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From A High Arid Plateau In New
Mexico
You see that, after a thing is dead, it dries up. It
might take weeks or years, but eventually, if you
touch the thing, it crumbles under your fingers. It
goes back to dust. The soul of the thing has long
since departed. With the plants and wild game the
soul may have already been born back into bones
and blood or thick green stalks and leaves.
Nothing is wasted. What cannot be eaten by
people or in some way used must then be left
where other living creatures may benefit. What
domestic animals or wild scavengers can’t eat will
be fed to the plants. The plants feed on the dust of
these few remains.
The ancient Pueblo people buried the dead in
vacant rooms or in partially collapsed rooms
adjacent to the main living quarters. Sand and
clay, used to construct the roof, make layers many
inches deep once the roof has collapsed. The
layers of sand and clay make for easy grave
digging. The vacant room fills with cast-off
objects and debris. When a vacant room has filled
deep enough, a shallow but adequate grave can be
scooped in a far corner. Archaeologists have
remarked over formal burials complete with

elaborate funerary objects excavated in trash
middens of abandoned rooms. But the rocks and
adobe mortar of collapsed walls were valued by
the ancient people, because each rock had been
carefully selected for size and shape, then chiseled
to an even face. Even the pink clay adobe melting
with each rainstorm had to be prayed over, then
dug and carried some distance. Corn-cobs and
husks, the rinds and stalks and animal bones were
not regarded by the ancient people as filth or
garbage. The remains were merely resting at a
midpoint in their journey back to dust. Human
remains are not so different. They should rest with
the bones and rinds where they all may benefit
living creatures—small rodents and insects—until
their return is completed. The remains of
things—animals and plants, the clay and
stones—were treated with respect, because for the
ancient people all these things had spirit and
being.1
The antelope merely consents to return home with
the hunter. All phases of the hunt are conducted
with love: the love the hunter and the people have
for the Antelope People, and the love of the
antelope who agree to give up their meat and
blood so that human beings will not starve. Waste
of meat or even the thoughtless handling of bones
cooked bare will offend the antelope spirits. Next
year the hunters will vainly search the dry plains
for antelope. Thus, it is necessary to return
carefully the bones and hair and the stalks and
leaves to the earth, who first created them. The
spirits remain close by. They do not leave us.
The dead become dust, and in this becoming they
are once more joined with the Mother. The
ancient Pueblo people called the earth the Mother
Creator of all things in this world. Her sister, the
Corn Mother, occasionally merges with her
because all succulent green life rises out of the
depths of the earth.
Rocks and clay are part of the Mother. They
emerge in various forms, but at some time before
they were smaller particles of great boulders. At a
later time they may again become what they once
were: dust.
A rock shares this fate with us and with animals
and plants as well. A rock has being or spirit,
although we may not understand it. The spirit may
differ from the spirit we know in animals or plants
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or in ourselves. In the end we all originate from
the depths of the earth. Perhaps this is how all
beings share in the spirit of the Creator. We do not
know.

From The Emergence Place
Pueblo potters, creators of petroglyphs and oral
narratives, never conceived of removing
themselves from the earth and sky. So long as the
human consciousness remains within the hills,
canyons, cliffs, and the plants, clouds, and sky,
the term landscape, as it has entered the English
language, is misleading. “A portion of territory
the eye can comprehend in a single view” does
not correctly describe the relationship between the
human being and his or her surroundings. This
assumes the viewer is somehow outside or
separate from the territory she or he surveys.
Viewers are as much a part of the landscape as the
boulders they stand on.
There is no high mesa edge or mountain peak
where one can stand and not immediately be part
of all that surrounds. Human identity is linked
with all the elements of creation through the clan;
you might belong to the Sun Clan or the Lizard
Clan or the Corn Clan or the Clay Clan.2 Standing
deep within the natural world, the ancient Pueblo
understood the thing as it was—the squash
blossom, grasshopper, or rabbit itself could never
be created by the human hand. Ancient Pueblos
took the modest view that the thing itself {the
landscape) could not be improved upon. The
ancients did not presume to tamper with what had
already been created. Thus realism, as we now
recognize it in painting and sculpture, did not
catch the imaginations of Pueblo people until
recently.
The squash blossom itself is one thing: itself. So
the ancient Pueblo potter abstracts what she saw
to be the key elements of the squash blossom—the
four symmetrical petals, with four symmetrical
stamens in the center. These key elements, while
suggesting the squash flower, also link it with the
four cardinal directions. Represented only in its
intrinsic form, the squash flower is released from
a limited meaning or restricted identity. Even in
the most sophisticated abstract form, a squash
flower or a cloud or a lightning bolt became
intricately connected with a complex system of

relationships that the ancient Pueblo people
maintained with each other and with the populous
natural world they lived within. A bolt of
lightning is itself, but at the same time it may
mean much more. It may be a messenger of good
fortune when summer rains are needed. It may
deliver death, perhaps the result of manipulations
by the Gunnadeyahs, destructive necromancers.
Lightning may strike down an evildoer, or
lightning may strike a person of goodwill. If the
person survives, lightning endows him or her with
heightened power.
Pictographs and petroglyphs of constellations or
elk or antelope draw their magic in part from the
process wherein the focus of all prayer and
concentration is upon the thing itself, which, in its
turn, guides the hunter’s hand. Connection with
the spirit dimensions requires a figure or form that
is all-inclusive. A lifelike rendering of an elk is
too restrictive. Only the elk is itself. A realistic
rendering of an elk would be only one particular
elk anyway. The purpose of the hunt rituals and
magic is to make contact with all the spirits of the
elk.
The land, the sky, and all that is within them—the
landscape—includes human beings.
Interrelationships in the Pueblo landscape are
complex and fragile. The unpredictability of the
weather, the aridity and harshness of much of the
terrain in the high plateau country explain in large
part the relentless attention the ancient Pueblo
people gave to the sky and the earth around them.
Survival depended upon harmony and cooperation
not only among human beings, but also among all
things—the animate and the less animate, since
rocks and mountains were known on occasion to
move.
The ancient Pueblos believed the Earth and the
Sky were sisters (or sister and brother in the postChristian version). As long as food–family
relations are maintained, then the Sky will
continue to bless her sister, the Earth, with rain,
and the Earth’s children will continue to survive.
But the old stories recall incidents in which
troublesome spirits or beings threaten the earth. In
one story, a malicious ka’tsina, called the
Gambler, seizes the Shiwana, or Rain Clouds, the
Sun’s beloved children.3 The Shiwana are snared
in magical power late one afternoon on a high
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mountaintop. The Gambler takes the Rain Clouds
to his mountain stronghold, where he locks them
in the north room of his house. What was his
idea? The Shiwana were beyond value. They
brought life to all things on earth. The Gambler
wanted a big stake to wager in his games of
chance. But such greed, even on the part of only
one being, had the effect of threatening the
survival of all life on earth. Sun Youth, aided by
old Grandmother spider, outsmarts the Gambler
and the rigged game, and the Rain Clouds are set
free. The drought ends, and once more life thrives
on earth.

