"…We made these little gray houses of logs that you see, and they are square. It is a bad way to live, for there can be no power in a square. You have noticed that everything an Indian does is in a circle, and that is because the Power of the World always works in circles, and everything tries to be round. In the old days when we were a strong and happy people, all our power came to us from the sacred hoop of the nation, and so long as the hoop was unbroken, the people flourished. The flowering tree was the living center of the hoop, and the circle of the four quarters nourished it. The east gave peace and light, the south gave warmth, the west gave rain, and the north with its cold and mighty wind gave strength and endurance. This knowledge came to us from the outer world with our religion. Everything the Power of the World does is done in a circle. The sky is round, and I have heard that the earth is round like a ball, and so are all the stars. The wind, in its greatest power, whirls. Birds make their nests in circles, for theirs is the same religion as ours. The sun comes forth and goes down again in a circle. The moon does the same, and both are round. Even the seasons form a great circle in their changing, and always come back again to where they were. The life of a man is a circle from childhood to childhood, and so it is in everything where power moves. Our tepees were round like the nests of birds, and these were always set in a circle, the nation’s hoop, a nest of many nests, where the Great Spirit meant for us to hatch our children. But the Wasichus have put us in these square boxes. Our power is gone and we are dying, for the power is not in us anymore. You can look at our boys and see how it is with us. When we were living by the power of the circle in they way we should, boys were men at twelve or thirteen years of ago. But now it takes them very much longer to mature. Well, it is as it is. We are prisoners of war while we are waiting here. But there is another world."

 --Black Elk
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A'tawasti'yï. 

Sgë!

(Listen!)

O, now instantly, you draw near. 

You come to spit on me. Red is your spit. Ela-wâ'tï.

Blue I was, this night. Now you come, you clothe me red. 

Sun lives this night! She is blue. She is male. She is moon.

You direct her path. She/he, at my feet.

I exult. 

Sgë!

(Listen!)

With water, we begin.
Water above, water below. 

Water East, water South, 
Water West, water North.
In my body, water.
At my center, water.
With water, we begin.
Look above!

Gälûñ'lätï, beyond arch, beyond sky.
Gälûñ'lätï, beyond arch, beyond sky.

Gathering at Gälûñ'lätï.
Loon, Beaver, Crawfish gather at Gälûñ'lätï.

Hawk, Buzzard, Wolf, at Gälûñ'lätï they gather.

Raccoon, Bear, Dove, Eagle, Horned Owl, Frog,
All gather at Gälûñ'lätï.

Too many.

Too many at Gälûñ'lätï are gathered.
Look below!

Water East, water South, 
Water West, water North.

Look below!

Water East, water South,

Water West, water North.

Who will dive?

Who will dive from Gälûñ'lätï, 
Beyond arch, beyond sky?

Who will wear the white beads, 
And dive from Gälûñ'lätï?

Loon will dive. 
Loon will wear the white beads. 

Loon will dive,

Down from arch,

Down from sky,

To the water down below.
Loon presses down,

Down press the beads,

Pressing loon’s skin,
Into her neck.

Loon presses down,

Down press the beads,

Pressing loon’s skin,

Into her neck.

Loon presses down,

Down press the beads,

Pressing loon’s skin,

Into her neck.

Loon swims up, up to Gälûñ'lätï, 

Up beyond arch, 

Up beyond sky.

Loon swims up, up to Gälûñ'lätï.
What did loon find, down in the water?

Water East, water South,

Water West, water North?
“Remove the white beads, remove them from my neck,

And I will tell you what was found,

Down in the waters,

Water East, water South,

Water West, water North.”
But the Beaver, the Crawfish, the Hawk, 

The Buzzard, the Wolf, the Raccoon, 

and even the Bear,

They cannot remove the white beads.

They pry, they claw, they nip.

But the beads are there, 
There in loon’s neck,

There to this day.

Look below!

Water East, water South,

Water West, water North.

Who will dive?

Who will dive from Gälûñ'lätï, 

Beyond arch, beyond sky?

Who will wear the white beads, 

And dive from Gälûñ'lätï?

Beaver will dive. 
Beaver will wear the white beads. 

Beaver will dive,
Dive down from arch,

Down from sky,

To the water down, down below.

 “I will dive from Gälûñ'lätï,” Beaver says,
“But I will not wear the white beads.”

Beaver dives down,

Down from Gälûñ'lätï

Down from arch,

Down from sky, 
To the water down below.

Beaver dives down,

Down from Gälûñ'lätï

Down from arch,

Down from sky, 

To the water down below.

Beaver dives down,

Down from Gälûñ'lätï

Down from arch,

Down from sky, 

To the water down below.

Beaver stops,
There is no air.
Beaver gasps,
There is no air.
Beaver dies.
Beaver floats up, up to Gälûñ'lätï, 

Up beyond arch, 

Up beyond sky.

Beaver swells up, 

And beaver’s body remains so,
Swollen to this day.

Look below!

Water East, water South,

Water West, water North.

Beaver swollen.

Beaver floating.

Who will dive?

Who will dive from Gälûñ'lätï, 

Beyond arch, beyond sky?

Who will wear the white beads, 

And dive from Gälûñ'lätï?

Frog will dive. 
Frog will wear the white beads,
Down from arch,

Down from sky,

To the water down below.

“I will dive from Gälûñ'lätï,” Frog says,

 “But I will not wear the white beads.”

