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xiii

T

he Alutiiq people of Kodiak have a rich history of storytelling. We

distinguish between

quliyanguat

—stories (usually life or history

based) and

unigkuat

—legends. Alutiiq legends contain stories of powerful

individuals, shapeshifting animals, and magical beings. These stories

were meant to entertain, and some held moral lessons as well. Some were

humorous, and some were frightening and not intended for children.

By the time I was a child in Larsen Bay in the 1980s, the art of

traditional storytelling was waning. Some Elders remember the tales told

to them in their youth, and we are grateful to those who recorded them or

wrote them down. Older

unigkuat

that did not survive in the oral tradition

survived on paper after being documented by explorers, ethnographers,

and anthropologists. Until now these legends were never compiled in

one place.

I remember feeling a sense of awe when I listened to Alutiiq

language recordings of my great-grandmother Fedosia (Anaknak)

Laktonen telling

unigkuat

to linguist Irene Reed in the 1960s. In her sweet

voice rich with humor, she shared the stories she had learned from her

Elders of talking ﬁsh, naughty ravens, and gluttonous magpies. I had not

heard these stories growing up, and I did not learn Alutiiq until adulthood.

Now, able to understand her recordings, I feel admiration for my great-

grandma. She passed away before my birth, but her voice and stories

have carried forward to the current day.

Preface

By April G. L. Counceller
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xiv

We know that details of some stories have been lost over the

course of many decades. Legends surviving on paper are colored by the

perspective of the person who ﬁrst wrote them down. Recorded legends

often vary from Elder to Elder, depending on the details remembered and

shared by individual storytellers. This can result in multiple versions of the

same tale. Some may ﬁnd it frustrating, but variation is part of the life

cycle of a traditional story and is the legacy of generations of individual

storytellers.

This collection of

unigkuat

is a combination of documented

legends that were interpreted and written down and recorded legends

that have been transcribed or summarized as closely as possible to how

they were told by an Elder. We hope this publication will be useful to

students and families who are interested in learning about and breathing

life into Alutiiq

unigkuat

.
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xv

S

tories are a major form of traditional education. Like traditional stories

around the world, myths and legends pass down important lessons

through words and images. Stories often reveal a culture’s worldview—

its beliefs, spirituality, and philosophy—and they explore archetypal

characters from spiritual life and history. As you read this collection, you

will begin to see common themes and symbolism in the two main types of

ancestral Alutiiq tales:

unigkuat

and

quliyanguat

. These tales give listeners

and readers a glimpse into the ancestral worldview of the Alutiiq people.

Unigkuat

(plural) translates into English as legends, myths, or origin

stories. These tales explain how the world became how it is and why. Dr.

Jeff Leer, who studies the Alutiiq language, deﬁnes an

unigkuaq

(singular)

as a “legend passed down from generation to generation; thing of the

past” (Leer, n.d.). If you look deeper into the word

unigkuat

, it appears to

be related to the verb roots “

unegte

-”—“to remain, stay behind” or “

unite

-

”—“to be left (behind); to be left over; to remain.” These word roots hint

at Alutiiq concepts of legends: what they are, where they originate from,

and their function. Today, Alutiiq Elders generally accept that

unigkuat

are

“fairy tales.” Yet in the pre-Christian era, people would have given these

tales greater spiritual signiﬁcance and revered them much like biblical

stories in Christian society. In English, the terms myth or fairy tale imply

that a story is not based in fact. When studying any culture through its

storytelling, we should not make such a value judgment. Instead, we

should let every story live on its own terms.

Foreword

Exploring Kodiak Sugpiaq Alutiiq Storytelling

By Alisha S. Drabek
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xvi

Quliyanguat

(plural) is a general term used for all other types of

stories in Alutiiq culture. Dr. Leer deﬁnes

quliyanguaq

as “story, tale,

history.”

Quliyanguat

can also be legends but are more frequently true-life

stories telling how people dealt with challenges in life or about signiﬁcant

events, such as an earthquake, volcanic eruption, a rite of passage, or a

mysterious disappearance. The Alutiiq word

quliyanguat

comes from the

verb roots “

quliyar

-”—“to tattle, snitch, tell,” “

quliyaqe

-”—“to talk it up, to

talk favorably about it,” and “

quliyanguaqe

-”—“to tell the story of it; to tell

about it; to have it as an account” (Leer, n.d.). At its core, it may be related

to “

qule

-”—“above,” which would imply that stories come down to us from

above.

In the ancestral Alutiiq worldview, little birds carried messages

from the sky worlds. They were a link between the animal spirit world and

human existence. Alutiiq cosmology or

llarpet

(our universe) is an intricate

arrangement of gods, supernatural beings, and worlds. This cosmology is

central to Alutiiq stories.

In the ancestral Alutiiq cosmology, the universe has ﬁve layers or

sky worlds above and ﬁve layers or underworlds below. A pantheon of

deities, spirits, and animals dwelt within and journeyed between these

worlds. Five is a sacred number within Alutiiq cosmology, arts, stories, and

ritual practice. As a primary god,

Llam Sua

resides in the ﬁfth sky worlds.

Llam Sua

is the personiﬁcation of the universe, or the universe’s supreme

being. As

Lla

is also the Alutiiq word for weather or outside,

Llam Sua

can be understood as “spirit or god of weather, light, and air.”

Llam Sua

appears in many Alutiiq stories. Visually, artists show

Llam Sua

as a face in

the center of a series of concentric circles or worlds. Today, Alutiiq people

use the name

Llam Sua

, one of the most powerful gods, as the name for

the Christian god. However, to understand traditional Alutiiq stories, we

must suspend this modern translation and look at each story from an

ancestral Alutiiq worldview.
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xvii

Alutiiq Values and Worldview

Elders from around Kodiak Island gathered in 2002 to share the

Alutiiq worldview and its cultural values with educators. During my research

on Alutiiq stories and values (Drabek 2012), I assisted Elders in reclaiming

the Alutiiq words for each of the values they identiﬁed. Organized into ﬁve

categories, these core Alutiiq values embody ﬁve spheres of well-being:

physical (place), social (people), cognitive (process), emotional (spiritual),

and ethical.

Nuna

—Earth: Physical Sphere

•

Nunapet

(Our land) “Ties to our

Homeland”

•

Nunapet Carlia’arluki

(Taking care of

our land) “Stewardship of animals, land,

sky, and waters”

•

Unguwacirpet

(Our way of being alive)

“A subsistence lifestyle respectful of and

sustained by the natural world”

Suuget

—People: Social Sphere

•

Suupet

(Our people or community)

“Our people: we are responsible for each

other and ourselves”

•

Cuqllipet

(Our Elders) “Our Elders”

•

Ilaapet

(Our family) “Our family and

kinship of ancestors and living relatives”

Keneq

—Fire (Process): Cognitive Sphere

•

Liitukut

(We learn) “Learning by doing,

observing, and listening”

•

Piciipet Uswituu’uq

(Our way is wise)

“Traditional arts, skills, and ingenuity”

•

Sugt’stun Niuwacirpet; Yuuwacirpet

(Our heritage language) “Our heritage

language”

Note: The English terms used to describe each value appear in quotation marks and

the direct translations appear in parentheses.

Anerneq

—Breath: Spiritual Sphere

•

Agayumaukut

(We are prayerful)

“Faith and spiritual life from

ancestral beliefs to the diverse faiths

of today”

•

Englartartukut

(We like to laugh)

“Sense of humor”

Ll

a—Conscience: Ethical Sphere

•

Ilakuisnguukut

(We favor sharing)

“Sharing: we welcome everyone”

•

Sugtanartukut; Uqwarnartukut

(We

trust) “Trust”

•

Ling’aklluki

(We respect them)

“Respect for self, others, and our

environment is inherent in all of

these values”
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xviii

While some Kodiak Alutiiq traditional knowledge is fragmented or

no longer practiced, it still makes up a rich, complex, traditional values

system. This values system inﬂuences our lives today. The stories Alutiiq

Elders tell, our ancestors’ artifacts, and our experiences in our traditional

homeland continue to teach the Kodiak Alutiiq how to live. Knowing

that storytelling comes in many forms can increase our awareness of the

deeper messages that stories hold. In fact, objects, sign language, and

dance also contribute to storytelling. Cultural objects are often paired

with or representative of an oral story or a design based on that story.

For this reason, it can be helpful to explore the symbolism and motifs

found in cultural objects alongside spoken or written stories. They help to

illuminate the ancestral worldview that oral stories may not fully convey

across cultures or generations. As you read stories from this book, you

may ﬁnd it useful to look at other publications about Alutiiq culture to see

examples of the symbolism described.

The Purpose and Value of Stories:

Well-being through Storytelling

Dr. Oscar Kawagley (2006) explains that the Yupiaq, the closest

cousins to the Alutiiq, use mythology and stories to instill values and teach

what it means to be human. Kawagley (1999) says that stories provide a

“cultural orientation—an identity” (para. 69). Among many Alutiiq families—

and other Alaska Native families—suppression of cultural traditions

throughout colonization has left a silence. In this silence, many traditional

stories, once shared across millennia, have been extinguished in their

oral form. As a result, families and communities struggle to maintain and

rekindle traditional storytelling as a central way to learn cultural values

and build a strong sense of identity and well-being.

Storytelling as a traditional vehicle for sharing knowledge offers a

richness in learning that is difﬁcult to surpass. In addition to entertaining,

shared stories fulﬁll many developmental and healing needs. They:
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xix

1. build a common experience and worldview;

2. develop the art of listening and symbol association;

3. foster social skills and an understanding of human motives and patterns

of behavior;

4. prepare us for life as we connect to shared experiences;

5. transmit cultural traditions;

6. strengthen identity; and

7. demonstrate “right” behavior within values.

All of these complex lessons, and more, can be conveyed through

a simple story passed down from generation to generation. Across

millennia, stories have sustained generations as they are retold and

compared against lived experiences. Storytelling is a powerful learning

tool that links us to our ancestors. Stories reinforce our identity and help

shape our sense of purpose in life.

As we ﬁnd our place in the world,

stories keep us on track and motivate us. In a healthy environment,

metaphors and archetypes within traditional and family stories repeat in

our minds and our communication with others.

However, as Indigenous communities suffered colonization, they

watched their people, beliefs, and stories repressed and devalued. Such

repression injures families for generations. Throughout Alutiiq history,

storytelling has perpetuated life and healed past hardships. Asserting

who we are as a people, how we see the world, and what matters to us

most is the job of storytelling. For all these reasons, and many others,

our storytelling practices should be cultivated to maintain connections to

ancestors and their valuable lessons.

Storytelling can be a healing process that sends ripples outward

like a stone skipped on water. It has the power to correct history and

stop inaccuracies or untruths from being passed on. This is particularly

important for Indigenous people whose histories have been told by their

colonizers. In a larger sense, stories seek to empower a community. They

can become tools for reclaiming lost traditions or lands and validating

community actions. In essence, stories function as agents of change that

can reduce oppression and inequity.
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Exploring the Alutiiq oral tradition is an important way to restore

equality for the Alutiiq worldview. It also contributes to revitalizing Alutiiq

storytelling traditions within families. Today, Alutiiq traditional knowledge

is regaining respect. It is reclaiming its proper place as central to Alutiiq

people’s lives and educational processes. Western schools once sought

to eradicate our heritage language. Despite now encouraging Alutiiq

language and stories in the classroom, the meaning and relevancy of

Indigenous stories are often difﬁcult for readers to understand if they

have little familiarity with the Alutiiq community or heritage. If the core

values, sense of humor, and sacredness intended in traditional stories are

not shared or familiar, misinterpretation and misuse can result. Because

traditional stories can so easily be disrespected, and the meaning

misunderstood, readers outside of a story’s Indigenous families must take

care to tread lightly and avoid appropriation or disrespect.

The Role of Story in Education and Transmission Barriers

Many traditional Alaska Native stories are no longer told in daily

life. Many of the stories in this volume have not been told in generations.

Today, there are limited opportunities for Elders and culture bearers to

connect with youth in the ways they once did on a regular basis. Modern

western inﬂuences and technological distractions have changed Native

lives so much that traditional stories have been devalued.

The effects of colonization on Indigenous worldviews have also

blocked the transmission of stories, because they compete with Christian

or western worldviews. Many Elders were told as children that myths

are “not real” and that therefore they should not be told. Some fear that

reviving such stories will awaken “shamanic” traditions.

Language barriers and aversions to the mythological or symbolic

aspects of Alutiiq storytelling have widened the gap between generations.

Thankfully, today people are eager to hear traditional stories again.

However, they will likely need an orientation to ground them in the values

and metaphors in stories. Otherwise, listeners and readers may dismiss

them as obsolete or simply not recognize them.
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Oral Versus Written Story Transmission

Some of the metaphors in Indigenous oral storytelling are

impossible to fully translate into written English. Many concepts in

Indigenous languages do not make sense in English. As a result,

misunderstanding and oversimpliﬁcation occur. Written words translated

into another language are only a part of the story and cannot fully replace

oral transmission. Beyond the words, voice inﬂection, body language, and

the reason stories were told all play signiﬁcant roles in sharing cultural

messages. Traditional storytelling is not based on linear plot-driven

telling; rather it circles back on itself as a storyteller relates the story to

their own or their audience’s experiences. Stories carry deeper meanings

than could be understood in their detached written form, removed from

their intended audience. Each telling is and should be unique, meant

especially for the intended listener(s). For this reason, every effort should

be made to share traditional stories orally. Even this collection of stories

can be retold orally to rekindle Alutiiq storytelling practices. It is also

important to recognize that many of the western researchers retold these

stories not exactly as they heard them. Some chose to reframe or use

a western storytelling plot structure to translate the story into a western

worldview.

Within an oral storytelling tradition, ﬂexibility of telling allows a story

to unfold so readers and listeners can engage with the story, digressing as

appropriate to the situation. This technique of retelling provides a bridge

between oral and written traditions. The reader can pause frequently from

direct reading to expand and emphasize important details or connect

events appropriate to the situation and audience. Any telling of a story

from a written form should include discussions about the value of oral

transmission, so that the written form does not become the only version

or the property of the person who wrote the story down, as it would in

the western worldview. Stories from oral tradition belong to the cultural

community and should be acknowledged and shared as such.
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In addition, stories are told at different times to mean different things.

The time, place, and reason for storytelling shifts the meaning or intention

of the story. Lessons were not intended to be delivered as a prescribed

or linear process, as valued in western education systems. Listeners get

from a story what they are meant to learn or what they are capable of

learning at that moment. In our modern lives, this form of learning is often

overshadowed by the tendency to be spoon-fed information. Morals in

Indigenous stories are identiﬁed or constrained by western concepts as

“age-appropriate” subject matter or stages of skills acquisition. However,

to some extent, we need to provide a bridge to help students of varying

ages engage regularly with Indigenous stories as an important part of

placed-based education. This is how we heal cultural oppression after

centuries of colonization of Indigenous communities.

Traditionally, stories were told during appropriate seasons or

animal cycles, depending on events related to the storytelling time. They

were told in different ways depending on the audience. For those who are

new to Alutiiq stories, imagine sitting around in the light of an oil lamp or

ﬁre to listen to a wise storyteller who had been expertly trained in their

art and spiritual practice. The

unigkuat

, or origin stories, were shared not

just to entertain but to teach and to strengthen family and community.

Storytelling has served as an educational process for millennia.

The process of how our stories are shared may be changing. Yet we

can seek to understand the core values that should be carried on by future

generations. In collaboration with Elders and other Native educators,

highlighting and analyzing traditional stories can help us explore how

these stories ﬁt into a modern world and are still relevant today, rather

than leave them in the past as relics. Showing the relevancy of traditional

knowledge to life today can be a powerful way to rebuild connections to

each other and to our ancestors. Otherwise, traditional knowledge would

be lost if we only focus on survival within this technological age.
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Teaching through Storytelling

When engaging with or retelling traditional Indigenous stories,

we must be mindful of how we discuss their meaning. Alutiiq traditional

stories can and should be used to teach. Explore the cultural contexts of

each story. Build a collaborative relationship with a culture bearer to advise

or lead class discussions. Without deep cultural knowledge, readers risk

making judgements about what they may think are “ancient” traditions,

believed dead. Or they may evaluate the culture based solely on a story.

This can perpetuate harm long prevalent within western society. Instead,

engage Elders with students to visit about meaning and connections

within their lives. In this way, storytelling is an excellent means of honoring

Elders as our primary knowledge providers.

Traditional stories can be used to teach social studies, language arts,

math, science, art, and much more. By teaching through story, students

learn new concepts more easily and develop skills more holistically. It is

important that all students learn through story within appropriate cultural

contexts. In this manner, storytelling builds a common experience across

the curriculum, essential for self-esteem and identity.

As use of Alutiiq storytelling expands, we can explore its cultural

metaphors and the effectiveness of teaching through story more deeply.

As Alutiiq stories become more accessible, our storytelling will regain

value and ﬂourish as a living tradition.

If you want to learn more, refer to my dissertation,

Liitukut

Sugpiat’stun

(We Are Learning How to Be Real People): Exploring Kodiak

Alutiiq Literature through Core Values. It provides additional information

on Alutiiq storytelling and values.
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T

he sixty-two legends shared in this book come from sources dating

between 1872 and about 1990, and they are all tied to the Kodiak

region. They include

unigkuat

—legends told by Kodiak Alutiiq Elders

preserved in recordings. They also include tales told to explorers,

anthropologists, students, and a folklorist preserved in publications. At

the end of each legend there is a note about its source. At the end of the

book there is a full list of the sources.

Importantly, this book is not a complete review of Alutiiq folklore.

It is an introduction to classical Alutiiq literature and the art of storytelling.

We only share complete tales. There are fragments of legends and

discussions of traditional lore in a number of Elder interviews and historic

sources that are not included here (Holmberg 1985, Lantis 1938, Mishler

2001, Mulcahy 1987). We have also omitted legends from neighboring

Alutiiq regions (Birket-Smith 1953, Kosbruk 2007), although some of these

tales were probably told on Kodiak too. For several legends, we found

two or more versions of the same tale. If the legends are substantially

different, we share both. If the legends are similar, we share the tale

from the primary source (the story preserved in a recording of an Elder),

rather than the one from the secondary source (the version transcribed

by a researcher). Finally, because this book is intended for use in Kodiak

classrooms, we omitted one legend with subject matter not appropriate

for children.

To help readers, we arranged the lessons in thematic groups,

like origin stories and tales of little people, and gave each a title in both

Alutiiq and English. Titles are not a traditional element of Alaska Native

legends (Fienup-Riordan and Kaplan 2007:xxiv). In most recordings of

Alutiiq Elders, storytellers simply share a legend without introducing it by

Editors’ Note

By Dehrich Chya and Amy F. Stefﬁan
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name. To help with written storytelling and assist educators and readers,

we created simple titles for these tales. In contrast, many of the legends

transcribed or studied by researchers had titles (Drabek 2012, Golder

1903a, Golder 1903b, Zeedar 1978), likely developed by the researcher.

We kept these titles because they have become associated with the

legends.

We also edited the legends. Because many of the tales were

collected long ago, some of the original vocabulary is unfamiliar. We

updated terms to help readers. For example, “Cadiak” became Kodiak,

“sea cat” became otter, and “casine” became

qasgiq

—ceremonial house.

We also translated Russian words into English and edited old phrasing to

make the legends easier to understand. In addition, we adjusted cultural

details based on our knowledge of Alutiiq traditions. For example, in a

story about spearing a ﬁsh, we substituted salmon harpoon for bow and

arrow, as this is most likely the tool referenced in the story. Throughout

this effort, we preserved the elements of the legends and the sequence

of events. Finally, because many of these stories were originally told in

the Alutiiq language, we added Alutiiq vocabulary to the presentation.

This gives the tales additional cultural context and exposes readers to the

traditional language of Alutiiq legends.

We believe this editorial process follows Alutiiq storytelling

traditions. Alutiiq legends are communally owned. They are tales told

over and over by many people. Storytellers expect that the tales will be

repeated, that each presenter will share the tale in their own way, that

each telling will be unique, and that tales will be passed through the

generations. We saw an example of this process in our research. The

“Bad Husband” legend, collected by Alphonse Pinart in 1872, is similar

to “The Bear Woman,” a legend told by Fedosia Laktonen in the mid-

twentieth century, and retold by Clyda Christiansen a generation later

(Laktonen 1962). The elements of the legends are the same, but each

storyteller presents them in a unique way. Editing the legends allowed us

to share them in a twenty-ﬁrst-century style. Today, few Alutiiq people tell

legends, so we created modern versions of the tales for paper and digital

distribution to keep them accessible. In this way, legends from the distant

past can continue to teach lessons important for the future.











[image: page027]

xxvii

The illustrations in this book are contemporary interpretations of

the legends by community artists. In classical Alutiiq society, paintings

helped to share both stories and legends. Pictures captured details of

events and traditions that helped listeners interpret a storyteller’s words.

In keeping with this tradition, we invited artists of all ages to create works

for this book. From the large pool of applicants, we selected thirty-one

artists and assigned each a legend. People with Alutiiq ancestry were given

priority in illustrating legends reﬂecting their heritage. However, because

the Alutiiq people beneﬁt when people of all heritages explore Alutiiq

culture, we were pleased to include artists of many cultural backgrounds.

The results are beautiful.

The publication of this book was made possible by the Kodiak

Island Borough School District READ project, an effort to promote literacy

in Alutiiq and English in Kodiak’s rural schools. It was also supported by

the Munartet project, a multiyear collaboration between the museum,

the Kodiak Arts Council, Kodiak College, and the Kodiak Island Borough

School District, funded through the Alaska State Council on the Arts.

Project partners work to train early career educators to instruct in and

through the arts and culture in Kodiak classrooms.

Munartet

is the Alutiiq

word for artists.

We are grateful to the people and organizations that helped us

to locate and share traditional tales. They include Siri Tuttle and the

Alaska Native Language Center, the Alaska Native Language Archive

at the University of Alaska Fairbanks, Jessica Turner and the

Journal of

American Folklore

, Larry LeDoux, Peggy Azuyak, and the Kodiak Island

Borough School District, Alisha Drabek, JJ Orloff and the Native Village

of Afognak, Karen Pestrikoff-Eggers and the Pestrikoff family, Jeff Leer,

and the University of Alaska Press. Finally, we acknowledge the countless

Alutiiq people who shared these legends and made it possible to continue

that tradition.

Quyanaasinaq

—We thank you very much.
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Canaluki

Creation Tales
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A

qalngaaq

—raven

brought light to the Earth from the spirit

world. At the same time, a bladder descended holding a man

and a woman. At ﬁrst this pair of people enlarged the bladder by

blowing and then by stretching their hands and feet. This built the

ingrit

—mountains

. The man scattered his hair on the mountains,

creating

napat

—trees

and forests where wild animals sprung up

and increased. The woman urinated, producing the

imaq

—sea

,

and spit into ditches and holes, forming the

kuiget

—rivers

and

nanwat

—lakes

. The woman pulled out one of her teeth and gave

it to the man, who made a knife from it. He cut trees with the knife

and threw the chips into the river. These wood chips became

iqallut

—ﬁsh

of different kinds. At last, the pair had children. One

day their ﬁrstborn, a son, was playing with a stone. Suddenly, the

stone became

Qik’rtaq

—Kodiak Island

. On this island, a man and

a dog woman were placed. The island was set aﬂoat on the ocean

and arrived at its current location. The man and dog woman had

children and the Kodiak people are their descendants.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Uri Lisianski (1814) in the Kodiak Region in 1805.

Qik’rtalillriit

They Made Kodiak
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N

orth of the Alaska Peninsula there was a chief whose daughter

lived with a man who could transform into a dog. Together,

the woman and the dog man had ﬁve children: three boys and

two girls. The chief, who was upset with his daughter’s behavior,

banished her to a neighboring

qik’rtaq

—island

while her lover was

gone. When the lover returned, he found his family missing and

grieved for a long time. Finally, he discovered where his family had

been sent. He swam towards the

qik’rtaq

and drowned on the way.

When the children grew up, their

aana

—mother

told them

the reason for their banishment. They were so angry with their

apaa

—grandfather

that when he came to see them, they tore him

to pieces. After this sad event, their aana decided to return to her

home and told her children to go wherever they chose. As a result,

some went north. Others crossed the Alaska Peninsula to the south

and arrived at

Qik’rtaq

—Kodiak Island

. Here they had families and

became the ancestors of the Alutiiq people.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Uri Lisianski (1814) in the Kodiak Region in 1805.

Qik’rtaq Tekilluku

Arriving at Kodiak Island
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A

lutiiq people moved to

Qik’rtaq

—Kodiak Island

from the

Alaska Peninsula. They came from the north side of the

peninsula, near a great river called the Kvignak. Here, the people

had an

angayuqaq

—chief

named Atlivatu. His only daughter,

whom he loved greatly, vanished one day. Atlivatu searched for

her with the help of others in his village, and he convinced another

angayuqaq, named Iakunak, to help. They searched many places

for a long time. When they reached the southern coast of the

Alaska Peninsula, they sighted a land across the water and called it

Qik’rtaq—which means island in the Alutiiq language. This became

the name for Kodiak Island.

Atlivatu and Iakunak became curious about the

qik’rtaq

—

island

and investigated. They found many good things and

persuaded the search party and their families to settle on Qik’rtaq.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Hieromonk Gideon (1989) in the Kodiak region,

about 1805.

Qik’rtaq Ikugluku

Finding Kodiak Island
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O

nce there was a large village. The chief of this village was

very rich, and he had ﬁve

awaqutat

—sons

and one

paniyaq

—

daughter

. The paniyaq was very beautiful, but very difﬁcult. She

did not want to see anything of the outside world and never left

her sod house. Even worse, she never set foot outside of her

room, which was very elaborately furnished. Her bed was made

of

arhnaq

—sea otter

and

qanganaq

—ground squirrel

skins, and

three female slaves served her all the time.

When it was time for the chief’s paniyaq to marry, many

young men in the village came to woo her because they had heard

of her beauty. One young man presented her parents with gifts of

furs, berries preserved in oil, and seal oil. When she heard that he

had proposed, she started crying and would not answer. She even

refused to look at the man’s face. Another man came along, then a

third, but all of them received the same treatment. Each time a new

man proposed to the young woman, she would start crying and

not answer. All the young men of the village came to propose, and

the chief’s

ciqlluaq

—sod house

was ﬁlled with their presents.

One young man remained: the chief’s

usguq

—nephew

. A

rumor had been circulating in the village that the young woman

was in love with him. When the rumor reached the young man’s

ears, he ﬁnally decided to ask his uncle for permission to marry his

paniyaq. The chief agreed at once. Talking to his wife, he told her

that this time he expected their paniyaq to take the suitor as her

Macaq cali Iraluq

The Sun and Moon
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husband. He had decided.

The

aana

—mother

went directly to her paniyaq’s room

and found the young woman sitting on her fur bed crying. The

aana explained why she had come. It was her

ata

—father

’s wish

that she marry her cousin. The young woman cried. She said that

she did not want a husband as she had ﬁve brothers who fed her

and provided her with clothes. She cried and sobbed, and ﬁnally

refused. Broken-hearted, the

aana

left and went straight to her

husband to share their

paniyaq’

s behavior. Hearing the outcome,

the chief began crying. He cried for a long time and then became

angry. He climbed to the roof of the sod house and addressed the

village.

“People, leave this place. People, let us all go,” said the chief.

Then he went back inside and headed straight into his

paniyaq’

s room. He took the furs laid out there and threw them

outside. He tore apart the pieces of seal gut covering the window.

Then he stripped his

paniyaq

of all her clothing and left her

completely naked and kneeling on the ﬂoor.

“This is what you wanted. You have made yourself this way,”

he told her.

Then the chief and all the villagers left the community.

Sitting on the dry grass in her room, the young woman started

to feel cold and wrapped herself in her long hair. For three days

and three nights she moaned and cried. She stayed in the same

position without drinking or eating, and the cold stiffened her

limbs. Suddenly, she felt warmth spreading throughout her body.

Then she heard a voice telling her, “

Tai maagun

—Come here

.”

With some effort she turned around and saw the

macaq

—

sun

. The same voice repeated, “Come here.” She replied that she

was naked and dared not go. The

macaq

threw her some clothes

and told her to get dressed and follow him. She got dressed, but
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since she hadn’t eaten for a long time, she was numb and could not

move easily. The

macaq

grabbed her by the hair and dragged her

out.

The young woman fainted and awoke by a

nanwaq

—lake

.

She heard the same voice again, “

Tai maagun

. Now throw yourself

into the

nanwaq

.” She did not comply and once again the

macaq

grabbed her by the hair. This time he dipped her into the

nanwaq

three times. She heard the same voice again.

“Now you are puriﬁed,” it said. “I saw you were about to die

and took pity on you.”

The

macaq

gave the young woman three pieces of

clothing—one of

arhnaq

, one of

qanganaq

, and one of dehaired

tuntuq

—caribou

skin. Then, holding her little ﬁnger, he took her

to a beautiful

ciqlluaq

where she found everything wonderfully

covered with animal skins. There was a bed made of three layers of

arhnaq

and

qanganaq

skins.

“You will have to live here,” he said. “But do not think that you

will be alone, because I will visit you often.” Then he disappeared.

The young woman was stunned. She looked around and

was stunned again. Finally, bored of being alone, she searched for

a

kakiwik

—sewing bag

. She could not ﬁnd one. Then she heard

the same voice again, saying, “Look.” Turning around, she noticed

a

kakiwik

with all the tools and materials she needed.

Feeling tired and wishing to sleep, the young woman lay

down on the bed and quickly fell asleep. Night came and it was

completely dark, when suddenly a bright light appeared at the

door. Out of this light came a young man. He sat on his knees at

the entrance of the room.

“Come here,” he told her. “Lie down with your back towards

me. Pull up your clothes and lift your left arm, but no matter what

happens, do not look.”

The young man was holding a small bone lance in his right

Tai Maagun

. Digital media by Hanna Agasuuq Sholl, 2021.
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hand and a sort of wooden

alutaq

—bowl

in the other. Right then

she felt a sharp pain in her side and looked. Blood was running out

of her into the

alutaq

. The young man placed his right hand on the

wound, and it healed immediately. He got up and threw the blood

at the door. As soon as he did this, a child’s cries could be heard. At

the place where he had thrown the blood, a little child lay. He took

the boy to the young woman and told her to take good care of him.

He left, saying he would be back soon.

The young woman felt thirsty and asked for water to be

brought to the door. At once, without anyone appearing, a

tuqmik

—

bucket

full of water was beside her. She drank and then decided

to wash the child. As she washed him, the child grew and then sat

up. She put him back to sleep and went to sleep herself. Soon after,

she woke up and decided to give the child another bath. After this

bath the child was walking. She put the child back to sleep, got in

bed, and fell asleep.

When the young woman woke again, the

macaq

was about

to rise. She watched it for a moment. Suddenly, it got dark again,

and a bright light appeared at the door. She looked and saw the

same young man come in, sit on his knees, and repeat the same

words and the same operation. Out of the blood he threw at the

door, a new child was born. This child was more advanced than his

older brother, since he could talk. She put the boys to bed, but the

children wanted to play and did not need to sleep. Soon after, she

washed both children and they started running. When morning

came, the children asked for their

ata

.

“Not yet,” she said. “Sleep now.”

Soon it got dark, and as before, a bright light appeared at

the door. The sun-man appeared and talked to her.

“Here you are,” he said. “Now you have a husband, the

macaq

. If you want to eat, ask for anything and it will be brought to

you.” Then he disappeared.
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The young woman got up, moved towards the door, and said

she would like to eat. When she looked around the

ciqlluaq

, she

saw there was a ﬁre going. It was smoking and there were dishes of

food. Addressing the ﬁre, she said, “Bring some food.” Suddenly by

her side was a long, hollow, wooden

qantaq

—dish

ﬁlled with seal

intestine and ﬁns. She ate. When she was done eating, she started

thinking.

“Why is my husband not with me?” she said. “Why does he

always leave me alone?”

The sun-man appeared at once and scolded her for thinking

that way. Then he repeated the same operation as before. From the

blood he threw at the door, he brought a new child. He told her it

was over now, that three children were enough.

“Now when I return, I will live with you forever,” he said and

disappeared.

Towards the middle of the day, a solar eclipse took place.

The young woman looked at the door, but this time there was no

light. It was dark. She saw her husband dressed in a

qanganaq

parka. Quietly, he moved towards her and walked inside.

“Now,” he said to her, “we will live together, but three children

are not enough. We must have a fourth.”

He made her sit down in the same position as before, but

instead of operating on her left side, he operated on the right.

