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“As a child I was taught, ‘Chebon, the way to attain the beauty in life is through harmony. Be in harmony with all things, but most important, be in harmony with yourself first. A lot will go on in your life, some good, some bad—people may argue and some will try to take control of your life—but that one word, harmony, will neutralize any problems and help your life to become beautiful.’


“Years later, I have people from all walks of life writing to me, and many of them end up saying, ‘Walk in beauty.’ I had that early in life, when I first started out. Our people walked in beauty.”

“Inspiring … Bear Heart weaves together anecdotes and philosophy demonstrating that traditional Native American wisdom can be applied in today’s world to live a peaceful, balanced life. A charismatic storyteller, Bear Heart’s autobiography is rich not only with the amazing accomplishments and wisdom of his life as a medicine man but also with the ages-old legends of his people.”

—Evolving Woman

“Captivating … it is as entertaining as the best novel, replete with stories both humorous and heartwarming, along with some fascinating revelations about Native American child-rearing, history and the world of the shaman.”

—Body, Mind, Spirit

“Bear Heart, a Muskogee Creek Indian medicine man, tells his story, including his insights about receiving the power of the Great Spirit through fasting, chanting, and vision quests.”

—St. Petersburg Times

Bear Heart is both a healer and a “road man” of the Native American Church. In great demand as a public speaker, he has made numerous television and radio appearances. Bear Heart has an honorary degree in the Humanities from St. John’s University in Louisiana and is an adjunct consultant to Memorial Psychiatric Hospital in Albuquerque, New Mexico. Bear Heart lives in Albuquerque.

Molly Larkin is a writer whose in-depth tutelage and spiritual practice under Native American elders have given her unique access to Native American perspectives and teachings. Molly lives in Los Angeles, California.
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This book is lovingly dedicated to my personal hero, who died in the Philippines on May 11, 1964, while in the service of our country—my son, Marc Nathan Williams.

B.H                
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INTRODUCTION

BY MOLLY LARKIN

IN 1987, I WAS READY TO DIE. IN A TWELVE-MONTH PERIOD, I had lost my business to an unscrupulous partner, filed for personal bankruptcy, my lover committed suicide, and, after rebounding into a relationship with an old boyfriend, I was left for a nineteen-year-old receptionist. My life was at its darkest point, and I had gone so far as to make a plan to end it. Then I met Bear Heart.

His words gave me hope, and my work with him since then has dramatically changed my life. It seemed only natural that a book on his teachings could inspire countless others just as he has helped and inspired me.

Looking back, I see my life as one long spiritual quest. My journey began with my wanting to be a nun in the eighth grade and changed course as I declared myself an atheist by my senior year of high school. I experimented with drugs in college, which was followed by twelve years of practicing meditation—two of them in an ashram. But neither chemicals nor Eastern religion brought me real peace of mind.

I gradually noticed, however, that when I was out in nature I felt a sense of serenity that years of struggling with meditation never gave me. Since Native American “religion” is based on a relationship with the earth and all living things, finding a Native American teacher willing to work with non-Indians—with me—seemed the clearest answer to finding peace and balance in my life.

Not long after my search for a Native teacher began, I met Cougar, a man of both white and Native American heritage, who I came to love very deeply. His suicide in 1987 was a devastating blow to me, but, as is often the case with tragedies, it proved to be a significant turning point in my life. Three weeks after Cougar’s death, I traveled to Washington State for his memorial service and it was there that I met Bear Heart. Many people were grieving for Cougar, yet Bear Heart consoled them all with great warmth, depth, humor, and compassion—his ability to lift up our spirits seemed boundless.

Within a few months after I returned home to California, Bear Heart came to Los Angeles to conduct ceremonies and workshops. I attended them all and a friend, knowing of my deep depression, suggested I meet privately with him. I had no idea of what to expect, but something inside—perhaps intuition, or simply desperation—told me it was a good idea.

