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INITIALLY, THE THEME FOR THIS ISSUE OF Redwire was about the 
“Crazy Indian.” We wanted people to think about the differ-
ent ideas and images that might be associated with “Crazy 
Indian(s).” Some people had funny ideas while others were more 
analytical, and some were straight up all-over-the-place-eccen-
tric-kinda Indians. 

In understanding how a group of people could be silent and 
tolerant of, even participating in, so much pain and suffering of 
Indigenous people, it is sometimes helpful to look at this from a 
mental health perspective rooted in Indigenous philosophy. 

The mentality of a colonizer is that of a diseased, sickened, 
and spiritually lost soul. It is a mental disorder that has created 
a system out of dehumanizing Indigenous peoples and trying 
to break us down overall while raping and destroying the land.  
Resist catching this contagious disease as it is self-destructive 
and will consume you if you get sucked up in it. 

In many ways, I’ve seen this evil spirit consume a few of my 
cousins who committed suicide in the ‘90’s. My dad’s village of 
Lax Kw’Alaams (‘Port Simpson’) had a very high suicide rate at 
the time. Today, I see my dear relatives who’ve taken their lives 
as casualties of a psychological war waged by the system put in 
place by k’umksiwah invaders/Visitors-Who-Never-Left against 
us as Alugyiget, Native peoples in our ancestral lands we’ve 
never surrendered. 

In my editorial/article of Volume 8 Issue 1, I made the analogy 
of ‘Miwatsa, the shapeshifting land otter, as a crazy-making 
force that consumes and assimilates you into its world. These 
ancient teachings always apply to our modern-day lives. It helps 
us remember the way we viewed the world, our place within the 
physical world as spiritual beings, and how to survive especially 
man-made distractions and obstacles.

There is also a helpful book called “Columbus and Other Can-
nibals: The Wetiko Disease of Exploitation, Imperialism, and 
Terrorism” by Native scholar Jack Forbes from California. He 
suggests that colonizers and the over-colonized suffer from the 
wetiko disease and that ‘there are many psychological traits 
which help form the wetiko personality. Greed, lust, inordinate 
ambition, materialism, the lack of a true ‘face’... but one of the 
major traits characterizing the truly evil from of wetikoism is ar-
rogance.” 
 
These and other teachings tell us the nature of being colonized 
and con ned by our inaction to take control over our lives, that 
this is an act of crazy-making. We are impatient and judge-
mental, even hostile to our own people, yet we are polite and 
so willing to conform and abide by the “rules and laws” of our 
oppressors. How could this be? We don’t see the distant power 
structure that initially caused such dysfunction and violence 
among ourselves, and so we turn to each others for someone 
to blame. So readily we ‘adapt’ to keep the government happy 

(or what about not jeopardizing that government or corpo-
rate funding that serves as a controlling disease in our current 
lives?). 

We are judged as ‘radicals’ when we are really seeking for the 
truth and some guts to act on it and walk with it. Look up the 
words ‘radical’ or ‘revolutionary,’ they mean a return to the es-
sence or source of an issue. 

It makes sense to say that we as Indigenous people, who’ve 
survived genocide and endure ongoing colonization, collectively 
and individually suffer from various forms of Post-Traumatic 
Stress Disorder. 

It’s been said that we have many sleeping people out there. 
Well, it’s about time to wake up and take a step back to look 
at the processes that keep our people from realizing the great 
white lie that blinds us and keeps us under control. It’s time to 
stop bullshitting in any situation when it is out of self-interest.  
It’s time to de-colonize our egos. It’s time to wake up, make 
good use of our rage, and direct it to the true source of our op-
pression. 

If it’s to be said that we want a revolution, a complete change 
of this modern way of life, then we have to envision the kind 
of people we want to be now and into the future. Do we want 
sel sh hustlers and opportunists who manipulate others for 
their own bene t, or do we want relatively sel ess people who 
are dedicated to digni ed living free of man-made, oppressive 
authorities? We have to consider these things if we really do 
want to bring a balance back to the crazy life we now know as 
‘modern living.’ For it is doomed as ancient prophecies foretell, 
as modern science currently shows us, and as common sense 
sneaks up and bites us in the ass.

Hugwil yaan’m galksa bega aks ada sa aam dza waals’m - walk 
carefully through the storm and take care.

EDITORIAL

DUSTIN JOHNSON
 Gispwudwada - Black sh (‘Killer 

Whale’)  Clan, Gitkxaahla / Lach hlgu 
Alaams,Ts’m’sxyen (Tsimshian) Nation

Ý
3



LETTERS
YOUR MAGAZINE IS A FUCKING JOKE. 
I have only read Volume 8 Issue 3 of 
March 2006, Urbanization. I found the 
letters entered to be very, very racist 
towards white people. Is racism what 
you are trying to teach the native youth 
of today? Your magazine is saying that 
it is OK to be racist if you have had 
someone be racist towards you. Now 
I know they are letters sent in to you 
to publish, but by choosing the ones 
that are chosen I can only conclude 
that either these are the least racist 
sent to you or the people who pub-
lish this magazine are racist too. Your 
magazine is very unique in the fact that 
it’s probably the  rst magazine that 
encourages racism. I wonder if there 
would be any uproar if the KKK started 
a magazine and distributed it through-
out the white community. Not all white 
people are racist, some are. Not all 
native people are racist, some are. Not 
all Mexicans are racist, some are. Just 
because some people are racist in 
an ethnic group it doesn’t make it OK 
to be racist towards the entire ethnic 
community and publish racist mes-
sages for youth to read. Why don’t 
you just give native children guns at 
birth and say death to the white man, 
metaphorically speaking of course.                

              
Dustin Price

Redwire-Speaks-in-Metaphors:

Doesn’t the KKK have publications 
that you can buy at any mainstream 
media outlet? We’re sure we saw 
some there...What many settlers don’t 
understand is the extent of their white 
privilege. On land masses colonized by 
the British Empire, unequal social rela-
tions have been created in which set-
tler populations (ie. white people) get 
to enjoy the full bene ts of being “Ca-
nadian” whereas Indigenous people 
are denied inherent self-determination 
in our own homelands. In Six Nations, 
the Onkwehonwe, the Original People 
there, are experiencing much racism 
in response to the brave and proud 
people on the front lines who’ve had 
the courage to stand up and defend 
what’s left of their land and to walk in 
their truth. Today we are expected to 
either assimilate, slowly die off, or be 
relegated to the margins of survival 
while unsurrendered ancestral lands 
are exploited for the pro t of a few.
We get a lot of letters from young 
Native people who are pissed off 

about this situation and rightly so. 
Anger is a big part of coming to terms 
with where you sit in relation to the 
power structures in place today.
Redwire says check out 
whiteprivilege.com/de nition.

CONGRATULATIONS ON YOUR PUBLICA-
TION. You are producing one of the 
few magazines in Canada that is not 
about, or in, the interest of corpora-
tions. Your subject matter, writing, and 
graphical style are bold and ambitious. 
You’ll be pleased to know that the is-
sues you send the library here are well 
read. 

Simon Thompson
Northwest Community College 

Terrace, BC

I VISITED YOUR WEBSITE AND WAS 
really impressed with what you guys 
are about and the perspective you are 
coming from: “uncensored youth.” I 
work at a youth shelter for 11 to 17-
year-olds, and transitional living apart-
ments for 16 to 18-year-olds here in 
Humboldt County, California. We are 
on the south end of the north coast. 
Humboldt County is home to some of 
the largest native tribes in the US and 
because of history playing out today, 
we see a disproportionate amount of 
native kids who utilize our services. We 
mostly serve kids who are homeless or 
in foster care.

Keep on Loving, Keep on Resisting!

Annie McQuaid

HADI INYUNS! I’m a single mother of 
two of the most gorgeous lil’ warriors! 
I’m from Lake Babine, of the Carrier 
Nation. I currently live in Prince George 
where I was born and raised, so call 
me “urban” I guess. I’m 22 years old. I 
was 17 when I had my  rst angel, and 
I was 19 when I had my handsome 
second. Man, do I ever love them! 
They’re my foundation, the structure 
that holds me up. They’re my life! Their 
father left two years ago now, and it’s 
been damn hard. Me being a young 
native mother of two babies, and boys 
at that. I have the responsibility of 
bringing up two men without a per-
manent father  gure. He is trying now 
to be there for them, a little bit, but 
it’s still a work in progress. So what to 

do? Just do it, be strong, wise, and 
have hope and faith. I want to do a 
good job. I want to give my boys what 
I didn’t have and more. So I’m go-
ing back to school to get my Grade 
12, and I’m starting an employment 
program to get everything needed for 
employment. I have got to get of this 
welfare jazz. I’d like to grad and go to 
college and get my criminology and 
social work; to open the doors to my 
career path of helping others and put-
ting more natives on the “other side.” 
To help others, young native people, 
children, and whoever fate brings to 
me. I’ve been through it all so the best 
“clients” make the best employees, 
right? 

I feel it’s important for babies to have 
what they want and need. Number 
one on that list is having their mommy 
and daddy and the love of their 
parents. That is, in a healthy home set-
ting, of course. I feel that parents need 
to feel that unconditional love that your 
baby would give you everyday (when I 
say baby, I mean they’ll always be ba-
bies in your eyes). Trust me, my boys 
and I have much love, much love! All 
parents, you feel what I’m sayin? 

On another subject kinda... So to have 
that taken away so violently, so abrupt. 
I can’t even imagine how the mothers 
and fathers feel, and how they stay 
so strong each day that passes. I’m 
talking bout the “Highway of Tears.” All 
the young gurls taken from their loved 
ones, their moms and dads! I mean 
how could a person do such a thing? 
It’s real, the “highway” is real; it has a 
title, damn it! Parents, grandparents, 
sisters, brothers who have lost a loved 
one in anyway know how it feels to 
lose someone. But those of you who 
lost someone to the “highway,” much 
love to you! I just can’t even think, 
can’t fathom how y’all must be feeling, 
but you’re in my thoughts and prayers. 
This crazy head will get what’s coming 
to him, Aight!!!

So here is a poem that I wrote while 
attending the “Highway of Tears” 
symposium here in Prince George on 
March 30th and 31st. It was a tear fest 
of a gathering! 
PEACE!!!!!!! 

Alvine Tom

(Please see News section for more on 
the Highway of Tears symposium.)

44



ART: JEANETTE ANTOINE, COWICHAN

WRITE USWRITE USinfo@redwiremag.com

THE HIGHWAY OF TEARS
Some of the fears of the highway of tears
These fears will always be there, at the back of our minds
Of how many loved ones lost over the years
What’ll it take before someone else finds
That their lil warrior princess -or prince- isn’t around
When the many tears start rolling down a face
With the thought that they might not be found
Even though we know they’re in a better place
It is not the right way to be welcomed back with our creator
To be taken away so soon and in such a way
Creator please STOP this person this predator
He has taken a mom’s “sweetie pie” still a baby
And left others wondering where their loved ones are
Hoping they can put ’em to rest where they’re suppose to be

Some of the fears of the highway of tears
We all have loved ones who take chances on this road
And it shouldn’t be such a fearful thing but it is
We as one big family should go full blown attack mode!
To stop all this chaos that hurts us all so very much
What happened to this world it’s just goin nuts!
And the people who are capable to make changes sit back n watch
But with this gatherin hopefully they’ll get off their butts
It’s not all on them though, as a parent myself I know
That we have the responsibility to let our angels grow 
With the info that we know & don’t let ’em go without ammo
Of education of how to be safe so they can come home!
So that not until old & wise they pass the way suppose to be
Only when destiny fulfilled, we should read their “see ya 
later” poem
I pray the ending nears of the horrifying fears of the dreadful 
Highway Of Tears!!!!
!!PEACE!!

ALVINE TOM, CARRIER

55

Redwire apologizes to Shay-Lee Heit and to D’arcy for 
falsely listing them as contributors in Volume 8, 
Issue 2.

Redwire apologizes to Karonienhawe Diabo for mixing 
up her community of Kahnawake with that of Kane-
satake in Volume 8, Issue 3. Karonienhawe is the 
proud niece of the late Ronald Cross, also known as 
the Mohawk Warrior “Lasagna” during the 1990 “Oka 
Crisis.”

Overall, Redwire apologizes that some pages were 
hard to read in previous issues... it was a glitch in the 
matrix!

CORRECTIONS:

PICTURED: LAWRENCE ROBERTS, STO:LO BREAKDANCER.PICTURED: LAWRENCE ROBERTS, STO:LO BREAKDANCER.



In 1872, Chief G’psgolox of the Haisla 
commissioned two artists from the Raven 
Clan to construct a totem pole in the 
village of Misk’usa. The pole was made 
to honor a spiritual meeting he had with 
Tsooda, a mythical Haisla being. Smallpox 
had ravaged the village of Misk’usa, and 
Chief G’psgolox’ s meeting with Tsooda 

had enabled him to heal 
from the grief of losing so 
many of his people. 

In 1928, Iver Fougner, the In-
dian agent from Bella Coola, 
had the pole cut down to be 
sold overseas. The Depart-
ment of Indian Affairs gave 
him permission to do so, 
but he never received title 
over the pole from the Haisla 
People. The G’psgolox pole 
was sold to the Museum of 
Ethnography in Stockholm, 
Sweden. 

The Pole was  nally located 
in 1991, and the repatriation 
process to return it began. 
A delegation of Haisla Peo-
ple was sent to Stockholm. 
After much negotiation, and 
after the pole had served 
nearly 80 years time in a 
foreign country, the Swed-
ish government agreed in 
1994 to return the pole as a 
“gift”  as long as it was kept 
in a climate-controlled facil-
ity. It took nearly a decade 
to raise the funds to do this, 
and Haisla carvers sent a 
replica of the pole as a gift 
of goodwill towards the 
museum in Sweden.

On April 26th, 2006, the 
pole was almost home. It 
was welcomed back by 
members of the commu-
nity, at the UBC Museum 
of Anthropology. After a 
temporary stay there, it 
 nally arrived in Kitamaat 
Village, BC, on June 30. A 
celebration and a commu-
nity feast were held when 
the pole was unveiled on 
July 1. The community also 

viewed the NFB documentary Totem: 
The Return of the G’psgolox Pole. The 
Haisla people believe the pole repre-
sents so much more than just a monu-

ment; it is symbolic of our character, our 
integrity, our fortitude, and our identity as 
a nation and will serve as a  catalyst for 
cultural revival and renewal. 

To learn more about the G’psgolox Pole 
visit:
 www.nanakila.ca
 www.nfb.ca/totem 

It is thought that 32 Aboriginal women 
and girls have gone missing or have been 
victims of murder along Highway 16, also 
known as the “Highway of Tears.” Most 
of the women were hitchhiking along this 
500-mile stretch of road, which ranges 
from Prince George to Prince Rupert. 
Nine young women have gone missing 
or been found dead since 1990 alone. All 
but one were of Aboriginal descent. 

Members of the community have been 
searching for solutions and  nding ways 
to heal. In September of 2005 many 
people gathered for an action called “Take 
Back the Highway.” It gave families the 
opportunity to grieve and celebrate the 
lives of the missing women. Yet only  ve 
months later, in February of 2006, another 
Indigenous girl was found murdered on 
the highway outside Prince George. Ai-
elah Saric-Auger was only fourteen years 
old when her life was taken.  There was 
no amber alert issued for her disappear-
ance.

In March of 2006 the community came 
together again when nearly 500 people 
met at the Highway of Tears Symposium 
in Prince George. The purpose was to 
compile a report with recommenda-
tions and solutions to keeping our Native 
women safe. Many recommendations 
were made on victim prevention, and 
the symposium also found that poverty, 
poor transit, and the high cost of living for 
students were the main reasons young 
women hitchhike.

Another result of the symposium was 
an Emergency Readiness Plan, which 

recommended co-operation at all levels: 
community, government, police, etc. 
A large focus was put on building trust 
between the Police and the Aboriginal 
communities. Many believe that police are 
not doing enough, and are in fact helping 
perpetuate the problem. As more Native 
women are targeted on the Downtown 
Eastside, on the Highway of Tears, and 
elsewhere, police are doing little to stop 
these hate crimes, which are nothing less 
than genocide.

To learn more about this crisis go to
www.highwayoftears.ca
www.nwac-hq.org 
www.sistersinspirit.ca 
www.hwy16.dsrhome.com/gallery/ter
race2005 

To commemorate Canada’s birthday on 
July 1st 2006, the newly formed Indig-
enous Resistance Organizing Committee 
(IROC) held an Anti-Canada Day Rally 
and Community Feast. Around 300-350 
people came to Oppenheimer Park to 
hear speeches, singing and drumming, 
and were served “traditional foods such 
as salmon and deer.” When this was 
 nished around 150 demonstrators gath-
ered to march to Canada Place where 
the Canadians were of cially celebrating 
being Canadian.

