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  This is one of the rarest types of ethnographic documents, one actually written by a native American. Mr. Nequatewa ably relates some of the mythological stories also covered by Voth. However, the bulk of this book—by far the most valuable section—covers the historical legends of the Hopi, from a Hopi viewpoint. The Hopi ‘theory’ (Nequatewa’s word) was that the ‘Bahana’ (the white people) emerged from the under-world alongside the Hopi, and went off in search of the truth. Someday they would return and live in harmony with the Hopi, bringing wisdom and great abundance.




  So what is the truth of a Hopi? The return of the Bahana didn’t work out quite that way. The Hopi resisted enculturation, sometimes through armed resistance, at other times through nonviolent resistance (as when they hide the children from the policeman coming to take them to the boarding schools). However, all the while they apparently kept their good natured belief that someday their ironic ‘theory’ of the inherent goodness of the whites would work out.




  Throughout, Nequatewa relates incidents and characterizations of Hopis that go far beyond the ‘Noble Savage’ sterotypes of brave warriors and laconic wisemen. The Hopi who occupy these pages are all too human, and that alone is a drop of truth that is missing from accounts of the Hopi, even to the present day. —J.B. Hare




  FOREWORD




  The stories related in this little book represent the origin, myths and history of a group of Hopi clans. They carry us from the very beginning of things down to modern times. One might say that they are the “Old Testament” of these people. They tell of their origin, their sacred beliefs, their wanderings and their trials. The first story is one recounted only by the Priests of the “One Horned Fraternity” in the village of Shung-opovi. Edmund Nequatewa, a Shung-opovi man who recorded this story, is of the Sun Forehead Clan and is a member of the One Horned Fraternity. Clan stories are not supposed to be told by the members of unrelated clans but members of the powerful One Horned Fraternity may tell all the clan stories belonging to the clans of their village. Each society has its own group of stories and sacred songs which it may give, but no other society is supposed to know these or to relate them.




  The clans concerned in this particular story are the following: the Bear Clan, Hona-wungwa; the Strap Clan, Bia-quois-wungwa; the Blue Bird Clan, Chosh-wungwa; the Spider Clan, Koking-wungwa; the Gopher Clan (extinct), Mui-wungwa; and the “Greasy Eye Cavities of the Skull Clan,” Wikurs-wungwa (now extinct). Other clan stories are included in this book.




  The Crow, Ungwish-wungwa, or Kachina Clan story is closely connected with the first story, the “Truth of a Hopi,” and their later history forms a part of our tale. These people came to the Hopi towns after the arrival of the Strap Clan and the Parrot Clan, Gash-wungwa (Zuni Clan from Awatovi).




  The Legend of Palotquopi is the story of the Cloud or Water Clan group; these were the last to arrive. Several of these clans are mentioned in our main story. The Cloud, Omow-wungwa, or Water Clan (nicknamed Flood Clan) was originally the Corn Clan, Ka-eu-wungwa. After the disaster at Palotquopi this clan split and three others were formed, the Snow Clan, Nuva-wungwa, the Wilted Corn Clan, Pikas-wungwa, and the Rabbit Bush Clan, Sivaf-wungwa (now extinct). With these clans came the Eagle Clan, Qua-wungwa, the Tobacco Clan, Bif-wungwa, the Rabbit Clan, Taf-wungwa, the Sand Clan, Teu-wungwa, the Bamboo or Reed Clan, Wuko-bacab-wungwa, the Sun Forehead Clan, Kala-wungwa, originally the Eagle Clan, and the Sun Clan, Tawa-wungwa. When this group arrived, the Crow Clan was already settled at Mishongnovi by the Corn Rock.




  The clans mentioned above, with which the three stories deal, represent all the clans in the village of Shung-opovi, with the exception of the following group: Badger Clan, Honan-wungwa, Butterfly Clan, Poval-wungwa, Tansy Mustard Clan, As-wungwa, and the Parrot Clan, Gash-wungwa, said to be a Zuni Clan. These clans came from Awatovi, after the destruction of that village.




