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MYTHOLOGY'
BUNGLING HOST'

There was Bluejay (te.'xanat). His sister's name was io.'i. They were sitting
down, brother and sister. Pretty soon the sister said, "Oh brother, you should go
fishing."

He went out early in the morning. It was low tide. He saw someone fishing.
He went over to see him. It was an old fellow. When Bluejay reached him he said,
"Oh, are you fishing?" "Yes, brother, I'm fishing. That's all the food I can get,"
the old man answered. Bluejay watched him. Soon he speared a flounder (poma'i).
Bluejay watched a while longer. The old man speared another one, a bullhead
(sxotno"). He got five flounders and five bullheads. The old fellow said, "I guess
I' l l  go home now;the tide is coming in. Did you get anything?" "No, I didn't,"
Bluejay answered; "not even a thing." "Well," the old fellow said, "you can come
to eat with me."

Bluejay went home and told his sister. She took a bag on her back. They went
in a canoe. They reached the old fellow's house. He had many fish, all kinds. "What
kind do you want me to cook for you ?" he asked. "Oh, anything," Bluejay answered.
The old man took a flounder and roasted it for them. They ate it and got ready to
go home. "You had better go first," Bluejay's sister said to him. "No, you go first,"
he answered. "You won't say anything to him ?" the sister asked. "No, I won't say
anything," he promised. So she took all of the flounder that they hadn't eaten and
put it in her basket and left. Bluejay said to Crane (sqwa's) [the old man], "You'd
better come to our house tomorro[r." "All right," Crane answered.

The next morning Bluejay went out early. Then he came in and said, "There
is a little canoe coming." "Oh, you must have asked Crane to come," his sister
said. "What can we feed him?" 'Oh, that's all right," Bluejay answered.

Crane came in. They put down a food mat and sat down. Then Bluejay un-
wrapped a mat and took out three pieces of flounder and three pieces of bullhead.
They were small pieces. He gave them to Crane. Crane saw that they were his
fish. He didn't eat much;he said that he was in a hurry and left. Bluejay was
angry. "Why did he go ?" he asked. His sister said, "Why, he couldn't eat that !
It was his own fish !" "No, that was my fish," Bluejay said.

The next morning Bluejay said to his sister, "Let's visit Seal (o''lxa'iu)."
They went to Seal's house. They got there. Seal was lying down on her bed. They
went in. Seal saw the old people; "Oh, you have come l" "Yes, my sister and I de-
cided to come and see you." Seal was glad. Seal had two boys and three girls. She
told her oldest daughtet, "You had better go over and lie down on that snag."
Then they talked. After a while Seal asked another daughter, "fs your sister lying
on that snag ?" The girl went out. She saw her sister on the snag. She went in and

rThese myths were obtained incidentally during the recording of ethnographic data from
Emma Luscier. A11 were recorded during the summer of 1931. They are presented here to give
something of the flavor of Chinook mythology and to provide a bit of comparative material.

2Cf. Boas, Chinook Texls, pp. 167 -7 1, 17 8-82.
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told her mother. Seal went out and got a club. She went to the snag. Her daughter
was lying there sound asleep. Seal went behind her and clubbed her. The girl
floundered around, dead. Seal carried her home. She put her on the fire and singed
the hair oft. Pretty soon she got brown. The hair was all burned off. Seal scraped
her with a stick. Then she skinned her and took all of the fat ofi. It vras her little
daughter. After all the fat was taken out she got a vessel and heated rocks until
they were red. She put sticks under the pot. Then she put in five pieces of fat and
five pieces of meat. Then she put in the rocks and poured water in until everything
was covered. She waited. Now everything was cooked good. She took it out. She
got plates and put the meat on them. She gave it to the visitors. She gave them
soup, too. She gave them shell spoons. They ate the soup, the meat, and the fat.
They finished. Bluejay's sister put what was left on a bone stick, the meat and the
fat, to take home. They got ready to go home. Bluejay's sister said, "You go first."
"No, you go fi.rst," Bluejay answered; "you might say something to her." His sister
became angry. As soon as she had gone Bluejay asked Seal to visit them.

It was morning. Bluejay made the fire. He saw a canoe and told his sister.
"What will we give them to eat?" she asked. "Oh, I'11 give them something,"
Bluejay answered. Seal came in. Bluejay's sister put down good mats for Seal to
sit on. She sat down. Bluejay had children but he had no wife. He called his chil-
dren. They came. He spoke to the youngest one, "Now you go and lie down over
there." She lay down. Bluejay talked. Then he went out. His daughter was lying
down. He clubbed the girl. She kicked, kicked and died. Then he wondered, "What
shall I do ? Should I pluck her feathers or cook her whole ? I'd better pluck her feath-
ers." He heated rocks. He put his daughter in the vessel. Then he put in the hot
rocks and covered them with water. He tried to do everything just as Seal did.
Now she was cooked. He took the cover off the vessel. The little girl was all dried
up. She was burned because she had no fat. Bluejay fainted. Seal looked in the
vessel. "It's too bad what you have done," she said.

Seal called her children. A1l five of them came. The one she had killed came.
Seal had brought her to life again. Her forehead hadn't been cooked. Seal had blown
on her at that spot and brought her back to life.

All the children were there. Bluejay was lying dead [unconscious]. Seal spoke
to her daughter, "Lie down there, quickly ! I'm in a hurry !" Her daughter lay
down. Seal clubbed her. She floundered and died. Seal singed her, scraped her,
skinned her, and took ofi the fat. She told io.'i to take Bluejay away. Then she
heated the rocks and put the meat and the rocks in the vessel and covered them with
water. She waited. Now the meat was cooked. She took it out. It was well cooked.
She asked io''i if she had a wooden platter. She answered, "Yes." She brought the
platter to Seal. Bluejay was still dead. Seal went out. She found Bluejay's daugh-
ter's head. Her forehead hadn't been burned. Seal blew on it five times and put it
in the water. The girl came to life. Pretty soon she went into the house, shaking
off the water.

