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Foreword

A question that will be asked is why I am willing to teach non-Indians about Native American spirituality and about my own spiritual experiences. I believe, like Fools Crow, Eagle Feather, Sun Bear, Midnight Song, Rolling Thunder, and a host of other traditional peoples, that it is time that spirituality is shared.

Frank Fools Crow, Oglala holyman and ceremonial chief of the Teton Sioux, said in reference to the pipe and the sweat lodge, “These ceremonies do not belong to Indians alone. They can be done by all who have the right attitude… and who are honest and sincere about their beliefs in Wakan Tanka (Great Spirit) and follow the rules.”

We do not have any choice. It is one world that we live in. If the Native Americans keep all their spirituality within their own community, the old wisdom that has performed so well will not be allowed to work its environmental medicine on the world where it is desperately needed.

Global warming, acid rain, overpopulation, and deforestation are real. It is a mess, and all of us two-leggeds will have to work together to get ourselves out of it. A spiritual fire that promotes a communal commitment to a worldwide environmental undertaking is needed. Native or primal ways will fuel that fire and give it a great power. I call on all experienced Native American traditionalists to consider coming forward and sharing their knowledge. Come forth and teach how Mother Earth can be revered, respected, and protected.


Introduction

The ceremonies within these pages have arisen from a mystical tapestry of cultured tradition that has woven earthly spirituality into every aspect of life. The perspective of Native Americans in regard to Mother Earth spirituality holds great potential for the environmental movement as it emerges as a world political and social issue. The cause of the environment is a song of love, and the Indians have drummed its rhythm. Just as the Indians have given us a Mother Earth spirituality, so too they have given us the concept of a worthy warrior who has the qualities to fight for what she or he holds sacred.

In the past, warriors were honored when they defended their family and tribe. Today, the new tribal members are planetary citizens, and the threat to the quality of life—indeed, to its very survival—goes far beyond the constricted view shaped by military consideration. As the threat changes, so too the qualities we honor in a warrior must change. Guns and swords are ineffective against the complex and varied assaults of an environment thrown out of natural balance. A true earth warrior must be imbued with the determination to let nature restore her inherent harmony. Although we can expect great progress from the greening of technology and the inventiveness of the human spirit, we should not allow ourselves to be beguiled that information and technological advance will be sufficient. The Indians talk of “mystic warriors.” They would understand what Einstein meant when he said:


The more knowledge we acquire, the more mystery we find.… A human being is part of the whole, called by us the Universe, a part limited in time and space. He experiences himself, his thoughts and feelings as something separate from the rest—a kind of optical illusion of his consciousness. This delusion is a kind of prison for us, restricting us to our personal desires and to affection for a few persons nearest to us. Our task must be to free ourselves from this prison by widening our circle of compassion to embrace all living creatures and the whole of nature in its beauty. Nobody is able to achieve this completely, but the striving for such achievement is in itself a part of the liberation and a foundation for inner security.1



The warrior who feels the great mystery of existence is marked by a profound humility. Such new warriors will not see themselves as titans standing astride the universe demanding dominion over the earth. Instead, they will be like the vision-questing Indian who stares at the stars in the black sky and feels humility before nature’s power and awesome beauty.

Native American Indians learned how to live with the earth on a deeply spiritual plane. Their intuitive sense of intimate connection with all of existence from Brother Bear to Sister Stone to Father Sky to Mother Earth provides the deep ecological wisdom that the present-day environmental prophets have rediscovered and begun to teach to an alienated world. At some point, these environmentalists will ask why their passion is so strong, their commitment so intense, their pain from earth’s suffering so terrible, their ecstasy with earth’s healing so exquisite. They will look inside. When they are ready and their quest is sincere, they will experience what the Indians know as the Great Spirit.

I recently bought my son a chart of human history. It measured eight feet by three feet and the industrial age was only two inches in the bottom of the graph. Yet if Chief Seattle returned today to see what we have done in a short time to his sacred land, his heart would surely fill with tears.

