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Srinawésin: The Language of the Kindred
Section VIII:

Draconic Speech

Dialogues, Songs and Conversations

8.1. Overview

This section includes a selection of dialogues, songs, poems and conversations which Davis recorded
in his notes, all of which he had with or heard from his sources. I have chosen these dialogues primarily
because they are fairly short and simplistic in their grammar and vocabulary, a perfect introduction to the
way the Kindred actually speak to one another but without being overly complex or difficult, especially for
me to translate or the reader to understand. In order to make these sections as understandable as possible I
have chosen to translate them into the closest possible colloquial English sentences rather then the exact
literal translation.

For instance the first phrase in the dialogue immediately below is “Tsyenydri’qs, xiSuthés” which
literally translates to ‘I definitely do not know you/him/her (Class I Kindred), O one-who-is-strange-to-
himself/herself.” Although this is technically accurate and a fair representation of what the utterance truly
means, | have translated it simply as ‘I do not know you, stranger’ to make it more understandable.
Various unspoken aspects of the conversations such as assumed or understood verbs, objects, subjects and
so forth are indicated either by () or simply not at all in order to keep the flow of the English translations.
Actions, events or other notes which Howard wrote down in his notes within the dialogues are indicated by
the brackets [ ].

It is important to note that as Howard’s researches into Srinawésin continued he began to simply
record most of the songs and conversations that he heard from his sources in the original language and
neglected to provide any English translation whatsoever. Several of these selections are in the sections
below and I translated them personally. Any and all mistakes or mistranslations are my own rather then
those of Davis or his sources.

8.2. A Dialogue between Bloody Face, Howard Davis and Ash Tongue

Davis records this dialogue as happening on September 16™ although he does not include the year.
He and Bloody Face were sitting on a mountainside, enjoying the autumn sun when the red dragon
suddenly sniffed the air, turned his head and glared to the east for a long time. Eventually Davis saw what
he was looking at, a small speck which slowly began to grow larger and finally assume the form of a very
large, deep-gray male dragon winging their way. The stranger landed a respectable distance from the pair
and the two dragons looked at each other for several moments before Bloody Face spoke up:

Bloody Face: Tsyenydri’gs, xiSuthés.
I do not know you, stranger.

Ash Tongue: Tswalshdthunwéts unneWaitsi sa Qxitsiqx tsnuhasa, shuRihdnha sa Wandgx shuHdgsdqx
thésigxéyés'n.
I am called Ash Tongue, son of Obsidian Claw and Shadow.

Bloody Face: IS.... Anneqxihasé$’ta. Xisrdhés nitsitsir sa xdhd nirindwéha ixinuwaha’x, xix?
Ah, yes. I have heard of you. You live to the north-east in the mountains along the
Great Ice, don’t you?

Ash Tongue: XiSuthés xi? tsiqxewdtisdha’x?
(I do.) And you, stranger? Whose land is this?



Bloody Face:

Ash Tongue:

Bloody Face:

Ash Tongue:

Bloody Face:

Ash Tongue:

Bloody Face:

Ash Tongue:

Bloody Face:

Ash Tongue:

Bloody Face:

Ash Tongue:

Srinawésin: The Language of the Kindred
TsiSdgsiha’'n. Tsnuhasa tswalshdthunwéts unneSldya sa Snarés. ShuSdtha sa Qxthusu
shuTsuwd$dréSdwéts thésiqxéyés'n. Tsisdgsiiha rilusdrhdsin sa nansithrasu srixéqxigseha sa
sdthinha’n.
Mine. I am Bloody Face son of Black Honey and Stargazer. My territory is from the
duSk’S ocean over there to the edge Of the plains.

St...annehaséS¥, Xiskinés. Xitsithi sa qxnéhirétsashiwéts tqxisdhdthdqx sa shiné$ld...
[Looks at David with a sneer]...éyalhaqsdn gsyux gsinhugsdnir’n...

And I have heard of you, comrade. It has been said that you on this island often treat
with the Chatterers...[looks at Davis with a sneer]...I did not think it was true until

I
now.

Saxiihd sa xesi$ qxaRetsi sa Sdhdthdqx’, XiWitsi sa Qxitsiigx?
Why have you flown to the Jagged Isle*, Ash Tongue?

Xya$narir nahi!
A Blood Hunt!

Xyasnarir'x? Xitsithi sa stéyusldyar hitin inneqsunris—
A Blood Hunt? I have heard this will often bleed its holder as its owner—

TsiléSurits qxihasa tigs! [Calms down after a moment] Tsyix$dwdwéqx innetsérin sa
théhasldyés istwaSdwdqx, Innethéhalayiith istwaqxitsiqx tsinihwdn tsistwaqsunrigséru nin!
Do not tell me these things! [Calms down after a moment] My eyes see only blood,

my tongue tastes only poison and I smell nothing but my prey!

Sssssss....axdn xistinés, tsithéhaqsunrisu xihi?
And who—pray tell—bears this Blood Hunt against you?

TsiSewe sa Swéhésin nin! Snisa sa Shdnyés shdn Qsirwanés thésiqxéyéhuqseshd’n!
Frost Song, rodent-spawn of Glacier Dipper and Under the Claw!

Tsihuhasé$ xihi! 1$hid, tsihdnsé sa shand’qs!
Frost Song! I must say I am not really very surprised!

Tsyenydrich? Innethéhatisdha’x?
You know of her? Her lands?

Xinihi. Saqxéyé sa xesi§ gxaRetsi sa Sdhdthdqx’n...tsanheshiqx sa wélesin na.
I do indeed. She is newly come here to the Jagged Isle...perhaps a clawful of seasons
past.

[$hi! Tsa3athi¥ rakihasa nan!
Ha! She has been fleeing from me like prey flees from a predator!

* I have translated the phrase gsinhugsdnir as “until now” although it literally means “until this moon,” which is usually the
smallest unit of time the Shina will keep track of.
* Britain, on account of its shape
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’%

Xinuxés, tsyenhagsiin annesa xiSathi$ rikixihés wisa’gs.
I do not think that Frost Song would flee from anyone, friend’

Tsixétsinisu tsithéhali$dha’x? Xishéxuwéshalets ninantusaha’x? Innexrasiinés xi?
Where are her lands?* Does she have allies here? A mate?

[Snorts]

Xyixthisu’x? Tsixihd sa sithSirits qsix? Tsisrenis xi?
What? Why do you not tell me? Are you her ally?

Qsyux, tsitsitsiya’qs. Tsitsastrd innesa tsitirés théhasdhinwéqx qsisa xyisa tsisayisu qsisa’qs
No, but neither am I yours. I will not tell the business of one who is not my enemy
to one who is not my friend.

T'sitsatsira inne—
I only wish that—

Huxhii, Xiti$dha gxitsitsir sa xlisaha nirindwéha shdn nihdxuwésu qxeyaxniyaha’ld. Xisrdhés
nixéxniyawéha xyithixiwésu’ld. Ri tsihusna sa qsitéS qxitsitsir sa xlsasin rikixitsusin
tsinsdrhdsin nitsu tsixesi$ nixétusaha’n. Ru tsixesi§ tsintsitsir sa xlHsaha sa warsiwésu nitsi
iwéwdhindqx tsihasé$n.

However, I have heard her lands are to the north in the Land of Mountains and Lakes
[Scotland]. She lives there because there are many fields of ice there. If you fly north
from dawn to dusk you shall reach it. If you come ‘till the northern sea, you have
gone too far.

Tsihdni’n, xistinés...

I am hungry, friend...

[More or less asking for permission to hunt]

Tsiwdhinha i$dgsiiha sritsitsir sa hurdha sriwdrdha’n nisdthinha nydn $ixélusaha tsiQsdnir sa
Qxéyés sa xinawéha’n. Hux niSewe sa Swéhésin sa tiSdwéha tsihdgsarén tsihuxérén’ld.