Seal went home. She felt badlv because of what Blueiav had done.
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Bluejay came to life. Then he saw the meat. "Why didn't Seal eat any meat ?
Why didn't she eat my meat ?" he asked. "That's not your meat; that's Seal's
meat. There's your daughter, over there," his sister answered. "No !" Bluejay ex-
claimed, "that's my meat." "Be quiet !" io''i said, "you can't do those things !"
Then they ate. They drank soup and ate meat.

Then they visited xwA"saqwax.3
Early in the morning Bluejay said to his sister, "We'11 go to visit xwa"saqwax."

"No," she answered, "we shouldn't go." "Come on, let's go," Bluejay insisted.
"Oh, you always want to do what everyone else does, and you can't," she objected.
They argued. Then they went. They went up the river.

"A canoe is coming," the children of xwa"saqwax called. "ft's a little canoe
with two people." "Oh, that's Bluejay," their father thought. He had already
heard what Bluejay was doing. Bluejay and his sister landed. They went in.
"Put down the good mats," xwa"saqwax told his children. They put them down.
"Oh, you decided to come up and see me ?" "Yes," Bluejay ansrvered, "we made up
our minds all at once to come and visit you." xwd"saqwax was glad. "W'e won't stay
long, " io ''i said ; "we'11 go home soon. " "Oh, no l You must stay and eat, " xwa"-
saqwax answered. Bluejay's sister was afraid. She was afraid Bluejay would try
to do something that he couldn't. xwa"saqwax picked up a vessel. Bluejay looked
around; he couldn't see any fish, or anything. He wondered what they would eat.
He could see nothing. xwa"saqwax had lots of hair. It was thick and long. After
the rocks were all heated, he was walking around. He took one salmon egg out of
his hair. He put it in the vessel. Then he put in the rocks and poured on the water.
In a little while he took off the cover. The vessel was full of salmon eggs. He gave
spoons to Bluejay and io ''i, and food. They ate soup. After they had finished they
got ready to go home. "You had better go first," io''i said to Bluejay. "No, you
go first," Bluejay ansn'ered. "No, you'll invite him to visit us," said io ''i. "No, you
go !" They argued. They were angry. Bluejay's sister rvent out. Bluejay said to
the old man, "You had better come and visit us tomorro$'." "All right," the old
man answered. They went home.

It was early in the morning. Bluejay had the fire going. He looked up. He
saw a canoe coming. It was a little canoe. "Here comes the old man," he told his
sister. "What are you going to feed him?" she asked. "Oh, I'11 get something."
"Yes, you'll try to do what he did and you can't." They argued. The old fellow
got there. He landed his canoe and went ashore. "Put down the good mats," Blue-
jay told his sister. She put them down. The old man sat down. He looked around.
He saw nothing. "What will they give me to eat ?" he wondered. He saw nothing.
Norv Bluejay got a vessel ready. He did the same as the old fellow. When he was
eating at the old man's house he had put away one salmon egg. Soon everything
was ready. Bluejay took the egg. He put it into the vessel. Then he sat down. He
talked. Then he opened the pot. Only one egg was there; it was all dried up. Blue-
jay died [fainted]. "That's too bad," xwa"saqwax said. He told io''i to clean the
vessel. She cleaned it. He heated rocks. Soon all was ready. He put one egg in the

3A sma1l gray bird, fond of salmon eggs.
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vessel. "Don't keep it there long," he said; "I am going home. I have lots of work
to do." He went out. He started away.

Bluejay woke up. He uncovered the vessel. It was full of salmon eggs. " What's
the matter with that fellow ?" he asked, "Why didn't he eat any of my food ?" His
sister exclaimed, "Aren't you ashamed ? You try to do everything that you can't
do. There's your egg, all dried up. The old fellow felt sorry for you." They ate the
salmon eggs.

The next morning Bluejay said, "Let's visit Beaver (i''na')." "No," io''i an-
swered. They argued. They went up, far up. They went to visit Beaver. "How
are we going to get in ?" io ''i asked. "His door is under water; we'll have to dive."
Beaver had five doors, like steps, under the water. Bluejay tried to dive to the first
door. He put his nose in the water. He pulled it out. But he wanted to go in. "You
go first," he said to his sister; "then call me and tell me how you get along." "It's
easy," she answered. She held her breath and shut her eyes. She dived in quickly
and got to the second door. It was nice and dry. She sat down and looked out.
She called to Bluejay and told him to shut his eyes and hold his breath. He tried
four times. The fifth time he made it. He got to Beaver's house. Beaver was lying
down, tired. He was fat, so fat he could hardly move. "Oh, you decided to come,"
he said. "Yes, I decided to come," Bluejal. answered. Bluejay looked around. He
saw nothing but green sticks; willow, alder, salmon-berq', and two other kinds.
They were piled thickly, all over the house. There was one pile there, and one there
-five piles in all. Soon Beaver said, "I just came in; I was out fishing. I'm tired,
I fished all night. I'11 give you fresh trout to eat that I caught just last night."
"I was just wishing for trout," Bluejay answered. Beaver took one bunch of sticks
and put it on the mat. "What is he doing ?" Bluejay asked his sister; "we can't eat
those sticks." "Shut your eyes and eat," she said. "That's his food. It will be
trout." "What can we do ?" Bluejay asked again. His sister shut her eyes. She ate
trout. Then Bluejay did the same. He ate trout. Then he opened his eyes. He saw
nothing but sticks. "Oh, io''i," he asked, "what did you do with the fish ?" "That's
it," she answered; "shut your eyes and eat." Bluejay shut his eyes and ate; it was
good. Then Beaver gave them salmon-berry sprouts. They were just sticks. Blue-
jay and his sister shut their eyes and ate fish. The old fellow didn't move. What
they couldn't eat io'/i put in her basket. They stayed awhile. "'We'd better go
home now. It's late," io''i said. "You go first," she told her brother. "No, you go,"
he answered. They argued. She put her basket on her back and dived out. Bluejay
asked Beaver to visit them. "All right," Beaver answered. Bluejay had a hard
time getting out. He tried four times. He had a hard time. The next time that he
tried, he got out. They started home. They went home.