He might ask, as I do, what it takes to inject a sense of urgency into this country. Do we have to tear a hole in the sky before we wake up? Well, we’ve done it. Do we have to see the life-giving rain be turned so acidic that it kills fish and trees and endangers human health? Well, we’ve done it. Do we have to watch the great seas rise, inundate our coastlines, and disrupt agricultural patterns through global warming? Well, we’re doing it. Do we have to see the great Rhine River run with a current of death caused by a disastrous pesticide spill? Well, we’ve seen it. Does cancer have to rise up among us like a modern plague because of radon and toxics? Well, we’ve seen it. Do the clouds of Chernobyl have to spew radioactivity around the globe for us to declare enough is enough? What does it take to inject a sense of urgency? What does it take to wake up world governments to the global environmental threat? Can we not see that the miner’s canary is dying—that we must save the earth if we are to save ourselves?

I do not want to be an old man who tells his offspring in the glow of nostalgic reflection about the good old days when we used to have primeval forests and great whales and clean, fresh water. I want neither nostalgia nor bitterness, but I am tired of waiting while the earth is dying. I want to see the earth flourish, and I want to see the ways of regeneration.

If killing Mother Earth is a sin, as the Indians believe, then avoiding sin becomes a step on the path of illumination. The theologian Rheinhold Niebuhr declared that sin is a separation from the truth. If the truth, as seen in the Native American’s holy visions, is the profound interconnectedness of all existence, then sin becomes inevitable when one becomes alienated from nature. Yet has there ever been a time when humanity has been so torn from nature’s embrace? Thoreau wrote that “the mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.” People living in the modern age have become alienated, feeling alone, isolated, and separated. Modern myths have created the perception of an atomistic society, where all connections have been cut. Yet nothing is further from the truth. Interdependence is at the center of all things. The separation between us and nature is a mirage. The perception of separation is the result of ignorance. It springs from the arrogant belief that a human being is unlike animal beings and plant beings and rock beings. It is reinforced by the false teaching that technology has lifted us above the web of life. The sin of hubris made modern people believe that human beings are superior to and independent of nature. The Indians knew the meaning of humility when they stood beneath the Great Spirit in ceremony and prayed. “Oh, Wakan Tanka [Great Spirit, Great Mystery] make me worthy.” We must realize, it is an unbroken flow that runs from humankind to the glory of creation. We do not seek a “back to nature” movement; instead we emphasize the realization that we can never leave nature.

As we leave behind the worldview of a dead, mechanistic earth, it is only natural to begin to envision the great transformation that lies ahead. The worn-out age built on fossil fuels is drawing quickly to its end, and the glimpses of a postmodern civilization are beginning to excite a new generation of futurists. Poised as we are on the verge of a new dawn, we need to draw upon the sacred traditions and values of the Indian people. Black Elk, the Oglala Sioux, told us that he would always rise early to greet the daybreak star, for it is the star of understanding. He told of a four-rayed herb of understanding that would be dropped upon the earth and would flower and bloom. Could it be that we are now upon the threshhold of the Oglala holy man’s age of understanding?

As the Indians have known for centuries, and as the environmentalists are now discovering, often with experiential instruction from the Indians’ sacred traditions, we are not living on a dead earth. Mother Earth is alive, our most intimate relation. As unfortunate as it might be, we can, if we must, live without fathers, mothers, brothers, sisters, ancestors, spouses, friends, and acquaintances. However, a person depends every moment of every day upon Mother Earth. We breathe her air into our lungs, we drink her waters, we eat her nutrients. Our cells are dying and are constantly being replaced. The flow between nature and ourself is always in process. We degenerate and regenerate with nature’s help. I used to think the Indians were talking metaphorically about sister mountains and brother buffalo, but I have now known the quest and seen the vision. I am beginning to understand! If there were no rocks, my body would have no minerals and I would die. If there were no sun, the plants would not grow and I would die. If there were no water, my cells would dry up and I would die. If there were no Great Spirit moving in all aspects of the vast creation, I would not have awakened with a consciousness of this cosmic dance of life. Rising from the dreams of their holy ones, the Indians long ago awakened to the Great Mystery that lies at the core of the profound Oneness. They were not only taught but through their ceremonies truly comprehended the phrase “dust to dust,” and more than perhaps any other people, have looked upon the earth as sacred. They have known that if we profane the earth, we will corrupt ourselves. What we do to Mother Earth, we do to ourselves.

