
YOUTH CAPTURE THE COLORFUL COSMOS II: STAR STORIES OF 

THE DAWNLAND 

 
The Abbe Museum, in association with the Smithsonian Institution, is pleased to 

participate in the Youth Capture the Colorful Cosmos II (YCCC II) program. By partnering 

with schools in the Wabanaki communities, students have the opportunity to 
research, learn about, and photograph the cosmos using telescopes owned and 

maintained by the Harvard-Smithsonian Center for Astrophysics. 

 
 

The MicroObservatory is a network of 

automated telescopes that can be controlled 

over the Internet. This network was developed 

by scientists and educators, and designed to 
enable youth nationwide to investigate the 

wonders of the deep sky. The remote observing 

network is composed of several three-foot-tall 

reflecting telescopes, each of which has a six-
inch mirror to capture the light from distant 

objects in space. Instead of an eyepiece, the 

telescopes focus the collected light onto an 
electronic chip that records the image as a 

picture file.  

 

 

 
 

The goal of the YCCC II program is to use hands-on exercises to teach youth how to 

control the MicroObservatory robotic telescopes over the internet and take their own 
images of the universe. Here at the Abbe, the project also encouraged students to 

choose subjects based on Wabanaki stories about the stars. Each student had the 

opportunity to research traditional stories and interpret them in a modern context 

using 21st century technology. 
 

Originally beginning as an online exhibit featuring the Indian Township School, the 

Youth Capture the Colorful Cosmos exhibit features photos taken by children in the 
Passamaquoddy, Maliseet, Penobscot, and Micmac communities in Maine. 

 
THE PROCESS 

After hearing the Wabanaki night sky stories, each student was asked to choose a 
photography subject that they could connect to the stories—that inspired them in 

some way. Once targets were chosen, students also selected parameters such as 



exposure time, color filters, and zoom angles to ensure a high quality photo. The 

images were then captured by the telescopes after sunset, and emailed to the 
students. 

 

Once the students received their images, they began using the MicroObservatory 
Image software to edit and colorize the photos. Students were able to remove noise—

extra light in the photo that did not come from celestial bodies—before sharpening 

the lights, changing light levels and contrast, and finally, colorizing the photos. 

 

 
 
MicroObservatory Image software, with Eagle Nebula shown in “fire” filter. 

 

Simple photos were colorized using specific color filters within the MicroObservatory 

Image software, which automatically applies colors to the various light levels within 
the photo. More complicated images were captured using four filters: red, green, blue, 

and dark. The photo taken with the dark filter was used to remove excess noise from 

the other filtered photos, while the red, green, and blue filters worked to capture only 
their corresponding colors of light. Then, by layering the red, green, and blue photos 

into a single image, some students were able to create “true color” images of their 

photos, revealing what various celestial bodies would look like if human eyes were 

able to perceive the light emanating from them.  
 



 
 
MicroObservatory Image software with Eagle Nebula in red, green, and blue filters. 
 

 
 

Completed RGB image of the Eagle Nebula in the MicroObservatory Image software. 

 

Factors such as weather, precipitation, and debris can cause the telescopes to take 

flawed images, as several students learned during the program. Many chose to either 
re-take their photos, or choose another subject entirely, while others decided to keep 



and work with the flaws in their photos, drawing inspiration from them for their 

statements. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 



WORDS TO KNOW 

 

Galaxy: any of the very large groups of stars and associated matter that are found 

throughout the universe. (Examples: The Milky Way Galaxy, the Andromeda Galaxy, 

Whirlpool Galaxy) 

 
Star: a self-luminous, gaseous, spheroidal celestial body of great mass (Examples: 

Polaris [the North Star], Betelgeuse, Sirius, Arcturus) 

 
Planet: any of the large bodies that revolve around the sun in the solar system; a 

similar body associated with another star (Examples: Earth, Mercury, Neptune) 

 

Nebula: clouds of gas or dust in interstellar space; can be a star forming region or the 

atmosphere of a dying star (Examples: Eagle Nebula, Ring Nebula, Orion Nebula) 

 

Constellation: a group of stars that forms a particular shape in the sky and has been 
given a name (Examples: Ursa Major, Orion, Pleiades) 

 

Asterism: a small group of stars, often identified within other constellations 
(Examples: The Big Dipper, Orion’s Belt) 

 

Star Cluster: a cluster of stars that were created in the same region, and are roughly 
the same age; includes Globular and Open Clusters (Examples: Hercules Cluster, 

Beehive Cluster, Pleiades) 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

  



OUR MOTHER, THE EARTH 

An important creation story in Wabanaki traditions features a woman named Kci 

Kikuwosson Skitkomiq, which roughly translates as Mother Earth. While she eventually 

returns as Koluskap’s Grandmother Woodchuck in later stories, her story begins in 

Spomkik, the Sky World. As a young maiden, Mother Earth falls through a hole in the 

ground of Spomkik—this hole in the ground turns out to be the Hole in the Sky of 

Skitkomiq, the Earth, and serves as a portal for those traveling between the two 

realms. 

