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Predmluva

Témer pred sto lety byla americkd spisovatelka Mabel
Powersova pozadana, aby se stala mluv¢i Indidnské spolecnosti.
Poznala tak spoustu novych ptatel a také pohadky, které Irokézové
vypravéli svym détem, aby se z nich stali dobfi, statecni a nesobecti
lidé. Pohadky se predavaly v Gistnim podani z generace na generaci.
Dnes uz bohuzel spousta z nich upadla v zapomnéni, ale diky jiz
zminéné Mabel Powersové si alespon nékteré z nich miizete precist.

Kromé ptivodniho anglického textu v publikaci najdete i zrcad-
lovy cesky preklad a komentéie k vybranym jazykovym jevim.
Text si také mizete poslechnout na CD.

Doufdme, ze se vam piibéhy plné skfitkl, duchu, zvifat

mluvicich lidskou feci ale i poetiky a moudrosti budou libit, a za-
roven se dozvite i néco nového zanglického jazyka.

Anglictina.com



How the Iroquois give Thanks

The Iroquois Red Children are a grateful people. The true
Iroquois never rises after eating without saying, “Niaweh,” which
means, “I am thankful.” The others reply, “Niuh,” —“It is well.”

The Red Children never pick a flower without thinking how
kind the Great Spirit has been, to cause the flowers to grow. They
like flowers, and no matter how poor the Indian cabin, flowers are
always to be found near.

When the Iroquois pick fruit, they give thanks to the Great Spirit.
And always do they leave some, for the “little brothers of the wood.”

They do not try to pick every cherry or berry', or nut or apple,
for themselves. Fruits grow for the birds and animals as well as for
men, and the little brothers of the wood must not be forgotten. Some
of everything that grows is left for them.

During the spring and summer, the Iroquois give several
thanksgiving feasts. The first is early in the spring, at maple-sugar
time. As soon as the sap begins to flow, the Maple Feast is called.

The Indians gather about a large maple tree. A fire is lighted near,
upon which one of their number sprinkles tobacco. As the smoke
rises, a prayer of thanksgiving is made to the Great Spirit, for
causing the sweet waters of the maple to flow. Then the maple trees
are thanked for their service to men, and protection is asked for the
trees during the coming year.



Jak Irokézové dékuji

Irokézské Rudé déti jsou vdécni lidé. Pravy Irokéz se nikdy
nezvedne od jidla, aniz by fekl: ,,Niaweh, coz znamena ,,Jsem
vdécny.* Ostatni odpovédi: ,,Niuh,“—,,To je dobte.*

Rudé déti nikdy neutrhnou kvétinu, aniz by pomyslely, jak
laskavy je Velky duch, Ze dava kvétinam rist. Maji kvétiny rady
abez ohledu na to, jak chuda je indidnska chyse, vzdycky jsou okolo
kvétiny.

Kdyz Irokézové trhaji ovoce, d€kuji Velkému duchu. A vzdycky
néco nechaji pro,,malé lesni bratry.*

Nepokousi se otrhat vSechny tfeSné€ a bobule, ofechy nebo jablka
pro sebe. Ovoce roste pro ptaky a zvirata tak jako pro ¢lovéka a na
malé lesni bratry se nesmi zapomenout. Ze v§eho, co roste, se néco
nechava prong¢.

Béhem jara a 1éta maji Irokézové nckolik svatkt dikiivzdani.
Prvni je brzy na jate, v dob¢ javorového cukru. Javorovy svatek je
vyhlaSen hned, jak za¢ne vytékat Stava.

Indiani se shromazdi kolem velkého javoru. Blizko zapali oheii,
do kterého jeden z nich nasype trochu tabaku. Jak se za¢ne zvedat
kouf, je vzdavana modlitba dikt Velkému duchu za to, Ze zplsobil
vytékani sladké vody z javoru. Pak se dékuje javorovym stromiim
za jejich sluzbu clovéku a vyprosuje se ochrana stromi béhem
nadchézejiciho roku.



When “the leaf of the dogwood is the size of a squirrel’s ear,” it is
planting time. Then an Indian maid goes into the fields and scatters a
few grains of corn, asking the aid of the Great Spirit for the harvest.
The Indian always plants his seed with the growing moon, that it
may grow with the moon.

The next feast is the Strawberry Feast and Dance.

The strawberry is one of the best gifts of the Great Spirit to his
children. So greatly is it prized that it is thought to grow on the Sky
Road that leads to the Happy Hunting Ground. An Indian who has
been very ill, near death, will say, “I almost ate strawberries.”

When the strawberry ripens, the Red Children are happy. They
sing their praises to the Great Spirit and dance with joy. They
remember the Little People who have helped to make the berries
beautiful, and they have a song of praise and dance of thanks for
them as well. Without the help of the Little People, the strawberries
would not be so sweet and ripe.

At the time of the Harvest Moon comes the last feast of the
summer. This thanksgiving feast lasts four days. The Indians not
only give thanks for the ripening of the corn, but for every growing
thing. Therefore this feast is longer than the others, since it takes
some time to name all the good gifts of the Great Spirit to the Red
Children, and to give thanks for them all.

There is a story of the corn in which the Spirit of the Corn is a
maiden, not a handsome young chief, as one of the stories claims.
This Corn Maiden was one of three sisters, and was called Ona tah.

The three sister vegetables — the corn, the bean, and the squash —
were called the Di o he ko, which means “those we live on,” since
they are the life-giving vegetables.

