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In past years nature provided sufficent pasture for their flocks, 
sufficient arable land for their simple farming, while the trading 
posts offered a market for their products.



DEDICATED
TO

ELIZABETH WAEHAM FORSTER, R.N,

Dear Betsy:»

This is as much your book as mine. not only have you 

shared completely in the making of it, but also you have taught me 

to understand the Navaho People. Out association with the Navaho 

goes back to a vacation trip in the fall of 1930 when we were mis­

directed ( by a white man) on the read from Kayenta to Chinle, Arizona 

on the western side of the reservation, and got ourselves wonderfully 

lost ending with an empty gasoline tank. How we laugh now over that 

experience. Yet how important it was, for it led you to a position 

as field nurse to the Navaho the following year.

I can see us now, sitting in the old Bulck wondering what we should 

do, I, for some reason, thought I had to do something Immediately.

We were in the middle of a vast semi-desert, visibility in every direc­

tion was fifty miles or more, but we saw nothing, not a distant hogan, 

nor a horse, nor a flock of sheep,- Just empty land. so I set forth 

on foot leaving you to guard the car ( from what I dont quite knowJ) 

with hope that another traveler might come along who would give you 

gasoline. How well I remember my thoughts as I trudged along, re­

calling every tale I had ever heard of a similar experience.

How mortified I was at having lost my way. I remember meeting a Navaho 

man and little boy in a wagon, coming out of a wash. I tried to talk 

to them but they spoke no English. I pointed in the direction of 

Chinle, indicating that I would pay them to take me there, but the man 

shook his head, then reaching for something under a canvass in the wagon 

bed, handed me three cool, delicious peaches. Finally after an



emotionally stimulated walk of two and one half hours, I reached 

Frazer's trading post. She trader was away, but his understanding 

wife took me and the needed gasoline back to you and the ear, a dis­

tance of more than ten miles. I remember Imagining how worried you 

must be over my long absence. Never will I forget topping a gentle 

rise in the undulating desert and seeing the lonely car completely 

surrounded by NAVAHO INDIANS, like a swarm of bees about a honey­

suckle. When we arrived, there you were in the midst of the 

gathering, happily playing cards with y?ur visitors! Tour ensuing 

tale of how the Navaho had arrived, two or three at a time, seemingly 

from nowhere to find out what the trouble was and to offer help, 

both surprised and interested me.

A year later, I recall my concern when you told me you were ac­

cepting a position as a field nurse to the Navaho, sponsored by a 

private organization. I wondered where and how you would live, what 

your work would consist of, whom you would have to help you. Later 

sfhen I came to visit, I found you in snug though primitive quarters.

As I listened to tales of your experiences* I, too, became Interested 

in these people, impressed by their rugged character and their mode 

of life. From time to time my visits revealed the work you were 

doing, your understanding, yuir patience, your kindness and gen- 

erousity, for you literally gave of your substance as well as your 

knowledge and nursing skill. I saw the response of the Navaho People 

to your attitude toward them, your willingness to go anywhere at any 

time when a call came for help. I know too, the lives you saved 

and the succor you gave.

When the depression came and there were no more funds to continue 

your work, you had to leave. I helped you pack and move. I can 

re-live that final morning when six of your best friends arrived, 

watched our every act, then suddenly, solmenly, and without warning,



they all stood, oowed their heads and wept in unison,

During the past fourteen years, together we have hunted for old 

friends after a lapse of more than twenty years, finding many, 

making many new ones, and exploring nearly the whole of the reser­

vation. I have watched old friends turn to you for medical aid 

the moment they saw your face. What fun we ‘gave had evolving this 

book. Your help when 1 was after difficult pictures, your sound 

criticism and encouragement, finally have brought the book to com­

pletion. So as a tribute to our long and happy friendship, this 

is your book.



PREPACK

Within the boundrles of their twenty five thousand square mile 

reservation, more than one hundred thousand Ravaho People, the largest 

tribe of Indians in North America, are striving for existence on a 

land not productive enough to sustain their increased population.

They are striving not only to exist, but also to meet an encroaching 

way of life with which they are in a large measure, unfamiliar. It 

is within the last thirty years that the Navaho have been faced with 

this growing needssity for change- a change so great for them, that 

we can scarcely comprehend It. Their traditional mode of living- 

simple, carefree, undisturbed by the great pressures of our complex 

civilization, has required changes needing adaptation to an existence 

utterly alien to them. In past years nature provided sufficient 

pasture for their flocks, sufficient arable land for their simple 

farming, the trading posts a market for their products.

To-day the Ravaho find themselves with a population more than three 

times greater than their land can support. Thirty years ago, they 

felt the white man far away, save for those few with whom they traded, 

but to-day they are surrounded by a constantly growing white population 

Navaholand is no longer the far away wild country of the Southwest.

This encroaching pressure is sharply felt, and the Navaho are rising 

to meet it. Thirty years ago, many were reluctant to go to the reser­

vation schoolsj they were shy and diffident about learning the ways 

of our people. To-day, they are clamoring for education and there 

are many more children wanting to go to school than there are schools 

or teachers to fill this demand.

It has been my privilege to know some of the old life, and to ob­

serve much of this transition. It has been intensely interesting,

often heartbreaking, sometimes amusing, and in general filling me with



admiration for these people. Photography is essentially the medium 

to reoord and Interpret such change. There is no pretense here of 

scientific or ethnologic approach, but all factual statements have 

been checked with some of our leading scientists and finally with 

the Navaho People as well. This book is rather the presentation 

of the Navaho people as human beings- what they look like, how they 

live, the things they do. Some of these pictures were made more 

than thrity years ago, most of them during the past fourteen years.

There are many books about the Navaho? books by scientists, eth­

nologists, physicians and psychologists. Many of the authors 

have far greater knowledge of the Navaho than I. My endeavor has 

been to create an image of the people, their life and their country, 

carrying it through important phases. I am well aware of many

gaps, but it is my hope that these pages will stir an understanding 
t/caáa this energetic tribe, and awaken an interest in their imaginativa 

and poetic background.

I have been fortunate indeed in the friends I have made, and the 

co.í-operation I have received from thOerested Navaho People. This, 

therefore, is an interpretation of a wonderful people just as I have 

found them, a people having great pride, dignity and ability and who 

deserve our sincere respect.

Laura Gilpin 
Santa Pe,
New Mexico.

1964.
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SiorU
THK CREATION

To understand the Navaho People, even In email measure, It Is

essential to kno© at least some part of their symbolic ritual. That

they have so rich a tradition comes as a surprise to those unfamiliar

with their background. The Navaho have retained their culture through

centuries without the use of written language, without centers of

education, without a religious head, for there is no such office. It

simply exists in every person, In every family, in every part of their 
Jp<a<5 ®wciS>

land. As the-j^ahs, the chants and the symbolism are myriad, and as

knowledge of these must be handed down by word of mouth or they perish,

Navaho capacity for memory has become very great. There Is always a

medicine man who carries on these beliefs, who conducts the ceremonies, 
SIgiu

who teaches others. The Creation as its title indicates, contains

the roots of this symbolism, and signifies Navaho relation to all of 

nature. Like our Old Testament, the Navaho story contains a flood, 

expulsion from one world to another, and throughout, a strong sug­

gestion of evolution.

Beginning with Dr. Washington Matthews, an Army surgeon stationed at 

Port Wingate in the 1880s, and followed by a number of students and 

ethnologists who gathered their information from many medicine men, 

this myth has been recorded, and though there are variations, the 

basic characters are similar. Prom the myths has come the Blessing 

Way Ceremony- the most sacred to the Navaho People- and also the great 

variety of symbolic uses of plants and animals, birds and insects, 

colors and substances. Pour colors and substances are associated 

with the four directions and the four sacred mountains- white and white 

shell Indicate the Bast; blue and turquoise, the South; yellow and 

coral or abalone, the West;; black and jet the North, Then there is

the sacred number Pour ( or multiples thereof), the four seasons, the



the four directions, the four major colors, the four sacred mountains.

The Navaho believe that the People came from lower worlds, passing 

through four of them ( some say twelve) to emerge into this present 

Fifth World. Early Navaho concept, like that of all races, was that 

the world was flat, that the sky was supported by supernatural beings, 

and that the sun came in the morning and left at night, that the moon 

and stars were hung in the sky to be seen after the sun had departed. 

They believe that the next world is the world of the spirit, and 

beyond that a world where everything merges into the cosmos. Their 

only concern, however, is with this present life in the Fifth World.

