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Beautifully illustrated by award-winning ﬁ
author Paul Goble, The Woman Who Lived
with Wolves features a collection of 26
traditional 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

i e .
il “Goble writes with respect and authenticity.”
he Woman Who —The San Francisco Chronicle
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Casebound, 978-1-935493-20-4

* Features traditional stories of
numerous different Plains Indian
tribes, including the Cheyenne,
Blackfoot, Arapaho, and Lakota.

* Features 45 color paintings by
award-winning artist, Paul Goble.

* Includes a Foreword by Vivian
Arviso Deloria, former Executive
Director of Education for the Nav-
ajo Nation, who has worked with
Oglala Sioux and Navajo students
from preschool through college.




[ he Woman Who
[ ived with Wolves

‘She was suddenly woken in the night by a woll howling close
by. A chorus of wolves answered, calling and echoing. f

At dawen she found that the wolves had left meat on a rock close
by, She was so hungry that she ate some of the meat raw. and therest
she cut nto thin strips and hung on bushes to dry in the sun. While
he s had

sitting on the rocks, watching her n & friendly way. She felt happy,
because it was ke being back home again with the dogs. She spoke
1 them: "0 woles, Lm0 | ctmo vall T, e
me or | will die.” An old wolf who was their leader spoke: *|
el this poor girl. 1 wke her for my daughter. Lst us
for one of our own.” On¢ by one the wolves approached shyly and
licked her hands. So it was, fezend tell, the woman was adopicd by
the wolies, and was 10 longet anxious 0 find her people

Some days she hunied with ihe older wolves, running firelessly
with them. Other days she looked after the young ones. If ane had
“thom.in ts fot, or a porcupine quillin its nase, she would pull it
‘out. When they quarreled among themselves, she made peace: when
they were ired she sang them (0 slecp.

More than a year passed, when hunters on harseback. looking for
the buflalo herds, spotted a person runming with the wolves. They
gave chase. The wolves kep close, wanting 1o protect her. butas the
hunters surrounded her,the wolves ran away:

and e, they all srisd 10 have found on another again. She told
“T walked until I was tired; [ was lost and hungry,
@ me meat. Tell the hunters they must always share meat
‘wolf relatives, They walk great distances, never knowing
they will find their nest meal

Pawnee
The Heavens Are Speaking
Man Chief, who died in 1358, had been the leader of the four Pawnee
villages. It is remembered that whenever a thunderstorm threatened
the illage. he would walk out to meet the dark clouds. Looking
wp, he would: stand in one place and then in another, listen
praying because he knew that Tirawa, God, spoke through the
thunderclouds. With his arms raised he would sing his prayer that
his people might be safe from the storm
md here. § siamd there.
Yon, (Fclonds, are speating
You ave the. mlm\qmmw

1
You are speaking now
The poncer i yours, O heavons
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Mandan
The Old Woman Wihe Never Dies
In the late summe, when the crops were ripening in the Mandan
gardens, the women would build log platforms in the shade of
trees beside their gardens. From there they overlooked their crops.
to guard them from the flocks of blackbirds seeking to enjoy the
harvest, There was com, beans, gourds, and_ melons, and also
whish they cu

tocatin the winter. The women would take it in turs 9 stay out by
the gardens all day lan. Sometimes whole families gathered at the
platforms, but usually women were alone. They sang (o the ripening
o, and they weuld not fesl lonely,

Once a young woman, who was guarding her garden, was

"Vioaths passd. and then ame springtime she escaped.She ke
for many days, always hurrying, fearful he captors would overtake
her Just when <he fel she would never see her home again, long
Tines of geese, and flosks Of ducks and swans, flew low overhead,
singing cheerful songs encouraging her 10 go on,

They san 1o her about the OId Woman Who Never Dies, who

‘waer bis

it time 1 plan dacc s rows of cor Ik lnes o fying
geese, beans as many as the flocks of ducks, squash and gourds ke
beauiful swans. The cheerful geese sany honoring the Old Woman
Who Never Dies, telling that it is she who blesses the gardens and
makes them grow

When the young woman reached home again, she tught her
people the songs which she had leaned from the geese. Ever since
that time, ench springtime, when the water birds retumed, women

would, o feast, and pr
Woman Who Never Dies, that she would bless their gardens.

