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GAIL STROCK earth befalls the sons of the
Mifflin Co. Correspondent
"If we sell you our land, you

must remember that the air ispre-
cious to us, that the air shares its
spirit with all the life it supports.
The wind that gave our grandfa-
ther Msfirst breath also receives
his last sigh.

earth."
From a 1989 “Diary” article

submitted by
Dr. John A. Hostetler

MATTAWANA (Mifflin Co.)
These American Indian words

have echoed through every Indian
artifact lecture that Jonas J. Yoder
of Mattawana has ever delivered.
In 1853, Preisdent Franklin Pierce
heard these same words as part of
the American Indian reply about
the purchase of Indian territory by
the white man.

"The wMte man must treat the
beasts ofthe land as Ms brothers,
lama savage andI do not under-
stand how the smoking iron horse
can be more important than the
buffalo that we kill only to stay
alive. What is man without beasts?
If all the beasts were gone, man
would diefrom great lonelinessof
spirit. For whatever happens to
the beasts, soon happens to man.
All things are connected. Teach
your cMldren what we have taught
our cMldren, that the earth is our
mother. Whatever befalls the

Yoder, who taugh school for 40
years andretired at age 59, lectur-
ed about his Indian artifact collec-
tion as a younger man. Now, at 86,
he estimates his collection at more
than 3,000 pieces, most found in
Mifflin County. His collection
was featured in the 1980 “Who’s

Indian’s Response
To The White Man’s

Quest For land
An article in the April 1989 issueof the “DIARY”submitted by Dr.

John A. Hostetler provides the Native American’s point of view and
frame of mind regarding land. It was based on a reply to President
Franklin Pierce in 18S3. It helps us to better understand the Inidans
reaction to the coming encroachment of the white man.

"How can you buy or sell the sky, the warmth ofthe land? Every
part of the earth is sacred to my people. Every shining pine needle,
every sandy shore, every mist in the dark woods, every clearing and
every humming insect is holy in the memory of my people. The sap
which courses through the trees carriesthe memories ofthe red man.
Our dead neverforget this beautiful earth, for it is the mother of the
red man. We are part of the earth and it ispart ofus. The perfumed
flowers are our sisters; the deer, the horse,.the great eagle, these are
our brothers. The rocky crests, theflowers in the meadows, the body
heal ofthe pony andman all belong to the samefamily. The shin-
ing waterthat moves in the streams andrivers is not justwater but the
blood ofour ancestors. The water’s murmur is the voice of my fa-
ther’s father.

The rivers are ourbrothers, they quench our thirst. The rivers car-
ry our canoes, andfeed our children. We know that the white man
does not understand our ways. The earth is not his brother, but his
enemy, and when he has conqueredit, he moves on. He leaves hisfa-
ther's children and he does not care. Hisfather's grave, and his chil-
dren’s birthright are forgotten. He treats his mother, the earth, and
his brother the sky, as things to be bought, plundered, sold like sheep
orbright beads. His appetite will devour the earth and leave behind
only a desert.

And that’s just arrowheads.
He’s also found, grooved toma-
hawks, pestles of different shapes,
children’s -toys such as stone ea-
gles and stone boats, spuds (a
stone tool used to peel bark off
logs to make canoes), paint pots,
and, hammer stones. He’s even
found a vertebra impaled with the
arrowhead intactI do notknow. Our ways are differentfromyour ways. The sight of

your cities pains the red man’s eyes. There is no quietplace in your
cities. No place to hear the unfurling leaves in spring, or the rustle of
an insect's wings. And what is there to life ifa man cannot hear the
lonely cry of the wfupporwill or the arguments ofthe frogs around a
pond a night? I am a red man and I do not understand.

The air is precious to the red man,for all things share the same
breath the beast, the tree, the man they all share the same
breath. The white man does not seem tb noticp the air he breathes.
Likea man dyingfor many days, he is numb to the stench. If we sell
you our land, you must remember that the air is precious to us, that
the air sharesits spirit with all the life it supports. The wind that gave
our grandfather his first breath also receives his last sigh.

The white man must treat the beasts of the land as his brothers. I
am asavage and I do not understandhow the smoking iron horse can
be more important than the buffalo that we kill only to stay alive.
What is man without beasts? Ifall the beasts were gone, man would
die from great loneliness of spirit. For whatever happens to the
beasts, soon happens to man. All things are connected. Teach your
children what we have taught our children, that the earth is our mo-
ther. Whatever befalls the earth befalls the sons of the earth.

Even to the white man, whose God walks and talks with him as
friend tofriend, cannot be exemptfrom the common destiny. We may
be brothers after all. One thing weknow, which the white man may
one day discover—our God isthe same God. You may think now that
you own Him as you wish to own our land; but you cannot. His com-
passion is equalfor the red man and the white. The earth is precious
to Him, and to harm the earth is to heap contempt on its creator. The
whites too shall pass. Contaminate your bed, and you will one night
suffocate in your own waste!
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But inyour perishing you will shine brightly,fired by the strength
of God who brought you to this land andfor some special purpose
gaveyou dominion over this land and over the red men. That destiny
is a mystery to us,for we do not understand when the buffalo are all
slaughtered, the wild horses are tamed, the secret corners ofthefor-
est heavy with the scent ofmany men, and the view of the ripe hills
blotted by talking wires. Where isthe thicket? Gone. Where is the ea-
gle? Gone. The end of living and the beginning of survival."

Yoder Collects Indian Artifacts

Yoder, a former teacher, donated his collection so that many childrenwould have
the opportunity to see “pieces of hlstr

Who in Indian Relics #5” and he
has exhibited his collection at Mil-
lersville State College and at the
Lewistown Library.

He found his first piece, a six-
inch stone knife, near Union
Mills, Belleville, as a 12-year-old,
and the bug bit as he put it.

“In 1972, after the flood, when
the" waters receded and the sun
started to shine, I found S 2 in one
day,” he states. Forty-two years
ago, Yoder and his wife Estella
moved from Belleville to a farm
near McVeytown with fields
along the Juniata River.

I never counted, but I donated
the 1,008 arrowheads I found in
Mifflin County to the Mennonite
Heritage Center in Belleville so
the youngsters can go and see, and
I still have another 800 or so,” he
said..

Jlan ai. . collection, Yoder has this
I4>inch bowl thatwas chipped intoa usable shapefrom one
piece of stone. A farmer plowed It up in Centre County.

Jonas Yoder began collecting arrowheads when he was 12 years old. Now at 86
years old, Yoder has more than 3,000 Indian artifacts.