Within the pages of Eagle Man’s Mother Earth Spirituality, we have the opportunity to learn, as the Indians have learned in their ceremonies. In the Sweat Lodge Ceremony, we relax in the cosmic flow; we are charmed by it, revel in it, celebrate it, are awed by it, and are wonderfully satisfied that we are truly a part of all that is. We are part of the great cosmic flow that never ceases. Such a new consciousness, that we have awakened after more than fifteen billion years of evolution, should give us a sense of excitement about the mysterious journey of which we are now becoming a part.

The Vision Quest can produce a flash of profound insight. The immensity of space, the sighing of the breeze through the trees, the movement of the winged, or an immense mountain gale that demonstrates the power of nature can all be a teacher as we sit upon a mountain. Many understand, many more will. Fyodor Dostoevski understood: “Love every leaf, every ray of light. Love all the animals, love each separate thing. If you love everything, you will perceive the mystery of God in all, and when you perceive this you will grow every day in fuller understanding of it, until you come at last to love the whole world with a love that will be all-embracing and universal.”2 Yet its attainment involves a quest that will require the characteristics of true protectors of the earth. The new mystic warriors will impart the values of life, not death; of relationship, not violence; of peace, not war. “Mitakuye oyasin,” the Sioux say in ceremony: “We are related to all things.” The new mystic warriors will be strong in their love and powerful in their compassion. They will be imbued with the willpower to save the voiceless ones, the plants and animals, because they understand our earthly relationship.

As the modern age ends and the new age is being born, Homo sapiens—the two-legged—must learn to evolve so as to survive. The law of evolution—adapt or die—will move to a new stage. People must adapt spiritually, not physically. The great challenge to save the planet cannot be met without the soul power of the spirit.

Native Americans tell the environmentalists that they are right to listen to the wisdom of Mother Earth. “To the four quarters [nature’s power and wisdom] you shall run for help, and nothing shall be strong before you.” Black Elk was reassured. The philosophy of today’s ecology is built in accordance with Indian spiritual tradition. If the trillions of cells in our bodies can run amazingly complex functions without our conscious effort, then we can only imagine the wisdom of Mother Earth that we have not yet learned. The Mother Earth ceremonies place our bodies, our minds, our spirits within the wisdom of Mother Earth. Are these trillions of cells not responding euphorically when they are bathed within the warm womb of our Mother Earth when we undergo the Sweat Lodge? Do our thoughts, our perceptions not expand vastly like the great galaxies above us when we vision quest upon the sacred mountains? Surely the new age should enact policies that will direct very substantial resources into the study of the earth, the study of true natural relationships, creating a rich renaissance for the universities and think tanks around the world.

So let us, in walking gently on the earth, leave behind a simple legacy—that we loved the earth and were new warriors, mystic warriors who had the courage to try to save it. We are motivated by the words of Albert Schweitzer: “The noblest instinct of them all is the reverence for life.” And we are reassured by Black Elk’s vision. After the herb of understanding was imparted to the earth, a voice went all over the universe and filled it. It was such a beautiful voice that nothing could keep from dancing. All life danced. Leaves, grasses, waters, four-leggeds, two-leggeds, and winged all danced together. Black Elk looked down and saw that everything was beautiful and green with fruits growing and all things kind and happy. The voice said: “Behold this day, for it is yours to make.”

Jan Hartke
Environmental Liaison
Earth Day 1990



PART ONE

WATER

The Spiritual Character
of the Native American

Ceremonial beseechment led the Sioux safely westward. The Buffalo Calf Woman appeared to them on the plains, and one of their own, Black Elk, had a foretelling vision. The tribe’s values and virtues are representative of most North American tribes. Their stewardship of Earth was so exemplary that now, with the impending environmental disaster besieging our planet, we must consider their spiritual values as well.
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Buffalo Calf Woman: The Coming of the Sacred Pipe

The Sioux were taught and understood that all things are of the Great Spirit. Trees, rivers, mountains, grass, four-legged animals, two-legged animals, and winged creatures all came from the Great Spirit, called Wakan Tanka, who is the Supreme Being. In modern times, traditional Sioux still practice their Way. Holy men and holy women can be found on the reservations, and the ceremonies are still conducted. Some of these ceremonies are now taking place in the non-Indian world.