These sisters lived together on a hill and were very happy. But
one day Ona tah wandered away in search of dews for her kernels.

The Evil Spirit was watching. He seized Ona tah, the Spirit of the
Corn, and sent one of his monsters to blight her fields. The killing
winds swept over the hill, and the spirits of the squash and bean fled
before them.



Kdyzma, list svidy velikost veverciho ucha®, nastava cas setby.
To jde indidnska divka do poli a rozhodi par zrnek kukufice a prosi
Velkého ducha o pomoc pfi sklizni. Indidn vzdycky vyséva semena
s nartstajicim mésicem, aby s nim mohla rist.

Dalsim svatkem je Jahodovy svatek a tanec.

Jahody jsou jednim z nejlepSich darti Velkého ducha jeho détem.
Tak velice si jich ceni, Ze se ma za to, ze rostou na Nebeské cesté,
ktera vede do Stastnych lovist. Indian, ktery byl velmi nemocny,
blizko smrti, fekne: ,,UZ jsem skoro jedl jahody.*

Kdyz jahody zraji, Rudé déti jsou Stastné. Zpivaji chvaly
Velkému duchu a tancuji radosti. Vzpominaji na Malé lidi, ktefi
pomohli udélat bobule krasné, a maji piseni a tanec dikt také pro né.
Bezpomoci Malych lidi by jahody nebyly tak sladké a zralé.

V mésici sklizné ptichazi posledni svatek léta. Tento svatek
dikivzdani trva ctyfi dny. Indiani dékuji nejen za to, Ze uzrala
kukufice, ale za vSechno, co roste. Proto je tento svatek delsi nez
ostatni. Trva totiz n¢jakou dobu, nez se vyjmenuji vSechny dobré
dary Velkého ducha Rudym détem, a neZ se za vSechny podékuje.

Je jeden ptib¢h o kukufici, ve kterém je duch kukufice divka
ane pohledny mlady nacelnik, jak pravi jeden z ptib¢hi. Tato divka
kukufice byla jednou ze tii sester ajmenovala se Ona ta.

Ty tii sestry zeleniny — kukufice, fazole a tykev —m¢ly jméno Di
o he ko, coz znamena ,,ty, ze kterych zijeme*, protoze to jsou
zivotodarné plodiny.

Tyto sestry spolu Zily na kopci a byl velmi $t'astné. Ale jednoho
dne Onata odesla hledat rosu pro sva seminka.

Pozoroval ji Zly duch. Zmocnil se Ona ta, Ducha kukufice, a po-
slal jednoho ze svych netvori, aby znicil jeji pole. Ni¢ivé vétry se
piehnaly ptes kopec a duchové tykve a fazole pred nimi uprchli.



Ona tah was held for some time a prisoner in the darkness under
the earth, by the Evil Spirit.

Atlast a sunray found her and guided her back to her lost hilltop.
There she found that her sisters had fled. She was alone.

Then Ona tah made a vow to the sun that she would never again
leave her fields. But she sighs for her lost sisters, and mourns the
blight that came upon her beautiful fields. For since the time when
Onatah wandered away and left her fields, the corn has not grown so
tall or so beautiful as once it did.

A Firemaker and a Peacemaker

In the olden times, tribes of Indians did not always live in one
place as they do now. They sometimes wandered’ from one valley
or woodland to another. When they came to a sheltered place, where
there was pure running water, and where plenty of game and wood
were to be found, they would build their lodges and light their
council fires.

There they might camp for one moon, or for many moons. As
long as their arrows brought game on the hunting trails near, they
would not break camp. But if game grew scarce, or if for any reason
they did not like the camp ground, they would move farther on.

Sometimes they would go several days’ journey, before they
found a camping place such as they liked.



Z1y duch drzel Ona ta néjakou dobu jako zajatkyni v temnot¢
pod zemi.

Nakonec ji naSel slune¢ni paprsek a vedl ji zpatky na jeji
ztraceny kopec. Tam zjistila, ze jeji sestry uprchly. Byla sama.

Pak Ona ta slibila slunci, Zze uz nikdy sva pole neopusti. Ale
vzdychala pro své ztracené sestry a truchlila nad Skodou, kterou
utrpéla jeji krasnd pole. Nebot' od chvile, kdy Ona ta odesla
a opustila sva pole, kukufice neroste do takové vysky a krasy jako
diiv.

Tviurce ohné a Usmirovatel

Za starych Cast indianské kmeny nezily stale na jednom misté
jako dnes. Nékdy putovaly z jednoho tdoli nebo lesa do druhého.
Kdyz ptisly na kryté misto, kde byla ¢ista tekouci voda, a kde mohly
najit spoustu zvéie a dieva, postavily chaty a zapalily poradni ohné.

Tam mohly tabofit jeden nebo mnoho mésict. Dokud jim Sipy
na blizkych loveckych stezkach ptinasely zvéf, tdbor nerusily.
Pokud vsak zacinalo byt zvéfe malo nebo pokud se jim tabofisté
nelibilo zjiného diivodu, st¢hovaly se dal.

Obcas Sly nékolik dni, nez nasly misto k taboteni, které se jim
libilo.



The first thing that was done in making a camp was to secure fire
and light the council fire. This fire was always kept burning. It never
went out while they remained.

The Indians loved the fire. It was the gift of the Great Spirit to the
Red Children. It kept them warm and cooked their food by day, and
protected them by night.

