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         HIGHLIGHTS: 
          
         - Mr. Belly was born in 1908 on the Seekaskootch Reserve.  He 
         attended residential school until 1924 and then lived by 
         hunting and trapping. 
         - Two stories of the illegal killing of moose. 
         - Tale of how a coyote stole an axe and carried it half a mile. 
         - Discussion of Christian religions, including story of man who 
         came to life in his coffin. 
         - Brief account of attendance at residential school. 
         - How he came by the name Belly. 
         (Side A, Tape IH-016) 
          
         Inter:  Joe Belly, July 9th, Onion Lake. 
          
         Joe:  I don't have much to tell about.  I could tell how we got 
         our name.  My father like all other old men, liked talking 
         about old times and days gone by. As children, we would sit and 
         listen as he told of things that happened a long time ago when 
         he was young, or things he had heard old people talk about.  
         Many strange stories we heard him tell.  If the young people of 
         today heard these stories, they would not believe them.  Young 
         people today are different.  When we were children, our parents 



         worked and hunted very hard to support their families.  In 
         those days welfare and children allowances were unheard of.  
         Neither was there pensions for elderly people.  It seems to me, 
         we got along better in those days; everyone worked or hunted 
         or had a trapline.  If anyone was too lazy to work, he went 
         hungry.  Things are very different now.  Not very many people 
         work.  Most of them live on welfare.  A cheque comes to them 
         twice a month.  Now and then they receive a clothing order.  If 
         they go to work all this stops, and so they are content to lay 
         back and wait for the next cheque.  Today a lot of the people 
         here don't have transportation.  Such was not the case when I 
         was young.  Everyone had his own horse to ride or a good team 
         of horses to drive, and nobody walked.  Their things they 
         bought with money they earned working or trapping. 
          
              I should be getting back to my story.  My father's 
         grandfather was named Pah-ski-yah-kay-we-in (Winning Man).  
         This was his father's father.  Winning Man would therefore be 
         my great-grandfather.  My father and his sister lived with 
         their grandparents.   One day when my father was a baby, 
         Winning Man and his wife went to look for horses, taking my 
         father with them.  The day was hot with a scattering of clouds.  
         Some distance from their camp, they walked to the top of a hill 
         and Winning Man continued on his way looking for horses, while 
         his wife laid my father on the ground and began collecting 
         dried buffalo manure which she put in a bag and would take home 
         to use as firewood.  While she was doing this, an electrical 
         storm broke out and she picked up her grandson and made for 
         their camp.  After the storm when her husband, Winning Man, did 
         not return, she took the two children and went looking for him.  
         He had been on his way home and had been struck by lightning.  
         He was dead. 
          
              My father was eight years old and his sister was two 
         years older when their grandmother remarried.  She married a 
         man named Pot Belly.  That's how it came about that we used the 
         name, Belly.  After Winning Man died, his wife did her best to 
         support my father and his sister.  She worked hard.  She hunted 
         and dug seneca root.  It was seven years after Winning Man died 
          
         that she married Mis-ta-ty (Pot Belly).  Pot Belly was from 
         Island Lake and he was Percy Burynine's grandfather.  Later, my 
         father and his sister were sent to a residential school.  It 
         was a Catholic school run by nuns. The nuns were very strict and 
         took good care of the children under their care.  When my dad 
         and his sister entered school, Pot Belly went with them and 
         they were given the name Belly.  Our name, I would think, should 
         have been Winning Man instead of Belly.  When our father left 
         school, he worked at odd jobs here and there.  He once worked 
         at the Indian agency.  Then his sister married a man who was a 
         storekeeper for the Hudson's Bay.  His name was Mr. Garson.  He 
         gave our father a job doing things around the store and some 
         time after this, Dad got married and had children.  Because Dad 
         knew that speaking the English language came in very handy, he 
         put us all in school. 
          
         Inter:  What school did you go to? 