The next morning Bluejay saw Beaver coming. He told his sister to put down
the good mats. Bluejay got his knife and rushed out. He looked around. He saw
some willow; he cut five sprouts. He found some salmon-berry; he cut five sprouts.
He ran to some alder; he cut five alder sprouts. He found the other two bushes and
cut five sprouts from each. Then he went in. He had all that he could pack. He
got a dish. "I just got back," he said; "I've been fishing." Beaver shut his eyes
and ate. ft was good. He ate until the first bunch was gone. Then he ate another
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bunch. He ate and ate. He ate all five bunches. He was glad for the good meal.
Bluejay did well that time. Beaver got ready to go. "I'll go home now," he said.

Talapasa spoke to Bluejay : "People in the future will try to do things that they
can't. If they have power, they will be able to; otherwise, they won't. You will be
bluejay after this. You won't try to do those things. You will tell hunters whether
to go hunting or not."

WREN KILLS ELK

There was Wren (qaqo'p) and his grandmother. Soon his grandmother said,
"Oh, my grandson, I n'ish you would go out and hunt. I'm hungry. I want some
meat." Wren asked, "What is it that you wish ?" "'Well," his grandmother answered,
"if you go out, go to one certain spot, then sit down and call for Elk."

Wren went out. He sat down upon a stump. He began to sing. He called for
Elk to come. Soon Raccoon came along. Wren looked at him; he watched him.
"Oh, this isn't any Elk !" Then he spoke to Raccoon, "I don't want you. I want
Elk."

Wren called again. Another animal came. This time, it was Mink. 
'Wren saw

that it was Mink. He said, "I don't want you. I want Elk." "I'm Elk," answered
Mink. "No, you aren't," answered Wren. "Grandmother said that Elk was large."

Wren called again. Then Otter came. Otter said that he was Elk. But Wren
answered, "I know that you are Otter. I don't want you." Now it was three that
had come.

Wren called once more. He wanted Elk to come. He heard something coming.
Pretty soon Deer came. "Maybe this is Elk," thought Wren. But it wasn't Elk.
Wren found out who it was. It was Deer.

Then Wren called loudly, and sang. He called Elk. Soon he heard a loud crack-
ing in the woods. Then Elk came. Wren wondered what he could do. "You called
me," said Elk; "here I am." Wren wondered rvhat he could do. "How could you
ever kill rrie ?" asked Elk; "you are too small." "Oh, I'11 jump on your neck, then
crawl into your heart and cut it out," answered Wren. "No, you won't," said Elk.
"I'11 sneeze and blow you out." "Then I'11 crawl into your eye," Wren said. "I'll
close my eye and smash you," answered Elk. "Well, I'11 crawl into your ear then,"
Wren said. "But I'11 shake my head and throw you out," Elk answered. "Then
I'll watch until you open your mouth and get in that woy," Wren said. "I'11 spit
you out," Elk answered.

Wren watched Elk. He turned around.. Pretty soon he raised his tail. Wren
jumped in. Elk shook and shook but he couldn't get him out. Wren crawled in a
long way. He reached Elk's heart and cut it out. It took a long time. Elk jumped
and ran, trying to get Wren out, but he couldn't. After a while he fell don'n. Then
'W'ren 

crawled out. It was very hard to do. He was all greasy and bloody. He
brought out some fat with him. He wondered what he could do rvith it to keep from
getting it dirty. He was all greasy and bloody. Then he thought of skunk cabbage
leaf. He went to a swamp and wrapped the fat up in a skunk cabbage leaf that he
found there. Then he went home.

aChinook jargon for Coyote.
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'Wren's grandmother was making tamanawas.6 She was pounding the floor
with a stick. She was saying, "I hope my grandson will come home soon." Then
Wren came in. "Oh, I'm glad !" she said. "Yes, I'm home," W'ren answered. He
opened his package of grease. The woman was glad when she saw it. "We can't go
after Elk this evening. We'lI go in the morning," she decided. Wren was very tired.
"You must lie down," his grandmother said. But she stayed awake all night, so
they could be ready to leave early the next morning. She really didn't sleep at all.

Early in the morning she awakened Wren. She told him to wash himself. He
was covered with blood. Wren washed. Then they started out. After a while they
reached Elk. He was really there. Wren's grandmother was overjoyed. She started
to sing, "Grandson killed Elk, grandson killed Elk." Wren asked her how to skin
E1k. "What ?" she asked. ttyo11-1'o11r a hunter, and you don't know how to skin
Elk ?" Then she showed him. "Cut here and here, and here," she said. Then Wren
skinned Elk. After he was skinned the old lvoman said, "You will have to dry the
meat right here." "But how do you dry it ?" asked Wren. She showed him how to
dry the meat. She put four sticks in the ground. Then she put two poles on the
sticks. Then she put brush across the poles. After that she cut up all the meat and
made it ready to dry. She put it all on top of the brush. Then she was finished.

She sent Wren to bring wood. She told him to get wood without any pitch;
elder and bark. Wren brought the wood and made a fire under the meat to cook it.
"Now, my grandson," the old woman said, "I want you to get some good hemlock;
some small round sticks. Then we can turn the meat over so that it will dry quickly. "
The old woman was very glad. She took a bite of the meat over there, here, and over
there. She was eating meat and grease once more.