When Mother Earth lands in the ocean, many animals gather around to assist her—
Cihkonaqc, the turtle, allows her to ride on his shell. Other animals attempt to reach 

the bottom of the ocean to retrieve tupqan, dirt or clay, so that Mother Earth can build 

her home. Only one animal, Kiwhos, the muskrat, is able to retrieve the tupqan—
though he sacrifices his life in the process. With the tupqan, Mother Earth transforms 

Cihkonaqc’s shell into a great island. Known to many Indigenous cultures as Turtle 

Island, this place is the continent we now call North America. Today, the Hole in the 
Sky constellation is more commonly known as Pleiades or the Seven Sisters. 

 

Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq: Our Mother, the Earth 
 

As told by George Neptune, Passamaquoddy 
 

Long ago, Kelowosit, the Creator, created everything we see around us—this place we 

call Skitkomiq, the Earth—and it is our home. Before there was skitkomiq, Kelowosit 

and others lived in a place called Spomkik, which some call the Sky World. Spomkik 
was just like skitkomiq, only up above and much older.  

 

There was a beautiful maiden that lived in Spomkik, who would one day be known as 
Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq. Like Kelowosit, the maiden was a powerful motewolon, or 

someone who had great spiritual powers. She loved her home in Spomkik, and spent 

much of her time wandering through the Sky Forest. All of the other beings in Spomkik 
knew her for her kindness and unconditional love of all beings. 

 

One day, as Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq was gathering flowers and berries, she noticed 

something strange in a patch of tall grass: small, bright, twinkling lights seemed to be 
shining from out of the ground. She moved closer to the lights to investigate, and 

brushing the tall grass aside, discovered a hole in the ground, with the twinkling lights 

forming the perimeter. The maiden gazed into the hole, and discovered that it was a 
portal to another world; one that was far below hers, and covered in water and clouds. 

She stuck her head through the hole, seeing nothing but water for miles and miles. As 

she looked upward, she realized that her head was peeking through a small circle of 
stars, and that the ground beneath her feet served as the sky for the world below her. 



It is unclear exactly what happened next—either the maiden leaned too far forward, or 

perhaps Kelowosit gave her a little push—but Kci Kikuwosson lost her balance, and 
fell through the Hole in the Sky. 

 

She watched as the circle of stars grew smaller and smaller, and the water below her 
rushed closer and closer, until she finally landed in the ocean with a great splash. 

Skitkomiq was still a very new place, with many of its environments and inhabitants 

not yet created; however, there were many old creatures that lived in the waters. 

Hearing the splash from Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq’s fall, the creatures began to 
gather around the maiden. The first person to reach her was Cihkonaqc, or Turtle, a 

great swimmer with a large shell, which she offered to let Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq 

rest upon. As she sat on the shell of Cihkonaqc, other animals began to gather and 

discuss how to assist the maiden in returning to Spomkik. None of the birds had the 

strength to be able to carry her to the Hole in the Sky, so the animals began to think of 

another solution. 
 

With no ideas as to how to help Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq return to the Sky World, she 

and the animals decided that it would be best to think of ways to create a home for 

her here in Skitkomiq. As they exchanged ideas, it came up that down at the bottom of 
the ocean there was plenty of tupqan, meaning clay or soil, which the maiden may be 

able to use to create her home. The animals began to discuss who would be best to 

swim down to collect the tupqan.  
 

It could not be any of the fish, as they had no way to carry the tupqan. The first animal 

to attempt was Qapit, the Beaver, as he was one of the best swimmers, and would be 
able to use his hands to carry the tupqan. He took as deep a breath as he could, and 

dove below the surface. The rest of the animals waited with Kci Kikuwosson 

Skitkomiq—and they waited, and they waited, until finally, Qapit burst above the 

surface, coughing and gasping for breath. “I am sorry,” Qapit said. “It is much too far—
I couldn’t even reach the tupqan.” Disappointed in himself, Qapit resigned to allow 

another animal to try. 

 
The next animal to attempt was Kiwonik, the Otter. Like Qapit, he would be able to 

carry the tupqan in his hands, and was also a talented swimmer. He took as deep as 

breath as he could, and slipped below the waves while the maiden and other animals 
waited for him. They waited, and they waited, and they waited—just when they 

thought Kiwonik would not return, they heard gasping and sputtering somewhere in 

the waves behind them. Kiwonik had returned, but was unsuccessful in retrieving the 

tupqan. “I am so sorry, Kci Kikuwosson,” he said to the maiden. “I was almost there, 
but would not have made it back to the surface if I had kept diving deeper.”  Saddened 

by his own failure, Kiwonik moved aside to let the next animal attempt. 