I spoke with Bear Heart about the past year and of my thoughts about wanting to end my life. During the thirty minutes I spent with him, he said one thing I’ll never forget: “There are many kinds of death. It isn’t necessary to leave the physical body in order to let a part of you die that doesn’t serve you any longer. When you allow that to happen, you can be reborn into a new and better life.” He also said he would like to put me on a vision quest, which I have since learned is in itself a form of spiritual rebirth.

I walked away from that meeting feeling there was hope; and since that time, my own spiritual work, along with the guidance and inspiration that Bear Heart has given me, has helped me to embrace life instead of run from it. I know I owe my life to the Great Spirit, but Bear Heart’s gentle guidance led the way to that understanding.

There may be no culture within the United States as misunderstood as that of the Native American Indian. I have met people who thought Indians were extinct and others who assume all Native Americans are alcoholics living in poverty on reservations. Neither belief is correct. It is true that the population of today’s Native American tribes is only a fraction of what it was before the Europeans claimed this continent and that 45 percent of all reservation Indians live below the poverty line. Life expectancy among reservation Indians is under fifty years of age and Native Americans have the highest infant-mortality rate of any group in the United States. And, for a variety of reasons both social and genetic, alcoholism is a great problem. Yet in spite of these obstacles, or perhaps because of them, many of the ceremonies and traditions practiced by Native Americans for centuries are still practiced today by their descendants.

The purpose of this book is not to encourage readers to seek out and participate in these ceremonies—the vast majority are neither available nor appropriate for most people. Much of Native American tradition has been lost forever and some is meant only to be passed from generation to generation of qualified medicine people. But there is much that we can still learn from Native American teachings, namely an approach to life and a way of relating to the earth and one another that is very different from that of Western society. Bear Heart is one of the few traditionally trained Native American medicine men willing to share wisdom that we can all apply to our own lives.

Since our first meeting, I have sat in many ceremonies with Bear Heart, heard him speak innumerable times, and he has put me on five vision quests. The essence of his message, all of his words of wisdom that have so benefited me, are contained in the pages of this book.

The time I have spent absorbing these teachings and vision questing under Bear Heart’s direction has helped me to know myself and my purpose. After growing up on advertisements, television shows, and movies designed to make me feel that I should be anyone except who I am, I no longer judge myself by my accomplishments, possessions, or by comparison to others. That very major transformation has brought me the serenity and peace of mind I had been seeking all my life, and it is my sincere hope that readers of this book will receive the same kind of inspiration from Bear Heart’s words.


MOLLY LARKIN

Santa Monica, California




BOOK I
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Initiation


1

TO WALK IN BEAUTY

WHEN I WAS THREE DAYS OLD, MY MOTHER TOOK ME TO A hilltop near our home and introduced me to the elements. First she introduced me to the Four Directions—East, South, West, and North. “I’m asking special blessings for this child. You surround our lives and keep us going. Please protect him and bring balance into his life.”

Then she touched my tiny feet to this Mother Earth. “Dear Mother and Grandmother Earth, one day this child will walk, play, and run on you. I will try to teach him to have respect for you as he grows up. Wherever he may go, please be there supporting and taking care of him.”

I was introduced to the sun. “Grandfather Sun, shine upon this child as he grows. Let every portion of his body be normal and strong in every way, not only physically but mentally. Wherever he is, surround him with your warm, loving energy. We know that there will be cloudy days in his life, but you are always constant and shining—please shine through to this child and keep him safe at all times.”

She lifted me up to be embraced by the breeze as she spoke to the wind: “Please recognize this child. Sometimes you will blow strong, sometimes you’ll be very gentle, but let him grow up knowing the value of your presence at all times as he lives upon this planet.”

Next I was introduced to the water. “Water, we do not live without you. Water is life. I ask that this child never know thirst.”

She put some ashes on my forehead, saying, “Fire, burn away the obstacles of life for this child. Make the way clear so that he will not stumble in walking a path of learning to love and respect all of life.”