The Jtytti tells of life beginning inaa lower world, the First World, 

where it was predestined that the prototypes of living creatures, as 

well as inanimate elements, came into being. Here began the duality 

of life, male and female. There were twelve kinds of people in­

habiting this First World, which was dark, and though they are spoketo 

of as people, they wwve Insects as we know them. There were DARK 

ANTS-RED ANTS- DRAGON FLIES- TSLLOW BEETLES- STONE CARRIER BEETLES*

DUNG BEETLES- HARD BEETLES- BLACK BEETLES- BATS- WHITE FACED BEETLES* 

LOCUSTS- AND WHITE LOCUSTS. There were oceans far off in each direc­

tion, and in each ocean a chief or deity. The people quarreled among 

themselves and the chiefs told them they must go elsewhere.

Entering a hole in the East, the People emerged into the Second 

World. Here they found the Bird People with whom they made friends. 

They sent out their couriers, Locust and White Locust, to explore the 

land, but though,reached the edge of the world, they found only bare 

ground. After a while there was more quarreling, and the Bird People 

told them they must go away.

Once more they flew upwards and finding a cleft In the sky, they 

found their way into the Third World. Again the couriers went out 

to explore and again found bare land except for a great river flawing



to the Bast. This was the female river, and flowing into it was 
8

the male river, thus symbolizing generation. Orashopper People 

lived in the Third World and the People mingled with them asking 

them to join them that they might lève as one tribe. But once again 

there was quarreling, and once more they were expelled. They flew 

upward in wide circles but found the sky hard and smooth. As they 

searched for an exit, a red head emerged from the sky. It was the 

Red Wind who told them to fly to the West. Here they found a spiral 

passage made by the Wind, and flying up through it they reached the 

Fourth World. Pour Grasshopper People went with them one white, one 

blue, one yellow, and one black, and to this day the People have 

grasshoppers of these colors.

When the Beopie entered the Fourth World, They saw four great snow 

covered mountains on the far horizon of each direction. Once again 

the couriers went out to explore. To the Bast they found no sigh of 

life, to the South they saw tracks of the deer and the turkey, and 

to the West again no sign of life. But when they returned from the 

Worth, the couriers told of finding a race of strange men who cut 

their hair square in front, and who lived in houses on the ground, 

and who cultivated fields. The following day, two of these strangers- 

the Klls'aanl ( the Pueblo People) came to the exiles* camp and later 

guided them to water. The w ter was red and the Kils'aanl told the 

People that they must not cross the river on foot or their feet would 

be Injured. The Kils’aanl showed the People a square raft made of 

logs- a white pine, a blue spruce, a yellow pine, and a black spruce.

So the People crossed the river to visit the homes of these friends who 

gave them corn pumpkins to eat. This land had neither rain nor

snow and the crops were raised by irrigation,



Late In the autumn the People heard the sound of a distant voice 

calling. It came from the East. Three times more they heard the 

voice, each time nearer than before. At last four mysterious beings 

appeared. They were White Body, Blue Body, Yellow Body and Black 

Body. These beings made signs to the people but did not speak, and 

after they had gone the People wondered what these signs meant.

Three tlpes the gods visited them but still aid not talk. On the 

fourth day Black Body stayed Mhtndthe others had gone and spoke to 

the People in their own language. “You do not understand the signs 

the gods make to you. I will tell you what they mean. Thye wish

tojnake more people, but they want the formesof these people to be 

like themselves. You have bodies like theirs, but you have the teeth, 

t e feet and the claws of Insects. The new people will have hands 

and feet like ours. Have yourselves well cleansed when we return 

which will be In twelve days."

On the morning of the twelfth day, the People washed themselves 

thoroughly, the women drying themselves with yellow corn meal, the 

men with white corn meal. Soon they heard the call of the gods 

shouted four times, each time nearer than before, and after the fourth 

call, the gods appeared. Blue Body and Black Body each carried a 

sacred buckskin. White Body carried two ears of com, one white and 

one yellow, each perfect wc-th grains to the tip. One buskskin was 

laid on the ground with the head to the West. On it they placed the 

two ears of corn with the tips to the East. Under the white ear they 

put the feather from the white eagle, and under the yellow ear, a 

feather from the yellow eagle. Over all they spread the other buck­

skin.

The gods told the People to stand away to allow the Wind to enter.

The White Wind blew from the East and the Yellow Wind from the West



©aid- that the women thought they could get along without the men. “Let 

its leave them* he said, “and see of they can till the fields and hunt game, 

and let us take the Klls'aanl with us”. So Sfcey crossed the river on the 

raft taking with them the things they had made. The Klls'aanl went too# 

but they took their wlfes with them.

The first year all went well# the women had plenty of food# and they 

sang and had a merry time. As the men had to start new fields# they did 

not have so much to eat. The second year the women did not do so well# 

while the men increased their fields and crops. In the third year# the 

women did Itill less well# and the men better sjlllrj In the fourth 

year the women had little to eat and the men much more than they needed.

And First Man began to think about what he had done and that the race 

might perish. He sent a man to the bank of the river who called to 

First Woman asking her If she still thought she could live alone. She 

answer came back that the women could not live without their husbands.

So amidst great rejoicing# the women were brought across the river on the 

raft. It was soon discovered that three were missing# a woman and her 

two daughters. After nightfall the voices of the missing ones were 

heard begging to be ferried across# but they were told to wait until 

morning. The mother could not wait and swam across# but the daughters 

disappeared. For three days and nigh s the People heard nothing of the 

missing ones.

On the morning of the fourth day the call of the gods was heard, and 

after the fourth call White Body appeared holding up two fingers and 

pointing to the river. White Body went away but soon returned with 

Blue Body# each carrying a owl# one white and one blue. They put the 

bowls on the water spinning them as they did so# and the water parted 

beneath the bowls giving entrance to a house with four rooms# one in 

each direction. The mother and her husband entered the house# Coyote 

following them# andTfifcndfdng the first three empty# they entered the



fourth room to the north. Here they saw Hater Monster, with two of his 

children, and sitting beside him were their own two daughters. The man 

and woman demanded their daughters,and, as Hater Monster said nothing, 

they took them and went away. While no one was looking, Coyote slyly 

stole the children of the Water Monster, hiding them under his robe. No 

one noticed this as Coyote always wore his robe folded around himself.

The next day the People were surprised to see all sorts of game running 

past them, going from East to West. This went on for three days, and 

on the nomlng of the fourth day They say a strange gleam after the white 

light rose in the East. They sent the Locust Couriers to see what it 

was. They returned to say that there was a vast flood approaching from 

the Bast. The People and the K is'aanl assembled, bemoaning their fate 

and knew not waht to do. They climbed a hill to hold a council. Then 

they saw two men drawing near, one was old and had grey hair, the othefc 

young. They passed right through the crowd without speaking and sat 

down on top of the hill, the young man in front, the old man behind him, 

and Locust behind them both, and they all turned and faced the East.

The old man took seven bags from his robe telling the People that he had 

bits of earth from the Seven Sacred Mountains. The People asked him if 

he could help them, and he replied that perhaps his son could, but the 

People must face the West for they must not see him at his work.

Soon the People were called and they saw the sacred earth spread out 

on the ground. Planted in it were four reeds with four Joints, and as 

they watched, the roots spread out going into the earth, and the roods 

jointd into one, growing rapidly, and in the Eastern side of the big 

reed was a great hole* The young man told the People to enters and 

when they were all in, the hole closed behind them and they heard the 

splashing of the waters as the floftd came near. Turkey was the last to

enter the reed and his tail got wet with the foam from the flood, and



that is why Turkey has white tips to his tail feathers.

The People climbed inside the read and soon it began to sway, but 

Black Body blew a great breath through the top of the reed and a black 

cloud formed around the top holding it steady. As the People climbed, 

the reed grew higher and agtln it began to sway. Black Body took a 

plume from his headband and stuck it through the top of the reed, 

fastening it to the sky. And that is why the rred now always carries 

a plume. The People sent Locust up to find a hole in the sky, and 

finding a small opening into the upper world, heo the upper world, coming 

out on a island in the middle of a lake. But the hole was too small 

for the People to get through, so they sent Badger to dig it out. When 

Badger returned his legs were all covered with mud and that is why the 

legs of badgers have been black ever since.

Then First Man and First Woroa n led the way and they all emerged to the 

surface of this, the Fifth World. On the fourth day, someone looked 

down through the hole and saw the water rushing up. First Man called a 

council and pointing to Coyote, said that there was something wrong about 

Coyote for he never took off his robe. So the People searched Coyote 

and two strange objects fell to the ground. These were the children of 

the Water Monster whom Coyote had stolen from under the river. The People 

threw the children into the hole and at once the water subsided.