Through The Stories We Hear Who We
Are
All summer the people watch the west horizon,
scanning the sky from south to north for rain
clouds. Corn must have moisture at the time the
tassels form. Otherwise pollination will be
incomplete, and the ears will be stunted and
shriveled. An inadequate harvest may bring
disaster. Stories told at Hopi, Zuni, and at Acoma
and Laguna describe drought and starvation as
recently as 1900. Precipitation in west-central
New Mexico averages fourteen inches annually.
The western pueblos are located at altitudes over
5,600 feet above sea level, where winter
temperatures at night fall below freezing. Yet
evidence of their presence in the high desert and
plateau country goes back ten thousand years. The
ancient Pueblo not only survived in this
environment, but for many years they also thrived.
In A.D. 1100 the people at Chaco Canyon had
built cities with apartment buildings of stone five
stories high.4 Their sophistication as sky watchers
was surpassed only by Mayan and Inca
astronomers. Yet this vast complex of knowledge
and belief, amassed for thousands of years, was
never recorded in writing.
Instead, the ancient Pueblo people depended upon
collective memory through successive generations
to maintain and transmit an entire culture, a
worldview complete with proven strategies for
survival. The oral narrative, or story, became the
medium through which the complex of Pueblo
knowledge and belief was maintained. Whatever
the event or the subject, the ancient people
perceived the world and themselves within that

world as part of an ancient, continuous story
composed of innumerable bundles of other stories.
The ancient Pueblo vision of the world was
inclusive. The impulse was to leave nothing out.
Pueblo oral tradition necessarily embraced all
levels of human experience. Otherwise, the
collective knowledge and beliefs comprising
ancient Pueblo culture would have been
incomplete. Thus, stories about the Creation and
Emergence of human beings and animals into this
world continue to be retold each year for four
days and four nights during the winter solstice.
The hummah-hah stories related events from the
time long ago when human beings were still able
to communicate with animals and other living
things.5 But beyond these two preceding
categories, the Pueblo oral tradition knew no
boundaries. Accounts of the appearance of the
first Europeans (Spanish) in Pueblo country or of
the tragic encounters between Pueblo people and
Apache raiders were no more and no less
important than stories about the biggest mule deer
ever taken or adulterous couples surprised in
cornfields and chicken coops. Whatever
happened, the ancient people instinctively sorted
events and details into a loose narrative structure.
Everything became a story.
Traditionally everyone, from the youngest child to
the oldest person, was expected to listen and be
able to recall or tell a portion of, if only a small
detail from, a narrative account or story. Thus, the
remembering and the retelling were a communal
process. Even if a key figure, an elder who knew
much more than others, were to die unexpectedly,
the system would remain intact. Through the
efforts of a great many people, the community
was able to piece together valuable accounts and
crucial information that might otherwise have died
with an individual.
Communal storytelling was a self-correcting
process in which listeners were encouraged to
speak up if they noted an important fact or detail
omitted. The people were happy to listen to two or
three different versions of the same event of the
same hummah-hah story. Even conflicting
versions of an incident were welcomed for the
entertainment they provided. Defenders of each
version might joke and tease one another, but
seldom were there any direct confrontations.
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Implicit in the Pueblo oral tradition was the
awareness that loyalties, grudges, and kinship
must always influence the narrator’s choices as
she emphasizes to listeners that this is the way she
has always heard the story told. The ancient
Pueblo people sought a communal truth, not an
absolute truth. For them “this truth lived
somewhere within the web of differing versions,
disputes over minor points, and outright
contradictions tangling with old feuds and village
rivalries.
A dinner-table conversation recalling a deer hunt
forty years ago, when the largest mule deer ever
was taken, inevitably stimulates similar memories
in listeners. But hunting stories were not merely
after-dinner entertainment. These accounts
contained information of critical importance about
the behavior and migration patterns of mule deer.
Hunting stories carefully described key landmarks
and locations of fresh water. Thus, a deer-hunt
story might also serve as a map. Lost travelers and
lost piñon-nut gatherers have been saved by
sighting a rock formation they recognize only
because they once heard a hunting story
describing this rock formation.
The importance of cliff formations and water
holes does not end with hunting stories. As
offspring of the Mother Earth, the ancient Pueblo
people could not conceive of themselves within a
specific landscape, but location, or place, nearly
always plays a central role in the Pueblo oral
narratives. Indeed, stories are most frequently
recalled as people are passing by a specific
geographical feature or the exact location where a
story took place. The precise date of the incident
often is less important than the place or location
of the happening. “Long, long ago,” “a long time
ago,” “not too long ago,” and “recently” are
usually how stories are classified in terms of time.
But the places where the stories occur are
precisely located, and prominent geographical
details recalled, even if the landscape is well
known to listeners, often because the turning point
in the narrative involved a peculiarity of the
special quality of a rock or tree or plant found
only at that place. Thus, in the case of many of the
Pueblo narratives, it is impossible to determine
which came first, the incident or the geographical
feature that begs to be brought alive in a story that
features some unusual aspect of this location.

