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UELN SCHEDULE 2020
DUE TO THE COVID-19 CORONAVIRUS CONDITIONS WE ARE UNABLE TO SET DEFINITE DATES FOR
ACTIVITIES FOR THIS YEAR. WHEN THE GOVERNOR RELEASES US FROM SHELTER IN PLACE, WE
WILL HAVE A BETTER IDEA OF WHAT IS TO COME.
Please note: High Council Meetings will be held PER SCHEDULE UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE. Our April meeting
th
was held as a video-conference and it worked out ok. The next one is scheduled for April 25 and then
th
May 9 @ 2pm on Zoom.
Any additional events…please bring it to my attention. morningdove1945@gmail.com
th

The April 25 meeting was held as a video-conference through Zoom. I do know that the June powwow has been cancelled.
Everything for after June is on a day-to-day notification.

Social Distancing is in place…wear a mask and respect the 6 ft. distance between individuals.
Rapid Rivers Drum

Practice....SATURDAYS
6 – 8 PM @ Cortland Avenue
We need to learn a Flag Song and some other songs before powwow!!

YOUTH ACTIVITIES – As reported in the March/April newsletter. The Lenape Scout program
is in effect. Please have your children ages 10-18 sign up for the program.
PICTURES FROM PAST
POWWOWS…..
ENJOY…DO YOU
RECOGNIZE THESE
DANCERS?
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Grandmother Morning Dove's Corner
Dear Ones,
So much has changed. Social distancing….limited # people in grocery stores…doctor visits over the
phone…..online powwows and crafting classes…family visits are limited…boredom sets in.
Well, don’t let it get you down. Every morning we can greet Grandfather Sun & Creator with a heartfelt
gratitude that we did wake up this morning, every morning. Our lifestyle has changed but we must realize that this
COVID-19 VIRUS is a real illness. No matter how it got here or how many have become sick from it, we will survive. The
stress of the change is difficult. But, we need to look at the positives in each day as we greet it.
I’ve had thoughts of a “dance” with 4 drummers in the center of a circle in the 4 directions places…dancers on
the outside circle situated 6 feet apart (social distancing), wearing a beautiful mask made from personal fabrics that
compliment each person’s regalia. I think we could do it and not infect anyone or be infected. Can you imagine what it
would do to our personal psyche? Lift our Spirits….and that would be a miracle in itself.
I’ve been kidding people telling them that since I didn’t have a birthday party, I’m still 74 years old. I refuse to
turn 75 until we can have a party…..with friends & family. Some others have liked that idea & are using it for
themselves.
On a serious note….we need to stick together, although we are staying in place at home and going out only for
necessities. Use the telephone, listen to someone’s voice and let them hear your voice. Cell phones and social media
are nice but they are not personal. We don’t share ourselves via a message. We do share some important facts such as
appointments and plans…but, not our personal self. Try to call at least one person each day that is someone you don’t
normally talk with except at meetings or powwows. We are sisters & brothers, aunties & uncles and cousins all over the
place. Keep in touch. Plan to make a craft each month for the Trading Post. Gather stuff in good condition for our Yard
Sale which has been moved to September 5th. Read the Wampums. Learn the language…(we have Nora Thompson
Dean’s lessons on CD). Plant a garden & share with each other.
Send ideas for constant contact with members of the nation. We don’t want anyone to feel that they are not
important. I’ve been trying to do that myself. Take care of yourself and your family. If you have elders nearby, please
check on them.
Until next month…………respectfully yours, Bonnie Morning Dove

Bright Eyed Dancer (on the right) is one of our featured
dancers at the powwows. He has been dancing since he was a
teenager with the Order of the Arrow Dance Troupe.
He has trained some of our dancers and given of himself in
many ways when he is in the area either at powwows or just
visiting. The dancer in this picture with Bright Eyed Dancer is
Jaeson “Dancing Fox” Farrell. May he rest in peace. He was a
promising dancer.
Bright Eyed Dancer was helping Cedar Heart when he came
home from the hospital. If it wasn’t for him, Cedar Heart may
not have made it to the hospital. He is recuperating from a
stroke at home. Wanishi for being there & thinking quickly.
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The Meditations for May
Think back 100 years…1920. That was the year my father was born. He was raised a coal miner’s
son. His father and mother were born in Lithuania and lived in a community where others from
Lithuania settled when they came to America.
Where were the Native people in 1920? On reservations. Living in small communities with those
immigrants who were also having a difficult time adjusting to life in the USofA. You fill in the
blanks.
What was family life like for them?
Most families were farmers or fishers of food from the sea, lakes and rivers.
Their children were taken by the government and placed in military schools that were located far
from their families. Think of the Johnny Cash song “Indian Drums”.
How are things different for us “Indians” today?

