
Ghost Dance 
All Indians must dance, everywhere, keep on dancing. Pretty 

soon in next spring Great Spirit come. He bring back all game of 
every kind. The game be thick everywhere. All dead Indians 
come back and live again. Old blind Indian see again and get 
young and have fine time. When Great Spirit comes this way, 
then all the Indians go to mountains, high up away from Whites. 
Whites can't hurt Indians then. Then while Indians way up high, 
big flood comes like water and all white people die, get drowned. 

Wovoka, the Paiute Messiah 
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*premiere 

Text 

Civilization 

Adagio 

I have heard that you intend to settle us on a reservation near 
the mountains. I don't want to settle. I love to roam over the 
prairies. There I feel free and happy, but when we settle down we 
grow pale and die. I have laid aside my lance, bow, and shield, 
and yet I feel safe in your presence. I have told you the truth. I 
have no little lies hid about me, but I don't know how it is with 
the commissioners. Are they as clear as I am? A long time ago 
this land belonged to our fathers, but when I go up to the river I see 
camps of soldiers on its banks. These soldiers cut down my 
timber, they kill my buffalo, and when I see that, my heart feels 
like bursting. I feel sorry .. .. Has the white man become a child 
that he should recklessly kill and not eat? When the red men slay 
game, they do so that they may live and not starve. 

Satanta, Chief of the Kiowas 

Intermezzo 

We want no white men here. The Black Hills belong to me. If 
the whites try to take them, we will fight. 

Sitting Bull 

Elegy 

I did not know then how much was ended. When I look back 
now from this high hill of my old age, I can still see the butchered 
women and children lying heaped all along the crooked gulch as 
plain as when I saw them with eyes still young. And I can see that 
something else died there in the bloody mud, and was buried in 
the blizzard. A people's dream died there. It was a beautiful 
dream. The nation's hoop is broken and scattered. There is no 
center any longer and the sacred tree is dead. 

Black Elk 
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