My lands end to the east where the plains begin and beyond that towards the dawn
are the lands of my ally, Moonchild. But I have heard there are many deer in Frost
Song’s lands.

[More or less telling Ash Tongue to fuck off and don’t mess with Moonchild’s
hunting territory either]

Sthusna’n.
Then I leave.

Tsihitsd sa qsuwéts qxitsitsir sa xHsaha rith.
Good hunting to the north.

3 I have translated the root nuxe- or “unexpected guest” as “friend” because it sounds better in English in this usage but it is far

less friendly or welcoming then the term “friend” in English.

* The term tsixétsinisu literally means “what horizon” instead of “where” in this context but has the meaning of “upon which
horizon is the direction her lands are in?”



Srinawésin: The Language of the Kindred
[Ash Tongue flies away towards the north]

Howard: Tsixtuhdr shisa $narir sa’x?
What is a “Blood Hunt?”

Bloody Face: Statsii xydwsun sa $dhindqx xasihdgsuwéts asihé$ tsanranéth na.
When a Kindred hunts another until death reaches either one or the other for some
act.

Howard: Sahustn sa srdhés shaSewe sa Swéhésin wdx.

Whatever Frost Song did it must have been bad.

Bloody Face: Ssssss...saensheyets anneW tsi sa Qxitsiigx théhaxrasiiné$ anneQxdtsixiinés’td
Mmmmm....I heard it said that she slew Ash Tongue’s mate, Bone Scraper.

Howard: Oh...innextthdgx. Tsahitsd sa sith§iriqx na.
Ah, I see. That explains it very well!

Bloody Face: Nabhii, nan. Ri xusrdhéts isydtsii xusleyistinets rith.
It does indeed. If you want to live, then beware a dragon on a Blood Hunt.

8.3. The Song of the Moon® by Scatterlight

Davis records this song he heard from Scatterlight one night. They had been sitting out on several
cliffs by the sea and the Sih4 looked up at the full moon overhead and suddenly began to speak a soft poem,
and Davis did his best to record it. I include it in this section because it does not have a huge number of the
complex poetical Xdniwésin forms noted previously in this paper.

Srinawésin
Xiqsanixrdxdr!
Nusuhith sa gsdnir $iirthdn sa hansdsin’!
Ruhitsihir qxusydhur, rubi$dthar qxuxrdxdr, rubixrdxdr qxu$dthar’n!

Unnéxéhdsér xahdtséwir tsusuhith sa wahinar,
Xitsuldrér uwdSdrér nuxahdsusir’n,
XurStirir'n, §iSdtha sa Yandr'n,
Ruhisdrhdsin qxuxitsusin nwdn rubixitsusin qxusdrhdsin nuhd!

XiTstihir xahdYanar!
Tsusuhith sa uqshisrir unnexahdsydhu sa snarer nun,
Tsuwdhinar $iXéryur'n!

Nuxahdsusir tsuxrdxd sa ydtsinrér tsunyanar sa xéryur’n
Usa Xigsuwér ShuTsihir nusa xutsildr nuxahdsusir dsyd,

5 Although Davis calls this The Song of the Moon, he noted that it was a wdnsa- or “poem” (see §7.10. Xdniwésin Poetry and Poetical
Forms for specific terminology on draconic poetic forms) and would thus not have a tune to it so it would be more accurate to
call this The Poem of the Moon, but I will retain Davis’ (or perhaps Scatterlight’s?) original title for the sake of simplicity.

4



Song drove off Stormflyer from her hunting territory and why none of the Kindred in the area did

Srinawésin: The Language of the Kindred

Nurisa tsugswdnar nusa, Xiqxdxaxrdxdr, xiqshdtithar nwdn xidstdya sa uqstisir nu,
Tsunsa xuhdldthar shuhasar nusdn xuhdlithdqx ugsuwétsihir xahdSardndqx xyuXrdxdr nihi!

. . 5, . . 6
XiQxéyé sa Shinyir, XiHdgsa sa Sirir shdn XiSukith sa Qsilar!
Tsugxnilar risi! Tsutséyar risi! Hux xdSernd sa sydhu sa xahinar rith,

Xyusa tsixesiwén ihdqsawén ihuxéwén nisdn xyusa tsixinix sa nixqsdthi nisa rith!

English
O Silver Moon!

How quickly you change across the obsidian sky!
From dark to full, black to silver, silver to black!

Swiftly you climb the walls of heaven above,
The innumerable stars trailing behind you,
Along the Glittering Span, over the Black Pit,
From dusk ‘till dawn and from dawn ‘till dusk!

O Light of Darkness!
Swiftly you hide your bright face!
As you travel across the Hunting Trail of the Sky!

Your silver scales drop off behind you in a trail of light,
Letting the Hunting Dark follow behind,
“Till she catches you, tears you open and kills you bloodily, Silvery One,

Until you free yourself and her jaws open wide again for you!

O New-Born Claw, Arch of White and Swift, Darting Flyer!
Tarry not! Do not rest! But grow big and round,
So the innumerable prey animals will come and I may eat!

8.4. Dialogue between Bloody Face, Moonchild and Howard Davis
This dialogue was recorded earlier in this paper, albeit in English. It regards the story of how Frost

anything or really cared about it.

Davis:

Tsishandqx nihd! Awsunwés§ annextihdgx’?
That’s terrible. What did everyone else do?

Bloody Face: Xa?

Davis:

What do you mean?

Sawira sa Sewe sa Swéhéqxnitawéts dwsunwés xa? TsaXuqsités Rithdhéwésin xyasdhindqx qsahi!

Tsahu$dhinhagsinwéch?

Didn’t anyone try and stop Frost Song? She was picking on Stormflyer without a reason!

Didn’t anyone have a problem with that?

®I have translated the term XiSubith sa Qsdlar! as “O Quick, Darting Flyer!” but it is interesting that Scatterlight uses the root
gsita- with implies draconic flight rather then a bird’s, bat’s or insects’ flight, implying that Scatterlight imagined or is referring to
the moon as a Sih4, which makes sense given the draconic belief that the moon was an “icy egg” of the Night Mother and thus is

a distant relative of all Shana.

5



Moonchild:
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Moonchild:
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Bloody Face:

Moonchild:

Bloody Face:

Davis:

Bloody Face:

Moonchild:

Srinawésin: The Language of the Kindred

Annesneyéqx’? SaXuQsités Rithdhéwésin théhasneyéqx na! Shasawaxrdxés na!
A problem? The problem was with Stormflyer! The fool!

Xahd!?
What!?

Saenxinixets annesa saxesiS shaSewe sa Swéhésin xdnlidha ndn sawanakwdnets nasdn saenqxnilets
qsaqs! Sali$dtsaswéts nawx saehewdnets aSewe sa Swéhésin’qs. Tsitsaqxnilawéts xyixidhdqx isydx?
She allowed FrOSt Song to come into her land and take her prey and did not Stop her. She
lost her own land, Frost Song didn’t take it. Why would anyone want to stop that?

Sasith$irits dtsisa xiSerné$ iwéSewe sa Swéhésin hinaXuqsilés Rithdhéwésin hilasa nax?
I thought you said that Stormﬂyer wasn’t strong enough to fight Frost Song?

I$hi! Ri sasratés shaXidQsiulés Rithdhéwésin natsi saxahin sa ensralets wix’qs. ISewe sa Swéhésin
tsitsatsirets innesa saensralets annewsun sa shiné$ xdnranéth nasa’qs, Xisard§ gsyux tsiSawés’gs.
Hah! If she had put up a fight, Frost Song wouldn’t have pushed her too far. Not even she
would have wanted a fight to the death with another Sih4, she’s not that smart, but she isn’t
a fool.