The next day they started home. Wren wondered how they could take the meat.
"We can't pack it all back, grandmother," he said. "Now, my grandson," she
asked, "why do you say that you want to be a hunter ? Go and find cedar bark and
cedar poles; poles that are easy to bend." Wren brought the bark and poles. The
old woman put them together. She made a basket to carry the meat. Then she
made a carrying strap. "It will be like that," she said; "that's how they will pack
meat home. They will clean it all, saving everything. That's theway they will do it."

After the meat was taken care of, the old woman asked what should be done
with the hide. "Oh, I'11 take that along," W'ren answered. "All right, grandson,
we'llfix it up for a blanket." "Oh, my grandmother, really ?" Wren exclaimed. They
rolled the hide up tight. Then they carried everything home. They packed it out.

'When 
they reached home they made frames for curing the hide. They got bone

scrapers. Every day, every day, they worked, scraping the hide. Then it was fin-
ished. It was nice and soft. The old woman said, "It will be like that a long
time from now. Somebody will have good luck at hunting. He will use the hide that
way. He will waste nothing. He will save all the meat, and even the bones. The
head will be saved. It will be put in the fire to burn the hair off. Then it will be
scraped clean." "But what will be done with it ?" asked Wren. "It will be saved
for winter food. It won't spoil," the old woman answered. "The same will be done

EChinook jargon for guardian spirit.
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with the feet. They will be dried and saved. The grease will be stored too. It will
be kept in bags made from intestines."

After a while Wolf came. He begged for some meat. "Oh, grandson," the old
woman said, "we had a hard time to get this meat. We don't want to give it away."
Wolf went away.

'Wren 
and his grandmother went out. They got in a canoe and went down the

river. Wolf went back to the house to ask for meat again. He wanted dried meat
and grease. When he got there he found no one, so he went in and ate. He ate
grease and dried meat. The old woman had put some wood on the fire before she
left. Wolf put some fat on a stick and held it over the fire to melt it. The fat dropped
on the fire. Woif went out. He took some meat. Wren and his grandmother were
in the canoe. Wren said, "Grandmother, someone is in our house. Let's go home."
Wolf was afraid that someone would come. He took a lot of meat and left. Wren
and the old woman returned. She saw what had happened. She saw drops of fat
on the fireplace. She called Wren, "Come and see!The meat is nearly all gone."
The fat was over half gone; the best meat was gone. Wren came in and looked
around. Then he went outside. He saw tracks. "Come grandmother," he called;
"Wolf's tracks are here. He was the one that took the meat."

The old woman came and saw that what he said was true.

PHEASANT, COON AND THE ACORNS; COYOTE TURNS
COTTONWOOD INTO SALMON

Pheasant always dried lots of blackberries. Every day she rvent out and gath-
ered berries, then dried them for winter. She gathered acorns and dried them and
put them away for winter. She got salmon eggs and dried them. Also she dried lots
of salmon. She gathered salal berries and hazelnuts and stored them.

In winter Coon got hungry. Pheasant had stored many acorns. She cooked
the acorns, then put them in five piles, out in a swarnp, so that they would stay
damp. Coon was hungry. He said, "Grandma, I'm hungry." Grandma had worked
hard all summer and stored food. She said, "What do you want, what do you want ?"
But Coon just cried. "Do you want acorns ?" she asked. "Yes lthat's what I want,"
Coon answered. "A11 right," Pheasant said, "get your little canoe and paddle out
to my first pile of acorns. Take acorns from the first pile only. You know where
they are; you helped me put them away. But only fill your canoe half fu11."

Coon paddled out to the acorns. He filled his canoe full at the first pile, then
went back. He ate them all, but he didn't have enough, so he went back. He filled
his canoe more than half full again, and ate all of it, but still he didn't have enough,
so he stayed at the acorn pi1e. He ate all of the acorns. But still he was hungry.
So he went to the next pile and did the same thing. He ate four piles of the acorns.
Then he ate half of the last pile.

Crow came along. She saw Coon. She said, "You ate all the acorns !" "No,
don't say that," Coon answered. "Come here and I'11 give you some." He threw
four or five acorns to her. Soon she began to call out again, "Oh ! Coon ate all the
oak berries." Coon called her down again and gave her some more acorns. Finall1',

t
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she ate them all. Then Coon wondered what he could do. He thought, "If I go
home, I'll get whipped." Then he thought, "Well, I'11 have to go home."

Pheasant wondered why Coon rsas gone so long. "He must have eaten all the
acorns," she thought. The old woman got up, got her cane, and went to the place
she had stored the acorns. "This is all gone," she thought, as she looked where the
first pile had been. "And this is all gone, the second pile, and the third, and the
fourth. All five are all gone." She became angry. "When I find Coon I'll give him
a good whipping," she thought.

Coon didn't know where to hide. He ran into the house. "I'11 hide in the cor-
ner," he thought. "No, grandma will see me there.-I'll hide under the bed.-No,
I'11 hide under the ashes." So he dug a hole in the ashes and lay down next to a
charred limb.

Pheasant called and called, but didn't get any answer so she went home. "I'd
better make a fire now," she thought. She pulled the coals together. There was a
little fire left, live coals. She blew and blew on the coals. But they were Coon's
eyes, not coals. Coon finally said, "Don't do that." "Oh, it's you," Pheasant said.
Then she grabbed Coon by the hair and took the limb, spruce, and whipped him.
Coon was all black. She nearly killed him. Coon cried, "Grandma, I've had
enough !" "Why did you eat all the berries ?" she asked, and started to whip him
again. His face was all black and blue. Then she left him. He jumped out of the
ashes, crying. Coon made up his mind to leave home.