And that night, I was introduced to the full moon and the stars. These elements were to watch over me as I grew up, running around on the carpet of grass that my Mother and Grandmother Earth provided, breathing in the air that sustains life and flows within my body, taking away all the toxins as I exhaled.


I had a sense of belonging as I grew up because of my people’s relationship with these elements, and I imagine that’s why most of our people related to the environment so easily. We recognized a long time ago that there was life all around us—in the water, in the ground, in the vegetation. Children were introduced to the elements so that as we grew up, we were not looking down upon nature or looking up to nature. We felt a part of nature, on the same level. We respected each blade of grass, one leaf on a tree among many other leaves, everything.

My name is Nokus Feke Ematha Tustanaki—in your language it means “Bear Heart.” I’m also known as Marcellus Williams and I was born in the state of Oklahoma in 1918.

My tribe is Muskogee, and we originally lived along the waterways of what is now Georgia and Alabama. The Europeans who eventually settled in that area didn’t know of us as Muskogeans; they simply referred to us by our habitat, “the Indians who live by the creeks.” The name prevailed, so we are commonly known as Creek Indians, but in fact we are the Muskogee Nation.


In 1832, President Andrew Jackson signed an order to remove the native tribes from the southeastern United States, and it was then that the Muskogee were moved, along with the Chickasaws, Choctaws, and Cherokees. We walked all the way from our homes to “Indian Territory,” which later became Oklahoma—that’s a Choctaw word meaning “land of the red man.” History has recorded that removal, but never once have the emotions been included in that record—what our people felt, what they had to leave behind, the hardships they had to endure.


The removal was forced; we were given no choice about it. When our people refused to leave their homes, soldiers would wrench a little child from the arms of his mother and bash his head against a tree, saying, “Go or we’ll do likewise to all the children here.” It’s said that some of the soldiers took their sabers and slashed pregnant women down the front, cut them open. That’s how our people were forced from their homeland.


Our people walked the entire distance, from sunup to sundown, herded along by soldiers on horseback. When our old people died along the way, there was no time allowed to give them a decent burial. Many of our loved ones were left in ravines, their bodies covered with leaves and brush because our people were forced to go on. It was a long walk, people got very tired, and the young children could not keep up with the adults, so people would carry them, handing them back and forth. But they didn’t have the endurance to carry them all the time, so some children and their mothers had to be left behind. Those are just some of the hardships our people endured on that walk, and out of those injustices came much lamenting and crying, so our people called it “The Trail of Tears.”


I knew a man who went on that long walk as a child and he told me about it. At one point the people and the few horses they had were put on twelve dilapidated ferryboats to cross the Mississippi River. The ferry started sinking, so he grabbed his little sister, got on a horse, and headed for shore, all the while chased by soldiers who didn’t want him riding. He was trying to hurry but the horse had to swim and was frightened from the commotion, so it was slow going. He had seen how brutal the soldiers could be and how the ferries were intentionally overloaded to make them sink, so he was making a break for his life. Someone came up behind him on another horse and grabbed his sister. “I was crying when I got to the shore,” he said, “because I thought the soldiers took my sister, but I found out later one of my own people had helped me out.”


Many of our people died crossing the Mississippi. When the survivors got across the river, many were soaked from swimming and it was freezing cold. One old woman, confused and exhausted from the ordeal, had no idea where she was—she thought she was back home and started giving instructions to the young ones. “Follow that trail and where it forks there’s some dry sticks on the ground. Gather them and build a fire to warm the people.” She remembered where to find firewood at home and, in her own mind, she thought she was there. Surely she wished she was there.


My great-great-grandmother was on that forced march. No matter what kind of weather, they had to go on and, walking in the snow without any shoes, her feet froze. Gangrene set in and her feet literally dropped from her legs. She’s buried at Fort Gibson, Oklahoma, but there’s no name on those markers, just many, many crosses where our people died without recognition. I don’t know where her grave is, but she’s there among them.


