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HOME LAND

no.

ie land

-around my mother’s hogan
is big.

is still.

has walls of red rocks.

id way, far off
the sky comes down
to touch the sands.

Je sky is above me.

illow sand is beneath me.
e sheep are around me.
¢ mother’s hogan is near.

Keéyah
shima bighan binaagdé
‘aybi ‘anittso.
T’66 doo ’iits’a’i da.
Tsé daalchii’go bindz’4.
Doo deighanidi
ya séi bidii’a
nahalin.
Ya dithit doott’izh shikdaa’gi.
Séi t'éiya shiyaagi.
Dibé t'éiya shinaagdd.
Shimd bighan t'aa ’dhani.






THE HOGAN HOOGHAN

My mother’s hogan is round Shima bighan nimaz déé
B and earth-color. ni’ t'4d beett’é.
s floor is smooth and hard. Ghéne’ ni’gd6é hoditkooh déd hétf'iz,
has a friendly fire doéd ’aéfahji’ ko',
and an open door. dbéd ’atahji’ diné nihaa ndaaka.
;‘ is my home. 'Ei shighan.
live happily Shiméa bighan géne’

in my mother’s hogan. shit hézhdogo kééhasht’.






NIGHT CORRAL

DIBE BIGHAN

Dibé bighan
tsin bindneeskaal.
'Ei dibé dob ttizi
yighi’ nijah
shimd bighan binaagdé

ccccc






Ea@orn field is fenced with poles.
1other works in the cornfield.
ather works in the cornfield.

. they are working
walk among the corn plants.
} to the tall tasseled corn.

e middle

Fall these known things

%gnds my mother’s hogan
its open door.

NAADAA' BA DA’AK’EH

Naaddd' ba da’ak’eh tsin bee
bind’azt’i’.
Shimda dd’ak’ehgi naalnish.
Shizhé’é dd&’dk’ehgi naalnish.
Ndaalnishgo
naadgdq’ bitaashda teh.
Naaddé’ bich’j’ hashtaat teh.
Dii t'aa ’attso
‘atnii’gi shimd bighan
t’ad ch’ihool’dahgo si’q.






MY MOTHER SHIMA

mother is sun browned color.  Shima t'66 dinilzhiini yee’.

er eyes are dark. - Binazhiin dithit.
_er hair shines black. Bitsii’ dithitgo bik’inizdidlaad.
er is good to look at, Shima nil’jijgo nizhdni,
like her hands the best. ndi bila’ 'iighisii shit ya'at
Bila’ nizhéni.
\are strong and quick Bila’ bitse’ ddé6 doondilna’da
1.!,?*'5‘:1" naalnishgo,
when they touch my hands ndi shila’ yiyiittso'go
are slow moving hazhéd'6go naha’'nda

jentle. | déd shaayisti’.






HER

Shizhé’é nineez.
'Ayoigo bidziil.
D66 doo naldzid da.
Naalzheeh, dé6

tii’ nabighé,
déd ni't'i’'a’
Bizaadk’ehgo naaddd’
plan déé na’aghizi bit'qq’
| t'4a hbddttsaiigi
-dry hadahiniséh.
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My father has magic
in his finger tips.

He can turn
flat pieces of silver
into things of beauty.

Sometimes
| hide in the wide folds
of my mother’s skirts

and look .out at my father.

Shizhé’é bila’ bilatahdéé
‘aliil holé.

'Ei bee béesh {igaii
t’dadoo le’é
danizhéniyigii 'adeile’.

t.ahda
shimda bitt’'aakat
bighi’ ninadisht’{jhgo
shizhé’é nésh’ii teh.



B POSSESSIONS ' ANISHT’ EEGI

[
¥

ve black hair. Sitsii’ tizhin.
ve white teeth. Shighoo’ tigai.
~ hands are brown Shila’ dinilzhin

many finge doo shilazhoozh Iq'i.
are brown Shikee’ dinilzhin
many toes. dod shikézhoozh Iq'i.
s are brown Shigaan dinilzhin,
strong. déo bidziil.
are brown Shijaad dinilzhin,

swift. déd 'aydogo dilgho’.




| have two eyes.

They show me how things look.

| have two ears.

They bring sounds
to stay with me
for a little while.

Shindd’ naaki.

'Ei t'dadoo le'é bee yish’l.

Shijaa’ naaki.

