GREY: Enemy Slayer: A Navajo Oratorio

Text by Larua Tohe
Navajo translated by Jennifer Wheele
Music by Mark Grey

Enemy Slayer, A Navajo Oratorio

Libretto by Laura Tohe
Musical composition by Mark Grey

Prologue
Chorus

Red earth below his feet

Red earth with open arms

The ground feels familiar
Earth-surface child returns home
From across the big water

Seeker returns home

Earth Surface child returns
From across the big water
Traveling lightly on a rainbow
and leaves the reign of blood

He calls forth, “shik’éi, shidiné’¢,” (trans: my relatives, my people)

Seeker returns

Earth circling, stars revolving

He steps into his place

A warrior for his nation

A warrior for the future

He signed away his life

with gratitude, with honor, with love

Seeker, five-fingered being,
Child of dawn

Child of daylight

Child of evening twilight,
Child of darkness

Here are the voices traveling through all the worlds

Here are the hands that buried his umbilical cord

Here are the voices that gave him his warrior name

Here are the voices that called him “my child,” “my beloved”

Cardinal Point 1
East / Spring / Birth

Scene 1
Baritone

I am called Seeker,

Child of my mother’s blood flow
Bom for my father’s people

In the warrior way I went to war
to an ancient land in the desert

I am part White shell

® & © 2009 Naxos Rights International Ltd.

Naxos 8.559604

Naayéé' Neezghani

Saad Naach’aahi Laura Tohe Ayiilaa
Sin Naach’aahi Mark Grey Ayiilaa

Hane’ Bee Aa’alnééh
Dahojitaat

Bikétt‘aah biyaagi nahasdzaan tichii'
Nahasdzaén tichii' bigaan aa’4yosin
Nahasdzaan yééhosin

Nihokad' biyazhi nadza

to nteel tsé'naadé¢’

Naabaahii nadza
Nihokad' biyazhi nadza
to nteel tsé'naadé¢’
Naats’iilid yee nadza
Dit yits’4ajigo dah diiya
“Shik’éi, shidiné'é,” ni

Naabaahii nadza

Nahasdzaan nadyis, so‘ naandeijech

Bikék’ehgi yiizi'

Bidine’¢é binaabaahii

Yideeska4gdo binaabaahii

Be’iina’ niidini'a

ahééh hasin yee, ahi hwiinidzin yee, ay66'6'ni’ yee

Naabaabhii, bila’ ashdla’ii,
Hayootkaat biyazhi,
Nihodeett‘iizh biyazhi,
Nihootsoi biyazhi,
Chahatheet biyazhi.

K6 azhi t’44a attsog6o naajeeh
K66 ala’ bits’é¢' feeh yiyii'a yéé
K6 azhi bizhi’ ba ayiilaa yé¢

A1

K0 azhi “shiyazhi, she’awéé™ bidiiniid yé¢
00 Yyazhi, yee

Ha’a’aah / Daan / Oochiil

T’aala’i Gone’
Naabaahii Yatti’go Hojitaat

Naabaahii yinishyé

Shima bidit nilinigii biyazhi nishti
Shizhé'¢ bidine’¢ bashishchiin
Anaa'ji nisébaa’

Haadishij hoottsee 1éi'di

£ahdod Yootgai nishti
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My brother and I fought together
Warriors for our nation

Warriors for the future

We signed away our lives

with gratitude, with honor, with love

In our hands we held the power of the sun
to seek and slay the enemy

Rapid explosions rained in the streets

The sky filled with flames and smoke
Turquoise was our shield

From across the big water

Ireturned lightly as if traveling on a rainbow
Red earth below my feet now

I am part abalone shell

Brother, I miss you tonight
In my mind I see the mound of earth

and the plastic flowers baked by the sun that cover you now

Black jet, black jet, black jet

Chorus

Warrior child born from White-Shell Woman
Warrior child born for the Sun

Warrior child holds a turquoise shield
Warrior child sings the strength of mountains

Beauty above,

Beauty below,

Beauty behind,

Beauty all around, beauty, beauty, beauty

Earth-surface child

walks with white cornmeal,
walks with yellow cornmeal,
walks on a path of corn pollen,

Let sunlight shine on warrior child
Let him speak with thunder words
Let rivers flow through him

Let the red earth hold him as her child

He is blessed by air,
blessed by earth,

He is blessed by light,
blessed by water

® & © 2009 Naxos Rights International Ltd.

