WITH THE INDIANS FOR A DAY

MARGARITA BALMACEDA

INTROD UCTION

literature ang religion is colored by hijs imagi.-
nation. The most common thing
beaut

S are subjet matter fo his poemg because he sees
Yy in great as wel] ashumble beings, His legends are full of meta-
phors, similes and i

personifications, [n his myths you can sense the beats of hjs
heart in every word, for the Indian is g sensitive soul who vibrates to the beauty
around him and trijeg to give his

beauty back tous through prose, poetry, and even
ordinary Speech. | attempted to study the imaginative quality of Indian litera-
ture. To achiene my purpose [

visualized myself visiting the Abenakis, N avajos,
Zunis and Hopis and listening to their songs, myths, and legends in their proper
setting.

“Massa Jos EK”, Iheardin thedist

ance, “Massa Joe EK” Anold Indian with
white hair and 3 weary look is expla

Ining to g young fellow aboyt the “Great
Smal} Mountain of Massachusetts”. I stood unnoticed near them, paying atten-

tion to thejy conversation, Though the language they spoke was hot perfect, jt

seemed grammatijcg] in its expression. “Strong adjectives agreed with strong
nouns,”! Though tried to understand

what they said, the tone of the old man’s
voice was low and | only succeeded in c

apturing a serjes of unintelligeble words
W vowels,

8guas”, or moon. One of them stood u
“Pskwasaw 8N INSKSKWy”

P and at the request of her friends sang
in the air:

~“Bouquet Gir]”. The accords of the melody danced

“Call me not Marguerite or Madelajne any more,..
Iam Bouquet Gir] and my name jg Bouquet...
Bouquet thig bouquet cost me a ot

It cost me fifty silver dollars

Iam Bouquet Girl since my name is Bouquet

What is fifty silver dollars Compared with my pleasure
And heart_strings..?

Iam Bouquet Gir] since my name is Bouquet.”2

As her friends grouped around her and joined in her sin
remembered that day_December 8 _when she received
¢ommemoration of the Presentation of the Virgin.
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ging, it seemed as if she
the bouquet of flowers in

. aking too much
ly stopped. Nikis an . ’iteKwork. Hiso
The song §ugii?1§sion. Nikis said he had been in Ka;ir; lcould not have been
noice V'mhft h'zgd was somewhat perplexed and zn'swel;-elang'uage. No such place
and wiser Irl . h meaningless word in ou e him an
ince—“there is no such mea : t nevertheless, he gave hi
there since t his unbelief. Bu . tradition, a
o) iki me angry a cCOleng to a tra
exists”. Nikis beca . n'iteKwork because, a ¢ ting trees.
ion: “I called 1 Kaze breaklng and uprooting »
explanation: long that stream A ’itekun’ 7.8
- sed havoc a d the river ‘ Kazen’i
whirlwind once roused | alled Kazen and I called the I enjoyed the
The tumbling (}),f.ltref,?dl;ei by the shadows of some pine ltirc'eizte;, it ie artistis
In the m('eanwf l:};ese poor, simple people. In its simp '
conversation o ’

. ; tting near and
fire. The night was ge
: i moved towards a ' d I'wanted to hear
h'eiy :11 (t:(()]lf]:lllr(;:?rt]}f:fn. Wijokamit was go;xng t? telelnais:;lo:gl?;t hunting, an old
I decide of age, when I w . 1 voice. The
: bout ten years of ¢ it said in a rich, powerful voic
it. “When I was a . 2, Wijokamit said in a , ! ilent
this story:”, Wij . him. Everything was s ’
man used to tell.me heir eyes fixed upon him. . drinking
H had had their ey . “ 4 e danclng and rin
whole Indian tribel interesting. “ ‘They wer ite... he
d to be intere o . He was polite...
and the s:ory I;nl;(:lrr;.ls\:hite man of great not;’lhty :?.([i)p 222?21' .agention to women
bitter water w ; I noticed he paid speci . ics. He paid
to buy liquor. them in their frolics. He pai
gave them money it was only to encourage "7 At this
to men it was . ver empty... ”.
and when he spoke h, his pocket was never empt o
i trange enough, hed with his eyes among
for the liquor, and, s looked around, searche inued in
: teller stopped, 00K ith a piece of cloth. He continu
point the story nd dried his brow with a pi ] “ing with his coat
. . g wi
the mountain shadows a ble white man was stilldanci S
3 66 f day the noble he slit the women and then
alow voice: “*At dawn o t and through the slit ! im. h
: : e Albert coa R ing at him, he
on, something llki?‘sft);{l:nd all said he is the fiev1l, and “{?‘}f:ﬁg‘ﬁloﬁd freeze in
e meg o Sav:-e(;’ "4 Nobody spoke for a minute, and I fe
slowly disappea :
i i be
my veins. igh in the sky and soon it would
: the P8guas was high in d I could hear
: w}?‘tn;etd i(te(c)i ltzas\::aihout unnoticed. As I walked down the roa
midnight. I tr \ ]
the melody of their song: N
“Dear friend, where have you been travelling?
I also have been spotting, Koanodana.

