
SONGS OF THE KIOWA 

f 3  1 
I am mashing the berries, 
I am mashing the berries. 
They say travelers are comi- 
They say travelers are coming on the march. 

,I stir (the berries) around, I stir them arollnd; 
I take them up with a spoon of -buffalo horn, 
Izake them-up wjth_a s ~ o o n  o_f-!mE&ebm,- 
And I carry tkem,. I":~ry- e m  (to the strangers), 
And? carry %em, I carry them (to the strangers). 

,when the word comes that t 
g that they are on the march 

She stirs the berries around a few times Inore 

present country of the Kiowa, but is remem- 
bered among the pleasant things of their old home in the north. It is 
described as a species of cherry. 

Go'mgyCda'g;~, 
Go'mgyii-da'ga, 
Do1 nyii'za'ngo, 
Do1 nyii'zii'ngo, 
Go' da'gya iiihii'po, 
Go' da'gya, ihhii'po. 

Translation 

That wind, that wind I="- ZI 

Shakes my tipi, shakea my tipi, - 
And sings a BOIig for me, 
And sings a song for me. 
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To the familiar this little song brings up pleasant memories of the A 

prairie camp when the wind is whistling through the tipi poles and 
blowing the flaps about, while inside the fire burns bright and the song 
and the game go round. 

Dak'ifi'a daka'iitahe'd:~l, 
Dakifi'a daka'fitahe'dal. 
Tsi'sfis-L daka'fitahe'dal, 
Tsi'sQs-ii daka'iiCieidal. 
Da'gya nyiipa'de, 
Da'gya nyaps'de. 
Da'gya iiiatii'gyi, 
Da'gya iiiat,iitgyi. 
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