Nan, ri xilari§ hinehasé§ nydn saxinix sa ensralets qsatsi saxinix sa husné$ gqrxdwsunwés nasa
VA VA 14 V4 ’ . V4 ya }) V4 yA 4 V4 / . o’ o4 . .

xdsrdhawé$ ndxéxniyawéha nasdn saxensayets'n. Unnesa xiwdsisraléts istisa tsihusné§ nixinaha

rithsa, xwdlqxitsi’n!

Besides, even if she (Stormflyer) was weaker then her (Frost Song) and couldn’t face her, she

should have gone to another in the area and forged an alliance. ‘Fight an invasion by going to

a friend’s,’ I always say.

Rt xdngsdnir sa xlisawéha tsaensayawéts dsyd!
As if any of the others to the north would want to be her ally!

I8, sdwsun¥dhinwéts qsax?
So no one did anything?

Saxenqxnéhits’ aSewe sa Swéhésin wdx. Saehewdnets annesa xiixahinha uwélisdha hinewsunwés sa
lisdwéha nasa’n. Tsyisunwéstinets xyihasé$ rith! Tsiqsila xingsdnir sa xtisaha isydn tsixéxniyawdna
xyihasa {sydhi!

They were probably annoyed with Frost Song. She had a territory twice as big as anyone
else’s. She better beware of the others. I wouldn’t mind flying north and taking some of
those lands for myself!

. . . . . 8
Nin! Tsihitsd sa hinerin, tsishiinérin, tsitsdqxidrin hildn tsiqgsawinrin—
Indeed! Great fishing, many seals and even some walrus—

7 Bloody Faces uses gxnéhi-, the same root used to refer to humans as “to annoy,” an insight into how the big red dragon saw
Yy q ) Ys g g g

humanity in general.
8 Normally the terms for ‘fish, seal and walrus’ would be in Class V Aquatic but Moonchild uses Class III Large Prey Animal,

probably to emphasize their edibility rather then their aquatic nature.

6



Srinawésin: The Language of the Kindred

Bloody Face: Qsi, tsigsawinrin tsiyasirin’gs... [Looks at Davis] Saxésiréx shagxnéréx xdnRetsi sa Sdhdthdgx ndn

Davis:

Both:

Davis:

Both:

sarana sa nixqsuwéréx na.
No, the walruses are all gone. Ever since... [Looks at Davis] ..the Qxnéréx came to the Jagged
Isle and hunted them away.

Tsisithydri rith. Sahaqsinwés aSewe sa Swéhésin’x?
So let me get this straight. You don’t have a problem with what Frost Song did?

Qsi.

No.

Axd tsixen$dhinwéts innéwsun sa shinés isydri tsitsaxinixwés wix?
And you would do it to another Siha if you had the chance?
Nihi.

Absolutely.

Bloody Face: Ri tsiSawa sa tsaxinixets innesa tsithéhaliSdwdnets yisuné$® nisatsi tsyenshasu$ rihithéhatiSdwéha

innesa shisihd sa XuQsi#és Rithdhéwésin nasa rith!
If someone is so foolish to allow another to take one’s land, they deserve to be chased off just

like Stormflyer.

8.5. Draconic Wise Sayings

These sayings Davis jotted down on a single piece of paper, separate from the rest of his notes.

They also occur in several places during dialogues and the fact that Howard recorded them separately

seems to indicate that he considered them common or wise sayings amongst all the Shina, although he

does not state this explicitly. They certainly express the particular way in which the Kindred see and

interact with the world, however. It is important to note that these sayings are often modified to include

relevant animals and plants in the speaker’s vicinity and therefore terms and class endings often change

depending upon the animals the speaker wishes to reference.

Unnelariwén xiyxigsuwéwéts usarviwés nux unnetsashuwén’qs.
“The wise hunt the wounded but not the dying.”
This seems to be the draconic equivalent of “Well begun is half done.”

r212v2 ’ V4 V4 /4 b
XuldSdwésu ugqxéhasinuwésu’n.
“All fires burn themselves out.”

Nothing lasts forever. Good things fade eventually and bad things will end.

« s s e ’ 71 ¢ . . v ]
Hixiwdnawir ixrdxawil innexinsisruSawén
“Even foolish predators sometimes catch their prey.”
Fairly obvious.

Tsinrashesu xihineqsuwéts risi.
“Don’t hunt for fish in a muddy pool.”

Don’t look for something in the wrong place and expect to get a good result.

,
° Yuisunés in this case parses as i+isun+é$ or “another dragon”



Srinawésin: The Language of the Kindred
Utséthéwin xiiqxéqsdthiwin nux xinixqsdthiwit unnehitsdwén.
“Scavengers eat regularly but hunters eat well.”
Fairly obvious.

Xiigsewalets ritiilasesin utsérin sa xrdxés'n.
“Only a fool strikes from upwind.”

Also obvious.

I$awatserinwés tsiqgsdwerawés$ nirid tsuxesiwér shutsitsir shugsdnir’n.

“Only fools worry if the sun and moon will rise.”

Don’t worry about thlngs that Will take care Of themselves. They don’t need you and Worrying
about it Will get you exactly nowhere.

Rd tsihandthés nitsi tsiqxnilés rith. Sristinewés xidxesir usruhir nux xdSathir rubisyanuwés’n.
“When in doubt, wait. Opportunity comes again to the patient but flees before the impatient.”
Obvious, although this is a biased opinion by a species that has virtually forever to wait.

Xihitsd sa enshalets inneshaswdsaris nyux innesayaxrdxé$’ld. Xyénshalets syirhitsidhen inneshaswdxrdxés
innesayasaris nihi.

“It is better to have a wise enemy then a foolish friend. It is better still to have a foolish enemy and a wise
friend.”

A wise enemy knows not to attack foolishly so is better then a foolish friend. The second half if

pretty obvious, even to me.

Xini$uthéwésin isathawésin innehalin sa sru$in.
“Mist hides the prey as well as the hunter.”
What benefits you also can benefit your prey.

Unnesa tsugxéyéwéyatsuwéhen usléxuwéhen nusa, unnestéyiis, unnewéydwén, unnesdhewén unnexrdxawés...
“Mothers guarding their children, one of the Sihd on a Blood Hunt, badgers and fools...”
...Are the most dangerous things in the world to fight

R xiisrdhéts tsydtsi xusleyislinets riith.
“If one wants to live, beware a dragon on a Blood Hunt.”
Don’t mess with a dragon who is on a Blood Hunt.

Xitwdsusraléts itsisa tsihusnés$ nixinaha rithsa rith!
“Fight an invasion by going to a friend’s!”
When in real trouble, numbers are nice.

Xithawdtdsdwéqx atsahinwéqx arisawéqx qsiwx xishinyets tinathéharinasin xyixihisu nihi!
“Claws and teeth do not kill one’s food but how you use your mind to stalk it!”
Strength, speed and power do not benefit someone who doesn’t use their mind.

Hux xiathiwés rikiyursius gsigs!

“But no one flees before the humble!”

This was Bloody Face’s response to Howard when he (rather foolishly in my opinion) said to the
red dragon “Pride goeth before the fall.” The English words timid and humble both translate to yursu-
and are considered to be the same thing by the Shuna.

8



Srinawésin: The Language of the Kindred

Ri tsisubith sa enhutsets nihitsi tsysithwdsiits isihtisunés™ gsiwixhi!

“Strike back swiftly and you will not be challenged later!”

This saying refers to the various types of territorial challenges which a dragon often faces from his
or her neighbors. Essentially it means don’t take any shit from anyone and you won’t get any from
anyone else.

Unnegxitsihathdqx xitsalatse tsingxiydrisyanigx nu...

“I always find an angry tongue in a foolish head...”

I think the meaning of this if fairly obvious although when Black Honey said this Stargazer snorted
and finished by saying the phrase just below:

...Axdn xitsalatséts unneydrisyaniqx uSisihéth nun!
“...and she usually finds a foolish head on a dead dragon’s body!

»

Again, obvious, although slightly terrifying.