Naxos 8.559604

Shit naa’aashi d6o6 shi nisiibaa’

Nihidine’é binaabaahii

Yideeskdadoo binaabaahii

Nihe’iina’ ndiniit’a

ahééh hasin bee, 4hi hwiinidzin bee, ay66'6'ni’ bee

Nihildk’ee johonaa’éi bidziilii dah yiit’aat
anaa’i bika

Da’atiingbyaa da’dildongo ndahattin
Yé'aashdi ko‘ d66 tid hadeezbin
Dootl'izhii nihich’4ah naaghaa nt’é¢'

To nteel tsé'naadéé’

nanisdza naats’iilid bee nahalingo

K’ad shikétt‘a4h biyaa nahasdz4én tichii'
Lahdoo diichitii nishH

Shit naa’aashi, ndhasaah dijtt*éé'

Nahasdzaéan bikad' dahisk’id nésh’jigo shit 4t’{

doo ch’il latah h6zhoon t°66 be’alyaagii johonaa’éi bits’4ad6o
daashch’ilgo

Béashzhinii, badashzhinii, baashzhinii

Dahojitaat

Naabaahii biy4zhi Yoolgai Asdzaan yashchiin

Naabaahii biyazhi Jéhonaa’éi yashchiin

Naabaahii biy4zhi dootl‘izhii 4ch’4dh naat’ahi dah yoo’4at
Naabaahii biyazhi dzit bidziilii yit hataat

Wodahdéé' hozho,

Woyahdéé' hozho,

Ane’dé¢ hozho,

T84 altsogo6, hozhé, hozho, hozho

Nihokad' biyazhi
naadd'algai yee yigaat,
naadd'altsoi yee yigaal,
Tadidiin atiing66 yigaat

Bin’dii naabaahii biyazhi bik’i shandiin
Bin’dii ii’ni’ bizaad yee yatti’

Bin’dii t0 danilinigii binikadaazli

Bin’dii nahasdzaan tichii' biyazhi niliigo bota'
Nifch’ih dine’¢ bee bik’ihojidli,

nahasdzaan bee bik’ihojidli,

shandiin bee bik’ihojidli,

t6 bee bik’ihojidli
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Cardinal Point 2
South / Summer / Youth

Scene 2
Baritone

Home Shima, Mother Shizhe’é, Father
Grandmother Grandfather

Two days ago smoke drifted through my dreams
I longed to see your faces and this land

Over there their eyes shudder behind glass

I smoked myself in the mad smoke of war

Mothers’ hopes wrapped in bloodied rags

The children lay like broken toys spilled on the streets
Red rags. Limbs and dreams rearranged by war,

a sister recoils Bodies and blood for the 21st century
monster [ don’t trust the stillness

I dream of my brother in that country

where leaves don’t flutter from the trees

They land on the ground like a fist,

like a grenade inside me ‘Don’t touch death,” ‘Don’t touch death

Brother, here’s to you! A toast!

And a toast to you, Grim Reaper!

I count coup on your head! Aieeceeece!

Death, you perfect equalizer, twin brother to

War, you shiny, beautiful prostitute of the powerful!

Brother, you ride on death’s
wings so gracefully
Where you going Brother?

Okay then, let’s walk among the “naach’99diiz” (translation--those

that walk with the dead)

I'm sorry! T’44 ‘anii ‘adishni! (translation--“I’m really telling you the

truth!”)

At that moment I forgot your warrior name
that brilliant flash knew you

I let my shield down

Brother, forgive me!

