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 H. RUSSELL BERNARD

 Otomi Obscene Humor
 Preliminary Observations*

 THE OTOMI ARE A GROUP of approximately ninety thousand Native Americans
 living in the arid zone of the Mezquital Valley. This zone comprises approxi-
 mately forty percent of the State of Hidalgo in Mexico. Nearly all the Otomi
 are bilingual today (Otomi/Spanish); of the ten percent of the population that
 remains monolingual, at least ninety percent are women. The Otomi have lived
 under conditions of political and economic repression for at least six hundred
 years. They were, as a major source of grain and manpower only one hundred
 miles away from Tenochtitlan, subjugated by the Aztecs, to whom they paid
 direct tribute. The Otomi subsequently participated in the rebellions against the
 Aztecs during early Spanish Colonial times. Over the years, the Otomi were
 pushed into the desert regions of the Mezquital Valley to eke out a living in a
 world of cactus and small game. Agriculture has been spotty at best, in an en-
 vironment which averages under twelve inches of rainfall per year.

 During the last twenty years the Otomi have become a showcase for Mexican
 governmental programs of economic development. The main population center
 of the Otomi, Ixmiquilpan, lies astride the principal north-south highway lead-
 ing to Mexico City. Since Ixmiquilpan is only one hundred miles from the
 capital, it has been convenient for program administrators; and, indeed, the re-
 sults have been remarkable. Major irrigation projects have remade much of the
 desert land; bilingual schools have reached most of the population and there
 are virtually no Otomi children who remain monolingual; rural clinics have
 brought the idea (if not the practice) of modern medicine to the Mezquital. In
 brief, there is not a single aspect of life which remains untouched by modern
 Mestizo Spanish influence. This can be seen in Otomi folklore, a compendium
 of which is in preparation.1

 * This work was supported by grants from the Phillips Fund of the American Philosophical
 Society. The stories are part of a corpus collected and translated with my research partner, Jesus
 Salinas Pedraza, of Orizabita, Hidalgo. The full corpus appears in both Otomi and English in
 Bernard and Pedraza, "Otomi Texts," International Journal of American Linguistics, Native
 American Texts Series (now in preparation; to appear in January, 1976).

 1 H. Russell Bernard and Jesus Salinas Pedraza, "Otomi Texts," International Journal of
 American Linguistics, Native American Texts Series (in preparation; to appear in January, 1976).
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 384 H. RUSSELL BERNARD

 In the rich folklore found among the Otomi one particularly rich area con-
 cerns scatological and sexual themes. My purpose in this paper is to present
 several examples of such material (in English translation) as data appropriate
 for the study of Otomi culture in general. Further, I will make some observations
 concerning the relative paucity of such materials in the literature on Native
 American folklore.

 Definitions

 Let me begin by defining my terms. When American Indians relate stories
 about the sexual exploits of Coyote, people usually laugh. Yet, we would feel
 intuitively uncomfortable in calling the sexual exploits of Coyote (or Zeus, for
 that matter) "dirty jokes." Horace Beck once asked "Are the excesses of Zeus
 simply examples of erotica or tales of remarkable feats?"2 Of course, Zeus's
 feats in the area of sexuality were remarkable; what we do not know is whether
 ancient Greeks meant for these tales to be erotic. For all anyone knows, they
 could have been dirty jokes. It is difficult (but not impossible) frivolously to
 imagine an ancient Greek turning to a crony and saying "Did you hear the one
 about this god who came down to earth and. .. ." The reason we do not ordi-
 narily consider a good lusty Zeus or Coyote tale to be a "dirty joke" is because
 they are traditional stories, handed down from generation to generation and
 they are told-among other reasons-for the purpose of socializing young
 people in the ways and thoughts of a particular group. "George Washington
 and the cherry tree" is a functional equivalent of this type of story. It happens
 that sexuality is missing as a motif. Sexuality is not missing in the story of God
 and his visit to the Virgin Mary; but this is also not a dirty joke-or even
 funny-to most people in our culture.

 Dirty jokes are creative (new ones appear all the time); people laugh at
 them (though why people laugh obviously differs from culture to culture and
 through time); there are restrictions on when and where they can be told; the
 telling is done for its own sake-to have a good time, a good laugh-rather
 than for the maintenance of traditional values and ideals; their principal refer-
 ent is scatological or sexual; and the point (or laugh) of the story usually
 hangs on an obscenity (that is, a reference to sexuality or scatology) in the
 punch line. There are obviously many more characteristics of dirty jokes, but
 these are more than enough to separate them taxonomically from other forms
 of folklore.

