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Date: Wed, 17 Jan 1996 15:27:39 -0600 (CST)
From Casey Connor
Subj ect: CRD: Bury My Heart at Wunded Knee as done by Indigo Grls

Bury My Heart At Wunded Knee
WM by Buffy St. Mari e,
as covered by the Indigo Grls.

Anot her four-chord song transcribed by guitar GOD casey@ec. wust| . edu,
with help with the words fromindigo-girls |istnenbers.

D A
I ndian Legislation s on the desk of a do-right congressman

D G
But he don t know nuch about the issues so he

A
pi cks up the phone and asks the advice of the

D Bm
senator out in Indian Country, a

G A
darling of the energy conpanies

Bm G A
They re ripping off what s left of the reservation



Any : (with nore rhythm

A Bm
| learned this safety rule | don t know who to thank

A F#m Bm
don t stand between the reservation and the corporate bank

A F#m Bm
They re sendin federal tanks, it isnt nice, but it s reality

Chor us:

(no chord) D C G
Bury My Heart at Wunded Knee

D C G
| said deep in the earth

D C G
Wn t you cover me with your pretty lies

D C G
Bury My Heart at Wunded Knee

A Bm
They got these energy conpanies they re tryin to steal our |and
(or: who want to take our |and)

A F#m Bm
They got churches by the dozen tryin to guide our hand

A ( F#n®) Bm
and turn our nother earth over to pollution war and greed

Get rich, get rich quick
CHORUS (Wth echoi ng BVHAVWK s?)
Jerry Marotta :

W ve got the federal books, we ve got the covert spies
(or: federal narshals)
They got the liars by fire they got the FBI
They go to court and get nailed and still Leonard Peltier goes off to jai

The bullets didn t match the gun

CHORUS (Wth echoing BVHAWK s - Bury my heart at Wunded Knee; It was an
eigth of the reservation; It was transferred in secret; You got your
nmurdering heart and intimidation;, Bury My Heart At Wunded Knee )

(or: you got your nmurder and intimdation, etc...)



We re tal king about a revol ution

My girlfriend Anna May, she tal ked about Urani um
Her head was full of bullets and her body dunped
The FBI cut off her hands and told us she died of exposure

CHORUS

Bury me Bury ne

We had the gold rush wars, why didn t we learn to craw ?

And now our history gets witten in aliar s scraw.

They tell nme

[ No Chord]

Honey you can still be an Indian, |I nean, you know, wear those little

noccasi ns and play those bingo ganes down at the Y on a Saturday night.
( Bullshit