Before the appearance of the Buffalo Calf Woman, the Indian honored the Great Spirit. But among the Sioux, the coming of Buffalo Calf Woman brought a most important instrument, the pipe, which is now used in all ceremonies.

The sacred pipe came into being many, many years ago. Two men of a small band of the Sioux tribe, the Sans Arc, were hunting and saw something approaching in the distance. As the figure drew close, they observed a beautiful maiden, dressed in white buckskin, carrying a bundle wrapped in buffalo hide.


Behold me.
Behold me,
For in a sacred manner
I am walking.



She sang this out and repeated the song as she walked slowly toward them.

One of the men had evil thoughts about this maiden and moved toward her. The other hunter tried forcibly to restrain him, but the evil man pushed the good warrior away. A cloud descended on the evil one, and when it lifted, his body was a skeleton being devoured by worms. This symbolized that one who lives in ignorance and has evil in his heart may be destroyed by his own actions.

The good hunter knelt in fear, trembling as the buckskin-clad woman approached. She spoke to him, telling him not to be afraid, but to return to his people and prepare them for her coming. This was done, and the beautiful maiden appeared in their midst, walking among them in a sunwise, or clockwise, direction. She held forth her bundle and said:


This is a sacred gift
And must always be treated in a holy way.
In this bundle is a sacred pipe
Which no impure man or woman should ever see.

With this sacred pipe
You will send your voices to Wakan Tanka. 
The Great Spirit, Creator of All.
Your Father and Grandfather.

With this sacred pipe
You will walk upon the Earth
Which is your Grandmother and Mother.
All your steps should be holy.

The bowl of the pipe is red stone Which represents the earth.
A buffalo calf is carved in the stone facing the center And symbolizes the four-legged creatures Who live as brothers among you.

The stem is wood and represents all growing things. Twelve feathers hang from where the stem fits the bowl And are from the Spotted Eagle. These represent all the winged brothers Who live among you.

All these things are joined to you
Who will smoke the pipe and send voices to Wakan Tanka. 
When you use this pipe to pray,
You will pray for and with every thing.
The sacred pipe binds you to all your relatives;
Your Grandfather and Father,
Your Grandmother and Mother.

The red stone represents the Mother Earth
On which you will live.
The Earth is red
And the two-legged creatures who live upon it are also red.
Wakan Tanka has given you a red road—
A good and straight road—to travel,
And you must remember that all people
Who stand on this earth are sacred.

From this day,
The sacred pipe will stand on the red earth,
And you will send your voices to Wakan Tanka.

There are seven circles on the stone
Which represent the seven rites
In which you will use the pipe.



The Buffalo Calf Woman then instructed the people to send runners to the distant bands of the Sioux nation, to bring in the many leaders, the medicine people, and the holy men and holy women. This they did.

When the people gathered, she instructed them in the sacred ceremonies. She told them of the first rite, that of the Keeping of the Soul. She told them that the remaining six rites would be made known to them through visions. As she started to leave, she said:


Remember how sacred the pipe is
And treat it in a sacred manner,
For it will be with you always.
Remember also that in me are four ages.
I shall leave you now,
But shall look upon you in every age
And will return in the end.



The Sioux begged the spirit woman to stay with them; they promised to erect a fine lodge and to give her a fine man to provide for her, but she declined their offer.


No, the Creator above,
The Great Spirit,
Is happy with you,
You, the grandchildren.
You have listened well to my teachings.
Now I must return to the spirit world.



She walked some distance away from them and sat down. When she rose, she had become a white buffalo calf. She walked farther, bowed to the four quarters of the universe, and then disappeared into the distance. Her sacred bundle was left with the people; and to this day, a traditional Sioux family, the “Keepers of the Sacred Bundle,” still guards the bundle and its contents on one of the Sioux reservations.