 Otomi is rich in humorous lore. Many funny stories contain no sexual or
 scatological referent. However, in Otomi, men do not tell stories to women,
 and, as far as I can tell, there are few traditional storytellers who are women.
 The result, of course, is that a great part of Otomi oral lore is masculine domain.

 Finally, a distinction must be drawn between our own attitudes towards the
 telling of jokes and that of the Otomi. If someone says "Have you heard the
 one about . ." and we answer "Yes," then the joke is simply not told. In a
 group, someone may respond "Yes, I've heard it, but tell it anyway. Frank
 hasn't heard it, have you?" Then, if Frank acknowledges that he has not heard

 2 Horace P. Beck, "Say Something Dirty!" JOURNAL OF AMERICAN FOLKLORE, 75 (1962),
 197-
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 OTOMI OBSCENE HUMOR 385

 the joke, the joke will be told. In our culture the wives of men who tell jokes
 are supposedly long-suffering creatures because they have to pretend to smile
 or laugh every time they hear the "same old joke." In short, the principal
 criterion of a joke seems to be newness for most North Americans. For Otomies
 (and for people of traditional cultures generally, I would expect) the newness
 of a joke is not a salient feature of its funniness. Rather, the internal content
 of a joke in Otomi is always funny, so long as it is told in a proper (that is,
 artistic) style. Otomies do appreciate the content of a joke; indeed, the richness
 of Otomi joke lore attests to its importance in Otomi life. However, the artistry
 of telling is important enough to warrant repetition of a good joke (or any other
 story) again and again.
 These definitions and characteristics of jokes and obscene jokes are hardly

 limited to Otomi. There is mounting evidence that obscene jokes are an im-
 portant part of Native American folklore; yet, the literature on this genre is
 pitifully scant. The obvious question is "Why?"

 Obscenity in Native American Folklore

 Legman has demonstrated that there is no paucity of sexual and scatological
 folklore materials for cultures of the world.3 Consider the situation, however:
 the earliest American Indian folklore texts were collected by missionaries. To
 this day, a great deal of folkloric material is still collected by Bible translators
 and religiously based organizations. Dirty jokes are hardly the sort of material
 one expects from such sources.
 One might imagine anthropologists and linguists would be more eclectic in

 their data gathering, but this is not the case. Commenting on the situation in
 1962, Halpert remarked:

 Earlier in this century when anthropologists were busy collecting American Indian
 myths and tales in text, they usually published them in a museum or university anthro-
 pological series, with English translations. Invariably, when you get to the lustful
 doings of Coyote or some other trickster figure, or to versions of the toothed-vagina
 motif, the English translation suddenly lapses into Latin.4

 Plain prudishness (by anthropologists as well as missionaries) is thus the first
 and most obvious reason for the scarcity of obscene materials.
 A second reason is cultural distance. Women may be unable to collect scato-

 logical and sexual stories in cultures where this is a masculine domain. Some
 researchers have found that it takes a long time before their informants feel
 comfortable enough to tell them dirty jokes, especially when cultural distance is
 very great, as in the case of Native Americans and Anglos. For example, Beck
 remarked:

 I do not recall a single incident when (obscene) material was presented to me on first
 hand meetings, but only on a second or third or later bout with informants. This
 could be taken to mean, I suppose, one or two different things-either the informants

 3G. Legman, "Rationale of the Dirty Joke," Neurotica, 9 (I95I), 49-64; and "Toward a
 Motif-Index of Erotic Humor," JOURNAL OF AMERICAN FOLKLORE, 75 (1962), 227-248.
 4 Herbert Halpert, "Folklore and Obscenity: Definitions and Problems," JOURNAL OF AMERI-

 CAN FOLKLORE, 75 (I962), 192.
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 386 H. RUSSELL BERNARD

 did not consider erotica important, or they felt that this was closer to their secret selves.
 I hold the former view.5

