
INDIAN TIME 3

I
I

I'

f

ft',.

©;

w

#
£•

I

Mohawk Bedtime
Stories

Indian time, as a culturally oriented paper, strives to in-
clude something for everybody. Our culture is rich in legend
and oral history and we would like to bring some of it to
you in the form of these bedtime stories (or anytime stories).
Indian Time would like to encourage contemporary writers
and story tellers to share their stories and anectotes with us.
We especially would like to hear some tales of humour
which we will publish in both languages, Mohawk and
English. Lesson stories are ideal for children and adults to
share and we will be including some of that in future issues
of Indian Time. So, good reading and we would be glad to '
bear your suggestions or consider your work for publica-
tion.

..rokwaho..

(Reprinted from TALES OF THE IROQUOIS, Vol. I, by
Tebanetorens. This book can be obtained from Akwesasne
Notes at Racquette Point for $5 00)

The Hermit Thrush
Long ago, the Birds had no songs. Only Man could sing,

and every morning, Man would greet the rising Sun with a
song. The Birds, as they were flying by, would often stop
and listen to the beautiful songs of the Man. In their hearts
they wished that they too could sing. One day, -the Good
Spirit visited the Earth.

The Good Spirit walked over the earth inspecting the
various things he had created! As he walked through the
forest, he noticed that there was a great silence. Something
seemed to be missing. As the Good Spirit pondered, the sun
sank behind the western hills. From the direction of the
river, where there was an Indian village, there sounded the
deep rich tones of an Indian drum, followed by the sacred
chanting of the sunset songs. The Good Spirit listened. The
song was pleasing to the ears of the Good Spirit.

The Good Spirit looked around. He noticed that the Birds
were also listening to the singing. "That is what is missing!"
said the Good Spirit. "Birds should also have songs."

The next day, the Good Spirit called all of the Birds to a
great council. From near and far they came. The sky was fill-
ed with flying birds. The trees and bushes bent to the earth
under the weight of so many.

On the great Council Rock sat the Good Spirit. He waited
until all the Birds had perched and had become quiet.

The Good Spirit spoke. He asked the Birds if they would
like to have songs, songs such as the People sang. With one
accord, the Birds all chirped, "Yes! Yes!"

"Very well," said the Good Spirit. "Tomorrow when the
Sun rises in the East, you are all to fly up in the Sky. YOu are
to fly as high as you can. When you can fly no higher, you
will find your song. That Bird who flies the highest will have.-
the most beautiful song of all of the Birds." Saying these
words, the Good Spirit vanished.
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pTHUNDERBOY
!This legend happened long ago on an island in the St.
J^awrence River. The island is called by the Akwesasne
^iohawks, Tekatarenre,* and lies opposite the point where
'the St. Regis River meets the St. Lawrence River a*
Akwesasne. . ' ;" V': •.;.'.

\ • ' • • • ' • - * ' : ' ^ 7 ' - ' -

I The story happened many summers in the past. Long ago,
jja man, his wife, and his daughter lived alone on this island,
They had a garden where they raised com, beans, and
•quashes.

One day, as the three were working in their garden, the
sky became very dark. Glancing up at the dark clouds, the
father said that they had better run quickly to their house or

;4hey would be caught in the rain. The mother shouted to her
[daughter, who was working at the other end of the field, tell-
ting her to cease her work and run for the house.
.The man and his wife then quickly ran for the house. Before
they were half way there, the storm had reached them.

Next morning, long before sunrise, the Birds were ready.
Triere were Birds everywhere. The Earth was covered with
them. There was great excitmem. However, one little Bird
^ a s Very unhappy, He was the little brown Thrush. Perched
beside him was the great Eagle, As the little Bird gazed at the
Eagle, he thought, "What chance have I to compete with this
great Bird? I am so little and Eagle is so large. I will never be
able to fly as high as he." And he was thus thinking, an idea
entered his mind. "Eagle is so excited that lie will not notice
me." With this thought in mind, the brown bird flew like a
flash to the Eagle's head, and quickly hid under his feathers.
Tile great Eagle was so excited that he did not notice the lit-
tle Thrush. "With my great wings, I will surely Win," said
h e . • ; . ' • . ; . : - " • • • • . . ' •'• ' • • , - ; : - ' ' •• . • . ' . . . ' . ' ' • •

the sun finally looked over the eastern hill. With a great
roar of wings, the many birds took off. The air was so full of
flying Birds, that for a time, the.sky was dark. Their bodies
covered the face of the Sun.
.For a long time, the birds flew upward. Finally, the

smaller, weaker birds began to tire. The little Hummingbird
was the first to give up. His little wings beat the air so hard
that to this day one can, if one listens, hear his humming
wings. His little squeaking call says, "Wait, wait for me," a
very plain song.

