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Fall of Brother Moon

 


Lie back Granddaughter, and I’ll tell you a
story before you sleep.

There was a time long ago, when the Earth was
much different than it is today. It was before the time of the
wolf, eagle or bear. There were no seas or mountains. The Earth was
flat and the rivers wandered across the land. The first ones walked
the Earth. Some among them stood as tall as the lodge pine. When
they walked, the Earth shook.

The Earth still remembers. You can ask her if
you like.

All things worked for these, the first ones.
The floods came in the spring each year. Tall grasses grew and
became feed for the herd beasts. The herd beasts brought many young
and covered the fields. These herd beasts were food for the tearing
beasts, but because the Earth was so fruitful the herds did not
decrease.

Above the Earth were two watchers that
guarded and kept the balance for the Earth and her creatures:
Brother and Sister Moon.

Brother and Sister Moon helped the Earth to
spin. They drew the Sun’s light by day and gave it back for the
night wanderers. They locked the Earth waters in cisterns, and
gently moved the fresh surface water, so that the rivers ran with
life.

They made music in the passing of the night.
Brother Moon sang to Sister the songs of the stars, and Sister Moon
played for Brother the music of the wind. Even the tearing beasts
paused from their feeding to hear the music. They knew, as did all
creatures, that the music of Brother and Sister Moon was the music
of life.

The white snake did not love Brother and
Sister Moon. His prey could see him in the moonlight, and escape.
Their music was not life to him. Instead, it was a reminder of his
empty belly. Though he cursed the Moons, the power of his curse was
feeble, for all other creatures blessed Brother and Sister Moon.
Brother and Sister Moon prospered and were happy.

The white snake knew that his spirit did not
have the power to change the way things were.

So he used his wits.

One night, Brother Moon was singing the song
of a new star. The star was not really new. It was very far away
and its birthing song had traveled long to reach him. The song of
birth burst from Brother Moon, a song both eternal and new.

The snake spoke to Brother Moon.

“Why should this new star be so much greater
than you?”

Brother Moon laughed. “I would not think to
hear such a question from you, White Snake. You hide in your hole
in the Earth. Why should you care about the greatness of those so
far above you?”

It was not polite for Brother Moon to
belittle the white snake so. Brother Moon knew he was being rude,
but he did not like the snake.

“From my hole in the ground,” said the white
snake, “I hear your songs each night and listen as your sister
plays the winds. You may think you are great to make the music of
life, but I don’t agree.”

“And why is that, little crawler?”

“Because, Brother Moon, the music is not your
own.”

Brother Moon pondered these words. The white
snake was hateful to him, but Brother Moon wondered if the words
might be true. Brother Moon did not send his own light to the
Earth; he only reflected the light of the Sun. The waters he
stirred were not his waters, but the Earth’s. The songs he sang to
Sister Moon were not his own, but what he heard from stars so far
away.

He had looked down on the white snake as a
weak creature that hid in holes in the ground. Compared to the
first ones that stood as tall as the lodge pine, the white snake
was little indeed.

Was he not little compared to the Sun, the
stars, and the Earth?

Brother Moon stopped his singing.

“My brother,” said Sister Moon, “the west
wind blows across the plain. I send it through the trees and across
the waters. Will you not sing your song?”
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