 In my own view, I do not believe that people find erotica unimportant. In at
 least three cultures I have studied intensively (Otomi, Mexican Mestizo, and
 Greek) men have taken me aside to regale me with dirty jokes as soon as we
 met and I had explained that I wanted to hear such material. In every case the
 joking fest was obligatorily oiled by large quantities of alcohol. (I suppose
 this is what Beck meant by a "bout" with informants.) In many instances
 (though certainly not all), an announcement that the researcher wants to learn
 to tell dirty jokes in another person's language can be a rapid builder of rap-
 port as well as of data.
 A third reason for the shortage of obscene folklore of Native Americans is,

 of course, common decency orl the part of collectors towards their hosts. I fully
 agree with Halpert that material which would damage the reputation of an
 informant among his or her peers should not be made public.6 When the ob-
 scene material in this paper was first presented at the meetings of the American
 Folklore Society in Nashville, 1973, a number of people (including some Na-
 tive Americans) were indignant that I would invade the privacy of any culture
 so deeply. "Dirty jokes," I was told, "are none of your business."
 In a sense, the right of self-determination can be interpreted to mean that a

 people's culture is nobody else's business. Many Native Americans have called
 for a moratorium on studies of their cultures; they are correctly concerned that
 their way of life may be misrepresented or that descriptions of their cultures
 may be used against them. I have no refutation for such concerns. The material
 presented here has been cleared for publication by the person who supplied it.
 He does not speak for all Otomies. But neither do those who would chastise
 him for telling a Gringo such stories. My own feeling on the matter is that the
 lack of publication of obscene material in Indian folklore has contributed to the
 gross misrepresentation of Native Americans as humorless stoics. It is a comic-
 opera, Hollywood representation; I hope that publication of raucous material
 from diverse cultures in the New World will counteract this false picture.
 A fourth reason for the lack of obscene folk literature of New World people

 may lie in the values of anthropology and folklore as disciplines. One gets the
 impression that when it comes to jokes among Native American peoples, if it is
 not aboriginal (that is, demonstrably pre-Columbian), then it is not worth col-
 lecting. And if it is pre-Columbian, then obscenity ceases to put people off
 (hence the collection of obscene Coyote and toothed-vagina stories). It seems
 to me that this reflects a rather patronizing view of Native American cultures.
 One might hypothesize that, among anthropologists and folklorists, the quaintly
 obscene becomes objectionably obscene only as native peoples assimilate greater
 quantities of other western cultural traits.
 Now it is quite possible that Native Americans did not have dirty jokes as

 we know them before the arrival of Europeans. Some of the jokes I have col-

 5 I99.
 6193-
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 OTOMI OBSCENE HUMOR 387

 lected in Otomi do have Spanish counterparts. Some might even be derived
 from English counterparts through Spanish. But to claim that such material is
 not "authentic" Otomi folklore is to miss the point: once a joke has been trans-
 lated so that it is funny in its new language, it ceases to be anything except a
 joke in that language. It is not "really" a Spanish joke or an English joke. If it
 is funny in Otomi, then it is really an Otomi joke. Oral traditions are well
 known for their dynamic quality. Why should an anthropologist assume that a
 Coyote story told in Ute or Apache in 1970 is more Ute or Apache than a
 dirty joke borrowed from Spanish perhaps one hundred years earlier? Or five
 years earlier, for that matter. The Coyote story probably changed some in its
 telling, too.

 Examples

 Here are four dirty jokes in Otomi-some readers may recognize them from
 other Native American languages or from English or Spanish.

 A Little Old Lady

 Once a little old lady had two grandsons who lived with her because they had lost
 their mother. The old lady lived alone and one day she went to the market to get some
 things for the week ahead. The grandsons stayed home. She left them and told them
 to gather the water and firewood while she was gone. After a while the boys got
 very thirsty doing these chores and they wanted to drink pulque. So they thought
 about it and decided to stand a ladder against the shed where the pulque was stored.
 The shed had a hole in its roof and they could climb up and lower themselves through
 it. They threw a lasso on the shed and when it was secure they climbed down into
 the locked house. There was a huge urn of pulque there and they took out two jars
 full and went off to a nopal patch to drink where their grandmother wouldn't see them
 should she arrive. So they drank their pulque and removed the ladder from the scene.
 They were just finishing up the pulque when their grandmother came home and
 called, "Children! Are you there ?"

 "Yes, mama, we are here," the boys replied.
 "Have you gotten the water and firewood ?" asked the grandmother.
 "Yes, grandmother; it is right here. We've only just now gotten back ourselves."
 "Ah, good, good," said the old lady and she went over to the door of the shed

 where the barrel of pulque was locked away. Inside there she kept an icon of her
 patron saint, Santiago. She went over to inspect the pulque and noticed that some was
 gone and that the level in the urn was down. "Well!" she said, "my pulque is not
 here. Where did it go? Who could have drunk it? And how could anyone have drunk
 it with the door locked?"