Along the route to Canada Place, slogans 
were painted, and an of cer doing video 
surveillance was paint-bombed as well. 
The message of the rally was that “Can-
ada has nothing to celebrate in regards 
to the ongoing oppression of Indigenous 
Peoples.”

When the marchers arrived outside of 
Canada Place a line of nearly 30 to 40 
police of cers greeted them. The cel-
ebrating Canadians stood “perplexed and 
curious,” some even applauding the pro-
testers; and a Native family attending the 
Canada Day festivities decided to cross 
the line and join the demonstration.  

The goal of IROC was to “celebrate our 
continued survival as Indigenous Peoples, 
to show our opposition to of cial Canada 
Day celebrations, and to mobilize our 
people into the resistance movement.” 6

NNEEWWSS

SEARCHING FOR 
SOLUTIONS ON 
HIGHWAY OF TEARS

NEWSNEWS

ANTI-CANADA 
DAY RALLY

G’PSGOLOX POLE



Many thanks are given to those who 
attended, helped, donated, and 
supported in this community effort.

IROCommittee@gmail.com or 604 682 
3269 ext.7424

Beginning on May 14, 2006, Indigenous 
youth from across Turtle Island ran from 
Coast Salish land (Vancouber BC) to 
the Athabascan territory near Anchor-
age (Alaska).  When the youth arrived in 
Eklutna, Alaska, they had run over 2000 
miles.  

The youth ranged in age from 11 to 24 
years old, and came from diverse back-
grounds from both sides of the border.  
Running between 70 and 90 miles per 
day took its toll on the youth, but they did 
not give up.  Many of the youth suffered 
nagging injuries including swollen joints 
and shin splints, but continued for mother 
earth, and prayed for the protection of 
her natural beauty.  They ran and prayed 
for the sacred sites under attack like the 
arctic wildlife refuge, Bear Butte, and  the 
Six Nations reclamation site.  A state-
ment from the youth read  “Our hearts will 
go out to the animals, the land, and the 
people protecting them.” 

For seven days during the run the youth 
were on their own, with no contact with 
other people or the modern devices 
that they were reliant on.  They did have 
encounters with many bears, caribou, 
moose, eagles, and plenty of mosquitoes 
during their time away from civilization.  
As the run coordinator stated after the 
seven days, “It is so hard to get up and 
keep running with all the pain, but we are 
hanging in there.  I am just glad the bear 
let us pass, they were so close.  I know 
the sacred staff is helping us, because if 
we were just doing this for nothing, we 
couldn’t have made it this far.”  The youth 
ran  to show they are not neglecting their 
responsibilities to the earth.  They also 
revealed their dedication as the future 
caretakers of its sacred spaces. \par  \par 

For more information on the run visit 
www.wolakota.org

In 2003 youth began walking across the 
country to raise awareness about Aborigi-
nal youth suicide. The walks have hap-
pened every year since then, with each 
year representing a different race on the 
Medicine Wheel. Aboriginal youth walkers 
visited more than 50 reserves, speaking 
at schools, community places, friendship 
centres and detention centres. This year 
they returned full circle by coming back, 
east to west, ending up at the parliament 
buildings in Victoria on June 21st, 2006.

Suicide is the second leading killer among 
people aged 15 to 24, and the suicide 
rate for Native youth is up to six times 
higher than the rest of the population. 
Tyler Joseph, one of the walkers, re-
sponded to those stats by saying, “You’d 
rather walk as far as you can to bring 
those people back. You’d do anything.” 
He walked to directly counteract those 
statistics.

The walkers wanted to raise more than 
awareness; they raised funds for suicide 
prevention and a youth crisis treatment 
centre. They want governments at all 
levels to recognize Aboriginal youth sui-
cide as the epidemic that it is. All of the 
walkers have been affected by suicide in 
some way, whether having attempted it 
themselves, or having someone close to 
them commit suicide.  The youth realized 

that the  rst step is communication and 
discussing the problem, because many 
are afraid or unwilling to talk about it. As 
one elder said, “Silence is deadly when 
we pretend the problem is not there; 
communication is a healer to break that 
silence.”

For more information about the walk visit 
www.yspw.org

N’Quatqua protesters believe they have 
been duped by their own Chief, Harry 
O’Donaghey. He is the sole shareholder 
of the N’Quatqua Logging Company, 
and the N’Quatqua believe he did not 
consult with them in a deal he made with 
Pemberton’s CRB Logging Company to 
cut a large expanse of old growth trees in 
traditional N’Quatqua territory.

Over 20 N’Quatqua members blockaded 
the entrance to the village of D’Arcy 
Portage in protest of Chief O’Donaghey’s 
decision and to halt any logging trucks. 
The blockade has the support of youth 
and elders; some who have said they 
will die before they allow logging in their 
territory.

N’Quatqua blockade spokesperson 
Carol Thevarge stated that “there was 
no proper consultation process” and 
“the majority of the membership […] 
was never informed about the process.” 
Thevarge also noted that over 80% of the 
N’Quatqua people voted against logging 
the proposed area.

The BC Supreme Court has decided to 
halt any logging in the area temporarily, 
but has yet to make a  nal decision. Mr. 
Justice Pit eld dismissed O’Donaghey’s 
application to have the protesters re-
strained, saying “nothing illegal” had 
taken place. The N’Quatqua’s lawyer 
David Lunny cited many af davits from 
band members that stated that Chief and 
Council had taken part in “oppressive and 
prejudicial conduct,” and had “violated 
their own rules of governance.” When 
asked why this was allowed to occur, 
the representative for Chief O’Donaghey 
replied “It’s the custom; Mr. O’Donaghey 
has been chief for eleven years and it’s 
been that way as long as he can remem-
ber.”

INDIGENOUS YOUTH 
RUN FOR MOTHER 
EARTH

YOUTH SUICIDE 
PREVENTION WALK ‘06

N’QUATQUA PEOPLE 
FIGHT LOGGING
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Justice Pit eld will make his  nal decision 
soon. Thevarge believes he will rule for a 
referendum. No matter what decision he 
makes, it does not seem like the protest-
ing N’Quatqua people will ever allow the 
logging to occur. They will not sell their 
culture, land and birthright in order to fat-
ten the pockets of only a few.

More info available at mostlywater.org/
node/8565

The Assembly of First Nations held 
their 27th Annual General Assembly at 
Canada Place on July 11th, 2006. The 
AFN’s stated goal is to maintain the so-
called “peaceful coexistence” between 
Canada and First Nations People, that is 
based on the “equitable sharing of lands 
and resources.” Of course many Ab-
original People do not respect the AFN’s 
implemented authority, nor do they want 
to participate in their dealings.

Drums, megaphones, banners, and  ags 
were out in full view as a newly formed 
group called the Indigenous Resistance 
Organizing Committee (IROC) put on a 
rally to speak against the AFN on the 
same day the AGA was held. Around 50 

members of the community came out 
in support of this event, denouncing the 
“AFN and Indian Act chiefs for their col-
laboration with governments & corpora-
tions.” The rally was part of an education 
campaign to teach people of the true 
nature of organizations like the AFN, and 
to take a visible stance against them.

On the next day, July 12th, Wasase, 
another new grassroots Indigenous 
movement, held a public forum about 
searching for alternatives to the AFN and 
the current chief and council system. The 
Wasase Movement is “motivated and 
guided by indigenous spiritual and ethical 
teachings, and dedicated to the transfor-
mation of indigenous people in the midst 
of the severe decline of our nations and 
the crises threatening our existence.” It 
is an intellectual and political movement 
with members ranging across Turtle 
Island.

Speakers included Ha’wilth’ap (David 
Dennis) and Taiaiake (Gerald Alfred), as 
well as many youth, elders and commu-
nity members. They spoke on the illegiti-
macy of our current system, and a return 
to traditional ways of governance and 
living. The AFN is controlled and funded 
by Canada, and is not an authentic 
Indigenous model. They do not answer to 
the people; they answer to the hand that 
feeds them.

For more information contact 
IROCommittee@gmail.com  
604-682-3269 ext. 7424
contact@wasase.org
www.wasase.org

Newly elected Bolivian President Evo Mo-
rales is also that nation’s  rst Indigenous 
president.  The ruling class in Bolivia 
has always been the wealthy landown-
ers who typically come from European 
backgrounds. The Morales government 
wants to nationalize much of its industry, 
give land back to Indigenous people, and 

develop a socialist structure.

Morales’ government has proposed 
sweeping land reforms that would 
eventually redistribute up to 12.3 mil-
lion acres of state-owned land among 
Bolivia’s poor and Indigenous. They 
propose that in  ve years over 20% 
of Bolivia’s land will be redistributed. 
The government’s aim is to eventually 
take land that is “unproductive” or was 
obtained illegally. The proposed land 
redistribution has ruf ed the feathers of 
the elite, and violence has occurred al-
ready. Most of those who hold land took 
it illegally and give their workers poor 
wages. The government has promised 
that legitimate property owners will not 
be affected, and all land will be devel-
oped sustainably. 

Bolivia’s constitution will be re-written 
and Morales hopes for a more socialist 
model, “including limits on free trade, 
nationalization of resources and land, 
and indigenous rights.”  Lands are to be 
distributed “communally and collectively, 
according to the purpose for which it will 
be used.” Focus will be put on maintain-
ing forests rather than destroying them, 
while still generating income for the 
people.  

Morales states that his government will 
“give sovereignty and dignity to indig-
enous villages.” When speaking about 
the opposition of the ruling class he also 
retorts, “They say that the peasants 
have taken over land, but the landown-
ers, their parents and grandparents have 
subjugated us for more than 500 years 
and even today they continue to take 
over public lands.”  Change will be hard. 
500 years of subjugation will not be easy 
to recover from, but the winds of change 
are beginning to howl and pick up speed 
in Bolivia.

For more information, visit quest.quixote.
org/node/322 or www.greenleft.org.
au/back/2006/671/671p19.htm

NEWSddffggkkllxxccvveewwssDFGKLXCVEWSNEWS
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Dear Supporters, 

It was once said that “Respect is owed to 
the living; the dead need only the Truth.” 
We wish to honour our fallen children and 
relatives who died or were murdered in 
church-run Indian Residential Schools 
across Canada by gathering and publicly 
displaying their names, and the date, 
location and cause of their death.
 
To create these public memorials, we 
need the information that you and oth-
ers may have. If you have knowledge of 
anyone who died in a residential school or 
hospital, please send us their name and 
their cause of death, when they died, their 
age and sex, the name of their killers, and 

the facility they died in. And if you have a 
picture of him or her, that too would be 
helpful.
 
One day soon, we will display all of this 
information in public museums and travel-
ling memorial sites as part of our Aborigi-
nal Holocaust Education Program. 
Please email this information to us, or 
surface mail it to:
 
Eagle Strong Voice
260 Kennedy St.
Nanaimo, BC  Canada  V9R 2H8 
And spread this request among your 
friends and relatives. Thank you for up

holding the memory of the fallen inno-
cents, so that justice may bring them  nal 
rest.
 
Respectfully,
 
Eagle Strong Voice 
hiddenfromhistory@yahoo.ca 
www.hiddenfromhistory.org
 
Read and Hear the truth of Genocide in 
Canada, past and present, at 
www.hiddenfromhistory.org and on the ra-
dio program “Hidden from History” every 
Monday 1-2 pm (PST) on CFRO 102.7 
FM (www.coopradio.org) (Vancouver)

AN APPEAL FROM THE FRIENDS AND RELATIVES OF THE 
DISAPPEARED RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL CHILDREN

SECOND ANNUAL ABORIGINAL HOLOCAUST REMEMBRANCE DAY, OUTSIDE CHRIST CHURCH ANGLICAN CATHEDRAL, VANCOUVER, APRIL 15, 2006



Dig Your Roots: Aboriginal/Dig Your Roots: Aboriginal/
Découvre tes racines: Découvre tes racines: 
AutochtoneAutochtone

DIG YOUR ROOTS COMPILATION
TRACK LISTING

SANDY SCOFIELD F. KINNIE STARR 
Strong, lilting vocals with 

downtempo rock; sort of gloomy.

SHIRLEY MONTAGUE
Acoustic pop lullabye.

THE PAPPY JOHNS BAND 
WITH MURRAY PORTER

Leisurely blues. Soulfully and 
romantically asks, “How many 
promises broken? How many 

more little white lies?” 

ELAINE JAKESTA
Steel guitar soft-country.

ED PEEKEEKOOT
Talented bluegrassy,

foot-tapping country.

JEF TREMBLAY ET LES ÉLÉMENTS
Moody, jammy rock.

X-STATUS
Effectsy alt-metal, in uenced 

by Pantera. Growls “We still here, 
we still around, dancin’ upon the 

powwow ground!” Wow.

SINUUPA
Incredibly snotty vocals; 

grunge-inspired rock.

EEKWOL
Layered, midtempo rap with 

a good  ow and  oaty sound. 
Decent, relevant rhymes with

 a message.

TAGAQ
Throat-singing! With subtle bass, and 
electronic and acoustic percussion. 

LEELA GILDAY
Folk-inspired, melodic acoustic 

guitar and sweet vocals.

RICHARD M. GLOADE
Catchy, acoustic pop-folk.

GRAEME JONEZ
Gloomy, subdued, 

soft alternative rock.

DIGGINGROOTS
Blues with a bit of revival.

Dig Your Roots / Découvre tes racines is a project for promotion of independent Canadian 
music. NCRA/ANREC (National Campus and Community Radio Report) co-ordinates the 
project, which is funded by Corus Entertainment and Canada Council for the Arts. They’ve 
put out several themed compilations; the  fth, “Aboriginal,” was released May 2006. The 
submissions were collected from all over the place, and musically, that’s where the CD 
ended up too. Since Natives in Canada don’t all play the same kinds of music, this CD has a 
lot of basic rock, but also nu-metal, country, blues, rap, folk, and even a throat-singing track. 
The touches of traditional language, culturally focused lyrics and native-in uenced melodies 
make this compilation unique. I’m pretty sure a lot of readers will  nd at least one or two 
tracks on here that will stick with them.      -Taylor Omelak

ostwelve:ostwelve:
red sabbathred sabbath

REVIEWS

www.digyourroots.ca

The Gospel According to St. Aboriginal, 
its material is somewhat reminiscent 
of Sunday School Dropoutz, but more 
re ective of the unique personality we 
all know Os12 to be. With words from a 
Red Jeezus, he speaks to how religion 
can be a  ction played out in our minds, 
which is nowadays plagued with super-
stition instead of a spirituality rooted in 
Indigenous values and philosophy. 

This latest album contains many beats 
taken from the latest hip hop tracks but 
with the rhymes changed according to 
the world of Os12, where his charac-
teristic satirical humour points out the 
odd mental state the world is in today. 
Honestly though I can’t hate on the use 
of the beats cuz I would rather listen to 

what Os has to say than most of the 
mainstream hip hop emcees who are 
mostly talking about what it is like to 
make the dollar dollar bill, along with the 
usual macho lyrics objectifying womyn 
and wanna-be-gangsta kinda attitude. 
And I can appreciate the fact that Os12 
dedicates one of his songs to the miss-
ing women from the downtown Eastside 
and across Turtle Island.

So big ups to Os12 for his words. This 
22-track album is chalked full of good 
beats, dope rhymes, and real fucking 
ideas and feelings, bringing yet again 
an album that is creative, original and 
conscious to the NDN hip hop scene.  
          
      -Melina Laboucan-Massimo

www.ostwelve.com
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It’s been ten years since her debut 
“Tidy,” whose hip hop was based 
in elements of folk, jazz and spoken 
word. Kinnie Starr’s latest release, 
“Anything,” contains in track seven 
a concise summary of her eclectic 
style: “rock ‘n roll folk hip hop fusion.” 
Kinnie wrote all the music for this 
release and co-produced the songs 
with John Raham, who is also her one 
bandmate on the album. 

The production is clean and layered; if 
you ask me, Kinnie’s lyrics and vocals 
are what stands out the most about 
her. For those who aren’t familiar with 
this musician, she’s a local Mohawk 
singer/rapper/songwriter who blends 
too many different styles to pin down. 
Her new album is de nitely radio-
friendly and sort of poppier than I 
expected at times; it’s been enjoy-

ing success on the radio with the 
title track. She blends homemade, 
organic samples with her beats. I ap-
preciate her authentic, self-re ective 
lyrics and although I don’t really listen 
to this kind of music, I can appreciate 
where she’s coming from and she’s 
good at what she does. She draws 
in uence from anywhere and every-
where in the style of someone who 
understands the music around them. 
I also  nd she blends it all together 
without becoming generic.