In the bowl appeared a drop of blood. Like before, he threw the

blood at the door. Right away a child was crying. The child stood

up and walked toward his

ata

. Taking him, the

ata

told his wife that

this boy was his and he would raise him himself.

“Although he is younger, he will be superior to the others

and the others will obey him,” said the man.

The

ata

washed the child and when he was done, the child

started talking and writing.

“Our sister is on her way,” the fourth boy said. “We must live
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here in the

ciqlluaq

, but in another room.”

The

ata

agreed and took them to a new room. He placed the

youngest in the front of the

ciqlluaq

at the end facing the entrance,

and the other three according to their age. Then he addressed the

youngest.

“You,” he said, “you will be the leader here and your brothers

will obey.”

Before the

ata

left, he told the boy that he knew their sister

was on her way. He then went to his wife and told her that four

children were not enough, that he needed a ﬁfth, but that this would

deﬁnitely be the last one. He made her sit in the same position

as before and again recommended that she look away. The wife

stiffened and did not look. The husband performed the operation

on her right side. As soon as a drop of blood was thrown at the

door, they heard a voice. But it was not a human voice, it was a

barking dog. The

ata

took the dog and presented it to his wife.

“Here,” he said. “It is our

paniyaq

and last child. She is a

woman who can take the form of a dog.”

Then he said he would raise the girl himself. He invited his

wife to go to sleep and put the little dog woman next to her. The

wife fell asleep. In her dream she saw an extraordinarily beautiful

young woman standing at the door with a dog skin next to her.

The

ata

told the dog woman not to show herself this way.

He warned her never to reveal her human form. Then the

ata

told

his wife to feed the child and handed her their

paniyaq

. The wife

presented her

paniyaq

with her left breast, but the dog woman

gently rejected it. Then the wife presented the dog woman with

her right breast. Once again, she refused. The

ata

then declared

that the little dog woman did not wish to be fed by her and that he

would feed her himself. He took the dog, asked her to open her

mouth, and blew inside it. Suddenly, the dog’s fur disappeared and

instead of a dog, a stunningly beautiful young woman appeared.
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Once again, the beautiful young woman put on the dog skin. She

told her

aana

not to tell her brothers, because they must not know

her human form. She had taken off her disguise only to show herself

to her

aana

.

Soon, the youngest brother came. He walked towards

his

ata

and told him it was time he and his brothers found food

themselves. They were idle and wanted to work. The

ata

agreed

and took them to the shore. He told the youngest brother to make

four

qayat

—kayaks

out of sand. The sand

qayat

were made, but

they looked real. Then the youngest son asked his

ata

to turn these

mounds of sand into real

qayat

. Their

ata

blew on the front of each

mound. Soon, four

qayat

were ready to go to sea.

“Now,” said the

ata

, “go have a good hunt, but do not kill too

much. And do not be long because some guests will be coming

soon.”

At those words the youngest of the brothers shouted, “I

know them.”

The

ata

then went back to the

ciqlluaq

. The dog went out

and, while jumping around, told her

aana

, “Guests are arriving.

They are your very hungry relatives.”

The

ata

,

aana

, and dog woman stayed in the room for

some time. Then the dog woman went out again and jumping

with excitement said that her brothers were coming—one with an

ar’uq

—whale

, another with an

arlluk

—killer whale

, another with

an

isuwiq

—seal

. When they arrived at the shore, the brothers left

their game, hid their

qayat

, and went straight into their room. Their

ata

followed them in and his

awaqutat

told him about their hunt.

Finally, they said that they were hungry and needed to eat. The

ata

told them to prepare their own food and went into his room.

The youngest brother asked aloud for something to eat

and unknown invisible arms brought dishes ﬁlled with food. When

they were done, the youngest brother asked for the dishes to be
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removed. The dishes disappeared, taken away by invisible hands.

The dog woman, who had gone out, came back inside.

She walked toward her brothers’ room, approached the youngest

brother, and told him that two kayaks were coming. They came out

to greet the hosts and take them to the

ciqlluaq

. The

ata

told his

wife to go sit in the

ciqlluaq

and care for the guests. The visitors

were starving. When they saw an

ar’uq

on the shore, they started

cutting pieces from it and eating them. The youngest brother told

them they should not touch the

ar’uq

, but instead go to the

ciqlluaq

and be treated as guests.

The guests arrived at the

ciqlluaq

and immediately

recognized their hostess. She was their sister. They sat down,

holding their hands to their mouths, eyes wide with astonishment.

The woman asked her brothers why they had come back. They

replied, “To pay our respects. We came to our father’s

ciqlluaq

thinking you were dead.” She could tell by looking at their faces

that they were starving and that they needed to have a good meal.

At her command dishes appeared, brought by invisible arms.

Once they had eaten enough, the woman told her relatives,

“Now return and tell our

ata

that you have paid your respects to

me. Take some pieces of

ar’uq

for the trip, but do not give any to

our

ata

.”

They returned to their village and upon arrival told their

ata

that they had paid their respects to their sister. Soon after, they

started eating

ar’uq

without giving him any. He asked where they

had gotten this food, and they replied that it was from where he had

sent them and from the one he had sent them to bury—their sister.

He then exclaimed that his

paniyaq

was still alive and climbed to

the roof of his

ciqlluaq

to address his people.

“Listen! Listen! Rejoice, for my

paniyaq

is alive and she has

an enormous

ar’uq

! She has an enormous

ar’uq

! Get together and

let us all go and eat it.”
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Everyone rejoiced and soon they were ready. They left, some

in the

angyat

—open skin boats

, others in the

qayat

. Everyone left.

No one remained in the village.

The youngest

awaqutaq

entered his parents’ room and told

them some guests were coming. The man then told his wife, “Here

comes your

ata

. We must treat him well, but we must not let him

cut from the whale when he arrives. Instead, make him come to the

ciqlluaq

ﬁrst.”

The

angyat

and

qayat

were approaching. From a distance

they could hear the old man shouting to his companions, “See,

look at the huge

ar’uq

on the shore. It is going to be delicious!”

Hearing those words, the woman told the visitors not to be

in such a hurry to butcher the

ar’uq

, but instead to come to the

ciqlluaq

to be treated as guests and friends. The sun-man, woman,

and their

awaqutat

sat on the ﬂoor of the

ciqlluaq,

and the dog

woman went into the other room. The guests were served by the

same invisible hands, eating all they wanted and all they could.

Once the meal was over, the guests were given permission to cut

some

ar’uq

. They cheerfully rushed towards the shore to begin

butchering. The sun-man then told his youngest

awaqutaq

, “That

old man, your grandfather, wanted to let your

aana

starve to death.

Now he is taking meat from the

ar’uq

you hunted. You can do what

you please with him.”

The youngest

awaqutaq

walked to the shore. He spoke to his

grandfather and accused him of trying to kill his

aana

. Then, raising

his hand, he struck the ground. The earth opened and turned over,

swallowing the old man and all his companions. Then the youngest

awaqutaq

went into the

ciqlluaq

and said, “They came to bury us,

but we buried them instead.”

The youngest

awaqutaq

told his

ata

it would be useful to

go hunting again. The

ata

said it would be better to look for wives,

because it was time for the brothers to get married. They agreed.
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The brothers traveled for a long time in a long bay and along the

coast of a long cape. On the other side of the cape there was a

large village, where they stopped. The youngest brother told his

older brothers, “Let me provide you with wives. Accept the ones

I will bring you, even though they are not beautiful.” They agreed

and stayed on the shore.

The youngest brother went alone to the village and soon

returned with a mouthless woman. He gave her to the oldest

brother, who accepted without a whisper. He went back to the

village and soon returned with another mouthless woman, whom

he gave to the second brother. The same thing happened with the

third brother. Each brother and his wife returned to their

ata

’s home

in a

qayaq

.

The

ata

, seeing his mouthless daughters-in-law, said it would

be awkward if they could not speak. He told his youngest

awaqutaq

to give them mouths. The

awaqutaq

wet three of his ﬁngers with

saliva. Then, placing them where the mouth was to be on his ﬁrst

sister-in-law, he rubbed until a mouth opened. He repeated the

same operation for his other two sisters-in-law. The

ata

then told his

wife, “Where do you think all these food and clothes come from?

Who provides them? It’s me and only me. Now I am getting old. It

is time for my newly married

awaqutat

to work.”

The following day all the

awaqutat

went hunting and brought

back large amounts of animal skin. The women started working to

prepare clothes. The

ata

then told the youngest

awaqutaq

that it

was time for him to get married. He replied that he would marry the

daughter of Death.

“So be it,” said the

ata

. “It is your destiny.”

The youngest brother then addressed his older brothers

They Came to Bury Us, but We Buried Them Instead

. Digital media by Hanna

Sholl, 2021.
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and told them that now that they were married, it was their turn to

help him get married. They all agreed and got ready to leave. Their

sister, the dog woman, asked to go with them and they agreed. The

awaqutat

left in the order of their birth, with their sister following

behind. They walked for a long time and arrived at a crossing with

ﬁve trails. Following their sister’s advice, they took the third trail

to the left. They walked for a long time. Finally, on the trail, lying

on the ground, they saw a huge woman who covered and barred

the trail. Bugs ran through her hair. The dog woman said, “If the

lice are not cleaned off of her head, they will become human.” The

dog woman touched the old woman with her paw and the woman

made way. The dog woman let her brothers go ﬁrst. After the dog

went by, the old woman blocked the trail again.

Once again, they walked a long distance, and ﬁnally they

heard a strange and frightening noise. Soon they saw Death

turning around and making a horrible sound. The dog woman said,

“Those who have listened to their parents will be unharmed. Why

be afraid? Are you someone who does not listen to their parents or

someone who does?”

The youngest brother tucked his brothers under his arms.

He told his sister to go ﬁrst, and he followed her. After they passed

that place, the youngest brother put his brothers down and they

continued on their way. Next, they arrived at an immense

kuik

—river

that seemed to be boiling. There were steps marked on its surface.

Once again, the brothers were scared. The youngest brother tucked

them under his arms and, following the dog woman, made his way

across. They reached the other side of the

kuik

and continued on

their way. Next, they reached the top of a mountain so steep that

its base could not be seen. They tried for a long time to descend

the mountain until the dog woman ran down the slope and made a

path for her brothers. Then the youngest brother started down with

his brothers under his arms. Finally, at the base of the mountain
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they reached a strange country. Here they saw a large

kuik

ﬁlled

with

qakiiyat

—silver salmon

. This was the

kuik

where the husband

of Death’s daughter came to ﬁsh.

They continued on their way and reached a large village. So

they would not be seen, the brothers slipped behind the

ciqlluat

—

sod houses until they reached the last one. The dog woman said

that their aunt lived in this house. They entered the

ciqlluaq

and

found a middle-aged woman inside. When they said they were

starving, she brought them dishes with one ﬁsh egg in each.

They were surprised, but they ate the egg. At once another egg

appeared. This continued until they were full. Then their aunt told

them that she knew why they had come. A few years earlier, her

brother, their

ata

, told her that his

awaqutat

would come to her and

why.

At night they went out to rest by the river and wait for the

husband of Death’s daughter. The youngest brother gave his

oldest brother a spear, the second brother some arrows, and the

third brother some arrows. To arm himself, he picked a large, heavy

stone. His brothers were scared, so he gave them each a piece of

food from his bag and their fear vanished. They heard a big noise

and saw a big

taquka’aq

—bear

. This

taquka’aq

was the husband of

Death’s daughter. The young brother stopped the

taquka’aq

and

told him that the sons of the sun had come to kill him.

“Go ahead, kill me,” said the

taquka’aq

.

The youngest brother immediately threw the stone at the

taquka’aq

, while his brother threw the spear. The

taquka’aq

fell over.

The youngest brother ran to him and quickly stripped him of his

skin. Underneath the

taquka’aq

pelt, he found a very old man with

a completely bald head. He took the net full of ﬁsh the

taquka’aq

had been dragging along the

kuik

and tied it to a rock. Then he

put the

taquka’aq

skin over himself, his sister, and their brothers

to transform them all into the

taquka’aq

and protect them while
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entering the village. He went straight to a

ciqlluaq

and sat quietly

on the ﬂoor.

Immediately, a giant, ugly old woman entered the

ciqlluaq

,

holding a large

tuqmik

—bucket

ﬁlled with blood. To maintain his

disguise, the youngest brother drank the contents of the

tuqmik.

The old woman went out and came back in holding an

alutaq

ﬁlled

with human feet and hands. The youngest brother ate until the

alutaq

was empty. Again, the old woman went out and brought

back another

alutaq

ﬁlled with ﬁsh, which he ﬁnished again.

The husband of Death’s daughter had three forms—a bear,

an old man, and a young man—and he had a wife for each form—a

bear’s wife, an old man’s wife, and a young man’s wife. The youngest

brother decided to meet with the young man’s wife and entered

the room where he saw a very beautiful young woman. This was

Death’s daughter. He spent three days with her. On the morning

of the fourth day, the youngest brother left the house, took off the

taquka’aq

skin to change back into himself, and let his brothers and

his sister out from under the skin. Then they all went to their aunt

and told her that the youngest brother had killed the husband of

Death’s daughter. They told her that they were hungry. She brought

them the same dishes as before, each containing only one ﬁsh

egg. The egg reappeared as they ate. Then the youngest brother

put the

taquka’aq

skin disguise back over himself and his siblings.

They all went to the daughter of Death’s

ciqlluaq

, and the youngest

brother told her to look for lice on his head. She was searching

when suddenly she stopped and started crying and screaming.

“The sons of the sun killed my husband!”

On his head, she found a piece of a spear point and ran away

crying to Death, her

ata

. The youngest brother and his siblings ran

away. Death started crying and became very angry. He shouted that

the sons of the sun had killed his son-in-law and must be punished.

The youngest brother again let his brothers and sister out
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from the

taquka’aq

disguise. He told them that they must begin

working. Before going after the ﬁve brothers of Death, they needed

to take a steam bath. They went out to collect wood.

They arrived at a large tree trunk. The ends of the trunk were

jaws and the inside was ﬁlled with teeth and blood. Suddenly, the

ﬁve brothers of Death appeared and pushed the brothers and

the dog woman inside, and the jaws immediately closed. But the

children of the sun put on their blueberry-seed talismans and

repeatedly hit the jaws until they opened, releasing them. Then

they took pieces of the trunk and a load of wood back to the village

to heat the

maqiwik

—steam bath

. They took a bath and afterwards

went to lie on their bed. Very early the following day, they heard

shouting.

“Now is not the time for sleep. Get up. Come and attend the

swing game!” The brothers and sister were invited to swing. The

brothers of Death tried to throw them in the air. They succeeded

in throwing the children of the

macaq

a short distance the ﬁrst

time. On the second try, one of the brothers went far up into the

air where he disappeared. Soon the same thing happened to the

second and the third brothers. Now only the youngest brother

and the dog woman remained. They wanted to ﬁnd where their

brothers had been sent, so the youngest brother and the dog

woman let themselves be thrown. They were sent west, to the end

of the Earth, and there they found their brothers. They all came

back immediately and once again appeared before Death.

The following morning there was shouting in the village

that a new game would take place, the blanket toss. Once again,

the children of the

macaq

were thrown in the air. First the three

older brothers were thrown, then the youngest brother and the

dog woman, who went in search of their brothers. Once again, the

youngest brother and the female dog went west to the end of the

Earth. This time, they did not ﬁnd their brothers. They wandered for
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a long time until they reached a

kuik

of ﬁre from which the screams

and sobs of their brothers could be heard. Soon they found a trail,

and the dog woman said it was the way back to their home. They

made their way back to their

ata

’s home. As a favor, he turned the

brother into the

iraluq

—moon

and the sister into the

macaq

. The

other brothers were never heard from again.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in Eagle Harbor by Konstantin

of Ugak Island in 1871–1872, from a translation by Céline Wallace. In the Pinart Papers,

Bancroft Library, University of California Berkeley (Wallace 2007).
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Qalngaall’raaq

(Raven)

How Raven Brought the Light

A

ll the villagers had to make a living. That’s the way it was. One

couple had a girl who was precious to them. The couple didn’t

let their

paniyaq

—daughter

do anything. Her mother was allowed

to go out, but they never let their

paniyaq

do anything because

they loved her so much and they were worried about her. But every

now and then, she went to fetch

taangaq

—water

even though her

parents told her not to.

“You have a servant to get

taangaq

for you,” they said.

They really would not allow her to do anything or go

anywhere! In their little house, where she lived, her servant ran all

of the errands. He did every last thing. Now one time, when her

parents went out, the young woman took her little bucket to get

taangaq

. Just as she went to ﬁll it, a

qalngaaq

—raven

called from

somewhere. Before ﬁlling her bucket, the woman cocked her head

to look at the

qalngaaq

, who was right beside her. After watching

him, she went back to ﬁlling her little bucket. She watched the

qalngaaq

ﬂy around some more. Then the

qalngaaq

turned into

a feather. The feather ﬂoated down right into her water. She took

a drink and swallowed the feather and headed home. That’s how

she lived. That’s how she stayed; she kept doing things behind her

family’s back.

Soon the young woman learned she was pregnant. She was

going to have a baby! Oh my, she loved her child. She loved him.

When he had taken the form of a feather, the

qalngaaq

impregnated
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How the Raven Brought the Light.

Digital media by Annaline Olsen, 2021.
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the woman, and so she had a child! “

Qalngaangcuk

—Little raven

!

Oh, my

qalngaangcuk

!” And so her parents became grandparents.

Oh, how they loved her

qalngaangcuk

. They were so happy with

him.

So in the

ciqlluaq

—sod house

, Qalngaaq started to play. He

played with toys with his beak, just playing and playing. And then,

back in his grandparents’ bedroom, he saw something in there. He

wanted it. Qalngaaq started to cry.

“What on earth does he want in there?” asked his

emaa—

grandmother

.

“He wants those two

ernerutak

—toys that hold the dawn

in

there,” his mother responded.

There were three things in the grandparents’ bedroom.

Qalngaaq came from a village far away. He was searching for

the daylight. The people in his village had never seen the dawn.

Qalngaaq didn’t like the darkness, so he turned into a feather and

had the girl drink him so that she would give birth and take care of

him. See, Qalngaaq who had been looking for daylight was now

that child. He began to play with the

ernerutak

. He rolled them

around on the ﬂoor.

“Hey, don’t let them out of the box!” called his mother.

“I won’t!” Qalngaaq responded.

But he started to let them out when he rolled them around.

He took them out by carefully opening each box. When he was

done playing, he put them inside again. He put them down. Every

day, Qalngaaq spent time trying to ﬁgure out how they worked. He

wanted to put them into the sky after opening them. Sometimes he

would crack one of them open and think, “It’s bright in here.”
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This is how he would look for the daylight. One day, he

decided it was time to let the daylight out. He checked around to

make sure no one was around and carefully opened the boxes. His

emaa

had made a mistake letting him play with those boxes! He

took them in his beak and ﬂew out with them.

“

Ayayaa

!” his family yelled at him.

“

Ayayaa

, there he goes. He’s ﬂying off with the daylight.

What will we do?”

Qalngaaq took them and he disappeared. Then he reached

the villages that didn’t have daylight and he started to hang the

macaq

—sun

and the

iraluq

—moon

up in the sky. And he left them

there. The villagers had never seen such bright light. They all started

sneezing. They just kept sneezing until they died! That darn raven.

My, oh my. That’s as long as the story is.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Irene Reed in Karluk by Fedosia Laktonen in

1962. Alaska Native Language Archive, AS077, with assistance with translations by April

Laktonen Counceller, Dehrich Chya, and Julia Fine.
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Cestun Unguwallriat Pililuki

How the Animals Were Created

O

nce two Elders lived beside a large strait with their niece.

The niece became pregnant. When it was time for her to give

birth, they took her into a room of their

ciqlluaq

—sod house

. After

some time, when they thought she had given birth, they entered

the room. They found that she had given birth to a

sagiq

—halibut

.

They took the ﬁsh and threw it into the sea. As soon as they seized

the

sagiq

, the woman gave birth to more animals. When the Elders

asked her where they came from, she said that she had become

pregnant by a

mit’aq

—star person

.

Once she had recovered, she left the Elders’ place and ran

away. She wandered for a long time and ﬁnally reached a large

kuik

—river

. There she found many animals and ﬁnally her

mit’aq

husband. Her husband told her that since he could not kill anything

for food, they would have to eat the animals. After that, they went

back to the place where the Elders lived. But there was no one

there. The Elders had died. They settled in this place and lived

there.

Adapted from an Alutiiq story from Karluk told to Alphonse Pinart in 1872, from a

translation by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of California

Berkeley.
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Unguwallriat

Animals

T

wo men and a woman came from the north in their

qayaq

—

kayak

. The woman threw some

akutaq

—berries mixed with

oil

into the sea. This created the

isuwiq

—seal

, but it had no fur.

In their travels, the people passed a place between two cliffs. The

cliffs closed in on their

qayaq

, breaking one end. From then on,

people made

qayat

—kayaks with only one pointed end. In the past,

both ends of the boat were pointed. When the people arrived on

the land, they found all the animals and birds except for the

isuwiq.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in the Kodiak Region in 1871–

1872, from a synopsis by Margaret Lantis (1938).
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Uksum Sua

The Spirit of Winter

I

will now tell you a story of how,

long ago, people

kept

their

children from getting into trouble. From the beginning, they

would teach children not to holler outside in the winter because

the

Uksum Sua

—Spirit of Winter

’s ears were open. If the wind

blew, all those who hollered would be pushed out through the

open smoke hole of the

ciqlluaq

—sod house

, by a stick poked in

their bottom. They were pushed outside to see the result of their

hollering. Everywhere outside it was a terrible, horrible winter.

Adapted from a legend told by Ephraim Agnot of Akhiok to Philomena Knecht on

October 18, 1990. Manuscript on ﬁle, Alutiiq Museum, Kodiak.
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Arnam Mit’aq Kasuulluku

The Girl Who Married a Star

T

he

angayuqaq

—chief

of a very large village had just one

daughter and he never allowed her to leave their

ciqlluaq

—

sod house

. Two servant girls took care of the young woman’s every

need.

One lovely summer day, when the sky was blue and the air

was fresh, the woman was drawn to the window by the sunshine

peeping through it, the joyful shouts of people outside, and the

song of the golden-crowned sparrow. As she stood there, seeing

and not seeing, she thought of her sad life. She wondered why

the pleasures other people enjoyed were forbidden to her. She

stood at the window for a long time, and when she turned away,

there were tears in her eyes. Her servants were watching. When

she noticed, the woman sent them away, one for fresh water and

the other for chocolate lily roots. As they left, the woman began

thinking of her past and was overcome with emotion. She groaned

when she thought of the many marriage proposals she had

received over the last year. Nearly every day one or more men

from neighboring villages asked her

ata

—father

if they could marry

her. But the

angayuqaq

was unwilling to part with his daughter,

especially against her will. The young woman, who had very limited

knowledge of men and their ways, thought marriage was strange

and foolish and she rejected every offer.
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While she was thinking, the woman was interrupted by her

servants. Her

ata

sent them to tell her that a

qayaq

—kayak

with two

young men seeking to marry her had just arrived.

“Oh! Why should I marry?” said the woman. “Go and tell

them that I have no desire to marry. I am content to live as I am.

Here it is warm. Why should I marry when I am not even allowed to

go outside?”

One of the servants spoke up and said, “One of the fellows

is very young and handsome, the other not quite so. You had better

marry now.”

“If he pleases you, you marry him,” said the woman. “I am

satisﬁed and warm here. Why should I marry?” she replied curtly.

“They are waiting for you,” the other servant said, “and you

may come outside if you like.”

“Go, bring me the water and roots, and tell them I will not

marry,” said the woman as she pushed the servants outside. Then

she threw herself on the bed and had a good cry. When the servants

returned with roots and water, they found her so unhappy that they

feared she was ill. They asked questions and tried to make her feel

better, but she paid no attention. “What have we done to you that

makes you angry with us? It is not our fault that you please all men,

and they want to marry you. If your

ata

ﬁnds out how sad you are,

he will punish us.”

In the evening the woman said to the servants, “Go, sleep in

the adjoining

ciqlluaq

. If I need you, I will call you.” After they had

ﬁlled the

naniq

—stone lamp

with oil, ﬁxed her bed, and made sure

she would be comfortable during the night, the servants left.

Unable to sleep, the young woman sat up making sinew

thread. Around midnight she heard someone cut the intestine

window and a man’s voice call softly.
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“Chit! chit! chit! chit! Look this way,” the voice said. The

woman did not look and went on with her work.

“Chit! chit! chit! chit! Just look at me once,” he pleaded. If

she heard him, the woman didn’t show it.

“Chit! chit! chit! chit! Look at me just once.” For a third time

she heard the tempting voice. This time she looked up and saw a

very handsome young man with a face as white as her own. She

asked him, “Why do you ask me to look at you?”

“Come here quick! I wish to marry you,” he whispered.

“What for?”

“Come quick! I am going to marry you. Why spend your days

and nights in loneliness here? Come with me and see the world,”

he coaxed.

Without any protest, she obeyed. With the aid of her admirer,

she escaped through the window and hurried down to the

quteq

—

beach

. There, a

qayaq

and her suitor’s friend awaited them. After

stowing the woman in the boat, they paddled off.

It was daylight when they landed, and the men took the

young woman to a nice clean

ciqlluaq

. Here she lived for three

days as the wife of both men. On the morning of the fourth day, the

men led her to a large, open, cold

ciqlluaq

and tied her up. It was

fall and the cold wind blew through the house, making her shiver.

Here the men fed her bare bones. In this cruel way, the men hoped

to be rid of her.

The second morning of her imprisonment, while the men

were away hunting, the cold and hungry girl heard someone

approaching. “Tuck, tuck, tuck, tuck.” The sound drew nearer and

nearer until it ceased in the entrance. The woman raised up the

leather door and a very old, shrunken, shriveled, toothless woman

entered with a

qantaq

—platter

of hot meat. The old woman said,

“I have brought you some meat, because I know you are hungry.

Eat fast.” The young woman, being very hungry, ate as fast as she

The Man at the Window

. Digital media by Jessica Faust, 2021.
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could, but it was not fast enough to please the old woman. The

old woman continued hurrying her. “Eat faster—they will return

soon. Why did you marry them? Faster—they are almost here,”

she said almost in one breath. When the young woman ﬁnished

eating, the old woman cleaned her teeth so that there was no sign

of food. Then she hastily snatched her

qantaq

and disappeared

as mysteriously as she arrived. “Tuck, tuck, tuck, tuck.” The sound

ﬂoated back faintly and then died out.

The old woman left just in time, as the men appeared very

soon after. “She is still alive. She hasn’t even changed color. She is

tougher than the girls before her,” they laughed as they left her. A

little later they brought her bones and the girl went at them as if she

were starving. Noticing that the woman was not suffering from her

treatment, and suspecting something was wrong, the men began

to watch. They would paddle a short distance from the shore and

then come right back and hide themselves. But during their brief

absence the old woman appeared and fed the young woman. For

several days this continued.

Very early one morning, just after the men had gone out in

their

qayaq

, the old woman came with meat. Speaking quickly, she

said, “Eat fast. Why did you come here? They have starved many

women before you. If you do not wish to die, come with me. I have

a son who wants to marry but cannot ﬁnd a wife. This is the last time

I will come to you. The men have discovered my visits. If you come

with me, the men shall never ﬁnd you.”

“I will go with you,” interrupted the young woman.

Quickly, the old woman untied her and set her in a large

inartaq

—basket

. With the

inartaq

on her back the old woman

cautioned the young woman, “Close your eyes tight, and don’t

open them till I tell you.” As they began to move, she felt herself

whizzing through cold air. Tired of keeping her eyes closed, the

young woman opened them just a little. “

Ayaa

!” screamed the old
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woman. “Close them, or we will fall in the water.” As they rushed

through the air, the noise was so annoying that the woman began

to open her eyes a second time. “Don’t open them now. We will

arrive soon and then you may look,” pleaded the old woman.

When they stopped, the young woman found herself in

front of a large

ciqlluaq

. The interior was cozy and clean. Several

pots with seal and duck meat were cooking over a cheerful ﬁre.

Spreading out a mat in the front of the room, the old woman

begged the younger one to sit. Then she brought the woman a

new pair of sealskin shoes and a sea-otter parka. While the young

woman was dressing, the old woman ran outside for a moment.

She returned and said, “Don’t be scared when you see my son.

Although his appearance is terrifying, he is harmless.” This news

worried the young woman, who wondered what she had got herself

into. To distract her from gloomy thoughts, the old woman shared

food with the young woman and talked to her. Pretty soon the old

woman went out again. She hurried back announcing, “Here comes

my son.” The young woman, already half-frightened, kept her eyes

on the doorway, and suddenly a bunch of willow twigs darkened

it. She fell back, screaming, “

Ayayaa! Ayayaa!

” The old woman ran

to the young woman and tried to calm her. “Don’t be alarmed,” she

said. “This is my son. This is some of his hair.” The young woman

stared at him, doubting her own eyes, because he was one-sided.

However, that side was complete. All his features were in the usual

place. The only exception was the man’s eye, which was in his

forehead and shone brilliantly.

“Look at the wife I brought you,” the mother said, calling her

son’s attention to the woman. The man turned his one eye toward

her, and from the way it winked and sparkled, she could tell he

was pleased. Probably because he was embarrassed, or because

he thought it wise to leave the two women alone for a while, he

left the room. He returned a little later with seals and several kinds
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of ducks, and found his bride looking more cheerful. The couple

married and in a very short time they had a baby boy. The infant

looked like his father and according to the old woman was “just as

pretty.” The family was happy, especially when the pretty, one-sided

baby awoke and opened his little sparkling eye. The new mamma

was a natural parent and thought that her son was the brightest

baby she had ever seen. The child had more expression in its one

eye than other babies had in their two eyes and face together. The

baby’s

emaa

—grandmother

agreed.

Although they had been married for over a year, the girl was

not yet well acquainted with her husband. One stormy night, her

husband did not go out as usual. During the night he asked his

wife to scratch his moss-covered head, in which his twig hairs were

rooted. She told him to keep his eye open, so she could see, and

she began to scratch the twigs. This disturbed an

ugna’aq

—mouse

,

which ran and hid in its hole in the moss.

“

Ayaa

!” shrieked the woman and dropped her husband’s

head. “There are

ugna’at

—mice in your head.”

“Oh, no!” he declared. “They are just ﬂeas.”

A year passed since the happy marriage between the son

of the sky and the daughter of the land. The baby boy began to

grow and become strong, but motherhood made the young bride

wish to see her own parents. Permission for a visit was granted, and

the old woman set about making an

inartaq

in which to send her

daughter-in-law down to Earth. When the

inartaq

was complete,

she called the young mother to the ﬁreplace. Here there were four

ﬂat rocks. The old woman said, “Raise these rocks and try to ﬁnd

your father’s village.” The darkness of night was under the ﬁrst

rock. The rosy tints of dawn were visible under the second. A grand

sunset ﬁlled the third. Beneath the fourth stone, she recognized her

father’s village, wrapped in daylight. Then she seated herself in the

inartaq

, to which a rope was tied. Before lowering her to Earth, the

Her Husband Is a Star.

Digital media by Jessica Faust, 2021.
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mother-in-law gave her some advice. “Close your eyes tight, and

don’t open them. If you do, you will fall. If you meet an obstacle on

the way, stomp your foot and it will disappear. A second obstacle

may slow your progress. Stomp again and it will vanish too. When

the

inartaq

stops for a third time, open your eyes and you will ﬁnd

yourself in your childhood home. If you do not wish to stay there,

sit in the

inartaq

and pull on the rope. I will pull you up.”

Placing the child in her daughter-in-law’s arms, the old

woman lowered the

inartaq

. After encountering many obstacles,

the young woman arrived in front of her village. She walked to

her father’s

ciqlluaq

. As she drew near, she noticed a grave. When

she’d disappeared suddenly, her parents thought she was dead

and made this grave for her. She went into the house, but when

the people there saw her with the queer-looking child in her arms,

they sprinted away, thinking she had returned from the land of the

dead.

Their fear brought tears to her eyes, and she realized for the

ﬁrst time the great division that separated her from her relatives

on Earth. She knew now that her real home was with the father of

her child. So she walked back to the

inartaq

, gave the signal, and a

little later was welcomed by her mother-in-law and husband, from

whom she never parted again. She lives with them to this day.

Her husband is an

agyaq

—star

. At sunrise each morning he

goes to sleep for a few hours. After that he hunts ducks, seals, and

other sea animals. When he returns in the evening, if it is cloudy

and stormy, he spends the night at home with his family. If it is clear,

he lies down in the sky, and observes the workings of the world

below, as anyone who takes the trouble to look up can see.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903a).

Close Your Eyes.