There is a giant sandstone boulder about a mile
north of Old Laguna, on the road to Paguate. It is
ten feet tall and twenty feet in circumference.
When I was a child and we would pass this
boulder driving to Paguate village, someone
usually made reference to the story about
Kochininako, Yellow Woman, and the Estrucuyo,
a monstrous giant who nearly ate her. The Twin
Hero Brothers saved Kochininako, who had been
out hunting rabbits to take home to feed her
mother and sisters. The Hero Brothers had heard
her cries just in time. The Estrucuyo had cornered
her in a cave too small to fit its monstrous head.
Kochininako had already thrown to the Estrucuyo
all her rabbits, as well as her moccasins and most
of her clothing. Still the creature had not been
satisfied. After killing the Estrucuyo with her
bows and arrows, the Twin Hero Brothers slit
open the Estrucuyo and cut out its heart. They
threw the heart as far as they could. The monster's
heart landed there, beside the old trail to Paguate
village, where the sandstone boulder rests now. It
may be argued that the existence of the boulder
precipitated the creation of a story to explain it.
But sandstone boulders and sandstone formations
of strange shapes abound in the Laguna Pueblo
area. Yet, most of them do not have stories. Often
the crucial element in a narrative is the
terrain—some specific detail of the setting.
A high, dark mesa rises dramatically from a
grassy plain, fifteen miles southeast of Laguna, in
an area known as Swahnee. On the grassy plain
140 years ago, my great-grandmother’s uncle and
his brother-in-law were grazing their herd of
sheep. Because visibility on the plain extends for
over twenty miles, it wasn’t until the two
sheepherders came near the high, dark mesa that
the Apaches were able to stalk them. Using the
mesa to obscure their approach, the raiders swept
around from both ends of the mesa. My greatgrandmother’s relatives were killed, and the herd
was lost. The high, dark mesa played a critical
role: the mesa had compromised the safety that
the openness of the plains had seemed to assure.
Pueblo and Apache alike relied upon the terrain,
the very earth herself, to give them protection and
aid. Human activities or needs were maneuvered
to fit the existing surroundings and conditions. I
imagine the last afternoon of my distant ancestors
as warm and sunny for late September. They
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might have been traveling slowly, bring the sheep
closer to Laguna in preparation for the approach
of colder weather. The grass was tall and only
beginning to change from green to a yellow that
matched the late afternoon sun shining off it.
There might have been comfort in the warmth and
the sight of the sheep fattening on good pasture
that lulled my ancestors into their fatal inattention.
They might have had a rifle, whereas the Apaches
had only bows and arrows. But there would have
been four or five Apache raiders, and the surprise
attack would have canceled any advantage the
rifles gave them.
Survival in any landscape comes down to making
the best use of all available resources. On that
particular September afternoon, the raiders made
better use of the Swahnee terrain than my poor
ancestors did. Thus, the high, dark mesa and the
story of the two lost Laguna herders became
inextricably linked. The memory of them and their
story resides in part with the high, dark mesa. For
as long as the mesa stands, people within the
family and clan will be reminded of the story of
that afternoon long ago. Thus, the continuity and
accuracy of the oral narratives are reinforced by
the landscape—and the Pueblo interpretation of
that landscape is maintained.

The Migration Story: An Interior
Journey
The Laguna Pueblo migration stories refer to
specific places—mesas, springs, or cottonwood
trees—not only locations that can be visited still,
but also locations that lie directly on the state
highway route linking Paguate village with
Laguna village.6 In traveling this road as a child
with older Laguna people I first heard a few of the
stories from that much larger body of stories
linked with the Emergence and Migration.7 It may
be coincidental that Laguna people continue to
follow the same route that, according to the
Migration story, the ancestors followed south
from the Emergence Place. It may be that the
route is merely the shortest and best route for car,
horse, or foot traffic between Laguna and Paguate
villages. But if the stories about boulders, springs,
and hills are actually remnants from a ritual that
retraces the Creation and Emergence of the
Laguna Pueblo people as a culture, as the people

they became, then continued use of that route
creates a unique relationship between the ritualmythic world and the actual, everyday world. A
journey from Paguate to Laguna down the long
decline of Paguate Hill retraces the original
journey from the Emergence Place, which is
located slightly north of the Paguate village. Thus,
the landscape between Paguate and Laguna takes
on a deeper significance: the landscape resonates
the spiritual, or mythic, dimension of the Pueblo
world even today.
Although each Pueblo culture designates its
Emergence Place, usually a small natural spring
edged with mossy sandstone and full of cattails
and wild watercress, it is clear the Pueblo people
do not view any single location or natural springs
as the one and only true Emergence Place. Each
Pueblo group recounts stories connected with
Creation, Emergence, and Migration, although it
is believed that all human beings, with all the
animals and plants, emerged at the same place and
at the same time.8 Natural springs are crucial
sources of water for all life in the high desert and
plateau country. So the small spring near Paguate
village is literally the source and continuance of
life for the people in the area. The spring also
functions on a spiritual level, recalling the original
Emergence Place and linking the people and the
springwater to all other people and to that moment
when the Pueblo people became aware of
themselves as they are even now. The Emergence
was an emergence into a precise cultural identity.
Thus, the Pueblo stories about the Emergence and
Migration are not to be taken as literally as the
anthropologists might wish. Prominent
geographical features and landmarks that are
mentioned in the narratives exist for ritual
purposes, not because the Laguna people actually
journeyed south for hundreds of years from Chaco
Canyon or Mesa Verde, as the archaeologists say,
or eight miles from the site of the natural springs
at Paguate to the sandstone hilltop at Laguna.9
The eight miles, marked with boulders, mesas,
springs, and river crossings, are actually a ritual
circuit, or path, that marks the interior journey the
Laguna people made: a journey of awareness and
imagination in which they emerged from being
within the earth and all-included in the earth to the
culture and people they became, differentiating
themselves for the first time from all that had
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surrounded them, always aware that interior
distances cannot be reckoned in physical miles or
in calendar years.
The narratives linked with prominent features of
the landscape between Paguate and Laguna
delineate the complexities of the relationship that
human beings must maintain with the surrounding
natural world if they hope to survive in this place.
Thus, the journey was an interior process of the
imagination, a growing awareness that being
human is somehow different from all other
life—animal, plant, and inanimate. Yet, we are all
from the same source: awareness never
deteriorated into Cartesian duality, cutting off the
human from the natural world.
The people found the opening into the Fifth World
too small to allow them or any of the small
animals to escape. They had sent a fly out through
the small hole to tell them if it was the world the
Mother Creator had promised. It was, but there
was the problem of getting out. The antelope tried
to butt the opening to enlarge it, but the antelope
enlarged it only a little. It was necessary for the
badger with her long claws to assist the antelope,
and at last the opening was enlarged enough so
that all the people and animals were able to
emerge up into the Fifth World. The human
beings could not have emerged without the aid of
antelope and badger. The human beings depended
upon the aid and charity of the animals. Only
through interdependence could the human beings
survive. Families belonged to clans, and it was by
clan that the human being joined with the animal
and plant world. Life on the high, arid plateau
became viable when the human beings were able
to imagine themselves as sisters and brothers to
the badger, antelope, clay, yucca, and sun. Not
until they could find a viable relationship to the
terrain— the physical landscape they found
themselves in— could they emerge. Only at the
moment that the requisite balance between human
and other was realized could the Pueblo people
become a culture, a distinct group whose
population and survival remained stable despite
the vicissitudes of the climate and terrain.
Landscape thus has similarities with dreams. Both
have the power to seize terrifying feelings and
deep instincts and translate them into
images—visual, aural, tactile—and into the
concrete, where human beings may more readily