ADOPTION PROMISES:
I promise to uphold our Aims & Goals and By-Laws.
I promise to support my nation in all ways.
I promise to honor all Chiefs, Clan Mothers, Elders and Youth.
*** *** ***

Newsletter ARTICLES needed! Deadline: by 25th of each month.
Email to: morningdove1945@gmail.com
NO FACEBOOK SUBMISSIONS WILL BE ACCEPTED

Sakima Quiet Wolf
Dear Brothers, Sisters, Aunties, Uncles, Grandmothers & Grandfathers,
Since we have been home, I have been busy working on cars, sorting stuff, building a shed on the north
side of the pole barn and various other things. I don’t get as much done as I intend to but things are coming together quite
nicely.
I miss our get-togethers and everyone. It’s been a long time since we’ve seen most of you. We are trying to “shelter in place”
and follow the 6 foot rule. It is hard. Hopefully we can continue to have High Council meetings on the Zoom program. And
we are trying to come up with some ideas to be together and yet be respectful of the necessary space between us so that
the virus doesn’t continue to spread.
Once I get some things accomplished, I hope to do some crafting. We also need to do some fundraising. How about some
ideas that doesn’t require us to be in groups but that we can be working together at our own residences. In the past, scrap
metal was a good way to raise money. It didn’t require everyone to be together at one time. Many people learned how they
could make some extra money by saving scrap metal and cashing it in when they personally needed some extra cash. Any
ideas you would like to share?
Peace & Love, Quiet Wolf

***The opinions expressed in this newsletter are entirely and solely those of the authors of each article. They do not necessarily reflect the
opinions of the United Eastern Lenape Nation. The UELN, its writers and contributors, disclaim any and all liability that may arise out of the
use of any of the information in this newsletter for any purpose whatsoever.

UELN or Lenape Native Path , PO Box 328, Ashtabula, OH 44005-0328
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HELP IS STILL NEEDED:
ORGANIZE THE CRAFT ROOM.

ADD NEW ITEMS TO THE TRADING POST.

Reminder: Each of us (kids included) is asked to make 1 item for the T.P. monthly.