'Ei t'dadoo le’é bee diists’a’,
déd ’él t'66 konighdniji’
bee ’'éndshnijih.



Shizhi’ naaki,
na’abaahgo yizhiyigii
t’ad shi t'éiyd shit bééhédzin,
doo bee shi’'t’¢jii da, |
'ako nddndta’ azhi’ t'éiya
t'ad 'akwii ji |
bee shi’t’éji.

Kénéelddgoo ’anisht’éh
t'ahdii ndi 'at’ééd ’atts’iisigii
nisht. |

'Ako doold dé’ dooda da!






running in the wind. niyol yighi’ naanddjahgo nésh’i.
feel little

standing here niyol vyii’
when the wind ch’indjahgo ’dnists’iisi yee’

the horses nahalin
by. koddo sézjjgo.






DIBE

Dibé ’attas’éigdo,
diné bidibéhigii
’fighisii bighaa’
bee ya'at’ééhgo ’att’o.

Shima ’ajini
“Diné ba 'adahoot’éegi dii
bit béédahébzin,
‘éi bagh diné
ta’ dabilij’.”






TYizi bidaghaa’ 'ayéd ’adanitnééz.
Binii’ ’ayé6 ’adanitnééz.

Bijaad ’ay6d 'adanitnééz.

TYizi 06 danichd’i nisin.

?ts have long whiskers.
3y have long faces.
8y have long legs.
its are funny, | think.







THE LAMBS

in his wagon

lo the trading post.

ikes them to sell
» the trader.

DIBE YAZHI

K’ad ’aak’eed hazlji’,
daadqdd’ dibé yazhi
danilinée
k'ad danitsaaz daazlii’.

Bima k'adée t'aa yee
danildiil daaleeh.

Shizhé’é naalghéhé ba hooghangod
dibé yazhi tsinaabqgs yee |
‘atndnéigée teh.

Naalghéhé ya siddhi yich’i’
nnayiitnih.






s the trading post.

s hard things on the shelf.

s soft things on the wall.

has red stick candy
t he keeps just for me.

such a good man.

NAALGHEHE BA HOOGHAN

Hastiin Bilagaanaa
naalghéhé ba hooghan bee hoélg.
T’dadoo le’é dantt’izigii dod
daalzhdéliigii bee hélé.
Tozis bighi’
‘atk’ésdisi daalchi’igii
shi t’éiya sha bee hélé.
Naalghéhé ba hooghandi
Hastiin Bilagdanaa
‘aydigo ba hdézhé.
tahda doo Diné nilji da yéegi
baa nayoosh’nah.






SELLING

the trading post.
takes the lambs
nd he takes me, too.

nts me to know

Is me that sometimes

gives them in paymer

NA'IINF
Naalghéhé bd hooghangbdé
shizhé’é bitsinaabqags yee
"atnad’atbas.
Shi doé dibé yazhi yit
‘atnad’atbgs.
Na’iini’ shit
bééhodoozjit nizin.
Shizhé’é ’anii teh,
"t ahda
dibé yazhi nndhashnih déo
tahda :
t'66 bee nind’iishdlée teh.”



This time
he will sell them
to the trader.

When we get to the trading post

the trader looks at the lambs.

Then he tells my father
how much he will pay.
| wonder if the lambs
like to have my father
sell them to the trader.

Ndi k’ad
naalghéhé ya sidahi
yich’i’ naidiyootnih.

Naalghéhé bd hooghandi yiikahgo
naalghéhé ya sidahi dibé yazh
yinét'jj teh.

'’Ako ’inda bddh’ilinigii
shizhé’é yee yit halnih.

Dibé ydazhi ndabidiilniihgo daats’i
bit y&d'adaat’ééh nisin.



lathe‘r sells the lambs

o hard round money

y Hosteen White Man
t tHe trading post.

he chooses cans of f¢

into his wagon,

he gives Hosteen Wh

% of the round hard

Man
oney

Shizhé’é dibé yazhi
t'ad béeso
badh’iliigo naalghéhé ya siddhi
yich’i’ nindyiitnih.

'AGdod yadiizini tsinaabags yiih
yidoonitigii nnayiitnih,
'aadéé Hastiin Bilagdaanaa
béeso ta’ nat’4ad’
yaa néi’nit.



My father calls this selling, Shizhé’é ’anii teh,

but | think “Dii ’6olghé na'iini’,’*

it is a game ndi shi ’'iinisingo t'éiya

they play together, shizhé’é d66 Hastiin Bilagda
Hosteen White Man and t'66 yit naanée teh |

my father at the trading post. naalghéhé ba hooghandi.



