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Introduction to Native American Stories

Character Pronunciation Key

Chapter 1Chapter 1 Etu, the Hunter
Etu /e/ /t/ /oo/
Hakan /h/ /a/ /k/ /a/ /n/
Delsin /d/ /e/ /l/ /s/ /i/ /n/

Chapter 2Chapter 2 Akando and Aponi, the Gatherers
Akando /a/ /k/ /a/ /n/ /d/ /oe/
Aponi /a/ /p/ /o/ /n/ /ee/

Chapter 3Chapter 3 Alemeda, the Basket Weaver
Alemeda /ae/ /l/ /e/ /m/ /ee/ /d/ /ᴅ/
Kele /k/ /ee/ /l/ /ee/

Chapter 4Chapter 4 Alo, the Spirit Giver
Alo /ae/ /l/ /oe/
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Chapter 5Chapter 5 Meda and Flo, the Forest Children
Meda /m/ /ee/ /d/ /ᴅ/

Chapter 6Chapter 6 Adoette and Awan, the Bird Chasers
Adoette /a/ /d/ /oe/ /e/ /t/
Awan /o/ /w/ /o/ /n/

Chapter 7Chapter 7 Yutu, the Dog Trainer
Yutu  /ue/ /t/ /oo/
Miki /m/ /ee/ /k/ /ee/

Chapter 8Chapter 8 The Hunting of the Great Bear:  
An Iroquois Tale

Nyah-gwaheh /n/ /ie/ /o/ /g/ /w/ /o/ /e/
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Introduction to Native American Stories (continued)
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Etu’s mother and sister repair their shelter.
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Suddenly, my brother Hakan stopped moving and 
raised an arm. Then, he signaled for us to crouch down. 
We immediately did as he commanded. I peeked around 
to see the men behind us doing the same thing. My 
brother put a finger to his lips and looked at us directly, 
signaling us to be quiet. I could tell that he had spotted a 
lone woolly mammoth.

As we crouched down in the snow, the hunters began 
to move forward. I held my breath as my father and 
uncles moved past us. I knew that they would not use 
their spears until the giant creature had been cornered 
in the ditch with no way out. My heart pounded in my 
chest as I watched the men suddenly surround what 
seemed to be a young mammoth. They drove it with 
such skill into the snow-covered ditch, whooping and 
hollering as they went. Then, without hesitating, my 
father and uncles launched their spears. I watched this 
great and powerful creature fall, crashing to the ground.
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The hunters corner the mammoth.
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The crops that we grew, sunflowers, corn, squash, 
and tobacco, were also being harvested. Some of the 
older children were busily helping in the fields. Only 
the Shamans were allowed to gather tobacco and the 
roots and bark that were used for medicine. My brother 
told me that the Shamans offered tobacco to the four 
directions of the earth before the roots of the medicine 
plant were taken.

I looked ahead, in search of Akando. My brother was 
so far ahead of me that I was losing sight of him.

“Akando, slow down,” I called to my brother. “Can 
we rest for a while?”

Akando looked back at me. He is my twin brother 
and even though we are the same size, he is stronger than 
I am. Akando had a large birch bark basket strapped 
around his waist. It was almost full to the brim with 
hickory nuts and hazelnuts. I had a basket strapped to 
my waist too. Mine was smaller than his and it was only 
half full with butternuts and acorns.

“Just for a short while, Aponi,” he yelled back. “We 
haven’t even begun to collect the berries.”
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Aponi calls to Akando to wait.
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Chapter

Alemeda,
the Basket Weaver3

“Alemeda! Where are you?” my mother called.

I did not answer. Instead, I crept around the corner 
of our home and hid. I waited and watched in the 
cooling shade. I held my breath. I was just about to 
close my eyes when a lizard raced across my bare feet. 
It tickled. 

“She’s hiding from you,” my younger brother 
Kele announced. “She’s over there,” he said, pointing 
towards me.

I did not reply but stuck my tongue out at Kele. He 
was always getting me into trouble.

“Alemeda, we need you. We have work to do. We 
must finish the baskets,” my mother said, as I made my 
way towards her. She was not angry but it was clear that 
she was not going to let me play. I had work to do.
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Alemeda hides from her mother.
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I walked slowly towards the shaded area that my 
father had constructed out of wooden poles and a 
covering. I kicked at the dirt as I walked. There were 
several of these structures scattered around our village. 
Women could be found sitting under them weaving 
baskets of various shapes and sizes. They also created a 
whole host of other things. Men could be found sitting 
together shaping tools for hunting and farming.

All of the women in our village made baskets. Baskets 
were very important because they were used for carrying 
water, for storing grain, fruits, nuts, and berries, and 
even for cooking.

“Sit near me,” my grandmother said as I came and 
stood beside her.

I sighed deeply and threw myself down on the 
ground next to her.

She smiled and handed me the basket I had begun to 
make the day before.

“Our people have been making these baskets since 
time began,” she said. “This skill has been handed down 
from one generation to the next. It is important that 
you learn it, Alemeda.”
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“I know,” I replied, and then I sighed again. “But 
I would rather learn how to hunt than weave baskets,” 
I admitted.

My grandmother laughed out loud. “When I was 
your age, I thought the same thing,” she replied.

“Really?” I asked, looking at her wise, old face. 
“Then, why are you making me do it?” I asked eagerly, 
wondering if there was a way out.

Grandmother looked at me for a few moments before 
she replied. Then she asked, “When you hunt, or fish, or 
even farm, what are you going to do with the food you 
have provided?”