Ri xtsthusanix uxuxitunsin uswéthax hilatsa tsinwdnir igsehari! wix. Ril xidgseharsanix luxuhushisu
uswéthax hilatsa tsinwdnir isihil wix.

“The female rabbit who watches the sky for the diving hawk is caught by the fox. The female rabbit who
watches the forest for the fox is caught by the diving hawk.”

Davis originally thought that this meant simply that “the rabbit is just out of luck,” but Dawnglow

told him that his assumption was wrong. The saying (according to Dawnglow) simply means “the

wise rabbit watches the sky and the forest.” This phrase often occurs with different animals and

other locations depending upon the Sih4’s environment and neighboring prey animals.

Tsitsithi sa sdnuréqsdthihen tsinsinisu’n.

“In the end, everything is eaten by something.”

This particularly predatory bit of draconic wisdom has some interesting features which partially
explains its meaning. I have translated the root sina- as “end” to match typical English speaking
conventions but it literally has the meaning of “being chased into a dead end without possibility of
escape.” But since it appears as tsinsinisu (tsin “at”+sina “dead end”+isu Class XIII Unknown/Varia)
it has the meaning of “At an unknown or mysterious dead end without possibility of escape” and
therefore seems to refer to death in general. It seems to mean not that everything is literally eaten
(although for dragons this is often the case) but that all things die, including dragons, and are eaten
by Death or by the Night Mother.

Hirusu sa Seréth ixitséth wix.

“Sometimes even fallen trees will flower.”

Davis recorded this saying on the corner of one of his lexicon pages and didn’t supply any
interpretation to it. My guess would be that either it means that there is hope even in bleak times or
that something can be essentially dead and not know it yet. Since this saying was spoken by Ash
Tongue I would guess the latter interpretation sounds more likely.

Hixinix sa srdhashd shitheSdshd wixux xihishashd gsiya xihitsashd’qs!

“A bird with a broken wing may live but not for a long time or very well!”

I thought that this saying was fairly self explanatory but Davis—being the obsessive compulsive
type of person that he obviously was—asked Twisted Smoke what this meant and the dragon replied

 The term isihisunés is parsed as i+sihd+tsun+é$ or ‘another dragon’ but for sound-change reasons collapses into isihisunés.
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“It means that living does not matter if you can’t be what you really are.”

I am glad Howard was as
detail oriented as he was or I might have totally misunderstood this phrase.

Xiiq$dhinéts unnehtirinar nurisa tsuxinix sa rinawéxwéshés nusa’n...

“Bravery is what you do when plans fail...”

I particularly like this little draconic gem of wisdom because it stresses the opinion that a true
hunter does not need to be brave but strikes quickly from a position of unassailable strength rather
then seeks to fight another creature. A hunter is looking for an meal rather then a fight. Still, I think
that it is strange that a dragon would hold this position. After all, what other creature is almost
always unassailably strong in comparison to other creatures, especially its food? I suppose that this
saying might be a reference to attacking another dragon or some other creature which might pose a
danger to a dragon (perhaps giants?), but [ have no direct evidence for this.

Urinagsithdrésin xisihdrésin unnesa tstixnéwiréshd tsuntsihisin nusa’n.

“Worried thoughts are like squirrels in the wintertime.”

Davis laughed when he heard Black Honey pronounce this and when he asked what it meant she
replied “Do you know how many you have to have before you get anything good out of it?” This
appears to be Black Honey’s way of saying “Don’t worry, be happy.”

R4 tsihitsés isydtsii tsishané$ gsigs!

“If you want to be right, don’t be wrong!”

Literally this means “If you want to be good, don’t be bad!” but the roots hitsd- “good, tasty” and
shana- “bad, nasty” have the connotations of “right” and “wrong” respectively. I enjoy this saying
very much and I use it all the time with my husband. He hates it.

Tsyathi$dx inneSathi sa srinasin’x? Wix...innesa atserin sa Sawax tsisihdlhix linasrinaxrdxawéqx nisa nihi!
Xixrdxdx’, xiXutsithi sa Qxéxindx?

“You want to know a wise saying? Try this: Only a foolish prey-thing asks a dragon too many stupid
questions!” Are you a fool, Always Scratching at Something?”

I think this remark from Obsidian Claw is fairly self-explanatory and certainly is a good indicator

of his “troublesome personality.”

8.6. The Night Mother and the Earth Father, a Traditional Draconic Song

Davis heard the following song from at least two different widely separated dragons so he believed
that this is a “traditional” song, one which most of the Shiina seem to know in one way or another. He did
not know who was the original author, but he believed that it was ancient (even for the Shdna), possibly
several draconic generations old, which makes it possibly half a million years old. This song is an example of
a stisi- type of song, one with a traditional set of lyrics but whose melody varies depending on the singer.

Srinawésin
Xiisdnu sa srdharisu luxuStéxurahar hiitin
UsiXatir§athiha gsirxniyaréha’n.

Shusrusasanurisu shihatusaréha stihatu$arésin nuhi,
StihaTsihir xahdS¥xur xahdwd$d sa tsdhirér xahd$dtha sa syéthur’n
StihaXniya nixaXatirha shihanixaraha sa sututhwéha shihanixatsithi sa qxéhawésu’n
Xiisrdharisu shulasurén shulasuréx shusSdwdwér usithrarésu shushinés’n.

) 4
XiSuriwd$dr’hu! xiTsdhirthanar’hi!
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Xitsithi sa sdnusututhar lunaxahdsyéthurahar nu,
Xitsihi sa qxéqsuwér unneyanar unnewdsdrér nu,
Rutihasar xtdgsinrar utsihir nwdn rubihasar xdSathith unneranéth nuhd!

XiSawaswéhéréha’hi! xiYaweqxéhasu’hi!

, V4 ’ , 2, h ya h 2, h ;h h 2 h ’ ,
Qstrsdnurisu xidtséyaha nwdn hurusu sa réshiha xyuhasarisu qsuhd!
Statsu tunahasaha xidtséyarisu urindréha usithrarésu’n
Xihdtha sa tsithi sa hdxuha shihaqxdtsiréha nu, xiSruSasdnurisu sa susaha’hd!

Xiisdnu sa srdharisu luxuStéxurahar hiitin
UsiXatir§athiha gsiirxniyaréha’n.

Xigqxéqsuwé gsirxahdsyéthur’n, xiStéxur,
Xihawaréshinya ritheriwésu iSinixahingséha’n, xiXalirha,
Xisyéthu stihaxahdnunasin sa shusu sa nunarésin’, xiTsihir,
Axdn xitséya tsinnixasuluth sa hdtha sa hawaréha’n, xiSuSuha.

Xigsuwésléwdr’hi! Xixenshinyar unneshinasdnis nuhi!
/’ 7 P4 ’ ’ ’rY . /, ’ & 4 .
Ri saxenswdnsar srashinasdnii$ na, xiTsihd sa Sirir,
Stitsa tsixenwalar wixdn tsitsahdldthar innexahdrana sa ydndr wixdn.
Tsisukith sa tsawdnar innesiwasrdhaqx itsisa xitsahdnir wisa’n.

XiXalirtséyaha'hd! XiSdthi sa xniyaha nixahdgsruha’hi!
Nirisa tsisaru sa hdtithha inixasuluthwéha nisa xyihasa’n,
Axdn tsistwahawasrindha xinqxéharésu wix rakisa sahdldth nasa’n
Axdn xitséya tsunxniyaha nixatsihi sa hdathaha na.

Xiisdnu sa srdharisu luxuStéxurahar hiitin
UsiXatir$athiha gsiirxniyaréha’n.

English
I have heard it said that all the innumerable things live with the Great Mother above,

And atop the Old Father in the earth below.

All the innumerable things (live) between the places of the air and the places of the land.
Between the Night Mother’s glittering scales and her black wings,
(and) between the Earth Father’s great coils and his endless flames,
Live the herds of the large and small prey animals, the Moon, the Sun, the Seas and the Shiina.