  As the North American Indian never developed a written language, all traditions are passed down by “word of mouth.” Boys were initiated into the sacred societies when they reached early maturity, and were then taught the traditions and history of their people. Since the intrusion of the White Man and the development of his school system, there has been a consequent breaking down of the ancient customs. Although the young men are still initiated into the societies, it is usually at a much later period and often even after marriage. The old men complain of the careless inattention of the younger generation and are fearful that their history and traditions may fall into confusion and be forever lost to the coming generations. And so, today we find many of the more thoughtful men anxious to have these precious records permanently recorded in writing.




  In the following pages the author’s style remains practically unchanged, only slight alterations having been made here and there by the editor for the sake of clarifying the meaning. Historic events have been checked by the editor and many explanatory foot-notes added.




  The author and the editor are greatly indebted to Dr. Harold S. Colton, Miss Katharine Bartlett, Mr. Lyndon Hargrave, and various Hopi informants for their kind cooperation and assistance in compiling this little book.




  MARY-RUSSELL F. COLTON, Editor.




  Flagstaff, Arizona,




  September 1, 1936




  CHAPTER I




  HOW THE PEOPLE CAME OUT OF THE UNDERWORLD




  ALAIKSAI!—Attention. Before anybody’s memory the Hopi lived in the underworld, which was the original place of all human life. Here, in the beginning, all life and everything was good in peace and happy. The people were governed by the chiefs (Mongwi), village criers (Chakmongwi), priests (Momwit), and high priests and all their religious rites were ruled by the high priests. The people were classed as common, middle, and first class.




  The time came when the common and middle class of people grew wise to the doings of the priests and the high priests. All the days of their lives these poor people had been cheated of their family rights by the upper classes of the people. At times the wives of the lower class were visited by these men and by the priests and high priests, while the poor husbands of the women were away. Now all this kept on from bad to worse.




  By this time the wives of the priests and the higher class of men also grew wise to what had been going on for all these years, and they were greatly troubled. Then, gossip, quarreling and fighting started between the men and women. Some priests said that it was a joy to cheat and steal another man’s wife and that they would pray hard and earnest for prosperity. The women in return said, “If this is so and true, would it be more joyful to you men if we did the same to you as you have done to us? Would you then pray harder still for prosperity?”




  This question was, of course, asked by decent women brought up before guilty men and at this, every heart was troubled. The women turned their husbands away. They had no place to go but to their gathering places, called kivas, which were the underground houses—meeting places at times of ceremonies. In these kivas some hearts were sad and some did not seem to care so very much. They were all waiting and watching to see who would leave the kiva first to go to their houses to see if their wives would refuse to let them in. Some women had declared that they would not let their husbands in, so they put their belongings outside of their doors.




  The men left the kiva one by one, going to their homes to try their wives, but finding their things outside, they had to go to the homes of their relatives. Even there, they were not welcomed and were not invited to cat, so they were forced to take two or three ears of corn to the kiva to roast. That was all they had for their meal on that day. The night came on. What were they going to do? This was the question. Some said they would stay in the kivas and live on roasted corn as long as they could, thinking that the women might get over this trouble and their anger.




  While the wives were still feeling strong against their men, they called a council. Every woman was present. At this council it was decided that the men would be falsely forgiven and would be taken back by every wife. All this was followed out and the husbands were made happy. But knowing all this, the chief, Yai-hiwa, and village crier, and their families, were greatly troubled and were sad. A thought came to the chief’s mind of what he should do and how he must punish his people. Now with all this he was troubled in mind. About this time, when the men had been falsely forgiven, the women were going around and running wild after the unmarried boys, so that they might break the hearts of their husbands and so be revenged. Their families were neglected and their fires and cookings were left unattended. Among both men and women there was not a soul who could be happy in such sinful days, for there was murder, suicide, and every other wicked thing that made the days darker and darker.