Local native talents Skeena Reece 
and Manik provide back-up on “Rock 
the Boat,” a track dedicated to “every 
shade of red,” and Kinnie also recruits 
Tegan Quin (of Tegan & Sara fame) 
on the pop track  “la le la la.” Kinnie is 
promoting “Anything” this summer on 
tour with Buck 65.      -Taylor Omelak

Kinnie Starr: Kinnie Starr: 
AnythingAnything

2006 Violet Inch Records
www.kinniestarr.com

On Redwire’s road trip (see inset!) to Colorado for direct action training (shout outs to the RUCKUS IP3!) we had the opportunity to flip the bird at the company who supplied the 
smallpox-infested blankets that were given to Natives during the trade era. Just like the Hudson Bay Company, this company is still thriving; the town is even called Pendleton! 11



“CRAZY INDIANS,” JOSUE BUSTOS, OF THE PUREPECHA PEOPLE



Redwire Native Youth Media Society would like to apologize to the 
soldier pictured for the unauthorized use and manipulation of his photo 
in Volume 8, Issue 2 of Redwire, and for the accompanying wording 
which incorrectly attributes offensive words and attitudes to him. The 
person in the picture takes pride in being a First Nations soldier and 
Recruitment Officer. He continues a long practice of Aboriginal 
Peoples serving in the military.  Redwire regrets any spiritual, 
emotional or mental harm that the publication of his image may have 
caused.

Redwire Native Youth Media Society is a media arts organization 
dedicated to Native youth expression. Redwire magazine is an 
uncensored forum for discussion and the artistic materials submitted 
for publication do not necessarily reflect the views of the Society.

Respectfully,

Redwire Native Youth Media Society
523-119 West Pender Street

Vancouver, BC
V6B 1S5

ph 604-602-7226
fax 604-602-7276

www.redwiremag.com

Respectfully,

Dustin Johnson, Editor
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Redwire Native Youth Media Society would like to apologize to the 
soldier pictured for the unauthorized use and manipulation of his photo 
in Volume 8, Issue 2 of Redwire, and for the accompanying wording 
which incorrectly attributes offensive words and attitudes to him. The 
person in the picture takes pride in being a First Nations soldier and 
recruiter. He continues a long practice of Aboriginal Peoples serving 
in the military. Redwire regrets any spiritual, emotional or mental 
harm that the publication of his image may have caused. 

Redwire Native Youth Media Society is a media arts organization 
dedicated to Native youth expression. Redwire magazine is an 
uncensored forum for discussion and the artistic materials submitted 
for publication do not necessarily re ect the views of the Society.
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I don’t know what to say really, 500 years of oppression all 
comes down to this generation, either we heal as a nation or 
we’re gonna crumble, inch by inch, battle to battle until we’re 
 nished. We’re in hell right now, our people, believe me; and we 
can continue living the way we are and get the shit kicked out 
of us, or we can  ght our way back into the Creator’s hands. 
We can climb out of hell one inch at a time. Now I’m not sure if I 
can do it for you, I burned a lot of bridges. I’m not sure if anyone 
trusts or believes me anymore. I look around and I see all these 
young warriors and I think, I mean I made every wrong choice a 
young native man can make. I pissed away thousands of dollars 
believe it or not, from drugs to alcohol which led to violence. I 
chased off any woman who ever loved me, and lately, I can’t 
even stand the face I see in the mirror. You know when you get 
older in life things get taken from you, and that’s part of life, but 
you only realize this once it’s gone. You  nd out life’s a way of 
inches, just like the way most of our people choose the wrong 
path to live. Cause in either way, life or the revolution, the margin 
for error is so small, I mean one half a step too late or too early 
you don’t quite make it, one half second too slow or too fast you 

don’t quite have it. The justice we need is everywhere around 
us. It’s in every break of the revolution, ever week, every day. 
With our nation we  ght for the land, with our nation we tear 
ourselves and everyone else around us to pieces for justice or 
the land, cause we know when we add up those times we tried, 
that’s gonna make the fuckin difference between winning and 
losing, between living and dying. I’ll tell you this, in any battle, it’s 
the guy who’s willing to die for the land. And I know if I got any 
lives left any more it’s cause I’m still willing to  ght and die for the 
land, because that’s what living is. All the natives in front of your 
face, now I can’t make you do it. You got to look at the native 
next to you, look into their eyes now I think you will see that war-
rior who will go that inch for you, you’re gonna see a native who 
will sacri ce himself, for our people. Because he knows when it 
comes down to it you’re gonna do the same for them, that’s a 
nation of warriors, and either if we heal now as a nation, or we 
will die as individuals, that’s justice guys, that’s all it is. Now what 
are you gonna do.

It was said in the old days that to become the best warrior you had to have the best horse; 
whoever had the best horse was the best warrior, and vice versa.

HORSE (JAMES DESJARLAIS)
CREE/DENE

PHOTO: RAVEN ANN POTSCHKA, HAIDA
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Soon the song is over
He is so happy he wants to keep dancing with the people
But he instead lets go his sigh of contentment
Maybe he is pondering what this dance signifies in his life
And as the White Man walks to his seat
He crosses by my chair
That I watch him from
I grab his hand and pull him close
I tell him in a quite voice,
“Guch’an shawthan ali”
He doesn’t know what I say to him
So he smiles 
And he walks away
And that’s okay

There’There’’’s Nothing Sexier s Nothing Sexier 

than a White Man Dancing than a White Man Dancing 

to Indian Musicto Indian Music

He doesn’t smile, but he doesn’t frown
Like a chipmunk being offered a nut
Still a bit apprehensive
But too hungry to run away
He loves his Indian brothers and sisters
Except they’re not really his Indian brothers and sisters
The round dance begins and his heart leaps four times
Because Indians think four is a sacred number
And he wants to show respect
They invite everyone to join the welcome dance
The drum
Dancing to the people’s heartbeat
It is a song of welcome
Blowing kisses to everyone in the world
As so many of our songs and dances are

He begins his dance with the people
It might be to the same drumbeat
But no one is sure
So they smile, and the ones further away
Smile more…
Maybe even laugh
Maybe not
He is trying so hard
His movements are big
Like his feet
His eyes are concentrated
All they are able to see are his own feet
And maybe how the person in front of him 
 is dancing

CHAMPAGNE FIRST NATION

STEPHEN REID AKA KAWSHA

I’ve ate lead before
Tasted the white hot pain
Of a bullet tearing through me
Racism, genocide, assimilation, stereotypes
Shots meant to kill my spirit
Now all you fire are blanks
I’ve come back with a shotgun and a pocket 
  full of shells
I’m only going to need one shell
It represents the color red
The one color on the medicine wheel which has lost
   its voice
Buckshot will rip you apart
I cannot be stopped
I refuse to be stopped
I am young, talented, intelligent, and native
I am a weapon of mass destruction

JOHNATHAN TAYLOR

OJIBWE

CrazyhorsebuckshotCrazyhorsebuckshot



O Kanata! Our Stolen Native land! 
True hatred of all the white man’s 
command!
With greedy hearts we see the surprise, 
the True North raped of every tree! 
From whites we hide O Kanata, 
we gave you up for free! 
Creator keep our land pure and toxin 
free! 
O Kanata we gave you up for free! 
O Kanata we gave you up for free!

SANDRA LAMOUCHE

When I look at a Chief
I want to feel that he or she is Respected,
and in turn, is respecting his/her Peoples’ needs,
Addressing them daily,
Expanding their awareness always,
Acheiving consensus,
I want to be able to envision the land and the People he/she represents,
and know that what they are doing with the Land and Resources,
past, present and future, is the right thing.
I want to know that the power and control is used in the best way 
  it can be,
presently, and in the future, for the betterment of our Indigenous 
  Nations unified,
I want to know that if accountability is in question, it can be set right,
Mistakes are inevitable, from mistakes we learn,
Our equality in society at large will be obtained by means other than 
  robbing the rich to give to the poor, we will take back what has 
been   taken from us; OUR CULTURE.
I want to feel the struggle to survive,
I want to feel the overwhelming sense of accomplishment in that we are 
still here,
That we are not invisible,
That we are not without power,
That we are not without education,
That we are not without sustainability,
That we are not without purpose,
That we are at Peace and in Harmony with the World and its Peoples,
When I look at my Chief, I want to feel all these things.
When I look at any Chief, I want to feel all these things.

A Chief Vision
GISA HUUT GIBUU, OF THE LAXGIBUU WOLF CLAN, 

FROM THE HOUSE OF NAGWA’UN LAXGALTS’AP/
GITXATIN,  NISGA’A NATION, a.k.a. 

DARRYL W. MOORE

16

Native Anthem 
(To be sung to the tune of ‘O Canada’)

Sm’ooygit Sg’at’iin, Nisga’a Laxgibu 
Wolf Clan Chief. When colonial 
surveyors came to Nisga’a territory, 
Sg’at’iin held up his rifle and said 
their queen was not his queen. He 
told them to leave his territory and 
never return.



They called him The Mexican even though he had never lived in 
Mexico. His name was Joe or Jose depending on who was talk-
ing to him. Joe used to tell them over and over he was born in a 
small town in Texas and he had never been to Mexico but that 
only made them laugh. They told him, be proud of your heritage! 
Be proud! He had lived in Deer Run for eight years and was re-
signed to being The Mexican.

He spent the morning making some phone calls about work. 
He heard a  agging job opened up and he had better get his 
application in. There wasn’t much work on the rez and what 
few jobs opened up had ten to  fteen applicants within the  rst 
day. Time moved slow on the rez and he had gotten used to the 
pace of life. He considered leaving Deer Run but he felt drawn 
to stay because of his daughter, even though he didn’t get to 
see her as often as he wanted. Today after he  lled out the job 
application he would go by Debbie’s house in town and hope 
she was home. 

He stepped out into the wind without noticing anything but 
the sky. He breathed deep into the afternoon air. He felt his life 
lengthen with each day he walked beneath the big sky. Before 
Deer Run he didn’t know places like this existed. Places where 
houses seemed to cluster together for protection from the sur-
rounding land. He knew each house, the cars broken down and 
those running. The blue house four houses up from the road 
had company all weekend from Colorado. His neighbor said the 
woman who lived there, Mary, had her brother and his family 
visiting. As he approached the house he saw the silver car with 
Colorado plates. He had been to Colorado for work once, be-
fore he met Debbie. That was a long time ago. 

He walked easily up the street that met with the two lane road 
into town. He  gured it might take him a half hour to catch a ride 
into town, then forty- ve minutes to get there. After he  lls out 
his paperwork he will walk over to Debbie’s house. If he gets to 
see Ashley today he will take her to the park and push her on 
the swings. She always wants to be outside. When he takes her 
to the park, she laughs on the swings and he pushes her until 
she feels like she’s  ying. He will listen to the strength of life in 
her breath.

The pavement beneath his feet turns to gravel. Rocks slow his 
stride and he listens to the rhythm of his feet falling. He hears the 
steady song of his life in that moment, moving toward his daugh-
ter and to her mother, too. He wonders about second chances 
and luck as he looks east toward the valley below. Three cars 
are headed west up the long hill toward town and if he picks up 
his pace he thinks one of them just might give him a ride. 

BY ANN-ERIKA WHITE BIRD, ROSEBUD SIOUX TRIBE  
(SICANGU LAKOTA OYATE)

“That guy’s a Mexican.”
“What guy, that one?”
“Who else? He’s the only one out there.”

There was a Mexican walking down the street in Deer Run, 
a real Mexican. He looked liked any Indian living in Deer Run, 
with baggy pants and a big sweat shirt he could have been 
taking a walk, but of course, he wasn’t just going for a walk. 
He was probably trying to  nd a ride into Rapid City so he 
could  nd work or maybe he just wanted to go into town to 
get milk. My sister-in-law, Mary, pointed at the Mexican after 
he walked by the house. From her view at the kitchen table 
I could only see the back of him. I couldn’t  gure out how a 
Mexican made it all the way to Deer Run. The dogs scattered 
across the yards watched him as best they could, one eye 
following his progress from a position of utter exhaustion or 
laziness. He walked by without looking right or left. The wind 
kicked up dust from the yards, danced through one side of 
the dogs’ fur as the other was protected by the earth. But the 
wind didn’t seem to notice the lone Mexican walking out of 
the district. 

Seeing the Mexican made me remember a story my husband 
told me after we moved to the city. I teased him that there 
must have been a Mexican way back in his family. He learned 
Spanish in just a year on the jobsite working with Mexicans. 
“Check your family tree to  nd out who was the Mexican.” 
He didn’t say anything right away and then replied, “Now 
that I think about it… I DO have a Mexican grandma.” With 
a straight face he told me that she rode her little burro all 
the way from Mexico to Rapid City. Apparently, the Indians 
in Rapid told her there was a very handsome young Indian 
man in Deer Run she should meet. After her pit stop in Rapid 
she rode the worn out little burro straight to his grandpa’s 
house, or in this case, shack. She hopped off the donkey into 
his grandpa’s arms and promptly fell in love. The little burro 
retired and the two married, and, well that’s just one story of 
how a Mexican came to Deer Run.

“Mary, how did a Mexican get to Deer Run?”
“I don’t know. He’s been here for a long time.”
“Where’s he going?
“How would I know?” She frowned.
“Have you ever talked to him?”
“No, but I know he’s been here for a long time.”

We  nished watching him walk out of sight, which took a long 
time because he was walking so slowly. I wondered what he 
thought of the district, its twelve houses sitting side by side 
in the middle of nowhere. The only sight to see was the ex-
posed basements of the two condemned houses. The buf-
falo pastures that sat behind Deer Run were separated by the 
barbwire fence and common sense.
“I think that’s the slowest I’ve ever seen a Mexican walk.” 
“Me too,” she said,  icking her ash into the ashtray, “but he’s 
been here a long time.”

I took one long glace at the houses across the street and 
the yellow hills sitting behind them. The sky expanded across 
Deer Run like a yawn. 

district life

the mexican
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At the beginning of the summer, some friends of mine were 
involved in organizing the Stop the Violence march. They called 
me at work and promptly told me they were driving me to my 

apartment to pack my bags and take 
me home for the weekend. We drove 
late into the night, and after a couple 
hours of sleep we sat with coffees on 
the dock waiting for the water taxi to 
take us to Ahousaht. On the ride over 
we could hear people talking over the 
radiophones about the group that had 
gathered there. 

As soon as the boat left the To no 
dock, I took my  rst deep breath in a 
long time.  The scenery melted into all 
things that seem familiar and wonder-
ful to me.  Rocky banks marked the 
boundary between moss dripping trees 
and the ocean. Salty air  lled my lungs 
and pores with a sense of purpose 
and belonging. I can close my eyes 
right now and think about exactly what 
coming home feels like. It’s like I am a 
little drop of rain falling into the ocean. 
And suddenly I am no longer a drop 
falling through space, all I can remem-
ber is generations and generations of 
being a part of the ocean.

I have boated past Ahousaht many 
times but I cannot remember the last 
time I walked through the village. We 
were dropped on the dock and began 
to wind around the gravel roads follow-
ing the sounds of group cheers.  The 
 rst person I recognized was Chiin-
uuks, who turned out to be a main 
march organizer. As soon as I saw her 
I knew that I was meant to come. As it 
often is, I just needed a little push.

Their plan was to visit the 15 Nuu-
chah-nulth territories opening up 

discussion around each community’s experiences of violence 
against women and children. In each community the group 
presented a woman of that communities choice with a shawl 
symbolizing our Aats-tuu-thlaa (coming of age ceremony). They 
were doing this to remind us of the purpose in bringing young 
women into adulthood by honoring them and showing them 
that they are supported and protected. I was only catching the 
tail end of their journey and I was curious how they had been 
received so far. She told me that most communities had hon-
ored them by taking them into their homes feeding them gener-
ously, and sharing their stories. However, there had been some 
rough patches too. In some areas they had been criticized for 
supporting women speaking publicly. 

There were two teenagers ahead of me that kept building up 
everyone’s energy, holding their signs high above their heads 
and leading chants. I was watching them with such pride when I 
noticed their sign read “Make Love, Not Violence.” I nudged the 
woman next to me; 

“I know why that guy is so excited about his sign.” 

She laughed and started chanting, “Make love, not war, make 
love not war!” 

In response this guy walked out of his house and yelled, “Alright 
then, I’m ready.” 

We had a lot of fun getting to know each other and sharing 
stories. 

“Tessie is the chief of Kyuquot and welcomed us with open 
arms and by the time we arrived they had gathered a strong 
contingent of women, children and men to join us on our march 
through the community. They were upfront about violence and 
very supportive of continuing to spread the message through-
out the territories. They told us Kyuquot is a dry reserve and 
that has resulted in the cutback of domestic violence greatly. 
The fact that there are many women and they have consistently 
had women chiefs has made a difference with how healthy the 
community is. Remember, while men were out getting whales, 
or seals etc. the women were in the community and they knew 
what the needs of the community were - what family needed 
what etc. We were organized! We were told the youth are acting 

Be the oceanBe the ocean
“As Nuu-Chah-Nulth women and men we are regenerating our responsibility to uphold our Sacred Laws. It is 
with this strength of spirit and out of love for our communities, the land, justice, and freedom that we demand 
the immediate stop of violence, be it physical, sexual, emotional or spiritual abuse in the homes and communities 
of our women and children. We are demanding the restoration of respect for the role women have, for their 
ability to bring life into this world.”

