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When we were young It didn’t take much thought to learn a language.  Our language.  The 
language of our people, our tribe, our religion, our leaders, our friends, our country.  For good 
or for not, we absorbed like sponges the words that linked us, one to another.  We sought 
common stories to project ourselves into. The words and those stories gave us a sense of 
belonging.  Belonging is a deep, deep need for all human beings.  
 
Taking away someone’s sense of belonging is dehumanizing. How does one take away a sense 
of belonging.  Take their family away.  Take their home away.  Take their words away.  All things 
done deliberately and systematically to native Americans living in the United States and Canada 
over the last several hundred years.  Cultural genocide.  To erase their sense of belonging and 
assimilate whoever was left behind.   
 
Our narratives, speaking as a cis-gendered woman of European descent, was that we were 
relocating children to places where there was housing and reliable food sources.  That we were 
saving their souls through religious education and saving their minds by giving them what we 
deem as a standard education.  We were teaching them so they would fit into our world and be 
contributors to our civilized society. 
 
Meanwhile, we took their hair, their clothing, punished them for speaking their native words 
and indentured them out into the communities to be mistreated, and that is a very kind word 
for it.  We took away their sense of belonging. 
 
I am grateful that we can talk about this more honestly now.  Grateful that there is a growing 
movement to restore what has been taken. To help natives relearn the languages from elders 
and teach their children.  Here in this church, I am grateful we acknowledge the land we live on. 
And we are beginning to question the historical narratives of the founders of our country and 
states and towns.  It can be uncomfortable to recognize and own that we were not ordained by 
God to create a city of a hill by pilfering the land from the inhabitants.  Because when we do 
recognize that we were not sanctioned to do these things, we must let go of the narrative that 
we are the winners of history and get to tell our story as we see it.  We get to decide how the 
world runs through our systems.  Systems, by the way that are systems of oppression, systems 
that turn every single thing into a commodity to be bought and sold, systems that thrive on 
consumption and greed. 
 
People like Gabe and Jake have reminded us recently what the world looks like through 
younger eyes.  That asking permission, paying homage, taking care of ourselves in a holistic way 
is the point of it all.  To be a part of the gifts that are given, taking care of the gifts that are 
given. That is the important narrative.  That we are all connected.  That we all belong. 
 
I have enormous hope for us.  For the world.  I think that hope was rekindled by what has 
become my favorite book.  It is called “Braiding Sweetgrass”, and is written by Native American 
Botanist, Robin Wall Kimmerer.  I don’t really know where to begin to tell you about this book, 
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so let me just implore you to read it.  But something in particular about this book ricked my 
world.  She shares a widely publicized English interpretation of the Onandaga Thanksgiving 
address. It is an address that is said at the beginning and ending of each school week at a 
reservation school. Not a pledge of allegiance, but as the chapter is titled, and allegiance to 
gratitude.  A narrative of gratitude. For us a changed narrative of what thanksgiving is, of what 
true gratitude means, of what belonging means.  I have condensed it a bit. 
 
“Today we have gathered and when we look upon the faces around us we see that the cycles of 
life continue. We have been given the duty to live in balance and harmony with each other and 
all living things.  So now let us bring our minds together as one as we give greetings and thanks 
to each other as People.  Now our minds are one. 
 
We are thankful to our Mother the Earth, as she gives us everything that we need for life.  She 
supports our feet as we walk about and upon her. It gives us joy that she still continues to care 
for us, just as she has from the beginning of time.  To our Mother, we send thanksgiving, love 
and respect.  Now our minds are one. 
 
We give thanks to all of the waters of the world for quenching our thirst, for providing strength 
and nurturing life for all beings. We know its power in many forms, waterfalls, rains, mists, 
streams, rivers and oceans, snow and ice.  We are grateful that the waters are still here and 
meeting their responsibility to the rest of creation.  Let us agree that water is important to our 
lives and bring our minds together as one to send greetings and thanks to the water.  Now our 
minds are one. 
 
For fish, for plants, for berries.  Can we agree that we are grateful these are there in the world 
for us and send our thanksgiving, love and respect to the fish, plants and berries?  Now our 
minds are one. For food plants, medicine herbs.  And for trees as the symbol of peace and 
strength and life itself, let us greet and thank the trees and plants and herbs.  Now our minds 
are one. 
 
We gather our minds together to send our greetings and thanks to all the beautiful animal life 
of the world, who walk about with us.  They have many things to teach us as people.  We are 
grateful that they continue to share their lives with us and hope that it will always be so.  Let us 
put our minds together as one and send thanks to the animals.  Now our minds are one. 
 
We put our minds together as one and thank all the birds who move and fly about our heads.  
The Creator gave them the gift of beautiful songs.  Each, morning they greet the day and with 
their songs remind us to enjoy and appreciate life.  The Eagle was chosen to be their leaders 
and watch over the world.  To all the Birds, from the smallest to the largest, we send our joyful 
greetings and thanks.  Now our minds are one. 
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For the winds, the grandfathers lightning and thunder, for the eldest brother the sun, for the 
grandmother moon and to the stars.  With our gathered minds as one, we send greetings and 
thanks to all the of these.  Now our minds are one. 
 
We gather our minds to greet and thank the enlightened teachers who have come to help 
throughout the ages. When we forgot how to live in harmony, they remind us of the way we 
were instructed to live as people.  With one mind, we send greetings and thanks to these caring 
Teachers.  Now our mind is one. 
 
We now turn our thoughts to the Creator, or Great Spirit, and send greetings and thanks for all 
the gifts of creation.  Everything we need to live a good life is here on Mother Earth.  For all the 
love that is still around us, we gather our minds together as one and send our choicest words of 
greetings and thanks to the Creator.  Now are minds are one. 
 
We have now arrived at a place where we end our words.  Of all the things we have named, it is 
not our intention to leave anything out.  If something is forgotten, we leave it to each person to 
send such greetings and thanks in their own way.  And now our minds are one. 
 
Let our narrative be a narrative of thanksgiving.  A narrative that has been given to us by 
natives in our own language to ground us with humility and perspective. It has been given to us 
from natives whose lives and cultures and languages we had been trying to take from them for 
100s of years.  Who give us these words as a gift. To help shift our narrative from a pledge of 
allegiance to an ideology to an allegiance to gratitude.  These words are a gift, to be shared and 
to be passed on.  To be considered this week for thanksgiving and to be remembered each day 
forward. And now our minds are one. 
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