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The Web of Life

Nearly 150 years ago, Chief Seattle,
a wise and respected Red Native
Chief delivered this compelling
message to the government in
Washington, which wanted to buy his
people’s land. This is perhaps the
most eloquent statement ever made
on the environment.
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peerJeveeÛeb peeUb
Decesefjkes‚leues cetU¤es jenCeejs ueeske‚ js[

Fbef[Ÿeve nesles. ¤eerHe‚ efmeSöue Ske‚e js[

Fbef[Ÿeve öesUer¤es ÿecegKe nesles. 150 Je<eeÀhetJeea

Decesefjkes‚¤Ÿee ieesNŸee ueeske‚eb¤Ÿee mejke‚ejuee

cetU DeeefoJeemeer js[ Fbef[Ÿeveeb¤eer meieUer

peceerve efJeke‚le IŸeeŸe¤eer nesleer. lŸeeJesUer ¤eerHe‚

efmeSöuevebb Jee@efMebiöve mejke‚ej¤Ÿee veeJes ns

he$eb efueefnueb.

heŸee&JejCe mebj#eCee¤Ÿee meboYee&le efueefnuesueb ns

peieeleueb meJeeÀle megboj he$e Deens.
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How can you buy the sky ?
Chief Seattle began.
How can you own the rain
and the wind ?
My mother told me,
Every part of this earth is sacred to
our people.
Every pine needle, every sandy shore.
Every meadow and humming insect.
All are holy in the memory of our
people.

ëlegcner Deeke‚eMe Kejsoer ke‚§ Meke‚lee ke‚e ?í

¤eerHe‚ efmeSöue cnCeleele -

legcner nJes¤es, heeCŸee¤es ceeueke‚ yevet Meke‚lee ?

ceePŸee DeeF&veb ceuee meebefieleueb nesleb -

Ÿee peefceveer¤ee ÿelŸeske‚ ke‚Ce DeeheuŸeeuee hetpŸe

Deens !

Pee[eb¤eb Skes‚ke‚ heeve,

efke‚veeNŸeeJej¤Ÿee JeeUt¤ee ÿelŸeske‚ ke‚Ce,

mebOŸeeke‚eUer Oegke‰Ÿeeveb uehesöuesueb pebieue,

ieJeleeU keg‚jCe, iegbpeve ke‚jCeejs Yegbies,

ns meieUb heefJe$e Deens, hetpŸe Deens.í
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My father said to me,
I know the sap that courses
through the trees,
as I know the blood that flows
through my veins.
We are part of the earth
and it is part of us.
The perfumed flowers are our
sisters.

ceePŸee Jeef[ueebveer ceuee meebefieleueb nesleb,

ke‚er Pee[eb¤Ÿee He‚eb≈eeHe‚eb≈eebletve JeenCeeNŸee

jmeeuee ceer ceePŸee mJele:¤Ÿee jke‰leeFlekeb‚¤e

DeesUKelees.

Deecner Ÿee he=LJeer¤ee Ske‚ Yeeie Deenesle DeeefCe

ner ceeleer ne Deece¤ee¤e DebMe Deens. ner megiebOeer

Heg‚ueb Deece¤Ÿee yeefnCeer Deensle.
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The bear, the deer, the great eagle,
these are our brothers.
The rocky crests, the meadows, the
ponies - all belong to the same family.
The voice of my ancestors said to me.
The shining water that moves in the
streams and rivers is  not simply
water, but the blood of your
grandfather’s grandfather.
Each ghostly reflection in the clear
waters of the lakes tell of the
memories in the life of our people.

ner njCeb, ns Iees[s, ns efJeMeeue ieÆ[ ns meieUs

Deece¤es YeeT Deensle.

heJe&leeb¤eer efMeKejb, cewoeveeleueer efnjJeU DeeefCe Iees[üeeb¤eer

efMebiejb ns meieUs Deece¤es keg‚ögbyeerŸe Deensle.

ceePŸee hetJe&peeb¤es DeeJeepe ceuee meebieleele, ke‚er

ve≈ee DeeefCe Dees{s Ÿeeb¤Ÿeeletve JeenCeejb ns efvece&U

heeCeer ns vegmeleb heeCeer veener, les ceePŸee hetJe&peeb¤eb

jke‰le Deens.

leueeJeeb¤Ÿee efveleU heeCŸeele efomeCeeNŸee ÿelŸeske‚

ÿeefleefyebyeele ceePŸee hetJe&peeb¤Ÿee mce=leer DeeefCe ke‚Lee

ueheuesuŸee Deensle.
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The water’s murmur is the voice of your
great - great grandmother
The rivers are our brothers.
They quench are thirst.
They carry our canoes and feed our chil-
dren.
You must give to the rivers the
kindness you would give to any brother.