 
A tiny voice spoke up from among the animals surrounding Cihkonaqc’s shell. “I 

would like to try,” said Kiwhos, the Muskrat. Some of the animals began to snicker at 

his suggestion. “Surely if Kiwonik and Qapit failed, you too will be unable to reach the 
tupqan,” Cihkonaqc said to Kiwhos. “You are much smaller than them.”  “I would still 

like to try,” replied Kiwhos, “as I, too, wish to help the maiden.” 

 
“It would be greatly appreciated, Kiwhos,” said Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq. “I am 

thankful for your help.”  Kiwhos filled his tiny lungs with as much air as possible, and 

dove below the waves with a quiet plop. The maiden and the animals waited—and 
they waited, and waited. They waited so long, that they were sure that Kiwhos had 

perished during his attempt; he had been underwater for far longer than any of the 

other animals. “Look!” Kiwonik exclaimed, and pointed into the distance. There, far 

from the animals gathered around Cihkonaqc, was a small, unmoving ball of brown 
fur, bobbing between the waves—and he was not coughing and gasping for air, the 

way the other animals had; something was very, very wrong. 

 
The animals swam closer to Kiwhos, with Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq following closely 

behind on Cihkonaqc’s shell. When they reached him, they learned what they had 

already feared to be true; in his attempt to assist the maiden, Kiwhos had drowned. As 
they gathered around to mourn him, they lifted his body onto Cihkonaqc’s shell and 

handed him to the maiden. As she began to pray for him, thanking him for such a 

great sacrifice, Qapit noticed something that the other animals hadn’t. “Look—his 

hand is closed! There is something inside!” Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq gently opened 
Kiwhos’ tiny hand, and clutched in his palm was a small, soft ball of tupqan. Kiwhos 

had succeeded. 

 
The animals cheered, rejoicing in Kiwhos’s success, whooping and singing and yelling 

their gratitude to the tiny animal. Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq took the tupqan from 

Kiwhos’ hand, and began to spread it over Cihkonaqc’s shell, using her own 
motewolon as she went. Her motewolon was so powerful that the tupqan began to 

grow in volume before the animals eyes, and Cihkonaqc’s shell began to grow. 

 

The shell eventually grew to such a great size that it became its own island; and it 

continued to grow, forming mountains, valleys, rivers, and plateaus. It grew to such a 

size that even birds would require several weeks to fly across the island. In this way, 

Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq created Turtle Island—now known as North America—
which would be her new home.  

 

In order to honor the sacrifice that Kiwhos made, Kci Kikuwosson Skitkomiq bestowed 
a blessing upon him and all of his children. Because he sacrificed his own life, 

Kiwhos’s children and grandchildren would always be blessed with bountiful lives. No 



matter which bog or lake they decided to reside in, there would always be plenty of 

kiwhosuwasq, or flag root, for them to eat. Kiwhos would also be blessed with many 
grandchildren, who would live out their lives with their many siblings all over Turtle 

Island. 

 

 

 
Orion Nebula by Jennah, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

It was cool learning how to get and edit the pictures. The Orion Nebula reminded me 
of a heart. We learned that the Hole in the Sky is called Pleiades, but the nebula 

reminded me of the Hole in the Sky story. 



 

 
Andromeda Galaxy by Ryan, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

The process took a while. It was difficult, but the outcome was worth it. We were 
asked to relate photos to our culture - I like the story about Pleiades. But to me, the 

light in the Andromeda Galaxy looks like light from the stars in the Sky World, shining 

through the Hole in the Sky. I just felt that, when I saw the Galaxy, that’s what it was: 
light from the Sky World. 

 



 
Beehive Cluster by Lacoiya, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

The reason I chose this photo is because the dark red reminds me of the Hole in the 

Sky, when Mother Earth fell into Earth and an animal let her ride on her back. Some 
animals tried to go to the bottom of the ocean and get a little bit of mud to spread 

around to build a place for her to live—and, this photo is pretty. 

 
 



 
Eagle Nebula by Morgan, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

This is a picture of the Eagle Nebula—I think it relates to the story about Mother Earth 
falling through the sky. There were seven stars made in a circle in a patch of grass 

from the Star World. She looked through the seven stars, and noticed there was a 

whole other world. When she looked to the side, she noticed there were a whole 
bunch of stars. 

 



 
Ring Nebula by Petak, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

I chose the Ring Nebula because it reminded me of the girl who fell in the hole. The 

story says that Mother Earth lives up with the gods, finds a hole, falls in, and creates 
an island to live on for the rest of her generations.  

 

 
 



 
Irregular Galaxy by Jaylen, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

I made this photo because it reminded of the story about Mother Nature, when she 

looked up at the sky and was wondering how to get back up [to the Sky World]. 
 

 

 



 
Andromeda Galaxy by Shirley Ann, Penobscot Indian Nation, 2015. 

 

This photo of Andromeda has a hole in the sky–a hole that connects the Sky World and 
the Earth down below. It looks like a perfect circle of stars where the woman once fell 

through.  