confront and channel the terrifying instincts or
powerful emotions into rituals and narratives that
reassure the individual while reaffirming
cherished values of the group. The identity of the
individual as a part of the group and the greater
Whole is strengthened, and the terror of facing the
world alone is extinguished.
Even now, the people at Laguna Pueblo spend the
greater portion of social occasions recounting
recent incidents or events that have occurred in
the Laguna area. Nearly always, the discussion
will precipitate the retelling of older stories about
similar incidents or other stories connected with a
specific place. The stories often contain disturbing
or provocative material but are nonetheless told in
the presence of children and women. The effect of
these interfamily or interclan exchanges is the
reassurance for each person that she or he will
never be separated or apart from the clan, no
matter what might happen. Neither the worst
blunders or disasters nor the greatest financial
prosperity and joy will ever be permitted to isolate
anyone from the rest of the group. In the ancient
times cohesiveness was all that stood between
extinction and survival, and while the individual
certainly was recognized, it was always as an
individual simultaneously bonded to family and
clan by a complex bundle of custom and ritual.
You are never the first to suffer a grave loss or
profound humiliation. You are never the first, and
you understand that you will probably not be the
last to commit, or be victimized by, a repugnant
act. Your family and clan are able to go on at
length about others now passed on and others
older or more experienced than you who suffered
similar losses.
The wide, deep arroyo near the King’s Bar
(located across the reservation’s borderline) has
over the years claimed many vehicles. A few
years ago, a Vietnam veteran’s new red
Volkswagen rolled backward into the arroyo
while he was inside buying a six-pack of beer; the
story of his loss joined the lively and large
collection of stories already connected with that
big arroyo. I do not know whether the Vietnam
veteran was consoled when he was told the stories
about the other cars claimed by the ravenous
arroyo. All his savings of combat pay had gone to
buy the red Volkswagen. But this man could not
have felt any worse than the man who, some years
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before, had left his children and mother-in- law in
his station wagon with the engine running. When
he came out of the liquor store his station wagon
was gone. He found it and its passengers upside
down in the big arroyo: broken bones, cuts, and
bruises, and a total wreck of the car.
The big arroyo has a wide mouth. Its existence
needs no explanation. People in the area regard
the arroyo much as they might regard a living
being, which has a certain character and
personality. I seldom drive past that wide, deep
arroyo without feeling a familiarity and even a
strange affection for it, because as treacherous as
it may be, the arroyo maintains a strong
connection between human beings and the earth.
The arroyo demands from us the caution and
attention that constitute respect. It is this sort of
respect the old believers have in mind when they
tell us we must respect and love the earth.
Hopi Pueblo elders said that the austere and, to
some eyes, barren plains and hills surrounding
their mesa-top villages (in northeast Arizona)
actually help to nurture the spirituality of the Hopi
way. The Hopi elders say the Hopi people might
have settled in locations far more lush, where
daily life would not have been so grueling. But
there on the high, silent, sandstone mesas that
overlook the sandy, arid expanses stretching to all
horizons, the Hopi elders say the Hopi people
must “live by their prayers” if they are to survive.
The Hopi way cherishes the intangible: the riches
realized from interaction and interrelationships
with all beings above all else. Great abundances
of material things, even food, the Hopi elders
believe, tend to lure human attention away from
what is most valuable and important. The views of
the Hopi elders are not much different from those
of elders in all the pueblos.
The bare but beautiful vastness of the Hopi
landscape emphasizes the visual impact of every
plant, every rock, every arroyo. Nothing is
overlooked or taken for granted. Each ant, each
lizard, each lark is imbued with great value simply
because the creature is there, simply because the
creature is alive in a place where any life at all is
precious. Stand on the mesa’s edge at Walpi and
look southwest over the bare distances toward the
pale blue outlines of the San Francisco Peaks
{north of Flagstaff) where the ka’tsina spirits

reside. So little lies between you and the sky. So
little lies between you and the earth. One look and
you know that simply to survive is a great
triumph, that every possible resource is needed,
every possible ally— even the most humble insect
or reptile. You realize you will be speaking with
all of them if you in- tend to last out the year.
Thus it is that the Hopi elders are grateful to the
landscape for aiding them in their quest as
spiritual people.

Out Under The Sky
My earliest memories are of being outside, under
the sky. I remember climbing the fence when I
was three years old and heading for the plaza in
the center of Laguna village because other
children passing by had told me there were
ka’tsinas there dancing with pieces of wood in
their mouths. A neighbor, a woman, retrieved me
before I ever saw the wood-swallowing ka’tsinas,
but from an early age I knew I wanted to be
outside: outside walls and fences.
My father had wandered over all the hills and
mesas around Laguna when he was a child,
because the Indian School and the taunts of the
other children did not sit well with him. It had
been difficult in those days to be part Laguna and
part white, or amedicana. It was still difficult
when I attended the Indian School at Laguna. Our
full-blooded relatives and clanspeople assured us
we were theirs and that we belonged there because
we had been born and reared there. But the racism
of the wider world we call America had begun to
make itself felt years before. My father’s response
was to head for the mesas and hills with his older
brother, their dog, and .22 rifles. They retreated to
the sandstone cliffs and juniper forests. Out in the
hills they were not lonely because they had all the
living creatures of the hills around them, and
whatever the ambiguities of racial heritage, my
father and my uncle understood what the old folks
had taught them: the earth loves all of us
regardless, because we are her children.
I started roaming those same mesas and hills when
I was nine years old. At eleven I rode away on my
horse and explored places my father and uncle
could not have reached on foot. I was never afraid
or lonely—though I was high in the hills, many
miles from home—because I carried with me the
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feeling I’d acquired from listening to the old
stories, that the land all around me was teeming
with creatures that were related to human beings
and to me. The stories had also left me with a
feeling of familiarity and warmth for the mesas,
hills, and boulders where the incidents or action in
the stories had taken place. I felt as if I had
actually been to those places, although I had only
heard stories about them. Somehow the stories
had given a kind of being to the mesas and hills,
just as the stories had left me with the sense of
having spent time with the people in the stories,
though they had long since passed on.
It is remarkable to sense the presence of those
long passed at the locations where their
adventures took place. Spirits range without
boundaries of any sort, and spirits may be called
back in any number of ways. The method used in
the calling also determines how the spirit
manifests itself. I think a spirit mayor may not
choose to remain at the site of its passing or death.
I think they might be in a number of places at the
same time. Storytelling can procure fleeting
moments to experience who they were and how
life felt long ago. What I enjoyed most as a child
was standing at the site of an incident recounted in
one of the ancient stories that old Aunt Susie had
told us as girls. What excited me was listening to
her tell us an old-time story and then realizing that
I was familiar with a certain mesa or cave that
figured as the central location of the story she was
telling. That was when the stories worked best,
because then I could sit there listening and be able
to visualize myself as being located within the
story being told, within the landscape. Because
the storytellers did not just tell the stories, they
would in their way act them out. The storyteller
would imitate voices for vast dialogues between
the various figures in the story. So we sometimes
say the moment is alive again within us, within
our imaginations and our memory, as we listen.
Aunt Susie once told me how it had been when
she was a child and her grandmother agreed to tell
the children stories. The old woman would always
ask the youngest child in the room to go open the
door. “Go open the door,” her grandmother would
say. “Go open the door so our esteemed ancestors
may bring us the precious gift of their stories.”
Two points seem clear: the spirits could be
present, and the stories were valuable because