Home Shima, Mother Shizhe’i, Father
Grandmother Grandfather

I’m sorry! I’'m sorry! I’m sorry!
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Shadi’aah / Shi/ Atseelke'

Naaki Géne’
Naabaahii Yatti’go Hojitaat

Hooghan. Shima. Shizhé'¢

Shima sani. Shicheii

Naakiiskanid4d' neeshyeetgo tid shaanina’
Nihinii” d66 nihikéyah laanaa nizii'

Nléidi éi tséso* bine’déé' binaa' dah daalk’ol
Lid baa’ihii biyi’ adinsétt’oh

Ama bisihasin y¢¢ dif bit daasdis
Afchini y¢¢ daané'é k’idaasto‘ nahalingo atiing66 nikidétaad

Bee adit’oodi daalchii'. Anaa’ bits’4add6 ats’iis doo sihasin yéé

nikidél’a
Adeezhi Iéi' ta’ ahaniniya. Ats’iis do6 dit diiji
naayéé' ba. Hodéézyé€ligii doo yooshdlda da

Shil naa’aashi 4adi naaghaago baa neeshyeet
T’iis bit’aa’' doo hozhd6'6go nahindééh dadi
Ala’ daneesmas nahalingo nahindééh

Shiyi’di dadildoni si’4 nahalin )
“Ch’iidii bid66lchiidA” “Ch’iidii bidoolchiidA”

Shit naa’aashi, dii n4A N4 da’iidlaA

Ni dé' na da’iidla, Grim ReaperA
Nizhonig6 ninahat’aa lago nitsiikaa' yiitta’
Ch’iindii, ahaah neenili, naakii bitsili
anaa’, bidziilii binaalte’i nizhoni, dinisxos

Shit naa’aashi, ch’{indii
bit’a’ nizhonigo bee yit’ah
Haagoosh diniyd, Shil naa’aashi?

Hagoshii lda, ti’ “naach’iidiiz” bitahgdo tadiit’aash

Shaa fidi’ni'aahA T’44 anii adishniA
Ts’ida akohgo nizhi’ beesénah
Adiidlaad yé¢ nééhoosiid

Ach’43h naash’ahéé yaa késhlaa
Shit naa’aashi, shaa ndi’ni'aahA

Hooghan. Shima. Shizhé'¢
Shim4 sani. Shicheii

Shaa fdi’ni'aahA Shaa adi’ni'aahA Shaa adi’ni'aahA
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Orchestra interlude

Cardinal Point 3
West / Fall / Adulthood
Scene 3
Baritone

Your blood poured brightly

through my hands like a lamb being slaughtered
I could not stop it!

Your last breath muffled into my still arms

I can’t stop thinking!

I'wish for sleep, a deep sleep not

hammered with gunfire and the

click of my nerves

nor the sight of bodies and bloody rags scattered like
trash cast to the wolves in the deserted streets

When I’m not looking, they call me a hero

Chorus
Your spirit weighs heavily
and has wandered away
from your heart and mind
War causes imbalance
in you and in the world
Baritone

I’'m in a world of pain

I’'m hard core

I'seek and destroy the enemy
This is my war horse

I charge the enemy

I am the home town hero!

I am child of war!

I am lost

What’s the use

to go on living

when I am here

and want to be there?

T’4adoo biniiyéhi’dah (trans: “what’s the use for my existence?)

Chorus

Shiyazhi, wéeé’, t’66 bahadzid! (trans: beloved child, it is a

dangerous thing to say!)

Please be careful with what you say

You are speaking for all ofus

Nihiyazhi nili  (trans: you are our beloved child)
You were not born without a reason

You are a miracle

brought to life,

given breath

® & © 2009 Naxos Rights International Ltd.

