Corn Ceremony
Lesson of Sharing and Giving to Others
Overview: This ceremony is meant to be performed generally on its own. It is based on giving thanks for the harvest. It is best performed around a small to medium size campfire, not the size of a large council fire. 
Gather the Longhouse around the campfire, seated one or two rows deep (preferably children in the front row with parents seated behind, close enough to hear the ceremony and to hear a story told without the story-teller having to shout. 
All participants will be given a few kernels of dried corn to hold during a portion of the ceremony. Prepare or obtain enough with some extra so there is no chance of running out. 

Participants:
· Longhouse Chief, or other as the leader/main presenter.
· Story-Teller


Corn Ceremony – Lesson of Sharing and Giving to Others
LEADER: This fall time is also the time of the Great Harvest. Some call this time of year the time of the Harvest Moon. Some Native American Indians also called this the time of the Green Corn Moon, the time when the corn and many of the crops were ready to be picked and stored for the winter. Corn was one of the more important of these crops for the Native American Indians. They could grow it in great quantities, and store much of it to help feed them as well as feeding their animals through the coming long winters.
Corn is a food that was developed long ago, mainly by the Native American Indians. They shared it with their needy neighbors, which reminds us to love our neighbor as ourselves.
Corn is one of the gifts given by the Native American Indians to the early English settlers of this country. The Indians had taught the settlers how to grow corn, and the many things that could be made from it.
(Pass out kernels, a small handful to each person, asking them to hold them in their hand.)
[bookmark: _GoBack]Corn is one of the important foods shared between the Native American Indians and the settlers on that first celebration very long ago of the holiday we call Thanksgiving. On that first Thanksgiving, those settlers (commonly called the Pilgrims) gave thanks that they were alive, that they had food to survive, and that God had sent them help in learning to survive in their new lands in the form of the Indians, who had lived here many centuries before the English settlers arrived.

STORY TELLER: Tell the story of the Leather Bags. (last 2 pages of this script)
(It is encouraged, that the Story Teller should memorize the basics of the story and dramatize it, not just read it from the paper.)

LEADER: (After story…)
· Silently, think of how you would use your corn. To what good use would you put it to?
· Would anyone like to share their thoughts?
Would you all please now in silence, place your kernels into the fire as an offering of your thoughts to the Great Spirit. (Allow time for this, encourage silence.)
Final Prayer: Great Spirit above and Mother Earth below, we give thanks for all that you provide that we may live. We ask you to listen to the thoughts in the hearts of these people gathered here, and how they would use their gift of corn for the good of their fellow man. 
(Recite Longhouse Salutation!)
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“Come here, my sons,” said the Chief. The two brown-
skinned boys walked toward their father. They were
straight and strong. Some day, when their father was
too old to carry en his work, one of these boys would
rule the tribe. ’




image2.jpeg
7. The Leather Bags
T U UL U ULy

THE sun shown brightly upon the little Indian boy as
he watched the great crowd of people coming toward
him. He lifted his hand in amazement, to shade his
eyes. Could it be true? Was this the great Chief of the
tribe who was walking in his direction?

Yes, it was true. And behind the Chief were many
braves, all in their brightest colored clothes. It was a
day of celebration. At that moment, the little Indian
boy realized that everyone in the tribe was following
the Chief as he walked toward the river bank.
© It was a big crowd that had gathered. After the
braves came the boys and the squaws.. The dogs were
there, too. It seemed that every tepee had a dog, and
every dog was barking and running, adding to the noise
that the excited people were making. The tom-toms
increased the din as they beat out their steady rhythm.
The little Indian boy quickly joined the great throng.

In a few moments they had reached the river bank.
The Chief stopped and turned to face his fellow tribes-
men. A hush fell over the people. The gentle summer
breeze ruffled the bright feathers in the Chief’s bonnet.

The Chief began to speak! “I have been called away
to visit our neighbors who live to the south, and I shall
be gone several moons,” he said. “But I shall return
to you at the harvest time.” )

The Chief looked into the crowd of listening people..
He seemed to be looking for someone. His eyes came
to rest upon two boys, who appeared to be about ten
summers old. They looked enough alike to be twins.
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The Chief looked at his son and said nothing. Then
he turned to his other son. Everyone knew that he was
waiting for the second son to tell what he vmn done
with his bag of corn. o

All was silent as the great Chief waited for his uwnobn
son to speak. Finally the boy said: “Father, when I saw
that there was corn in the bag you gave me, I took it
out into the field and planted it. When the sun grew
hot, I carried water to the young green plants. When
it rained very hard, I made a ditch, so that the water
would not wash it away. Then, when the moon of the
harvest came, I had a large bag of corn which I had
grown.” The boy pointed to.a nearby tree, at the base
of which was the large bag of corn.

The Chief went to the bag and opened it. He ran his.
fingers through the corn and let it drain slowly back
into the sack. Then he turned and placed his hand on
the boy’s shoulder. “My son,” he said, “you have used.
what has been given to you to the best advantage. You
will make a fine chief some day.”
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grown several inches. The Chief smiled. They were
handsome boys. “You will remember,” he said, “that
when I went away I gave each of you a bag of corn.
You have had it all summer. Now, I want each of you
to show me what you have done with what I gave you.”

A great murmur arose from the assembled people.
Was this the Chief’s way of testing the boys? Was the
boy who had shown the greatest amount of wisdom
in the use of his father’s present to be the Chief of
the tribe some day?

The first of the two boys had been standing with
his hands behind his back. In them he held the small
leather bag that his father had given him when he had
gone away. He held it out to his father and said:
“Father, after you left I looked into the bag to see what
was there. I found that it was full of corn. I did not
know what to do with it, so I hid it away in a cave,
for I knew that you would want me to take good care
of it.”
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The boys stood before their father. It was easy to
see that they would miss him while he was away. As
they looked at him, they realized that the Chief was
holding two leather bags, one in each of his outstretched
hands.

“I have something I wish to leave with each of you,”
said the Chief. “Do the best you can with it. It is
yours.” He handed a bag to each of his sons and then,
with a wave, stepped into his canoe. In a moment the
Chief's canoe was gliding across the water, as he went
on his way to visit his southern neighbors.

The summer passed quickly. There was plenty of
game in the fields for hunting, and the fish were plenti-
‘ful in the rivers and streams. The autumn season was
approaching when the news came that the great Chief
had completed his visit and would be returning home.

The Indians made ready a great feast, for the return
of their beloved Chief would be enough reason to bring
out the finest food in the village. The squaws opened
their sacks of corn and prepared tasty foods that they
knew the Chief liked. The summer had been good to
them, and every tepee had plenty of food for the winter.

Late one afternoon the tribe gathered on the river
bank once more. After a short wait, a canoe appeared
around the bend in the river. A great cheer went up
from the crowd, for they knew it was their wise Chief.
The canoe approached swiftly, and in a few moments
it touched the sandy river bank.

The Chief stepped from his cance. He greeted his
many friends, and then held high his hand for silence.
He told the tribe of his experiences while visiting his
friends. He told them how glad he was to be back.
Then he seemed to hesitate. “Where are my two sons?”
he asked.

The two boys stepped forward. They were even
darker now than three months ago when their father
had gone away, and it seemed that both of them had