Frog dives down,

Down from Gälûñ'lätï

Down from arch,

Down from sky, 

To the water down below.

Frog dives down,

Down from Gälûñ'lätï

Down from arch,

Down from sky, 

To the water down below.

Frog dives down,

Down from Gälûñ'lätï

Down from arch,

Down from sky, 

To the water down below.
Garfish sees Frog.

Frog sees Garfish.

Frog swims up, up to Gälûñ'lätï, 

Swims, swims up, up to Gälûñ'lätï,

Up, up, up, up to Gälûñ'lätï,

Frog swims up, swims up, up.
Garfish snaps at Frog,
Snaps and snaps.
Gar catches Frog,

Frog’s feet snag in Gar’s mouth.

But Frog is strong, and carries Gar behind.

Gar does not let go,

So Frog’s legs, they stretch,

Frog’s legs, they stretch,

Frog’s legs, they stretch,
All the way to Gälûñ'lätï,

Up beyond arch,

Up beyond sky.
Until Garfish finally lets go,

And falls back into the sea.
Look above!
What did Frog find, down in the water?

Water East, water South,

Water West, water North?

What did Frog find?

“I found nothing,” Frog says.
“Look at my legs. 

Look, here, look at my legs.

I found nothing.

Garfish found me.”

Look below!

Who will dive?

Who will dive from Gälûñ'lätï, 

Beyond arch, beyond sky?

Who will wear the white beads, 

And dive from Gälûñ'lätï?

Who?

Who will dive?

Who?

No one will dive,

No one.
No one will.

No one will wear the white beads.

No one.

Crawfish steps forth. Crawfish, he is small.
Like a water beetle, like a bug.
“Sock Chew,” he is called. 
“I will dive from Gälûñ'lätï,” Sock Chew says,

“Down from arch,

“Down from sky,

“To the water down below.

I will.

I will dive.”

The animals, they all laugh. 
Loon laughs, Hawk laughs, Buzzard laughs, Bear laughs. Everyone, everyone.
Beaver does not laugh at Sock Chew. Beaver is dead.

Crawfish says,
“I will go, anyway.”

Sock Chew swims down,
Down into darkness,
Water all around,
Down Crawfish dives.

Sock Chew swims down,
Down into darkness,
Water all around,
Down Crawfish dives.

Sock Chew swims down,
Down into darkness,
Water all around, 
Down Crawfish dives.

Sock Chew stops.
Here is something.
Something Not-Water.
Something mysterious, motionless.

Fantail out, he scoops.
Fantail down, he scoops.
Fantail up, he scoops.

Fantail out, he scoops.
He scoops, fantail out.

He scoops, fantail down.

He scoops, fantail up.

He scoops, fantail out.

But Crawfish, he scoops not alone.
"What is this?” Someone says.
“Who disturbs the mud?
Who disturbs the mud,
At the bottom of the sea?"

Sock Chew, he is frightened.
Fantail out, he stirs,

Fantail down, he stirs,
Stirs into the mud,

Swirls the mud with water,
Until the Someone sees Sock Chew no more.

Crawfish swims up,
Claws clutch the mud,
Up to the surface,
The surface of the seas.
Crawfish swims up,
Claws clutch the mud,
Up to the surface,
The surface of the seas.

Crawfish swims up,
Claws clutch the mud,
Up to the surface,
The surface of the seas.

Look! Look below!
Look down from Gälûñ'lätï!
Little Sock Chew at the surface!
His claws, they hold the land!

The Eagle, Horned Owl, Buzzard, and Hawk descend.
And peck out the earth
From Sock Chew’s claw crannies,
They peck out the earth

From Sock Chew’s claw,
And roll earth into a mighty ball.

Now the Eagle, he is chief of the birds.
Eagle lifts his taloned leg, tail spreading,

All readiness and splay.
Eagle, chief of the birds,

Tail spread, legs splayed,

Sings this song:

Sgë!
Nûnnâ'hï dâ'tadu'nina'watï' a'yû-`nû' digwatseli'ga a`ne'tsâ unatsâ'nûntse'lahï. 
Tla'mehû Gigage'ï sâ'gwa danûtsgû'`lani'ga. 
Igü'nyï galû'nlâ ge'sûn i'yûn kanû'nlagï uwâhâ'hïstâ'gï. 
Ta'line galû'nlâ ge'sûn i'yûn kanû'nlagï uwâhâ'hïstâ'gï. 
He'nilû danûtsgû'`lani'ga. 
Tla'ma ûnni'ta a'nigwalu'gi gûntla'`tisge'stï, ase'gwû nige'sûnna.
Du'talë a`ne'tsâ unatsâ'nûntse'lahï saligu'gi-gwû dedu'natsgû'`lawïsti'tegû'. 
Elawi'nï da'`sûn unilâtsi'satû.
Tsâ'ine digalû'nlatiyû'n Sâ'niwä Gi'gageï sâ'gwa danûtsgû'`lani'ga, asë`gâ'gï nige'sûnna. Kanû'nlagï uwâhâ'hïstâ'gï nû'`gine digalû'nlatiyû'n. 
Gulï'sgulï' Sa`ka'ni sâ'gwa danûtsgû'`lani'ga, asë`gâ'gïnig'esunna. 
Kanû'nlagï uwâhâ'hïstâgï hï'skine digalû'nlatiyû'n. 
Tsütsü' Sa`ka'ni sâ'gwa danûtsgû'`lani'ga, asë`gâ'gï nige'sûnna.