Naxos 8.559604
Bee Ndajinéhigii T’éiya Diits’a’

E’¢’aah / Aak’ee / Ama d6o Azhé'é Jileehgo

Taa’ Gone’
Naabaahii Yatti’go Hojitaat

Nidit yéego lichii'go naazna’
shilak’ee dibé yazhi nd'ah nahalingo
Ch’ééh iit‘iidA

Shigaan biyi’ji' akéé'di nahidinidzii'
Ch’¢¢h doo nitséskees daA

Bit laanaa nisin, bil ntsaagii doo

¢éi da’dildongo6 doo

shits’iis doo naha’naagood

doo at’siis d6o dit bee adit’oodi nikédél’aagod

ts’iilzéi ma'ii tsoh atiing66 bich’i' aheeltt‘iid nahalingo
Doo dinish’ii'gd6, naat’aanii dashilni

Dahojitaat

Nits’iis nidaaz

doo dah diiya

nijéi doo nintsékees bits’dajigo

Anaa’ bits’add66 doo akohoot’ée da yileeh
niyi’di d66 nahasdzaan bikaa'gdd

Naabaahii Yatti’go Hojitaat

Adiniih bii’ naasha

Doo sisti’ da

Nayé¢' hanishta doo naastseed doo
Dii éi shilif'

Naayéé' bich’i' shit nééltih

Hooghan haz’4agi binaat’44nii nishHA
Anaa’ be’awéé' nishHA

Yoo'iiya

Haa’iish biniiyé

jiinda doo

haala koo naashdago

do6o aadi naashaa doo laanaa nisin teh?
T’4adoo biniiy¢hi da

Dahojitaat

Shiyazhi, wéé', doo &jinii da

Nizaad baa sinti’

T’44 aniiltso niha yanitti’

Nihiyazhi nili

Doo t’aadoo biniiyéhig6o ni’dizhchii da
Nik’ihojoosdle’go

hosinilii,

iina neilya
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Baritone

What’s the use to go on living
when I can just stop this madness?

Chorus

Shiyazhi, there is a natural order in the world (trans: beloved one)

You must return to it

You have walked away

from the corn pollen path

Shiyazhi, t’44 shoodi (trans: beloved one, please!)
You have purpose for your existence

You are our child and a child of the Holy People

Return to the path of h6zh¢
Return to the Beauty Way

In the world there is

evil and beauty,

sickness and health,

disorder and harmony,

light and darkness

Balance must always be restored
Ei bik’eh nanina, shiyazhi (trans: follow that path, my child)
Follow the corn pollen path of life
Follow the corn pollen path of life
Follow the corn pollen path of life
Follow the corn pollen path of life

Baritone

I'wish for sleep

To sleep in the arms of snow,

to drift down into a watery abyss,
or to swallow my steel peace maker
I'will ride my war horse north

to charge the war monsters

I am child of war!

Cardinal Point 4
North / Winter / Old Age / Death
Scene 4

Chorus

Shiyazhi, take courage

listen to our guidance

spoken with much love for you

You were raised

with the natural laws of the Holy People
You were raised

with Sa’ah naaghéi bik’eh hzhdon (trans: the Navajo philosophy of

life.)
Remember these
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Naabaahii Yatti’go Hojitaat

Ha’iish biniiy¢ jiinda doo
dii doo ya'at’ééhg6o ahoot’¢éhigii nideeshttihgo?

Dahojitaat
Shiyazhi, t’44ddoo le’¢é t’44 altso ba dhoot’¢

Akoo ndiidaat

Tadidiin atiin bits’44jigo

dah diniya

Shiyazhi, t’44 shgodi,

biniinaanii honild

Nihiyazhi nilj d66 Diyin Dine’¢ biyazhi nili

Ho6zh$¢ji be’atiin bich’' ndiidaat
Ho6zh64ji bich’i' ndiidaat

Kéyah bikad'gi h6zho¢ji holo,
naayéé' dod hozho holo,

ts’iis doo ya'at’ééhii doo ts’iis ya'at’ééhii holo,
tsi’hodeezdéél d66 hozho holo,
shandiin d66 chahatheet h6l6.
T’ 44 altso ahaah nind'nit

Ei bik’eh nanina, shiyazhi
Tadidiin atiin bik’eh yin4at
Tadidiin atiin bik’eh yin4at
Tadidiin atiin bik’eh yin4at
Tadidiin atiin bik’eh yin4at