Aline of fires was kept burning around the camp. This protected
the Red Children from the wild animals, for all animals fear fire, and
are charmed by it. They might prowl and howl] all night long outside
the fire ring, but never would they attempt to come within that ring.
There the Indians could sleep in peace, guarded by the spirits of the
fire.

The Indian that could make fire first became a chief and leader.
When it was decided to camp at a certain place, a signal would be
given. At this the young braves would leap into the woods, to see
which one first could bring back fire. Each had his own secret way
of making it. Usually a bowstring was twisted about a fire stick, and
the stick was turned rapidly in a groove. In a few seconds, smoke
would rise from the sawdust that formed. After a little fanning a
flame would leap forth.

The Indian whose brain and hand worked swiftest and surest
was the smartest and best man. He became a Firemaker, and was
made a chief of the tribe. He could do something that the rest could
not, —at least he had proved himselfto be more skillful. Such a man,
it was thought, had a better understanding of all things, and
therefore could tell the rest of the tribe what ought to be done.

He no longer was just a man who ate and slept, walked and ran.
He was a man with a mind. He could think and could do things. So
he became a Firemaker chief, and he helped the tribe to think and do.

The Iroquois Red Children believe that there are three kinds of
men: those that use the body only; those that use body and mind; and
those that use body, mind, and spirit.



Prvni véci, kterou v tdbote udélaly, bylo zajistit ohen a zapalit
poradni ohenl. Tento ohen hotel stile. Pokud zastavaly, nikdy
nezhasl.

Indiani ohen milovali. Byl to dar Velkého ducha Rudym détem.
Udrzoval je v teple a vafil jim jidlo za dne. V noci je chrénil.

Kolem tébora se udrzovala fada ohnd. To Rudé déti chréanilo
pred divokymi zvifaty, protoze vSechna zvitata se ohn¢ boji a jsou
jim o€arovana. Mohou se plizit a vyt celou noc vné kruhu ohnd, ale
nikdy se nepokusi do toho kruhu vejit. Tam mohou Indidni klidné
spat, chranéni duchy ohné.

Indian, ktery dovedl zapalit ohen prvni, se stal nacelnikem
a vidcem. KdyZ bylo rozhodnuto tabofit na jistém misté, byl dan
signal. Nato mladi bojovnici vyrazili do lesa, aby zjistili, kdo
dokaze piinést zpatky ohen prvni. Kazdy mél sviyj tajny zpisob, jak
to provést. Obvykle omotali tétivu luku kolem tyCky na ohen
a ty¢kou ve zlabku rychle otaceli. V nékolika vtetfinach vystoupil
zpilin dym. Po chvilce foukani vySlehl plaminek.

Indian, jehoZz mozek a ruce pracovaly nejrychleji a jisté, byl
nejchytiejSim a nejlep$im muzem. Stal se tvlircem ohné a nacel-
nikem kmene. Umél délat néco, co druzi neuméji — pfinejmensim se
ukazal jako nejSikovngjsi. O takovém muZi se soudilo, Ze 1épe
rozumi v§emu, a proto mohl fikat zbytku kmene, co by se mélo
délat.

UZ nebyl jen muZem, ktery ji a spi, chodi a béha. Byl muZem,
ktery mysli. Um¢l myslet a délat véci. Tak se stal tvlircem ohné —
vudcem a pomahal kmeni myslet a pracovat.

Irokézské Rudé déti véri, Ze jsou tfi druhy muzi: ti, ktefi
pouzivaji jen télo, ti, kteti pouzivaji télo a dusi a ti, kteti pouzivaji
te€lo, dusi a ducha.



Now it happened that sometimes an Indian grew to be so kind
and so great, that he could not only strike the fire we see, but the fire
we do not see, —the fire of love that burns in the hearts of people.

When an Indian could strike this kind of fire, and warm the
hearts not only of his own tribe but of all tribes, so that they came to
love one another, he was a great chief, a Peacemaker chief. Such a
man would go from tribe to tribe, teaching the people how they
should do, so that all might live in peace and plenty, like brothers.

To be a Peacemaker was the highest seat an Indian could take.
Few Indians became Peacemaker chiefs, and they were the great
men of the tribe.

Indian women also might become Peacemakers. At one time the
Iroquois had a Peace Wigwam, where all disputes and quarrels were
settled.

The most beautiful, just, and fair-minded woman of all the tribes
was chosen to sit in this wigwam. It was her duty to tend the Peace
fire, and to see that it never went out. She also kept a pot of hominy
always steaming over the fire.

If two Indians had a dispute, it was the custom for them to run to
the Peacemaker’s wigwam. They entered from opposite sides.
Inside the wigwam, a deerskin curtain separated them from each
other.

The Peacemaker would listen to the grievance of the one and
then to that of the other. Then she would draw aside the curtain, get
the enemies together, and settle the dispute with justice.

The two would then eat of the hominy, and depart in peace, — no
longer enemies, but friends.

No nation could fight another nation without the consent of the
Peacemaker. Because the peacewomen were wise, and just, and
kind, and taught men to love, not fight each other, the [roquois were
for many years at peace.

But one day, it is said, a Peacewoman proved untrue to her trust.
She thought more of her own happiness than that of the nation.



Nékdy se stalo, Ze se Indian stal tak laskavym a velkym, ze umél
zapalitnejen ohen, ktery vidime, ale i takovy, ktery nevidime — ohen
lasky, hotici v srdcich lidi.