Du'talë a`ne'tsâ utsâ'nûntse'lahï. 
Tïne'gwa Sa`ka'ni sâ'gwa danûtsgû'`lani'ga, ige'skï nige'sûnna. 
Da'`sûn unilâtsi'satû. 
Kanû'nlagï uwâhâ'hïstâ'gï sutali'ne digalû'nlatiyû'n. 
A'nigâsta'ya sâ'gwa danûtsgû'`lani'ga, asë`gâ'gï nige'sûnna. 
Kanû'nlagï uwâhâ'hïstâ'gï kûl`kwâgine digalû'nlatiyû'n. 
Wâtatû'ga Sa`ka'ni sâ'gwa danûtsgû'`lani'ga, asë`gâ'gï nige'sûnna.
Du'talë a`ne'tsâ unatsâ'nûntse'lahï, Yâ'na dedu'natsgû'`lawïstani'ga, ige'skï nige'sunna. Da`sûn du'nilâtsi'satû. 
Kanû'nlagï de'tagaskalâ'ûntanû'n, igûn'wûlstanûhi-gwûdi'na tsuye'listi gesû'nï. 
Akta'`tï adûnni'ga.
Sgë! 


Horned Owl sees that Eagle is ready.

Horned Owl tosses the ball of earth
At Eagle’s clenched trunk.
Eagle’s talons splash the ball of earth. 
Earth spreads out, into the four directions.
Into the four directions, the earth spreads.
Earth East, earth West,

Earth South, earth North.
Earth red, earth black,

Earth white, earth blue.

Look! Look below!
Down from Gälûñ'lätï,
The Earth has been made,
Made from a ball of mud.
Ball of mud,

Ball of mud,

The Earth has been made,

Made from a ball of mud.

Bear wants to walk on it,
Walk on the land below.
Wolf wants to walk on it,
Walk on the land below.
Frog wants to hop on it,
Hop on the land below.

But the land, it is thin.
The land, it is wet.
The land is not made for walking.

The land is not made for hopping.

Who will make the land good for walking?
Who will make the land good for hopping?
Who will level it?
Who will dry it?

Buzzard says, "I will,
I will make the land good for walking,
I will make the land good for hopping."
Little Sock Chew did something.

Buzzard will do something.

Buzzard takes flight,
Buzzard flaps his wings,
Making the land good,
Good for all to walk on.
Buzzard flaps,

Flaps, flaps his wings,

Flies East, flies West,

Flies South, flies North.

But the world, it is big, So big.
Buzzard tires,
Buzzard dips,
Buzzard swoops,
Wet earth follows wing and rushes up, up to the skies,
And dries as mountains,

Molded there to this day,
As the White Mountains,

The Smoky Mountains.

The land, it is dry.
The land, it is good for walking.

But no one will walk there, 

Walk upon the land.
No one will do it.
The land, it is too dark,

Too dark for walking.

No one will walk there,

There upon the mountains,

There in the valleys.

No one will walk there. 

It is too, too dark.

Too dark to walk.

Too dark for living.

Who will make the light? 

Who will bring light from darkness?

Yoh-ah, the Star, says: “I will make the light.”

 

It is agreed. 

Yoh-ah, the Star. He will make the light.

 

The star shines forth. 

 But Yoh-ah shines dimly,
Too dim to light the earth,

Too dim for walking.

 

“Who will make more light?” it is said,
For all want to walk the earth.
 

Shar-pah, the Moon, says, “I will make more light.” 

 

Shar-pah makes more light, 
More light to fill the darkness,

But it is still too dark.
Still too dark for walking.

 

Finally, after listening and watching in silence and amusement, Sun speaks. 
Sun had been watching from her arch,

Her arch atop the Sky Vault,

Up, up, up above.
She is the moon’s sister.
Sun had been watching, watching all along. 
Sun says:
“You are my children. 
I am your mother. 
I will make the light. 
I will shine for you.”
 

Sun travels East. 
Sun spreads out her light, and shines over all the earth.
Mother’s light, it warms the earth,

Her light, it dries the earth,

Her light, it allows all to see.

The animals of Gälûñ'lätï make a track for Mother Sun,

A track for her travels,

From east to west, across the sky.
But the track is too low,

The Sun, she flames,

And she scorches poor Sock Chew,

Scorches his shell red,

And spoils his meat.

A wing’s breadth higher, Eagle says,
A wing’s breadth should do the trick.

So they raise up the track.

But Sun, she’s hot,
And she scorches bear all black.
A wing’s breadth higher, Eagle says,

One more should do the trick.

So they raise up the track,

But Sun, she’s hot,

And lubberhopper turns all black.

A wing’s breadth higher, Eagle says,

One more should cure this toxin.
So they raise up the track,

But sun, she’s hot,

And she almost does the fox in.

A wing’s breadth higher, Eagle says,

Surely we’re getting close.

But when they raise up the track,

And redbird flames,

All feel a bit morose.

A wing’s breadth higher, Eagle says,
That’s six wings’ breadth in all.

The track is raised,

But Sun chars spider,

Who chews her mate in gall.

A wing’s breadth higher, Eagle says,

That’s seven breadths of wing.

The Sun rolls out

On the seven-breadths track

And her light makes the animals sing.
The sun rolls out

On the seven-breadths track

And her light makes the animals sing.

The sun, she is just under the sky arch. 