On the fifth night one of the hermaphrodite twins stopped breathing 

and they all wondered what had become of her breath? they hunted for it 

everywhere. While the People were hunting for the lost breath, two men 

looked down the hole of emergence, and there they saw the hermaphrodite 

sitting on a rock combing her hair. They told the People what they had 

seen, but on the fourth day both men died, and ever since the People have 

feared to look upon the dead.

Bow the Kils'aanll were camped some little dinstance from the pthers,



and one of the People found that they had brought an ear of corn with t em 

from the lower world. Sone wanted to take this away from the Kiis'aanll, 
others said that that would be wrong, but some young men went to demand 

the corn and angry words followed. But the friendly Klls'aanil offered 
to break the ear in two and give the People their choice of the pieces.
While the young men were considering whcih piece to take, Coyote grabbed 
the tip arid ran away with it, leaving the butt end for the Klls'aanil, and 
that is why the Pueblo People have always had better corn thati the Navaho. 
After the angry words, the Klls'aanil moved away from the People, which 
is why they and the Navaho live apart to-day.

Then First Man and First Woman, Black Body and Blue Body, built thven 

sacred mountains with the earth brought from the lower world. And the 
four great Mountains were SISNAAJINI to the East, TSOODZIL to the South, 
OOK'OOSLIID to the West, and BIBENTSAA TO the North. Within these bounda­
ries were the three lesser mountains, CH'OOL’II, DZIL NA'OODILII, AN® 

NAATSIS'AAN. These are still the Sacred Mountains of the Bineh, the Navaho 
People.

But times were bad and there were many Enemy Monsters who killed and 

ate people. One day First Man was standing in DZIL NA'OODILII, and 

looking to the East he saw a rain cloud resting on CH'OOL'X'I. Each day 
it enveloped the mountain more and more, and on the fourht day it com­
pletely covered it. He told First Woman that something unusual was hap­
pening, and set forth to see what it was, singing a Blessing Song as he went

When First Man reached CH'OOL'I'I, he heard a baby cry; it was lying 
with its head to ard the West. It's cradle was made of two short rainbows} 
over the baby's chest and feet lay the red beams of the rising sjm. Arched 
over its face was another short rainbow. Foot blankets covered the baby; 
one black, one blue, one yellow, and the fourth was a white cloud. Along 

both sides were rows of loops made of lightening, and through these, sun­
beams were laced back and forth. First Man did not know what to do with

the fastenings, so he took the



baby back to DZIL NA’OODILII to First Woman, telling her where he had 
¡found the baby in the rain and darkness. Soon they heard the call of 
Talking God, and then the call of House God, as they came. Talking God 
clapped his hands over his mouth saying that something important had 
happened, for the baby was what the Holy People had been wishing fori 
Talking God placed the cradle on the ground and with one pull of the 
strings, the lacings came free.

’’This is my daughter” First Homan said, and First Man said the samei 
Days passed which were the same as years, and when two days passed, the 
baby sat up, and in four days she walked* Then she was dressed in 

white shell. On the tenth day she was named WHITE SHELL HOMAN (she 
was also called CHANGING WOMAN), and thus she was brought by the Holy 
People to become, perhaps, the most pre-eminent of the supernatural 
beings, for she symbolizes fertility, and re-generation, and bringing 
hll green things to life year after year.

This is a part of the Creation -Myth-4 of the Dineh-the Navaho People.' 
THE SACKED MOUNTAINS

SZSNAAJINI

TSOODZIL
DOKO’OOSLIID
DIBENTSAA

THE

Mount Blanca, San Luis Valley, Colorado 

Mount Taylor, north Co Laguna, New Mexico 
The San Francisco Peaks, near Flagstaff, Arizona 
Mount Hesperus, La Platta Mountains, Colorado

THREE LESSEE SACKED MOUNTAINS
CH’OOL’I’I Gobernador Knob. In Old Navaholand of the reservoir
DZIL NA'OODILII Huerfano Mesa, south of Farmington, New Mexico 
NAATSIS’AAN Navaho Mountain, southeastern Utah.



Just below the junction of the San Juan and the Pine livers in 

north central New Mexico, where the new Navaho Dam is now creating

a large reservoir, there was a meadow on the eastern side of the

San Juan. Along one side of the meadow was a cliff of reddish

sandstoam, and etched into this facade was a series of petroglyphs

chipped out of the rock with obsldeon tools centuries ago. Here

were the remnants of petroglyphs of the Twin Hero Gods( Twin War Gods),

sons of Changing Woman and the Sun, who slew the monsters on this

earth that the Dlneh might safely live here. On this sheer slab 
U»v4u.

of rockal\o was another petroglyph of Changing Woman Herself- she 
x ' A ■

who symbolizes the continuance of life- who renews growth, who 

benifits all living things. In one hand she holds an ear of corn,

In the other gvutvk-kA A/u.

The story relates how a ray of light form the sun passed through 

drops of water from a water fall, impregnating Changing Woman.

When twins were born, one was named Monster Slayer, the other Chlld- 

of-the-Water. ¿This is possibly the only image r»f thin sacred-JSavaho 

Piety, for she is never depicted in any Hand painting, or ln anv-^wgy.

Now she nnd hnr Hceol—eons are submerged beneath the waters of the

reservoir, but surely the Spirit of Changing Woman will bless this

waiter as it goes forth onto the dry and barren land, fulfilling Her

mission of revewlng life, and bringing new crops and a richer life 
/to mahy of the Dlneh«



MAIZ1

The domestication and hybridization of maize, or corn, has been per­

haps the most important achievement of the American Indian, giving the 

Western Hemisphere its most stable food. For many years scientists 

have searched for the true ancestor of corn such as was found in the 

Americas at the time of the arrival of the first European explorers.

A good many years ago, scientists found two wild grasses related to corn, 

but not true corn itself. Recently the great antiquity of corn was 

proved with the finding of corn pollen In drilled cores taken from 

strata at the bottom of the lake site on which Mexico City now stands.

These pollen grains are estimated to be 80,000, years old.

Following this discovery a systematic search has been under way since 

i960 headed by Dr. Richard MacNelsh of Canada# and his associates.

Some previous findings in New Mexico and northern Mexico had produced 

corncobs which, when tseted by the remarkable carbon 14 method of dating 

substances, were approximately five thousand years old. Now, after 

four years of excavation and research, cave sites in the valley of Mexico 

Tehuacan, south of Mexico City, have yielded the final evidence of the 

true corn plant and the proof of its domestication and hybridization.

In these caves beneath twenty eight layers of human occupation, corncobs 

from the true wild plant were found dating back to 5000B.C. Each era 

of occupation left its evidence, and in later levels dating about 40003.C., 

cobs from early domesticated corn were found; then an early hybrid variety 

dating 3000 B.C.; and finally cobs from modern corn, such as thhfct found

Eugurpw&ng fttaAeghjrwEngopOaiiB, dating 1000 B.C.

Dr. MacNelsh's team which included archaeologists, botanists, and 

scientists of other related subjects, have found that this hybridization 

was achieved with the use of the wild corn plant Itself and the two re­

lated wild grases, the Teosinte and Tripsacum, thus producing the early 

* Scientific American, November 1964.



and here the ancient Navaho came to hunt, seeing always their sacred 

mountain before them. So the West, over the continental divide, the 

new Navaho Dam has now been completed at the confluence of the San 

Juan and Pine Rivers. Just above the dam site during the field 

seasons of 1959,1960, and 1961, the salvage archaeology project of 

the Museum of New Mexico uncovered more comprehensive data of the 

early whereabouts of the Navaho and their Apache cousins. These 

sites, farther north than excavations made some years ago by other 

archaeologists, have extended the area known as Old Navaholand.

These recent unearthing have revealed simple, crude hogans {Navaho 

houses) dating from about the middle of the sixteenth century, This 

date, so much later than all other sources of Indian life in this 

region, seems to indicate that the Navaho may well have been the 

last migration to reach the Southwest. ¿hence and how they came 
has yet to be determlnddd.

The Spaftlsh Colonists who came to New Mexico in 1598 came in con» 

tact with many Indian Groups. During the years that followed, they 

wrote often of the Apaches, usually designating which Apache group, 

for there must have been several at that time all speaking the 

Athabaskan language. In the chronicle of Fray Geronimo de Zarate 

Salmeron written in 1626, he speaks of the “Apaches de Nabahu* ( or 

Nabajo), as being farmers who lived in this old Navaholand area.

Just when the Navaho as a group split from their Apache cousins is 

a matter of conjecture. They doubtless learned the rudiments of 

agriculture from Pueblo People with whom they must have come in con» 

tact, for all the archaeologists who have worked in this area found 

remnants of corn, squash and bean seed in their excavations.