 And now she noticed her icon. The boys had smeared the foam from the pulque
 all around the beard of the saint. The grandmother saw this and got very angry because
 the boys had drunk the pulque but she didn't know that. Instead she placed the blame
 on the saint himself.

 "Ah, Saint Santiago," she admonished him, "so it was you who finished my pulque.
 Ah, you are a hog. That pulque was what I sold to buy you incense and flowers and
 candles. Well," she scolded, "there go your flowers and your candle and your incense.
 Get along with you now. You can just eat your horse's shit."
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 388 H. RUSSELL BERNARD

 A Man Who Was Sleeping with His Wife

 One time a man and his wife had gone to the plaza (for the weekly market). Well,
 they returned and were carrying their purchases. When they got home the woman
 made dinner for her children and for her husband. Then later the sun went down

 and it was night. Well, that man, he had a lot of desire for his "nocturnal work," so
 to speak. So he said to his wife, "Make up the bed. Let's go to sleep. Boy, am I tired.
 Did I ever get tired at the plaza."

 "Ah," says his wife, "I'll go make up the bed then. We'll go to bed; after all it's
 really pretty late. Tomorrow we'll have to get up early anyway." And by this time the
 man had a hard-on and really wanted to get to work. They went to bed.

 One of their kids [male] was lying down there to one side of the woman. And
 that woman, well she understood perfectly well what her man wanted, but she was
 playing coy. And she had turned over on her side, facing her son on the pretext of
 calming the boy so he'd go to sleep. The man wanted to get down to business but he
 couldn't figure out how to tell her so in front of his son. Finally he said, "Woman,
 turn over and I'll give you a banana."

 The woman said, "Shut up your mouth."
 But the man insisted: "Turn over and I'll give you a banana."
 The boy just lay there listening. He hadn't gone to sleep at all. And he said: "Well,

 so you're going to give mama a banana, eh ? Well don't eat it alone. You better give
 me a piece of it, even if it's only the peel."

 The Little Shepherd Boy

 Once a little shepherd boy was tending his flock near a road. He saw a woman lying
 on the road. She had been to market and was drunk. The boy saw her there where
 she had fallen down dead-drunk. She had her knees up in the air and spread apart.
 The boy came closer and closer with his sheep and goats. Since she was drunk, this
 woman felt no shame and she didn't have her skirts pulled down. With her legs up
 and uncovered the boy was able to see her silly grasses [pubic hair]. There was a lot
 on her body and they were very long.

 The boy stared at them and the woman just snored away and slept in a deep drunken
 sleep.

 And this boy, seeing those long silly grasses, went over to touch them. He yanked
 on them and pulled them out a little at a time. The woman was so drunk she just
 groaned but didn't wake up. The boy collected a small pile of hairs and went over to
 the side of the road where his goats were grazing. Then he twirled those great grasses

 into string and he put them on a piece of bamboo he was carrying and made a violin.
 Then he began to play the little instrument he had made. The sheep standing there
 heard the music. So did the goats. And they all began to dance to the music!

 Meanwhile, a group of traveling merchants were coming along the road with their
 mules. They saw these sheep and goats dancing and heard the tune the boy was play-
 ing on the instrument he had made. They came closer and said, "What kind of instru-
 ment is this you play that makes your sheep and goats dance ?" And they laughed and
 laughed-they really enjoyed standing there watching the animals dance.

 "Well," said the boy, "it's just a little tune I play as I tend my sheep and goats."
 "Hey, boy," said the merchants, "play another song and make your goats dance."
 "Ah, no," answered the boy, "you'll get mad."
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 OTOMI OBSCENE HUMOR 389

 "No, we won't," said the merchants, "and we'll pay you, too."
 "No, no," said the boy, "you'll get mad. Because if I play the song your donkeys

 will dance, too." And those donkeys, about fifty of them, were all loaded down with
 pottery.

 "No, we won't get mad," insisted the muleteers, "and we'll give you money for
 bread, too."

 "No," says the boy, "even if you pay me I won't play because your donkeys will
 dance."

 "Lord help us," cried the muleteers, "we will not get mad if you play."
 Meanwhile, the donkeys had drifted over to the side of the road where the goats

 were eating the browse. And like it or not, the little boy began to play for the mer-
 chants. Sure enough, the donkeys began to dance and they got all tangled up and the
 pottery thundered to the ground and broke. Well, now these merchants really did get
 mad and the boy said, "You see! This is why I told you I didn't want to play the song.
 But you forced me to."