E father likes

this game of selling.

not tell me,
- SOl 1eway,
10w

“ he likes it.

Shizhé’é‘ha;iini’fgii
‘aydogo bit ya’'at’ééh.
Doo shit halni’ da,
ndi t'aadoo
bahat’aadi
hot ya’at’ééh.

LB S 1

35






E SILVERSMITH 'ATSIDGI

sits before his forge Shizhé’é ko’ yich’i’ sidaago

bars of silver béésh tigaii yidithijih,
doo 'atk’idayiitgis
té6 nahidilch’dgtgo dé6é k'os do’
ye'el’].



ISomehow
*i my father has caught the wind

% within his bellows
'g;ond when he lets it go
'ﬁ?’ its breath

%turns the S||ver

_ to red earth color.

lts breath

cools the silver

until it is hard

like something made

of gray water
and then turned to stone.

,F
-'.‘-
*

shizhé’é niyol yit deezdéél
bibee’alzoti yii’.
Yiidiichidgo
biyol béésh tigaii nainiitk’as
teezh tichiigii ‘nahal ingo
‘anayiil’jjh.
Biyol
béésh tigaii ndiniitk’as
déo ntt’izgo ’andyiil’jih.
T’aadoo le’é t6 tibdhi
bee ’alyaago
déd tsé nasdlii’ nahalingo.



Jiidaq’

shizhé’é naalnishgo

L ]

ni't'i'a’,
shilatsini
sha ’iiléehgo.
Bighiin nizhéni yee’,
silver circle shilatsini shagh sitdggo
-cle of song. nahalingo bééndashniih dooleet.



TURQUOISE

Turquoise is sky.
Turquoise is still water.
Turquoise is color-blue
and color-green
that someone
somewhere
has caught

and turned to stone.

DOOTL'IZHII

Doott’'izhii ya dithit nahalin.
Doott’izhii t6 doo naha’naa ddgof'
sikanigii nahalin.
Doott’izhii t6 doott’izhigii nahali
‘éi  haiishij
hdadishij
yit deezdéélgo
tsé nahalingo ’dyiilaa.



stimes, turquoise

apped in silver,

md sometimes, in small beads
ading along a white string
e -I"“quty following

g straight trail.

tahda doottizhii
béésh tigaii bindaaz’aa teh,
'a4ddod tahda 'adaatts’iisigo
tt'06t bee yisht’eezh feh
‘atiin 'ahé6zhood nahalingo
‘atkéé’ 'adahaazt’i’ teh.






HAZGAN
Shizhé’é t'aa ’atahji’
konii teh,
““Hazgan.
T°aa ’iighisii hazgan.”
Doo ndahattin da.
no ra T6 ndeikaah yéegdd t6 ’'adin,
pools ‘ako dibé dibad’ bi’'niigha.
sheep. Shizhé’é ’éi yaa ntsékees.






RTING THE WOOL

iping my mother
%}' the wool.

-
¥

3 we will keep
Pin into yarn for weaving

genuse its strands
long and unbroken.

o

COLORADO STA

'AGHAA’ "ALTS’AHALJOOLGI

'Aghaa’ ’'atts’ahatjootgi
shimd bikd ’'anashgho’.

Koji shijooligii t'aa danihi dooleet.
'Ei hahidoodis dah’iistt’é biniighé.
'Ei danineez

ddé danizhoni yee'.

THE LIBRARY
TE COlLegg OF EDI 1/ s
ELEY, COLORADO i
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This pile we will sell
to the trader.

Its strands are broken and short.

The trader will buy it,
but he will not pay as much
as if it were all long.

| wish that all our wool

was of long, unbroken strands.

Koji shijooligii 'éiya ndahidi
naalghéhé ya sidahi bich’y’.
'Ei doo danineez da.
Naalghéhé ya siddhi doo ’ilj
nihaa nayiitnih, |
doo danizhéni da biniinaa.
Nihe'aghaa’ t'ad ’attso -
danineez d66 danizhoéni d
yée ch’ééh nisin.



'Aghaad’ ’atts’dhdashjootgo
shit ya’'at’ééh.

Yilzhodligo bidishnihgo nizhéni
‘dko t'aadoo le’'é shijéi laanaa
yo'ninée bik’ehgo yashti’
nahalin.

