


































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































shoulder. I feel like a child about to stick my finger into
the frosting bowl. I am drawn to it. I reach out one hand,
one finger, tentatively.

"DON'T TOUCH THAT!! Gerald shouts as he suddenly
reappears in the doorway. I jump straight into the air. As
I come back down, the smile on his face tells me he is
teasing me, that it's 0K, and yet, the heart can't slow
dowtiy; my face burns deep red. He is amused and decides to
stretch out my torture. In his loudest voice, he comes cut
with, "What is it with you Whites? Can't leave you alaone
for & moment!"” I know his voice is carrying over the
partitions and boaming throughout the old warehouse. I wish
for a hole tao apen in the floor below me. The redder my

fac
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goues, the mare he likes it: "WHAT IS IT that makes you
want to touch EVERYthing?" I know he is teasing as even now
he takes the lance down and hands it to me. Yet his
guesticn is a good one. In some ways he has uncovered me
move with that guestion than in catching me about to touch

the lance. I want to get under the skin.

The first night I'm staying at Ellie’s house, and
Gerald and his family, his mother, brother, and assorted
other friends join us at dinner. He tells the story about
the lance aver dinner, and again over coffee whenh more

neighbors drop in. As he leaves, he hollars to Ellie to



check my bags before I leave in the morning.

The desire to touch the lance is hard for me to really
understand. As I said, I had felt drawn to it for some
time. Ferhaps it was the feathers, my fascination with the
eagles. But I suspect it was more than that. The lance
seems o0ld, deeply traditional. Gerald has told me that in
the last processional at Sumnasho and again at Sucker
Ceremony, he was granted the honor of bearing the lance. 1
wander at his predecessors, the generations of hands that
placed theirs exactly under his. Soamehow to touch it is to

ago all the way back, to catch a glimpse of something very

Q

ifferent than what I see at Klamath in 13391,

I blurt all this out to Ellie later that night, sitting
on her sofa. She is working on an Afghan, and I am running
o with these ideas. I share my suspicion that perhaps what
attracts me to the lance is the same thing that attracts me
to the stories, but I don't khow exactly what it is. She
nads, agrees that it sounds reasonable. Her mother, she
tells me, had a beaded dress, a very old one that her
sister inherited. She tells me that when she visits her
sister she finds excuses to go into the older woman'’s
closet, to touch the dress. "The dresses we wear how, it's

not the same. Those were real Indian dresses.
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"Sa when she asked him for that dress, that last one,
remember, it was the most beauti ful one. But of course, he
didn’t want her to have it. He didn’t want her to leave
him." Myrna and I are bouncing along the road the next
morning in a four wheel drive truck a friend has loaned us.
It’s been warmer the past few days, and most of the snow is
off the road. But along the sides, the ground is still
covered.

"Ok,; " she says, "it comes up here real soon, a little
road real easy to miss." We slow to & crawl and a lumber
truck comes barreling along behind us. I pull off as far as
I can, wanting to keep a tire on the road for traction.

"Good eyes!" says Myrna, "This is it." I don't see
anything but the side of a hill covered in snow. If there
is a road, it’s buried in snow. She navigates us up the
hill, arcund bushes, between trees. I own a four wheel
drive myself, but I have never tried to climb the side of a
mountain in two feet of snow. I don’t like 1t at all. We
bounce aver the ridge, spin the tires free from a drift,
and continue.

Nihlaksi is not what I expected, although I hadn't
really believed I had any expectations. But it still
surprises me. A clear cut stretches along the ridge and

follows a jagged line southeast. It locks like a lunar
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landscape with broken trees strewn here and there. For no
reascn that I can fathom a few trees remain standing amidst
the devastation.

"Wow, this is awful." I can't believe I have nearly
killed us both to come and stand on the edge of a
clear—cut.

Myrna seemed unfazed. "Oh, that'll grow back."

We walk off tao the west. It’s spring; already Tucson
days are growing hot, but up here, I'm wishing I didn't
leave my gloves in the truck.

She announces, "We'vre here," and we stop. She shakes
show cut of her boot. It is a gloriocus view, although the
spot is a bit precarious. The sun gets higher in the sky,
and although we are not moving, we feel warm encough.

I am really cauaght of f guard when Myrna launches right
back intoc the story. Soa far as 1 could tell, she tells it
exactly as she had in Portland. When she gets to the part
about scattering the bonhes, we both loock ocut into the
distance. She maps our view:

He named the Shastas.

You will be good fighters.

To the Warm Springs, he said

You will be brave warvriors....

From here we could see a really long way. As we turned and

locked back east towards the Klamaths, "easy to frighten



162

like women," the clearcut didn't lock as awful as it had.
It seemed smaller now with the sun high in the sky.

There is little to say, finally about ocur time there.
We spbent about three hours, the last thirty minutes of
which Myrmna devoted to hearing me practice the story of
Kumush until she was sure 1 khew it well encuagh. I came to
realize how deliberate her sense of the story was. Each
time I skipoed a line, she corrected me and we went back
aver it. Finally, she was either satisfied or weary of it,
I can't be sure.

"OK, " she said, "how you know it, and so this place is
yours now. That story comes from here. It begins here, and
returns.” She sugaested that in some ways its mavement
paralleled the movement of the characters in the story. She
showed me the stones which were part of the house Kumush
built there. She picked up a stone slab, handed it tc me. I
held it in my hand and was reminded of the scene in
Gerald’s office the day before.

"The Modocs believed this is where the sun rises. They
believed this is where Kumush returned with his daughter
after bringing the pecple into the world. "It's good to
come here and see the sun rise, tell that story."

We drove down in the middle of the day. That evening I
packed my little bag, and scome relatives came over and we

played cards late into the night. I wondered when 1 would
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get back there and see the sunrise from Nihlaksi.

The next morning I left while it was gtill dark. I
drove the rental car back ta where we turned off. I left it
theres, on the side of the road, hazard lights flashing, and
climbed back up along the frozen ruts the truck tires had
left in the snow. I watched the sun rise, and recited the
story of Kumush. "Kumush and his daughter that is where

they live."
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Notes to Chapter 4.

1. I do not mean to imply that this issue does not get
raised in scholarship about American Indian literature.
For a sensitive consideration of these issues, see
Barre Toelkin's "Life and Death in Navajo Coyote
Tales." Also of interest would be Dennis Tedlock's
"Analogical Tradition and Dialogical Anthropology."

2. In fact, Tedlock'’s work has become increasingly
sel f-reflexive and has embraced conversations with his
collaborators. See, for example, his essays
"Ethnography as Interaction: The Storyteller, The
Audience, The Fieldworker, and the Machine”; "The Story
of How A Story Was Made"; "Reading the Fopul Vuh aver
the shoulder of a diviner and finding out what’s so
funny"; and "The Analaogical Tradition and the Emergence
of a Dialogic Anthropology."”

Larry Evers and Felipe Molina set a model for a
truly collaborative approache with the publication in
1987 of their first jointly authored volume, Yagui_Deer
Sangs (1987). The pair is now working on their third
text. Evers has also been adamant in instructing his
araduate students toward collaborative work and has
been, in fact, a driving force behind my ownh awareness
of these issues.
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Chapter 5. Tradition and the Individual Talent

"When I think about how old the stories are," says
Ellie, "I feel like some young girl." She giggles, and
continues in a more serious voice, "They are as old as this
place, so you need to keep telling them, they are our link
to this place. If pretty soon nobody is telling those
stories, we will not be here anymore."

Ellie’s words speak of the importance, in fact, the
necessity for the continuity of Klamath verbal art. In
earlier chapters I have discussed the ways in which stories
are written down and posited ways stories might be read
across culture. It is important now to take a closer look
at those forces which keep the stories alive——Klamath
storytellers——and particularly how their stories might best
be viewed as per formances.

I was fortunate that in my work with the Klamath
language restoration project, I came to know a few of the
community’s best known storytellers. I was anxious to
discuss with them the ways in which they perceive their
craft and to see how those views configure with theories of
per formance from scholarly circles. How might a reading of
a transcript of a recorded story session seen as a
per formance event broaden our understanding of Klamath

stories and storytellers?
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Both Ellie and Pansy have earned praise for their
competence and artistry as storytellers. When I ask them
what makes a good storyteller, Pansy laughs and says,
"Anyone who can still talk Indian around here." It is a
gesture of modesty, a gesture of humor. Nevertheless, it is
an honest response in a community where the number of
elderly speakers nhumbers below a half a dozen. It is
interesting to note, however, that these days no one tells
stories in the Klamath language. Attempts are being made to
begin such work, and tribal and individual projects to
collect stories often have the aim to re—translate them
into Klamath when the language classes produce enough
competent speakers and listeners. It is true that the
elders often sprinkle their tellings with words from the
Klamath language and occasionally even use archaic forms of
what is known as "story talk." Still, if Pansy is being
serious, and I have no doubt she isg, she is offering a
rather stunning rejection of contemporary Klamath verbal
art. Her remark may also posit a relationship between the
native language and the story that is so vital, that the
stories may be said to work less well in English.

When Ellie talks about her mother'’s abilities to tell
stories, a woman whom she felt to be a great storyteller,
she describes her as "goge oyeg"—-literally translated as

rising river. For Ellie, the storyteller conveys the force
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and assurance of rising water, the agility and movement,
the strength of water. I think of the way water flows
through everything, shapes rocks, wood, whatever it
touches. I think of its origins in some far away place and
the way it carries itself from there to us and spreads
beyond. 0f course one might also suggest the way water
represents fertility, even life. Then of course one must
consider it is not just a river, but a rising one which
could connote danger. When I share these notes with Ellie,
she smiles: "Did I say all that?" In fact, I don’t khow,
but that's what I took away.

Pansy adds that a good storyteller makes you believe
the story. "The stories are true——I think--lotta peocple now
say they're just made up, Christian people here say that.
They don't wanna hear 'bout Gmukamps or Aisis——they all
believe that Christ stuff. They say the stories are lies. A
good storyteller reminds them they are true." For Pansy,
it is not a matter of convincing the audience by attesting
to the veracity of the stories, it is rather a kind of
conviction in the telling, of allowing the stories! truth
anhd force to be communicated beyond the storyteller. Pansy
elaborates——"It's not that the storyteller is so good, the
story is powerful, the storyteller, if she’s telling it
with heart, lets the story out so everyone can feel that

power——like medicine."
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When I ask these women to describe what they see as the
role of the audience, they shrug and say little. My reading
has informed me that in the old days, the people listening
would say "iii" after the first line to show encouragement
and gratitude. Some of the elders still do this. Little
else seems to be required. Pansy corroborates Stern’'s
statement that in the old days children often fell asleep
while listening to stories, and that was the way it should
be (1965:5). Falling asleep might be viewed as a rather
neutral commentary in my mind, but what about more
assertive statements? I mention the numerous cccasions 1
have witnessed of members of the audience challenging the
storyteller about the veracity of the facts of the story
during the actual storytelling presentation. "Oh, yes,
that's good," Ellie says. It would appear at Klamath that a
storyteller’s chief responsibility is not entirely
concerned with aspects of presentation, naor chiefly
concerned with its appeal to the audience, but for these

women, the responsibility is more closely attuned to the

story itself. "Getting it right" is of paramount
importance, and both women concede this is the chief
responsibility of the audience-—to make sure the
storyteller "tells it right."

Storytellers seem to have latitude in the degree to

which their per formances may be said to be animated. One
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tribal member, a middle aged man, never tells a story while
seated. He stands, he struts as coyote, he cowers as wren.
On the other hand, Ellie rarely moves from her chair.
Occasionally we get a hand gesture. All the Klamath
storytellers use their voices in a variety of ways——shifts
in volume, shifts in accent, shifts to portray different
characters in the story , and for some ——like Ellie and
Pansy——occasional shifts into "story talk." One cbservation
I have made about Klamath staries is the ways in which
di fferent characters speak in the tales with no identifying
tags. For example rather than say, "Aisis’ wife said... and
then Aisis said... the shifts in dramatic persona are
signaled exclusively through changes in pitch and volume of
the storyteller’s voice. Occasionally storytellers,
particularly the men, alsa shift their physical stature to
reflect shifts in characters. Coyote might appear hunched
over, eagle standing upright, etc. When I ask Ellie why the
men seem more dramatic in their presentations, she smiles
and says, "Men." It may not be the same thing, but I can’t
help but remember the look on my Mother's face when my
father would do some ocutrageous thing. She’'d cast her eyes
upward, shake her head and say "Men."

Klamath storytellers talk a great deal about their
responsibility to the story and by extension to the places

where the stories come from. They say far less about their
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actual art. Storytellers exhibit great modesty and
acknowledge little about their skill in bringing theiv
stories to their audiences. Part of this may be what
Richard Baumah refers to as a "disclaimer toward
per formance." (1977: 16). VYet it is certainly untrue to
suggest that Klamath storytellers are not consummate
per formers, utilizing a vast array of performance
techniques to hold their audiences’ attention. -A fuller
appreciation aof their skills as storytellers as well as the
story itself can be forged by looking at the story as a
per formance event.
argues for a performance-centered conception of verbal art
which "calls for an approach through per formance
itsel f"(8). For Bauman, then, such an approach insists upon
a meaning derived not from the literal words alone, but a
meaning informed by "an interpretive frame within which
messages being communicated are to be understood.” In
seeking to illuminate the kind of interpretive frame that
per formance establishes, Bauman suggests that we need to
define, if loosely, how the communication that establishes
per formance is to be interpreted. He suggests some
guidelines that will be useful in our discussion.

Central to Bauman’s conception of performance is the

set of expectations on both the part of the performer and
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the audience. The performer assumes a "responsibility to an
audience for a display of communicative competence" as well
as "an accountability.... for the way in which
communication is carried out, above and beyond its
referential content." For the audience the per formance is
"subject to evaluation for the way it is done, for the
relative skill and effectiveness of the performer’s
display of competence." (11).

I have found Bauman's discussion of communicative means
which key pey formances to be helpful in thinking about
Klamath verbal art. Among the mast significant of these
characteristics of verbal art, Bauman cites the following
items: special codes, figurative language, parallelism,
special paralinguistic features, special formulae, appeal
to tradition, and the disclaimer of per formance
(15—18)1. By placing Bauman’s terms in the forefront of
this chapter, I do not mean to imply that they are the only
ways for viewing Klamath verbal art as per formance. Bauman
himsel f cautions against such wholesale application: "A
list of this kind just given is ultimately of only limited
utility, for the essential task of the ethnography of
per formance is to determine the culture—-specific
constellations of communicative means that serve to key
per formance in particular communities" (1973:22).

As we rvead the transcript of the story that follows
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with a per formance centered approach--

The phone vrings as I type this is at 7:30 a.m., a hot
day in May in Tucson. It is Pansy who fills my ear suddenly
with a drama about the neighbors’ dogs, her chickens,
waking before dawn to chase dogs, chase chickens. She's
going on and on. The phone sits next to the computer table.
I find my eyes lingering on the screen—-—trying to remember
haow I was planning to finish that sentence. In my ear, her
voice rises and falls in a litany of accusations\against
her new neighbors, the way they'’ve let the old pléce run
down, their dogs running locse, her chickens.

Suddenly, she shifts gears and asks me if I'm writing
about Klamath stories, and 1 tell her, yes. As I glance
back to the computer screen, I'm not so sure.

"Read me off that page you're writing."

"N, it’s not a very interesting part. I can look for
some other piece you might like."

But she really wants to khow what I'm doing now, so I
start with the first full sentence on the toap of the page:
"Bauman himself cautions against such wholesale
application: "A list of this kind just given is ultimately
of only limited utility, for the essential task of the
ethnography of performance is to determine the

culture—specific constellations of communicative means
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that serve to key per formance in particular communities.
As we read Beverly’s story--"

"That’s enough!" she shouts inh my ear.

"I told you, this part is just a bit technical," I try
to explain. I can tell she’s not happy, but I want her to
hear what I'm writing because eventually she will read the
whole dissertation. Better to hear her concerns at this
stage, when 1 can take them into account and amend the
writing, than later, when it'’s finished. I try again,
"Maybe I can explain here what I'm trying—-"

But she doesn'’t want to hear it. "What are you writing
about stars in the sky stuff that no one cares anything
about? If you need something to go with my story, use your
stories——you got good stories. Stories speak to people.
That stuff doesn’'t say nothing to me."

I try framing an answer, but my mind seems ta be
waorking slowly. "I think it's a good idea to have voices in
this dissertation that aren't always personal, subjective.
There's a need for some kind of scholarly context."

"OK," she says, "You need other stuff, then talk about
politics. That stuff talks to people. We need to tell
politics and history as much as stories. You can write
about that Applegate guy, the one shot that young Klamath
girl in the face, some famous Oregon hero, shot soﬁe girl

in the face...." Her voice trails off intc a silence.
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"All right,"” she says. I can hear in her tone the
maternal side of her taking over. She suspects she has hurt
my feelings, and for all the hard times and teasing she
gives me, she is alsa very gentle and nurturing. "I guess
that part is for those Whites to read, huh? I know you need
to say that stuff for them." She is giving me permission to
write about her stories in ways that make no sense to her.

We chat for a few more moments——the heat in Tucson,
light snow at Crater Lake, late May'’s sucker ceremony that
I will miss. We promise to talk again soon.

I go back to the computer, to the sentence I was
writing, look back over the ones that precede it. "The
part for those Whites to read"?

It’s a frustrating reminder of the difficulty of
holding two sets of responsibilities. I realized from the
start that the chief audience for this project was not the
Klamath people. These stories we are transcribing will be
in another volume for them, one Ellie and Pansy are editing
using the same tapes and transcriptions. Yet, knowing
that, I still hoped to be able to write a text that they
would find interesting or at least not problematic. What I
mean to say is I wanted to avoid an age-old and most
unpleasant pattern of White scholars harvesting Indian
materials to discuss with other White scholars. If, in

fact, the reality of writing a dissertation carried a
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responsibility to an audience of my teachers, and beyond
them to a scholarly community, I believed there still
might be ways to write a text that did not objectify either
my collabarators or their work. I do not mean to imply that
my professors were requiring me to write with an

objecti fying eye. Certainly, it was their critique of
traditional ethnography that had fueled my work. And yet,
Pansy has reminded me of the tension that rests at the
heart of my project.

Initially, my strategy had been to attempt to undermine
the objectifying eye by constantly shifting ground:
throughout these pages 1 have continued to shift discourse,
to shift in and out of persochnal moments, shift in and out
of Klamath or Tucson or Cambridge, shift from past to
present, from story to context and back. If I could keep my
readers in motion, finding their way through the text from
moment to moment, I might manage to subvert the scolid
ground necessary to objectify., If the text stayed in
motion, I assumed my readers would be in motion. Hopefully,
their own movement would make them less likely to see
anything else as steady or static. And finally that is what
objecti fying always starts with. In the beginning, it had
seemed the best strategy. Now, I wasn't so sure.

"Talk politics," she said. I suppose that is what I am

doing after all. The politics of the academic community. I
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think back to a conference I attended a year ago. There,
onhe of the most respected scholars in my field, Arncld
Krupat, suggested that until scholars of American Indian
literature apply theoretical works, their writing will be
viewed as simplistic. Now, I ask, "Viewed by whom?" I
suppose there is an assumption that the audience for our
work is the (largely White) scholarly community. More and
more I am feeling increased responsibility to my sources,
the Klamath people, the people who have spent hours of
their time telling me stories. So it is politics.

I scan back to the framework I was laying out before
her call. "Special codes," "figurative language,” "an
assumed responsibility to the audience'"—-I might just as
easily write a performance centered approach to the writing
of this dissertation. A dissertation as a per formance
event? It seems right to me.

I fear all this seems like a long digression, but it is
an answer to Pansy's call for politics. It is vital, 1
suggest, if we are to, as my friend and colleague Greg
Sarris suggests, "anal-ize" Indian literature, we must alsao
apply similar anal-ysis to our own politics of discourse.
Greg also says, "The main reason to look at the other is
to see more about yourself in relation to the other.“2 I
have heard these same sentiments time and again at Klamath.

Throughout my writing I have chosen to implicate myself.
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Finally, 1t is only fitting to implicate this project as

well.

Almost six months ago, when I asked Ellie if she felt
stories should be considered in terms of per formance, I
chose not to define the terms, to differentiate the kinds
of stories I meant, or what even I meant by per formance. I
wanted to see where she would go with it.

She began with her view that stories are nho longer
per formed at Klamath. She and Pansy recall from their
childhoods the days when their grandparents told the old
stories in Klamath language, late at night, and "the
stories came alive, like you were really in them." Now, she
maintains, stories just come up when they do, sitting at
the kitchen table, on the school bus, arcund town. For her,
what makes the crucial difference is not so much the loss
of a language in which the stories are rooted, but the lack
of a specific context in which they are told. She said,
"When I was a girl, my mother would say to us, 'Lay down,
lay down, your grandmother is going to tell a story.' Now
someone will say something in the middle of talking about
anything, and it will remind someocne of a story. And they
tell it. It's not the same."”

For Ellie and Pansy and many of the elders concerned
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in the Culture and Heritage work the tribe is undertaking,
things are "not the same.” In their zeal to recover a
language, and to hold a record of their oral traditions,
they tend, I feel, to minimize the enduring ways that their
culture and their stories have held on. I try to understand
theiv perspective. They see themselves in a precarious
situation. Each time an elder dies, there is one less link
to the past. Battered by years of continual assault on
their culture by the dominant culture, they are fiercely
focused on retaining and recovering whatever they can of
their old ways. I think of the photo on my Mother's
dresser; in ways I understand the impulse.

In some ways I presume Ellie’s interest in our work
together differs from mine in that she is interested in
*"writing down these stories" so that they might one day be
per formed in the old ways and old language again. I believe
she would view the contemporary ways in which stories are
told at Klamath——-told by her and a handful of others——in
similar ways to what Hymes has termed "per formance in a
per functory key." As Bauman describes it, "the
responsibility for a display of communicative competence is
undertaken out of a sense of cultural duty, traditional
obligation, but offering, because of changed circumstances,
relatively little pleasure or enhancement of experience....

Such per formances may, however, be a means of preserving
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per formance forms for later reinvigoration and restoration
to the full level of performance" (1973:26).

As an outsider, I carry less of an emotional and
personal investment which allows me to look at what there
is now and to find in it much of interest. As we read the
story that follows, I want to keep an eye to the ways in
which what might be called traditional "per formance means"
are changed and in some ways subverted but nhevertheless
present. For example, if we return to Pansy’s critique of
the ways in which storytellers no longer tell stories in
Klamath and switch back and forth to archaic forms, might
the ways in which contemporary storytellers code—switch
from English to Klamath and back constitute a modern
technique that works in many of the same ways?

Dell Hymes has ackhowledged twoa considerations he
brings to his understanding of contemporary performances of
this kind. First, the performance must seem tao be "situated
in a context" and the per formance is seen as "emergent, as
unfolding or arising within that context" (1981: 81). The
ways in which storytellers at once are conscious of their
knowledge of tradition ("getting the story right") and
their attention to their presentation or per formance may
give rise to what Hymes sees as a "breakthrough into full
per formance" (86). For Hymes, tradition and perforhance are

interdependent, in that not only is performance rocoted in a
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tradition, but that the way we comprehend tradition is
available to us through per formance; therefore, in Hymes'
words, "the nature of the performance affects what is
known." If on one hand, this bodes poorly for the elders!
intent for a return "to the way stories used to get told,"
oh the other hand, it may explain why they remain sa
dedicated to Klamath oral literature. For generations,
Klamath storytellers have been keeping the stories alive
and vital, and in their consummate skills as tellers, have
allowed those stories to "break through" time and tradition

and speak to us in compelling ways.

The occasion of Beverly'’s story was a meeting of a
agroup af elders who teach the Klamath language to members
of the community. I have been invited as well as "Beverly,"
another elder who speaks some Klamath although she has not
been involved in the language program. It seemed much of
the community was aware of the day’s session, and pecople
dropped and out throughout it. A small group of bays,
roughly twelve year olds, sat quietly from beginning to
end. I can’t help wondering if they are present on their
own accord.

The aim of the session was twofold. Ellie has been
working on collecting audio and video recordings of as many

stories as possible. She and 1 are working together to
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transcribe them. With the assistance of other elders as
well as students of the language, she hopes to eventually
translate all of them back into Klamath. One of her aims is
to produce a bilingual text of Klamath stories that would
be distributed to each household in the community. In this
effort she hopes that stories might once aéain be taken up
"arcund the housefires" and that "people can lock acraoss
the page and start trying to speak them again in the old
language. "

Beverly has been invited as she is a native language
speaker, and the others are hoping to encourage her to join
them in their efforts in reintroducing the language into
the community. She has declined several similar
invitations, but this one woarked.

I've been invited because I happen to be in town, and 1
have also authored the grant which has allowed the Tribe to
pay elders to work on this program. I keep reminding myself
that I am a guest here, and I want to avoid either casting
myself as a leader or being cast that way. I vow not to say
too much, just to try to watch and listen. It'’s not easy;
words tend to slip out too easily.

An arrangement had also been made that in exchange for
assisting in the transcription of stories, I would be
allowed to use some of the transcripts produced from the

session for inclusion and discussion in my dissertation.



I chose Beverly’s text because versions of that story
appeared in many sources which I presumed would be useful
for comparisons.3 I also liked the story. Although we
have never worked together and do not know each other,
Beverly graciously consented to my request with two
pravisions. First, she did not want her real name to
appear, and so throughout this document I have referred to
her as Beverly. Her second regquest was that Ellie would
read whatever I wrote about her and her story, and that 1
would take Ellie’'s recommendations into account before
turning this in. I have done that as well.