“Eat it!” I exclaimed cheerfully. 

“But we can’t eat everything at once,” she chuckled. 
“We must save the corn we harvest. We must dry some 
of the meat we hunt for, we must store the fruits and 
berries we gather. We must store this food safely so that 
we can survive during the time when the sun has turned 
away from us. You will come to see, Alemeda, how 
important it is to learn this skill. Now, remember what 
I told you yesterday. All coiled baskets are made from 
plants that bend easily. Plants such as yucca, split willow, 
rabbitbrush, or skunkbrush are the best.”
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Alo looks out over the snow-dusted desert while kachina spirits 
swirl in the sky.
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Kachinas travel down the mountain, giving life to the desert.
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Alo dresses for the ceremony.





39

Alo looks back at his home and family.
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I grinned back. “I’ll still be a year older than you,”  
I said, rising to the challenge. 

“I know. You’ll always be that. But I have a feeling 
that this time next year, I will be taller than you,” she 
replied as if she were stating a fact.

“Well, we’ll see about that,” I replied as I eyed her 
feet. They were already bigger than mine and she was 
only a thumb size shorter than me. I couldn’t help 
thinking that she might be right, but I wasn’t going to 
admit it. 

This was my favorite time of year by far. It was the 
time of year when the eagles built their spring nests. 
The chickadees made their strange, eerie call in the early 
morning. The snow was melting all around and tree buds 
were emerging daily.

This was also the time of year when my family, along 
with my uncles and aunts and their children, set up 
camp in the maple tree forest. We did this every year at 
the beginning of spring. We left our summer and winter 
village and returned to our camp in the forest. In the fall 
we camped near the fields we planted our crops in.
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We always returned to the same maple forest camp. 
It was a good-sized clearing encircled by a large number 
of maple trees and birch trees. We returned here each 
year to collect the sap from the maple trees and turn it 
into the sweet syrup that we all loved so much.

This year we were lucky. The winter winds and 
frequent snowfall had not destroyed our wigwam 
frames from the previous year. We only had to wrap the 
deerskin that we had carried with us around the frames. 
After we made our campfire, the children had a chance 
to play before the real work began.

Once we were settled, the men would use their axes 
to make small, deep cuts in the trunks of the maple 
trees. Then, we would wait for the sap to trickle out. 
As it did, the women and children would funnel the sap 
into birch baskets or clay pots. We used curved pieces of 
cedar wood or hollowed-out sumac stems as funnels.
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Meda and Flo race back to the camp.
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Chapter Adoette 
and Awan,
the Bird Chasers6

“Adoette, it’s time to go,” whispered Awan. “The sun 
is almost up!”

“I’m coming,” Adoette replied softly as she tiptoed 
through the doorway of her home. “I have fish for us to 
eat later,” she continued.

“I have water for us to drink,” Awan said as he smiled 
at Adoette.

The children chatted with each other as they made 
their way towards their family’s cornfield. The cornfield 
was a short distance from their village near the river. As 
they walked, the sound of crows cawing rose up into the 
warm, spring air. The crows had returned to signal that 
wintertime was over. The warmth of the sun was once 
again encouraging life in the sleeping Earth.
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Adoette and Awan were sent to the family cornfield 
each day to guard the crop. As the corn crop had just 
been planted, crows were the worst enemy. They would 
either dig up the newly planted seeds with their sharp 
talons or they would wait for the seeds to germinate. 
Then, they would pull up each seedling plant, cawing 
with delight as they consumed the corn seed and 
discarded the rest. 

As the two children arrived in the cornfield, they 
could see that several crows were already there. The 
crows sat in the dirt, watching the young plants. Adoette 
and Awan placed their supplies on the ground and yelled 
at the crows. The crows stared at the children with their 
coal-black eyes. Then, they flapped their wings and flew 
away. One crow, however, could not quite lift its body 
off the ground and instead tried to scuttle away from the 
children. It made its way towards some low-lying shrubs.

“Oh, it’s injured!” exclaimed Adoette. “We must 
help it.”

“Help it!” screeched Awan. “We’re supposed to chase 
it away.”
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“Ah, it is as we feared,” he said. “The great bear is 
Nyah-gwaheh.”

“This bear has magic powers,” said the second 
brother fearfully.

“Don’t worry,” said the tallest brother. “The bear’s 
magic will not work on us if we find its tracks first.”

“Yes, that is true,” said the third brother. “If we find 
Nyah-gwaheh’s tracks and begin to follow them, then it 
must run from us.”

“This sounds like hard work,” said the fourth 
brother, who was both chubby and lazy. “Do we have 
any food?” he asked. His brothers ignored him. 

As the brothers and the messenger entered the village, 
they were struck by an eerie silence. Only the village 
leader was there to greet them.

“We have come to help you,” said the first brother. 

“Do you have any food?” asked the fourth brother.

“Pay no attention to him,” urged the oldest brother. 
“We will find this great bear.”

“I wish you luck,” said the village leader. “When we 
follow the great bear’s tracks, they disappear.”
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Chasing Nyah-gwaheh higher and higher
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Every autumn, the brothers chase the bear across the sky.
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Glossary for Native 
American Stories

A
ancestor—a person in your family who was alive long ago, even 
before your grandparents (ancestors)

arctic—relating to extreme cold and winter

arid—extremely dry due to a lack of rain

autumnal—relating to the season of fall

axe—a tool with a sharp blade on the end of a long handle that 
is used to chop wood (axes)

B
basic—relating to the most important part of something

birch—a tree with hard wood and smooth bark that peels off 
easily in strips
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