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There’s nothing like listening to a good story.  Storytelling can be a favorite part of each tribal meeting.  
Read the tips below on improving your storytelling talent.  This chapter is full of good interesting stories that 
kids of all ages will enjoy. 
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How to Tell a Good Story How to Tell a Good Story How to Tell a Good Story How to Tell a Good Story     
    
• Ideally, father and child should find a way to tell each story together.  All stories should be tailored to the 

children.  If they enjoy it, then automatically the dads will too. 
• The first step in telling a good story is to find the proper story.  Keep in mind the audience to whom you 

will tell the story.  Their age and interests are important factors.  Avoid morbid or overly sentimental 
stories.  Your story may be taken from history, literature, the Bible legends or even a contemporary news 
item. 

• After finding the story, the storyteller should know the story. 
• Reading from a book is ineffective in captivating an audience.  It is impossible to have personal contact 

with the audience when reading aloud to them.  Read and reread the story until you can visualize each 
character and each scene in relation to the climax.  

• When telling a story, try to tell it as dramatically as possible.  Use your head, your hands and your feet in 
telling your yarn.  Don't be embarrassed at changing your voice to fit the character or mood of your 
story.  Children do not listen to a story told in monotone.  Watch your audience; if they become restless 
or lose interest, change your voice, speed up action - anything to liven the story and their interest.  

• Start your story dramatically.  Better to say: "‘Twas a dark and stormy night.  There were four of us about 
the campfire..." than to say: "I'm going to tell you about..." Avoid lengthy, long-winded introductions.  
Get to the point and get there fast. 

• Your story may have a moral, but it is not necessary to explain or point out the moral.  If it is a good 
story, well told, the children will figure out the meaning for themselves. 

• The setting is important.  Be as close as possible physically to your audience.  Have them close together; 
elbow to elbow is the rule. Avoid any unnecessary outside noise, confusion or interruption.  If you are 
interrupted, treat the incident lightly, and proceed with the story.  Whenever possible, get down on your 
audience's level; sit on the floor with them. 

• End your story with a punch line.  Leave the climax for the last paragraph....sentence....or even the last 
word.  When the story has ended, let it be.  Do not rehash, review, explain or moralize. 

• Never tell a story when they do not want to hear one.  Make a story one of the treats of the meeting. 
• Never tell a story that you do not enjoy telling! 

Every job is a self portrait of the person who did it. 
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Coyote  and the Fox Coyote  and the Fox Coyote  and the Fox Coyote  and the Fox     
    

One day Coyote was going out hunting, so he picked up his bow and quiver.  In his quiver he put five arrows; then he 
started out.  The day was hot, and, because Coyote was always lazy, when he came to a nice, large shade tree, he 
thought he would lie down awhile.  He threw down his bow and quiver and stretched out under the tree.  Coyote was 
lying there looking up through the branches, and what do you think he saw? A great big fox! 
 
"Oh!" said Coyote, "but I am lucky I did not have to go hunting.  I just came out here and lay under a tree, and there is 
my supper right over my head.  Indeed I am lucky.  Besides a good supper there is a fine fox skin up there for me." 
 
"Oh, well, I guess I am just about the luckiest one in our tribe besides being the best marksman, too.  When I aim my 
arrows, I never miss. Just to prove it, I am going to take my five arrows and I will put the best arrow right here in the 
ground beside me, then I'll shoot one to the north, one to the south, one to the east, and one to the west" 
 
So he did.  He shot all his arrows away but one.  He picked up the arrow he had put in the ground and said, "Now this is 
the arrow I am going to kill the fox with.  But really, I am so good at shooting I don't even have to shoot with my 
hands.  I am going to shoot this arrow with my toes." 
 
All this time the poor fox was sitting up in the tree listening to Coyote tell how good he was at shooting, and he was 
nearly frightened to death.  In fact, he was trembling so much he nearly fell out of the tree. 
 
Coyote picked up his arrow, placed it between his toes, aimed it very carefully through the branches, and let it fly.  But 
something happened and the arrow did not hit the fox.  So, when the fox discovered he had not been shot, he jumped 
out of the tree and gleefully ran away.  When he had reached a safe distance he called back, "Next time, Coyote, don't 
be so sure of yourself and don't be so boastful!" 
 

Dead or AliveDead or AliveDead or AliveDead or Alive    
(From Twenty Teepee Tales by M Lotz & D Monahan, Association Press, 1950) 

 
Many years ago there lived a very famous Indian medicine man.  He  was famous because of his wisdom.  For many 
years he had helped the members of his tribe by answering their questions and giving them wise advice.  However, 
because he was so very old, many of the young braves of the tribe felt that he ought to give up his position as medicine 
man and allow a younger brave to have the honor. 
 
Several times the young braves of the tribe had attempted to remove  him by asking him questions and posing 
problems that they hoped he  would not be able to answer.  If only they could cause him to make a  mistake or catch 
him with a question he could not answer, they were  sure they could replace him with a younger man.  Each time, 
however, that they made an attempt to do this, they had failed.  His answers were always right and his advice always 
trustworthy. 

Nobody knows how much they can do unless they try. 
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One day, while a group of younger braves was on the hunt, one of the young men turned to the group and said: 
"Tonight I will ask the old medicine man a question that he will not be able to answer.  Gather all our tribesmen before 
his teepee tonight, and you will see." 
 
The other braves remembered their past failures and wanted to know what he planned to do.  The younger brave 
replied: "I will catch a bird, take it to him holding it in my hands so that the feathers show through my fingers; and I 
will say to him, “What do I have in my hands?’ Seeing the feathers he will reply, ‘A bird.’  Then I will say,  'That is 
correct, but tell me Wise One, is it dead or is it alive?’ If he says it is dead, I will smother it and drop it, dead at his feet.  
So you see regardless of his answer, he will be wrong and we will be able to replace him with a younger man.” 
 
This pleased the braves because they were certain it could not fail.  When they returned from the hunt, they spread 
word around the tribe of the test which the medicine man would face.  At sundown the space before the ancient 
Indian’s teepee was crowded with Indians eager for the test. 
 
The young man answered:  “It is said that you can answer all questions correctly.  If this be so, Father, tell what I have in 
my hand.” 
 
The old man looked and replied:  ‘A bird, my son.” 
 
“That is correct,” the young brave responded.  “But tell me, is it dead or is it alive?” 
 
This was the challenge!  Every Indian present held his breath, for the medicine man’s answer.  The old man paused, then 
looking deep into the young man’s eyes, he responded: “That, my son, depends on you.” 
 

A Friend In NeedA Friend In NeedA Friend In NeedA Friend In Need    
    

"Tell us a story!  Please, Wise Father, tell us another of your legends!" 
 
Eagerly the boys sat at his feet to listen and to learn.  Grey Fox, the  Chief, smiled at the memory of the story he had 
chosen to tell and  then began: 
 
"Many moons ago two hunters were traveling the trail together.  Suddenly they came face to face with a huge bear.  
One, in great fear and without thought for his companion, climbed a tree as fast as he could and hid himself in the 
branches. 
 
