
"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 photo­

graph. His judgement was unerring and I seldom failed to follow his 
lead.

At the time of one of my periodic visits to Red Rock, Betsy had a 

patient, a small child who had fallen, and in trying to save herself 

her little hands had gone into the hot coals about the open fire in 

the center of her mother's hogan. The burns were bad and Betsy went 

daily to dress them. The day I accompanied her, I found 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 capture the picture I

saw.

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 per­

suaded 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, eg.ch holding a corner of the blanket, 

to carry the boy down to the car. 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.

Not long after Bet-sy's arrival at Red Rock, there was a "sing”

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



We turned southeast, leaving the western foundry behind us, 

and as we crossed Hopi Land, that island reservation surrounded 

by the Navah©, we looked down on the rocky mesa towns of this 

sturdy Pueblo tribe. We landed at Winslow, Arizona for a mid­

day meal and a needed rest.

Later in the afternoon we took off once more, heading home to 

Santa Pe, more than three hundred miles 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. New, 

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

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

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

painted desert, saw the petrified forest, and far t® 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 pinon covered mesas through which 

Canyons de Chelly and del Muerto eroded their way Into the ChibT o 

Wash. It was from the north rim of Canyon del Muerto that a small 

company of Spanish soIdlers,sent out from Santa Pe to retaliate 

against Navaho raiders, bombarded a cave in the Canyon wall, killing 

most of the Inhabitants- giving the canyon Its name. This was in 

1804, the time of the Louisania Purchase, when New Mexico and Arizona
5 (aa-Tfti&k. Vw4 £79

were still ruled by the King of Spain< and Thomas Jefferson won- /
Ad

dering about this western land. The Spanish sent many expeditions 

against the Navaho, trying to stop the depredations of Spanish towns 

and Pueblo villages along the Rio Grande. They bargained and they 

bribed^ but like the ebb and flow of ocean tide, the raids continued.
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Sun drenched and glowing red, we could see Monument Valley ahead of 
us 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 hour were over the 

southern end of another timbered plateau which extends south from 

Utah into Arizona. Tsegl Canyon emerged beneath us, and following 

a tributary we saw suddenly the Cliff Dwelling of Beta-ta-kln, most 

beautiful of all the thirteenth century ruins of the Southwest. The 

gracefully arched cave with its sheer clefts of rock at one end,

protects the buildings from storm and wind. Rich green foliage 
(2

nestles close to the spring these eary inhabitants were fortunate 

enough to have at their doorstep. So completely do the buildings 

blend into the rose colored rock of the high cave, that the shad/owed 

rectangular doorways are all that make the cliff dwelling visible.

Cutting across the western edge of Black Mountain, we turned 

southward over an expanse of yellow sand as yet another desert ex­

tends to the Grand Canyon, the western boundry of the reservation.

A short flying time brought us opposite DoAko-oslitd (the San Francisco 

Peaks), and we saw the Little Colorado River marking a diagonal 

course in our foreground as it contributes its small share of water 

to its mighty brother, the Colorado.

Once more we saw a high landmark— JOKO-OSH6ID- Navaho sacred 

mountain of the Kent.
M>)\05V(P ....

tó YVi*M4.vu•



Following plans for a longer flight to photograph the sacred

mountains of the South, West and North, 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 Tlguex Indians, who, in 154-0, gave a friendly welcome

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

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

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

junction with the Rio Grande. C^os&ing a low hilly divide at the

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

into view, broken here and there by Pinon covered buttes, aai-the 

stark forms of o.atiiiat volcano“ cones rose above the terrain. To 

the d-j-<yfeg*]t 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 arid land, leaving the Jemez Mountains behind 

us, TSOTOIL (Mount Taylor), Navaho sacred mountain of the South, rose 

in tiered mesas to its thirteen thousand foot snow capped summit. We 

circled several times seeking a proper foreground for this picture, 

finding such different country from the empty areas of the San Luis 

Valley. Thick clusters of cedar and pinon trees, broken by parklike
g,-

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 occasional horseman, a car, a truck or two,-so few signs of 

life in this big empty-looking land. It seemed hard to believe that
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more than ninety thousand Navaho Peaple live^ on this reservation.

Turning in a northwesterly direction we were soon over land free 
/.TVS

of timber but covered with desert grass and shrubs. We crossed 

Chaco Canyon looking down on the extensive ruin of Pueblo Bonito 

and other ancient sites of this once populous region. The Navaho 

have stories about these ruins and their long forgotten prehistoric 

inhabitants whom they called the Kisani. We crossed the Escavado 

Wash, a wide, dry river bed, capable carrying a raging torrent fol­

lowing a summer thunderstorm. Soon we could see the green valley 

of the San Juan River, Imagining how the Navaho must have followed 

it as the more adventurous among them sought new homesites. History 

tells us of the many conflicts between the Navaho and the Pueblo 

Indians and Spanish Settlers. It was Coronado who first brought 

sheep and horses to this country, and the Navaho, filled with envy, 

stole or traded for the animals they coveted. Horses gave the Navaho 

a new and better mode of travel and it was not long until they became 

stockmen. Horses also gave them incentive to hunt for new pastures 

and remote canyons in which to hide their stolen booty.

We crossed the fertile valley of the San Juan circling for a 

landing at Farmington to refuel the plane and to have a short rest.

As we turned, TSOJ8IL, still though distantly visible, lifted its 

snowy summit Into the turquoise sky- the one high landmark- 

3JS0T3I1», Navaho sacred mountain of the South.
TspWl.



their sacred mountain of the East before them. To the west, over 

the continental divide from where we were flying, 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, 

I960, and 1961, the salvage archaeology project of the Museum of 

New Mexico uncovered the first comprehensive data of the early 

whereabouts of the Navaho and their Apache cousins. These recent 

unearthings have revealed simple, crude hogans (Navaho houses) dating 

from about the middle of the sixteenth century. This date, so much
I (tr*

later than all other sources of Indian life in t,he- atnrtUweub, seems 

to indicate that the Navaho may well have been the last migration from 

the "Ticii'lfii. The Spanish Conquistadores did not encounter the Navaho 

until 1626, nearly a century after Coronado's arrival. The Benevides 

Chronicle of this date tells of the "Navahau de Apache” being farmers 

living in this old Navaholand area. It is assumed that they learned 

the rudiments of agriculture from the Pueblo People with whom they 

must have come in contact, for the archaeologists found remnants of 

corn, squash and beans in these recent excavations.

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

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

Navaholand to J5SISNAJINI is not great, and though there are mountains 

in between, there are passes through which travelers can find a way. 

Because of its severance by a wide low pass from the towering Sangre 

de Cristo Range to the north of it, EBISNAJINI appears a mountain by 

itself and is a natural landmark-TSiSNAJINI, Navaho sacred mountain

of the East



THE POUR SACRED MOUNTAINS

While reading the Creation Myth, my thoughts traveled to the four

sacred mountains bordering the Navaho World. It was then, I think,
Y'

that it oceured to me to illustrate this beautiful story with photo­

graphs of these mountains from the air. To do this two flights were 

necessary, the first for SX3ISNAJINI, sacred mountain of the East, and 

a longer flight for the other three. Perhaps it is my love for land­

scape and geography that makes me want to fly. Prom the air one can 

see the great structures of the earth's surface, the different kinds 

of mountains, the sweep of contours, the age old erosions. In the 

air one becomes detached and the mind goes deep into the past, thinking 

of Time in Depth.