  All this worry and sorrow was on the chief. What could be done? Nobody knew. So he went calling on his wise men (Posi-wiwaimkum) personally, and broken hearted as he was, he could not help but shed tears at every call. These wise men were named Kotiwa, Tani, Sootiwa, Komay, Seytiwa, Nawiki, and Kowisa, and they were the best of all wise men, with high ideals. But everything was for the chief to say in those days, so he asked every wise man to come to his counsel on the fourth day, out at a distant place away from the people.




  The day came and the chief was out early that morning. With his bag of tobacco and pipes he was waiting for his wise men to come to the appointed place. One by one they came, each with his bag of tobacco and his pipe. The village crier was the last to arrive, and now everyone had come who was expected. Here they kindled a fire and being weary and sad they were rather quiet, sitting around their fire. The chief filled up his pipe with tobacco, lit it and smoked, then passed it to Yai-owa, the village crier. He puffed the smoke four times, then looked up to the chief, saying, “Father.” In return the chief said, “My son.” The pipe was passed on around in the same manner to every man. After the chief’s pipe was all smoked out, every man filled his own pipe. Every pipe was first handed to the chief. Here they had their fatherly and brotherly smoke.




  When the smoking was done the chief said, “My dear fellowmen, I pray in hopes that the gods, our fathers, get the smell of our smoking that they may have mercy upon us. With their power, I pray we will succeed and win because of what I have planned to do. My dear fellowmen, it is this. We must find a new place somewhere and we must find some way to get out of this sinful land, either below or above. I am in hopes to save some of you people if you only could realize this and feel as grieved as I do, about the trouble we are having this very day. I pray you to help me.” Everybody was silent, arms folded, heads down over their knees while the chief was speaking. Every word was heard.




  Then they said, “Our father, our chief, we pray with all our hearts and we are ready to help you. We will stand with you. We will walk in your path and whatever you ask of us we will do.”




  “Very well,” he said, “be watchful and look ahead in my path that I may not mislead you. I pray you all and hope that the words you have spoken are from the very hearts of you and are true.”




  “We pray you, chief, that the words we speak are from every heart, and they are true.”




  “Very well, my fellowmen, I thank you. We will get busy at once. Tomorrow we will make pahos (prayer offerings) for our gods asking for the mercy and blessings that they bring upon us. I, the chief, Yai-hiwa, again thank you all. Be here earlier tomorrow.”




  The men went to their homes with the hope of success in their hearts, for they were true, honest men and were loyal to their chief.




  The next morning being the second day of the meeting, the chief and all his wise men came to the same place where they had met the day before and here they smoked, as usual. Every man had brought his material with which to make pahos, or prayer sticks.




  “Now,” said the chief, “my dear fellowmen, let us start our work, and let every heart be in earnest. Let no soul be discouraged for we must work till we succeed.”




  “Our father and chief, we are strong in heart to be with you. There is no thought in us to forsake you.”




  “Very well, I thank you all,” said the chief.




  So here they made their prayer sticks all the forenoon and part of the afternoon. The chief had done his cutting of the pahos first, then the rest had copied after his, for he knew every sort of cut for a certain god. All this was well done.”




  When they had finished their paho making, every man, with his tray or plaque full of prayer sticks held in front of him, again circled around the fire and filled his pipe with tobacco to smoke. With a Hopi, smoking a pipe is the most true and earnest way of showing himself in prayer. Here they let the smoke pass from their mouths onto the trays of their prayer offerings to let the gods know they were earnest. With the Hopi, the smell of the smoke is the most sincere message to the gods, and for this reason much smoking is done at the times of all ceremonies. Now the work was well done for that day, so the chief said, “This will be all for today, and tomorrow we will see again what we can do. Let us all leave our pahos here and four of you will stay to guard our things, while the rest of us will go home and get something to eat. Then we will all come back and will bring you something to eat, and from now on we will camp here to the finish.”




  This was the third day of their session. The four men stayed to watch, so that nothing would harm their prayer offerings, for they afraid that the witches and the wizards might send a spy to find out what was going on, for it has always been believed by the Hopi that the witches and wizards could change their form into anything—into wild animals or birds of any kind. The men who had gone home all came back and brought food for the rest that had stayed. Now they were to take turns that night in watching, so that nothing could come close enough to see what kind of pahos they had made. They did this and at last morning came and the watchmen had done well.