In fact, this chapter is replete with voices coming
together. As you will see, the transcript of the story that
follows attests to its collaborative production. Similarly,
the text that follows the text is also ta a large measure
the result of coallaboration. Everywhere in this story,
voices are drawing each other ocut, voices raised in
contradiction, voices whispered over a transcript, voices
on the phone, voices rising off the white field of the
page, voices I want to share.

Throughout my "reading" of the story, I include the
views of Ellie and Pansy who genercously offered to work on
this with me. At times our "readings" conflict, and Pansy
worries I have given disproportional attention to those

instances. I tell her it is only my feeling that those were
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the most interesting moments. If, in fact, one way to read
projects of this kind is to attempt to bridge cultures,
most instructive are the moments when we can compare
different views., It is not so much a matter of conflict,
but different angles of perception. Hopefully in their
complement lies a window toward some khowledge of Klamath
storytelling and of the attempt of ocutsiders to read it. In
the margin of a draft of this essay, right beside the above
paraqraphs, FPansy writes: "I worry how you show when we
disagree. It’s looking like we were fighting all the time.
Den’t make it look like that. Otherwise no one will want to
work with Indian people, ho one will want to share our
stories." Of course, the whole point of this dissertation
is tc make pecple want to share those stories. Perhaps 1
should say more clearly that Ellie and Pansy and I have
worked extremely well together, and in our ability to
examine and confront our differences 1 believe we have
managed to some degree tao fulfill what Pansy calls the
chief function of staries: "to make your heart big, to make
you brave, to make you humble." So with big heart, with
courage and with humility, we offer these stories, the
first is told by “"Beverly," with help from her friends; the
second is a story about the first with the help of many
voices. Perhaps it is all one story. Perhaps it always

iSllll
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A brief note on the transcription. 1 have tried to
accurately record all commentary from the tape. Nonverbal
audience responses (laughter, etc.) as well as speakers’
gestures are in parentheses. Remarks made by the
storyteller as well as audience members begin at the left
margin whereas the text of Beverly’'s version of the story
is indented to five spaces to avoid confusion. Hopefully.
The notes to the story appear immediately after the story
and are not collapsed intao the chapter endnotes. The story
was told in Ellie’s daughter's home in Chiloquin in winter

of 13930,

I don't know if I remember this one so much,
Maybe I'm leaving something ocut,

but I'11l try to say what I can remember.

"Coy dina hok shewets"
There was this woman living there.
Pansy, Ellie, and a few seconds later, John respond, "Iii".
Beverly nods and qoes on:
This old ohe, she was living over there
2

near Dali'ks.

She throws her arm back to note the direction.



She was living over there, having many babies.
Maybe five sons, and one daughter.
The daughter, she had long hair,

She was & bad one that one, EEEVIL.

i8

John cuts in: I thought you were telling the one about

Aisis. It doesn’t start out like that.
Pansy: Yea, it’s OK, I've heard it like that before.
John: No, it starts with the boy and the givl in the
woods. That's the way 1 always tell it.
Ellie: Well, I don't start it in that place, but let
on, see where she takes it.
I can’t help ncting the gecgraphy in her remarks.
Beverly: This is the way I always heard it. It's the
they tell it at Noski."3.
John: All right, go on.

There is a pause of about sixty seconds. I wonder if

her

way

the

go

silence is deliberate. Is it a gesture of rebuttal to John?

Beverly continues:

Now she was grown up

Grown up that girl and maybe she marvied somebody.

I don't remember. But she was always coming home.
Always hanging around with her brother,

4
the youngest brother.

Returning to her mother, you know,
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she'’s always asking that little brother to take her
home .

And he didn’t want to.

So maybe those other brothers, they got ready,

but she wouldn’t go with them.

She wanted the youngest of the five.

Maybe he was married, maybe they all were.

I don’t remember this so well.

Johnh stops her: You remember it wrong. They weren’t old
enough to be married. They were children.

Ellie:"I think I heard one like this one somewhere.s

John: Let me tell it. You're getting it wrong.

I can feel my resolve to keep quiet 1lift off from my

shoulders like a great bird.

Andrea: Wait a minute, John. Why don't we let her finish
and then we can record your version. I think the
differences could be really interesting. Don't you?

As soon as the sentence leaves my lips, I realize it’s the

wrong one. My own bias has been exposed, and even I don't

care for the sound of it. O0Of course it’s true that I do
have an interest, do presume an interest on the part of
readers in comparing versions. But I hate the feeling that

Im just dishing up so much rice and beans, food that White

scholars can take notes on, devour, find "interesting."

It’s true that different impulses have brought us to
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today’s meeting. My agenda is to try to explore something
of the nature of Klamath storytelling and bring it back so
that others might take an interest in and an appreciation
of it. 0On the day of the taping John, Ellie, Beverly and
Pansy are taking a half a day out of very busy schedules to
forge a formal record for their children and grandchildren
of these old tales. It is not a matter of "interesting"”
work; to them, it is vital for the survival aof Klamath
pecple. Ellie’s words from two years aga come back: "When
we lose our stories, we lose how to find our way in this
world. Wheh we lose our language, there is nothing. Without
these things, sure people may lock at us and say, '0Oh, look
over there, there are some Indians,! but we are not
Klamath."

John's response confirms my thinking:
John: "No. It's important to get the story right."
Pansy: Yea, it'’s important.

"Important" as opposed to "interesting." 1 feel rather
chastised. Although I hate to admit it, there are times
when the reasons that have brought us here chafe uneasily
against each other. When I look for models, I come up with
Evers’ and Molina’s wark on Yagui Deer Songs, their dual
goals: "for the continuation of deer songs as a vital part
of life in Yaqui communities, and for their appreciation in

all communities beyond. Most of the time these goals
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coincide.” (8). There are certainly some parallel elements
between the goals of their work and the goals that produced
the tape of a Klamath story I am transcribing here.
Certainly the work Ellie is doing with the recordings and
transcriptions is a way to insure the continuity of Klamath
oral literature.

For me, the difficulty lies in the second part of the
equation——the appreciation by other communities. I wrestle
now with how to make these stories accessible to some
degree, accessible in terms of their meanings, implications
and literary artistry. In my attempt to find contexts, and
forge cultural understandings, too often, I fear, I ask too
many questions. Warse yet is the insistence that
questiocning is a direct vialation to the nature of Klamath
and Modoc storytelling——the primary belief that the story
reveals itself to you when you need it. I hear those
whispers, things Ellie, or Pansy or Myrna has told me—-"1
can give you the story, but the story has to tell you what
it means." Or "The stories are for teaching how to live;
life is for teaching the stories" or even Myrna's "Don’t go
gettin' White on me now, askin’' all those questions." I
hear them, yet they can’t drown out the other voices that 1
carry up to Klamath and into my encounter with stories——the
part of me that lives in White culture, the part of me

rooted in academic discourse and training with its impulses
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to explain, to reveal, to prove.... And further back

there’s even the part of me that sat on my Uncle Saul's

knee while he whispered, "Never be afraid to ask questions.

How are you ever going to learn about the world if you

don’t ask questions?" I wonder if all my training, if

everything that has brought me to this moment has prepared
me in all the wrong ways for this task. But I can’t help
myself; I ask questions.

Andrea: It sounds like you are suggesting there’s only one
version of the story. Couldn’t it be that as Reverly
suggested, in different places they tell it different
ways?

John: So when we do these tapes, how many ways will we
have each story? There's not enocugh room. You just need
to do it once, do it right.

Ellie: Beverly, you want to go on with it?

John: No, I'11 tell it back from the beginning.

Beverly hods. It is interesting that Beverly seems

completely easy about what reads to me like a challenge

from Johh. Nothing shows on her face.

John starts up:

A long time ago there was a bay and his sister living
there.

People in the room mutter, "Iii."

The boy was shooting arrows at birds in the trees.
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His arrow got stuck up there in this tree.
John stops and looks out to the audience expectantly.
They respond, "Iiiii."

So his sister says to him,

I can knock your arrow down.

But tell me first our relation. Then I will do it."

That’'s what she told him.

"You are my sister," he said.

"No, that’s not the way I want to hear it."

"You are my cousin," he said.

"No, that'’s not the way I want to hear it."

"You are my aunt."

"No, that’s not the way I want to hear it."

"You are my wife."

"Yes, that’'s good," and she got that arrow downh there.

She did that for him.

Pansy interrupts: Isn’t there something else before the
wife? You only have four. There should be five.
John: No, that’s all there is. What else could there be?

Ellie: Maybe sister-in-law?

Beverly: Mother?

John: No, he wouldn't say Mother. No, there’s nothing else
in there. (resumes story)
So they were husband and wife.

They slept together, and soon they had a baby.



Beverly: I remember this. My Grandmother always used this
line for when that girl was sleeping with her brother.

She would say, "Coy honk hokt snewe’ts gillis giwk."e
A ycung woman asks aloud what that means, but no one
answers.

John: So they made a baby.

The tape ends, and the machine clicks off. Johhn
suggests that if we all keep interrupting, the story won't
get finished. I swallow the urge to say something unkind.
It must be my feminist impulses at work; in araduate
schoal, I have become so aware of the politics of gender.
Here we have four elders, three women and one man, and it
seems the latter is trying to take control. I listen to his
interruptions, his challenges, his directives, even his
tone, and I deeply resent him. At first, I feel annayed
with him on the women's behalf. I think: "How dare he usurp
Beverly's story!"” Yet, as I look around the room, no onhe
else seems bothered. If I perceive this ta be a struggle
for control, it must be between him and me. I wonder if in
my faltering resolution ta not ask guestions, to not direct
this meeting, to try to keep a low profile—if I am jealous
that John has not chosen to exercise similar restraints.
But then, why should he?

Ellie puts in a new tape, and to my surprise, Beverly

starts up again. I throw a discreet glance in John's



direction. If he is feeling at all upstaged, it doesn't
show. I begin to suspect these worries of control a;;
upstaging may be a singular precccupation.

Beverly: So on the fourth night they made love.

The words slip out before 1 even notice-——

Andrea: Fourth night after having the baby?

In truth, I'm trying to fiqure out where Beverly’s story
begins in relation to where John's ended.

The older women in the room break into laughter. Among
the elders there is talk in Klamath that I can’t make out
and more laughter. Finally, Ellie wipes her eyes and says,
"If you had babies, you'd know——no one makes love after
four days."

A younger womah in the room speaks out, "Not for four
mohths. "

Beverly: I told him I needed four years!"

There is another outbreak of laughter in the voom. John
switches off the machine, He looks agitated.
John: We're wasting tape.

Ellie gets up and goes into the kitchen; others follow.
Coffee is being made, women laugh. I note John sits
resolutely by the tape machine. I note too it is Beverly
who joins him there, brings him coffee and an apple
fritter, sits and quietly inquires about some constructicn

project he's working on.
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I walk the part of me that is impatient outside into
the bright cold moarning. I lean against Jason’s pick up
truck and look down toward the river. I try to fill up on
it. For the first year that I lived in the Arizona desert
I would dream of rivers, large ones like the Columbia, or
tamed ones like the Charles next to which I grew up, or
even the stream that tvickled through the pasture adjacent
to the old house in Philomath, Oregon. That whole year 1
dreamed each night of water, heard its trickle or roar as I
tucked my head against the pillow, tossed lightly in its
shoals. Each morning I1'd wake up thirsty. Now, standing in
the Northwest, a piece of a Klamath story ringing in my
ears, I am drawn back toc the first week in Tucson—-1
remember that weekend, 1 studied the city map, packed the
car with a picnic basket, salami, cheese, rye bread. 1
arabbed sunscreen, a novel, a beach blanket, and the dog.
We drove north on Oracle Road, and the directions didn’t
make sense. I couldn’t see it anywhere. Finally 1 stopped
at a Circle K. When 1 asked for directions to the Rillito
River, the young woman pointed back in the direction I had
come. "The road crosses it, just a little ways scuth of
here. Can't see what you want there...."

We followed her instructions. We sat in the car, the
dog sitting up in the passenger seat beside me, and stared

out at the sandy wash. An old retread lay like an abandoned
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frisbee in the sand. I let the dog out, and very gingerly
she walked down into the wash. She sniffed a bit, and
walked back to the car. We drove home., That night 1 dreamed
I rode down the Columbia in an old retread right out into
Astoria Bay. I saw the land give way on all sides. I took
aim for the harizon, rowed as hard as 1 could.

Under the gray Klamath agrip of winter, the river showed
no current. It might have been a sheet of glass, and in
fact, in the clear gray light, it had a certain
translucence to it. Occasionally the silence was broken by
the skittering of Canada geese. It was cold, yet I breathed
in. I wanted tc store this scene somewhere in memory to
carry back toc the desert: the river lying just below the
wall of reeds, the geese landing lopsidedly, one foot
touching down to water first, then the cother, red winged
blackbirds calling from the cattails. For a moment I had an
urge to walk down to the water, to reach a hand in, and
taste a bit, feel it on my tongue. But there_were windows
all around Ellie’s house, and it was nhot a gesture I wished
to share.

The door opened, and Ellie leaned ocut, "Come on, we
better get back to waork on this."

I took my place at the table aé Beverly started:
So they lived like that, like husband and wi fe.

Their grandmother followed them,



Fallowed them: "haha?! gent dak in s?aywaktal!”

"She is EVIL, she is that way."

Then he killed a bear, that one.
We would say, "hiswags" —-a man now having a mate, like

that.

And the grandmother saw this.
She said, --I don't know how you say it in English--she
said, "Wag bas nidic hak nidwalla.” I don't khow how
you say that.

Ellie: Something like how he has seen my plan-—-—

Pansy: "How fortunate he has guessed what I wanted to
be."

Beverly: Jesus Christ! I didn't know you talked Indian that
good.!'"”

Pansy: I don't. I just know how the story goes.

Beverly:
She said, "So he has seen what I wanted to be."
He hung it up, the bear,
Skinnhed it and leave it hanging on the tree.

He went on.

The grandmother she saw it there, hanging it there

Now how did you say that, How fortunate, was that the
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word-sc she saw it fortunate, and she went and dressed
up in it. Now she’s bear, like that.
She followed them, that bear old lady.

"Now I'11l do something to them."

You khow that man told his sister:
"If my comb falls down--"

he had placed it high up somewhere—-—
If my comb falls down,

7
you'll know something BAD has happened to me."

Johh: Isn'™t it "you'll khow somecne has killed me"?
Beverly: (not rvesponding ta the query)
Now he was off somewhere on -—-do hok spodo-—
Ellie: Power quest
John: Vision quest
Beverly: So he was going off for this power quest
Wearing the bear skin, she met him.
He was travelling around —--do haok spodo.

She met him; dressed like that, like a bear.

"Did you go around the five lakes?"
|lYeS 11}
"Did you go over the five mountains?"

"Did you go through the five trees?



Did you cut five pine stumps?

Did you make five bundles of-—what's the word--7?
Ellie: Serviceberries?
Pansy: Yea, that’s it. Is it "cak"?
John: Yes, cak, serviceberries.
Beverly:

Sc each time he said "Yes."

Then she asked him, all dressed up like a bear,

She asked him "Did you run over the gopher pits——
John: Mounds. Burrows-—-
Beverly:

And he said, "No, that is nothing.

Noc, I didn't do that."

The she went after him, took off running.
She was chasing him

Arcund the five lakes,

Over the five mountains

Around the five pine stumps,

Over the bundles of "cak"

Over there in that soft mud
where the gopher built his holes,
There she got him,

Ate every bit.
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The comb fell downh.

That girl, his sister

That girl his wife, she was cooking water.

She had that baby strapped on her back—--you khnow,
Indian style.

She was thinking, 'She’ll be very thirsty.!

She was heating stones.

Then she came, that old bear.
"OOH, I'm so thirsty!" she was saying.
So the girl gave her that water.
The bear drinking, drinking....
That girl threw those hot stohes
Into her——how should I say it?
Pansy: Her rear end.

John: ASSHOLE, (chucklina?

Beverly:
And she's drinking and drinking
"Oh, it hurts here," she said
Beverly places her hands on her stomach.
Her stomach was all stretched out.
"Walk on me here——

John: No that's wrong. She drank ocut of her asshole too.



Beverly: Huh?

John: First she’s drinking from this end (points to his
mouth), and then she can't fill it up, so she drinks
from the other end too.

Pansy: I never heard it that way. ® Why would she do
that?

John: They did it different then, you khow, this was a long
time aqo.

I can’'t help wondering if "it" refers to the way it was

tald or the way she drank?...

A young woman sitting on the sofa who has been avidly
listening blurts out: "I'm glad I wasn't there then,
drinking Pepsi with your butt! Ugh!"

(Around the room there is giggling.)

John: (to Beverly): "OK, this is qoing too long. You
haven't even gotten to Aisis yet! (Looking to me) What
do you think? Is it too long?"

Andrea: "No, it's just fine."

John: (to Beverly): 0K, let's keep it going.

Some of the other elders, "Iliii"

Beverly: So that Bear drank so much

John: Don't start goinag backwards! You already did that!

We look to Beverly who has gone silent. We wait, look to

her, look away, and wait. Finally, she speaks:

I need te find my way back.



It’s moving along.

But I got stopped.

Ishtak nimen takaka? men.9
She draws her shoulders in and looks down into her stomach.
She reaches out one foot and begins to tap it. Softly it
appears she is counting to herself. The gesture resembles
that of a musician counting her way into a piece of music
that is already playing. Or like a child about ta jump into
the old skipping rope game, Double-Dutches. Before she
jumps in, she counts, she begins to move intoc the rhythm of
the ropes. In that moment I catch a glimpse of the dynamic
nature of so many of the Klamath elders'’ view of story.
Like the double cables of the jump-ropes, the story may be
thought to consist of energized translucent strands through
which the staryteller must pick her way. "Ishtak nimen
takaka? men." At first the metaphor seems too static, the
trees not nearly fluid enough. Yet, again, I suspect I may
be reading my trees through my culture. Surely livinag,
growing trees are life force enough.

The tapping and the hushed mumbling go on for what
seems moments. Around the room ho one is lookinhg at
Beverly; in fact, with the exception of myself, each person
has bent his or her head forward and down. For a split
second I remember as a child visiting a Catholic cﬁurch

with a friend. I didn't know any of the cues, when to pray,
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whenh to stand or sit, when to cross myself. I watched my
friend, and mimicked each of her gestures., I do the same
thing here: I bow my head forward toco. Then it starts:
Bear is speaking through Beverly’'s story:
"I have drunk too much. Step on me here (patting her
stomach). Step on me like this."
That one jumped on, jumped hard, walked an her,
those hot rocks rubbing together

Killed her just like that.

She was grieving for her husband
that one was building up the fire.
Now she was qoing to jump into the fire.

Jump in, now with that baby on her back.

She laooks aover to Pansy:

It is kinda long one, huh?

Gmukamps was chopping wood at his camp.

He was at Nihalaski locoking all around.

He made everything and he would watch it like that.
She turns her head far to the left, then slowly pans far

right.

"Ooch, what a nice baby!"



He saw that one building the fire.
Gmukamps, threw his—-—-what do you say-—ax?
Ellie: Hatchet?
Beverly: Ya—-—
Gmukamps threw his hatchet.
Went right through the air.
She whistles softly.
Made wind blow like that, going so fast.
It hit the the cradleboard, sticks are going flying
every which way.
The baby went flying, right over its mother's head

Same moment she was stepping into the fire——

The front door closes loudly. Throughout the last hour,
attrition is on the rise. People leaving, sometimes

returning.

The baby fell far away.
The mother went into the fire.
Gmukamps was thinking, "How will I take this one hame?"
He put it on his forehead.
Beverly touches her forehead.
"No, that’s no good."
He put it down there—-here— on his neck.

She touches her neck.
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No, that'’s nho goad.
He put it in his cheek

But his face fell over like so—
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head droops to one side with puffed up cheek, and the

children 1augh.

She

She

He put it in his elbow,

But his arm fell down like this.
drops one arm down.

He was gonna drag that arm,
Gmukamps, he put it in his knee
And he went home like this.

gets up and hobbles around for a few steps, and

1 augh.

"I’11 make it come out of my KNEE!"

He goes home like that.

His daughter sees him coming:

"So what has happened to you?"

"Saomething happened to my leg. It's all swollen
You must make it come out.”

She was poking at it,

Said, "Oh, it has hair!

Oh, you must have a little one."

And then the baby cried and cried.

"Do not cry "Twalsheke!"

peaple

up.
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But it was still crying.
"Do not cry 'Slokspanake.’”
But it kept crying, that baby.
Gmukamps, he tried every hame he could think.
"Da not cry, Peter."
A boy about twelve years old sitting across the room beams

as his name is woven into the story.

"Do not cry, Jimmy."
The boy sitting beside Feter blushes and smiles.
But that baby kept crying and crying.
"Then I will give you this name: Aisis——lo
Pansy: No, it's Aissik11—~
Beverly: What?
Pansy: It’'s a form of Aisis.
Ellie: Is that story talk?
1 whisper to Ellie, "What do you mean, story talk?"
John looks over at us and says, "Talk about that stuff
later." Then he turns to Beverley: "Come on, this is takin’
all day!"
Beverly: So should 1 use Aissik?
Ellie: Yea, that's good. I don't know that stuff.
Pansy: We should do it as close as we can to the old way.

Beverly:

So your name is Aissik now——
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John: I don’t like it. Sounds too much like the Bible.
Pansy: That's Issac with an I.
Johnh: It still sounds like it, I like [the use ofl] Aisis.
Beverly:

"So your name is Aisis now"--

And just like that--
She shaps her fingers

the baby stopped crying.

So now Aisis grew very big.
He won all the games those boys played.
He was all grown up.
Now he got got many wives
She looks over to the children,

You khow wha the wives were?

Names are shouted out: Squirrel, Crane, Wood tick,
chicken——
Ellie: Can we put them into Klamath language?

How do you say these in Indian?
Much discussion follows, and finally most everyone is
agreed on the following names: T?ohoos (mudhen), q'lidiis
(Sandhill crane), Stokwa (squirrel), c'ic’iilooo?as
(wren), Weeqs (duck), and skooks (woodtick).

Peter: What’'s a mudhen?"
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Some other kid: And what's a woodtick?"

Young woman: You khow like what géts on the dog.

(A boy whispers, "Ooh, gross!")

Andrea: Is it the same thing?

Pansy: 1 don't know. But 1 know these ones are part of that
story. Maybe they got different animals back then.

Peter: How long ago was this?

Beverly: You mean that the story happened?

Peter: No, I mean that they used to tell it—--like you're
telling it now.

Pansy: It was back when people talked Indian around here.

Peter: So how long ago was that?

The tape clicks its ending, and we head for the kitchen.

An hour or so later, we reconvene. We play the last few
minutes of the tape back, so Beverly knows where she left
off. She starts up again--

Aisis lived there with his wives.

Gmukamps liQed there with them.

Gmukamps sat by the fire. He was watching Stokwa.

He liked her better than any of the others.

Gmukamps, he put his eyes down here.

Beverly points between her legs.
He made a spark fly out to her blanket.

"2ututuutu! Ooh, something’s burning!" and she threw



it off.

Gmukamps saw she was big down there.

How do you say it? Wide?
Ellie: She had a big vagina.
Beverly:

Ya, and he LIKED it!
There is giggling in the room.

Now Gmukamps he planned to kill Aisis.

He found an eagle’s nest—-
Pansy: No, it was some other kind of bird, wasn’'t it?

Something like a songbird, little pretty thing.
Andrea: In Barker's book, it’s a meadowlark, I think.
Beverly: OK, it’s coming back.

So Gmukamps he sees meadowlark’s nest

"Aisis, over at that place, an eagle’s nest.

"But I am too old I cannot climb it."

So the younger one he went up.

Gmukamps worked his power.

That tree was growing taller,

That tree was growing, growing into the sky.

Gmukamps dressed up and changed himsel f.
He could change any shape.
So he comes home and he looks like Aisis.

He was only looking at Stokwa.
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Those other wives they got angry.
"He daesn’t love me!"
"He doesn’t want me!"

Like that now, all the time.

That tree was way-y~-y up in the sky
And those Butterfly sisters
They were flying around.
Now he pulled ocut a hair, threw it down there
They were flying around
Beverly waves her hands through the air
"What's this? So shiny,
What's this pretty thing floating here?"

They went far, far up, those Butterfly sisters
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"What's this, what's this skinny thing in the tree?"

They found Aisis there

Just bonhes.

Thin.

Almost dead, Aisis, ho water, nothing to eat.

They tock him home, whereever that is?...
Beverly looks cut to Ellie who shrugs.112

He rested there five days.

He sent those Butterfly sisters out to cut him a

walking stick.

Every day, those sisters, they went out
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Every day, that time, five porcpines [sicl, they
Come in dancing, dancing around Aisis.
They were singing—— Oh, how does it go——
John: Cut our throats
Ellie: No, cut our wrists.
Beverly: No, I mean in Klamath——that song, how's it go?
Pansy: nals ?7am kani lelqigt! Something like that.
Bevefly: Ya, that’s it, only it goes, (singing in a high,
melodic voice) "celi, celi, nals ?am kani lelqiqt!"
Pansy: Ya, that's it! I haven't heard that in a long time.
(To me:) It's porcupine talk-—-porcupine song, it goes
like "Porky, porky, please come here and cut my
wrists!"13
John: We used to sing that when the kids were little. We’d
be cut somewhere on the Marsh and see a porcupine, dog
got it up some tree, taught the kids to sing that one.
Let me hear it again.
Beverly: So each day those sisters going out.
Five porcpines coming in, dancing around Aisis,
Singing: "celi, celi, nals ?am kani lelqiqt!"”
They danced and danced.
Aisis lying there looking sick.
Took that cane those sisters made him.
Took that cane, then he killed them.