Chartering a small plane, my pilot lifted us from Santa Pe one 

morning with the picture of JJSISNAJINI as our goal. As we circled 

to gain altitude, the form of the Sandia Mountain Fault, to the south 

of us, became more distinct in structure with its rising eastern slope, 

and the sheer, abrupt western face. In a cave high in the western 

wall, the earliest evidence of human life in this area has been found, 

remnants from migrants who lived here twenty thousand years ago, so 

old is the history of our Southwest. These ancient primitives came 

to North America from Mongolia via Behring Straight, moving slowly 

southward over a period of centuries.

We headed north following the Rio Grande, seeing clearly the canyons 

cut by the river through the volcanic slopes of the Pajarlto Plateau.

As we crossed into southern Colorado, the superb mountain mass of 

©3ISNAJINI (Mount Blanca) grew more impressive as we neared. Beneath 

us, the southern end of the San Luis Valley looked barren and un­

inhabited. Here once was an abundance of game—elk and antelope, 

deer and bison, and here the ancient Navaho came to hunt, seeing always
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the eradleboard on the ground, covering it with fresh snow. It 

would never be used again, so the bereaved parents gave it to the 

elements. Betsy tried to comfort thefob^aJeenhaertffd^BarwMia when 

they returned to the car. The medicine man had done what he could, 

but for this kind of Illness, the white man had newer medicine.

Such thoughtless, unsympathetic remarks as those given by the

Burse at the hospital have been one reason so many Navaho have

hesitated or refused government help for so long a time. Looking

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

understand the conflict of thought in the minds of these 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 understoodJL'*®*’Perhaps one of the 
/

greatest changes on the reservation in the past thirty years is 

the quality of the white personel working with the Navahe. Now 

these doctors and nurses are better equipped with social and psy- 

cologlcal 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-operatlon in many ways, 

while teaching them to understand the kind of help the white doctor 

can give.



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

would never be used again, so the bereaved parents gave it to the 

elements. Betsy tried to comfort them brokenhearted when

they returned to the car. The medicine man had done what he could, 

but for this kind of illness, the white man had newer medicine.

Such thoughtless, unsympathetic remarks as those given by the 

nurse at the hospital have been one reason so many Navaho have 

hesitated or refused government help for so long a time. Looking 

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

understand the conflict of thought in the minds of these 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 Navah®. Now 

these doctors and nurses are better equipped with social and psy- 

cological 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.



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 pouStdlng 

on her door. Outside stood a Navaho roan breathing heavily and 

dripping with perspiration. His three months old baby was very 

sick, he had run 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. Reaching 

the hogan after wallwwlng through the snow in the oold darkness, 

she found the baby very ill with pneumonia. She learned that in 

spite of a medloine man's ritual, the baby was getting 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 doctor’s ex­

amination, the parents decided to leave the little body at the 

hospital where the authrolties would see to its burial in the cemetnry 

nearby. As they were leaving the building, a very hardbollded 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, out in the windswept flat beyond Shiprock, the 

father asked Timothy 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







two and gave the People their ohoiee of the pieces. While the 
young men were considering which pieee to take* Coyote grabbed the 
tip and ran away with it, leaving the butt end for the Kiaani,- 
rnd that la why the Pueblo People have always had better corn than 
the Navaho. After the angry words, the Elsanl moved away from 
the People,- and that is why the Pueblo People and the Savaho 
¡live apart.

Then First Kan and First Woman, Black Body and Blue Body built
seven sacred mountains with the earth brought from the lower world.
And the four Great Mountains were D1I8-BA-JINI to the Bast, TSOSSIL
to the South, DOOKOSLIP to the West, and DX3BBT8A to the North, and 

se
three lesser mountains within the boundries, and these are still 
the Sacred Mountains of the BIS2H, the Bavaho People.

«.e#«»» «-»#*»«« #« *»

These mountains that bound the Bavaho world, are Mount Blanoa
(MIS-NA-JIWI0 in the San Luis Valley In Colorado j Mount lay lot, 
(TSODZIL) north of Laguna, New Meticoi the San Francisco Peaks,

fBOOKQSLIB) BBAfi Flagstaff, Arizonaj 
(LBBBKTSA) 'The La Plata Mountains in southwestern Colorado.

The lesser Mountains are 
Bavaho Mountain, in southeastern Utah 
Bavrfano Mesa, south of Farmington, Hew Mexico
Gobonador Knob, la Old ^avaholand, southest of the Bavaho reservoir



two and gave the People their choice of the pieces. While the 

young men were considering which pleee to take. Coyote grabbed the 

tip and ran away with It, leaving the butt end for the Kisani,- 

rnd that Is why the Pueblo People have always had better corn than 

the Navaho. After the angry words, the Kisani moved away from 

the People,- and that is why the Pueblo People and the Navaho 

live apart.

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

seven sacred mountains with the earth brought from the lower world.

And the four Great Mountains were D1I8-NA-JINI to the Sast, TSODZIL

to the South, DOOKOSLID to the West, and DEBENTSA to the North, and 
se

three lesser mountains within the boundries, and these are still 

the Sacred Mountains of the DINEH, the Navaho People.
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These mountains that bound the Navaho world, are Mount Blanca

(DZIS-NA-JINI0 in the San Luis Valley in Colorado? Mount Taylor, 
(TSODZIL) north of Laguna, New Melico? the San Francisco Peaks,

JDOOKOSLID) NBAS Flagstaff, Arizona?

(DEBENTSA) The La Plata Mountains in southwestern Colorado.

The lesser Mountains are 

Navaho Mountain, in southeastern Utah 

Harrfano Mesa, south of Farmington, New Mexico

Gobonador Knob, in Old Navaholand, southest of the Navaho reservoir



sensitive to this approaching moment and to take one's leave before 

wearing out one's welcome.

At Navaho Mountain we found a distinct difference in costume from 

any seen elsewhere. A broader colar ®n the women's blouses, differentOjTh -ft/U-C CUa.

stitching, different use of silver buttons. Before the days of Eiwrt 

Sumner, the old Navaho apparel consisted, for the women, of two hand 

woven mantas secured at the shoulder and tied about the waist with a 

woven belt. AkxSaxkxSHBMKi When W4«e Navaho women saw the pioneer 

white women's long cotton dresses of the 1870-1880 period, they copied 

them, though they quickly made adaptations to suit their own needs, 

eliminating the tight bodices and supplementing loose, comfortable 

blouses. At present there is a change from the cotton skirt to one 

of rayon and the like, and shorter in length.

Many of the People who come closest in contact with us, and who now 

speak English fluently, are wearing clothes like ours. However, vel­

veteen blouses are still widely worn, with a great variety of bright 

colors, still decorated with silver buttons, and with belts of silver 

conchxs strung on leather. For a long time dimes and quarters, to 

which silver loops had been soldered, were also used as buttons, but 

these are fast disappearing. Some men and women still wear moccasins, 

but the old type man's costume is all but gone. This consisted of 

white cotton pants, velveteen blouse, and much silver ornament.

Strings of turquoise, shell, eoral and silver beads are still worn by 

both men andwomen, no matter what the costume. Silk scarf head bands 

and Stetson hats are worn by the men and boys, while the women wear

scarfs or Pendleton Blankets



of Old Lady Long Salt at her summer hogan. Through our Interpreter, 

who was her great granddaughter-in-law, she told us somewhat of her 

long life. She was eight years old when the Navaho People returned 

from the "Long Walk", and she told us of hardships they had endured, 

the effort of starting life again on their old homesites, and the 

fight for survival.