Thinking always of the Navaho, where they came from and how they



traveled, we could see from the air that the distance from Old 

Havaholand to Slsnaajini in not great, and though there are 

mountains in between, there are passes through which travelers can 

find a way. ¡ecause of its severance by a wide low pass, si annajiwi 

apears a mountain by itself and is a natural landmark—Slsnaajini, 

Havaho Saered Mountain of the East.



Following plans for a longer flight to photograph the sacred 

mountains of the South, West, and Worth, we left Santa fe shortly 

after daylight on an early spring morning. We headed west toward 

the low end of the Jemez Range beyond which stretches the expanse of 

the Navaho Reservation. Crossing the Rio Grande, we saw below us 

on the river’s western bank, the skeleton ruin of the once great 

Pueblo of the Tiguex Indians, who, in 1540, gave a friendly welcome 

to Coronado and his entourage. In a matter of minutes, seconds 

really, we could see on our right the living Pueblos of Santa Ana 

and Tala, sun baked on the adobe banks of the Jemez River near its 

junction with the Rio Grande. As we crossed a low, hilly divide at 

the southern tip of the Jemez, a vast expanse of semi-desert came 

into view, broken here and there by plnon covered buttes, while 

stark forms of volcanic cones rose above the terrain. To the north 

of us lay Old Navaholand, dimly seen on the horizon, extending to 

the border of New Mexico and Colorado and a little beyond.

As we flew over this orid land, leaving the Jemez Mountains behind 

us, Tsoodzll, Navaho sacred mountain of the south, rose in tiered 

mesas to its eleven thousand foot snow tipped summit. We circled 

several times seeking the proper foreground for this picture, finding 

such different country from the empty areas of the San Luis Valley. 

Thick clusters of cedar and plnon trees, broken by parklike openings, 

and rugged prominences built up to the mountain peak. We saw isolated 

hogans, sometimes three or four in a group representing a family unit, 

with sheep corrals and flocks grazing nearby. There was an oc­

casional horseman, a car, a truck or two—so few signs of life in 

this big empty-looking land. It seemed hard to believe that



Ahead of us, sun drenched and glowing red, we could see Monument 

Valley as the timbered plateau dropped beneath us to meet the western 

desert. The beauty of the monoliths was startling from the air, so 

different from the ground aspect where one looks up at them into a 

contrasting blue sky. After circling the Valley, we continued our 

western direction and in the span of a quarter of an hour were over the 

southern end of another timbered plateau which extends south from Utah 

into Arizona. Tsegé Canyon emerged beneath us, and following a tributary 

we saw suddenly the Cliff Dwelling of Beta-ta-kin, most beautiful of all 

the thirteenth century ruins of the Southwest. The gracefully arched 

cave with its sheer clefts of rick at one end, protects the buildings 

from storm and wind. Rich green foliage nestles close to the spring 

these early inhabitants were fortunate enough to have at their doorsteps. 

So completely to the buildings blend init the rose colored rock of the 

high cave, that the shadowed rectangular doorways are all that make the 

cliff dwelling visible. This ruin and others not far away, now com» 

prise the Navaho National Monument.

Cutting across the western edge of Black Mountain, we turned south­

ward over an expanse of yellow sand as yet another desert extends to 

the Grand Canyon, the western boundayy of the reservation, A short 

flying time brought us opposite Doko'oosliid, and we saw the little 

Colorado River marking a diagonal course In our foreground as it con­

tributes its small share to its mighty brother, the Colorado.

Once more we saw a high landmard—Doko'oosliid, Navaho sacred

mountain of the Nest,



We turned southeast» leaving the western boundry behind us» and 

as we crossed Hopi land, that island reservation surrounded b> the 

Navaho, we looked down on the rooky mesa towns of this sturdy Pueblo 

tribe. We landed at Winslow, Arizona for a midday meal and a needed 

rest*
Later in the afternoon we took off onoe more, heading home to 

Santa Pe, more than three hundred mills away. During the morning 

we had flown at a low elevation, about one thousand feet or less, 

giving me a closer and more detailed vision of the land. Now, with 

bumpy air rising from the warm ground, we climbed to about three 

thousand feet, and to my amazement we could see all the oountry we 

had crossed on the morning’s flight. We flew over the painted 

desert, saw the petrified forest, and far to the south, the long 

valley traversed by Coronado as he came from Mexico seeking the Seven 

Cities of Cibola, bringing with him many horses and five thousand sheep.

To the north we could see the plnon oovered meaasthrough which 

Canyons de Chelly and del Muerto eroded their way into the Chinle Wash. 

It was from the north rim of del Muerto that a small company of 

Spanish soldiers, sent out from Santa Pe to retaliate against Navaho 

raiders, bonrtg^ed a cave the Canyon wall, killing most
Inhabitants, its anas. This was in 1804, the time

of the Louisiana Purchase, when New Mexico and Arizona were under

the rule of Spain, and Thomas Jef erson wondered about this far western 
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land. -The Spanish sent many expeditions against the Navaho, trying 
A

to stop the depredations of Spanish towns and Pueblo villages along 

the filo Grande. They bargained and they bribed, but like the ebb 

and flow of ocean tide, the raids continued,, though there were intervals 

of peaceful persuits and welcomed exchange of goods.



Following Mexican independence in 1821, the Government in Santa Fe, 
now directed from Mexico City, was struggling weakly to assert Itself.
Navaho raids increased in nember and in strength. Twenty five years 
later, after our war with Mexico, both Navaho and Apache depredations 
were at their height. The Southwest now became part of the United 
States , and new expeditions left Santa Fe for Navaholand. The Navaho 
had no comprehension of such political and governmental changes. This 
was all a very wild, rough country then, the distances were very great 
for horse or foot travel, and water sources far apart. So in 1851 the 
United States Army established Fort Defiance as a first base of operations^''' 
As we approached the Arizona-New Mexico line, I could see the large 
grove of trees, some of them planted long ago, and now obscuring the 
Fort from the air, submerging it in a pool of shade. Close by, amid 
a cluster of wind-worn sandstone, was Window Rock, the present s|Mr, 

of Navaho Government.
Watching the passing landscape, the procession of Navaho historic 

events filled my mind as I thought of all that had happened to these 
people since they came under the rule of Washington, one hundred and 
nineteen years ago. The early efforts of such a small segment of the 
American Army proved fruitless in its effort to quell the Navaho raids, 
for in this ¡rugged country it was no match for the Navaho, so skilled 
in guerilla warefare. In 1863 the Army commissioned the famous scout. 
Colonel Christopher (Kit) Carson, to bring the Navaho to terms.
Through a scorched earth policy, he destroyed crops, killed or captured 
livestock, finally fcwAndtag up most of the starving people.

Then the commanding General decided to move the Navaho to a new 
environment- to Fort Sumner, more than three hundred miles away in 
eastern New Mexico on the Pecos River, and the captured Navaho were
forced to march to Bosque Redondo, as they called it It was the



first time they had ever been conquered—they were being sent into

exile. The year 1864 became a tragic milestone in Savaho history*

Our plane approaoehed Gallup, New Mexloo, and as I looked north

across the reservation, I could see Shiprock standing above the desert,

more shiplike than ever from this height and distance. And beyond,

rising above the great promontories and canyons of Mesa Verde, 
z

glistening on the far horizon, were the snowy summits of Dlbentsaa- 

Kavaho sacred mountain of the North.



For many miles east of Gallup, as we continued our journey, we flew 

directly over the route of the exile march, the Long Walk, as the Navaho 

call it. Looking down, one could visualise the straggling line of 

slowly moving, destitute people. It was in early March of 1864 that 

the Long Walk began. The People were moved in groups, some twenty four 

hundred in the first , others following during the spring until a total 

of some eighty five hundred Navaho had made the long march. Only the 

very old and the very young were permitted to ride In the few wagons 

they still possessed. They had nothing left, only a few horses, some 

sheep and goats,» that was. all.

Those four years of exile were tragic years Indeed. Lack of under«

standing, lack of supplies, lack of communication were the cause of

much hardship and suffering. The exile bagan near the close of the

Civil War. The Government in Washington had little thought for one

small group of captured Indians so far away. The wonder is that 
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Congress appropriated #100,00$. for KhwAfeo rehabilitation. The money 

was entrusted to two individuals who were to proceed to Independence, 

Missouri, there to purchase the necessary supplies. These were the 

days of the Santa Fe Trail where long, heavily laden wagon trains labored 

across nine hundred miles of prairie. Of the original appropriation 

less than a third ever reached its destination.