          
         Joe:  The school that burned down.  The Roman Catholic school.  
         I can remember things back to 1917.  Before that, I was too 
         young to remember anything.  I used to hear classmates say, "This 
         year is 1917."  And I can remember 1918 as the year many people 
         died.  Many, many people died, not only here (Onion Lake) but 
         also many other places.  And I stayed at the residential school 
         until 1924.  It was September 1, 1924, when I returned to school 
         and was discharged four days later.  That was the end of my 
         education and I was 16 years old at the time.  Now I had no- 
         where to go.  I could not walk back to Island Lake where my 
         parents were living.  I stayed around here, going from place to 
         place.  Then an old man named William Fivier asked me to go 
         home with him.  I did not need much urging as I was homeless. 
         This old man was very kind and I was happy staying at his home.  
         I helped him stack some hay and did some other work for him.  
         One day when the old man and I arrived home from work, we found 
         my father there.  He had heard I had been discharged from 
         school and had come to take me home.  So in a day or two we 
         returned to Island Lake and my father taught me hunting and 
         trapping and I listened as old men in the neighborhood preached 
         a sermon to me, telling me things to do and things not to do and 
         explaining to me the workings of nature.  Some day I would get 
         married and would need to know these things, so they said.  
         "These things we tell you now are for your own good and some day, 
         far in the future, you will be repeating these words to your 
         grandchildren."  Today, I can see these old men were right.  
         The things they told me when I was 16 years old I sometimes 
         tell to my grandchildren, but times have changed and so have 
         young people.  I don't think my grandchildren take very 
         seriously what I tell them.  Mostly I tell them that liquor is 
         very bad for anybody and that it includes them.  But still they 
          
         use it and I am afraid they will find out too late that the old 
         man was right. They seem to think they are wiser than I am.  
         Perhaps in some ways they are, but experience is the best 
         teacher, and I have lived a long time.  I have worked hard, I 
         have hunted and I have raised a family.  I know many things 
         they do not know.  When my family was growing up and I was 
         strong, they were never hungry.  They never wanted for fresh 
         meat.  I was able to hunt and work.  Now I am old and useless.  
         My bones are sick (arthritis and rheumatism).  Once as a 
         younger man my bones got sick but I was treated by an old 
         medicine man and I got well again.  Now there are no medicine 
         men so I guess my bones will stay sick.  I walk with a cane and 
         sometimes I try to hunt but it is not the same.  I am not good 
         at hunting any more.  I cannot walk in deep snow.  If there is 
         no snow, I can walk across a lake on a sheet of ice.  I don't 
         have too much to tell.  The interviewer took me by surprise.  I 
         was just getting on my wagon to go away when she arrived.  One 
         of my horses strayed and I was just going out to find it and we 
         just got home yesterday from Frog Lake where we attended a 
         Sundance.  I am a great believer of Indian religion.  This is 
         why I try to take in a Sundance each summer.  At the Frog Lake 
         Sundance, I prayed to the Great Spirit for a long happy life 
         for my children and also my grandchildren.  At the Sundance, 
         many people were there.  Many from distant points and there 



         were also very many lodges and I heard much news.  I saw friends 
         and relatives I had not seen for years.   
          
         According to the white people, I am a Catholic.  But the white 
         man's religion can not be understood.  It is too complicated.  
         This is why I have gone back to the Indian religion as many of 
         us are doing.  Long before the white man arrived here, only 
         Indian people were here.  And they had the Sundance and other 
         rituals.  Who taught them these things?  Surely not the white 
         men.  It would have to be the Great Spirit.  I could say, and I 
         would not be wrong, that the white man brought us poison in the 
         form of liquor.  He has ruined our land.  Before he came, with 
         the help of the Great Spirit, we kept our land clean.  The white 
         man, I hear, is in dire trouble.  He has his own religion.  Why 
         does his God not come to his aid?  At the Frog Lake Sundance I 
         heard a man from the U.S. tell a very strange story.  I am not 
         going to tell it, but just thought I would mention it.  It was 
         yesterday I heard this very strange story. 
          