What year was this? September 21, 2004

REMEMBER: WE HAVE A LENDING LIBRARY.
2 weeks to 4 weeks lending period. We ask people to return the books they borrow promptly. We have a
need to go through the books and add new ones to our lists. Library experience is a plus.
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THE INDIAN IN MY CLASSROOM by Jennifer Harries
It was the first day of school. I sat at my desk surveying the bright-eyed, expectant faces of the
children before me. All except one: blue-eyed Jon was hanging his head, fair hair tumbling over his face with
a look like a thunderstorm approaching. I dismissed the class at twelve o’clock for lunch, but held Jon back:
his expression of misery had not changed since the beginning of the day.
“What’s the matter, Jon?”
“I don’t like school. I hate it.”
“There must be at least one subject you enjoy?”
“No.”
“What are you interested in?”
“Indians.”
“Anything else?”
“No. Just Indians.”
He edged towards the door-after all, it was lunchtime. I didn’t know what to say. But I already knew
this: If Jon was going to make it through the school year, we were going to have to study Indians, come what
may, whether the curriculum called for it or not. And so, over the next several days, I pulled together books
and pictures on wigwams, canoes, and hunting and fishing, the Indian territories, and the often destructive
conquest of the wilderness by white settlers.
Jon was not impressed. But it wasn’t because he had lost interest. Nor had he faked it. A few weeks
into the term, he walked up to my desk and said quietly, “I’m an Indian.”
“Wait a minute, Jon,” I said, trying not to smile too broadly. “How does that work? Your father is Swiss
and your mother is English, right?”
“I’m adopted. See?” And he handed me a simple document.
“I have an Indian pen pal, and he asked his chief if I could join the tribe. The chief agreed.”
I was stunned. I had never heard of such a thing, and didn’t even know it was possible. I read silently:
MY PLEDGE AND MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION
I am an Indian. I am proud. I stand straight and tall. Insofar as I am able, I pledge:
-to study the history, language, and customs of my tribe;
-to live as simply and naturally as possible and to stay free of the commercial pressures that would
enslave me if they could;
-to instantly come to the aid of any Indian, especially those of my own tribe;
-to acquaint myself with the needs of my people, and to render aid whenever possible;
-to obtain for myself the highest educational standard that I can;
-to work for the conservation of our environment; and
-to keep myself from alcohol and drug addiction and anything that would dishonor my name or that of
my people.
“Let us put our minds together to see what life we will make for our children.” – Sitting Bull
The class fell silent, trying to catch a few snatches of our conversation. For whatever reason –don’t
ask me how-they sensed something out of the ordinary. So I reread the pledge, aloud this time. As I did, the
class came to life, one by one sitting bolt upright, eyes shining, wide awake. This was exciting! There was no
question that Jon was now a real India-the only one they’d ever known. And as the ensuing discussion
showed, he knew more about Indians than any of them, and more than me, their teacher.
Our studies leapt out of the past and into the present, out of our social studies textbooks and into
reality. We decided to let the words of Native Americans teach us. Jon, who had long lost all confidence that
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he would ever catch up with his classmates academically, was now leading us, through his pen pal, and
introducing us to the culture and values of a people whose ways were completely foreign to us. It was a way
of life that-as any adult could clearly see-was the total antithesis of western society, of capitalism, materialism,
and individualism. But the children felt an immediate affinity for it.
By the end of the first term we had written a simple play and performed it for the children’s parents
and grandparents. Jon, the peace-chief of the tribe, carried himself with the dignity of a true leader.
Jon completed school over twenty years ago. But I still mull over his Native American “awakening” at
times. What was it that gave a white middle-class child such a sense of belonging to a people he was not even
born to? What have we lost, that our children no longer feel a connectedness with the natural world around
them or a rootedness in family, culture and community? More important (and more positively) how did the
ancient wisdom reflected in Native American traditions help to guide each individual through life? Does it not,
perhaps, have something to teach us as well? Consider these thoughts:
“Indians do not make fun of each other or of their children. If a child is trying to do something, a dance
or whatever it might be, that is good. This gives the children courage to dare to do things.” – Black Bear
(Mohawk)
“Children were taught that true politeness was to be defined in actions rather than in words. They
were never allowed to …speak while others were speaking or to make fun of a crippled or disfigured person.”
–Chief Luther Standing Bear (Oglala)
“Show respect to all people, but grovel to none.” – From the teachings of Tecumseh
“Respect the earth and that which created her. Respect yourself, children, elders and the beliefs of
others.” – Chief Rock-of-Safety.
“Children exercised constantly, running footraces, riding horses and playing ball games. Girls took part
in all these activities and were as skillful as the boys. All these lessons conditioned children’s bodies and
focused their minds.” – Dottie Raymer, in Kaya’s World
“Indian Children grow up without fear because their mothers may say: “be careful”, but they do not
say: “Don’t do that, you might fall”, or “Don’t do that, you will hurt yourself.” – Black Bear (Mohawk)
“Children were encouraged to develop strict discipline and a high regard for sharing. When a girl
picked her first berries and dug her first roots, they were given away to an elder so she would share her future
success.” –Mourning Dove (Salish)
“It was our belief that the love of possessions is a weakness to be overcome. Its appeal is to the
material part, and if allowed its way, it will in time disturb one’s spiritual balance. Therefore children must
early learn the beauty of generosity. They are taught to give what they prize most, that they may taste the
happiness of giving.” –Ohiyesa (Lakota)
The Ten Commandments of White Cloud (Talataw)
 Remain close to the Great Spirit.
 Show great respect for your fellow beings.
 Give assistance and kindness wherever needed
 Be truthful and honest at all times.
 Do what you know to be right.
 Look after the well-being of mind and body.
 Treat the earth and all that dwell thereon with respect.
 Take full responsibility for your actions.
 Dedicate a share of your efforts to the greater good.
 Work together for the benefit of all mankind.
This piece was published in the Red Heart Warrior newsletter in the Spring of 2005. Thank you.
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GOOD KARMA KITCHEN at St. Joseph’s Church,
Our Lady of Peace Parish, 3312 Lake Avenue, Ashtabula
Serving meals Sundays 2-4pm…Mondays 2-4pm. & 1st Tuesday, Wednesday & Thursday of each month.
During this time of COVID-19…….meals will be distributed at the back door of the church. No person or
persons will be allowed to enter the building. Orders will be taken at the door and completed order will be
returned to the table with the person’s name listed. Please do not loiter. We are practicing Social Distancing.
GKK Soup Kitchens Ashtabula can be found on FACEBOOK. Check FB for current information as it may change
daily.
FOOD DISTRIBUTION FOR STUDENTS/CHILDREN
MONDAY – FRIDAY DURING THE SCHOOL CLOSING DUE TO COVID-19 PANDEMIC
CHECK WITH THE SCHOOL OR JOB & FAMILY SERVICES FOR LOCATIONS.
IF YOU ARE IN NEED OF FOOD….PLEASE CHECK LOCAL PANTRIES OR CONTACT CLAN MOTHER/CHIEF.