Digital media by Jessica Faust, 2021.
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Arnam Iraluq Wiklluku

The Girl Who Made the Moon Her Husband

T

hey used to tell us legends about the

iraluq

—moon

. Whenever

there was a full moon, children always used to play in the

moonlight that shone through the skylight. They’d all get mixed

up, boys and girls together. One woman lived by herself, without

a husband. So, every time the

iraluq

would shine, she’d step right

into the moonlight and say, “Oh, I’m going to take the

iraluq

as my

husband.”

The woman sat right by the shining moonlight, watching him

right from her

ciqlluaq

—sod house

. She followed him around the

house wherever he went, pretending that he was her husband. Oh,

they played there all the time. Then all of a sudden, the

ciqlluaq

got

dark. The children got all excited and started running out one at a

time. This woman was the only one who stayed back. All the rest

left. They ran out. When she looked at the door, the moon-man was

there. He said, “Come on now, since you wanted me, a moon-man,

as your husband.” She knew it was the

iraluq

, so she went right to

him. She went out to him and told him that she was going inside to

get her clothes.

When she returned with her clothes, the

iraluq

took her and

told her not to look back. (See, now they say that people always

want to go up to the

iraluq

. This girl had no trouble getting up to

there. If I could see them, I would tell them, “If you pretend that the

iraluq

is your husband, it’ll come alive on you!”) And then they got

stuck in the dark clouds. The moon-man wanted to clean it up and











[image: page073]

45

make the sky clear. He made a whooshing sound, “Guu gu gu (hoo

hoo hoo),” and put her on the

iraluq

beside his

ciqlluaq

.

And so that woman had an

iraluq

husband. That’s how she

lived. He always took care of her and told her that whenever he

went to do something, he would do it. After the

iraluq

rises at night,

he’d come back to her right away, without hesitation. So that’s how

he was all the time. After being the

iraluq,

he’d come down to her.

Well, there was another little room in the

iraluq

’s house.

When the woman was in that room, her husband would tell her,

“Never look outside. Never look out there.” She started wondering

why. “I wonder why I shouldn’t go out there?” And her husband

gave her something. “Please, if you need me touch this. Touch

this, and I will come right back up here to you.” Then one time,

his brother peeked at her through the window. After he peeked at

her, she touched the little button as she was told, and as soon as

she touched it, the man at the window disappeared. Her husband

came right in, and asked her, “What is the matter?”

“Somebody came and peeked in through the window!” she

said.

He went out and when he returned, he told her not to be

afraid. So she lived in that little place.

She stayed like that all the time, and one time her husband

came and told her, “How are you? If you are lonesome, I could

send you back home.” He took her outside and took her down to

the beach by the shells and rocks. He was turning them over and

she could see that there were little holes underneath. They peered

through the holes and saw villages. He asked her, “Is that your

village?”

“No.”

He kept turning rocks and shells over, searching for her

village.
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When she recognized her village, he let her go visit. So she

returned to her village. She traveled to her house down there, and

beside the house she saw boys and girls playing the arrow game.

As she got closer, the boys disappeared; they ran away. After they

disappeared, she went into their

ciqlluaq

. As soon as she went in,

they all ran away from her again. She didn’t know it, but she had

come down to her village as a moon-person herself. So she went

back to the place her husband had told her to go to. He told her

that if she wanted to come back, she should go back the way she

had come. She returned to the

iraluq

and he took her and went

back to the

ciqlluaq

with her. She told him, “My family doesn’t want

me anymore.” So she never went back again. She stayed with her

husband on the

iraluq

.

I told someone once, “If you want a wife, just look at the

moon and take her as your wife.” Now, it’s not so easy to get up to

the

iraluq

. I’ve ﬁnished my story.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Irene Reed in Karluk by Fedosia Laktonen in

1962 with an unknown translator, possibly Katya E. or Gladys Chichenoff. Alaska Native

Language Archive, AS077, with additional translation by Dehrich Chya, 2021.

The Girl Who Married the Moon

. Watercolor painting by Cheryl Lacy, 2021.
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Arnam Iraluq Kasuulluku

The Girl Who Married the Moon

A

girl and her cousin lived in a village long ago. Whenever the

iraluq

—moon

was out, the two of them would go down to the

quteq

—beach

to play in the moonlight and gaze at him, claiming

the

iraluq

was their husband. They sat under a propped-up

qayaq

—

kayak

and followed the

iraluq

through the night, so that they

were always facing him. When they returned home, their parents

would ask them where they were all night. They would respond,

“We watched the

iraluq

until he disappeared from our view.”

Other people in the village always heard them talk about how they

loved the

iraluq

and how they wished they could be

iralut

—moons

themselves.

One evening, the girl, her cousin, and other people their age

were playing on the

quteq

. After the sun set, the others returned

to their homes, but the two girls remained and watched the

iraluq.

After the

iraluq

had set, one of the girls complained, “Why does

the

iraluq

hide himself so suddenly? I like to play with him and his

light.”

“I do too,” said the other girl.

They thought it must be close to morning, since the

iraluq

had vanished for the night. However, it was only midnight and the

iraluq

was hidden behind the clouds.

They had not noticed their disheveled hair until they were

heading to their homes. When they began to ﬁx it up, they were

startled by a noise close by and the voice of a young man. He
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looked at them for a moment and said, “You have been professing

your love for me for a long time. I have watched you, too. I know

you love me, and so I have come for you. But I can take only one of

you, the more patient one.”

As each girl began to explain how she was better than

the other, he stopped them and said, “I will decide that myself.

For now, I will take both of you. Now close your eyes and keep

them closed.” Then he grabbed each by the hair and they were

soon ﬂying through the air. Both the girl and her cousin kept their

eyes shut as they were told, but the cousin’s patience soon ran

out. She opened one of her eyes to peek and then began to fall.

She dropped down, down, down, leaving her hair behind her in

the

iraluq

’s hands. She found herself near the

qayaq

she had sat

beneath not long before. The other girl kept her eyes closed, and

in the morning, they had arrived at a comfortable

ciqlluaq

—sod

house

, the home of the

iraluq

. She lived there with her husband,

happy with her marriage. The

iraluq

usually slept during the day

and was out during the night. Sometimes, however, he left in the

morning and returned in the evening. Other times, he left in the

middle of the day and returned in the middle of the night. She was

confused by his irregular schedule, and he never explained where

he went.

This silence and indifference didn’t bother her at ﬁrst. She

tolerated it as long as she could. But one day, she confronted him.

“You go out every day, every evening, every morning, and every

night. Where do you go? What do you do? Who knows the kind of

people you visit with while I am left here behind.”

“I do not associate with the people here, for there are none

of my kind here,” he said. “I have work to do and cannot hang

around you all the time.”

“If it is so hard, why don’t you take me with you to help you
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sometimes?” she asked.

“I have too much hard work to be bothered with you,” he

replied. “I brought you up here because I could not rest when you

were down there on Earth. You and your cousin were always staring

and staring at me. No matter where I looked, your grins always met

me. Now stop being foolish and asking to go with me. You cannot

help me. Stay home and be a good girl.”

“You don’t expect me to stay home all the time,” she said,

weeping. “If I cannot go with you, may I at least go out by myself

every now and then?”

“Yes, go anywhere you like, except in the two

ciqlluak

over

there. In the corner of each there is a curtain, under which you

should never look.” Afterward, he left the

ciqlluaq

, and that night

he looked even paler than usual.

Shortly after, she went out for a walk. No matter how far

she went or what direction she travelled, she could see no people

and only the two

ciqlluak—

sod houses her husband told her not to

enter. There were, however, many short trails. She followed some

of them, and on each one she stumbled on a person stretched out

face down. She took much pleasure in kicking them, which she did

every now and then. After having been kicked, each would turn to

her, with one bright sparkling eye, and cry out, “Why do you kick

me? I am working and am busy.” She kicked them till she was tired

and then started home.

The two

ciqlluak

were on her way, and of course she had

to look in. With the exception of a curtain in the corner, the ﬁrst

ciqlluaq

was bare. She could not resist the desire to look under

the curtain, and when she did so, she found

giinaqut

—masks

, each

representing a different phase of the

iraluq

. In the ﬁrst, she found

a half-moon, a quarter of a moon, and a small piece of a moon. In

the second

ciqlluaq

, she found a full moon, one almost full, and

another more than half full. After thinking it over, she could see no
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harm in trying on one of the masks, just to see how it would look on

her. She liked the one that was almost full best, so she put it on one

side of her face, and it got stuck. She began to cry, “

A’iyayayaya

!”

She tugged and pulled, but it would not come off. Fearing her

husband would ﬁnd her where she was not supposed to be, she

hurried home, threw herself on the bed, and covered up her face.

He found her there when he returned home, and she complained

that her face was paining her. The

iraluq

suspected the real cause

and went out to investigate. When he returned, he questioned his

wife about the missing

iraluq

mask. “Yes,” she admitted, “I tried

it on just for fun and now I cannot take it off.” She expected her

husband to get very mad, but he did not. Instead, he gently pulled

the

iraluq

off of her face. Seeing him in such a good mood, she told

him about her day and shared what she had done to the one-eyed

people scattered over the sky.

“They are

mit’at

—star people

,” he said disapprovingly. When

she had ﬁnished, he said to her, “I understand you wish to help me

with my work. Since you put on this

iraluq

of your own free will, you

may wear it from now on and help me in my hard work. I will begin

the month and go the rounds until the full moon. After that you will

start in, and ﬁnish out the month, while I rest.” She accepted this

arrangement, and ever since then the two have shared the hard

work between them. The man represents the waxing moon and the

full moon, and the woman represents the waning moon. During

the new moon, after each completes their cycle, the husband and

wife take a night off together.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903a).
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Aqllat

The Winds

T

here once was a settlement far away. Here the wind always

blew strongly, and it was never quiet. No one dared to leave

the village. However, one man took a chance. He built a

qayaq

—

kayak

with one hole, covered the boat with ﬁve skins, took ﬁve gut

skin jackets and ﬁve paddles, and left. He went north. He reached a

cape, and sitting on the top of a cliff, he saw a man blowing.

The man’s eyes were poking out of his head and a violent

wind came out of his chest. The traveler seized his

nuqaq

—throwing

board

and launched an arrow, which hit the blowing man in the

middle of the chest. He saw the man fall and hurried to the top

of the cliff to retrieve his arrow. When he reached the top, he did

not see anyone and could not ﬁnd his arrow. The man looked for a

long time unsuccessfully. During his search he found a large trail.

He followed the trail for a while but did not see anything, so he sat

down to wait for the night.

When night arrived, the man started following the trail

again. Soon he saw a large village with a large

qasgiq

—ceremonial

house

. He walked towards the

qasgiq

from the left side and looked

inside through the window. There were lots of people inside. At the

center, lying on a piece of animal skin, was the man he had pierced

with his arrow, and he recognized his arrow. He entered the

qasgiq

Aqlatt.

Drawing by Emily Conlogue, 2021.











[image: page081]











[image: page082]

54

and sat all the way at the front. The people inside said that the man

on the skin had been wounded by an arrow but that they could

not ﬁnd the arrow, so they could not heal him. The man then told

the people to leave the

qasgiq

and that he would heal the injured

person. They left and as soon as they had gone, the man took his

arrow and started running. Soon the people started chasing him. To

escape his pursuers, the man threw some black paint at them. They

picked it up and used it to paint their faces. Since they were still

chasing him, the man threw some red color at his pursuers. Again,

they stopped and colored their faces in red. The man reached the

cape and his

qayaq

and he left the shore.

After that the man traveled a long time at sea and paddled

around the Earth. He visited the different winds. When he found

them, he ﬁlled their mouth with

amutaq

—cod

. This is why sometimes

the wind blows and sometimes it is quiet.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in 1871–1872 from a translation

by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of California Berkeley.
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Qiugyat

The Northern Lights

In the old days, everybody danced every night. Young people

didn’t believe their moms and dads when they told them about

the

qiugyat

—northern lights

. The more the old people told the

younger people not to dance so much, the more they danced when

they were not supposed to. The

qiugyat

swallowed them up. And

when that happened, then people started believing their parents.

There were two old people who were scared because all the

other people were dancing when the

qiugyat

were out. Those old

people didn’t want to be among the younger kids, so they went

to the

maqiwik

—steam bath

and stayed there because they were

scared of what might happen to all the other people who were

dancing. Finally, when it was silent, they came out of the

maqiwik

and they saw all those people’s heads had been cut off. That is

what the

qiugyat

did.

Adapted from a legend told by Jenny Zeedar in 1978 and published in

Iluani (Elwani)

magazine

.

Northern Lights.

Digital media by Courtney Griechen, 2021.
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Sugkwarluni

Natural Childbirth

A

t the end of the sea there is a large waterfall. One day, two

brothers traveled far out to sea in their

qayat

—kayaks

. They

reached this waterfall and were tossed down it without being

hurt. At the bottom they found a sea with

iqallut

—ﬁsh

that spoke

a human language. The brothers traveled on this new sea and

reached an unknown land, where they found female beings who

were very evil. The brothers killed some of the beings, left this place,

and wandered out to sea. They reached another land and found a

settlement. The same evil female beings lived there and during the

night the beings killed one of the brothers. The other brother ran

away, reaching another village. Here he found people resembling

those who live on Earth and he got married. The women who lived

in the village had one shoulder higher than the other. When the

man asked the reason, he was told that when a pregnant woman

was about to give birth, the people made an opening on her side

to retrieve the child. When the wound healed the shoulder on that

side was lower.

The man married a woman in this settlement. She became

pregnant and was about to give birth. The woman’s father

sharpened his

nuusiq

—knife

every day, and when the time came

for the baby to arrive, he entered the birthing room. The husband

asked him what he intended to do with his

nuusiq

. He replied that

he was about to open his daughter’s belly to retrieve the child. The

husband would not agree to this. He said he would do the surgery
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and sent the old man away. The husband changed clothes, entered

the room, and helped his wife give birth the natural way. Then he

went to get the old man and joked that he had killed his wife.

The old man went into the hut and found the mother and

child. All the elderly men and women gathered with needle and

thread to stitch her wound. They were surprised to ﬁnd the mother

unharmed and with her child. They asked her how the child was

born so she told them. Since then, they allowed children to be

born the natural way. The man stayed in this settlement. This place

is in the west.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in 1871–1872 from a translation

by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of California Berkeley.

Natural Childbirth

. Drawing by June Acaa Pardue, 2021.
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Transformation Tales
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Akcinguq

Akcinguq and the Woman Who

Became a Bear

I

’m going to tell you a story the way it’s been told in Karluk. An old

woman told me the story I am going to tell you.

There were two people staying together. Then they had

a

paniyaq

—daughter

. Before, people used to live together in a

place all by themselves. This couple was staying by themselves.

They lived together, and once in a while, the husband, Akcinguq,

would go away. He used to bring all kinds of seal meat, and they

had more than enough to eat. Yet Akcinguq still wanted to be out

all the time and the wife told him, “That’s enough, no more going

out.” He didn’t listen to her. So ﬁnally he pretended he wasn’t well.

She told him not to go out anymore since he was sick. “

Awa’i

—stop

it.

”

Their

paniyaq

got big and Akcinguq told his wife, “Since I am

not well, when I go out, I might not make it back.” He told her how

she should get along if he didn’t make it back. Sure enough, once

when he left, he never came back. So at night she went to bed.

She slept all night, and in the morning when she got up, she went

out and waited for her husband. He didn’t come back, so she sat

outside and she cried, thinking he must have died. She put some

clothes on the ground, laid her

paniyaq

down, and they both sat

there and waited. While they were sitting there a bird ﬂew by them,

and the bird told her, “Don’t cry, you cry too much! Akcinguq didn’t

die. You, watch where I ﬂy. Follow the same way I go when I ﬂy. You

will see Akcinguq.” Oh, she got angry! I suppose I would be angry
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too. Then she dressed herself and her

paniyaq

in their little jackets.

This woman had

taquka’aq

—bear

skin snouts put away for

herself and her little girl. She took one for herself and one for her

paniyaq

and went in the direction the bird told her to go. It wasn’t

too far. She went really fast because she was angry. She got up

there and she came around the bay. Oh, it was so beautiful! As

soon as she got there, she saw a

ciqlluaq

—sod house

with smoke

coming from the smoke hole. She rested up there. While resting,

she saw a woman come out of the

ciqlluaq

and another looking

out towards the ocean. She knew that they were watching for

Akcinguq. When both of the women went inside, she went down

closer to their

ciqlluaq

and went into a little hole-like area where

they wouldn’t see her with her little

paniyaq

. She gave her little girl

something to eat so she would be quiet. She said to her

paniyaq

,

“Please don’t move. Wait for me here.” She put the girl down gently

and watched the two women to make sure they couldn’t see her.

She ran down, right into the

ciqlluaq

. The women gasped.

When she went in, they said, “

Ca-mi tuquami

—I wonder if

you are dead

.”

“I am not dead! I just came to visit you two.” But that’s how

they greeted her.

“Then you may come in.”

When she entered, she saw a pot was hanging and that the

two women were cooking seal. Oh man, she could smell it. Every

now and then, the other women would go outside and look around,

checking for something or someone. The woman knew that they

were going out to check for Akcinguq.

They started to eat. The other women asked her to eat right

out of the pot.
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“No,” she said, “I just ate. Go ahead, you eat.”

So they did. The two were eating side by side and the women

would still go out to check for Akcinguq. When they came close to

the pot, she grabbed both of the women and stuck their heads in

the pot. She kept them soaking in there. She was so angry that she

was using all of her strength. After she soaked and boiled them,

their faces were all squashed up. She had killed them both. Then

she took them outside and set them in front of the sod house, both

of them dressed up. She set them nicely and straightened them

up. She made them look presentable. She went up the hill to her

paniyaq

and grabbed those snouts from the

taquka’aq

skins and

chewed them until they got soft and pliable. Then a

qayaq

—kayak

came into her view. She recognized him easily. It was Akcinguq.

She was just disgusted by him. She was hiding in the

ciqlluaq

there.

Then he came like he always did. He beached the

qayaq

and put

it upside down. Then after putting the

qayaq

on its top, he called

to one of the women to come and help him. She didn’t move. He

hollered again, “Come on now and help me pull the

qayaq

up.”

She didn’t hear him. So ﬁnally, he pulled it up a little ways, took his

things, and started towards her.

When he got to her, he yelled at her and tried to pull her

up. Down she went. “

Waspataq

—oh, my

!” So he went to the other

woman. The same thing happened. She fell down. “

Waspataq

!”

Then the woman got up, shook the nose pieces out, stretched

one over her face and one over her

paniyaq

’s face, and they both

became

taqukaraat

—bears

! She and her

paniyaq

walked around

slowly, as

taqukaraat

, with her

paniyaq

on her left side.

Akcinguq happened to spot them. He took his bow and

arrow and ran up the hill. He was after her. She pretended she was











[image: page094]











[image: page095]

67

walking slowly and that she didn’t see him. He was sneaking up on

her. When he came close to her, he took his arrow, but she rose to

her feet, jumped up, and shouted at him, “Now it’s my turn to get

even with you.”

He told her, “Oh! I was just going to come along with you!”

She grabbed her husband, beat him up, and tore him apart.

“Well,

waspataq

. Good for you!”

That’s why I always used to tell people, never kill a mama

taquka’aq

with a cub! They always said that a

taquka’aq

with a cub

is scary. I always heard that. That’s what I tell you.

Adapted from legends told by Fedosia Laktonen to Irene Reed in 1962 and Clyda

Christiansen of Karluk to Jeff Leer in Kodiak in 1997. From translations by Gladys

Chichenoff. Alaska Native Language Archive, AS077, and Native Village of Afognak Oral

History Archive. With additional translation by Alisha Drabek and Dehrich Chya.

Bear Woman.

Digital media by Alyssa Uswitusqaq Madrid, 2021.
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Wiill’raaq

The Bad Husband

T

here was once a man who became tired of his wife because

she would not eat

uriitat

—chitons

. He took her to the sea and

abandoned her on a rock. Then he went back home and married

another woman. The woman on the rock was rescued and also

married again. Soon, she told her new husband that she would like

to go back to the place where her old husband lived. They went

there and found her ex-husband living in a small

ciqlluaq

—sod

house

. She confronted her previous husband about trying to kill

her.

“I abandoned you on that rock because you wanted to kill

me!” he responded.

She replied that he was lying, picked up some

taquka’aq

—

bear

bones, and started gnawing at them. Little by little a

taquka’aq

skin covered her body. The man’s other wife had an

arhnaq

—sea

otter

skin and as she started gnawing at it, she turned into an

arhnaq

.

The woman who turned into a

taquka’aq

jumped on her

husband and tore him to pieces. Then she did the same to the

arhnaq

and the whole village. Soon after, the sea ﬂooded the village.

Because she did not have anywhere to take shelter, she started

swimming. She swam for a long, long time until she reached the

end of the Earth. There she found another world. Then she seized

some kelp and threw it on the shore. It turned into bushes. Then

seizing a large piece of kelp, she threw it on the ground, and it

turned into alders. Since that day,

taqukaraat

—bears have always

liked young alders.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in 1871–1872, from a translation

by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of California Berkeley.
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Iqalluk Tan’uraq

Fish Boy

A

fter the

iqallut

—ﬁsh

were created, a child was playing on the

riverbank. His father and mother were nearby when he saw

a large

iqalluk

—ﬁsh. He grabbed his salmon harpoon and threw it

at the

iqalluk

. The harpoon caught one of the boy’s ﬁngers and

carried him into the water. The

iqalluk

took him to a faraway land.

There, to the boy’s great astonishment, lived a large number of sea

mammals—

ar’ut

—whales

,

isuwit

—seals

, and more. The boy lived

there for some time.

When the fall came and the birds were about to leave, the

same

iqalluk

came back and told the child, “I will now take you

back to your home.” So she did. When they arrived at the river,

she showed the child a woman on the riverbank who was gutting

an

iqalluk

. She told the boy, “Show me your mother.” The child

recognized his mother right away due to the black paint on her

cheeks, because mourning women colored their cheeks this way.

The boy didn’t know it, but he had transformed into an

iqalluk

himself. Seeing a ﬁsh who was swimming in one place near her, the

mother shouted to her husband, “Come here, there is an

iqalluk

staying still!” The husband replied, “An

iqalluk

took our son away

last year; you must harpoon it.” The mother pulled out a salmon

harpoon and jabbed at the

iqalluk

. Soon, as she reeled in the rope

attached to the harpoon, she brought her child back. The boy told

them what he had seen. He said that in the faraway land where he

had lived, he had seen a river crawling with sea animals.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in 1871–1872, from a translation

by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of California Berkeley.
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Amitatuk Tan’uraq

The Boy Who Became a Mink

I

n a small

ciqlluaq

—sod house

, far away from other people, there

lived an old woman and her young grandson. While the boy was

small, the grandmother supplied them both with food and clothing

by hunting and ﬁshing. She also taught the boy how to hunt and

ﬁsh. When he was nearly an adult, she surprised him one morning

by telling him that a one-hatch

qayaq

—kayak

, which she had made

herself, was on the beach for him. It was all equipped and ready

for hunting. The boy was extremely happy because he had always

wanted a

qayaq

.

Every morning the boy went out hunting and ﬁshing and in

the evening returned loaded with ﬁsh and game. Over time, he

became a very skilled paddler and ventured farther and farther out

to sea. His grandmother called him one morning and said to him,

“Son, you may go wherever you would like, except into that bay

over there. If you stay away from that bay, you will be safe. If you

ever go there, you will never return to me. Take this

amitatuk

—mink

skin and put it in the bow of your

qayaq

. Take this bag containing

four tiny bows and arrows and keep them with you. If you are ever

in trouble, use them and they will help you.” The boy promised

never to venture inside the bay, accepted the gifts, and placed

them where he was told.

In those days, there were no winds at all. The waters were

always smooth and calm. People could go long distances from

shore and not be in danger of the winds and the waves. A few days
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after promising his grandmother he wouldn’t enter the bay, the boy

chased a seal much farther than a hunter normally would if they

had to worry about the wind. After killing the seal, he found himself

at the mouth of the forbidden bay. This bay looked so inviting that

he laughed at his grandmother’s fears.

The boy saw a beautiful island in the middle of the bay

and started paddling toward it. He beached his

qayaq

, took the

amitatuk

skin, and hiked up to the top of the hill where he noticed a

ciqlluaq

. As he was hiking, large rocks came rolling down, blocking

his way and nearly crushing him. The farther up he went, the more

difﬁcult and dangerous it became. To save himself he jumped into

a hole. The rocks fell over the hole and trapped him inside.

He tried to get out, but the rocks were too heavy to push away

and the openings too small to crawl through. Wondering how he

might escape, the boy remembered the

amitatuk

skin. He grabbed

it and began chewing on it. Then he stretched it and pulled it over

his head. After that, he changed into an

amitatuk.

By scratching and

squeezing, leaping and dodging, he escaped from his prison and

reached the top of the hill.

Here, the boy was surprised to see that

all the rocks had come from the

ciqlluaq

.

He took off the

amitatuk

skin, which changed him back into a

boy. Then he went into the

ciqlluaq

. On the ﬂoor there was a large

woman sitting and making mats. When she saw him, she screamed

in a loud and angry voice, “Who told you to come here?” Then she

reached behind her and pulled out a long, sharp spear and threw

it at him. Before the spear reached him, the boy changed himself

into an

amitatuk

again, and the spear went over his head, sticking

into the wall. Quickly transforming back into a boy, he grabbed

the spear and called to her, “Change and save yourself if you can!”

Then the boy hurled the spear at her, cutting her in two.

Afterward, a large earthquake shook the

ciqlluaq

, causing











[image: page100]











[image: page101]

73

it to cave in. The boy was trapped again. Once again, he used his

amitatuk

skin, and by scratching and dodging he managed to crawl

out and run down to the shore. After pulling off the skin, the boy

pushed his

qayaq

out and started for home. He had not gone very

far when he heard someone calling to him. He looked around and

saw people on the shore motioning to him. An old man greeted

him as he landed, took him by the hand, and led him into a

ciqlluaq

where several girls were sitting. The old man pointed to one of

them and said, “You can have her for a wife.” This made the boy so

happy that he did not listen to his grandmother’s warning. A plate

of seal meat was placed in front of him. They all ate and slept.

The following morning, the old man asked the boy to go

to the woods and collect some wood for sled runners. As the old

man’s future son-in-law, he could not refuse any request from his

father-in-law, so he went. After he entered the forest, the boy found

a gruesome sight. Human bones and skeletons were scattered

everywhere, and he began to fear that this was another trap. He

went about his work. The woods soon rang with the sound of his

axe. The boy heard a very frightening noise that made him stop.

The nearer it came, the more terrible it sounded. “It must

be a wild beast on its way to eat me,” he thought. Sure enough,

a very ferocious beast soon appeared and came running towards

him. The boy looked for his

amitatuk

skin, but he could not ﬁnd it.

He had left it in the

qayaq

, but still he had his bows and arrows.

Quickly pulling them out of his bag, he sent one tiny arrow into the

side of the monster, which knocked it over. Another arrow pierced

the other side of the monster, and it ceased kicking. As the boy

approached the beast, he made sure that it was dead.

The Lure.

Drawing by Rhonda Shelford Jansen, 2021.
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The boy ﬁnished his work and returned to the

ciqlluaq

. The

old man looked surprised and uneasy. This old man was actually

an evil shaman and he had been in the habit of sending strangers

into the woods to be killed by the monster so he could eat them.

The shaman asked the boy,

“Did you see or hear anything strange

in the woods?”

“No, I did not,” the boy replied.

The morning of the second day, while the boy was eating

breakfast, the old shaman called to him from outside, “The girls

want you to come out and swim with them!”

To refuse would have been disrespectful, so the boy went

to the beach. He undressed himself, but suspecting trouble, he

took the

amitatuk

skin. He swam after the girls, who were quite far

from him. As he swam closer, they retreated. After he had almost

reached them, a big

ar’uq

—whale

appeared between them, and

before he knew what to do, he was in the

ar’uq

’s mouth. While

inside the

ar’uq

, the boy put on the

amitatuk

skin. When the

ar’uq

surfaced, the boy escaped through the blowhole and swam for the

shore.

When the shaman saw him, he was very confused, and said

to himself, “He is the ﬁrst one that I could not overcome, but I will.”

That evening, the boy had another plate of seal meat. His future

wife sat where he could see her, but he did not dare talk to her.

Early the next morning, the old man asked the boy to have another

swim with the girls. On the beach, there was a large

ar’uq

, and the

girls were climbing on its tail. When they were all on the tail, he

swished it, sending them through the air and into the sea.

The girls dared the boy to do the same. The boy stripped

down, but secretly grabbed two of the tiny arrows, one for each
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hand. He approached the head of the

ar’uq

and stuck the arrows

into its head. He asked the girls, “Do I get on here?”

“No, farther down,” they answered.

He kept sticking the arrows into the

ar’uq

as he moved down

towards the tail, asking the same question and receiving the same

answer. When he ﬁnally got to the tail, it did not move. The

ar’uq

was dead. The girls swam to the shore to report to the shaman.

The shaman returned with them and found the

ar’uq

lifeless. The

shaman was furious, and he swore he would eat the boy.

The following morning, the old man asked the boy if he had

any relatives he would like to visit before he settled down with the

shaman’s family.

“I have a grandmother,” said the boy, and he went off to visit

her. He was making good progress, paddling side to side, when

suddenly the

amitatuk

skin startled him by calling out. “Look out!

You are in danger!” The boy looked ahead, but there was nothing

dangerous there, so he paddled on. Again, the

amitatuk

skin called

to him, “Look out! You are in danger!” Ahead everything was safe,

but as he looked behind him, he was overcome with fear. A wave

as high as a mountain was coming his way and would soon swamp

him. As quickly as he could, the boy shot one of his arrows into the

wave, breaking it. He was safe once more.

When evening came, the boy steered for the shore to eat

and rest. As he neared the shore, a large sea monster appeared

and swallowed him,

qayaq

and all. He pulled out the

amitatuk

skin

and put it on, and when an opportunity came, he escaped through

the monster’s gills and swam to the shore.

His grandmother, who was also a shaman, had been watching

her grandson’s activities. Although far away, she punished the sea
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monster by sending two large ravens to peck his eyes out. The boy

made it back on shore, but he didn’t have a

qayaq

. So he started

to walk home. He did not take off the

amitatuk

skin, so he was still

an

amitatuk

. While he was walking, he came to a large lake with

many ﬁsh. He stopped there and fed on the ﬁsh he caught. In a

short time, he became acquainted with the other

amitatut

—minks

of the area. Their easy life pleased him so much that he decided to

stay. At the lake somewhere around Kodiak, he is still there. Only

shamans can tell him apart from the other

amitatut

.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903b).

Victory.

Drawing by Rhonda Shelford Jansen, 2021.
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Kaugya’aq Arnaq

The Fox Woman

T

here was a village where people lived. A man from this village

was taking a walk in the woods. When he was deep into the

forest, he heard a noise. He heard people laughing and laughing,

thinking that they were the only ones present. The man stopped

and started listening to the laughter. It sounded so good to hear

people laugh, so he crept down towards them. He went down and

started spying on them. He saw a

nanwaq

—lake

. He was lying down

and listening. They were laughing and having a good time, so he

crawled really quietly towards the

nanwaq

and saw girls swimming.

There were ﬁve girls.

The man was having fun watching the girls and wished

he could get ahold of one of their coats. So he started crawling,

really carefully so they wouldn’t see him, and reached one of their

coats. When he saw the coats, he realized that these women were

kaugya’at

—foxes

who had taken off their pelts. He grabbed one

of their pelts and moved away. But they spotted him and they all

came back for their pelts. They grabbed their pelts, shook them on,

turned back into foxes, and started running away. But one of the

kaugya’aq

—fox girls got left behind without anything. “

Ayayaa

!” She

was all ﬂustered. “Please give back my pelt.”

“No, I’m not going to give it to you. I don’t want you to

become a

kaugya’aq

again. I want you to be my wife. Will you come

along with me?” said the man.

“No, no, bring my pelt back,” said the girl.
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But he wouldn’t give the pelt to her. Since she couldn’t get

her pelt back, she decided to follow him. They got married and

went back to his sister. This man’s sister was a

qallqaayaq

—magpie

.

And the

qallqaayaq

noticed the girl had

kaugya’aq

teeth. The girl

was embarrassed. Her husband left one day, and the

kaugya’aq

stayed there with her sister-in-law. Her sister-in-law told the girl,

“You remind me so much of a

kaugya’aq

. Even your teeth are like a

kaugya’aq

’s!”