Kdyz umé¢l Indian zapalit takovy druh ohné a zahtat nejen srdce
svého kmene, ale vS§ech kmentl, takze se zaaly milovat navzajem,
byl to velky nacelnik, nacelnik Usmitovatel. Takovy muz chodil od
jednoho kmene ke druhému a ucil lidi, jak to maji délat, aby mohli
vSichni Zit v miru a blahobytu, jako bratfi.

Byt Usmifovatelem byla ta nejvyssi pozice, kterou mohl Indian
mit. Jen nékolik Indianti se stalo nacelniky Usmitovateli a byli to
velcimuZzi kmene.

Indidnské Zeny se také mohly stat Usmifovatelkami. Jednou
méli [rokézové vigvam miru, kde se fesily vSechny spory a hadky.

Byla zvolena ta nejkrasné€jsi, nejspravedlivéjsi a nejcestnéjsi
Zena ze vSech kment, aby zasedala v tomto vigvamu. M¢la za tikol
udrzovat oheil miru a hledét, aby nikdy neuhasl. Také nad ohném
udrzovala stale koutici kotlik kukufi¢né kase.

Kdyz se dva Indiani hadali, obvykle béZeli do Usmifovatel¢ina
vigvamu. Vstoupili opacnymi stranami. Ve vigvamu oddéloval
jednoho od druhého zavés z jeleni klize.

Usmifovatelka vyslechla stiznost jednoho a pak druhého. Potom
odhrnula zavés, postavila nepratele k sobé a spravedlivé spor
vyfesila.

Ti dva pak sné&dli kukufi¢nou kasi a odesli v miru. UZ nebyli
nepftateli, ale prateli.

Bez souhlasu Usmitovatelky nemohl Zadny narod bojovat s ji-
nym. A protoZe byly Usmitovatelky moudré, spravedlivé a laskavé
a ucily muze milovat, ne bojovat jeden s druhym, Irokézové zili po
mnoha léta v miru.

Ale tika se, Ze jednoho dne Usmifovatelka zklamala davéru.
Pomyslela vic na své §tésti nez na $tésti naroda.



This woman was very beautiful, and the people loved her. For
some time she sat in the Peace Wigwam, and tended faithfully the
Peace fire.

One day an Oneida and a Cayuga chief fell to quarreling. They
sought the Peace Wigwam. As they entered and saw the young
Peacewoman tending the fire, each thought he had never seen a
woman so beautiful.

Into the heart of each there leaped the desire that she might tend
his wigwam fire.

The Peacemaker listened to the quarrel of the young chiefs and
settled it justly. Then each tried to persuade her to leave the Peace
fire and return with him to his lodge. But the Peacemaker said, “No,
I must tend the fire, it must be kept burning.” The chiefs departed
with heavy hearts.

But the Oneida chief could not forget the beautiful woman.
When a moon had passed, he returned to the Peace Wigwam. This
time he persuaded the Peacemaker to leave her fire and return with
him to sit at his wigwam door.

The Peace fire flickered and went out. The Iroquois again went
on the warpath, and for many, many moons, they fought and
suffered and died.




Ta Zena byla velmi krasna a lidé ji milovali. Néjakou dobu sedéla
vmirovém vigvamu a vérné udrzovala mirovy oher.

Jednoho dne se nacelnik Oneidii pohadal s nacelnikem Kajugt.
Vyhledali mirovy vigvam. Kdyz vstoupili a uvidéli mladou Usmi-
fovatelku udrzujici oheni, oba si pomysleli, Ze tak krasnou zenu
nikdy pfedtim nevidéli.

Do srdce kazdého z nich vstoupila touha, aby ona udrzovala
oheti jeho vigvamu.

Usmifovatelka vyslechla spor mladych nacelniki a spravedlivé
ho rozsoudila. Pak ji kazdy z nich ptfesvédcoval, aby opustila
mirovy ohen a vratila se s nim do jeho chaty. Ale Usmitfovatelka
fekla: ,,Ne, j4 musim udrzovat ohenl. Musi stale hotet.” Nacelnici
odesli s tézkymi srdci.

Ale nécelnik Oneidi nemohl na krasnou zenu zapomenout.
Kdyz pteSel mésic, do mirového vigvamu piiSel znovu. Tentokrat
Usmitovatelku ptesvédcil, aby opustila svilj ohen, vratila se s nim
asedé¢laudvetido jeho vigvamu.

Mirovy ohen slabl a vyhasl. Irokézové zase zacali valcit a po
mnohé, mnohé mésice bojovali, trpéli a umirali.




The Little People

All children who live close to Mother Earth come to know and to
see the fairies of the flowers, the woods, the rocks, and the waters.

These fairies the Iroquois call the Jo gah oh, or “Little People,”
because they are so small. The Little People can do wonderful
things. Whatever they wish, they can do. They can fly through the
air. They can dart under or through the water, into the earth and
through the rocks, as they please, for they wear invisible moccasins
and travel in winged canoes.

Their wee babies are carried on the little mothers’ backs, — just
like the Indian’s papoose. The little fathers have wonderful winged
bows and arrows, that can shoot any distance they wish.

The Little People bring good luck to the Indians. Whatever
Indian boys and girls wish for, — if they wish hard enough, the Jo gah
oh will bring to them.

It is said that there are three tribes of these Little People, — those
that live in the rocks beside streams and lakes, those that hover near
the flowers and plants, and those that guard the dark places under the
earth.

The rock Little People are very strong. They can uproot large
trees and can hurl great rocks. Sometimes they dare the Indians to a
test of strength with them. They also like to play ball with stones.