Yet the Navaho were willing enough to do what they could to better 

their condition. They learned to make adobe bricks, some became black» 

smiths, they did their best to farm under most adverse conditions of 

Irought, wind, insect Infestations, and illness among themselves. An 

epidemic of small pox struck end many died, reducing their number to a 

little over six thousand; many were Ill from undernourishment; all were 

desperately homesick. Finally, on hearing of a plan to move them to

Oklahoma, several Navaho Chiefs agreed to go to Washington to plead for



permission to return to their own land.

One can Imagine the revelation such a trip must have been to these 

men; the long horseback ride to Independence, the first sight of a rail« 

rlad train, and the long trip to Washington, the realisation for the 

first time of the great size of the United States; the arrival In the 

capltol city and a meeting with President Andrew Johnson. Shortly 

after their return to Port Sumner, General Sherman was sent out to draw 

up a treaty In which the Navaho Promised to stop their raids, a promise 

quite falthfuly kept, with a few minor exceptions. In return, the 

Government of the United States promised to give them a new start by 

supplying tools, seed, and three sheep per family; also one teacher for 

every thirty children. In one hundred years this last part of the 

treaty Is only now being fulfilled.

So the humbled Navaho, In the fall of 1868, returned to their mesas 

and canyons, their deserts and mountains, to begin life anew. But 

more hardships were yet to be endured, for in spite of efforts by Major 

Dodd, the first civil agent, the promised supplies and sheep did not 

arrive. That first winter was grim Indeed. The Navaho ate what they 

could find on the land, pinon nuts, roots, other small edible plants, 

and some game. The promised sheep did not arrive until the fall of 

1869. Then the People felt a new surge of hope as they began to till 

new fields, to start new flocks, to build new hogans, and to live the 

free life which was the very essence of their being.

As the memory of all this history flashed through my mind, we were

flying rapidly home to Santa Fe, as the long shadows of late afternoon

reached across the mountains. It seemed incredible that in the course

of a few hours, I could have seen so closely and so clearly practically 
twenty

the entire five thousand square miles of Navaho domain, and looked down A
on areas where so much history had taken place. It gave me new Insight
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PART I B.
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THE DISEH

Space-sky-dlgtance unlimited) oanyons-deserts-rocks, majestic In 

their contour and hugeness) color-land forms, beautiful beyond bellef- 

these are the elements of this magnificent land. Moving about In 

loneliness, though never lonely, in dignity and happiness, with song 

In their hearts and on their lips, in harmony with the great forces 

of nature, are the DINEH- People of the earth.

Two sallet qualities of these people are dignity and happiness.

Both spring from their vital traditional faith, faith in nature,faith 

in themselves as a part of nature, faith in their place in the universe) 

deep-rooted faith, born of their oriental origin, moulded and 

strengthened by the land in which they live. There is fine quality 

in the Navaho People) their quiet direct manner, their action, their 

manual dexterity and skill. They bring to their everyday living, 

dignity, vitality, realism, acceptance of things as they are. Con­

forming to the pattern of their tradition, they are none the less 

individualists. They have character, they have the ordinary run of 

human weaknesses, they have humor and a sense of fun, they have their 

own code of honor. They are tenacious. They are practical to a 

high degree, they are peotlcal. They are capable of long hours of 

work, and are capable equally of inactivity. There are many good 

Navaho People, and some bad, dependable and some undependable, strong 

and some weak. Their powers of observation are photographic. They 

are immeasurably adaptable. They can be shrewd, they can be Inscrutable, 

they are highly intuitive. Among themselves they are a gentle people. 

Through all runs a Vein of kindliness, of Inherent good manners and 

some special quality for which it is difficult to find the right word.



Perhaps intergrated personality is the attribute, for there is a 

"one-ness" about these people. Simply and quietly they abide their 

tradition.

All this is what they have been and many still are to-day. But 

as theyacquire more of our way of life, as they participate in our 

education ( and many are doing so at remarkable speed), will they 

retain the fine qualities of their inheritance? They are now taking 

from our civilization what they wish of it and using it as a part of 

their own. Some are finding themselves against a wall of frustration 

and have not yet found a way around it. Barred at first by language, 

many have now acqlred a high degree of our education and are in- 

telegent, capable people Judged by the highest standards. The hope 

of their future lies in their unique adaptability and their desire 

and quickness to learn. It is my belief that the Navaho People as 

a while will retain their place in our American Democracy «nd that 

many will carry forward that place with destinction.



But generalities are not enough} one must know the individuals.

My first acquaintances were made when I visited Elizabeth Porster 

not long after she assumed her duties as a field nurse. She was 

stationed at Red Rock, Arizona, Just over the line from New Mexico, 

some thirty miles west of the community of Shiprock. Here she had 

an apartment in an abandoned missionary hospital, with a clinic room 

in the basement where she kept the tools of her trade. Here,the

doctor from the government hospital in Shiprock came weekly to see 

patients who had been assembled for his visit by the nurse. There 

the usual run of minor ailments, sore threats, slight injuries, the 

ever present Impetigo among small children, various dietary ailments, 

and often illnesses of a more serious nature, were examined. Treat­

ments were prescribed for the nurse to administer, necessitating 

visits to feogans within the radius of her field work. It was my 

good fortune to accompany Betsy on some of her rounds, giving me an 

opportunity to observe her many patients under the conditions of their 

every day lives.

Often we went to the trading post nearby, where we met many more 

Navaho People, and soon I learned how to overcome a natural shyness 

or antipathy to photographs. In those days of the 1930s I was using 

a large view camera and I was able to Interest the people both in the 

instrument and the results, for they always wanted copies of the pictures 

I made. It was not long until the people of the Red Rock area were 

used to seeing me around and I was accepted as the nurse's friend.

Some of these early pictures are in this book, the frontispiece, the 

first eight or ten portraits, the summer hogan, and others.

Gradually I was learning the customs of the Navaho and some of the

simple things one must or must not do, such as always shake hands, but



but it is unfriendly not to take off your glove? when offering a 

cigarette, never point it at a person, hold it upright, or sideways. 

There are good omens as well as bad, and the white man is usually ex­

cused for not knowing these customs, but better relationships may be 

had if the stranger takes the trouble to learn Navaho ways. Good 

manners and simple courtesy are very much a part of Navaho life, and 

there is always a right way and a wrong way to do everything. This is 

why Navaho People deliberate before every act, before every spoken 

word. This patient deliberation is often misjudged by white people. 

The Navaho is not slow, he is taking time in deciding waht is the right 

thing to do or say. Once this decision is reached it is inconsistent 

for a Navaho to change his mind.

When Betsy was at Red Rock she had an interpreter as there were 

many in her region who spoke no English. This young man, Timothy by 

name, lived in a small hogan near the trading post with his wife and 

two small boys. Timothy drove Betsy's car for her, translated both 

Questions and answers, and soon considered himself her assistant. 

Betsy's human understanding of the People and their needs, quickly 

won her many friends, and her obvious interest in their lives and 

beliefs were appreciated greatly. That she did not oppose the 

medicine man, came as a surprise to many and it was not long until one 

medicine man of the region came to her occasionally for help. He 

indicated this by placing his two forefingers together, indicating 

that they would work side by side.

Timothy constantly brought all the news of the areg., and one of 

the great surprises to both of us was to learn how rapidly news could 

travel. I recall one day as we were driving along a little used road 

when Timothy said suddenly "I think 'Mr. Jones' has been to Red Rock 

today." When I asked how he knew, he answered " I see the





track of his left rear tire." Timothy soon heoame my friend also 

and would say "I know where there is a silversmith you would like 

to make a picture of". So off we would go to find someone I did 

indeed want to photograph. His Judgement was unerring and I 

seldom failed to follow his lead.

One trip of Betsy's which I recall, was to a distant mesa where 

a teenage boy was very ill. She and Timothy had to climb some 

distance to the hogan, leaving the car at the foot of the mesa.

After examining the boy, taking his temperature, and hearing what 

his parents had to tell her, she felt sure that this was a ruptured 

appendix. She persuaded the boy, and his parents, to let her take 

him to,the hospital at once. Placing him carefully on a blanket 

which she used in lieu of a stretcher, she got four men each holding 

a corner of the blanket, to carry the boy down to the oar. Then 

with very careful driving took him more than thirty miles to the 

hospital. The doctor found that it was Indeed a ruptured appendix 

and operated immediately. Through Betsy's good Judgement and skill, 

this boy's life was saved.