This girl was so embarrassed, she started looking for her

pelt again. She found it and ran out. She shook the fur out, put it on,

became a

kaugya’aq

again, and ran. The people next door saw the

kaugya’aq

run away and her husband happened to be out there

too. He saw her and chased after her. He ran and ran, knowing it

was his wife running off. They went really far—almost to the

nanwaq

where he’d grabbed her pelt. Finally, she got into her den. She went

in and her husband fell right behind her and grabbed the tip of her

pamyuq

—tail

. When he grabbed the white tip of her

pamyuq

, it

came off and she got away. Her husband was left standing, holding

the tip of her

pamyuq

. The girl’s sister came out and said the fox

wanted her

pamyuq

tip back. The man told her, “You tell her to

come out herself.”

The end of the

pamyuq

, they call it

pampalluk

.

So the sister went in to tell the girl to come out herself.

Another sister came out and told him the same thing. She wanted

her

pampalluk

back.

“You tell her to come and get it herself,” said the man.

Finally, his wife came out and said, “Give me my

pampalluk

back.”

He said, “I sure would like to come into this den,” because he

didn’t want to leave her.

She said, “I will ask my parents ﬁrst.”
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After asking her parents, she came back and told him to turn

around ﬁve times. He did as he was told since he wanted to go into

the den so badly. After he’d rolled around ﬁve times, she let him

into the den. It was a

ciqlluaq

—sod house

. It was the

kaugya’aq’

s

house. He went right inside and saw an old couple. They were

silver

kaugya’at

and the ﬁve red

kaugya’at

were their daughters. He

stayed with them, and in the evenings they would go out to the

beach at low tide to collect shellﬁsh to carry back to the

ciqlluaq

.

One day, the husband told his

kaugya’aq

wife, “I’m going to go

down to the beach with you to get those shells too.”

The husband told his wife’s mother that he was going down

to the beach with the family. The old man let the husband have his

fur pelt, because the family always dressed like

kaugya’at

whenever

they went out. The husband put on that fur and it turned him into

a

kaugya’aq

. He went down to the beach with them. The rest of the

family was getting shells and had a lot to eat, but he couldn’t get

anything.

He looked at his wife and said, “You’re getting everything,

why can’t I get anything?”

“

Ca

—I don’t know

.”

He ﬁnally found an

anaqiitaq

—sea cucumber

. Oh, they were

all screaming, “Oh! Look what he found!”

They all went to him, and he was so happy. So they all went

home. When they went in and showed the

anaqiitaq

to his in-laws,

they were so happy that they started cutting it all up. Then they had

a feast, and the son-in-law went out and got some seal. And so he

was their son-in-law amongst those foxes.

He was a very nice son-in-law. When you go home, you tell

your son-in-law what a good home these foxes had.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Irene Reed in Karluk by Fedosia Laktonen in

1962 with an unknown translator, possibly Katya E. or Gladys Chichenoff. Alaska Native

Language Archive, AS077. With additional translation by Dehrich Chya.

Pampallua—Her Tail

. Digital media by Mariah Liisngaq Stapleton, 2021.
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Qategyuk (Ptarmigan)

The Grouse Girl

T

here were two men. One was old, lame, and unattractive. The

other was young, strong, and handsome. The men lived by

themselves in a sod house far from other people. When they got

up in the morning, they drank some

uquq

—seal oil

to keep from

getting hungry during the day. Then they went out hunting—one to

the hills and the other to the beach. In the evening one returned

with seal meat, while his partner brought bear meat. For many

years they lived like this without seeing or even knowing that other

people existed.

One morning, after their usual breakfast, the older man went

to the beach to hunt, and the younger man went to the hills. In the

evening they returned loaded with seal and bear meat. By rubbing

two sticks of wood together, the men made a ﬁre and cooked

some of the meat over the ﬂames. After eating, the men put on

their parkas and sat outside on the

ciqlluaq

—sod house

watching

the sea. While they were sitting, a

qategyuk

—ptarmigan

appeared

and landed on the

ciqlluaq

near the younger man. She started

pecking. “Why does the

qategyuk

come here?” the young man

asked and pushed her away. The

qategyuk

ﬂew off but returned a

moment later. Seeing her there again, the handsome fellow said to

the other one, “What is the matter with the

qategyuk

? Her home is

in the hills, but she is bothering us here.” He drove her off again. Not

discouraged, the bird came back to him. “What does she want?”

he exclaimed impatiently, and then pushed her away roughly. The
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fourth time the

qategyuk

landed, she rested beside the

angun

—old

man

. He took her in his hand and began stroking her and decided

to keep her as his pet. Before going to bed, the

angun

made a nest

for the

qategyuk

near him and then they all went to sleep.

The next morning the two men went hunting as usual. As

they approached the

ciqlluaq

in the evening, they were surprised

to see smoke coming out of the smoke hole. When they entered,

they found a clean house, a warm supper, and a pair of new sealskin

shoes hanging over the

angun

’s bed. “Somebody has been here

today,” said the younger man. Although they looked inside and

outside, they found no one. The

qategyuk

was on her nest, her

head hidden under her drooping wings, looking tired. Noticing

her condition, the

angun

remarked, “The bird has had nothing to

eat or drink the whole day. She must be hungry and thirsty.”

The evening’s excitement did not prevent the men from

enjoying their supper or sleeping soundly. The next morning, the

men proceeded with their daily tasks. Like the evening before, they

returned and found their home in order, meat cooked, and another

pair of new sealskin shoes. The

qategyuk

was on her nest, her head

tucked under her drooping wing. No one else was there, although

the men searched a long time. After supper, the

angun

fed and

played with the

qategyuk

and then they all went to sleep.

Due to stormy weather, the men remained at home the

next few days. During that time the bird tried again to befriend

the handsome man. However, he treated her roughly and would

not let her come near him. After that, she avoided him. The ﬁrst

clear day the two men went in different directions to hunt. As soon

as the younger man was out of sight, the

angun

squatted down,

saying, “I will watch today and see who cleans and cooks and

makes sealskin shoes.” Cautiously, he crawled back close to the

sod house and waited. The morning passed without any clues, but
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towards evening he saw smoke coming out of the smoke hole. The

man crept closer and heard footsteps inside. While he stood there,

wondering who it might be, a beautiful young woman stepped out.

Her face was white and hair and eyebrows black. Her parka was

made of white

qategyuk

feathers and the leggings of her sealskin

shoes were white with decorative trimmings. He gazed at her, and

when she went back inside, he followed her. He watched her work

and then grabbed her.

“

Ayaa

!” she exclaimed. “You scared me. Let me go.” Instead,

he drew her fondly to him. As he did this, she blushed. “I will not let

you go,” he said. Then he noticed a

qategyuk

skin on the nest. He

freed her but took the skin. Although she begged to have the skin

back, he took it outside and hid it.

When he returned, the handsome man was scared and

amazed to ﬁnd a woman in his home, but he asked no questions.

As it was common for a newly married man to stay home with his

wife for a while, it was a long time before the old man went out

hunting again. When he did, he always returned before his partner,

and generally found a pair of sealskin shoes or some other present

waiting for him. The younger man found nothing.

The younger man asked no questions. He did not know

who the girl was or where she came from. He did a great deal of

thinking. It puzzled him why the girl preferred a lame

angun

to a

young, handsome one. He knew she did not like him. She never

made anything for him but forced presents on the

angun

. He ﬁnally

decided to make the girl his wife. One night, when the married

couple was asleep, the young man rose and killed the

angun

. Going

back to his bed, he called to the girl to leave her dead husband

and be his wife. She refused. “You cannot go away from here,” he

said. “You will have to be my wife.”
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“I will never be your wife,” she answered. She got up and she

searched for the

qategyuk

skin among her husband’s things and

found it in his tool bag. Then she hid it under her parka. When the

young man called her again, saying, “Come, you are my wife,” she

replied, “I came here to be your wife, but you did not take me. Three

times I came to you, and three times you chased me away. The last

time you hurt me. I will not be your wife now.” While speaking, she

pulled out the

qategyuk

skin and shook it three times. When she

ﬁnished, she put the skin on and ﬂew out through the smoke hole,

leaving the young, strong, handsome man wifeless and without a

partner.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903b).
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Kangiilyullriik Nukallpiak

The Two Inquisitive Men,

Achayongch and Achgoyan

T

here were two men. One was named Achayongch and the

other Achgoyan. The men lived together, but they only spoke

and looked at each other when they had to. The two men knew

about everything that happened in other places, and they often

went to investigate. They went, looked, said nothing, did nothing,

and then returned home.

One day, the men were sitting in their

ciqlluaq

—sod house

around the ﬁre. Their backs were turned towards each other, and

they were eating shellﬁsh. Achgoyan pulled a feather from his hair,

threw it, and said, “Achayongch, what shall we do? There is a man

living over there on the other side. He hunts every day with his

pelluquq

—sling

.”

Achayongch was silent for a while, then he scratched his ear

and said, “I do not know what is wrong with me. There is a lot of

whistling in my ear.”

After a long silence, Achgoyan pulled another feather from

his hair, threw it, and said, “Achayongch, what shall we do? There is

a man living over there on the other side. He hunts every day with

his

pelluquq

.”

After scratching his ear, Achayongch replied again, “I do not

know what is wrong. There is a lot of whistling in my ear.”

A third time Achgoyan threw a feather and said, “There is a

man living on the other side whose name is Plochgoyuli. He hunts

every day with his

pelluquq

. We will go and see.”
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The two men started preparing for the trip. On their

qayaq

—

kayak

they piled their house, the bugs from their house (which

they considered personal property), and the grave and remains

of their wife. Achgoyan thought that their

qayaq

was sufﬁciently

loaded, but on launching it he discovered it was too heavy on one

side. To balance the weight, the men dug up a little hill and put

it on the boat. Then when they had ﬁlled hollow reeds with fresh

water, they started off.

When they came close to the other shore, they saw

Plochgoyuli hunting ducks with his

pelluquq

. He saw them too.

He knew why they were arriving and threw rocks to destroy them.

The ﬁrst rock hit close to the

qayaq

, and made Achgoyan exclaim,

“

Ka! Ka! Ka! Ka!

It nearly hit.” The second rock landed still closer,

and Achgoyan exclaimed, “

Ka! Ka! Ka! Ka!

“ again. As the rocks

continued to land around them, the two men turned their

qayaq

around, but not before Plochgoyuli had damaged the boat. On

returning home, all the things were replaced.

A few days later the men were sitting in their

ciqlluaq

by the

ﬁre, with their backs toward each other, eating shellﬁsh. Achgoyan

pulled out a feather, threw it, and said, “Achayongch, there is a man

living on an island. He heats a

maqiwik

—steam bath

and catches

codﬁsh every day.”

Achayongch scratched his ear, and replied, “I do not know

what is wrong, but there is a lot of whistling in my ear today.”

Achgoyan paused, pulled another feather out of his hair, and

said, “Achayongch, there is a man living on an island in the middle

of the sea whose name is Petingyuwock. He heats a

maqiwik

and

catches codﬁsh every day.”

“I do not know what is wrong, but there is a lot of whistling in

my ear today,” answered Achayongch.

After a long silence Achgoyan pulled out a third feather and

said, “Achayongch, there is a man living on an island in the middle

of the sea, whose name is Petingyuwock. He heats a

maqiwik

and
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catches codﬁsh every day. Let us go and see.”

So the men paddled off in the

qayaq

loaded with their

ciqlluaq

, bugs, their wife’s grave, and the little hill. When they reached

the island, they beached the

qayaq

and went into Petingyuwock’s

ciqlluaq

. An old man who was sitting there exclaimed, “

Futii

—

stinky

! Where is that odor coming from?”

The men said, “We came to see you because we heard that

there is a man living here who heats a

maqiwik

and catches codﬁsh

every day.”

“The

maqiwik

is ready,” said Petingyuwock, and Achayongch

and Achgoyan went in to wash. While they were bathing, the old

man tied together many pieces of thin dried kelp. He had been

saving the kelp to make clothes, but he used it to make a long rope.

He fastened one end of the rope to the

qayaq

. When he was done,

the old man roasted a codﬁsh and gave it to Achayongch and

Achgoyan when they came out of the bath. “There is a strong wind

blowing. You had better hurry home,” suggested the old man.

Achayongch and Achgoyan pushed off against a strong

breeze. When they were a long distance from the shore, the old

man started pulling his end of the rope, gradually drawing the men

back. When he had them close to the shore, the old man asked

Achayongch and Achgoyan why they delayed, since the wind was

getting stronger every moment. A second time Achayongch and

Achgoyan started paddling. This time they went about halfway

across the bay before Petingyuwock, who was in the

ciqlluaq

,

began hauling in the rope. He pulled until the

qayaq

was on shore

again. Then Petingyuwock came out and demanded to know why

the men had not left while there was still time to travel home. The

third time, they paddled against such a strong wind that they had

great difﬁculty making headway. When they were halfway across
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the bay, the old man pulled the rope again. This time, the wind

upset the

qayaq

.

Their wife’s grave became a porpoise. Achayongch and

Achgoyan were cast on the shore, where they became two

capes. Since then, the capes are not quiet and peaceful, because

Achayongch and Achgoyan were nosy.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903a).
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Uchatngianguall’raaq (Poor Uchatngiak)

The Sad Fate of Uchatngiak

T

here once was a very large settlement led by an

angayuqaq

—

chief

. The

angayuqaq

had a son named Uchatngiak whom he

kept secluded in a

ciqlluaq

—sod house

. The boy had been locked

away since he was a baby. Two men watched the boy continuously

and never allowed him to go outside or look outside. As he grew,

Uchatngiak heard the shouts of men shooting ducks in the bay with

their bows and arrows, the laughter of people playing

yaamaq

—a

rock throwing game

, and the cheering of hunters practicing their

aim on pieces of kelp. The boy could not understand the reasons

for his seclusion. One early spring day, Uchatngiak was restless.

Hearing more noise than usual, he decided to see what was

happening outside. While one of his guards was off fetching fresh

water, he sent the other to bring him some roots. While they were

gone, Uchatngiak pulled out the seal-intestine window and looked

outside. Wonderful sights greeted him. There was green grass,

ﬂowers beginning to bloom, a clear sky overhead, and young men

happily hunting and playing games. Uchatngiak gazed till his eyes

were blinded by tears. Then he fell on his bed and wept.

When they returned, the guards were frightened to ﬁnd

Uchatngiak weeping. They worried that he was ill, or worse, that

he had looked outside. If either had happened, they would be

severely punished. At ﬁrst, Uchatngiak would not answer their

many questions. However, when he calmed down, Uchatngiak told

them everything. Then he ordered them to go to his father and say
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that he wanted to go outside and stay there. One of the guards

went to the

angayuqaq

to report what had happened and deliver

Uchatngiak’s message. The

angayuqaq

thought a while, and then

said, “My son is now grown up. He may come and live outside.”

The

angayuqaq

ordered some of his servants to dress

Uchatngiak in a sea-otter parka and sealskin shoes, to spread skins

on the ground for him to walk on, and to place a bearskin on the

roof of the

ciqlluaq

for him to sit on. He sent other servants through

the village, inviting people to come and see his son because

they knew nothing about him. Uchatngiak, seated on top of the

ciqlluaq,

gazed with astonishment at all the people and things

around him. Just then,

ﬁve white

lagit

—geese

ﬂew by. Uchatngiak

was fascinated, and he watched them until they landed some

distance away. “Other people hunt them. I will go and hunt them,”

thought Uchatngiak. Sending his guards off on errands, Uchatngiak

grabbed a bow and arrow and started after the

lagit

.

When he came to the place where the

lagit

landed, he saw

a lake. In the lake ﬁve beautiful women were bathing and enjoying

themselves. To get a better look, Uchatngiak snuck around the

shore. While he was doing this, he came across ﬁve white

lagiq

—

goose skins. He took the smallest one and sat down to watch what

happened. Pretty soon the women, who were sisters, came out of

the water and walked to the place where they had left their skins.

The four older sisters were soon ready to ﬂy, and they waited

impatiently for their youngest sister.

“Hurry, we must be going,” they called.

“I have looked all around for my skin, but I cannot ﬁnd it,” the

youngest sister wept.

The others joined her search, until they saw Uchatngiak. The

four

lagit

ﬂew away, but the younger woman ran to him.

“Oh! Give me back my skin,” she begged.
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Looking at her beauty he said, “No, I will not give it back to

you.”

Uchatngiak dressed the

lagiq

-woman in his parka and

sealskin shoes and asked her to come home with him. For ten days

she lived with him in his

ciqlluaq

before his mother learned of the

situation, but she said nothing. During the day Uchatngiak hunted

and his wife went to the lake to feed on the delicate grasses that

lagit

like so well. The young couple lived happily and the following

spring they had a son.

Uchatngiak had a very nosy sister who disliked her strange

sister-in-law. Often, when she was talking to other women, the

nosey sister would comment on her sister-in-law’s strange mouth.

She teased that it resembled a

lagiq

’s mouth and that, whenever

the woman laughed, she covered her mouth so that no one could

see her teeth. One day, while Uchatngiak was away from home,

his sister visited his wife and cruelly called her a

lagiq

. The wife

endured the abuse a long time. Then she put on her

lagiq

skin and

ﬂew away through the smoke hole in the roof. Alarmed villagers

saw the

lagiq

ﬂy out of the chief’s son’s house. Some chased after

her but they could not catch her. When Uchatngiak returned and

found his wife gone, he grieved and complained bitterly.

Several years passed. Their son, who was now ﬁve years old,

went everywhere with his father. One day they were on the beach.

Uchatngiak was ﬁxing his

qayaq

—kayak

and the boy was amusing

himself with a bow and arrow. Five

lagit

ﬂew right over their heads

and landed on the rocks near the point. The boy noticed them.

“Father, I will go and shoot them,” he said and went off.

When his son did not return, Uchatngiak went to look for

him. He could not ﬁnd the boy, but in the distance, he saw the ﬁve

white

lagit

ﬂying.
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“His mother joined her sisters, and they came and took my

son from me!” Uchatngiak cried, miserable and lonely.

This happened in the fall. Uchatngiak decided immediately

to search for his wife and son. On his journey he took a stone adze,

ﬁve dried salmon, and one sour fermented salmon. He traveled

west for half of the winter before anything unusual happened.

One day, while following a very narrow trail, he came across two

kaugya’ak

—foxes

ﬁghting in the path. He asked them several times

to let him pass, but they did not listen. Finally, one of the

kaugya’ak

said, “Give us your fermented salmon and we will let you pass.”

Dividing the salmon in two parts, Uchatngiak threw one part to

one side of the trail and the other part to the other side. While

the

kaugya’ak

rushed for the ﬁsh, he passed by. He climbed to the

top of a mountain. In the valley below he saw a trail leading to a

ciqlluaq

and there was smoke coming out of the smoke hole. The

trail led Uchatngiak to the door of the

ciqlluaq

. When he pushed

the door in, he saw a very fat woman seated on the ﬂoor making

ﬁne sinew thread.

“May I come in?” asked Uchatngiak.

Without raising her head, the woman replied, “If you are

alive, you may enter. If you are a spirit, do not.”

“I am alive,” said Uchatngiak and walked in.

“What do you want?” asked the woman, still without raising

her head.

“I wish to know where my wife and son are.”

“I will not tell you, but if you give me half of a dried salmon,

I will tell you how you can ﬁnd out.”

Uchatngiak gave the woman the salmon. She ate it and said,

“Go to the top of that hill. There you will see two trails, one leading

to the right and the other to the left. Follow the one to the right
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until you come to my brother. He will tell you where they are.”

Uchatngiak gave the woman the other half of the dried

salmon and walked up the hill. He took the trail to the right and

followed it for many days without seeing any signs of the brother.

At last, one evening, while he was following a very narrow trail,

Uchatngiak heard a noise and then someone singing very softly.

The music led him to a beach where an old man sat, singing and

chopping chips off a large stick. Looking closely, Uchatngiak

noticed that as the smallest chips fell into the water they turned into

ancit

—trout

. Larger chips became

amartut

—humpback salmon

.

Still larger chips changed into

alimat

—dog salmon

. The next to

the largest chips became

qakiiyat

—silver salmon

, and the largest

chips swam away as

iiliksat

—king salmon

.

Carefully, Uchatngiak crept up behind the old man, watched

him, and thought, “If I could get the stone hatchet, he would have

to tell me where they are.” The old man continued singing and

chopping. Then, as the old man raised the hatchet to cut off an

iiliksak—

king salmon, it slipped from his hand and fell at Uchatngiak’s

feet. When the old man turned around and saw the stranger, he

said, “You have my hatchet.”

“No, I do not,” said Uchatngiak. “However, if you will tell me

where my wife and son are, I will give you your old hatchet and a

new one.”

“Give them to me,” said the old man.

When he had the tools, the old man continued, “I am about

to cut off an

iiliksak

. As soon as he appears in the water, clutch him

and hold on tightly. He will take you to your wife and son.”

Uchatngiak grabbed the

iiliksak

and the

iiliksak

grabbed his

clothes, and away they went. They traveled through grass and kelp,

current and stream, along the bottom of the sea. Then gradually,
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they swam into shallower and shallower water with a sandy bottom.

Close to the shore, Uchatngiak looked up and saw his son. The boy

had a bow and arrow in his hand and was eyeing the salmon. With

his feet, Uchatngiak steered the salmon close to the boy, who shot

and killed the ﬁsh. When he pulled the ﬁsh out of the water, the boy

was very surprised to see his father attached to it.

“Where is your mother?” said Uchatngiak.

“In the

ciqlluaq

,” the boy replied.

“Go and tell her that I wish to see her.”

“You had better wait outside until I see about that.”

The boy started off. As he approached the sod house, he

started to cry. He went to his Aunt Akcheten and said, “Uchatngiak

fell down. Go and bring him in.” She pushed the boy aside and

said, “We left him far off. It is winter. We cannot go and bring him

in.” From her the boy

went to his other aunts, Chavillo, Qulo, and

Podonigyuk, who dismissed him just like his Aunt Akcheten. Next,

he approached his mother, Agoiyuan, and said, “Uchatngiak fell

down. Go and bring him in.”

“Where is he?” she asked.

“Outside the

ciqlluaq

,” said the boy.

She looked. As the boy said, there sat Uchatngiak. She

seemed glad to see her husband and began questioning him.

“Why and how did you come here? You cannot live with us.

This is the Bird World.” (The Alutiiq believe that when birds leave

Alaska in the fall, they go to a place above the Earth known as the

Bird World.)

“I came to see my wife and son. Can’t you keep me with you

for a short time?” Uchatngiak pleaded.

They promised to keep him, if he would promise not to leave

the

ciqlluaq

. Their village was very large and ﬁlled with residents of
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many colors—some red, others black, others a mixture of colors.

There were people of all colors and shades imaginable.

In the early spring evenings Uchatngiak’s wife, her sisters,

and the boy would put on their

lagiq

skins, ﬂy away, and not return

until dawn. Before going, they reminded Uchatngiak of his promise

not to leave the

ciqlluaq

. At night he heard many people talking

and strange and mysterious noises outside. He wished he could go

outside and investigate. Later in the spring, instead of going out in

the evenings and returning in the mornings, his family ﬂew away

in the morning and remained away all day. He begged to go with

them, but they paid no attention.

At one end of the village there was an exceptionally large

qasgiq

—ceremonial house

. There, Uchatngiak noticed that

different people, including his family, gathered and remained the

whole day. For two days he watched but couldn’t ﬁgure out what

they were doing. On the third day, curiosity overwhelmed him.

Uchatngiak snuck out of the house, crawled to the large

qasgiq,

pushed the grass and sticks aside, and peeked inside. The room

was ﬁlled with birds dressing and painting themselves with different

colored paint. Everybody was already dressed or dressing, except

for two birds who were naked.

Akcheten and Chavillo spied him. They turned to Agoiyuan

and said, “Uchatngiak is peeping.”

Alarmed, the birds hurried to dress the two naked ones,

a seagull and a raven. Hurriedly, they painted the raven all black

and the seagull all white. The birds remain these colors to this

day. Uchatngiak had seen enough and hurried home. When his

family returned, they scolded him severely and told him that the

following day the whole village would depart. He pleaded not

to be left behind until they ﬁnally consented to take him along.
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They asked the

kum’agyak

—eagle

to carry Uchatngiak on his back

safely across the water. However, when the raven learned of this

arrangement, she begged to carry Uchatngiak.

“You will get tired quickly and you might hurt him,” the

sisters said, refusing her.

“If I get tired, and I will not, I will turn over so you can see.”

The raven argued so long that the other birds promised to

let her try. The next day all the birds left the Bird World to ﬂy to

Earth. Uchatngiak was perched on the raven’s back, while the other

birds ﬂew around them to provide assistance if needed. When they

were about halfway across the water, the raven began to turn over.

However, she was able to steady herself.

“Let the

kum’agyak

carry him! Let the

kum’agyak

carry him!

You are tired. You will drop him,” the birds all insisted.

“I am not tired, and I can carry him myself,” the raven replied

haughtily.

They went a little farther when, without warning, the raven fell

into the deep sea with her passenger. All the other birds hovered

over the spot of the accident, ready to help. The

kum’agyak

had his

claws positioned to snatch Uchatngiak if he came to the surface.

But Uchatngiak was transformed into a white whale and never

appeared. The raven became a drifting tree trunk with large roots.

Seeing this sad ending, the

lagit

left the spot. In time, they came to

Earth where they laid eggs and hatched them. They have continued

to do so ever since.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903b).
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Ar’ursulek

The Whaler

I

n the winter, when the young men were out hunting, the old men

would gather. In the gathering hut, they would sit around the ﬁre

and tell stories. They would while away these long winter nights.

Boys that were not old enough to go hunting would go along to

listen. They liked to listen to the tales about great hunters, because

they all wanted to be great hunters when they grew up. But when

tales were told about the

ar’ursulget

—whale hunters

, chills ran up

and down their backs.

A long, long time ago, one old man was telling, there lived

in their village a great

ar’ursulek

—whale hunter. He hunted whale

for so long that no one in the village could remember when he

ﬁrst started. He would disappear mysteriously and would be gone

for many days. Every time after he came back there would be an

ar’uq

—whale

washed up on some beach a few days later. No one

knew how he killed the

ar’uq

until he took for his partner a boy who

was full of curiosity and mischief, who also wanted to be a whale

hunter when he grew up. The boy heard that the

ar’uq

was killed

with a spear, but he could not ﬁgure out how such a big animal

could be killed just by pricking it with a tiny spear. So he decided

to watch everything the old

ar’ursulek

did.

One day, when there was a burial in the village burial

grounds, the

ar’ursulek

told the boy to come to his

ciqlluaq

—sod

house

that evening. The boy went and the

ar’ursulek

told him that

they would go away the next morning before the sun comes out.
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He told the boy that they would be gone all night, and that he must

not leave the

ciqlluaq

until he hears a loon call twice. “When you

hear the loon call twice,” he told the boy, “take your sealskin bed

and come down to the beach. I will be waiting for you.” He put

his

qanganaq

—ground squirrel

skin parka on and stood by the

door, looking at him for a long time. Then the

ar’ursulek

said, “After

a burial, evil spirits are always out at night looking for the body.

Don’t be afraid. If you stay in the

ciqlluaq

like I tell you, nothing will

bother you. If you begin to feel creepy, put wood on the coals and

warm your back. The creeps will go away.” The boy sat on the ﬂoor

watching the coals, not saying a word. The

ar’ursulek

stood by the

door and looked at him for a long time, then went out. Faster than

a wink the boy was at the door and stuck his head out from under

the sealskin cover.

It was springtime, and the night was bright with stars. The

ar’ursulek

was going toward the burial grounds. The boy slipped

out and followed. He followed very quietly, trying not to make any

noise. Slowly the

ar’ursulek

went through the village, stopping now

and then to look around and listen, sometimes stooping low when

he had to pass close to a

ciqlluaq

. When they passed the village, he

started walking so fast the boy could hardly keep up with him, and

he did not stop until he came to a big tree not far from the burial

grounds. He stood under the tree for a long time looking around

and listening, as if he were waiting for someone.

All at once, the boy saw another form appear by the

ar’ursulek

.

It had green eyes. When he looked into the eyes, he could see into

deep

qaiqunat

—caves

where green ﬂames were swirling around.

They seemed to lead way into the mountain. He was so frightened,

he almost started to run back to the

ciqlluaq

, but he wanted to be

an

ar’ursulek

so badly that he just lay quivering on the ground and

watched. When he saw that they did not notice him, he got over his

fright and crept closer.











[image: page131]

103

The thing was whispering something to the

ar’ursulek

and the

ar’ursulek

kept nodding his head without saying a word.

Making a motion with his hand toward the burial grounds, the thing

disappeared in a green ﬂash. Without hesitating, the

ar’ursulek

went straight to the burial grounds and stepped beside the fresh

mud. After looking around and listening, he started to chant and

walk around the mound, slowly at ﬁrst, then faster and faster until

his walk became a weird dance.

As the boy watched, a green mist began to come out of the

mound and spread out until it covered the

ar’ursulek

. It began to

spin around with the

ar’ursulek

, getting faster and faster, making

a sound like a whirlwind. It spun the

ar’ursulek

around the mound

so fast, he barely touched the ground with his toes. At ﬁrst, the

ar’ursulek

spun around like a top making weird motions with his

arms. Then he stopped spinning and continued his dance facing

the mound. Only his legs were moving. Now he danced around

with his arms down before him, holding his hands with palms up as

if about to pick something up. Then the boy heard moaning in the

ground.

When the

ar’ursulek

heard it, he broke into a wilder dance,

not once taking his eyes away from the mound. The whirling mist

made so much noise now that the boy could hardly hear the

ar’ursulek

chant, and it came out of the ground with such force

that the boy could see in its green glow that the

ar’ursulek

’s eyelids

were turned inside-out, and his upper lip curled over his mustache.

The mound began to rise, and the moaning became louder and

louder. Then, with one last moan, a

tuquneq

—corpse

rolled out of

the ground as if pushed out by something, right into the arms of

the

ar’ursulek

. The mist disappeared, and suddenly it was quiet.

The boy could hear only the panting of the

ar’ursulek

. After

resting a while, the

ar’ursulek

started down toward the beach

carrying the

tuquneq

in his arms. The boy did not follow, but
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instead ran to the hut as fast as he could, grabbing his sealskin bed.

Then he ran down to the beach and hid behind a big drift log and

waited. Soon, he heard the

ar’ursulek

running alongside the sea.

He put the

tuquneq

close to the water’s edge and ran up

to the

qayaq

—kayak

and carried it down and put the

tuquneq

between the two holes. Then facing the

ciqlluaq

, he cupped his

hands over his mouth and called twice like a loon.

After waiting a while, the boy went down rubbing his eyes,

pretending to be sleepy. The

ar’ursulek

was pleased that he got

down so soon and told him to get in the front hole of the

qayaq

.

Then he got in the hole behind and shoved out with his paddle.

They paddled quietly for a long time. When they rounded a point,

the

ar’ursulek

headed the

qayaq

into a big bay and said, “Now!

Paddle as hard as you can. We must get to the head of the bay

before daylight.”

At last, when the boy was so tired that he could hardly raise

up his paddle, the

ar’ursulek

said that he could paddle slower now.

It was still dark, and they were going through a narrow passage

between steep bluffs. It got so dark now that the boy could not

even see the bow of the

qayaq

. After a short while the

ar’ursulek

told him to stop paddling and listen, and he did.

It was so quiet and dark he thought they were in a

qaiqunaq

.

There was not a breath of air nor a sound of a ripple. He wondered

what happened to the stars that were shining so brightly earlier in

the night. In the silence, he thought of the

tuquneq

in the

qayaq

right behind the hole he was in, and of how the

ar’ursulek

’s face

looked in the green glow with his eyelids turned inside out and

his upper lip curled over his mustache as he danced around the

mound at the burial grounds. He began to feel so creepy that he

thought the

tuquneq

was running its cold ﬁngers up and down his

back. Then, so suddenly that it almost made him jump out of the

qayaq

into the water, the

ar’ursulek

, without warning him, called

out like a loon.
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He almost jumped out again when echoes from every

direction bounded back at them. He would have jumped out, too,

if he did not have his knees tightly braced against the sides of the

qayaq

. The echoes were coming from so close that he thought they

were starting right inside his ears. When the echoes went away, it

was dead silent again. Then there was an answering call from the

darkness close ahead. The boy braced himself again and shut his

eyes tight, expecting the echoes to come, but there were none.

After paddling a short distance, they landed. The boy did not

have the slightest idea where he was. It was all darkness and quiet.

The

ar’ursulek

yanked the

qayaq

up, then told the boy to follow him.

He followed by listening to his footsteps. A short distance from the

beach the

ar’ursulek

stopped and told the boy to go in. Because

it was so dark, the boy did not know whether he was going into

a

qaiqunaq

or a

ciqlluaq

and wondered how the

ar’ursulek

could

see.