The Red Children fear the Stone Throwers, as they call them.
But they love the little folk that help the flowers to blossom, and the
fruit and grains to grow and ripen.

They remember these Little People in their Feasts of
Thanksgiving, for do the Jo gah oh not help the sweet waters of the
maple to flow? Do they not whisper to the growing seeds and show
the way to the light? Do they not guide the runners of the
strawberries, turn the blossoms to the sun, and paint the berries red?
They also tint the grains, and give to the corn its good taste.



Malilidé

coy

VSechny déti, které ziji blizko Matce zemi, znaji duchy kvétin,
lest, skal a vod.

Tyto duchy Irokézové nazyvaji Jo ga 6 nebo ,,Mali lidé*, protoZe
jsou tak mali. Mali lidé d€laji uzasné véci. Mohou udélat, cokoli si
preji. Mohou létat vzduchem. Mohou probéhnout pod vodou nebo
skrze ni, do zemé a skrze skaly, jak se jim zlibi, protoZe nosi
neviditelné mokasiny a cestuji v okiidlenych kanoich. Své malicka
détatka nosi malé maminky na zadech — tak jako indianska
miminka. Mali otcové maji nadherné oktidlené luky a Sipy, které
mohou sttilet, na jakou vzdalenost si pteji.

Mali lidé pfinaseji Indiantim Stésti. Cokoliv si indiansti chlapci
nebo divky pieji, pokud sito pieji hodné, Jo ga 6 jim to piinesou.
skalach u fek a jezer, ti, co se vznaseji blizko kvétin a stromi a ti,
kteti hlidaji temnd mista pod zemi.

Skalni Mali 1idé jsou velmi silni. Mohou vytrhnout z kofenti
velké stromy a vrhat balvany. Nékdy vyzvou Indidny, aby si s nimi
vyzkouseli svou silu. Takeé siradi hraji s kameny jako s micem.

Rudé déti se boji Vrhach kamentl, jak jim fikaji. Ale maji radi
malé lidi, ktefi poméhaji kvétinam rozkvétat a ovoci a zrnu rist
adozravat.

Vzpominaji na tyto Mal¢ lidi pfi svatku diktivzdani. Cozpak Jo
ga 0 nepomahaji sladké vodé vytékat z javoru? Cozpak nena-
Septavaji kli¢icim seminkiim a neukazuji cestu ke svétlu? CoZpak
nevedou $lahouny jahod, neotaceji kvéty ke slunci a nemaluji
bobule na ¢erveno? Také obarvuji zrno a plisobi, ze ma kukufice
dobrou chut’.



A third tribe of Little People dwell under the earth. They guard
the sacred’ white buffaloes, and keep the serpent monsters that live
in the darkness below from coming to the surface to the Red
Children.

There are trails that lead out to the sunlight, but the Little People
guard them close, although sometimes a great serpent will find the
trail of a spring, and will follow it and poison the waters.

Often, at night, these elves of the dark come to the upper world to
dance with the other Little People.

Wherever you find a tree in a deep, dark part of the wood, around
which no grass will grow, there you may be sure a dance ring has
been formed. There the Little People have danced till the moon
dropped out of the sky.

Dance Rattle
(Chrestidlo pouzivané pri tanci)

How the Turkey Buzzard Got His Suit

It was a long, long time ago, when the earth was very young.
Trees and flowers were growing everywhere, but there were no
birds. One morning the Great Spirit drew back the blanket from the
door of his wigwam in the sky. He looked upon the earth and smiled,
for he saw that his work was good.

“Today,” thought he, “I will make big butterflies, to fly in and
out among the beautiful trees and flowers of the earth. They shall
sing as they fly.”

Then the Great Spirit spoke, and the tree tops were full of birds, —
but they had no feathers.



Tteti kmen Malych lidi sidli pod zemi. Hlidaji svaté bilé bizony
povrch k Rudym détem.

Jsou stezky, které vedou ven ke slunci, ale Mali lidé je dobte
hlidaji, protoze velky had n¢kdy najde cestu pramene, nasleduje ji
avody otravi.

Casto tito skiitci tmy vejdou v noci do svéta nahofe a tanéi
s ostatnimi Malymi lidmi.

Kdykoli najdete v temné hluboké casti lesa strom, kolem
kterého neroste zadna trava, mtizete si byt jisti, Ze si tam Mali lidé
vytvofili tane¢ni kruh. Tam tancovali, dokud mésic nespadl
zoblohy.

Jak dostal kondor Saty

Bylo to velmi, velmi ddvno, kdyz zem¢ byla mladinkd. VSude
rostly stromy a kvétiny, ale nebyli tam zadni ptaci. Jednoho dne
rozhrnul Velky duch zavés u vehodu do svého nebeského vigvamu.
Podival se na zem a usmal se, protoze jeho dilo bylo dobr¢.

»Dnes,” pomyslel si, ,,udélam velké motyly, aby Iétali tam
a zpatky mezi krasnymi stromy a kvétinami na zemi. Pfi letu budou
zpivat.*

Pak Velky duch promluvil a vrsky stromt byly plné ptaki — ale
tineméli pefi.



All day he watched them fly and listened to their songs. But their
naked bodies and long legs did not please him. Before the sun had
set he had made feathered suits, of every size and color, to cover
them.

That night, as the birds hid their heads under their wings, the
Great Spirit spoke to them. He told about the feathered suits he had
made for them, and where these suits could be found.