MARIKA SWAN
TLA-O-QUI-AHT PHOTOS: CLIFF ATLEO JR.



Dear Redwire:
I am in a really 
bad place and it 
hurts me so much 
to feel years of 
abuse, the abuse of 
an entire people, of 
my entire self. To 
all native people I 
say this: do NOT 
feel isolated, cause 
there are so many 
indians out there 
who feel pressed to 
be ashamed. It’s 
ripping me apart. 
Be proud, 
at least.

Cassandra
Northern Tutchone,

Wolf Clan

out violence in terms of attitudes towards women 
that re ect a lack of values and teachings. They 
felt the solution was not to ostracize, but to re-
teach these values and deliver consequences that 
are within community, not outside.” 
- Chiinuuks (quoted from stoptheviolencencn.org)

As it turned out, many of the women who received 
shawls had spoken out against abuse in their 
communities. One young woman had her arm in 
a cast from a recent assault.  Her strength for get-
ting up in front of her community and accepting a 
shawl shone through with such humility and hon-
esty.  Women who quietly joined our ranks, softly 
singing songs, were yelling out chants and leading 
the troupe by the end of it. Over the few days that 
I was with the group our numbers grew. On the 
last day everyone gathered together to march the 
stretch of highway that leads into Esowista, we 
had a crew of about 200 people pushing elders 
and babies. 

“There’s no excuse for abuse, there’s no excuse 
for abuse!” 

The sun was hot beating down on us as we 
shared water and orange slices. The welcoming 
at Esowista was big and warm. We sang songs, 
and made an offering together down at the beach. 
The last leg of our journey was a water taxi to 
Opitsaht (the village where my father was born). 
Many of the families that had been gifted with a 
shawl came together at Opitsaht to share food. 
People got up and expressed the importance of 
talking through these issues with each other. The 
sentiment that we can no longer ignore what is 
happening to our women and children was heard 
loud and clear. 

“We are all responsible for the words that come 
out of our mouths, the actions that our hands 
take, and the care that we give our children and 
partners. I think it’s imperative that young people 
today are absolutely clear that we do not accept 
violence, in all of it’s direct and indirect forms; 
violence builds on, and feeds off of previous 
violence. We need to acknowledge that what 
is taking place in our communities today is a 
product of history, but we must also remember 
that we can change history, because people do 
it every day. Violence is the last resort of those 
that feel powerless and it will not stop until we 
say so, and our actions follow.” 
- Muunaqwina, Hesquiaht

I felt overwhelmingly touched to have been given 
the opportunity to share this moment with my 
people. I silently acknowledged each woman for 
speaking to the imbalance in our communities 
and as I listened to their stories I felt old memories 
being rubbed to the surface. Waves of emotion 

turned into an unending  ood. I began to re ect 
on my own violating experiences and also all the 
stories I have heard over the years from women 
I love. Why have we been chosen to carry this 
pain? 

Stories are powerful because stories sculpt how 
we see the world we live in.  And as I stood there 
listening, there were many stories pulsing through 
my body. 

Here goes.

I grew up with a step-dad who had gravitated 
towards some sort of Buddhist perversion. When 
I was young I had no reference point for un-
derstanding what it feels like when someone is 
attracted to me. All I understood was that some of 
his behavior repulsed me and made me uncom-
fortable. On some level I accepted his perverse 
and controlling behavior because I didn’t see any 
other option. I spent years avoiding him in my own 
home. 

Just like everybody else, I am trying to understand 
and heal.

At one point, I went to the cops seeking justice 
only to realize that it was their job to discredit 
me, question my honesty, and  ll out their paper-
work. It was degrading and demoralizing. I left not 
pressing charges and vowing never to go back. 
Sending him to jail, giving him community service 
or whatever other bullshit solution they had, of-
fered me nothing. The mainstream legal system 
is based on the idea that justice is when the perv 
gets sent to a place that breeds unhealthy ways of 
being. Where is the healing in that? 

Just like everybody else I am working on forgive-
ness. True forgiveness.

As an adult, I  nally asked friends to support me in 
confronting him. I couldn’t even remember the last 
time I had looked him in the eye. Waiting for him to 
come home, I sang songs, prayed, and asked for 
guidance. I found the strength somewhere deep 
inside me to speak to him from a place rooted 
in compassion.  I simply looked him in the eye, 
expressed my truth, and told him how his actions 
had affected me.  I told him he needed help and 
he couldn’t continue to treat children this way. 

He is in such deep denial that he came up 
with every philosophical excuse to deny 
what I was confronting him on. He told me 
that we were living in 
different re-
alities and that 
memories are 
a fabrication 

Be the ocean



of our minds. At the time he was unable to truly accept what I 
was saying but there is a very special thing about stories. Once 
he had heard my story, it will forever change the way that he 
views the world. 

A lot of people aren’t ready to talk about these things or face 
the affects of their actions. It seems to me like they’d rather drift 
on through with out any confrontation. We all know that women 
who speak out are often targeted and shunned for creating 
divisions in the community and men with predatory habits are 
often ones in positions of power and can rally support to isolate 
women who call them out. That is why we are able to perpetu-
ate these habits because no one woman is in a position to 
stop them. And yet abuses happen all the time at the hands of 
people we love and trust. 

We are all carrying this violence into our most intimate relation-
ships. We are unleashing our personal pain onto the people we 
care about the most. We have all been personally affected by an 
attempt to rob us of our traditional places of leadership and re-

place them with patriarchal norms in service to wealthier settlers. 
We have all been personally affected by generations being taken 
away from the love of their parents. We have all been affected by 
drugs and alcohol. We’ve been through a lot of shit together.

But this isn’t about the past, this is about our future. Some of 
our people are killing themselves and we need to admit that this 
the situation we are dealing with, we need to accept how our 
actions have perpetuated or enabled these abusive ways of be-
ing to continue and we need to take responsibility. 

It sounds so easy when you put it like that, hey? All right, rally 
the troops! No one can do a better job than us! I shoulda called 
this article “be the fricken tsunami!”

No but seriously, it won’t be easy. Nothing worth doing is easy. 
But let’s do it anyways, let’s do it for the kids.

So do it. I dare you. 
Let’s hear your stories.

I read this book while writing this article. 
It seemed to be geared towards contrib-
uting to the women of color academic 
world. Her argument is that the coloniza-
tion of our land is inseparably linked to 
the sexual exploitation suffered by our 
women. She gathered up a lot of facts 
to back up her standpoint and includes 
chapters on sexual violence histori-
cally as tool for genocide, reproductive 
health, medical experimentation in native 
communities, and spiritual appropriation. 
Even though her perspective is based 
in the states, this is a good read for 
women who like facts to back up their 
gut feelings on what it means to be a 
native woman today in relation to an op-
pressive system. A quote from the book:

“Because sexual violence has served 
as a tool of colonialism and white 
supremacy, the struggle for sovereignty 
and the struggle against sexual violence 
cannot be separated. Some people have 
argued that we must prioritize sover-
eignty. If we successfully decolonize, so 
that argument goes, we will necessar-
ily end sexism because native societ-
ies were not male dominated prior to 
colonialism. The  aw in this argument 
is that, regardless of its origins in Native 
communities, sexism operates with full 
force today and requires strategies that 
directly address it. Before Native peoples 
 ght for the future of their nations, they 
must ask themselves, who is included in 
the nation.” 

CONQUEST: SEXUAL VIOLENCE AND AMERICAN INDIAN GENOCIDE 
by Andrea Smith, 2005

I asked Na’cha’uaht (Cliff Atleo Jr) and Chiinuuks (Ruth Ogilvie) what was happening now that this year’s march was over.   

Na’cha’uaht: In each of the communities we visited we established solid connections with people who are equally committed 
to bringing about the changes we all desire. Additionally, many of us feel that we must address the same issues in cities where 
more than 65% of Nuu-chah-nulth people actually live. Some preliminary discussions have taken place on the organizing of a 
similar tour through the urban areas. Hopefully, in addressing these immediate issues by employing time-tested Nuu-chah-nulth 
principles and teachings we will be able to craft a future where our children will grow-up knowing their language and history and 
be able to lead us out of these dark neo-colonial times.   

Chiinuuks: We’ve also been asked to make the march an annual event and we intend to do that. We hope to gather the core 
people we contacted in each community in order to help each other  nd solutions that suit the needs of each community. We 
don’t want to prescribe a “one-size- ts-all” solution, as each community experiences different forms of violence and have their 
own feelings about what their speci c needs are.
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I don’t live by “rules” 
I live by mine.

I don’t listen to “others”
It brings freedom to my mind.

I’m a high school drop-out, 
did I say I was proud? 

When I was all drugged out 
I became a part of the “in crowd.”

My popularity disappeared 
when I started going to jail. 

When “the law” arrived 
everybody just bailed. 

I fooled around with boys, 
you could call me “a flirt.”
They were my chew toys, 

I was their mini-skirt.
I lived on the streets, 

they became my new home. 
I drank all the time, 

I was never alone;
drinkin’ and doing drugs all night. 

Of course the parties were fun. 
Everybody just split when all the drugs were gone. 

It came to the point where 
no one came around, 

They lost who I was, because of the addict I have found.
I fought all the bitches that came my way. 
Wounded, stricken, homeless you could say.

The days became longer and the nights got colder, every day I’d wake 
up one day older.

When the drugs fucked me up, I finally had enough! Living on the 
streets became too rough. 

Well there’s one thing I must admit: 
I had some fun times before I turned into an addict. 

Drugs do not rule my life!

6:30 - 10:00 pm
At the Interurban Gallery - 

#9 East Hastings (@ Carrall Street)
July and August 2006

Learn to breakdance from Vancouver’s best bboys and bgirls
Featuring live performances and live djs weekly

For info call 778 838 7306
Email: rawvancity@hotmail.com

Presented by Interurban Gallery, Rhythm & Action Arts,
and Knowledgeable Aboriginal Youth Association

rebellious!
SHAY-LEE HEIT

GITKSAN/STO:LO
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above: sarah horan, metis

below: natalie streit aka alienat, metis

Many say he was the first Aboriginal 
media artist who pioneered the way for making 
video installation into an art genre. His work 
dealt mostly with environmental issues. Mike 
MacDonald is well known for his Butterfly 

Gardens where he explored the interdependence 
of traditional medicinal plants and migrating 
butterflies. The activist-artist also document-
ed the testimony of Gitksan Elders for the 

Wet’suwet’en land claim. His work was exhib-
ited internationally and across Turtle Island.

In Memory of Mi*e MacD&na+,
Aboriginal Media Artist

1941-2006

YOU WANNA WORKSHOP RESOURCE? Or just something interest-
ing to watch? Here’s something for ya... Redwire’s latest video. 
Produced this year, the  lm interviews youth and Elders from 
the Squamish nation who re ect on how their land has been 
affected by urban development in Vancouver. The short also 
explores the journey many Native youth take living in the cit-
ies and how isolating an experience it can be. But instead of 
solely focusing on the not-so-positive happenings that go on in 
cities, the  lm pro les what people are doing to re-connect to 
where they come from and who they are through creating cul-
tural communal spaces as well as reclaiming their cultures and 
traditions. For more info contact melina@redwiremag.com

“Beneath the Surface:
Native Roots in da City”Native Roots in da City”
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THROUGH OUR EYES is a photo 
documentary program taught and coordi-
nated by Christine Germano, a professional 
photographer. The objective of this project is 
to create a documentation of a community 
told through the hearts and eyes of their 
youth. The students are asked to think 

about what their community is and what 
is important to them. They then photo-
graph their topic, develop their image in 
a traditional darkroom and write accompa-
nying text. The project is then compiled 
into a book and gallery exhibit. The goal 
is to utilize the media in a positive way. 
The exhibit and publication will give the 

community an opportunity to celebrate the 
student’s artistic achievements so they may 
continue to seek similar artistic opportunities 
through out their lives. The photos swill be 
part of Person Place or Thing?, an exhibit 
running at ArtStarts from Sept 5 to Oct  
20, 2006. For info, visit www.artstarts.com. 

ABOVE: CAMERON WEBBER. BELOW L-R: PRESTON KEWIS, FARREN MORRISON, CHRIS RELES.
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POW WOWS, TOURIST SHOPS, TOTEM POLES. Next we need to be 
handing our cedar strips to foreigners at the airport. (Oh goodie! I 
can really feel like a proud aboriginal then...)

Has indigenous culture become Aboriginal? Which in turn means 
it has become open for opportunistic individuals within a consum-
erist society.  Who says there’s spirituality left in the indian world?  
(Okay, maybe this is going a bit too far, but still.) This starts the 
question: “What is sacred?” Our masks, dances and culture de -
nitely aren’t sacred. I say this because something sacred wouldn’t 
be sold or exploited. No, it would be cherished and kept with strict 
care. Yet, everywhere I go, “Native Art” is the big thing and dance 
groups perform their dances for whoever pays them. Carvers out 
to make a buck. Performers out to feel “proud”. And ancestors 
stuck rolling in their grave.

Okay, let’s look at it this way. Colonization happened. (Yes, it re-
ally did happen). And in the early 1900’s, white folks wanted to 
buy trinkets and little things from the cute little Indians. We then 
supplied the demand by making “plaques” of birds and animals 
in native designs. Some carvers then made a few bucks. But the 
white folks weren’t pleased, they wanted more!  “Let’s see some 
culture!” they say. So we supplied the demand, and dance groups 
are sent out. “Go traditional performers, make the white folks feel 

happy!” Then, in the 21st century, we have logos, canoes, masks, 
regalia, everything fused into colonized culture, for a settler soci-
ety’s appetite. Are we “using” them, or are we so disillusioned that 
in turn we’re being used ourselves? Oh right, cultures “evolve” 
and change over time. Yet our culture didn’t change for thou-
sands of years. Okay, new times, so it will change. Except our 
culture(s) are not  owing down the river of evolution, but dissolv-
ing into the ocean of consumerism.

But okay, it gives a sense of price, oh, I mean, pride! Yes, “pride” 
for our aboriginal people. But weren’t pow wows at one time a 
sacred spiritual thing? At one time it was about prayer, and no 
hooking up, winning money, or traveling. But no, it’s understand-
able, cultures “change.” Then it’s just unfortunate how it’s chang-
ing. (More disgusting than unfortunate). I walk down the streets 
in the city and see massive masks.  The shinier, bigger, and more 
colorful they are, the more expensive, it seems. (Strange, because 
shinier, bigger, more colorful costumes will win you pow wows). 
Dance groups are about as close to the culture when they per-
form as Marxists are close to communism when they sell red star 
T-shirts. Yeah, it’s pretty contradictory. But let’s go back to that 
pride! Pride Pride Hurrah! Something poking me, almost stabbing 
at me, telling me this isn’t the future our ancestors imagined, or 
died for.

DUSTIN “OLD MAN” RIVERS
SKWXWU7MESH-ULH STELMEXW

       HOLLYWOOD INDIANS NORTH:   STOP TRYING SO HARD!      HOLLYWOOD INDIANS NORTH: 

“BLIND DANCER,” THERESA STEVENSON, CREE
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       HOLLYWOOD INDIANS NORTH:   STOP TRYING SO HARD!  STOP TRYING SO HARD!

ART: MARIKA SWAN, TLA-O-QUI-AHT 

Misguided is the word. Misguided is what we are.  Midguided in 
what we think and believe in our conception of our culture. How 
can we not understand something, and decide we can change 
it? Sel sh in our ideals to move the culture whichever way we 
choose. Individualism that is! Yet our people were about our peo-
ple. West Coast Native art on T-shirts and I’m unsure if this man 
is native or not. Dream catchers in the cars and I wonder if it’s 
‘cause they are going to fall asleep at the wheel.  We are leading 
a confused life, raising misguided children. Are we to believe this 
is okay, so we can justify the means?  

Our culture is beautiful, but the culture we’re living is so damn ugly 
I want to shoot it. Let’s buy hummers, use lots of hot water, keep 
the electric bill high and throw garbage wherever we want. “Oh I’ll 
be Indian for this weekend, or I’ll be Indian for a season.” “I’m a 
strong indigenous warrior that is into my culture, but I don’t take 
responsibility for my children.” “I’m a powerful indigenous woman 
into my culture, but I let this man use me.” (More disillusion in our 
misguided lives.) We like to choose what we like about culture 
and accept other parts. No commitment to live it. We seem to be 
more into learning our culture then selling it, than we are into living 
it. A culture of lies, disbelief, mistrust, corruption and ownership. 
We’ve created a culture that is almost opposite to that of our 
ancestors. And how can we call ourselves “indigenous” or claim 

we’re the same people whose land was stolen, when we’ve fallen 
so far from truth? Are we losing this war, or  ghting for it, but on 
the other side? We’re creating it. Trying to  nd our culture. Bring it 
back! ... (cough) We may be the stewards of the path our culture 
takes, but at this point it’s  owing more into the ocean dissolving. 
Quick, try and save it before it’s sold, again! 

