Dakota Information Card

How the Fawn Got It’s Spots

Long ago, when the world was new, Wakan Tanka, The Great Mystery, was walking
around. As he walked, he spoke to himself of the many things he had done to help the
four legged ones and the birds survive.

"It is good," Wakan Tanka Said. "I have given Mountain Lion sharp claws and Grizzly
Bear great strength. It is so much easier now for them to survive. | have given Wolf
sharp teeth and | have given his little brother, Coyote, quick wits. It is much easier now
for them to survive. | have given Beaver a flat tail and webbed feet to swim beneath the
water and teeth which cut down trees and | have given slow moving Porcupine quills to
protect itself. Now, it is easier for them to survive. | have given the birds their feathers
and the ability to fly so that they may escape their enemies. | have given speed to the
deer and the rabbit so that it will be hard for there hunters to catch them. Truly, it is now
much easier for them to survive."

However, as the Great Mystery spoke, a mother deer came up to him. Trailing behind,
was a fawn, on her shaky new born legs.

"Great One," she said "It is true that you have given many gifts to the creatures of the
forest to help them survive. You gave me great speed and now my enemies find it hard
to catch me. My speed is my protection. But, my little one here, does not yet have
speed. ltis easy for our enemies, with their sharp teeth and their claws to catch her. If
my children do not survive, how can my people live?"

"Wica yaka pelo!" said Wakan Taka, the Great One. "you have spoken truly, you are
right. Have your little one come here and | will help her."

Then Wakan Tanka made paint from the earth and the plants. He painted spots upon
the fawn's body so that, when she lay still, her color blended in with the earth and she
could not be seen. Then the Great Mystery breathed upon her, taking away her scent.
"Now", Wakan Tanka said, "your little ones will always be safe if they only remain still
when they are away from your side. Nine of your enemies will see your little ones or be
able to pick up their scent."

So, it has been from that day on. When a young deer is too small and weak to run
swiftly, it is covered with spots that blend in with the earth. It has no scent and it
remains very close to the earth when its mother is not by its side. When it has grown
enough to have speed that Wakan Tanka gave its people, it then, loses those spots it
once needed to survive.!

1 Story Taken From: http://www.felid.org/activities/page 15.htm#top



http://www.felid.org/activities/page_15.htm#top

Dakota Story

The First Flute

Once many generations ago, the people had drums, gourd rattles and bull roarers, but
no flutes. At that long-ago time, a young man went out to hunt. Meat was scarce, and
the people in his camp were hungry. He found the tracks of an elk and followed them for
a long time. The elk, wise and swift, is the one who owns the love charm.

After many hours he finally sighted his game. He was skilled with the bow and arrows,
and had a fine new bow and quiver full of arrows. Yet the elk always managed to stay
just out of range, leading him on and on. The young man was so intent on following his
prey that he hardly noticed where he went.

When night came he found himself deep within a thick forest. The tracks had
disappeared, and so had the elk, and there was no moon. He realized that he was lost
and that it was too dark to find his way out.

Luckily, he came upon a stream with cool clear water. He had been careful enough to
bring a hide bag of "Canpa" {Chahng-pah} and "Wasna" {Whahsh-nah}, dried meat
pounded with berries and kidney fat. This was a strong and filling food that would keep
a man going for many days.

After he had drank and eaten, he rolled himself into his fur robe, propped his back
against a tree, and tried to rest. But he couldn't sleep, the forest was full of strange
noises; the cries of night animals, the hooting owls, and the groaning of trees in the
wind. It was as if he heard these sounds for the first time.

Suddenly there was an entirely new sound, of a kind that neither he nor anyone else
had ever heard before. It was mournful and ghost like. It made him afraid, so much so
that he drew his robe tightly around himself and reached for his bow to make sure it was
properly strung.