  Then the chief called his men to come together and take their places in a circle, and their smoking started, asking for mercy and the blessings of the gods, and all this was done. And again the chief looked up and said, “My dear fellowmen, our work is done so far, but we must have someone—we must call somebody who is wiser than we are to do the rest, or to finish the work for us. So let us now sing the calling song.” With this song they called the mocking bird, Yapa. Now when he came he asked them, “Why do you want me? What can I do for you?”




  The chief said, “We are in great need of you for you are so much wiser than us all, and you know all the songs of our gods. We need your help. We want to be sure that we make no mistakes. This is why we have called for you to come, and so we did make some pahos for you.”




  The chief handed him a tray of pahos, and the mocking bird was very glad to receive the prayer offerings. This was the fourth day when the mocking bird was called.




  After receiving the prayer sticks the mocking bird said, “Yes, I am called a wise bird and one that knows everything, and of the songs I know all. But there is still somebody higher than I and he is above me, and this one is the canary bird, Si-katsi. Make no mistakes, call him. If he comes and says for me to help you, then I will, for he is still the wisest of all and his advice we must follow. Now I must go and hide for I do not want him to know and grow jealous because I came first.”




  The mocking bird left and was gone. Then again they sang their calling song for the canary bird and he came and sat on a nearby bush.




  “Welcome,” said the men, and he flew and sat down right in the center of them.




  “Why do you call me?” he asked. “Why do you want me here?”




  “Yes,” said the chief, “we called you because we are in trouble and you being the wisest of all, we need your help. With all my heart, truly and honestly I pray you to help us.”




  “You are right,” said the bird, “I am always in all prayer offerings. My feathers are always first. The trouble you are having I know all about. I wondered why you have waited so long to call me.”




  “My dear bird,” said the chief, “it is like this. Our minds are full; we are almost insane and cannot think right, so do not think we mean to pass you by.”




  “I understand you,” said the bird, “so I am here to help you. But I cannot do everything alone. I cannot perform my ceremony without the magic songs. The mocking bird must be with us. Call him at once. We need him.”




  Again the Hopis sang their calling song and soon the mocking bird was in sight. As he came near everybody said, “Welcome.”




  “Yes, here I am,” said the bird, “Why do you want me?”




  “It is I,” said the canary. “Without you and your magic songs nothing could be done.”




  “Certainly, being noted for my songs I feel that it is my duty to be here and help you,” said the mocking bird.




  Before getting things ready for the ceremony, the two birds flew back around the rocks and there they changed their form into human beings. When they came back, the Hopis saw that they were handsome tall men with long straight black hair.




  Now all this time the men were getting the things ready with which the Birdmen were to work and perform their ceremony. In laying the altar they spread out the sand in a small square and in the center they placed a sacred water bowl and for each direction an ear of corn was placed. Each ear of corn was of a different color-yellow for the north, blue for the west, red for the south, and white for the east.




  When the altar was set up, they were ready for the mocking bird to take the lead in singing. The first songs were for making up the medicine water in the sacred water bowl. After the medicine water was :made, the calling songs were to be next, but the questions arose: who would they call first? Who would have the courage and strength to go out to find a place for these Hopis to go, where they might rest and live in peace? The two Birdmen knowing all things, the Hopis left everything to them that there might be no more trouble. So they first called the eagle, Kwa-hu. At the end of every song the sacred water was sprinkled to each direction.




  As they were singing the eagle came and sat in the midst of them and said, “Why do you call me? Why do you want me?”




  “Welcome,” said the men. “You being strong on the wing that is why we call you. We want you to help us. We think that you might find a place for us that we may be saved, and we pray that you will.”




  “Even though being a bird of the air and strong on the wing it is a hard undertaking. But with all my heart I am willing to help you, so let us hope for the best and pray our gods that I may come back to you alive. To be sure, which way must I go?” asked the eagle.




  “We wish you would go up into the skies. There may be an opening and another world up there,” said the men.