they taught us how we were the people we
believed we were. The myth, the web of memories
and ideas that create an identity, is a part of
oneself. This sense of identity was intimately
linked with the surrounding terrain, to the
landscape that has often played a significant role
in a story or in the outcome of a conflict.
The landscape sits in the center of Pueblo belief
and identity. Any narratives about the Pueblo
people necessarily give a great deal of attention
and detail to all aspects of a landscape. For this
reason, the Pueblo people have always been
extremely reluctant to relinquish their land for
dams or highways. For this reason, Taos Pueblo
fought from 1906 until 1973 to win back its
sacred Blue Lake, which was illegally taken by
the creation of Taos National Forest. For this
reason, the decision in the early 1950s to begin
open-pit mining of the huge uranium deposits
north of Laguna, near Paguate village, has had a
powerful psychological impact upon the Laguna
people. Already a large body of stories has grown
up around the subject of what happens to people
who disturb or destroy the earth. I was a child
when the mining began and the apocalyptic
warning stories were being told. And I have lived
long enough to begin hearing the stories that
verify the earlier warnings.
All that remains of the gardens and orchards that
used to grow in the sandy flats southeast of
Paguate village are the stories of the lovely big
peaches and apricots the people used to grow. The
Jackpile Mine is an open pit that has been blasted
out of the many hundreds of acres where the
orchards and melon patches once grew. The
Laguna people have not witnessed changes to the
land without strong reactions. Descriptions of the
landscape before the mine are as vivid as any
description of the present-day destruction by the
open-pit mining. By its very ugliness and by the
violence it does to the land, the Jackpile Mine
insures that, from now on, it, too, will be included
in the vast body of narratives that makes up the
history of the Laguna people and the Pueblo
landscape. And the description of what that
landscape looked like before the uranium mining
began will always carry considerable impact.
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Landscape As A Character In Fiction
When I began writing I found that the plots of my
short stories very often featured the presence of
elements out of the landscape, elements that
directly influenced the outcome of events.
Nowhere is landscape more crucial to the outcome
than in my short story “Storyteller.” The site is
southwest Alaska in the Yukon Delta National
Wildlife Refuge, near the village of Bethel, on the
Kuskokwim River. Tundra country. Here the
winter landscape can suddenly metamorphose into
a seamless, blank white so solid that pilots in
aircraft without electronic instruments lose their
bearings and crash their planes into the frozen
tundra, believing down to be up. Here on the
Alaskan tundra, in mid-February, not all the
space-age fabrics, electronics, or engines can
ransom human beings from the restless, shifting
forces of the winter sky and winter earth.
The young Yupik Eskimo woman works out an
elaborate yet subconscious plan to avenge the
deaths of her parents. After months of baiting the
trap, she lures the murderer onto the river’s ice,
where he falls through to his death. The murderer
is a white man who operated the village trading
post. For years the murderer has existed like a
parasite, exploiting not only the fur-bearing
animals and the fish, but also the Yupik people
themselves. When the Yupik woman kills him, the
white trader has just finished cashing in on the
influx of workers who have suddenly come to the
tiny village for the petroleum exploration and
pipeline.
For the Yupik people, souls deserving punishment
spend varying lengths of time in a place of
freezing. The Yupik see the world’s end coming
with ice, not fire. Although the white trader
possessed every possible garment, insulation,
heating fuel, and gadget ever devised to protect
him from the frozen tundra environment, be still
dies, drowning under the freezing river ice,
because the white man had not reckoned with the
true power of that landscape, especially not the
power that the Yupik woman understood
instinctively and that she used so swiftly and
efficiently. The white man had reckoned with the
young woman and determined he could
overpower her. But the white man failed to
account for the conjunction of the landscape with

the woman. The Yupik woman had never seen
herself as anything but a part of that sky, that
frozen river, that tundra. The river’s ice and the
blinding white are her accomplices, and yet the
Yupik woman never for a moment misunderstands
her own relationship with that landscape.
After the white trader has crashed through the
river’s ice, the young woman finds herself a great
distance from either shore of the treacherous,
frozen river. She can see nothing but the
whiteness of the sky swallowing the earth. But far
away in the distance, on the side of her log and
tundra-sod cabin, she is able to see a spot of bright
red: a bright red marker she had nailed up weeks
earlier because she was intrigued by the contrast
between all that white and the spot of brilliant red.
The Yupik woman knows the appetite of the
frozen river. She realizes that the ice and the fog,
the tundra and the snow seek constantly to be
reunited with the living beings that skitter across
it. The Yupik woman knows that inevitably she
and all things will one day lie in those depths. But
the woman is young and her instinct is to live. The
Yupik woman knows how to do this.
Inside the small cabin of logs and tundra sod, the
old storyteller is mumbling the last story he will
ever tell. It is the story of the hunter stalking, a
giant polar bear the color of blue glacier ice. It is a
story that the old storyteller has been telling since
the young Yupik woman began to arrange the
white trader's death:
A sudden storm develops. The hunter finds
himself on an ice floe offshore. Visibility is zero,
and the scream of the wind blots out all sound.
Quickly the hunter realizes he is being stalked,
hunted by all the forces, by all the elements of the
sky and earth around him. When at last the
hunter’s own muscles spasm and cause the jade
knife to fall and shatter the ice, the hunter’s death
in the embrace of the giant, ice blue bear is the
foretelling of the world’s end.
When humans have blasted and burned the last bit
of life from the earth, an immeasurable freezing
will descend with a darkness that obliterates the
sun.
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Yellow Woman and a Beauty of
the Spirit
First published in the Los Angeles Times Sunday
magazine, December 29, 1994.
From the time I was a small child, I was aware
that I was different. I looked different from my
playmates. My two sisters looked different too.
We didn’t look quite like the other Laguna Pueblo
children, but we didn’t look quite white either. In
the 1880s, my great-grandfather had followed his
older brother west from Ohio to the New Mexico
Territory to survey the land for the U.S.
government. The two Marmon brothers came to
the Laguna Pueblo reservation because they had
an Ohio cousin who already lived there. The Ohio
cousin was involved in sending Indian children
thousands of miles away from their families to the
War Department’s big Indian boarding school in
Carlisle, Pennsylvania. Both brothers married fullblood Laguna Pueblo women. My greatgrandfather had first married my greatgrandmother’s older sister, but she died in
childbirth and left two small children. My greatgrandmother was fifteen or twenty years younger
than my great-grandfather. She had attended
Carlisle Indian School and spoke and wrote
English beautifully.
I called her Grandma A’mooh because that’s what
I heard her say whenever she saw me. A’mooh
means “granddaughter” in the Laguna language. I
remember this word because her love and her
acceptance of me as a small child were so
important. I had sensed immediately that
something about my appearance was not
acceptable to some people, white and Indian. But I
did not see any signs of that strain or anxiety in
the face of my beloved Grandma A’mooh.
Younger people, people my parents’ age, seemed
to look at the world in a more modern way. The
modern way included racism. My physical
appearance seemed not to matter to the old-time
people. They looked at the world very differently;
a person’s appearance and possessions did not
matter nearly as much as a person’s behavior. For
them, a person’s value lies in how that person