 



 
Pleiades Star Cluster by Simone, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

There was a flash in the photo, but I thought it looked like a shooting star. It looked 

like it was coming from Pleiades, which we call the Hole in the Sky. Both Mother Earth 
and the brides of the Star Husbands fell through this hole. 

 

THE STAR HUSBANDS  

Many Wabanaki stories are meant to teach important lessons, and the story of the 

Star Husbands teaches the importance of matching your words with your actions. 
 

In this story, two foolish Passamaquoddy sisters jokingly claim two stars as husbands 

as they lay under the stars near their campfire. Upon waking, the two sisters find 
themselves in Spomkik, the Sky World, and are met by two strange men—the stars 

that they had claimed as husbands. 

 

Displeased with their new situation, the sisters eventually beg to return home to 
Skitkomiq, and their husbands instruct them to search for the old woman that guards 

the Hole in the Sky. After weeks of twining various fibers into rope, the two sisters are 



lowered by their new husbands through the Hole in the Sky—the constellation 

Pleiades—back to their home in Skitkomiq. 
 

The Star Husbands 
 

As told by George Neptune, Passamaquoddy 

 
Long ago, in the Passamaquoddy tribe, there were two sisters who were quite well 

known for being foolish. They were happy girls, always laughing and joking, and 

always playing tricks on others. They particularly enjoyed playing tricks on men within 
the tribe. 

 

One winter night, the two sisters decided to remove their bedding from their wikuwam 

to be able to sleep under the stars. Though it was cold, they lay close to the fire, 
talking and laughing into the night, as they were known to foolishly do. One sister, the 

elder, turns to the other and says “If you had to choose one of the stars for a husband, 

which would you choose?” Her younger sister laughed, and after searching the sky, 
said “There! I would choose that star, the red one. He will make a fine husband!”  

 

“Well, that’s alright…that’s just fine,” the perturbed older sister said—the younger 
had chosen the star she had wanted as her husband. “My husband shall be the star 

next to your husband—the white one. And he will be a finer husband than yours, as he 

is the younger of the two. The red star is much older than my husband.” The two 

sisters continued to laugh late into the night as they teased each other about their 
new husbands, falling asleep on the snow-covered ground. 

 

When they awoke, they found themselves in a different world, a world that was 
familiar, as the landscape and environments was similar to that of the Dawnland—yet 

the trees, rivers, and mountains seemed larger and, somehow, older than those that 

the sisters were used to. When they looked down at the ground, they would 
occasionally see glimpses of clouds at their feet, with another world far below them—

but the clouds would quickly turn back into grass and soil if they tried to examine 

them more closely. As they began to explore the area around their campfire—the 

wikuwams of their village had vanished—two men stepped out from the trees. One of 

the men was very young, and seemingly very strong with bright, fiery red hair. The 

other man was much older, and although still strong, needed a walking stick. The 

elder man had hair as white as snow. The two men approached the sisters, and 
introduced themselves as their husbands. 

 

It was then that the sisters realized what they had done—the stars had heard them 
joking by the fire, but in Passamaquoddy culture, you did not agree to a marriage 



unless you meant it. So now, the sisters were married to the stars, and were to live 

with them in Spomkik, the Sky World. 
 

The younger sister was quite happy in Spomkik, and happy with her new husband. He 

was strong, very kind, a good hunter, and made her laugh as much as possible. The 
older sister, however, was less pleased. While her husband was just as kind, she was 

upset that he was so much older than her. She would not have chosen that star if she 

knew he was so old!  As she frequently did when she didn’t get her way, the elder 

sister began to work towards convincing the younger that she, too, was unhappy in 
Spomkik, and that they both wanted to go home. 

 

Eventually, the elder sister convinced the younger that they should approach their 

husbands and ask to return to Skitkomiq, the Earth World. The husbands, being the 

kind men that they were, agreed to let them go. If the sisters were unhappy in 

Spomkik, then the husbands would not force them to stay. “You will have to look for 
the old woman that sits on the Hole in the Sky. She will tell you how to get home to 

Skitkomiq,” the red star said. “After you find her, come to us, and we will assist you.” 

 

The sisters began to roam around Spomkik, searching for the old woman their 
husbands had mentioned. Eventually, they came across an elder sitting in a small 

patch of tall grass. “Hello,” the younger sister said. “We are looking for an old woman, 

who our husbands said would help us return to Skitkomiq. Do you know where we 
might find her?” The old woman smiled and said “Yes, I do—I am the woman you seek. 

I can help you return to Skitkomiq.” As she spoke, the old woman left her seat and 

stood next to the sisters, revealing a small circle of twinkling lights in the grass. “This 
is the Hole in the Sky,” the old woman said. “Your husbands can lower you through 

this opening to Skitkomiq. That is how you will return home.” The sisters looked in 

wonder through the hole at their feet, seeing Skitkomiq miles below them. “You will 

have to make rope,” instructed the old woman. “You must each make two coils, and 
each coil must be big enough to for you to sit cross-legged in the middle. Make each 

coil tall enough to cover your head while you sit inside, and you will have enough rope 

to return home.” 
 