PegUPegU JeenCeeNŸee heeCŸee¤Ÿee DeeJeepeele

ceuee ceePŸee Deepeesyee, heCepeesyeeb¤es DeeJeepe

Ssket‚ Ÿesleele.

Ÿee ve≈ee Deece¤Ÿee yeefnCeer Deensle.

lŸee Deece¤eer leneve YeeieJeleele.

lŸeeb¤Ÿee ueeöebJej Deece¤Ÿee ⁄esöüee ⁄esöüee

veeJee KesUleele DeeefCe lŸee Deece¤Ÿee

cegueeyeeUebvee KeeT efheT Ieeueleele.

cnCetve legcner DeeheuŸee meKKŸee yeefnCeeRJej

pesJe{b ÿesce ke‚jeue lesJe{b¤e Ÿee ve≈eebJej ke‚je.

12



The voice of my grandfather said to me.
The air is precious. It shares its
spirit with all the life it supports.
The wind that gives me my first
breath also receives my last sigh.
You must keep the land and air apart
and sacred, as a place where one can
go to taste the wind that is
sweetened by the meadow flowers.
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ceePes Deepeesyee cnCeeues nesles,

ner nJee DecetuŸe Deens.

DeeheuŸee meJeeÀ¤Ÿee ’eemeele leer Deens.

peCet ke‚ener leer mJele:¤Ÿee DeelcŸee¤ee DebMe¤e

DeeheuŸeeuee Jeeötve osles.

¢ee nJesle¤e Deece¤Ÿee hetJe&peebveer lŸeeb¤ee heefnuee

DeeefCe MesJeö¤ee ’eeme Iesleuee. ¢ee Oejleeruee

DeeefCe Ÿee nJesuee legcner heefJe$e jeKee. cnCepes

legcneueener megiebefOele Jeejs Deeveboe¤eb, ÿemeVeles¤eb

oeve osle jenleerue.
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When the last Red Man and Woman have
vanished with their wilderness,
and their memory is only the shadow of a
cloud moving across the prairie, will the
shores and forest still be there ?
Will there be any of the spirit of my
people left ?
My ancestors said to me, “This we know:
The earth does not belong to us.
We belong to the earth.”

pesJne MesJeö¤ee js[ Fbef[Ÿeve ceeCetme

pebieue - mebheÚeeryejesyej veenermee nesF&ue lesJne

cewoeveeleuŸee efnjJeUerJej {ie Gle§ve

veenermee JneJee leMeer lŸee¤eer Dee"JeCener efJe§ve

peeF&ue.

lesJne veoer¤es efke‚veejs DeeefCe pebieueb lejer

efMeuueke‚ Demeleerue ke‚e ?

ceePŸee hetJe&peebveer ceuee meebefieleueb nesleb DeeefCe

Deecne meJeeÀvee ns ceenerle Deens ke‚er,

Deecner Ÿee Oeefj$eer¤es ceeueke‚ veener. Deecner

efle¤ee He‚ke‰le Ske‚ DebMe Deenesle.
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The voice of my grandmother
said to me,
Teach your children
what you have been taught.
The earth is our mother.
What befalls the earth befalls all the
sons and daughters of the earth.

ceePeer Deepeer cnCeeueer nesleer,

let mJele: pes efMeke‚ueeme les¤e meieUb legPŸee

cegueebveener efMeke‚Je yejb !

ner OejCeer Deeheueer DeeF& Deens DeeefCe DeeF&¤eb

pes ke‚ener nesF&ue les¤e efle¤Ÿee ueske‚jeb¤eb

nesF&ue ! OejCeer megKeele jeefnueer lej efle¤eer

ueske‚jbner megKeer nesleerue.
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Hear my voice and the voice of my
ancestors, Chief Seattle said.
The destiny of your people is a
mystery to us.
What will happen when the buffalo
are all slaughtered ?
The wild horses tamed ?
What will happen when the secret corners
of the forest are heavy with the scent of
many men ?