  When the eagle was ready to fly and the prayer feathers were tied around his neck and upon each foot, the eagle said, “Pray that I may find a place up there and bring good news.” Then off he went up into the skies. He circled round and round above these men and they watched him as he went up, till he was no more to be seen. At last it was getting late in the day and the people felt rather uneasy about him, but finally he was seen coming down, and now it was very late. It seemed as though he was just dropping down, and sure enough he was. He was hardly alive when he came and dropped in front of them all, exhausted, and they rushed to him and rubbed him till he came to. Soon he was quite well and had come to himself again. Then he was ready to tell the news.




  “I know you are anxious to hear how far I have gone and what I have seen. Well, my dear good men,” he said, “to tell you the truth, the way up there is rather discouraging. When I left here and kept going higher and higher, not a living thing was to be seen above the clouds. As I went on going higher I began to wonder where I would rest, but there was nothing to light on and nowhere to get a rest. When I looked up, it seems as though there is an opening up there, but I was getting very tired already, and if I didn’t start to come back I might not be able to return here alive and tell you this news.”




  After hearing all this they were very much troubled and deep in sadness,, and they wondered what else must be done. The eagle then received his prize of many prayer offerings and was asked to stay with them to the finish, and, of course, he was glad to be with them.




  By this time the two leaders—canary and mocking bird—thought of someone else to call. Again they were singing the calling song, and in singing the song it was mentioned who they wanted. Before the fourth song was half sung, a hawk, Ki-sa came and circled above once and sat down in the midst of them and said, “Why do you call me? Why do you want me?”




  “We call you because we are in trouble and we need your help,” said the men.




  “Yes, I do know that you are in trouble,” said the hawk. “All who have a heart wish to help and save you, and I am willing to do whatever you will ask of me.”




  “Very well,” said the Hopis, “we want you to search the skies for us . You are strong on the wing and can fly high, so we feel that you might be able to find a way out of this wicked world.”




  “Very well,” said he, “I will try.”




  So they made ready for the hawk to fly and put prayer feathers on him as was done to the eagle—around his neck and on his feet.




  When he was all ready, he said, “Pray with all your hearts that I may find a place for you and bring you good news.”




  “We will,” said the men, “for we want to save our families and many others who have good hearts, so may our gods take care of you while you are on the journey.”




  Up the hawk went and circled round and round overhead, as the eagle had done. For a long time he could be seen up in the air till he was gone above the clouds. All this time the men were singing prayer and luck songs that nothing would happen to the hawk.




  It was getting late and everybody was rather uneasy again, and they kept watching for him very anxiously. Finally, he was seen again, but he did not seem to be alive and the eagle did not wait to be asked but went right up to meet him. Then every heart was troubled because they thought that he was surely dead. Now, before the eagle knew, the hawk had dropped past him, and then he just dived for the hawk, to catch him, and when the eagle did catch him his mouth was wide open but his heart was still beating a little. When the eagle came down with him in his claws he laid him down on a white robe and every eye was full of tears. Soon one of the men started to rub him, while the mocking bird sang the “life returning song.” When he came to he was quite weak, and earnest prayers were shown by smoking many pipes for the hawk. Now by this time he was ready to tell his story.




  “I know,” said the hawk, “you are all anxious to hear what I have found out for you up in the skies. When I left here, the first part about going up is the same as what brother eagle had seen and told you. I had gone as far as he did, then I took the courage upon myself and went on up as far as I could see up there. I am quite sure that there is an opening up there, but I was tired out and was not able to go any further before I knew that I was dropping down. I tried to turn myself over, but could not make it, for I was exhausted. Finally I felt something hurting me on my sides. I opened my eyes and found myself in the sharp claws of brother eagle. Then, I do not know how we got here, but now I thank the gods and you all that I am alive again. But let us not be discouraged, we might find someone that will make it up there and find out for us all about what is up there. I know every heart is in trouble. My heart is in trouble too because of you.”

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
TRUTH OF
A HoPI

EDMUND NEQUATEWA





