
Student Page
Synthesized Version of Chief Seattle’s 
Statement
How can you buy or sell the sky, the warmth of the 
land? The idea is strange to us.

If we do not own the freshness of the air and the 
sparkle of the water, how can you buy them?

Every part of this earth is sacred to my people. 
Every shining pine needle, every sandy shore, every 
mist in the dark woods, every clearing and hum-
ming insect is holy in the memory and experience 
of my people. The sap that courses through the 
trees carries the memories of the red man….

The white man’s dead forget the country of their 
birth when they go walk among the stars. Our 
dead never forget this beautiful earth, for it is the 
mother of the red man. We are part of the earth 
and it is part of us. The perfumed flowers are our 
sisters; the deer, the horse, the great eagle, these 
are our brothers. The rocky crests, the juices in the 
meadows, the body heat of the pony, and man 
all belong to the same family. So, when the Great 
Chief in Washington sends word that he wishes to 
buy our land, he asks much of us. The Great Chief 
sends word he will reserve us a place so that we 
can live comfortably to ourselves. He will be our 
father and we will be his 
children. So we will consider 
your offer to buy our land. 
But it will not be easy. For 
this land is sacred to us….

We know that the white 
man does not understand 
our ways. One portion of 
land is the same to him as 
the next, for he is a stranger 
who comes in the night and 
takes from the land 

whatever he needs. The earth is not his brother, 
but his enemy, and when he has conquered it, he 
moves on. He leaves his fathers’ graves behind and 
he does not care. His fathers’ graves and his chil-
dren’s birthright are forgotten. He treats his moth-
er, the earth, and his brother, the sky, as things 
to be bought, plundered, sold like sheep or bright 
beads. His appetite will devour the earth and leave 
behind only desert….

You must teach your children that the ground 
beneath their feet is the ashes of our grandfa-
thers. So that they will respect the land, tell your 
children that the earth is rich with the lives of our 
kin. Teach your children what we have taught our 
children—that the earth is our mother. Whatever 
befalls the earth befalls the sons of the earth. If 
men spit upon the ground, they spit upon them-
selves…. Man did not weave the web of life; he 
is merely a strand of it. Whatever he does to the 
web, he does to himself….

But in your perishing you will shine brightly, 
fired by the strength of God who brought you to 
this land and for some special purpose gave you 
dominion over this land and over the red man. 

That destiny is a mystery 
to us, for we do not under-
stand when the buffalo are 
all slaughtered, the wild 
horses are tamed, the sacred 
corners of the forest heavy 
with the scent of many men, 
and the view of the ripe hills 
blotted by talking wires. 
Where is the thicket? Gone. 
Where is the eagle? Gone. 
The end of living and the 
beginning of survival.
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