A council was called next day by the birds. They chose Gah gah
go wah, the Turkey Buzzard, to get the suits. He could fly over a long
trail and not be tired.

The birds told him that if he would go, he might have the first
choice of the suits of feathers, but he must try on no suit more than
once.

Turkey Buzzard promised and set out toward the setting sun.
Twice the sun set, and three times it rose, before he found the
feathered suits. There were many of them, and they were very
beautiful. He could not make up his mind’ which one he would like
bestto wear.

Then he remembered that he could try on each suit of feathers
once. So he began to put them on.

The feathers of the first suit were too long. They trailed on the
ground as he walked. Neither could he fly well in them. Turkey
Buzzard laid that suit aside.

The next suit shone like gold. The feathers were a beautiful
yellow. Turkey Buzzard put it on and strutted up and down the
forest.

“Oh, how handsome I am!” he said. “But  must not keep this, for
if I did, I should shine so like the face of the Great Spirit, that all the
other birds would see me.”

And he slipped off the suit of yellow feathers as quickly as
possible.

A third suit was of pure white feathers. Turkey Buzzard thought
itlooked very beautiful. It was a perfect fit.

“But it will get dirty too soon,” he said. “I will not choose this.”



Cely den se dival, jak 1étaji, a poslouchal jejich pisné. Ale jejich
naha téla a dlouhé nohy se mu nelibily. Nez zapadlo slunce, ud¢lal
kabaty z pefi vSech velikosti a barev, aby je zahalil.

Té noci, kdyz ptaci ukryvali hlavy pod kiidla, Velky duch k nim
promluvil. Povédél jim o kabatech z pefi, které pro né¢ ud¢lal,
aotom, kde jsou k nalezeni.

Druhého dne ptaci svolali poradu. Vybrali Ga gé go wa,
kondora, aby kabaty ptinesl. Umél 1état daleko a neunavil se.

Ptaci mu fekli, Ze kdyZ poleti, mlZe si jako prvni vybrat kabat
z pefi, ale zadny kabat nesmi obléknout vickrat nez jednou.

Kondor to slibil a vyrazil smérem k zapadajicimu slunci. Nez
nasSel kabaty z pefi, slunce dvakrat zapadlo a tfikrat vys$lo. Kabati
bylo mnoho a byly velmi krasné. Nemohl se rozhodnout, ktery by
nosil nejradéji.

Pak si vzpomnél, ze na sebe mize kazdy vzit jednou. Tak si je
zacal oblékat.

Pefti prvniho kabatu bylo pfili§ dlouhé. Kdyz se prochazel, tahal
ho po zemi. Ani létat v ném dobie nemohl. Kondor ten kabat odlozil.

Dalsi kabat zafil jako zlato. Peti bylo krasné zluté. Kondor si ho
oblékl a pys$né se vném prosel po lese.

0, jak jsem krasny!“fekl. ,,Nesmim si ho ale vzit, protoze bych
zatil jako tvar Velkého ducha a vSichni ostatni ptaci by mé vidéli.*

A svlékl ze sebe kabat ze Zlutého pefti, jak nejrychleji to Slo.

Tteti kabat byl z Cist€ bilého pefi. Kondorovi ptipadal velmi
krasny. Dokonale mu padl.

»Alerychle se uspini,*fekl. ,,Ten sinevyberu.*



And this, too, was laid aside.

There were not enough feathers in the fourth suit. Turkey
Buzzard shivered with cold. It was not warm enough. He would not
haveit.

There were too many feathers, and too many pieces, in the fifth
suit. It took too much time to put it on. Turkey Buzzard did not want
that.

So he went from one suit to another, trying on and taking off.
Always he had some new fault to find. Something was wrong with
each one. Nothing quite pleased him. No suit was just right.

At last there was but one suit left. It was not pretty. It was a plain,
dull color, —and very short of feathers at the neck and head. Turkey
Buzzard put it on. He did not like it. It did not fit him well: it was cut
too low in the neck. Turkey Buzzard thought it was the homeliest
suit of all. Butit was the last suit, so he kept it on.

Then Gah gah go wah, the Turkey Buzzard, gathered up the suits
and flew back to the bird lodge. He still wore the plain, dull-colored
suit.

The birds again called a council. Each was told to select a suit
from those that Gah gah go wah had brought, and put it on. This they
did.

Then the birds in their beautiful feathered suits began to walk
and fly about the Turkey Buzzard, and to make fun of his plain, dull
dress.

But Gah gah go wah held his head high. He walked proudly
about among the birds. He looked with scorn on their beautiful suits.
After atime he spoke.

He said, “Gah gah go wah, the Turkey Buzzard, does not want
your suits. He had the pick of them all. He likes his own suit best.”

Adapted from Erminie Smith s Myths of the Iroquois.



Tak i tento odlozil.

Ctvrty kabat nemél dost pefi. Kondor se chvél zimou. Kabat
nebyl dost teply. Nevezme si ho.

Paty kabat mél pfili§ mnoho pefi a ¢asti. Oblékani trvalo moc
dlouho. Kondor ho necht¢l.

Actak chodil od jednoho kabatu ke druhému, oblékal se a sviékal.
Vzdycky nasel néjakou jinou vadu. Na kazdém nasel néco Spatného.
Nic se mu dost nelibilo. Zadny kabat prost& nebyl ten pravy.

