Alba Shawaway
Stee_Ah-Ha or Little reople 12/1/66

“hey were little people, not too Bmall, about three or four feet
high. *hey had the power of 1nvisibility add to put you to Sleep,
hypnot nize you .

‘heir hair greéw white early and the olg men had yellowish white hair ,
Just like old people. “hey lived in the mountains, in the ti mber, and
they were called Stick Indians.8ome of them we re around White iss.

‘hey came out at night, didn't talk Indian but calked like birds,
night talk, all around, like uagpies, crows and birds like that,

Une big band lived in @ cave in the mountains where they couldhide
the entrance.

‘*hey semetimes save their power to children, boys and girls. It was
a strong power, like making you able to steal horses y hide, or creep
around and no one could see you. ‘hem were mostly seen by children only.
ihey traveled around in the fog, you could hear them all around, talking
like birds. Indians were afraid to ridicule them.

One time there was a girl about 12, up in the mountains, camped
with her mother ang families, “ep mother told her to €0 down to the
Spring and get water. ‘his was early in the morning,

She went down but a little old man, dressed in furs was there,
cleaning his throat. He had yellowish white hair. He went on cleaning
his throat with a willow twig like the _eople used to do. His hair was
unbraided. None of the Little reople braided their hair. He was twisting
the willow twig down his throat and cleaning hiuself by coughing. The
girl waited and waited but he kept on., He paid no attention to her.,
Finally she gave up and went back to camp without the water. She told her
mother and her mother went back but he was gone. *hey could see where he

hac been, where he had broken off the willow twigs to clean his throat,

She went back to Camp and tolg everyone abouti. and they knew he was
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A Stee-ih-He, so everyone packed up and woved. No one would stay around
one of the plz.es wheee they had becen seen.
‘he little man had a (ur blanket which he had laid on the ground .
He had a fur jacket and fur around his legs. e was dressed jwt like an

old time Indian.

One time when I was a boy I went into the mountains, almost over to
Lewis County, going with my father, just the two of us. We went to hunt.
1 hadn't been pe mitted to go on a long hunt like that before.

We found a small meadow to make our camp. It was surrounded by
timber but we decided to make our camp in the m ddle of the meadow,
40 or 50 yards back from any of the trees on any side.

My first told me, if you hear strange things, don't be afraid.
Just don 't worry. And, don t whistle or cal. . Just pay no attention.

It got dark and after supper we went to bed. ‘here were all kind of
birds calling all around in the dark. It was out in the open, no trees
close around. I laid still. I heard them and remembered what my father
had told me.

ouddenly 1 heard,'schwirrg...like something fal ing, and a piece of
limb with moss on it fell ri;ht on the bed, but I just laid quite and
rememberec what my father had said. *hdre was no tree near it to fall
from., Other pieces fell, always making a sound and there were birds
like talking all around.But I just kept quiet. Then it was quiet after
that and I went to sleep.

When my grandmother was little she had an &perience she told me
about.
She had a little friend, about her age, eight or nine years old then.

lhe famil es, several of them, went up into the mountains for berries.



She said they heard the Stee-hh__ha talking all around them

at night, like birds talking to each other.
‘he Little Girl wanted off into the dark and didn 't come back.

‘he Stee-Ah_Ha took her, “he people looked for her next-day and :ceveral
days but couldn't find her.

‘he next ye;' they went back to the same berrying grounds and the
same camping place.

The first night they were in camp the iittle Girl came into camp.
She was dressed different and already was beginni g to look like a little

o@D old woman. She said the Little People let her come back for just a littl

while to see her people, that they werekind to 'her but tney wanted her
people to know she was happy. As they were talking to her, she suddenly
disappeared.

‘he next year the faily went back to the same camp and the little
girl came into camp again, dressed in furs and changing uore to look
like a Little Uld Woman. she told them the Little reople made her promise
that she could coe to see her people but had to promise to go back to
the Little reople. She told how she lived with them, just like Indians.

She showed them a little medicine bundle, It was the size of her
thumb, tied up in fur and it was he medicine the Little People gave to
her which wade her disappear, |

Her hair was turning white and her face was older. She stayed quite a
while that night and then disappeared.

fhe next year the people went back to the same camp. +hey heard lots

of birds calling and talking but the Little Girl never came back.



My father (Alec Shawaway) and George Wyneco and another man went
fishing on the Naches. They went late in the season so they could spear
the late run of salmon.

lhey heard someone fishing just above them, could lmr the salmon splash
when it was speared and then the slap, slap as it wa. killed by hitting
it over the head.

ihere were some other men fishing just below them and they knew them.
They talked with them and asked them who had come up and was fishing
above. lheir friends said no one had come up. i‘hey said there was no one
and they had heard no one fishing.

Later, just before dark, my father and George Wyneco went just upstream
to see who was fishing. lhere was no one there, but they could see that
someone had been fishing and spearing salmon. It was the little people

who hunted and fished, just like the Indians.

The Little rPeople liked matches. When youheard them at night and laid
matches out for them, the matches were gone the next day.

If you heard them around in the dark , talking like birds, and threw out
a handful of matches, they took them and went away. You never saw them

but the matches disappeared. lhey liked matches

My father told me that a long while ago he didn .t believe in the
Little People.
Bit he to d me how he learned about them.