The gruff old bear lumbered toward him, his huge paws slapping the ground with spine chilling thumps.  Soon the 
shaggy beast stood directly over the man, sniffing at the Indian’s nose and ears; but the man, with great control, held 
hid breath and lay still. 
 
Presently the bear turned and walked slowly away.  As the ponderous animal disappeared from sight, the first hunter 
came down from his hiding place in the tree and asked his companion what it was the bear had said to him.  ‘For,’ he 
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One of the great arts of living is the art of forgetting. 
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said, ‘I saw that the bear put his mouth very close to your ear and whispered something to you.’ 
Grey Fox's eyes twinkled with humor as he ended his story.  "What  lesson do you find in this tale of the hunting trail, 
little braves?" he  asked. 
 

How the Indians Received Fire How the Indians Received Fire How the Indians Received Fire How the Indians Received Fire     
    

Once long ago the Indians had no fire.  The only bit of fire on earth was owned by two old witches who guarded their 
treasure day and night.  No matter how the Indians begged them to share just an ember, the witches would not give 
even a spark. 
 
When winter came, the Indians suffered from the cold.  "The witches will not give us fire,” they said.  “Let us ask the 
animals to try to get it for us.” 
 
The animals gladly came to the meeting which the Indians called.  And when the Indians told them about the need for 
warmth, the animals thought of a plan to help.  Coyote was chosen their leader. 
 
“Do as I tell you,” he said to the other animals, “and our friends shall be warm before sunset.  I’ll get a spark of fire from 
the witches.  Each of you, in turn, must help carry it to the Indians.” 
 
As soon as the animals were all in their places, Coyote went to the witches’ cottage. 
 
“The Indians need fire,” he said  “Can you not let me take them one small ember?” 
 
“The fire has been left in our care,” said the two together.  “No one shall have even a spark of it!” 
 
Then Coyote went to the window and signaled to his helpers.  They knew what he wanted them to do.  In a moment 
Lion began to roar, Wolf began to howl, Bear began to growl, and Fox began to bark.  All the animals joined in to 
make a great noise.  Even Squirrel chattered and Frog croaked. 
 
Frightened half out of their wits, the witches ran out of their cottage to see what was the matter. 
 
Coyote had his chance.  Taking one end of a small stick in his mouth, he lighted the other end in the fire.  Then he fled 
with the burning stick clutched tightly in his mouth.  When the witches caught sight of the burning stick, they 
started to chase Coyote.  Like the wind they flew after him.  In this way, one after another, each of the animals helped 
to carry the fire, and all the while the witches kept up their chase. At last it was Squirrel's turn.  He picked up the 
burning stick and ran with it.  When he saw the witches were gaining on him, he was so frightened that he almost 
dropped the bit of fire.  As he turned a corner of stumps and rocks, his tail caught fire and scorched a black place on his 
back.  To this day you can see that dark spot between his shoulders. 
 
When Squirrel started to lose his strength, he tossed the fire to frog, the last animal on the road.  Frog picked up the 
burning stick and hopped away.  He was terribly afraid when he saw how close the witches were. The next moment the 
witches were up with him and caught him by the tail (for frogs then had a tail) and held him fast.  The poor Frog was 

The trouble with stretching the truth is that it’s apt to snap back. 
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so frightened that his eyes bulged almost out of his head.  "One big jump," he thought, "and I'll get away." 
With all of his might Frog gave a big jump.  Then he was free! Away he hopped, carrying the fire right into the Indians' 
village.  That is how the Indians got a bit of fire, but the frog's eyes have been bulged ever since.  He lost his tail, too, 
for he left it in the witches’ hands when he gave that last big jump! 
 

How The Milky Way Came To BeHow The Milky Way Came To BeHow The Milky Way Came To BeHow The Milky Way Came To Be    
A Cherokee Legend 

 
When the Cherokee people discovered that something had been stealing their meal at night, they were surprised to 
find giant dog prints around the house. 
 
After much discussion over what to do about the thief, an old Cherokee man suggested that everyone bring noise 
makers that night, and they would hide beside the meal beaters and wait for the giant dog. 
 
That night a huge dog appeared from the West, shining with a silver sheen in the moonlight.  He was so big that the 
old man was afraid at first to give the signal, and the dog began to eat great gulps of the meal. 
 
Finally the old man gave the signal and everyone beat drums, shook their rattles, and shouted loudly. 
 
The dog was so scared that he ran around the circle and then gave a giant leap into the sky, and the meal pouring out 
of his mouth made a white trail across the sky.  This is what we call the Milky Way, and what the Cherokee call to this 
day Gil'LiUtsun" Stanun'yi, meaning "Where the dog ran." 
 

The Indian and the CricketThe Indian and the CricketThe Indian and the CricketThe Indian and the Cricket    
 (From Twenty Teepee Tales, by M Lotz & D Monahan, Association Press, 1950) 

 
One day an Indian left his home to visit a white man with whom he  had become friendly.  Being in a city, with its 
noises and its crowds,  was a new experience for the Indian, and he was fascinated by it. 
 
The Indian and the white man were walking down the street when  suddenly the red man touched his friend's shoulder 
and said quietly:  "Stop! Do you hear what I hear?" 
 
His white friend paused, listened, smiled, and said: "All I hear is the  tooting of car horns, the noise of the streetcars, 
and the voices of  people.  Just the regular noises of the city.  What is it you hear?" 
 
The Indian replied: "I hear a cricket chirping somewhere nearby." 
 
Again the white man listened, but shook his head.  "You must be  mistaken," he said, "I hear no cricket.  And even if 
there were a cricket nearby, his chirping would be drowned out by all these other  noises." 
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The Indian would not be persuaded.  After a moment he motioned to  his friend, and walking a few steps along the 
sidewalk they came to a  vine growing on the outside of one of the buildings.  He pushed the  leaves aside, and there, 
to the amazement of the white man, a tiny  cricket was revealed, chirping its loudest.  Now that he saw the cricket and 
was close to it, the white man could hear its call. 
 
As they proceeded on their way, he said to his Indian friend:  "Of course, you heard the cricket because your hearing is 
much better than mine.  All Indians can hear better than white people." 
 
The Indian smiled, shook his head, and replied: "No, that is not true.  The Indian's hearing is no better than that of the 
white man.  Watch! I'll prove it to you." 
 
He reached into his pocket and found a fifty-cent piece, which he  tossed to the sidewalk.  As it clinked against the 
cement, people from  several yards around stopped, turned, and looked.  Finally, one of  them picked up the piece, 
pocketed it, and went on his way. 
 
"You see," said the Indian, "the noise made by the fifty-cent piece was no louder than that made by the cricket, yet 
many of your white people heard the noise the money made, stopped, and paid attention to it, although they paid no 
heed to the noise made by the cricket.  The reason is not a difference in our hearing.  It is a difference in the things we 
turn our attention toward." 
 
