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MORNING STAR’S GIFT

 

This is one of a series of stories called The Land of the
Buffaloes about people who live in a North American Indian camp in
the 19th century. To give a flavour of the culture, I have
sprinkled the story with a few Sioux (Sue) words and so as not to
confuse the reader I have put in brackets an easy way of saying
them and their English meaning.

 

The native Indian people known as the Sioux (Sue) call
themselves Lakota (La-coat-a), Nakota (Na-coat-a) or Dakota
(Da-coat-a), meaning "friends, allies". They lived on the Great
Plains, an area stretching across what is now called Wyoming,
Montana, North Dakota, South Dakota, Minnesota, Iowa and Nebraska.
The people in this story are Lakota, the biggest and most westerly
tribe of the Sioux.

 

Here are some of the Lakota (La-coat-a) words and terms used in
the story and their English meanings:

 

Tatanka (ta-tank-a) – buffalo

Wakan (wack-an) – sacred

Moon – Lakota term for month

Tipi (tea-pea) - house

Sleeps – Lakota term for days

Winters - Lakota term for years

Tunkasila (ton-car-shil-ar) grandfather

Pale Faces – Lakota term for the white Americans

Wakan Tanka (Wack-an-tank-a) - Great Spirit

　

Unlike today the people who lived on the Great Plains of North
American in the time of my story couldn’t pop into a shop to buy
their clothes. They made them from the hides of animals that roamed
the great grasslands, including the tatanka (ta-tank-a)
(buffalo).

 

The tatanka (ta-tank-a) (buffalo) were wakan (wack-an) (sacred)
to the people who followed the great herds that blackened the green
prairie. They used every part of the big shaggy beast. Nothing was
wasted. They turned his skin, horns, hoofs and bones into food,
clothing, bedding, weapons, tools, jewellery and toys.

 

One day in the moon when the cherries are dark red, a girl was
making a blanket for her father from a buffalo skin.

 

Morning Star was outside her tipi (tee-pee) (house) beside a
stream, one of a circle hidden from the eyes of their enemies
by hills and trees. She looked longingly at the stream, sparkling
in the sunlight, where her friends swam. Their long black hair
floated around them on the water. She could hear their squeals of
laughter as they splashed in the cold, crystal water. Their faces
glowed as they told each other jokes.

 

As much as she wanted to leap in, she wanted to finish the hide
even more. It was a surprise for her father when he returned from
hunting. He had been away for many sleeps and Morning Star couldn’t
wait to see his face when she gave it to him. This was the first
blanket she had made on her own and it might be her last. So few
buffalo were left.

 

"When your mother was 10 winters like you, the buffalo were as
many as the stars in the sky," Tunkasila (Ton-car-shil-ar)
(grandfather) had told her. "Our people never went hungry. Now the
vast herds have been killed by the Pale Faces for only their
tongues. Their bodies left to rot, their bones to bleach white in
the sun."

 

Grandfather had killed the buffalo whose hide she now rubbed. He
complained his eyes were no longer as sharp as an eagle’s but his
arrows still flew as fast as a swooping hawk.

 

The buffalo meat was shared out between all the people. No-one
got more than anyone else. The meat not cooked right away was hung
in the sun to dry, and then stored so they would not go hungry in
winter when food was hard to find.

 

Grandfather had held up the present he had made for her. "See,
Morning Star, I have made you a doll from tatanka’s (ta-tank-a’s)
(buffalo’s) hide, and from his ribs I will make you a sled to play
with when the white blanket of snow covers the prairie."

 

The smell of frying meat was carried on the warm breeze and
Morning Star’s mouth watered. She had been hard at work since the
sun rose in the east. The big yellow ball was now directly
overhead. Her stomach gurgled like the water that danced over the
stones in the stream.

 

"Drink my daughter," said Blue Dove handing her a buffalo horn
cup filled with cool sweet water.

 

Morning Star smiled gratefully. "Pilamaya (pea-lam-a-ya) (thank
you)."

 

Her mother rubbed the blanket between her fingers. "You have
done well. Your father will be pleased."

 

Morning Star beamed. For days she had scraped the hide with the
elk horn, then washed it and left it in the sun to dry. Then came
the long job of rubbing and stretching it to turn it into soft
hide.

 

"Go swim. Finish it tomorrow," her mother suggested.

 

Morning Star’s arm ached but she shook her head. "I must finish
it."

 

She ate some buffalo meat. As she chewed, the warm fat streamed
through her fingers. Carefully she washed the fat off her hands in
the stream and dried them on the warm grass. She didn’t want to get
one mark on the hide. It was going to be perfect when she gave it
to her father.

 

Bushes beside the stream buzzed with the song of a thousand of
insects. Further down the bank Morning Star could hear the shouts
of boys fighting mud battles with small balls of wet clay, placed
on the tips of long, bendy willow sticks.

 

She watched as White Elk pulled the stick back and swung it. The
mud ball flew through the air, splattering Morning Star’s brother
Hopping Bird.

 

"Arrgh!" screamed Hopping Bird, doing an imitation of his
namesake.