He was hunting one might time, way up in the N,ches in his old hunting
grounds. He was camped and the Little People made a lot of noise talking
like birds. He hollowed at them a few tiwes and they mage more moise than
ever.

ihen he took his gun and shot into the woods. ‘here was a tremendous

commotion and he heard a woman shout ,"Ohwee," like she was shot.



My father went to bed and then didn 't know anything.

He woke up in the morning and found his clothing had been taken
off. He found something stuck in /is back. “‘e worked and worked with it
and finally got it out and a lot of blood came out too. It was a sharp stick
with a knot on it.

His clothes were hanting up in the trees around the camp, some quite high.

It had taken him a long while to work the piece of stickkand knot ou of
him and he was very sore.

*he Little reople ppt him to sleep, took his clothes andstuck the piece
of stick into him for shooting at them. He thinks the gunshot must have

hurt the woman he heard scream.

I once heard about a man and a woman who were walking in the woods.
iheycame to an old cabin and went inside. 1 here was an old kind of bench
there like a bed. ‘hey laid down and were making love.

ouddenly the man felt souething jab him in the back fHe turned around,
there was no one there. He started to make love again and every time
something jabbed him in the back. He got angry and got up and never did
finish.

It was dark by then and he went outside the cabin to urinate. But
there was a long piece of bark put down in fronto of him and he urinated
on himself,every time he started to urinate, it would turn back onto

him,.

George Wyneco didn 't believe in the Little People. He used to go
hunting with my father.

lhey camped out one night and when they woke up next morning Leorge's
clothes were all taken off hig and hanging around, high in the trees.
The seams of his trousers were pulled open, the thread was pulled out and

they were in two pieces. ‘he seams of his shirt were open the same way.



After that Ueorge ~believed in the Little People and didn 't whistle

at night or anytying like that .

(more on Alex Shawaway, who died about 1949)
When he was hunting thetime they hurt him, he first threw rocks into
the woods about him, but they , the Little Feople, made more noise, talking
like birds, little squeaky voices. When he couldn 't sleep because of the
noise he fired the gun.
The woman's squegky voice sounded like Ah-wai-waaiii, wai.. like a
womwan hurt. lhen he heard terrible noises and that was all he knew until
he came tc the next day
Benever bothered the Little reople again,never went back to that
place to camp. ‘there are some places in the m.untains the Indians won t

camp because L_ttle People live around there




11/29/66

Stee-axkxhex Ah-He or Stick I,dians

Louie Sohappy

:here were lots of stories about the Stick Indians. *hey were called
that because they lived in the heavy timber.

In the time of the war there were a few left up by White Pass.

‘hat is where there are fogs frequently in the winter time or in the

late fall.

1hese few met with the Yakimas before the war. I don't know how true
but it is the story I heard. ‘hey came to the council and said they wou d
help the Yakimas out, that they would come up on the enemy at n ght,
andno one could see them.

lhey go around in the fog and at night, making sounds like birds.



Little People Henry Alexander
12/29,66

About the Little People, Stick Indians. My grandmother used to
tell stories gbout them but I never paid much attention like I should
have.

1hey came down from the north about this time of the year, came in
across the Valley with the fog and went taavelling through. 1hey
whistled and talked, sounding like birds. ‘hey took several weeks to
pass through. lhe Indians here didn 'tknow where they came from or
where they went to, but it seems like they were goi g south like the birds
to keep out of the cold. and triey came back from the south, going
north, passing through the valley in the spring.



11/24/66
Stee_Ah-Ha or Stick Indian stories.

Informant, Danny Sampson of the Sjtus.

They travel in the fog and from west toward the east to the hills
where they get their medicine in the sagebrush hills, on top of the hills,
they get their power from the sage.

lhey travel all the way over to Idaho and Montana in the fall
at this time of the year. You know they are coming when the fog moves
in. You hear them talking in it like birds.

lhey are little people, about three feet high, but wery strongj.
ihey stay mostly in the mountains and co.e down with the fog and travel
to get their medicine. lheir main medicine makes them invisible.

One night a man and his friends were hunting, they were camping
out. He didn 't believe in them. *hem told him not to go riding around
at night, and whistling, imitating birds, that they, the Little People,

wouldnit like it. But he went riding around, whistling and the fog
came up.

He became lost. He rode and rode until he saw a fire, out that way
(poimnting ) He rode toward it byt it disappeared before re could
reach it. It just vanished.

Then he looked over that way, and saw another fire, and rode toward
it. Rit it also vanished, just like that. It was there, almost before
him and then there was nothing but the fog and the whistling, bird-like
noises of the Little reop e all about him.

iren he looked another direction and saw a fire. And it was the
same thing, and the he looked in the fi al direction and saw a fire
but when he rode toward it, it also vanished.

He beame confused and knew he was lost. He became out of his
head. He rode on and on and didn 't :now anything but he was riding. He
was like you would say, gone crazy.

When the next day came and the fog went away, he was

riding in his saddle. He was still in the saddle, but the saddle
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was sitting in the top of one of those tall fir trces. ‘here was no
horse around, just him in the saddle.

After that he believed there were Little reople and he knew how they
could punish you for not believing in them.