At the time of one of my periodic visits, Betsy had a patient, a

small child who had fallen into the hot coals in the open fire in 
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the center of her mother's hogan. The burns were bad, and Betsy 
A

went daily to dress them. The day I accompanied her, I fouM the 

lovely mother seated at her loom on the far side of the hogan. As 

there was a blanket over the door, the only light within was from 

the smoke hole in the center of the roof. The beautiful overhead 

light accented the oriental quality of this woman as she sat patiently 

while Betsy attended to the child's hands and I hoped to captut* 

the picture I saw.



Not long after Betsy’s arrival at Red Rock, there was a "sing” 

going on some little distance away. This she learned was a curing 

ceremony for a sick Navaho. One of the singers came to her clinic 

room asking for cough medicine. His name-incredibly- was KILLED- 

A-WHITE-MAS. He came several times during the ceremony. She ran

out of oough medicine and when next in Shiprock, asked the doctor 

for more, but he told her she must use it more sparingly. The next 

time KILIED-A-WHITE-MAN came she told him, through Timothy, that she 

was sorry but she didn’t have any more. He left without a work. The 

next time he came she still didn’t have any. He didn't like it very 

well, but again left without comment. The third time he said to 

Timothy M You ask her why she doesnt have the things a nurse is sup­

posed to have?* Betsy got behind a chair, and pretending to tremble 

and shake, said to Timothy *Ask him if he ever killed a white woman?* 

This sent the old man into a peal of laughter and from then on was 

one of her good friends. She found out later that he really had 

killed a white man long ago. He had been out hunting and failed to 

find any game. He did find a white prospector in camp cooking his 

supper of which he had plenty but of which he refuse to share. He 

also had some wine which again he refused to offer. So KILLED-A- 

WHITE-MAH earned his name.

One winter when I wa at Red Rock, it was necessary to take an ill 

old man to the hospital. The snow was deep and it was very cold.

It took us three hours to reach Shiprock. As we were preparing to 

return, a Red Rock boy appeared having followed us in. Just after we 

had left, word came that Hosteen Nez’s wife had been in labor for five 

days and needed help. Betsy and the doctor left at once, Timothy and 

I following in her car. About five miles before reaching Red Rock, 

the doctor left the main road to drive several more miles to this hogan



The snow and drifts were very deep and they repeatedly had to dig 
themselves out. When they finally arrived it was after dark. They 
found the woman as described, surrounded by an asswmhly of neighbors 

who hoped to help. There was no light hut that of the fire in the 

center of the hogan. After dismissing the onlookers, nurse and 

doctor Improvised an operating table out of two orange crates, then 
extinguished the fire so that ether could be safely used« With 
only a two battery flash light for illumination, the Interpreter had 

to direct the light first to the nurse administering the ether, and 
then to the doctor, who by use of Instruments, deliverdd a live baby. 

This orlsls was over- that is except for more struggles to get home 
through the snow.

As individuals became better known to Betsy, and through her to me, 
their respective characters stood out. There was a little old woman 

whose only name was THE UTE WOMAN who used to come to breakfast every 

Sunday morning. She really was a Utej she had been stolen by a Navaho 

family in her infancy, growing up a Navaho, knowing nothing of the 
Ute People.

Every Navaho has a ceremonial name, seldom if ever known to out­

siders. But the descriptive nick-names they were generally known by 
always fascinated us. There was HARD BELLY, SORE HAND, BUSHY HEAD, 
YELLOW MEXICAN., CALICO PANTS, and many more. One day we realized 
how many descriptive names there are among our own people such as 

WHITEHEAD, SHOEMAKER, WHEELWRIGHT, YOUNGHUNTER, LONGSTREET, to name 
a few.

Betsy has a wonderful capacity for joking with a perfectly straight 

face. The Navaho sensed this and delighted in it. There was a 
Navaho named John Billy whom she had met when she first went to Red 

Rock to see what this nursing position would mean. She did not see



him again for more than a year. One day he came to her clinic and 

she was dismayed to find him with a bad exoptholmic goitre condition.

He was willing to go to the hospital where he was operated on with a 

local anesthetic. In a very short while he was sent back to Red Rock, 

arriving In the early evening. Betsy fixed him up for the night In 

her clinic room. Several Navaho in the Immediate vicinity came to 

see him and all evening Shfesy could hear voices from the basement as 

John Billy told about his operation. As It was Impossible to drive 

him home through the deep snow, she urged him to borrow a horse to ride 

the eighteen miles to his hogan. She explained that he must not Aver 

exert himself and she hoped he would tmke two days stopping at some 

frlendls hogan on the way. In the morning when she called him for 

some breakfast, he had already gone, and, as she later found out, had 

walked the whole distance through the snow in one day.

Off and on all winter she heard tales that John Billy was sick, 

but he did not come in, nor could she reach him, but as soon as It 

was possible to get the car through, she did go. Thinking that he 

should see the doctor for a check up, she urged him to let her take him 

in to the hospital. But he said "No." Finally after much conversation 

and with a straight face Betsy said "John Billy, I am going to take 

you to the doctor even if I have to rope you.” His wife, who spoke no 

Englslh, asked him what the nurse has said. There were some whispered 

words, then he said "All right, I go." "When" asked the nurse, "How.” 

answered John Billy. They bothmwent into the hogan, emerging in a few 

minutes as Mrs. John Billy led her husband by a rope which she handed 

to Betsy with great merriment. Later, he used to come to Betsy’s 

apartment asking her to write some letters for him which she, of-course, 

was pleased to do. One day Timothy said "Miss Forster, why do you 

write John Billy’s letters? Dont you know he Is a Carlisle graduate?" 

Betsy decided that John Billy had the last laugh.



One day we drofre out to Hard Belly's hogan where the old man

was suffering from a heart condition. The doctor having prescribed

digitalis, Betsy was to Instruct the old man's wife how to measure

the proper dose. As we entered the hogan we found Hard Belly lying

on his pallet, his wife and family sitting about him. Betsy proceeded 
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with her mission while I wondered if I.ahnTrid- ask to make a picture.

To my surprise they seemed pleased that I wanted to which was one 

more evidence of their confidence In their nurse.

Thirty years later we found ourselves again In this vicinity,

Me came to a group of hogans and sitting in a summer shelter near by, 

we e three older women. After shaking hands and finding that no 

one spoke English, I returned to the car to get Betsy, feeling sure 

that she would find someone she had known long ago. No one re** 

cognized her, nor she any of them, so by way of conversation I pro« 

duced my portfolio. When we came to the picture made in Hard Belly's 

hogan In 1932, excitement spread amid a rapid flow of Navaho. I 

pointed to the nurse in the plcturem, then to Betsy standing beside 

me, but the oldest of three kept shaking her head. Just then a teen 

age boy came to see what was happening. "My grandmother says this 

is not the nurse, she had dark hair.” Betsy leaned over taking a 

lovk of the old lady's hair saying “Tell your grandmother she did too,” 

Recognition broke through, she stood up, put her head on Betsy's 

shoulder and her arms around her, and wept. After a few minutes Mrs. 

Hard Belly raised her head, shook herself, straightened her shoulders 

and returned to the present. After a while It was arranged that we 

were to come back In two days when their olothes would be freshly 

washed and they would all be ready for more pictures.





——One-tragedy stands out In Betsy’s memory. It was during the 

bitter winter of 1932 when the snow lay a foot or more deep"over the 

land. In the middle of the night she was wakened by a pounding on 

her door. Outside stood a Navaho man breathing heavily and dripping 

with sweat. His three months old baby was very sick, he had more 

than three miles through the snow for help. After questioning him 

carefully, she sent him to wake Timothy to get the car ready while 

she prepared for expected emergency, RaahMgg the hogan after 

wallowing through the snow in the cold darkness, she found the baby 

very ill with pneumonia. She learned that in spite of the medicine 

man's ritual, the baby had gotten worse.

Knowing that the only possible chance to save the baby was to get 

it to the hospital thirty miles away, she persuaded the parents to 

bring the baby, still in its cradle board. They should go at once, 

While the Interior of the car was warmed by the heater, the tires 

made that crisp, squeaky crunch that means extreme cold, as they cut 

through the icy snow. All was silent except for the whimpering of 

the sick Infant. Somewhere along the way that sound ceased and 

Betsy feared the worst. They all went in to the hospital to find 

the doctor, but it was too late. After the doctore’s examination, 

the parents decided to leave the little body at the hospital where 

the authorities would see to its burial in the cemetery near by. As

they were leaving the building, a very hard boiled nurse scolded the 

baby's mother, telling her it was her fault for not bringing the 

baby to the hospital earlier.

On the way home to Red Rock, out In the windswept flat beyond 

Shiprock, the father asked TImoty to stop the car, The mother and 

father got out carrying the empty cradleboard. Walking a short

distance from the road, they cleared away the snow and with bowed heads



placed the cradleboard on the ground, covering it with fresh snow.