At seven breadths, it is right, and they leave it so. 

And they call that place, the highest place, “Gûlkwâ'gine Di'gälûñ'lätiyûñ',”

The Seventh Height.

Now at first

Everyone thinks Sun will light the Earth

At all times

And that darkness

Is forever banished.

But Chipmunk

Has something to say.

“How will we fuck?”

Chipmunk asks.

“I have to fuck.

I need to fuck.

Chipmunks fuck.

Chipmunks fuck

Chipmunks fuck, fuck, fuck.

Raccoon fucks.

Panther fucks. 

Even little Sock Chew,

He must fuck.

If we are to populate the earth,

And increase,

We must fuck,

We must fuck,

We must fuck, fuck fuck,

Fuck all the time.

Fuck fuck fuck

Fuck all the time.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

How will we fuck

If it is always light?

How will we fuck

If it is never dark?”

“Look, look here,” 

Says Chipmunk.

“Look at Raccoon’s tail.

The rings on Woot-Kew’s tail,

They are divided equally.

Equally they are divided.

First there is a dark color,

And then a light color.

Day and night should be divded,

Like the rings on Woot-Kew’s tail.”

Now the other animals

Have to admit

That what chipmunk says is true.

But Panther does not like

How Chipmunk expresses himself.

Panther thinks

Chipmunk has a dirty mouth

And gets too much pleasure

From saying “fuck.”

Chipmunk knows it is funny

For such a little thing

To have such a foul mouth.

So Panther swipes at Chipmunk,

Swipes at his back,

Just as Chipmunk says “fuck” again,

For the forty-ninth time,

And this is why,

To this day,

We swear when we are hurt.

This is also why
The chipmunk has red stripes on his back

Even to this day.

 

So Sun hears what Chipmunk says,

And thinks it good and right.

So at night, the Sun goes away.
The Sun, she is not in the sky.

Sun will rest.

And Yo-ah and Shar-pah, they warm the Earth
As best they can;

They try and light the Earth,

But they cannot.
So, at night, it is cold.
At night,

It is dark.

The animals cannot even fuck,

As Chipmunk urged,

Because it is so cold and so dark.

Now the Thunderbirds, the Great Ani'-Hyûñ'tïkwälâ'skï, 
who live up in Gälûñ'lätï, 
They hear the teethchatter of the animals,

The animals who had left Gälûñ'lätï,
Because there was no room for them.

The Thunderbirds, they are big,

The biggest in Gälûñ'lätï.

They are happy that there is more room,

More room in Gälûñ'lätï,
And they feel sorry for the animals,

Chattering their teeth in the cold and darkness
Down below.

The Thunderbirds, they put fire into the bottom 
Of a hollow sycamore tree 
Which grows on an island. 
The Thunderbirds, they put fire 

Into the bottom 
Of a hollow sycamore tree. 
The animals know the fire is there, 
There at the bottom of a hollow sycamore tree,

The animals can see the smoke,

Coming out at the top of the tree,

Far away, on the island.

But they cannot get at the tree,
Because of the water that lies between.

So the animals, they hold a council,

Every animal that can fly,
Every animal that can swim,

They all want to go after the fire.

They will be like Sock Chew,

Little Sock Chew who brought back the earth,

Clutched in his tiny claws.

Little Sock Chew who succeeded,

Where so many had failed. 

So the animals, they want to go after the fire.

The Raven offers first.

The Raven is large,

The Raven is strong.

Surely the Raven can do the work.

Raven will go.

Raven will get the fire.

Raven sings:

“Una'lelü' eskiska'l`tasï', 
Give me the wind.”

“Iskwa'lelü eskiska'l`tasï',
Give me the breeze.”

Raven flies high,

Raven flies far,

Far across the water.

Raven alights on the sycamore tree.

Raven thinks, “What do I do next?”

While he thinks,

His feathers are scorched black,
Black from the fire,

The fire in the tree.

Raven’s beautiful feathers,

They are now black.

Raven is frightened

And he flies away,

Back to the animals. 

He comes back without the fire.

Little Screech-owl volunteers.

Wa'huhu' wants to go.

He will go second.

Screech-owl is wise,

Wiser than Raven.

Screech-owl won’t waste time thinking,

Thinking, “What do I do next?”

Screech-owl will go.

As he flies across the sea,

Screech-owl sings this song:

“Una'lelü' eskiska'l`tasï',
Give me the wind.”

“Iskwa'lelü eskiska'l`tasï',
Give me the breeze.”

Screech-owl alights on the tree.
Screech-owl, he looks down,

Down into the hollow,

The hollow of the tree.

A blast of hot air rushes up.

It burns,

Burns his eyes.

Screech-owl flies back,

Back over the sea,

As best he can.

Screech-owl, he cannot see,

His eyes, they are red. 

His eyes, they are burned.

He dips and sways,

And the other animals laugh,

Laugh as they watch him fly.

“Do you have the fire?” they ask him.

“It burned my eyes!” Screech-owl says.

“No. No, I do not have the fire.”

Next, the Hooting Owl, U'guku', 
And the Horned Owl, Tskïlï',

They say, “We will go,

We will go and bring back the fire.”

They are wise,

Wiser than Screech-owl. 

Hooting Owl and Horned Owl,

They will fly across the sea

And bring back the fire.

There are two of them,

After all, 

And two are better than one.

 Hooting Owl sings:

“Una'lelü' eskiska'l`tasï',
Give me the wind.”

