
Yom Kippur Ha�tarah Reading
From The Falling Sky: Words of a Yanomami Shaman, by Davi Kopenawa with Bruce Alber, translated
from the French by Nicholas Elliott and Alison Dundy,  2013.

Background
Davi Kopenawa is a shaman of the Yanomami people of the Amazon, in Brazil near the Venezuelan
border. The area is being devastated by extraction and greed, and the Indigenous people and their
ways are in mortal danger. The book is Davi Kopenawa’s story, told orally to, and in collaboration with
his friend of many decades, the French anthropologist Bruce Albert.
This reading is from the beginning of the book, where Davi Kopenawa explains why he has chosen to
share his experience and his people’s culture, beliefs and ways, in a form that white people may
understand - a book.

Text
White people don’t think very far ahead.
They are always too preoccupied with the things of the moment.
This is why I would like them to be able to hear my words through the drawings you
made.
I would like these words to penetrate their minds.
A�ter they have understood my account, I would like the white people to tell
themselves:
“The Yanomami are other people than us, yet their words are right and clear.
Now we understand what they think.
These are words of truth!
Their forest is beautiful and silent.
They were created there and have lived in it without worry since the beginning of time.
Their thought follows other paths than that of merchandise.
They want to live their way.
Their custom is di�ferent.
They do not have image skins but they know the xapiri spirits and their songs.
They want to defend their land because they want to continue to live there like they did
before.
Let it be so!



If they do not protect it, their children will have no place to live happily.
Then they will tell themselves that their fathers must truly have lacked wisdom to have
le�t them nothing but bare and scorched land, permeated with epidemic smoke and
crisscrossed by streams of dirty water!”

I would like white people to stop thinking that our forest is dead and placed here
without reason.
I would like to make them listen to the voice of the xapiri who play here incessantly,
dancing on their glittering mirrors.
Maybe they will want to defend it with us?
I would also like their sons and daughters to understand our words.
I would like them to make friendship with our sons and daughters in order not to grow
up in ignorance.
For if this forest is entirely devastated, no other forest will ever be born.
I am a child of the inhabitants of this land from which the rivers �low, of these people
who are the children, sons-in-law and daughters-in-law of Omama.
I wish to o�fer white people these words and those of the xapiri, which appear in the
time of dream.
Our ancestors had them since the beginning of time.
Then when it was my turn to become a shaman, Omama’s image placed them in my
chest.
Since then my thought moves from one of these words to the next in every direction
and they increase within me endlessly.
It is so.
I had no other professor than Omama.
It was his words, which came from my elders, that made me wiser.
My words have no other origin.
Those of the white people are so di�ferent.
They are probably clever, but they badly lack wisdom.

Unlike them, I do not possess old books in which my ancestors’ words have been
drawn.



The xapiri’s words are set in my thought, in the deepest part of me. They are the words
of Omama. They are very old, yet the shamans constantly renew them.
They have always protected the forest and its inhabitants.
Today it is my turn to possess them.
Later they will penetrate the minds of my children and sons-in-law, then the minds of
their children and sons-in-law.
It will be up to them to make them new.
Then it will continue this way throughout time, again and again.
This way these words will never disappear.
They will always remain in our thought, even if the white people throw away the paper
skins of this book in which they are drawn and even if the missionaries, who we call the
people of Teosi, always call them lies.
They can neither be watered down nor burned.
They will not get old like those that stay stuck to image skins made from dead trees.
When I am long gone, they will still be as new and strong as they are now.
I asked you to set them on this paper in order to give them to the white people who will
be willing to know their lines.
Maybe then they will finally lend an ear to the inhabitants of the forest’s words and
start thinking about them in a more upright manner?

The forest is alive.
It can only die if the white people persist in destroying it.
If they succeed, the rivers will disappear underground, the soil will crumble, the trees
will shrivel up, and the stones will crack in the heat.
The dried-up earth will become empty and silent.
The xapiri spirits who come down from the mountains to play on their mirrors in the
forest will escape far away.
Their shaman fathers will no longer be able to call them and make them dance to
protect us.
They will be powerless to repel the epidemic fumes which devour us.
They will no longer be able to hold back the evil beings who will turn the forest to
chaos.
We will die one a�ter the other, the white people as well as us.



The shamans will finally perish.
Then, if none of them survive to hold it up, the sky will fall.

[Words in bold indicate words Davi Kopenawa spoke in Portuguese; words in italics indicate
words Davi Kopenawa spoke in his Yanomami language.]