The sisters worked for weeks gathering whatever they could to make their rope: inner 

bark from the Sky Cedar and Sky Basswood trees, strips of Sky Ash, split roots from 
the Sky Spruce tree, and even fibers from Sky Milkweed—nothing went to waste in the 

making of their ropes. After several weeks of tired hands and blistered fingers, the 

sisters finally had enough rope—four coils in total, each big enough for the sisters to 

sit inside. They called to their husbands, and the four of them returned to the old 
woman at the Hole in the Sky. 

 

The sisters fastened loops in the rope big enough for them to sit in, and the husbands 



slowly lowered them through the Hole in the Sky while the old woman watched. As 

the sisters were lowered, they looked at the beautiful scenery all around them, for 
they would likely never see Skitkomiq from this perspective again. Up above them, the 

rope they made could be seen appearing from a small constellation of stars, with their 

former husbands and the old woman peeking from within the circle. As they 
approached the tops of the trees, they realized they were being lowered just above an 

eagle’s nest. The sisters untied the rope, and went to the edge of the nest to judge the 

distance to the ground—when the husbands felt the slack in the rope, they pulled it 

back through the Hole in the Sky, unable to see from up above that their former wives 
were stranded in the eagle’s nest. Rather than attempt to climb down, the older sister 

thought to call out to the animals below for assistance. 

 

The first animal that the sisters saw was Muwin, the bear. “Hello, Muwin!” the elder 

sister called. “We have a unique offer for you—as you can see, we are stuck way up 

here in this nest. If you climb up here and help us down, we will gladly be your wives in 
exchange for your assistance!  Surely, a handsome warrior such as you would do well 

with two beautiful wives.” However, the foolish antics of these sisters were well 

known throughout not only the Passamaquoddy, but all beings living in the 

Dawnland—and Muwin was already well aware of their mischievous ways. “I’m sorry 
girls, but I cannot help you,” Muwin lied. “I am afraid of heights,” he said as he 

lumbered away from the pine tree, leaving the sisters to fend for themselves. 

 
The next animal to pass below the tree was Posu, the bobcat. “Tan kahk, Posu? How 

are you today?” the elder sister called out. “As you can see, my sister and I are not so 

well—we are stuck in this tree! How about you climb up here to help us down, and in 
return, get two young, beautiful wives to take back to your wikuwam?” Like Muwin, 

Posu had heard of these sisters—he had even heard of their recent visit to Spomkik, 

where they left their star husbands behind. “I’m sorry girls, but I cannot help you. I do 

not have any claws, so I can’t climb,” Posu lied. “It seems you will have to get 
assistance from someone else,” he said as he left the girls and continued on his way. 

 

The next animal to walk by was Laks, the wolverine—one of the meanest, cruelest, 
most fearsome creatures in all of the Dawnland. In fact, Laks was such a creature of 

darkness that most animals avoid him completely, even to this day. “Please do not 

call out to him,” the younger sister whispered, “he is too dangerous!” But the eldest 
ignored her younger sister’s plea, as she often did. “Hello, Laks!” she called. Laks 

stopped just beneath the great pine, and glared up at them with his red eyes and 

shining white teeth. “Surely, such a loathsome creature as yourself doesn’t get many 

offers for marriage,” the older sister said. Laks snarled and hissed in response. “But 
this must be your lucky day—climb up here and help us down, and you will have not 

one, but two beautiful wives by your side!  With wives such as us, you will surely be the 

envy of all of the animals in the Dawnland.”  As not many people talked to Laks, he 



had not heard of the girls’ antics. “Alright,” he said to them. “I shall climb up, and you 

can ride down on my back.” 
Laks climbed the great pine tree, and upon reaching the nest, allowed the girls to 

climb on his back. Just as he climbed back over the side of the nest, the eldest sister 

loosened the knot on her hair tie, and dropped it into the nest. Laks carefully climbed 
down the tree, careful to not drop his new brides, and upon reaching the ground, 

proudly carried his new wives through the forest.  

 

When they were a good distance from the eagle nest, the elder sister began the final 
step of her plan. “Oh, no!” she cried. “Laks, my hair tie! It’s my favorite—our 

grandmother gave it to me, and I left it in the eagle’s nest! Oh please, Laks, please, go 

back and get it for me? It means so much to me…please go and get it,” she began to 

sob. Laks, sensing that he was being tricked, cautiously agreed. “Okay,” he said, “but 

when I return, I will signal to you. You must be sure to signal back, so that I know 

where you are and that you haven’t abandoned me.” “Alright,” the elder sister said, 
“we will be sure to do so.”  “I’ll whistle like this,” the wolverine said before blowing 

three sharp notes from between his lips. “When you hear it, respond in the same way, 

so that I may find you,” he called over his shoulder has he disappeared into the trees.  