(Many things are said and done to us and by us as we journey in life, and the things that will count are the things that 
we have our minds and hearts turned toward.  Living will be better and happier if we learn to tune our minds and our 
hearts to see, hear, and know the good  things rather than the bad. We can carry only so much.  Let's be sure that the 
things we carry are good and not evil.) 
 

Looking For the GoodLooking For the GoodLooking For the GoodLooking For the Good    
(From Program Resource Book, YMCAs of St. Paul & Minneapolis) 

 
Chief Silver Maple called together the members of his tribe.  They seated themselves in a circle.  In the center of the 
circle, the Medicine Man was making an Indian sand painting.  Most Indian sand paintings are very colorful.  They are 
made during the daytime and all traces of  them must be destroyed before the sun sets.  This time, the picture was 
different.  The braves watched in surprise as the Medicine Man made a square out of white sand and in the center of the 
square poured a large circle of black sand. 
 
The braves whispered to each other, “I wonder what this is.” 
 
The Chief heard them talking and then he asked for silence.  The Chief asked, “Braves, what do you see here?” 
 
The first brave said, “I see a black spot.”  The second brave replied, “That is what I see, too,” and so said each brave 
around the circle, each agreeing that that was what the Medicine Man had painted. 
When each had reported, the Chief said, “Braves, why is it that none of you noticed that this is a white square with a 

Blessed is the peacemaker. 
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black spot on it?  Many of us, as we think about other tribes and as we think about our fellow braves, look for the black 
spots and fail to see the rest of the picture - the white.  Too often we look for what is bad and do not see what is good.  
Let us look for the good things in our fellow tribes and in our fellow braves from now on.” 
 

The Music StoppedThe Music StoppedThe Music StoppedThe Music Stopped    
 

This is a story of three people: A singer, an organist and a little boy. They all worked together.  The singer sang and the 
organist accompanied her, while the little boy was behind the scenes pumping air into the organ, for it was an old-
fashioned organ with a pump handle that someone had to work in order to give the organ the necessary air power. 
One day these three got to discussing how important they were, that is, two of them did.  The singer said: "It is because 
of my beautiful singing that our concerts are so successful." 
 
"That is true," the organist agreed, "but without my organ playing, you wouldn't be able to sing so beautifully." 
The little boy said nothing; but that night at the concert, he looked unusually wise. 
 
The number was announced, the organ started to play, and soon the beautiful voice of the singer was thrilling the 
audience.  Suddenly the music from the organ stopped; and, in surprise, the singer also stopped. Frantically, the 
organist tried to play, but there was no power.  Then a quiet little voice said: "I have stopped pumping, and there’s no 
air for the organ.  The concert can't go on.  Who would you say is important now?" 
 
(Who would you say was the most important in this group?  Do you think any one of these people was more 
important than the others? What makes a person important?) 
 

The Other Fellow's MoccasinsThe Other Fellow's MoccasinsThe Other Fellow's MoccasinsThe Other Fellow's Moccasins    
(From Twenty Teepee Tales, by M Lotz & D Monahan, Association Press, 1950) 

 
Many snows ago - there are those who still remember - it was a custom among many Indian tribes to appoint judges, 
who went from village to village to try those Indians who had broken the Indian law.  This is a story of the wisdom 
displayed by one of those Indian judges. 
 
A young brave was being tried for a very serious offense.  While a neighboring warrior was away on a hunting trip, the 
Indian on trial had stolen his neighbor's ponies and valuable furs, and had sold them to a wandering trapper. 
 
When the hunter returned to his teepee and found his furs and ponies gone, he was sad indeed.  He had worked hard to 
gather the furs, and the ponies had been his prized possession.  He knew not what to do.  In desperation, he confided in 
several other Indians, one of whom had witnessed the theft but, not knowing what to do, had remained silent. Now, 
however, when he saw the sadness brought to his friend, he told of witnessing the crime, and the thief was 
apprehended. 
The thief was soon brought to trial.  A large crowd gathered to witness the trial, and there was a great deal of 
speculation as to what punishment the judge would decree.  When all who were concerned had testified, the Indian 
judge felt that he had all the information that was necessary, and he asked for time to make his decision. 
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He withdrew from the crowd and entered the dense forest behind the village.  With uplifted hands he prayed: "Great 
Spirit, help me to judge wisely." 
 

The Princess of the Mist The Princess of the Mist The Princess of the Mist The Princess of the Mist     
 
Few visitors leave the Canadian Lakehead without viewing the beautiful "Kakabeka Falls."  This remarkable work of 
nature is truly something to marvel at, but the story of the heroism of a lovely Indian princess is still more enchanting 
than the rushing, swirling water and the crystal-studded mist rising endlessly from the great gorge. 
 
Interested only in the welfare of his people, peace-loving chieftain White Bear, grand old leader of the Ojibwa 
encampment situated at the mouth of the Kaministiquia River, was greatly vexed one day to learn that large numbers 
of fierce warlike Sioux were approaching the river bent on the destruction of his tribe. 
Being too old to go to battle himself and not knowing how to ward off the enemy, the old chief was greatly distressed.  
Seeing her father's dilemma, Princess Green Mantle devised a plan. 
 
Bidding her father farewell, she hurriedly left the camp and paddled swiftly up the Kaministiquia.  Many times before 
she had gone for long canoe rides with her brother, and she well knew of the Great White Falls.  Leaving her canoe at 
the foot of the falls, she ran swiftly along the bank until she reached a point above the waterfall. 
 
 
Soon she came within sight of the Sioux camp.  Boldly the young maiden walked into the camp of her tribe's bitter 
enemies.  At once they pounced upon her and captured her.  Pretending to have lost her way, she led them to believe 
she was very frightened.  Beginning with them, she followed through with her plan and told them that if they would 
spare her life, she would lead them to her father's camp.  The Sioux chiefs were elated, thinking that they had indeed 
been blessed by the gods. 
 
The following morning the young princess was placed in the lead canoe, and the great band of warriors in their war 
canoes followed, tied as Green Mantle had suggested one behind the other so that they would not be lost.  However, 
she had not told them about the falls, and as they turned the bend of the swiftly flowing river they plunged headlong 
into the great gorge, drowning them all. 
 
Princess Green Mantle of course lost her life also, but her tribe was saved from the vengeful hands of the most dreaded 
of all Indian tribes. 
 
The Great Spirit looked kindly upon the brave little Indian girl, and if one takes the trouble to walk down the river bank 
to a point where the falls are visible, the figure of Green Mantle can be observed in the mist, standing as a monument 
to the memory of the princess who gave her life for her people. 
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The QuailThe QuailThe QuailThe Quail    
    
Ages ago a flock of more than a thousand quail lived together in a forest in India.  They would have been happy, but 
they were in great dread of their enemy, the quail-catcher.  He used to imitate the call of the quail, and when they 
gathered together in answer to it, he threw a great net over them, stuffed them into his basket, and carried them away 
to be sold. 
 