Horned Owl sings:

“Iskwa'lelü eskiska'l`tasï',
Give me the breeze.”

They fly to the island,

And they see the tree.

It burns so fiercely now,

And smoke is everywhere.

Hooting Owl and Horned Owl,

They cannot see, for all the smoke.

The ashes, they are carried up by the wind.

White rings of ash are on their eyes.

Hooting Owl and Horned Owl, they rub and they rub,

But they cannot get the ash from their eyes.

They must go home.

They must go home without the fire.

With that, the birds say, 
“We are through.

We will not get the fire.

Someone else must get the fire.”

Little Uksu'hï snake, the black racer,
He had been waiting his turn. He is fifth.

“I will go through the water,” Black Racer says,

“And I will bring back some fire.”

“Go to it,” the animals tell Black Racer.

“Go get the fire and bring it back to us.”

Little Uksu'hï, as he swims, he sings this song:

“Una'lelü' eskiska'l`tasï', 

Give me the wind.”

“Iskwa'lelü eskiska'l`tasï',

Give me the breeze.”

But secretly he thinks that maybe this song is bad luck.

No matter. Black Racer, he reaches the island.

Black Racer, he crawls through the grass.

He sees the tree. It burns very brightly now.

But there is a small hole at the bottom of the sycamore tree.

Black Racer takes a deep breath and darts into the hole.
Everywhere, there is heat.

Everywhere, there is smoke.

Everywhere, there is flame.

He darts and he doubles,

Over the hot ash.

He darts and he doubles.

It is too much. Too much for Black Racer.

He is almost on fire as he looks for the hole.

He is almost on fire as he darts through the hole.

He slithers to the water,

His body is scorched black.

He cools himself in the waters,

And swims back to his home.

\When the animals see Black Racer, 
They do not even ask.

He is still darting and doubling. 

He darts and he doubles to this day.

“Who will go next?” they ask.

Great blacksnake, Gûle'gï, he has been waiting,

Waiting for the little snake to come back.

He is not little. They call him, "The Climber.” 

He is much bigger than Black Racer.

He will come back with the fire.

He will go sixth.

Big blacksnake, he does not sing the song.

“The Climber” is too big for such childish things.

He does not like singing.

Singing is for little snakes and for birds.

Big blacksnake reaches the island. He sees the tree.

He sees the little hole at the bottom, but he will not go through.

It is not big blacksnake’s way.

He is “The Climber.”

He will climb the tree,

Climb the tree and get the fire.

So Big Blacksnake climbs the tree, as Blacksnake always does,

Climbs it on the outside.

The tree is hot, but this does not bother Big Blacksnake.

Big Blacksnake lies in the sun and does not mind the heat.

He puts his head down in the hole,

To get the fire from the sycamore tree.

He chokes,

Chokes from all the smoke.

He falls,

Falls into the burning stump.

Before Big Blacksnake can climb out again,

He is black, 

Blacker than before,

Black as the Uksu'hï.

Big Blacksnake, burned all over, goes back into the sea,

And returns without the fire,

Just like Raven,

Just like Screech-Owl, and Hooting Owl, and Horned Owl,

Just like little Uksu'hï, the racer.

He returns home in shame.

The animals hold another council,

For six have gone to the island,

But there is still no fire,

And the world is still cold.

The birds, they have excuses,
They four-foots, they have excuses,
But really they are afraid,

Afraid of the fire in the burning sycamore.

At last, after a dreadful silence, 

Känäne'skï Amai'yëhï, the water spider,

Says she will go.

She is the smallest, 

Even smaller than Sock Chew, the crawfish,

Who brought forth the earth from the bottom of the waters.

And she is nothing but a little girl.

What can she do?

What can little water spider do?

The birds, they are afraid.

The four-foots, they are afraid.

Even Big Blacksnake, “The Climber,” is now afraid.

What can little water spider do?

How can she even bring it back,
Bring back the fire

To warm the earth?

She smooths her black downy hair,

She smooths her red stripes.

“I will manage,” says water spider. 

She spins a thread from her body.

She weaves the thread,

And weaves the thread,

Into a tutsi bowl.

She fastens the tutsi bowl to her little back.

She walks across the water,

To go to the island.

As she walks across the water,

She sings this song:

“Hïkayû'nlï Gi'gage-gâgû', tsine'tsï gesû'n aw`stitege'stï. 

Tsästû' utatiyi, nâ'gwa tsäs`tû gasû'hisä`ti atisge'sti. 

Ha-nâ'gwa nûnnâ tsusdi' tutana'wa-tegû' digana'watû'nta atisge'stï.”

Water spider, she arrives at the island. 

The tree still burns, brighter than ever before.

Water spider crosses the grass.

She finds a coal there by the tree,

One little coal.

She flips it up onto her back,

Into the little tutsi bowl.

Then she turns,

And walks back across the water,

To where the animals are waiting.

The animals rejoice

As they take the coal

And prepare the fire,

The first fire in the world.

The world will no longer be cold.

The world will no longer be dark,

Thanks to little water spider.

“O Ancient Red,” the animals sing,

“May you hover above our breasts while we sleep!

O, let good dreams come!

O, let our days be propitious! 
Ha! 
Let our little trails be directed,
As they go in their directions!”

Little water spider,

She gives them the coal,

But she keeps her tutsi bowl,

And she has it to this day.