It would never he used again so the bereaved parents gave it to the 

elements. When they returned to the car, Betsy tried to comfort 

them a little. The medicine man had done what he could, but for 

this kind of illness, the white doctor had newer medicine.

Such thoughtless, unsympathetic remarks as those given by the 

hospital nurse have been one reason so many Navaho have hesitated 

or refused government help for so long a time. Looking baok on 

that tragic night after a span of thirty years, we can anderstand 

the conflict of thought in the minds of those parents. All their 

life long belief made them rely on the medicine man, who for many 

ailments was competent indeed, but respiratory infection was something 

the Navaho little understood. Perhaps one of the greatest changes 

on the reservation in the past thirty years is the quality of the 

white personel working with the Navaho. fiat these doctors and 

nurses are better equipped with social and psycological understanding 

to win rather than force- to teach rather than admonish. Doctors 

of to-day are finding the abilities of the medicine men and are 

seeking their co-operation in many ways, while teaching them to

understand the kind of help the white doctor can give



A most amusing Incident happened several years ago, told me by 

a friend who witnessed the climax. A man and his wife from New 

Jersey were on their forst trip to the west. ’ They had been to the 

Grand Canyon and were returning across the Navaho reservation.

Never having experienced anything like the lonesomeness of the great 

open spaces of the Southwest, they were quite overwhelmed by it.

Also they were somewhat afraid of the strange people who spoke a 

“foreign11 language whom they had seen at one trading post where they 

stopped for gasoline and to ask for directions. After leaving 

Kayenta, in northern Arizona, they were heading south toward Chinle, 

when their car broke down. They seemed to be in the middle of 

nowhere. The man, deciding that he must walk ahead for help, left 

his wife in the car.

A short while later, an elderly Navaho on horseback, having seen 

the stalled car, rode up, dismounted, and leaning his arms on the 

open door of the car, politely asked the lady (in Navaho of course) 

if he could be of any help? The wife, terrified by the sudden ap­

pearance of the strange man and the stranger words, opened the door an 

afid quickly walked away. The old man, watching her, realized that
JS CÍÜTVjsjJL

he had freightenod. her, so he called to tell her that he only wanted

to help. At the sound of his voice again, the woman began to run.

The Navaho decided that he couldnt let her go way into the region

where she could get lost, or fall and hurt herself, or possibly sti

up a rattlesnake, so he jumped on his horse and started after. When

the woman saw this she was more terrified than ever, so she ran as hard

as she was able. Finally the Navaho took the rope from his saddle and 
/e-

neatly lassoed the frightened woman, again telling her that he

wouldnt hurt her, he only wanted to help. Turning, he led her tiack



to the road and on ill the direction her husband had taken. On the 

other side of a low mesa, out of sight from the car, was a trading 

post only four or five miles away. Inside the post was the usual 

colorful gathering of Navaho People, some sitting on the benches along 

the wall, a group of women with babies in eradlpboards, gossiping, 

some making purchas&Bgat the counter, a group of men standing in 

the center of the room conversing. A little apart stood several white 

men, among them the bearer of this tale who was talking to the woman’s 

husband. The old Navaho man entered the post leading the white 

woman by his rope, to the surprise of alj. and the great merriment 

of several. He asked the trader which white man was the woman's 

husband, whereupon he handed the rope to the astonished man, asking 

the trader to tell him that by the time they got there "she was 

leading pretty good!"



In the fall of 1934 we made our first visit to the Red Rock area 

since Betsy’s departure. Prom several old Navaho friends whom we 

met between Shiprock and Red Rock, we were told that the Ute Woman 

had died. Betsy refused to believe this rumor. At Red Roc we found 

an old friend, Francis Nakai, who told us that the Ute Woman had been 

very ill but was better and was now living way over beyond the Cove.

He offered to go with us to find her. After a fifteen mile drive 

over practically no road at all, we reached the edge of a wash, a deep 

arroyo whehe we left the car and proceeded on foot. As we walked 

down a trail into the wash, we saw a diminutive figure hurrylag toward 

us. She had recognized the car and when we met her arms went around 

Betsy’s neck and she cried and cried. We walked back with her to 

an unbelievably frugal shelter where she was living alone with her 

cat. In an outpouring of Navaho words, she told Betsy all that had 

happened to her since her friend went away. She had had medicine men 

to help her and in payment for their services had sacrificed her 

every possession.

A few hundred yards away was a beautiful summer shelter belonging 

to Willie Lee and his family who were looking after the Ute Woman 

whenever she needed help. As we passed the Red Rock trading post 

on our back, we left an order with the trader to send out some coffee, 

sugar, and flour at the first opportunity. We continued our vacation

trip to the Grand Canyon, then decided to return to see the Ute Woman 

once more on our way home to Colorado. We found her at the Willie 

Lee shelter, where we were profusely thanked for the food we had sent, 

as they graciously presented each of,us with a gift, a beaded belt 

and a small blanket. We stayed an hour or more enjoying the beauty 

of this scene of Navaho summer life before us and the warm welcome

of our friends



These are but a few of the many dally experiences of one nurse 

as she demonstrated the need for field nursing service among the 

Navaho People. Since 193^» the United States Public Health Service 

has increased such service many times; and in the past decade Annie 

Wauneka, member of the Tribal Council, who heads the Navaho lealth 

and education program, has accomplished remarkable progress in dev«' 

eloping medical and nursing service for her people.

The organization sponsoring Betsy’s work, was forced to dis­

continue her service due to lack of funds during the depression.

S$e left Red Rock late in 1933 to assume a new pufellc health position 

in 'Colorado. Twice during the next eight years we returned to the 

Red Rock area, receiving always warm welcome from many friends.

These were years of work for each of us far from the reservation.

Then came the war years and activities and thoughts were far from 

Navaholand. Near the end of the war, Betsy was stricken with a near 

fatal illness, pollo-encepholltls, incapacita lng her from further 

nursing service. In 19^5» I moved to Santa Pe as headquarters for 

other work in which I was engaged. The following year she joined 

me, and it was not long until the strong pull of memories took us 

back among the Navaho People. Realizing the speed with which changes 

were coming to the reservation, the possibility of this book began 

to formulate, though work on it has of necessity been intermittent. 

This undertaking has been close to our hearts for we both feel an 

enduring friendship, understanding and admiration for the Navaho 

People.





EDUCATION AND HEALTH

Shortly after the return of the Navaho to their own country following 

the exile to Port Sumner, the first effort to offer an educational pro­

gram resulted In complete failure. A small day school was opened at 

Port Dafihance in 1870 with a very few children attending. They stayed 

to satisfy their curiosity and to receive some clothes which were donated, 

then they vanished, and all efforts to bring them back proved fruitless.

In 1883 the first boarding school was started at Port Defiance, fraught 

with problems of insufficient funds and help. This also lasted but a 

short time. Then the Government turned to the Missionaries, who were 

appearing on the scene wanting to be of some benefit to the Indians, 

suggesting that they establish both missions and schools. There wens 

four early missions, each adding a school as soon as possible. The 

first was a Methodist school at Hogback, near Farmington, which soon 

was moved into that town. The second was the mission at Saint Michael's 

established by the Franciscan Otfdrr in 1898, with a school opening in 

1902 by the Sisters of the Blessed Sacrement, The Presbyterian Mission 

at Ganado, Arizona was the third, established in 1901, with a school 

opeting fiher£&yiibiifengaj?tar and a hospital ten years later; and the fourth, 

a mission founded by the Christian Reformed Church at Rehoboth, near 

Gallup, also in 1898 with a school opening shortly thereafter. Other 

denominations followed is several areas of the reservation, some with 

special emphasis on medical aid.

Many trials and tribulations beset these early endeavors caused by 

the natural suspicion of both Navaho children and their patents, many 

of whom did not wish their children away from home where they were needed 

to thad the sheep. The policy of forcing the children to go to school 

was an unfortunate one. It is a matter of record that there were even 

Instances of physical brutality due, doubtless, to lack of understanding



of Navaho ways , and by the sheer frustration on the part of some staff 

members at finding themselves so isolated, so helpless in performing thetr 

tasks under conditions of hardship and remoteness.

Slowly the Indian Service progressed with many varied endeavors J new 

schools were built, and some children did attend. But the policy of 

forcing education on the Navaho provided many stumbling blocks. For a 

long time children were forbidden to speak Navaho, or to wear Navaho 

clothes, and everything possible was done to try to superimpose our cul­

ture onto that of the Navaho. Some children from twelve yeasftxteen, 

were sent away to schools in California and a number of other schools in 

the east, with the intent to fit them to merge into our society, but this 

was too much to expect in a few short years. More than 95% of these

children came home where they found themselves misfits at home, for they 

were unaccustomed to reservation life.