 

Her brother scooped up a mud ball of his own, his face set on
revenge.

 

Ignoring them Morning Star returned to her work, but glanced up
as the sound of the mud fight came closer. Hopping Bird was chasing
White Elk who was running towards her. White Elk was looking over
his shoulder.

 

Morning Star saw he was running straight for her hide pegged on
the wooden frame.

 

She shouted a warning. White Elk snapped his head around and
skidded to a stop very close to the frame.

 

Morning Star let out a huge sigh. White Elk grinned.

 

Just then Hopping Bird pulled back his willow stick. White Elk
ducked and the mud ball missed him.

 

Splat!

 

It exploded on Morning Star’s beautiful soft, white hide. She
let out a horrified scream.

 

The boys’ eyes grew as big an owl’s. Their jaws dropped.

 

"It’s ruined," sobbed Morning Star, looking at the hide.

 

"Not if we wash the mud off before it dries," cooed Blue Dove,
who had heard Morning Star’s cry and dashed from their tipi
(tea-pea) (house). "Help me take it down."

 

Together they washed the hide several times until the mark was
gone, then laid it out in the sun to dry. Soon it was ready to be
coloured by smoking it over a fire.

 

Anxiously Morning Star checked the position of the sun. It was
moving towards the western horizon. Her father would be back before
it dipped over the far hills.

 

At last the hide was ready. Proudly Morning Star laid it out on
the grass outside her tipi, (tea-pea) (house) ready to give to her
father.

 

Suddenly a cry went up. The hunting party had been spotted.

 

Waiting by her tipi, (tea-pea) (house), Morning Star’s eyes
followed the hunters winding their way down the hill, led by her
father on his favourite pony, Moonlight.

 

Watching them approach, Morning Star failed to see a skinny,
brown camp dog come out of the stream and roll on its back in the
soft mud, then shake itself. Some instinct made her glance
sideways. She screamed as she saw the dog about to shake mud all
over her hide.

 

Something whizzed past Morning Star’s ear.

 

Splat!

 

A mud ball exploded on the dog’s hind quarters. The dog yelped
and scuttled off, its tail between its legs.

 

Morning Star looked into the grinning face of Hopping Bird.

 

His shot was so accurate, not a piece of mud had struck the
hide. Like Tunkasila (ton-car-shil-ar) (grandfather) and her
father, he would make a fine hunter.

 

"Never have I been given a finer blanket, my daughter," her
father Red Thunder told her when she gave him his present.

 

Morning Star’s heart was ready to burst.

 

Putting the blanket over his shoulders, he paraded through the
camp, showing off his gift. Everyone admired it and congratulated
Morning Star on making a fine hide.

 

That night there was much feasting and dancing as the hunter’s
told of their adventures.

 

Morning Star and the other boys and girls went to bed when the
sun went down so they could be among the first to greet the rising
sun the following day.

 

Snuggled in her buffalo blanket, made by her mother in the moon
when the deer shed their horns, Morning Star felt safe and happy.
An owl hooted close by and as her eyes drooped she heard the
far-off cry of a coyote welcoming the night.

 

Before falling asleep she thanked Wakan Tanka (Wack-an-tanka)
(Great Spirit) for a perfect day.

 

* Can you find the area covered by the Great Plains on a
map?
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Hopping
Bird's New Name (2011)
A children's short story giving a glimpse of family life in an
American Indian village in the 19th Century. Hopping Bird hated his
name. And he could never imagine the adventure in store to earn him
a new one - including an encounter with a great mythical
creature.



	


Walks
Softly (2011)
A children's short story about children in an American Indian
village in the 19th century. Walks Softy was afraid of her own
shadow. But could she be brave enough when danger threatened her
friends and people?



	


Blaze
of Glory (2012)
Between his wife Mary and father-in-law Les, Sam's life is
miserable. Now his job as a fireman is on the line. Sam is
desperate. Could a series of arson attacks on the town change that?
Police are baffled. The list of suspects is stacking up.



	


It's
A Dog's Life (2012)
A children's short story. Starting a new school can be tough.
But for Jeremy it was especially hard. Until a dirty shaggy dog
walked into his life and turned everything topsy turvy.



	


A
Boy's Best Friend (2012)
Jeremy's best friend is his dog Rufus. Rufus is no ordinary dog
and strange things happen when he's around.

This is a sequel to "It's a Dog's Life". If you went barking mad
over that, I hope you like this...

Rufus tilted his head on one side. How could he make Jeremy
understand? Of course… The solution was sooo simple. He began to
pant excitedly. He knew it would get Jeremy into trouble but he had
no choice…



	


Limbo
Man (2012)
A short story for adults. There was something about the
overgrown maze that drew Mary back again and again. And when she
met the old man who seemed to haunt the place the mystery started
to unfold.



	


Something
Fishy (2012)
An adult short story inspired by a dream. Luke and Pru's holiday
didn't turn out as they expected. Pru sensed there was something
odd about the locals. And her instincts were spot on - with dire
consequences.
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