47 .






CLEANING THE WOOL

beat the wool.
the little sticks
burrs out of it.

ny mother’s big one.
my mother and me

g time to clean the wool.

'AGHAA’ NIZHONIGO ’'ALNEEHGI

Shima bit 'aghaa’
ndnishhat.
Tsin ’'adatts’iisiigii
dbé6 ta’neets’éhii
bits’dhiidladah.
Tsé ’atkdaa’gi 'aghaa’ ninéiljot.
’Aghaa’ ts@’aszi’
bee naniiltsis.
Tsd&’aszi’ 'aits’iisi yee’ shee héld -
shimd@ bihigii nahalingo.
Shimd déo6 shi 'aghad’
doo hgh nizhdéni ‘iilnéeh da.






ING THE WOOL 'AGHAA’ HANILCHAADGI

Gad biyaagi
er the juniper tree. shimd bit séké.
her card wool - Shindat beeha’nilchaadi

yee ha’'nitchaad.

Shimda bibeeha’nilchaadi

flat pieces of wood ‘aydd 'anittéél,
~  dbé6 'aydogo bidziil,
with wire teeth. dbbd béésh ’atts’66zi dabighoo’.
ther buys her towcards Shimd naalghéhé ya sidahi

naalghéhé ba hooghandi
bibeeha’nilchaadi nnayiitnih.
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With her towcards
she pulls the wool thin.
She stretches it 'in white sheets
like snow mist in winter.
She bunches it in soft rolls

like white clouds in summer.

Bibeeha’nilchaadi bee
‘aghaa’ ’att’ad’igo ’adeile’.

Haigo yas deigaiigii nahalingo
’aghaa’ hainitcha’.

Shiigo k'os tigaigo danighizigii
nahalingo ’aghaa’ deinitmas.



my mother’s towcards Shimd ha’nitfchaadgo ’aghaa’

+ gray wool turns white, daalbdhdq tigai ndahaleeh teh.

atted wool turns fluffy '‘Aghaa’ danitt’izée

1 soft, yilzhédli nihileeh,

id light as baby eagle down. ‘atsd yddazh bits’os nahalingo.
e to sit with my mother Gad biyaagi
e jui tree. shimd bit sékéego shit y&’at’ééh.

e to watch her card the wool Shindat bibeeha’nilchaadi yee

h her ha’nitfchaadgo bineeshdlj.






L
T

SPINNING 'ADIZGI

‘mother’s spindle Shimd bibee’adizi tsin
a slender stick ts’06si 'at’é, dédé baagh si’anigii
n. a hardwood whorl. tsin ntf’izigii bee 'alyaa.
t her fingers Bila’ yee ndyiittasgo
r spins like a dancer, ‘alzhishi nahalingo ndadbat
ding itself nahooditgo

i twisted yarn. hahaasdiz nihileeh.



Under her fingers
it twists the wool
into straight beauty
like a trail of pollen,
like a trail of song.

Shima bila’ yee
‘aghaa’ neitts’'ood,
tadidiin yilzas nahalingo,
sin bee’atiin nahalingo,
nizhdnigo ’atiin nahaling

e st

'S



s are not strong enough

ers are not swift enough

Shild’ t'ah doo dabidziil da, ’éi bggh
doo hazhé’6 ha’nishchaad da.
Shila’ t'ah doo hgh ndaha’nda dgq,
'éi bagh doo hazhd’é ’asdiz da.
Ndi ’al’iigi
t'ag ’iighisii shit bééhoézin.
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t autumn is here,

lowers and the plants
themselves to us
rinter will not need them.

rown and green_ patches..

autiful with color
t autumn is here.

'AAK’EED -
K'ad ’aak’eed ndahdasdlij’.
Ch’il t'44 ’atftso nihé
hadanoot’g
'I’niihai biniinaa.
Na aghizi telya daneest’gh.
Lahgdé dah -daaltso, ;
déé Jrahgn@ dah dadoot!'izh.
'Aneest’gh Jlrmgo saad nlzhom _
' Adishniigo shit y&'at’ééh.
Ch’il Y44 ’attso daneest’éh
déé bit'gq’ danizhoni
k'eedgo biniinaa.




Soon my mother will go
to the mountains
to gather plants for dyes,
and plants for food,
and plants for medicine.
If | were bigger

she would take me with her.

She does take me
- whenwe go
to places near the hogan.

