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Coyote Tricks

A RAVEN, ONE DAY SAT on a branch admiring a pretty red berry. Raven said to himself, “I’ll take this berry home,” so he picked up the berry and began his journey home. Raven came across Coyote, and Coyote who was wise with words, noticed something in Raven’s mouth. Coyote asked Raven where he was going. Raven opened his mouth to answer and out popped the berry. Coyote grinned, swallowed the berry, and loped away. 


Father Sun’s Gift

Dandelion reminds us of the warmth and beauty of Father Sun. Her coat, soft and yellow spreads a message of warmth and beauty to all Mother Earth’s creatures. When there is no sun, the elders say it is because Raven has flown too close to the sun casting his shadow over Mother Earth.

Pumpkin Head

One day a young warrior was sent by his father to earn his name. The warrior came to a meadow far from his village, and in the meadow he found an orange ball growing on a vine. Every day the warrior watched the orange ball, and it grew bigger and bigger. Finally, when it was as large as Buffalo’s head, warrior plucked it out of the meadow and ran all the way back to his village. When his father, the Chief, saw what his son had brought to the village, he grabbed the ball, threw it to the ground, and yelled at his son, “You Pumpkin head.” The ball burst into pieces and seeds sprayed all over the ground. Several children scooped up the pieces of the orange ball and ate them. Weeks passed, and the seeds grew, and soon the village was covered with yellow balls. The villagers were so happy to have the yellow balls to eat that they named them Pumpkins in honor of the new Warrior - Pumpkin Head.

How The Chief Proved The Earth Was Flat

One rainy day in a tepee the Chief and a Warrior were having an argument about Mother Earth being round as a turtle or flat as a bannock. Warrior said Mother Earth was round as the largest turtle ever seen. The Chief, who was a wise man of few words, picked up his largest club and hit Warrior over the head. “There,” he said. “Your round head is now as flat as Mother Earth”. 

Lessons From Squirrel

Squirrel teaches us to prepare for hardship. Just as squirrel stores plenty of food to look after loved ones in the long winter, we need to learn to save a portion of what we have in good times for the long parts of the season when snow falls on the ground to purify Mother Earth and we must wait until after her rest before we can once again gather her bounty.


How Blue Jay Got His Name

One sunny morning a white bird flew into the midst of a flock of black birds. “You don’t belong here,” they taunted him. “Go away,” they cried. White bird flew away crying. He flew all day long, crying until he was too hungry to fly anymore. He spotted a patch of berries on the ground. so he flew down and ate and ate until he was so full he fell asleep.  When he awoke, the flock of blackbirds had joined him in the field. They, too, were eating berries, and not one of them teased him. Puzzled, he flew over to the pond and gazed into the water. To his amazement he saw a beautiful blue bird looking back at him. “Jay, Jay,” he cried, flying into the midst of the black birds. “What do you want Blue jay?” they asked, and that’s how Blue jay got his name.


Good Luck - Bad Luck

If someone is with you when you see one crow - bad luck is broken. If you are alone, to break bad luck, spit over your left shoulder and say one scarecrow of sorrow. Kiss your hand and blow it away, telling it to take your sorrow and keep it away.


Growing Up Lesson

Caterpillar teaches us how to grow up and go out and play in the world. When he is born, Caterpillar clings close to Mother Earth. When he grows bigger, Caterpillar changes into a butterfly and flies off to play in the wind and dance among the flowers.


Owl’s Message

Owl traveled all night to deliver a message to Caribou. Finally, Caribou was in sight, but the sun rose, and owl fell asleep. When the sun set Owl woke up and flew on into the night until he caught up with Caribou. “I have a message for you,” owl said. “You’ll have to tell me in the morning,” said Caribou. “It is time for me to sleep.”


Grandmother's Dust

One day a grandmother and daughter went to the Longhouse, and found it very dirty. Grandmother said to daughter. "Go back to the village and bring the people to clean the Longhouse." Daughter ran to the village, and Grandmother picked up a broom and started to sweep. Great puffs of dust rose up from the floor, and when the people came to the Longhouse they saw a big cloud of dust rising into the sky. Grandmother was never seen again, and that is why there is always a totem pole standing in front of the Longhouse.


Bear Skin Dreams

One full moon night a young boy went to sleep wrapped in a bear skin blanket. He dreamed about an owl that came to him in the sunrise. He asked the owl to tell him the meaning of life, and the owl told him it was about simplicity, patience and understanding, and waiting for wisdom. The young boy asked the owl what he meant, and the owl said, “When you wake up you will know.” The boy slept on, and when he woke up he was an old man.


