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Part 1: The Sacred Hoop Is Created
Between the stars and the earth,
Grandmother built a bridge on Dragonfly’s wings.
I asked her,
“Grandmother, where did it all begin?”
And she answered,
“Before the stars, the earth, and the sky,
Before Salmon swam in the river,
And Bear roamed the mountain slope,
And Squirrel hid acorns under the ground,
Before Eagle flew above the cedar trees,
There was the Great Mystery, who lived in Eternal Stillness.
Out of the slumber and contentment of Eternal Stillness,
A gentle stirring awakened Love.
Love began to search for the Beloved,
Singing a song of longing and desire.
And when Love found the Beloved,
The One was made into Two.
The great Hoop of Creation came to be.
Stars, planets, and suns circled around each other,
Dancing to the beat of the heart of the Creator.
In those ancient times, before our ancestors were born,
The Giver came to earth from the sky.
Deep water covered the earth.
The Giver threw five mud cakes into the water,
And the bottom of the ocean rose up
For all the creatures to leave footprints
on the soil of Mother Earth.
Then the Giver went to the sweathouse,
Lit the tobacco of his sacred pipe,
And dreamed the mountains, valleys, and rivers.
His smoke traveled far
And filled our land with the blue flowers of the Camas Root,
And from then on, this valley was known as the Blue River.
The Giver smoked his dreams for days and nights,
And the four-legged walked the land,
The winged ones swept the sky,
And Salmon swam upstream,
Filling the river with abundance and life.
But the two-legged were trouble.
The Giver tried three times to make a human.
Three times he failed.
Until, finally, the first woman came to be,
And the first child was born.
More children followed,
Only when our ancestors began to walk the earth
Was the Sacred Hoop complete.
The Giver returned to the sky,
And all life lived in harmony with Mother Earth.”

Part 2: The Sacred Hoop Is Preserved
Through the soil of the earth,
And the water of the river,
In the fluttering of Dragonfly’s wings,
Grandmother heard the voices of the Ancestors.
I asked her,
“Grandmother, what words did the Old Ones speak to you?”
And she answered,
“Walk the gentle path of love on this earth.
The land was made sacred by the prayers and ceremonies
Of the ones who came before us.
Our ancestors live in us.
We are part of them and they are part of us.
This is as it was meant to be.
Orphan child, you know so little of your past.
Sit by the Great River,
Listen to the heartbeat of the water,
Like you felt the heartbeat of your mother
When you were within her womb.
The river will tell you the story
Of how our ancestors learned to live in harmony
With Mother Earth and all her creatures.
But these teachings came at a great price.
In the beginning, there was much chaos.
People fought one another.
The dead were cast into the river
And carried to the sea without prayers.
It was then that the red-headed giant Dragonfly came to us,
And divided into two,
And became the two Daldal brothers.
They brought us culture and the power of prayers and sacred ceremonies.
When all had come to pass,
And our people were living in peace,
The Daldals transformed into Big Table Rock and Little Table Rock,
The two brothers stood, tall sentinels of our valley,
Reminders of the sacredness of life.
For a long time, people prospered with the bounty of the river.
But then they turned away from the sacred way of life.
A long drought made the land hard like rock, and thirsty, like desert.
The plants dried up,
The animals were dying,
The baskets were empty,
And the river flowed no longer.
The two-legged, desperate, having forgotten how to pray,
Paid a trickster magician, the Old Goyl,
To dance the Rain Dance for them.
The rain came.
It rained and rained and rained.
The land flooded,
The animals swam,

And people drowned.
Only then did they learn the lesson and return to the sacred way of life.
They entered the smokehouse and prayed to the Creator.
The sacred smoke carried their prayers to the Great Mystery.
Chicken Hawk, the Father of all chicken hawks,
Flew from the dreamtime of our ancestors,
Cleared the sky with a sweep of his wings
And with his talons,
Turned that trickster, the Old Goyl, into a cedar tree,
Which, to this day,
Rests alone atop Table Rock,
Giving the people the gift of its fragrant medicine.
Harmony was restored.
The Sacred Hoop was preserved.
My child, keep your prayers honest to your pure heart.
The Creator is not above your head.
The Creator is beneath your feet.
The Creator is all around you and inside of you.
All life is sacred.”