After the

ar’ursulek

started a ﬁre by rubbing two sticks

together, he saw that they were in a

ciqlluaq

. When the ﬁre was

roaring, they ate dried ﬁsh and seal blubber. While they were eating,

the boy could see through the smoke hole that it was beginning to

dawn, and by the time they were ﬁnished it was daylight.

With daylight and with his stomach full, the boy was not

afraid anymore. He was full of curiosity and amusement, and he was

entertained by a story the

ar’ursulek

was telling. They went down

to the beach. The boy looked around, but he could not see where

they came in from. If it were not for the driftwood on the beach, he

would have thought that they were in a lake. He never saw a place

like that before. Except for that one beach, there was nothing but

steep bluffs all around going straight down to the water.

The

ar’ursulek

did not even look around. He said to the boy,

“Hurry now. Let us carry the

qayaq

to the

ciqlluaq

. You pick up the

front end, I will pick up the back end.” They picked it up and the











[image: page134]

106

boy, with mischief, let his end down and asked, “Is it empty?” The

ar’ursulek

, still holding his end up, said that it was. The boy picked

his end up again, and looking at the

ar’ursulek

, asked, “Then why is

it so heavy?”

Scowling, the

ar’ursulek

growled at him, “Never ask any

questions! Just do what you are told. Young hunting partners learn

by watching what is done and by doing what they are told to do.

But never by asking questions.” The boy picked his end up and

they carried the

qayaq

up by the

ciqlluaq

. Once there, the boy took

a quick look around him.

The ground was ﬂat and covered with trees and went some

ways back up there toward another steep bluff. While he was

looking around, the

ar’ursulek

, still scowling, told him that he would

be gone for a while and that he must stay in the

ciqlluaq

and keep

the ﬁre going until he came back. The boy went in the

ciqlluaq

and

as soon as he got in, poked a hole with his ﬁnger through the straw

between the slats and peeked out.

The

ar’ursulek

was quietly getting the

tuquneq

out of the

qayaq

. When he got it out, he looked toward the

ciqlluaq

and after

listening, picked up the

tuquneq

on his shoulder. He was walking

so fast that he was almost running and went through the woods

toward the bluff. Like a shadow, the boy was right behind him,

going from one tree to another. The

ar’ursulek

was following a

path.

Close to the bluff they came to a thick stand of young

spruce. The boy, ﬁguring that the

ar’ursulek

would stop at the bluff,

went to one side of the path and crawled under them. When he

got through them, he came to a narrow clearing running along the

bluff. A short distance across from him was a wide

qaiqunaq

. A little

creek ran along the edge of the bluff, forming a pond in front of the

qaiqunaq

. The

ar’ursulek

was standing beside it with the

tuquneq

at his feet.
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The sun was shining into the cave and the boy could see

everything that was in it. There were ledges like shelves and on

one were several human skulls, neatly arranged. On other ledges

were spear shafts and spear points. Some of the points had their

tips broken off. The

ar’ursulek

reached up on one of the shelves

and got several knives made of slate rock. After feeling the edges

with his thumb, he picked one out and, getting on his knees astride

the

tuquneq

, poked it in the belly a few times with the knife, then

jabbed it in and slashed the belly open with one stroke.

The

tuquneq

moaned and screamed while the

ar’ursulek

was cutting its insides out. After getting the insides out, he put the

tuquneq

in the pool and put rocks over it and covered it with straw.

Then he cut the stomach out and after cleaning it out, he blew it full

of air. While he was blowing it, the boy was amazed and started to

giggle, wondering, “What is the

ar’ursulek

going to do if he pops it

with an arrow?” He blew the stomach very carefully. He would blow

a little, then, holding the neck of the stomach between his ﬁngers,

he would hold it next to his ear and tap it with his ﬁngers and listen,

then he would blow again. Finally, satisﬁed that it was blown just

right, he tied the neck, and after holding it and turning it around

before him, he took it and hung it up to dry in the

qaiqunaq

.

Coming out of the

qaiqunaq

, he scooped a handful of

auk

—

blood

and went back and took a spear point that did not have

its point broken off and began to smear the tip with

auk

. He was

mumbling something the boy could not understand. The boy

noticed the spear was grooved on each side about the width of four

ﬁngers from the tip. He smeared the auk as far as the groove only,

but he didn’t smear it on the spear’s point. He stopped mumbling,

got up, and put the spear point on another ledge away from the

others.

He went into the

qaiqunaq

and came back out with a long

spear shaft and stood it next to the point. He went back in again
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with a small wooden

ar’uq

in one hand, and a miniature spear shaft

with a slate-rock point in the other. Mumbling something again, he

smeared the tiny tip with

auk

and stuck it on the side of the wooden

ar’uq

and put it on the ledge next to the big spear point.

He stepped back and looked at them for some time, then

turned around and went to the pool and after snifﬁng his hands

started washing them. After wiping them dry with straw, he started

down the path back to the

ciqlluaq

. The boy crawled back through

the young spruce trees and started to run down to the

ciqlluaq

.

The boy put wood on the coals and blew until the wood

began to ﬂame. Then he sat on the ground and waited. When the

ar’ursulek

returned to the hut he seemed to be in a good mood. “I

walked in the woods so much,” he said, “I got hungry. Let us eat.”

After that they ate dried ﬁsh with seal blubber added. While they

were eating, the

ar’ursulek

was telling the boy how he, too, started

learning to be an

ar’ursulek

as a young boy. He said that the ﬁrst

time he went out, he was so scared that he would have gone back

home if he knew the way back, but he did not know where he was.

“Sometimes,” he said, “there were so many loud and different

noises. It would be frightening. Sometimes it was so quiet it was

even more frightening. That’s how it was. Sometimes it is too noisy,

and sometimes it is too quiet, but you will get used to it like I did.

Were you afraid when we ﬁrst came in this lagoon this morning

when it was so dark and quiet and with all of the noise the echoes

made after I called out like a loon?”

The boy lied, “I never get afraid.”

Surprised, the

ar’ursulek

looked at him and said, “Really?”

“Yes,” the boy lied again. After that, the

ar’ursulek

was quiet. When

they ﬁnished eating, he said that he would go spear a seal and

went out, telling the boy to stay in the

ciqlluaq

. Shortly, he called

to the boy to come down to the beach. When he got down, he saw

that the seal was already cleaned, and the meat was cut in strips.
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The sun was beginning to set. The

ar’ursulek

told the boy

to build a ﬁre on the beach and broil some meat. He said that he

would go to the end of the beach for a while and that he would

be back when he thought the meat was done. Not long after the

ar’ursulek

left, darkness fell. The boy could not see beyond the

glow of the coals. It was all quiet now, really quiet.

Soon he heard soft footsteps coming along the bank in his

direction from both sides. They stopped behind him. He listened,

but he could not hear a thing. He was beginning to think that he

imagined hearing the footsteps. He heard someone whispering,

talking, and giggling right there behind him. And now his back was

starting to crawl with the creeps. The whispering or giggling would

stop for a while and start again. At last, they stopped altogether.

Then he heard a sound that made him even more creeped

out. It was a sound made to attract one’s attention around there.

His mother had told him that whatever he did, never look when he

heard that sound when he was away from the village. Where there

were no people, it could only come from evil spirits craving ﬂesh.

He heard the sound now, “

T’st’st

!” The sound was made very softly,

but he heard it very plainly in the dead silence. He heard it again

and again, but he dared not look back. He didn’t look behind him.

Then it was quiet again.

While he sat there trying to break the silence by stirring the

coals with the stick, other noises began coming from the bluffs.

Like that, they were getting louder and louder as they came, as the

echoes bounced back and forth like they did early that morning

when the

ar’ursulek

called out like a loon. There was moaning,

screaming, and laughing. The last sound there was the worst. That

sound was so sharp, it seemed to scrape at his bones. It sounded

as if someone were scraping two shells against each other. When it

got too loud, he shut his eyes tight and put his hands over his ears

as he sat, until the noises were coming to an end.
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When he opened his eyes, he saw the

ar’ursulek

sitting across

the coals from him, laughing, but he did not say anything. He told

the boy that he was hungry, and they started eating the broiled

seal meat. While they were eating, the

ar’ursulek

would look at the

boy and start laughing. The boy knew then that the

ar’ursulek

did

not believe him when he told him he never got scared, and he had

left him alone that evening and sent the spirits to frighten him so

he could catch him when he really was scared. He was making fun

of him now. He thought then that as soon as he learned the old

ar’ursulek

’s secrets of how to kill the

ar’uq

, he would start playing

tricks on him and get even with him.

After they ate, they went up to the

ciqlluaq

. When they went

to bed the

ar’ursulek

said that they would be going out to the mouth

of the lagoon to see if there were any

ar’ut

—whales in the bay. He

said that they would be going

ar’uq

hunting in a few more days. At

dawn the next morning, they went out of the lagoon into a narrow

bay. They could hear several

ar’ut

blowing out in the middle of the

bay. The

ar’ursulek

asked the boy if he knew how an

ar’uq

drank

water.

When the boy said that he did not know, the

ar’ursulek

said that there was a little waterfall behind a point not far from the

mouth of the lagoon where

ar’ut

came to drink water at dawn. So

they got in the

qayaq

, and he took him there to show him. Soon, an

ar’uq

came to the surface close in and swam on the surface toward

shore. After almost touching the shore, it turned around suddenly

and went under and disappeared. The others did the same.

The

ar’ursulek

was frowning because he wasn’t satisﬁed.

He said to the boy, “Let us go back to the

ciqlluaq

.” On the way

back to the

ciqlluaq

, the

ar’ursulek

was telling the boy that people,

especially women and the sick, give off a scent. This scent clings to

the clothes and to the body and that the animals, especially

ar’ut,

are very sensitive to this aroma. That is why one had to stay away
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from other people for many days before going out after the whale.

When they got back to the

ciqlluaq

, they took out the old

straw bedding and brought in some fresh straw and hung their

sealskin beds outside to air out. Then they bathed in the creek.

After that, the

ar’ursulek

said he was going in the woods for a

walk and told the boy to stay in the hut until he got back. The boy

waited a while before following the

ar’ursulek

, then went straight

to the young spruce trees and crawled through the same place he

crawled through the day before. When he got through, he saw that

the

tuquneq

was already out of the pool.

The

ar’ursulek

was coming out of the

qaiqunaq

with a big

vessel hollowed out of stone. He put two ﬂat rocks a little apart

from each other and set the vessel on them and started a small ﬁre

under it. Then he cut all the ﬂesh from the

tuquneq

and took the

bones and the skull in the

qaiqunaq

, throwing the bones on the

ground and putting the skull on the ledge with the others.

He came out and started cutting the ﬂesh in strips and put

them next to the ﬁre. Then he sat down and cut the strips in small

pieces and dropped them into the stone vessel. As he dropped

the ﬂesh into the hot vessel the boy could hear it sizzle. When he

ﬁnished frying the ﬂesh, he poured the oil into the dried stomach

with a wooden spoon and took it in the

qaiqunaq

. The boy wondered

what the

ar’ursulek

was going to do with the oil. He knew that dried

seal stomachs were used as containers for seal oil, and seal oil was

used with ﬁsh and roots and other foods, but he never heard of

anyone eating human oil.

When the

ar’ursulek

came out, he took the spear point and,

mumbling something again, tied it to the shaft with sinew and stood

it back where it was. After that he just sat quietly in the

qaiqunaq

. As

the sun was beginning to set, he got up and started slowly down

the path. He was holding his head down as if in deep thought. The

boy was already in the

ciqlluaq

. He sat by the coals and waited.
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When the

ar’ursulek

came in, he told the boy that they would

bathe again before they went to bed. “We will go to bed early,” he

said. “In the morning we will see how the

ar’ut

act when they come

in to drink water. Sleep well because we will be out all day if the

ar’ut

act right. I will get up early, but you will not get up until I call

you.” It was still dark when the boy heard the

ar’ursulek

getting up.

He went out quietly and he heard him going up the path

toward the cave. He was back in a short while and he heard him

doing something by the

qayaq

. Then he called the boy from the

door. It was still very dark outside. They carried the

qayaq

down to

the beach and started their journey without eating. The

ar’ursulek

was silent all the way until they got to the little waterfall.

When they got there, he said, “Now we will see how the

ar’ut

will act. If we are clean, they will come to drink. Then we will go

on the hunt.” At daybreak, an

ar’uq

came to the surface and swam

toward shore. The tide was low, and the waterfall was up some ways

from the sea. The boy wondered how it could get up there to drink.

As he watched, the

ar’uq

slowly shoved its head up the

beach and opened its mouth and a little man, with a leather bucket

in each hand, came out and went up to the waterfall. He ﬁlled the

buckets with water and went back down and into the

ar’uq

’s mouth.

The

ar’uq

closed its mouth and turned out to sea and disappeared.

“You know now how the

ar’ut

drink water,” the

ar’ursulek

said. “Now

you will see how they are hunted.” He turned the

qayaq

around

and headed it toward the mouth of the bay.

On the way back the boy noticed a spear point next to the

hatch he was in. Its tip was covered with dried blood as far as the

groove. He glanced back and saw that it was the same point and

spear shaft that he had seen at the

qaiqunaq

. The spear shaft was on

the rack now ready for the hunt. The bay was narrow at the mouth.

When they got there, they stopped. The

ar’ursule

k kept looking

toward the head of the bay.

Ar’ursulek: The Whaler.

Drawing by David Taineq Tucker, 2021.
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When he saw an

ar’uq

in there, he said to the boy, “You,

alone, will paddle to the other side. Paddle as hard as you can and

don’t look back until you get across.” Since the

ar’ursulek

told him

not to look back, the boy ﬁgured that the

ar’ursulek

was doing

something that he did not want him to see. He was full of curiosity

now and was trying to ﬁgure out how he could look back to see

what the

ar’ursulek

was doing behind him when he heard an

ar’uq

blowing behind them.

Figuring that the

ar’ursulek

was looking back at it, he took a

quick look back and saw that the

ar’ursulek

was holding the human

stomach over the side of the

qayaq

and was letting the oil drip

out of it, leaving a shiny

uquaq

—oil slick

behind them. They got

across at last, and the

ar’ursulek

told the boy to land on the beach

and rest for a while. From the beach he could see that the

uquaq

stretched all the way across the bay and wondered what it could be

for.

Soon he found out. The

ar’uq

would head out toward the

mouth of the bay, but when it got close to it, it would turn back.

He knew that the

ar’uq

was afraid to get near the

uquaq

. It was

trapped in the bay. While the boy was resting, the

ar’ursulek

was

getting ready. He moved the spear farther ahead on the rack. He

took a leather pouch out of the aft hatch and put it in the front

hatch. When he was ready, he called, “Come now.” He had the boy

get in the aft hatch.

Before getting in, he told the boy, “You will do the paddling

when we get close enough to the

ar’uq

for me to strike. I will be

standing when I strike, and you must steady the

qayaq

so I can sink

the spear deep. From the aft, you will see every signal I give you.

Watch me closely and do everything I tell you.” Getting in the front

hatch, he called back. “

Kita

—go ahead

!” And they paddled out to

the middle of the bay.

When they were ashore the boy had noticed that the

ar’uq
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came out at the same place each time it turned away from the

uquaq.

They were now waiting for it at the same place. The

ar’ursulek

kept

toward the

uquaq

. Then he cried out, “Help! There it is!” The boy

heard it blowing behind and looked back. The

ar’ursulek

said to

him quietly, “Don’t look back. Just watch me!”

After paddling the

qayaq

in the right position, the

ar’ursulek

put his paddle on the rack and stood up. He picked up the spear,

pointed it at the

ar’uq

, and began to chant. By watching where the

spear was pointing, the boy could tell where the

ar’uq

was. He was

pointing the spear at the water almost beside him when he saw the

water swell up and break like surf right next to him, and there was

a shattering noise like thunder as the

ar’uq

blew the air out, which

startled the boy.

Through all the noise, the boy heard the

ar’ursulek

yell,

“Hard!” He paddled as hard as he could. The

ar’uq

was so close

now he could touch it with his paddle. The

ar’ursulek

stood up and,

after motioning to the boy to dip his paddle deep to steady the

qayaq,

struck with all his might, sinking the spear point deep into

the

ar’uq

. Then he pushed the shaft hard to the side and jerked it

loose. The

ar’uq

, feeling the spear in its side, threw its ﬂuke high in

the air and went down in a deep dive.

The

ar’ursulek

was still standing, untying the spear point

from the shaft. The boy, believing that the

ar’uq

had been killed

with one thrust of the spear and believing it had sunk, said, “We

lost it.” The

ar’ursulek

grinned, “No, we did not lose it. We will get

it.” The boy noticed then that the tip of the spear point was broken

off at the groove. The

ar’ursulek

was pointing where it had been.

When he got the point untied, he put it in the pouch, and they

headed back to the

ciqlluaq

. After they carried the

qayaq

to the

ciqlluaq

, the

ar’ursulek

said that he would stay outside for a while.

He told the boy to go in the

ciqlluaq

and get the ﬁre going and not

to come out.
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Through the hole in the straw, he peeked out and saw the

ar’ursulek

going up the path carrying the spear and the pouch. He

threw wood on the coals and ran up to the

qaiqunaq

. When he got

there the

ar’ursulek

was just getting the stomach out of his pouch.

It was empty. He took it in the

qaiqunaq

and buried it in the sand.

Then he got the spear point out of his pouch and put it on the ledge

with the other points that had their tips broken off. After bringing

the shaft in the

qaiqunaq

, he came out and went back down the

trail. The boy had the ﬁre roaring when the

ar’ursulek

came in the

hut. He was smiling now.

The boy thought that he would ask him some questions

while he was in a good mood. He asked what made the shiny streak

across the bay when they crossed the bay, why that

ar’uq

turned

back every time it got close to it, how a tiny piece of rock could kill

the

ar’uq

, and what would happen to the little man that came out of

the

ar’uq

to get the water when the

ar’uq

got killed. The

ar’ursulek

just laughed and answered, “

Ca

—I don’t know

.” He didn’t want to

give an answer.

The next morning, they went out of the lagoon to the bay.

The

ar’uq

was still there, going back and forth from the

uquaq

to

the head of the bay. After several days, the

ar’uq

appeared to be

getting weak. Instead of going back and forth, it was ﬂoating on

the surface most of the time, going around in circles. Then one

morning it was nowhere in sight.

After looking around, the

ar’ursulek

smiled and mumbled,

“Mm-m!” and steered the

qayaq

back into the lagoon. They got

their sealskin beds from the

ciqlluaq

and went back out of the

lagoon. At the entrance the

ar’ursulek

turned the

qayaq

toward the

head of the bay and told the boy to stop paddling and keep the

qayaq

headed the way it was. Then he began chanting.

Soon a light breeze began to blow from the bay. When the

breeze reached them, he stopped his chanting and turned the
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qayaq

around and started out of the bay with the breeze. At the

mouth of the bay, the boy noticed that the

uquaq

was now broken

up by the breeze and was drifting out of the bay in patches. They

paddled on with the breeze and were back at the boy’s village by

sundown. The

ar’ursulek

told the boy that he was to stay with him

in his

ciqlluaq

and not to mingle with the other boys in the village.

One night, he woke up when he heard the

ar’ursulek

screaming and moaning just like the

tuquneq

did when his insides

were being cut out. The

ar’ursulek

was having a nightmare. He

threw off the straw mat he used for a cover and sat up and almost

shouted at the boy, “Where is he? Where is he?” In the glow of

the coals the boy could see the look of fright in his face. “Where is

who?” the boy asked him. The

ar’ursulek

looked around him and

whispered, “The little person that came out of the whale’s mouth

to get water. He drove his spear straight through my chest in my

dream. That’s why I kept crying out.”

The next morning, the boy was just sitting on this beach.

He watched the boys surﬁng on the waves, playing and swimming

around at the beach, and he wanted to join them. But he couldn’t

stop thinking about being back in the bay, and how he didn’t want

to go back. He thought of how the

ar’ursulek

would play a trick

on him if he went back to the graveyard where he had gotten the

tuquneq

. He didn’t stay long after; they had to rebury the

tuquneq

.

In the afternoon, they went back to where the

ar’ursulek

had

raised the

tuquneq

. He told the boy, “Wait for me by the

qayaq

. I

won’t be long up there.” The boy knew the

ar’ursulek

was going to

the grave to take out the

tuquneq.

The boy followed right behind

him and quietly took a young spruce bow and a rock from the

beach. And when he arrived, the

ar’ursulek

was dancing there,

returning the

tuquneq

back to its grave.

And then the grave rose up above the

ar’ursulek

as he was

dancing there. When the

ar’ursulek

turned his back, the boy took
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the rock and hit the

ar’ursulek

in the back. It startled the

ar’ursulek

and made him jump, and he turned around. When he turned, the

boy hit him with the young spruce bow. Then he dropped the

spruce, and the

ar’ursulek

sent it ﬂying back to where it had come

from. He stepped toward where the boy had been hiding.

The boy turned around and started to run to the

qayaq

. Even

though he was running as fast as an arrow, the

ar’ursulek

caught

up to him from behind and passed him as he headed down to the

beach. The boy gave up and got lost on his way to the

qayaq.

The

boy was heading down to the beach where the

qayaq

had been,

but it wasn’t there. Then he wondered to himself, “Where could

the

ar’ursulek

have gone?” He had paid such close attention. He

looked around, but he couldn’t see anything, and he couldn’t hear

anything either. And so, after waiting for a long time, he turned to

go back to his village. From then and even today, he still doesn’t

know where that

ar’ursulek

ran away to. He is gone now.

Enough, my story is ﬁnished.

Adapted from a legend told by Ralph Demidoff to Irene Reed in 1962 (Demidoff 1962).

Alaska Native Language Archive, ANLC2505 and ANLC2506. Original translation and

transcription by Jeff Leer. Translation edited by Alisha Drabek and Dehrich Chya. Native

Village of Afognak.
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Tamallkuk Kak’gllugmiuwak

Old Couple from Kak’glluk

B

efore, couples used to have their own hunting places, and you

were not supposed to hunt in somebody else’s hunting place

without their permission. Every year,

tamallkut

—couples

would

return to their hunting place. This one

tamallkuk

—couple travelled

to Old Woman’s Lagoon in Terror Bay to hunt there, but that bay

belonged to somebody else. The chief was surprised to see them.

The couple asked for permission to hunt on the chief’s land, and

he said, “By all means! You should hunt with me. There’s a lot of

game:

amikut

—octopus

,

aaquyat

—land otters

,

amitatut

—weasels

,

whatever we want to hunt!” But the

tamallkuk

didn’t want him to

hunt.

They told him he wasn’t going to hunt. “No, you are not

going to come along with us.” This confused the chief.

He told them, “Well, after you have the food you need, come

show me what you caught and then leave.”

They listened to what he had to say, really paid attention

to him. He told them how much game they could take. Then the

two of them hunted. Pretty quickly, they got all of the game they

were allowed. The old man was nowhere around, so they hunted

for more and more game even though they had already reached

their limit. Then they returned to the old man and showed him what

they caught. Then like he had told them to do, they went back to

their families with their game, thinking they got away with it. But he

was a

kalla’alek

—shaman

, and they know everything. The

kalla’alek

knew that they had not listened to him.

Adapted from a legend told by John Pestrikoff Sr. to Jeff Leer on August 12, 1999. Alaska

Native Language Archive, ANLC6231. Translated and transcribed by Dehrich Chya, 2021.
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Kalla’alell’raat

Evil Shamans

K

alla’alget

—shamans

are very powerful. There were some

kalla’alget

who used their powers against young women. Once

there was an evil

kalla’alek

—shaman who wanted a pretty young

woman as a wife, and he asked her to marry him.

The woman said, “Who wants to marry an old guy?”

The

kalla’alek

said, “If you don’t, something’s going to

happen to you.”

She refused. Then he crippled her hands and put scars all

over her face.

“Your beauty is gone,” said the

kalla’alek

.

The woman lay in bed, sick and crippled. She got desperate

and told someone to go get that

kalla’alek

, so she could marry him

and get well. The

kalla’alek

came and talked to a spirit. Then the

woman was normal again. So she felt it was better to marry the

old man than be crippled. If she didn’t listen to the evil

kalla’alek

,

she would’ve died. She needed to catch him before he died so he

could heal her.

Adapted from a legend told by John Pestrikoff Sr. to Jeff Leer on August 12, 1999. Alaska

Native Language Archive, ANLC6232. Transcribed by Dehrich Chya, 2021.
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Pisurtek Kak’gllugni

Hunters at Kak’glluk

T

wo boys were visiting Little Afognak and their neighbors in

the village. While they were visiting, the two boys noticed

a

qayaq

—kayak

with two other men in it. The boys didn’t know

where these two men were coming from, but they paddled out and

rescued them. People used to have their own hunting territories,

like animals do. If you went onto someone else’s territory without

asking them for permission, they could punish you. Well, these

boys didn’t know it, but the place they were visiting belonged to

the two men in the

qayaq

, and they hadn’t asked permission to be

there.

The men could have punished these two boys. They could

have killed them, but they didn’t.

They made use of the boys

because they had food and other supplies. They were nice to the

boys. The men and the boys started having a conversation. I don’t

know what they said to one another, but as the boys got near one

of the men, the man sliced open their

qayaq

skins. The man must

have had a knife on his paddle, because he just reached over,

sliced the skin, and sunk the boat. The boys drowned. After the

boys drowned, the two men took their bodies to

Kak’glluk. They

carried them up the bluff, cooked them, harvested the oil from

their bodies, and ate the meat. The reason the men kept the oil was
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because they were

ar’ursulget

—whale hunters

.

Ar’ursulget

use

human oil to make a border that a whale cannot cross. They pour

the oil into the ocean in a line and the whale will not pass beyond

it; they won’t swim away.

These two boys had trespassed on the men’s land. To get

to Little Afognak, the boys had to pass through the men’s hunting

grounds, and they didn’t ask permission. Each hunter had their

own territory, and you always needed to get permission before

travelling onto their land.

Adapted from a legend told by John Pestrikoff Sr. to Jeff Leer on August 14, 1999. Alaska

Native Language Archive, ANLC6236. Translated and transcribed by Dehrich Chya, 2021.
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Arnam Wiini Kiarlluku

(The Girl Who Searched for Her Husband)

The Girl Who Went in Search of Her Lover

A

tragedy took place in a very large

nuna

—village

. All the

hunters that left the

nuna

failed to return and no one knew

what happened to them. A very beautiful young woman lived in

that

nuna

. She was in love with a brave young hunter and joyfully

consented to become his wife. However, her parents objected

to the marriage, and it never took place. The disappointed suitor

decided to drown his grief in hunting. Although cautioned by the

old men, he insisted on going and went. A week passed and then

a month. When the young man did not return, the people believed

he was dead. The woman did not believe this and decided to

search for her love.

The woman made her preparations secretly. One night,

when all the other villagers were sleeping, she left quietly. Taking

her father’s single-hatched

qayaq

—kayak

and

kanaglluk

—gut skin

jacket

, the woman started her search. After paddling a distance

from the

nuna

, she stopped, closed her eyes, and began to sing.

She sang one verse, then opened her eyes, and noticed that the

qayaq

was drifting with the current. She shut her eyes again and

continued singing. At the end of the second verse, she looked

again. The

qayaq

was still drifting, only faster. She closed her eyes

again and sang for a long time. When she looked around the next

time, the

qayaq

was going very, very fast. The woman became

frightened, and she tried to change the boat’s course. But the boat

just kept moving faster. Soon the woman heard the mighty roar of
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falling water. Because she believed that life was not worth living

without her lover, she closed her eyes and waited for death. The

boat moved very swiftly, and the roaring noise of the water was

dreadful. The woman’s heart almost stopped beating when she felt

herself falling down, down, down. Suddenly the boat stopped. She

was not hurt but she could not move or exit the

qayaq

.

Dawn was approaching as she lay in the boat wondering

what would become of her and where her lover might be. When

it was light, she saw a

qayaq

with a man in it coming toward her.

As he approached, the man exclaimed, “Ha! Ha! I have another

victim,” and placed a bow and arrow and a two-edged knife near

him. But as he came closer, he put his weapons back. He said to

himself, “Seems to me that is a woman. No, it cannot be,” he added

a moment later, and picked up his bow and arrow again, only to

replace them again. Crying out from the

qayaq

, he said, “If you are

a woman, speak up, and I will not kill you, for I do not kill women.”

She assured him that she was a woman, and he came and took her

out of the

qayaq

, seated her in his, and paddled off.

Reaching his home, a small

ciqlluaq

—sod house

he lived in

by himself, the woman saw many human heads. One of the heads,

not yet badly decomposed, was her lover’s. She did not say a word

but swore vengeance. The man told her that she would be his wife.

He ordered her to cook something for him to eat and she prepared

deer and seal meat. At bedtime, he pointed to a corner of the

ciqlluaq

. He told her to lie there, while he slept in the opposite

corner. Although this arrangement seemed odd to her, she obeyed

without questioning.

The following morning, he led her to a small, little

ciqlluaq,

and showed her a number of headless human bodies. “I do not

eat these,” he said. “But I have three sisters who live far from here

who only eat human ﬂesh. I killed these people for them. Each day

I take one of these bodies to a different sister.” Then he picked up

Surrender to the Current

. Digital media by Sabrina Kessakorn, 2021.
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a

tuquneq

—corpse

, took his bow and arrow, and walked off. The

woman followed him to a place where the road forked. One path

led to the right, another to the left, and a third continued straight

ahead. Noticing which he took, she returned to the

ciqlluaq

and

busied herself the rest of the day. While the man was away, the

woman removed two posts from one of the house walls and dug a

tunnel underneath. She dumped all the dirt she removed into the

sea and cunningly concealed the passageway. Towards evening

she cooked supper. When the man returned, they ate in silence

and then went to bed. The woman went to her corner and the man

to his.

After breakfast the next morning, the man carried away

another

tuquneq

, but he left behind the bow and arrow. The

woman took the weapons and followed him secretly. Where the

road divided, the man took the path to the left. The girl followed

the one in the middle. After walking for a while, she cut across to

the left path. By hurrying, she managed to reach the home of the

man’s sister and kill her before he arrived. From there she ran to

the homes of the other sisters and killed them. Then the woman

returned to the

ciqlluaq

. When the man arrived at his sister’s house

and found her dead, he hurried to the homes of the other sisters.

After ﬁnding them dead as well, he suspected the woman and

decided to kill her.

She was sitting on top of the

ciqlluaq

when he returned.

“You killed my sisters, and I will kill you,” he cried. He rushed for

his bow and arrow, but they were not where he left them. When he

discovered the weapons in her hands, he began begging her for

them, promising not to hurt her. At ﬁrst she refused. However, he

pleaded and promised until she, trusting in his promises, gave them

to him. As soon as he had them, he shouted, “Now you shall die,”

and shot at her. But she dropped through the smoke hole and was

out of sight before the arrow could reach her. While the man was

The Confrontation

. Digital media by Sabrina Kessakorn, 2021.











[image: page155]











[image: page156]

128

looking for his arrow, she crawled out through the underground

tunnel she made and perched herself on top of the

ciqlluaq

again.

Her sudden appearance confused the man, because the door to

the house was closed. Again and again, he shot at her, and each

time she disappeared and appeared in the same mysterious way.

At last, seeing that he could not hurt her, the man said, “Since I

cannot kill you, take these and kill me.”

“I do not want to kill you,” she said. “But I am afraid that you

will kill me some day when you think of my actions.”

The man swore never to hurt the woman and she came

down. They ate supper together and went to bed as usual. As the

man was about to fall asleep, the woman moved close to him and

began talking. She kept him awake the entire night. For ﬁve days

and nights she tortured him this way, giving him no chance to

sleep. On the sixth day, in spite of her efforts, the man fell into a

deep sleep. Although she pulled and pinched him, he would not

wake up. Then the woman brought a block of wood from outside.

Placing it under his neck, she cut the man’s head off with a knife she

stole from one of his sisters.

In his

qayaq

she put his bow, arrow, and knife. Then seating

herself in the boat, she began her journey toward the waterfall.

But the falls were gone. They had existed through the evil power

of the man, who was a

kalla’alek

—shaman

. When he died, his

inﬂuence ceased. The river ﬂowed smoothly and steadily in its old

channel. She found her

qayaq

where it had drifted on the beach.

She repaired it, placed the

kalla’alek

’s weapons in the boat, and

paddled away. Soon, she arrived home.

When the people of the

nuna

learned of the woman’s

adventures and heard that she killed the

kalla’alek

, they celebrated.