T'4a hghi shimé ch'il
dzitgdd yiniighé deeya.
'Ei ch’iligii ch’iiyaan dbéé
‘azee’ do6 'aghaa’ bee
yiilchihi ’adaat’é.
T'ad nisneezigo t’éiyd
bit dé’adzh dooleet At’éé’.
Nihighandéé
t’ad 'dhdanigéd t'éiya
bit ‘atnddanasht’ash.



After heavy frost
my father will go
to the mountains
to gather the pinyons.

This year he will go without us.

He will go with some other men
in a truck
that belongs to the trader.

My mother does not like this.
She thinks
my father should take us
with him
when he goes for pinyons.

Ni’gd6 shoh deiigai déé bik’iji’ 'inda
shizhé’é dzitgdd
neeshch’ii’ nayiilaah
biniighé deeyd.

Dii ghaai shizhé’é t'aa sdhi deeya.
Ndaanéta’ diné yit
chiditsoh naalghéhé ya siddhi
bihigii yee deeskai.
Dii shim& doo bit yd’at’éeh da.
Shizhé’é neeshch’ii’
hadeeydago
bit diikahdaq ch’ééh

jinizin.






My mother puts white yarn
into this dye water.
She boils it over the fire.
She stirs it with a stick.
It bubbles and bubbles.
It gives a good smell
like plants after rain.

'Addoéd shimd hahaasdiz tigaiigii
té yiih néitjof.

Ko’ bikaa’gi yitbéézh.,

Tsin yee yit na’atsi teh.

T'66 yibéézh teh.

Nahattijhdéd bik’iji’
ch’il '"adahalchinigi 'ahalchin teh.



For a little time T'66 kénighdniji’

my mother boils the yarn shimd hahaasdiz

in-the dye water, t6 yee yitbéézh

and then she takes it out again. '46dé6 hanéitjotgo
It is no longer white. doo tigai da teh.

It has changed to color. T'44 ’at’'qq ’adaat’ée feh.



In this way
my mother changes the colors
of her yarns
to look like |
brown earth in morning
or yellow sand at mid-day.
She changes the colors
of her yarns
~_to look like
black cliffs at sunset,
or black like the night,
and black like the dark clouds
of male rain.

Diigi ’at’éego
shimda bihahaasdiz
tahgo ’at’éego ’'adeile’ teh.
’Ahbinigo ni’gdé hashttizhgo
déd ’atné’é’aahgo teezh
titsoyigii nahalingo.
Bihahaasdiz
‘at’qq ’at’éego ’'adeile’,
—'{ifdqggo dzit daalzhinigii—
doé tt'ée’go halzhinigii
dbéd nittsd bikq’
bik’os dithitigii
nahalingo.



-.'.:T_ ',.,tll-ai hﬁ Ea &Lfnﬂr ﬁ
. help to gather the flowers

and the bark and the roots
HA and the minerals.
| help to carry the water
from the rain pool
by the red rocks.
| help to make the fire
with little twigs.

Shi ’atdé’ ch’il bilatahi
dé6 bikégi, déd bikétt 66l
dbéd tséko’i dé’ ndhashtadh.

Shi ’atdé’ tsé daalchii’igii
t6 sikandéé’ té nndhdashkaahgo
bee ’aké ’andshgho’.

Shi ’'atdé’ chizh yazhi bee
déédishjahgo
bee ’adkd ’anashgho’.
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I look and look. Ch’ééh dish’jj’.

| see the water and the plants Té déd ch’il t'éiya . ylsh 1l ’feh
| see the yarn in the water Hahaasdiz t6 bii’ shijoolgo
but | do not see t'éiya yish'ij teh,
the magic ndi shima
that | think bintsékees
my mother must use hahaasdiz yee )(ahgo at éego
to change her yarns yee ’iif'inigii

to colors. t'éiyéd doo yish’ij da.



When | tell this
to. my mother,
she laughs at me.
She says she has no magic
kettle.
ie plants
dye kettle
. are 'the things
i give colors
- to her yarns.
So now,

I-;;have learned @ new thing.

~ t’66 shaa yidloh teh.
""Shintsékees doo bik’ehgo
‘ash’ii da,”” ni shimd.
“Ch’il 'asaa’ bighi’igii
t'éiya shihahaasdiz
’at’qq 'addaat’é eego cdelle
ni shima. |
'Ako k’ad tahgo
shit ’ééhozijid.