Heavy bursts of rain fell all about them. Flashes of lightning
lit up the sky, and thunder roared above them. Inside the
house, the man and his wife waited for their daughter. They
supposed she was following them. "Probably when the
storm overtook her, she sought shelter in the forest,1' said
mother. In vain, the parents waited for their daughter.
After the storm, the parents returned to trie field. They sear-
ched the island, but they could find no trace of the daughter.
They called to the girl, but they received no answer. Sadly,
they returned to their, house. "The Thunder People have
taken her away," said the mother, and she wept bitter tears.
: - The young daughter had been busy working in the garden
when the storm was approaching. When she saw the. fast
thickening clouds and heard her parents calling for her to the
cabin, she had dropped her hoe and started to follow them.
Suddenly, she was entirely surrounded by what seemed to
be a heavy mist. Her head felt strangely dizzy, and before she
knew what was happening, she felt herself being lifted into
the sky. In a dazed condition, she was carried swiftly above
the earth.

: After a while, the girl found herself in a strange land. Never
before had she seen anything like it. He who carried her was
a little man. He led her through this country until they came
to a long council house. Upon entering this house, the girl
saw many other strange little men all of whom stared at her.
. -At one end of the house stood a man who seemed to be
the chief of these little people. This little chief seeirted very
angiy when he saw the girl and her escort. "My son," said
he, "why did you bring this earth person to our country?"

t h e son answered, "Father, I saw her working in the field,
and t fell in love with her. 1 wanted her, so I took her away."
The chief said, "You should have left her upon the earth,
.tier ways are not our ways. She cannot eat snails, bugs, and
worms, which is the kind of food that we live on." '

Again, he spoke. "If you insist upon keeping her here, you
yourself must return to earth and secure earth food for her.
The ways of Ratiweras,* the Thunder People, are different
from the ways of the Earth People." The son agreed to do
this. Every day he would travel to earth and secure food For

^ ' • ' • • • • • • ' • • ' " ' ' * • • • ' • •^ . . .
For one year, this earth girl lived in the country of the

Thunder People. Her husband granted her every wish, and
she became very happy. Though she sometimes thought of-
tier parents, she did not become lonesome.

One day, the chief of the Thunder People said, "My
daughter, you are soon to give birth to a son. It would not do
to have the child born in this land. You musr^eturn to your
old home onthe island, Tekatarenre. But there is one thing I
.want to warn you about. After your boy is born, guard him
carefully. You must warn everyone who goes near the boy
nevefio strike him. If anyone strikes the boy, you wiB lose
him;" • '••,-••: . ' ' ."; --_•' '

Suddenly, without warning, the girl was again surrounded
bythehcavymist Her mind became dazed. Once again, she
found herself travelling at a great speed through space. After
what seemed a little while, she opened her eyes and to her
surprise, found herself in front of her mother's cabin back sit
the island.

The parents of the girl were happy to see her, They had.
long given her up for lost. The girl told her strange story and
said that soon she was to give birth «? a^spn. What the
Thunder Chief had said came true - in tlnie, a Httle son was,
born to the girl.

The rat Crowbird was the next to give up. As he floated
down, he listened and heard his song, a very common song.
Other birds weakened and while flying eastward, listened
and learned their songs. . ' ~

At last, the Sun was at the end of the Earth. The Night Sky
began to darken the Earth. By this time, there were only a
few Birds left. They were the larger, strong-winged Birds:
the Eagle, Hawk, OVl, Buzzard, and Loon. All night, the
Birds ftew up, ever up.

/When the Sun rose next morning, only the Eagle, chief of
all Birds, was left. He was still going strong. When the sun
was halfway in the Sky, Eagle began to tire. Finally, with a
look~of triumph,/for there were no other birds in sight, the
tired Eagle began to soar earth-ward. The little Thrush^
riding under the feathers of the great Eagle, had been asleep
all of this time. Whert the Eagle started back to Earth, little
Thrush awoke. He hopped off the Eagle's head and began to
fly upward. Eagle saw him go and glared with anger at him,
but was powerless to stop him as he was completely ex-
hausted.

