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Many moons and many moons ago, a coyote 

lived in a canyon by a swift-running river.  He spent 
his days roaming the land, chasing butterflies and 
sniffing wildflowers.  He lay awake many nights 
gazing at the starry heavens. 

One summer night, as he was relaxing in the cool 
grass with his friend Bear, Coyote had an idea.  “I 
think I will climb to the heavens and discover their 
secrets!” 

Bear scratched his big head and asked, “How can 
you do that?” 

“I can get up there with no trouble at all,” Coyote 
said. 

Now, Coyote was very skillful with a bow and 
arrow.  He gathered a very large pile of arrows and 
began to shoot them at the sky.  The first arrow 
whistled through the air and landed on the moon.  
Coyote launched a second arrow, which caught in the 
notch of the first.  Whi-rr went one arrow.  Whizz 
went the next, and on and on until this long line of 
arrows made a ladder. 
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Coyote then began to climb.  He climbed for 

many days and nights until he finally reached the 
moon.  He slept all that day, as he was very tired. 

That night Coyote had another clever idea.  He 
wondered if he could move the stars around by 
shooting at them with his remaining arrows.  His first 
arrow hit a star and moved it across the sky.  He 
found he could place the stars wherever he wanted. 

Coyote wagged his bushy tail and yelped for joy.  
He was going to make pictures in the sky for all the 
world to see. 

First he decided to make a coyote, so he shot one 
arrow after another until the stars were arranged in 
the shape of a coyote.  Next he thought of his friend 
Bear, and placed the stars in the form of a bear. 

Coyote worked all night creating likenesses of 
all his friends—Mountain Lion, Horse, Goat, Fish, 
Owl, and Eagle.  With the stars he had left over, he 
made a Big Road across the sky.  When he was 
finished, he began to descend his ladder back to 
earth. 

That night, when the bright moon rose in the 
east, Coyote saw his handiwork and began to howl.  
Oweowowooooah was carried on the wind through 
the shadows of the canyon.  Birds and animals awoke 
suddenly and listened to the mysterious sound.  It  
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seemed to be calling to them.  From canyons and 
mesas, hills and plains they came, following the 
sound. 

Bears bounded out of their dens.  Squirrels 
scampered and rabbits hippity-hopped over the hills.  
Bobcats crept and bristly porcupines waddled along 
the trail. 

Graceful deer moved swiftly, while lizards 
slowly crawled across the desert. 

Silvery fish splashed their way upstream.  The 
mighty mountain lion and herds of buffalo joined the 
journey. 

The great eagle soared over moonlit mountains.  
On and on went the parade of animals, following 
Coyote’s magical voice. 

Finally Coyote appeared, high on a rock.  The 
animals formed a huge circle and all became quiet.  
Coyote’s eyes blazed with pride as he said, “Animals 
and birds and all who are gathered here:  Please look 
at the sky.  You will see the stars are arranged in the 
shapes of animals.  I made a ladder to the moon, and 
from there I shot my arrows to create the pictures you 
see.” 

As the animals looked up, a great chorus of 
whoofing and whiffing, screeching and squawking 
filled the air. 
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“I made a coyote and my friend Bear.  You will 

see the mysterious Owl, the great Eagle, the Goat, 
Horse, Fish, and the mighty Mountain Lion.  This is 
my handiwork, and I hope that all who see it will 
remember Coyote and all the animals of the canyon.” 

The animals gave a great feast for Coyote, and 
they sang and danced through the night.  The animals 
decreed that Coyote was the most clever and crafty of 
all the animals. 

Coyote was so grateful that he declared, “I will 
always be your friend and the friend of your 
children’s children.” 

Now, to this day, if you listen closely in the still 
of the night as the moon is rising, you may even hear 
the magical howl of Coyote.  He is calling you to go 
to your window, to gaze at the star pictures, and to 
dream. 

 
 

Think about it 
 

1.   What did Coyote do to the stars in the night sky?  
Why did he do this? 

 
2.   What pictures would you have drawn with the 

stars? 



 
3. How does this story explain why Coyote howls? 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 