         Inter:  Why is it that you will not tell this story you heard 
         at the Sundance?  I would like to hear you tell the story. 
          
         Joe:  Yes.  I can tell you the story just the way I heard it 
         yesterday at the Frog Lake Sundance.  A server brought a man to 
         the Sundance lodge whom he said was from the U.S. and had a 
          
         very interesting story to tell.  He then asked the people to be 
         very quiet and listen as the old man tells his story. So we 
         listened as the old man told us the story.  He told us that 
         (Nah-moo-yah-kah-yas) not long ago, a young man died in a 
         hospital.  His insides were taken out and his body sent to his 
         reserve for burial, his reserve being around Regina.  "The dead 
         man has a cousin on our reserve," said the old man, and the 
         cousin left at once to attend the funeral of his cousin.  A 
         minister who had promised to come and bury the man did not show 
         up.  When the people arrived at the cemetery with the body, the 
         minister had not yet arrived and it was decided that the 
         people should wait for him for a little while.  He might still 
         come.  While the people waited, a tapping was heard on the 
         coffin but no one paid any attention.  Then the tapping was 
         heard again, and someone opened up the coffin. The dead man sat 
         up and asked for a drink of water.  After he had had a drink of 
         water, he told the people present that he had been sent back to 
         tell the people to go back to their own religion - the Sundance, 
         the pipe, the sweetgrass.  "When you pray in the white man's 
         religion, your prayers are not heard," he told the people.  
         "Your only hope is to go back to the religion the Great Spirit 
         has given you."  Then, having said this, he laid down and died 
         again.  Some of the people then became frightened and ran off 
         and some of them fainted.  Then the coffin was closed and the 
         man was buried.  So, that's the story the man told the people at 
         the Frog Lake Sundance. 
          
         Inter:  What was the name of the man who told the story? 
          
         Joe:  I heard his name but I forget.  Many people heard him 
         tell the story.  Someone around will know his name.  People 



         from the Hobbema Reserve told me this same story early last 
         spring.  They seem to think this is a good sign.  Perhaps the 
         Great Spirit is coming to help the Indian people clean up the 
         land he has given them.  This is all I can say on this subject. 
          
         Inter: Tell us about your mother. She is quite the woman and 
         has had an eventful life.  Later, I am going to get her story on 
         tape.   
          
         Joe:  What was my mother's name, the name the white people gave her? 
          
         Inter:  Her name is Matilda. 
          
         Joe:  My mother went to school when Mr. Matheson was the 
         principal.  Later, she attended classes at the Battleford 
         industrial school and she taught school for a number of years.  
         I don't know if she taught school here or at Battleford.  My 
         mother is now very old.  She must be very close to a hundred 
         years old and possibly over one hundred years old. 
          
         Inter: She tells me she will be one hundred years old this 
         fall.   
          
         Joe:  Yes.  Like I said, she must be almost 100 years old. 
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         Inter:  I have seen a picture of your mother in a newspaper taken 
         when she was 99 years old. 
          

e:  That reminds me, some         Jo
         taking a picture of my mother on her 100th birthday.  They wan
         a picture of her and her children and grandchildren and also 
         her great-grandchildren.  I think there are over 30 great- 
         grandchildren.  It is going to be a very large picture. Ther
         may not be room enough for all of us. (laughter) 
          
         In
         34.  I may have missed some.  Could you now tell the hunting 
         story you were going to tell us? 
          
