Lesson 1: N. Scott Momaday and John Smith

“Charm” (Crow)

At night when we lie down, listening to the wind rustling through the bleached trees, we know not
how we get to sleep but we fall asleep, don’t we?

“War Song” (Pawnee)

Let us see, is this real,

Let us see, is this real,

Let us see, is this real,

This life I am living?

Ye gods, who dwell everywhere,
Let us see, is this real,

This life I am living.

“Love Song” (Ojibwa)

I will walk into some one's dwelling,
I will walk into somebody's home.
My sweetheart, into thy home

I will walk, in the night.

My sweetheart, in the winter

I shall walk into your abode.

This night I will walk into your lodge.

“Twelfth Song of the Thunder” (Navajo)

The voice that beautifies the land!
The voice above,

The voice of the thunder

Within the dark cloud

Again and again it sounds,

The voice that beautifies the land.
The voice that beautifies the land!
The voice below,

The voice of the grasshopper
Among the plants

Again and again it sounds,

The voice that beautifies the land.



“The Arrowmaker” (Kiowa)

If an arrow is well made, it will have tooth marks upon it. That is how you know. The Kiowas made
fine arrows and straightened them in their teeth. Then they drew them to the bow to see that they were
straight. Once there was a man and his wife. They were alone at night in their tipi. By the light of a
fire the man was making arrows. After a while he caught sight of something. There was a small
opening in the tipi where two hides had been sewn together. Someone was there on the outside,
looking in. The man went on with his work, but he said to his wife: “Someone is standing outside.
Do not be afraid. Let us talk easily, as of ordinary things.” He took up an arrow and straightened it in
his teeth; then, as it was right for him to do, he drew it to the bow and took aim, first in this direction
and then in that. And all the while he was talking, as if to his wife. But this is how he spoke: “I know
that you are there on the outside, for I can feel your eyes upon me. If you are a Kiowa, you will
understand what I am saying, and you will speak your name.” But there was no answer, and the man
went on in the same way, pointing the arrow all around. At last his aim fell upon the place where his
enemy stood, and he let go of the string. The arrow went straight to the enemy’s heart.

John Smith (1580-1631), The Generall Historie of Virginia (1624)

At his entrance before the king, all the people gave a great shout. The Queene of Appamatuk was
appointed to bring him water to wash his hands, and another brought him a bunch of feathers, in stead
of a Towell to dry them: having feasted him after their best barbarous manner they could, a long
consultation was held, but the conclusion was, two great stones were brought before Powhatan: then
as many as could be layd hands on him, dragged him to them, and thereon laid his head, and being
ready with their clubs, to beate out his braines, Pocahontas the Kings dearest daughter, when no
intreaty could prevaile, got his head in her armes, and laid her owne upon his to save him from death...