The little Thrush flew up and up. He soon came to a hole
in the Sky. He found himself in a beautiful country, the Land
of Happy Spirits. As he entered the Spirit World, he heard a
beautiful song. He stayed in heaven for a while learning this
s p r i g . . ; . ' • . - ' '• • / . / ' " • ; . • . •

When he had learned it completely, he left the Land of the
Happy Spirits and flew back toward Earth. Thrush could
hardly wait to reach the earth. He was anxious to show off
his beautiful song.

As Thrush neared the Earth, he glanced down at the Coun-
cil Rock, there sat all of the Birds, and on the Council Rock,
glaring up at him was Akweks, the Eagle. All of the Birds
were very silent as they Waited for Thrush to light on the
council ground.,

Suddenly, the feeling of glory left the little Thrush* and he
felt ashamed. He knew that he had cheated to get his
beautiful song. He also feared Akweks, who might get even
with him for stealing a free ride. He flew in silence to the
deep woods, and in shame, with dragging heart, hid under
the branches of the largest Tree. He was so ashamed that he
wanted no ohe to see him.

There you will find him today. Never does the Hermit
Thrush come out into the open. He is still ashamed because
he cheated. Sometimes, however, he cannot restrain himself
and he must sing his beautiful song. When he does this, the
other Birds cease their singing. Well they know that the song
of the Hermit Thrush, the song from Spirit World, will make
their songs very weak. That is why Hermit Thrush is so shy.
That is why his song is the most beautiful song of all the
Birds. That is why this Spirit Song causes the Sun to shine in
the hearts of the People who hear it as they go into the dark
forest,
(The'Old Six Nations People told this to their children to
teach them to be honest, and that it does not pay to cheat.)

(from TALES OF THE IROQUOIS, Vol. 1, by tebanetorens,
available at Akwesasne Notes/Indian Times book store for
only $5.00.)

This boy was smaller than an earth child, and in many
ways, his habits differed from the habits of an ordinary boy,
Whenever a thunder storm would approach the island, the
boy would become very excited. He would run out into the
storm and laugh and play about. At such times, the Thunder
would seem to roar more often. Great flashes of Lightning
would light the skies •

The old Grandmother did not like to have the boy run out
into the storm. Whenever a Storm approached, she would
try to shut the child up in the cabin, but the boy always
managed to escape in spite of all she could do.

One day, at the approach of a Storm, the old Grandmother
locked the boy in the cabin. She scolded him, and forebade
him to go out into the Storm. The boy became very angry.
He ran about the cabin, throwing to the floor everything he
could get his hands on. He was in a terrible temper. The
Grandmother told him to cease his mischief and to sit down,
but the boy only stamped around more.

When the boy became angry, faint sounds as of distant
thunder seemed to come from his body. The more angry he
became, the louder the thunder sounded. His Grandmother
told him to cease his noise. In his rage, he continued to
wreck everything he could get his hands on.

The old woman lost her temper. Taking/up a stick, she
gave the boy a sharp blow across his legs. Instantly,^here
was a blinding flash of lightning, followed by a loud roar of
thunder. The room became^illed with a heavy mist.

Trembling with fear, the old woman huddled in a corner
of the cabin. When the mist cleared, the boy had vanished.

Far away, she could hear a rumble of thunder sounding
fainter and fainter in the distance.

When the boy's mother returned to the cabin, she said,
•'You have struck my son. His father has taken him to liye
with him in the land of the Thunder People We will never
see him again;" ^,
y Because the Thunder Boy is half-Indian, the Thunder Peo-
ple are friends of the Indian and do not bother them. In the
early spring, at jhe coming of the first Thunder, it is said to
please the Thunder People if you throw Real Tobacco on the
• f i r e . , ••;_••••. ' ' : / ' ; • '• . •' '
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Life On The Farm
by Dave MacDonald
Dad used to like to keep chickens around the farm and this
one time he had about a hundred in the hen coop. One night
some kind of animal got into the hen coop and killed about
55 of Dad's prized hens. When he got up the next morning
and saw the dead chickens all over the barn yard, he was
understandably madder than hell! He furiously told us, "If I
so much as hear a peep tonight, I'll shoot first then check to
see what's killing my hens!" He then proceeded to load the
22-rifle and placed it next to the door so that it would be
handy to get, That evening Dad had gone back into the
house and Ridhard David and I finished up the chores. As we
were going back to the house we noticed one of the hens
was out of the hen coop, so I told Richard, "We better get a
flashlight and find that hen before what-ever killed the
others comes back and gets this one." We proceeded to
chase that very frightened hen for about 20 minutes before
we could catch it. We were just getting ready to open the
hen coop door to put the hen back, when we heard a loud
bang! I shouted at Richard, "My father's shooting at us!" and
the hen and flashlight were thrown into the night as we
scrambled toward the garage where the yardlight was on.
When Richard and I raced into the garage where it seemed
safer, we noticed Sonny welding on a piece of equipment.
He had his back to us and was supposedly still welding...it
was then we noticed his uncontrollable shaking which was
cause by his hysterical laughter at the sight of Richard and I
standing there so damned scared. After a while, Sonny calm-
ed down enough to tell us how he'd been welding and had
noticed us chasing the chicken. He had taken a firecracker
out of his pocket, lit the thing on the hot metal and had toss-
ed it at Richard and I just as we got to the hen coop!