His body was all blue, all hurt, when he started on the trail. He came to a
creek. There were lots of crab-apples by the creek. Some of them were ripe. He
thought, "I'm getting hungry. I'd better climb a tree and get some apples." He
was still crying, but he stopped. He climbed the tree and wiped his eyes. He was
all hurt and sore. He thought about his grandma. "I like her," he thought, "but
she whipped me so hard I left her." He started eating. The crab-apple tasted very
good. "I'd better quit crying," he thought. "I'11 leave grandma for good, but I'd
better quit crying. I like her, but I'11 leave her anyway." Then he heard someone
coming down the trail. He listened. "It's grandma," he thought. "She's looking
for me now." She was tracking him. "Where has my grandson gone? I'll follow
him and be there too." Coon was eating berries;he was glad. He was singing,
"Oh my grandma, she whipped me. My body is all blue." He was singing, real
Chinook. Soon the old woman heard. She listened. "Oh, that's my grandson,"
she thought. "I'11 talk to him soon, so he will be good to me again." She looked
up. She saw her grandson far up in the tree. "Is that you, my grandson?" she
called. He didn't answer. She asked again. "Oh, shut up; you bother me. I
might fall down." She asked then, "Oh, my grandson, what are you eating ?" "I'm
eating crab-apples," he answered. "Don't bother me. I might fall down." "Oh,
grandson, if you'Il pick lots of apples for me, I'11 sit down here and open my mouth
and you can drop them in." Coon said, "A11 right, sit down where I tell you. 'Wait

a while; not many are ripe." "A11 right," she answered.
Coon picked apples; he picked thorns. He stuck the thorns in the apples.

"Now," he thought, "I'11 get even with grandma. I'm all sore. I'11 get even with
her." He called to Pheasant, "Now sit down good. Open your mouth good. Shut
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your eyes and don't look." She did so and Coon climbed down. "Now open your
mouth wide," he said. He dropped in an apple. It stuck far down in her throat.
She couldn't spit it out, or swallow it. She tried, but she couldn't. She called to
Coon, "Take my basket, my hat, and get water. I'm choking." "Oh, don't bother
me," Coon answered. "I'm coming down, but I'm all sore. f can hardly move."
Finally he got down and took her hat. He took his time. There was fresh water
nearby. Coon sang about his whipping. Grandma told him to hurry. He answered,
"I can't hurry;you rvhipped me." He washed his face, then filled the hat with
water. He started back. Pheasant tried to cry out but couldn't. Coon came close,
then grandma flew to him. Coon said, "You fly now; you'll be pheasant." He went
on, "If it were not for you, I wouldn't be all blue like this. You'll be pheasant."
He thought, "Now, where am I to go?-Myself, I'll be going."

He went up the creek. Soon he got hungry. "I'd better look around on these
rocks," he thought. He went into the water and waded around. He turned over
all the big rocks. Pretty soon he found some crawfsh. "Oh, I'm all right now," he
thought. "I can eat again." He found some more, two or three under one big rock.
It was evening then. "What can I do ?" he wondered. He looked around for a good,
nice, dry place to stay overnight. "I'd better go to the other side of this point,"
he thought. Then he saw a fire, smoke, and people. "I'11 go ovet there," he thought.
"I can make friends with everybody." Soon he met an old fellow. The old fellow
asked, "Brother, where are you going?" "I don't know, brother," Coon answered.
"I'm looking for a place to stay." "I have a little place. You can stay with me to-
night," the other said. So they went home together. They reached home. Coon
stayed there that night. The next morning the old fellow said to Coon, "You go up
the river; I'11 go downriver. We'll fish for crawfish." Coon answered, "You won't
find many downstream. I came up and found two or three."

Coon stayed with the old fellow. Every day they fished; Coon went upstream,
the other went downstream. Then the old fellow asked Coon what to do to get some-
thing else to eat. He said he was tired of crawfish. "What do you think if we wish
for big, fat spring salmon ?" Coon asked. The old fellow said, "A11 right, I'11 wish
too. We'll go out early in the morning and look around. We'Il find cottonwood. You
get five pieces; I'11 get five pieces." In the morning they started out. The old man
said, "If we store the cottonwood, in the morning it will be nice, fat spring salmon."
That evening each of them put five pieces of cottonwood under his pillow and
went to bed. They wished that in the morning it would be spring salmon. Coon
didn't rest all night. "What can I do?" he wondered. "Maybe the old fellow is
good. I don't knoq'." Daylight came and the old fellow got up and made the fire.
Coon was still in bed. The old fellow said to him, "You'd better get up. Look and
see." Coon said, "Al1 right, brother." The old fellow said, "You look first." "No,
you look first. You asked me to go for cottonwood." "Don't say that l" the old
fellow answered. "Say salmon. 

'Wish for fish." The old fellow raised his pillow,
then said, "Now you raise yours." Coon was afraid to. There was a nice fish under
the old fellow's pillow. "How about you?" Coon asked. "Let me see if wereally
got our wish." The old man put a nice, fat, dried spring salmon over for him to see.

{
I
i

i



19381 Ray: Lower Chinook Ethnographic Notes 151

Then the old man said, "Now you put your salmon over there, then I'11 put mine."
"You put yours down first; you asked me," Coon said. The old man counted them
out and put them down, five dried salmon.

Coon looked. "Well, brother, I'm in bad luck," he said. "I have five pieces of
wood." The old man got his wish. "Well, brother," he said; "don't feel badly. 