The old men decided that the

kalla’alek

’s weapons, which the

woman brought home, should be thrown on the garbage pile

where they would be burned.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903a).
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Llaanirmiuwak

Ones of the West

T

wo men, who were called

llaanirmiuwak nukallpiak

—the men

from the west

, appeared to the Alutiiq people for the ﬁrst

time on the top of

ingrit

—mountains

. When the dancing season

came, the men ﬂew up to the roof of the

qasgiq

—ceremonial

house

and sat on each side of the smoke hole. As soon as they

sat, blood started dripping down, drop by drop, into the

qasgiq.

Those inside the

qasgiq

were scared and asked each other where

the blood came from. Soon the two men appeared in the

qasgiq,

and the blood was dripping from their bodies. When they entered,

the grass on the ﬂoor retreated to the back of the

qasgiq

and the

lamp crawled into a corner. Everyone found themselves standing

and scared. They did not know what to do.

An old man said the two men would not leave until they were

given some food, and that they needed human ﬂesh. One of the

oldest people said he had lived enough and offered to sacriﬁce

himself. The two men laid the old man down on an animal skin

and made two openings on the sides of his belly and another in

the middle. Then they put their hands in the wound. All of the old

man’s old ﬂesh disappeared, leaving only his bones. The two men

vanished immediately.

The following year the two men appeared again at festival

time. A woman recognized them and accused them of eating
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Llaanirmiuwak: Ones of the West

. Block print by Lani Vanderlip, 2021.

a man the previous year. The two men replied that this was only

because the

kas’aq

—spiritual leader

did not know the right chant

to use. They explained that they did not actually eat the man, but

some seal intestine. If the seal intestines were placed on the chest

or belly of the victim, they felt no pain.

When it was time to dance, the two men appeared with

the vanished elder, his belly naked. This time, however, a famous

and educated

kas’aq

from southern Kodiak was present. The two

men performed the same ceremony and when they opened their

victim’s belly, the

kas’aq

chanted. Then they covered victim’s body

with animal skin and vanished.

Every year, the people commemorate this event on the ﬁfth

day of the festival. The individual chosen for the operation is made

unconscious before the ceremony. When he is taken to the

qasgiq,

the light is dimmed by putting the lamp in a corner and setting up

a screen. They place the individual on an animal skin, kneel down,

and pretend to cut him. Then they stand up eating seal intestines,

which represent human intestines, then the

kas’aq

performs a

chant. Then they cover everything with an animal skin and carry

him out of the

qasgiq

. After that the animal skin is thrown into the

sea.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in 1871–1872 from a translation

by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of California Berkeley.
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Kas’ankuk Kalla’alek-llu

The Sage and the Shaman

T

here were two men, a

kas’aq

—spiritual leader

and a

kalla’alek

—

shaman

. The pair traveled to the north for a long time. One

day they arrived at a place where they found a very small man.

The

kalla’alek

told the

kas’aq

that they needed animals or birds,

and that they must turn the small man into an animal or bird. The

kas’aq

whirled around, chanting, but nothing happened. Then the

kalla’alek

said, “You heavy, stupid man. You cannot do anything!”

So the

kalla’alek

spun around and turned the small man into an

animal himself.

In different places, the two men found the same small beings

and created different animals. For the ﬁsh, they gathered some

wood, cut it, and threw the chips in the water. Each piece turned

into a ﬁsh. In this way, they had created the different sea mammals

and men.

Another time, they needed water to drink. The

kalla’alek

told the

kas’aq

, “Take this twig and hit the cliffs. From it, water will

spring.” The

kas’aq

turned and turned. He hit the cliff in different

spots, but nothing happened. The

kalla’alek

said again, “Ah, you

heavy, stupid man!” Taking hold of the twig, he pressed it against

the cliff, chanted, and from the center a large stream sprang.

Soon after, the men needed some ﬁre. The

kalla’alek

told

the

kas’aq

, “The wood is in place, now light the ﬁre.” Once again,

the

kas’aq

turned and turned but could not start a ﬁre. Again, the

kalla’alek

completed the task himself. He blew on the wood while

chanting, and the ﬁre sparked. After this the

kalla’alek

was more

powerful than the

kas’aq

.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in 1871–1872 from a translation

by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of California Berkeley.

The Creation of Fish

. Drawing by Céline Ramio, 2021.
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The Luminous Boat.

Drawing by Jean-Luc Bourgain, 2021.
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Tanqisqaq Angyaq (The Bright Skin Boat)

The Luminous Boat

O

ne day, an

ar’ursulek

—whale hunter

was out hunting seals

when he saw a glowing boat. Although he was afraid of it, he

shot it with a spear. The glowing boat disappeared, but in its place

ﬂoated a small, green, glowing stone. The

ar’ursulek

kept the stone

as a

nakernaq

—talisman

. It only glowed at night. In the daytime

it was an ordinary green color. As long as he had the

nakernaq

,

the man was successful at killing whales. Later, he married. One

day when he was preparing to hunt, he found that he had lost the

nakernaq

. The man could no longer kill anything, and he and his

wife both died.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in the Kodiak Region in 1871–

1872 from a synopsis by Margaret Lantis (1938).
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Palit’saamek Anagll’ia

The Shaman Who Escaped from Jail

T

here was a

kalla’alek

—shaman

from Little Afognak who had

committed a crime in the eyes of the Russians. A Russian

policeman came and took him to the jailhouse in Kodiak.

“

Akgua’aqu angiciiqua

—I will be back tomorrow

!” said

the

kalla’alek

.

How was he going to get out of jail and get home again? He

had no way—no boat or anything. They took him away. He went to

the courthouse. When they sat him down in the courtroom, they

asked him questions. They asked him why he committed those

crimes. He had nothing to say. It made the people crazy that he

had nothing to say. The judge was supposed to write down the

guilty man’s explanation. Well, instead they put a pencil across the

kalla’alek

’s mouth and kept it there so he couldn’t say anything, and

they just put him in jail.

The

kalla’alek

escaped. His spirit brought him back home

again. There was no way they could keep him in jail. Well, the lawyer

had nothing to say. The judge couldn’t even write about what was

happening. People wouldn’t believe him. What can you do about

this

kalla’alek

? Just put him jail, alright. He’ll be glad to be put in

jail, because he’ll just get out anyhow. Each time they took him, it

was the same thing. Each time, he escaped, and they couldn’t do

anything to him.

This is the power of the

kalla’alek

. They can do something to

you before you even know it. There were people like that at home

in Afognak, all over the island. All over Alaska, they were like that.

And they would use that power while hunting; they were great

hunters.

Adapted from a legend told by John Pestrikoff to Jeff Leer on August 8, 1999. Alaska

Native Language Archive, ANLC6228. Transcribed by Dehrich Chya, 2021.
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Aouachala Legends

A

celebrated

kalla’alek

—shaman

on the Alaska Peninsula left his

village because the inhabitants wanted to kill him. He went

to Kodiak to visit the famous

kalla’alek

Aouachala, and they had

a contest. Aouachala summoned a ball of ﬁre, which was visible

from a considerable distance, to come to the

qasgiq

—ceremonial

house

, where the contest was taking place. Aouachala said that he

had the power to send the ﬁre wherever he pleased and that he

alone had the ability to go to the bottom of the sea or travel to the

moon. At this, the opponent surrendered and left.

Aouachala predicted the time of his death four days before

it occurred. He asked that his body not be buried but be left outside

to putrefy. He said that his

suk

—spirit

would go to the bottom of the

sea because there was a place for him under an

amikuq

—octopus

.

If he was not received there, he would go to the

qiugyat

—aurora

borealis

; if not there, to the

iraluq

—moon

; if not there, to the

macaq

—sun

. Immediately after his death, the

qiugyat

appeared.

Once, when the people were assembled in the

qasgiq

for

the

kalla’alek

ceremonies, a man went outside and saw a man

wearing a bird skin parka. He looked like a man who had come

from the past. He came back in the

qasgiq

and said that there

was a man outside who had the same clothing as theirs, but that

he had a trembling fear of him. The stranger rushed in and when

questioned, said that he had traveled from the

iraluq

on a ﬁreball.

Aouachala told the young men to seize him, but twenty or thirty
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were not able to. Aouachala asked the man why he had come to

disturb them, saying that he also had a home on the

iraluq

, and

that he would send the moon-man so deep into the ground that

he would never be able to escape. When Aouachala started to use

his powers, the moon-man surrendered, saying that he would die

soon and that everyone who had seen him would become blind or

die. Indeed, he soon died.

Adapted from Alutiiq legends told to Alphonse Pinart in the Kodiak Region in 1871–1872

from a synopsis by Margaret Lantis (1938).

The Spirit of Aouachala

. Digital media by Denise Anderson, 2021.
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Kitaankuk Ar’uq-llu

Kitaaq and the Whale

A

n

ar’ursulek

—whale hunter

went up to a lookout point at Little

Afognak and spotted a whale. He and his son went out to see

if they could kill it. Two other men, Kitaaq and Maacunga, were also

out there on the water. The whale started giving them a hard time,

telling them that they should not be hunting him.

“You shouldn’t be hunting me!” said the whale.

Kitaaq told the whale, “We are not the ones trying to hunt

you. Those people are in

Iiluq

—Izhut Bay

.”

The whale understood him. Just like that, the whale turned

around and swam to

Iiluq

. That bay was about ten to ﬁfteen miles

away from where they were. And when the whale got there, he

bit the

ar’ursulek

’s

qayaq

—kayak

and drowned them. They didn’t

come back home. They were gone.

Adapted from a legend told by John Pestrikoff, Sr. to Jeff Leer on August 14, 1999. Alaska

Native Language Archive, ANLC6236. Translated and transcribed by Dehrich Chya, 2021.

Fireball

. Digital media by Denise Anderson, 2021.











[image: page170]

Alingnailngut

(Brave Ones)

Hero Tales
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Puyulegmiuwaq (One from the Volcano)

The Old Man of the Volcano

O

n the eastern side of a river there was a large village. On the

opposite bank there was a single

ciqlluaq

—sod house

where

an old couple lived with their son. The old people were frail and

did not think they had long to live. They asked their son to go over

to the village and get married. He did as he was told. He crossed

the river, married, and came back with a wife. Not long after the

marriage, the father and mother died, leaving the young couple

alone. At the end of the ﬁrst year of their marriage, the couple had

a daughter. After she was bathed two or three times, she began to

talk. Another year passed, and a little boy joined the family. As the

children grew up, the father became very fond of them. He was

particularly fond of the boy, who often met him on the beach when

he returned from his work. To provide for his family, the father went

out daily in his

qayaq

—kayak

to hunt for sea mammals and birds

and always came back with ample food.

But one day the man came home with little game, and

he looked very sad. His wife asked why he was unhappy, and he

answered that seals were scarce. From that day on, the poor woman

could not depend on her husband coming home. Sometimes he

would arrive late at night, but he often stayed away for two or three

days. He brought so little game that the family had barely enough to

live. When he was home, the man was dejected and hardly spoke.

His wife’s questions were generally cut short by mean answers.











[image: page174]

146

Life for the family continued to get worse, until one day the

man disappeared. Days and weeks passed without any word. In

looking through a basket ﬁlled with objects, the woman came across

the head and claws of a

kum’agyak

—eagle

that had been given to

her as a girl. She shook the items and worked them until she made

a large

kum’agyak

skin. She put on the skin and ﬂew away to ﬁnd

her husband, who she feared was starving or ill. She ﬂew a long

time and came to the outskirts of a large village. She landed near

a

ciqlluaq

beside a bubbling spring where women came to fetch

water. From here, the

kum’agyak

saw a

qayaq

with her husband in

it coming towards the shore. At the same time, she saw a young

woman run to the spring to fetch water. After leaving the water in

the house, the woman ran down to the beach to greet the unfaithful

husband. Following the woman, the

kum’agyak

swooped down on

the man. She snatched him in her claws, ﬂew into the clouds with

him, and dropped him into the sea.

After this tragedy, the

kum’agyak

ﬂew home to her children,

whom she found safe. To her boy she gave a

culuk

—feather

and

a

tuapak

—pebble

to eat, which he did. Up to this time all those

who had gone up the river failed to return, and no one knew what

happened. When he was grown, the young man told his mother

that he had decided to go up the river. She tried to convince him

not to go on this trip. She pointed out the dangers and shared

stories of strong, brave hunters who had lost their lives on the

same journey. However, the young man was determined. So, she

gave him a

mingqun

—needle

and this advice. “If you are in trouble,

think of the

culuk

; should no help come from that, remember the

tuapak

; and if very hard pressed, make use of the

mingqun

.”

The next morning, the young man got into his

qayaq

and

paddled up the river until he came to a cave. The tide was so strong

that he was unable to keep from entering the cave. In the cave

he felt a current of warm air and saw a smooth beach. He pulled
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his

qayaq

onto the beach. Soon afterwards he noticed someone

approaching and was very frightened. It was a large, ﬁre-breathing

old man. The man did not harm him, but he asked the young man to

follow him. They marched inland, passing through dark, hot places

and gradually climbing into a lighter, cooler environment. Finally,

they stood on the summit of a mountain whose sides dropped

straight into the sea. “If you wish to live with me, you must jump off

this bluff,” said the old man. He pushed the young man, who felt

himself falling down, down. Then he thought of his mother’s advice

about the feather. By doing so, he became a feather and the wind

carried him back to the top of the mountain. There he regained his

human shape, went back to his

qayaq

, and continued his journey

up the river.

Eventually, the young man came to a bay partly enclosed by

steep black walls. In the distance, at the head of the bay, there was

ciqlluaq

. The young man paddled to the

ciqlluaq

and landed. He

went in and found a fat old woman and a young girl, who began to

weep when she saw the young man.

“Why do you weep?” asked the old woman. “Who is dead or

drowning at sea?”

“I am not drowned. I died neither on land nor at sea,”

answered the boy.

“If you are alive, come in. But if you are dead, stay out.”

“I am alive,” he replied, and went in.

After a few questions were asked and answered, the old

woman proposed that the young couple marry, which they did. The

young wife did not love her husband and begged the old woman

to have him killed for fresh meat. But the old woman discouraged

her, saying that he was not fat enough. At last, the old woman

consented to have him killed. She told the young man to go to

the top of the hill, to the home of her brother, and take a bath. The

young man suspected a trap and was on the lookout.
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At the top of the hill, a fat old man waited for the young man

to take him to the steam bath. He urged the young man to wash

quickly, for he had a hot roasted

amutaq

—codﬁsh

waiting. When

the young man went into the steam bath, the old man closed all

openings and poured hot oil on the heated rocks to smother him.

Quickly, the young man changed himself into a

tuapak

until the old

man opened the door and fresh air blew in. Seeing him come out

unharmed, the old man exclaimed, “Ah, you are different from the

others!”

After eating roasted

amutaq

, the old man proposed to

the young one that they take a run along the edge of the cliffs.

The young man accepted on condition that the old man take the

lead. They started off. When they reached a steep and dangerous

place, the young man shoved his companion off the cliff and he

disappeared from sight. From here the young man returned home,

where he found his wife sitting near the ﬁre and the old woman

soundly asleep. He called his wife outside and shot her with the

mingqun

from his mother, and then he shot the old woman with it

as well.

Having had enough adventure, the young man traveled

down the stream to his mother’s house, where he shared what had

happened to him. The chief of the village was so impressed that he

gave the young man his daughter in marriage. From then on, no

harm came to those who went up the river. However, people must

not approach the cave at ﬂood tide, for they will be drawn in. Each

volcano has a master who breathes ﬁre. It was he who met the boy

in the cave. This old man of the volcano does not like rivals and kills

all who come in his way.

Adapted from an Alutiiq story said to be from Nushigak, a community on the coast of

Bristol Bay, told by a Kodiak Alutiiq person to Frank A. Golder and published in

The

Journal of American Folklore

, 1909 (Golder 1909).
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Angall’raaq (The Evil Uncle)

The Unnatural Uncle

I

n a village lived a man known to his neighbors as

Angall’raaq

—

Unnatural Uncle

. When his nephews became a few years old, he

would kill them. He had already killed two of them. After the second

one disappeared, his wife went to the mother of the boys and said,

“Should you have another son, hide him from my husband. Make

him believe the child is a girl, for he would not harm a girl, and we

may succeed in raising the boy.”

Not long after this conversation, another nephew was born.

Angall’raaq, hearing of the child, sent his wife to see if it was a boy

or a girl. As the wife and the mother had decided, she told her

husband that the child was a girl. “Let her live,” he said.

The two women raised the boy as if he were a girl. When he

grew older, they told him to play with the girls. They explained that

he should always imitate the ways, attitudes, and postures of the

girls, especially when going to the bathroom. Angall’raaq watched

the boy as he grew and often wondered about his boyish looks.

One day the boy, not knowing that his uncle was around, raised up

his parka and exposed his body. “Ah,” said Angall’raaq to his wife

when he got home, “You lied to me. But I know everything now. Go

and tell my nephew I wish to see him.”

With tears in her eyes the poor woman delivered the

message to her nephew. She told him about the disappearance of

his brothers and of his probable fate. The father and mother of the

boy wept bitterly because they were certain he would never return.
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The boy himself, although frightened, assured his parents that he

would return. He begged them not to worry as he would come

back safely.

“Did my brothers have any

wamqutat

—toys

?” he asked

before going. He was shown a box where their things were kept.

In it, he found a piece of a

nuusiq

—knife

, some eagle down, and a

sour cranberry. He hid these in his coat and went to meet his uncle.

Angall’raaq greeted him and said, “Nephew, let us go and fetch

some

kenerkaq

—ﬁrewood

.” When they came to a large forest, the

boy said, “Here is good

kernerkaq

. Let’s take some of it and go

back.”

“Oh, no! There is better wood farther on,” said Angall’raaq.

They then travelled from the forest into a bare plain.

“Let’s go back. There is no

kenerkaq

here,” called the boy.

But the uncle motioned to him to follow along, telling him

that they would soon ﬁnd better

kenerkaq

. A little later they came

to a big log. “Here is what I want!” exclaimed Angall’raaq, and he

began splitting it. “Here, nephew, jump in and get that wedge out,”

called the uncle to the boy, as one of the wedges fell into the log.

When the boy went in, the man knocked out the other wedges and

the log closed on the boy, leaving him trapped. “Stay there!” said

Angall’raaq and walked off.

For some time, the boy was stuck, helpless but planning

a way to escape. Then he remembered his sour cranberry. He

grabbed it and rubbed it along the interior of the log from edge to

edge. The sourness of the berry caused the log to open its mouth,

freeing the boy.

On his way back to the village, the boy gathered a bundle

of

kenerkaq

, which he left at his uncle’s door, saying “Here uncle, I

have brought you the

kenerkaq

.” His uncle was both surprised and

upset at his failure. He remained determined as ever to kill the boy.

His wife, however, warned him, “You had better not harm the boy.
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You have killed his brothers, and if you hurt him, something bad

might happen to you.”

“I will kill him, too,” he replied.

When the boy reached his father’s home, he found them

weeping and mourning. “Don’t weep!” he called. “He cannot hurt

me. No matter where he takes me, I will always come back.”

In the morning, he was again asked to go to his uncle. Before

going, he told his parents not to worry, that no harm would come

to him, and that he would be back. Angall’raaq asked the boy to go

with him to gather some

saqul’at

—ducks

and

manit

—eggs

. They

passed several places with many

saqul’at

and

manit

, and each time

the boy suggested, “Let’s take these and go back.”

Angall’raaq replied, “Oh, no! There are better ducks and

eggs farther on.”

At last, they came to a steep bluff, and looking down, they

saw a large number of

saqul’at

and

manit

.

“Go down carefully, nephew, and gather those

saqul’at

and

manit. Be quick and come back as soon as you can.”

The boy immediately noticed the trap. He prepared for it by

holding the eagle down from his brothers’

wamqutat

in each hand

between his thumb and foreﬁnger. As the boy took a step down,

the uncle pushed him, causing him to lose his footing. “He will

never come back alive from here,” smiled Angall’raaq to himself as

he walked back. If he had stayed a while longer and looked down

before leaving, the uncle would have seen the boy ﬂoating gently

instead of falling. The eagle down kept him up in the air and he was

safe.

After gathering all the

saqul’at

and

manit

he wanted, the boy

ﬂew back up by blowing on the down. Up, up he went, and in a

short time he returned to the top of the cliff. It was night before

he returned to his uncle’s home. At the door he left the birds and

eggs, and shouted, “Here are the

saqul’at

and

manit

, uncle.”
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“What! Back again!” exclaimed the man, mortiﬁed.

His wife again pleaded with him to leave the boy alone.

“Something may happen to you, if you don’t leave him alone,” she

said.

“No, he cannot hurt me,” he replied angrily. He spent the

remainder of the night thinking and planning.

Although he had assured them that he would return, the

boy’s parents were still worried. When he returned home, he found

his parents crying. This confused him. “Why do you weep?” he

asked. “I said I would come back! He can’t take me anywhere that I

can’t come back from.”

On the third day, the aunt came to him and said that her

husband wanted him. He

told

his parents not to worry

and

promised to come back soon. This time, Angall’raaq invited him

to go clam digging. The

mamaayat

—clams

were very large, large

enough to trap a human inside. The tide was going out, and they

found plenty of

mamaayat

on the beach. The boy suggested that

they take these and go back, but Angall’raaq again responded,

“There are better

mamaayat

farther out.” They waded into the water,

until they came across an extraordinarily large

mamaayaq

—clam.

“Take him,” his uncle said. But when the boy bent over, the

mamaayaq

snapped shut and trapped him inside. Angall’raaq

was so conﬁdent that he succeeded in killing the boy this time

that he didn’t say a word. He just had a big grin on his face and

waved his hand as he walked away. The boy tried to force open the

mamaayaq

, but he was not strong enough. So he took the piece of

nuusiq

—knife

from his brothers’

wamqutat

and cut the

mamaayaq

at its hinge, causing it to open up, little by little, until he was able

to hop out. The boy gathered some

mamaayat

and left them at his

uncle’s door as if nothing had happened. The man had heard the

boy’s voice outside and was ﬁlled with rage.

His wife told him, “I will not say anything more. I have warned

Boy Floats Down Cliff

. Drawing by Elizabeth Egan, 2021.











[image: page182]

154

you, and if you persist in your ways, you will suffer.” The next day,

Angall’raaq was busy making a box.

“What is it for?” asked his wife.

“A

wamqutaq

for our nephew,” he replied. In the evening,

the uncle called the boy.

Before he left his parents’ house, he told them, “Don’t worry

about me while I am gone. I may be gone for a while this time, but

I will come back.”

“Nephew, here is something for you to play with,” said

Angall’raaq. “Get inside of it, so that I can see if it ﬁts you.” The boy

got in and the uncle closed the box. Then he tied a rope to the box

and lifted it up. The boy felt himself being carried, and from the

noise of the waves he knew he was near the sea. Angall’raaq set the

box down and pushed it out to sea. It was stormy, the waves crashed

against the box, and the boy thought that he must be lost this time.

He had no idea how long he had been adrift at sea, but at last he

heard the waves lapping against the beach, and he was excited. He

knew he was getting closer and closer to shore. He readied himself

for the sudden stop he would feel as the box reached the beach,

only to feel himself aﬂoat again the next moment. He went through

this experience several times before the box ﬁnally stopped and he

realized he was on land again.

As he lay there, he wondered. Where was he? Was anyone

living there? Would he be saved, or would the tide set him drifting

again? What was his family at home doing? He wondered about all

of these things. Soon, he was startled by the sound of girls’ voices.

“I saw the box ﬁrst,” said the younger one.

“No, I saw it ﬁrst,” said the other.

“I know I saw it before you,” said the ﬁrst girl again, “and

therefore, it is mine.”

“Well, you can have the box, but whatever is inside it is mine,”

replied the elder of the two. They picked up the box and began to
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carry it. But they noticed it was heavy and decided they should see

what was inside. They began to untie the rope.

“If there are many things in there, I shall have some of them,”

said the ﬁrst speaker, who was suddenly unhappy with the deal she

had made. The other one said nothing. Both of them were shocked

when they saw the boy inside. He was also surprised to see two

beautiful girls along with a large village with many odd-looking

people. The boy was among the

Kum’agyak

—Eagle

people in a

Kum’agyak

village. The adult people, just like full grown

kum’agyat

—

eagles, had white faces and heads, while the young people, like

young

kum’agyat

, were dark.

Kum’agyak

skins were hanging all

over the village. It fascinated the boy to watch people put on their

kum’agyak

skins and change to

kum’agyat

, ﬂy around for a while,

then take them off and become people again.

The girls, being the daughters of the village chief, led the

boy to their father, each claiming him. When he had heard them

both, the chief gave the boy to the older girl. He lived happily with

her, but he often thought of his home, the people there, his parents,

and his uncle. The thought of his uncle’s cruelty to his parents made

his heart ache. His wife noticed his sadness and questioned him

about it. He told her of his parents and uncle. She cheered him up

and went to talk to her father, the chief. The chief asked his son-in-

law to come and see him. He told the boy, “Put on my

kum’agyak

skin and soar up high until you can see your village. When you

spot it, ﬂy there, visit your parents, and bring them back with you.”

The boy did as he was told. He soon found himself in his parents’

village. Although he could see many people, he could not ﬁnd his

parents.

As night approached, he ﬂew out to sea and brought back

a large whale. He placed it on the beach, knowing that all the

villagers would come out for the meat. The ﬁrst person to come

to the village beach in the morning was Angall’raaq, and when
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he saw the whale, he told the entire village. A little later, everyone

except the boy’s father and mother were there cutting and storing

the whale. His parents were not allowed to come near the whale,

and when some of the neighbors left some meat at their house,

Angall’raaq scolded them and said that no one should bring them

food. After seeing this, the boy said, “I can forgive him for killing

my brothers and trying to kill me, but I will have revenge for his

treatment of my parents.” With these thoughts in his mind, the

kum’agyak

-boy left his perch and ﬂew over to the crowd. He circled

over their heads for a little while and then swooped down at his

uncle. “Ah, he knows that I am chief and that the whale is mine.

He is asking me for a piece of meat,” said Angall’raaq. He threw a

piece of meat at the

kum’agyak

. The

kum’agyak

swooped down at

his uncle again, and the uncle tried to laugh it off. “The

kum’agyak

swoops at me because of my glory!” The people, however, did not

see it that way. They warned him to keep away from the talons, for

the

kum’agyak

meant mischief.

When the

kum’agyak

dropped the third time, it was so near

his head that the chief fell on his face. The fourth time the

kum’agyak

swooped down, he grabbed Angall’raaq and ﬂew off with him. Not

far from the shore, there was a steep rock. The

kum’agyak

set his

uncle there. When he had taken off the

kum’agyak

skin and showed

himself, he said to his trembling uncle, “I could have forgiven you

for killing my brothers and for the four attempts on my life, but you

will pay for the cruel treatment of my parents. The whale I brought

was for my parents and others, not for you alone. But you took

possession of it and would not allow them to even come close. I

will not kill you without giving you a chance for your life. Swim back

to the shore, and you will be spared.” Since he could not swim,

Angall’raaq begged his nephew to take him back, but the boy

put on the

kum’agyak

skin, grabbed his uncle and soared up high

before dropping him into the ocean.

Boy as Eagle Goes Out to Ocean at Night to Get Whale

. Watercolor painting by

Elizabeth Egan, 2021.











[image: page186]

158

The crowd watched from the beach, amused at what was

taking place. They continued watching the

kum’agyak

until it was

dark. When everyone returned home, the boy pulled off the skin

and went to his father’s

ciqlluaq

. He told his parents about his

adventures and invited them to come live with him in his new home

among the

Kum’agyak

people. They gladly accepted. Early in the

morning he put on his skin again and, taking a parent in each talon,

ﬂew with them to the

Kum’agyak

village, where they still live today.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903b).
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Qikarlluk (Sinew)

The Sinew Rope

T

here was once a village with many successful hunters. However,

one young

nukallpiaq

—man

who lived there had never killed

anything. He and his parents lived off the game harvested by

others. This situation humiliated the young

nukallpiaq

. He often

asked his mother why he was so unfortunate, and what he should

do to improve his luck.

His mother advised him to go to the point of a nearby

cape and look around. But she warned him not to go farther for

any reason. The young

nukallpiaq

set out and reached the cape.

However, he didn’t see anything and decided to keep traveling

until something happened. Towards evening he came to a beach.

In the sand he found fresh human footprints. He pulled his

qayaq

—

kayak

onto the kelp and lay down alongside it, like he had washed

ashore. A short time later, he heard footsteps. A voice said, “Ha, ha,

here is another one!” The newcomer carefully examined the young

nukallpiaq

to make sure he was dead. Then he tied a

qikarlluk

—

sinew

rope about the young

nukallpiaq

’s body, swung him onto his

shoulders, and walked off. On the way they passed through alder

bushes. When he had a chance, the young

nukallpiaq

reached out

and gave a strong pull at a bush, almost upsetting his captor. The

man called out, “Who is pulling me?”

When they reached a

ciqlluaq

—sod house

, the young

nukallpiaq

sensed the presence of a woman and several children

who had gathered for a feast. The baby pleaded so much for a piece
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of meat that the father told the mother to cut a toe off for the child.

As painful as the operation was, the young

nukallpiaq

continued

to play dead. The father started a big ﬁre and was sharpening

his knives, when the baby began to choke. The baby had tried to

swallow the toe. While the family was assisting the baby, the young

nukallpiaq

decided to escape. He dashed outside and ran as fast

as he could to the beach and his

qayaq

. He barely had time to get

in and push into the water when his captor arrived. The man said,

“Give me back my

qikarlluk

rope, and I will give you something.”

The young

nukallpiaq

refused and paddled away, taking the rope

with him. On the way home he killed much game. As long as he

kept the

qikarlluk

rope, the

nukallpiaq

was successful at hunting.

Over time, he became a renowned hunter.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1909 (Golder 1909).
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Ukreq

Ughek

I

n a very large village with many people, there lived a stupid man

named Ukreq. Because he was mean, Ukreq was disliked by

everyone. He was never invited to evening gatherings where the

men met in the

qasgiq

—ceremonial house

to play, sing, and dance

in a circle. The women were not permitted to take part in these

festivities. However, when the women brought cooked seal meat,

ducks, and berries in oil for the men, they could dance in, deliver the

food, and dance out. Ukreq, who resented his treatment, annoyed

his neighbors by hiding near the

qasgiq

. As the women passed,

he plucked the dress off one, pinched a second, and tripped a

third. In this way, he made himself thoroughly disagreeable to the

community.

The chief decided he could not put up with Ukreq any

longer. He called a meeting and the people decided to move away

and leave Ukreq behind. The next day the village was deserted.

Ukreq was the only person there. For two days he did not mind his

new situation. Then he began to fear that the

suirliq

, a half human

and half beast sea monster

whose body is covered with seashells

and his head with kelp, would come out at low tide and eat him.

Others had died this way.

On the evening of the third day, Ukreq gathered all the oil

lamps from the sod houses in the village and brought them to his

home. Here, he ﬁlled them with oil and lit them all. When this was

done, he played the drum, sang, and danced. Every now and then
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he turned his head toward the beach. At one point, a

yaamaq

—

stone

attracted his attention. He went out to the

yaamaq

and said,

“You are here alone, and I am here alone. It is lonely for you. Come

with me. It is pleasant in the

qasgiq

and many people are dancing.

Come with me.” Since the

yaamaq

made no answer, Ukreq tried

to force it to come with him, but he could not lift it. He went back

into his house and continued his singing. Later, he approached

the

yaamaq

again, asking it to share his fun, and again the stone

refused. Ukreq’s second attempt to move the

yaamaq

was a little

more successful, as he was able to carry it two steps. Ukreq went

back to his music and then back to the

yaamaq

. The third time

he carried the stone to his doorstep. He danced and sang a little

more, and ﬁnally carried the

yaamaq

inside. Ukreq said, “I am all

alone. The people have gone and left me to starve. I am afraid of

the

suirliq

. I will put you over the door. If the

suirliq

comes, you fall

on him and kill him.”

After he placed the

yaamaq

over the door, Ukreq continued

entertaining himself. About midnight, his fun was cut short by the

smell of kelp, which became stronger every minute. Ukreq watched

the skin door. It ﬂuttered and then a moment later a head covered

in kelp appeared. From it a roaring voice said, “It has been a long

time since I have eaten anything, but now I shall have a good feast.”

It was the

suirliq

! He advanced slowly, but when he was about

halfway in the house, the

yaamaq

fell down and killed him.

