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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:

White man’s sickness – Small Pox

Tipis (tea-pea) – cone shaped tents made of poles and buffalo
hides

Tatanka (ta-tank-a) – buffalo

Pawnee (Paw-knee), - the enemy of the Lakota

Wakan Tanka (Wack-an Tank-a) – Great Spirit

"Mitakuye oyasin (mee-tah-koo-ya Oh-yah-seen) - All My
Relatives

　



Growing up in a Lakota Sioux village was very different to the way
children live today.

 

They lived in large family groups, with young and old living
together. And to the Lakota a child was the greatest gift they
could be given.

 

Walks Softy was treasured by her family. But all her blood
relations had died from the white man's sickness. However today was
a special day for her. She was being adopted by the family of her
friend Morning Star.



This made her happy and sad at the same time.

 

``I am honoured to be your sister Morning Star,'' she told her
friend.



``Then why the face as long as my shadow when the sun goes down?''
asked Morning Star.

 

Walks Softly knew to be a good relative was the aim of every
Lakota. She had heard her mother say many times that it was held
above everything else - above property or glory. Family was a
measure of a person’s wealth. They supported each other through the
good times and bad.



Walks Softly hung her head. ``I am unworthy to be part of such a
brave family," she told Morning Star. "My name should be Runs From
Her Shadow.''



Morning Star grasped her friend's hand and squeezed it. ``You have
the heart of a bear. You are brave and strong to survive the white
man's sickness when so many of our people have died.''

 

Walks Softly thanked her friend but her words failed to lift her
spirits. Since her parents were taken it seemed like she was afraid
of everything. Fear stalked her like a giant beast. There was
danger lurking everywhere. She jumped when she heard a crack of
thunder, she was terrified the sickness that had snatched her
parents away would come back for her and every time she heard the
sound of running horses she thought it was an enemy war party and
she wanted to run and hide.

 

With a heavy heart she followed Morning Star to the banks of the
stream where the adoption ceremony was to take place. The whole
village had come to honour Walks Softly.

 

Normally the village buzzed with the sound of people going about
their daily chores. Children laughing as they played, young girls
chatting to their mothers as they cut meat into strips and put them
on racks to dry in the sun or scrapped hides to make blankets and
clothing, young boys wrestling as they trained to be great warriors
and men sharing a pipe and a story as they made weapons ready for
the upcoming hunt.

 

This morning silence hung over the circle of tipis (tea-peas) by
the bubbling stream as everyone listened to Buffalo That Sleeps,
their holy man, start the ceremony.



Suddenly there was a shriek as the bank, softened by rain, gave way
and Walks Softly fell into the water.



Morning Star lunged to save her friend but was too late. Helpless
she watched Walks Softly being swept downstream.



Like most of her people Walks Softly was a good swimmer. But the
stream was swollen by many rains and the current pulled at her like
strong hands.



She screamed and flapped her arms in the air as the water carried
her further and further from her people.



The racing, swirling water dragged Walks Softly under and she
swallowed many mouthfuls. She struggled to reach the bank but the
force of the current kept her a prisoner.



In the distance she could hear the roar of the falls. She must make
it to the bank or she would be pulled over.



The thunder of water warned her the falls were very close. An
exhausted Walks Softly punched the water trying to swim to the
bank. Time after time she was hurled back.



She could see the white spray of the falls and made one final
desperate attempt. A wave of water picked her up and carried her
like a galloping horse.

 

Walks Softly was thrown into a deep pool that was sheltered by
rocks on the lip of the falls.



With what little strength she had left she swam to the bank and
crawled out of the water. She collapsed on the grass.



The sun was sinking fast when Walks Softly woke up. Her buckskin
dress had dried and she was very cold.



Her village was a half sleep's walk from the falls. Soon it would
be dark and too dangerous to start the journey back.



From somewhere in the deepening shadows a pack of coyotes howled.
Walks Softly shivered and wondered what other creatures lurked
nearby.



She found a narrow cave in the cliff wall. Terrified, she checked
it for bears or snakes. When she was sure it was safe she made
herself a bed of branches and leaves.



She had never been out at night on her own and she was too scared
to sleep.



``I will lie down and make myself comfortable,"' she told herself.
A heartbeat later she was fast asleep.



The sun was peeking its yellow face over the eastern hills when
Walks Softly left the cave.