 Well, the merchants got mad anyway and they went to lodge a complaint in the
 presidential palace in town. They demanded that the boy pay for the pottery. The boy
 said, "Sirs, that's why I told you I didn't want to play. I knew your animals would
 dance. I didn't want to play but you forced me to. You forced me to play; then your
 animals danced."

 "And then you oblige him to pay for the pottery?" the authorities said. "Well, let's
 see this instrument. Bring it here."

 And the boy brought it over to them.

 'Well," said the authorities, "let's hear you play a song on this instrument."
 The boy did not want to play.
 "Well, I believe you will get mad, Sirs, because if I play your desk and ink-well

 will dance."

 "No, we won't get mad. Play!"
 The boy began playing. The desks danced and the chairs danced, and the ink-wells

 danced. All the papers they had on their desks got stained. They put him in jail, and
 the boy said, "Well, Sirs, I told you I didn't want to play but you forced me to, just
 as these gentlemen, the merchants, did. I told them I wouldn't play the song but they
 forced me to."

 "Well, of course," said the authorities, understanding. "Well, now we believe we
 are at fault. Go, then. But tell us first where you found that foulness from which you
 constructed that instrument."

 "Well," answered the boy, "I found it already twirled. I don't know how I found
 them," he said, denying everything. That is the end of the story.

 The Cricket and the Weevil

 One time the cricket and weevil got together. The cricket says to the weevil: "Hey,
 man, I want to go to the U.S. and be a bracero, but I don't have anyone to go with.
 How about you?"

 And the weevil (who goes about with his head down and his tail up so he's a slow
 critter), well, the weevil says, "I can't run, man. I want to go, too, but I can't run
 fast. You'll just wind up leaving me behind on the road and no one will know me."

 "Well, don't worry about it. If you want to go, I'll help you. Wherever I can, I'll
 carry you. Where that's impossible, we'll go slow."
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 390 H. RUSSELL BERNARD

 "Well, who knows? You'll probably leave me and then who'll look after my son
 and my wife?"
 "Don't worry, man. Let's go! I want to go for a short time. They say there's a lot
 of work up there! You can make lots of dollars, man.
 "Well, if you want to go, let's go."
 And the weevil got enthused enough and went off with the cricket. The cricket
 hopped along and they came to the road and the weevil kept up a bit at a time. Well,
 they traveled a long way and arrived very late in El Paso, Texas. So now, the cricket
 says, "Well, we've arrived, man. Now all we have to do is watch out for the police be-
 cause they put people in jail around here if they catch them looking for work."

 "Really ?"

 "Yes, really. Now let's go find a place where we can get some sleep tonight and to-
 morrow we'll go out on the town."

 So there they were, the cricket and the weevil, looking for a place to sleep and they

 couldn't find any. Finally, after looking for so long, they came upon a gringa who was
 lying down and she had her legs open.

 "Hey, what do you say," said the cricket. "I think we'll stay here and sleep. There's
 nowhere else to go. I think the hotels are already closed, and anyway they're very
 expensive, and I'm not carrying any money at all."

 "But where do you expect us to sleep here?" asked the weevil.
 "Well, you go into her asshole and I'll go into her cunt." And they could do this

 because the gringa was sleeping and had her legs apart.
 So the weevil went into her asshole, and the cricket went into her cunt.

 Well it got to be nighttime and the woman's husband came home. He mounted her
 and they started their "night work," as it were. The man put his prick in there where
 the cricket was and pushed.

 Well, when they were finished they went to sleep. But every time the urge came the
 man mounted again, and the result was that the little animals couldn't sleep.

 Now the dawn came and the cricket and the weevil came out. They greeted each

 other: "Good morning, man," says the cricket.
 "How much did you sleep ?" asks the weevil.
 "Ah, I didn't sleep at all. Some drunk came and pushed me and pushed me trying

 to get deeper inside. I tried to barricade myself against him but he just pushed on and
 he finished fucking me over by vomiting all over me, the sonofabitch."

 Now the weevil says, "Ah, the same with me. He came and knocked on the door.
 He pushed on the door but I didn't let the sonofabitch in. He insisted but I just left
 him out there and didn't open up to let him in."

 "Ah, well, where I was he sure got in, the bastard. He pushed me by force further
 inside."