He cut the wrists off those porcpines
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He cut the feet off those porcpines.
I note here how Beverly’s pacing has picked up. She has a
more authoritative tone now. Even as the actions are
accelerating in the plot, through her telling, she is
matching those tensions. If seems as though she has claimed
this story, has become caught up in the action the
excitment of which is energizing her performance. I make a
nhote tac myself that I may be actually witnessing a
"breakthrough into per formance." The audience notes the

change as well. The room is really silent now. Charged.

Thenh he took those quills,

made nhecklaces, for Butterfly Sisters.
Made moccasins for them too.

But he's thinking of home

Always he could hear c'ic'iilooo?as crying.

"Now I will return home."
Aisis told them Sisters
"Now you have everything.
You will live well."”

He fixed everything up nice for them.

S0 he went HOME.

Now only Weeqs, she comes running up to greet him.
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I note Beverly has used the Klamath term rather than the
English for (mallard? duck.

"Welqge welqe Aisis! Aisis never loves me.

"Wetqge we'ge Aisis!" She was complaining all the time.

Didn’t see if he was dead or come back. Complaining.

Now c’ic’iilooo?as had a son.

AISIS' saon.

Now his son came running up to greet him
Saying, "tisisg'p tisi'p"

You khnow, that's baby kind of talk for "Daddy!"

clic'iilooo?as didn’t khow him, Aisis.

"This is me, Aisis."

She said, '"cik cik cik cik" So excited.

In Klamath, we say, "hontana hontana 7at gatbamblist."
Means like flying on to him, returning home.

Aisis got his wives together.

He built a large fire, says to his son:
"Yaour Grandfather is coming tonight.
When you play with him, try to grab hold
of his hearts.

Throw it into the fire."



Gmukamps there now sitting by the fire.

That little boy would grab onto the heart

Hanging on --how do say-—cord, onh a cord
around Gmukamps' neck.

"DON'T DO THAT ! That is my KAKS!"

The boy tore it off

Threw it into the fire.

EXPLODED dripping pitch on everything.

Gmukamps died and went up to the shky.
He covered the sky with pitch,

Pitch drippin’ down to kill Aisis and his wives.

Aisis took three vocks, made a shelter.

"DON'T LOOK ouT'"

It was dripping down, all over,

Earth turning black

the way it loocks over near Stronghold.14

T!choos was curious, looked cut.

Got pitch dripped on her nose.

Then q'lidiis looked ocut too.

It got on the back of her head (points to the crown
her head).

Aisis took his khife, scraped if off.

Hair too.

212
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Now that one--how do you say it in English
Andrea: Sand hill crane.
Beverly:
Now that sandall [sicl crane got ho hair on its head.
It came down a long time-
That's all I remember.
Maybe I fell asleep while they
were telling it.

Maybe that’s as far as it's qoing.
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Note: The transcription and translation of Klamath terms

9.

was provided by Ellie.
Translates as "There was this woman living there."

A old village site on the Williamson River, north of
Chiloquin. Barker (1963) translates Dali'ks as
"Standing-on—the Bank."

A village site near the present town of Kirk, north of
Chiloguin on the Williamson River. It is interesting to
note that Beverly who grew up near Kirk and continues
to live there places her version of the story at
Dali'ks which is relatively close to her home. Other
storytellers shift the site aof this tale.

Like many other Northwest tribes, the youngest in a
series of brothers or sisters tends to function as the
focus af the story. For a more complete discussion of
this phenomenon in Klamath stories, see Stern (1963).
Jacobs discusses this youngest-smartest phenomenon as
well (1959:236).

Barkey recorded a version similar to Beverly's version
from Mrs. Pansy Ohles in 1962, It would be interesting
to khow where Mrs. Ohles lived to see if Beverly's
assumption that her version is the way they tell it in
her region. Talking to community members, Mrs. Ohles?
family seems to have also originated up nhear Kirk, yet
there are conflicting reports on this.

Roughly translated as "And she was passionate," or
"strohg."

The suspension of a comb amd its subsequent falling is a
common foreshadowing device in Klamath stories.

Beverly’s version where the girl places heated vocks
into the anus of the bear is corroborated in MAR
Barker’s 1963 collection in Klamath Texts, while a
version similar to John'’s was related by Long

Wilson around 1916. A transcription of this telling
appears in Edward Curtis' The_ North_American_Indian,

Vol 13, 1924.

Literally, "I need to find my way through tall trees."



10.

11.

13.

14.
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Gmukamps hid the baby in his knee.

Pansy’s use of Aissik is the same that Curtis
recorded in 1912. Barker's version of Pansy Ohles
description uses the more contemporary "Aisis."
Gatschet uses "Aishish."

In Gatschet'’s version, the Butterflies take Aisis to
their home at Pitswa where there is a deep spring.
Later as we worked on this transcription, none aof the
Klamath elders acknowledged any familiarity with this
place. It's worth noting, however, that many of these
elders have a real reticence to talk about particular
Places, ones associated with shamanistic practices. I'm
not suggesting that is the case with this locale, only
trying to clarify that ultimately I don't know whether
or not they khew the place.

This is khown as porcupine song, or the animal’s spirit
sohng. When the porcupines sing this to Aisis, they are
giving him their power.

Here the "Stronghold" refers to the Lava Beds area, nhow
known as Lava Beds National Monument. It is also khown
as "Captain Jack’s Stronghold,"” where a group of Modoc
warriors led by Captain Jack held off the substantial
army most of the winter at the close of the Modoc War
of 1873. The area is covered with lava outcroppings,
and was a major lava flow at one time. It does appear
like pitch dripped all over it.



I was pleased that Beverly had chosen the tale of
Gmukamps' son Aisis to record that day. That tale seems to
have once been very popular, and today, most people over
forty recall having heard it at some time. Each of the
elders on the Culture and Heritage Committee felt they knew
the tale "pretty well”; all had heard it in childhocd, some
of them have told it to their own children. Versions of the
tale appear in Gatschet, Barker and Curtis. In fact, this
story and the tale of Gmukamps' creation of the Klamath
world are the only ones recorded in all three texts.

Gatschet'’s, Barker's, and Stern's collecticns of tales
told to them by "informants" have formed much of the
backbone aof what we khow of Klamath verbal art. In fact,
their work has been a mayor resource in the Tribe’s work in
cultural restoration. Their aim, essentially, was to
collect and record, and as products of their own historical
periods, they tended not to include much in the way of
commentary on their methods and nhor suggest their
limitations. Nor was their aim to disclose anything that
would alert their readers as to ways to approach
understanding, approach a relationship with these stories,
or perhaps most importantly how to appreciate the artistry
of these texts.

Increasingly today’s folklorists are calling for a

per formance centered approach to an art that is essentially
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oral, presented, and in which elements of the telling may
be said to be a vital component of that which gets told. It
is my belief that looking at this transcript in these terms
will significantly increase our appreciation of its
artistry.

To consider Beverly's story as a per formance event is
to illuminate something of the relationship between Klamath
storytellers and their "texts," and so I found it most
useful to have a humber of versions available as well as a
number of individuals to discuss the story with. I began
most interested in determining the degree to which the "old
stories" of Klamath country might be said to be fixed
texts, and to what degree the storytellers modified them,
changed them in their tellings? As is evident from the
recorded conversations during Beverly’s telling, there is
much emphasis on '“getting the story right." Nevertheless,
elders and storytellers aoften remark on the effectiveness
of individual presentations. In this light I have found it
most helpful to think of the storyteller's modifications of
the stories not so much as changes or separate versions per
se, but rather as "signatures." The question becomes a
matter of the ways in which each teller leaves her/his
sighature on the tale. Obviously, in any consideration of
the relationship between storyteller and story, the role of

per formance figures prominently. What follows is an
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explaoration of the ways in which a few Klamath storytellers
perceive their relationships to the stories, their
audiences, as well as guestions of what might be said to
constitute a performance of Klamath verbal art.

In the discussion that follows, the recorded transcript
of the telling of the story of Aisis will serve as the
primary text. I have alsc been fortunate to have been able
toe follow up on these consideration with further
discussions with Ellie and Pansy. (I did invite Beverly and
John to participate, yet both declined.) I will also draw
on the extensive work on Klamath mythology undertaken by
Theodore Stern in the 1960's. Stern’s work inhvolved four

informants and appeared in a half a dozen journal articles
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Stern’s exemplary work raises several questions about
storytelling and myth, and I found it most interesting to
compare his findings with those of individuals residing in
Klamath country almost thirty years later.
Context

It’s alsao imperative to note that the comments made
during the taping of Beverly’s story must be considered in
the context of that day’s work. This was not a family
gathering; it was not a social gathering. As I said earlier

this meeting had a mission; we had in mind a product, an

audio taped recording of some "old stories" that would
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later be translated into Klamath. The elders hoped to
eventually distribute these bilingual story collections
throughout the Klamath community to insure the continuity
of both stories and language. I
feel some of the elders’ comments concerned with "getting
it right" as well as a preoccupation with the timing of the
event—-—i.e. how look it took, might to a degree be
understood as praducts of this context rather than
essential views oh storytelling. Dell Hymes has speculated
on the dual performance roles of individuals who are
perceiving themselves (and being perceived) at the same

time as per former and consultant.

"This identification, maintained to an audience of
participant-observers, professionals, is itself,
indeed, a source of performance. The special qualities
of this text stem, I think, from both identifications,
both serving as motives., The text reflects performance
in a double sense. Perhaps it was performance in the
role of consultant, indeed, that made possible

per formance simultanecusly in the rvrole of narrator.”
(1981:252-252)

Central also to the context were a set of interpersonal
dynamics~—the primary audience for Beverly'’s story
consisted of individuals who khew the story as well as she
did, and had told it before themselves. Also, another

unusual feature this audience shared is that almost all of

them had knowledge of some degree of Klamath language. 1 am
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sure that her knowledge of their knowledge would have
affected her performance of the text. Additionally, there
was a secondary audience, individuals who were not working
on the project but who stopped in either for other business
or to hear a story. Finally, in terms of context it is
impossible to underestimate the impact of the presence of
the tape recorder and aof my own presence. I only remind the
reader of this and will not elaborate as I have already
discussed the impact of these kinhds of presence.

Of less specific immediate context, but a wvital
question which I bring to my reading of this tale is a
consideration of the ways in which the historical/
political situation that shapes the context of this
enhdeavor by the tribe to document theiv stories figures as
a factor in their shape? Anh attention to language is one of
the most obvious elements of this. So many of the texts we
use as models, Boas, Jacobs, Tedlack on Zuni, etc., start
with the stories in Native languages, and focus on their
structure and artistry in that language. For recent
scholars the emphasis is in findihg ways to best maintain
elements of structure and artistry in translation. In this
case, the Klamath are telling their stories primarily in
English, eventually hoping to re-translate them. Yet one
wonders how the tenure of those stories in English may have

modi fied or shaped them?
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Weeks later when I finish the transcription I pass a
copy aof it along to Ellie for use in her text. She writes
me a quick note of thanks, mentioning she will use it "as
is except for removing the opening lines, the audience
interruptions, and comments Beverly made along the way that
aren't really a part of the stary.” For my project, I’ve
decided to leave it all there and add some of my thoughts
along the way. 1 suspect the stories Ellie and I want are
not the same ones. I fear that in her zeal to attempt to
recover something of the past, she may underestimate
something of the artistry of contemporary Klamath
storytelling, an evolving tradition in which she herself is
a central figure. I recognize, nevertheless, that it must
be easier for a member of the dominant culture to think the
present is the most interesting locus of concern.

In some ways it seems precisely those elements that
Ellie wishes to cut which are the ones that I wish to focus
upon. I 1look again at the opening of the story. Beverly
starts with:

"I don’t khow if I remember this one so much, maybe I'm

leaving something out, but I'1ll try to say what I can

remember. Coy dina hok shnewets. There was this woman
living there.”

When I ask elders about framing devices in Klaﬁath

stories, no one can remember any. In many tribal oral



literatures frames function to separate the telling of a
story from any other kind of discourse, to mark it off as
it were. Tedlock cites the use of the term, "So'nahchhi” in
Zuni telapnanne as a way to "disconnect the the story from
conversation abruptly and decisively" (1983: 162). I am
aware of a similar framed opening in Hopi: “"Aliksai.”
Framing devices seem less common in Northwest and Northern
California oral traditions. Many of the Chinook tales
Melville Jacobs (1959) collected begin with a line like
"Wolf was living there..." Similarly Alan Slickpoo'’s more

recent collection of Nez Perce tales, Nu_Mee Poom Tit_Wah_

Tit (1972) rveveals openings that position the central
protagonist(s) in an undisclosed location.

So it would appear that Ellie’'s choice of where the
story opens is well supported. I took a look back over the
tales Gatschet had collected in 1830 as well as those given
to Barker in 1963. Gatschet collected thirteen texts in the
late 1880's. Of thase, four locate the protagonist in a
locale, for example, "Mink and his brother were living
there." Of the four stories, two of the locales are named,
two remain undisclosed. O0f the remaining stories, two begin
with references to storytelling as in the opening of Dave
Hill's version of the story about Aisis:

"Shashapkel e~uapkan Aishishash, I am going to tell a story

about Aishish." The balance of the stories begin in varied



ways——decribing the features of an animal, describing an
action.
Yet when one turns one hundred years ahead to Barker'’s

volume published in the well known University of
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finds a new kind of recurring opening. Robert David, Pansy
Ohles and Grover Pompey gave Barker twenty-one tales. While
their openinags display much of the same diversity that
Gatschet recorded, eight of the tales begin with a
statement calling attention to the sel f-consciousness of
the storyteller. We see lines like: "I will tell yocu—-—just
a short narration, which I know"; "I will tell you about
long ago what I heard." Mrs. Ohles’s version of the story
of Gmukamps and Aisis features a fairly elaborate opening:
"Even having refused, I will tell you this. However, you
put it on paper a little while ago, you did not put my myth
on this (the tape recorder) which you are having me tell
this on. However, I will tell you as I remember. 1 don't
recall it all perhaps." (34-35).

How might the use of these "disclaimers" as frames
comment on modern Klamath storytelling? I re-read the
transcript with an eye to all its interruptions, its
commentary within a commentary. To Ellie, who khows the
story, these are intervruptions. But to me, I believe they

may in fact hold a key towards appreciating its meaning.
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In her provocative essay, "The Story in the Story:
Metanarration in Folk Narratives'" Barbara Babcock notes
that even as contemporary folklorists have increasingly
favored per formance—centered approaches to aral texts, "we
have tended to focus on “gg;glinguistic features (gestures,
laughter, applause, etc.) rather than metalinguistic
aspects aof contexts and to ighore the literary or generic
context in which a narrative is placed and upon which its
perception and appreciation depend"” (65). Babcock goes on
to argue for the consideration of metanarration which she
defines as "referring specifically to narrative per formance
and discourse and to those devices which comment upon the
narrator, the narrating, and the narrative both as message
and as code” (67).

It is precisely such an attempt to understand Beverly's
metanarrative remarks as message and code that is the focus

of this per formance-centered reading.

In the last year at Klamath Falls, approximately
eighteen stories have been recorded on audio or video tape
in a variety of settings. Of those stories, seven apen
with what I think of as a "disclaimer" frame: Beverly's
story of Aisis recorded for the elders and myself; a story
that two Klamath high school students recorded from a Modoc

woman; a series of "healing songs" recorded by two elders
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from a third elder (The individual who sang the songs
subsequently felt her material was too sensitive and took
her tape back); and four stories from four elders taped at
the local youth center to an audience of high school
students.

In the firgt three situations or per formance events,
the dynamics between the storyteller and his/her audience
were to some degree uneasy. Considering a similar
phenomenon with the California Pomo Tribe, Greg Sarris
writes: "If one considers the presence aof a fieldworker as
real, and thus a variable, in the sc-called native domain,
what constitutes a frame, in whatever speech event the
fieldworker is attempting to record and describe, is likely
to be dependent upon, and emerge from, that specific
context, blocking what the fieldworker can know about
frames independent of his presence. What the fieldworker
may be seeing is not so much how the entire community keys
speech events for themselves, but for the fieldworkers
specifically." (1989-1990: 97). In his discussion Sarris
centers primarily on formal frames——i.e. "Now I am going to
tell you a creation story,” etc., and formal
closings——"This is all." Sarris demonstrates how the Pomo
storytellers and "informants" tend to use frames to deliver
"closed" stories and narratives. He demonstrates as well

the mutual satisfaction that was derived from this



arrangement: the anthroplogists/scholars got what they came
for—-—closed linguistic units, and the storytellers, by
"closing" their stories, rendered them inviolate and
prevented any further inquiry ("That is all"). A glance
through Barker's 13963 collection reveals a number of such
formal frames: "Now I will tell you how we gather wokas,"
etc. I note, however, on the numerous occasions 1 have
heard Ellie and Pansy tell stories in their homes, I have
never heard them use this kind of opening remark. It is
entirely possible'then that Beverly's use of this frame may
be read as a statement of her discomfort in the situation.
I know little about the California Fomo culture, but
Sarris’s article suggests that the "fieldworkers" who
arrive there are most likely White outsiders. In the
Klamath community there is similar tension with outsiders,
but there is also internal tension. Klamath and Modoc
tensions rise and fall; the community also is home to a
small band of Yahuskan Snakes. Similarly there are factions
of the population who are interested in sharing their
culture with ocutsiders and a faction who resists such
ventures. There is a faction that is interested in
"traditional Klamath culture" (predominately elders) and a
large population who is less interested. And of course

there are the usual divisions along the lines of politics
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and religion. How might storytellers’ use of frames key an
encountey between members of some of these groups? In the
case of the encounter between the Maodoc woman and the
Klamath students, she began her story with "I probably
don't get this right—-—here’s the part I can remember."”

It would appear these encounters are nat so different
than encounters with outsiders. They are similarly shaped
by a degree of distrust, and, in fact, may bé perceived as
even more threatening. Myrna Swallow says, "I1'm not scared
of White people. They can’t touch me. But those old Klamath
kiuksam shuish (doctoring songs, incantations), gotta be
careful of that." It would seem that "disclaimer" framing
devices like Beverly’s or of the Maodoc woman to the Klamath
students may be a device to gquard against any concerns
they have with violating a kind of cultural privacy. If the
narrators suggest that what they are telling is incomplete
or flawed or even wrong, perhaps they feel like they are
not divulging anything of too great a value. It may also
work as a way to resist the "other" in the encounter. Even
as they are complying with the request, they deny the
"other" much satisfaction in getting it by sugaesting it is
largely inadequate. Read in this way, these framing devices
may be perceived at aonce as a moment of compliance and a
moment of resistance.

Instances like the ones abave as well those Sarris



points out give us an opportunity to read these frames in
terms aof an encounter, and suggest the degree to which they
serve to protect the storyteller/"informant." 1 wonder,
however, if privileging a reading of this sort again may
say more about the readers then the text. Certainly no
matter how well 1 have been received in Klamath country, I
am constantly aware of myself as an outsider. Similarly
Sarris has noted in a humber of his essays a feeling of
tension while navigating his own position as part
insider/part outsider in Pomo country. To what degree are
my own insecurities about position revealed in my reading
of this text? What other kinds of readings might we
consider as we lock at these frames, interpreted not so
much in terms of our fears and positions but keyed instead
to a performance event?

Four of the stories recorded by elders that began with
a "disclaimer" frame were told to a class of Klamath
teenagers. When Ellie and Pansy discuss teenagers, they
acknowl edge a number of "good kids," but by and large they
complain of a young generation that is not much interested
in traditional culture and language. When I have asked
teenagers that I know up there what they think about
Klamath language and stories, they tend to find value only
in the former. One often hears remarks like "Those stories

are silly" or "They don't make any sense.” or "Only old



people care about that stuff.” One young man noted he only
cared for modern Indian literature, "you know, like Tony
Hillerman." To inguire about the nature of their views of
literature is beyond the scope of this paper, yet I might
hazard a guess that high schools are defininglstandards of
literature into which oral traditions cannot fit.

With an audience of polite though resistent teenagers,
why might Ellie begin a story with "I heard this stary a
long time ago—-1 can't remember it too well, but here's a
little." In the passage above, I pointed to ways in which
frames can separate or close things off. Might they also
build bridges? Might Ellie be employing the frame as a way
of breaking down the distance between herself and the
audience? If these young pecople suppose stories of this
kind are the domain of the "old ones," in what ways is
Ellie shifting their views by shifting her own position? By
suggesting that she can't remember the stary, that she
heard it a long time ago, might she be distancing herself
from their preconceived notion of her? By suggesting that
she is not one of those old ones wha know the stories
(which have nothing to do with young people), might she
then assume a position of solidarity with the students ar
at least empathy in placing herself like the students in
relation to these stories——partly ignorant of this

material, vaguely aware of it, yet not. It seems a case
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aligns the storyteller with the audience as together bath
try to connect with the story.

A similar instance in which metanarrative devices
simultaneously engage an audience and instruct them about
the nature of stories occurs in our transcript about midway
through the story when Beverly incorporates the names of
two young members of the audience into her stary. By
uttering Peter’s name and then that of his friend, she
brings the story in closer to them—-and to everyone else
who then realizes the possibility of their own name being
implicated. It is interesting to note while calling their
names draws the audience inta the story, at the same time
it distances them from it because after all Peter knhows
very well he is not involved in this story. At this peint
Beverly breaks that "willing suspension of disbelief" and
confronts her audience with a reminder that this is a
story. As Barbara Babtock cobserves, "The storyteller not
ohly must create an illusion of reality but must make
certain that we are aware that it ig an illusion, and for
this metanarration is essential”"(70). But ultimately it is
Beverly'’s skill as a staoryteller that transcends the
distance even as she creates it by forcing her audience to
first address this distance and then overcome it. Peter

knows he is not really part of the old story—-—but thig
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story now——the one she is telling—-he is part of that.
Beverly's act of storytelling-—her verbal performance as it
were——then becomes a bridge from story to context to storyj;
a bridge from past to present and back; old ways, new ways,
constantly in motion, fluid, dyhamic, accessible. Pansy
says, "Hearing those stories makes us Klamath come alive."
Pansy's remark forces us to re—define just what it means to
be "Klamath" and "alive.” To me, there is a suggestion aof a
unicon between a rich cultural identity firmly rooted in
tradition, place and time and a "liveliness" and continuity
af that identity —--sustained, healthy, vibrant. Ultimately,
perhaps this is the medicine of the storyteller.

Finally, one might raise questions about the way frames
such as these call attention to the storyteller’s role in
the telling aof the stary. For example, there is a
cansiderable difference between these two copenings: "There
was this woman living there" and "I don't know if I
remember this one sa much, maybe I'm leaving something cut,
but I’'ll try ta say what I can remember." The recognhnition
of metanarrative structure of such events leads to some
interesting considerations. When I ask about these kinds of
frames, Pansy says they started when White people came.
Certainly, this might tempt us to retreat to our earlier
discussion aof framing techniques as protective devices in

dangerous encounters. But might these frames also be
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considered as an emerging literary device, one perhaps
shaped by decades of encounters with Anglo American culture
and its attentioh on the individual? In "The Nature of
Folklore"” Vliadimir Propp distinguishes folklore from
literature in that the former never has an author and the
latter always does. (6). Although these stories do not have
an author, might an increased attention to the role of the
storyteller signal a maovement of oral literature towards
more cohventional forms of western literature? I'm not
sugagesting even such a move would be intentional nor
desirvable, I am only raising the questian,

Framing devices are merely ohe instance where a
storyteller asserts her presence in the storytelling
situationy if we loack carefully we will note a number of
accasions where Beverly inserts metanarrative remarks into
the story. Although at first glance; we might see them as
"interruptions," with more attention, we might see them as
"incarporations." Beverly’s story is too long to examine

each of these instances, but in loocking at a few, we might

be able tc asses how these "metanarrative moments" function
in the relationships between storyteller and audience. We
also want to look at the ways they reshape the relationship
between the storyteller and story: in what ways do they
compl ement the message of the story even as they apparently

disrupt it?
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Early in her telling of the story, Beverly frequently
questions her memary. The first instance (after the frame)d
occurs when she describes how the young woman continues to
come homes

Now she was grown up

Grown up and maybe, married somebody.

I don't remember. But she was always coming home.

Always hanging around with her brother.

Just a bit later, it occcurs again:
Maybe he was married [younger brotherl, maybe they all
wer e

I den't remember this so well.”

Possibly Beverly is simply stating the truth: she is having
doubts. On the other hand, might this be a rhetorical
device, and if so, how might it work?

One reading would suggest that by alleging her cwn
uncertainty, she is inviting a more active response from
the other elders in the room (And she certainly gets it!).
Perhaps she scught their assistance due to her discomfort
in warking on this project—-——remember this was her first and
last session working oh recording stories——-perhaps she did
not want to be the scle focus. Honestly, I don’t know; I
have not had the opportunity to speak with her about it.
But I suspect it was more than that. After all, she did

finally reject John’s "assistance" and take the story



234

back. More likely, in admitting she was having trouble
remembering, she was charging her audience to reach out to
conhect with the story, to work with her and join her in
maving through it.

Ancther reading might take into account a connection
between what is happening at these moments in the story and
how we are to read them. Is she telling us that whether the
young girl or the young man was married ta someohe was not
the issue. In "failing to remember" these points, is she
instructing us that they are not issues to be side—-tracked
with, that this is not a story of adultery.

