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“All that is sacred is the hoop that binds us all together.  Which knot can we do without?” –Ray 

Buckley 

 

I’ve been very impressed with the voices of descendants we’ve heard this weekend.  

Among them have been Ray Buckley, Henrietta (Henri) Mann, and Reverend Chebon Kernell.  

These could not be three more different voices.  And yet, they each have offered powerful 

witness to us this weekend. 

Ray Buckley, Interim Director of the Canadian Council on Native American Spirituality 

and Christian Development, spoke to the whole body during our opening session on Thursday.  

His voice is that of a great storyteller.  He shared with us challenging stories of discrimination 

and wonderful stories of hope.  At one point, his grandmother was teaching him to make 

dreamcatchers and upon completion she pointed out to him that “all that is sacred is the hoop that 

binds us all together.”  In the midst of the hoop are a bunch of tied knots.  “Which knot can we 

do without?”  All who live in this world are inside the hoop.  All who live in this world are knots 

that without which the creation would be incomplete.   

I also had the pleasure of sharing a bus ride with Buckley to and from the site of the Sand 

Creek Massacre.  During our return trip Buckley stood and spoke to the whole bus about how we 



move forward.  Buckley reflected, “I found myself looking for a place to be alone” during our 

walk at the site.  I, too, felt this desire for some sense of solitude.  He went on to say that going 

forward through the remainder of our conference and our lives we should continue to seek out 

that sense of solitude and peace in the midst of difficult experiences.  The time of silence is often 

the best time to hear God’s voice speak to us. 

Henri Mann spoke with us during our opening plenary session.  Her soft voice rang 

through the silent banquet hall with a clarity that caused her telling of the story of Sand Creek to 

land with a solemnity that filled the room.  Every time she paused the silence felt heavy.  Her 

willingness to honestly and directly share the violent, horrible story of Sand Creek was so 

powerful I could not keep tears from my eyes and I heard people around me responding audibly 

to some of the more violent and graphic portions of her story.  This kind of directness set the 

tone for us moving into our pilgrimage to Sand Creek.  The sense of solemnity held forth as we 

remained silent during our final approach to the Sand Creek Massacre Site. 

Rev. Kernell spoke to the Laity Session on Saturday afternoon.  His voice was one of 

energy and comedy.  But in the midst of this comedy that allowed us to relax and laugh with him 

he told very serious stories of the hardships he has experienced throughout his life.  The sense of 

expectation that he was born into as a Creek Indian led to experiences of discrimination, not only 

from his mostly white seminary and church but also from his own community.  His willingness 

to share his experience with us in a way that included comedy and release opened us up to hear 

his story more openly.  At times, his preaching harkens to the classic image of energetic 

preachers who reach us on our level with our own words and ideas.  At one point he referred to 

the music team and said, “Now I gotta throw down.”  This ability to bring himself to our level 

caused the entire body to relax and hear with open minds, hearts and ears.   

These three voices, in their own way, each found a way to open us up to hear their 

stories, experience our own sadness and solemnity or find peace in the midst of conflict.  Each 

voice, from a different tribe, brought unity to our conference and a sense of connection to each 

other.  Each voice was powerful and important in this time and place.  Each voice was a blessing 

in its own right.  

  