Even after we were settled, that was not the end of our problems. Our children were taken from their parents and forced to go to boarding school, where they were not allowed to speak their native tongues—they had to speak English. The boarding school was a government school, so they had to march to and from class, make up their beds, do everything as if it were a military camp. This was forced upon our young children. Back then Native people took pride in their long hair, but the children had to have their hair cut short. Sometimes the administrators would just put a bowl over a child’s head and cut around it, then they would laugh at the child.


Those are just some of the things that we endured. And yet today in our ceremonies, many of our people still pray for all mankind, whether they be black, yellow, red, or white. How is it possible, with a background like that among our people, to put out such love?

I grew up in the country three miles west of what is now Okemah, Oklahoma. The Creeks didn’t live on reservations when they were settled in Indian Territory—each member of our tribe was given 180 acres by the government and my family lived on my mother’s original allotment. My mother was nearing the end of her childbearing years when I came on the scene, so there was quite an age gap between my brothers and sisters and me. As a result, I had no close brothers to play, hunt, and get into all kinds of mischief with. I more or less grew up alone with my father and mother and got into mischief by myself.

My family thought I was going to be a singer at one time. My older brother even had a conservatory of music picked out for me, but because he had chosen it for me, I didn’t want to go. I wanted to do my own choosing, do what I felt good about. I guess I was just a little rascal from a very early age, always trying to do my own thing and make up my own mind. I didn’t want to be “little brother.”


I attended a country school about a mile and a half from home and walked to school every day until I got a Shetland pony and rode. I used to ride horses all the time and loved to practice the trick riding I saw in the rodeo. Some days I’d come back from school standing up on the horse, who’d be just galloping away. My mother used to get after me. “You’re going to fall off sometime.” I just said, “I’ll probably hurt myself, won’t I?” Next time, I’d be riding backwards on the horse, or else I’d be galloping along and I’d jump off and hit the ground at a run, hanging on to the saddle horn. The momentum of that would lift me up and over to the other side of the horse. I saw the trick riders in the rodeos do something called the barrel roll, where they’d go under the horse and come up on the other side while the horse was still running. I practiced that out in the cotton field and hit the dirt many times, but eventually was able to do it.


All the farm kids worked a lot and were strong, but somehow I was able to get everybody else down and was considered the best wrestler in school. I used to run everywhere. I went out for track and practiced running through the corn field without touching a stalk, just darting back and forth. We lived three miles from Okemah, and when I went to town I’d jump off the porch and start running and never stop until I got there. Then I’d run back. One time my father found an iron pipe on the side of the road, which had fallen off a truck—probably on its way to one of the many oil fields being built around Okemah. The pipe just fit between the forks of two trees in front of our house, so we put it across and I tied a rope to it. I used to climb that rope with my hands, up and down, up and down.


In addition to giving those horses a lot of exercise, I would feed the hogs and chickens, tend the vegetable garden, milk the cow, and help my mother churn the milk into butter. There’s never a good time to milk a cow. When I milked in summer the cow would swish its tail to get the flies away and hit me across the face. And no matter how cold it was, I’d still have to milk. I guess that’s why the cow jumped over the moon one time—cold fingers!


We had a smokehouse where we cured hams and salted down pork and I remember bumblebees taking over the inside of that smokehouse one time. My dad took part of a roof shingle only as wide as his hand and, without a shirt on, walked into the smokehouse and shooed all the bumblebees out of there. I don’t know why he didn’t get stung because he was not a medicine man who had the power to protect himself. He just had a lot of guts—he was that kind of a man. I was quite in awe of what he did, so I found some wasps living in the hole of a tree and I stuck my finger in there and let them sting me, then I took the stingers out. It hurt for a while, kind of like getting a shot, but I got used to it. Sometimes I’d catch wasps and remove their stingers, then hold them and have wasps all over my hand. People didn’t know they had no stingers, so they’d be really impressed. I guess I was about ten then.