Now one of these quail was very wise, and he said: "Brothers, I've thought of a good plan.  In the future, as soon as the 
fowler throws his net over us, let each one of us put his head through a mesh in the net and then all lift it up together 
and fly away with it.  When we have flown far enough we can let the net drop on a thorn bush and escape from under 
it." 
 
All agreed to the plan, and the next day when the fowler threw his net, the birds all lifted it together in the very way 
that the wise quail had told them, threw it on a thorn bush, and escaped.  While the fowler tried to free his net from 
the thorns, it grew dark, and he had to go home.  This happened many days, until at last the fowler's wife grew angry 
and asked her husband, "Why is it that you never catch any more quail?"  The fowler said: "The trouble is that all the 
birds work together and help one another.  If they would only quarrel, I could catch them fast enough." 
 
A few days later, one of the quail accidentally stepped on the head of one of his brothers as they landed on the feeding 
ground.  "Who stepped on my head?" angrily inquired the quail who was hurt.  "Don't be angry.  I didn't mean to step 
on you." said the first quail.  But the brother quail went on quarreling and pretty soon he said, "I lifted up all the weight 
of the net; you didn't help at all."  That made the first quail angry, and before long all were drawn into the argument.  
The fowler saw his chance.  He imitated the cry of the quail and cast his net over those who came together.  They were 
still boasting and quarreling, and they did not help one another lift the net.  So the hunter lifted the net himself and 
crammed them into his basket.  But the wise quail gathered his friends together and flew far away, for he knew that 
quarrels are the root of misfortune. 
 

Stretching the Truth Stretching the Truth Stretching the Truth Stretching the Truth     
(From Program Resource Book, YMCAs of St. Paul & Minneapolis) 

 
One night Little Otter rushed into the tepee and said excitedly,  "Mother, I just saw a thousand deer in the meadow."  
Mother said,  "Are you sure?  Did you count them?"  "It was so dark, I couldn't count them I think there were a 
hundred."  Mother said, "Are you sure, my son?"  "Well, I know there were at least ten," said the little brave.  Then his 
mother patiently said, "Little Otter, if you did not count the deer, how do you know?" Little Otter became impatient 
and said, "Well, I know there were two deer anyway, a big buck and a small one." 
 
The Chief of the tribe had listened to the conversation.  He now said,  "Little Otter, I want to tell you a story.  When I 
was a young brave I  was in the habit of stretching the truth because I had not learned the  importance of being 
accurate.  In my tribe, the Okeewa, I was  responsible for keeping track of the food.  As animal meats, herbs,  roots, 
berries, and other foods were brought to me, I would store them in the ground and cover them well.  One day old 
Chief Kiyi came to me and asked if there was plenty of food for a big tribal feast and  ceremony.  
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 In haste, I took a quick glance at the food which was  stored away in the ground.  I did not take time to count the 
number of  carcasses of deer, or any of the other food supplies.  Instead, I became careless and took a chance in 
reporting what I saw at a quick glance.  I reported to the Chief that there was plenty of food.  When  the day of the big 
feast came, I was very much embarrassed to find there was a shortage of food, and that many of the mothers, little 
braves and babies, and even warriors would not have enough to eat.  The Chief was very angry, as were many of the 
braves.  Had it not been for the quick thinking of Watosa, we would all have been disappointed in the amount of food 
at the feast.  Watosa got on his pinto horse and galloped away in a cloud of dust.  Soon he returned with his arms 
loaded with food as well as large bags of food thrown over the back of his horse.  He had borrowed much food from a 
nearby tribe, promising to pay back what he borrowed.  To teach me a lesson, the Chief required me to hunt many 
days for deer as well as other foods to pay back the borrowed food from the other tribe.  From that time on I made up 
my mind to be more accurate and never to stretch the truth or exaggerate." 
 

TwigsTwigsTwigsTwigs    
(From The Tales of Running Deer, by D Monahan, Association Press, 1970) 

 
"What lesson do you have for us tonight, Running Deer?" Little Bear and Red Fox voiced the question at the same 
moment.  Other Indian boys gathered around Running Deer's fire waiting for the answer.  They gathered as was the 
custom, around the wise man's fire to listen and to learn. 
 
“I would speak this night,” responded Running Deer, "of a matter that  affects us all - the importance of good habits.  
We all have habits.  We must be sure, then, that our habits are good friends that help us live better lives and not 
enemies that bring unhappiness and problems.” 
 
"What are some good habits, Running Deer?" asked Red Fox. 
 
Running Deer looked into the young faces before him and replied: “It is better for you to answer this question than for 
me to give the answer.  Tell me, what habits do you think are your good companions on the trail of life?” 
“Honesty is one, I think,” answered a young brave sitting across the campfire circle.  Soon a chorus of voices offered 
other answers. 
 
“We have made for ourselves this night a good list of habits that can be counted on as friends to help us live good lives.  
You have done very well,” Running Deer spoke with appreciation. 
 
“Running Deer, the twigs you have beside you there - what are they for?”  questioned the ever-curious Red Fox. 
“They are part of tonight’s lesson.  Watch and listen.  I hope you will allow them to teach you more about habits good 
and bad.”  Running Deer picked up the first of the twigs.  “Each of these twigs we shall give the name of a habit.  What 
shall the first one be called?” 
 
“Anger,” suggested a young voice. 
 
"Anger it is then," Running Deer announced.  With this he easily snapped the twig into two pieces.  "You see how a 
single habit can be broken with only a small effort?" he said.  Picking up two twigs, and with more effort, he broke 
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them.  "You see, two combined are harder to break.  Watch closely now," he continued; this time picking up three 
twigs.  Breaking the three together proved more difficult.  Continuing, Running Deer added another twig and this time 
four twigs were broken together.  Each time he kept adding another twig until he came to a number that he could not 
break despite his hardest effort. "You see," Running Deer continued, "I have now combined so many  twigs that I can 
no longer break them.  This is true of habits also.  A  combination of several habits for instance, anger, dishonesty,  
impatience, laziness, untruthfulness can become too strong for a brave to break all at once.  Be sure that your habits 
are good ones that need no breaking," Running Deer challenged the young braves. 
 
"Running Deer," the voice was that of Little Bear.  "By breaking one  at a time, the entire bundle can be broken, can it 
not?" 
 
"True, my friend," answered Running Deer.  "This is another lesson  we can learn from our twigs.  If you have bad habits 
to break, work on  them one at a time until all are conquered.  It is also true that good  habits can best be achieved one 
by one" 
 

The Unknown WomanThe Unknown WomanThe Unknown WomanThe Unknown Woman    
(From Southern Indian Myths and Legends,  Beechwood Books, 1985) 

 
Two Choctaw hunters camped for the night on a bend in the Alabama River.  They were tired and discouraged, having 
hunted for two days and killed only one black hawk.  They had no game to take back to their village. 
 