Nakonec ziistal jeden jediny kabat. Nebyl hezky. Me¢l
obycejnou, nevyraznou barvu a velmi mélo pefi na krku a na hlavé.
Kondor si ho oblékl. Nelibil se mu. Ani mu potadné nesedl. Na krku
byl stfizen moc nizko. Kondorovi pfipadalo, Ze to je ten nejoby-
¢ejnéjsi kabat ze vSech. Ale byl posledni, tak si ho nechal.

Pak G4 ga go w4, kondor, kabaty sebral a letél zpatky do ptaci
16Ze. Stale na sobé mél kabat obycejné, nevyrazné barvy.

Ptéaci znovu svolali radu. Kazdy si mél vybrat kabat z téch, které
Gé ga go waprinesl a obléknout si ho. To udélali.

Pak se zacali ptaci ve svych krasnych kabatech z pefi prochéazet
a létat kolem kondora a d¢lat si z jeho obycejného, nevyrazného
kabatu legraci.

Ale Ga g4 go wa drzel hlavu zptima. Kracel mezi ptaky hrd¢.
S pohrdénim hledél na jejich krasné kabaty. Po chvili promluvil.

Rekl: ,,Ga g4 go w4, kondor, vase kabaty nechce. Vyzkousel je
vSechny. Nejvic se mu libi jeho vlastni.*

Upraveno podle Myths of the Iroquois od Erminie Smith.




Why the Partridge drums

It was after the Great Spirit had made all the beautiful birds, that
the Evil Spirit came along. He saw the beautiful birds and heard
their beautiful songs. He saw that the earth people liked the birds
and liked to hear them sing.

Now the Evil Spirit did not wish people to be happy, so he said,
“I will make a bird that will make people afraid. I will make a big
bird that will not sing, but will make a great noise.”

So the Evil Spirit went to work. In a short time he had made a big
bird, that could not sing, but could drum.

The big bird flew away into the wood. That night a drumming
noise was heard in the wood. The people were afraid. They could not
sleep, because of the noise.

In the morning, they went into the woods to search for the noise.
Deep in the forest could still be heard that strange drumming. They
followed it, until they came to a deep, dark place in the woods. There
was a loud fluttering and whirring of wings, and a great bird flew out
from among them, along the ground and over the trees.

The people were afraid. They called to the Great Spirit to help
them.

The Great Spirit was near. He heard their cry, and went after the
bird, for he was very angry.

The Great Spirit said, “I will not have my people frightened by
this great bird; it shall die.”

The big bird gave the Great Spirit a long chase. At last the Great
Spirit came upon it. He seized it, and threw it against a large tree.

As the big bird struck the tree, drops of blood flew in all
directions. They changed into smaller birds that went whirring into
the woods, just as the big bird had done’. There they began to drum.



Proc koroptev déla hluk

Kdyz Velky duch stvofil vS§echny krasné ptaky, ptisel Zly duch.
Videél krasné ptaky a slySel jejich nadherné pisné. Vidél, ze 1idé
zemé& maji ptaky radi aradi poslouchaji jejich zpév.

Z1y duch sineptal, aby byli lidé $t'astni, tak fekl: ,,Udélam ptaka,
kterého se lidé budou bat. Udélam velkého ptaka, ktery nebude
zpivat, ale bude délat velky hluk.*

A tak se Zly duch dal do prace. Zakratko udélal velkého ptaka,
ktery neumél zpivat, ale délal hluk.

Velky ptak odletél do lesa. T¢ noci byl z lesa slySet ramus. Lidé
se bali. Nemohli kvuli hluku spat.

Rano $§li za tim hlukem do lesa. Hluboko v lese bylo stéle ten
divny zvuk slySet. Sli za nim, az dosli na hluboké temné misto
v lese. Tam se hlasité tfepotala a vifila kiidla a nad n¢, nad zem a nad
stromy se vznesl veliky ptak.

Lidé se polekali. Zavolali Velkého ducha, aby jim pomohl.

Velky duch byl blizko. Slysel jejich kiik a vydal se za ptakem,
protoze se velmi zlobil.

Velky duch fekl: ,,Mi lidé se nebudou bat tohoto velkého ptéka.
Zemie.*

Velky ptak se nechal Velkym duchem dlouho honit. Nakonec ho
Velky duch dostihl. Chytil ho a mrstil jim proti velkému stromu.

Jak velky ptak narazil na strom, kapky krve se rozlétly do vsech
stran. Proménily se v mensi ptaky, ktefi zacali krouZit po lese tak,
jak to délaval velky ptak. A za¢ali rdmusit.



Like the big bird, these smaller birds like to startle people. They
flutter out from under the leaves, and with a whirring noise they fly
far into the wood. There they perch on an old log, or a rock, and
drum with their wings.

Some of the earth people say they are drumming for their mates.
But others still think that the birds drum to make people afraid.

So this is how the Indians say the partridges came to be. This is
why they drum, and why some of the earth children still love to hunt
partridges.

How the Indians learned to Heal

A long, long time ago, some Indians were running along a trail
that led to an Indian settlement. As they ran, a rabbit jumped from
the bushes and sat before them.

The Indians stopped, for the rabbit still sat up before them and
did not move from the trail. They shot their arrows at him, but the
arrows came back unstained with blood.

A second time they drew their arrows. Now no rabbit was to be
seen. Instead, an old man stood on the trail. He seemed to be weak
and sick.

The old man asked them for food and a place to rest. They would
not listen but went on to the settlement.