I used to do crazy things. One day one of my school buddies wanted to trade sandwiches with me—my mom used to make me good meat sandwiches and my friend had only a bologna sandwich, but I traded with him anyway. I ate the bologna, but first I pulled off the skin and saved it. On the way home I cut off part of that skin, wet it down, then pasted it on my face so it looked like a long cut. When I got home, my mother was quite alarmed, crying out, “Oh, Chebon! [son]” and throwing her arms around me. When I pulled it off, she tried to scold me, but she was laughing too hard.

I was always told to come home before dark, but once, when I was around six or seven, I went to my neighbor’s and got to playing with the neighbor boy. We had so much fun it was already dark when I got back. I went to my dad and said, “I’m sorry, I forgot your warning about being home before dark.” He felt he had to back up his word, so he took a strap, folded it, and whacked me once. It wasn’t too hard, but I felt bad that I had caused the father I adored so much to whip me, so I went to my room and cried myself to sleep.

A few days later I overheard my mother telling my older sister what had happened. She said that during the night my dad had cried, too, saying, “He came and told me and I still whipped him. I should have accepted his apology.” He hardly slept that night, but he had to back up his words so that whenever he told me something I would listen. I think it hurt him more than it hurt me because I soon forgot about it. But it made me more cautious after that about overstepping the boundaries he set for me.

Even though he never gave up practicing our traditional ways, my dad was a Christian and very knowledgeable about the Bible. He’d often read a Scripture to me and then ask, “What do you think this means?” I was only nine years old then, but it made me think.

He read me the story of Noah sending a raven out from the ark to see if there was any land nearby, but the raven never came back. Then he sent a dove and the dove brought back an olive branch—that’s why you always see the dove with an olive branch in its beak.


“That’s a good story, but what do you think about that? What does it mean?”


I answered that there are two kinds of people. One kind, when asked to do something, will start out to do it and then go off and get interested in something else. They just go their own way. But then there are others who will think it is a privilege to be asked and they’ll want to satisfy the person who asked them as well as themselves by working at the task until it’s done—like the dove that came back.


He just nodded his head and never said “Right” or “Wrong,” because he wasn’t particularly interested in the answer, he just wanted to see my logic, how I was putting things together. That’s what he was teaching.

My mother was a very dedicated Christian and most of her activity outside our home was centered around the all-Indian Greenleaf Baptist Church. She was one of the leaders of its women’s organization and was kind of the backbone of the church, yet she would still work in some of our Indian ways. When the women of the church had a meeting, she had them fast before and during their meetings. Then they would eat together afterwards. She told me that fasting is a way of connecting to the Great Spirit—they fasted so that there would be no distraction from discussing the spiritual aspects of church activities.

I had also heard my parents say our people came to know things by fasting. When I was ten years old I still could not read Creek, even though I could speak it fluently, so I decided to fast and ask the Creator to help me learn to read. I took a Creek songbook out into the woods and looked closely at the words and letters as I sang. I did that several times, fasting from evening until two or three the next afternoon, and that’s how I learned to read the Creek language. It was easy.


My mother was quite a talker, too, and wouldn’t hesitate to address the men and let it be known what was needed in the church. She organized all kinds of things. She got the men to work picking cotton in the summer for some of the local farmers and donate their pay to the church. That was how the church could afford to feed all the visitors when they had big meetings.


At Christmastime she would organize a pecan sale to raise money to buy gifts for all the children of the church. After the last service on Christmas Eve a Santa Claus would come in with a sack of gifts on his back. An Indian Santa Claus who spoke Creek! It was a very jolly time.

PLANTING COTTON

My dad taught me to hitch a team of horses to a wagon and a plow when I was eight years old, and when I was ten he gave me two acres of land, saying, “If you want to plant something, go ahead. If you don’t plant anything, let it grow wild. Maybe some rabbits will come, feed upon the plant life, and you can kill a rabbit to have something to eat. It’s your choice.” Don’t let it sit idle, let it yield something—that’s what he was teaching me.