.WEAVING

P R G
When my mother sits Shimd@ biyaateet
on her sheepskin, yikad’
weaving a blanket, bidah’iistt’¢ yich'i’ sidaago
on her loom diyogi yitt'éogo
| think sin nahalin

it is like a song. nisin.



The warp threads Nanoolzhee’igii -~ =+

are the drum beats, ‘dsaa’ diits’a’igii
strong sounds - yéigo hdyahgo dntsa |g||
underneath. . . "addaat’é. -

The colored yarns Hahaasdiz 'at’qq ’ddaat’ ehugu telya
are the singing words sin bee ’0jihigii- adoate
weaving through =~ ‘asaa’ diits’a’go

the drum beats. bitah nla.



When the blanket is finished

it is like a finished song.

The warp
and the drum beats,
the colored wools
and the singing words
are forgotten.

Only
the pattern
of color .

and of sound
L is left.

Dah’iistt’d 'attso 'al’iihgo
sin 'attso ndeet’dq nahalin teh.
Asaad’ diits’a’ yée
hahaasdiz ’at'qq ’ddaat’éhigii
doéo6 sin bee da’éjihée
hahaasdiz 'at’'qq ’'ddaat’éhigii
‘attso baa hayoos’nah.
Bee na’'ashch’'qq’igii
‘at’qq ’'adaat’éhigii
déé sin diits’a’






LEARNING TO WEAVE

My mother took me in her arms.

We sat together at her loom.
She took my hands

to guide them

along the weaving way.

She showed them how to weave.

Shimd shinaaznii’.

Dah’iistt’é bich’’ siiké.

Shila’ yiyiittsoodgo
‘att’bogi shila’
neineeztdq’.

'Att’dogi neineeztdd’.



We did not weave
straight across the loom.
That is not our way.

We wove with one color
for a little way up.
And then with another color
for a little way up.

We kept the edges straight.
We wove not too tight
and not too loose
and pounded it down,
pounded it down,
pounded it.

Doo t'ad k’éhdzdon tsi’naago
‘asiitt’éo da.
Nihi doo ’akoét’éego dd’iitt’éo da.
Hahaasdiz t'aatd’iyigii bee
"iitt’6ogo hodiina’,
'aadoéod 'inda nddnata’ bee
'iitt’dogo ndhodoo’na’.
Bibqahji k’ézdongo ’asiitt’d.
Doo t'ad ’iighisii 'ahineestihgo
‘asiitt’éo da,
dbd doo t'66 naneesdiz da,
d6d bee nik’i’nilttishi bee
yéigo ndniilghaal.



But when | told my father,
"’See, |- wove this blanket,”
‘my mother spoke sharply :

“We do not say
things that are not true,”
she told me.

| hid my face away
from the sharp words of
my mother,
but soon my mother's hand
came gently
to touch my hair.

11

“Shoo, dii beeldléi sét¥'d,”
shizhé’é bidishnii At’éé’.
Shima ’4jini,
“"Doo t’4é adzaogoo
hojilni’ "da,”
shitni, |
'44dé6 t'66 adaydniisdzii’go
yaa ’anisht’'éé nt'éé’.
Ndi . hodiina’go
shima
hazh6é'égo. - sitsii’
yikdd’ dah deesnii’.






FLOOD

Rain comes hard and black.
It fills the arroyos
with yellow water
Eunning in anger.

T’4d ’iighisii doé dithitgo nahattin.
Bikooh goéyaa
t6 titsogo |
bdhachi’go dah sitj.
Great pieces of sand bank
on the sides of the arroyos
slide into the water
with little tired noises
and are lost for always.

Bis 'ay66 ’adanittsogo
bikooh ’atts’qdghji
t'dadoo ’iits’a’i
t6 biih hizhdésh
d6éd t'66 ’ahi’eet teh.

Té6 naziid ndaasdlij’.

Nittsd bitoo’ ’aniid ndattgago
nizhéni doéo sik'az.

The rain pools fill with water,
rain water,

fresh and clean and cold.






SUN

Sun comes now
to .comfort the land

that the rain has frightened.

My father says,
“Sun takes the rain water
from the thirsty land
back to the sky too soon.”
But my mother and |,

we are glad the sun comes soon.

Sun does not mean
to rob the land of water.

Sun means only to warm it again.

Johonaa'’éi k'ad ch’iniya
ni’ nittsd yiniitk’aazée
néiniitdodh biniighe.