This shelter was almost a natural one, for the low cedar and juniper

tress grew in a circle, there was the same pattern of entrance and

placement df objects as in a winter hogan. Over the loom area and

where the family slept, they had hung canvasses for protection from

summer rainstorms. We were soon to learn to our astonishment that

we were in the presence of five generations of daughters. The Old

Lady (94 we figured, and still vigorous) sits at the extreme left of

this picture: directly behind her, our interpreter: kayasi that oti± iaaty 
: making knee bread

near the fire is the Old Lady’s daughter: beyond the Old Lady, looking 

at my book of pictures, are her grand daughter and great grand daughter. 

The little girl in the eenter is the great, great grand daughter.

The sons and grand sons were away at work, and sons-ln-law would 

never be there, for the old rule still is imposed in -many areas, that 

a man must never look at his mother-in-law. We spent several hours 

visiting this family. They were interested in us and in the things 

we observed. They looked at every picture in the book with the greatest 

of interest, pointing out differences in costume, ornaments, or pos­

sesions. We watched the making of knee bread, green corn cut from 

the cob, put through a grinder, salte^fd, packed into the green husks 

and baked in an outdoor oven. It was very good. We have found when 

visiting families such as this, that a time comes when their courtesy 

to us has been fulfilled, their curiosity is satisfied, and normal 

work or occupation must be resumed. It is well to be



house that evening, we sat down to a formal dinner for twelve people 

at a table exquisetly set with shining silver, sparkling glass, 

lighted candles and all the trimmings for a birthday party. Mrs. 

Francis quietly watshed what others did and with the utmost dignity 

followed suit as though she were accustomed to such elaborateness.

Ard during the evening Timothy repeated to me over and over, wOh,I 

never saw such a beautiful house?* His eyes were shining. As we 

took our departure he spoke to our hostess saying, ”My relative thanks 

you very much for everything and she wishes that she understood 

English so she could have known all that has been talked about.” As 

we returned to our motel, I wondered if I could have conducted myself 

with suchApoise and dignity if I found myself in such completely 

foreign surroundings listening to a language I did not understand.

Depending on the environment, hogans are built of a variety of 

materials. Where logs are available, there are two or three general 

types; the old farked _stlck hogan, ( nearly extinct);, one built of 

upright lojtgs, topped with cribbed horizontal logs to build a dome 

shaped roof; one of logs laid horizontally in hexagonal or octagonal 

form, all being chin&ked with adobe mud or clay. In areas where 

timber is scarce, hogans are built of stone, again either round or 

hexagonal with always the domed roof. There is a special form of 

roof construction as may be seen in these interior pictures. In 

recent times, one finds occasionally that windows have been cut into 

walls.

Here in a barren area is a round stone hogan. The woman of the 

family was bringing the sheep home to a nearby corral for the night. 

The building seems small In the broad, majestic landscape, yet this 

interior of the same hogan gives a suggestion of its height and 

roominess, though the picture contains less than a quarter of thewhole



using tin or iron stoves, sometimes small metal barrels, with stove

pipes extending out of the roof holes. To the right of the entrance,

which may have a wooden door or the old time blanket covering, simple

shelves made from empty orange crates or boxes obtained from nearby

trading posts, will hold dishes, and some food staples. On the west

side of the hogan sheepskins, which serve as beds at night, will

have been rolled up and stacked out of the way. Hanging from pegs

or nails along the sides, there will be extra clothing, blankets,

and other items of daily use. In other places along the sides of

the hoganjtf'are boxes, suitcases or even small trunks, in which other

possessions are stored. There is a place for everything and there

is always order. I cannot recall ever being in a^hogan that was

not orderly. Following the ancient pattern to which all individuals 
TK •* ,

subscribe, % true sense of ordertoermeates Navaho life, /z Where Navaho 

people have moved to nearby towns and are living in ordinary houses 

as we know them, I have seen disorder and a slovenly way of living.

The reason seems twofold, poverty, and following the example of white 

people of low caliber, for few Navaho have had any contact with cul­

tured angle homes.recall an episode in 1932, when Betsy and I 

took Timothy and Mrs. Francis to Santa Fe to see the wonderful col­

lection of Navaho blankets in the Laboratory of Anthropology.

Following that experience, we stopped to say "hello"to friends of ours 

who lived in one of the loveliest of Southwestern homes. We were 

all Invited to return that evening for dinner, for there was a birth­

day party for the son of the house. Mrs. Francis’ acceptance of that 

evening Is something I shall always remember. She had never been 

away from Red Rock. Her only contact with any white home was the 

very simple two room appartment Betsy had in the old hospital building, 

where for the first time she had sat at a table to eat. At our friends
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Navaho homes, or hogans, are scattered far and wide over the reser­

vation. Pasturage for their sheep is the primary reason for this.

Each family has grazing rights, and though there is no individual 

ownership of land as we know it, the individual’s rights are strictly 

respected. No one encroaches on another’s pasture; Boundries are 

indicated only by a small pile of stones, and boundry lines follo^the 

contour of the land for there are no stock fences. The same rights

prevail for summer pasture in mountain areas where sheep are moved to 
-ter

higher elevations -and fresh grass.

The Navaho hogan is the most practical building for life in the

desert country. It teas heats with a minimum amount of fuel, it is cool

in summer, and having no windows, it is a retreat from strong winds of

early spring. There is a quiet peace within the hogan, for the only

light is from above, through the smoke hole in the roof. The form of

the hogan comes from the creation myth where the Holy people built the

first hogan and set the pattern and the customs. Round, or nearly

in shape, and with a dome like roof, the hogan always faces ¿Sast, to

the rising sun and the new day. When a new hogan is built, it is 
-the.

blessed by a medicine man if one is near, or by the head of family.

Corn pollen, symbol of fertility, is sprinkled on the logs or stone 

while the chant invokes peace and a happy life for its occupants.

On entering a hogan, one must move from left to right, clockwise, 

circling the fire in the center of the room. <^n formal occasion the 

sit on the north side of the hogan, the cooking side, the men on the
(yw

south, while the head of the family and any guests sit on the west, 

facing the entrance. In early times a shallow fire pit was dug in

the earth floor, This still exists though in recent times many Navaho are



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

as she demonstrated the need for fe(ild nursing service among the

Navah© People. Since 1934, the United States Public Health Service

has increased such service many times. In the past decade, Annie

Wauneka, a member of the Tribal Council, in charge of the Navah® a

A
health and education program, has accomplished most remarkable 
progress in developing medical and nursing service for her people.^)

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

continueAservice due to lack of funds during the depression. She 

left Red Rock late in 1933 to assume a new public health position 

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

the Red Rock Area, receiving always a 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, polio-encepholitis, incapacitating her from 

further nursing service. In 1945, I moved to Santa Pe as head­

quarters for other work on which I was then engaged. The following 

year she Joined me, and it was not long until the strong pull of 

memories took us back among the'Navah© 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.

£ II d oj par'l' I

/23



The Navaho have been farmers since the beginning of their known 

history. Evidence of their produce was found in the archaeological 

excavations in Old Navaholand where seeds of corn (maize)»squash 

and beans were found, seeds more than four hundred years old. As 

the Navaho moved westward down the San Juan Valley they planted fields 

wherever they settled. These were subsistence farms of small acresge. 