With the coming of the New Deal a new policy was adopted, due in part 

to the road Improvement program, to develop new day schools, bringing 

children to school by bus, just as in any county in the country. This 

was a big step in advance and soon many well trained teachers with more 

modern methods in teaching and with better understanding, undertook these 

teaching jobs. Some teachers created a desire on the part of the chil­

dren to learn; some teachers even conducted adult education classes in 

the evenings, with people coming from miles away to attend these classes, 

Navaho teachers were coming into the picture bring, ofcourse, the best 

possible relationship betwee nchlldren and teacher. But there were still 

many more children of school age than there were facilities for them.

The Indian Service Educational System continued to grow and improve, until 

there came a day when many children were clamoring to go to school. Yet 

there were also those who were, and some still are, shy and diffident,

and there are backward areas, as in every state in the union, but there



are many hundreds who are absorbing their school work like little dry 

sponges, and who go on into fields of more advanced learning.

The same slow process in education lsmparralled in medicine. For 

many years it was unthinkable for a Navaho to turn to a white medicine 

man. But slowly progress was made in such fields as the eye disease, 

trachoma, and other speoial linlss. Since the war, young white doctors 

have come to work at some of the hospitals and health centers, finding 

themselves filled with entheusiasm over the people, the work to be done, 

and for the first time bringing a new psychological approach to their 

endeavor. And though there have been superstitions to overcome, as well 

as the difficulties of wlnnigg trust, they have forged ahead with progress 

in many ways. It has been here that Annie Nauneka has done so much in 

the field of interpretation, one of the doctors’ major problems. They 

did not know that it was forbidden for a younger person (who was acting 

as interpreter) to ask his elders many personal questions. The doctors 

were puzzled by the vagueness of many answers. But Annie had a solution; 

there must be a glossary prepared of medical terms In English and Navaho, 

and with a simplified texpiAaAlAnn as well. Annie was lnsistant that 

this be done. So a young woman was selected to go the pre-medAcal school 

at (Ebinmlla University where she spent two years preparing this glossary. 

This has been highly successful and of great benefit to the many doctors 

working on the reservation.

Through the Education Endowment Fund, the first Navaho doctor is now 

practising at the Kayenta hospital, and there are many Navaho nurses, 

both registered and practical,dentists, and technicians with many more 

in training. As this number grows, there will come a day when the 

Navaho will care for their own.



Since the Public Health Service took over the Indian Burean medical 

program, there have been many new developments suxh as new hospitals, 

new health centers and health stations wltb accompanying services. Also 

there have been several privately sponsored clinics such as that con­

ducted by Cornell University at Many Farms where I found a Navaho tech­

nician at work with the Cornell doctors. While there is yet so much

to be accomplished, as everywhere else, the acceleration of Medical 

care for the Navaho during the past ten or fifteen years, has done so

much for their benefit



EDUCATION AND HEALTH

Shortly after the return of the Navaho to their own country 

following the exile to Port Sumner, the first effort to offer an 

educational program resulted in complete failure. A small day 

school was opened at Port Defiance in 1870 with a very few children 

attending. They stayed to satisfy their curiosity and to receive 

some clothes which were donated, then they vanished, and all efforts 

to bring them back proved fruitless. In 1883 the first boarding 

school was started at Port Defiance, fraught with problems of in­

sufficient funds and help. This also lasted but a short time.

Then the Government turned to the Missionaries,who were appearing 

on the scene wanting to be of some benefit to the Indians, suggesting 

that they establish both Missions and schools. There were jfour

early missions, each adding a school as soon as possible. The 
a Methodist school,

first? bees at Hogback, near Farmington , soon moved to that town. 
Mission

The second at Sait Michael's, established by the Franciscan Order in 

I898, with a school opening in 1902 by the Sisters of the Blessed g 

Sacrement. Third, the Presbyterian Mission at Ganado, Arizona, 

established in 1901, with a school opening the following year and 

a hospital ten years later. Fourth, a Mission founded by the 

Christian Reformed Church at Rehoboth, near Gallup, also in 1898, 

with a school opening shortly thereafter. Other denominations 

followed in areas of the reservation, such as the Episcopal

Mission at Port Defiance where the effort was largely in the medical 

field. „ /

Many trials and tribulations beset these early endeavors caused

by the natural suspicion of both the l&vaho children and their 
o

parents, many of whm did not wish to have their children away from 

home. The policy of forcing the children to go to school was an



unfortunate one. It is a matter of record that there even wase 

instances of physical brutality due doubtless to lack of under­

standing of Navaho ways and by the sheer frustration on the part of 

some staff members at finding themselves so isolated, so helpless in 

performing their tasks under conditions of hardship and remoteness.

Slowly the Indian Service progressed with many varied endeavors; 

new schools were built, a d some children did attend. But the policy 

of forcing education on the Bvaho provided many stumbling blocks.

For a long time the children were forbidden to speak Navaho, or to 

wear Ifevaho clothes, and everything possible was done to try to super 

impose our culture onto^the Navaho. Some children from twelve years 

to sixteen, were sent away to schools in California and a number of 

points in the east, with the intent to fit them tkr'merge into our 

society, but this was too much to expect in a few short years. More 

than 95% of these children came home where they found themselves mis- 

fits at home, fea*" they dirl mil-" ftt'l—fert-c 'tfee reservation life. More 

reservation schools were built, and there was still only partial suc­

cess due to lack of staff understanding.

With the coming of the New Deal a new policy was adopted, due in 

part to the road improvement program, and a decision was reached to 

develop new day schools, bringing the children, to school by bus, 

just as in any country community in the country. This was a big 

step In advance and soon many well trained teachers with more modern 

methods and better understanding undertook these teaching jobs.

Some teachers created a desire on the part of the children to learn, 

some even conducted adult education classes in the evenings, with 

people coming from miles away to attend these classes. But there 

were still •'amny more children of school age than there were facilities 

for them. .The Indian Service Educational System contintt&d to grow 

and improve until a turning point was reached when children were



clamoring to go to school. In recent years the Public School Systems 

of the States in which the reservation lies, have taken over ipany of 

the Indian Bureau's schools and have errected rew ones. At the sug­

gestion of Dr. George Boyce, long in the Indian Service, dormotories 

were built in a number of the reservation border towns so that Navaho

children from twelve years up could go to the public schools in these

towns. So today there are hundreds of eager children soaking up every­

thing they can learn, like little dry sponges. Some are still shy 

and diffident, but are absorbing their school work with unusual
A

rapidity, and go on into fields of more advanced learning.

The same slow processA*aw parralled 44,iu -UAJlMKEt > in medicine. For

many years it was unthinkable for a Navaho to turn to a white medicine

man. But slowly progress was made in such fields as the eye disease,

trachoma, and other special lines. Sonre yowwi3m«?»o, young

white doctors came to work at sone of the hospitals, finding themselves

filled with entheusiasm over the people, the work to be done, and b

bringing a new psychological approach to their WHfc. And though there

have been superstitions to overcome, as well as the difficulties of

winning trust, they have forged ahead with progress in many ways. It

has been here that Annie Wauneka has done so much in the field of in- 
dUrCTtns ' ^rVb***0

of ?dg-pi1 o**-4wfcflrp.p- + nitth. They did not know that it was forbidden 

for a younger person (who was acting as interpreter) to ask his elders 

many personal questions. The vagueness of many answers puzzled the 

doctors. But Annie had a solution; there must be a glossary prepared 

of medical terms in English and Navaho, and with a simplified trans­

lation as well. She was insistant upon this and that someone should 

go to pre-medical school to learn and understand medical terms. So 

§w#ay§gr&oman was selected to go to Cornell University where she spent



two years preparing this glossary. It has been highly successful and

practising at the Kayenta hospital, and there are many Navaho nurses, 

dentists, and technicans with many more in training. As this number 

grows, thewfcwill come a day when the Navaho will care for their own.

Since the Public Health Service took over the Indian Bureau medical

program, there have been many new developments such as new hospitals, 

new health centers and health stations with accompaning services. Also 

there have been serveral privately sponsored clinics; the work on 

trachoma Vzjthe Episcopal Church, the Cornell clinic at Many Farms where 

I-found a Havaho technican at work with the Cornell doctors. While 

there is still much to do, as everywhere else, the acceleration of medical 

care for the Ifevaho during the past fifteen years has done so much for 

their benefit.
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