 
Immediately, the girls got to work, and began whispering to all of the trees 

surrounding them. “Wicuhkemin-help me!” they whispered, to one tree after another. 

Eventually, the trees began to whisper back, and then to each other, and 
“wicuhkemin…” began to echo throughout the forest like wind through the leaves. 

When they heard their plea whispered back to them, they knew the trees were on their 

side, and so they escaped. 
 

Laks eventually returned to the spot where he left his brides, hair tie in hand, and 

discovered what he feared would happen. His new wives had abandoned him. 

Looking around the clearing, Laks whistled in the way he said he would. Immediately, 
his whistle echoed throughout the entire forest, as each and every tree whistled in 

response, perfectly mimicking his call. It was then Laks knew that he had been tricked, 

and returned to his home in the forest, as angry and unpleasant as ever. As for the 
sisters, they made it back to their community, as did word of their story. And so, the 

two foolish sisters grew old together, never to be married or have families of their 

own, for people all over the Dawnland knew that they were never to be trusted. 
 

Adapted by museum educator George Neptune, Passamaquoddy, from Algonquin 

Legends by Charles G. Leland, 1884.  

 
See also Star Husband: a Temagami Ojibwe Tale* from Stars of the First People: Native 

American Star Myths and Constellations by Dorcas S. Miller, 1997.  

 



*Before migrating west to the Great Lakes region, the Annishinabe (Ojibwe) lived here 
in the Dawnland. Upon receiving a prophecy from one of their medicine people about 

the arrival of strangers, the Annishinabe began their journey west while the Wabanaki 

stayed in the East. It is said that the Annishinabe are preserving our culture for us, 
waiting for a sign that says we are ready for them to return and re-teach us our ways. 

This is kept alive in the oral traditions of both cultures. – George Neptune, 

Passamaquoddy, museum educator and YCCC II curator 

 

 
Andromeda Galaxy by Emma, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

I had fun editing the photo. I liked that you could change the different colors to make 
it look really cool. I related this to the Star Husband story, because the colors made 

my photo look like there was a hole in the sky. 

 



 
Messier 15 Star Cluster by Taylor, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

  

The photo was plain at first, so I started messing around with the lighting, sharpness, 

and reduced the noise. I chose the Messier Cluster based on the name. It sounded 
cool, and like it had potential. It reminded me of the sisters who married the stars–

these are their star husbands. 

 
 

 



 
NGC 891 Galaxy by Alexis, Passamaquoddy Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

In the Star Husband story, the sisters each choose a star as a husband–one red star, 

and one white. The NGC 891Galaxy reminded me of the husbands. 
 



Eagle Nebula by Ali, Aroostook Band of Micmacs, 2015. 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



 
Trifid Nebula by Ali, Aroostook Band of Micmacs, 2015. 

 

I chose the Eagle Nebula because it reminded me of one of the husbands in the story–
the red one. It is nice and bright. I chose the Trifid Nebula because it reminded me of 

the white Star Husband. The pink really made it pop out, and I think pink gets people's 

attention. 



 

 
Pleiades Star Cluster by Dustin, Houlton Band of Maliseet Indians, 2015. 
 

This image reminds me of when the sisters get lowered from the sky [through 
Pleiades] and land in the eagle nest. The branches are an error in the photo, but I 

decided to keep it because of the story. 

 



Ring Nebula by Jayden, Penobscot Indian Nation, 2015. 
 



 
Lagoon Nebula by Jayden, Penobscot Indian Nation, 2015. 

 

The Ring Nebula kind of reminded me of the hole in the spirit world. It’s a circle in the 

sky and stars are around the Nebula. It is pretty, and that is how I picture the hole in 
the spirit world. The Lagoon Nebula reminded me of the two sisters who got married 

to the stars—there is a bright red star, and another that is white. I liked the program; I 

thought it was very interesting. 
 



 
Ring Nebula by Mia, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

My photo is about when the two foolish sisters were looking up at the sky and chose 
their husbands. 

 



 
Ring Nebula by Hailie, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

The Ring Nebula reminds me about the story about the hole in the sky. And it reminds 

me about the two twins and the star husband. 
 



 
Whirlpool Galaxy by Selena, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

I chose this photo because it reminded me of the two sisters who were foolish to 

choose two stars to be their husbands. The two biggest stars are the husbands in this 
image.  

 

 



 
Star Cluster by Serina, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

I picked this photo because it reminded me of the story about the sisters. It looks like 

there is a hole in the sky. 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 



THE STAR PEOPLE 

Many Wabanaki stories include mention of the Possesomuwinuwok, the Star People. 

Often literally described as the personified stars of the night sky, the Star People are 
also described as spiritual beings capable of great healing. Many oral histories 

describe visits from these beings from the sky, and certain families maintain that their 

clans descended from the stars.  
 