Another possibility might rest in choosing not to read
hevy statements as true, but instead to see them as a guise
or a mask. She tells us she can’'t remember, and yet her
memcry does get her through the whole story. Might this be
an intentional parallel toa a recurrent theme in the stary?
0ld arandmother pretends to be a bear in aorder to kill her
grandson; Aisis bretends to be weak and sleeping in order
to kill the porcupines; Gmukamps pretends to be Alsis in
order to seduce the young wife; Aisis’ son pretends to be
playing whenh he grabs his Qrandfather’s heart... In fact
two of the central conflicts in the story concern assuming
a false identity followed by the discovery of the real
identity and the consequences of the deception. The sister

agrees to help the boy only when he responds, "You are my
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wife.” Much of the first half of the story plays out the
consequences of this false posture. Similarly, Gmukamps's
assumption of Aisis! identity and his deception prompt much
of the action in the second half of the story. Might these
metanarrative comments.be seen as a parallel kind of
mapping of the story as well as an interpretation to it?

Or possibly is her failure to remember a mirroring of
each character’s failure to remember their own stories,
their own social positions? Apparently the young qirl is
"ot remembering" that she shouldn’t be hanging around her
parents’ home anymore; similarly the young man "doeshn't
remember" his place in regard to her.

Interestingly enough, what Beverly does interrupt us to
relations of the brother and sister:

"I remember this! My grandmother always used this line
for when that girl was sleeping with her brother....[lutters
Klamath linel. "

It is interesting. So much of the early story is marked
by Beverly's rather self-doubting tone. Suddenly, and
perhaps not coincidentally, she delivers a most affirmative
outburst. And it comes precisely when the brother and
sister consummate theivr relationship. Somehow, we might
suspect, this very dangerous act may have a more affirming

butcome. Ta remember is to again take control of your
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legacy; memory gives you an identity anchared in the past,
in tradition, and in Beverly's case, in language. By
sleeping together have the boy and girl somehow realized a
tremendous potential? For a Klamath audience, the answer
would be "Yes," as this act leads to the birth of the
culture hero, Aisis.

It is interesting to note, too, that at this point
Beverly takes her story back from John. She has become
empowered once again, and I sense this power draws on or
even complements the productive power of the events that
have just occcurred in the story.

There is one additional episode where Beverly
interjects into the story that 1 wish ta consider. 1
suspect our reading of this moment might be made more
interesting when compared to a similar episcode in ancther
telling of this same story.

In M.A.R. Barker’s collection of stories, Mrs. Fansy
Ohles tells a fairly similar version of the story of
Gmukamps and his saon Aisis. In a footnote, Barker explains
that at one point he may have held the microphone too close
to Mrs. Ohles. Mrs. Ohles interrupts her telling-—the same
telling that she began rather ominously with "Having
refused to do this"-—with these remarks: "What's the
matter with you? What’re you doing? Put it down! Pﬁt it

down! You scare me, sticking it in my face here. Now you



made me forget what to say"(34-35). Mrs. Ohles?
exclamaticon and subsequent pause in the telling occur in
the episode where Bear, having killed the young man, is now
in the camp of his sister/widow. The young woman is
preparing to kill the bear/grandmother having seen the comb
fall. If we turn to Beverly's telling, at exactly the same
point in the story, there is a similar long pause in her
telling in which she claims to nheed to find her way back
into the story. In some ways this is one of the most
charged moments in the "performance." Certainly the
intervruption in Beverly's and Mrs. Ohles' story could be a
coincidence, but could it be more? In both Beverly's
telling and in Mrs. Dhles telling the "interruption" is
precipitated, aor so it seems, externally from the story.
In Mrs. Ohles' case Barker holds the mike too close. When
Beverly is telling it, John interrupts and then a number of
pecple get into a brief conversation. Yet in Beverly’s
telling these kinds of interruptions occcur frequently in
the text, yet it is only at this crossrocads in the story
that both storytellers actually stop the story and suggest
the possibility of not going on. If this is an intentiaonal
part aof the performance, how might we read it?

As readers in a western literary tradition, we might
see the way in which a dramatic moment is heightened.

Knowing that Bear has come to kill the young woman, and
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knowing too that the young woman is planning to kill Bear,
this episcde marks one aof the more suspenseful scenes in
the story. It is important, nevertheless, to realize that
such a reading is a western response to this text. We
cannct assume that the Klamath have a similar definition of
what constitutes a dramatic moment. In fact, the Klamath
storytellers don't talk about dramatic moments or suspense.
(An indication, however, that these devices are used may be
seen when in the line directly before the young girl jumps
into the fire with her baby, Beverly notes: It is a kinda
lang one, huh?) S8till, we must be aware, as readers, of
the kinds of literary conventions that we bring to the
story and not suppose that we find them there.

There is another way in which to consider the ways in
which the storytellers interrupt their staries, and this is
ta consider the performance aspects of the storytelling
event., What might have been the effects on Barker of Mrs.
Ohles’ protestations™ Most likely, at first, he was
startled. She entreats him to consider his actiocns (What'’re
you doing?, implores him to stop (Stop it!), and then
accuses of causing the story to stop (Now you make me
forget...). If we look again at BReverly’'s remarks (But I
got stopped/I need to find my way back), we might find a
similar, if more subtle movement. Certainly Beverly is less

directly accusatory than Mrs. Ohles. That might be simply a



matter of temperament, although having seen her around the
community for a couple of years, I suspect her response to
John may have been marked by her views of appropriate
interactions regarding gender and age. 0ld pecople are
generally beyond reproach in the community, and women tend,
at least verbally, to defer to men. In both cases, however,
the storyteller allows the audience to khow that it (or
some member of it) is largely responsible for the break in
the story. In both cases there is a possibility that the
storyteller may not remember, or find her way back in. The
audience realizes their accountability in the venture. As
we noted in the introductory frames, again the storyteller
in these moments calls attention to herself and forces us
to step outside of the story with her. In that moment we
Jjoin her in her desire to lead us back in, and thus the
story gains more power of a sort here and a dynamic force
(it’s moving along) that we wish to catch up with.

The kinds of metanarrative moments like framing devices
or inserted comments that we have looked at are relatively
easy to identify. Yet there is a whole range of more subtle
metanarrative forces at work here. Babcock catalogs a
number of such devices including repetition, parallelism,
naming, quoting, onomatopoeia, shifts in language, point of
view, tense, or the mixture of narrative and song thch

all factor intoc metanarrative effects. For Babcock,
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"All such devices which move our attention from one
factor of the narrative event to ancther, from one
orientation to another within a given level, or from
one logical type to another are metanarration in that
they involve reference to the act of speech in which
they are used.... All perform the metanarraticnal
functicons of establishing the position of the narrator
and the audience vis-a-vis the story, call attention to
the problems and processes of narration as an act, and
pravide a frame for interpretation.® (73)

Many of the most obvious repetitions in this story are
clustered in groups of five. Five is an important number in
Klamath mytholegy, a feature it shares with many oral
traditions of the Northwest. Other ethnologists warking
with Northwest oral literatures have called attention to
the ways in which these repetitions build drama and
suspense. Melville Jacabs has pointed to the ways in which
using these special sequences of five tie the story to its
traditional and spiritual rcoots. What is spoken about far
less is the way in which this repetition functions to call
attention to per formance.

When John was working through his version of the
opening of the story, just as he comes into a key moment in
the drama--the passage where the bay will accede to naming
his sister his wife-—Pansy interrupts him: "Isn't there
something else before the wife? You only have four. There

should be five." Here, the effect of Pansy’s interruption

is to remind all of us of the structural reguirements of
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telling the story. In this instance, and in fact, in most
of the "interruptions" that the elders bring to each other,
the effect, once again, is to remind us that this is after
all a story. In that same episcde, John opens the story up
to his audience in asking them: "What else could there be?"
As suggestions are named, we are reminded af the communal
nature of Klamath narratives. At the same time, however,
we are reminded that the integrity of the story surpasses
our creative freedoms as John rejects a suggestion by
remarking, '"No, he wouldn'’t say that." If John and the
elders open the story to us, it is the story itself, its
dramatic integrity that maintains its boundaries. In this
way the episcde becomes a lesson in the relationship
between Klamath stories and Klamath storytellers.
Throughout the story we encounter a number of other
metanarrative devices. Jarold Ramsey has noted the
essentially parallel plot structure operating in many

similar Northwest "sibling-incest" stories.

"It [the storyl is structured in two parts of about
equal lengath, and strikingly parallel to cne another as
if the left and right halves of a diptych). Part One
runs up to the twel fth paragraph at which point the
brother is dead, and the Sister is about to join him in
their burning house, but holds back for a moment
because of their baby. But in effect Part Two has
already begun with the arrival on the scene of Bald
Eagle [in cur case Gmukampsl...who knows nothing of the
tragedy being consummated, but is ready and able to
snatch the baby to safety as its mother leaps into the
flames." (1983: 110).
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The stories Ramsey examines are quite similar to this
one, and his cobservations about the parallel episodes carrvy
over. There are additional parallels along plot lines
including incidents of incest early in both sections of the
story as well as the way in which Gmukamps! sends Aisis up
into the sky to get rid of him is later paralled by Aisis’
dispatch of his father intoa the sky at the end of the
story.

Perhaps the most stunning parallel in Beverly's
rendition of this tale is the way that Aisis' emergence as
the head of his household and power ful culture hero is
paralleled to Beverly's emergence as & forceful
storyteller. Early in the story, Aisis was no match for his
father's trickery. He is weak, if gentle and has not yet
inherited or recognized his powers. Similarly, the early
stages of Heverly'’s performance are marked by her
commentary of sel f-doubt. Later in the story, Aisis is
dispatched to a treetop; he is exiled, cut off from the
story. Similarly Beverly undergoes a similar ordeal when
she is thrown off track from her narrative, lost by a stray
comment and has to then find her way through the trees. At
that point, she, too, claims to be cutside of the story. It
might almost read that both Aisis and Beverly are on a kind

of power quest. Aisis feigns weakness to learn his animals
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helper'’s spirit song. Beverly (maybe) feigns forgetfulness,
confusion until she too hears the old words again. Both
emerge into the later stages having mastered their
predicaments.

The story also features oncmatopoeia in the Klamath
names of some of Aisis’s wives as well as their discourse;
code—~shi fting figures prominently here as well as Beverly
uses her vocal ranges to distinguish voices and switches
from narrative to dialog, and even into song, as in the
case of the Porcupines’ song. Space does not allow for a
detailed treatment of each of these devices. In each of
these instances the storyteller makes us aware of her
telling of the story.

One of the most interesting uses of code-shifting
occurs as Beverly moved back and forth from Klamath (and
even archaic Klamath? to English. For me, much of the
tension in this story resides in the tension between the
two tongues. From the very first lines, Beverly dramatizes
her movement, and the movement of the story, back and forth
in the languages. After her commentary about how much she
remembers, she sets the story in Klamath ("cay dina hok
shewets") and then in English (There was this woman living
there.”) The "there" functions not just as a vague and

somewhat formulaic setting in this case, but seems to

——— i St s ot o



languages, and her telling is some ways is the bridge. The
rest of her performance will bear this cut. By switching
back and forth between languages, she makes her audience
aware of the continuity of Klamath stories and thus Klamath
culture from the past into the present. By constantly
translating each of her Klamath comments for her audience,
in fact, we are made aware of the ways storytellers
translate their culture acrass languages, changes,
generations. It is interesting to note, as well, that not
ohnly is this code-switching a metanarrative commentary on
the story she is telling, but certainly it provides a
commentary on the project that brought all of us together
that day. Moving from Klamath to English and back and forth
as she does, she calls attention to the fissure that stands
between cur desire for the cld texts in Klamath and the
urge to recover them, for now, in English. But as she
translates, as we are able to follow along in the story,
she weaves this fissure claosed, and then reopens it, weaves
it shut....

It is important to point to one instance in the story
where she does not translate, and it stands out because she
was invited to and declined. This moment occcurs in an
incident we have already given some attention to ——and that
is the episode where the brother and sister consummate

theivr relationship. Beverly remembers a line in Klamath
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that her grandmother used in her versions of the story.
It’s an interesting moment as the storyteller talks about
being the audience for this story. Somehow, in Beverly’s
per formance, I got the feeling—--and I don't know this-—-but
I intuit it, that it is through her memory of those Klamath
words, that she gains her authority in her performance. The
words are not translated into English but are translated
into Beverly's performance. In some way the words bring
back her grandmother and her own position as a link in that
tradition of storytelling. If so, then telling the stories
is a generative act——it will bring back the old anes, the
languages we think we have forgotten. Can it be a
coincidence that the moment this generative act is staged
coincides in the narrative with the sexual intercourse of
the brother and sister, the act that will generate Aisis®

As we listen, most of the time it would seem that
Beverly's use of the English language defers to the
original Klamath in least in so far as the storytellers are
able to recall it. The attempt to keep the story as close
as possible ta its "original"” nature is seen throughout.
There is ohe case, however, when the choice of which
Klamath term to use is decided in terms of its sound and
associations in English. Here, I speak of John's rejection
of the archaic "Aissik" because "it sounds too much like

the Bible" abviously rveferring to Issac. In this moment the
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histcocrical, political and social realms enter the text.
Even as these elders work to forge a record of their
stories, those same stories, and for that matter their
culture, all of it is constantly being perceived as under
assault by the dominant culture that surrounds therm.
Perhaps, it is a subtle irony to note that in trying to
reject any association with the English (Issac), John
viclates the original intent of the group to get the story
back to its rocots as far as possible, and thus allows his
story to be modified by the power of an English word's

sound and associaticn.

Ultimately, when confronted with a text that is
literary, aesthetic, and complicated, one question always
rests uneasily before us: "What's this story about?" The
knowledge that I am reading across culture makes me vealize
that it is not a matter of "understanding”" the text, so
much as coming into relation with it. As an educated, 20th
century western woman, I carry lots of "baggage" with me
into my meeting with the text, and I have to be aware of
that. And I am aware that what I hear is filtered through
that same baggage. Yet, cne still asks, "What's this story
about--for me?"

In his essay "Uncursing the Misbegotten" (19832, Jarold

Ramsey offers us a cursory summary of thematically similar



"Wild Woman" Northwest stories, and in the discussion that
fallows, attempts to posit some meanings. He does not
mention the Klamath version, but it conforms to most of the
criteria he selects as the story type. He lists as cammon
features of this genre the sister’s initiation of the act
of incest, the symbolic fire which consumes the sister, the
survival of the male aoffspring, his adoption, and his
emergence as a hero with unusual powers. (1983: 107).
Ramsey, too, comes to the same question: "What is Wild
Woman and the Brother and Sister Who Marry Abocut?" (108).
Ramsey has read numerous versions of tales such as
these, and as for the above the Wild Woman story, he
chooses to discuss three versions: one published by Boas in
1830, one dictated to Melville Jacobs by Mrs. Pearson, and
ohe dictated to May Edel by Mrs. Fearson. Reading his
versions essentially as textualized reproductions, we find
little enmphasis on the performance aspects of the stary.
Ramsey does call aur attention to a "rare Fostscript”

following Mrs Pearson’s story in Jacobs' Nehalem Tillamook
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Tales, where she states, "This story shows how a young
person whao is born in disgraceful cirvcumstances through no
fault of his own will obtain a very strong [spiritl
power." Since Ramsey shares little with us of the cantext
or of Mrs. Pearson’s motivations in making such a

statement, it is hard to know how to take it. Yet Ramsey



seems to find in it a confirmation of his cwn view of these
tales’ "wild and repugnant" subject. He summarizes the

meaning of the story as follows:

Perhaps what is being "said" is that incest is the
ultimate adult corruption of the condition of
childhood. But, if so, the curse dies within its own
generation, surviving only in our khowledge as
audience, and the narrative labors to preserve and
magnify the unfortunate child which ig its issue——in
Antigonus’s wards on infant Perdita: “"Ta save the
innocent: anything possible" (1983: 111).

In an essay dazzling (dizzying) with allusions to the
Bible, Lewis and Clark, Oedipus, Shakespeare’s "The
Winter's Tale," and Freud, Ramsey casts his story of
"radical redemption." Throughout his essay Ramsey grounds
his reading of the text in comparative analysis. Many of
his comparisons are to Western literature, but in locking
at a number of similar Northwest stories, Ramsey suggests
similarities in form, content, and meaning. Dealing with
secohdary texts, Ramsey tends to privilege the idea of the
essential story, but it is a story stripped clean of its
context, its spontaneity, and of much connection to the
specific cultures from which the stories derive. How might
Ramsey'’s rveading of the message of story be re-configured
if he had the opportunity to examine Beverly's transcript?

As 1 re-read the transcript, incest is certainly an

element, and, in fact, incest recurrs later in the story



2499

when Gmukamps seduces his daughter—in-law. Beverly calls
attention to the first episcode of incest in a loud voice:
"She was a bad one, that one, EEEvil." Yet after that,
little attention is paid to the episcde, or for that matter
to the givrl and her brother. It would seem they exist
mostly to bring about Aisis. Perhaps such an unlikely birth
suits the arrival of a culture hero who wouldn't arrive in
the usual way. And his parents’! culpability of incest
allows them to be speedily "gotten rid of" so that Aisis
may enter into his central relationship in Klamath
mythology, his relation with his "father" Gmukamps.

In fact, in the performance, the symbolic birth of
Aisis from Gmukamps receives much more attention than the
boy’s real birth or even the incident of incest. Gmukamps
gaes through a sequence of five steps in trying to learn
how to hold the bay—-—-whether on his forehead, his arm, his
neck, etc. and a similar seqguence in naming him. Perhaps
his relationship to the boy. The birth of Aisis assisted by
Gmukamps' daughter is clearly reminiscent of actual
childbirth. She laoks into an opening in her father’s body
and sees a hair as if the baby’'s head was appearing. The
catalog of names Gmukamps "tries on'" the baby resemble the
game the baby's parents played-—"You are my siste?," "Yau

are my cousin," You are my wife...." The story of how we
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come to terms to understand and honor our relations to each
other might be one way to think of "the meaning" in this
story.

Certainly such a reading could be demonstrated across
lines of gender. Males and females are everywhere trying to
understand the way to come together in good relation in
this story. Aside from the incestucus parents, other
couples include Gmukamps/his daughter, Gmukamps/Aisis’
wives/, Alsis/c’ic’iilooo? (Wren), Aisis/The Butterfly
Girls, etc, and in the larger story we might see
Barker/Mrs. Ohles, Reverly/Johh, Andrea/John,
Andrea/Jarold.

Similarly, characters seem to be trying to learn how to
behave across generations as well. Obviocusly there is
Gmukamps/Aisis, but there are many others including
Grandmother (Bear)/the Evil girl; Gmukamps/his grandson
(who kills him); the Klamath elders/the younger pecple
there; Jacobs & Boas/Ramsey; Ramsey/Andrea; the old texts
of these stories in Klamath/ the ones we are making now.

To read this story as a treatise on the conseguences
and subsequent redemption of a harrendous action seems to
not take into account the very character of Gmukamps
himself. In Klamath stories, Gmukamps not only made the
world and the people, he made things the way they are. A

transformer but also a trickster, his stories often attest



N
o
'y

to a trial and error method. In viewing the way individuals
attempt to come to terms with each other across lines of
gender and generation, we might see this as anocther of
Gmukamps's tfials to see haw things will be, how the pecple
will behave. Emphasis by scholars on the taboos,
limitations, and restrictions in such relations seems not
to recognize the fact that in Klamath folklore it is the
presence of Aisis which symbolically opens and broadens the
range aof Gmukamps’'! potential. It is Aisis who enables his
father Gmukamps to act out a wider range of character. For
the most part Gmukamps is a culture hero. He has not only
created the people, but he looks cut for them, building
dams to trap fish and making the weather change. It is only
in the stories with Aisis that he is able to realize his
capacity as trickster as the repertory of their tales is
replete with efforts of Gmukamps to upstage or destroy his
son. Still, we must remember, both Gmukamps and Aisis have
special powers——each time they die, they spring back ta
life.

In short Gmukamps and Aisis are figures of creation, of
amazing potential and little moral development. It seems a
reading of this tale in moral outrage against "the
Misbegotten" may more likely be a product of a Christian
ethos in the reader. As well the interpretation riées aut

of an essentially static and monologic text, a text



separated from a voice, a text deveid of what Bakhtin would

refer to as an "uninterrupted process of historical being

that is characteristic of all living language" (1981:293).
Bakhtin points instead to the dialogic orientation of

any story, any utterance:

It is entangled, shot through with shared thoughts,
points of view...enters a dialogically agitated and
tension—-filled environment of alien words, value
Judgements, and accents, weaves inh and ocut of complex
interrelationships, merges with some, recoils from
others, intersects with yet a third group: and all this
may crucially shape discourse, may leave a trace in all
its semantic layers, may complicate its expression and
influence its entire stylistic profile. The living
utterance, havihg taken meaning and shape in a
particular historical moment in a socially specific
environment, cannhot fail to brush up against thousands
of living dialogic threads,...cannot fail to become an
active participant in a scacial dialog. (1381:276)

As 1 listened to Beverly, 1 was amazed at the ways her
vaice shifted as characters entered and exited the stage
that she created. As I sat there and listened, I was
struck by the characters that she created, the distinct
voices that rang through her renditicon. Later, listening to
the tape recording of the performance, I was struck again
by all the voices making up the story. The voices of
Gmukamps, Aisis, Grandmother/Bear and the rest of the cast
of characters was now joined by John's rather gruff voice,
Pansy's laughter, Ellie’'s suggestions, Peter and his

friend, a woman drinking Fepsi, and my own voice was right
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there with them.

Now loocking over this text I have produced, the
polyphonic nature of the piece is staggering. I have
invited Stern, Mrs. Ohles, Jarold Ramsey, Barker, and Myrna
among others. I am finding my sense of "the story” in a
dialogic process of making stories. It occcurs to me that
all of these voices are coming together to share thinking
about Klamath verbal art, to rise up against the
possibility that the stories would ever o away, and in the
act of telling, of talking, of "sending our voices out
there" we are, in fact, not holdinag onto Phe stories, but
we are re—inventing them and reminding ourselves of the
power of language.

Beverly ended her story with these words: "That's all 1
remember. Maybe I fell asleep while they were telling it.
Maybe that’s as far as it's going." Earlier in the
discussion of framing techniques, I cited Greg Sarris’s
observaticacn that such metanarrative framing techniques
could work to seal the story up, to close it and make it
inviolate. Fossibly, if we read Beverly's endihg as the
last of a long and elabarate series of metanarrative
techniques, we might rvead it differently. Her second two
sentences hint that there may be more of the story ocut
there, particularly her use of the present perfect tense

with which she clases. Her reference to falling asleep
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after the statement of her loss of memory gives us a
feeling that she is tired, that her part of this work is
finished for the day. Throughout her per formance she has
demonstrated how voices sustain each other, how languages
conhnect and speak to one another, how her narrvatives have
joined to the narratives of Aisis and Grandmother Bear, how
old stories and new stories touch. Perhaps in her closing
she has in reality copened the story up, and more generously
given her audience the invitation to continue the singing.

When I claimed Ramsey'’s readings were, to an extent,
the product of a static text, it is Beverly's performance
of the tales that charges the story’s motion. Throughout
her telling, Beverly pulls herself out of the story--taking
her audience back cut with her——and rveconstellates her
relationship to the story as she re—enters it. In this way
we are forced hot to be passive listeners, but are
constantly involved in renegotiating our relationship to
the events in the story as well as the storytelling event
itself. The level of reflexivity involved in such motion is
strongly aligned with much of what Klamath elders have told
me about how they see the purposes of telling stories——to
make you think about your 1life, who you are, where you are
standihg. At once central to the story, and at once outside
of it, these metanarrative devices remind us all of the

ways ihn which we experience the world, the delicate dance



[
o
t

we carry out to keep our balance.

Like Gmukamps, the Trickster/Transformer/Culture Hero,
Beverly's constant metanarrative movement in and ocut of the
story mark her as a kind of liminal figure——dangerous,
magical, brimming with astonishing creative capacity.
Gmukamps is credited with naming everything, giving life to
everything, and providing for the Klamath pecople. In
bringing back the étaries and making them understandable to
us through a variety of creative quises, in connecting the
old names to the new names, in reminding us of the power of
language, Klamath staorytellers may be said to have became
the culture herces of a new generation.

Finally, for me, studied from a performance-centered
approach, Beverly'’s story is about much more even than the
power and continuity of stories. 1 see in Beverly's
per farmance of this tale a story about cannection, about
finding ways to hold new things, ways to name them in
relation to ourselves.... As the characters in the tale
recanstellate their identities in relation to each other,
sa these voices throughout the chapter have come together
not just to create new stories, but to re-create ourselves
in relation to the stories and to each other. In her
per formance, I read a concern with a way ta hold each other
that incorporates Gmukamps! generative force. For és we

reach out and hold new things, we, ourselves, are



re—created in that embrace. As Edward Bruner writes

What is implied... is that self and society are
not taken as given, as fully formed, fixed, and

timeless, as either integrated selves or functionally

consistent structures. Rather, self and scciety are
always in production, in process; and one of our

tasks... is to specify how, in concrete instances and

different cultural settings, this shaping and
re—-shaping take place." (2

As 1 have tried to demonstrate, these devices call our

attention to the relation between the story and its teller,

between storyteller and audience, between the two

languages. .. The comparisons continue to spread ocut like

circles in the water: the relation between men and women,

the dominant culture and the Klamath culture, the elders

and the young pecople, insiders and ocutsiders, the old

stories and the new ones, this story now that I am writing,

the one you invent even as you read this, the ways we

change from this meeting. Even now,—— "It’s going..."
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Notes to Chapter 3.

1.

2.

For a more complete discussion of these terms, please

see Bauman’s (1977) discussion on pp. 15-18.

Fersonal conversations with Greg Sarris, Winter-Spring,
1991,

Versions of the story of Gmukamps and Aisis appear in
the foullowing texts:

——Gatschet (1830) contains two related stories,
elements of which appear in Beverly's tale. The first
entitled, "K'Mukamtch Attempts the Destruction of his
San" (94-393) was narrated by Minnie Froben; the other,
"A Mythic Tale About Aishish" (39-103) was harvated by
Dave Hill. The tales appear in interlinear
translations.