So what next? The young people will be in power to create real 
change within the next  fteen years. But we can blame all we 
want. Blame colonization, politicians, Residential Schools, young 
people, elders, whoever. But let’s realize we can blame whoever, 
or take responsibility.  Take responsibility and start to live the cul-
ture. Culture didn’t exist in ancient times. It wasn’t “Oh, I’m going 
to the longhouse to be cultural tonight,” or “I think I’ll be cultural 
for these few hours.”

We created, promoted and allowed this to happen, so let’s choose 
the path our culture takes, of true evolution.

Dustin “Old Man” Rivers is sixteen years old, Skwxwu7mesh-
ulh stelmexw, from xwemelchstn (of the Coast Salish 

Peoples). He is a regular contributor to Redwire Magazine. 
You can  nd out more about Dustin on his online blogspot: 

ww.mythoughtsandvoice.blogspot.com25 
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SIX NATIONS
SIX NATIONS

They have the 
money and resources. 

What we have 
is the truth 

and one another.

They have the 
money and resources. 

What we have 
is the truth 

and one another.

ART: KARONIENHAWE DIABO, MOHAWK FROM THE 
KAHNAWAKE (IROQUOIS CONFEDERACY)
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The people of Six Nations have been 
reclaiming a piece of their land and seek-
ing to have negotiations and settlement 
regarding their land claims sped up. 
There are a lot of issues about the impor-
tance of stopping development. Building 
homes and housing development on 
land under dispute essentially means 
we have lost that land inde nitely. Once 
the homes of Canadians are on our land 
there’s really little chance we will get that 
land back. The Canadian government 
won’t kick off their citizens for the sake of 
justice, fairness – for us. The current poli-
cies of the Canadian government are not 
meant to solve land claims in a just man-
ner. They are meant to delay and thwart 
the responsibility of the government. 

The land we are reclaiming is a housing 
development known as Douglas Creek 
Estates located on the edge of our com-
munity and on the edge of a town along 
our present borders.  There is a lot of 
information I could share about these is-
sues but these are contained all over the 
Internet right now. My number one sug-
gestion is don’t listen to the mainstream 
media if you want to know the truth. They 
have lied, people have lied to them and 
they twist the truth for their own unknown 
purposes. For example, the Henco broth-
ers who are the developers of Douglas 
Creek, have denied being aware of our 
claims on that land. But in 2002, they 
visited our Lands & Resources of ce 
and were informed of the position of 
that claim. So, I’m writing to give you 
a different perspective of the situation 
going on in my community. I want to talk 
about what has been happening on the 
Reclamation site in terms of people and 
the challenges that exist amongst our 
community in keeping this Reclamation 
strong.  I’m writing to tell you about these 
experiences because I hope you will be 
able to see something that can help give 
hope to yourself and your community. 

What has happened to the Six Nations 
of the Grand River is amazing. It seemed 
like it would never happen, that the 
obstacles in our way seemed too over-
whelming for our people to deal with. 
Here is the division in our community, laid 
out for all to see! Maybe other commu-

nities have different divisions, different 
reasons that keep them from working 
together, but here are ours. 

Before contact the Haudenosaunee had 
a strong governmental and social orga-
nization system. It has served us so well 
that we became a powerful people in 
our area. We were feared, admired and 
respected. This system which was also 
a way of looking at the world is called 
the Great Law. It bound us, Six Nations, 
together in unity for peace and strength. 
After contact the serious drama began. 
It could take maybe this whole issue of 
Redwire and more, to give a full account 
of all that happened in the time after 
contact, leading up to the Reclamation 
that is happening on our territory now. 
But, an important year for our community 
at Grand River was 1924. This was the 
year the Canadian government forced 
by gunpoint our traditional government, 
the Confederacy, out of their council 
house. They wanted to place a new 
elected system in line with the Indian Act 
in our community. This they did with the 
help of a tiny group of our community. 
These people happened to be Christians. 
Before this both Christians and traditional 
people used the Confederacy to govern 
our community. The evolution of present 
day political dif culties stem from this 
event. Some of our people have unknow-
ingly (in my opinion) bought into the 

system that exploits us. They don’t truly 
understand their own history or respon-
sibilities. In 1924, the government put a 
wedge into our community along with all 
the other divisive tactics they had previ-
ously used- destroying community and 
families through residential schools and 
many other colonial practices. 

Right now, there are still so many divi-
sions in our community. Here are some 
of the most prevalent. The elected band 
council vs Haudenosaunee Confederacy, 
Longhouse people (traditional ceremo-
nies) vs Christians, down below and 
upper-enders (ask someone from Six 
Nations what that’s about!), and those 
who know their history and culture and 
those who don’t. From our dysfunctional 
families comes a dysfunctional communi-
ty. But these are not all that we are as the 
Reclamation at Grand River has shown 
us. We are far more than that. We always 
knew this but after April 20th when the 
O.P.P. came, everything changed. Our 
people saw, as a community, the abuse 
and brutalization of our family and friends. 
We saw how we could come together 
and we felt how powerful we could be. I 
think we realized the possibilities. Before 
this there was almost an attitude of anti-
radicalism, that doing actions like that 
got one no where. Better stick it out and 
accept what we could get from our bad

(continued on page 30)

MINNETTA MCNAUGHTON
MOHAWK NATION OF SIX NATIONS

PHOTO: TANIA WILLARD, SECWEPEMC
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Timeline

OCTOBER 25, 2005
Six Nations people and supporters hold 
an information picket at Douglas Creek 
to raise awareness of the ongoing theft of 
Six Nations land. 

NOVEMBER 24, 2005
The Ontario Ministry of Public Infrastruc-
ture Renewal releases the Proposed 
Growth Plan for the Greater Golden 
Horseshoe. Unceded Six Nations land is 
part of this development plan. 

FEBRUARY 28, 2006
Six Nations people and supporters reoc-
cupy the land to block further construc-
tion by Henco Industries, saying they will 
stay until jurisdiction and title over the 
land is properly restored to the Haudeno-
saunee Confederacy. 

MARCH 5, 2006
A local sheriff delivers an interim injuction 
by Henco Industries stating members 
of Six Nations will be forcibly removed 
by the Ontario Provincial Police (OPP) if 
they continue to block construction. OPP 
say they don’t have authority to enforce 
the injunction because it’s a civil order. 
Federal of cials say the dispute will have 
to be resolved locally. 

MARCH 9, 2006
Ontario Superior Court Judge David 
Marshall issues a permanent injunction 
against Six Nations people, stating that 
the people re-occupying their territory are 
in criminal contempt of court. 

MARCH 17, 2006
An enforcement order is issued stating 
that any Six Nations people or supporters 
who do not leave the construction site 
by March 22 will be forcibly removed and 
charged with criminal contempt of court, 
with a possible 30-day sentence. 

MARCH 20, 2006
Clan Mothers issue a statement reaf rm-
ing Haudenosaunee (Six Nations) sov-
ereignty and calling for nation-to-nation 
negotiations. 

MARCH 22, 2006
Hundreds of people gather in support of 
Haudenosaunee sovereignty, including an 
action involving 50 women (including Clan 
Mothers) blocking construction crews. 

APRIL 6, 2006
The Department of Indian Affairs says 
the con ict “has nothing to do with the 
federal government”, that this is a police 
matter and that police fall under pro-
vincial jurisdiction. The Ontario Minister 
of Intergovernmental Affairs says that 
Ontario Premier Dalton McGuinty “re-
mains committed to further co-operation 
with Ontario’s First Nations but will not get 
involved in the standoff”. 

APRIL 20, 2006
Around 4:30 AM, the camp is swarmed 
by police in cruisers and vans, using 
batons, tear gas cannons, and Tasers. 
Police state they arrested 16 people. The 
people resist the invasion and manage to 
push the police back and hold the line.

recent events

PRE-CONTACT 
Iroquois/Haudenosaunee Confed-
eracy is established and thrives. It is 
a consensus-based model using the 
clan system utilizing matrilineal de-
scent and the leadership of women. 
Some call it the oldest living democ-
racy.

PRE-CONTACT
Haudenosaunee Confederacy has 
treaty with Anishnabae called the 
Bowl and Spoon Treaty. Meaning 
there will be no sharp objects be-
tween them, no weapons will be 
used. They share the lands in the 
area of the Grand River watershed as 
hunting grounds, speci cally these 
lands are called the Beaver Hunting 
Grounds

1924
Iroquois Confederacy is removed by 
gunpoint from the Council House. 
Wampum belts are stolen. They refuse 
to continue to deal with the Confed-
eracy on a nation-to-nation basis. 

1924
Speaker for the Confederacy, Deske-
heh, Levi General, speaks nationally 
denouncing Canada’s actions and 
seeks international support. He travels 
to England to speak to the Queen and 
to Geneva to speak with League of 
Nations.

1970S
Haudenosaunee nationalists continue 
the struggles for sovereignty. For the 
 rst time Haudenosaunee people 
travel on Haudenosaunee passports 
to political gatherings. 

UP UNTIL PRESENT DAY
Confederacy continues to assert its 
independence and sovereignty refus-
ing to deal with Canada except on the 
terms agreed upon in the Two Row 
Wampum and by the Covenant Chain. 
Elected system receives and manages 
monies on behalf of the Six Nations 
community. Consistent low turn out 
for elections because of refusal of ma-
jority to participate in elected system. Vancouver Rally in solidarity with Six 

Nations takes over Robson Street. 
See page 31 for more on the rally. 29



tenants. There was apathy and a feeling of futility. Kicking the 
police off of our lands, watching the site  ll with people, hearing 
each others voices in the men’s and women’s meetings on site, 
making immediate decisions by consensus, donations pour-
ing in, other actions across the country in support, all of this 
empowered our community. We saw the power of the people 
up close and personal. There was no lines, no division that was 
strong enough us to keep us from our goals. We have had a lot 
of challenges but they haven’t stopped us. We understand what 
we are capable of and what our responsibility to the future gen-
erations is. There is no tomorrow unless we do something now.

Western culture has Indigenous people in North America half 
convinced that we are meant to die out, that our ways of life 
are not feasible and never have been. They want us to believe 
the only solution to ending the misery that lives amongst us is 
to join the ranks of the modern western world. They want us to 
believe that exploitation is necessary to human existence. This 
is exactly what they need us to think (and perhaps what they 
believe themselves) in order for their culture to continue it’s path 
of destruction. But if we really look for ourselves, with our whole 
selves and our hearts, we KNOW this isn’t true. 

Our leadership let us down last week. They went over our heads 

and took down the remaining barricades. Although I can under-
stand their feelings that if we didn’t our safety would be endan-
gered or if they felt that the negotiations would not resume. We 
all know what they did wasn’t right. This is a people’s protest, 
a people’s reclamation, led by consensus. It is up to our lead-
ership to listen to us, represent our wishes and not their own 
agendas. But even if our leadership was at it’s healthiest the 
colonial government has our government(s) stalled, powerless 
and at their will. They have the money and resources. What we 
have is the truth and one another.

Our challenge now is to maintain our momentum and to not 
let our leadership dictate to us what we should do but to make 
them listen to us. These dif cult challenge raises many issues 
and requires challenging the recent past and ourselves. We have 
to decide together what we want our future to look like.

Late last year two local women with the help of another started 
an education campaign. That is how this all started. And  even-
tually on February 24th a small group set up camp on a housing 
development known as Douglas Creek Estates. They occupied 
the site peacefully with signs, tents, ATVs and mobile trailers. 
Supporters came from all over. On April 20th the O.P.P. came 
in from all directions. They used unnecessary force, they brutal-
ized woman, elders and a fourteen-year old. But to look at the 
brighter side, at least we are now working and talking about 
issues together. 

(continued from page 28)

Native youth at the Vancouver solidarity rally. Photo: Raven Ann Potschka, Haida. GRAPHIC: DUSTIN JOHNSON, TSIMSHIAN
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The spirit of Indian rebellion, Indigenous revolution, Native upris-
ing, whatever you want to call it, caught a slight glimpse of the 
future when between 300-400 Native and Non-Native people 
took the streets of Vancouver and temporarily shut down the 
Lion’s Gate Bridge by Stanley Park on Tuesday, April 25th, 2006.

Indigenous youth, elders, politicians, activists, and warriors of all 
shapes and sizes participated in the demonstration in a show 
of support for the struggle that the Six Nations people and their 
Clan Mothers have undertaken in reclaiming some of their land 
from illegal development and government control in Caledonia, 
Ontario.  

On February 24, 2006, a small group of mostly Six Nations 
people set up a camp in the Douglas Creek Estates in Cale-
donia. In the early morning of April 20th, 2006, this camp was 
raided by over 100 heavily-armed Ontario Provincial Police 
(OPP) who roughed up  fteen women, men, children and elders 
who were sleeping inside. This state violence provoked not only 
widespread outrage against the OPP and the Canadian govern-
ment, but it helped unite Indigenous people together to show 
that such violence against Natives will not be tolerated.

On Coast Salish territory, over 100 concerned Indigenous 
people gathered at the Vancouver Aboriginal Friendship Centre 
on April 22nd to discuss potential organizing in response to the 
police violence against the Six Nations people. A few urban-
dwelling Indigenous people in Vancouver from the Six Nations 
helped coordinate communication from their Clan Mothers and 
organizers from the Land Reclamation site.

The demonstrators initially gathered at the Vancouver Art Gallery 
early Tuesday afternoon and then slowly walked down Robson 
and Denman Street in the heart of Vancouver’s shopping district.

The group then gathered on the overpass leading into Stanley 

Park, blocking three out of  ve lanes of traf c over the Lion’s 
Gate Bridge between 3 and 4 pm. By blocking the northbound 
traf c on Lion’s Gate Bridge, the demonstrators caused traf c 
congestion throughout downtown Vancouver and grabbed the 
attention of the media. 

The demonstrators promised that next time state violence 
comes down upon the Six Nations people, all  ve lanes of the 
Lion’s Gate Bridge will be shut down.

Organizers of the Vancouver rally and demonstration stated that 
more actions by Indigenous people will occur across the country 
if the Ontario Provincial Police and the federal government con-
tinue more violence against the Six Nations people at the Land 
Reclamation site in Caledonia, Ontario.

No arrests were made and the police did not try to break up the 
demonstration. 

A few Indigenous organizers took note that the demonstration 
was one of the biggest collective grassroots actions that Indige-
nous people in Vancouver have taken together in over a decade. 
Many Indigenous people who participated indicated that it was 
the  rst time they’ve done such an action and that they antici-
pate the next empowering event. One organizer stated that it 
would be possible to quickly mobilize at least 1,000 people in 
Vancouver into action if necessary. 

Of the solidarity actions across the country, this Vancouver 
demonstration was one of the biggest actions to support the Six 
Nations Land Reclamation and let the Six Nations people know 
that they don’t stand alone.

This struggle is ongoing and daily updates can be viewed at 
sisis.nativeweb.org

Photo: Raven Ann Potschka, Haida.

SIX NATIONS SOLIDARITY IN COAST SALISH TERRITORIES (VANCOUVER)
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An SEP (‘Somebody Else’s Problem’) 
 eld can be erected on, or projected 
around a bizarre and unbelievable scene 
so that the unconscious minds of the 
observers instantly abdicate responsibility 
for its existence, assert that it’s “some-
body else’s problem”, and therefore don’t 
perceive it at all. 

Somewhere just beyond the fathomable 
limits of time, space and imagination lives 
a person with an overwhelming burden. 
Located within the cramped and clut-
tered con nes of a miniature character 
cottage rests a stockpile of problems that 
have accumulated throughout countless 
ages. A loud crashing sound emanated 
from somewhere within the chaotic 
mess.  

Elgar had never been much of a traveler. 
In his past, before he became the Prob-
lem Solver, he would scoff at the tourists 
that arrived in droves in his quaint home-
town of Humbleton. As a young man 
he was groomed to become a vacuum 
salesman like his father and his father 
before him. A lengthy family tradition was 
his responsibility to uphold. In fact, Elgar 
was a very productive and pro table 
salesman. He possessed a unique cha-
risma that many townsfolk were unable 
to deny (another Darshmit family trait.) 
Things had been extremely successful 
and fortune and fame were interlaced for 
young Elgar. 

Oblivious to all around him, Elgar had 
failed to realize the impending doom that 
towered menacingly above him. Located 
directly across the street from his small, 
tidy of ce was erected a colossal multi-
plex that specialized in every imaginable 
vacuum device ever constructed. Even 
some that were previously unknown. 

Elgar was devastated.