On the other hand, the sound was like a song, sad but beautiful, full of love, hope and
yearning. Then before he knew it, he was asleep. He dreamed that the bird called
"Wagnuka pe sa" {Whahg-noo-kah pay shah}, the Redheaded Woodpecker, appeared
singing the strangely beautiful song and telling him, "Okihan, chi waonspekiya

niye" {Hoe-kee-hahng Chee Whah-own-shpay-kee-yah nee-yay} "follow me and | will
teach you”

When the hunter awoke, the sun was already high. On a branch of the tree against
which he was leaning, he saw a redheaded woodpecker. The bird flew away to another
tree, and another, but never very far, looking back all the time at the young man as if to
say, "Come on !V




Then once more he heard that wonderful song, and his heart yearned to find the singer.
Flying toward the sound, leading the hunter, the bird flitted through the leaves, while its
bright red top made it easy to follow. At last it lighted on a Cedar Tree and began
hammering on a branch, making a noise like the fast beating of a small drum.

Suddenly there was a gust of wind, and again the hunter heard the beautiful sound right
above him.

Then he discovered that the sound came from the dead branch that the woodpecker
was tapping his beak on. He realized also that it was the wind that made the sound as it
whistled through the holes that the bird had made.

"Kola {ko-lah}, {My friend}" said the hunter, "Let me take this branch home, you can
make yourself another one!”

He took the branch, a hollow piece of Cedar wood filled with the holes that the
woodpecker had drilled. A branch that was about the length of his forearm. He walked
back to the village bringing no meat, but happy all the same.

In his "Tipi" {Tea-pea} the young man tried to make the branch sing for him. He blew on
it, he waved it around, but no sound came. This made him so sad, he wanted so much
to hear that wonderful new sound. He purified himself in the sweat lodge and climbed to
the top of a lonely hill. There, resting with his back against a large rock, he fasted, going
without food or water for four days and nights, Praying for the "Hanbleceyapi" {Hahng-
blay-chay-yah-pee}, {crying for the vision} which would tell him how to make the branch
sing.

In the middle of the fourth night, "Wagnuka" {Whahg-noo-kah}, the bird with the bright
red top appeared saying, "Yanka niye" {yahng-kah Nee-yay} "Watch me," turning
himself into a man, he showed the hunter how to make the branch sing, Saying again
and again, "Yanka niye, lecon" {yahng-kah Nee-yay Lay-chone} "Watch me, and do this
now," and in his dream the young man watched and observed all that was done, very
carefully.

When he awoke, he found a cedar tree, and asking of its forgiveness, he broke off a
branch, and working many hours, hollowed it out with a bowstring drill, just as he had
seen the woodpecker do in his dream.

He shaped the branch into the form of a bird with a long neck and an open beak. He
painted the top of the bird's head with "Washasha" {Whahsh-hahsh-hah}, the sacred red
color. And then he prayed, bathing The "Ciyotanka" {Chee-yoe-tahng-kah}, The Flute in
the smoke of the sacred incenses. First he used sage, then cedar and finally
sweetgrass.

He fingered the holes as he had seen the man-bird do in his vision, meanwhile blowing
softly into the mouthpiece.




All at once, there was the song, ghost like with a beauty beyond words, drifting all the
way to the village, where the people were astounded and joyful to hear it.

With the help of the wind and the woodpecker, the young man had brought to them the
"Ciyotanka" {Chee-yoe-tahng-kah} the first flute.

In the village lived an "ltanchan" {Hee-tahng-chahng}, a big chief.

This "ltanchan" {Hee-tahng-chahng} had a daughter who was beautiful beyond mere
words. Now, the hunter who had made the flute decided that she was just the woman
for him. Thinking of her, he composed a special song, and one night standing behind a
tall tree, he played it on his "Ciyotanka" {Chee-yoe-tahng-kah}.

All at once the daughter "Wicincilla" {Whee-cheeng-cheel-lah} heard it.

She was sitting in her father's "Tipi" eating buffalo meat, and feeling good. She wanted
to stay there, in the "Tipi" by the fire, but her feet wanted to go outside.

Later she told the hunter, "Koshkalaka {Koe-shkah-lah-kah}, My warrior, | like you. Let
your parents send a gift to my father, the chief. No matter how small, it will be accepted.
Let your father speak for you to my father.

And so the two fathers quickly agreed to the wishes of their children.

The proud "Wicincilla" {Whee-cheeng-cheel-lah} became the hunter’s wife, and he
himself became a Great Chief.

All the other young men had heard and seen what the flute did for the hunter, soon they
too began to whittle cedar branches into the shape of bird's heads with long necks and
open beaks.