Why Eagle Is Bald

Eagle went for a fly about away up to where the sun shone high in the sky. A flock of ravens, chattering and teasing, tried to catch eagle. Disgusted, eagle soared higher and higher, until he got so close to the sun that he burned the feathers off his head. Father Sun felt bad about eagle burning his head, so he asked Grandfather Sky to paint a white ring around his base to warn eagle when he was getting too close. On a clear day you can look up in the sky and see Eagle’s rings. 



Smoke of the Soul Spirits
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Illustrations by Mike Brodie

TWENTY YEARS AGO ON New Year’s Eve, I found myself, broke alone and freezing in Northern British Columbia.  My body shook and my brain burned from years of drinking and doing drugs. 

“Help me, Grandfather.” I cried out to my ancestors.

“Your answers will come from the spirit world.” I followed grandfather’s voice into the dream time.  The animals from the forest took me into the great forest.  When I awoke Grandfather stood over me. Steam rose from where his feet touched the snow covered ground.  It was freezing, but I felt only warmth. 

“We will go into the high country.”  Grandfather said. “You will remain there for as long as it takes to clean the poisons out of your body. The spirits will help you cleanse your soul. Pick up your things, we will go now.”

“This will be your home for the winter months.” Grandfather lifted the flap of the teepee.  Inside is everything you need to live the way your ancestors have lived since ancient times. At first you will be alone.  When you are ready the spirits will come and share their stories.”

“In the forest you will find everything you need to sustain life and nourish your soul. You can gather roots and berries to feed your body, and take the hide I have left in your bag and fashion it into a hand drum. When you have completed the drum, and if your meditations have been true, the drum will call the spirits from the spirit world to come and share their stories. You must be patient. They will come when you are ready.”

Day after day I gathered berries and roots for sustenance and night after night I sang my songs to the spirits. One afternoon when I had been in the forest for many days, a sense of peace flowed into the circle where I sat in front of my campfire. I picked up my hand drum, and began to sing a traditional song to the spirits of the mist. A pack of coyotes moved close into the circle and my brothers the ravens flew into the trees above me; squirrels and small birds climbed along the logs and a small mouse appeared at my feet. After my song was completed I closed my eyes and shared with the Great Spirit my words of gratitude for the experience. As the cold wind blew around me, father sun moved across my face and took away the chill from my body. When I opened my eyes again, the mist was gone and so were the spirits. I was alone once again in the silence of the forest.

The weeks passed into months and life settled into a pattern of days fishing and gathering and nights carving my pipe and playing songs on the hand drum I had made during my first month of healing.

One night, as I crouched in front of my campfire, a sense of peace flowed into my circle and I looked up to see that several of the animals had gathered round. The campfire flared and the spirits of the ancestors moved into the circle. Immediately I picked up my hand drum and began to sing a traditional song. The coyotes took their places around the circle and my brothers the ravens flew back into the trees. I offered some tobacco to the Grandfather Moon and lifted my new pipe and offered the smoke to the Great Creator and the Spirits of the four great directions.

In the morning I began my journey.  My travels took me to the Ocean where I found a large Abalone shell. The shell represented healing, and as I watched the waves crash the shore I saw the vision of my own torments in life.  

Another time I watched eagles gliding in large circles, and then flying back to a pine tree where there was a nest of young waiting to be fed.  From the eagles I learned the gift of nurturing.  In the rocks I found eagle feathers, and beside them a large spider with a web spun from the feathers to the rocks.  The spider had trapped a bug in its web, wrapped it with silk, and held it fast.  I reached into my pocket and offered tobacco and asked the spider to loosen her web, then I reached down and the spider lifted her web to free the feathers. 

Next I traveled into the Okanagan territory, where the sagebrush grows.  I brought with me the abalone shell and the eagle feathers, and some sage I had gathered in the interior.  I took them to an ancient burial ground, high over Okanagan Lake.  There I placed the sage into the shell, and built a fire.  Then I took the feather and fanned the sage until the smoke rose and I scooped up great handfuls of the smoke which I used to cleanse myself.  I brushed the smoke over my eyes, so that I could see in a good way.  I brushed the smoke on my ears, so that I would hear only good things.  I brushed my mouth and took a deep breath of smoke, so that I would speak only good words, I brushed my shoulders so that I would not carry the burdens of the past.  I brushed my legs so that I would travel in safety and go in the right direction in life.  Lastly I brushed the smoke in all four sacred directions and said a prayer for all the spirit beings who live on mother earth and beyond, as well as all the elements and the people of the four great races.  I




Union of the Sacred Pipes










Reflections of the Trickster












Legend of the Dream Catcher
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