——Curtis (1924) contains a version called "Aissis"
(210-212) narrated by Long Wilson. Presented in English
prose, there is no commentary on any editing LCurtis may
have done.

~—Barker (13963) contains a lohger version (25-50) given
to him by Mrs. Fansy Ohles. Her telling is in four
sections, and Barker's notes reflect on the
starytelling situation and include a few of her
comments. The tales appear in interlinear

translations.

For this reader, there is something unsettling about
her opening. Ohe wonders why she rvrefused to tell it the
first time, and why Barker must have beenh s persistent
as to get her to tell it almost against her will.
Unfortunately, when one reads ethnography, one finds
numercus encounters where (usually male)d
anthropologists use their power and persistence to
force Native informants to give up what it is they wish
to obtain. The arrogance takes on a kind of violence as
we see these scientists hearing their collaborators say
"No, " and pushing on nonhetheless. In the case of male
scholars and female informants, these "coercions" might
be seen as a kind of "date rape."”

Sarris frequently discusses the ambiguity of his
"position" as both insider and outsider in the Pomo
community. A good example can be found in Sarris,
19383-30.
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Chabpter 6. Tales Out of School: Oregon Indian

Captivity Narratives

INDIAN BOARDING SCHOOL: THE RUNAWAYS

Home's the place we head for in our sleep.
Boxcars stumbling north in dreams

don’t wait for us. We catch them oh the run.

The rails, old lacerations that we love,

shoot parallel across the face and break

just under Turtle Mountain. Riding scars

you can’t get lost. Home is the place they cross.

The lame guard strikes a match and makes the dark
less tolerant. We watch through cracks in boards
as the land starts rolling, rolling till it bhurts
to be here, cold in regulation clothes.

We know the sheriff’s waiting at midvrun

to take us back. His car is dumb and warm.

The highway doesn’t rock, it anly hums

like & wing of long insults. The worn—-down welts
of ancient punishments lead back and forth.

All runaways wear dresses, lonag green ohnes,

the color you would think shame was. We scrub

the sidewalks down because it's shameful work.

Our brushes cut the stone in watered arcs

and in the scak frail outlines shiver clear

a moment, things us kids pressed on the dark

face hefore it hardened, pale, remembering

delicate old injuries, the spines of names and leaves.

"Indian Boarding School: The Runaways"
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"Sa what is this captivity story anyway?" Ellie asks
me as she looks up from wiping off her kitchen counter.

It is early October, 1990, and I have spent the last
few days in Chiloguin working with the Klamath Culture and
Heritage Committee on videcotaping coral histories., In the
morning I am about to head over to Salem and do same
research oh Chemawa Indian schoaol for a paper I haveve been
asked to present for the Modern Language Association
convention an the boarding schocol experience of Indian
pecple.

"So why are you qoing down there to Salem to find it.
Why not hear our side of the story?®"

I'm sitting at her kitchen table nursing my third cup
of bitter coffee. Ellie's wards hang for a moment in my
mind: "Why not hear our side of the story..." I've been
warking with the Klamath Tribe now for almost three years,
and I still have not managed to stifle the part of me that
cringes at the notion that there always has to be "our
side”" and "their side." Some part of me is still seeking
some move holistic view., And it'’s more complicated that
that. No simple dualism, there is a third side-—-my own.
What is my own position in choosing which version comes to

this wider audience?

Mcnths ago a colleague invited me invited to



260

participate an a panel which would consider the experiences
of Native Americans under dominant systems of assimilation.
Another panelist, Greg Sarris, waould view Indians as
captives in a dominant system of religion while Ed Castillo
woeuld describe Indian resistance to a dominant political
system. My assiagnment was education.

Far months I read gavernment reports from the first
half of the 20th century. I locked up catalogs and literary
magazines from Carlisle, Haskell, Chemawa and the FPhoenix
Indian school. I wrote letters to the schools askinhg for
materials. Yet the material stacked in tidy bundles on my
desk——the xeroxed pages, the brochures, statistics——it all
seemed too distanced, too cut off from what I imagine must
be the vivid and horrifying experience of being foarcibly
sent away to school——to be exiled not just from family and
haome, but from culture.

Of course, it had occurved to me to ask my Klamath
friends for assistance. Perhaps they knew someone who
attended one of these schooals., Yet although I was tempted,
finally I rejected the idea as it seemed already 1 was
asking too much from them oh cther projects.

And the truth was I did not see my research for this
presentation connected to this project. This, 1 reasoned,
was a paper about history and politics, not about verbal

art. Initially, I had naot considered including these texts
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in this manuscript. But I did so far two reasons. First,
Pansy and the others wanted them included. This is not to
say that they have final say on these decisions, but as we
talked about it, I began to rethink my position. Ellie,
Fansy and Gerald felt these stories need to be heard. Yet,
for me, although I am sympathetic to that point of view, 1
was not convinced that this manuscript is the moast
appropriate place to air them.

Yet, I did find my own compelling reasons to put them
in. First, they display the mast caommon contemporary form
of Klamath verbal art. So often contemporary Indian pecple
lament that they no longer have "verbal art” or "aral
literature,"”" or that pecple don't tell stories anymove, but
maybe that's because their definition of verbal art comes
from anthropologists? texts which consist of cayote
stories, creation stories, etc.

Yet in my evperience at Klamath and in brief visits to
other Indian communities, storytelling is flourishing-—-but
it does not consist necessarily of those more "traditiconal”
stories. In fact, a New Ferce friend told me that the only
time he hears LCoyote stories is when a (White) scholar is
visiting. Yet, he claims, people are always telling
stories-—-stoaries about day to day life, stories about
histary or politics or individuals.

In this chapter, "Tales Out of School," you will noatice
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what may seem like a departure in the kinds of stories
discussed. Actually, it is not a departure at all. Some of
the stories in earlier chapters were what 1 would call
"traditional stories” in that they have been told with some
variations for cover a hundred years. Yet even dealing with
those old stories, I have tried to focus on the dynamic
nature of per formance, the way it reformulates,
reinvigorates and ultimately (relcreates stoaries.
Throughout these essays, I have resisted an approach which
would hold Klamath verbal art up as some kind of icon,
rather I wanted to call attention to its changing nature.

So, the "stories" we have in the chapter which follows
may be said to be the least traditional of the tales I have
shared. It is my belief that these more contemporary
stories may be said to be of as much interest as the older
ohes. Surely, the images, messages, and truths need to be
heard. Yet, more importantly, an attention to detail, to
per formance, and to language will reveal that fine blend of
verbal artistry, cbservation, and reflection that makes the
study aof literature so compelling.

Finally, the implications of leaving this material out
are unacceptable. To avoid the inclusion of this material
may be an impulse toward aorientalizing or fetishizing
Native American storytelling. At the very least it.would be

privileaging a naon—Klamath conception of what constitutes
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their verbal art.

When I began my research, I faced the fact of how
little I knew about the policies of Indian educaticn. I
decided to begin by visiting Chemawa, and I hoped cther
leads would present themselves there. Logistically, it
seaemed ideal to schedule the visit for the end of my trip
to Klamath in October. Yet, I was reminded that day in
Ellie’s kitchen that when I travel to Klamath country, even
the best laid plans fall astray.

Althouah I khew little about Indian educaticonal
policies, my approach had been defined by the panel--to
view Indians as '"captives" af these dominant systems. 1
decided early on ta view the stories I could find as
captivity narvatives. I found the issue tantalizing. I
wondered how these tales might complement the genre of
captivity narvatives? How conflict? How might they
genevate a dialog about the nature of captivity, about

storytelling, and ultimately about culture contact?

"So what is this captivity story anyway®™" A day aqo as
we wrapped up editing the video, I announced I would leave

Saturday, the following morning, to head aver to Salem and
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talk to some of the staff at Chemawa Indian school. It is
still autumn, yet already the first shnow has fallen in this
little town just north of Klamath Falls. The kitchen is
warm and bright, the sun qlints off the ice in the front
yard, and I'm not locking forward to the drive aver the
mountains, especially not with the Hertz rental Chrysler. 1
look back at Ellie who has settled down on her sofa across
the kitchen, and i wonder about her "side of the story.”

"Are there people here you know who went to Chemawa?
Might they be willing to share their memories about it?
About their time there™”

"Sure, sure, lots of Indians from up here went down
there., We'll get some peocple cover here and talk about it in
the morning. And Melvin is coming over early, coming in
from La Grande. I told you that, didn't I?"

"I didn't know Melvin went to Chemawa,” I venture.
"Naw, he didn't. He stayed home, went to the Agency
schonl, dropped out. But he's working hard now, doing real
well., That ranch he works has two hundred head of horses up
there by La Grande. And he locks qgood now too. Last time
you saw him, he.... he wasn't himself. But he looks real

fine now. He's trying to stop drinking.”

I sip the caoffee and consider in that moment haow
"scholarly work," "field work," "ethnography'" gets done

sometimes. Not out of exploring the best methods, not out



of rigorous research, but in a case like this ocut of simple
circumstances. I don't want to drive that Chrysler over the
icy pass, and Ellie is still trying tco fix me up with her
nephew. I suppose those two reasons are reasconh ehough to
keep me here an extra day. "I1'11 stay," I say.

"Good, " says Ellie "Want some more coffee?"

"Na, thanks" I say, but I think want I want is ta
follow up her invitation to hear her "side aof the story."

Ellie makes same calls that evening, and by ten a.m.
the next day, her house is full of people; Ellie has found
several friends who went ta Chemawa or who khow somecone who
did. I know about half of them, aothers I recocgnize from the
cammunity. Like soa many cther houses in Amevica the men
sit in the front room, a game is on the television. The
women cluster in the kitchen. There’'s coffee, cigarettes,
assorted Safeway pastries, and two narrow boxes of Borden's
Thin Mints. My own contribution to the festivity, a half a
dozen navel oranges, sit in a wooden bowl on the counter.
Gladys, a arandmother who grew up in the house next door,
starts up. "So I hear you wanna know some stories about
Chemawa. Well, I was there. I can tell you."

But Ellie cuts her aff. She’s unpeeling an orange. "N,
you have to make it a story of captivity! Not just any
story."

Noew it's my turn to get into it. "No, nhoa that's fine.



I'd really like it if you could just tell me what you
remember about Chemawa." I strain to remember just what I
told Ellie about my presentation.

But now Gladys is wary. She wants to get it right, I
know. "No," she says, "What is this captivity thing? If you
tell me what it is, I can give you one of those. Myself, I
wasn't captured, but I know people who were. Captured. At
Chemawa."

"No, " roars Ellie, "Not captured at Chemawa, captured
and sent to Chemawa." She takes a bite of the orange, makes
a wry face, and heaves the fruit across the voomy it lands
miraculously in the trash can.

Everyohe in the voom is locking at me. They want me to
clarify what story I want, and I observe how the whole
occasion is spiraling dowhward. It’s hnot an unfamiliar
feeling. I don't want to shape the narratives they share,
yet I know simply by being here that that is precisely what
I am doing. I used to wish I could leave the room, leave
the town, the state of Oregon, yet somehow eavesdrop on the
tales they tell when I am not here. For those I thought
were the real stories, authentic Klamath or Modoc stories.

Scametimes it cccurs to me to wonder why I want them,
what is this notion of the "pristine" state of Klamath
verbal art, that I can then capture, and bring back and lay

out in a presentation cr in a text like this cne. Ellie
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was right. It is, after all, a captivity story, and surely
I'm the one who's doing the capturing. But perhaps by
recoghnizing the impossibility of disappearing and instead
facing the fact of my presence, dealing, too with the fact
of their presence—-—that somehow a aroup of us have come
together to talk and share stories——possibly out of this
meeting can come a way to liberate these captivity stoaries
into more rewarding kinds of encounters. I reach for an
orange, change my mind, pick up a few thin mints and excuse
myself. "I haven’t had a chance to talk to Melvin,”" I say

as I walk toward the front vroom. Ellie smiles and winks.

The "story" of formal schooling at Klamath is a long
and rambling narrative marked occcasionally by glimmers of
hope, moments of reward, but for the most part it is a tale
aof despair and miscalculation. One can not separate talk of
Indian education, at least in the case of Klamath and Modoc
peoples, from a largey political history. The schools were
tied irvevocably to United States govermnment policies of
assimilation, and ultimately to the destruction of Indian
culture. As Theodare Stern points ocut, the government
policies of this era directed toward the Klamath were
mani fold: "The Indians of independent tribes and bands wer e
to be confined within a reservaticon and theve brought to a

single polity. Within twenty years they were to be
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transformed into self sufficient farmers and their feet set
upch & road marked by the use of 'citizens' dress’, of
modern homes, preferably situated on individual farwms, by
ability to speak English and even to read and write in that
medium, and the abandonment of their own faith for
Christianity" (19635: 50)1. This history is a story

resonant with misunderstanding, tainted with racism,
brimming of greed and vialence.

Fallowing the treaty of 1864 in which the Klamath were
settled onto a defined reservation, the first agency school
was set up in 18732 at Fort Klamath. A decade later a second
school opened at the new subagency near Yainax on the
eastern edage of the reservation. Students in both schools
spent the morninas engaged in basic academic training and
the afternoons were devoted to industrial skills. The bays
studied farming, stock raising, worked in the sawmill or
apprenticed themselves to blacksmiths, woodcutters or plow
makers. The girls learned sewing and housekeeping.

Over the next twenty years the schools suffered
frequent temporary closures due to funding problems as well
as staff attrition. Yet, reports written in that era by
Agency commissioners Dyer and Applegate identify the chief
obstacle to the success of the schools, however, remained
the absenteeism of the students. In the spring and summer

the parents took the children as they spread out to gather



wakas. Farents also withheld their children when the
schools forbade the boys to engage in visiaon quests and the
girls to participate in puberty rituals.

In the next several years it became increasingly clear
tca Agents Nickerson and Dyer that in order for education to
succeed, Klamath children would have to be distanced from
the influence of their families. Ih 1885 nineteen students
were sent away to Chemawa, the first of hundreds to make
the 450 mile trip. Within the year, eight had died, and the
Klamath agents reconsidered theivy plan. In a letter from
Agent J. Emery to Acting Commissiconer Atkins in 1887, Emery
ncetes that "This great mortality has caused much
digsatisfaction among my Indians; and any effort to remcove
any more children to this schoal will meet with serious
opposition on the part of my Indiang" (Stern 109).

This concern with Indian opposition rapidly declined
with the passage later that year of the Dawes Act, alsc
khown as the General Allotment Act. According to its
provisions, the reservation land was divided and portioned
out to designated tribal members. Within a year, Agent
Applegate had made school attendance compulsory and linked
it to allatment. When cne reservation member failed to send
her children to school, Applegate wrote to her: "Please
write to me at once what you propose to do about them [the

childrenl, and if it is your wish to have them give up
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their allotments on the reservation" (Stern 161).

Klamath tribal leaders retaliated by criticizing the
Agency schaols, and there is much evidence that their
criticism was justified., Anthropologist Theodore Stern has
isolated continuous references to abuse in the files of
Agency correspondence.  "In one staff evaluation appears a
noetation on Thomas Davis, industrial teacher, "recommended
by Governcor Fenoyer as his nephew. Hé ig learhning and is
prepared to do better in the future". 0f another, J. W.

Br andenberag, superintendent and principal teacher at the
Yainix schoacol, it was abserved: "He has maintained good
discipline in this school, although his methods of
punishment may have been considered a little severely by
the Department; he having resorted to shackles in extreme
cases" (Stern 103). Apparently instances like this were not
uncommon. Acting agency head Applegate noted that Col. H.
B. Coampson, the Superintendent of the Agency schaool would
beat his wife in front of the students, and his daughter,
the assistant matron, "herself an invalid, but of
sufficient spite and vim as to inflict scars on different
parts of the bodies of school girls, and even upon their
faces and heads.” Not surprisingly, there was a high staff
turnover in both schools. A guick glance through the

Department of the Interior reveals that, in fact, in 1892



the Superintendent to the Agency schaool noted that over the

last seven years there had been on the average a change in

:2

superintendent every six months.

Despite these appalling conditions, the Klamath people
were politically trapped. With compulscory education tied to
allaotment, they began to consider alternatives. Chemawa was
still feared due to the student deaths there, and in 18398
ohe Klamath chief assembled nine boys and dispatched them
to Carlisle Traimning School in Fennsylvania. Within days,
however, most of the boys ran away and were found in
FPittsburgh. From then onh, students attended the Agency

schools or, increasingly, went to Chemawa.

The infamous school began in 1878 when the Federal
government copened an Indian Boarding School at Forest
Grove, Dregun. The school, under the divection of Lt. M. C.
Wilkerson, enroclled three hundred Indian students from all
aver the Northwest. Funded under the War Dept. the school
saught to assimilate its students into a Christian and

Puritan mentality. Fired with a lethal combinaticon of

military and religious zeal, the directors of the school
and its instructors seemed to exhibit little sense of

restraint in discipline. In 1884 the school moved ta its
present site at Chemawa, Oregon near the state'’s cépital,

Salem. Throughout the end of the 13th century the focus of
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instruction was narrow: Enaglish and remedial classes. In
1926 Chemawa high schocol received state accreditation and
maintained an emphasis on vocational trades. In the 1930's
a day unit was added and grew as over the next decades an
increasing number of Native peoples moved intoc urban areas.
During the Fifties enrallment slid, but aver the last three
decades the school has flourished with a large number of
Alashka'’s native children.

Today, from what I am told, no Klamath children attend
Chemawa. Nevertheless, the school has become a symbol for
many Oregon Native Americans which evokes a number of
camplex and varied responses hot just to Indian education,

but to the politics of colonization.,

At the women's insistence, the men are drifting into
the kitchen., At the table Gladys and Ellie are locked into
conversation. When Fansy walks into the vroom, Ellie leaps
from her chaiv: "Did you bring it? I was just trying to
explain it to Gladys."

"Bring what?™"

"That Rowlandson story. I told you to bring it."

An association crossed my mind, but I quickly dismissed
it. Gladys was digging in her purse: "Ya, ya, I've got it
here. I couldn’t read half of it the way she scribhled all

over it." She pulled some stapled sheets from her bag and
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lay them on the counter.

"Look, " said Ellie handing me the pages. As 1 gazed
aver the top sheet, for a second, I was stunned. Across the
top, I read "The Narrvative of the Captivity of Mrs. Mary
Rowl andsan who was taken prisconer by the Wampancag when
Lancaster, Massachusetts was destroyed in the year 1776."
The margins were crowded with remarks, notes, and asterisks
made in a loopy scrawl. "Whose handwriting is this®" 1
asked., Ellie's smile was darkening. Immediately, I sensed
my reaction had disappointed her, and s I tried to feign
more enthusiasm as she explained her special surprise to
me .

Almost two months ago I had menticoned to Ellie the
paper that I was researching, not to ask for help, but only
to share with her the projects that immersed me as she
shared her concerns with me. Ellie had taken it upaon
hersel f, and her friends, to help me with this work. She
had contacted peaple who knew something of Chemawa, but,
she confided, the one element that remained unclear to her
was just what a captivity narrative is. Like any
resaurceful grandmother, she appealed to her younger
relatives who were closer to "that stuff you learn in
school. " Her plan worked out when & niece, a student at
Sauthern Oregon College in Ashland, called to sayrthat she

found a "captivity narrative" in her freshman reader. At
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Ellie’s request, the youna woman tried to print all of her
teacher’s lecture notes into the margins of the copy she

made. Apparently, in the last week, Ellie and a few of her
friends had read the text as a model of what I was loaoking

for.

There are times in one’s work when things aren’t going
the way you want them to. For example, when I am writing,
sametimes the piece seems to be moving in the wrong
divection, or when I am trying to sew scomething, I grow
confused by the pieces of cloth cut in odd shapes all over
the table.... In these cases, it is poassible to get up and
walk away from the desk or the sewing machine and go
cutside, to take a time-—cut in which to reconfiqure my
dirvecticon.

But in this situation, such an opticon did not exist. 1
admit for a split second, standing in Ellie’'s kitchen with
a copy of Mrs. Rowlandson's narrative in my hand, I
considered the possibility of sugagesting that I needed to
step outside, to regroup. Ellie’s surprise was most
unexpected, and although I wasn't sure why, it was not what
I wanted. It seemed all to be happening too fast, and 1
wasn’t sure what to do. Feople had taken their seats in the
kitchen; the coffee was poured. .

"Let’s get started," said Ellie; she looked at me and
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patted the chair next to her.
¥ * *

Now, with more insight, I can look back and realize
that 1 found the presence of the Rowlandson piece
problematic for two reasons. Although 1 did not realize it
then, the first ohe had to do with me. I realize now that I
had been troubled, even before coming ta Klamath that
October, about a way to discuss Native American narratives
about boarding schools cast as captivity narratives.
Surely, my sense of what defined such a narrative was
shaped by Western models—--including, of course, the
infamous Rowlandson piece. Yet I wished to resist using the
Western model as a kind of standard against which to haold
the others. Aside from the bad politics of such & stand, 1
khew the old adage about hearing only what you came to
hear. Surely, I would hear elements that resonated about
captivity, but in listening for those, what might I be
missing? Finally, after much thought, I realized this
cancern was rather naive, and perhaps evenh deceitful. For
even if I pretended not to think of such classic Western
pieces, in fact, from my earliest encounters with
literature, they informed a set of standards; as canconical
warks, they form a kind of backbone for my study of
literary texts. Ta some degree, they continue to color all

the texts that I encounter. Khowing that, admitting it, now
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the task was not to pretend they could be hidden away, but
rather to find a way in my text to de-center them.
Fortunately, the remarks made by Ellie and her friends
about the Rowlandson piece helped to do just that. In fact,
although I was initially unenthusiastic about their

knowl edge of the piece, I feel that their remarks on it
offer one of those rare occasions where Native people are
given an opportunity to have their say on Western téxts.3
Too aften in the work of folklorists and ethno—-poeticians,
we only hear Whites talking about Natives! texts. I rather
like the balance that Ellie’s friends achieved here by so

Having said all thisg, it may nhot be hecessary to point
out to readers that much of the emphasis in the narratives
which follow is on issues of captivity and escape.
Obviously this emphasis was a response to their sense of
the kind of tales that were appropriate to share given
their understanding of my interest and should not be
construed has a cultural precccupation.

Nevertheless, some of the perceptions these Klamath
narrators share about captivity are fascinating. In their
narratives, it is sometimes unclear just who got captured
and by whom. And if we return to the Rowlandson model with

its emphasis oh return and redemption, we might see in the



Klamath stories a very different twist on these terms as
well., If we think of these captivity narratives as tales of
encounter between cultures, most often involuntary
encounter, it is interesting to note what gets carried back
and what are the ways that these new perceptions are
re—framed and moored to traditional beliefs. In other
words, how does our encounter with an "ather " enlarge our
understanding of ocurselves, and adversely how do such
encounters "delimit" or cement the ways we feel about
Gurselves?

Other guestions arise as well. If a central element to
Mrs. FRowlandson'’s story is the moral, her entreaty to her
readers to lead piocus lives and to see God's generosity
around them, are there "morals" in these remembrances the
Klamath shared with me, and if so, what messages do they
frame for their listeners? Then the listeners, themselves,
present an added complicaticon: Mrs. Rowlandson'’s audience
was her culture-—clearly she wasn't writing to her

"captors," but the individuals who shared their accounts
with me were very much aware that this material would be
shaped into a talk and later this essay which would "talk

back"”" to the "other," ta the ones who had "captured" them.

¥ ¥ *

On the table, there is a pot of coffee, assorted sweet



rolls from the Safeway bakery, and the tape recorder.
Jack, a stacky man in his mid-Sixties volunteers to go
first. I know him a little; he has been a student in the
Klamath language classes since they began. He is a strong,
barrel-chested man with a ready smile, and althcocugh 1 do
not know him, I have suspected I would like him. I am
pleased he is volunteering which may allow me to get to
know him a bit, He requests we turn off the recorder, and
throughout the afternoon, at the discretion of each
speaker, we turn it off or on. My version of Jack's
comments relies entirely on notes which I believe are
fairly complete. Nevertheless, I cannot vouch for complete
accuracy. It is impocrtant to note as well that althouagh
Jack did not wish for his remarks to be recorded, he
indicated that he did not mind if I transcribed what 1
couwld recall from notes in this manuscript. He said that he
was sharing his story for my benefit and I could share it
broadly; the taping was a different issue.

It turns out that Jack's story is not his own; rather
he aoffers us an account of his Mother's experiences during
that early pericd of forced “"deportation" to Chemawa.

"The pecple were at home, where they belonged," he
beginhs. Jack'’s mother was sent away somewhere around 1906.
Her son recalls the stories she told him. It is a ﬁarrative

with parallels to the experiences of many Indian pecople in



the era of enforced boarding school education. Even as her
grandmother tried to hide her, the child was snatched up by
Government agents. At age six when she was sent away, she
had never heard a word of English nor had she ever sean men
with "hair on their faces."

Her son recalls her telling him that during the first
months, when the teacher would point at her, she would jump
out of her seat and hide beneath her desk. 0f the four
girls she came with, two died the first year from unknown
causes——mnost likely malnutrition or even starvaticnh.

This turns ocut to be a hnot uncommon fate for Oregon
Indian children. Numerous accounts hazard that children
were served almost inedible meals while the choice
proavisions were hoarded by teachers or saved to reward
their favorites. Freguently the withholding of food was a
punishment for breaking school rules (including the
speaking of Native languages); less widely khown is the
fate of children who starved because the food served was sa
foreign to them that they dared not eat it. Sometimes the
children fought amongst themselves for the best provisions,
and the little girls fared least well. Ancther elder points
out that the boys often were tricked into abstaining from
eating by older Faiute givls in the serving lines._As they
handed young Klamath, Modoc, and Nez Ferce boys their

plates, they whispered that they were menstruating. Taboos



in the old religions forbade touching food handled by women
in menses.