Since the revival of our Sun Dance Ceremony, several Sun Dances have been held close to where the sacred bundle is kept. It is in a place we call Green Grass. Green Grass was where I danced my sixth, and last, Sun Dance. It is a sacred place, and one knows instinctively that something wakan, something very holy, is near.

Indian people feel that it is very poor manners to refer to the Buffalo Calf Woman’s appearance as a myth or superstition. Indians do not scoff at the story of the Israelites fleeing Egypt when the Red Sea was parted by the Great Spirit in order for the Jewish people to escape the pharaoh’s pursuing army. We have been told over and over by Christian missionaries that a man, born of a virgin, died, rose again three days after his death, pushed a big stone back from his tomb, and then ascended into the spirit world. An Indian would consider it poor manners to make fun of this spiritual story, especially if it is a part of a people’s spiritual history. Similarly, the Jewish people would be offended if the story of Moses’ vision questing on the mountain were called a myth, especially the part where the Great Spirit appeared to Moses and gave him special instructions, or commandments, on living and conduct.

Perhaps it is because our spirit guide happens to be a woman that the male-oriented missionaries find it difficult to grasp. That is very sad. It is their loss. Is it not obvious that women are the peaceful ones? Does not the animal world exhibit this observation? The males fight far more than the females do. Since the dawn of recorded history, it is the men, not the women, who have plunged into war. Womankind is half of the human world, but most importantly, women are the peaceful ones, and in this new era, it is the most peaceful ones who will bring ultimate harmony.

The Great Spirit does many things in balance. The Buffalo Calf Woman is a strong balance to other spirit guides and brings forth a needed harmony. We can hope that communication and knowledge will change the old ways of narrowmindedness among religions. We can hope that spiritual leadership roles will be equally represented among all ways. Reaching such goals presents a strong challenge for spiritual women, both Indian and non-Indian.

The Seven Original Sacred Rites

Seven traditional rites or rituals use the sacred pipe in accordance with the Buffalo Calf Woman’s teachings.

The Keeping of the Soul

In the Keeping of the Soul Ceremony, the first rite given by the White Buffalo Calf Woman, the soul of a dead loved one is purified so it can return to the Great Spirit from whom it came. Another part of the ritual is the giveaway, a ceremony to release the soul for its journey to the Great Spirit, which may take place a year after death. A current version of this ceremony is giving away the deceased’s possessions a year after the funeral—the first anniversary of departure to the spirit world. During the year, the widow or widower makes and procures gifts and assembles the possessions of the deceased and decides what friends to give them to. The possessions are passed on to friends and relatives at a giveaway dinner. Such dispossessing is efficient, teaches nonmaterialism, and provides for reuse of the goods. It is also a nice way to remember a departed friend or relative.

Inipi: The Sweat Lodge Ceremony or Rite of Purification

The Inipi (Sweat Lodge Ceremony) has been used as a cleansing and a preparatory ceremony. It is like a spiritual sauna; one feels reborn, renewed, and strengthened through the commingling of one’s own lifeblood (sweat) with the lifeblood of the planet. These commingled waters are carried forth out of the lodge by the four winds, the four directions. The lodge itself allows a special closeness to Mother Earth. This ceremony is becoming a very popular ceremony for Indian and non-Indian alike. The Inipi is described in detail in subsequent chapters.

Hanblecheyapi: Vision Quest

At the center of the individual’s quest for closeness to Wakan Tanka is the Vision Quest Ceremony. It is an individual ceremony, performed on an isolated mountain top or a badland butte. Some woodsland Indians created platforms high in the trees on which to do their quests. In addition to isolation, the vision seeker also endures a period of fasting and going without water. This ceremony is discussed in detail in chapter 9.

The vision quester prepares himself or herself in the sweat lodge before ascending to the mountain top or isolated area. A Vision Quest can be an important ceremony for young people about to face the challenges of an adult world. It provides a personal time in which they may reflect seriously on their spiritual and occupational paths.

