Where Did She Go? - Téki iyaya He?
A Poem by Prof. Dr. Emma LaRocque and its translation into Lakota by Jan Ullrich

Where did she go?

That orange-red glow
from an old black woodstove
in Sapp’s “Making Rabbit Soup”
Teased out a pain,

a memory so deep,
of a life,

a way of life,
of a face,
many faces,
of smells,
of sweetgrass smells
of stories told in a language
I will never know again.

Where do they go
The voices that sang
and cried
and cooed swinging babies
wrapped in canvas
suspended by rope
nailed to the browned
poplar beams holding up
the tar-papered roof ?

Where do they go?
The faces
In many shades of brown
aging
in concentric circles
like old cultured trees?
My grandmothers, my grandfathers,
My aunts, my uncles,
My mother



Where did she go
Her voice chanting Cree
In the morning,

Her voice cooing Cree
to her babies
In mid-afternoon
Her voice crying.

In the evening
grieving the dusk of her ancient culture.
Her voice raging
in the night
of her sorrow of Woman,
her sorrow of Native.

Where did she go?
Her face triumphant
at chasing away Pehehsoo the Thunderbird

from scaring her children.
Her face in determination

Swatting mosquitos
away from her blueberries

that will nourish her children.
Her face in lilting laughter
and animation
Telling on Wisakehcha
playing games on ducks and foxes
Wisakehcha playing games on humanself.

Where did she go?
Her face at rest -
in zero absolute stillness
posed for morticians
it was almost more than I could bear.
Her face, her voice
fading
in concentric circles.
Damn crazy cells
felled her
like a mad axeman
fells
aregal northern tree.



Where did she go?
Her voice, her faces
that wake me in the night

Where did she go
Her voices, her faces
that turn my coffee
into a cup of tears
with the first wisp of day?

Where did she go
My great,
ancient
cultured Tree,
My mother, My Cree?

Té6ki iyaya he?
Mazoceti tannila na sdpa kin he
zi$a iyoyanbya he.

Sapp ,,Mastinska wahanpi kdgapi kin“ tdwa kin el.
Ca he un iyokisil mahingle, yazan mahingle.
I¢in lila tanyan wéksuye hingle.
wiconi wan
wicoh‘an wan
ite wan
ite Ota
womna 6ta
wacanga kin wéwastemna
wicooyake kin
hena iyapi wan un oyaka pi kin he
Ici‘nunpani slolwayin kte $ni.

Heni t6ki iyaya pi he?
Wicaho kin lowan pi k‘un hena
¢eya pi k‘un hena
Hoksic'opa kahunhunza pi eya (?)
wicayawahwala pi k‘un hena
Hoksic‘opa kin mnihuha $6ka un iyapehan pi (?)
Wiégacan ipatanpi kin tice ipatan k‘un hena aokatan pi na ikantunyan gegeya pi.
(gégeya pi??)



Hené téki iyaya pi he?
Ite kin hena e pi.
Hena gimna pi, gisapa pi, gitka pi, gigi pi, gisa pi.
Hena kan dya pi
Cokaya mimemeyela han pi.
Can eya ehanni ozu pi na kicanyan pi
¢a akilececa pi
Unciwi¢awaye kin, tunkasilawaye kin hena
Tunwinwicawaye kin, leksiwicawaye kin
Inawicawaye kin, atewicawaye kin
Inawaye kin

T6ki iyaya he?
Taho kin Lakolya lowan
_ Hihanni $na '
Taho kin wakanyeza Lakolya wicaglahwala
wikuwabya $na.
Htayetu $na. (!)
Taho kin ¢éye
I¢in ehanni wi¢oh'an tawa kin
htamakaohanziya han ¢a he un
Taho kin ¢anzeya ¢éyaniya
hanhepi $na
Winyan tawoiyoksice cin he un (!)
Tkce Oyate tawoiyoksice cin he un (!)

Té6ki iyaya he?
Ktélakel
Ktélakel iteoyuze
Wakinyan kin ¢ékiya wicayahapa ¢a he un
I¢in wakanyeza kin kokipewicaya pi kte
Tawacinkic‘unyan iteoyuze.

Haza hetanhan ¢apunka habhabya kahinta
Tawakanyeza kin hena ytita pi okihi pi kte ¢a he un
Otanfunyan na $lisli ihat‘a iyeoyuze
Iktomi ohunkakan oyake e¢unhan
Iktomi magaksica na sungila wicagnaye
TIktomi ikce wicasa kin wicagnaye.



Toki iyaya he?
Lilahci ablakela
na asnikiyakel iteoyuze
hapi kin e¢unhan
Lila iyotiyewakiye na
kinil cantowakihi $ni.
Ite na ho
Atan‘in $ni dye
~ Cokaya mimemeyela han
Cehpi kin sicawacin yutakuni $ni dye
¢a yuunke.
Wicasa wan witkotkoyakel wazi¢an
kaunke
Akilececa.