         Jo
         things sometimes happen to us Indian people when bad luck is 
         pending.  It is, I suppose, a warning from the Great Spirit.  
         My uncle Pierre Harper came to our house one night, and said 
         to me, "Nephew, I know you could use some meat and we are righ
         out of meat.  What do you say if we left early tomorrow morning 
         and go on a hunting trip.  We will be gone 10 days or 2 weeks."  
         I agreed and told my uncle I would get ready and would be 
         waiting for him in the morning.  Very early next morning I 
         my chores while my wife made breakfast.  After breakfast, we 
         waited and waited for my uncle.  He did not come.  It was 
         getting late.  Nine o'clock came and then ten and still he 
         not come.  We waited and waited some more.  Then at noon, Uncle 
         Pierre drove up.  "I was out of grain and had to go buy some," 
         he said.  We had dinner and then we left.  We went north.  It was 
         February or March and the weather was cold.  All afternoon we 
         travelled at a fast pace.  It was long after dark when we 
         arrived at a creek where we would be staying for the next 2



         weeks or so.  We looked after our horses and set up camp and 
         after a hot meal, we went to bed.  Next day, I set out a bunch 
         of traps and my uncle killed a fat deer.  Supper that night was 
         a treat. 
          
              At the time my uncle and I were out there hunting, no one 
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         was allowed to kill any moose because moose were scarce.  The 
         government had passed a law prohibiting the hunting of moose 
         and game wardens were all over the place.  For our district we
         had a game warden named Mr. Speed and he was tough.  He told us 
         in no uncertain terms that if he caught anyone killing a moose 
         or even found someone with moose meat, he would make it very 
         hot for him.  We knew he meant it and we killed no moose.  He 
         even had a few of the more reliable Indians working for him. 
          
         My
         to do.  My uncle always was a hard worker and a good hunter.  
         At the time he was a lot younger.  Now he is old and helpless. 
         I have a lot of respect for my uncle and it is apparent he will 
         not be with us much longer.  
         (End of Side A, Tape IH-016) 
          
         (Side B) 
          
         Jo
         day I saw two young moose and I killed one.  I skinned it and 
         dressed the meat.  Then I hid the meat under a pile of snow.  I
         could have killed the other moose too but I never was greedy.  
         I did not mention the moose I killed to my uncle as he worked 
         for the game warden and the meat stayed under the snow where I 
         had hid it.  When I returned to camp one night, my uncle had a 
         good meal waiting.  Without a word I sat down and ate.  I really
         enjoyed the meal as I was very hungry.  My uncle sat by smoking 
         his pipe.  Then he put his pipe down and said, "You are very 
         quiet, nephew.  Maybe you are lonesome and wish to go home?  
         It is the custom for returning hunters to tell of their 
         adventures but you sit there eating and not saying a word
         hope there is nothing wrong."  The moose I had killed weighed 
         heavy on my mind.  I could not possibly take it home without 
         my uncle knowing it.  So I said, "Uncle, several days ago I 
         killed a moose.  The meat is hidden under a snow bank up the 
  
         was no need to kill the moose," said my uncle. "Half the deer 
         have killed are yours.  Tomorrow night, when it is dark, we wil
         leave for home.  We will arrive home when the people are 
         asleep.  We can not travel in daylight carrying moose meat."  

 Had          "Uncle," I said, "half the moose I have killed is yours." 
         I bribed the game warden?  All the next day we prepared to go 
         home.  It was noon when I brought my traps into camp and late 
         afternoon when I got the moose meat into our camp.  At dusk we 
         were all set and we headed for home. 
          

t my uncle's house and               Long after midnight, we arrived a
         p
         pu
         I gave my relatives some deer meat.  It was awful not to be 
         able to give moose meat to my brothers and sisters but I could



         not take any chances.  If we got caught we would really be in 
         trouble, especially my uncle who was a game warden.  My uncle 
         locked his shed and put the key in his pocket and brought meat 
         to the house only as it was needed.  He refused to let anyone 
         else get the meat.  One day when he was away and his family 
         needed meat, his daughter took an axe and broke in to the shed.  
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         She ran to the house.  "Come see, Mother," she said, "there is 
          
         moose meat in the shed."  So the game warden was caught with 
         moose meat by his wife.  Needless to say, she did not report 
         him.  
          