Wiwanyag Wachipi: The Sun Dance Ceremony

The Sun Dance is the annual coming together of the tribe to thank the Great Spirit for all that the Creator has given to the people. Where the Vision Quest is an individual ceremony for inner peace and strength, the Sun Dance exists for tribal unity, peace, and strength through the honor and thanksgiving offered to Wakan Tanka.

The Sioux do not worship the sun, but acknowledge that it was placed in the universe by the Great Spirit so that the people might live. Life springs from the fire, the sun. This meaning is also recognized in the Sun Dance, but the overall meaning is an annual tribal thanksgiving to God.

Hunkapi: Making Relatives

The purpose of the Hunkapi (Making Relatives) rite is to create between two people a blood bond that is closer than a kinship tie. Sometimes we are fortunate enough to find friends who are generous, sharing, supportive, and loving. This ritual is for friends to adopt one another into a new relationship.

Three ideals of peace form the basis for this ritual. Peace comes to the souls of those who realize their relationship to the universe and to the Great Spirit, who is at the center of the universe. This center is the same for everyone, everywhere. Second, peace between two people recognizes the kinship of all people. Third, peace between nations recognizes that all people are family or kin, and children of the Great Spirit. The entire ritual reflects the spiritual relationship between humanity and Wakan Tanka.

The exchange or gift of a peace pipe, a crystal, or a wotai stone (a smooth stone that has a significant image or several images within its grain) can symbolize this spiritual blood bond that occurs with the making of a new relative.

Ishnata Awicalowan: Preparing a Girl for Womanhood

The Ishnata Awicalowan (Preparing a Girl for Womanhood) ritual recognizes the importance of women as the source of the flowering tree of the Sioux nation. It teaches young girls that they will be as Mother Earth and will bear children, who will be reared in a holy manner. The ceremonial rites are a source of much holiness for the women who participate and for the entire Sioux nation.

The older a woman becomes among the Sioux, the more powerful she is regarded to be, because her acquired wisdom is listened to and respected by all. It is women who sit in the place of honor, holding the sacred pipe in the Spirit-calling Ceremony, because it was, after all, a woman who brought the sacred pipe and the seven ceremonies to the people. It is a woman who will make the first cut on the Sun Dance tree, so that it can be felled later and brought to the dance arena. A woman must also be the first to open the Sun Dance arena. In this day of dangerous atomic weapons, womankind is the peaceful segment of humanity; therefore, women’s importance and leadership should advance and be recognized, both spiritually and politically.

Tapa Wanka Yap: Throwing the Ball

The Tapa Wanka Yap (Throwing the Ball) ritual, which developed over the years into a game, was originally a rite in which all participants were to have the ball. The ball used was symbolic of Wakan Tanka and the universe. In the ceremony, a small girl stands at the center of the circle and throws the ball from the center outward to the four quarters of the universe. This symbolizes that Wakan Tanka is everywhere and that, just as the ball descends, so does the Great Spirit’s power. The small child represents eternal youth and purity, like Watan Tanka. The ritual establishes the relationship of the people to the universe, or to Wakan Tanka, who is everywhere.

Among the Sioux in this day, other ceremonies have supplanted some of the original seven ceremonies taught by the Buffalo Calf Woman. The Sun Dance, Sweat Lodge, and Vision Quest are still major ceremonies that are practiced widely. The Pipe Ceremony itself is now used to open gatherings, meetings, and sweat lodges. The Pipe Ceremony is used in naming ceremonies, in which one is given an Indian name. The pipe is also used in Indian marriage ceremonies.

The Yuwipi (Spirit-calling) Ceremony is a powerful event practiced mostly on the reservations, although at times holy men will perform this ceremony before urban or off-reservation gatherings. This ceremony calls in the spirit beings, usually the spirits of our deceased ancestors, to predict, foretell, find, or protect. Wisdom and guidance pertaining to the tribe or the nation are also sought in a Yuwipi Ceremony.