The fire,

The fire in the sycamore tree,

The fire put there by the Four Thunders,

That fire burns and it burns,

For many days,
That fire burns.

But finally the sycamore turns hollow,

And the fire in the sycamore is going out,
Because no one tends to it.

Sun sees this.

Sun sees everything.

Someone must tend the fire.
She will create someone

To help the animals
Tend the fire,
To make sure it never goes out.

Sun creates Rabbit.

Rabbit will be the fire-tender.

“Now go down 
Down from this sky-arch,

And help the animals

Tend the fire.”

But Rabbit, he is afraid.

“I am not wise,”

He tells mother Sun. 

“I haven’t much sense,

And want you to give me some more.”

Sun listens 

And gives Rabbit a sack.

“Fill this with red ants,”

Says Mother Sun.

“Fill it,

And I will teach you sense.”

Sun thinks

If Rabbit has no sense,

He will not get one ant

Into the sack.

So Rabbit goes down to earth,

Down to the ant hill.

Rabbit says,

"Mother Sun has been saying 

That you could not fill this sack, 

But I told her that you could. 
What do you think about it?" 
The ants answer, 
"We will fill it," 
And as they are very anxious to show that they can do so, 

All go in, 
They march right in,

And Rabbit ties it up

And carries it back up

To Mother Sun.

"Here it is," says Rabbit.

“Here are the ants, all in a sack.

“Now, if you please,

 Give me some knowledge."
Sun thinks about this,

And finally says,

"I see a big Rattlesnake over yonder. 
If you bring him here, 
I will impart to you some knowledge." 
Sun thinks if Rabbit is really ignorant,

He will not know what to do.

Rabbit goes down to earth

To find Rattlesnake.

He thinks to himself,

“This Rattlesnake,

He is a pretty bad creature.”

But he thinks some more,

And gets a dogwood stick,

And begins to sharpen it,

And he sharpens it all night.

In the morning,

Rabbit goes out onto the rock,

Where Sun had seen Rattlesnake,

And Rabbit says to snake,

“Are you awake?”

For it appears that Snake is sleeping.

There is no answer.

“Are you awake?” Rabbit asks again.

Again, there is no answer.

Finally Rattlesnake answers.

"I was out hunting all night,

And lost a lot of sleep, 

So I am making up for it.

What is it? 

What is it?

What is it?”
"Mother Sun says you are not as long as this stick, 
But I say you are longer." 
He shows the dogwood stick,

Which he sharpened all night.

"I think I am longer,” says Rattlesnake. “Measure me.”

Rabbit lays the stick beside Rattlesnake,

With its sharp end toward his head,

As if to measure.
“Do not worry,”

Rabbit tells Snake,

“I will be careful not to hurt you.

Shut your eyes, Snake,

And keep them shut,

No matter what.”

So Rattlesnake closes his eyes,

For he is sleepy,

And this is what he wanted to do in the first place.

So Rabbit grasps the stick,

Ever so quietly,

And Rabbit runs the point into his head,

And pins Snake to the ground,
And runs away.

Rabbit hides in the bushes

Until Snake stops making noise

With his rattles.

When Rabbit finally comes out,
Snake is dead.

Rabbit carries Rattlesnake back to the Mother Sun

On the end of the stick.
Mother Sun ponders this.

Then she says to Rabbit:
"There is an Alligator over yonder in the swamp,

The Okeefenokee Swamp. 
Bring him to me and I will give you knowledge." 
So Rabbit goes down to the swamps

And calls out,

"Halpata hadjo, halpata hadjo." 
The Alligator comes up 

In the middle of the swamp,

And pokes his head above the water. 
"What's the matter?" he says. 
"An ox has been killed for Mother Sun

And they want you to come and get timbers for a scaffold 

On which to roast it." 
So Alligator comes out of the water 
And follows Rabbit. 
Before they have gone far 
Rabbit turns round 
And strikes him with a club. 
The Alligator starts for the lake 

And although Rabbit pursues him, 
Beating him all the way, 

He gets safely back into the water.
After that Rabbit goes off and lies down on the hillside 

In the sunshine 

For some time. 
Then he goes and calls to the Alligator 

Once more, 
"Halpata hadjo, halpata hadjo, halpata hadjo." 
The Alligator comes out in the middle of the swamp

As before 

And says, 
"What's the matter?" 
"Pasikola was sent here some time ago 

And nothing has been seen of him,”

says Rabbit, 

“So they told me to come 

And see what has happened to him."

Alligator answers that someone had come to him before 

With such a story 

And had beaten him. 
"They thought he might have done something of the sort," 

says Rabbit, 
"For he is a mean, devilish kind of thing. 
They told him to get you

To bring the forked pieces for a scaffold 

On which to roast an ox 

And as he didn't come back 

They sent me to find out what had happened." 
Upon that the Alligator comes out of the water again 

And they set out. 
As they go along, Rabbit says, 
"That Pasikola is very bad 

And they ought not to have sent him. 
He has no sense. 
Did he beat you very badly?" 
"He beat me a great deal, 

But did not hit a dangerous place,”

Says Alligator.

"Oh,” says Rabbit. “If he had hit you 

In a dangerous spot 

Would you have lived?" 
"No; it would certainly have killed me,”

Says Alligator.

"Where would one hit to hurt you?,”

Says Rabbit.

"If one strikes me across the hips,

It would finish me,” Alligator answers.