         On another occasion when I was on a hunt, I would see fresh 
         moose t
         Ag
         Chief.  Game wardens were Pierre Harper and another man named
         Steve, and a man named Waskawich was a storekeeper.  His store 
         was not far from where we were hunting.  When checking my 
         traps, I did not carry any gun because we were not allowed to 
         shoot moose. Every day I brought in to camp muskrats and beaver 
         which I caught with traps; and every day I would see the tr
         of this moose.  Then my brother-in-law arrived from Island Lake
         and set up his tent close to ours.  His name was Jim 
         Crookedneck.  When I told him of the moose tracks I saw every 
         day, "You take my gun and kill the moose," he said.  "We can 
         sure use the meat."  Next morning I left camp riding a horse 
         and carrying a high powered rifle.  I came upon the tracks of 
         the moose and at once began looking for him.  I was not fussy 
         to find him or kill him.  I was scared.  There were game 
         wardens nearby.  I rode around in the bushes for a time and 
         came face to face with a big moose.  I waited a short time and 

  I          when he didn't run, I took a shot at him and he went down.
         got off my horse and slit its throat then I returned to camp.
         "Why are you back so early?" my wife wanted to know.  I 
         explained to her that I had just broken the law.  I had killed 
         a moose.  "I will hitch the team of horses to the wagon and we 
         will go get the meat," I said to her.  We arrived and I t
         one horse and dragged the moose out of the woods and deposited 
         him beside the wagon.  Then I left my wife to skin the moose 
         while I left to check my trap line.  Later my wife used to say
         every time she heard a noise, she would crawl under the wagon 
         to hide.  Once or twice while she was skinning, a plane flew 
         over and she hid under the wagon.  When she had skinned and 

          gutted the moose, she hid the hide, the inside, and the feet in
         some muskeg and covered them up.  Next day they were scattered
         all over.  The coyotes had come during the night and dug them
         up.  We then loaded the meat on the wagon and headed for our 
         camp.  Near the camp, I stopped the team and my wife walked in 
         to camp to make sure we had no visitors.  Then she was waving 
         at me from the tent and I drove in with the meat.  We made mea
         racks in some bushes nearby.  Here we cut the meat into strips 
         and hung it up to dry.  And we had our meals in the bush out of
         sight in case someone came around.  My uncle, who was hired by 
         the game warden to catch people with moose meat, had moved to a 
         small house nearby with another old man named Moo-sah-kin-kan 
         who also worked for the game warden.  On their way to the store,
         they would stop at our camp to smoke and talk, and it was not 



         safe to have moose meat in our camp.  But they must have guessed 
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         we had moose meat because one day, just as Jim Crookedneck and 
         his family sat down to dinner, Moo-sah-kin-kan walked in.  
         Crookedneck's wife, who was my sister, grabbed a large platter 
         moose meat from the centre of the table but too late.  Moo-sah- 
         kin-kan had seen it.  Moo-sah-kin-kan then sat down to a big
         dinner of moose meat.  He must have forgotten he was a game 
         warden.  After dinner, he hinted they were out of meat so my 
         sister gave him some moose meat to take home.  We heard later 
         that these two old men who worked for the game warden would e
         their meals in turns, one would eat his dinner of moose meat, 
         while the other hung around outside watching for the real game 
         warden.  Then the procedure was reversed.  They did this till 
         their moose meat was used up.  So they got paid by the game 
         warden and also from the people who killed the moose. 
          