Naabaajii Yatti’go Hojitaal

Bit laanaa nisin

Yas bigaan bii’ ajithosh le’,

t6 naazyinig66 azhdoo’ot,

¢éi doodago bee adildoohi ajotnech
Shilij' ndhookosjigo shit dooldlosh
naayé¢' bich’1'

Anaa’ biyazhi nishtjA

Nahookgs / Hai / Sa / Ana'iildééh
Diji’ Gone’

Dahojitaat

Shiyazhi, adiniltt‘is,
nihiisinitts’4a’

ay06'o'ni’ bee nich’i' yati’

Niyaa hazlif'

Diyin Dine’¢ bina’nitin bee

Niyaa hazlij'

Sa’ah naaghai bik’eh hzhoon bee

Dii béénilniih
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Shiyazhi, she’awéé’

Here is your path,

Here is your song,

Here is your prayer

Here is the corn pollen path way of life
We are placing them in your hands

Throughout life you carry your warrior name
Your name is your shield

Your name is your protection

Remember your warrior name

Shiyazhi, remember the corn pollen path way of life,

remember the stories,

remember the songs,

remember the prayers,

remember who you are,

What we have taught you,

what the Holy People have taught you,

they are in your hands now

You are armed to walk forward into the world
with courage, with strength, with bravery

Baritone

To choose the abyss or to slay

the enemies pressed inside me

I hear my relatives’ voices in my dreams
I know it’s time to make the choice

I'walk with knowledge of my path
I sing with the power of my song
I pray with thunder words

I'hold the power of my shield

I know who I am

I am Enemy Slayer!

Enemy! I destroy you!
Enemy! Idestroy you!
Enemy! Idestroy you!
Enemy! I destroy you!
I take myself back

I make the world safe

Chorus

You are blessed by air
You are blessed by water,
You are blessed by light
You are blessed by earth
You are restored

You are restored
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Shiyazhi, she’awéé',
k9 ne’atiin,

koo niyiin,

koo nitsodizin

koo nitadidiin atiin
Nilédk’ee niilyé

Naasgoo nizhi’ nanilée doo
Nizhi’ ach’4ah nanilé
Nizhi’ nich’44h naagha
Nizhi’ béénilniih

Shiyazhi, tadidiin atiin béénilniih,
Hane’ béénilniih,

sin béénilniih,

tsodizin béénilniih,

adéénilniih,

Nanineetdd' y¢é¢,

Diyin Dine’¢ yee ndanineeztdd' yéé,
nilak’ee sila k’ad

Nahasdzaan bik4d'g6o bee yinaat
adziil bit

Naabaahii Yatti’go Hojitaat

Naasg6o daats’i éi doodago

naayé¢' shiyi’di holonigii daats’i ndooltsit
Shik’éi adaani yiits’a’ naashyeelgo

K’ad héidii shii baa 4dinsht’aah

She’atiin shit bééhozingo yishaat
Shiyiin bitsxe’go bee hashtaat
Ii’ni’ saad bee tsodiszin
Shich’44h naaghaii yiinishta'
Nishtinigii shit bééhozin
Naayéé' neezghani nishtf

Naayéé'A NiishxéhA
Naayéé'A NiishxéhA
NaayééA NiishxéhA
Naayéé'A NiishxéhA
Nat’44' nanishdaah
Ho6zh66go dnahashdlééh

Dahojitaat

Nifch’ih bee nik’ihojisdle’,
T6 bee nik’ihojisdle’,
Shandiin bee nik’ihojisdle’,
Nahasdzaan bee nik’ihojisdle’
Néhosinidli{'

Néhosinidli{'
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Baritone

Shim4, shizhe’¢, nanisdza, [return (trans: Mother, Father, [ return)

Red earth below my feet
Early twilight dawn brings the cleansing light
I emerge from the belly of my mother’s beauty

Shimésani, shicheii, nanisdza (trans: Mother, Grandfather, I return)