While they were roasting the hawk on a campfire for their supper, they heard a low plaintive sound like the call of a 
dove.  The sad notes broke the deep night silence again and again.  As the full moon rose across the river, the strange 
sound became more distinct. 
 
The men looked up and down the river but saw only the sandy shore in the moonlight.  Then they looked in the 
opposite direction and to their astonishment saw a beautiful woman dressed in white, standing on a mound.  She 
beckoned to the hunters. 
 
"I'm very hungry," the woman said. 
 
One of the hunters ran to the campfire and brought the roasted hawk to the woman.  After she had eaten some, she 
gave the rest back to them. "You have saved me from death.  I will not forget your kindness.  One full moon from 
now, in midsummer, return to the mound where I am standing." 
 
Suddenly a gentle breeze came up, and the woman disappeared as mysteriously as she had come. 
 
The hunters knew they had seen Unknown Woman, the daughter of the Great Spirit.  They returned to their village, 
but kept secret the strange meeting with the woman. 
One month later, when the moon was full, the hunters came back to the place where Unknown Woman had spoken to 
them.  As the moon rose over the opposite bank, they stood at the foot of the mound, waiting. But Unknown 
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Woman was nowhere to be seen. 
 
"She has not come as she promised," they said to each other. 
 
Then one hunter remembered "She told us to come to the very spot where she stood." So the men climbed the 
mound.  They could not believe what they saw; the mound was covered with a plant they had never seen before.  It was 
a tall plant with leaves like knives and delicate tassels emerging from the spike-like fruit or ears.  Inside the ears was a 
delicious food. 
So it was that the Choctaws received the gift of corn.  They cultivated corn ever afterward and never again were hungry. 
 

The Voice from The ForestThe Voice from The ForestThe Voice from The ForestThe Voice from The Forest    
 
Little Elk stumbled into the tepee.  "I'm so angry I could do something awful," he shouted at his Big Brave.  "What is it, 
my son, that makes you snarl like a cub bear?" he asked him patiently.  "It's that boy in the forest.  I don't like him.  I 
think I'll go out and shoot an arrow at him." "Just what has he done?  How has he made you feel this way?" 
 
Little Elk took his father's hand, and, leading him to the edge of the forest he pointed and answered: "A little while ago 
I was playing here, and I stumbled and fell.  I shouted ‘Hey!’ and someone in the forest there hollered back, 'Hey.'  
When I heard this, I shouted, 'What's your name?' and he just mocked me by shouting in return, 'What's your name? 
‘Then I cried, ‘Come out and let me see you.’  Again he repeated what I said.  Every time I said anything he just 
mocked me back.  Finally I got real angry and said to him, ‘Come out and fight!', and he shouted back, 'Come out and 
fight! ' " 
 
Little Elk's father looked at him for a moment.  "Would you like to try an experiment, son?" he asked quietly.  "Sure, 
Father.  What is it?" he replied.  Under his breath Little Elk muttered: "I'd certainly like to get hold of that sassy fellow 
in the forest." 
 
"Now, son, suppose you go to the edge of the forest and shout, "I like you" and see what happens.  Little Elk looked 
questioningly at his father, hesitated for a moment, then peering into the forest, he shouted, "I like you!" 
A look of amazement spread over his face as the voice from the forest replied, "I like you!" Little Elk followed with, 
"Let's be friends." 
 
Little Elk's father put his arm around his shoulder.  "You have been fighting with your echo, Little Elk," he said.  "There 
is a real reason in what you have done today.  When you were angry with your echo, he was angry with you.  When 
you were friendly with him, he was friendly with you.  May this teach you that the best way to have friends is to be a 
good friend." 
 

    
    
    
    
    

To love someone means to see him as God intended him. 



 105 

    
    

The Great Father MosquitoThe Great Father MosquitoThe Great Father MosquitoThe Great Father Mosquito    
A Tuscarora Legend 

 
One time there lived a giant Mosquito. He was bigger than a bear and more terrifying. When he flew through the air, 
the Sun couldn't be seen and it became dark as night. The zooming of his wings was wilder than a storm. And when he 
was hungry, he would fly into a camp and carry off an person or two and pick their bones clean. 
 
Again and again the warriors tried to destroy the wild beast but their arrows fell off him like dew drops off a leaf. They 
did not know what to do. 
 
So the chief and the medicine men in the tribe ordered a big meeting to pray to the creator to help them destroy the 
monster Mosquito. They burned great fires and they sang, and they danced and they prayed. 
 
Bat and spider heard their loud cry for help and decided to see what they could do. bat came down from the sky, 
looking for the monster to do battle with him and destroy him. And spider spun a huge web to try and catch him. 
 
The great Mosquito heard this and he knew he could not beat bat, so he decided to run away. He flew and he flew and 
he flew so fast no one could see him. He was faster than lightning. The only sound was the wild zooming of his wings 
through the air. But bat was after him just as fast. 
 
The giant monster flew around lakes, over rivers and over mountains toward the East. Bat kept after him, never tiring. 
 
Swiftly and wildly, at the speed of eagles, the monster flew towards the ocean and there bat reached him. 
 
When Sun was going down in a red mist at the end of the sky, the great monster came to the large lakes of the East. He 
turned to look and saw the bat was coming nearer and as he did this he flew right into spiders huge web. 
 
The battle was short and the monster Mosquito was destroyed. His blood spattered and flew in all directions. And... a 
strange thing happened. From the blood were born small mosquitoes with sharp stingers. 
 
No sooner were they born than they flew in all directions and they attack all animals without prejudice. These small 
mosquitoes with the sharp stingers multiplied a thousand fold. 
 
It happened long ago, but to this day we have thousands of mosquitoes with sharp stingers. Bat still hunts them every 
night, and spider still spins a web to catch them. 
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The Corn SpiritThe Corn SpiritThe Corn SpiritThe Corn Spirit    

A Tuscarora Legend 
 

Long ago, they say, there was a village of people whose cornfields were blessed with good harvests, year after year. They 
had so much corn each year that they began to take it for granted. They stopped weeding the fields and the children 
trampled the cornstalks as they played. 
 
When harvest time came, the people picked, but they did not do it well. 
 
Much of the corn was left unpicked and only the birds ate it. The people wasted more than they ate. They threw ears of 
corn to their dogs. As they had always done, they dried some of the corn to eat in the winter and use for seed corn the 
next spring. They placed this corn in storage baskets to bury for the winter, but they did everything carelessly. The corn 
baskets were not well made. The storage holes were not dug deeply or well covered. 
 
"There is much game in the forest," the people said. "We can always hunt to survive, even if the stored corn spoils." 
 
So the people went on without showing respect for the corn that gave them life. They even forgot to say thanks to the 
Creator for their good fortune. 
 
Only one man remembered to show respect. His name was Dayohagwenda. Dayohagwenda cared for his fields and 
weeded them. He harvested his corn carefully and gave thanks for his good harvest. He stored his corn with great care. 
He was sad about the way the others acted. 
 