“T'4a shoo nahaltihée
johonaa’éi t'dadoo
hodina’i ni’géé Andhéttsi,’
nii teh shizhé’é.

Ndi shi dé6 shima t'éiya
johonaa’éi ch’indddahgo
nihit yd'at'ééh teh.

Jéhonaa’éi t'66 ni’ nanishdodh
dooleet nizin.

’






* “HERDING

Today | go with my mother.

| go with her to drive the sheep
for | must learn to tend

It is my work. S

The way is long..

The sand is hot.

The arroyos are deep.

NA'NILKAADGI

Dii ji shima bit dé’aazh.

Shimé bit ’adinétkaad
na’nilkaadgi
bihwiideeshaat bini

Danizaadi
doéd teezh ’aybigo sido
déd bikooh ’'ayéd ’ddahonizddd.



T'66 ’ahayéidi-hdadishtaalgo
to keep up with my mother. 'inda shima biighah yishaat teh.
It takes many steps :
to keep up with the sheep.

My mother waits for me.

My mother takes my hand.

She ‘calls me Na’nitkaadi Ydazhi
Little Herder of the Sheep.



And so we walk

till the day is done;, -

till the sun goes
and the stars

. hiaré almest ready i

We walk across the sand.

’Ako séi - tsi’naa
yiit'ash.
T’daa viit'ashgo

Ye3rry 2

ii’q.
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Johonaa'éi ’iiy
déo so’
. k'adée
hahaakadéh.

’

Séi tsi’naa yiit'ash.



We walk to the water hole
when day is at the middle.

We walk to the night corral Dibé bighandi ’'e’e’dahgo
when day is at the close, nnahiit’ash, -
the sheep, dibé it
my mother déé shima o =

and my mother’s Little Herder. dé6 shima Bina'nitkaadi Yazhi.



Before the hogan fire, Hoéne'é honibaghgdd

when night has come, hitiijjiihgo
my father sings, = shizhé’é hataat
my mother whispers, dé6 shimd hazhbdéd’'égo ’ani,
""Come sit beside me “Hago Na’nitkaadi Yazhi
Little Herder.” shiighahdé6 sinidah."

| like that name. 'Ei yizhi shit y&’at’ééh.

From now till always K'ad kod6é hool’d4gbdé
| want to be shimd bina’nitkaadi yazhi

my mother’s Little Herder nisht{i dooleet.



BILINGUAL READERS

~ In northern Arizona and New Mexico, on a land
area almost as large as the New England States, live

about forty-five thousand Navaho Indians. Their num-’

bers are increasing more rapidly than any other pop-
ulation group in the United States. They are as com-
pletely shut off from ‘the general stream of American
culture as any group of our population, not only be-
cause of the isolation in which they live, but because
nine out of every ten speak only the Navaho language.
Like. the language of all. other North American In-
dians, historically it had no written form.- Despite the
fact that the number of schools of the Navaho Servuce
has been doubled since 1935, only about half the chil-
dren of school age are now in school. ‘More than half of
those who are in school are still in the first four.grades.
Thus the introduction of English will be a slow process.
To facilitate the spread of information which will
Navaho in the control of overgrazing and soil

), and show him how to improve the livestock

 his livelihood depends, the federal govern-

s been working with experts in Indian’ lan-

o develop a popular alphabet which will en-

. B
-
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courage the writing of Navaho. The belief that such a
written Ianguage may spread more rop:dly than Eng-
lish is based upon experience with other Indian tribes.
Even if the new skill reaches only a limited number of
Navaho, it will make possible the accurate transfer of
new ideas in the native tongue. Interpretations can
be made at leisure and recorded.

Linguists from Columbia University and Yale, and
missionaries of the Protestant and . the Catholic
churches, have worked on the Navaho language prob-
lem. However developmg an alphabet for a language
as difficult as Navaho, which possesses sounds not
present in English and is tonal like some Oraentol lan-
guages, is not the easiest thing in the world

In recording language sounds there is a tendency
for linguists to do the job perfectly, seeking a separate
symbol for each sound, and indicating every inflection.
Onthe other hand the man in.the. camp who is to. make
as snmple as possnble The teacher of reodmg ap-
proaches it from still a third angle, having learned
that those who have oral familiarity with a language,
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know how it sounds, and therefore require only that
words have forms which may be easily recognized. And
so the drgument has goné-—the sciéntist, the educator,
the layman, each pulling for what appeored to hrm the
best solution for a thorriy problem: -