T6ki iyaya he?
Ite na ho .
Hanmistinma ehan makahice (77?)

Tékiya iyaya he?

Ite na ho kin hena
Tokahe anpaé kinhan
wakalyapi mitawa kin
ki-istamnihanpi hingle.

Toki iyaya he?
_ Cantanka
ozu pi na kicanyan pi kin (kicanyan?)
mitawa
Inawaye kin, Lakota mitawa kin.

By Emma LaRocque ©2007 Ellipse Magazine



Some reflections

I actually do like that moving piece of Native poetry, and I also appreciate the
knowledgable and quite sensitive translation into the Lakota language accomplished
by LLC Director Jan Ullrich. The task of translating Emma LaRocque‘s work into an
Aboriginal tongue is meritorious, and transposing it into a Native cultural surround-
ing quite close to the author‘s own Cree culture is appropriate. Yet, since LaRoque's
piece of poetry obviously is a highly personal document - telling of her sad and
grievouly felt bonds to her mother and her Cree heritage - with due respect to the
author, I do not deem it proper that this personal attachment’s very topic be all-
captured by just replacing all things Cree by Lakota to make it ,,consistent*.

« SoI‘d plead for using the Lakota terms for ,Cree“ instead, e.g. ,Mastincala
(wicasa)“ or (better) ,,Sahiya“.

,Unciwi¢awaye kin, tunkasilawaye kin hena
Tunwinwicawaye kin, leksiwicawaye kin
Inawic¢awaye kin, atewicawaye kin
Inawaye kin“

»My grandmothers, my grandfathers,
My aunts, my uncles,
My mother “

That's how Prof. Larocque describes her cultural background according to her self-
conception in an interview:

,How do you describe your own cultural background? Yourself?

“I've started to hyphenate it a while ago because | used to just say Métis, well that’s funny
‘cause | used to first say Cree back in the 1970’s. Then | realized that | wasn'’t just Cree,
that | was Meétis and so | started to use that. Then | realized that Métis became such a
universalised term and that it truly obscures my particular cultural and historical
background...so I've gone back to hyphenated Plains Cree-Métis... | am Métis because |
come from a cohesive culture that blended Cree and French in my case, but it became a
culture all its own. ... I grew up Cree, | grew up on or near or around a trap line, on the
land, off the land. | grew up with Cree stories, legends, ethos, foods, and my whole world
was Cree-Métis.... Identity is funny, you try not to tell people who they can or cannot be
and yet there are some distinct historical and cultural markers who tell us who we are. I'm
not insinuating one is superior or inferior to another but we all have specific backgrounds
to be true to, especially when we are in the role of scholars.”

Emma LaRocque, Department of Native Studies, University of Manitoba:

(Interview with R. Eigenbrod, June, 2001)*



So my careful guess is that she feels Cree, referring herself to a Cree cultured
childhood (with her mother using the Cree language, telling Cree stories etc.)
rather than a Métis one (in the sense of language and culture specifically Métis - i.e.
a culture French-Native in its own right, different from Cree).

The author, while speaking of her grandmothers, grandfathers, aunts, uncles and
her mother, doesn‘t refer to her (French?) father at all! Her poem is telling of her
Cree mother, her ,,great, ancient cultured Tree* and, apparantly, of her Cree relatives
only, their ,,faces in many shades of brown aging in concentric circles” (...) ,,like old
cultured Trees*.

Ullrich’s - at first sight - a bit ,lengthy* Lakota translation of ,my aunts, my uncles*
(see above!) of course caught the eye. It became clear what was his knowledgeable
intention doing this: to adequately mirror the - a bit complicated - Dakota kinship
system in his rendering!

Yet, is the poem’s sense conveyed truly, hence an adequate translation, by mention-
ing ,,mother’s sisters” (inawicaye -“mothers“/aunts ) and , mother‘s brothers* (le-
ksiwicaye - uncles), but also ,,fathers brothers* (atewicaye - ,fathers*/uncles) and
~fathers sisters* (tunwinwicaye - aunts) and at the same time - according to the
original text! - leaving out ,,my father* (atewaye)? I don‘t think so.

« Since the original text most blatantly appears to be speaking of the author‘s
Native kinship only, the translation‘s Lakota terms ,atewicawaye kin“ and
~tunwinwicawaye kin“ to me do not seem to be appropriate.

Some further notes:

I'd prefer to stick to the old-fashioned(?) use of cin instead of kin after umlaut (e.g.
inayA, ateyA etc. -> inawaye cin, atewi¢awaye cin - my mother, my fathers/uncles).

There is some vocabulary a bit doubtful to me (typos?) marked in the above text,

that need further examination. As soon as there will be time, this article will be
continued. I'd appreciate your contributions.

AW. T. (Taigmuakifo)