Ukreq picked up the

yaamaq

and cut the

suirliq

into small

pieces. He cooked the

suirliq

and ﬁlled all the dishes he could

ﬁnd in the village. A few days later the villagers returned. When

he heard them, Ukreq ran off and hid. Finding no trace of him, the

chief and his people concluded that he was dead and celebrated

with a dance. As the women were approaching the

qasgiq

with

their cooked meats, Ukreq snuck in and played his old tricks on

The Suirliq

. Block print by Jordan Norquist, 2021.
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them. One of them ran into the

qasgiq

shouting frantically, “You

thought Ukreq was dead, but he is not. He just tripped me.” The

people decided to invite Ukreq into the

qasgiq

to tell them what

had happened during their absence. Ukreq came in and began

playing the drum, singing, and dancing. Then he asked permission

from the chief to share refreshments. When this was granted, he

went out and brought in the cooked

suirliq

. Each person took a

piece of meat, chewed and swallowed it, and dropped dead. Ukreq

returned to his house to live with his

yaamaq

. He is still there.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1909 (Golder 1909).
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Qayat Igait

Kayak Designs

O

nce near a cape at the entrance to a bay, there lived a marine

animal about the size of a cat that would capsize all the

angyat

—open skin boats

that went around the cape. The Alutiiq

people considered this place very dangerous and stayed far away

from the cape, not daring to come close. One day, a young Alutiiq

man decided to kill the animal. To do this, he built a

qayaq

—kayak

with one hatch and painted one side of the

qayaq

red and the other

side black. On the cover of the

qayaq

, he painted the following

images.

On the front left, he painted a large clam

salaq

—shell

, on

the front right, a human

aigaq

—hand

, on the back left, an

agyaq

—

star

, and on the other side, a

qayaq

. He repeated the same ﬁgures

on his ﬂoat and the palm of his hands. Then he took a spear with

which he had killed ﬁve men and left without telling anyone about

his plans. In the place where the animal was supposed to be, he

heard a sort of whispering, then a lapping. Then he saw the animal

moving toward his

qayaq

. “Against me,” he said, “you cannot do

anything.” Then he showed the large clam

salaq

and said, “You see

this ﬁgure, the

salaq

? It is the power of the sea, which can seize

you.” Showing the human

aigaq

, he said, “You see this

aigaq

, it is

the power of man, who can seize you.” Now while displaying the

agyaq

, “You see this

agyaq

, it shows you the power from higher up,

which can also seize you.” And ﬁnally showing the

qayaq

, “You see

the

qayaq

, it shows you how it can contain you.”
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While he was speaking, the animal was circling the

qayaq.

The Alutiiq man grabbed the spear with which he had killed ﬁve

men, and throwing it, killed the animal. He took the animal’s body

to the shore and spent the night there. When he returned to the

village, everybody thought he was dead. He did not tell anyone

that he had killed the beast at ﬁrst. Then he asked who in the village

would go with him toward the cape. When everyone refused, he

decided to tell them he had killed the animal.

To remember this event, people paint ﬁgures on the

qayaq

to protect them if they meet a monster at sea.

Adapted from an Afognak Island legend told to Alphonse Pinart by Nikkepon Celeznoff

in 1872, from a translation by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of

California Berkeley. See also Koniag, Inc. (2008:63).

Qayat Igait—Kayak Designs

. Drawing by Chloe Ivanoff, 2021.
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Kingugpak (The Great Worm)

The Rainbow Worm

T

hey have a tradition that on the shore of the

Iiluq

—Izhut Bay

there once was a

kingugpak

—great worm

that killed and

devoured all it encountered, whether human or animal. It had a

human face, a large number of eagle-like feet, and a body that was

made of the colors of the rainbow. The eagle feet were only on the

side of the tail—under the belly and towards the head it had human

feet. Nobody could kill it until ﬁnally a whaler did.

Adapted from an Afognak Island legend told to Alphonse Pinart in 1872, from a translation

by Céline Wallace. Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of California Berkeley.
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Rainbow Worm.

Drawing by Coral Klemzak, 2021.
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Tutga’urluq Sugturtaasqat cali

Tutga’urluq and the Cannibals

T

utga’urluq went to the

maqiwik

—steam bath

and lit it up. He

made it nice and hot. Then he closed and locked the door. He

heard something going on outside, but he continued bathing.

Then two people came into the

maqiwik

, saying they were hungry.

“What’s the matter with you, coming in here and begging for

food?” said Tutga’urluq.

The two people went up to the top of the

ciqlluaq

—sod

house

and poured seal oil through the skylight onto the hot rocks

in the

maqiwik

. After the seal oil hit the hot rocks, it started smoking

and made it difﬁcult for Tutga’urluq to breathe. Tutga’urluq bent

low to the ground beneath the smoke and wrapped his head in a

skin. He remained quiet and listened to them.

“Oh, maybe he’s ready to be eaten now!” said one of the

cannibals.

The other said, “Yeah, we will skin what we hunted. That

which you cooked is silent.”

Tutga’urluq snuck out of the door while the two of them were

busy talking. Then the two

sugturtaasqat

—cannibals

went into the

maqiwik

.

The larger one said, “Hey, he must have escaped out of the

door!”

Tutga’urluq learned about

sugturtaasqat

that day. That’s how

they killed people—they roasted and ate them. These cannibals

ate people, and the heads were used as decorations on the walls.

That’s what I hear in old stories, that there used to be

sugturtaasqat

.

Adapted from a legend told by John Pestrikoff to Jeff Leer on August 12, 1999. Alaska

Native Language Archive, ANLC6231. Translated and transcribed by Dehrich Chya, 2021.
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Smiiyak

Snakes

A

pair of

smiiyak

—snakes

lived on Ilak, a cape across from Ugak

Island. These snakes killed people. Neither

angyat

—open

skin boats

nor

qayat

—kayaks

dared to approach Cape Ilak. But a

whaler and his children killed the

smiiyak

while they were asleep in

a

qaiqunaq

—cave

.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in the Kodiak Region in 1871–

1872 by J. W. Chechenev from a translation by Lydia Black (1981). Pinart Papers, Bancroft

Library, University of California, Berkeley.
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Amikurnilnguq

The Great Squid

A

mikurnilnguq, a great squid who had ten legs, lived not far

from Sitkalidak Island in the strait across from the village of

Old Harbor. Because of this

suirliq

—monster

, people were scared

to pass through this strait. One day, several

angyat

—open skin

boats

sailed to the squid’s home with large poles across their

boats. When the

suirliq

began to stretch out its arms, the people

hit it with the poles and destroyed the beast.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in the Kodiak Region in 1871–

1872 by J. W. Chechenev from a translation by Lydia Black (1981). Pinart papers, Bancroft

Library, University of California, Berkeley. Note: The original text is titled the Great Crab

but uses the word

amikuchnyl’nguk,

which is closer to squid or octopus.
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Cukillqanaq Atusqaq

The Singing Stickleback

A

young man named Saqumiigi was walking around on the

beach, just walking around aimlessly. He kept walking along,

and as he was walking, he noticed there was a river. He walked

to the water. When he got there, he looked around and jumped

across the narrow side of the river. He kept walking far along on

that side until he heard someone singing.

Saqumiigi, Saqumiigi, anllrianga, Saqumiigi

(Saqumiigi, Saqumiigi, I went out, Saqumiigi)

He stopped and looked up. “Who the heck is singing for

me? That’s my name!” Since he recognized his name, he stood

there listening for more. He looked around behind him. “Who is

singing for me?” But he couldn’t see anybody behind him. So he

began walking again.

Saqumiigi, Saqumiigi, anllrianga, Saqumiigi

“For goodness sake! Who is singing my name?” Then he

turned around, jumped back to the other side of the river again,

and walked along the river, wondering who he had heard singing.

Then around the river he stopped to rest and listened again.
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Saqumiigi, Saqumiigi, anllrianga, Saqumiigi

He looked back at the river. As he did, he saw a

cukillqanaq

—

stickleback

. It was a very small ﬁsh. We call them

cukillqanaq

because they have

cukit

—thorns

. Then it jumped up! He’s the one

that had been singing to Saqumiigi. Saqumiigi was looking at him.

Saqumiigi, Saqumiigi, anllrianga, Saqumiigi

The

cukillqanaq

had sung too much. The darned little ﬁsh

was the one who sang! Saqumiigi picked him up and put him

between his toes. Then he ran back and forth along the beach

until the

cukillqanaq

was all mashed up. He killed him. Yes, he was

offended! After a while, he returned the ﬁsh to the beach, but he

was real mashed up! Good for Saqumiigi!

Awa’i

—enough

, that’s how I tell it.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Irene Reed in Karluk by Fedosia Laktonen in

1962 with an unknown translator, possibly Katya E. or Gladys Chichenoff. Alaska Native

Language Archive, AS077. With additional translation by Dehrich Chya, 2021.

The Singing Stickleback.

Digital media by Aleksandra Abyo, 2021.
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Taquka’aq Qaterlek

(The White Bear)

The White-Faced Bear

I

n one village there lived a mighty bear-hunter. For three years the

hunter constantly hunted

taqukaraat

—bears

. He killed so many

animals that his friend tried to persuade him to stop hunting, for

he feared the man would get himself into trouble. The man’s friend

warned him that if he kept hunting another year, he would meet a

very large

taquka’aq

—bear

who might kill him. The hunter ignored

this advice and said that he would attack every

taquka’aq

he came

across.

A few days after his friend’s warning, the man went out

hunting and saw a

taquka’aq

with two cubs. He decided that this

could not be the

taquka’aq

his friend mentioned. So he attacked

the mother and, after some difﬁculty, killed her. The little ones

ran away. When the hunter returned home, his friend questioned

him about his day. When he learned of the hunter’s adventure, his

friend tried to convince him to give up hunting once more. He did

not succeed.

A few days later, while on the way to the hunting grounds,

the hunter met a stranger. While they were speaking, the stranger

told him that there were many

taqukaraat

near his village.

“Our hunters killed many of them,” said the stranger, “but

there is one who is invincible and who has killed many of our men.

Each time he kills a man, he tears him and examines him carefully,

as if he is searching for some marks on his body. He is unlike other

taqukaraat

. His head and feet are white.”
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The men parted and the stranger continued on his way. The

hunter proceeded toward the hunting grounds. On his way he

stopped near a ﬁsh creek, hoping to ﬁnd game. The hunter waited

all night without seeing any animals, and in the morning he traveled

farther. First he walked up a high hill, then he walked down until he

came to a small bluff. Below was a level ﬁeld with many

taqukaraat

.

As it is not wise to attack so many

taqukaraat

at once, the hunter

decided to wait until the animals separated. Among the

taqukaraat

he noticed one whose head and feet were white. The words of the

stranger came back to him, and the hunter decided that this must

be the dreadful

taquka’aq

the stranger had described. The hunter

decided to keep an eye on this

taquka’aq

and to kill it at his ﬁrst

opportunity.

The history of the white-faced

taquka’aq

is as follows. Once

this

taquka’aq

was a person and a very successful hunter. In fact, he

was too successful. His friends became envious and plotted to kill

him. They went to a shaman who lived in the woods and begged

him to transform the man into an animal. The shaman advised them

to kill a

taquka’aq

and harvest the skin up to the joints. He told them

to tan the skin and place it under the hunter’s pillow so that when

he slept on it, he would become a

taquka’aq

. After the skin had

been prepared, the shaman and some of the hunters went to the

man’s

ciqlluaq

—sod house

. They put the skin under his pillow and

then hid to see what happened. Soon the hunter came back and

went to sleep. When he woke, he was a

taquka’aq

. The shaman

told his companions that the way to distinguish this

taquka’aq

from

others was by his white head and feet.

Towards evening all the

taqukaraat

that had been in the

ﬁeld began to separate except the white-faced

taquka’aq

. He was

one of the last to move. When he got up, he shook himself three

times and acted very angry. Then he moved towards the bluff

where the hunter sat quietly, hoping he would not be noticed. But

White Faced Bear.

Drawing by Aspen Morgan, 2021.
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the

taquka’aq

approached him. When they were face to face the

taquka’aq

asked, “What are you doing here?”

“I came out to hunt,” said the man.

“Is it not enough that you killed all my family and recently

killed my wife? Now you want to take my life? If you had injured my

children the other day, I would tear you to pieces now. However, I

will spare your life if you promise never to hunt

taqukaraat

. All the

taqukaraat

you saw today are my brother’s children. If I ever ﬁnd

you hunting, I will tear you to pieces.”

Glad to escape so easily, the hunter headed straight home

and didn’t hunt along the way. His friend met him and asked about

his luck and whether he had come across a white-faced

taquka’aq.

When the hunter replied yes, the friend cautioned him against

attacking it. For a whole week the hunter remained at home, but

then he decided to hunt again. He begged his friend to go with

him, but his friend refused, saying he was no

taquka’aq

hunter and

would not know what to do. Six other men agreed to go along. For

two days they hunted without ﬁnding anything to kill. On the third

day the hunter took them to the creek where he had been before,

and they spent the night. In the morning he led them to the bluff.

Here they saw many

taqukaraat

but not the white-faced

taquka’aq

.

Encouraged, the hunter told his companions to follow him. As they

moved one of the men exclaimed, “Look at that strange-looking

taquka’aq

. His face and paws are white.” When the hunter caught

sight of the white-faced

taquka’aq

, he ordered his companions to

go back as quickly and quietly as they could, as that

taquka’aq

had

a bad reputation. The hunting party went around another mountain

where they saw more

taqukaraat

. Here they attacked and killed

seven

taqukaraat

, one each.

Loaded with their harvest, the men started home. They had

traveled a short distance when they heard a noise behind them.

Looking around they saw the white-faced

taquka’aq

following
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them. As the

taquka’aq

came closer the hunter aimed an arrow at

him, but just as he was about to shoot, his bowstring broke. The

others shot but they all missed. “Why do you shoot at me?” said

the

taquka’aq

to the friends of the hunter. “I never harmed you.” He

pointed at the hunter and said, “This man killed my wife and nearly

all my family. I warned him that if I ever found him hunting, I would

tear him apart. I will do this now. The rest of you may go. I will not

harm you.”

Glad to be alive, the six men hurried away as fast as they

could. The

taquka’aq

turned to the hunter and said, “You have

killed all my family. I had you in my power and I let you go on the

promise that you would never hunt

taqukaraat

. Here you are back

again. This time, I will do to you what you did to my family.”

The man pleaded to be allowed one more night to live, so

that he could go home. At ﬁrst the

taquka’aq

refused. Eventually,

he gave in. He even agreed to spare the man’s life, if he would tell

him who transformed him into a

taquka’aq.

The hunter agreed and

arranged to meet the white-faced

taquka’aq

the following evening

to visit the home of a shaman.

When the hunter reached his home, he found his six

companions talking excitedly about the day’s events. They were

very surprised to see him. He told them that he was going back

the next day and asked them to come. They refused and tried to

persuade him not to go. But the hunter kept his word and met the

taquka’aq

at the ﬁsh creek as planned. The hunter and the

taquka’aq

walked a long time until they reached a village in the middle of a

forest. A light shone from every

ciqlluaq

except one, the home of

the shaman.

“This is the place,” said the hunter.

“I will remain here. You go in and tell the shaman that there is

a man outside who wishes to speak to him,” ordered the

taquka’aq.

The hunter went to the shaman’s

ciqlluaq

, but he found the
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skin door tied closed. He returned to the

taquka’aq

and reported

that the shaman was out. The bear disagreed and sent the hunter

back again with instructions to cut the door open and walk in. The

hunter did this. As he entered the house, he heard someone say,

“Who dares come in here?”

“It is I,” said the hunter.

“What do you want?”

“There is a man outside who wishes to speak to you.”

If the shaman had not been sleepy, he would have suspected

something was wrong and he would not have gone out. But his

mind was not very clear, and he fell into the trap. When the two

men came near the

taquka’aq

, the shaman was very frightened. He

was about to leave when the

taquka’aq

blocked his way and said,

“For years you have tortured me and made my life a burden by

keeping me in this condition. I demand that you give me back my

human form immediately, or I will tear you to pieces.” The shaman

promised to do as he was asked if the

taquka’aq

would follow him

into his house. Before going in, the

taquka’aq

told the hunter to

meet him by the house the next day. All night the shaman worked

hard with the

taquka’aq

. By morning the shaman succeeded in

getting the skin off, so that in place of the

taquka’aq

there was a

person. The shaman asked for the

taquka’aq

‘s skin. The man gave

the skin to the shaman, except he cut off the face and the paws and

kept them so he could change when he wanted to. As he left, the

man told the shaman never to transform anyone again. If he did,

the man would come back and kill him.

As agreed, the man met the hunter and cautioned him

against hunting

taqukaraat

. He told the hunter, “You may hear

people gathering together to hunt and kill me, for I may become a

taquka’aq

again. Do not join them. If I ﬁnd you in their company, I

will kill you.” With this understanding they parted.

For the next three or four weeks the hunter stayed at home

and kept his promise. But one day he met two young men from
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a distant village who begged for his assistance. They said that

there were many

taqukaraat

around their village, and many of

these animals had been killed by their hunters. But there was one

taquka’aq

, whose head and feet were white, that the hunters could

not destroy. The hunters in the village had attacked the

taquka’aq

together, but they could not kill it. Now they were asking for help

from other villages. This bit of news excited the hunter. He knew

who the

taquka’aq

was and was eager to hunt him. At the same

time, a fear of the animal kept the hunter from acting hastily. The

hunter made a plan. He decided to change his clothes and paint

his face so that the

taquka’aq

would not recognize him. In this

disguise he arrived at the distant village. Here, he saw a great many

hunters preparing for a big hunt. Some were making new bows and

arrows, others were repairing old ones, and everyone was talking

excitedly about the

taquka’aq

. The morning after his arrival, a large

crowd of men, including the hunter, set out to ﬁnd the

taquka’aq.

They found him easily. Seeing the hunters approach, the

taquka’aq

stood up and shook himself. The

taquka’aq

’s hair stood up straight,

showing his great anger. The

taquka’aq

stood up twice, frightening

the hunters very much. They said, “We are all in great danger and

cannot escape, but we must stay here and ﬁght.”

Next, the

taquka’aq

jumped, stopping in front of the hunter.

He accused him of treachery and ungratefulness, tore him to

pieces, dug a hole with his paws, and buried the hunter’s body. The

other hunters were so terriﬁed by hearing the

taquka’aq

talk that

they were unable to move. Before they could collect themselves,

the

taquka’aq

turned on them. He accused them of attacking him

without cause and proceeded to take revenge. He chased the

hunters back to the village, tearing them up as he went. He did not

rest until he had killed everyone, including the old shaman. When

he was done, the white-faced

taquka’aq

turned back to the woods

and the ﬁelds to rest peacefully.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1907 (Golder 1907).
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Taquka’arsurta

The Bear Hunter

T

here was a man who was a hunter. He liked to go bear hunting.

He lived alone. He was a bachelor. Sometimes, he’d see a bear

going into a

legtaq

—den

and he’d follow it. He went into a

legtaq

and there was a female bear. The bear told him, “Go ahead, you

have no wife, you better stay right here. You can stay all winter.” She

said, “I never eat, I just suck on my left paw. You can do the same.”

He stayed all winter with this female bear. He’d suck on his

paw like the bear told him to. Of course, in the spring, that female

bear stopped sucking on her left paw and started to go out of the

legtaq.

She went back in to tell this man that it’s time for them to

come out of hibernation, it’s spring.

She told him, “

Kita ellpet! Ani

—

hurry up and go out!

You

are anxious to see your relatives. Go and see them! When you go

out hunting, if you see a female bear with one cub, don’t hunt it.

You might make a mistake and shoot me.

Qunukamken

—I love

you!

You’re like my husband!”

The man left. He was still a real man, not a bear. Then he saw

a bear above them with just one cub. The ﬁrst thing he did was

take his bow and arrow and chase it. He shot at it many times, and

it just turned around and took his bow and arrows and broke them

Hunter’s Betrayal.

Drawing by Laura Mullican, 2021.
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all up. Then the bear turned around and showed her left side to the

man. He was out of arrows. Since he was out of arrows, the bear

started to head up the mountain. Then the man borrowed three

arrows from his cousin. The bear then took off her mask and said, “I

warned you not to shoot a bear when you saw one, especially one

with a single cub.”

Since he had new arrows, he went up to the bear and she

opened her mouth. The bear broke those three arrows and said,

“Now that you are out of arrows, I’ll beat you up.” And so the bear

tore him up until there was almost nothing left of him.

Adapted from a legend told by Pete Naumoff of Kaguyak to Irene Reed in 1962. Translated

by Paula Malutin. Alaska Native Language Archive, SU961R1962c.
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Qalngaankuk Emaani-llu

The Raven and His Grandmother

I

n a

ciqlluaq

—sod house

at the end of a large village lived an old

woman with her grandson, a

qalngaaq

—raven

. The two lived

apart from the other villagers, because they were disliked. When

the village men returned from cod ﬁshing, the

qalngaaq

would

beg for ﬁsh, but they never gave him any. When everyone left the

beach, the

qalngaaq

would pick up any sick ﬁsh or garbage left

behind. This is what the

qalngaaq

and his grandmother ate.

One winter was very hard. Hunting was impossible. Food

became scarce and people began to starve. Even the chief had

little left to eat. One day the chief called all his people together

and urged them to ﬁnd food. He also announced that he wanted

his son to marry, and that the bride would be selected from the

girls in the village. He asked the girls to wash and dress up for the

occasion. For a time, everyone forgot they were hungry. The girls,

dressed and looking their best, lined up under the critical eye of

the chief, and he selected one of the most beautiful for his son.

Then the chief held a feast with all the food he had left. The village

was merry for a short time and then people began to starve again.

The

qalngaaq

, perched on a pole outside the gathering,

watched and listened carefully. After the feast, he ﬂew home and

said to his grandmother, “Grandmother, I too want to marry.” She

made no reply. The

qalngaaq

went about his duties, gathering

food for his little home. Each day he ﬂew along the beach picking

up a dead ﬁsh or a bird. He collected more than enough for two,
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but in the village, hunger grew every day. When the famine was at

its worst, the

qalngaaq

came to the chief and asked, “Chief, what

will you give me if I bring you food?” The chief looked at him a

while, and answered, “You may have my oldest daughter for a

wife.” No other reward would have pleased the

qalngaaq

more. He

ﬂew away in a joyful mood and said to his grandmother, “Clean out

the house. Make everything ready. I am going to get food for the

people and marry the chief’s oldest daughter.”

“

Ayaa

! You are not going to marry. Our house is small and

dirty. Where will you put your wife?”

“Caw! Caw! Caw! Never mind. Do as I say,” he screamed

while pecking her.

Early next morning the

qalngaaq

ﬂew away. Later in the day

he appeared with a bundle of dried salmon in his talons. “Come

with me to the chief’s house, Grandmother,” he called to her. He

handed the ﬁsh over to the chief and received the daughter in

exchange. Telling his grandmother to bring his bride home, the

qalngaaq

went ahead and cleared all the straw and bedding out

of the house. When the two women arrived, they found an empty

house. The old woman began to scold him, “What are you doing?

Why are you throwing out everything?” “I am cleaning house,” he

said curtly.

When it was time to go to sleep, the

qalngaaq

spread out

one wing and asked his bride to lie on it, and then covered her with

the other wing. She spent a miserable and sleepless night in that

position. The odor of his body and the breath of his mouth almost

smothered her. She planned to leave him in the morning. But in

the morning, she decided to stay and try to bear it. During the day

she was sad and worried. When the

qalngaaq

offered her food,

she would not eat it. On the second night he again invited her to

lay her head on his breast and seek rest in his arms, but she cried

and would not lie down. Only after much threatening she complied
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with his wish. The second night was no better than the ﬁrst, and

early in the morning the woman stole away from the

qalngaaq

. She

went back to her father and told him everything.

When he woke up and found his wife gone, the

qalngaaq

asked his grandmother if she knew where the woman was. His

grandmother assured him that she did not. “Then go to the chief,”

he said, “and bring her back.” The old woman feared the

qalngaaq,

so she did as he asked. She came to the chief’s house, and as soon

as she put her foot inside, she was pushed out. She returned home

and reported her treatment to the raven.

The summer passed, followed by another hard winter and

famine. As in the winter before, the

qalngaaq

and his grandmother

had plenty to eat, but others in the village suffered greatly from

the lack of food. With the return of the hard times, the

qalngaaq

’s

thoughts turned to love and a young, beautiful girl living at the

other end of the village.

He told his grandmother about the girl and said, “Go and

bring the girl here, I want to marry her.” But the old woman was

angry and told him what she thought about it.

“

Ayaa

! Are you going to marry again? Your ﬁrst wife could

not live with you because you smell so badly. The girls do not wish

to marry you.”

The

qalngaaq

replied, “Caw! Caw! Caw! Never mind the

smell! Never mind the smell, go do as I say!” and he pecked her

until she was glad to leave.

While she was gone, the

qalngaaq

was restless and anxious.

He hopped around the

ciqlluaq

and the nearby hills, straining

for a sight of his expected bride. At last he saw them coming,

his grandmother accompanied by the girl. Quickly, he began to

clean the house, throwing out not only the straw but the bedding,

baskets, and all. When she returned, the old woman scolded him,

but the

qalngaaq

paid no attention.
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The young bride, like her predecessor, was folded tightly in

his wings, and like her predecessor had a wretched and sleepless

night. However, she was determined to endure it if possible. In

the

qalngaaq’

s house, she would have enough to eat. The second

night was as bad as the ﬁrst, but she stayed, and decided to remain

until spring.

On the third day, seeing that his wife was still with him, the

qalngaaq

said to his grandmother, “Tomorrow I will go and get a

big, fat whale. While I am gone, make a belt and a pair of sealskin

shoes for my wife.”

“

Ayaa

! How will you bring a whale? The hunters cannot kill

one. How will you do it?”

“Caw! Caw! Caw! Be quiet and do what I tell you. Make the

belt and shoes. I will do what I say,” he angrily exclaimed, also

pecking her.

Before dawn next morning the

qalngaaq

ﬂew away over the

sea. While he was gone, the old woman made the belt and the

sealskin shoes for the young bride, who was watching and talking

to her. About midday the women saw the

qalngaaq

ﬂying towards

the shore, carrying a whale. The grandmother started the ﬁre. The

young woman tucked up her parka, belted it with the new belt,

put on her new shoes, sharpened her stone knife, and went to

the beach to meet her husband. As he drew near,

qalngaaq

cried,

“Grandmother, go into the village, and call the people. Tell them I

have brought a big, fat whale.” She ran as hard as she could and

told the good news.

The half-dead village suddenly came to life. Some people

began sharpening their knives, others got dressed. Most of the

people just ran to the beach. The

qalngaaq

felt important and

hopped up and down the whale’s back, viewing the butchering

and gorging below him. Every now and then he would take out a

pebble from his tool bag and after talking to it put it back. When

Alutiiq Raven

. Ink drawing by Clarissa Selig, 2021.
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the chief or any of his relatives came near the whale,

qalngaaq

drove them away. They had to watch the feast from the distance,

while the others were reveling in fat and carrying blubber off to

their homes. (Later, the villagers shared their food with the chief.)

The

qalngaaq

’s ﬁrst wife, the chief’s daughter, had a son by him, a

little

qalngaaq

. She had the child in her arms and walked in front

of

qalngaaq

so he would notice her. “Here is your child, look at it,”

she called. But he acted as if he didn’t hear her. She called several

times and continued showing him the baby until the

qalngaaq

said, “Come closer, closer still.” When she was very close to him, he

turned around and pooped on them, almost covering up the child.

The woman turned away and left without a word.

Everybody died at the feast. Some people ate so much fat

that they died soon after. The rest had eaten so much and ﬁlled

their houses with so much blubber that they suffocated during the

night. In the whole village only three were left, the

qalngaaq

, his

wife, and his grandmother. They live there to this day.

Adapted from a Kodiak Alutiiq legend told to Frank Golder and published in

The

Journal

of American Folklore

in 1903 (Golder 1903a).
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Qallqaayaq Nerellria

(The Magpie Who Ate)

The Magpie that Ate a Seal and a Sea Lion

A

qallqaayaq

—magpie

was walking on the beach, just singing:

Uk’um, uk’um piciqaanga, piuqainarciqaanga

(The one that’s approaching me is going to do something to

me, it is going to just keep doing that to me)

Is that right? Is the

qallqaayaq

going to eat the entire sea

lion? Oh, man! The

qallqaayaq

was walking along the edge of the

beach, looking for food and singing.

Uk’um, uk’um piciqaanga, piuqainarciqaanga qaqem,

qaqem

(The one that’s approaching me is going to do something to

me, it is going to just keep doing that to me,

chomp, chomp

)

The

qallqaayaq

was eating even though there was nothing

to eat, and it slowly continued on.

Uk’um, uk’um piciqaanga, piuqainarciqaanga qaqem,

qaqem

The Hungry Magpie!

Digital media by Dimi Macheras, 2021.











[image: page226]











[image: page227]

199

And then all of a sudden, the

qallqaayaq

saw a sea lion! He

gasped, and he sang once more and ate the sea lion. After he got

to the sea lion, chomp, chomp. He looked, and there was nothing

left! The

qallqaayaq

had eaten the entire sea lion! He continued on

his way and singing:

Uk’um, uk’um piciqaanga, piuqainarciqaanga qaqem,

qaqem

Later that day, he continued walking far. Then he stumbled

upon a seal! “Oh boy!” Chomp, chomp. He ate the whole seal!

Ayaa,

it was too much for him. After he ate the seal, he began meandering

up to a lake, singing. He wanted water. He was walking aimlessly all

across the land, here and there, this way and that. He sure was full.

The lake ﬁnally came into view. When he got to the lake, he started

drinking and drinking. He looked, and he drank the entire lake dry!

Man, that

qallqaayaq

!

Awa’i

—enough

, that’s how I tell it.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Irene Reed in Karluk by Fedosia Laktonen in

1962 with an unknown translator, possibly Katya E. or Gladys Chichenoff. Alaska Native

Language Archive, AS077.
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Qalngaall’raam Iingalai

The Raven’s Eyes

Q

alngaaq went out and decided to take a walk all over the

swamp. There, he took his eyes out and put them on top of

the stump and left them. He told his eyes, “You stay there until I

come back.”

So Qalngaaq went back up in the swamp. He’d been all over

there picking lowbush cranberries. He heard his eyes hollering to

him, “Help! There are

angyat

—open skin boats coming

!” He went

back to his eyes and put them back in, looked around, but saw no

angyat

. “

Ayaa

, you were lying to me! It’s just a log drifting, it’s not an

angyaq

.” His eyes always played tricks on him like that. So he took

them off again and went back down to the swamp. He heard his

eyes hollering again but paid no attention. “Ach, they’re just lying.

I’m not listening to them.” Eventually, Qalngaaq went to where he

heard somebody hollering. It sounded far away. When he got back,

his eyes were gone! He was searching for them. And then he heard

them hollering, far away out in the ocean. There wasn’t a thing he

could do then. It was too far away. So he turned back to return to

the swamp.

He thought he’d try different berries for his eyes.

Blackberries, salmonberries, lowbush cranberries, all kinds. The

salmonberries were too hard. The lowbush cranberries were too

sour, so he threw them out. A land otter took them. Then he tried

the blackberries. He didn’t like those because they were too dark.

So ﬁnally he took some

cuawat

—blueberries

. “Oh, these are good,

cuawat

. These are the ones for me.” So Qalngaaq got his eyes and

now he walks around with those blue eyes.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Irene Reed in Karluk by Fedosia Laktonen in

1962 with an unknown translator, possibly Katya E. or Gladys Chichenoff. Alaska Native

Language Archive, AS077.
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Kaugya’aq

(Fox)

Kaguyak Fox

L

ong ago, before Christianity came into the world, there lived

people in villages for years. An old man and old lady were living

together. Now, his old lady told him she wanted some ﬁsh. The

old man took his sled and went for ﬁsh. He caught some. He was

towing his sled with ﬁsh back and it was very snowy, being winter.

While pulling the sled, he noticed something: a

kaugya’aq

—fox

lying down. He approached it. The

kaugya’aq

was dead, so he put

it on the sled. There was something going on that he didn’t notice

and kept going. That dead

kaugya’aq

was throwing the ﬁsh, all of

them, until they were gone. That old man didn’t notice anything.

He got to where they were living and told his old lady, he said, “My

dear old lady, I’ve got lots of food for you at last. Out there are the

ﬁsh.”

His lady went out and there were no ﬁsh on the sled. They were

all gone. She took a stick and beat the old man. “

Egqaqumaluki—

that

kaugya’aq

must have thrown out all the ﬁsh and took them up

to his den!”

At the

kaugya’aq

’s den, a wolf came in and said, “Oh, you got

some ﬁsh!”

Raven’s Eye.