During the past seventy five years, this picture has been changing, v 

until today there are Navaho who do practise commercial farming and 
there are many more who wish to do so.^tp As about sixty five percent 

of land under irrigation on the reservation,at the moment, is concen­

trated in the San Juan Valley, a farm training school was established

there about thirty years ago, to meet the need for new resources to 
has

take the place of sheep. As this developed, the Navaho have found 

that the small subsistence acreage would not meet their needs, and 

as this need has increased, a consolidation of small areas has been 

developed, making productive farming as a llvelyhood more possible.

The new irrigation project, planned long ago but not put ixi&t

effect until 1956, will bring water from the San Juan River, stored

in the new Navaho Reservoir, to irrigate 110,000 acres of land. This

area, now nearly destitute of any growth, will extend from near

Farmington south as far as Newcomb. The first water will be turned 
Vw UO.

into the new canals in—trio crprtnG o>-1964-, creating about one thousnand 

new 120 acre farms for young Navaho farmers. This project is based 

on the premise that the land belongs to the Tribe to be leased to in­

dividuals with a five year rent free period in whe&h to become established 

Farming on a commercial basis is comparatively new for the Navaho and 

the benefits of the farm training program will be needed as this de­

velopment gets under way.



the exile, the Indian Service had devided the reservation inot dis­

tricts of administration. Now, In 1932, the tribal government had 

not yet developed into the assembledge it is to-day, and it did not 

represent the people from all areas of the reservation. The first 

steps taken by the new commissioner of Indian Affairs were in the 

field of land conservation, to be carried out by the Public Works 

Program giving work to many Navaho men. Steps were taken to de­

velop greater water suppltf by drilling new wells and building small 

drainage reservoirsThen came the time when the whole land and 

sheep program was clearly stated and explained to the Tribal Council, 

(as it existed at that time), showing them how too many sheep were 

destroying the grass, causing many areas of extreme erosion. To 

compensate for the reduction in number of sheep, a new education 

program would be put into effect which included the building of some 

fifty new day schools. The construction of these buildings would 

by done by Navaho labor. The Council understood the program and 

approved it. Work was commenced. The Relief Administration was 

to purchase 100,000 head of sheep immediately in the fall of 1933, 

this number to be divided among the several jurisdictions of the 

reservation But many of the large sheep owners refused to comply,

A compromise was finally reached on a percentage basis, but this 

worked hardships on the small flock owners. Suspicion and resent­

ment reached a high pitch, for to the Navaho wealth is thought of In 

terms of livestock-not in money- and they seemed unable to understand 

that money earned in wages would in any way compensate for loss of 

sheep. While the Council supported the program, enforcing it was 

something else, and the Council was also placed in in a difficult 

position with their fellow Navaho who disapproved the plan. There 

were several years of turmoil, climaxed when the Relief Administration 

purchased 150,000 head:of goats, half of them females. At this



Although the Indian of the Southwest has practised Irrigation 

since the twelfth Centura or before, wherever it was possible, all 

the techniques of modern productive farming is- bringing about a 

cultural change in Navaho life. The change from subsistence to 

commercial productivity is great but here once more the unique 

adaptability of the Kavaho will serve him in very good stead#



While reading the Washington Mathews’ Version of the 

Navaho Creation Myth, my mind^s eye traveled to the four 

sacred mountains which border the ancient Navaho world.

It was then, I think, that ft occured to me that photo­

graphing these mountains from the air would best give the 

feeling of this beautiful ancient belief. After making 

arrangements with a local pilot, we took off early one 

morfting, heading first for Tsgadjlni (" Mount^Blanca in 

Colorado). Perhaps it is my love for landscape and 

geography that makes me love to fly. Prom the air ois 

can see the great structure of the earth’s surface, the 

different kindsof mountains, the age old erosions. In 

the air one's mind goes deep into the past and one thinks 

of Time in depth. Looking down on this great Southwest 

country, I thought of the earliest known existence of

man in this area found in high in a cave in the Sandia
20,000 years ago

Mountains. Archaeologists tell us that these ancient 

primitives crossed from Mongolia to Alaska slowly spreading 

across the North American Continent. Migration foil wed 

migration over many centuries, some moving eastward, 

many to the south. Perhaps the last migration to reach 

New Mexico was the Navaho and their Apache cousins whose 

language is similar.

On this first flight we north from Santa Pe to

photograph Tsn^,djini. This traditional sacred mountain 

of the east is located some one hundred and twenty-five 

miles north of Santa Pe, in the southern part of Colorado. 

We followed h£e Rio Grande and saw beneath us the great



by centuries of rushing water over the lava beds laid down

by ancient volcanic action» In no time at all we crossed

the line between Hew Mexico and Colorado aid off to the

northeast dimly seen in the early morning light, was

snow capped Mout Blanca, Tsnadjini, Sacred Mountain S£>

the Eafet to the Navahp. One Hundred sradxfifty years ags or

more ago, the Havaho roamed the southern part of Colorado,

and to many of the did Havaho people this mountain is

still part of their tradition. Fortunately we were able

to fiid an angle from which no habitation was visible and

this made the Mountain a living «part of the Havaho Creation 
making

Story. This was a beautiful flight smxhxMffis me eager

to continue.

Some weeks later, we took off again, this ti^rax flying

west until Mount Taylor, ( Tsosil, to the Navaho) lay to

South of «¿us. This 13,000 foot mountain builds up to

its peak from surrounding mesa like terrain, with foothills

covered with pinon and juniper, interspersed with park like

afceas. We turned north and soon Old Navaho Land^where lie

the earliest traces of the Navaho people, was visible s^aadi 
”t=s'-XX*.

qnd a 11 tie to t-bfr-of us. We could see all the semi-desert

now known as the checkerboard area west and southwest of

Old Navaho Land. Across this expanse, the Navaho slowly

migrated during the gevonteonth Century. In the heart

of this region were the great Pueblo cities of the Chaco

Canyon area, where hundreds of Pueblo Indians lived long

before the Navaho came. We landed at Farmington, on the

San Juan River, to refuel beofre taking a longer hop to the 
West.



sentation of the Navfho as human beings,- what they look 

like, how they live, the things they do. Some pictures 

were made as long ago as 19.-2, most of them during the 

past wale. years» It would take several volumes to give
t
the complete pie bui'«» I have been fortunate Indeed in k*1®

friends 1 have made and the cooperation 1 have had from 

the Havaho people, Th^r Interest In this undertaking 

has been of the greatest help, There are countless 

books on the Havaho} books by scientists of many kinds- 

ethnologlsts, sociologists , psyoologists, physicians. 

Many of the authors have far more knowledge of tho Havaho

than I, But to me most of those books lack visual image,

and even though many have good Illustrations, these are

incidental, My theme has been to try to create this fl«*

vision carrying It ns completely as posslbleAthrough 
with continuity]

Important phases of Havaho life,. I am well aware of

many gaps. For those whose interest may be awakened

through vision, the bibliography contains books which will

give the reader scientifically base^ knowledge of many

aspects of Havaho life and culture* This book,

cM?fir< W», is my visual interpretation of a wonderful 
4 Vfv» ft*-*«*

people as tlway—ara,

pl^c^-a8™iux-Int-^i^TT:l*»wrt~-o£,,-,jaamr.&^^aQ42lca,- a jjeople 

who have great pride, great ability, and who deserve Sssep 

respect.