And so, 
Having learned what he wanted to know, 
Rabbit presently strikes the Alligator across the hips 

And lays him out,

Dead. 
Then he picks him up 

And takes him to Mother Sun. 
And when Mother Sun sees him,

She says, 
"You have more sense,

Little Rabbit,

Than I could ever impart to you.
If I were to give you

Any more knowledge, 

You would surely set the world afire." 

She then seizes him by the tail

And throws him down into a brier thicket, 

Saying: 

"This shall be your home!
See what you have done so far, 

By using the faculties I gave you. 

Go and use the powers I have bestowed upon you 

And you will fulfill the destiny 

I designed for you.

Tend the fire! 

Serve the animals!

Be the messenger!”

So Rabbit goes to the animals,

Who are holding a council.

The Council fire is lit

With the coals that little Water Spider

Brought on her back

From the sycamore tree.

The animals are trying to decide

To whom the fruit of each tree

Should belong.

Each animal will pick a tree,

And the fruit will then

Belong to the descendants of the chooser.

Since Rabbit is new,

And Rabbit has been sent down from Mother Sun,

And created by her especially,

To tend the fire,

And to be the messenger,

Rabbit will go first, 

The animals decide. 

The first choice will go to Rabbit.

Now Rabbit had traveled from his thicket,

On the island,

Where Sun had thrown him down.

And the first thing he had seen,

Was the sycamore tree

In which the fire was burning.

He had seen the large balls,

Hanging from its limbs.

He thinks that maybe this would be good to eat,

Being stinky, sticky and green,

For Rabbit does not yet know much

About trees.

The other animals laugh,

But they allow him to pick the sycamore.

All the other animals 

Pick out such trees and fruits as they like, 

The Raccoon taking muscadines 

And the Opossum persimmons, 

Till all the different fruits are taken. 
Then the Rabbit becomes hungry, 
And he runs down to his big tree
On the island.

(It is not any big thing

For Rabbit to cross the water

For he can lay out his shirt

And cover it with bark,

And float across the waters

Without any trouble.)

He arrives

And hunts on the ground for some of the fine balls, 
But none are on the ground. 
He looks up into the tree 

And there are hundreds on the limbs. 
Thinking some will fall in a little while, 
He sits under the tree and waits. 
Night comes

And he hops away home, 

Hungry. 
Next day 

He comes back and looks again on the ground. 
None of the balls have yet fallen. 
He sits under the sycamore all that day 

And again has to go to bed hungry. 
The third day he comes to his tree 

And his body is thin 

And his eyes are big, 
And they get bigger looking 

While he longs for the balls to fall to the ground. 
His body gets thinner 

And his eyes bigger 

(And all his descendants now look like him

Because of this.)

He waits and waits

And he nearly perishes, under that tree,

Until, at last, he decides to go around 

At night 

And steal from the other animals, 

As there are no more trees from which he can select. 
In this way the Rabbit learns to steal for a living 

And his descendants have always kept up the habit,
To this day.

Now the other animals are unhappy

With Rabbit stealing their fruits.

So Rabbit is placed under arrest

And brought before the assembled council.

Standing before the assembly,

Rabbit says to them,

"As you know,

I was created by Mother Sun,

And I have a great message to deliver 

To all of you. 

Mother Sun has appeared to me 

And she has told me that she intends 

To destroy the world, 

Because you animals are so wicked. 

The only way for you to escape 

Is to choose me to rule over you 

To guide you aright. 

Sun will destroy the world 

In a short time 

If you do not act better."

The animals greet his speech with laughter,

Just as they laughed at Rabbit

When he chose the fruit of the sycamore tree.
"You are such a great liar and thief," they say, 
"That we know this is a trick."
"Well, all you have to do is to wait and see," 
Replies the Rabbit, with a solemn look.
"We are not afraid of your lies,”
The animals say.

The following night, 

After the council has adjourned, 

The Rabbit seeks out 

The king of the Partridges 

And says to him:
"I have a plan 

By which you can save me from this trouble 

And I can be of great service to you. 
If you will help me 
I will see that you and your subjects 

Shall have the privilege of roving over the whole world 

And eating where you will 

Instead of being restricted to one kind of food, 

As you now are."
"What can I do?" asks the king of the Partridges.
"This. Go and gather all the Partridges 

Into one immense flock 

And tomorrow, when the council meets, 

Station your subjects to the south of the council ground 

And, at a certain signal from me, 

Let every Partridge fly into the air 

And flutter with all his might, 

And make as much noise as possible."
The king of the Partridges consents.
"On the second day," continues the Rabbit, 
"Carry your subjects to the east of the council ground 

And act likewise when you see me stand before the council 

And give the signal. 
On the third day go to the north, 

And on the fourth day be in the west, 

But remember to keep out of sight all the time, 

And on each day make a louder noise than on the preceding day. 
Do this and the world shall be your feeding ground."
Then they separate.
The council assembles again 

And summons the Rabbit, 

Who comes smiling and bowing 

And says: 
"I love all of you, 

And am sorry to know 

That your wickedness is leading you to destruction. 
Mother Sun will not permit such wicked animals to live. 
Today, I fear, you will hear a warning in the south. 
If you do not heed it 

And turn an innocent brother loose, 

Then, tomorrow, 

The warning will become louder in the east. 
On the third day the sound of coming down 

Will be heard in the north 

And, if you still persist in your persecution, 

A terrible rumbling in the west will precede 

The world's destruction, 
And then, on the fifth day, 

The world will be destroyed."
For this the animals jeer at him and cry, 
"Oh, what a lie. Tell us another."
Then the Rabbit turns to the south 
And gives the agreed signal 

When a strange low, rumbling sound comes from that direction.

