The Return of the White Buffalo

(intro – p. 1)

Gather round, my little ones,

it is more than a story I tell.

It is a promise of hope,

a gift of beauty,

for all who walk upon this earth.

It is a story from before remembered time,

and a story of a promise kept.

It is a story of peace for our world,

and hope in troubled times.

It is a story for now.

It is a story for tomorrow.

(p. 2)

It began at the beginning,

when the earth was still young and new.

It began with the Great Spirit,

gathering all the people,

the people of the four nations,


The Yellow,


The Black,

The Red,


and The White.

Great Spirit spoke in a gentle voice, saying:


Go each of you,


to your corner of the earth.


Nurture your truths,


let your wisdom grow.


A day will come


when differences will be celebrated,


truths will be honored,


and we shall be One Nation again.

And so, the people went.

(p. 3)

And so, time spun

like a golden thread,

dreams were woven,

like rich tapestries,

and gifts came to the peoples of the Earth.

The Yellow People learned to look openly, widely,

into their minds,

into their hearts,

into the hearts of their brothers and sisters,

with the gift of Illumination and Enlightenment.

(p. 4)

The Black People learned to search deeply

into themselves,

into the earth,

into the heavens, 

with the gift of Intuition and Introspection.

(p. 5)

The Red People learned to walk softly

upon the Earth,

among the animals,

with their people,

with the gifts of Trust and Innocence,

and the Beauty Way.

(p. 6)

The White People learned to reason thoughtfully,

about their creations,

with their families,

for their communities,

with the gifts of Wisdom and Understanding,

and the Path of Heart.

Each Nation

deepened its understandings,

and for each Nation,

important truths were different.

(p. 7)

And yet to The Red People

there came one more blessing,

gifts from the Sacred White Buffalo Woman,


teachings of Peace,


teachings of Pipe,


teachings of Beauty,


teachings of Open Heart,


and a promise.

The Holy Woman said to them:


My children,


while I cannot stay with you forever,


I will be watching over you, throughout the four times.


A day will come,


A day of great need,


when the nations of this earth


will yearn for unity.


Then I will return.

And so, the Sacred White Buffalo Woman

walked away from The Red People,

leaving their land.

As she looked over her shoulder once more 

to her beloved children,

she turned into a White Buffalo Calf,

and disappeared over a hill.

(p. 8)

And so, time spun

like a golden thread.

Dreams were woven

like rich tapestries,

telling stories of


growth


knowledge


war


insight


prejudice


breakthroughs


despair


sadness


and fear.

A time had come

when the Nations of the Earth

had forgotten,

had forgotten 

that they were once

One Nation,

were still One Nation,

and times of destruction came,

for the People had lost their way.

(p. 9)

The Red People wondered,

as the days grew darker

and the path became harder to find,

Would the White Buffalo Woman return?

Was there hope for the People of the Earth?

(p. 10)

And so, time spun

like a golden thread,

dreams were woven 

like rich tapestries.

And then one day in a land called Wyoming,

a little Red Buffalo Calf 

was born to the people.

A new life,

but minutes old,

the tiny Red Calf

caught the attention 

of a bull.

Confused by new smells,

new life,

the bull caught the baby

in his strong, curved horns,

and flung her

high,

toward heaven.

Uncertain if she lived or died,

a gentle hearted man

gathered up the tiny calf.

The gentle-hearted man and his gentle-hearted wife

tended the baby 

until her strength returned,

and they named her

Miracle Moon.

(p. 11)

And so time spun

like a golden thread,

and weeks passed by,

and the little Red Buffalo

shed her red fur,

to reveal a soft coat, as white as the moon.

White Buffalo Woman had returned.

(p. 12)

So hear this story,

my little ones,

and remember the lesson it tells.

The spirit of White Buffalo Woman is here today,

The Great Spirit asks us to see.

Now is the time to celebrate our differences,

and to share our truths, 

and understand the beauty

of every person’s dance.

Learn from the gifts

of your brothers and sisters. 

We are all together again.

It is time to remember,

One Nation are we.

One Nation, like a circle,

without end.