Laura Gilpin 
Santa Fe, Hew Mexico





wagon coming toward me. I tried to talk to the man and little 

boy who were driving it, saying "Chinle" and pointing in the 

general direction of that distant trading post, indicating 

that I would pay them to take me there. But the man shook 

his head, reached in the back of his wagon and handed me three 

deliclous,cool peaches. Finally after an emotionally stimulated 

two and half hour walk, I reached Frazer’s store. The trader 

was away but his understanding wife brought me and the gasoline 

back the ten and a half miles to you and the car. I remember 

imagining how worried you must be over my long absence, Never 

will I foget topping a gentle rise in the swelling desert and s 

seeing the distant car completely surrounded by NAVAHO INDIANS, 

like a swarm of ants around a dead object, «hen we arrived, 

there you were in the midst of the gathering, happily playing 

cards with your visitorsl And your ensueing tale of how they 

had arrived, pme or two at a time, seemingly out of nowhere, 

to find out what the trouble was and to see if they could helpf 

your conversât ion by sign language and the final arrival of an 

English speaking young Navaho who told you so much and asked 

you so many questions.

A year later, I remember my concern when you came to tell

me that you were accepting a position offered by the New Mexioo 
**3*Ai<« A Ai a •j'leliJ AjummîSOX»«. , urO'A- eLemU«.

AendetâhtonwhntljidûaHoAIÊaâosthsra fiàlftynyrueseSif Ç’ïhoweyccvabûàd. 
kiVo-i M*4*- at<uJÎ d iloVfc**- c*-Ül b vj </u. unrc<£</ Iia#,
Mv«, and countless other questions. Later, when I first went 

down to visit you and found you in snug though primitive quarters 

and listened to your experiences, hew, X became interested in



In these people,too, Impressed by their rugged character, their 

colorful personalities, and their primitive life. And from 

time to time my visits revealed the work you were doing. Your 

understanding, your patience, your kindness and generosity, for 

you litterally gave your substance as well as your skill and 

knowledge. How the Navaho under your care responded to all 

you did for them, to your attitude toward them, and your willing­

ness to go anywhere at any time when a call came for help. I 

know of lives you saved, the succor you gave, still unknown to any 

but those to whom it was given.

How well I remember the day when, beoause of the de: ression, 

your work was ended and you feixd to leave. X went down to help 

you paok and move. I can still re-live that final morning when 

six of your best Navaho friends arrived and sat around watching 

our every move. How,solemnly and without warning, they all

stood up, bowed their heads and wept in unison.

During these past six years, to-gether we have hunted out old 

friends, made many new ones, and explored nearly the whole of 

the reservation. I have watched old friends turn to you for 

medical aid the moment they saw your face after twenty years.

What fun we have had gradually evolving this booki And through 

it all your understanding of the people, your help v.hen I was 

after difficult pictures, your sound criticism and encouragement 

have brought it finally to completion. So, as a tribute to our 

long and happy friendship- this is your book.



THE DINE 
(The People)

Space-Sky-Distance unlimited; Canyons-Desert-Rocks,majestic in 
- VU <d" -

their contour and hugeness; Wind$Dust-Fieree Storm- Serenity; 

Color-Land Forms beautiful beyond belief- 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 Navaho-People of the earth.

Two salient 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 ituiverse, deep-rooted faithyborn of their distant oriental 

origin, moulded and strengthened by the land in which they live. 

There is fine quality in the Navaho people; In their simple direct 

manner of thought and speech; in their judgement, their action, 

their manual dexterity and skill. They bring to their everyday 

living, dignity,vitality, realism, acceptance of things as they 

are. Conforming to the pattern of their religion and to their 

traditional behavior, they are none the less individualists. They 

have character, they have the ordinary run of human weaknesses, 

they have humor and a great sense of fun, they have their own code 

of honor. They love sports of all kinds, they love games of 

chance and will laugh at loosing as well as winning. They are 

tenaciousy—t’-'y are praCtlca'l~"fr0—fcfe^^utmost degree In their use 

of objects^ They are capable of long s^urs of steady work, and 

they are equally capable of inactivity.-;« TheK® are good

St \ . v



THE DINEH 
(The People)

Space-Sky- Distance unlimited.; Canyons-Rocks, majestic in their 

contour and hugeness; Wind-Dust-Fierce Storm: Color- landforms 

beautiful beyond belief- these are the elements ofi 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 tne great forces of nature- are the Navaho-People of 

the earth.

Two salient qualities of these people are dignity and happiness. 

Both spring from their vital traditional faith- a faith in nature- 

a faith in themselves as a part of nature-faith in their place in 

the universe, deep-rooted faith, born of their distant oriental 

origin, moulded and strengthened by the land in which they live. 

There is quality in the Navaho People. Quality in thiir simple 

direct manner of thought and speach. Quality in their judgement, 

in their action, in their manual skill and dexterity. JThey bring 

to their everyday living, dignity, sureness, vitality,^acceptance 

of things as they are. Material possession counts for little, 

they are poor judged by our standards, but by their own, rich 

in the quality of living, rich in character, rich in the mysticism 

of their filth. Conforming to the pattern of their religion, 

and to their tradition of behavior, they are none the less great 

individualists. They have humor, they have the ordinary run 

of human weaknesses, thev love to bargain and get the best in a 

trade, with each other as well as with usj 'They are capable of long

hours of hard work, they are equally capable of long hours of 

piay or rest. They have their own high code of honor. . These-



FOREWORD

Within the bounties of their twelve thousand, square mile 

reservation, some t»tantgawfl*»e thousand. Navaho people are 

struggling for existence on a land no longer large enough t© 

support them. They are struggling not only to exist, but to 

meet an encroaching way of life with which t&ey are , in a 

large measu e, unfamiliar. It is only since about 1930 that 

the Navaho have been faced with this growing necessity for 

change, a change so great that we can scarcely conprehend it. 

Their traditional mode of living,- simple,carefree, undisturbed 

by the great pressures of our modern economic strife,- has within 

this short span of approximately twenty five years become changed 

with the need for adaptation to an existence utterly alien to 

them. In past years nature always provided sufficient pasture 

for their flocks, sufficient arable land for their simple 

farming, the trading post a market for their products. To-day 

they find themselves with a population three times greater than 

their land can support. Where twenty five years agp, they 

felt the ’’white man” far from their environs, save those few 

with whom they traded, to-day the Navaho find themselves sur­

rounded with a constantly growing white poulation, and the 

avaricious who seek their recently discovered mineral resources. 

The reservation is no longer the far-away wild country of the 

Southwest. This encroachingtpressure is sharpl^y felt and the 

Navaho are rising to meet it. Where twenty five year* ago 

they were reluctant to go to the reservation schools, shy and 

diffident about learning the ways of our people, to-day they are



clamoring for education, and there are four times as many

children wanting to go to school as there are schools or

teachers to fulfill this demand.«

It is hard for most of us to realize that here within the

boundries of our southwestern states, are a people whose whole 

concept of life and method of existence are utterly foreign 

to ours« To-day we are witnessing the heroic effort ©f this 

human group struggling to adapt Itself to the economic concept 

of our far larger group with whom it must mingle for self 

preservation. To watch a people making such a change, to see 

their effort, their remarkable ability in adaptation, their 

economic struggle, clinging to their own sacred traditions,- 

to watch all this within the span of a quarter century, Is 

indeed a moving riinaiitr ~3r. Since World War II this change has 

been greatly accelerated, and with the passing of another 

generation most of the old Navaho life will be gone.