So I planted two acres of cotton. It was good cotton, my very own, but I had to work it and do all the plowing. I knew which plowshare to use if I wanted to plow deeper and I knew how to plow between each row in an attempt to keep the weeds from coming up. I tied the lines to the horses behind my back; when I hit a root or a rock under the ground it would pull me forward and I’d hit the crossbar on the handles of the plow. Often I’d fall, but I’d dust myself off and keep going on. When the cotton grew up, I’d check each boll to see if there were any boll weevils in there, and if there were, we didn’t have any spray, but at least we could pray. That’s how I’d tend my two-acre cotton patch.


I did my best to excel in everything that I tried, but I definitely must say that I was not good at picking cotton. When I picked cotton from each boll, I’d pick it clean, and that takes a long time—it’s stuck in there and you have to pull. The sharp, dried points of the cotton boll stick right under your fingernails and the edge of your fingers get all bloody. Some people could pick two rows of cotton at once—one cotton sack on their left side and another cotton sack on their right, ambidextrous, going down the line. It would take me about four times as long to finish one row of cotton, just one sack.


Because I had a lot of cousins living nearby, when it was time to pick the cotton, I hired them to pick it for me. I was the boss and we all picked the cotton. When each sack was full, I weighed it, recorded the weight next to the person’s name, and dumped the cotton in the wagon. When we finished picking, I sold the cotton and paid them all off. I think the going rate for cotton at that time was about eight cents a pound.


Afterwards, one of my cousins drove me into town from Okemah to Okmulgee. I paid for the gas—it was just twenty-five cents a gallon in those days. When we got to Okmulgee, I bought a suede jacket and a new pair of work shoes. Boy, I came out the tallest man in that city because I’d bought something with money I earned with my own labor at ten years old.

Not long after that, my dad became very ill. He had been bedridden for some time when one day he called me over and said, “Son, I really hate to ask you to do this, but I’m going to ask if you would stay out of school for a while to help your mother around the house.” I said yes. I was happy to get out of school anyway. People used to come over and pray for my dad or just visit with him, but as time went on and on, they quit coming, and so it was just my mother and myself.

The rest of the family helped us out. At the grocery store and gas station we just signed for our purchases and my older brother would pay for them. He wasn’t a rich man, but he was well enough off financially to take care of us like that. Still, we did without a lot of things. There was no air conditioning back then, and even if there had been, we couldn’t have afforded it. I built a brush arbor next to the porch of our house and in the summer we’d bring my dad’s bed out there. I’d take the wagon to a spring about two and a half miles away and fill two barrels with water—then I’d come back and sprinkle around his bed and around the shade arbor. That was air conditioning in our day.


One hot Saturday afternoon in June, I was on my way to fill the barrels with water from the spring when, at the crossroads, I met two of my buddies from school going to town on horseback. I hadn’t seen them for a while because I’d stayed out of school and I asked if they were going to take in the movie.


“Oh, no. We’ve been picking cotton and now we’ve got some money. Tomorrow is Father’s Day, so we’re going to get presents for our dads.”


All I could say was, “Oh.” I couldn’t speak, so I went on. I wanted to get something for my dad, too, but I didn’t have any money, didn’t even have a penny in my pocket. That’s why I couldn’t talk—I was too choked up. After getting the water I came back home and did a lot of little extra things for my dad. I swept out the entire arbor, then I sprinkled on top of the willows that made up the shade for the arbor and I sprinkled around his bedside. I wished there was some way that I could make my dad happy on Father’s Day, to honor him and give him something special. I thought that maybe if I did a real extra thing, something good would happen and I’d be able to get a present for my dad, but nothing happened. I didn’t have much sleep during the night, thinking about it. Maybe some tears came, too.