- Dr:"John Harrington of the  Smithsonian’ lnstltuhon
and Mr. Oliver LaFarge, writer and linguist, finally de-
veloped the first alphabet suited to popular use. With
one exception it uses only thé letters of the English al-
phabet, maintaining so far as possible similar sound
values. Diacriticals have beéen reduced to ‘indications
of tone and nasalization. It may bé reproduced on any
typewriter or linotype. Robert W. Young, ‘an associate
of Dr. Harrington, lived sorve yedrs on the Navaho res-
ervation to familiarize himself with ‘the language so
that these publications might represent a cleorcut ex-
pressioh in the Vetnacular; of the'story content.

This' volume “is one of “a series  of simple readers
about the Navahe, written for the Navaho, by someone
interested inNavaho life. They are the first publica-
tion in-Navaho of anything save the Bnble rellglous
trocts ond scuenhflc monographs '

C .

The Navaho manuscripts for this and other volumes
in the Little Herder series have been carefully prepared
by Harrington and Young, and checked for colquunaI
correctness by a number of Navaho, “chief .among
whom were Willetto Antonio; Adolph Bltonny, Hoke
Denetsosie, George Hood, "Albert Sandoval and” How-
ard Gorman. Dr. Edward A."Kenndrd, Specialist in Ir-
dian languages in the lndlan Servuce has closely su-
pervised the publications.

" -The type used for these books has been selected be-
cause-of its similarity in design to ‘the ‘alphabet used
for manuscript writing. In the’ Little ‘Man’s’ farily
primers, only proper names and the pronoun l hqve to
be capitalized, so as to further minimize the new Ieom-
ings often encountered by the" prlmory chlld when
faced with several different dlphabets-at once. In these
later books sentence coprtohzotlon IS olso mtroduced

March, 1941



THE ARTIST

‘The artist, Hoke Denetsosie, is a full-blood Navaho
boy of twenty years, born and raised near Tuba City in
the western part of the reservation. He was a student
at the Tuba school, and transferred to Phoenix Indian
School for high school work. Hoke has been drawing
for a. number of years, during. which time he has had
little instruction. . He finds the . londscape of his native
country a source of never-tiring interest. Prior to un-
dertaking the problem of illustrating this series of
books, Hoke had done no work in black and white, but
has developed his technique as he has proceeded.

When Hoke was invited to prepare the illustrations
for these books, he was given the manuscripts to read,
and then talked over with the author the things she
had in mind in writing the various episodes of the story.
By the variety of the story, many problems of illustra-
tion were encountered which an artist might avoid for
many years if simply drawing in response to his own in-
terests. Hoke has had full freedom in the solution of
these problems, often preparing several sketches for a
single episode, and then selecting between them for

the final drawing. Some of the drawings have been
frankly experimental—showing a snow scene in the
simple black and white technique developed by. Hoke,
for example; or distinguishing between night and day.
The style is the artist’s own, and is neither the flat
stylized drawing of many Pueblo artists, nor the mi-
nutely shaded drawing of the White man. The artist,
was chosen because he possesses a sure skill and .in-
quiring mind. It is believed that his present pictures
will illuminate the text, and give pleasure to many; and
that he may have before him an artistic future. He has
the following brief statement to make about his own
work: '

1 shall always remember the day when | received
the first manuscript of the Little Herder series. The
only instructions and suggestions | received before |
began were; ‘Here are the manuscripts, let’s see what
you can do with them.’

”So not knowing the first thing about the funda-
mentals and principles of illustration the work really
launched several months of extensive experimenta-



tion, the result of which was the black and white tech-.: changes as the family moved from place to place. The

nique finally achieved. The use of simple black and

white technique was employed because itis more read-

ily understandable for a child.

“The nature of the stories, being concerned with
Navaho life, - called for illustration genuine in every
sense of the word. | had to observe and incorporate in
pictures those characteristics which serve to distin-

guish the Navaho from other tribes. Further, the set-

ting of the pictures had to change to express local
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domestic animals raised by the Navaho had to be
shown in a proper setting just as one sees them on the
reservation. The sheep could not be shown grazing in a
pasture, nor the horses in a stable, because such things
are not Navaho.

~ “In other words the ideas were represented in an
earnest attempt to express as far as possible the au-
thor's feelmgs but without hindering the illustrator’s
freedom.”