It has been my privilege to watch some of this transition.

It has been intensely Interesting, often heart breaking, dome- 

times amusing, and in general filling me with profound admiration« 

Because photography is essentially the medium with which to in­

terpret and record such a change, this volume is chiefly a

visual expression of a wonderful people In their effort to he- 
ni«.«. ay»
come an intergral part of bite American Psopdra. This book makes 

no pretense of having an ethnological approachj-it IsA the pre­

sentation of the Navaho as x human beings- what they look like- 

how they live-che things they do. Some pictures were made as long 

agoas 1930, the btefeawte abawe. It would take several

volumes to give the complete picture, but it Is as^fiHbwpe that in 
J Tjnu vmXj

this final selection’' will be found a comprehensive statement-a

visual statement of a people who have great pride, great ability, 
jwike ?■ mint j k- Laura Gilpin

and deep respect« Santa Fe. N.M.
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FOREWORD

Within the boundaries of their twelve thousand square mile 

reservation, some seventy five thousand Navaho people are 

struggling for existence on a land no longer large enough to 

support them. They are struggling not only to exist, but to 

meet an enchroaching way of life with which they are, in a large 

measure, unfamiliar. It is only since about 1930 that the 

Navaho have been faced with this growing necessity for change, 

a change so great fo themzthat we can scarcely comprehend it. 

Their traditional mode of living,- simple, carefree, undisturbed 

by the great pressures of our modern economic strife,- has within 

this short span of approximately twenty five years become changed 

with the need for adaptation to an existence utterly alien to them. 

In past years nature always provided sufficient pasture for their 

flocks, sufficient arable land for their simple farming, the
«Ai

trading post a market for their .products. To-day they find them­

selves with a population three times greater than their land can 

support. Where twenty five years ago, they felt the "white man” 

far from their environs, save those few with whom they traded, 

to-day the Navaho fiad themselves surrounded by a constantly 

growing white population, and the avaricious who seek their 

recently discovered mineral resources. The reservation Is no 

longer the far-away wild country of the Southwest, This en­

croaching pressure Is shelly felt and the Navaho are rising to 

meet it, Where twenty five years ago they were reluctant to go 

to the reservation schools, shy and diffident about learning the 

ways of our people, to-day they are clamoring for education, and



there are four times as many children wanting to go to school 

as there are schools or teachers to fulfill this demand«

It is hard for us to realize that here within the boundaries 

of our Southwestern states, are a people whose whole conoept 

of life and method of existence are utterly foreign to our own« 

To-day we are witnessing the heroic effort of this human group 

struggling to adapt itself to the economic concept of our ouirvt- 

vastly larger group with whom it must mingle for self preservation« 

To watch a people making such a change, to see their effort, their 

remarkable ability In adaptation, their economic struggle, while 

clinging to their own sacred traditions,- to watch all this within 

the span of a quarter century, Is Indeed a moving experience«

Since world war II this change has been greatly accelerated, and 

with the passing of another generation most of the old Havaho life 

will be gone«

It has been my privilege to watch some of this transition. It has 

been intensely interesting, often heart breaking, sometimes 

amusing, and in general filling me with profound admiration«

Because photography Is essentially the medium with which to in­

terpret and record such a change, this volume Is chiefly a visual 

expression of a wonderful people in their effort to take their 

place as an intergral part of modern America. This book makes 

no pretense of having an ethnological approach;- It i: rather 

the presentation of the Havaho as human beings* what they look

like- how they live- the things they do» Some pictures were 
'lx'

made as long ago as 193SX, most of them during the past five years.

It would take several volumes to give the complete picture, but



it is hoped that in this final selection of material* you will 

find a comprehensive statement- a visual statement of a people who 

have great pride* great ability* and who deserve deep respect»

Laura Gilpin 
Santa Fe* New Mexico



Of the many experiences Kiss Forster had during her years 
as a nurse on the reservation, one tragedy stands out in my 
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 dripping with perspiration and 
breathing heavily. As his three months old baby was very 
sick, he had run mfc-rauthahbfouroiEiles through the snow for 
Miss Forsters help. After questioning carefully she sent 
hia to her Interpreters house nearby to have him get the car 
ready while she pre»pared for expected emergency. teaching 
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 a medicine man's ritual, the bab./ was getting worse. 
Knowing that the only possible way to save the baby was to gget 
to the hospital fehidsb$e@miles away, she asked the little mother 
if .she would bring the baby, still in' its cradle-board,- they 
should go at once. »Vhile the interior of the car was warm 
from the heater, the tires made that crisp squeaky crunch that 
means extreme cold, as they cut through the icy snotr. All 
was silent except for the whimpering of' the sick infant. Som<- 
where along the way that sound ceased and Miss Forster feared 
the worst. They all went in to the hospital to find the doctor, 
but It was too late. After his examination, the parents decided 
to leave the little body at the hospital where the authorities 
would see to Its burial In the cemetary nearby. As they were 
leaving the building, a eary; hard-boiled nurse scolded the 
baby's mother, telling her it was all her fault for not bringing 
It in earlier.

On the way home, out in the windswept flat beyond Shiprock, 
the father asked Miss Forster to stop.kiiBXKBXy She watched 
them in the light from fhe car as they walked a short distance 
from the road, where, clearing away the snow and with bowed 
heads, they placed the cradle-hoard on the ground. It would 
never be sued again and given to the elements. The broken 
hearted parents returned to the car where Miss Forster tried 
to comfort them. The medicine man had done what he’could hut 
for this kind of illness the white doctor had newer medicine.

Such thoughtless, unsympathetci remarks as those used by the 
nurse at the hospital, have been one reason so many Navaho have 
hesitated or refused government help for so long a time.
Looking back on that tragic night after a span of thirty years 
we can understand 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 illnesses was competent indeed, but 
respiratory infection was something the non-Engllsh-speaklng 
Navaho little understood. Perhaps one of.the greatest changes 
on the reservation in the past thirty year&- is the quality of 
the white personel working with the Navaho. Now these doctors 
and nurses are better equipped with social and psycologlcal 
understanding to win rather than force- to teach rather than 
admonish. . Doctors of to-day are finding the abilities of tthe 
medicine men and are seeking their cooperation in many ways, 
while teaching them to understand the kind of help the white 
doctor pan give.



As

Following plans for a lor.g flight to photog aph the sacred 
mountains of the south,west and north, we left Santa Fs 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 Tlguex 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 Tsla, sun baked on the adobe banks of the Jemez river a short 
distance above its confluence with the Rio Grande. Crossing a 
low,hilly divide at the southern tip of the Jemez, a vast expanse 
of semi-desert came Into view, broken here and there with plnon cove pe l 
buttes, and the cores of extinct volcanoes whose stark forms rise 
above the terrain. To the distant north of us lay Old Navaho Land, 
dimly seen on the horizonextending to the border of our states of 
New Mexico and Colorado, and a little beyond.