It took less than a month for his loyal 
customers to become deeply enthralled 
and enticed by the new mega-store. 
Business plummeted and so did Elgar’s 
hopes and dreams. His small but proud 
niche in the world had shattered into a 
thousand million pieces and Elgar was 
left with nothing. 

Shortly after the immense success of 
the new vacuum giant a monument 
was erected to commemorate the oc-
casion. A 341 ft vacuum made out of 
gold and silver stood majestically at the 
town square, dwar ng the once humble 
households of Humbleton and insult-
ingly left Elgars of ce in a dark and 
dismal shadow. People who were once 
his friends walked by with no more than 
a glance and on the newly celebrated 
Vacuum Appreciation Day relatives and 
ex-customers alike would murmur stories 
to one another about the man who once 
was great.

It sucked! Not like how vacuums suck 
because at least that kind of sucking 
serves a genuine purpose. Elgar could 
not handle living in the shadow of this 
new menacing empire that had over-
run and seized control of his world. He 
decided to leave and made a personal 
vow to never return. He walked out of 
the town that once loved him and didn’t 
bother to look back as it slowly shrunk 
with each additional footstep.  

One lone soldier marching through the 
rain, boom boom, boom boom 
A castaway isolated in a world of pain. 
Boom boom, boom boom  
Was once a giant but now am gone, 
boom boom, boom - boom 
Gonna show the world the wrath of the 
Vacuum Salesman...

The thoughts rambled wildly through 

Elgars mind as he trampled rhythmically 
towards the Vacuum Giant Outlet. With 
canisters of fuel in each hand and a cigar 
in his mouth, Elgar walked down the mid-
dle of the street oblivious to any passer-
bys. Luckily, for Elgar it was noon and 
any and all Humbletonians that attained 
the ability to walk upright were seated 
loyally to a Vacuum Appreciation Day 
Brunch. So the streets were only partially 
busy and most of the local riff-raff hardly 
paid any attention at all towards Elgar 
anyways.

The Huge store grew more and more 
intimidating with each closer step, but 
Elgar was not discouraged. He was 
never one to wholeheartedly believe in life 
purposes or manifest destiny, but he now 
knew his life long purpose. It became 
clear to Elgar the day before after eating 
a mushroom that he found in an alley, 
that his life mission was to rid his people 
of the menacing beast that was con-
stricting its stranglehold over their meek 
and timid existence.

Elgar liberally splashed fuel all around 
the large wooden  gurines and pillars 
that greeted him at the entrance. “Take 
That!” he yelled as he danced around the 
emblazoning  ames. Eventually his throat 
became hoarse and he became aware 
that he should now seek cover and 
concealment.  He quickly slipped into 
the shadows and watched as a crowd 
of spectators gathered to watch the 
growing inferno. Soon enough, the entire 
township of Humbleton was on-sight to 
witness the calamitous affair. Women 
gasped, children cried and men tried 
desperately to keep their faces void of 
any alarming emotions. They all knew it 
was a goner but none among them were 
prepared to accept the fact. Save Elgar, 
a jiggling clump of shadow that watched 
dementedly from afar. 

Somebody  Else’s 
Problem   

The following is just one small excerpt from a universe of a novel called...

HAN KEYWAY
NUU-CHAH-NULTH COSMONAUT

For Nitanis, even though she doesn’t like it.
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Eventually the entire building engulfed in 
 ames and by morning the  re depart-
ments pitiful attempts left behind one 
measly vacuum. In immaculate shape, 
it stood majestically atop a pile of burnt 
rubble. It was splashed across the front 
page of all the local newspapers and 
viewed as a sign from above, that the 
store will prevail. As a contribution to the 
publicity that the mega-store was now re-
ceiving they opted to one up the hungry 
minds of the locals and pitched a bril-
liant marketing strategy that would  rmly 
establish a strong and enduring support 
base amongst their consumers. The giant 
statue of a vacuum was in all actuality a 
full-scale and operable machine. Execu-
tives from the major vacuum chain vowed 
that the remains of the old building would 
be “Cleaning a sec...or get half of your 
check.” They shook hands happily at 
a large media outing that was patiently 
awaiting the spectacle. 

Elgar attended in an inconspicuous 
trench coat, with fedora hat, dark sun-
glasses and one violin case with un-
known contents. The show was about to 
begin. Elgar reached for the violin case 
and slowly began to unlatch it.

“Ladies and GentleHumbletonians, it is 
now time for the moment that you have 
all been waiting for… One of you lucky 
customers will be eligible to win a chance 
at a drastically reduced price on an af-
fordable and reasonable vacuum – after 
mail-in rebate - directly following the 
show. And now, the president of Vacuum 
Giant Industries… Mr. Suck.”

The crowd uncontrollably began to chant, 
“Suck! Suck! Suck!”

A noticeably overweight fellow with a limp 
and greasy complexion hobbled almost 
unhealthily on to the main stage area. 
When he  nally arrived at the microphone 
he slobbered into it saying, “Cleanliness 
is next to godliness. My friends. I thank 
you for your unanimous support in our 
time of peril. Now, with no further ado, I 
present to you the SuperSuck 4300 RH 
Deluxe-o-matic.” 

A strange and bewildering gasp was re-
leased by the crowd. It seemed extremely 
strange to Elgar, seeing as the statue 
had stood in the town square already 
for some time and it should not have 
come as a shock to the locals. Nonethe-

less, the local idiocracy snapped photos 
and pointed stupidly towards what they 
perceived as an historic and momentous 
occasion. Elgar opened the case and 
stealthily reached his hand inside. He 
watched attentively towards the obese 
spokesman as he made a hand signal 
to ‘ re up the vacuum.’ It immediately let 
off a loud roar and the people met it in 
decibel level and surprisingly similar pitch. 
Elgar had anticipated this moment for the 
entire day.  Suddenly the vacuum started 
making an awful high-pitched squeal 
that deafened the crowd. Smoke began 
pouring out of base of the vacuum and 
Elgar took advantage of the moment of 
absolute silence to launch his preplanned 
strike.

Elgar pulled his hand from the violin 
case and jumped up out of the crowd 
towards the Vacuum Giant Exec stand-
ing vulnerably alone in the middle of the 
stage. With expert movement Elgar was 
standing directly at his side. He played a 
sad melodic tune on the violin pressed 

violently against his chin. Each stroke 
of the instrument was an attack on the 
pride and integrity of the executive. Elgar 
pranced about and made taunting ges-
tures towards the fat man. As his violin 
came to a decrescendo he propped his 
hideous face against the microphone.

“Ahhhh! Whhhht kinnda vackoom kint 
efen shuck hup a shock?” most of the 
crowd was at a loss for an acceptable in-
terpretation of what they had just heard. 
If not for Elgars accusatory pointing at 
the over-sized stocking that had jammed 
the vacuum. The crowd would probably 
have never known. Someone from the 
crowd mustered enough courage to blurt 
out, “Move away from the microphone 
we can’t understand you!”

Elgar stepped back, raised both 
arms victoriously above his head and 
screamed, “Be Free!”

The people rejoiced and let out a pent 

ART: NATHAN ADLER, LAC DES MILLE LACS FIRST NATION

(continued on page 44)
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TRISHA REDMAN, METIS

THE SPIRIT THAT APPEARED
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As the sun was slowly 
peering through the big 
oak tree, Meeko awakes 
with a grand smile upon 
his face. “Two more days,” 
he says to himself. Meeko is 
about to take his vision quest to 
become a man of the village. He 
rises and dresses to go fetch water.
 
 Once at the waterside, he imagines com-
ing home and seeing Willow for the  rst time as a man. Meeko’s 
dream is to make Willow his wife. Yet, he must ask Willow’s 
father for her hand. This is the part of Meeko’s future that scares 
him the most. Since Willow’s father is the Chief of the village. 
Meeko is almost sixteen, with strong ambitions and wonderful 
dreams. His muscular arms and brave heart make him stand 
out amongst the other boys in the village. He gathers the water 
for the day in a wicker basket and then begins to head home. 

 As he starts walking back, he can see a girl running 
towards him. Willow’s long black hair waves in the air as she 
runs towards Meeko. She stops directly in front of him. Her dark 
eyes look scared and proud, slightly like his mother’s. Willow’s 
eyes search Meeko’s face as though she is trying to get an an-
swer. Meeko tells her that he must go, to ever be looked on as 
a man. Willow pretends to understand since it is so important 
to Meeko. Outside she smiles at him, while inside she is crying 
her heart out. Meeko pulls her in close and whispers in her ear 
that everything will work out, he will come home and they will be 
married. Although Willow is terri ed she nods and heads back 
to the village with Meeko.

 The day of the vision quest dawned sooner than Meeko 
or Willow thought. As Meeko’s mother gives him his sack of 
water, she began to cry. They went out to meet the tribe and 
send Meeko off to become a man. Willow stood beside her 
father, tears rolling down her face; waving good-bye to the boy 
she loves, hoping soon to see a man that she will love just as 
much. The chief gave Meeko his instructions. He was to go 

to the top of the Fire 
Mountain, wait for his 

vision to appear and give 
him his message of life. 

Meeko turned to his tribe 
and waved his last good-bye 

as a boy. 

 Meeko’s start seemed slow and soft, 
but he remembered advice from his grand-

mother; that slow and steady always prevails. 
As Meeko reached the edge of the forest night began to fall. 
Meeko rolled his leather vest into a log, and lied back to rest for 
the night. The bright stars shown down and Meeko began to fall 
asleep with a wonderful picture of when he comes back, Wil-
low smiling and running towards him, with her arms open. Also 
making Willow his wife. 

 By dawn of the next morning Meeko was already off. 
His high hopes of his quest where ready to come true. He be-
gan to climb Fire Mountain when the bright sun peeked the top 
of the mountain. Meeko’s hunger had started to set in when the 
sun was at high noon. His stomach had begun to make a grum-
bling noise with sharp pains in the sides of his ribs. Pushing 
himself up the mountain with knowledge of what was to come, 
Meeko tried quickly but knew better than to give up. When sun 
set fell for the second night of Meeko’s vision quest, he had 
reached the top of Fire Mountain. Now he just had to wait. 

 The days went slow. Sun up and sun down. Meeko 
was starting to run out of water and knew that if his vision 
didn’t come soon he would die from lack of water. On the third 
sundown since Meeko hit the top of Fire Mountain, a shape 
appeared out of thin air. A sprit shape, Pale and tall, with a log 
shaped weapon in its hands. Meeko sat up waiting for his life 
message. Waiting and waiting, but it wasn’t coming. A strange 
sound came to Meeko’s ears when the sprit opened its mouth. 
Meeko had always thought that the visions were sacred animals 
and birds. Why was his sprit of a man? Meeko couldn’t make 
sense of it. The spirit was pointing at Meeko then at the side of 
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the mountain, waving it’s arms at the noises from its mouth were 
getting louder and louder. 

 Meeko tried to talk back to the spirit and tried to ask 
for his message, but it just walked over him and headed down 
the mountain. Meeko quickly rose from his seat, for the  rst 
time since reaching the top of Fire Mountain, watching what the 
spirit was doing. Slowly it went further and further away. It all 
seemed so strange to Meeko. First his vision was shaped like 
a man, then no message and it left. Knowing that he couldn’t 
leave for home at this time of night Meeko thought since his 
vision had come it would be all right for him to lay back and rest 
for the night. He had it all planned. He would head for home in 
the morning and get his grandmother to interpret his vision. But 
once almost asleep another vision came to Meeko. The Great 
Pearl Bear, the sign of Love and Guardianship. Meeko sat up 
and listened, this time getting a message. 

 When dawn came, Meeko was hiking down the moun-
tain. He hoped to be home by nightfall. Not knowing why he 
had two visions was on his mind. Grandmother will know he 
reminded himself. When at the bottom of Fire Mountain it was 
getting to be dust. He decided to walk all night if he had to. He 
had to get home. With the stars guiding Meeko, he walked in 
to the night. The cool breeze was keeping him awake, while the 
soft noises of the woods were making him relax. 

 Suddenly out of nowhere a loud booming noise arose. 
Startled, Meeko dropped to his knees. Again and again the 
noise was made. Home Meeko thought. Rising to his feet, 
Meeko started running for home. The noises became louder. 
Once Meeko cleared the bushes he saw what was happening. 

 Trees and homes were on  re, children screaming and 
yelling for parents. Tribe mates running panicked. Then louder 
than ever the booming noise went off. Meeko watched someone 
fall over. He ran over. It was Willow’s father. He was lying on the 
ground eyes open but he wouldn’t respond to Meeko. Meeko 
called for help and called for Willow. Then the spirit appeared 
again. Meeko called for it to help him. But it just pointed its long 
narrow log-shaped object at him as another Spirit grabbed him. 
The one spirit facing Meeko then raised his log-like object and 
hit Meeko on the side of the head. 

 Meeko arose to something rubbing his arm and small 
drops of dew dropping on him. As he opened his eyes, he could 
see it was Willow crying. She wrapped her arms around him, 
crying and telling him how much she loved him. Meeko tried 
to sit up, but it hurt. His head was pounding and Willow was 
draped across him as if she would never let go. Slowly people 
started moving around. Some crying over bodies of dead tribe 
mates, others walking wondrously, around looking at damage 
and remembering the events of the night before. 

 It seemed strange to Meeko and Willow that mother’s 
were calling for their children. Eight boys between six and eleven 
were missing. Some older boys went out looking for them, but 
returned empty handed. When everyone found out that the chief 
was dead there was a long silence. Willow’s uncle was then to 
take over, until the elders appointed the new chief. 

Weeks and weeks went by. The missing boys never showed 
up. The thought of the tribe was that when the commotion 
started that night, the boys ran for safety, but were caught. 
Their mother’s grieved along with the tribe. Meeko believed that 
something good must come of this tragedy. He went to the el-
ders one night. He talked openly with the elders and asked them 
for Willow’s hand. They granted him permission. Four long days 
went by. On the night of the fourth, Willow became Meeko’s 
wife. 

 Three months after Meeko and Willow married. The 
strange noises reappeared. The noises the spirit made when it 
tried to talk to Meeko. Along with that noise were the sounds for 
the missing boys calling for their mothers. Everyone in the tribe 
came out to see the commotion. The missing boys had been 
caught, that night. 

 The missing boys were being lead in on ropes. The Spir-
its would yell at the boys and they would interpret it to Meeko. 
Meeko had been appointed Chief, since marrying Willow. The 
boys described how they were taught to speak the white mans 
language. They also understood how the white man wanted the 
land. Now Meeko had the greatest decision to ever be made 
- co-operate with the white man or go to war. 

“WINDIGO,” TANYA MACKENZIE, OJIBWE, TEMAGAMI FIRST NATION
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The date was December 27, 2004. I was cooking dinner for my 
family and children. Right in the middle of cooking, I heard a loud 
knock at the door. I opened it up, there were two RCMP of cers 
standing at my door. I invited them in; they refused. I thought they 
came to talk about the foster child I had staying with us. They 
wanted to talk to me alone outside, away from the children.

I stood outside with this man and this woman. They asked me: 
“Are you Teresa Chenery?” 

“Yes!” I replied. Why? You know that already!”

“You are next of kin for Gerald Samuel Chen-
ery?”
“Yes, you know that too, obviously. Why?” I 
replied.
“We have to notify you as his next of kin. He 
has been shot.”
“Shot? What do you mean shot? Where?”
“In Vancouver.”
“No, where on his body? Is he all right?”
“No, he has been shot.”
“How many times?”

They couldn’t tell me anything. That was part 
of the investigation. I screamed my heart out 
for him. My kids, foster child, and sister were 
inside waiting for me, and all I could think 
about was now my brother is gone too. I re-
member standing there screaming at the po-
lice, asking for information. They couldn’t tell 
me anything.

That Christmas of 2004 was so rough for us. My niece Kayla had 
died that past Easter of the same year. My nephew shot himself 
in June of that year also. My mother died in August, and Gerald 
was escorted from jail to my mother’s funeral on August 23rd. 
He was turning 29 on August 24th, the very next day after my 
mother’s funeral.

All of this is going through my head while this blonde bimbo and 
her sidekick are telling me they are getting help.

Victim service workers came over to my house to spend time with 
me and my kids. 

My brother was shot in the back while he was on his knees. They 
shot him twelve times in  the back, one bullet pierced his lung, 
one through his heart, one through his stomach, one bullet en-

tered his wrist while the palms of his hands were up, stretched 
out in surrender, and lodged in his elbow through his left hand. He 
was also shot through his right wrist. This bullet entered his wrist 
from the back. This bullet went right through and hit the dumpster 
in front of him. He was also shot in the leg, a bullet that entered 
by his ankle and stopped near his knee. The last bullet entered 
his groin, exited and lodged in his buttocks, totaling sixteen con-
 rmed bullet wounds.

He bled to death before the ambulance ar-
rived on the scene, which took more than 
the required time to save him.