Part 3: The Sacred Hoop Is Broken
Dragonfly’s wings fell off that great bridge to the stars.
They fell to earth
And as they touched the ground,
They became tears scattered throughout the land.
Grandmother walked the Four Directions, searching for the lost tears,
And when she found them, one by one, she gathered them in her basket,
For the children, and the children of children, to remember for generations to come.
“Grandmother,” I asked, “What do you want us to remember?”
And she answered:
“I want you to remember the land that was lost.
The land that the Creator had given to our people from time immemorial,
For as long as the acorns have grown abundant on the oak trees,
And the river has run through the valley floor.
In those times, the animals spoke to us,
And we spoke back to them,
In those times, the men never killed the biggest buck with the greatest antlers,
But the one who offered himself to them as a sacrifice to feed our people,
In those times, the earth was willing to support us all, with love.
And we found contentment in the land.
But those times ended when the white men came.
They came with thunder and lightning,
With insatiable hunger in their bellies,
And contempt in their hearts.
They took our land,
Piece by piece,
And put signs everywhere in their towns that said,
No Dogs or Indians Allowed.
That’s when our tears fell on the ground,
And we mourned.

They dug the river beds, searching for gold,
But even when they had their gold,
They found no satisfaction,
And wanted more and more.
They raped our women,
Hanged our boys,
And called to exterminate us.
Our tears fell on the ground,
And we mourned.
It was a day without sun,
Full of sorrow.
By night, a night without stars or moon,
The massacred bodies of women, children, and men,
Lay on the mesa of Table Rock.
On that day without sun,
And that night without stars or moon,
Even the Mariposa Lilies, the Buttercups, and Chaparral Brush
Shed tears.
And their tears fell on the ground,
And we mourned.
Some of us went to war,
Enough in number to win battles,
Too few to win the war.
They forced our people away from the last of our land
Where we had lived for thousands of years.
So it began, the long march north.
With not enough food, not enough blankets,
We walked and walked,
Over rough terrain,
Whipped by the cold winds of winter,
Until the soles of our moccasins wore out,
And our elders fell behind.
Footprints of blood marked the long trail to the coast.
The tears of our ancestors fell and soaked the ground with sorrow,
And we mourned.
Many tribes arrived
In this foreign land by the coast
Where Salmon did not swim upstream.
The white men took our sacred feathers away,
And forbid us to speak our own language.
Our tears fell on the ground.
And we mourned
Until we had no more tears to cry,
And no more words to mourn.
The unity was shattered.
The Sacred Hoop was broken,
And the pieces were scattered to the winds.
I speak to you my child.
This basket of tears is for you to remember the land you came from.
Remember that Spirit is eternal,
And the seed of the sacred ceremonies remains forever intact,
In the heart of our people.”

Part 4: The Sacred Hoop Is Restored
Grandmother’s sacred smoke encircled the big drum of our people.
With each beat of the drum,
A thousand dragonflies flew into the freedom of the sky.
They rose between the earth and the stars
And made Grandmother’s bridge strong with their wings.
“Grandmother,” I asked.
“How can we restore the Sacred Hoop of our people?”
And she answered,
“Listen to the voice of the Big Drum.
It sings the heartbeat of Mother Earth.
Patience, my child.
I am She Who Watches,
And I have been watching for a very long time.
After our freedom had been taken,
And our voices had been silenced,
Our ancestors came back from the Star Nation,
To give us the vision of the Big Drum.
The men sat in a circle, surrounded by the women.
They struck the big drum,
Over and over,
And the drum sang a song of longing and desire,
And they remembered.
They remembered the Blue Valley of the Camas Flowers,
The fragrant medicine of the Cedar Tree on the mesa of Table Rock,
And the sound of the river.
They remembered their voices could speak the ancient language,
And their feet could dance the sacred ceremonies.
But most of all, they remembered
That each one of them had come from the womb of a woman.
I watched
As their hearts began to mend
And beat with the rhythm of the Heart of Mother Earth.
Their feminine nature was awakened,
And they became tender with love.
I watched
When men and women stood together in a circle around the Big Drum,
And the beat of their drumming traveled far beyond the earth,
Carrying their songs into the stars, the planets, and the sun
As a prayer to the Great Mystery.
I watched the Sacred Hoop being restored.
Stand, my child,
And give voice to the voiceless.
Speak for the innocent ones,
For the waters of the river,
For the soil of the earth,
For the four-legged that roam the mountain slopes,
For the winged ones that sweep the valley floor.
Your voice, which was once silenced, is powerful and needed.
Because

How can you own the sky?
How can you live without water?
How can you trap the wild without killing the forest?
I am the One Who Watches over the yet unborn.
I am the Bridge of Dragonfly’s Wings,
I am the voice of the ancestors.
I came to tell you
The world needs peace.
The world needs harmony.
The world needs love.
The Sacred Hoops finds completion in your heart.
You are the protector of Mother Earth.
You are the love of the Creator.”

Author’s Statement
I am Italian and my family resides in the very same region of Genova that gave birth to
Christopher Columbus, the first European colonizer of the Americas.
I dedicate this piece to the ancestors of the First Nations as a form of reparation and
acknowledgment of the unspeakable cruelty and injustices that my ancestors carried out.
May this be an offering of peace, healing, and reconciliation for a new future of unity, love, and
respect.
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