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1 2 Creation Myths of Primitive America

Just at this time Torihas's people were in his

sweat-house talking about the theft. " Nothing

will happen," said most of them ;
" old Patsotchet

is always talking in thac way, foretelling trouble.

We will dance to-day. Tichelis has carried that

thing far away ; all will be well now."

Yonot, Katkatchila's sister, had one child, a little

baby which she called Pohila (fire child). The
woman n^' er left the house herself, and never let

any one carry the child out.

"Now, my sister," said Katkatchila, "bring your

child here ; bring my nephew out, and put him on

that nice, smooth place which we have swept clean

;

it will be pleasant there for him."

She brought the boy out, put him on the smooth

place. Poharamas was on the southeast side all

readv, and Tilikus on the southwest side. As
soon as Yonot put down the baby, they pusheu

pitch-pine sticks toward it. That instant fire blazed

up. When the fire had caught well Poharamas took

a large burning brand of pitch-pine and rushed off

to the southeast ; Tilikus took another and ran to

the southwest. Poharamas, when he reached the

southeast where the sky comes to the earth, ran

around northward close to the sky ; he held the

point of his burning brand on the ground, and set

fire to everything as he ran. When Tilikus reached

the southwest, at the place where the sky touches

the earth, he ran northward near the sky. The two

brothers went swiftly, leaving a line of flame behind

them, and smoke rose in a cloud with the fire.

After the two had star:ed Yonot snatched up