'We'11

eat. I'll give you two salmon. 
'We'11 

cut this one in half. I'll give you two and a
half, I'11keep two and a half." So they had the nice fish. The old fellow said, "Now
every morning we'll have to fish for crawfish again." Coon was getting so fat he
could hardly move. One morning the old man said, "Go before daylight upstream;
I'11 go downstream. This is the last day we'll be here. We'Il have to move." "Al1
right," Coon answered. They got up early. Coon went just a little way. He caught
one or two crawfish, not many. He heard something crack in the woods. He started
to turn over a rock. He heard a noise in the woods. People came with spears. They
speared Coon. "Oh, why did you do that ? We have been together for a long time,"
Coon cried. It was the old fellow with his face all painted. He went away, hurried
back to the house, washed his face and lay down.

Then Coon tried to pull out the spear, but he couldn't. He went home but he
could hardly walk. The old fellow said, "Oh, brother, I told you to watch out.
There are lots of wild people around here." "Oh, f know you did it. You'd better
change your mind and help me. Cut out the spear." The old fellow could hardly
move, he was so old. He got his knife and cut out the spear, but some fat came out,
too. Coon was very fat. "Well, if you're willing, I'11 doctor you so that you'll get
we11," he said to Coon. "All right, go ahead if you think you can help me," Coon
answered. The old fellow went out to find a hard limb to beat with. He said, "Shut
your eyes, I'll help you." Coon shut his eyes. The old fellow sat close to him. He
thought, "'Well, he's fat now. I'll hit him on the head and kill him now, and eat him. "
He told Coon to turn over. Then he hit him on the head and killed him. He said,
"You'll be coon. After this people will kill you and eat you when you are fat. That's
what I'm going to do with you now." The old fellow was Talapas. Now today lots
of people eat coon.

WILDCAT RESCUES HIS SISTER FROM BEAR

Some Chinook came from the Columbia river to camp on Willapa Harbor.
There were five of them, four brothers and one sister. The sister was the youngest.
Every morning the four brothers went out to hunt elk. They told their sister not
to leave. They told her to go and swim in the big pool they had made for her. Thel'
told her to stay there all the time. She was at puberty. Every morning the brothers
wakened their sister and sent her down to swim. When they came home at night they
called, "Are you there?" "Yes, I'm here," their sister would answer. Every day
they did that. Every day they went hunting.

One day the sister was walking along her trail. She looked toward the place her
brothers had told her not to go. "I wonder why my brothers do not want me to go
there?" she thought. She looked again. "I guess I'11 go and see." She went a little
way and came to a deep, clear pool. "Well," she thought, "I'll stay here and bathe.
This is a much better Dlace." She took off her clothes and went in. She was wash-
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ing her arms and legs when suddenly she heard a noise behind her back. She looked
around and saw a black Bear standing beside her clothes. "Oh, what can I do?"
she wondered. She waited a little while. Then she began to get cold. She said to
the Bear, "'Won't you go away from my clothes? I want to put them on." Bear
answered, "If you will say, 'Husband, let me have my clothes,' I'11 give them to
you." "No, no ! I won't do that !" she cried. She made up her mind not to say that.
She was just a girl yet. She said, "Oh, uncle, give me my clothes." Bear answered,
"Call me husband and you can have your clothes." The girl said, "Please go away
from my clothes. I'm getting cold now, cousin." "Call me husband," Bear an-
swered, "and I'11 give you your clothes." But she wouldn't do that. She was just
a girl yet. She had a very hard time. She called Bear brother and everything she
could think of, but he would not give in. It was getting late, the sun was setting.
She was getting very cold. Then she offered to pay Bear for her clothes but he said,
"No, you must call me husband." After a while she gave up. She called him hus-
band. Old Bear moved. She got her clothes. When she had put them on, old Bear
grabbed her, picked her up and took her with him. He went along his trail. "'We11,
I'11 take you home, to my house, now," he said. They went along, across mountains
and mountains, all that evening and until morning. Then they reached a prairie,
Chehalis prairie. There was a big smoke house.6 Bear took her inside. He shon'ed
her the food for her to eat, camas, and all kinds of roots. Then it was morning. He
showed her where to wash her face. She stayed there.

Her brothers came home the same evening. The oldest brother was Cougar.
He was a great hunter. The youngest brother was 

'Wildcat. 
Cougar called, "Are

you home ?" There was no answer. He called five times. Each time he got no an-
swer. Then he said to the other brothers, "Our sister is gone now. I told her not to
go over there but I think she is gone now." The next morning Cougar got up; he
hadn't rested any that night. He got his bow and arrows and went to the place he
had told his sister not to go. He went and found the trail. He found Bear's tracks. He
thought, "Oh, well, she's gone now." He found Bear's tracks. He tracked him for
a while, until it was getting late. He made up his mind to go home and tell his
brothers that their sister was gone. It '"vas late. He turned around and started
home.

As he was going along the trail he saw a pheasant, rolling over and over. He
thought, "I'11 kill it and take it home for supper." He shot it with an arrow and tied
it to a limb above. Then he went on home. He reached home. He told his broth-
ers, "Our sister is gone. She went where I told her not to go. I found her trail."
He said, "I went to the place she washed. I found where Bear had sat and where
she put on her clothes. I saw old Bear's tracks and saw the way they led. I tracked
him for a while but then I made up my mind to come home and let you know what
had happened." Cougar went on, "Early tomorrow morning I'11 be going." He told
his brothers, "If I don't come back you will know what has happened."