Jack's mother graduated from the school when she was
sixteen yet remained at the institution working as a
housekeeper for ancther two years. In those twelve years
she hnever returned to the reservation on school vacations
because, in Jack's words, "How you gonna get back if yaou
didn't have maney?™"

Fansy adds, "She coulda asked Latta.”

I dan’t understand the reference, but there is no time
to ask for Jack has picked it up again.

At age twenty the young woman finally returned to the
reservation. In Jack’s rising voice we hear her hope, her
excitement. "You know she got some new dresses and this
cardboard baqg, like a suitcase, but cardboard, and she used
to tell me about irvoning those dresses so she'd look pretty
when she got there.” If, in fact, it had taken her two
decades to return to Klamath, it only took her three days
ta leave again. Jack's lined face seems almost tortured
when he describes her difficulties.'She no longer spoke her
language, her mother had died, and her father and sisters
had moved on to an unkhnown location. "You khow, no ohe
there had ever expected to see her again." An old aunt took
her in, but the woman spoke little English. In short, the

young woman could no longer conceive of the reservation as



her home.

An older woman that I’ve seen arcund town but don’t
really know reflects aloud that it is all, finally, about
losing their homes. "First, you khow, you white people,
took almost all the land for yourselves. It was our haome,
but they said it was theirs to take. Then they agive us
reservations——"

I feel my Tace going red, but there is nothing I can do
to stop it.

Fansy cuts in to add, "Anhd even then they kept
shrinking thoase reservations, every year it got smaller.”

The woman nods and continues, "So after they give us
reservations, saying 'This is your home,! then they steal
the children. What kinda home is that?" She turns toward
me, looks me in the eyes, and says again, "What kinda home
is that?" She pans the room inviting anyone in the room to
tell her. No one answers the guestion, and it sinks in the
air like lead. I don't loock at her, the accusation is too
difficult. My head feels heavy and wants to bow down.

Ellie asks John to resume the story about his mother.
After three days at Klamath, the young woman returned to
Salem and took a position in a Methodist school where she
was a housekeeper. A year later she is fired from her
position and a few months later, she gives birth to Jack.

Jack remembers very little of his early years. For
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awhile they lived in Salem, then his mother was involved
with a Warm Springs man. They lived near Madras for a few
years, and Jack fondly remembers a goat named Harry, a tire
swing, fishing at Lake Billy Chincck., But "something
happens, " Jack reflects, "somethihg always happens," and
Jack and his mother and two more children move to Fortland.
The family moves around often, more children are boarn. His
mother's life weaves through an alcohol-induced blur of
men, of towns with run down apartments; they trade
Seattle’s skid row for Fortland’s Burnside Avenue, and draw
a wider circle that takes them through Medford, south to
San Francisco.

At fifteen Jack tries to join the Army. He is nhat
taken, so he goes on the road instead and ends up in
Seattle. He thinks when he has some money, he will find her
and his brothers. For Jack, things get better. A job at
Boeing in Seattle for thirty years, a wife, two children, a
modest house. Almost twenty years after he bhad last seen
her, he looks for his mother in the missions of Fortland
and San Francisco., He never sees nor hears from her again.
Jack reaches intc his jacket pocket, pulls cut a cigarette,
a lightey, and begins to smoke.

Pansy stands up and walks through the curtain of
silence that Jack's story has left hanging in the }oam.

Each of us studies our knees cor cur feet while Fansy
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clatters about in the kitchen. She reemerges in a few
moments with a frozen cream pie, paper plates and forks.
When I decline a plate, Fansy laughs and tosses me the
empty bax. "0OK, 'Miss Only Healthy Food,’ here, read the
box and tell us what kind of poison they're giving us now."
I smile with her teasing, and I knhow she is trying to make
me laugh, to lighten the tension from the story. But 1
don't have to - read the box. I know it’s all the same old
poison we've been serving up for years.

The sugar kicks in for all of us, and Nelson speaks up
and says he went to Chemawa and he wants to tell about it
too. He asks if I want to record his remarks and suggests
we turn on the machine. Nelson is a soft—-spoken man in his
fifties. He teaches art at a local elementary schoal and
has been a vigorous suppeorter of tribal cultural recovery
effarts. Nelson sits up in his chair and beagins.

I come from cover near Fart Klamath

My parents had a big family, eleven of us kids,

Not all brothers and sisters, you know,

Some cousins living with us too.

Pansy switches off the machine. When I look to her
direction, she whispers loud enough for us all to hear,
"I'11 put it back on once he gets started."

I dan't know what she thinks hasn't started yef, but I

dig back intoc my purse for my pencil. His description of
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reservation life in the late 1330's and 1940's portrays a
very different reservation that the one from which Jack'’s
mother was snatched. Thanks to the Allotment Act as well as
a burgecning timber industry, a large number of White
settlers have moved into Klamath country. Nelson attends
schaol in Chiloguin which at the time was a rather booming
lumber town. Many of his classmates are White, the teachers
are White, and the Indian students seem to fulfill their
teachers’' ewvpectations. The boys get into trouble and drap
cout. The girls get into ancother sort of trouble. It all
ends the same way in duplicating a pattern of poverty,
abuse, and sgualor made so much more dramatic now by the
presence everywhere of more affluent White neighbaors.

I gesture to Fansy to switch the machine an, and she
does.
Nelson continues.

Sure it was still owr land,

but there was SUDDENLY some social classes here,

and we were the bottom.”

So it was my parents’ idea—-—

"You better go to Chemawa" they were always saying,
"Get some of that White Man's education.

"You stay here," they said,

"you'll just be like all these Indians.



"Nowhere.
"You go to Chemawa, learn what they teach you.
"Be like the White Man,

"Only way to get cuta here.

It’s like the Indian world was dying,

half dead already,

and we saw the only way to live was to be like them.
Speak like themn.

Lock like them."

His words remind me of a question I asked three years
ago of Gerald about how the Klamath people allowed the
agovernment ta legaliy terminate them. I vemember Gerald
shrugged, almost casually, and said, "It'’s like hitting a
dog with a stick, except the dog is already dead."
Termination would come just about ten years after the scene
that Nelson is painting.

Sa, you know, I went there.

I wanted a good educationg

I wanted the opportunities

Like White pecople had. 1 saw them

moving intoa Chiloquin.

Whatever they wanted, they could have it.

Those kids in Chilogquin elementary school

they'd be saying, "When I agrow up,
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I'"m going to be a preacher
Or a miner
Or a doctor, anything.

I wanted those choices.

You know came Allotment,

They gave us the flood plain

Said keep those mountains

EBut the pasture lands, they said,

That was surplus.

Then they gave it to the Whites.

Fretty scoonh, they want more.

Want the mountains for the wood,

The river for the fishing.

It was clear then they'd take the whole damn place.
Su it was like there was na future here,

No land to call haome.

You know, so I WANTED TO GO TO CHEMAWA.

I hear a click and loock up to see Fansy has switched
the machine off again. I try to catch her eye, but she has
her head down writing something on her pad of notes. I
consider saying samething out loud to her or just getting

up and walking arcund the table to switch the machine aon,
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but I don't want to disrupt Nelson’s story. Instead I print
"Please turn the machine on!"” on a slip of paper, fold it
and pass it around the table in Pansy's direction. Until
she gets it, I frantically take nhotes.

As Nelson continues, it is clear that although he
attended Chemawa hoping to find a good education, instead,
he finds an institution committed to what sees as
"Amevica'’s political objective—--to keep naon-White pecople
down." Nelson does extremely well in his morning academic
classes, yet the school is intent in turning out Indians
with trade skills as opposed to professional ones. In the
afterncons he is assighed to study auto repair. His
parents’ dreams of equality for their son could not be
fulfilled at Chemawa, and the young man found the notion of
White education to be a cruel hoax for Indian people.
Nelson's stories of Chemawa still reflect extreme measures
in cruelty and discipline, but they pale by the less overt
political agenda of the school.

If at one time the school may have been said to break
the bodies of its Indian charges, now it could be said to
break their gpirit and their hope. Nelson also points to
the religious agenda the school pushed which was less
directed toward a specific Christian religion in those days
as it was actively directed against Native religions.

My note reaches its mark, I suspect, for the machine
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clicks on.
"They taught us that stuff was all witchcraft and
magic.
I guess I went along with that...
You know, at home
all the shamans had gone underground,
it was forbidden to do that,
and the Lava Beds sitting there
reminded us ALL about the way

3
we ohnly lost wars .

I guess I WANTED to go to Chemawa,
leave the reservation
and have things the White people had.
But Whites dan't want us to do nothing except serve
them or disappear.
First they took away the land,
then they had to get rid of the people.
He pauses briefly, and then closes by offering this
reflection:
I suppose 1 got two lessons from school:
First, you learn to want all that stuff White pecple
have-—-—
education, house, car, good jobs,

you know the American Dream,
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and then the second lesson is
if you’re Indian,

you can try all you want,

but you can’t get ANY of it,

at least not cut there.

It’s mid-afterncon, and the weight of the stories, the
weight of history takes its toll. Eome of the guests leave.
Those remaining get up and stretch or light a cigarette.
Ellie cbserves aloud ta me that these kind of Indian
stories are harder to hear than the kind I have been
collecting——the cld Indian stories of Coyote or Gmukamps or
Weasel. 1 agree and I wonder if the temptation of
folklaorists and ethnoagraphers ta collect and discuss such
"old tales" may be motivated to some degree by the
difficulty of holding these hew and more palitical stories.
Maybe, we prefer the tales that came "before contact”
because they are less accusing, for surely the narratives
after contact carry such a heavy portion of agrief and
guilt.

People settle back in their chairs and we wait.

Outside a car speeds down the rcad and fades intao silence.
No onhe in the room says anything. 1 think that perhaps we
are finished when an old woman wearing an ankle leﬁgth,

green rayon dress makes a sound in her throat, and we all
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turn to her. It is Annie, a wogman I have seen around here
for years, though we have not spoken much beyond the realm
of simple areetings as we pass in the market or the post
office. Annie is one af the few Native speakers, and in
1988 she came forward to work on the tribal language
recovery project which I was working on as well. She
attended two meetings, and then stopped coming. Back then I
inquired of Ellie if I should go and speak to her and try
ta bring her back as we have so few speakers available. But
Ellie had said "No," in a tone that at once instructed me
to inquire na further.

Yet, I did ask questions about her toc my other friends.
No one would talk. In the meantime I continued to see her
here and there arcund town. A tall thin woman with long
braids wound with cord, her body seemed like that of a
younq woman, strong and lithe, despite the fact that every
inch of her was always covered in long dresses or in jeans
and long sleeved shirts. I wanted toa talk to her, and in a
way she seemed friendly as she would always smile and nod,
but then she always kept going, in fact, it seemed she
speeded up in the opposite direction.

It wasn’t until one day at Tule Lake where Myrna and I
were collecting grasses for a basket making class that 1
began to understand Annie'’s distance and the distaﬁce that

the others kept. It was late in the summer almost a year
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‘ago, and Myrna and I were out the grassy flats on the west
side of the Lake. We were edging along on hands and knees
while Myrna explained how tca recognize the right kinds of
grasses, their tensile quality, color, smell. When I
looked up after what seemed like hours of staring into the
around, Anhie was standing directly in front of us. She was
wearing army surplus pants, and a brilliant yellow silky
shirt. Laoking up at her like that, her shirt glowing above
me, it was like staring directly into the sun, almost
blindinag. "Hi," I said, standing up and reaching cut to
touch her arm in greeting. She smiled, that yellow shirt
dazzling with the sun’s reflection. Myrna was off of her
hands and knees now and sat on the grass staring at her.

"We're gathering grass far the basketry class," I said
weakly hoping to invalve her in some conversation. She
nodded and whispered, "I see." Her voice was very tiny for
such an animated figure. Loocking closer, from the neck up,
she was much older than I had thought: her face was etched
with thousands of tiny lines, and the top of her hair was
almost purely white although from her ears down, it was jet
black.

She smiled again, a brocad friendly smile, and touched
my arm lightly to return the greeting. And then she was on
her way. I watched her moving across the field, he? steps

light and almost bouncy, the walk of a young girl on the
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first day of spring.

I lcoked back to Myrna who was bundling some of the
grass we had collected. "Do you know her?" 1 asked, and
then, "1 wonder what's she doing out here this time of day
in the middle of the marsh?"

Myrna got up, dusted off her slacks, "She oughta fix
that dye job!" She continued, "She’'s cne af them cld
singers, you know, kind that sing those doctorin’ songs,
poisch songs." As we walked back ta the truck together, I
learned Annie had been an apprentice to one of the last
Lost River shamans, and many people around here thought she
was how daing that kind of work herself. "And you know
those Klamath, they all got Christian religion now, all sco
scared some old lady gonna sing back all that stuff. You
know it's all still here, everywhere, in the mountains, in
the rocks, even in this grass we been collecting. All it
takes is someone to sing it back."

The next day I told Ellie that Myrna and I had run into
Annie. Myrna has a real fascination with poisoning and
dactoring, and I wondered if her view of Annie might be a
projection of that interest. When I told Ellie what Myrna
said, she corroborated it. "Yea, she wanted to work on
teaching the language with us, and first Gerald and
everyone thinks that's good. We need everyone who can still

talk Indian. But then she tells us that when the language
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comes back, maybe that old Indian religion will come back
too. But that’s not a good thing. That old stuff is
dangerous, you know, all sorts of people around here trying
to bring it back, some old ches like hevr, then those young
kids tying feathers in their hair, singing songs in the old
lodge. They didn’t know what they'’re doing. It’'s a bad
thing."

I want to ask Ellie if Gerald fired Annie from the
program or if she gquit. I want ta ask so many thinags about
her, but it's clear Ellie doesn't want to talk about it.
When I harass Myrna about Annie, she voices her
disapproval: "What are you concerned with that for? Don’t
you know she’s a woman just like everyone else, caookin’ and
choppin’ wood and maybe aching muscles and sore back, it's
just she's singing, maybe makin' some curses, maybe fixin?
some things. Add it up, you khow, she’s not so different.
The things that hurt us, that hurts her too.”

Now, months later, Annie speaks and if I am looking for
some exotic and wildly romantic "diffferance,” she speaks
plainly, and with conviction, and as Myrna says, discloses

haow the boarding school era "hurt her toco.”

As she begins, Gladys reaches over and switches the
recorder of f. Nelson reaches across the table and turns it

back on. Much has been said on the effects of the enforced
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boarding school experience on Native American peoples. The
hardships, the strict disciplinary codes, the rigorous and
often cruel punishments of individual students are
horrifying, yet they pale, however, when compared to the
cultural losses for the tribal communities. As Annie
speaks, she provides another way to see the story:

It was a long time ago,

when they used to steal children away.

MY FAMILY, we hid,

Went up to winter camps,

Lost two brothers to the Shake Lraids]

being up there wrohg time of year.

But none of US ot sent

to school like that.

We didn't want all the changes out there,
we warted to stay in THIS place.

She points ta the green shag carpet.

So we went HIDING, came back,
But nothing could work.

We thought by staying here,
couldn’t get us.

GOT the PLACE instead.

UNDER OUR FEET.
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She grows silent for a moment.

When the children were taken away,
this place was empty.

And we got empty too.

It was always the grandparents
raised up them kids.

Now nabody was there

to teach the old ways,

tell stories.

The fires went out.

And pecple were talking English all the time
Ycuz when the kids came home [for vacationl,
we didn't want them talking Indian again.

Then get beaten back they go at scheool.

Elders didn't speak English,

ne one to talk to.

Indian language here was dying.
The stories dying.

This place wasn't Klamath anymore.

And the old ones who wouldn't give it up,
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they lost their place too.

Went off separate, everybody distrusting them,
pecple not working together noc more.

The ones with the songs,

they go off inta the hills. "

Through Annie’s words I could see how the elders had
lost their roles as cultural purveyors in the tribe.
Traditionally, educaticn was conducted through the art of
staorytelling. Stories passed down from generation to
generation not only passed along practical khowledge about
plants, animals and geographical features of the Klamath
country, but they also passed along moral codes, and a
sense of common origin and common destiny., I have heard
several elders suagest that without those stories, the
pecple didn't know what it meant to be Klamath.

After years of boarding school educaticon, the Klamath
youth returned with little grasp on their own language. The
elders thus lost theivr role as teachers, and the qulf
between the generations grew. 1If to the young pecple, the
elders were unsophisticated, old-fashioned, and worthy of
all the remarks these youngsters had heard about Indian
peoples, the old ones too were disappointed in their view
of the other. '

Nattie Anderscn, an eighty-nine year old woman, joins
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in for the first time to remark that the boarding schools
destroyed the young pecoples'’ self-resect by making their
lives too easy. She points out that at home, young people
had many responsibilities——for example, they had to do
their own washing. But at boarding school the institution
took care of mast of those tasks. In fact, those tasks were
still being performed by students but with the division of
labar, children were no longer accountable for as many
areas of self maintenance. According to Nattie, those
schools killed the children's self-confidence too. "They
took those boys and turned them intca farmers, and the girls
they had to do cockin?, cleanin’, and washin’. We used to
raise up our kids thinking they could do anything, and now
they saw only ways to serve White men. They came back a lot
less big than they left." Nattie concludes: "In Klamath
the family unit was a continhuity handed down for 10,000
years. The schaols killed it. All that survived was the
elders."

The phone rings, and more pecple take the interrupticn
as an excuse to depart. I suspect we are all drained from
the emotion in the stories, and I suggest we might call it
a day. But Gladys and Ellie and several others wish only
for something to eat and want ta keep on. I am touched that
after such a long day, these pecple are willing to continue

to work with me on this. I lean aver the couch to Jack and
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tell him how much I appreciate his generosity. He snaps
back: "I'm not doing it to be nice. You knhow, White people
always saying something about Indian people—— sometimes
stuff they just read in some boock written by some other
White, Sometimes they just make it up. If you're going to
talk about this place, I want you to get it right. We're
telling you these things so you can set them down." I am
caught offguard, and I can’t think of anything to say to
him, and so I nod and look away.

When the food is laid on oh the table and everyone has
helped her/himself, we look around at each other in awkward
silence.

Pansy opens the discussion by noting that Nelson’s
story isn't a captivity story and, therefore, she wishes to
rewind the tape so we might use it again. Pansy’s remark
launched an intense discussion about the nature of
captivity narratives. Only Ellie, Pansy and I had read the
Rowl anhdson classic, and Ellie decided to relate the tale to
the rest of her guests so they might have a common
standard.

Two things caught my attention about Ellie’s recapping
of the story. First, she never lcoked at the text which I
know she had with her. And second, she got up from her seat
at the table. She moved across the kitchen to the old

overstuffed sofa that sat next to the large 0'Keefe and
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Merritt stove. It was the same spot she sat when she told
me Klamath creation stories, the same seat she yielded for
Pansy's telling of Mink and Weasel; the seat where Gerald,
laoking for a moment like one of those Puebla pottery
storyteller dolls, curled up with half of the neighbor’s
children on his lap and recited a story of Coyote and Pitch
Ball for a visiting Warm Springs videographer. Once
Ellie’s daughter had jokingly refered to that old couch as
"the storytelling seat," and now Ellie settled there and
faced us. For a moment the room was filled with the sound
of kitchen chairs moving away from the table as we angled
ourselves to watch her. As soon as it grew quiet, she

began.

I don’t know how much of this I can remember....
The door closed as Annie slipped cut, but Ellie seemed not
ta hotice.
Over HERE"
She made a sweeping circle with her arm which enclosed us.
OVER here, they were coming
EVERRRYwher e
White pecple
Bringing whole families, I don’'t know how many
And that one, Rowlandson comes here.

(She pauses for a few seconds.)



300

Maybe this happened some other place

INDIAN people living there

Whites coming in, putting up houses, taking EVERYTHING
You know, first those Indian people,

they gave them something-—-—

feod, toals, HELFPED them.

But they kept coming, tack everything

Took the land.

They wanted EVERYTHING.
Then when they got it, moved on

Took scme ather land: "We want THIS!"

So those pecple, Indian pecople,
They go out there, killed that husband.
that Rowlandson.
A member of the audience whoops in appreciation.
Those women, children
Tock them home, raise them

Live like that at hcme.

Sc that Mrs. Rowlandson, sad you know, missing her
husband,

that WHITE life.
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Indian people, they see this.

Give her a husband, NEW husband.

But still she’s crying and complaining

Too much walking, hard wark

You know, White women'’s hands.
At thus point the story breaks off as Jack challenges me to
show the room my hands. I do, and he makes a big deal about
the lack of callouses on my hands. Almost everyone laughs.

Coamplaining all the time, you know

Sc somebody, maybe her sister—in-law-—

I can’t remember, beats her up

Try to get her to stop that complaining.

After a while they trade her for something,

I can't remember what for.

The opening of Ellie’s tale blurs the distance and
distinction between the Indian people in the story and the
Klamath community. Placing the story "here" she sets up an
immediate empathy, and later when she points out that it
was somewhere else, she already has established a common
bond for her listeners. It is clear she uses her pacing,
strategic pauses and repetition to forge that connection.

What a stark contrast Ellie’s interpretation of Mrs.
Rowl andson'’s "husband" is to the "savage" in Mrs.

Rowlandson’s tale. I cannot help hoticing that Ellie has



deleted the religious elements that so infuse the original.

When Ellie finishes, we return to Pansy’s suggestion
that Nelson'’s story is not a captivity narrative. The
conversation comes round to defining the notion of
captivity itself. Ellie refers to the ways soldiers are
captured in war while her niece mentions police reports of
escaped prison convicts who are captured. Someone else
suggests that if a wild animal escapes from the zcoo, it
gets captured. It would seem the implications of "capture
are related to a sense of place. 0Often those things we
"capture" are someplace that they are not supposed to be,
that is, they are "out of place.” Seen from the point of
view of the one who does the capturing, their presence may
be seen to be intrusive, dangerous, invading. Mrs.

Rowl andson's story, seen from the eyes of the Klamath
peaple in the room, was certainly consistent with this
definition.

Pansy asserts that Jack’s mother was a captive, a
victim, but she denies this status for Mrs. Rowlandson.
"She just got what was comin' to her. She shouldn’t of been
there. Her family were invaders, just like if I went up to
that million dollar resort they built up on the Deschutes,
you knhow that place? [Sun Riverl. Well if I go up there and

built some house, and start living there, sooner or later
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those cops will come and and throw me in jail. You see?
It’s like that with that Mrs. Rowlandson. She was
trespassing. But then Jack's mother, she didn't do nothing
wrong. She was home where she belohnged, and they took her.
That's different. Now ghe!s a captive."

Yea" Jack agrees, "the other one, that white one,
that’s a criminal. She's always talking like she'’s
innocent—-"

"Right! Like she’s an innccent victim!" Ellie adds.

Jack nods vehemently and repeats, "Yea, but it’s a
criminal."

The tone in his voice suggests that he has delivered us
the final word, and as if in accord, a number of people get
up to collect their thinags.

I stand at the door to thank each one as they leave. As
Nelson leaves, he takes my hand and whispers, "Remember,
this has nothing to do with education. It'’s always all
about the land. It always is."

I am literally spun from his grave words to Gladys'’s
embrace: "0Oh, I liked that so much. It always helps to hear
the stories. Funny, you sitting there looking so depressed
at hearing all that, but for us, it's the telling that
fixes it. You know?"

I don't khnow, but she is gone into the dark night.
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Two days later I'm back home in the brilliant desert
light, and I still don'’t know quite what Gladys was getting
at. But I suspect it's extremely important. I keep
retracing their words in my notes. I write, I scribble, but
it'’s as if I am locked out. I turn to other’s words and
observations.

In his discussion of the genre of captivity narratives
in Beyond_ Geography, Frederick Turner distinguished some
common features of traditional captivity narratives. If in
fact the earliest versions of these tales had been couched
in moral and religious terms, as we see Mr%. Rowl andson
compensating for her difficult losses in taking the
opportunity to reflect on what a lax Christian she had
become——as the frontier moved westward, according to
Turner, "the captivity narrative generally succeeded
scripture as the means of understanding why things had
developed as they had" and in fact, justifying the Whites’'s
increasing claim on the continent (238). Turner cites
Richard VanDerBeets observation the interior of the
narrative is curiously mythic in form, in the way it
describes a pattern of separation, initiation and return
that belong to the myths of heroic questers. As Turner
outlines, typically these narratives begin with a sense of
domestic tranquility, emphasizing the innocent husﬁandry of

the frontier family. Suddenly the wilderness that looms at
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the edge of the civilized clearing erupts-—-as it has always
threatened to do. The father is slaughtered, the cabin is
ransacked and burned, and the captives often youngsters and
women are carried off in to the darkness of the wilderness.
Usually then there is the long and hurried flight until at
last they arrive in the heart of darkness, perhaps to be
separated and further toartured. And finally, in these
tales, comes "the redemption," a significant term almost
universally used to describe a captive’s return to
civilization, whether through ransom, prisoner exchange or
escape. Turher summarizes his description of the genre

with his observation that

"the captivity narrative was the perfect scripture for
a civilization’s sense of its encounter with the
wilderness, for in the redemption that rounded it out
there was victory.... It is thig sense of victory over
the wilderness that distinguished the captivity
narrative from the mythic pattern it impersonates, for
in the interior of the narrative where there should
have been initiation there is only resistance. And at
the conclusion, the redemption, nothing new is brought
back out of that fearsome other world except a
strengthened determination to utterly subdue it,
establish dominion over it and so utterly change it....
The thing to do was to take possession without becoming
possessed: to take secure hold on the lands beyond and



yet hold them at a rigidly maintained spiritual
distance. It was never to merge, to mingle, to marry."