She followed the stream back towards her people. She was very
hungry. But on the way she found bushes brimming with wild grapes
and plums. She ate so many she felt she would burst.



Ahead the stream passed through a steep-sided canyon. Her village
lay not far beyond the canyon. It was very hot so she decided to
rest in the shadow of the tall canyon walls and drink from the cold
stream.



Suddenly a big brown shape walked from the shadow, then another and
another. It was a small heard of tatanka (ta-tank-a) (buffalo). She
was downwind so they could not smell her. She sank to her knees in
the long grass, so they could not see her.



Walks Softly was thinking how to get past the buffaloes when the
strangest thing happened. A man appeared from under the shaggy skin
of one of the huge animals.



In amazement Walks Softly watched as one man after the other threw
off the buffalo skin covering his body.



From her hiding place Walks Softly could see that the men were
Pawnee (Paw-knee), the enemy of her people. She had grown up on
stories of how the Pawnee had raided their camps, stolen horses and
people.



Walks Softly was very worried. She did not know why the Pawnee wore
the skins of the buffalo but she was knew it must be a trick to
harm her people.

 

She thought about Morning Star and her family and all her
friends in the village. The Pawnee must not be allowed to take any
of them. She must get back and warn the people. But how? The canyon
walls were too high to climb, if she went back into the water she
might not survive again and she could not go through the canyon.
The Pawnee were in her way.



Uncertain what to do, she remained hiding in the long grass until
dark.



The night was black. Large clouds hid the moon and twinkling stars.
The only light came from the small dancing flames in the Pawnee’s
fire pit. Walks Softly was frightened. To give her courage, softy
she sang the songs she’d heard the warriors of her village
sing.



With one last prayer to Wakan Tanka (Wack-an Tank-a) she crept
towards the camp. Many of the Pawnee were asleep around the fire.
Two men stood guard on opposite sides of the camp.



When they were both looking the other way, Walks Softly flitted
through the camp. Like her name, she walked so softly that she
never made a sound.



The sun had risen once again when Walks Softly reached her camp.
Her people thought she had drowned and every face lit up to see
her.



She told them about the Pawnee trick. Quickly the warriors painted
their faces and the backs of their ponies. They put feathers in
their hair, then rode out after the Pawnee.



The Pawnee had planned to surprise her people. Instead her people
took the Pawnee by surprise.

The Pawnee warriors leapt onto their ponies and galloped off. The
Lakota warriors chased them far across the prairie.



When the Lakota warriors returned, a big fire was built. Everyone
gathered to sing songs to honour Walks Softly.



``You are the bravest of the brave,'' Morning Star told her. ``Any
family would be proud to have you live in their tipi.''

 

Soon after the sun rose the next day all the people gathered to
hear Buffalo That Sleeps finish the making of relative’s
ceremony.



Walks Softly wore a necklace Morning Star had given her, made of
porcupine quills and feathers and a new deerskin dress. This time
she stood well away from the bank of the stream.

 

The people sang songs of blessing, then Buffalo That Sleeps
finished with a prayer. A pinch of tobacco was offered to the four
directions, the north, the east, the south and the west and to the
earth below and the sky above. The sacred pipe was smoked and the
words that follow all ceremonies were spoken: "Mitakuye oyasin
(mee-tah-koo-ya Oh-yah-seen) (All My Relatives).

 

There was no paperwork to sign but Walks Softly was now as much
a daughter to Red Thunder as Morning Star was. Red Thunder
celebrated with a giveaway. The Sioux were respected for what they
gave away not what they owned. He went around every family group
giving away various possessions; a bow and arrow to one family, a
buffalo robe to another, a deer skin doll to another. No-one was
left out.

 

Walks Softy also received a gift. The Pawnee had brought with
them spare ponies to carry away the possessions they expected to
steal from her camp. But in their hurry to escape, they left behind
several ponies. One of the warriors presented Walks Softy with one
of the captured ponies, white with brown spots.

 

She would not forget her adventure for a long time. And her
people would remember it for many generations. They would tell
their children, and their children would tell their children the
story of the girl who walked so softy she saved her people from the
Pawnee.
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	Morning
Star's Gift (2011)
A children's short story giving a glimpse of family life in an
American Indian village in the 19th Century. Morning Star was
making a gift for her father and wanted it to be perfect. But her
pest of a brother and muddy dog had other ideas.

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



	


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.



	


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…
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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.
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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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