On Reading “In 1864” by Lucy Topahanso

A while ago I got a book on Navajo rugs.

The patterns are so pretty, I thought.

I wonder if I can weave something with those patterns.

The book had photographs of Navajos at Bosque Redondo, 

Haunting pictures of sad, discouraged women and children, 

Angry or sullen young men, some standing stiffly,

Some proudly – to be photographed by a white man,

He, anxious to record it all, to capture a disappearing people

 For all time.

The patterns on their rugs are pretty, I thought…

The old men stared out of the photographs,

Stoic, bent, and wrinkled, but noble 

In ways our old are not.

Their blankets were clutched around them.

Cold weather, I thought.

And the patterns, they are pretty.

What have we lost?

Were our old people ever like that?

Were they wise, and did they pass down stories

For hundreds of years?

It was 1864.

The war was ending.

In the East we were leading

One race out of captivity.

In the West, we were leading another

Into it.
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