 "Ah, well, I didn't let him. He kept knocking on the door, though," said the weevil.
 And it was the big balls of the man that were banging on the woman's asshole that

 the weevil was talking about, and the cricket was talking about the man's prick.

 Discussion

 All the jokes here have obvious elements of post-Conquest culture, and each
 one tells us a great deal about the internal content of Otomi culture today.
 Pulque is a mainstay of the desert Otomi diet, and the importance of this link
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 to the Otomi is made vividly clear in the story of "The Little Old Lady." Of
 special importance is the fact that this pulque belonged to the grandmother,
 indicating the strong feminine role in control of pulque resources. The joke
 revolves around the ploy used by the boys to cover their mischievous theft of
 their grandmother's pulque. They trick her into believing that Saint James had
 drunk her pulque and, since Saint James always appears mounted, ready to slay
 the dragon, she defiantly tells him to consume his horse's dung instead of the
 sweet smells of incense and flowers which sale of her pulque would have pro-
 vided for him.

 We notice that, although widowed herself, the old lady has taken on the re-
 sponsibility for raising her daughter's children. Presumably, their father is alive,
 but he would have remarried, and, according to one explanation of this story,
 his new wife would not want to inherit some other wife's children. Many men
 live matrilocally, and a new wife's family might insist that the children be raised
 elsewhere before agreeing to provide a daughter in marriage. The question of
 why the orphaned boys were living with a lone grandmother startles the Oto-
 mies I have asked about it. They can see many circumstances which would
 result in such an arrangement. Producing multiple scenarios for this situation
 has produced valuable data on marriage and inheritance customs.

 Muleteers are representative of the dominant Spanish culture, and the rela-
 tionship between Colonial Spanish and Indian cultures is reflected in the story
 of "The Little Shepherd Boy." Once again, pulque as a major force in Otomi life
 is demonstrated; for the woman is so drunk she does not feel her pubic hairs
 being pulled out by the boy. The joke here is not in any punch line, but in the
 fantasy of making a musical instrument out of pubic hair and the equally
 fantastic powers such an instrument possesses. When the authorities realized
 the nature of the instrument, they were forced to admit that the boy could not
 have been at fault for the mischief it created. Such is the power of music and
 mischief in pubic hair for the Otomi.

 The story of the cricket and the weevil is patently the most obscene of the
 stories by our own standards, with complex allusions to genitals, the equation
 of ejaculation and vomiting, and so on. The talking insects are hardly the sort
 of thing one would find in an English joke, and the idea of insects hiding in
 the anus or vagina of a woman usually evokes feelings of repulsion among the
 English speakers who have read this tale. Yet, this is precisely what is funny
 in the joke, along with the punch line. In addition, we learn a fair amount
 about the Otomi experience as "wetbacks" with police.

 The joke about a man sleeping with his wife has counterparts in many lan-
 guages; the theme of deprivation of sexual privacy seems to be almost universal-
 ly humorous. An English joke similar to this one tells of a man who asks his
 son to look out the window and offers him a nickel for every red hat he sees in
 the street. Just as his father nears ejaculation, the boy says, "There's a Shriner's
 convention in town, Dad, and you're fucking your head off." In the Otomi joke,
 the father also bribes his son to look away and the significance of the punch
 line is that the same word is used in Otomi for both banana peel and foreskin.
 The boy's use of the word indicates that he is perfectly aware of his father's
 intentions and activities, just as in the English joke above.
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 392 H. RUSSELL BERNARD

 A close reading of all these stories reveals a number of euphemisms for ob-
 scenities. In the story of "The Cricket and The Weevil," sexual intercourse is
 referred to as "night work." In "The Man Who Was Sleeping With His
 Wife," he "wanted to get down to business." In fact, in the latter story, the
 man uses a clever euphemism in addressing his wife ("I'll give you a banana")
 in order to avoid having his young son catch on to his real intentions. In the
 story of "The Little Shepherd Boy" pubic hair is referred to as "silly grasses."
 This produces some important lines of inquiry on what is really obscene in
 Otomi. The assiduous use of euphemisms for the sex act and for pubic hair
 reveals that these (rather than body functions or parts) are among the sources
 of true obscenity in Otomi. Beyond a glimpse into the psychology of Otomi
 obscenity, however, this material is a source of modern culture content and cul-
 ture history of the Otomi. An abundance of similar materials is available for
 the study of ancient Old World civilizations. These materials in Native Ameri-
 can oral literature should not be overlooked or swept away.
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