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The Latest Book from Caldecott Medal Winner ‘Q’
Paul Goble R

Beautifully illustrated by award-winning
author Paul Goble, The Boy and His Mud
Horses features a collection of 27 tradition-
al stories from different Native American
tribes.

“[Goble’s work] 1s a marriage of authentic de-
sign and contemporary artistry.... It succeeds
beautifully.”

—The New York Times Book Review

7 V “Goble writes with respect and authenticity.”

@it & His Mud Horses —The San Francisco Chronicle
A & Other Stories from the Tipi

Told and Ilustrated by
Paul Goble

Foreword by Albert White Hat, Sr.

May 2010, $14.95, 48 pages, casebound
978-1-935493-11-2, 7.125 x 10.25

* Features traditional stories of
numerous different Plains In-
dian tribes including Cheyenne,
Blackfoot, Arapaho, and Lakota.

* Features 40 color paintings
by award-winning artist, Paul
Goble.

* Includes a Foreword by Albert
White Hat, Sr., a Lakota linguist,
educator, and author. A nation-
ally respected tribal leader, Mr.
White Hat has provided Lakota
translations for many Hollywood
movies, including Dances with
Wolves.




Laketa
The Losi Baby
A young, meiher et the village and walked oui on fo fhe prane
i dlig ummipe, Hogostl. She carriod her digging siick and her baby
wrapped in its soft beaded eradle, When she came o where the
s gren, she famd down he baby in Bie full gra. She worked
s digiging p the soors ansd gathering diem into-a bag tied around
her wawst, Searching here wnd there among, the grass for the bluc-
fowered timpsila, she worked for quite o long time.

When she walked back w feed her baby., it was not where she

The prairic

the grass everywiwre rippling Fke o lake in the wind. She walked
ere, there, searchung. but she eoukd not fimd her haby. She lisened
fox its cry, pestiaps, bat still it was enly the prasshoppers calling o
cnch ather

at last she

alimprcd something moving. St p
u rad crymg, call

Her relatives foumd her tiere exying. The haby wis nover foamd.
When people heard the sad callof the Upland: Sundpiper they knew
the bty had been mysteriouly ehmped info ane of the Bird Peaple,
and taken up into the by,

oy ol o b patp e rombd i vr el by ey

R

Blackjoor

The AU Star Lodge

Dhay after day i efl o fo bk for the baffalo, b they were
nowhere to be found, and each evening he renurmed home empey-
handed

il ehildren are
but fincking noth

1 Fel warery: fior you,
You ure night among.

A0 Tl e o et ot o ot Ty el
take home all the meat you can carry, but come now 1o my lodge and.
eatwith me.” The man led the way to 1 painted Jodge, which had one
side painted red, the ather side yollow, and with white stars all over
1 said: “My Son, T wanl 1 give you

! Look o it carcfully, and when you

16t Tome copy 3. Them yous wall ever vpain v o search foe the

baffalo; you will always be right srnong them! You and your family

willnover be Ly agi
Th

wiktalwaysthomawivotive M it R ool Mok eio nier wiioat
meat.

Blackfior
Peace with the Shoshones
O D e v rspecod ederof bl e, aoke s
morming from a good . he ealled everyone
together; ] bosl 3 Mmqulu b told ther, “that we captured
muany horscs from our Shoshone nemics. I is 4 good omen. Who.

" The el they say that Owl

of the Shoshones. The first night anay from home some men

bad dreams, sccing themsclves badly wounded, dying. Whm they

hadl similar dmm-me fillowing night, many lost confidence. “Clo
” - c

he Tooked for somewhere dry. Fi
crept nside. Feeling b way in the dark 1o the back, he suddenly
put his hand on 4 leg. He hesitated, then et again ... yes, a man's
Ieg! Neither mun spoke, bur by fecling and signs, and 3 few words,
Ol Hear knew the other was an enemy, & Shoshone. He told the
Shosthane that his peaple had deserted him, and that he no longer
‘wanted 10 live. He drow his knifc and put it in tho right hand of the

Shoshome, wrapping the maan s fygers around the handle.

Mandan

Coyole and Skunk Go Hunting

Gine day Cayote wnd Skunk were walking along io

s dressed m s block and wh

dressed hmclflo]wl ke

e was
Bevera him they hiiched 4 pi o Cck e Pcé Doge

foveat Coyote cut pieces of hllow reeds, and hung. then by sirngs

fiom Skunk’s strip . rattling his hollow

reads, while Coyote sang and bet upen 3 drum.

nd jomed 1n the dancing, Skunk shook and
sittled the peeds tied o his cars and til, while Coyote beat sver
omer andl Bl an Wi, singing: abom Skank:

My whale bosy ratiles

Allthe while they drew the Prairic Phogs ever fariher am farther
from the safery of thcir undargroummd homct.

Every younyt gard in the Mundan village knew dhe story well, and
o it enibei. Thy grew up singing Skunk's song. Thhey woubl sing
it anthoy danced in 2 line. one behind the other, cach holding on to
the dreas of the gl m front, simging wnd dancing, round and round
the village.

&
Owl Bear expected 10 die, bt as bie waited for the blow, the
Shoshone placed his own knife into Owl Bear's hand, and said,
““Like you, | was [eading my people but now they have lefl e, and
1,100, wanted 10 die. Bul ket us not figh. listeasd et us sanokie the
pipe. and then bring our wo her in fricndshi
%o v, they sy, thil |
enermies, pitched their 1
dancing and feasting. and gen
oo e campes happ
mmmm‘

st Hoxsese A smrre] m
stated to shoot, and peoy
No peace bcw\vcmlm Elh koot and the Shoshones ¢ver lasted.

SamPle Fages

“What I admire most [about Goble]
is that he is the only non-Indian I
know who has kept a Lakota flavor
in his thought, in his stories. He
tells his stories as if we were sitting
around a tipi campfire in the olden-
days.”

—Albert White Hat, Sr.

About the Author:

Paul Goble is a world-renowned
author and illustrator of 35
children’s books and a recipient of
the prestigious Caldecott Medal. For
more than four decades, Goble has
participated in the life of the Plains
Indians of the American West, and
has shared the friendship of many
tribal elders. He lives with his wife,
Janet, in Rapid City, South Dakota.
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