“When I was around eight or nine years old, I went to a weekend long cultural survival 

camping trip—myself and other youth learned survival and other traditional skills 

from the elders who attended with us. One of them told me of how she often saw the 
star people. She said that all I had to do was gaze at the night sky and ask for them to 

appear. I would know they were listening if I stared at a single star long enough—you 

know it is a Star Person when it begins to dance around, before returning to its spot in 
the sky.” 

-George Neptune, Passamaquoddy, Abbe Museum educator, Youth Capture the 

Colorful Cosmos II: Star Stories of the Dawnland curator 
 

Possesomuwinuwok: the Star People 
 

As told by Grace Davis, Passamaquoddy at Sipayik.* 

 
This is where I was sitting last night…Just me, I brought two chairs. I thought that if 

someone else came along they could sit down. I came to drum for Our Grandmother. 

It’s been a long time since I visited Our Grandmother, and last night it seemed as if I 

needed to come and visit her.  
 

I sang for her a lot, and I kept speaking to her…The water was shining so beautifully. 

Yes, and I lit a smudge. I smudged all inside the rock, where it is split, and I walked 
around it that way. And I spoke to the rocks and I said, “I am sorry that I haven’t come 

for so long and sung to you.” Because I always used to come very early in the morning, 

and sing to them. Yes, and to the water… 
 

I always see them when I come, whatever the night is like…Star People. They are so 

beautiful, and there are so many of them…Oh yes! They really sparkled, 

Grammy…And over that way there’s a deep hole. That’s where the water is. I just take 
off my shoes and wade into the water. They come and cling to my legs…And I ask 

them for healing for the pain in my legs. My legs feel so good.  

 
And sometimes I pick them up. Then they are sparkling in my hand, and I tell them, 

“You are so beautiful, Star People. I’m coming to visit you. I am going to rely on you to 

help the pain in my legs. I’m certain that you can make my legs feel better, with your 
healing power.”   



 
And then sometimes someone will drive up in their car. Then I say to them, “I’d better 

put you back in the water, because I don’t want anyone else to bother you who don’t 

believe in the Star People.”  Then I put them back in the water. Then they depart in all 
directions.  

 

As I said, not so long ago I had stopped coming here, and I hadn’t played my drum for 
a long time. Because I was lost, I must have gotten lost. I wasn’t going to do anything. 

But I’m trying to come back. Like last night, when I was looking into the water, I 

thought, poor things, I haven’t been to Split Rock for I don’t know how long.  
 

I just came here and went to talk to them, and I sang to them. And it’s starting to come 

back to me, yes, because I was lost…They’re starting to come back, the feelings I had 

when I was coming here…And each time I come here, I ask the Great Spirit, and I ask 
Him to teach me and tell me how He wants me to teach the children. That is what I will 

do, yes.  

 
It’s sacred. This rock is very sacred. Some people say that it isn’t sacred, but it is. 

 

*This story was originally told in Passamaquoddy—above is an adapted transcript of 
the English translation. To watch a video of the original story with Passamaquoddy 

and English subtitles, visit the Passamaquoddy-Maliseet Language Portal at 

http://pmportal.org/videos/star-people. [George has contacted Ben Levine to see if 

we can use the video in the exhibit, not just provide the link.] 

 

http://pmportal.org/videos/star-people


 
Messier 46 Star Cluster by Alannah, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

I saw the image and it looked blank until I started to edit it. Then it looked cool! There 

are a lot of stars, and they reminded me of our stories of Star People. If you watch 
them in the sky, they will dance, even though you can’t tell they’re people. 

 



 
AX Persei Star Cluster by Chris, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

The process was…different. For me, at least. When I was looking at the colors, they 

were different in many ways, and on one photo, I inverted the colors. The black in the 
inverted colors made me think of the Hole in the Sky. I also chose the star cluster to 

represent the Star People. 

 
 



 
Andromeda Galaxy by Twyla, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

Andromeda is the closest galaxy to our own. It is the only one you can see with the 

naked eye. It reminded me of Star People; they could be from Andromeda. 
 



 
“Dancers” Trifid Nebula by Mimiques, Aroostook Band of Micmacs, 2015. 

 



 
“Dancers 2” Trifid Nebula by Mimiques, Aroostook Band of Micmacs, 2015. 

 

I love the star people–it is said that I might be descended from them. When I look at 

the stars in this picture, it reminds me of the star people and how they dance so 
gracefully through the night sky as I fall asleep to the moon’s lullaby.  

 

I used the [MicroObservatory] editing software, and then when I got what I wanted, I 
put the image into [Microsoft] word and used the picture editing stuff on that program 

to change the images further. I used one of the stock photos from the site, and the 

other I requested [from the telescopes].  

 



 
Lagoon Nebula by Jordyn, Houlton Band of Maliseet Indians, 2015. 