As we flew over thlsarid land, leaving the Jemez behind us,
Tsotsll, Navaho sacred mountain of the south rose in tiered mesas 
to its thirteen thousand foot snow capped peak. We circled several 
times seeking a proper foregound for this second 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 prominances built jip to the mountain peak. We saw Iso­
lated hogans, sometimes three or four in a group representing a 
family unit, and always sheep corrals and flocks grazing not far away. 
There was an occasional horseman, a car, a truck or two, so -LittLe^-e^*« 
signs of life in this big empty looking land. Yet I knew that an 
the reservation lived more than ninety thousand Navaho.

Turning in a northwesterly direction we were soon again over land 
free of timber, but covered with grass and some low shrubs. We 
crossed Chaco Canyon looking down on the large.ruin of Pueblo Bonltp . 
and the other ruins 4f this once populdW region. The Navaho have 
stories about these ruins and their long forgotten inhabitants whom t 
they called the Kisani. We crossed the Bscavado wash, a wide, dry ~ 
river bed, capable of becoming a raging torrent following a summer 
cloudburst. Soon we could see the green valley of the San Juan 
River, imagining how the Navahoiby the beginning of the eighteenth 
centnry must have followed lt/tis the more adventurous among them 
sought new home sites. History tells as of the many conflicts 
between the Navaho and other inhabitants of the Southwest^ the 
Pueblo Indians and the Spanish settlers. It was Coronado who first 
brought horses and sheep’to this country, and when the Navaho saw 
these animals they both tradad^*and stole what they wanted. Horses 
gave the Navaho a new and better mode of travel and it was not long 
until they turned more and mofe to raising stock. This too, gave 
them the incentive to hunt for new pastures and remo^te canyons in 
which to hide their stolen booty. Along with s,P»iten horses^ «-«"*’ r
women and children were also stolen, and for some years there was 
great conflict with the Spanish who in turn frequently retalllated 
by mak^/slaves of WS®.

We crossed the fertile valley of the San Jaan circling for a \ 
landing to refuel and to have a short rest. As we turned, Tsotsll j 
still, though distantly visible, lifted its snowy summit into the / 
turquoise sky- the one high landmark- the sacred mountain fo the y 
south. _  ___ _ ----

H«. IvuA of csxjx>u- p -ISUh.
CfHh- ,S «4*"fc- U> «4 1



THE POUR SACRED MOUNTAINS
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While reading the Navaho Creation Myth, my thoughts traveled to 
the four sacred mountains bordering the Navaho World. It was theP 
I think, that it occured to me-"tdsKSâdBË&BEtewr to illustrate this 
beautiful stoxy.-^æsb^^éUîO’ photograph„£these mountains from the air.
To do this two flights were necessary, 'the first for Tslsnajinl,
sacred mountain of the East, and a seconds longer flight for the other taxes

Perhaps it is my love for landscape and geography that makes me 
want to fly. Prom the air one can see the great structures of the 
earth's surface, the different kinds of mountains, the sweep of con­
tours, the age old erosions. In the air one beoones detached and 
the mind goes deep into the past, thinking of Time in Depth.

Chartering a small plane, my pilot lifted us from Santa Pe one 
morning with the picture of Tslsnajinl as our gèal. As we circled 
to gain altitude, the form of the Sandia Mountain Fault to the south 
of us, became more and more visible, with its gently rising eastern 
slope and the sheer, abrupt western face,,.tilt was in a cave high 
in this western wall that the earliest human life in
this area has been found, remnants from migrants who lived here twenty 
thousand years ago,^soxold is the history of our Southwest. These 
ancient primitives cam< to North America from Mongolia via Behring Strati ht 
moving slowly southward over a period of /eW^s centuries.

We headed north following the Rio Grande seeing clearly the canyon^ 
cut by the river through the volcanic slopes of the Pajarlto Plateau. 
Crossing into Colorado, the superb mountain mass of Tslsnajinl grew 
more Impressive as we neared. Beneath us, the southern end of the 
San Luis Valley looked barren and uninhabited. Here once, was an 
abundance of game - elk, antelope, deer and bison, and here,the ancient — 
Navaho came to hunt, aaeing1 always »heir- sacred'mountain of -the.eaat
before jhem. They must 'have..come into thi s valley frôm thé region
owr-^he-mo-untalnw to the west -lasewn -as-Old-Navaho "At the junc­
tion of the San Juan and Pine rivers just over the divide from where 
we were flying, the new Navaho Dam Is now being built, Just above 
the dam site during the field seasons of 1959*60 and 61, the salvage 
archavology project of the Museum of New Mexico produced the first com­
prehensive data of the early whereabouts of the Navaho and their Apache 
cousins. These recent unearthings have revealed simple, crude hogans 
(Navaho houses) dating from about the middle of the sixteenth centurjt.
This date, much later than all other sources of Indian life in New Mexico, 
seems to Indicate that the Navaho may well have been ¡the last mlgjfatJLon 
from the north. ÆMe Spanish Oonqu^stadores^id not encounter thjf Na'va « 
untflLl 1626,/nearly twoycentur/es a/ter Coronado *s first arrival. The 
Bmeviffl.es Cprontrole of/that year /ells^of t/e "Navahau de Apache” being , 
finaers living ¿in this old Navaho Land area.A IX^LA-Assmâ^^hat^they “̂ rA 
learned the rudiments of agriculture from the Pueblo People with whom 
they—must have come in contact, for the archaeologists found remnants 
of corn, squash and beans in these recent/excavations. It Is possible
that future probings may find evidence of the Navaho Afc-the San Luis 
valley.

Thinking always of the Navaho, where they came from and how they 
traveled, one could see from the air that the distance from Old Navaho 
Land to Tslsnajinl is not great; and though thereoare«mountains In 
between, there are passes through which travelers -ean find a way. 
Tslsnajinl, because of Its severance by a wide low pass from the 
towering Sangre de Cristo Range, appears a mountain by istself and ™
was a natural landmark to the Navaho becoming thler symbol of the East«

Bmeviffl.es






THE DINEH 
(THE PEOPLE)

Space-sky-distance unlimited} canyons—deserts—rocks, 
majestic in their contour and hugeness} wind—dust—storm} 
bitter cold—blazing heat—serenity} color—land forms, beautiful 
beyond belief— these are the elements of this magnifioient land. 
Moving about in loneliness, though never lonely, in dignity and 
happiness, with song in their hearts and on their lips, in har­
mony with the great forces of nature, are the Navaho- people 
of the earth.

Two silient Qallties 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 quality in the Navaho People} their simple direct 
fanner, their action, their manual dexterity and skill. They 
bring to their everyday living, dignity, vitality, realism, 
acceptance of things as they are. Conforming 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 great sense of fun, they have their own
code of honor. They love sports of all kinds, they love games
of chance, and will laugh at loosing as well as winning» They
are tenacious, they are practical to the utmost degree in their
use of materials and objects. They are capable of long hours of 
work and are equally capable of inactivity. There are good 
Navaho People and bad, dependable and undependable, strong and 
weak. Their powers of observation are photographic. They can 
be shrewd, they can be Inscrutable, they are highly intuitive. 
Through all runs a vein of kindliness, of inherent good manners, 
and some special quality for which it is difficult to find the 
right wort. Perhaps intergated personality is the attribute, 
for there is a Mone-ness** about these people. They live their 
tradition. They are Immeasurably adaptable.