Dad and I were doing chores and he asked me to throw
down five bales of hay for the night feeding. When I.was up
in the mow, I threw down the five bales, then I thought
"Hell, I might as well throw down extra bales for morning/'
So as I let the sixth bale go, I noticed too late, Dad already
under the hole moving the bales. After he'd gotten up from
under the bale I'd hrt'hirn with, he glared up at me in the
mow and said, "I Send you to high school and you still can't
count!" /: :

I used to have to have somebody help me start the old
dump truck We used to dean the gutters with. One day I was
trying to start it by myself, 1 had the"tractor hooked up to it
and I'd drag it up the driveway. After getting the truck on
top of the hill, I'd let it coast down, hoping I could start it
that way. After about three unsuccessful attempts at starting
it, I was pushing it into position for the down-hill run, when
the damned motor started. I had left it in gear so that when I
got it back to the top of theiiill, it wouldn't roll back down.
Well, k seemed I had forgotten to turn off the switch on my
last run down the hill, and when I pushed it with the tractor
to get it positioned right, it started. Mom was in the kitchen
and when she saw the truck coming right for the window
with nobody driving, she nearly fainted. Luckily,, it only
broke a small piece of clapboard when it hit the house.

That same old dump truck got a flat one day and after
about three hours of damned hard work, we finally got it fix-
ed and back on the truck. I had taken a load of manure down
the road to where we piled.it in the field and was on my way
back when, as I was rounding a very sharp curve, I felt the
back end drop and then heard a loud bang! I naturally assum-
ed I'd blown another tire. I kept going to get off the road at
least, I knew if I stopped, I'd never get it off the jroad. I made
it halfway up the driveway and then it wouldn't go no fur-
ther. When I checked to see how bad the tire was, I couldn't
"find it, it flew off as I went around the corner!

Harold Ransom was working for us one summer and he
was helping me do the milking. While wejwere milking, I
decided to check one of the cows to see if she was "carrying
a calf." The standard way to check is to gently push on the
cow's right side to see if you can bump a calf. I was trying
this method on a cow that was quite fat and I had to try
various times to see if I could bump a calf in all that fat.
Harold had been watching me going thru all these strenuous
procedures and finally he came over and said, "Here, let me
show you how it's done." I, always willing to learn
something new, said, "Sure, let me see you try"... he then
proceeded to twist the cows tail quite hard. Finally I asked
him, "What the heck are you doing?" and he replied, "I'm
trying to make the cow get over...isn't that what you were
trying to do?"

It was auction night and Dad and I were doing chores, He
saidj "Lets load.the two calves in the trunk of the car rather
than use the truck because it's pretty cold." So he backed
the car up to the barn door and I asked him "Should we put
them in bags so they'll be easier to handle? " He replied, "No,
just throw them in the trunk, it'll be a lot faster." We lifted
both calves into'the trunk and when we went to shut the
trunk door both calves stood up and made it impossible to
shut the door. Dad then suggested "I'll hold them down,
then you shut the door." When he had finally got them
down I started to close the door and they tried to jump up
again, so I quickly slammed down the door..,smack on top
of Dad's head! He slowly turned to me and said, "Goddam-
mit, wait till I get my damned head out of the way!!"

When all of us were still home, we would all be involved
in the haying. One day we were busy putting hay in the barn
and Dad Came to me (I was standing outside the barn) and
asked me "Dave, where's the greasegun?" I turned around
arid hollered to Joe, who was in the barn, "Joe, where's the
greasegun?"...to which Joe hollered to Sonny, who was at
the far end of the hay mow, "Sonny, 'where's the grease
gun?" After all this took place, Dad stormed off ba-is to the
garage exclaiming, "The hell with it, I'll find the damned
thing myself!" _ ^ . ;
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