After I found out about his death the next 
few days were pure hell for us in the family. 
I went to welfare to try to make arrange-
ments to have Gerald brought home for his 
funeral. Welfare refused to help me. I went 
to the Salvation Army to use their phone. 
I talked to the family detective and found 
out there were three people who shot my 
brother. Two of the cops were rookies. Eliz-
abeth Clark and Brian Smith. The third one 
on the scene was a sergeant.

I also talked to the guard who knew Gerald 
in jail. He told me he needed an address 
to mail me the money that the inmates had 
collected for me and my family. He said the 
money came from the Native Brotherhood.

This gesture from the inmates really moved 
me. They did not even know us and reached out to help us when 
my extended family refused to help. Captain Gary and Nancy 
Shiels and other members of S.A. supplied clothes for him to be 
buried in.

This also touched me very deeply because I am a single parent of 
 ve children and my sister. I had no money for roses. No money 
for a good casket. No money for food. That Christmas was bad 
all around.

I can’t remember the exact day we buried my brother, but I re-
member the events of that day like it was yesterday. We walked 
into the funeral home for the third time that year. Gerald’s card-
board casket was opened. Everyone was allowed to view his 
body.
I walked up to the casket. This was the  rst time I saw him since 
our mother’s funeral, the day before his last birthday. He did not 

THE VPD MURDERED GERALD CHENERYTHE VPD MURDERED GERALD CHENERY
BUT HE WILL NOT BE FORGOTTENBUT HE WILL NOT BE FORGOTTEN

TERESA CHENERY, 
SPOTTED SAGE WOMAN
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look like my baby bro. His face was sunken in. His shirt from S.A. 
was stained from the  uid from his stomach. His arm had a me-
morial tattoo of our mother.

As I stood there looking down at him, I cried my heart out. I 
sobbed and sobbed. There in the casket in front of me was the 
last person on earth that I trusted. He is dead. And never coming 
back. The one person who loved me and accepted me no mat-
ter what I told him, no matter what I did, good or bad. The only 
one left who I could say anything to. He was ripped away from 
me forever.

All the things he wanted to do. He 
wanted a better life. He wanted 
to help me with my children. He 
wanted to teach them to  ght, to 
defend each other. He wanted to 
go up to the Nass to make use of 
our dad’s land. As I stood there 
crying I was thinking of all these 
things he dreamed of doing. I re-
membered Gerald telling me he 
wanted to come home and be 
near us all.

I cried even harder because he 
was brought home in a body 
bag.

He will never get to do the things 
he wanted to. We will never be 
close again. My children will 
never know their uncle. They will 
never put their arms around him 
ever again.

For each of these things my family has suffered through, I hate 
those VPD who were involved.

They were not charged. They will never be charged. These three 
of cers are still working, still getting paid. They received help and 
counseling. My life fell apart. My children are in a home because I 
was not capable at the time of caring for them as a fully function-
ing parent. My youngest sister is living in a home with another 
family member.

I asked the VPD detective for counseling. This never hap-
pened.

The VPD who were involved got a paid leave of absence. Eliza-
beth Clark went east on paid leave, after she participated in the 
slaughter of my brother.

PAID LEAVE! Who gets paid leave after a homicide? The VPD! 
That’s who! Paid leave, while I struggled to get my brother home 
to be near our mother. To bring him to the only place where he 
wanted to be, HOME.

There is so much that is wrong with this. So much injustice. 
For us all there will never be justice. NO JUSTICE! NO PEACE! 
FUCK THE VANCOUVER POLICE! My brother is dead.

They told me they were justi ed. Said he was drunk and high. 
NOT TRUE! My lawyer told me the results of the toxicology re-

port, not drunk, not high. They said Elizabeth shot Gerald in self-
defense, that he stabbed her.

I saw the picture of her “stab wound.” It was a slice on her hand 
like a paper cut. And she had a smile in the picture! No blood. 
My brother died for a paper cut on her hand. They shot him and 
he bled to death all over the place (I saw the blood in the forensic 
pics).

The weapons they found at the scene did not have his blood or 
Elizabeth’s on the knives. These knives were talked about a lot... 
but disappeared like other evidence.

There are lots of things that do 
not add up. He is blind without 
his glasses. This makes me 
understand how crooked the 
police really are. This whole 
thing is one big cover up. All 
the way up the line people 
have lied. Even the coroner 
has evidence he would nev-
er allow to be brought up in 
court.

I feel helpless, weak and lost. 
All I can do is share my story. 
I love my brother, my mother, 
my niece and my nephew. 
I pray for closure. I pray for 
peace. I pray for the truth to 
be heard and told.

I fear justice will never arrive. 
My lawyer has quit on me. I was told I do not have legal stand-
ing. I have an older sister who is in hiding from the VPD. Even the 
family detective tells me not to trust the VPD at all. And I do not 
trust any of them.

Thank you to everyone who has helped me in this last year and 
a half. Thanks to the Native Brotherhood. Thank you to everyone 
who helped bring my brother home to rest. My heart is over ow-
ing with the assistance you have given to my family.

ART: LACY DESJARLAIS, SALTEAUX

HE WANTED A 
BETTER LIFE. HE WANTED 

TO HELP ME WITH MY 
CHILDREN. HE WANTED TO 
TEACH THEM TO FIGHT, TO 

DEFEND EACH 
OTHER... FUCK THE 

VANCOUVER POLICE! 
MY BROTHER IS DEAD.
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JUSTICEJUSTICE

I must admit, I am not a fan of fantasy. While growing up all the 
white kids were into it. My friends of colour and I were into other 
things. The animated  lm The Hobbit was all right but the book 
didn’t capture me; Dungeons and Dragons seemed too freaky; 
and I found that the Final Fantasy video games were boring. 
When Cherokee author Daniel Heath Justice came out with his 
novel Kynship: The Way of Thorn and Thunder in 2005, things 
were different; this was an Indigenous writer writing about Indig-
enous fantasy, and I could relate.

Published by Kegedonce Press of Cape Croker Reserve, 
Kynship is a story of will, honour, and tradition, and how they 
are used to combat colonization. What separates this fantasy 
novel from others is that the main character, Tarsa’deshae—the 
Spearbreaker—is a queer female warrior. Tarsa’deshae, a 
member of the Kyn, is responsible for defending her nation from 
Men who are trying to rob her peoples’ land, the Everland, of its 
resources. Does this sound familiar?

Throughout the novel Justice brings the reader close to home 
through the use of various references to Indigenous ways of life. 
Justice writes of four day fasts, “moon-time” bringing power to 
females (p. 15), “fried dough,” (p. 39), “ ames” from a sacred 
 re bringing “comfort,” (p. 65), the work of Elders (p. 155), 
“corn, beans, squashes… strawberry drink,” (p. 158), and a 
council that meets for seven days to decide the future of the 
Kyn. 

My favorite part of the book was Justice’s teaching on mixed 
blood Indigenous people, which he refers to as “two bloods” 
(p. 162). Young Tarsa’deshae assumes that Garyn, the Grand 

Chief of the Pine Branch Kyn, is non-Indigenous because of his 
light skin. He quickly questions her reference to him as “your 
kind” (p. 161) and corrects her by explaining his background 
(p. 162). Justice says that he included this in the book because 
he wanted to show that “there’s a range of Indigenousness, 
physical as well as philosophical. There’s more than one way to 
look as an Indigenous person.” We don’t all look like Hollywood 
Indians.

My only criticism of the novel is that the seven-day meeting of 
the council at the novel’s end starts and  nishes rather quickly. 
I was left wondering what happened in the middle and would 
have loved to see more of the many interesting characters such 
as the Wyrnach spider folk who attended the meeting. With 
beautiful lines such as “heartbeat of the soil” (p. 21), steamy les-
bian love scenes, exciting  ght images, and colonial characters 
that boil your blood as much as Stephen Harper does, Kynship: 
The Way of Thorn and Thunder, the  rst edition of a trilogy, is a 
must read.      
 
I had the pleasure of speaking with Daniel Justice. Here are 
some of his thoughts.

Why did you write the book?

I had this story that was calling to be told. I wanted to read 
a fantasy novel that spoke to me. There are very few fantasy 
novels that deal with Indigenous issues, and certainly fewer that 
deal with Indigenous issues in a good way. Oftentimes Indig-
enous people are seen as savage tribes and I wanted to see a 
different kind of story, and I  gured I might as well write it.

How long did it take you to write the book?

I’ve been working on it since I was twelve; the characters were 
in my head when I was twelve. Of course I wasn’t writing it the 
whole time, but off and on I’d come back to it, again and again 

NATIVE FANTASY AUTHORNATIVE FANTASY AUTHOR
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and again. It took me about a year to write the draft of the full 
trilogy. It’s been a process since then of revising and breaking it 
into three different books… it’s been a long time coming.

You’re with Kegedonce Press, which is a Native publisher.  
Did you go to other publishers or did you strictly want to 
be with a Native press?

I tried agents  rst… no agents showed any enthusiasm in it. A 
couple of them said, “This sounds interesting, but I don’t know 
how we’d market it.” I really like Kegedonce books; they’re 
beautiful, well-written, well-crafted. I thought I’d send a query 
letter. Kateri, the editor, was incredibly enthusiastic and asked 
for the manuscript. I sent it to her and it’s been a great relation-
ship since then. I wanted to work with people who got it… I 
didn’t want to educate my publisher from the get-go. Having an 
Aboriginal publisher, you start at a higher level of education. 

Is there one particular message that you want this book 
to send across to the audience?

The stories that we hear about the conquest of Native peoples 
are stories that the descendents of the invaders tell themselves 
to justify atrocities and to justify the unjusti able. One big issue 
with this story is this is from the perspective of those who were 
supposedly conquered who never were. They might have been 
militarily defeated. They might have been oppressed, but they 
were never conquered. It’s  a good thing for non-Natives to 
know but also a good thing for us to remember that we are not 
a conquered people—peoples; we never have been.  Conquest 
was intended to be our eradication. We were not destroyed.  
We were changed in some ways. The Indigenous people in my 
novel, in spite of dealing with horri c oppression, they’re not 
conquered because they’re  ghting. And as long as you can 
 ght, as long as you can stand proud of who you are, and not 
listen to erasure rhetoric, you’re not conquered.

Speaking of the attempts to conquer, what are your 
thoughts on the Six Nations land dispute in Caledonia?

What’s depressing and disappointing is how the lessons that 
people should be learning are never learned. I’ve been reading 
some of the newspaper columnists, editorialists, talking about 
this; one editorialist is saying that we need to resolve treaty 
rights. Part of it... he seems really supportive of the Aboriginal 
protestors, and then he said some comment on how every-
body needs to compromise on this, that the Native folks need 
to understand that modern-day treaties are more realistic than 
ancient land claims, or something like that. What I get frustrated 
about… is why do we have to keep compromising? We are 
always the ones who are expected to step up or step back and 
compromise. Well, we’ve been forcibly compromised for hun-
dreds of years, and why should we have to compromise [over] 
injustice that is fundamentally self-evident. If we compromise 
every time we’re complicit; if someone stole something from 
you and then said let’s compromise on that…why? It makes no 
sense! Because the non-Native folks have physical presence 
on the land doesn’t mean [they] have a rightful claim, no matter 
how long they’re on that land. There may be compromises that 
have to be made, but I don’t think those compromises can be 
enforced from settlers. The white population can’t determine the 

nature of that compromise. If there is a compromise it has to be 
one that is a fully engaged process of all participants.

As a mixed blood what do you think of the struggles of 
the Mestizo, mixed blood Indigenous and Spanish Mexi-
cans in the US with the immigration issues, compared to 
current Mohawk struggles and your book Kynship? How 
does this all relate?

It’s very connected. These are long-standing issues. One thing 
that was kind of horrifying to me, I was reading a dissertation 
that came out of the English department this week. The Ph.D. 
candidate was writing about the history of the KKK and talk-
ing about… the early Klan members would… go through black 
communities whipping and beating people as they were patrol-
ling the bounds of the territory. The  rst thing that came to mind 
was the Minute Men at the US/Mexico border. White folks in 
the states who patrol that border supposedly protecting it are 
replicating much of the same rhetoric as the Klan in that pro-
cess. Their concern is deeply rooted in racism. In a lot of ways 
this seems to me a re-Indigenization of the United States. Brown 
folks coming up to reclaim what is theirs… A lot of these people 
coming up from Mexico are Indigenous people, most of them 
are Indigenous people… we’re talking about Indian people com-
ing across that border; an arbitrary border that is militarized and 
enforced by a very imperialistic government… There is some-
thing beautiful about the fact that there is so much protest—that 
there are people who are saying we are not going to be second-
class citizens, that this is our land too… Leslie Marmon Silko’s 
book Almanac of the Dead, I keep thinking about that when I 
hear a lot of this stuff, because it’s about the re-Indigenization 
of the Americas and that process is going to be messy, but it’s 
necessary.          

What would you like to say to Redwire readers in closing?

I think the work that Redwire is doing is really important. There’s 
still too many Aboriginal youths who are not having their voices 
heard and who are not  nding literature that speaks to them. 
One of the beautiful things that Redwire is doing is giving a place 
for that voice to express itself. Wado!
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JERILYNN 
WEBSTER

jb the first lady

Jerilynn is triple threat as 
an emcee, actor and director. 
She is twenty-one years old and 
hails from the Nuxalk and Cayuaga
Nations. She is an advocate for youth voice and 
expression through being involved with her commu-
nity for the last  ve years. Sitting on boards with 
organizations such as the Urban Native Youth As-
sociation (UNYA) and the Urban Multipurpose Ab-
original Youth Council (UMAYC), and developing 
theatre productions with native youth in east Van-
couver, she has helped give a voice to urban ab-
original youth issues. Jerilynn just got back from 
her formal training at the Centre for Indigenous 
Theatre in Toronto. Her performance credits in-
clude The Outsiders, Life is Random, You Think 
You Know But You Don’t, Eastside, The Radio 
Play, Lost One, All my Relationships, Medicine, 
and As You Like It. Her directing credits include 
The Longhouse Dream, The ButterFly Spoken 

Word, You Think You Know But You Don’t, 
and Eastside. JB won the  2006 Greater 

Vancouver Urban Aboriginal Society’s 
youth award.

FUSE, AT THE VANCOUVER ART GALLERY. PHOTOS: ANGE STERRITT, GITXSAN

PHOTO: RAVEN ANN POTSCHKA, HAIDA

see next 
pages for more about FUSE, a Native 

youth performance at the Vancouver Art Gallery, 
curated by Jerilynn webster
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UNDER REVIEW
JB The First Lady: Empower Your Beauty & Style EP

I have to say she’s a very positive, talented, and inspirational woman from the Mo-
hawk & NuXalk Nations; she speaks of making dreams a reality, yeah, yeah!!! This 
album was formed from the life experiences of this young lady. Her album came out 
July 2006. This beautiful singer/rapper/song writer is not ashamed of who she is, 
but is more proud of who she became. Her heart is truly placed in creating music 
and having her voice heard in her album. I also heard JB perform at Aboriginal Day 
2006 at Trout Lake, and let me tell ya she really knows how to keep the crowd 

involved.

FLOW
FLOW

Featuring: Mandy (Shamensut) and 
Marissa (Maykw Cha7em) Nahanee, 

Pulhaneeks, Theresa Point, Herb 
Varley, Shyama-Priya, Carrielynn Vic-
tor, Lindsay Bomberry, Chloe Carline 

Brown, Sean John, Cris Derkson, 
the Front Band, Pidgeon Park Drum 

Group, and Obese Chief. With artwork 
from Sharifah Marsden and Vanessa 

Webster. 

What a fresh energetic experience, 
youth curator Jerrilyn Webster facili-

tated an up-beat medley of traditional 
songs, hip-hop, electronic, and ex-

perimental, music,dance and perfor-
mance. Set design was thoughtfully 

laid-out. Moonscape re ecting,  owing 
fabrics, audience inclusive. Each youth 

that came out to share their work 
brought new surprises. Themes of 

identity, stereotypes, and internalized 
racism got me thinking about youth 

and our peaked interest in expressing 
our perceived placement in the world.  

These peeps are coming up strong 
with genuine inner beauty to share. 

Came in grumpy, craving sunshine 
on rainy january night and I came out 
recharged and inspired. Flow, get out 
there on the road. I bet there is heaps 
of young-uns out there that could use 

a pick-me-up.

Raven Ann Potschka and Marika 
Swan
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HERB VARLEY, NUU CHAH NULTH:

A GROUP OF PERFORMERS RESPONDED TO THE “MYTHS & REALITIES” EXHIBITION AT THE 

VANCOUVER ART GALLERY WITH A POWERFUL FUSION EVENT, CURATED BY JERILYNN 

WEBSTER. HEAR ABOUT IT FROM PARTICIPANTS CRIS DERKSEN AND HERB VARLEY

NNDDNNSS  OONN  DDIISS PLAY

Hello, my name is Herb Varley, from the 
Nuu-chah-nulth nation. I was asked to 
write about my experiences during the 
process of putting the Fuse show togeth-
er. 