SHELTER IN PLACE….EXERCISE…EAT SMART….TAKE RX MEDS…GET REST
LIVE ONE DAY AT A TIME….IF NECESSARY, LIVE 1 HR OUR MINUTE AT A TIME.
YOU CAN DO IT.

MEMBERS…MEMBERS…APPLICANTS….APPLICANTS
DO YOU HAVE A SPONSOR?
ARE YOU RECEIVING TRAINING?
WHAT CAN WE DO TO HELP YOU UNDERSTAND THE RED ROAD?

www.uelnation.org
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How the Pipe came to the Lenape
Reprinted from “The Grandfathers Speak”

Long, long ago, when Kukna, the Mother Earth, was young and the Native people were all one people,
there arose a great dispute among them concerning a sacred medicine, the tooth of a certain monster bear.
A Council fire burned for many days and many nights, but no agreement could be reached concerning
this, and the people found it impossible to settle their differences or to come to a compromise. After
countless debates and meetings, it was finally decided to separate into independent groups. So it was, that
many clans and families went their separate ways. In time, many new tribes came into being, speaking new
and different tongues and living in different ways.
Now it was that a certain gifted being, called Nanapush, a Spirit helper on this Earth to Kishelamakank,
the Creator. The Grandfather of human beings and all living creatures, saw that his grandchildren, the Lenape,
the Grandfathers of men, were in great distress, that they were quarreling and drifting apart, and he felt a
deep and sincere compassion for them.
So he asked Kishelamakink, the Creator of all things: “Kishelamilenk, Oh great Creator, I ask of your
counsel. My Lenape grandchildren need help, for they are deeply troubled.” The Creator replied, “Your
father, Wunchenewank, Spirit of the West, once gave you a pipe…symbolizing the peace that came between
you two after a settling of your differences. Make such a pipe for the Lenape that they too thought its power
might come to find the same peace and understanding, and instruct them in its power and use.”
Shortly thereafter, one beautiful day the great and wise Nanapush was seen standing upon the top of a
high mountain, sending up signals of smoke, calling all of his Lenape grandchildren, our ancestors, to Council.
After they were all gathered together in one great assembly in the alley below, Nanapush, the great and gifted
being, broke of a piece of stone at his feet and he fashioned the first pipe that was ever seen by our Lenape
wok. When it was finished, he filled the bowl with the leaves which he pulled off a certain plant, smudged the
pipe with winke’miuk (sweetgrass), and he blessed it. Then he made a fire of cedar logs and he named it,
Tinde Wulankuntowa’kan – the Fire of Peace. And from this sacred fire he lit this pipe, and he smoked it
before all of the people. While he smoked the pipe, he talked with them, instructing them in the meaning and
use of the pipe. As he smoked, a great peace, a great feeling of understanding, fell upon them. Indeed, their
hearts became filled with a new kind of joy, good feelings and comfort. So, Nanapush, the strong and wise
one, gave his Lenape grandchildren that pipe as a gift, and he told them that the Creator had instructed them
to go to a certain place where they would find a sacred plant growing there which they should smoke in the
pipe. This plant was the sacred tobacco, which – we call ksha’te.
So it was that the Creator, through Nanapush, gave four sacred gifts to the people: Tinde
Wulankuntowa’kin, the Fire of Peace: hupa’kan, the pipe, ksha’te, the sacred tobacco and winke’miuk,
sweetgrass. Nanapush said, “My grandchildren, my Lenape people you are given these four gifts, that through
their use you might send your thoughts and prayers to Kishelamakank, the Creator, and he will hear.
Whenever you are in great trouble or need, whenever you are in Council, build such a fire, bring a pipe into
your midst, and the spiritual power of the pipe will immediately begin to cleanse your eyes, throats, hearts,
minds and Spirits, of all trouble and evil. As the smoke from the pipe rises to the sky, your thoughts and
prayers will be heard by the Creator. Peace and order, and good thinking will be restored among the people.
And,so it was, from that day long ago, when Nanapush, the sacred and gifted being, Grandfather of
men and every living being, stood upon the top of the Great Mountain and lit the first pipe from the Fire of
Peace, that the pipe has been held as sacred and holy, upheld and respected among the people, at all times
and all places. So ends the story of the coming of the pipe to the Lenape people.
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