interacts with other people, how that person
behaves toward the animals and the earth. That is
what matters most to the old-time people. The
Pueblo people believed this long before the
Puritans arrived with their notions of sin and
damnation, and racism. The old-time beliefs
persist today; thus I will refer to the old-time
people in the present tense as well as the past.
Many worlds may coexist here.
I spent a great deal of time with my greatgrandmother. Her house was next to our house,
and I used to wake up at dawn, hours before my
parents or younger sisters, and I’d go wait on the
porch swing or on the back steps by her kitchen
door. She got up at dawn, but she was more than
eighty years old, so she needed a little while to get
dressed and to get the fire going in the cookstove.
I had been carefully instructed by my parents not
to bother her and to behave, and to try to help her
any way I could. I always loved the early
mornings when the air was so cool with a hint of
rain smell in the breeze. In the dry New Mexico
air, the least hint of dampness smells sweet.
My great-grandmother’s yard was planted with
lilac bushes and iris; there were four o’clocks,
cosmos, morning glories, and hollyhocks, and oldfashioned rosebushes that I helped her water. If
the garden hose got stuck on one of the big rocks
that lined the path in the yard, I ran and pulled it
free. That’s what I came to do early every
morning: to help Grandma water the plants before
the heat of the day arrived.
Grandma A’mooh would tell about the old days,
family stories about relatives who had been killed
by Apache raiders who stole the sheep our
relatives had been herding near Swahnee.
Sometimes she read Bible stories that we kids
liked because of the illustrations of Jonah in the
mouth of a whale and Daniel surrounded by lions.
Grandma A’mooh would send me home when she
took her nap, but when the sun got low and the
afternoon began to cool off, I would be back on
the porch swing, waiting for her to come out to
water the plants and to haul in firewood for the
evening. When Grandma was eighty-five, she still
chopped her own kindling. She used to let me
carry in the coal bucket for her, but she would not
allow me to use the ax. I carried armloads of
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kindling too, and I learned to be proud of my
strength.

were created exist already in harmony with one
another as long as we do not disturb them.

I was allowed to listen quietly when Aunt Susie or
Aunt Alice came to visit Grandma. When I got old
enough to cross the road alone, I went and visited
them almost daily. They were vigorous women
who valued books and writing. They were usually
busy chopping wood or cooking but never
hesitated to take time to answer my questions.
Best of all they told me the hummah-hah stories,
about an earlier time when animals and humans
shared a common language. In the old days, the
Pueblo people had educated their children in this
manner; adults took time out to talk to and teach
young people. Everyone was a teacher, and every
activity had the potential to teach the child.

As the old story tells us, Tse’itsi’nako, Thought
Woman, the Spider, thought of her three sisters,
and as she thought of them, they came into being.
Together with Thought Woman, they thought of
the sun and the stars and the moon. The Mother
Creators imagined the earth and the oceans, the
animals and the people, and the ka’tsina spirits
that reside in the mountains. The Mother Creators
imagined all the plants that flower and the trees
that bear fruit. As Thought Woman and her sisters
thought of it, the whole universe came into being.
In this universe, there is no absolute good or
absolute bad; there are only balances and
harmonies that ebb and flow. Some years the
desert receives abundant rain, other years there is
too little rain, and sometimes there is so much rain
that floods cause destruction. But rain itself is
neither innocent nor guilty. The rain is simply
itself.

But as soon as I started kindergarten at the Bureau
of Indian Affairs day school, I began to learn
more about the differences between the Laguna
Pueblo world and the outside world. It was at
school that I learned just how different I looked
from my classmates. Sometimes tourists driving
past on Route 66 would stop by Laguna Day
School at recess time to take photographs of us
kids. One day, when I was in the first grade, we
all crowded around the smiling white tourists,
who peered at our faces. We all wanted to be in
the picture because afterward the tourists
sometimes gave us each a penny. Just as we were
all posed and ready to have our picture taken, the
tourist man looked at me. “Not you,” he said and
motioned for me to step away from my
classmates. I felt so embarrassed that I wanted to
disappear. My classmates were puzzled by the
tourists’ behavior, but I knew the tourists didn’t
want-me in their snapshot because I looked
different, because I was part white.
In the view of the old-time people, we are all
sisters and brothers because the Mother Creator
made all of us—all colors and all sizes. We are
sisters and brothers, clanspeople of all the living
beings around us. The plants, the birds, fish,
clouds, water, even the clay—they all are related
to us. The old-time people believe that all things,
even rocks and water, have spirit and being. They
understood that all things want only to continue
being as they are; they need only to be left as they
are. Thus the old folks used to tell us kids not to
disturb the earth unnecessarily. All things as they