O Glittering Span! O Obsidian Scales!
Endlessly you encircle everything with your great wings,
Darkly you hunt the light and the innumerable stars,
From you the night always cowers and from you death flees!

O Singing Stones! O Fiery Heart!
Beneath all things you sleep and when you stir it is not good for those who live upon you!
For by you do the innumerable mountains and many seas sleep,

You lay everlasting and below the bones of the earth, O Foundation of all Things!
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I have heard it said that all the innumerable things live with the Great Mother above
And atop the Old Father in the earth below.

I hunt many things beneath you, beneath your wings, Mother,
(And) I stalk (my) food through the brush on your back, Father.
I fly in the cold winds of your breath, Dark One,

And sleep in the deep stone of your coils, Original One.

O Awe-Inspiring Hunter! You hunt all the Kindred!
For once you gave us all (life) to ourselves, O Night Mother!
You will leap upon us and open up your deathly jaws,
Swiftly will you snatch away my life because you desire it.

O Sleeping Father! O Marrow of the Old Earth!
(Soon enough) you will open up your coils wide for me,
And pull my body back into the flames from which I came,
And I shall forever sleep in the Earth’s dark depths.

I have heard it said that all the innumerable things live with the Great Mother above
And atop the Old Father in the earth below.

8.7. Songbirds, by Moonchild

Although Moonchild had what Davis describes as ‘a difficult personality,” she sometimes waxed
poetic and even silly, although such moments were rare and Howard was extremely careful not to mention
them lest her poetic feeling turn “poetically violent.” Davis once heard her sing a little song one fall day as
the songbirds began to make their migration to the south and Moonchild lamented their departure. This
song would technically be described as a swéhé- or ‘song’ as opposed to a poem or chant (see §7.10. Xdniwésin
Poetry and Poetical Forms for discussion of different terminologies of draconic poetic forms).
Unfortunately, Davis did not note the melody to which this song was sung so its true nature is a mystery,

albeit an intriguing one.

Srinawésin
Xirihu sa suhunréshd, tsuwitwaréshd tsuhusnaréshd qxuxihdha’x?
Tsunsa xtitséyarésu uxitsarésu nusa’x? Tsunsa xithusnar shutsitsir rutihdSer nusa’x?
Tsuhasi sa hingxenir utsitsir rulihasa’x?
Ruhigseqsérésin xuhii? Ruhisewerésu xuhi?
Rutitstihiisin sa hansdsin’x? Rulinunawésin iSanshusuwésin’x?

Tsuwitwaréshd qxusa xiitsitsiwéha uwélusawéha nusa’x?
Tsunsa innexniyawéha innesithrarésu xiqxetsitsir nisa’x?"
Tsunsa xitsitst sa latin sa nunarésin nisa’x?
Tsuwitwaréshd ruhitsitsir sa xHsaha igriswithiha qxitsitsir’x?
Rikitsihisin Sdnwdhin sa tsihidwér tsuwdhin sa husnawéshd’x?

Xisuhurwéshd’hi! Xirihu sa swéhéréshd’hi! Xirihu sa sayaréshd’hi!
Tsuxithd sa Sathiréshd xydn tsuyagqsuswéhéwéwdnawis rutihasa’x?
Tsitsaydrir itsitsir innesa tsuthre$dr nusa stthdséyaqsuswéhéwésin tinaxdhisu’x?

" The different tenses between the clause and the rest of the sentence indicate that Moonchild was referring to the birds leaving
right now on their cyclical journey to the south.
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Tsitsaydriwésu isiwdwésu innesa tsuyarithawésu unnenarhashusuwésu nusa tinaxihisu’x?
Tsutsunqgxnila unnerihu sa suhunréshd nuhi!

Tsutsungxnila unnesa tsuxésiréshd nusa nuhdi!

English™
O Little Songbirds, where do you fly, where do you go?

When the trees go to sleep? When the Sun leaves the sky?
Does the Sun lead you to chase it away from me?
Away from the snows? Away from the frosts?
Away from the winter’s clear skies? Away from the winds’ chills?

Do you take wing to the warmer lands?

At the place where (the Sun) warms the land and the seas?
At the place where (the winds) blow warm and fragrant?
Do you fly from me, from the north towards the Sun?
Do you leave your long journey from winter’s long nights?

O Songbirds! O Little Singers! O Little Friends!
Why do you flee and take your songs away from me?
How will the Sun know when to rise without your songs?
How will the dew know when to cover the cool grasses?

I wait for you, little songbirds!
I wait for your return!

8.8. How the Shiina Came to Be (A Traditional Legend told by Black Honey)

This story is the “creation story” of the Shina as told by Black Honey, the mother of Bloody Face.
This story is related entirely in the context of the hearsay enclitic ~’ld indicating the Black Honey was not
alive to see these events herself and is relating what she was told. However, in order to keep the translation
as natural and flowing as possible I have removed the “I have heard it said” that -’14 would translate to and
simply related it as a natural narrative. Despite this, it is important to note that this story is described
wholly as hearsay and not a personal experience of Black Honey’s, despite how the English translation
reads. This story appears to be virtually universal throughout the Kindred, although there seem to be some
small alterations in the specifics. Howard heard this legend from several Shina but he used Black Honey’s
narrative because she was one of the more patient dragons and did not mind telling him a story which
“everyone knows already.” Hers was by far the most complete version of the story so I include it here as
opposed to the disjointed version Davis records Moonchild as giving, or the nonsensical version Ash
Tongue told him.

This story is divided up into two parts, one a dialogue between Black Honey and Howard when he
initially asks her to relay the “creation story” of the Kindred to him and the second part is the story itself. I
have included the dialogue because it has several interesting features. Firstly, Black Honey apparently did
not enjoy the taste of humans as she refers to Davis as Class VI Inedible. Secondly, Davis was not fluent
at this period of time and makes several mistakes in speaking, as well as sprinkling his conversation with

 For the sake of brevity and for the flow of the text I have removed the word ‘innumerable’ from the English translation of this
song because it would simply be too cumbersome. However it is important to note that whenever the songbirds are referred to
they are in the innumerable number rather then simply plural, indicating the totality of migrating songbirds rather then just a
few.
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English words whenever he doesn’t know the appropriate Srinawésin word. Lastly, I found two different

versions of this dialogue in Davis’ notes, one of which was the original and the second which Howard

corrected and removed the various grammatical mistakes he made while speaking with Black Honey. This

is interesting for I have to wonder how many of the written conversations he recorded are the originals or

corrected versions of the originals! Since he was alive to complete his notes, he obviously did not make too

many grammatical mistakes.

Davis:

Black Honey:

Davis:

Black Honey:

Davis:

Black Honey:

Davis:

Black Honey:

Davis:

Black Honey:

Sahdlriwés dqxdxihdysu’x,” xiSdtha sa Qxihusu?
Where did dragons come/emerge from, Black Honey?

Aqxiishdtsdqx hagsér!
From dragon-eggs obviously!

Apparently Black Honey was not very concerned about insulting Howard as she uses the gsér enclitic
repeatedly to him.

Sanahux—!
Yes, but—!

Tsiqxnéhi sa hanxe sa tsalthi§ innesa dqxixihisu xdhdbriwéqx shatsdwéqx xisa xix? [Black Honey
chortles]
Surely you’re not going to insult me by asking where dragon-eggs come from, are you?

Qsigs! Hux...sahdbriwé$ dquiwdleqsdhiréha dqxiwdlegsahirér'x? Agqrixithisu shasdnu sa shiiné$
shashiinahdtryés™ xa?

No! But...from (what) innumerable earth ages and innumerable celestial ages past did (the
Kindred) emerge from? Where did all the dragons, the original dragons, come from?

Xigseydri’qs. [Snorts]

I don’t know.