May Nations
The Woman Who Tr/'d;wf "w Cnpmrw

hin monets e g coves
s o, Ths peia We poE
evenything. moving to a new camp site. In a linle while the camp-
sround wesdeertd,cocp o o sl i belongin b e ld
she told the village elders, “I
ik wes s e e
When darkness fel, she was sill working, breaking buffalo bones
and rendering fat. She had a torh of buffalo hair soaked in fat ied
to the end of & bent Stick, which she had shoved down her back,
benween her shawl and dress. 1t gave enough n.m for e work.
heit weapons filed
i
Just a3 though they had been inu-h-dstnh—wumudvywin
enemies, but showing no fear or surprise, she put more wood on the

fire, a5 if 0 cook for them. When the fire was burning onmw. v
suddenly set fire 1o the boiling fa, flinging it all around ov

the torch and fled from the tipi.
cl

s arbeow ol e bkt Hearin e waias sbous
behind her, the woman ran to the edge of the precipice.
APt Tt i ol o e Yobt, e scppins
aside, crouched at the edge. Knowing nothing of the precipice, the
men ran after the light of the torch, and fellinto the aby;

in the darkness far below
The next day she caught up with her peaple and told her story.

been honared in this sory ever since those long-ago Buffalo Days.

jibwa

The Song of the Blackbirds

Everyone knew it was the Redwing Blackbirds who brought back

the wacrn as each Spring. The Blockbinds had told it t0.» young

‘man who had gone to a lonely hilliop to fast and pray for guidance.
g nthe Falla he e when the Blackbirds ik to

us the rains o make everything grow.
“The Blackbirds had answered his prayes siving bin the power
nguage. Throughout I

they told him.
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Blackfoor
The Gifi of the Elk Dog

s for pack awinmals. 10 felp carry dheir ripis and belongings
Oneti oy, knowi e life was,
imself and his peopl, He Iefi home and fasted and prayed on the
Hillops, beside the rivers and high in the mountains, but no dream
came to help him. At the shore of a greatlake, he could pray no
more, and hie fell down and wept
“The Spirit Man of the lake heard his cryine He told his son to
brinz he r.» o him. “But how can I go 10 your fither?” the boy
asked. “Close your eves and hold on 10 my shoukders,” the son re-
plied “My father will offer you any of the birds or animals in this
ke for your helper, but tell him that you want only the old Mallard
ducks and ther e ones
‘When they reached the
bo

it Mam's o, hisson told the boy

e Then the bay asked for the old
Mallard docks, b pirit Man replied: “Don't take thase; they
ae old and useless.” But the boy asked four times, until the Spirit
Man iold himn: *You a Iive you vt you
ask for. When night

“The son braided marsh grass into 4 long rope, with umcu he
caught the Mallard fanily. He gave the rope to the hoy. “Drag it

you walk, but on no account look back until daybreak * As the
boy walked dragging the rope, he could hear the pit-a-pat of the
Mallards’ feet. Walking on and on throughout the night, it came to
his mind that the rope was o longer marsh grase, but was rawhide,

tread of heavy feet, and from time to time loud snorts.

At daybreak he stopped and wmed, and at the end of the rope
were strange animals of many colers, all of them with long hair on
their necks and tails. At first the people were frightencd when the
boy lead them into the village, but it did not take long before they
packed thei ipis and belongings on the backs of the gentle animals,
They called ther EI Dogs because they were large and strong like
the clk. and could carry heavier packs than their dogs. Riding upon
his back, a man and a woman felt wice the person

Lakota
Horse Dance Song
Frieud,
My hore
s ke a bind
kit

Paul Goble 1s a world-renowned author
and 1llustrator 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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