My great-grandmother was dark and handsome.
Her expression in photographs is one of
confidence and strength. I do not know if white
people then or now would consider her beautiful. I
do not know if the old-time Laguna Pueblo people
considered her beautiful or if the old-time people
even thought in those terms. To the Pueblo way of
thinking, the act of comparing one living being
with another was silly, because each being or
thing is unique and therefore incomparably
valuable because it is the only one of its kind. The
old-time people thought it was crazy to attach
such importance to a person’s appearance. I
understood very early that there were two distinct
ways of interpreting the world. There was the
white people’s way and there was the Laguna
way. In the Laguna way, it was bad manners to
make comparisons that might hurt another
person's feelings.
In everyday Pueblo life, not much attention was
paid to one’s physical appearance or clothing.
Ceremonial clothing was quite elaborate but was
used only for the sacred dances. The traditional
Pueblo societies were communal and strictly
egalitarian, which means that no matter how well
or how poorly one might have dressed, there was
no social ladder to fall from. All food and other
resources were strictly shared so that no one

11

person or group had more than another. I mention
social status because it seems to me that most of
the definitions of beauty in contemporary Western
culture are really codes for determining social
status. People no longer hide their face-lifts and
they discuss their liposuctions because the point
of the procedures isn’t just cosmetic, it is social. It
says to the world, “I have enough spare cash that I
can afford surgery for cosmetic purposes.”
In the old-time Pueblo world, beauty was
manifested in behavior and in one’s relationships
with other living beings. Beauty was as much a
feeling of harmony as it was a visual, aural, or
sensual effect. The whole person had to be
beautiful, not just the face or the body; faces and
bodies could not be separated from hearts and
souls. Health was foremost in achieving this sense
of well-being and harmony; in the old- time
Pueblo world, a person who did not look healthy
inspired feelings of worry and anxiety, not
feelings of well-being. A healthy person, of
course, is in harmony with the world around her;
she is at peace with herself too. Thus an unhappy
person or spiteful person would not be considered
beautiful.
In the old days, strong, sturdy women were most
admired. One of my most vivid preschool
memories is of the crew of Laguna women, in
their forties and fifties, who came to cover our
house with adobe plaster. They handled the
ladders with great ease, and while two women
ground the adobe mud on stones and added straw,
another woman loaded the hod with mud and
passed it up to the two women on ladders, who
were smoothing the plaster on the wall with their
hands. Since women owned the houses, they did
the plastering. At Laguna, men did the basket
making and the weaving of fine textiles; men
helped a great deal with the child care too.
Because the Creator is female, there is no stigma
on being female; gender is not used to control
behavior. No job was a man’s job or a woman’s
job; the most able person did the work.
My Grandma Lily had been a Ford Model A
mechanic when she was a teenager. I remember
when I was young, she was always fixing broken
lamps and appliances. She was small and wiry,
but she could lift her weight in rolled roofing or
boxes of nails. When she was seventy-five, she

was still repairing washing machines in my
uncle’s coin-operated laundry.
The old-time people paid no attention to
birthdays. When a person was ready to do
something, she did it. 'When she no longer was
able, she stopped. Thus the traditional Pueblo
people did not worry about aging or about looking
old because there were no social boundaries
drawn by the passage of years. It was not
remarkable for young men to marry women as old
as their mothers. I never heard anyone talk about
“women's work” until after I left Laguna for
college. Work was there to be done by any ablebodied person who wanted to do it. At the same
time, in the old-time Pueblo world, identity was
acknowledged to be always in a flux; in the old
stories, one minute Spider Woman is a little spider
under a yucca plant, and the next instant she is a
sprightly grandmother walking down the road.
When I was growing up, there was a young man
from a nearby village who wore nail polish and
women’s blouses and permed his hair. People paid
little attention to his appearance; he was always
part of a group of other young men from his
village. No one ever made fun of him. Pueblo
communities were and still are very
interdependent, but they also have to be tolerant
of individual eccentricities because survival of the
group means everyone has to cooperate.
In the old Pueblo world, differences were
celebrated as signs of the Mother Creator’s grace.
Persons born with exceptional physical or sexual
differences were highly respected and honored
because their physical differences gave them
special positions as mediators between this world
and the spirit world. The great Navajo medicine
man of the 1920s, the Crawler, had a hunchback
and could not walk upright, but he was able to
heal even the most difficult cases.
Before the arrival of Christian missionaries, a man
could dress as a woman and work with the women
and even marry a man without any fanfare.
Likewise, a woman was free to dress like a man,
to hunt and go to war with the men, and to marry
a woman. In the old Pueblo worldview, we are all
a mixture of male and female, and this sexual
identity is changing constantly. Sexual inhibition
did not begin until the Christian missionaries
arrived. For the old-time people, marriage was
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about teamwork and social relationships, not
about sexual excitement. In the days before the
Puritans came, marriage did not mean an end to
sex with people other than your spouse. Women
were just as likely as men to have a si’ash, or
lover.
New life was so precious that pregnancy was
always appropriate, and pregnancy before
marriage was celebrated as a good sign. Since the
children belonged to the mother and her clan, and
women owned and bequeathed the houses and
farmland, the exact determination of paternity
wasn’t critical. Although fertility was prized,
infertility was no problem because mothers with
unplanned pregnancies gave their babies to
childless couples within the clan in open adoption
arrangements. Children called their mother’s
sisters “mother” as well, and a child became
attached to a number of parent figures.
In the sacred kiva ceremonies, men mask and
dress as women to pay homage and to be
possessed by the female energies of the spirit
beings. Because differences in physical
appearance were so highly valued, surgery to
change one’s face and body to resemble a model’s
face and body would be unimaginable. To be
different, to be unique was blessed and was best
of all.
The traditional clothing of Pueblo women
emphasized a woman’s sturdiness. Buckskin
leggings wrapped around the legs protected her
from scratches and injuries while she worked. The
more layers of buckskin, the better. All those
layers gave her legs the appearance of strength,
like sturdy tree trunks. To demonstrate sisterhood
and brotherhood with the plants and animals, the
old-time people make masks and costumes that
transform the human figures of the dancers into
the animal beings they portray. Dancers paint their
exposed skin; their postures and motions are
adapted from their observations. But the motions
are stylized. The observer sees not an actual eagle
or actual deer dancing, but witnesses a human
being, a dancer, gradually changing into a
woman/buffalo or a man/deer. Every impulse is to
reaffirm the urgent relationships that human
beings have with the plant and animal world.
In the high desert plateau country, all vegetation,
even weeds and thorns, becomes special, and all