 

I chose this image because it is beautiful. I feel like the stars in the photo represent the 

Star People. They could be protecting the Nebula where other stars are born.  
 



 
Extrasolar Planet HAT-P-37 by Zobid, Houlton Band of Maliseet Indians, 2015. 

 

I chose this because there is a story about the Star People, and when you look at them 

long enough, you can see the people dancing. It reminded me of the story because it 
was so beautiful. 

 

 
 

 

  



MUWIN AND THE SEVEN BIRD HUNTERS 

This night sky story is Mi’kmaq in origin, and is meant to teach several lessons. 

 
The story describes the journey of Muwin, the great Bear, as she is hunted by seven 

hungry birds. Muwin can be seen in the Big Dipper, an asterism within the Ursa Major 

constellation. This oral tradition tells of the changing seasons. As spring begins, 
Muwin leaves her den (the Corona Borealis, or Northern Crown, constellation) in 

search of food. As summer progresses, the stars representing the Bird Hunters in the 

handle of the dipper begin to appear in the sky. As fall approaches, several birds 

become lost when their stars dip below the horizon, and you learn that the hunt was 
successful when the leaves of all trees in the Dawnland become stained with Muwin’s 

blood. As winter approaches, Muwin’s body works backward across the sky towards 

her den, to once again emerge in the spring in search of food. 
 

This story not only serves as an oral calendar, but is also meant to teach important 

lessons around when and how to hunt bears, an important resource for all Wabanaki 
people. Perhaps more importantly, the story teaches Wabanaki children the 

importance of hunting in a respectful way—one that honors the spirit of the animal for 

the sacrifice that it has made. It also touches upon cooperation, gratitude, and 

generosity. 
 

If you would like to learn more about this Mi’kmaq night sky story, look for the 

children’s book Muin and the Seven Bird Hunters, provided in this exhibit and available 

in the Abbe Museum Shop. 

 

 



NGC 891 Galaxy by Shirley Ann, Penobscot Indian Nation, 2015. 
 

 

My photo reminds me of the story of the bear and the seven birds—of the robin 
shaking off all the colors, changing the color of the leaves in the fall, and the robin’s 

chest staying red from the blood. It also kind of reminds me of the sonogram of me 

that my mother had. 
 

 



 
Irregular Galaxy by Nédra, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

I picked this one because it reminded me of the birds chasing after Bear. It doesn’t 

look like the Big Dipper, just the way all of the stars move to the one big star.  
 

 

  



OUR OWN STORIES 

Several students who participated in the exhibit found different inspiration for their 

images. Some chose their photography subjects based on visual aesthetics, while 
others created their own stories, drawing inspiration directly from their own images. 

Students were encouraged to be creative and share whichever story they felt was 

most important, from their own perspectives. 
 

 
Earth’s Moon by Kayla, Houlton Band of Maliseet Indians, 2015. 

 



 
Earth’s Moon by Kayla, Houlton Band of Maliseet Indians, 2015. 

 

I choose this picture of the moon because the moon inspires me. The moon is human-

like. It’s always changing, as we humans are. Even though the moon is changing it 
always goes back to its old roots. 

 



 
Jupiter by Mikey, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Indian Township, 2014. 

 

I had a lot of fun. It wasn’t very hard, but it wasn’t easy, either. I chose the Jupiter 
photo because I liked how there was so much light that it made a straight line coming 

from the planet. It didn’t remind me of any story in particular. 

 



 
Eagle Nebula by Ben, Penobscot Indian Nation, 2015. 

 

I practiced editing on Jupiter, and then I decided to try the Eagle Nebula. The Eagle 
Nebula is my new favorite nebula because it looks like an eagle. I leave it gray, or I can 

change it into different colors. 

 
 

 

 



 
Jupiter by Natalie, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

This is a story about a girl named Sophie. She loved looking at the stars, and when she 

got older, she studied them for two whole years. One dusty cold night, she decided to 
go for a walk. She saw this eagle walking around in a circle. She didn’t want to scare it, 

so she quietly walked by, and it followed her around where ever she went. She just lay 

down, and it felt like something was pulling her into the ground—and something was! 
The last thing she saw was the eagle staring at her. When she went in the hole, there 

was an eagle carrying her that dropped her in the water. She could not get up out of 

the water until a moose got her, and it was too late. This old woman smudged her 

with a bowl of sage, and they all saw her spirit go up into the sky. She had woken up 
on the same spot she laid down in the beginning, and returned back home. 

 



 
Open Star Cluster by Teryn, Passamaquoddy Tribe at Pleasant Point, 2015. 

 

This is a story about the line of purple and the blob of purple. Once there were two 
brothers that would fight all the time. One night they were walking, and they saw the 

line of purple and the blob of purple. They wanted a wife each, but they got into a 

fight about choosing a wife. So, they finally chose which wife was theirs, and they got 
their wives. 