The Pipe Ceremony is the most widely practiced ceremony both on and off the reservation, the Yuwipi Ceremony the fourth. Sweat Lodge and Vision Quest ceremonies are more readily available because only a few holy men from each reservation are capable of the powerful Yuwipi spirit calling. Unlike the Sun Dance Ceremony, the Yuwipi Ceremony is often performed off the reservation. In his younger days, Fools Crow, the renowned Oglala holy man and Sun Dance chief, traveled as far as the west coast to perform some highly successful Yuwipis.

Some of the original rites have undergone transformation and some have been replaced. In the old days, the “days of plenty,” a warrior’s favorite horse or horses were killed after his death, and he was buried in his favorite buckskins and clothing along with his weapons. Later, when the Sioux were herded onto the bleak reservations and had to live in poverty, this practice was considered foolish and wasteful.

The Keeping of the Soul Ceremony underwent a transformation toward a greater emphasis on sharing and an outright giving away of many of the belongings of the deceased. The Giveaway Ceremony began as a means of redistribution and a reuse of needed objects and clothing. Horses and hunting equipment were of value, to be kept for the overall good of the living. The give-away, held a year after the death, is now a ceremony in itself and is practiced considerably more than the soul-keeping ceremony.

The Throwing the Ball and the Preparation for Womanhood ceremonies have been replaced by the Pipe Ceremony and Yuwipi as major rites. The high emphasis of the woman in all ceremonies has not diminished, however. She always has the place of honor and opens the major ceremonies.

When times change, some of the ceremonies change also. In times of religious persecution, the visible ceremonies had to go underground. Sweat lodges, which were common around most cabins and tipis in the early reservation days, started to disappear when the Christian missionaries began to entrench their power with the governmental authorities. The peace pipe was much easier to conceal. Lakota spirituality thus came to depend more and more for its secret expression on the pipe. Now that Native Americans have successfully fought back for their religious freedom, the Pipe Ceremony remains established.

The Buffalo Calf Woman told the Sioux where to find the sacred red stone to make the peace pipe. In the pipestone quarries in southwestern Minnesota, near the town of Pipestone, the Sioux and all other Indian nations dug for their red stone in peace. They traveled to and from the quarries in peace also. No warfare was allowed. Peace councils were often held in this place, an early example, perhaps, of a United Nations.

Lakota ceremony recognized the forward change of life so, like the two-leggeds, ceremonies adapted also. The Sioux adapted considerably as they migrated from the Carolinas to the Great Plains. The Yuwipi Ceremony was highly important back then, and no doubt was a powerful force in warning the people that they had to flee west for survival. The Lakota and Dakota listened, and they survived.

Now our planet is in great danger. Why not turn to ceremony, at least to get the feeling, the message that our planet must live? She is speaking to us quite strongly already. Let her speak also in ceremony. We can gain a special resolve by communicating within the ceremonies. By listening to nature through nature-based
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LETTER OF CHIEF SEATHL (Seattle) of the Suwamish Tribe to the President of the United States of America, Franklin Pierce, 1854


The Great Chief in Washington sends word that he wishes to buy our land. The Great Chief also sends us words of friendship and good will. This is kind of him, since we know he has little need of our friendship in return. But we will consider your offer. For we know that if we do not sell, the white man may come with guns and take our land.

How can you buy or sell the sky, the warmth of the land? The idea is strange to us. If we do not own the freshness of the air and the sparkle of the water, how can you buy them?

Every part of this earth is sacred to my people. Every shining pine needle, every sandy shore, every mist in the dark woods, every clearing, and every humming insect is holy in the memory and experience of my people. The sap which courses through the trees carries the memories of the red man. So, when the Great Chief In Washington sends word that he wishes to buy our land, he asks much of us….

Whatever befalls the earth befalls the sons of the earth. Man did not weave the web of life; he is merely a strand in it. Whatever he does to the web, he does to himself. But we will consider your offer to go to the reservation you have for my people. We will live apart, and in peace.

