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I am Wakia. the Cornhusk Doll. My first memory is of a cornfield. The Creator wove my body, limbs, and head from fresh cornhusks. He gave me to the Haudenosaunee during their first corn harvest. He left me in the field to greet them as they gathered their corn.
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They gathered around me in wonder. “Is it a new cornstalk? Where’s the ears of corn? There’s the cornsilk on the top? There are husks gathered into the shape of arms and legs.”
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“I am Wakia >tahskats.”
This caused all the children to laugh at me. “Wakia >tahskats.” They kept repeating.
A little girl came up to me, “Well she is pretty.” 
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I entertained the children while their mothers worked in the field.
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I don’t need food, but the villagers gave me gifts of clothing when I stayed with them. They often got worn down by my travels. This made me thankful for the new clothes.
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The children asked me to model the clothes for them to admire their own handiwork. “I think I like the white rabbit’s fur and not the brown one.” They’d say.






  
  [image: ]




  
  




They’d change my clothes to try new outfits and new colors on me. I often ended up with more clothes than I could carry. That’s why I showed them how to make other cornhusk dolls to model their fashions.
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The dolls couldn’t move and talk like me, but I saw them as my brothers and sisters. 
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One day a girl made me a belt with quillwork embroidery. I wanted to see how the belt looked on me, and that’s the first time I looked at myself in a pool. I had soft cornsilk hair, well wrapped limbs, and a dazzling face. 
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