¤eerHe‚ efmeSöueveb meebefieleueb -

ceePeb DeeefCe ceePŸee hetJe&peeb¤eb cnCeCeb legcner

ue#ehetJe&ke‚ Sske‚e !

ceuee ke‚Ule veener legcne ieesNŸee ueeske‚eb¤Ÿee

ÿeeke‰leveele ke‚eŸe efuentve "sJeueb Deens ?

meie‡Ÿee yewueeb¤eer legcner ke‚Úeue ke‚§ve öeke‚eue

lesJne ke‚eŸe nesF&ue ?

meJe& pebieueer Iees[üeebvee legcner heeUerJe peveeJejb

yeveJeeue lesJne ke‚eŸe nesF&ue ?

pebieuee¤ee ÿelŸeske‚ heefJe$e ke‚eveeke‚esheje legcner

iegceeaveb leg[Jetve öeke‚eue lesJne ke‚eŸe nesF&ue ?
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When the view of the ripe hills is
blotted by talking wires ?
Where will the thicket be ? Gone.
Where will the eagle be ? Gone.
And what will happen when we say
good - bye to the swift pony
and the hunt ?
It will be the end of living
and the beginning of survival.

heJe&leeb¤Ÿee megboj jebiee legce¤Ÿee ösefueHe‚esve¤Ÿee

leejebveer Peeket‚ve peeleerue.

lesJne pebieuee¤eb, efnjJeeF&¤eb ke‚eŸe nesF&ue ?

ve∞ nesF&ue leer ?

lŸee leeke‚oJeeve ieÆ[eb¤eb ke‚eŸe nesF&ue ?

veenermes nesleerue les !

JesieJeeve Iees[üee¤eb DeeefCe

efMeke‚ejeR¤eb MesJeöer ke‚eŸe nesF&ue ?

lesJne peerJevee¤ee¤e Deble nesF&ue

DeeefCe efMeuuke‚ jenerue

leer He‚ke‰le

efpeJeble jenCŸee¤eer Oe[he[ !
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This we all know:
All things are connected like the
blood that unites us.
We did not weave the web of life,
We are merely a strand in it.
Whatever we do to the web,
we do to ourselves.
We love this earth as a newborn loves
his mother’s heartbeat.
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Ske‚ iees∞ Deecneuee heke‰ke‚er ceenerle Deens, ke‚er

efvemeiee&leuŸee meJe& iees∞er Ske‚ceske‚ebMeer pees[uesuŸee Deensle.

Ske‚ceske‚ebJej DeJeuebyetve Deensle.

ns peerJevee¤eb peeUb ceeCemeeveb veener efJeCeuesueb !

ceeCetme lej lŸeeleuee Ske‚ DeefleMeŸe ogye&ue Oeeiee Deens.

¢ee peerJevee¤Ÿee pee‡Ÿeeuee DeeheCe Fpee kes‚ueer lej leer

mJele:uee kes‚uŸeemeejKeer¤e Deens.

veJeerve pevceuesuŸee yeeUeuee DeeF& peJeU Iesles DeeefCe les

efJe’eemeeveb efle¤Ÿee GjeJej cemleke‚ "sJeleb.

efle¤Ÿee ˘oŸee¤es "eskes‚ Sske‚le Meeble nesleb lemeb efveleeble ÿesce

Deece¤eer ceeCemeb ¢ee he=LJeerJej ke‚jleele.
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If we sell you the land, care for it as we
have cared for it.
Hold in your mind the memory of the land
as it is when you receive it.
Preserve the land and the air and the
rivers for your children’s children
and love it as we have loved it.
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cnCetve¤e pej Deecner legcneuee Deece¤eer peceerve efoueer

lej Deecner efle¤eer peMeer ke‚eUpeer Ieslees leMeer¤e legcnerner IŸee.

Deecner pemeb efle¤ŸeeJej ÿesce ke‚jlees lemeb¤e legcnerner ke‚je.

Deecner peMeer peceerve legcneuee efoueer leMeer¤e leer ke‚eŸece jeKee.

ner he=LJeer, ner nJee, Ÿee ve≈ee Ÿeeb¤ee meebYeeU ke‚je,

legce¤Ÿee ŸesCeeNŸee cegueebmee"er DeeefCe lŸeeb¤Ÿee cegueebmee"er,

Ÿeeb¤ŸeeJej Deecner pemeb ÿesce kes‚ueb lemeb¤e legcner ke‚je.

efkebâcele - 15/-

iesuÙee oer[Mes Je<eeËle heÙee&JejCeeJej

efueefnuesueb ns meJeeËle megboj he$e Deens.

ieesNÙee ueeskeâebÛeb mejkeâej DecesefjkesâleuÙee

cetU DeeefoJeemeeRÛeer peceerve yebogkeâerÛÙee

Oeekeâeveb n[he keâjCeej nesleb. lesJne

DeeefoJeemeeRÛÙee Skeâe ØecegKeeveb ÛeerHeâ

efmeSšueveb DecesefjkesâÛÙee je°^heleeRvee ns

he$e efueefnueb. ns he$e cnCepes heef§ecesÛÙee

GheYeesieJeeoer mebmke=âleeruee efouesueer Skeâ

meCemeCeerle Ûehejekeâ Deens.
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