: “You nasty lump!  I shall whip you with my tail!”  He struck Pitch with his tail, but it too, got stuck.
	Finally Coyote threatened Pitch: “My teeth are sharp.  I will bite you to death!”  Pitch still did not react.  Coyote sank his teeth deep into Pitch and, of course, his mouth got stuck.  He was helpless, glued to Pitch, unable to move.  He could hardly breathe.  He croaked: “Oh, my aunt!  Help me!”
	Coyote’s aunt was powerful.  She came running to his aid.  “Set fire to him!  Set fire to him!” Coyote cried.  Aunt took a burning stick and plunged it into Pitch’s side.  As soon as the flame touched Pitch, he grew soft.  He began to melt.  Then Coyote could extricate himself.  Coyote hold his defeated opponent: “You will be nothing but pitch.  People will call you pitch.  Now you are no longer a person, you are just a gooey, sticky, unpleasant lump.”  Then Coyote and his aunt went off to attend to some matter.
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