Painting by Noah Amason, 2021.
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The

kaugya’aq

gave the wolf a ﬁsh. The wolf asked the

kaugya’aq

how he got the ﬁsh. The

kaugya’aq

said that at night,

while the people were asleep, he was soaking his tail where the

humans get water and caught them on his tail like a ﬁshing line. He

told the wolf to do the same thing, and he taught the wolf. So when

night came, the wolf went down to where the people got their

drinking water and soaked his tail. His tail froze. In the morning,

when the women came for water, they found him and his frozen

tail there. They took a stick and beat the wolf to death! The old lady

came and found the wolf dead. The

kaugya’aq

came to the old lady

and asked, “What’s the matter old lady?”

The old lady said, “The poor old wolf died. He brought it on

himself. He was trying to get too many ﬁsh!”

Adapted from a legend told by Pete Naumoff of Kaguyak to Irene Reed in 1962. Translated

by Paula Malutin. Alaska Native Language Archive, SU961R1962c.
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Pamyulget Taqukaraat

(Bears with Tails)

Bears with Tails and the Sly Fox

Y

ears ago, the bears had

pamyut

—tails

. It is very rare that you

see a brown bear that has a

pamyuq

—tail. And there is a story

about that, because some people from Alitak would come for a

New Year’s dance. At that time years ago, it used to snow a whole

bunch. Now we don’t have nearly as much snow as we used to.

When the people came from Alitak, they spotted a bear, and they

asked my step-dad about it. They explained that they saw a strange

bear who had a

pamyuq

. That is when he told them that bears with

pamyut

are dangerous.

If you come to a swamp you would think that these bears

with

pamyut

would sink. Those kinds of bears do not sink in the

swampy places like you and I would sink. And then if the bears with

pamyut

came to solid ground, that is when they would sink. It’s the

opposite from the way we would. If the ground was soft, people

would sink but the bear did not. Only when they came to a solid

ground would the bears go down. Bears back in those days had

pamyut

. They are very, very rare now.
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That is also where that story comes from about the bear and

the fox. The sly old fox did a trick to the bear. This sly old fox was

ﬁshing, looking for food down in the ice, and this bear came along.

The sly old fox had ﬁsh already, so the bear with the

pamyuq

was

making strange remarks you know, “How did you get the ﬁsh?” So

the sly old fox decided to trick the bear and told him to use his tail

like a ﬁshing rod. “Put your

pamyuq

in the ice hole and catch your

ﬁsh.” The bear kept his

pamyuq

in there until it froze and fell off. The

sly old fox got him! That’s why bears don’t have

pamyut

anymore.

Adapted from a legend told by Lucille Davis to Jeff Leer. Translated by Michael Bach and

Alisha Drabek with assistance from Florence Pestrikoff, 2013 (Davis n.d.).

The Bear and the Fox

. Drawing by Elizabeth Hermann, 2021.
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Qalngaankuk Lagiq-llu

The Crow and the Goose

I

will tell you a story about the

lagiq

—goose

and the

qalngaaq

—

crow

. Every spring and fall the

lagit

—geese ﬂy by Kodiak in groups

shaped like a V. Each group has a captain who leads the crew as the

birds pass by. As the

lagit

ﬂy towards the Aleutian Chain, they stop

once in a while when the wind gets too rough. The captain says,

“Let’s get something to eat, and a drink of water,” and they stop

anywhere. Sometimes they stop at Camel’s Rock near Ouzinkie

because the reef has a lot of clams.

When the geese reach Nushagak, there would be

qalgnaat

—

crows there too, small ones and big ones. Sometimes there was a

qalngaaq

and his family—wives, daughters, and sons. And they all

stayed in Nushagak for the summer.

One summer, a

lagiq

captain’s daughter fell in love with a

qalngaaq

! She stayed in Nushagak and got married. All the

lagit

and

qalngaat

from miles around came to see this unusual marriage.

When it started to get colder, it was time to go back south,

especially for the new husband

qalngaaq

. On a ﬁne day for ﬂying,

the

lagit

took off. Qalngaaq, their son-in-law, went with them.

Lagit

can land in water but

qalngaat

can’t.

Qalgnaat

can land in trees but

lagit

can’t, because the birds have different feet. That’s where the

trouble started.

The Crow and the Goose.

Textile by Abigail Hanna, 2021.
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At the beginning of the trip, Qalngaaq was pretty happy.

The group stopped once in a while to eat a little bit. The wind

was getting a little rough, but they were ﬂying in a V. When they

got close to Ouzinkie, they landed at Camel’s Rock to dig clams.

Qalngaaq was still with them.

When the weather improved, they took off for Resurrection

Bay. The captain said that they were going to show Qalngaaq the

Gulf of Alaska.

“Qalngaaq, can you make it?” the captain asked.

“Okay!” said Qalngaaq, wanting to impress his new bride

the beautiful goose.

Qalngaaq did a fancy turn like they do in Ouzinkie during a

big blow. They can sure turn! From Resurrection Bay they took off

again on another very long ﬂight over the open ocean. There were

no trees for Qalngaaq to land on if he got tired. There was only

the cold, deep ocean below. One afternoon when the weather was

good, they left. “Let’s go. We’ve got a long ﬂight to Cape Spencer!”

the captain honked to his formation.

Qalngaaq started out ﬁne. He was enjoying new sights like

the whales below. But he began to lag behind the

lagit

a little.

The

lagit

asked him, “Crow, can you make it?”

Still wanting to impress his dear wife and his new friends,

Qalngaaq did another fancy roll and said, “I’m okay!”

The group was halfway to their next place where poor tired

Qalngaaq could rest on a tree when they noticed he was far behind.

“How are you doing, Qalngaaq?” they all asked.

“Okay,” he said slowly, but he could barely make one of his

fancy turns. His poor wife wondered if she should have married a

lagiq

instead!

Finally, Qalngaaq was getting really far behind the

lagit

, with

only the cold ocean below him and no trees in sight!
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Again, his concerned friends hollered back to him, “How are

you doing, Qalngaaq?”

“Okay,” he said softly.

But when he tried once more to do a fancy turn to impress

his dear wife he dropped straight down into the Gulf of Alaska.

He’s still there, drifting someplace.

To this day no

lagiq

captain will let his daughter marry a

qalngaaq

, only a good

lagiq

with good feet for landing in the water!

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told by Phillip Katelnikoff to Joann Torsen and Fred

Shanagin for Ukulaha, the Ouzinkie High School Yearbook, in 1981 (Torsen and Shanagin

1981).
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Sungcut

Little People Tales
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Sungcut

The Little People

O

h, the

sungcut

—little people

. I always heard about them

when we talked at home. I was a pretty big girl then. Mama

and all of them would talk about the

sungcut

. All

sungcut

are lucky

to other people like us, but they didn’t mix up with people like us.

They were like leprechauns. They were short,

sungcut

. And they

were louder than us when they were talking. They talk really loudly.

One time, some people went hunting and they heard something

around the corner. One of them said to the other, “Do you hear

those people? Where are they talking, I wonder?”

“People are talking somewhere.”

So the two hunters went in their

qayat

—kayaks

past the

point, around the beach. In the distance, they saw the

sungcut

. Two

of them, just two

sungcut

. It sounded as if there were a lot of them

talking. These two

sungcut

had a little

qayaq

—kayak. It wasn’t any

bigger than that, their

qayaq

. The hunters watched them like that.

And then one of them said to the other, “Over there! Two people

are talking!”

“We’ll go over there and see who these people are.”

So the two hunters went there. Before the two of them

arrived, the

sungcut

ran off screaming. They ran away. They didn’t

want to be among us different kind of people. They used to say

they’re very, very clean, those

sungcut

. So they ran away. And

when those two hunters got ashore, they put their

qayat

up and

they started looking for them. They looked for the two

sungcut

everywhere in the long grass. They looked everywhere, and they

forgot what they’d wanted to hunt. They just looked for those two,

and they couldn’t ﬁnd them. They didn’t know where they went. I

used to hear that story, little leprechauns. They always say they’re

loud.

Adapted from a legend told by Clyda Christiansen to April Laktonen Counceller on

August 18, 2005. Alutiiq Museum, AM470:177.
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Nukallpiangcut

Little Men

S

omewhere there is a nation of very small men. These little men

are very hairy and have loud voices. Once two hunters paddled

their

qayaq

—kayak

a long distance into the ocean and were

surrounded by fog. The hunters did not know where they were,

and they were frightened. Soon, they heard a loud voice speaking

close by, but they could not see anything. The voice grew louder

and louder, but still the hunters couldn’t see anything. Looking

carefully, they saw a very small

qayaq

with two little men. They took

the

qayaq

with the two small men onto their boat, and soon the fog

disappeared. The hunters kept the two little men with them. They

fed them and did not share their discovery with anybody. After that,

the men were always very successful at hunting.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in the Kodiak Region in 1871–

1872 from a translation by Dominique Desson (1995). Pinart Papers at the Bancroft

Library, University of California Berkeley.

Little People

. Digital media by Todd Metrokin, 2021.











[image: page245]











[image: page246]

218

Susetki

Russian House Dwarves

I

t happened twice, two times. A lady and I saw it happen. There’s

always something in your house, where you live. They called it

susetki

—Russian house dwarves

. And my mom, one time, she

woke up. She had real long hair, even way back before, it was real

long, and she wore it in a big bun. Well, she had her hair like that

and went to bed. One time she got up from the bed, and she was

all tangled up. And she tried to untangle it!

She complained to someone and they told her, “There is

something called

susetki

in your house. Leave them alone! You’ll

never untie them. They will come and untangle them for you. Go to

bed same as you did. He just played a trick on you.” And well, Mom

did what she was told. She woke up the next day and said, “My hair

is normal!” The

susetki

had gotten to work and untangled it.

There’s another time when my wife was young, she had long

hair like that. One morning, she got up and there was a knot in her

hair. She didn’t waste any time. She grabbed some scissors and cut

it off, cut the whole big ball of hair off. She didn’t know any better; I

tried to tell her. That bothered her. I said, “Whatever, it’s your hair!”

But if she’d left it alone like Momma did, the thing would’ve come

and untangled it and she wouldn’t have lost any hair. But she took a

whole big gob of hair off. She cut it off with scissors. Snipped them

off. There’s something, always something.

Adapted from a legend told by John Pestrikoff to Jeff Leer on August 12, 1999. Alaska

Native Language Archive, ANLC6232. Translated and transcribed by Dehrich Chya, 2021.
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A’ula’at

Big Foot Tales











[image: page249]











[image: page250]











[image: page251]

223

Teglegta

The Thief

W

e had moved to

Kasukuak

—Akhiok

, where I had no trapline.

So I asked the people in

Kasukuak

if anybody trapped in

Deadman’s Bay and they said, “No, people don’t go there. It’s a

bad place.” I went in there by dory, and it turned out to be a pretty

nice trapping ground, so I used it. My brother Alex and my brother

Lawrence hunted there for a couple of years. We had a cabin there,

and one night, it had snowed about an inch. I got up in the morning

and it was still dark. So I just opened the door and I reached around.

There was a box by the wall, and I looked for the bacon. I

had a big slab—a full slab and then a half slab. I couldn’t ﬁnd the

bacon, so I just made sourdough hotcakes. I got my brothers up,

and my brother Alex said, “How come you didn’t cook bacon?”

“Well,” I said, “I guess we ﬁnished it!” He said, “No, there is a

slab and a half there.” So then I reached for the bacon. I didn’t step

out onto the porch. There was an extra foot of snow. He got up and

opened the door and said, “My God! What is this?”

I said, “What?”

He said, “What’s the tracks? There’s tracks about the size of

my foot, but they look like they were wrapped with either gunny

sacks or canvas.”

Then I remembered that the people told us not to come into

the bay, so I got mad. I told Alex, “Let’s eat and track him to the

beach. He came from the saltwater. He came to the porch.”
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He took our bacon and he followed the dry streambed up.

I told my brother, “Go get your

nutek

—gun

, and we’ll track him.”

We tracked him maybe ﬁve hundred yards and then the tracks

disappeared—it looked like he ﬂew away. We back tracked him.

He didn’t step off anyplace. The tracks just stopped, so we came

back about a week later. The same tracks were on the porch in the

morning and the rest of my bacon was gone.

He came from the bay again, from the sea. So this time I

told my brother Alex, “You get your

nutek

loaded, take plenty of

shells. He went up the dry streambed again.” I told him, “If we see

him, shoot him, whatever it is.” We walked maybe ﬁve hundred to

six hundred yards up and the same thing happened. The tracks

went and then disappeared. He took a slab and a half of my bacon.

Whatever he wrapped up around his feet, I don’t know, it could

be gunny sacks or canvas, but his strides were about the same as

a human being’s. We didn’t see it or anything, just his tracks. In

Old Harbor, they call it

a’ula’aq

—big foot

. They talk about Big Foot,

whatever he was. It was not a human being.

Adapted from a legend told to Mary Anne Wilson and Teressa Carlough by Walter

Panamarioff in 1977, published in

Iluani (Elwani)

magazine 1(3&4):33.
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Amitatuu’ullria

The Stranger Who Was a Weasel

I

had an

angayuk

—partner

, and we were trapping in Red River. We

lived at the mouth of the Red River. His mother and stepfather

lived there, where I stayed with them. We had a four-day trapline.

It was getting close to Russian Christmas and my

angayuk

said,

to save time, “You go one way, and I will go the other, and we’ll

meet up in the river,” which was an eight-hour walk. I got back to

the cabin in Old River, that’s on Red River Beach, and I looked at

the traps. We didn’t have anything. Anyway, I came back to camp,

made supper, and then went to bed. At midnight somebody was

knocking at the door. I said, “Who the heck is that?”

He said, “It’s me, your

angayuk

.” I jumped up and opened

the door.

I told him, “What are you doing here? You’re supposed to be

up in Red River.”

He said, “Walter, something happened. I killed a man.”

I asked him, “You killed a man?”

He said, “Yes. I cooked supper, laid down. Then somebody

knocked on the door. I said, ‘Come in’; I thought it was you. Then a

little man came in. He was about four feet high with a white beard.

I gave him some tea, some bread, and some leftovers. He ate that,

but he wouldn’t eat the bread. He wouldn’t touch it.”

So my

angayuk

got to thinking that it wasn’t a human being.

So he told him to lie down in my bunk and my

angayuk

lay down in

his, but he had his riﬂe with him under the blanket.
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He pretended to be asleep and snore. The

a’ula’aq

—big

foot

got up and picked up a stick from the wood pile. He was just

going to hit my

angayuk

with it, but my

angayuk

shot at him while

he was facing away. He had a box of shells, which is twenty shells.

He shot him twenty times, with every shell he had. My

angayuk

ran

an eight-hour walk from his camp to my camp in three hours, he

was that scared.

He told me all about it, and I told him let’s go back. He told

me to cook something to eat. He was hungry and tired. I told him

we’ve got to see what the heck he saw. He said, “No, it was a little

human being with white hair, white beard, and long hair.” After he

ate, we started back slowly. When we got back to the

ciqlluaq

—

sod house

, he wouldn’t go in. So I loaded my gun, and I kicked

the door open, but there was nothing in there but an

amitatuk

—

weasel

. The

amitatuk

was shot all to pieces. But my

angayuk

swore

up and down it was a man. It was a man who had turned into an

amitatuk

.

Adapted from a legend told to Mary Anne Wilson and Teressa Carlough by Walter

Panamarioff in 1977, published in

Iluani (Elwani)

magazine 1(3&4):33–34.

Amitatuk—The Weasel.

Drawing by Marlise Lee, 2021.
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Uqtugmi A’ula’aq

A’ula’aq in Olga Bay

I

went to

Uqtuk

—Olga Bay

, by Alaska Packers Cannery. My brother

was gone. He was also in the village and with him was an old man.

The old man lived close to us. He was gone too. So I was alone

there and across the river were two cannery watchmen. One dark

morning, I got up. It was really brisk, so I thought I’d go up to Akalura

Lake and track

kaugya’at

—foxes

. There were two and a half feet of

snow. It only took twenty minutes to walk to the lake. I picked up a

fresh

kaugya’aq

—fox fur. I hadn’t even walked a hundred yards when

all of a sudden, I just got sick. I sat in the snow, just completely sick.

I felt ﬁne when I got up that morning but now, I could just barely

make it back home.

Around noon, I cooked some bacon and eggs and it made

me sick to look at them. I left them on the table, and I left. The cabin

had three rooms, all in a row—the kitchen, a bedroom, and another

bedroom. I was in the middle bedroom. I undressed and went to

bed. I was really sick. When I woke up, it was dark. I had a coal oil

lamp burning and I was lying on the bed, but it wasn’t that bright.

Then I saw something round with probably ﬁfty to sixty sets of feet.

It just went right by me into the other empty bedroom. I just lay

there and thought, “What in the world is that?”
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I had a pistol lying there. I took it and I loaded it. With the

lamp, I went into the other bedroom. There was nothing in there

but beds with springs and an empty trunk. “What the heck’s the

matter with me?” I thought I was just imagining it. So I sat down and

there’s that thing coming out of that empty bedroom again. It went

back to the kitchen. I could see its tracks.

It was about four feet tall and completely black. I got my

pistol, grabbed my lamp, and went into the kitchen. I looked

everywhere for it, even in the oven and on the ceiling. Nothing! I

went back and sat down on the bed. I was just about to put my feet

up when I saw a piece of ﬁrewood coming right at me. It threw it at

me, and I ducked! It just missed my lamp. I was always told never

to get scared. Well, I was a little nervous, all alone in the dark. I just

covered myself with a blanket and waited for him to come back.

It never did come back, so I just fell asleep like that with my

gun loaded and the safety off. I got up in the morning and looked all

over for it, but I couldn’t ﬁnd it. What was it? That piece of ﬁrewood

was right where I saw it fall, so something must have thrown it. But

I never found out who threw it.

Adapted from a legend told to Mary Anne Wilson and Teressa Carlough by Walter

Panamarioff in 1977, published in

Iluani (Elwani)

magazine 1(3&4):34–35.
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Mask Tales
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Giinaqut I

(Masks I)

The Origin of Masks I

A

rich hunter was not able to kill any animals. One day he

paddled to the end of Ugak Bay. He landed on the shore and

pulled his

qayaq

—kayak

onto a cliff. There he fell asleep for two

nights and two days. In his sleep, he dreamed of many

giinaqut

—

masks.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in Eagle Harbor in 1871–1872

from a translation by Céline Wallace (2007). Pinart Papers at the Bancroft Library, University

of California Berkeley.
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Giinaqut II

(Masks II)

The Origin of Masks II

O

nce there was a hunter who followed the ways of other

hunters. He ate and drank very little, but he could only kill a

few animals. One day he asked for help, saying, “Who will come

to my assistance?” During the night, he saw

giinaqut

—masks

in a

dream and heard songs sung by an unknown voice. As soon as he

woke, he began to sing these songs. He went hunting and killed a

great many animals. Other hunters asked the man what

nakernaq

—

talisman

he possessed, and he asked them for a meeting. The

hunter sang the songs he had heard and told the others to sing the

songs too. Afterwards he made the different

giinaqut

he saw in his

dream.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in the Kodiak Region in 1871–

1872 from a translation by Dominique Desson (1995). Pinart Papers at the Bancroft

Library, University of California Berkeley.
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Unguirta

(The One Who Came Back to Life)

The Man Who Came Back

O

nce, a man was in a

qayaq

—kayak

that capsized at sea. He

lived in the sea for so long that kelp started growing on his

head. One day, while the people in his village danced, the man

came out of the sea carrying a

giinaquq

—mask.

He entered the

qasgiq

—ceremonial house

holding the

giinaquq

in his hand.

Immediately, the grass on the ﬂoor retreated to the back of the

qasgiq

and the lamp crawled into a corner. The air in the

qasgiq

ﬁlled with the smell of the kelp from the beach. In the room, the

man saw his mother and father, but no one recognized him. When

his parents asked if he knew anything about their son, who had

capsized at sea a few years earlier, he set the

giinaquq

on the ﬂoor

near the lamp and went back out to the sea.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart in the Kodiak Region in 1871–1872

from a translation by Céline Wallace (2007). Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of

California Berkeley.
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Legend of the Shugashat Mask

O

ne day while people were dancing in the

qasgiq

—ceremonial

house

a brave woman asked why people did not visit the

shore during festivals. She decided to go by herself. In one hand

she carried a wooden stick, the kind used to dry ﬁsh. On the beach,

she immediately saw something red on the

imaq

—sea

, like ﬁre.

From this two men and one woman appeared. The two men wore

paint on their heads, but the woman’s hair was not decorated. The

woman held a human hand in her mouth. These spirits moved

closer and were soon on the shore. The woman who had come out

of the

qasgiq

holding a wooden stick prepared to defend herself.

The three spirits came out of the

imaq

and moved in the direction

of the

ingrit

—mountains

. They fell and in their places were only

some drops of water. Soon after, the three spirits reappeared and

ﬂew over to the

ingrit

. A man came out of the

qasgiq

and followed

them. Soon, the man went back to the

qasqig

and the three spirits

followed. The spirits did not stay long in the

qasgiq

and then

vanished completely.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend told to Alphonse Pinart on Afognak Island in 1872,

from a translation by Céline Wallace (2007). Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library, University of

California Berkeley. This legend is associated with a set of three masks and two dances

(Haakanson and Stefﬁan 2009:180).

Shugashat Masks. Digital media by M. Alexandra Painter, 2021. Based on a set

of wooden masks collected on Afognak Island, 1872, Pinart Collection, Musée

Boulogne-sur-Mer, France, 988-2-179, 988-2-185, 71-1881-21-31.
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Legend of the

Agut’lik and Igyuyrtulik Masks

A

man called Kugulak traveled to a place in the north where a

large number of men lived. He went back often. For a while

Kugulak spent the winter in the north and the summer in other

places. One day Kugulak got the idea to bring back two masks

to show the people in his village. On his way he killed a man he

encountered while kayaking. Then, he killed two more men he met

in the woods. As such, the masks showed a man and a

qayaq

—

kayak

.

There were two brothers that made masks in a large

qasgiq

—ceremonial house

. They lived there for a few years. One

day another of their brothers arrived. One of the two brothers in

the

qasgiq

grabbed the third brother and said he was going to

kill him. The other brother said he should not do it, because they

were related. The murderous brother made a vague reply then

attempted to kill the third brother again. The other brother, once

more, told him not to do this.

Since the murderous brother could not make up his mind,

the other brother told him that if he really wanted to kill the third

brother, it would be better to take him to the shore and expose him

to the elements. So they did. They took away the third brother’s

parka and left him on a rock by the sea. The third brother, who

was still very young, started crying. Soon he heard a human voice

asking him why he was crying. He turned around, but there was no

one there and he started to cry again. Once again, the voice spoke
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and asked why he was crying. He turned around again and saw

a

saqullkanaq

—bird

standing next to him. This bird was Kugulak,

who had turned into a bird. Kugulak asked the boy if he was hungry

and gave him a piece of seal. Kugulak told the boy that they would

be friends and he would take him to live in the north. Then he told

the boy to cover his head in his parka and made circles around

him while blowing a shaman’s whistle. The pair ﬂew away and soon

landed at the top of a mountain. There Kugulak gave the boy some

food.

They traveled like this until they reached Kugulak’s village.

There the boy saw a dwelling ﬁlled with animal skins. When the

summer returned, Kugulak told the boy he should return to his own

settlement. They ﬂew to the ﬁrst mountain and Kugulak told the

boy to pick some

alagnat

—salmonberries

, because he said, “Here

it is summer but where we are going it is fall.” They ﬂew like this

from mountain to mountain, resting at each. Then they reached a

mountain near the settlement where the boy’s murderous brothers

lived.

In the ocean they saw a number of

qayat

—kayaks. It was the

festival season and people were about to dance with the masks

Kugulak brought from the north. Kugulak told the boy that his

brothers lived there. Then they grabbed a bow and arrows and

Kugulak told the boy, “Now you are going to ﬂy over the

qasgiq

.

One of your brothers is on the right side of the door and the other

is on the left side.” When they heard the ﬁrst sounds of the

cauyaq

—

drum

, the boy took off and landed on the

qasgiq

. The

qasgiq

shook instantly and the two men inside were startled and stopped

moving. Then the boy entered the

qasgiq

through the smoke hole

and started dancing. As soon as he reached the ﬂoor, the grass

shrank back, and the lamp crawled toward a corner. The boy danced

around the

qasgiq

and at some point, showed the

alagnat

he had
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brought. The people inside asked where he lived. He replied, “On

the mountain.” Then they shot some arrows at him, but he was

invincible. The arrows glided over his body. He immediately took

his bow and shot arrows into each of his brothers’ hearts.

From there the boy and Kugulak ﬂew over to Kodiak where

Kugulak started dancing wearing his mask. The boy ﬂew away and

was never seen again.

Adapted from an Alutiiq legend from Afognak Island told to Alphonse Pinart in 1871–

1872 from a translation by Céline Wallace (2007). Pinart Papers, Bancroft Library,

University of California Berkeley. This legend is associated with four masks collected by

Pinart (Haakanson and Stefﬁan 2009:189–190).

Agut’lik and Igyuyrtulik Masks. Digital media by M. Alexandra Painter, 2021.

Based on wooden masks collected on Afognak Island, 1872, Pinart Collection,

Musée Boulogne-sur-Mer, France, 988-2-189 and 988-2-159. These masks are

part of a set of four.
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Glossary

by Dehrich Chya

The Alutiiq people speak Alutiiq, or Sugt’stun, an Alaska Native

language. Alutiiq is part of the Esk-Aleut language family. This is a

group of related languages spoken from Alaska to Greenland. Alutiiq

speakers selected the Alutiiq words for this book to help readers learn

Alutiiq vocabulary. Alutiiq words look very different than English words.

This is because the Alutiiq language has its own alphabet with different

letters and sounds.

a

aana

—mother

aaquyaq

—land otter

aaquyat

—land otters (plural)

Agayumaukut.

—We are

prayerful.

agyaq

—star

aigaq

—hand

Akgua’aqu angiciiqua.

—I will

be back tomorrow.

akutaq

—berries mixed with oil

alagnaq

—berry; salmonberry

alagnat

—berries;

salmonberries (plural)

alimaq

—chum salmon; dog

salmon

alimat

—chum salmon; dog

salmon (plural)

alingnailngut

—brave ones;

heroes

alutaq

—bowl

amartuq

—pink salmon;

humpback salmon

amartut

—pink salmon;

humpback salmon (plural)

amikuq

—octopus

amikut

—octopuses (plural)

amitatuk

—mink; weasel

amitatut

—weasels (plural)

amutaq

—cod

anaqiitaq

—sea cucumber

anciq

—trout
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ancit

—trout (plural)

anerneq

—breath

angall’raaq

—unnatural uncle;

bad uncle

angayuk

—partner; friend

angayuqaq

—chief

angun

—old man

angyaq

—open skin boat

angyat

—open skin boats

(plural)

Ani!

—Go out!

Anllrianga.

—I went out.

apaa

—grandfather

ar’uq; arwaq

—whale

ar’ursulget

—whale hunters

(plural)

ar’ursulek

—whale hunter

ar’ut

—whales (plural)

arhnaq

—sea otter

arhnat

—sea otters (plural)

arlluk

—killer whale

ata

—father

auk

—blood

a’ula’aq; arula’aq

—big foot

Awa’i.

—Stop it; Enough.

awaqutaq

—son

awaqutat

—sons (plural)

Ayaa!; Ayayaa!

—Sheesh!

c

Ca.

—I don’t know.

Ca-mi tuquami.

—I wonder if

you died.

canaluki

—creation tales

carlia’arluki

—to take care of

them

cauyaq

—drum

ciqlluak

—sod houses (dual)

ciqlluaq

—sod house

ciqlluat

—sod houses (plural)

cuawat

—blueberries

cukillqanaq

—stickleback

cukiq

—thorn

cukit

—thorns (plural)

culuk

—feather

Cuqllipet

—our Elders

e

egqaqumaluki

—to keep

throwing them

ellpet

—you

emaa

—grandmother

Englartartukut.

—We like to

laugh.

ernerutak

—toys that hold the

dawn (dual)

f

Futii!

—Stinky!

g

giinaquq

—mask

giinaqut

—masks (plural)

i

Iiluq

—Izhut bay

Ilakuisnguukut.

—We favor

sharing.

ilaapet

—our family

iiliksak

—king salmon; chinook

salmon

iiliksat

—king salmon; chinook

salmon (plural)
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imaq

—sea; ocean

inartaq

—basket

ingriq

—mountain

ingrit

—mountains (plural)

iqalluk

—ﬁsh

iqallut

—ﬁsh (plural)

iraluq

—moon

iralut

—moons

isuwiq

—seal

isuwit

—seals (plural)

k

kakiwik

—sewing bag

kalla’alget

—shamans (plural)

kalla’alek

—shaman

kanaglluk

—gut skin jacket

kas’aq

—spiritual leader

Kasukuak

—Akhiok

kaugya’ak

—foxes (dual)

kaugya’aq

—fox

kaugya’at

—foxes (plural)

keneq

—ﬁre

kenerkaq

—ﬁrewood

kingugpak

—great worm

Kita ellpet! ani!

—Hurry up and

go out!

Kita!

—Go ahead!

kuiget

—rivers (plural)

kuik

—river

kum’agyak

—eagle

kum’agyat

—eagles (plural)

l

lagiq

—goose

lagit

—geese (plural)

ling’aklluki

—we respect them

Liitukut.

—We are learning.

lla

—weather, outside,

conscience

Llam Sua

—Spirit of the World;

Spirit of the Universe

llarpet

—our universe

legtaq

—den

llaanirmiuwak nukallpiak

—

men from the west (dual)

m

macaq

—sun

mamaayaq

—clam

mamaayat

—clams (plural)

manik

—egg

manit

—eggs (plural)

maqiwik

—steambath

mingqun

—needle

mit’aq

—star; star person

(Karluk)

mit’at

—stars; star people

(plural) (Karluk)
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n

nakernaq

—talisman, lucky

object

naniq

—stone oil lamp

nanwaq

—lake

nanwat

—lakes (plural)

napaq

—tree

napat

—trees (plural)

niuwacirpet; yuuwacirpet

—

our heritage language

nukallpiaq

—man

nuna

—village; land

nunapet

—our land; our village

nuqaq

—throwing board; atlatl

nutek

—gun; riﬂe

nuusiq

—knife

p

pampalluk

—tip of a tail

pamyuq

—tail

pamyut

—tails (plural)

paniyaq

—daughter

paniyat

—daughters (plural)

pelluquq

—sling; slingshot

Piciipet uswituuq.

—Our way is

wise.

q

qaiqunaq

—cave

qaiqunat

—caves (plural)

qakiiyaq

—silver salmon

qakiiyat

—silver salmon (plural)

qallqaayaq

—magpie

qalngaangcuk

—little raven

qalngaaq

—raven; crow

qanganaq

—ground squirrel

qanganat

—ground squirrels

(plural)

qantaq

—dish; platter

qasgiq

—ceremonial house

qategyuk

—ptarmigan

qayaq

—kayak

qayat

—kayaks (plural)

qikarlluk

—sinew

Qik’rtaq

—island; Kodiak Island

qiugyat

—northern lights;

aurora borealis

quliyanguaq

—story

quliyanguat

—stories (plural)

Qunukamken.

—I love you.

quteq

—beach

Quyanaasinaq.

—Thank you

very much.

s

sagiq

—halibut

salaq

—shell

saqul’aq

—duck

saqul’at

—ducks (plural)

saqullkanaq

—bird

smiiyak

—snakes (dual)
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smiiyaq

—snake

Sugt’stun

—the Alutiiq/Sugpiaq

language

sugturtaasqaq

—cannibal

sugturtaasqat

—cannibals

(plural)

suirliq

—monster

suk

—spirit; person

sungcut

—little people

susetki

—house dwarves

(Russian)

suuget

—people

Sugtanartukut;

Uqwarnartukut.

— We trust.

suupet

—our people,

community

t

taangaq

—water

Tai maagun.

—Come here;

Come this way.

tamallkuk

—married couple

tamallkut

—married couples

(plural)

taquka’aq

—bear

taqukaraat

—bears (plural)

tuapak

—pebble

tuntuq

—deer; caribou

tuntut

—deer; caribou (plural)

tuqmik

—bucket

tuquneq

—corpse

u

ugna’aq

—mouse

Uksum Sua

—spirit of winter

unigkuat

—legends

unguwacirpet

—our way of

being alive

Uqtuk

—Olga Bay

uquaq

—oil slick

uquq

—seal oil

uriitaq

—chiton; bidarkie

uriitat

—chitons; bidarkies

(plural)

usguq

—nephew

w

wamqutaq

—toy

wamqutat

—toys (plural)

Waspataq!

—Oh, my!

y

yaamaq

—stone; rock throwing

game
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