That autumn, after the harvest moon, the people went hunting. But the hunters had bad luck. Animals were hard to 
find. It seemed that the deer and moose and even the rabbits had all disappeared from the forest. 
 
The people tried to fish, but the streams and lakes were empty. 
 
Finally, the people dug up their stored corn. But the poorly made baskets had fallen apart. Much of the corn had been 
eaten by mice. The rest had rotted away. 
 
"What shall we do?" the people said. "We will starve." 
 
Meanwhile, Dayohagwenda was walking in the forest. He was thinking about the way his people no longer showed 
respect for the corn or gave thanks. 
 
As he walked, he found an old trail. It led to a clearing in the forest. In that clearing was a lodge made of elm bark and 
built on top of a mound of earth. Weeds grew all around the lodge. In front of the lodge, an old man dressed in torn 
clothing sat weeping. 
 
"Grandfather," Dayohagwenda said, "why are you weeping?" 
 

You're happiest while you're making the greatest contribution. ~RFK 
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"I am weeping because your people have forgotten me." 
 
"Why are your clothes torn?" 
 
"They are torn because your people threw me to their dogs." 
 
"Why are you so dirty?" 
 
"I am dirty because your people let their children trample me." 
 
"Why are there weeds around your lodge?" 
 
"Your people no longer take care of me. Now I must go away and I can never return again to help them." 
 
Now Dayohagwenda knew who the old man was. He was Corn Spirit. 
 
"Grandfather," Dayohagwenda said, "do not leave us. I still respect you. I will go back and remind my people how to 
treat you." 
 
The old man stopped weeping. "Grandson," he said, "I will stay with you. If your people show me respect, I will not 
leave them." 
 
Dayohagwenda went back to the village. "We are going to starve," the people said. "Our corn is gone and we have no 
other food." 
 
"Listen," said Dayohagwenda, "I have been in the forest. There I found a lodge surrounded by weeds and an old man 
wearing torn clothing the color of corn husks. He said his people deserted him and he was going to leave forever." 
 
The people understood. "It is Corn Spirit," they said. "He has left us and now we will surely die." 
 
"No," said Dayohagwenda, "I spoke with Corn Spirit. I told him we would treat him with respect. He said that if we 
respect him, he will help us through the winter." 
 
Then Dayohagwenda dug up his own stored corn. His baskets had been well made. He had dug his granary deep and 
covered it properly. All of his harvest was there. 
 
There was more than he had remembered storing, much more. There was enough to feed the whole village through the 
winter. There was even enough left to use as seed corn for planting in the spring when the leaves of the maple tree were 
the size of a squirrel's ear. 
 
From then on, Dayohagwenda's people always showed respect for the corn. They planted with care and hoed and 
weeded. They sang songs of thanksgiving as they harvested. They made strong baskets and deep storage pits for their 
granaries. 
 
Most of all, they remembered to give thanks for the blessing of corn and all of the other good things they had been 
given. They taught their children and their children's children to do the same. 
 
So it is to this day. 
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The Lost ColonyThe Lost ColonyThe Lost ColonyThe Lost Colony    
    

Twenty years before Jamestown was founded, over 100 women, men, and children came to North Carolina to try their 
luck at starting a colony. They arrived on the stormy shores of what we know now as North Carolina. They were not 
the first to land there. Two years before, another group of colonists, all men, gave up trying to settle Roanoke Island 
and sailed back to England. The supply ships arrived too late to save the abandoned first colony, but they left behind 
fifteen soldiers to mind the fort who soon vanished into the wilds, driven off by an Indian attack.  
 
That first colony had their problems with the local tribes, caused in part by English arrogance and made worse by a 
drought that led to hunger for all. By the time the second group of colonists came, the locals were not so welcoming. 
These settlers arrived in July of 1587 and soon laid eyes on the burned ruins of the first village. Roanoke Island was not 
their chosen destination, but their ship's captain would go no further, so they stayed on and rebuilt.  
 
Yet, they arrived too late to plant crops, and once again colonists had to rely on friendly Indians to help them survive. 
They had a strong supporter in Manteo, son of a local ruling queen, who had traveled to England with the survivors of 
the first colony.  
 
Virginia Dare was the first English child born in the Roanoke Colony, on August 18, 1587. She was only nine days old 
when her grandfather, Governor John White, left her and her young family, along with the other colonists, in their 
new home. He went back to England to get much-needed supplies, and he meant to be back quickly. Sadly, many 
factors including storms at sea and the war between the English and the Spanish kept him from returning for three 
years.  
 
When Governor White finally returned to his colony in 1590, he found it eerily deserted. No one, it seemed, had been 
there for some time. A sturdy, tall fort had been built where once there were simple houses. They found heavy bars of 
iron and trunks of supplies, once hidden, now dug up and destroyed. Bare footprints could also be seen in the sandy 
soil.  
 
The Mark on the Tree The Mark on the Tree The Mark on the Tree The Mark on the Tree     
 
Before he left them in 1587, Governor White arranged that should the colonists choose to leave the island, they would 
mark their destination on a tree. If they were in serious danger, they were to also carve a cross there. Indeed, upon 
careful investigation, Governor White did find the word CROATAN carved on a tree trunk. But, there was no cross to 
show that they were forced to flee for their lives. Croatan, the name of a friendly Indian tribe, would have been a 
logical place for them to get help if they believed they had been abandoned by their own people.  
 
The lost colonists of Roanoke were never truly found by Europeans, but some legends suggest that they were adopted 
by local tribes and eventually adapted to their ways of life. According to Sir Walter Raleigh, survivors were believed to 
be living in the Norfolk area of Virginia, not too far from Jamestown. But no proof was ever recovered.  
 
A new theory from anthropologist Lee Miller puts forth that, instead of going north and joining with a tribe of their 

There is more to life than increasing its speed. 
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own free will, the colonists headed west towards the mountains. Some were probably killed by more violent tribes, and 
others would have been sold into slavery. This would explain the sightings of European-looking natives in later years 
throughout Virginia and North Carolina.  
 
Yet another theory is that the Spanish, who were also trying to colonize the New World, destroyed Roanoke as they 
had other competing settlements.  
 
Whatever became of 115 Roanoke Island settlers remains a mystery to this day, but it is a mystery that archaeologists, 
historians, and others pursue in hopes of recovering the true and final story of the Lost Col 

    
The Legend of Virginia DareThe Legend of Virginia DareThe Legend of Virginia DareThe Legend of Virginia Dare    

    
More than four hundred years ago, Europeans wanted to set up colonies in the New World. For them, the New World 
meant the present-day continents of North and South America. What challenging times those must have been! Sir 
Walter Raleigh, an adventurous English gentleman, sent a group of men to explore the New World. A later expedition 
established a settlement on Roanoke Island, on the North Carolina coast. In 1586, after enduring winter hardships, lack 
of food, and disagreements with the Indians, survivors of this colony returned home to England with Sir Francis Drake. 
Then Raleigh decided to send a second group of colonists. On April 26, 1587, a small fleet set sail from England, hoping 
to establish the first permanent English settlement in the New World. 
 