Early the next morning Cougar woke up, took his bow and arrows, and $'ent
to the place where old Bear had been sitting. Then he tracked him. He went across
mountains and mountains. When night came, he made camp. He travelled fir-e

I

:
!
I
:
,-

di
r l
l l

l{
!t

6That is, native dwelling.
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days, then he reached the prairie. He saw a huge house. When he got there he
stopped and thought, "I'd better look inside." He opened the door and saw two
little Bears playing and old Bear lying down asleep. The smaller Bear said, "Oh,
that's uncle. Come on in, uncle." Cougar went in and sat down. The little Bears
went over and talked to him and hugged him. The older Bear said, "Mama, she is
getting camas. She'll be in pretty soon. Oh ! what a lot of lice there are on your head,
uncle ! I'd better kill them." Their uncle had very long hair. One Bear picked lice
on one side and the other on the other. Then both at once bit him on the throat.
Cougar could do nothing about it; there were two of them. They killed him. Then
old Bear woke up and took the fellow out. There was a big log behind the house.
He packedT him there and hid his bow and arrows. Then he went in and told the two
young bears to pack water and wash away the blood or their mother would. come
home and know that it was her brother. They packed the water and washed away
the blood.

The mother came home and saw that the floor was all wet. "What has been
going on here ?" she asked. Old Bear answered, "The two children were playing and
spilled water. That's how it happened." Later she thought, "Something must be
wrong."

The next morning another brother (there were four then) said, "It's queer, our
brother didn't come home. I'll go to look for him." Early the next morning he took
his bow and arrows and left. He went to the pool where his sister had bathed. He
found his brother's tracks, leading from there toward the mountains. After a
while he found the pheasant tied to the tree. He thought, "That's my brother's
pheasant. He killed it and tied it there so that he could come back and pick it
up." He went a little way. A pheasant began to bother him. It flew around
and around him. He thought, "I'd better kill it. Then when I find my brother
we'll have two pheasants for supper." So he killed it and hung it up in a tree,
the same way. Then he went on. After five days he reached the prairie. He saw a
big house with smoke coming out. "That's where brother is," he thought. He went
up to the house. "I'll ask to see my sister or brother." He looked inside and saw
two little Bears, and the old Bear asleep. The biggest cub saw him and called him
in. "IJncle," he said, "sit down." The Bear hugged him. "Mama is out gathering
camas," he said. "She'll be back pretty soon." The older one said, "Look at all the
lice you have !" He started to pick them but pretty soon he bit him in the neck and
killed him. Then old Bear woke up and packed him out. He put him the same place
he had put the other brother. Then he told the young Bears to pack water and clean
up the floor. They packed the water and cleaned the floor.

After a while the Bears' mother came home and saw the same thing as before.
"What has happened here ?" she asked. "Oh, the children were just wrestling and
spilled a little water," old Bear said. Eady the next morning the mother went out
to dig camas.

Two brothers were gone now. "I wonder what's going on," the third brother
thought. "I'11 have to go and find out." He tracked his sister and brothers in the
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same way. He thought, "Maybe I'll find them and stay there." After a while he
found the pheasant his oldest brother had killed and hung up. "We11," he thought,
"my oldest brother must have done that." A little later he saw the other pheasant.
"Here's another one; my next brother must have killed that one." He went on for
a while and a pheasant started to fly around in his path. "Well, my brothers have
killed two. This makes three. I'd better killit." So he shot the pheasant with an
arrow and hung it in a tree the same way. Then he went on and crossed mountains
and mountains. After five days he came to the prairie and saw the big house with
the smoke coming out. "I'11 go and ask to see my sister and brothers," he thought.
He got to the house and looked inside. He saw two little Bears, one a little bigger,
one a little smaller. The oldest one saw him. He called him in and said the same
thing as to the oldest brother and the next brother. "You have lots of lice, uncle.
We'll pick them out." But pretty soon they bit him in the neck and killed him. Old
Bear woke up and packed him out where he had put the others, and hid his bow and
alTOWS.

The woman came home. She saw the ashes all wet, everything all wet. "That
would be thtee," she thought. "Something is going on. Maybe my brothers have
been around." Then the woman went out.

The youngest brother, Wildcat, wondered, "W'hat's the matter with my broth-
ers ?" He hadn't slept at all since his three brothers had been gone. "I'm alone now, "
he thought. "Maybe my brothers have found our sister and are having a good time.
I'11 go too." The next morning he got up early and took his bow and arrows. Then
he left. He went to the place his sister had been told not to go. He saw where Bear
had been sitting on the girl's clothes. Then he tracked Bear and his brothers. That
night he slept just a little bit. He dreamed. He dreamed that he rvood find pheas-
ants tied in the trees-one, two, three of them. His dream told him that.

He went on. He followed the trail. Then he found a pheasant tied in a tree. It
was a little bit spoiled. "Oh, yes, my oldest brother left this pheasant here," he
thought. He found the second pheasant. "This one my next brother left," he
thought. He went on. Then he came to the last pheasant. "Oh, yes, my other
brother left this one." After a while a pheasant came to him. But he didn't bother
the pheasant. He remembered his dream. He didn't kick it or touch it. He remem-
bered his dream. The pheasant rolled over and jumped in front of him. But he re-
membered his dream. The pheasant left the woods. Wildcat kept on going, think-
ing about his brothers and sister. He kept on going, past mountains and mountains.
Pretty soon he reached the prairie. He saw all his brothers' tracks. He saw the big
house and the smoke. "Oh, that's where my brothers are," he thought. He reached
the house and looked in. He saw two young Bears and the old Bear asleep. The
young Bears saw him and called him in. "Sit down, uncle." Then they asked to
delouse him. "No, don't delouse me." (They bite the lice, just like dogs.) "But you
have lots of lice," the young Bears said. "No, I have no lice," Wildcat answered.
Wildcat dreamed and saw all his brothers behind the 1og. He sat there for a long
time. The Bears kept bothering him but he wouldn't let them touch him. After
a while the door opened and his sister came in. "Oh ! I'm so glad to see you," she
said. After a while she was crying. Her brother asked her what was the matter.
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"Where are my other brothers ?" she asked. "'Why, they came; they're around
somewhere," he answered. Wildcat's sister fed him camas and other food. Later
the two of them went out together. The little Bears wanted to go too but their
mother wouldn't let them. When they were outside she asked, "Did my brothers
really come?" "Yes, one, two, three of them came. Oh, they're home by now."
"No," she said, "that's how they got killed. They had lots of lice. The Bears killed
them, I know. Every time I came home I saw dirt and water. Old Bear said the
children spilled the water. But they killed them, I know." Then she asked, "Did
you find pheasants along the trail, dead ?" "Yes," Wildcat answered. "That's why,
then," his sister said. (Pheasant was the guardian spirit of all the brothers.)

