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—
Goodnight Mom...
Goodnight I I'm off to
Arcand's barn dance.
Don't wait up!

Mary!
Come here a
minute.

Was my mother ever
my age? Doesn't she know
T just want to be with
my friends?




Don't you
\_look lovely!

Aw, come on Mom.
Don't get all worked up.
It's only a jean skirt
and a blouse.

Mary gave her Kokum a quick
hug, hoping she'd be out the
door in an instant, but her
Kokum wouldn't let go...

..and with Mary's hand in
her iron grip, she pulled
Mary down next to her on
the chesterfield.




me from a very bad L . 3 g
experience when /r Kokum, nothing is

T was a young girl. . e going to happen to me,
A and I don't need a whistle

M Mary saw a look of determination in her Kokum's eye, and knew she was in for
another story from when Kokum was a girl. Mary knew that if her Kokum had
a story to tell then by God, she'd have to sit there and hear the whole story.

‘ excited to go to
dances too.




“I remember one dance that was held
at the school. Joe Wilson had died
three months earlier, and it was the
first celebration since his death.”




"Some of the boys ook a short cut through the ceme-
tery. They had no respect for the dead. As they passed
through the graveyard, one of them hit old Joe's grave

with his whip. He laughed, and said "You come too old man!™

d " The dance was well-attended and
I everyone was having a good time." .
Tl .

"Just before midnight someone new arrived. The lunch
was about to be served so no one noticed him right away.”




T cameand I
had a good time
tonight. Now I want

you to come to
\ my place.

P

"However, the stranger no-
ticed the boys who had been
in the cemetery earlier. He
walked right up fo the boy
that had whipped his grave."

"The man turned and
left the party.”

You know,
where you invited
me from.




"The young man was scared.”

"He was shaking so hard that his teeth were rat-
tling. Some of the people told the young man, 'You
better go to the priest, and tell him what you've
done. The priest will know what to do.”

:I| RN W
t "The boy was lucky. His |NESS
"The next day the boy went to the priest, and told | sister had just given birth a [
him what he had done. The priest said, 'You have few weeks before, and she i}
allowed her brother to take Ji

to go to the grave and when you do, fake a new
baby with you. Go with the baby to the grave.”

the baby to the grave.”
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"Saturday came, and the boy took his sister’'s
baby and walked to the grave. There was old
Joe Wilson, standing there waiting."

You're lucky
you brought
this child...

"He saw the boy with
the baby in his arms."




..because if
you didn't have
this child, I'd do
the same thing
to you that
you did
to me.

Mary knew she was supposed to understand what her L)
Kokum was trying to tell her, but she didn't have a clue. it g : il | |
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"Joe Wilson returned to his final resting place
and the boy left the cemetery. His sister imme-
diately took her baby into her arms.”

AR b

“When she did, her brother fell over. He didn't die,
he had just passed out because he was so scared.”




; Kokum, my <
friends wouldn't do
that. I don't need

a whistle for
protection.

I'm not done yet.
The whistle is not for you to use

is for you fo use as protection
against the Whiitigo.

All right,
T'll tell you.

Only so it will
keep you quiet, and I |
can have some
peace.

Don't be Mom, I'm not!
patronizing You've never mentioned
Mary! a Whiitigo before
. . Kokum. What
is it?
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"When I was a little girl, my Kokum used to tell me this story.
One winter she stayed with our family and every night we heard
the train whistle blow loudly right at midnight. Just before the
whistle would blow, Kokum would tell us this story.”
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When a Whiitigo's hungry,
“One calm moonlit night my Kokum told he makes a loud screechy whistle. That
us about Whiitigos, cannibal spirits." sound means the Whiitigos are out, and they
are hunting. Their hunger can only be
satisfied by human flesh. Nothing
else will do.

If a Whiitigo touches
you, it will eat you. If it eats
you, then you will become

“That's why I gave you this whistle. If
you are outside, and you hear a whistle,
you blow on this loud and hard.”




e X
. X “That way, the Whiitigo will
think you are another Whiitigo
] 2?{‘ " looking for a human to devour.”
Sl Y

= A
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- Now Whiitigos don't just hunt on calm

nights, so I want you to always be aware.” ¥ g * »
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i - . + ; X e X g
f x * ; . % + % ' + ".
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"On windy nights you can hear the Whiitigos flying
around outside. You probably thought it was branch-
es and things being jostled by the wind. It isn't."

“The sounds you hear are the sounds of bony skeletons flying
around. They are Whiitigos searching for new victims. Some
of us Michifs also call them Paakuks or Pakakosh.”
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Just then,
a car horn
blared.

. r,-:.." i G

_" : f ‘ Kokum laughed as Mary retrieved the
e piece of metal with the ball inside.
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Mary kissed her Kokum on the
cheek, and then she was gone.

Later that evening, as Mary's mother and Kokum |8

] sat on the couch, they heard a loud shrill whistle. |#
They quickly got up and moved to the open window,
listening to the broken tranquility outside.

After a moment they heard another shrill whistle.
Pl As the moon shone down they saw a shape fly by

the window. Tt was a skeleton—Ili Paakuk—and

clasped between its teeth was a silver whistle.

Jen gy

Well, T think
T'll wait up for Mary
after all.”
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Métis stories seamlessly blend characters
and motifs from Cree, Ojibway, and
French-Canadian fraditions into an
exciting, unique synthesis. Métis stories
are an invaluable treasure because
they tell familiar stories in interesting ways
while preserving elements of storytelling
which have become rare to the Métis’
ancestral cultures. The Stories of Our
People/Lii zistwayr di la naasyoon di
Michif series includes stories about the
three Métis tricksters (Wiisakaychak,
Nanabush, and Chi-Jean), werewolves
(Roogaroos), cannibal spirits (Whiitigos),
flying skeletons (Paakuks), and of course,
the Devil (li Jiyaab). The stories are
steeped in Michif language and culture.
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