life is precious and beautiful because without the
plants, the insects, and the animals, human beings
living here cannot survive. Perhaps human beings
long ago noticed the devastating impact human
activity can have on the plants and animals;
maybe this is why tribal cultures devised the
stories about humans and animals intermarrying,
and the clans that bind humans to animals and
plants through a whole complex of duties.
We children were always warned not to harm
frogs or toads, the beloved children of the rain
clouds, because terrible floods would occur. I
remember in the summer the old folks used to
stick big bolls of cotton on the outside of their
screen doors as bait to keep the flies from going in
the house when the door was opened. The old
folks staunchly resisted the killing of flies because
once, long, long ago, when human beings were in
a great deal of trouble, a Green Bottle Fly carried
the desperate messages of human beings to the
Mother Creator in the Fourth World, below this
one. Human beings had outraged the Mother
Creator by neglecting the Mother Corn altar while
they dabbled with sorcery and magic. The Mother
Creator disappeared, and with her disappeared the
rain clouds, and the plants and the animals too.
The people began to starve, and they had no way
of reaching the Mother Creator down below.
Green Bottle Fly took the message to the Mother
Creator, and the people were saved. To show their
gratitude, the old folks refused to kill any flies.
The old stories demonstrate the interrelationships
that the Pueblo people have maintained with their
plant and animal clanspeople. Kochininako,
Yellow Woman, represents all women in the old
stories. Her deeds span the spectrum of human
behavior and are mostly heroic acts, though in at
least one story, she chooses to join the secret
Destroyer Clan, which worships destruction and
death. Because Laguna Pueblo cosmology
features a female Creator, the status of women is
equal with the status of men, and women appear
as often as men in the old stories as hero figures.
Yellow Woman is my favorite because she dares
to cross traditional boundaries of ordinary
behavior during times of crisis in order to save the
Pueblo; her power lies in her courage and in her
uninhibited sexuality, which the old-time Pueblo
stories celebrate again and again because fertility
was so highly valued.
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The old stories always say that Yellow Woman
was beautiful, but remember that the old-time
people were not so much thinking about physical
appearances. In each story, the beauty that Yellow
Woman possesses is the beauty of her passion, her
daring, and her sheer strength to act when
catastrophe is imminent.

disapproval, or concern for appearances or what
others may say. From Yellow Woman’s
adventures, I learned to be comfortable with my
differences. I even imagined that Yellow Woman
had yellow skin, brown hair, and green eyes like
mine, although her name does not refer to her
color, but rather to the ritual color of the east.

In one story, the people are suffering during a
great drought and accompanying famine. Each
day, Kochininako has to walk farther and farther
from the village to find fresh water for her
husband and children. One day she travels far, far
to the east, to the plains, and she finally locates a
freshwater spring. But when she reaches the pool,
the water is churning violently as if something
large had just gotten out of the pool. Kochininako
does not want to see what huge creature had been
at the pool, but just as she fills her water jar and
turns to hurry away, a strong, sexy man in
buffalo-skin leggings appears by the pool. Little
drops of water glisten on his chest. She cannot
help but look at him because he is so strong and
so good to look at. Able to transform himself from
human to buffalo in the wink of an eye, Buffalo
Man gallops away with her on his back.
Kochininako falls in love with Buffalo Man, and
because of this liaison, the Buffalo People agree
to give their bodies to the hunters to feed the
starving Pueblo. Thus Kochininako’s fearless
sensuality results in the salvation of the people of
her village, who are saved by the meat the Buffalo
People “give” to them.

There have been many other moments like the one
with the camera-toting tourist in the schoolyard.
But the old-time people always say, remember the
stories, the stories will help you be strong. So all
these years I have depended on Kochininako and
the stories of her adventures.

My father taught me and my sisters to shoot .22
rifles when we were seven; I went hunting with
my father when I was eight, and I killed my first
mule deer buck when I was thirteen. The
Kochininako stories were always my favorite
because Yellow Woman had so many adventures.
In one story, as she hunts rabbits to feed her
family, a giant monster pursues her, but she has
the courage and presence of mind to outwit it.

3. Ka’tsinas are spirit beings who roam the earth
and inhabit kachina masks worn in Pueblo
ceremonial dances.

In another story, Kochininako has a fling with
Whirlwind Man and returns to her husband ten
months later with twin baby boys. The twin boys
grow up to be great heroes of the people. Once
again, Kochininako’s vibrant sexuality benefits
her people.
The stories about Kochininako made me aware
that sometimes an individual must act despite

Kochininako is beautiful because she has the
courage to act in times of great peril, and her
triumph is achieved by her sensuality, not through
violence and destruction. For these qualities of the
spirit, Yellow Woman and all women are
beautiful.

Notes
1. By ancient Pueblo people I mean the last
generation or two, which included my greatgrandmother, just barely. Their worldview was
still uniquely Pueblo.
2. A clan is a social unit that is composed of
families who share common ancestors and trace
their lineage back to The Emergence, where their
ancestors allied themselves with certain plants,
animals, or elements.

4. Chaco Culture National Historical Park is
located in northwest New Mexico, about twentyfour road miles southwest of Nageezi on Highway
57.
5. The term hummah-hah refers to a traditional
genre of storytelling at Laguna Pueblo.
6. Laguna and Paguate villages are about forty
miles west of Albuquerque in the Laguna Indian
reservation. Highway 279 links the two villages.
Laguna and Zuñi Pueblos are the largest of the
nineteen contemporary pueblos (eighteen are in
New Mexico, plus the Hopi in Arizona). The
Pueblo people are descendants of the Anasazi,
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who lived over a vast area of the Colorado Plateau
half a millennium and more ago.
7. The Emergence: all of the human beings,
animals, and life that had been created emerged
from the four worlds below, when the earth was
habitable. The Migration: the Pueblo people
emerged into the Fifth World, but they had
already been warned they would have to travel
and search to find the place where they were
meant to live. The Fifth World is the world we
live in today. There are four previous worlds
below this world.
8. Creation: Tse’itsi’nako, Thought Woman, the
Spider, thought about it, and everything she
thought came into being. First she thought of three
sisters for herself, and they helped her to think of
the rest of the Universe, including the Fifth World
and the four worlds below.
9. The narratives indicate that the Migration from
the north took many years. But the Emergence
Place north of Paguate village is only eight miles
from Laguna village, the place where the people
finally settled. What can it mean that hundreds of
years and hundreds of narratives later the Laguna
people had traveled but eight miles?
Anthropologists attempt to interpret the
Emergence and Migration stories literally, with
the Pueblo people leaving Chaco Canyon and
Mesa Verde to go south to the Rio Grande Valley
and to the mountains around Zuñi (south of
Gallup, New Mexico, on the Arizona border).
Although traditional anthropologists allege
otherwise, archaeological evidence will someday
place human beings in the Western hemisphere
from the very beginning.
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