Xax? Unnegsdhi sa srinasariwésin tsules—shalewéts” digxiSathiwés xu?
What? Don’t you have any wise old stories from Elders (about where you came from?)

Xtgsér!
Of course we do and always have!

H—!
Bu—!

Hux annesa “xigseydri” gsisa salsrina nahwdn tsihanxe sa gseyart qsihdn xdsrdha tsanwdleqsdhiréha
qsags! Tsisre$u sa srdha’qs!

But I said “I don’t know” and I don’t know for certain because I wasn’t alive innumerable
earth ages past! I’'m not that old!

¥ The term dqxtixthdysu’x is a mistake in Howard’s part. It should be dqxiixthisu’x.

* Another mistake. This should be shashinahdtr{s ‘original dragons (reflexive subject).’

% Howard obviously didn’t know how to pronounce the combination of the sounds s and sh at this point so he simply pronounced
and wrote them separately. Technically it should be tsufeshalewéts.
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Davis: Well...uh...hdn tsixinix sa...legend$dth—
Well...uh...can you (tell me) the legend—

Black Honey: Innesa “srinsasin” nisa tsyatsanis’n, xiXitsithi sa Qxéxtindx.
(The word) you’re looking for is —srinsasin (legend,) Always Scratching at Something.

Davis: Ah! Yes! Innesrtinsasin’hi! Tsixinix sa alSdathich?
Ah! Yes! Legend! Can you instruct (me) about (the legend?)

Black Honey: Qsér, xisayashd.

Of course, my friend.

Again, Black Honey throws out another qsér, but this time softens it with “my friend.” Howard
noticed that from his conversations with her Black Honey was simultaneously one of the politest
dragons he ever spoke with and the most insulting to him.

[Several minutes pass and Davis sits and waits]

Davis: Well? TsyalSithits xyihasa isydx?
Well? Are you going to tell me (the story?)

Black Honey: Tsarusu sa srinawéreshii nan! Hiraha sa syanu sa hirdshd nihu!
I was just thinking it over! You can be so impatiently ornery sometimes!

[Several more minutes pass and she begins the story...]

Saxenqxéyéwéhen  dqxiqxéhawésu’tin  tsixenyasuwéhen nirdgxéhawésu  wix. Saxenqxéyéwéhen
V4 4 ’, 2 2z . Ve . 4 ’, 2 i Vé ’ /4 4 4 4 12 ° V4 . 4 4 4
dgxdririnsu’ldn tsixenyasuwéhen nirdririnsu wix. Saxenqxéyéwéhen aqxitsihiqx’tén tsixenyasuwéhen nirdtsihiqx
wix. Saxengxéyéwéhen dqxdnunandrdrésin’lin tsixenyasuwéhen nirdnunarésin wix.
4 04
Xistéxutsiihiir shushiné$ thésistéxur, shuSiriwdSdr, shuTsihi sa Qsuwér, shuSdtha sa Ydndhanrdgx nu.
Y
XuXniya nixaXalirha shushinés thésixaltirha, shuYaweQxéhasu, shuSdthi sa Tséyaha, shuRtindréha nixinxniiyaha
nu. Xitsithi sa suluthwisu nu, xitsith{ sa $éhawisu shuhasawisu nwdn xdsisirésin anunarésin dtsisa xdtsaxésiwésu
Y Ve V4 4 rs A 4 ’ re V4 yas V4 4 ’ rs z ’ ’ V4 z ’ Yo
aSawagxéhawésu annelusaririndgx nasa ndn xdsuqxisnarésu ahdlirésu mnardririnrésu ndn xdqxéharéshasiirésin
awenurésin ndn xdqsdni sa haliwalarésin anunaqxéharésin nu. XdéheSéhar aStéxur xdhaTsthir anneXniya
nixaXatirha ndn xdwq$éhaha ndn sashinuwisu nasa saririnwéxésiwésu aqxéhawésu nasa shin nasa salé$ésiwéha
annenunandrdwésin axniyawéha nasa ndn saxenrdhinwéhen anneraha sa shdtsés na.
Sashdtsdsuluthwisu aTsthir xahdStéxur aXniyaha nixaXalirha ndn satsayatsuwisu tsangxeyasuluthwéqx na.
£ 4 z ’ ’ V4 ’ 4 o Ve ’ Vs z
Agxiisa sashusuwéqx ashdtsiqx nasa satsaqxéhd aQsdhi sa Tséyaha ndn sayaqxisnaha annesa hahusnawésu
Id
asewewésu nasa lananixaqxéhasu nasa saxixuSathawésu nasa ndn xdtsithi sa tsatsitstha’n. Agqxisa sasreSu sa
tsatsitsiwéqx nasa sardrin sa shdtsénunar aTsidhd sa Qsuwér ndn sayaswinar anneqxéhatsitsiwésu annesewewésu
’ 2 o V4 a5 z ’ ’ 2 . ’ o Ve , Ve
nardsa saxésiwésu ahdtiwésu nasa ndn sashdtsdshususin axahdnunasin na. Satsashalewisu tsanxeryahisharéha
stdhahasawisu ndn sahdxuwéqx sldhaqxéhasu sldharirinsu na, sldhahdlisu sldhaxniyaha na, sldhanunasin
stdhatusashusur’n. Sahdxuwéqx natsihitsitsiqx natusardrinwér narisa sahdlithwéqx nasa’n.
Sahiirdwésin anunawésin’ld, sahasesin awenusin hdldn sareshiwésu asithrawésu hdlawx sahdtithwéqx hdtin
Yo 194 V’ ’ Y 2’ 4 1 Ve 2 2’ Y2 ’ 1 Id V4 4 ’
saxésiwé$ shaSdathiwés qsansrdhdqx’ld. Sastéwd sa srdhasdwdwets’ld, annenatsa sa raha sa sithrawésu, annehiird sa
2 V4 Y 4 4 4 Ve ’ 4 ’ Ve ’ Ve ’ 4 2 Ve 2 Ve 7 ’ 4
qxéhawésu, anneSernd sa rindwéha annewdrd sa qxigsewéha stdhahitsdqx stdhahdniqx’ld. Saxengstanéwisu aTsihir
xahdS¥xur aXniyaha nixaXatirha annesa tsanrinha sa wdrdwésu sasrasinwés’ld tsanshéusin saqsilawés hdlin
saeheswathiwéts anneXalirha nixasraniha hdlasa hdlin saqxelatsewéts annewanalrén annewanalréx annewanalrin
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hdtén sahitsd sa qxeqsuwéwéts’td. Asusawisu sahalin sa swatsd$dwdwéhen hdtin annesa sahdlithwéth dwixuhdnwéth
qsdrhitsewéqx qsasa’td. Axuhdnsusawéth tsaranawéth hdldn dtsisa sasreSu sa ananunaha aXniyaha niXalirha
anneqxéhawésu Sdxuhdnéth hdldn sasre$u sa dxtsitstha hdlasa dtsisa sasreSu sa yanunar aTsdhidr xahdS¥xur
annenunaririnwésin $dxuhdnéth hdldn sasresu sa vxshusur haldsa’ld.

Saxuhdnwéqsdthir annesa shaSdthfwés sahdlithwés rakihintsewéth hdldsa héldn xdqidwdwéts ushinés
unnexixuqxéhar unnexdxuririnar uqxdxéqsdnir rixéhd$ér nwdn xwdlshdthunwéts unneTsitsir srihasar nwdn
xwdlshdthunwéts srixixuririnar unneQsdnir nun. RixéthésiS¥xur xahdgsdthir xinxéhds$ér xdsrdhar shuraha sa
Tsitstr tsuntsitsisin nux xdsubith sa gsdnir® shuShusu” sa Rirfn sa Xdxur nwdn xisubith sa srdhar uwégsdnir
himatsitsir nu. UxtuSKxur xahdsututhar unneSdthiwés thésihintsewéth xith$dwdwéts nwdn xwdlshdthunwéts
tsnuhasawér unneShdtsdr nun.