         I will now tell of muskrat hunting.  Before going on a muskra
         hunt, Indian people would select their hunting ground b
         counting the number of muskrat houses - also beaver dams and 
         beaver houses - to estimate the number of muskrats or beaver in 
         the area.  At one time we went out counting to select a pl
         where we would trap beaver and rats in the spring.  There was 
         still plenty of snow and the weather was cold when we left 
         home.  On this trip, I was with my uncle Pierre Harper and his 
         friend Moo-sah-kin-kan.  We travelled far from home, finally 
         arriving at a very large lake that looked to be full of 
         muskrats and beaver.  We made camp beside the lake.  While 

h         Moo-sah-kin-kan looked after our horses, I cleared away a patc
         of snow big enough to pitch our tent.  "I will cut the 
         firewood," said Moo-sah-kin-kan and I agreed to do the cooki
         while Uncle Pierre took an axe and went to chop a hole in the 
         ice that we may water our horses.  Very quickly I had th
         up and the stove set up.  Then I started a fire and began 
         cooking supper.  Now and then I would go outside to bring 
         something in from the sleigh and I could see Uncle Pierre 
         working away, chopping a hole through the ice.  Soon Moo-sa
         kin-kan came in and I had supper ready.  When Uncle Pierre 
         we had supper, then went to the lake and watered our horses
         I noted Uncle Pierre had left the axe there.  "We will leave th
         axe here," he said, "since we will be needing to chop a hole 
         through the ice in the morning."  We returned to the tent and 
         made notes of the lakes and creeks in the area to which we 
         would go to count the muskrat and beaver lodges and get an 
         estimate of the muskrat and beaver population.  Then we went to
         bed.  It was early morning when Uncle Pierre went to the lak
         to chop a hole through the ice.  I was outside and I noticed
         Uncle Pierre had gone past our watering hole.  We watched as he 
         kept on walking across the lake.  We had no idea what he was up
         to.  We watched him and he kept on walking, on and on he walke
         Finally across the lake he disappeared in some bushes but soon 
          
         he came out again and began walking back.  When he was near the 
         watering hole, we noticed he was carrying an axe and we went to 
         se
         stolen the axe and had left it in some bushes across the lake.  
         From the watering hole he tracked the coyote.  He had dragged 



         the axe half a mile across the lake and had left the axe in 
         some bushes where Uncle Pierre had found it.  Very, very strange.  
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         I have never before or since known a thing like that to happen.
         This is what I meant when I said the Great Spirit sometimes 
         warns his Indian people of impending bad luck. 
          
         It was not long after this that we had a death in my family. 
         The axe that the coyote stole was mine.  Therefo
         wa
          
         A long time ago, I lived at Island Lake.  The year was 1929. 
         About noon one day, Nah-pay
         He
         hunt moose.  His trouble was he had only one horse.  He wanted 
         me to hitch up one of my horses with his.  I agreed to this and 
         soon we were on our way north.  At this time I had a new gun - 
         a gun the white men called 2 times 30 (30-30) - and plenty of 
         ammunition.  In the evening we arrived at a camp.  Two old men 
         were there.  This apparently was our destination so we prepared 
         to spend the night there.  A little later I rode off, taking my
         gun with me.  I shot and killed 2 deer which I bled and gutted, 
         then I covered them with snow and kept on going.  I had not gone 
         far when I tracked 2 moose but it was getting dusk and I 
         returned to camp.  The hunters began arriving in camp.  Soon 
         they were all there and there was nine of them.  None of them 
         had made a kill that day but the bragging they did, the likes
         of which I had never heard.  Then they began making jokes and 
         was the butt of all their jokes and it was embarrassing.  But I
         had been brought up never to be rude or impolite and I said 
         nothing.  When they laughed, I helped along.  One of the 
  
         so happened that one of the old men was our grandfather.  This 
         old man turned to my brother-in-law and said, "Grandson, it i
         best that you say no more because this grandson of mine is
         very good hunter.  Tomorrow he will hunt and all of you will 
         see what he can do in hunting.  He can put you all to shame and 
         in all probability, will do so.  I heard the bragging all of 
         you were doing.  You cannot afford to brag.  Bragging is for 
         people who can afford it.  You sit beside a lake and wait for 
         moose to come to drink, then you shoot and kill it.  That's 
         nothing to brag about.  It is something to be ashamed of." 
          
         (End of Side B, Tape IH-016) 
          
         (End of Tape)     
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