The animals look at one another and whisper, 
"What is that?"
"Sun's warning," replies the Rabbit.
Some say: 
"Let's let him go. He may be innocent." 
Others say, 
"It's one of his tricks. He is a cunning little rascal."

The second day comes, and the Rabbit says, 
"You are doomed. 

Today another warning will come from the east." 
He gives the signal 

And there is a louder thundering than on the previous day.
Some of the animals became alarmed at this and say, 
"Perhaps he's speaking the truth this time. 
Maybe the world will be destroyed."
"It is one of his tricks," say others.
"But how can he make such a noise? 
He is here and the noise is yonder."
The council separates without a decision. 
On the third day the Rabbit appears with a solemn air 
And, when called on, says:
"You still refuse to do me justice. 
The warning will come today from the north." 
Hardly has he spoken, 

When there comes a tremendous roar, 

Shaking the air and ground, 

And the animals tremble in terror.
"Let him go, let him go," shout many to their leaders.

It is decided to wait one day more 

And if no trick can be discovered 

The Rabbit should be let go.
On the fourth day the animals come slowly to the council ground 

And cast fearful looks to the west. 
The Rabbit, amid profound silence, is led out.
"Alas," says he, "what a fate--all the animals to be destroyed,

When one act of justice could save them," 

And suddenly from the west comes such a fluttering, buzzing, quivering, shaking roar that all the animals cry aloud:
"Let him go, let him go. He is right. 
The world will be destroyed!"
So they let him go, and away he hops 

To the king of the Partridges. 
"The world is yours," says he, 
"Go where you will and eat your fill."
Ever since then 

Partridges have roved over the whole world.
The Sun was still a young woman 
At that time.
She lived in the East, 

While her brother, 

The Moon. 

Lived in the West. 
She has a lover 

Who comes every month 

In the dark 
To court her,

And to lie down with her.

He comes at night, 

And leaves before daylight, 

And although she talks with him 

She cannot see his face 

In the dark, 

And he will not tell her his name, 

And she wonders 

All the time 

Who it could be. 
At last Sun hits upon a plan 

To find out, 

So the next time he comes to her, 

As they are loving one another

In the dark 
She slyly dips her hand down, down, down, 

Into the cinders and ashes of the Sycamore tree,

And rubs it over his face, 

Saying, 
"Your face is cold!

You must have suffered from the wind," 
And she pretends to be 

Very sorry for him, 

But he does not know 

That she has ashes on her hand. 
After a while he leaves her 

And goes away again.
The next night 

When the Moon comes up in the sky 

His face is covered with spots, 

And then his sister knows,
She knows,

Brother Moon is the one who has been

Coming 

To see her. 
He is so much 

Ashamed 

To have her know it 

That he keeps as far away as he can
At the other end of the sky,

Far behind Sister Sun, 

All the night,
Forever.

When he does

Sometimes

Dare to come near 

His beloved Sister,

In the West,

Moon makes himself

Thin as a ribbon,

So that he can 

Hardly

be 

seen.

Some old people 
They say 

That the moon is a ball 

Which was thrown up,

Up against the sky 

In a game,

A long time ago. 
They say 

That two towns 

Were playing against each other, 

But one of them had the best runners 

And had almost won the game, 

When the leader of the other side 

Picked up the ball with his hand
--a thing that is not allowed in the game—

And tried to throw it to the goal, 
But it struck against the solid sky vault 

And was fastened there, 

To remind players never to cheat. 
When the moon looks small and pale 

It is because 

Someone has handled the ball unfairly, 

And for this reason 

They formerly played 

Only at the time 

Of a full moon.
When the Sun 

or Moon 

Is eclipsed 
It is because 
a great frog 
up in the sky  

is trying to swallow it. 
Everybody knows this. 

And in the olden times, 
a hundred or more years ago,

Before the great medicine men were all dead, 
Whenever they saw the sun 

Grow dark 

The people 

Would come together 

And brandish their weapons 

And beat their drum, 

And in a little while 

This would frighten off the great frog 

And the sun would be all right again.
The common people 

Call both 
Sun and Moon 
Nûñdä, 
one being 
"Nûñdä that dwells in the day" 
and the other 
"Nûñdä that dwells in the night," 
but the priests,

They call the Sun Su'tälidihï', 
"Six-killer," 
and the Moon 
Ge'`yägu'ga, 
though nobody knows now 

what this word means, 
or why they use these names. 
Now the animals,
They begin to notice something strange

When they look up 

To the sky.

Every morning Mother Sun, 

After rising above the horizon, 

She makes short stops, 
Short stops,

All along the Seventh Height,

Going faster and faster,

Until she reaches the noon point.

So the animals,

They begin to ask,

“What is the matter with Mother Sun?”

They ask Rabbit,

Who denies any knowledge of this,

And who says,

“Somebody has to go there 

To see and examine.” 
But who can go?

And what can be done

After they arrive?

“We are afraid to go up there,”

The animals say.

For by this time

They even now 

begin to forget,

That they had originally come from 

Gälûñ'lätï, 
Beyond arch, beyond sky.
But Rabbit thinks he is just tricky enough

To go see what was the matter.

So Rabbit, 

He will go to the edge of the earth,

And see what he can see.