All this is what they have been, and many still are to-day.
But as they acqire more of our way of life, as they assimilate 
our education-( 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 making it 
their own. Some are finding themselves against a wall of pay­
ee logical frustration and have not yet found a way around it. 
Barred at first by language, many have now acquired a remarkable 
degree of education and are intellgent, capable people Judged 
by high 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 whole will find their sure 
place in our American Democracy and that some will fill that 
place with distinction.
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di turned southeast, leaving the western boundry of the reservation
' behind us anfestfifWe eroi»sed)4Ho^A~-St«id-,~’&h^iti»3iSflSiff''§ur'rottftd®d by-the

Navaho, -we looker down on the r/cky mesa towns of this sturdy tribe.
We landed at Winslow, Arizona, foi\.a mid-day meal and a needed rest.

Later in the afternoon we took^once more headftdg home to Santa Fe, 
sa^gg than*three hundred miles away. All during the morning we had 
flown at an altitude of not more than fifteen hundred feet J>«raNow with 
bumpy air rising from the warm ground, we climbed to about three thousand 
feet and to my amazement we could see all the land we had crossed in 
the morning’s flight. we flew over the painted desert- saw the petrlfie 
forest on our right, and far to the south the long valley traversed by 
Coronado as he came to this land from Mexico.

As we crossed the Arizona-New Mexico line, Fort Defiance came into 
view on our right- that earliest outpost of the U.S.Army built in 1850 
only four years after New Mexico and Arizona became part of the United 
States. Gios «""by aral-d- ft cluster or'wThd sculptured sandstonS-was 

WAndsent seat of Navaho Go vacxuaant .'V Watching the 
passing landscape the procession of Navaho history filled my mind as 
I thought of all that had happened to these people since their land 
came under the rule of Washington. Fort Defiance had been builJTfor 
the purpose of quelling the Navaho who, during the weak government 
under Mexico's short jurisdiction, had beoome exceedingly bold in thefcfc 
raids of depredation. The early efforts of a small segment of the 
American Army proved fruitless, for they were too small in mumber to be 
any sort of match for the Navaho, so skilled in gorilla warefare. It 
was frontiersman Kit Carson who finally brought the Navaho to terms. ,
Through a^scorehed earth policy, he destroyed crops a.nd^livestock, 
finally rbundiHg--up most of the starving people?9'x/v>fhe commanding 
general of the New Mexico forces, decided to move the Navaho to a new 
environment and turn them into farmers instead of stockmen. So the 
captiveNavaho in 1864—commenced a long and tedious-marchfaf-Bome>
(Jour hundred miTeg>/to Fort Sumner on the Pecos River in Eastern New 
mexico, a distanced Many Navaho still talk of the ’’Long Walk”. In 
1954 two people who remembered that imprisonment all too clearly ■f&ld 
me of it. This concentration camp was doomed to failure. Supplies 
failed to arrive from the Santa Fe Trail; drought struck the land- 
grasshoppers destroyed most of the feeble crops, and an epidemio of 
small po> took the lives of a large pamber.of the stricken people.
This shameful episode of American history must be considered in relation 
to other events. The Navaho were moved at the end of the Civil War, 
and their imprisonment continued during the first years of the recon­
struction. Doubtless officials in Washington had little thought and 
cared less for a small group of unknown people so far away- for it was 
far away in 1868. It tookx weeks for mail to come and months for 
supplies. The railroad did not reach New Mexico for#lanother decade. 
Pleading to be allowed to return to theirmhomeland, the Navaho promised 
to stop all raids and disturbances, a promise they have faithfully kept. 
In return the U.S, promised to furnish one teacher for every 30 children 
a promise which Is only onw in 1962 shows signs of fullfilment.•Pen 
Ions way we TlaK-uxa»j^-ths~tr^il-»-®r-th®-Le-mr'Walk. and'"Tdoking'“3'bwh oh ' 
the seen® from the air one American-was filled,„with remorse*

Looking nhh^h across the reservation, I could see the northern boundry 
Shiprock stood up above the desert more shiplike than ever from this 
hight and distance. Beyond, glistening on the distant horizon were 
the snowy summits of Debendtsa, Navaho sacred mountain of the Norths

# « « ##«■«*«<»#•#«#* # *
We came quickly back to Santa Fe, cutting close to Tsotsll, landing 

in the late afternoon. It was a memorable day. It seemed incredible 
that in the course of a few hours, I could have seen so closely and so 
clearly, the entire 25,000 sq. miles of Navaho domain.



After a short rest and a second breakfast, we continued our Jour­
ney following the San Juan River to the area of the Pour Corners, 
that unique spot where four states meet. Below us were many Navaho 
Farms for this Is the most puA<tfes*i»d part of the reservation.
Green fields of alfalfa, fields of corn and oats, filled the pale 
yellow landscape with rich color. When the new dam is completed 
and Its stored water becomes available for irrigation, the Navaho 
will expand this region to include many thousands of acres of new 
arable land, aores now ordering the narrow productive strip of the 
river’s valley. ,

On our right, Shiprock, largest of the Southwest's voncanio 
cores, rose eighteen hundrd feet ut of the desert sea. We circled 
it, the two great flanking dykes remlngi&g us of the Navaho legend 
of an eagle with outspread wings. In a few more minutes the led 
Rock area I knew so well appeared before us, and I was able to traoe 
Just where the dun colored landscape we were leaving turned to 
opalescent red as we neared the Lukaichukaîand Chuska Mountains.
This 9500 foot range, densely covered with pine and fir, spruce and 
aspen, runs north and south biseoting the reservation and yielding 
a large timber reserve for the Navaho People. One the western side, 
the mountains slope into the Port Defiance Plateau and the timber 
changes to Pinon and cedar as the elevation drops. Red sandstone 
promontories Jutlt out into the sage covered foothills.

To the south I could see gashes in the Plateau, great splits in 
tne land wnich form the Canyons of De Shelly and Del Muerto/ The 
Navaho had penetrated this region by the beginning of the eighteenth 
oentury. They found the Hopl living’W^anâ probably drove them 
out. It was from the rim fo Canyon del Muerto that a small company 
of Spanish soldiers boiabarded a cave in the opposite wall, killing 
most of the inhabitants, thus giving the canyon its name. , This 
was in 18OW/ the time of the Louisiana Purchase when New Mexico was 
still under Spanish rule and Thomas Jefferson was wondering about 
this western land.

As the timbered plateau dropped beneath us to meet the western 
desert, we could see Monument Valley ahead of us, sun drenohed and 
glowing red. 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.

In the span of-a- half hour wexa were over the southern end of 
another timbered plateau extending down from Utah, and Tsegi Canyon 
emerged beneath us. Poliowing up a tributary we saw suddenly the 
Cliff dwelling of Be-ta-ta-kin, the most beautiful of all the v,, 
thirteenth century ruiné in the Southwest. The gracefully arced cave 
with sheer clefts of rock at one end, protected the buildings'from 
storm and wind, _ Richly green foliage nestled close to the spring 
these inhabitants were fortunate enough to have at their doorsteps.
So completely do the buildings blend into the rose colored rock 
of the cave, that^lhe.shadowed doorways are what make the cliff- 
dwelling visible*-----

Cutting across the western edge of Black Mesa we turned southward 
over an expanse of yellow sand as yet another desert extended to 
the Grand Canyon, the western boundry of the reservation, A short 
flying time brought us opposite Doko-oslld with the Little Colorado 
River dlagonaling our foreground as it contributed^ its small share 
of water to its mighty brother.

Once more we saw a high landmark- Doko-oslid, Navaho sacred 
mountain of the west.
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