(235-39)

These words, this tragic opportunity that Turner felt
we had missed, kept surfacing in my mind over the next
weeks. I thought of Nelson'’s remarks about the land, and
Gladys about telling stories. I even thought about Melvin.
Perhaps in Turner's impulse to mingle and marry lay an
opportunity to learn more and try to appreciate what Gladys

khew.

The third week of October, 19390. I'm back at Klamath
from Tucson for the second time in three weeks. The
coccasion is the first Oregon Indian conference, and I’'ve
urged Ellie and Gerald to accompany me to Portland to take
part. As we drive across the Cascades heading east, I can't
help thinking of all the children who made this trip. Those
carried away west; those returning running away east, or
years later, running away west. We are just north of
Cascade Lake at what is now called Cascade Summit. Ellie
says "Pull out here," and we do. "So you want to see where
those kids died, those kids that went to Chemawa?"

I don't know if Ellie is speaking to me or to £he other

passengers, but we all tumble out into the chill air. It's

306
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this way, she announces striding toward the mountain. The
cave is very small as we five adults in bulky winter
clothes jockey for standing room. Four Klamath children,
and two Umatilla walked this far from Chemawa one Octcber
almost a hundred years ago. They were shod only in slippers
and without heavy clothes as the school had been trying to
dissuade frequent attempts at running away by denying
children outer wear or soled shoes. "They got this far,"
says Ellie, "and couldn’t make it further. They were found
here laocked in each other'’s arms."

"What a tragedy,” I mumble, "that they died out here."

"No, " she says, "the tragedy was that they got taken
away in the first place. I guess you could say they just
came home."

As if to emphasize the point, we stop four miles past
the summit, and see the point where Latta Blue, age twelve,
jumped cut of a moving car that was carrying her and her
brother to boarding school a few years later. The
embankment is a sheer vertical drop. We stand and look down
for a lang time. I recall my image of those children
crossing on the road--fleeing east, running west, and now a
new direction—— straight down.

"Did Latta know, do you suppose, that she was picking
such a steep place to jump out? Was it suicide?" f

apolagize for asking what might have a stupid question, but
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Ellie seems tolerant. "It's not stupid,"” she says, "you
don’t know because when they changed the names here, they
made it impossible to understand the stories. This place
was called "Wit-teem." Now I know, Bear's place, and
suddenly the most basic Klamath bear tales come flooding
back. In most of the stories Bear is a Mama, and she is
constantly trying to find her errant cubs and bring them
home. When young Klamath boys are out on quests and fear
becoming lost, they call out to Bear who takes them by the
hand and leads them home.

"So Latta jumped here so Bear might lead her home?"

"Sa she did," says Ellie.

I wonder if Ellie was referring to Latta or to the

bear.

At the Oregon Indian conference there is a paper
entitled "My Time at Chemawa" being presented by a woman
from the Affiliated Tribes of the Grand Ronde reservation.
We gao to listen. I feel like a crusader gathering arms,
weapons to bring back here to expose the cutrages of the
boarding school era. As always, in Indian country, I get
what I least expect.

"Boarding school was the best time of my life!""
Katherine begins. Katherine lays out her early yeérs

growing up in little towns on the Oregon coast. Her father
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left the mother with four children as he followed the
forest crews. The children got spilt up. There’s a
succession of foster families, cruelty, alcohol, %
abandonment. At eleven the little girl finds her way to
Reedsport on the central Oregon coast and her maternal
aunt. The aunt has married a White man and is raising half
breed children., It is a story of racism and rejection, aof
being too brown in an increasingly White country. One day
the aunt puts Katherine on a train, pins a hote on her coat
that says, "Please see that this little girl gets to
Chemawa."

Foer Katherine, Chemawa represents the first time in her
life of living in an Indian community. "I learned there
that it was OK to be Indian, that there were many of us.
Although some of the teachers were very mean, there were
good ones too. I learned some skills there, typing and
short hand. And I met my husband there, Thomas, a Nez Perce
from Washington. He was learning shoe making, and years
later he followed that trade. For most of his life, she
reparts proudly, he was in the shoemaker's union.

"We did well together. I'm thankful I went to Chemawa,"
Katherine states. "I don’t knhow where I1'd be without it. It

was my home."

It is clear from her talk that for ccastal Oregon
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Indian groups which were under the most pressure from the
tide of new arrivals that the boarding schools represented
a very different scenaric than for groups from more remote
corners of the region, groups like the Klamath. She rounds
out the conclusion of her talk by describing how the
boarding schocols brought Natives fraom widely different
cultures into contact, and sees in fact the rocots of the
pan—Indian movement in that common dialog, in the common

1 anguage.

A few days later, I'm back almost where I started-—-—
sitting at my desk in Tucson—-only now I have even more
stories. I find myself struggling for some way to
understand them. At night, lying in my bedroom in the
Sonaoran desert, I return toa Oregon country. The voices keep
bumping up against each other——1 hear Turner's sense of a
tremendous oppartunity that was lost in holding what cne
possessed at a spiritual distance. And Katherine's "Chemawa
was my home" snaps against Eliie’s voice saying "the real
tragedy is that they got taken away from here in the first
place.”" Ellie’s words i1n the cave: "You could say they came
home" run into Annie’s words: "This place wasn't home

anymore."

It is early December, and for the last month other
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pressing concerns have kept me from working on the essay.
Most aof my time is spent preparing for examinations, and at
night I type dozens of job application letters. It'’s a few
weeks before the Holidays, and already I'm scheduling job
interviews and eveh travelling to a campus visit. The job
search is revealing: my friends tell me to consider
salaries, benefits, teaching lcads, but I apply for
positions using the map as guide. UOn the phone ohe day I am
discussing my lack of interest in a job in northwestern
Washington with a friend of mine. I hear myself talking
almost as if I was sameone else; 1 hear my voice say: "I
den't think I'd be happy up there. I think I'd feel like I
was inh exile. The bottom line is I just want to go home."
Of course I am talking about Oregon, my desire to reaffirm
its claim on me.

Far some reason this randoem conversation about exile
and home sends me scurrying back to my notes on captivity
narratives. I reread them carefully from the beginning. I
pause to reconsider the Klamath’s response to Mrs.

Rowl andson's tale, their denunciation of her casting as a
victim. In my notes I have jotted CRIMINAL in capital
letters. I smile as for a moment I consider the
possibility of these elders as guest lecturers in
university American Literature survey courses. What a new

point of view they offer for our students to read cancnical
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texts., Yet, these Klamath speakers were not the first to to
question the alleged innocence of characters like Mrs.
Rowl andson.

In The_ Legacy of Conguest, Patricia Nelson Limerick’s
study of the "settling" of the American West, Limerick
finds in the accounts of settlers’! clashes with the
Natives, the tropes of innocence and victimization.
Although Limerick discusses the murder of a white woman,
many parallels exist with the "possibly" less violent
notion of captivity.4

Speakinhg of Narcissa Prentice Whitman, a missionary

murdered in 1847 in a Cayuse Raid in Northern Oregon,

Limerick observes:

The idea of the inhocent victim retains
extraardinary power, and no situation made a stronger
symbolic statement of this than of the White woman
murdered by Indians. Here was surely a clear case of
victimization, villainy, and betrayed innocence. But
few deaths of this kind accurred in American history
with such purity; they were instead embedded in the
complex dynamics of race relations, in which neither
concept——villain or victim——did much to illuminate
history. (372

Clearly being perceived as & victim or villain is
surely embedded in the point of view of the one who is
placing the labels. For example the title of Mrs.

Rowl andson'’s account has been cast as a "captivity

narrative.” I do not khnow if she named it this herself, or



if publishers later came to call it that, but what is
important is that it is named by the culture of the one wha
was captured.

Similarly, Jack refers to his mother's account as a
captivity narrative. Certainly in the latter case, the
Klamath would perceive that she was an innccent victim. 1
recall the conversations we had in Chiloquin about the
relationship between captivity and place. In them, notions
about captivity were anchaored to the placement of the
characters. Jack tells us that his mother "was at home,
where she belonged," when the officials came to take the
children. And poassibly with the arrogance and Christian
audacity of the early settlers, Mrs. Rowlandson felt
similarly "at home" in her cabin when she was plucked away
into the forest.

In these cases, it would seem that from the point of
view of the ones' captured, those who are doing the
capturing are proceeding from an erroneous view of their
claim to the land and erasing the claim of those living
there. Far example, the Wampancag did not respect the
Rowlandsons' claim to homestead what the Natives still
viewed as their country. Similarly, for the Klamath, the
ohes who "captured" his mother were proceeding from a false
claim to the Oregon country. Just as the Native Américans

refused to recognize the settlers’ claim—-a claim



established alternately through invasion, colonization,
barter, treaty, and government policies including
Allctment, sa, too, the European Americans failed to
recaghize the claim to the land of sovereigh peoples.

Nelson had said, "First they took away the land, then
they had to get rid of the people." The connection he draws
between the education policies for Indian people and the
land disputes is a valid che. There is a certain
similarity to the justifications for both the forced
remaval of Indian children to boarding schoals and to the
rhetoric around the policy of Allatment. It was felt that
ohnly by remaving children from the influence of their
families and communities that they might truly assimilate
and thus succeed in Western culture. Similarly, the
Allotment Act was couched as a way to liberate Native
Americans from the financial and cultural poverty of the
reservations so they might more readily assimilate and
eventually gain their share of American prosperity. Yet
history has demonstrated that despite the alluring rhetoric
of Allotment, the European American settlers were intent on
a land grab; for them, the Native Americans were out of
place, dangerous, and had to be removed. It may be argued
that the boarding schools were simply another agent for
this agenda. It is not difficult to come to Nelson;s

conclusion: "This has nothing to do with education. It's



always all about the land. It always is."

If Jack’s tale of his mother’'s experience conforms to
our hations of what constitute captivity, Nelson’s story
raises some challenging points. As Nelson followed his
parents! wishes and voluntarily went to Chemawa, at first
glance, we might agree with Pansy'’s opinion that the story
is naot a captivity narrative. Yet to include Nelson's story
might be a way to broaden the genre. We need to lock more
carefully to answer these questions: Who is captured in
this story? And by whom?

Nelson’s observaticons about the Chiloquin of his youth
and of the local public schools portray a social situation
from which his parents hoped to liberate him. Knowing that
he would hnot earn a quality education locally, their hope
was to send him away where he would not be competing with
the favored White students. In a sense, then, we might
suggest that in one reading the "captives” in his story are
his family and more generally the Indian community at
Klamath. The rapid White colonization of scuth central
Oregon in the first few decades of the century had so
undevmined Klamath autonomy and identity that community
members felt their children needed to "escape" the region
and to some degree their own culture which destined them to
a lower status in a racially oppressive world. In'this

light, it is ivonhic to note these Klamath children
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*escaped” home and ran right into the hands of the larger
white community.

Jack's mother and Nelson'’s story, there is a dramatic shift
in the direction of these tales. The Klamath children of
Jack’s mother age who ran away in droves from the boarding
schools sought to reject the presence of Anglo—American
culture and to seek refuge in the return to Klamath., Thirty
years later, and in light of three decades of White culture
besieging the Klamath pecple, children were now running
away from Klamath for Chemawa.

I think of the highway 1've travelled so many times
over the Cascades that connects the more remote regions of
central and eastern Oregon with the more populated western
third of the state. Inh my mind's eye I see ghaostly figures
of Klamath children fleeing Chemawa, running east along the
road towards hame. Then, like an overlay on a transparency,
I imagine superimposed on that scene the figures of another
aeneration running as fast as they can in the opposite
divection. I wonder if somewhere they meet.

To consider the "captives" in Nelson's story as the
greater majority of the Klamath people living in the
traditional homelands is to call attention to a striking
variation in these "Klamath captivity narratives" ;nd the

classic western versions. Mrs. Rowlandson’s story is
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clearly autobiographical, is moving in its attention to the
sufferings of the individual. Clearly, through her
personal ordeal, she is gpeaking to Christian people
everywhere, yet the tone of her story and its focus present
a most personal struggle. Mrs. Rowlandson’s story is
written in first person; it is assumed the words we read
are her own. Similarly, the story is made more personal in
that it is immediate. She began to write it shortly after
her release (Rowlandson, 317).

Nelson'’s remarks, on the other hand, seem far less
individual. Although Nelson’s story starts out in first
perscn, it socon shifts into first person plural. Throughout
his telling, he uses plural pronouns: "We were at the
bottom...;" "It was still our land;” "We saw the only way
to live..." As he describes his own situation, his use of
these pronouns makes his remarks into sweeping statements
that implicate not only Klamath pecple but all Indian
pecple: "That's what they taught us...” Even his depiction
of his "adversaries" is plural: "to talk like them"; "They
taught us that stuff...” Nelson's story of captivity is
clearly more political and tribal than personal. It is
framed as a story of Whites and Indians; the only
importance of his particular experience is to demonstrate
an example of the larger encounter. .

If we find relatively little use of the first person
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pronoun in Nelson’s narrative, we find a mare overt stance
against the personal and autobiographical in Jack's
statements. Jack'’s story is not even his own; it is
second-hand. It is his Mother's story that needs to be
told, and her voice is accessible only through him. By
refusing to acknowledge any distance from her, he
metaphorically closes the gap between individual lives as
well as generations. At times his narvative style forges
the connection. His voice rises and falls, his face glows
or darkens when he describes her hopes, her troubles.
Much of my Western critical and theoretical training
was invoked as I watched and listened to him. Writing of
the ways men adopt women's stories as their own, Trinh T.
Minh—-ha notes, "Men appropriate women's power of "making
material"” to themselves and, hot infrequently, corrupt it
out of ignorance. The story becomes just a story. It
becomes a good or bad lie" (129), Was this a case of
erasure? Appropriation? And if a purpose for Jack’s
telling of this story cast him for a moment as a mediator
between hig culture and minhe, might his interpretation of
his mother’s story be subject ta the same qualifications

that James Clifford points to in discussing ethnhography.
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of _an_'!Kung Woman, Clifford notes: "These accounts are

clearly no longer the story, but a story among others." 1
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reminded mysel f that Jack’s story was not his mother’s but
another story. Yet, as I listened to his him, as 1 became
swept up in the drama of the events, those charges fell
flat against Jack's telling. It was clear that her story
was his story (history), and by telling it, he was claiming
it-——not only as her son, but as a victim in a long chain of
colonizing abuse. As he recreates his mother's pathos for
his audience, it becomes indelibly 1linked to his own and
conversely to his community. Captivity, in Jack’s story,
doesn’t just affect one individual. It becomes a people’s
narrative, the struggle of the pecople to continue in the
face of an invasion.6

A contrast between the personal nature of the Western
captivity narrative and its more communally oriented
Klamath version can alsco be seen in the shorter narrative
statements made by other members of the Klamath community.
Annie’s remarks are concerned entirely with the effects of
the remaval of children on the elders and the subseguent
impact not only on the culture, but the oral traditions.
Finally, her mast severe remark is to point to the impact
on the place itself: "This place wasn't Klamath anymore."
Similarly, Nattie’s remarks are not shaped by the
experience of a single individual. Rather she highlights

the impact of the children’s removal on the Klamath family,

"that continuity handed down for 10,000 years.,"
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Finally, this more communal impulse is implicit even in
Ellie’s re—-invention of Mrs. Rowlandson's tale. Ellie's
account forges a connection between that Indian community
that was invaded by settlers including Rowlandson and the
Klamath community. Her decision never to identify the other
tribe, but instead to refer to Indian_pecple again bridges
the distance for her audience and this event. As well she
erases the three thousand miles of distance by refusing to
give the story a specific setting. Instead she brings it
home: "It happened here."

When she says, "Over here. They were coming," the
circle she draws in the air encloses her audience,
literally tying them ta the event as well as implying to
her listeners that they, too, were under siege. Her
metanarrative comment, "you know" also links her listeners
to the common plight of Indian people suffering an
invasion. It is a story they knaw. Toward the end of the
story, she moves the connection out to even a broader
circle, "After they got it, they went on, moved somewhere
else," and we can all see the next tribe and the one beyond
that falling in the path of this invasion. She is drawing
connections between all Indian pecple in the same ways that
Jack’s mother's story became his own. Constantly in these
tales distances are erased, and what emerges is a strong

communal concern resounding in a shared consensus of



survival.
Writing about the autobiographies of Latin American
women including Domitila Barvios' Let Me Speak and

Rigoberta Menchu's, 1_Rigoberta Menchu, Doris Summer calls
attention to the testimconial "1" explicit in these volumes.
She notes that, for example, Rigoberta Menchu opens by
exclaiming:s "I'd like to stress that it's not only my

life, but also the testimony of my people" (Summer 107).
Clearly, the similarity in these narrative strategies is

obvious, yet what is more interesting is Summer's

observaticn that

The phenomenon of a collective subject aof the
tegtimonial is, then, hardly the result of a personal
preference on the part of the writer who testifies. It
is a translation of a hegemonic autobicgraphical pose
into colonized lanquage that does not equate identity
with individuality. It is thus a rveminder that 1life
continues at the margins of Western discourse and
continues to disturb and toc challenge it.... At the
same time, though, testimonials alsco point beyond the
dialectic of resistance and capitulation. They are
models aof experimental syncretism which represents "a
return of the repressed" in both traditional and
Westernizing discourses (111),

Seen in this light, they may be thought of a very new
kind of "captivity narrative," one in which the escape or
return is, in fact, inherent in the text and is achieved in
the act of delivering the narrvative. Furthermore, it may be
a subtle irony to posit that bocarding schools themgelves

may have played an enormous part in strengthening exactly
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what it was they hoped to break. Cutting across tribal and
geographical boundaries, boarding schools brought
generations of American Indians together and united them
with a common experience and a common language in which to
share it.

Aside from a more personal prohoun, another element
which makes Mrs. Rowlandson'’s narrative seem so individual
and specific is the sense of immediacy which pervades the
text. In fact, in an editor’'s footnote, we learn that
shortly after being released, Mrs. Rowlandson began to
draft her account (317). 0On the other hand, Nelson calls
his experiences back over a broad span of years. As we
listen to an old man, we hear the thinking of a younger
man; one even feels it could be some other man. Jack's
story alsoc embraces decades as it transverses generations.
The fact that both these stories are textualized through
time and distance and even death lend them a timeless
quality. They became more on the order of collective
histaory or myth than autobicgraphy. An illustration of this
might be found when Jack says that no one at home was
expecting to see his mother after she left. As a strict
reminiscence, how would he knhow that? He wouldn't, and in
this instance where he creates a fiction, he reveals that
his narvrative is less concerned with autobiographi;al

realism than with telling a story.
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Similarly, the memories of the older women serve to
connect their tales over a broad span of Klamath memory. In
Annie’s brief commentary, there is what seemed to me at
first, a puzzling shift of time in her point of view. She
begins with her childhood--being hidden away to avoid
capture, but suddenly she switches to the point of view of
the grandmothers. I do not believe it was a slip. Perhaps
she was deliberately undermining her audience’s ability to
hear her remarks in a literal and realistic way. By
collapsing the distinctions of point of view, the realities
of linear time, the story bears an almost myth-like
quality.

The elderly women throughout this essay chose not to
talk about themselves directly, but rather to posit the
consequences of the boarding school era to the community.
Listening to them talk I was reminded of the numerous
occasions when I've listened to Pansy and Ellie and Myrna
telling the cld Klamath stories. When Annie thinks back to
her ycuth, she begins by sayina, "It was a long time ago...
I don't remember it very well, but...." it loocks so much
like a framing device. Of course, I note that this is only
the way I saw it, conditioned as I am by my experience of
talking mainly to storytellers. Similarly, Ellie'’s
recounting of the Rowlandson piece is framed with ;I don'’t

khow how much of this I can remember." I knew it was not a
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of memary, for no further than her pocket or her
maybe the kitchen counter, lay the text. Yet, she
open this way. In her telling, I heard other links

stories. There is, for example, her choice to sit

on the "storytelling couchj; or in the text itself, she

describes what leads to Mrs. Rowlandscon’s banishment: "She

was "cryi

ng and complaining/toc much walking." Immediately

I recalled Myrna's story af the Modoc children who fell

into a huge hole and disappeared forever when they were

compl aini

ng about their long walk. I don't presume to

suggest that Annie nor Ellie would conceive of their

narratives as encoded in a framework of the "old

legend-staries.” But my encounter with these narratives

connhects

stories;

them to that timeless poocl of old Klamath

I hear these hnew stories like I hear the stories

of Swan Girl, and Weasel and all the others. Rather than

being stories of an individual, they become the staries of

the people. To survive an instance of captivity, to escape

or ta come back is not in this context, the tale aof a

heroic individual. It is the tale of a community'’s

survival,

If, i

a story of Klamath continuity.

n fact, the speakers are in some ways alighning

these modern, poalitical and historical tales with their

traditional verbal art, one must wonder why. When 1 suggest

ta Pansy

that the staries I hear about modern life aften



resemble the old stories in tone, she suggests one
possibility: "Those old stories, Indian stories, that's
part of who we are. Why would we want to start telling
stories like the White man now? Those stories you bring up
here written by some Indians, someplace, they sound like
White men talking. Are you sure they’re Indians?7 Klamath
people don't tell stories like that." Perhaps these
narrators on some level are rejecting Western literary
conventions of time, characterization, and point of view.
Possibly.

There are several possibilities. One comes to me weeks
later when I am reading some hotes I made from a seemingly
unrelated conversation with Myrna about creation stories.
She was describing the healing nature of traditional
Klamath stories and lamented that so few cantemporary
Klamath people told the stories. "That's why we got so many
prablems up here now——drinking and fighting. The people
don'’t know whao they are. Those stories could heal them,
just telling them would make this a better place.”

I wonder if the particularly depressing realities of
the early part of the century may have prompted these
narrators——even subconsciocusly to frame their stories with
some elements of more traditional Klamath oral literature.
Perhaps the recounting of such dire times suggestea a need

for some healing. Again, this is only speculation.



Nevertheless, such an approach may help to explain Jack'’s
fervent response to me. In suggesting to him that I was
thankful for what he had given me, he may have detected
what seemed an arrocgance on my part, the belief these
stories were being told for my benefit. Perhaps there were
other reasons those stories were told that day, moctivations
that had nothing to do with my presence. Ferhaps, too,
Jack, Nelsaon, Ellie and Pansy mey have more in common with
Anhie that they recognize.

Ta talk about the experience of captivity finally may
not be as revealing as to explore the ramifications of the
escape or the return. For Mrs. Rowlandsonh the ﬁotion of
return was hot ariented to any particular gecgraphical
place. As an early pioneer, the woman who was born in
England and married tc a colonist had ha clear allegiance
to a sense of home ground. In fact, in a headnote to her
Narrative, we learn that shortly after she was freed, she
and her husband relocated again to Wethersfield,
Connecticut (Rowlandson, 317), During her captivity, she
saw little opportunity for escape. Rather, for her, escape
was expressed in a powerful rejection of everything her
captors offered: food, a husband, and most importantly
their humanity. Instead she clung ta her notion of them as
savages, and against this image rallied a Christiag

strength. For Mary Rowlandson, her sense af return was not



tied to a place or even strongly to her own people; it was
a return to God and his Christian kingdom that fired her
imagination.

In Jack’s tale the caoncept of a return is complex. We
have his depiction of his mother’s attempt to return to
Klamath after a fourteen year absence. But her return is
incamplete in that not cnly can she not connect with her
family, but she has been dramatically transformed and no
longer has a commonh bond with the place. 8She no longer
speaks her language nor khows much about her culture.
Iranically, the reservation becomes the first of several
landscapes that deny her access. It would seem that if she
is ho longer Klamath, she has not really become anything
else. She is uprooted, rootless, in fact, and drifts across
a pancarama of cities and towns, relationships, bottles,
bars, and children. It is no surprise that years later her
sony cannot find her, for in his story, she has become
almost ethereal. Perhaps, underlying this tale rest the
frightening implications of lasing one's roots.

Jack's story does, however, present a second and more
optimistic element of return. It is nhot in Jack’s story
exactly, rather, his telling suggests it. At the close of
his narrative he describes how things worked out better for
him. He tells his audience of his job at Boeing, tge house

in Seattle, a family. But although he closes his story
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there, the fact is that he is here, at Klamath, telling it.

On another occasion, I asked him about the
circumstances of his return, and he told me that he
received notice that the Tribe was fighting a legal battle
to restore its official recoghnition. When the Tribe waon,
Jack scld his house and brought his wife with him to
Klamath Falls. "I saw it as a new beginning for the Klamath
pecple. 1 wanted to begin again with them." Perhaps in
sharing his mother's tragic tale, he has brought her home
taa.

As 1 described above, Nelson's tale involves an
inversion of the previous views of captivity and escape.
Nelson’s escape was pramoted by his parents in an attempt
tc spare him the consequences of growing up Indian in a
time and place where race determined so much of one's
success., Ultimately, his escape to Chemawa was
unsatisfactory in that he found opportunities were limited
there as well. If there is a return in Nelson's story, it
lies in re—embracing his connection to his coammunity as
well as to the larger Native American struggle. In
rejecting the limited cpportunities that Chemawa and the
White world presented, Nelson instead turned towards a
political arena in which to cast his tale. Like Jack, ward
of the Klamath plan to sue for legal restoration egcited

him. But unlike Jack who returned when the case was wonj;
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Nelson came back to help fight for it. Nelson now teaches
art in a local elementary school where he hopes to reverse
the lessons he learned in school.