This second group of colonists differed from the first because it included not only men but also women and children. 
It would be a permanent colony. The little fleet consisted of the ship Lyon, a flyboat (a fast, flat-bottomed boat 
capable of maneuvering in shallow water), and a pinnace (a small sailing ship used to carry supplies). These vessels 
carried more than 150 men, women, and children. Also aboard were two Indians, Manteo and Wanchese, who had 
gone to England with Raleigh’s previous expedition and were returning to their home. The pilot was a Spaniard, Simon 
Fernando, and the governor of the new colony was John White. Among the colonists were Governor White’s 
daughter, Eleanor, and her husband, Ananias Dare. The voyage took longer than the usual six weeks, and the ships 
finally anchored off Roanoke Island on July 22. 
 
Once the colonists landed, they began repairing the houses already there and started building new homes. Eleanor Dare 
gave birth to a baby girl on August 18 and named her Virginia. Virginia Dare became the first English child born in the 
New World. 
 
The colonists begged Governor White to return to England for supplies. He was very reluctant to leave the colony but 
finally agreed. On August 27, nine days after his granddaughter’s birth, he set sail. He planned to get relief supplies and 
more colonists in England and then return to Roanoke Island as soon as possible. However, his plans did not work out. 
Soon after White returned to England, King Philip II of Spain and his armada (fleet of warships) attacked the British. 
Because of this attack and for other reasons, White could not return to Roanoke until three years later. 
 
He finally reached Roanoke Island on August 18, 1590, his granddaughter’s third birthday. The colony was abandoned. 
What had happened? The only clues are found in a log book kept by Governor White. He found the letters CRO carved 
on a tree near the water’s edge. The settlement had been enclosed by a palisade (a tall fence of stakes pointed at the 
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tops and set close together) to make a fort. At the right side of the entrance, the word CROATOAN had been carved 
on a post “without any cross or sign of distress” near it. White and his men continued to search but never found a trace 
of the colony. White hoped that the colonists were safe with Manteo and his friendly Croatoan tribesmen at their 
home on Hatteras Island.  
 
What happened to these “Lost Colonists” of Roanoke Island? No one knows for sure. As with many mysteries, when 
the answer cannot be found, legends grow to explain the story. Many of these legends — and much of the fascination 
with the Lost Colony — have to do with Virginia Dare, the first English child born in the New World. One of the most 
enduring North Carolina legends is about Virginia Dare as the white doe.  
 
In 1901 Sallie Southall Cotten wrote The White Doe: The Fate of Virginia Dare, a long narrative poem that tried to 
explain the mystery. According to Ms. Cotten’s story and later variations of the legend, Virginia Dare grew up in the 
tribe of the friendly Indian Manteo. She became known as Winona-Ska and grew into a beautiful young woman whom 
everyone loved. Okisko was a handsome young Indian chieftain who wished to marry her. However, an old witch 
doctor, Chico, also wanted to win Winona-Ska. Chico was very jealous of Okisko. In spite of his efforts to win her love, 
Chico was turned down by Winona-Ska. Enraged, he used his evil magic to turn her into a white doe. If she wouldn’t 
be his, no other man could have her, either.  
 
Okisko was determined to undo the evil magic of Chico. He found a kindly magician, Wenokan, to help him. Okisko 
made an arrow with an oyster shell tip. Then he and Wenokan took the arrow to a magic fountain. When Okisko put 
the arrow into the water, the arrow became pearl. If the white doe was shot with this pearl arrow, the evil spell would be 
broken, and Winona-Ska would become human again.  
 
At this time Wanchese decided he would seek fame and glory by killing the charmed white doe. He knew that only a 
silver arrow could kill this special doe. His father, also named Wanchese, was the Indian who had traveled to England 
with Manteo. Queen Elizabeth I had given a silver arrow to his father. Now the son would use it to kill the white doe.  
 
One day Okisko saw the white doe near the ruins of Fort Raleigh on Roanoke Island. Nervously, he raised his bow and 
shot his magic pearl arrow, but at exactly the same time, Wanchese shot his silver arrow from another direction. Both 
arrows pierced the white doe’s heart. Magically, Okisko’s pearl arrow turned her back into a beautiful young woman, 
but Wanchese’s silver arrow pierced her human heart. Okisko rushed to her, but Winona-Ska died in his arms.  
 
In desperation, Okisko ran to the magic fountain and threw both arrows into the water, begging for Winona-Ska’s life. 
When he returned to the place where she had died, he found no sign of either the doe or Winona-Ska. Later the white 
doe appeared and looked at Okisko with her soft eyes. Then she ran into the woods.  
 
To this day many people report seeing a ghostly white doe near the area where the Lost Colony first settled on 
Roanoke Island. Will the mystery ever be solved? We may never know all the facts, but this legend of the white doe is 
an interesting way to explain the fate of Virginia Dare, one of the Lost Colonists. 
 

    

An optimist sees the opportunity in every difficulty. 
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The Devil’s Tramping GroundThe Devil’s Tramping GroundThe Devil’s Tramping GroundThe Devil’s Tramping Ground    
    
In the low, rolling hills of southern Chatham County, south of Siler City in the woods near Harper's Crossroads, lies 
one of the most famous places in North Carolina and perhaps one of the most haunted places in the world. 
 
The Devil's Tramping Ground is a mysterious, perfectly round and absolutely barren circle about forty feet in diameter 
in the pine woods of Chatham County. Not a tree, not flower, no lowly weed or even a single blade of grass will grow 
in the limits of the circle. Seed sowed there refuse to sprout. Any vegetation transplanted there will wither and die.  
 
And, what's even more strange, any object left in the circle at dusk will have been violently moved outside its bounds 
by dawn. 
 
Dogs tuck their tails between their legs and whimper when brought near and will dig their heels into the sand, refusing 
to be brought into the circle. 
 
Men have tried to spend the night in the circle, but not one has succeeded and remained sane. Something they see on 
their vigils drives them out of their wits, never to recover. For the Devil's Tramping Ground has earned it's name. It's 
said that here that the Devil himself walks at night. 
 
In his Tramping Ground, the Devil spends his nights pacing around and around in a circle and turning his bitter mind 
towards ways to bring human souls to damnation. The scorching heat of his cloven hoofprints is what kills the 
vegetation and has rendered the soil barren. He angrily brushes aside anything left in his path, his great strength easily 
able to toss aside the heaviest objects. And, because when he walks in his private spot on earth, the devil drops the 
illusions with which he disguises himself when he appears to men, and in his natural state the face of this fallen angel is 
so horrible that no man can see it and remain sane. 
 
The mystery of the Devil's Tramping Ground has been known since Chatham County was founded shortly before the 
War for Independence. From generation to generation, the story has been passed down, and despite efforts by 
scientists to explain this barren patch of land, no satisfying explanation has ever been given. 
 