It matters little where we spend the rest of our days. Our children have seen their fathers humbled in defeat. Our warriors have felt shame, and after defeat they turn their days in idleness and contaminate their bodies with sweet foods and strong drinks. It matters little where we spend the rest of our days. They are not many. A few more hours, a few more winters, and none of the great tribes that once lived on this earth or that roam now in small bands in the woods will be left to mourn the graves of a people once as powerful and hopeful as yours. But why should I mourn the passing of my people? Tribes are made of men, nothing more. Men come and go, like the waves of the sea. Even the white man, whose God walks and talks with him as friend to friend, cannot be exempt from the common destiny.

One thing we know, which the white man may one day discover—our God is the same God. You may think now that you own Him as you wish to own our land: but you cannot. He is the God of man; and his compassion is equal for the red man and the white. This earth is precious to Him and to harm the earth is to heap contempt on its Creator. The whites too shall pass; perhaps sooner than all other tribes. Continue to contaminate your bed, and you will one night suffocate in your own waste.*

But in your perishing you will shine brightly, fired by the strength of the God who brought you to this land and for some special purpose gave you dominion over this land and over the red man. That destiny is a mystery to us, for we do not understand when the buffalo are all slaughtered, the wild horses are tamed, and the view of the ripe hills blotted by talking wires. Where is the thicket? Gone. Where is the eagle? Gone. And what is it to say goodbye to the swift pony and the hunt? The end of living and the beginning of survival. So we will consider your offer to buy the land.

If we agree, it will be to secure the reservation you have promised. There, perhaps, we may live out our brief days as we wish. When the last red man has vanished from this earth, and his memory is only the shadow of a cloud moving across the prairie, these shores and forests will still hold the spirits of my people. For they love this earth as a new-borne loves its mother’s heartbeat. So, if we sell our land, love it as we’ve loved it. Care for it as we’ve cared for it. Hold in your mind the memory of the land as it is when you take it. And with all your strength, with all your mind, with all your heart, preserve it for your children, and love it… as God loves us all. One thing we know. Our God is the same God. This earth is precious to Him. Even the white man cannot be exempt from the common destiny. We may be brothers after all. We shall see….







Copyright

Excerpts from Black Elk Speaks, by John G. Neihardt, are reprinted by permission of the University of Nebraska Press. Copyright 1932, 1959, 1972, by John G. Neihardt. Copyright © 1961 by the John G. Neihardt trust.

MOTHER EARTH SPIRITUALITY: Native American Paths to Healing Ourselves and Our World. Copyright © 1990 by Ed McGaa.

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, down-loaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

EPub Edition © JULY 2010 ISBN: 978-0-062-04397-9

Cover and text illustrations copyright © 1989, 1990 Marie N. Buchfink


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
McGaa, Ed.
  Mother Earth spirituality / Ed McGaa ; illustrated by Marie N. Buchfink,
     p.    cm.
  ISBN 0-06-250596-3 (pbk.)
  1. Oglala Indians—Religion and mythology  2. Oglala Indians—Philosophy.  3. New Age movement.  I. Title.



	E99.03M34    1990
	89–46149



	 
	CIP  






            05  RRD  H  40  39  38  37  36  35  34





[image: ]




About the Publisher

Australia

HarperCollins Publishers (Australia) Pty. Ltd.

25 Ryde Road (PO Box 321)

Pymble, NSW 2073, Australia

http://www.harpercollinsebooks.com.au



Canada

HarperCollins Canada

2 Bloor Street East – 20th Floor

Toronto, ON, M4W 1A8, Canada

http://www.harpercollinsebooks.ca



New Zealand

HarperCollinsPublishers (New Zealand) Limited

P.O. Box 1 Auckland,

New Zealand

http://www.harpercollinsebooks.co.nz



United Kingdom

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

77-85 Fulham Palace Road

London, W6 8JB, UK

http://www.harpercollinsebooks.co.uk



United States

HarperCollins Publishers Inc.

10 East 53rd Street

New York, NY 10022

http://www.harpercollinsebooks.com



OEBPS/images/9780062043979_logo.png
& HarperCollins e-books





OEBPS/images/9780062043979_1.png





OEBPS/images/9780062043979_2-1.png





OEBPS/images/9780062043979_cvi.png
& HarperCollins e-books

Mother Earth
Spirituality