?
w
Dear friend, where do you come from Sgna N
From the mountains right here Koano .

in is ‘friend’ refuses but
0 f th en asks the other for a drink of water. His ‘frien
ne of the m : ‘
the Indian continues his plea:
“Dear friend I am very sick.

0
What then can you do now Koanodana?

friend I am dying . .
EVZ?; friend here have a drink, Koanodana
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“Goodness triumphs at the end”, I said to myself. It was late, however, and
I could not indulge in philosophizing. At a turn in the road I looked back at my
friends the Abenaki: good, simple people that enjoy life giving beauty and
meaning to their existence. cen

I still remember the day I spent with the navajos, the “Bedouins” of America,
that large nomad tribe which wanders in the deserts and table lines of Arizona
and New Mexico. I was with the “Divé”, or the people, as they call themselves.

Coming from the hills with his flocks of sheep and goats, I saw a navajoyouth
who had “the dreamy look of a herdsman”. 6 I came close to him and interrupted
his meditation. “I heard you singing in the distance”, I ventured to say. “Yes, it
was the ‘Mountain Song’ ”, he answered, and with a soft, melodious voice sang:

“Thither go I!

chief of all mountains,
Thither go 1

living forever,
Thither go I,

calling me “son, my son”,
Thither go I"”

“This is one of our ‘holy songs’, which are given to us by the gods”, he ex-
plained. “Songs of peace and blessing to protect people against all evil. Our
Hozhonji songs are like the Psalms of David... We sing them as the white man
says his prayer. Our hero, Nazenezrani, is like the bible hero David. The songs
were made by our own Holy Ones.” 8  was very much impressed by the sincerity
of his faith and his childlike confidence in God. “Whom do you sing to?”, I asked
him. “We sing to the mountain as to a God, for the mountan is pure and holy and
blesses man calling him ‘son’ ”. I left him deeply engrossed in his thoughts and
started to walk down to the village. I could not help raising my heart to God in
prayer, asking Him to reward their sincerity with the light of faith.

As I reached the village all i could see was a series of ‘hogams’ piled against
one another. Sitting at the doorway of one of these rude, stone huts I saw an old
woman weaving a colorful blanket with an interesting design. She stopped
her work for a while, caressed the braids of an alert, vivacious girl who was
sitting at her side. “Let us see”, she said with a quivering voice. “Where did we
leave off last time? Ah,,, Yes! I remember!! Today I shall teach you the Creation of
man.” I stood next to the Indian woman and her grandaughter and listened
attentively. The feet of the first man were made of mud and his legs of lightning,
his body of white corn and yellow corn. His veins were of striped corn and blue
corn, the calico corn made the hair on his arms and body, the black corn made
his eyebrows, and the red corn was his blood... The Gods made him of all kinds
of water, and their arms of the rainbow... His skull of the sun and his speech of
thunder.” ® The little gir! stood up; she was perplexed and fascinated by the
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Meanwhile, the women continued to grind their corn in the “metates”, or
stone grinding troughs. I listened to their song:

“Yonder, yonder see the fair rainbow,

See the rainbow brightly decked and painted

Now the swallow bringeth glad news to your corn—
...Now hear the corn plant murmur,

‘we are growing everywhere!