And that's how the flute was brought to the people, thanks to the cedar, the woodpecker
and a young man, who had shot no elk, but knew how to listen and learn from his
Elders.!

Aho!

1 Story Adapted From: http://www.crystalwind.ca/walking-the-red-road/the-dakota-tale-of-the-
first-flute
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Dakota Story

The Legend of the White Buffalo

One summer a long time ago, the seven
sacred council fires came together and
camped. The sun was strong and the
people were starving for there was no
game. Two young men went out to hunt.
Along the way, the two men met a
beautiful young woman dressed in white
who floated as she walked. One man had
bad desires for the woman and tried to
touch her, but was consumed by a cloud
and turned into a pile of bones.

The woman spoke to the second young
man and said, “Return to your people and
tell them | am coming.” This holy woman
brought a wrapped bundle to the people.
She unwrapped the bundle, giving to the
people a sacred pipe and teaching them
how to use it to pray. “With this holy pipe,
you will walk like a living prayer,” she said.
The holy woman told the Dakota/Lakota/
Nakota about the value of the buffalo, the
women and the children. “You are from
Mother Earth”, she told the women. “What
you are doing is as great as what the
warriors do.”

Before she left, she told the people she
would return. As she walked away, she
rolled over four times, turning into a white
female buffalo calf. It is said after that day
the Dakota/Lakota honoured their pipe,
and buffalo were plentiful (from John Lame
Deer’s telling in 1967).




There are slight variations of this story in each community today. The belief is that the
holy woman was sent from the Buffalo nation with the sacred pipe and instructions on
how to care for it, to the Lakota/Dakota/Nakota people. She brought the seven sacred
rites to our people. With these, she gave instructions to the men on how to dance the
Sun Dance, how to fast for a vision quest, instructed them in the sweat bath (Inikagapi),
the Taking of Relatives (Hunkapi) and reminded them to always treat women with
respect.

She instructed the women on how to conduct the spirit-keeping ceremonies and told
them to remember her in the coming of age ceremony (White Buffalo Calf Ceremony).
She told women it was their job to take care of the dead, how to be good mothers and
grandmothers.

The examples brought to our people are the essence of our Dakota people. The virtues
that govern our conduct are bravery, generosity, patience or long suffering and moral
integrity. Teachings were reinforced on industry, humility and proper parenting for the
women.1

(from Families First: EHANA Dakota HOKSIN ICA YAPI)

! Families First, 1999.




Dakota Information Card

Turtle Island

The Dakota people use the term
wita (island) to refer to North
America.

The term Turtle Island has become
a way for the people across
Indigenous cultures to refer to North
America.

Leonard Crow Dog at Grass
Mountain (Rosebud Indian
Reservation, 1974) describes the
origins of Turtle Island this way:

There was a world before this world,
but the people in it did not know
how to behave themselves or how
to act human. The creating power
was not pleased with that earlier world. He said to himself: "l will make a new world." He
had the pipe bag and the chief pipe, which he put on the pipe rack that he had made in
the sacred manner. He took four dry buffalo chips, placed three of them under the three
sticks, and saved the fourth one to light the pipe. The Creating Power said to himself:

"I will sing three songs, which will bring a heavy rain. Then I'll sing a fourth song and
stamp four times on the earth, and the earth will crack wide open. Water will come out of
the cracks and cover all the land."

When he sang the first song, it started to rain. When he sang the second, it poured.
When he sang the third, the rain-swollen rivers overflowed their beds. But when he sang
the fourth song and stamped on the earth, it split open in many places like a shattered
gourd, and water flowed from the cracks until it covered everything. The Creating Power
floated on the sacred pipe and on his huge pipe bag. He let himself be carried by waves
and wind this way and that, drifting for a long time.

At last the rain stopped, and by then all the people and animals had drowned. Only
Kangi, the crow, survived, though it had no place to rest and was very tired. Flying
above the pipe, "Tunkshila, Grandfather, | must soon rest." And three times the crow
asked him to make a place for it to light.

The Creating Power thought: "It's time to unwrap the pipe and open the pipe bag."