Wildcat's sister told him to stay near her but not to let the little Bears come
near him. "They are my children. I had twins, both boys, those little Bears," she
said. "Every day I'll go out. I'll tell the others I'm going for camas but I'11 go to
work. I'll work for five days. You do what I tell you to." "Yes, that's why I'm
here," her brother answered. "You go out every day and I'11 gather pitch wood in
the forest. I'11 split it." So Wildcat's sister went out eady, to pick camas, she said.
She went out to work. She twisted cedar limbs, split them and scraped them, and
made rope. She worked. Her brother looked for pitch. He found good fir pitch.
He split it and took it in. He started at the door and put it all around the house.
Every day he went out and got pitch wood. He went out for five days. In five days
he got enough pitch wood to stand pieces on end from the door all around the house
and back to the door again. "Pretty soon old Bear will be asleep8 and won't be
able to rnove," the sister said. "The children will be asleep, too." They worked.
They went out every morning. The brother got pitch. The old Bear saw the pitch.
"What are you doing ?" he asked. His wife said, "Oh, we need that for winter time.
In the morning it is hard to make a fi.re." She said to her brother, "I have all my
work done. How much have you got done?" Wildcat answered, "I've got all I
want."

"All right, now we'll watch him," the gid said. "Every once in a while I'11
move him. If he moves we can't do anything." Then one evening she told her
brother, "I think it's time now;we'll start. The children can't move now." She made
a pin of yew wood and tickled their feet. She said to her brother, "Wake up early
in the morning. I pulled their hair and pinched them but they didn't move. Let's
go out now to get the rope I made." Her brother carried all the rope to the house.
The Bears were asleep. The girl said, "Put strong pieces of yew wood on each side
of old Bear's feet, tie him up tight. Put yew wood stakes in the ground and rope
around his neck. Do the same to the children. It's easy to handle them when they're
asleep." She showed her brother what to do. He finished with old Bear and the
two little ones. "Get up eady tomorrow morning," she said. "Now when you start
to burn the pitch, make a fire here, and here, and here." They had a little dog,
Wolf. It was the girl's dog. They put Wolf near the door. They told him that if
anyone asked where they had gone to just look up and holler. "Don't forget," they
said, "don't look down. 'We're going to burn up the house."
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Early in the morning they started in. They put the dog at the door. They put
the pitch around. Wildcat said, "I'11 try to wake up our brothers. I know where
they are sleeping." His sister answered, "All right, you can try, but I don't know
whether you can do it or not." They burned the house. They went around and
found their brothers. Wildcat told his sister to help. "Hold their bodies up," he
said. Then he blew five times on the face of his oldest brother, and he woke up.
"When did you come ?" he asked. "Oh, I just came. I came to find you. Now you
can go. You will always be in the woods, cougar." The girl looked at the house.
It was burning well. She said, "I'11 go toward where the sun rises." "A11 right,"
Wildcat answered, "I'11 come later, when all my work is done." "Be careful," his
sister said, "if you see a large black cloud, then another smaller one."

Wildcat watched the fire. After a while he saw a large black cloud, then he
saw another. "That's the boy," he thought. Then he saw another. "That's the
younger,"e he thought. Pretty soon it got smaller, and then smaller. Then it was
gone. It fell down, as ashes, next to the dog. "Which way did your owner go ?" it
asked. The dog just looked up and howled. It asked the dog five times. Five times
the dog looked up and howled. Then Bear was all right again. He slapped the dog
and said, "So you won't tell me. From now on you'll be wolf."

Bear looked around and found Wildcat's tracks.
Wildcat's sister went high in the mountains and waited for her brother. He

came. "'What did you tell my dog ? " she asked. " I told him to look up, " he answered.
"But Bear-here he comes now," she said. "I told the dog to look up, though,"
Wildcat answered. Talapaslo was coming. Wildcat and his sister met him. He
asked what they were doing. "We're running away from Bear," they answered.
"He ran away with me," the gid said. "He took me from Naselle (i'tsqwrl, Bear
river)." Talapas said, "You don't need to worry. Bear won't do that."

Talapas met Bear, tracking Wildcat and his sister. "Where are you going ?"
he asked. "Oh, my rvife ran an'ay and left me," Bear said. "Oh ! Your wife ran
away and left you ? How is it that you do that with people ? Bears never do that,
or eat people. People, if they get hungry, and if they can kill a bear, will smoke and
dry and bake the meat and eat it. But bears will not kill people." Then he blew on
Bear's eyes. That is why bears have small eyes.

Pretty soon the girl and her brother, far up the mountain, met their oldest
brother. He said, "Oh, brother, you have helped me a lot. I wouldn't have been
like that if she had minded, but you helped me a lot. I'11 never forget you; I'11 re-
member you always. When I kill something, I'11 eat what I can eat, then I'11 put
the rest away for you. If you smell meat, look around, and you can get meat."
That is the way it is now. Whenever cougar kills a deer, he saves some for wildcat,
and caches it. Wildcat smells it and finds it.

Then Cougar blew on his sister. He told her what she would be.ll He blew on
his youngest brother and said that he would be wildcat. "Myself," he said, "f'll
be a traveller; I'11 travel all over." He went.

eSmaller ?
loCovote.
rrMr!. Luscier had forgotten.