Hi, yai! The world fair!” 13

The rainbow is imagined as the Rainbow Youth and is described as “brightly
decked and painted”. The swallow is the summoner for rain.

The night was coming and the great To’yollanne began to fade away. It
looked like a specter struggling with the mist and shadows. I said good—bye to
the Zuiis. Was it coincidence, or was the true God pleased with the trusting
confidence of his children on the Creator they did not know? The answer is far

beyond my reach. All I knows is that as I was leaving some raindrops fall on my
arms. They had sung for rain, I remembered...
L X X J

The Hopi Indians have always fascinated me. Their legends are graceful,

full of charm. In their mythology they have given full vent to their imagination. I
decided to pay them a visit.

It was dawn when I reached their village. They were planting some stickson
the Mesa. I wondered what was their purpose. A small, graceful youth told me
they were the “Bahos”, or emblematic prayer sticks into whose ends prayers
were breathed. They planted them at dawn: “When the yellow line comes over
the mountain, because they pray, and if they pray when the sun rises, the sun will
carry the prayers up, up!! ” I asked to whom they prayed. “We pray to Him who
makes the rain—that makes all things—it is the Power and it lives behind the
sun”. I heard his name was “Wonawill” and he was the supreme, life—giving
bisexual Power referred to as “He—She”. The Indian continued: “He pervades
all space, and is associated with the Supreme Power, and through this Supreme
Power becomes the giver of life”. Iwas interested in his explanation. His religious
beliefs seemed sincere. But I still wanted to know under what aspects they

conceived God. So I asked the Hopi whether this Power looked like man. “No”, he

answered, “we only know that it IS”. I then remembered the words of God in the
Bible: “I AM WHO AM”.

I walked down to the Pueblo with my new acquaintance. He brought me to
his home to meet his mother. She signaled us to be silent because she was sleeping
her baby. The woman bound the child on a board and then fastened the board and

the baby on her back. She swang to and fro thus turning into a living cradle. As
she gently rocked her baby she sang this “Lullaby”:
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«pyna, puna, puna (sleep),

ed. As he spoke, a spiritual radiance
med.

trail the beetles .
glnt}elzch other’s backs are sleeping,
So mine, my baby, ﬁ“’u’
Puna, puna, puna . £k of the Indian
. he allusion to the beetles wouldhbte r:::t“t;? i village the
1 imagined t ethe woman explained to me t : DX nd 50 the chil 3 must
fantasy. However, another on their backs in the };o su A 1 became then
peetles carried 039 leep upon its mother’s back. I m O fsimiles, metaphors,
close its eyes a“f t}?e Ir?dians, for they had 1{)\ StOli? 3{1 iégé) Xnd 1 remembered how
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i tions wnic : 1dom I suce . X
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oiten .
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B ish  pow does he pray ,
Bowever, w}‘l ther 1 could see the chief. Whe;e a(k))le to see him... “He goesto
when 1 asked “i)tznowed to speak to him 1 }r‘mg.h?; ; cun and scatters sacred corn
Even if I was n0": his face to the rsin rain and corn
1iff and turns s that we may have rain
the edge of i 1l the people. He asks nd long life and be
meal. Then he P10 ﬁ;rtﬁat all the people may ““‘i)hﬁal-f: theworld... He prays
and melons... He pi}al}e,ir hearts... He prays for everyoo ys N erything that has
happy and gO,Od 112 He prays for all the plants. He pray
1l the animals... B¢ " 16
i?;eaThis is how our chief prays .
' ian was transfor much tosay I was
The face of t{\“; ;:?;ﬁ:e than impressed. It would not be too
ame to his eyes. ) i .
cntranced spellbound, at his words \ Indian for his kindness.
¢ . to an end. | thanked the HOF;:. 'nback for the songs, the
My visit came him was so poor 3 Way to pay 1r}r\1 DacK he taught me on
However, 10 than;( t\}: myths — and especially for the
poemS’ the 1egen S,
“how to pray’!
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