Morning came and the first thing that I’d do each day was light the woodstove in the kitchen for my mother. Then I’d get a fresh bucket of water, go get the eggs, milk the cow, and feed the horses. That was my routine every morning. I got all that done and when I came back, my mother just about had breakfast ready for my dad.


At the last minute, as my mother was finishing making his breakfast, I had an inspiration. I ran into my room, took a page out of the old Chief tablet that I had used at school, and scribbled on it: “Dear Dad, you are the most wonderful dad in all this world. I love you very much. Happy Father’s Day.” Then I signed my name—that’s all I could afford.

I handed him the tray with the note on it and he picked up the note and read it. When he got through reading it, he put his arms up and embraced me, and in that moment of embrace, I felt what a wonderful, blissful place awaits all of us when we cross over from this world. But until then, even a small portion of that greatness awaiting us can be experienced in a little embrace where love is expressed and manifested between parent and child.

I often think back over that Father’s Day. Many times it carries me on as I look around at all the extended families that I have, reaching for something good and solid to take hold of, so that this world might be better for their being here. It’s what enables me to do my work at the cost of criticism from my own people for sharing with non-Indians the philosophy, the love, the care of our ancestors. Coming into this world we didn’t choose to be this particular color, from this particular culture. We are here, but for what purpose were we sent here? We try to find our role in life, and because of it, we can get glimpses of what it means to walk what we call the Spirit Road. And when we walk on that Spirit Road there is no Catholic, no Jewish, no Buddhist, no Indian way, or any special way. Universal love is gathered together on that one road. The caring and love that can generate from our hearts into the lives of others can carry us forward.

My mother was president of the women’s organization of the Greenleaf Baptist Church for twenty-five consecutive years, and when she retired, they made her a lifetime honorary chairperson. During the honoring celebration they held in the church, an old man spoke, and in his speech, translated from our tribal language to English, he said, “During the years that you have supported this church with your love and acceptance of the Great Being in your life, you have made many tracks coming to this church. In time, beautiful flowers will grow in your footsteps, indicating a beautiful life lived with God.”

I always remember that speech—to walk in beauty. Have a purpose, strive for its fulfillment. Strive to live in harmony and cultivate loyalty, belief, and faith. All of these are ingredients that give substance to a full life.

As a child I was taught, “Chebon, the way to attain the beauty in life is through harmony. Be in harmony with all things, but most important, be in harmony with yourself first. A lot will go on in your life, some good, some bad—people may argue and some will try to take control of your life—but that one word, harmony, will neutralize any problems and help your life to become beautiful.”

Years later, I have people from all walks of life writing to me, and many of them end up saying, “Walk in beauty.” I had that early in life, when I first started out. Our people walked in beauty.


2

A WELL-ROUNDED EDUCATION

EARLY IN LIFE, MY PARENTS BEGAN TO TEACH ME WHAT THE word respect really means in practice. A first great lesson was respecting other people’s rights and property; in fact, it was almost an unwritten law for all children to have that respect, especially for the elders.

If an elder came to the house, we immediately offered him a chair. Even though we might have been short on food, the first thing we did was prepare a meal for him. If we had nothing to eat, we’d at least offer him water. Maybe he was carrying a walking stick or hung his hat on the chair—the children were never to put on that floppy hat, make a horse out of that stick, or play around as kids usually do. If that stick and hat belonged to the old man, we didn’t touch them, didn’t even think about them. In that way they told us to respect the old man’s belongings.

My parents told me, “When someone is talking, whether they’re old people or not, children are not to butt in. You wait until they get through and then you can speak. If you see an old man coming along the pathway and there’s room for only one person, stand aside and let him go on by, don’t make the old one go around you. If you see him sitting out on a hot day, don’t ask, ‘Grampa, are you thirsty







BECOMING A HUNTER












LEARNING HOW TO THINK
























MY HEART IS MADE GLAD
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