So if you're driving on State Road 1100 in rural Chatham County at night and you pass a curve in the road where 
there's a narrow path leading off into the woods, if you see a shadowy figure moving between the trees it's best to drive 
away as fast as you can and never look back until you're long, long gone. 
 
This is the classic version of the Devil's Tamping Ground story. Other explanations have been given for the cause of this 
barren patch of woods over the years, including the story that the place was the site of a battle between two rival tribes 
of Indians, the weaker one being so powerfully defeated that they fled from the mainland entirely onto the Outer 
Banks and became the Croatan tribe that befriended the lost colonists. Others say that the site is the burial ground of a 
great Indian chief named Croatan, and that the gods keep the spot barren out of respect. 
 
More recently, the idea has been put forth that the soil in the Devil's Tramping Ground is barren because the circle was 
the site of a UFO landing, and radiation from its extraterrestrial engines has permanently exterminated the grass. 
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The Little Red ManThe Little Red ManThe Little Red ManThe Little Red Man 
 
The Single Brother's House, or just Brother's House, is located in the historic Old Salem Village and Gardens in 
Winston-Salem. This reconstructed old Moravian village was once home to one of North Carolina's most beloved 
ghosts. 
 
The building was originally used as a communal home for unmarried men in the Moravian settlement. Moravians have 
a strong tradition of keeping excellent records, so we have an unusually detailed account of how this ghost came in to 
being. I'm grateful to the late, great North Carolina folklorist Richard Walser for quoting the record at length in his 
invaluable and highly recommended book North Carolina Legends.  
 
On March 25, 1786 a shoemaker named Andreas Kresmer was killed while excavating a new foundation for an addition 
to The Brother's House. Working late, around midnight Brother Kresmer was caught beneath a falling bank of earth 
and passed away a few hours later. This kind man and was much mourned by his fellow Brethren. 
 
For years afterwards, strange sounds that resembled the tap of a shoemakers hammer were heard throughout the 
house. A small man wearing a red cap like the one Brother Kresmer had been wearing when he died was also seen 
scurrying through the halls. 
 
One of the most famous encounters with the Little Red Man is the story of Little Betsy — The granddaughter of a 
resident of the house who lived there after it had been converted into a home for Moravian widows &msadh; Little 
Betsy had been left deaf from an early childhood illness, but could still speak. She knew nothing of the ghost or the 
accident, but one day while visiting her grandmother rushed excitedly in from the garden and told of a small man 
wearing a red cap who had beckoned her to come and play. 
 
According to legend, the Little Red Man's appearances were brought to rest when he made an ill-advised appearance 
before an important member of the community showing an important visitor around the cellar. It's never good to 
show up the boss, and a minister was called in to lay the ghost to rest, which apparently worked. The Little Red Man has 
not been seen since. 
 

The Legend of BoojumThe Legend of BoojumThe Legend of BoojumThe Legend of Boojum    
 
Bigfoot, the legendary, gigantic, man-like creature occasionally seen by hunters or hikers, is most of associated with 
the Pacific Northwest region of the United Sates and Canada. But stories of this shaggy creature come from all over the 
United States — the Florida Everglades are home to the foul-smelling Skunk Ape, the dark swamps of the bottom 
lands of southern Arkansas have the Boggy Creek Creature, and in the mountains of North Carolina sightings of the 
creature are occasionally still reported. 
 
The North Carolina version of Bigfoot seems to be a milder version of its Northwest cousin. The creature is usually said 
to be between six and eight feet tall, covered in shaggy grey hair, and to have a strong, unpleasant odor. But the 
creature is more often heard than seen, it's monkey-like howling has been heard up and down the mountains. The 
creatures are known by several names in North Carolina, and these names usually convey some of the affection that 
North Carolinians seem to feel for our hairy brethren. Knobby was the name given to a creature sighted on and off 
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during the late 1970s around Carpenter's Knob near Toluca in Cleveland County. In Guilford county, the creature has 
picked up the commonly used southern expression for an unknown animal and come to be called the Wampus Cat. 
But the most interesting story of a North Carolina Bigfoot comes from Eagle Nest Mountain in Haywood County, 
where Boojum lived. 
 
Eagle Nest Mountain stands at the southern edge of the Balsam mountain range and was once home to the luxurious 
Eagle Nest Hotel, built in 1900 by a Mr. S.C. Satterthwait of Waynesville. Guests at the hotel soon began to hear the 
story of a strange creature who lived in the area. The thing was not quite a man and not quite an animal — it stood 
about eight feet tall and every inch of its body was covered with shaggy grey hair, except for its human face. The 
creature was named Boojum, and he seemed to be harmless enough, but he did have two all-too human habits. 
 
The first of these was the Boojum was greedy and he loved to hoard gems. Rubies and emeralds are found naturally 
throughout the mountains of North Carolina, and Boojum loved to hunt for these pretty, precious stones and hide 
them away in his own treasure hoards. Being a thrifty mountain type, he would scoop up the discarded liquor jugs 
thrown away by tourists and fill these with his gems. He would then bury them in one of the secret caves on the 
mountain that only he knew the whereabouts of. 
 
Boojum's second habit that made him a little more man than animal was that he loved to look at pretty girls. Back in 
those days, women might head off into the woods to find a secluded bond at the base of a waterfall. But Boojum 
seemed to have some kind of sense about what was going on, and a young woman enjoying herself in the water would 
often hear a rustle in the bushes and look up to see his hairy face peering down at her. 
 
One young woman named Annie was braver than most, and one day when she was bathing in a stream deep in the 
balsam groves on Eagle Nest, she looked up and saw Boojum staring down at her. But Annie didn't run, in fact, she 
looked into Boojum's sorrowful eyes and saw that above all else he was just another lonely soul living on the 
mountain. Annie fell in love with those sad eyes, and she fell in love with Boojum, and she left her home and her 
family to go and live with Boojum deep in the mountain woods as his wife. 
 
As much as Boojum loved Annie, and as much as Annie loved Boojum, Boojum still hung on to his love of jewels. On 
certain nights, he would leave his bride alone and go searching for jewels on the mountain. Annie, growing lonely, 
would go out in search of Boojum, and she developed a peculiar holler, something that sounded like a cross between a 
monkey and a hooting owl, that she would use to call out to Boojum. Boojum would use the same cry to call back to 
her, and eventually the two calls would come closer together until they came together on the hills. 
 
Annie and Boojum calling to each other was often heard by guests at the Eagle Nest Hotel. Folklorist John Parris has 
said that Annie's owl-like holler was the source of the term "Hootenanny," which appeared in the language around the 
turn of the twentieth century and meant any kind of party or get-together. It was in the 1960s when the term was 
introduced to the wider public by Pete Seeger and Woodie Guthrie that it came to mean specifically a gathering of folk 
musicians. 
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Land is permanent, man disappears. 
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