Hux saranaqx alanin sa xiixiqx qsawx sashusu sa rusu sa hunhiqx hdlin satsasututhha aXalirha hdlin
satsaqxéhaha hdldn tsaqxéhawéreshitha xyasa tsaxinix sa xixutsitstha hdlasa xydséS¥xur xahdnunashusuwésin’ld.
Tsitsayatsuha tinanixasututhwéqx hilin tsixétsaqxéhd tsinsa tsitséyaha hilasa hdtin tsitsagséheha innesa tsihdldthdqx
axdn tsixési§ shithésislatsé$ hilasa’td.  Xisrdharisu shushiné$ shusa xitsithi sa qxéqsdthiwéts unnehasarén
unnehasaréx unnehasarin nusa urinha sa sithrawésu uririnrésu uqsusérésin uhasharésin uxdtunwésin shusdnurisu
shihandsa sa Siriwdddr shihahdtha sa Xalirqsahiha halin qsirXalirha tsusrdhdqx uxdxuhunkigx. USithésiXalirha
shushiné$ xisrdhawés$ nwdn xidqxégsuwéwéts’in xixenshinuwéts’dn xigqsulawés’dn xitséyawés shihaStéxur
xahdnunarésin nuhiin!

English
The Kindred were born of fire and will one day be returned to the flames. The Kindred were born of ice and

one day will be returned to the ice. The Kindred were born of darkness and will one day be returned to the darkness.
The Kindred were born from the roaring winds and one day will be returned to the winds.

The Night Mother is the Mother of the Kindred, the Glittering Span, the Dark Hunter, the Black Yawning
Mouth. The Earth Father is the Father of the Kindred, the Flaming Heart, the Old Sleeper, and the Sleeping Place of
the Innumerable Mountains. They always coil ‘round each other, always encircling themselves as the innumerable
winds continually hissed as burning rock met frozen void and steam became frost and lightning chased flame and
burning winds mercurially leapt upon boiling water. The Mother of the Night curled ‘round the Earth Father and he
around her and where the frosts met the flames and where the earth met the roaring winds they mated and made a
great clutch of eggs.

The Night Mother and Earth Father wrapped around the eggs and kept them safe within their coils. When the
eggs grew cold the Old Sleeper breathed fire upon them and banished the frost that grew upon them with his flames and
always kept them warm. When the eggs grew too warm the Dark Hunter blew (her) icy breath on them, mixing
warm flames and frosts until steam came forth and she cooled them with her breath. For many long life-ages of the
world they (the Night Mother and Earth Father) kept them between themselves, and they (the eggs) lay between fire
and ice, between boiling water and earth, between the wind and the void. They lay in the warm darkness and the icy
void and then they burst forth and hatched.

Winds thundered, lightning danced (whirled about) and the seas trembled but they (the eggs) hatched and the
Elders came forth into the world. (The Elders) beheld the world with wonder, (looking) on the great and cool seas, the
rushing flames, the mighty mountains and the wide open plains with delight and desire. The Night Mother and Earth
Father intently watched as the Elders dove into the deep seas, flew in the stormy skies and searched the depths of the
Father and soon they found an abundance of large and small prey creatures and fish (to eat) and hunted well. But

' This entire sentence is an example of the lyrical nature of Srinawésin’s storytelling use and the creative ways the structure of
the language works is used to create word-plays by its speakers. Xusukhith sa qsdnir translates to “the celestial thing habitually and
cyclically changes itself” in reference to Shusu sa Rurin sa Xuxur “the Cold, Icy Egg” or the Moon. However —gqsdnir “It-Changes”
is the root of “The Moon” so although the true-verb reads as “changing” it in fact incorporates the draconic word for “Moon”
into it, cleverly creating a double-reference to the Moon, which the sentence is all about.

7 Normally this word would be spoken shusu reducing the two identical syllables shu+shusu into one word. This appears to be an
exception to the rule, perhaps because it is a proper name, a form of address or simply in order to be formal and lyrical.
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when the pair looked back to the clutch of eggs (they saw) that several eggs had not hatched there among the broken
eggs. A pair of unhatched eggs were dead, (one) because the Earth Father had breathed too much fire upon it and had
heated it up too much, (the other one) because the Night Mother had breathed too much of her icy breath upon it and
had cooled it down too much.

(The Night Mother) swallowed the broken shells from which the Elders had emerged and the dead, unhatched
eggs and from that time (from that moon) the Kindred have seen and shall always see the fiery egg which (we) call the
Sun and the icy egg we call the Moon. The Great Sun moves through (our) Mother’s belly and across and through the
unreachable vault of the sky every year but the cold, icy egg changes quickly (through the sky) and the Moon moves
much faster then the Sun. The broken eggs of the Elders are now always seen next to the Mother’s coils and they are
called by the Kindred “the Clutch of Celestial Eggs.”

But the remaining egg was not dead but only cold and sickly therefore the Father coiled around it and breathed
fire upon it, stoking (mixing) (his) fires to that he could keep it warm from the Mother’s cold breath. He still guards it
within his coils and breathes on it (deep within him) while he sleeps and waits for it to hatch and for (our) hatch-mate
to come forth. The Shiina, the innumerable large prey animals, the innumerable small prey animals, the fish (we eat),
the deeps seas, the ice, the rains the weather, the skies and all (other) things live between the Glittering Span above
and the Old Father below and beneath the Father is the fiery but sickly egg. The Kindred live, hunt, mate and sleep
upon (our) Father and fly with (our) mother’s breath as we always have and we always shall!

8.9. O Little Deerling, by Dawnglow

This song is an interesting example of draconic whimsy as well as being the only song (to my
knowledge anyway) to which Howard wrote down the basic melody in musical notation, making it the
only draconic song which anyone might have access to without going to see a dragon themselves, which is a
very risky business to say the least. I have had some difficulty in getting this piece of music arranged into a
workable sheet music format to present and I would like to include the melody for other people to enjoy at
some point but since my own musical skills is restricted to knowing all the lyrics to every AD/DC song
ever made, I cannot reproduce this piece at the moment. I have one of my more musically inclined friends
helping me but his time is limited so XiRihu sa Shahiix’hi ‘O Little Deerling’ will have to remain lyrics for
just the moment. Even once I figure out how to organize the sheet music for this song I doubt it will ever
be on the Top 40 hit-list, although I don’t think Dawnglow would really care one way or the other. This
song is technically a swéhé- ‘song’ as it has a set melody and lyrics although it also might be a gstdru-
‘traditional melody with differing lyrics’

Srinawésin
Tsisathix rith xirihu sa shahtix’hi!
Nisukith sa hdldathax ritherirésu rith!
Stthastaswewéha rithdn $isesuwésu rith’hi!
TsiSathix rith, xihdqsa sa haxix’hi!

Xithansi sd qxixiixhanrix innéwitsewiwéth risi!
Nishashi sa xéryuxirydx nisdnhtha hila,
Tsitsitsax tinaSusaha linasdlaha rith,
Tsihusu sa husnax tsnihustéhunhiréth rith!

Xishahihiixhdx’hi!
Xistinestanex’hi!
XinaSirnaSinréqx’hu
Nitsitsax nisathix rith,
Xistihdséhuxéqx’hi!
Tsisrisax tsixinéxax,
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Tsishane sa xwéshdx rith!

Itsisa tsinam’nshz’nya tsnitsitsexéryiiqx nisa’n
Axdn inneqsuwehitsdx isydhi!

English
Run away, O Little Deerling!

Swiftly burst out of the low brush!
Between the many hills and by the many creeks!
Run away, Weary Leaping One!

Do not keep looking at these old tracks behind you with excitement!
Rustling, I hear you have suddenly left your trail behind at the hollow!
So escape through the field of broken stone and by the valley!
May you go over the sickly, fallen leaves with a whisper!