Ireturn from the enemy

By means of sacred prayer,

I am cleansed of war

I am renewed with the four directions
I am restored in a sacred manner

Return
East / Spring / Rebirth

Orchestra interlude (flowing)
Chorus

Shiyazhi, greet the early morning spirits
with yellow corn pollen

Each blessing

borne of love;

each blessing

borne of compassion;

each blessing

borne of hozho;  (trans: peace and spiritual harmony)

each blessing
by means of corn pollen

By means of corn pollen

May there be hdzho before you (trans: peace and spiritual harmony)

May there be h6zho behind you
May there be h6zho below you
May there h6zhd above you

May there be hdzho all around you

Baritone

By this song I walk

By means of corn pollen I walk,
my feet

my legs,

my body,

my face,

my voice,

my feather

By this song I walk

I am child of dawn

I am child of daylight

I'am child of evening twilight
I am child of darkness

® & © 2009 Naxos Rights International Ltd.

Naxos 8.559604

Naabaahii Yatti’go Hojitaat

Shima4, shizhé'é, nanisdza

Shik’étt‘aah biyaagi nahasdzaan tichii'
Hayootkaat adinildiin

Shimé bih6zh¢ bits’4ad06 haséya

Shima sani, shicheii, nanisdza
Nayé¢' bits’4ad66 nanisdza
Tsodizin bee

anaa’ shaah nda'éél

T’44 dii'gd6 bee ndhosésdlii’
Ho6zhddgo nahosésdlii’

Njidza
Ha’a’aah / Daan / Na'oochiil

Bee Ndajinéhigii T’ éiya Diits’a’
Dahojitaat

Shiyazhi, hayootkaat dine’é bich’{'
naadd'altsoi diniit

Tsodizin t’aatd'igii

ay06'o'ni’ bee yizhchi

Tsodizin t’aatd'igii

k’¢ bee yizhchi

Tsodizin t’aatd'igii

hézh¢ bee yizhchi

Tsodizin t’aatd'igii

tadidiin bee yizhchi

Tadidiin bee

Niléaji' hozhdo doo

Nikéédéé' hozhdo doo

Niyaagi hézhoo doo

Nitsiiji' h6zh¢o doo

T’44 altso ninaag66 hozhdo doo

Naabaahii Yatti’go Hojitaat

Dii sin bee yishaat
Tadidiin bee yishaat,
shikee’,

shijaad,

shits’iis,

shinii’,

shizhi,

shit’a’

Dii sin bee yishaat
Hayootkaat biyazhi nisht
Nohootsoi biyazhi nisht

Nohodeett‘iizh biyazhi nishtf
Chahatheet biyazhi nisht
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Chorus

Child of dawn

Child of daylight

Child of evening twilight,
Child of darkness

May there be hozh¢ before us
May there be hozh¢ behind us
May there be hozh¢ below us
May there be hozh¢ above us
May there be hozh¢ all around us
May there be beauty all around
May there be peace all around
on earth,

on earth

Baritone f Chorus
Ho6zhé nahasdlii' dooleet (trans: Let peace prevail)
Ho6zh6 nahasdlii' dooleet

Ho6zh6 nahasdlii' dooleet
Ho6zh6 nahasdlii' dooleet
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Dahojitaat
Hayootkaat biyazhi,
Nohootsoi biyazhi,
Nohodeett‘iizh biyazhi,
Chahatheel biyazhi

Nihilagji' hozhdéo doo

Nihine’déé' hozhéo dooO
Nihiyaagi h6zhoo doo

Nihitsiiji' hozhdo doo

T’44 altso nihinaag66 h6zhdo doo
T’ a4 altsogod hozhdo doo

T’ a4 altsogod hozhdo doo
Nahasdzaéan bikaa'gi

Nahasdzaéan bikaa'gi

Nabaahii Yatti’go Bit Dahojitaat

Nahasdzaan bikaa’gi t’aa attsog6o hozhd nahasdlii’ dooleet

Ho6zh6 nahasdlii' dooleet
Ho6zh6 nahasdlii' dooleet
Ho6zh6 nahasdlii' dooleet
Ho6zh6 nahasdlii' dooleet
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