In some ways the woman from Grande Ronde'’s story is
similar to that of Nelson. She, too, sought an escape from
racism and discrimination at the Indian school. For her, it
worked, and I feel it would be simple minded of me and even
arragant to attempt to determine why her experience was so
di fferent than that of Nelson. Nevertheless, I would
suggest at least part of the difference lies in the fact
that she did not grow up in an Indian community, and for
her Chemawa was her first occasion to live with Indian
people. While Nelson grew up, Klamath was changing and
gaining a large influx of settlers; nevertheless, he grew
up with roots in a distinct tribal community. Katherine’s
decision to embrace Fan—-Indianism is a popular one for
urban Indians. Ih my experience reservation Indians are
often less intriqued with the movement mostly because they
don’t need it. Katherine’s "rveturn" finally is ta find her
place in an Indian community. It just so happened that was
Chemawa.

There is one other story in which I wish to consider
"escape" and "return." In Annie’s contribution to our
meeting, I see twa parallel aspects of return. In Her

story, she describes the language gap that resulted in the
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removal of the Klamath children. In her narrative, the
parents seek to allow the children to "escape" the
consequences of speaking their language by giving it up.
Yet the results are staggering: not only do the people lose
the languaae, but consequently, they lose the stories, and
ultimately, in that loss lies the loss of their identity.
Read in this way, her desire to join the language program
as well as her attendance and contribution to the October
meeting may be construed as her attempts to facilitate the
"return”" of the language, the stories, and ultimately a
sense af "being Klamath" again.

Annie’s remarks highlight a convergence I have detected
in sa many Klamath and Moadoc stories——the convergence of
story, place, and identity. She states when the people
stopped stopped telling the stories, the place wasn’'t
Klamath anymore. It's ags if the stories ultimately
constitute place, home ground. In her statement, she
relies on the way the proper noun, Klamath, can mean both a
pecple and a place--in fact, must mean baoth, in her view,
to mean either. Although I know very little about her
methods, 1 realize that Annie is alsc involved in effarts
to re—invigorate the land itself with its spiritual
capacities. Again, the blending of tﬁe concepts of place
(land), with story (song) and identity hint at the‘

interdependence of land and people. For Annie the songs of



her people access profound connections with a vigorous
sense of place.

In each of the Klamath narratives, resclution lies in a
reconstellation of self, home, community, and story. For
Latta Blue and the runaway children ——perhaps it was not
death that they enhcountered in the Southern Cascades——
perhaps it was an embrace not just of home but of
community. Ellie’s details of the children found locked in
each other's arms or her image of Latta leaping into Bear's
arms are visual reminders of the intertwined sense of hame
and cammunity. Katherine's more poasitive remar ks about
Chemawa underscore the way community defines home as do
Annie’s observations that without the children, Klamath was
no longer home.,

This concern with place, and particularly home, is
apparent hot anly in each of these Klamath narrators?
remarks, but it is almost always central in traditional and
contemporary Klamath verbal art. In the context aof this
discussion, this deeply rocted concern strikes a dramatic
contrast with the genre of Western captivity narratives. In
his classic study, Wilderness_and the American Mind,
Roderick Nash points out the connection between classic

captivity narratives and the North American landscape:

«sswilderness confronted the pioneer mind with
terrifying creatures, both known and imagined....



Sweeping out aof the forest to strike, and then melting

back into it, savages were almost always associated

with wilderness. When Mary Rowlandson was captured in

the 1670's, she wrote that she went "mourning and

lamenting, leaving farther my own country, and

travelling into the vast and howling wilderness. (28)
Similarly, Frederick Turner equates Eurcpean—American
colonists! attitude to the land with their treatment of the
original inhabitants and sees in both encounters a tragic
lack of imagination as well as an unbridled impulse to
possess and control.

In sharp contrast Klamath country represents a dyhamic
and imaginative scurce of inspiration for its people. Much
has already been written about the profound relationships
of indigencus peoples and theivr sense af place or the ways
they may be said to map their world with stories. Keith
Basso’'s writing on the Western Apache, Bruce Chatwin's
explaoration of story and landscape in Australian Aboariginal
cultures, and Richard Nelson's fascinating depiction of
Koyukonh sense of place all offer striking insights to the
relationship between indigencus pecoples’s views of story

8
and place. And closer to home Jarold Ramsey’s notes in

testify to this relationship: "In the Klamath world every
landmark has its identity in a story, to khow the stories
is to be imaginatively "at home" (1977: 184).

This view of the country is so deeply imaginatively
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connected ta many of the individuals'! sense of themselves,
that they choose to describe and discuss the land in terms
of stories. In the way that language allows us to express
to ourselves what we imagine ocurselves to be, so to a
degree, stories function to mediate the distance between
peaple and place. The stories of origin as well as other
myths help the people to conceptualize their relationship
to thelir setting. Yet modern stories do that as well. And
perhaps most fascinating is that the presence of the land
itself allows contemporary Klamath pecople to rehearse their
relationship to the old stories. Seen in this light we
might sugagest that the land itself then, particularly its
familiar landmarks, mediates the relationship between
contemporary kKlamath people and previous generations that
walked and storied the same land. Finally, the land may
then be thought to mediate the relationship between Klamath
people and their mythical/spiritual beliefs. As my friend
Myrna tald me, "Well, sometimes, I get busy, and maybe I
daon't take the time to be saying those old stories, keeping
them going. And I leocok out, see that mountain in front of
'me, makes me feel guilty. So I start telling them stories
again.”

The complexity of the relationship between story and
place is nowhere more apparent than in Ellie's lim;ted

remarks about Latta Elue. What seems at first a tragedy, or
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to return to my previous terminology, a dramatic and
perilous "escape" seems to be understocd differently by my
Klamath associates. In a recent language class focusing on
place names, FPansy pointed to Wit-teem [Cascade Summitl on
the map. Briefly she told her students of the little girl
and her plunge over the cliff. "Think," she says, "she
wouldn’t have made it if she didn’t know the name."
Certainly Pansy’s reference ta "making it" is nhot
consistent with a reading of the tale as a tragic suicide.

Latta seems to have forged a "return" not just to
Klamath country, but to a bady of mythology. Somehow this
little girl from the 20th century has plunged into a
landscape where Bear and Aisis and Gmukamps and all the
rest still voam. In that way, she has made the symbalic
landscape more accessible ta the people. Perhaps in this
light, we might see how Latta literally baled ocut of
literal place and sailed into the heart of a story. Ferhaps
there she has set up housekeeping and continues, through
stories told by members of the community, to instruct us.

I suspect the ways that story or language can be said
to open up the land, can let us in if you will, are
profoundly centered in Klamath world view. Certainly, these
matters are well beyond what I khow. Ahd oh those occasions
when I realize how very little I know, a horrvifying

realization I might add to descend in the middle of writing
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this manuscript——1 sometimes share my feelings with Ellie.
She always gives me the same advice: "Stay up here awhile.
Learn the language. Walk around up here with it. The place

will teach you what you want to khow."

Ultimately a captivity narrative may be said to be the
chronicle of an encounter between cultures. Although an
encounter of this kind is fraught with issues of power
relationships and possible violence——for certainly the
captivity implies the meeting is not an voluntary
one——nevertheless, we may read in these encounters a kind
of mutual transaction. Each party may chocse to give
something to the other, or to hold back. What is offered,
what is denied and what is accepted all become important
insights into how the culiure sees itself.

In the pages above I have tried to illuminate certain
aspects of captivity narratives by discussing their
presentation, the degree to which they are personal or
communal, and some aspects of conceptions of escape and
return. What I would like to clouse with are some questions
on what if anything is shared or exchanged that might be
said to be instructive?

In his discussion of captivity narratives, Frederick
Turner offers an explanation for why the White captives

remained so resistent to their Native captors. "What really
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is being dramatized in this tradition is the historic
Christian fear of being possessed, possessed by the wild
people, yes, but also, more profoundly, by the wilderness
and its spirits. We might say that it is the fear of going
Native" (236). We have seen a similar sentiment expressed
in Nash’'s work when he describes Mrs. Rowlandson tervar aof
the howling wilderness. It is interesting to note, however,
that in his brief attention ta her tale, Nash never
mentions hey encounter with the Indians, only her encounter
with the Wilderness. Yet, in Mrs. Rowlandson’s narrvative,
this encounter is most threatening to her: "He (my captor)
gave me a bisquit, which I put in my pocket, and not daring
to eat it, buried it under a lag, fearing he had put
samething in it to make me love him." For several scholars
of American literature, this possibility of love cannct be
accomplished because, in fact, the love is not an embrace
so much of the other but of the darker parts of the self.

Examining captivity narratives, Roy Harvey Fearce
writes: "The lasting image is that of the ignhoble savage of
the captivity nharrvative. Its function is to arocuse Gothic
terror in the soul of the American searching for the dark
meaning of his past... point is that in our earliest
fiction the image of the noble savage, like that of the
noble, has no meaning intrinsic ta itsel f" (199).V

To some degree it is true that for early settlers their
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fear of Indians may have been a manifestation of their fear
of the forests and of the vast wilderness. It is also
warthy of consideration that the Indians, to some degree,
represented their struggle with their own sense of their
pasts. Yet ultimately, such thinking is not satisfying. If
in fact, Pearce is criticizing the colaonists for never
seeing the image of the Indian as "intrinsic to itself", in
same ways his own assessments of Mrs. Rowlandson'’s struggle
replicates the pattern that he criticizes. Why can he hot
suqgest even a possibility that Mrs. Rowlandson’s fear of
loving her captor could have something to do with the
captor himself? Roderick Nash seems guilty of a similar
oversight. In fact, a few pages prior to his brief
discussion of captivity narratives, he writes, "For the
First Americans as for Medieval Europeans, the forest’s
darknhess hid savage men, wild beasts and still stranger
creatures of the imagination" (24). His decision to credit
the colonists as the "First Americans” is precisely the
kind of oversight that Pearce and Turner find troubling in
Mrs. Rowlandson's narrative. Why must the attraction to the
Native American be explained in terms of what he
represents——the past, the unconscious, the wilderness?
Compared to these 20th century writers, Mrs. Rowlandson, at
least, seems open to suggest the possibility of 109&.

Unfortunately, she turns away from this opportunity.



In "Indians": Textualism, Morality, and the Problem of
History" Jane Tompkins suggests Rowlandson literally cannot
see Phillip: "What seems to us the peculiar emphases in
Rowl andson’s relation are not the result of her having
screened out evidence she couldn’t handle, but of her way
of constructing the world. Se saw what her
Seventeenth—century English Separatist background made
visible" (372). It is a sad commentary that Nash, Fearce,
and Turner’s twentieth century backgrounds seem to suffer a
similar nearsightedness.

The Klamath narrators that have spoken in this chapter
have seemed more successful in taking from theiv captivity
elements of change and understanding. Although several of
them discuss their experiences with bocarding schools in
very negative terms, for the most part they have been able
to walk away from these "encounters' with something to
carry back home. Although both Jack and Nelson's stories
would seem to offer a complete rejection of their encounter
with the White world, the fact that both of them attended
our meeting in October suggests a willinghess to meet
members of my culture and to have their stories heard. And
Jack's admonishing to me to "get it right," makes the
implication more concretely. Such a view is not a complete
rejection of the other and could be considered as an

of fering.
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"Stoaries passed down a sense aof common origin, common
destiny,"”" Annie said referring to the traditional stories
of her girlhood. I believe the same can be said of these
more modern tales. Certainly, as I've discussed above, the
communal and tribal dimensions to these tales exist. And
yet, realizing the context in which Annie chose to share
her story—-—I1 can read an even more enlarged sense of
"common destiny." For surely in fashioning these tales
meant to be "told out of school,” told back to the ather,
might my readers alsa learn a sense of their common corigin,
and possibly the common destiny of both Indian and
non—Indian peocple. For if at che time, some of my pecople
captured and or annihilated some of these pecple, and vice
versa, all of us, Indian and nohn—Indian are caught in the
frame: Red parents, White parents, our children, their
children. Today all of us might be said to be captives of a
sort to that histaric and tragic encounter, and the
contempt and misunderstanding that sa easily flares across
the borders of Indian country might be said to make
prisoners even now of us all.

There are ways in which all of our stories of
encounter, perhaps all of our stories, may be said to be
captivity narratives in that they reveal the ways we are
all "captives" of our preconceived nhotions, and th, when

we try to reach across or break out (just a bit), we may
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finally be able to understand something of the other,
something about the self.

In her critique of the gehre of American Indian
autobicgraphies, Helen Carr observes that most

anthropologists of the Boasian era

continued to search for Native American culture in what

they saw as its "real" form, that is, its form before

cantact with the Eurcopeans, which might be very
different from its actual contemporary practice and

position.... They were forever pursuing an essence, a

discrete and integral whole that had perhaps never

existed. In this atomistic view, the liens of the
existing power relatiocn remained invisible while the
actual conditions in which Native Americans lived in

this country were, an the whole, ignored in favor of a

reconstruction of their past.” (134-33)

In some ways the decision to use these texwts offered me
an cpportunity to "free myself" froam pricr definitions of
what constitutes Klamath verbal art as well as my cowh
cultural conditioning about the separation of politics and
poetics. Early in this text, I quoted Oregon Indian
Commissicaner Doug Hutchinson’s proclamation that
"everything in Indian Country is political." The stories in
this chapter clearly are political ohes. And so they remind
me of the politics in all stories. To quote Helen Cary
again, "Yet even if the overall attitude of these

anthropologists was sympathetic toa Native American culture,

they were part of the power structure that oppressed itj
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they had inherited beliefs and discourses that supported it
and legitimated that power" (134). Generations of
“"captives" including Mary Rowlandson and Jack’s mother did
not seriously consider a possibility of escape, rather they
saw their salvation in release. I think back to the Klamath
elders’ repeated call for the inclusion of these stories in
this manuscript; through their insistence, they have helped
me to recoghize "the beliefs and discourses of that power
structure"”" which make prisoners of us all.

Throughout this manuscript, I have tried, as well, to
recoghize the way in which most of what I think I see in
Klamath country is filtered by my own cultural biases. The
same is true for Klamath people. Yet consistently they have
walked back cut to the border to meet me, at that place
where aur worlds intersect. They have tried in our
conversations there or in letters and calls to give me a
glimpse here or there of scmething of their world, their
way of seeing it. Their attention and assistance in the
preparation of this manuscript attests that finally we may
rise above what Turner suggests as the essential tragedy of
the encounter between Indians and Eurcpeans on this
continent. For in our halting ways, my Klamath associates
and I struggle to relax our hold on "that rigidly
maintained spiritual distance,” and we vemind ours?lves

that to possess any understanding of the other has to risk



allowing oneself to be possessed. "Mingle and marry,"
suggests Turnher.

Hopefully the narratives which make up this chapter are
an illustration of such an impulse in the ways that they
meet, dialog, and inform each other and all of us. And if
there is always a return and a transaction, then perhaps it
is in returning carrying the exchange of words, ideas and
friendship that the value lies. Or perhaps, it is merely in
sharing the story, widening the circle; seen in that light,
this text itself may be what is returned, what is carried
back home, and according to Ellie, what is "the most

impartant thing——that which keep the story going."”

"It's gowod, " says Ellie when I call her one evening
almost nine months after that October meeting and tell her
I'm working again on those stories.

"It's good," she continues. "So, you see those stories
have captured you-—-they’ve aot you all tied up. They're in
you how., They're a part of you, and you are a part of then,
a part of us, a part of the story. You’d better come on
back home here. Yea, you should come up as sooh as you

can. Did I tell you Melvin's coming up next weekend?"
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Notes to Chapter 6.

1-

-
2.

Unless otherwise indicated, throughout this essay, all
further references to Stern refer to his The_Klamath
Tribe (1965).

Annual Reports of the Department of the Interiocr, U.S.
52 Congress, 2nd. session, H.R. Exec. Doc. 1
(1892-1913», Vol. 13, Part S, 412.

There are some fine examples of texts which allow
Native peoples to comment oh Western texts. For
example, see Laura Bohannon's "Shakespeare in the
Bush." A more complicated regsponse is presented in
Feter Seymour'’s response to The_Golden_ Woman a Colville
text under discussion in Mattina’s The_ Golden Woman.

The Lava Beds refer to the site where Captain Jack and
his Modoc warriors launched their final battle of the
Modoc War (1972-73). Holed up in the stony
outcroppings, they successfully held off Government
troops through much of the winter. Today, Lava Beds
National Monument is a reminder of the war. In this
unique, lava strewn setting, it is rumocred ane can
still hear the voices of the warriors when the wind
maves through the rocks.

I say "possibly” less violent because in soa much of
Western literature, the return of the violated or raped
waman is even mare of an affront (to men and community)
than the murdered woman. To "sully", to "dirty" and to
send back has been perceived by males as more offensive
than death possibly because the return of a tainted
woman was a vioclation of their male pride. Maost likely
women would not concur with their hierarchy.

Such thinking still predominates much Western
thought. In a rerun of the popular Sixties televisiaon
western, Bonanza, a man spurns his wife who has
returned from a decade of Ihdian captivity with a
hal f-breed child. When she agks him to put himself in
her place and to suggest what she should have done, he
answers curtly: "I woulda slit my throat!" Similarly in
1931, in an NBC news interview with the uncle of a
young woman pilot taken captive during the Persian Gulf
War, her father demonstrates his fear and his bias:
"Well, when I think of what they might be doing to her,
I don't know whether to pray she’s dead or alive."
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Certainly I am not the first to point to this more
cammunal sense of what constitutes a life. Scholars of
;;a—ﬁggaille and Sands have commented on the tension
between a sense aof the personal life and a more
communal focus in American Indian narratives.

At the request of my collaborators 1 shared with them
some of the texts routinely taught in American Indian
Literature survey courses including N. Scott Momaday'’s
House Made_of Dawn, Louise Erdrich's Love Medicine, and

Michael Dorris’ Yellow Eaft_on Blue Water. They also
have read much of the poetry and short fiction in my
edited anthology of contemporary Northwestern Native
American writing, Dancing On_the Rim_of_ the World.

Although digressional, it is interesting to note
that Ellie, Pansy, and other elders thaoroughly enjoyed
hearing a taped per formance of Jerome Rothenburg's
work. "Now that guy, he knows how to tell a story like
Indian people!" FPansy evclaimed after hearing the tape.
Ellie and her family express a fondness for the poetry
of Gary Snyder. I find this interesting in that the
wark of both Rothenburg and Synder have come fire from
Native American writers and scholars. Certainly, I do
mean to privilege the views of these Klamath elders as
authorities on what constitutes work that appeals to
Native American people; I only wish to nate that much
of the dialog on these issues contihues to be veoiced by
academics——Indian and non—-Indian. It may be of interest
to consider the opinions of individuals living in
tribal communities, who may be said to be closer to the
first fires of American Indian literature.

Numerous folklorists, anthropologists, and ethnologists
have devoted much writing to indigencus peoples’ sense
of place as it relates to their stories. Some excellent
evamples may be seen in the followinhg texts: Yi-Fu
Tuan's Topophelia; Bruce Chatwin’'s study of Aborigines
in The_Sohglines; Judith Vander's account of five

Shoshone women singers in Songprints; and Keith Bassa's
essays on the Western Apache, particularly "Stalking
with Names" and "Stalking with Stories."”

A number of well—known contemporary Native
American writers alsao have commented on the
relationship between their writing and their sense of
place; almast all of the interviews in Joseph Bruchac'’s
relationship which might be said to be at the heart of
Native American literature, both oral and written.
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In Closing

"It’s like the way they start those stories, you khow,
like "Coyote was qQoing along," except at least as I see it,
it’s not really Coyote that's it? Know what I mean? 1
mean, the "it" is bigger than that. 1t's EVERYTHING ocut
there, always moving along——-you know? That's how story is:
it holds everything, take it up for while, then somebody
else takes it, always moving along. I don’t know, maybe it
taking us up, moving through us, then somewhere else... Sa
if I'm quiet, it don’'t mean the story’'s over. It's just
someplace else, that's all. All them stories out
there——every time I look out the window, see those
mountains, that rack, I hear those stories. They're out
there going along, maybe looking for you."

‘ Mrs. Myrna Swallow, Modoc elder

There comes a point for any storyteller to leave the
stage, o, as at Klamath, to get off the couch and light a
cigarette. The men and waomen storytellers I have had the
privilege of watching these past years at Klamath country
seem to have a simple strategy for exiting stage-left. They
do it wordlessly. Yet here, at the close of this story, I
feel compelled to offer a few carefully chosen words.
Certainly, it would be a vialation of the spirit of Klamath
storytelling as well as the spirit of the storytellers who
have worked with me on this to suggest making any
conclusions or having a kind of final word. Certainly, as
Myrna'’s remarkable statement above reveals, there really
isn't any end tc any story.

It’s a better direction, then, to suggest the ways in
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which this story continues. As I write this in the summer
of 1991, I have plans to move back closer to "home" very
soon. I noted in an earlier chapter that I had applied for
Jjobs using the map as a guide, and the plan seems to have
warked pretty well. I am pleased to be relocating at Chico,
ChA, a few hours drive scuth of Lower Klamath, in order to
continue the personal relationships which sustain the
ongoing work.

And the work is ongoing. Currently the wamen with whom
I have worked most closely, Ellie and Pansy, are making
progress on their collection of Klamath stories. So far,
they have nine stories, three of which have never been
published elsewhere. I smile to note after MUCH discussion,
they have chosen to present their bilingual texts in
lined-out versionhs. Their book will be distributed as an
in—house tribal project which will, in Pansy'’s vision, "get

those stories back in every living room where they belong."

While I champion such community projects, I am alsa
pleased that the Tribal Education Committee has joined the
Culture and Heritage Committee in enlisting the assistance
of storytellers and myself in putting together a
publication for a wider audience. We had discussed_the
possibility of another, more edited version of the tribal

collection, but at this point, the Director of the Culture
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and Heritage Committee would like to see a book that not
ohnly presents Klamath verbal art but that offers a
commentary or suggests ways in which to approach such an
encounter. The Director has suggested to me that he may
"know of a text already out there that would do the trick."”
I do khnow, that if I revise this text for publication,
there is at least ohe change I will make, and that is, if
they consent, to place the names of my collaborators on the
cover with my own. I had considered that with this
manuscript, but it seemed problematic for the sake of a
dissertation.

Myrna has also invited me to assemble a collectiocn of
Modoc stories with her. She has noted, as have I, the
paucity of wark on any aspect of Madoc culture or arts.

In 19390 working with the Oreqon Committee for the
Humanities the Tribe trained a video production team, and
they are now at work on assembling oral histories. The
elders have requested their assistance in filming
storytelling events, but at this early point, that work has
not begun. I do believe we can look forward to a program
such as this in the future.

Ancther facet of my enthusiasm about moving to Northern
California is my desire to bring my worlds closer pogether,
those worlds lately consisting of my interest in Klamath

storytellers and my conhncern as a teacher of American Indian
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literatures. I am pleased that the Klamath and Modoc elders
have offered to come to the classes I will teach next year
at Chico and share their talents as storytellers with my
students. Already, Myrna tells me she’s has "lined up
enough of her Hoopa, Karok, and Pit River friends to keep
my students entertained all year!"

Often at storytelling sessions I have attended, when
one storyteller "gets off the couch," she is replaced with
anocther storyteller, another story. Ellie says, "It’'s nat
always planned like that——but sometimes someche’s sitting
there, and the story they hear is talking to that story
they’re carrying arcund, and well, the two stories just
want get out there and socialize." It is perhaps fitting to
point to some of the other stories, other storytellers whao
are hnow talking "from the couch." At Klamath, tribal
members continue to attend langquage classes, and often at
the close of those classes, to hear stories. Slowly, more
and more of the ariginal language is finding its way back
into the stories. And to date, the Tribe is garnering
funding to to set in place two additional 1language
programs~—cne in Modoc, one in Yahuskan Snake. This past
Spring tribal members attended an inter-tribal basket
making program at Hoopa. There, elders shared baskets and
stories. Already new stories about thet trip are

circulating in Chiloquin. Another tribal member, a student
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at Portland State University, is writing a research paper
onh Termination and the Klamath Tribe.

Perhaps the most significant development to date, and
the most precarious, is a tribal suit on its way through
the federal courts to restore tribal land holdings.
Throughout these essays I have tried to stress the
interconnectedness of Klamath stories and Klamath country.
In my view as long as the land is withheld, to some degree
the people’s relationship with their oral legacy is
restrained. Moreover, the people themselves retain a sense
of being incomplete. Like exiled peaples anywhere around
the globe, they voice a certain heartache that the place

where they coame from is still being denied ta them.

Fellow Dregonian, writer Barry Lopez, shares his sense
that there are two landscapes——-one coutside the self, the
other within (71). In much of his writing, he displays a
sensibility much like that of my Klamath collaborators who
understand the ways in which they are shaped by the land,
and the way, reciprocally, their stories tend that
landscape.

Lopez notes

The best we can have of those substantial truths that
guide our lives is metaphorical--a story. Beyond
this-—-that the interior landscape is a metaphorical
representation of the exterior landscape, that the



truth reveals itself most fully... in the paradox,

irony and cantradictions that distinguish compelling

narratives" (71).
This relationship between story and landscape has been
threaded throughout this text. Yet, as 1 observe how haow my
own interior landscape has been shaped and polished by my
time in Klamath country, I recognize, that for me, the way
I came into relation with that landscape, and what has
forged the route all along are stories, the stories my
Klamath ccllaborators have shared. It is as if the paths
through those mountains and alohg the lakes, up to
Nihlaksi, over tao Yainix, and up and down U.S. 97 are paved

with bits of story. Ferhaps as Myrna suggests the stories

are finally calling me home.

[
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