O Laughing Deerling, O Sweet-Fleshed Cautious One!
O Brown Haired One, O Red-Tendoned One!
Escape, flee! O Hornless One!

Shy away, dodge, escape!

For I am stalking you not far away on your trail,
And I want a good hunt!

8.10. A Small Selection of Draconic Riddles and Verbal Games

This section is rather interesting not only because it deals specifically with certain aspects of
Xdniwésin or ‘wordplay’ but because it is an interesting window into how dragons think and what they
consider to be what humans would call sfya- or ‘amusing.” Many of these questions follow the format of I
am (question)...what am [?” which is interesting linguistically because since the 1* Person suffix is either
technically a null-suffix (@) or the subject or reflexive suffixes —hi and ri respectively, it alleviates the need
to ask a question and have the class suffix on the true-verb give away part of the answer (what class the
answer is at least). Davis’ notes that these questions are often asked with the class suffix attached when
speaking to younglings (or humans!) in order to make the question somewhat easier to answer by giving
away part of the answer in the question.

Howard hated this, apparently.

Tsilihtsin’: X{Sisil linasa tsisuluthréshd nisawsx tsiséydnd’n.”® Xixihd’x?

Tsiyesisin’: Tsisa tsinunarésin xinxitsarésu nisa’n!

Question: [ hiss like innumerable snakes but I have no mouth. What am I?

Answer: The wind through the trees!

The answer to this riddle obviously refers to the sound of the wind rustling leaves although it seems
a little opaque to most humans to whom I have asked the question.

Tsilihtsin’  Tsiqxishird tsisa xtxinix sa Sushu gsisa’n, hixyéstsurd hi$dtharid hixisriri’n xishinsu
hinahaxtarésin’.”® Xixdhdrd’x?

® This sentence is strange because it used the infix ‘-sé ‘but not...” to indicate a negative meaning in the phrase tsiséydnd’n? ‘but I
do not (have) a mouth? It is possible that *-sé ‘but not...” once had a wider usage in Srinawésin which has been reduced in all but
formalistic senses or sentences with patterns such as riddles, but I have no direct information for this.

 Many of these questions employ the rarely used 1" Person suffixes —rti and —hf, probably to just cause a little less confusion.
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Tsiyesisin’:  Tsixéhdsér nin!
Question: I am a robin’s egg that never breaks, sometimes blue, sometimes black, sometimes gray and

sprinkled with innumerable grains of sand. What am I?
Answer: The sky high above!
This visually interesting riddle describes the sky as a upturned robin’s egg and the differing colors
refer to the different colors of the sky due to weather (black is night, blue is a clear day and gray is a
cloudy day) while the “innumerable grains of sand” is a reference to the stars. I have yet to have a
single person guess the answer correctly.

Tsilihasin’  Tsununard nux tsusndhird’qs. Xixuhdrid’x?

Tsiyesisin’:  Xinunarésin’!

Question: I breathe out but never in. What am I?

Answer: The wind!

This is a somewhat simplistic riddle even though I believe that it could also be the reverse: “What
breathes in but never out?”

Tsilihtsin’:  TsinaSin sa qstdwurd sthasa tsuxitsarégx xireshiréqx nusa tsinnunarésin nyux tsixitsarésu
gsyux tsuxinix sa narhari qsu. Xixihdrd’x?

Tsiyesisin’:  TsinardnaSirréqx nin! TsitsitsenaSirrégx nin!*

Question: I am a brown forest of innumerable sticks always blowing this way and that in the innumerable
winds and yet I have no trees and I never turn green. What am I?

Answer: The fur of an animal!

This is a fairly easy riddle and somewhat obvious to someone who is constantly outside and deal

with animals on a similarly constant basis but again I have yet to have a single human guess the

answer correctly. Either draconic riddles are essentially difficult to understand for humans or the

culture gap between nearly immortal elemental creatures and modern humans is just too far.

Tsilihasin®:  Tsistwaydndrisaréqx nyux xilésqxitsihi’qs.  Tsisiwaqsdthirintéqx nyux xisyurari’gs.
Tsishuxu nyux xttsaqsdthihi’qs. Tsiyisari nyux xisuSurd’qs. Xixihd’x?

Tsiyesisin’:  Xigxixniyaha!™

Question: I have innumerable fanged mouths but never speak. I have a rumbling stomach but am never
hungry. I vomit but never eat. I roll but never walk. What am I?

Answer: The earth!

This riddle refers to caves as fanged mouths (stalagmites and stalactites), the rumbling of the earth

is the sound of a rumbling stomach, the earth vomits out lava and the reference to rolling is the

motion of the earth during particularly bad earthquakes which move like waves. I have had at least

one person say that each question could be answered separately but the pivotal connection is that

they are all “of the earth” and so refer back to the earth. I have only had one person guess this riddle

correctly and she is ten years old.

Tsilihasin’:  Xidgxégsdthihi unnesa tsusruSarisu tsunsiwardshdha nusa nyux xidxdSyulrahi unnetserin sa
sréhusdtharéth’n. Xixdhdri’x?

Tsiyesisin’:  Xdqgxéharésu’n!

Question: I eat everything in my path but leave only black shit behind. What am I?

* The answer to this question plays with the similarity of the descriptive adjective nasin- ‘brown’ and nasir- ‘fur.’ Also,
technically the translation to the answer should be ‘The fur of a large prey animal! The fur of a small prey animal!’ but I have
translated it simply as ‘the fur of an animal’ to keep things simpler.

* The term Xigxixniyaha nun! literally means ‘The earth right here all around!’ as if to drive home the fact the answer was right
there the entire time. Nobody ever said dragons couldn’t be sadistic jerks.
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Fire!

I think this riddle is fairly self-explanatory.

Tsilihasin’:

Tsiyesisin’:

Question:

Answer:

Xihusnari qxulusarésin’, qxuxdhisin, qxuxndlasin, qxusithunsin, qxundsrisin hinyux
qxunadasin’, xiSirird qxdxéxyétsusin ni. Xvxihd’x?

Tsuwasinsin’!

I fly to many places in the sky, sometimes to the upper right front, sometimes to the upper left
front, sometimes to the upper right back and sometimes to the upper left back but always up,
reaching high up into the turquoise-like sky above. What am I?

Smoke!

Again, I think this riddle is pretty self-evident although the riddle itself translates into English very

poorly.
Tsilihdsin’:
Tsiyesisin’:

Question:

Answer:

Tsushusu sa tsihird tsunsa tsutséya nusa nwdn tsutsits{ sa télathri tsunsa xdthresdri nusa’n.
Xixihd’x?

TsuSerdsin Santsitsigx’n!

I am like winter’s cold when asleep and like summer’s warmth when awake. What am I?

A spring day!

I believe the logic behind this riddle is that spring days are warm like the summertime but frosty

and cold in the wintertime. The answer is “day” in the sense of “a 24-hour period” rather then

“day” as when the sun is up.
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Final Thoughts and Contact Information

For questions, comments, criticisms, concerns, queries, corrections or anything else regarding

Srinawésin and this fascinating language and those who speak it anyone may feel free to contact me at:

E-mail: madelinepalmeriz(@gmail.com

I will do my best to answer any e-mails because if there is one thing I enjoy talking about it is
draconic language and dragons in general.

Honestly, as I write these final words, I do not know what to think or feel. I have spent so long on
this project all I can think of is that a real work of the heart is never truly done, one only stops working on
it. I suppose that is true for both me and Howard Davis, wherever he is, and for whatever reason he
worked so long and so hard on writing his notes. Personally, I do not care whether he was a madman, an
imaginative and lonely person or somehow what he wrote was true and the Shiina do in fact exist in this
world. Whatever the answer is, I am glad that his work and mine can be read by others, whether they
laugh, and get excited or never think about it. It will not be lost.

But, I must say, learning about the Shiina and their remarkable world, the world would be a poorer
place if dragons did not exist.
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