The wrapping and the pipe bag contained all manner of animals and birds, from which
he selected four animals known for their ability to stay under water for a long time. First
he sang a song and took the loon out of the bag. He commanded the loon to dive and
bring up a lump of mud. The loon did dive, but it brought up nothing.

"l dived and dived but couldn't reach the bottom," the loon said. "I almost died. The
water is too deep."

The Creating Power sang a second song and took the otter out of the bag. He ordered
the otter to dive and bring up some mud. The sleek otter at once dived into the water,
using its strong webbed feet to go down, down, down. It was submerged for a long time,
but when it finally came to the surface, it brought nothing.

Taking the beaver out of the pipe's wrapping, the Creating Power sang a third song. He
commanded the beaver to go deep below the water and bring some mud. The beaver
thrust itself into the water, using its great tail to propel itself downward. It stayed under
water longer than the others, but when it finally came up again, it too brought nothing.

At last the Creating Power sang the fourth song and took the turtle out of the bag. The
turtle is very strong. Among our people it stands for long life and endurance and the
power to survive. A turtle heart is great medicine, for it keeps on beating a long time
after the turtle is dead.

"You must bring the mud," the Creating Power told the turtle. It dove into the water and
stayed below so long that the other three animals shouted: "The turtle is dead; it will
never come up again!"

All the time, the crow was flying around and begging for a place to light. After what
seemed to be eons, the turtle broke the surface of the water and paddled to the
Creating Power. "l got to the bottom!" the turtle cried. "I brought some earth!" And sure
enough, its feet and claws -- even the space in the cracks on its sides between its upper
and lower shell -- were filled with mud.

Scooping mud from the turtle's feet and sides, the Creating Power began to sing. He
sang all the while that he shaped the mud in his hands and spread it on the water to
make a spot of dry land for himself. When he had sung the fourth song, there was
enough land for the Creating Power and for the crow.

"Come down and rest," said the Creating Power to the crow, and the bird was glad to.
Then the Creating Power took from his bag two long wing feathers of the eagle. He
waved them over his plot of ground and commanded it to spread until it covered
everything. Soon all the water was replaced by earth.

"Water without earth is not good," thought the Creating Power, "but land without water is
not good either." Feeling pity for the land, he wept for the earth and the creatures he
would put upon it, and his tears became oceans, streams, and lakes. "That's better," he
thought.

Out of his pipe bag the Creating Power took all kinds of animals, birds, plants and
Scattered them over the land. When he stamped on the earth, they all came alive. From
the earth the Creating Power formed the shapes of men and women. He used red earth
and white earth, black earth and yellow earth, and made as many as he thought would




do for a start. He stamped on the earth and the shapes came alive, each taking the
color of the earth out of which it was made. The Creating Power gave all of them
understanding and speech and told them what tribes they belonged to. The Creating
Power said to them:

"The first world | made was bad; the creatures on it were bad. So | burned it up. The
second world | made was bad too, so | drowned it. This is the third world | have made.
Look: | have created a rainbow for you as a sign that there will be no more Great Flood.
Whenever you see a rainbow, you will know that it has stopped raining."

The Creating Power continued: "Now, if you have learned how to behave like human
beings and how to live in peace with each other and with the other living things -- the
two-legged, the four-legged, the many-legged, the fliers, the no-legs, the green plants of
this universe -- then all will be well. But if you make this world bad and ugly, then | will
destroy this world too. It's up to you."

The Creating Power gave the people the pipe. "Live by it," he said. He named this land
the Turtle Continent because it was there that the turtle came up with the mud out of
which the third world was made.

"Someday there might be a fourth world," the Creating Power thought. Then he rested.

* Told by Leonard Crow Dog at Grass Mountain, Rosebud Indian Reservation, 1974

Information adapted from:
American Indian Myths and Legends, ed. Richard Erdoes and Alfonso Ortiz.
“Since time immemorial, Native Nations governed all of what is now known as North America, or

Turtle Island. Turtle Island was the home of various culturally diverse indigenous nations.”
http://apr.thompsonbooks.com/vols/APR_Vol 2Ch8.pdf

"When we draw lines between provinces and between territories, we have to acknowledge that those
lines are being drawn over other ways of seeing this landmass that we call Turtle Island," http://
www.cbc.ca/news/canada/north/turtle-island-map-1.4033722
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