Tito mensi ptéci, tak jako velky pték, zacali lidi lekat. Vzlétali
zpod listi a s hluénym vifenim odlétali daleko do lesa. Tam se
posadili na starou kladu nebo skalu a tloukli kiidly.

Nékteti lidé tikaji, ze volaji své druhy. Ale jinisi pofdd mysli, ze
ptéaciramusi, aby lidi polekali.

Takhle podle Indianii vznikly koroptve. Proto délaji hluk a proto
stale nékteré déti zemé rady koroptve lovi.

Sap Bucket
(Nadoba na zachyceni
mizy Ci Stavy ze stromit)

Jak se Indiani naudéili 1éCit

Velmi, velmi davno, bézelo nekolik Indidnti po cesté, ktera vedla
do indidnské osady. Jak bézeli, vyskocil z kiovi kralik a posadil se
pied né.

Indiani se zastavili, protoZe kralik pofad sedél pied nimi
a nehnul se z cesty. Stiileli na n&j Sipy, ale Sipy se vratily zpatky
nepottisnéné krvi.

Vytéhli Sipy podruhé. Tentokrat Zadného kralika nevidéli. Misto
toho stal na cesté stary muz. Vypadal, ze je slaby anemocny.

Stary muz je poprosil o jidlo a misto k odpoc¢inku. Nepo-
slouchali ho, ale §li dal do osady.



Slowly the old man followed them, down the trail to the wigwam
village. In front of each wigwam, he saw a skin placed on a pole.
This he knew was the sign of the clan to which the dwellers in that
wigwam belonged.

First he stopped at a wigwam where a wolf skin hung. He asked
to enter, but they would not let him. They said, “We want no sick
men here.”

On he went toward another wigwam. Here a turtle’s shell was
hanging. But this family would not lethim in.

He tried a wigwam where he saw a beaver skin. He was told to
move on.

The Indians who lived in a wigwam where a deer skin was seen,
were just as unkind. Nor was he permitted’ to enter wigwams
where hung hawk, snipe, and heron skins.

Atlast he came to a wigwam where a bear skin hung.

“I'will ask once more for a place to rest,” he thought.

And here a kind old woman lived. She brought food for him to
eat, and spread soft skins for him to lie upon.

The old man thanked her. He said that he was very sick. He told
the woman what plants to gather in the wood, to make him well
again.

This she did, and soon he was healed.

A few days later the old man was again taken sick. Again he told
the woman what roots and leaves to gather. She did as she was told,
and soon he was well.

Many times the old man fell sick. Each time he had a different
sickness. Each time he told the woman what plants and herbs to find
to cure him. Each time she remembered what she had been told.

Soon this woman of the Bear clan knew more about healing than
all the other people.

One day, the old man told her that the Great Spirit had sent him to
earth, to teach the Indian people the secrets of healing.

“I came, sick and hungry, to many a wigwam door. No blanket
was drawn aside for me to pass in. You alone lifted the blanket from
your wigwam door and bade me enter.



Stary muz Sel pomalu za nimi dold do vesnice vigvamu. Pred
kazdym vigvamem vidé€l kzi piehozenou pies ty¢. VEdél, ze to je
znak klanu, ke kterému obyvatelé vigvamu patfi.

Nejdiive se zastavil u vigvamu, kde visela vI¢i kiize. Poprosil,
jestli miize vstoupit, ale nepustili ho dovnitf. Rekli: ,,Zadné ne-
mocné lidi tunechceme.*

Sel dal k jinému vigvamu. Tady visel Zelvi krunyf. Ale tato
rodina ho dovnitf nepustila.

Zkusil vigvam, kde vidél bobii ktizi. Rekli mu, at’ jde pry¢.

Indiani, ktefi zili ve vigvamu, kde byla jeleni kiize, byli stejné
nelaskavi. Nebylo mu dovoleno vstoupit ani do vigvamu s jestiabi,
slu¢iavolavci kizi.

Nakonec ptiSel k vigvamu, kde visela medvédi kize.

,»,Poprosim o misto k odpocinku jeste jednou,* pomyslel si.

A tam Zila laskava stafenka. Pfinesla mu jidlo a rozprostiela
mékké kiize, aby si nané mohl lehnout.

Statec ji podékoval. Rekl, Ze je velmi nemocny. Povédél Zeng,
jaké ma v lese nasbirat rostliny, aby mu bylo zase dobfte.

Onato ud¢lala a on se brzy uzdravil.

Po nékolika dnech stafec zase onemocnél. Opét zené fekl, jaké
kofeny a listy ma posbirat. Ona udé¢lala, co ji fekl, a on byl brzo
zdravy.

Stafec onemocnél mnohokrat. Pokazdé mél jinou nemoc.
Pokazdé tekl Zené, jaké rostliny a byliny ma pro jeho uzdraveni
najit. Ona si pokazdé zapamatovala, co jifekl.

Brzy tato zena zmedvédiho klanu véd€la o 1é€eni vic nez vSichni
ostatni lidé.

Jednoho dne ji statec fekl, ze ho Velky duch poslal na zem, aby
Indiany naucil tajemstvi 1é¢eni.

,PfiSel jsem, nemocny a hladovy, k mnoha vchodim do
vigvamu. Zadny zavés se nerozhrnul, abych mohl vstoupit. Jenom
ty jedina jsi rozhrnula zavés u vstupu do svého vigvamu a pozvala
me dal.



Toto je pouze ndhled elektronické knihy. Zakoupenf jeji plné
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