For the Fuse show, the auditions started 
in late April, I believe. I  found out about 
the auditions about 45 minutes before 
they started. I went  to the UNYA drop-
in center after work and sat around for a 
while before going to open gym basket-
ball. On my way out I spotted a sign that 
said that  there was open call to artists 
for this show at the art gallery. I was im-
mediately interested and dropped all my 
plans for the night. I borrowed  some bus 
fare off my friend and headed straight for 
the gallery. The  director turned out to be 
my long time friend Jeri-Lyn (JB) Webster. 
I  apologized for being late and told her 
that this was extremely short notice but 
really wanted to be a part of the process. 
A couple of months before I  did a show 
at the Roundhouse Community Center 
called “Flow.” I was originally supposed to 
do three monologues but the week before 
the show one of them got cut. Now it re-
ally sucked at the time but this proved to 
be useful for this audition. Since I couldn’t 
prepare for it in the time I was given I just 
had  to draw on my memory and use the 
Caliban speech from The Tempest that 
got cut. So I did the speech and got ac-
cepted for the show.

This brings us to the  rst day of rehearsal 
which I always  nd exciting. During the 
open circle I got to  nd out what kind of 
artists I was working  with. Amongst us, 
we had a cello player, a pow-wow danc-
er, a west coast dancer, a contemporary 

dancer, two spoken word artists, and me, 
the actor.  After hearing what we were 
working with I knew right away that it was 
going to be a one-of-a-kind experience. 
I was kind of nervous though because it 
was initially hard for me to see my part in 
the performance. One of the main themes 
we got out of our initial discussion was 
that we wanted to smash all the stereo-
types and conventional ideas of what na-
tive art is. We had said that when people 
think of First Nations people they think of 
teepees and totem poles or drunks and 
criminals, and not too much in between. 
So we wanted to make it clear to the 
people that our culture is not static but 
it’s dynamic and constantly evolving. The 
other ideas we got were of reclamation of 
identities and self representation. So all 
we really knew was that we wanted to do 
something really new and exciting.
One thing that was really interesting and 
unique about our process is that every-
thing was done by group consensus. This 
process might have made some of the de-

cisions long and 
hard but it did create equality amongst all 
of the participants. All of our work was a 
true collaboration. Although we did not all 
dance or perform together per se all of our 
work was proposed to the group  rst and 
then the group had a discussion about 
whether or not we should include it or not. 
Even our closing prayer was a collabora-
tion in the truest sense. JB had us do a 
free writing exercise about prayer. We had 
ten minutes to write about what prayer 
meant to us. Our pen was not to leave the 
paper during that time if we couldn’t think 
of anything to write we were to  just repeat 
the word prayer until we thought of some-
thing to write again. After the time was up, 
our group came together and shared what 
we had if we wanted to. It turned out that 
everybody did want to share so after ev-
erybody shared we all donated the piece 
of our individual prayers that we liked the 
most to the group piece. After we selected 
our donations we laid them all out on the 
 oor and decided as a group how to put 

PHOTO: ANGE STERRITT, GITXSAN
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This here is the memoirs of an N8ive cello 
player who got herself wrapped up in a 
project that faced Colonialism as Colonial-
ists, and then invited a bunch of native 
youth to explain it all to the audience.  
“What?” you say... Here it is: The Vancou-
ver Art Gallery decided to bring in a show 
that’s a pretty hot topic in the Art History 
world: the topic of non-native artists 
portraying native art versus Indigenous 
artists… I guess portraying themselves. On 
one side of the third  oor in the Art Gallery, 
artists such as the celebrated West Coast 
artist Emily Carr painted a bunch of paint-
ings that she’s famous for of totems and 
deserted native villages portraying what 
they perceived to be a dying culture. 

On the other side of the room there was 
indigenous work, like Lawrence Paul 
Yuxweluptun’s performance piece with 

the Indian Act, where he took the Indian 
Act to England and shot it with a ri e. It 
was pretty interesting, seeing the clear 
division of the Indigenous room and the 
non-Native room. In the far room, on 
the “Non” side as we liked to call it, was 
what a bunch of photographs, not always 
taken with permission. It was facing the 
savage paradigm head on, the old faces 
haunted us, as our group discussed how 
the photos felt like we were the last of the 
Mohicans or something… the romanti-
cized “lost Indian.”  Also was the “big ‘A’ 
word” as we liked to call it, Appropriation, 
like artist Jack Shalbot and his work using 
recognizable native motifs, or as I heard 
once, “pure unadulterated appropriation.”

So with all this in mind, the mission of our 
group was to come up with a performance 
piece as our response to the topic. Our 
group was made up of eight Indigenous 
youth from all over Canada, and from a 
wide range of nations. We had the movers/
dancers, West Coast, fancy, and contem-
porary; we had an actor, two spoken word 
artists, one cello player, and one adorable 
curator/ facilitator. The process was 
entirely about self-determination; all eight 
of us came to the table an expert in our 
own areas, our beliefs strongly behind us, 
and our respect for our ancestors guiding 
us. Jerilynn Webster, our facilitator, lead us 
into a place where we as a group deter-
mined how the show was going to run. 
Together through compromise and excite-
ment and pure self-determination, we so-
lidi ed the performance. 

Here’s a bit of my diary at the beginning of 
the process:
Day Three of actual processing on the 

project code: NDNs on display or intel-
lectual property or what have you. After 
processing for three days our ideas are 
clearer, voices stronger in unity. Yet at the 
end of the day we still peel back issues 
like a tear-jerking red onion trying to get 
to the core of what is allowed? How to 
reclaim our identity in this institutionalized 
situation? What is appropriation? Cultural 
sensitivity? … When can contemporary 
have a place beside the traditional? And 

how? Then our actor, Herb Varley, spoke 
one of his daily quotes: “Tradition is just 
everyday living until someone tries to take 
it away.”

This kind of gave us perspective as we tried 
to hash out how we wanted to respond to 
the Gallery. For days we discussed what 
we wanted to get across to an audience 
and we came down to four topics of our 
foundation: Reclaiming identity; contem-
porary vs. tradition; breaking down the 
stereotypes; and  nally, NDNs on Display. 
‘Cause basically that’s what the Art 
Gallery wanted us to do… and still wants 
us to do: be on display, perhaps to legiti-
mize what they were bringing up. So from 
there in, that’s what we were, NDNs on 

Display, and we were proud of that fact. 
“Hey Victor, what’s worse than an Indian 
on TV? Indians watching Indians on TV.” 
–from Smoke Signals, 1998

The Art Gallery never actually printed out 
NDNS on Display anywhere, or approved 
of our stance on the topic, but we were 
allowed to speak whatever we wanted 
without the institutionalized censorship. 
Expectantly enough, our group got 

“HEY VICTOR, WHAT’S 
WORSE THAN AN INDIAN ON 

TV? ...INDIANS WATCHING 
INDIANS ON TV.” –- &. S/o0e S1gna+s, 1998

NDNS ON DIS PPLLAAYY

CRIS DERKSEN, CREE:

PHOTO: RAVEN ANN POTSCHKA, HAIDA

it together in a way that was cohesive and 
made sense. All of this made the work en-
vironment a good one and made it impos-
sible for any one to get big headed, which 
happens in a show sometimes.

After a couple of months of work we came 
up with a really unique and indescribable 
show. All that was left was to go out to the 
public and show them our piece. The night 
of the show was really intense because we 
did back to back to back shows. But the 
audience took it well and laughter was 
shared, tears were shed and knowledge 
was learned. The people enjoyed the 
show and the artists enjoyed sharing their 
gifts with the people in attendance. Which 
when you get right down to it that’s what 
art and theatre is all about. So all in all, 
looking back at the whole experience, it 
was just like the show: fun, unique, intense 
at times, and educational.

This is Herb Varley signing off. It was fun. 
All my relations.
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The San Francisco Peaks is a mountain range located in Northern 
Arizona and holy to nations such as the Dineh (Navajo), Hopi, Apache, 
and others. The peaks are sacred to over 13 tribes and for the youth 
of these nations. Currently, there is a ski resort located on the San 
Francisco Peaks shamefully named Arizona Snowbowl. They do not 
know the meaning of respect.

There is an on-going battle to stop Snowbowl from expanding its 
resort. The ski resort is also using reclaimed waste water to make 
arti cial snow on this holy and sacred mountain.

We as youth are shunned to voice our opinions on our culture. We 
must speak up against this offense and unite the youth together.

If we join as one with our community and stand up to  ght this act of 
genocide we can help our brothers and sisters to  ght for our beliefs 
and religions. With truth in our soul and revolution in our hearts we are 
going to stop Snowbowl… We are the Youth of the Peaks.

myspace.com/youthofthepeaks  savethepeaks.org/youth 
       savethepeaks.org

www.redwiremag.com
READ THE MAGAZINE ARCHIVES. LISTEN TO THE CD’S. GET IN TOUCH. 

censored quite a bit. Did you know the 
Vancouver Art Gallery, built in 1931, was 
built to be the Vancouver Court House? 
Still today, there is a door on the east 
side of the building stating that it was 
the “Land Registry Door.” We wanted 
to open the door and have the people 
going to the FUSE night at the Gallery 
enter through the Land registry door. 
We were going to make up a sheet 
of paper for them, written in Coast 
Salish, stating that they were going to 
give away their SUV’s and their condos 
or houses to the rightful protectors of 
the land… Just to give the audience a 
glimpse of what that felt like, to sign a 
paper in a language that they can not 
read giving away their land…. “Too 
many legalities to opening the door,” 
the Gallery said.

Another censorship by the Gallery was 
where we were allowed to perform… 
ONLY ON THE NON-NATIVE SIDE!!!! 
We were shocked, “Are you for real??” 
Always getting pushed off our land, eh? 
But our group bit the bullet and decided 
to perform in the center between the 
Indigenous side of the room and the 
NON-side.

Our performance encapsulated all of 
our groups underground themes into 

a show that ran for about  fty minutes. 
Standing on display on plinths we 
lived out the idea of NDN’s on Display, 
dressed in our regalia respectful to each 
of our nations we began. Everything we 
did had a carefully thought-out reason 
behind it, like addressing stereotypes 
with doing Shakespeare in the RED 
changing words to Romeo’s speech to 
a speech of being banished from the 
land. A contemporary  “Dead Animal 
Spirit” who arose and danced as a spirit 
being quenched of life; she represent-
ed the loss of our land, our culture, and 
our pride with the early days of colonial-
ism addressing the issues of reclaim-
ing identity; we are not a dying culture. 
The use of a Cello, a traditional Colonial 
instrument, combined with Pow Wow 
music and dancers, breaking down the 
stereotypes of indigenous people while 
facing contemporary and traditional 
ideas head on. It was a powerful ex-
perience to be in the majestic rotunda 
of the VAG, as young indigenous folk 
performing our experience with every 
ounce of spirit we had. Portraying to 
the Art Gallery that we are indeed NOT 
a dying culture, and we have come a 
long way from  fty years ago, when we 
would never have been allowed to be in 
the room, expressing our thoughts in a 
manner that is truly ours.

NDNS, continued:

up cheer. The fat executive shamefully 
walked off stage and was never to be 
seen again. Someone from the crowd, 
quite possibly the same courageous 
person inquired, “Is that Elgar?” The 
name swept throughout the throng in 
an instant. 

“It is. It is. He is our Saviour. Our forgot-
ten son.” The townsfolk were over-
whelmed with euphoria. Elgar’s identity 
was revealed to his former comrades. 
They honored him and celebrated 
his triumphant return. Town advisors 
coordinated a celebratory event that 
was scheduled to take place the fol-
lowing day. Their plan was to leave the 
giant vacuum where it lay and erect a 
statue of Elgar standing in a victorious 
pose atop it. That night Elgar was given 
the special treatment that he felt was 
obligated to him. He knew that this was 
still not the place for him. His mission 
had been accomplished and Elgar had 
become too wise to stick around and 
watch it dwindle away. In the morning it 
was discovered that Elgar had disap-
peared. Once and for all he left behind 
his quaint hometown… and never 
looked back.

SOMEBODY ELSE’S PROBLEM
(continued from page 33) 
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We are NAM, Native Alaskan Movement. I was looking through 
your “Volume 8, Issue 3, March 2006 Urbanization!” issue. I 
absolutely loved it!! This would be so incredibly helpful and vi-
tal for our youth here in Anchorage and the villages to be able 
to read and understand what’s going on around them. 

Seeing how this could inspire the youth all over and in the 
city to live, think, understand and do things differently than 
to become bored or experimenting with drugs and alcohol. 
It would indeed provide also some sort of outlet for them to 
speak their minds and hearts.

We have a website if you’d like to take a look. It is www.akna-
tivemovement.org. We also have another .org which is www.
revolutionaryurbannatives.org. We are doing everything from 
the ground up and out of our own pockets, but this ANM is 
snowballing. We are getting people in leadership positions, 
resources, helpers, people willing to let us use a place for 
open mics or meetings. We also invited a group of elders to 
be with us so that we are as traditional and focused as pos-
sible while we grow. 

We believe that if we are to come together as ONE, which is a 
vision, to inform OUR native communities, we need to restore 
ALL our brother and sister nations. In this our peoples will be 
able to have purpose, strength, honor and hope, and become 
more self-determined, without the intervention of the govern-
ment of either Canada or the United States, who do NOT hold 
our interests and never have for more than 500 years. 

This is an attempt to begin what you have done to perfection. 
We want to bring Alaskan native youth the voices and hearts 
of other youth and people as they break through the norms 
speaking their minds and hearts. Essentially, being free in this 
manner. If you could contribute or let us know what to do 
to be able to spread this magazine and word of it we would 
greatly appreciate it.

In the Spirit of Crazy Horse,
Michael Meshell

Tech/Coordinator

Native Alaskan Native Alaskan 
   Movement   Movement
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Whats the difference between a white guy praying in 
church and a white guy praying in an Indian casino? 

The one in the casino is sincere.

Indian Message To The Moon 
 
When NASA was preparing for the Apollo project, 
they did some astronaut training on a Navajo Indian 
reservation.  One day, a Navajo elder and his son 
were herding sheep and came across the space crew.  
The old man, who spoke only Navajo, asked a question 
which his son translated.  “What are these guys in the big suits doing?” 
 
A member of the crew said they were practicing for their trip to the moon.  The old man got all excited 
and asked if he could send a message to the moon with the astronauts.  Recognizing a promotional oppor-
tunity for the spin-doctors, the NASA folks found a tape recorder.  
 
After the old man recorded his message, they asked the son to translate it.  He refused.  So the NASA 
reps brought the tape to the reservation where the rest of the tribe listened and laughed but refused to 
translate the elder’s message to the moon.  
 
Finally, the NASA crew called in an official government translator.  He reported that the moon message 
said, “Watch out for these guys; they have come to steal your land.”
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Name:_______________________________________________________________________Age:_____________

Organization:__________________________________________________________________________________
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Fax:____________________________Email:________________________________________________________

Website:______________________________________________________________________________________

Nation(s):_____________________________________________________________________________________

Or $15/year (4 issues). Nonprofits: contact us for subscription prices. 
Redwire Magazine, PO Box 2042, Station Main Terminal, Vancouver BC, V6B 3R6. 

Phone: 604-602-7226 Fax: 604-602-7276  info@redwiremag.com. 

 What do you enjoy the most about Redwire?

 What kinds of topics do you  nd interesting to read in Redwire?

 Do you  nd the health-related articles relevant to you?

 What other issues would you like to see covered in Redwire?

 Any other suggestions for us?

Please include FIVE THINGS YOU HATE ABOUT REDWIRE but write them on your own fricken paper and then send it all to: 
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GET HEARD
NOT HERDED

¤  SURVIVAL SCHOOLS, IMMERSION SCHOOLS

¤  SETTING UP CAMPS TO RE-OCCUPY YOUR LAND

¤  REVIVING YOUR PEOPLE’S WARRIOR SOCIETY

¤  EDUCATING, ORGANIZING & MOBILIZING

¤  REVIVING YOUR PEOPLE’S LANGUAGE, TRADITIONS

¤  LIVING OFF THE LAND (IN OR OUT OF THE CITIES)

¤  TURNING YOUR POETRY INTO MUSIC

¤  MAKING A LIVING FROM ARTWORK AND WRITING

¤  STARTING YOUR OWN MEDIA (MAGAZINES, 

   RADIO, FILM)

¤  SELF-DETERMINATION, TAKING CONTROL 

   OF YOUR LIFE!

REDWIRE’S DO-IT-YOURSELF 

(DIY) ISSUE DROPS WINTER 2006. 

SUBMISSION DEADLINE: OCTOBER 5TH. 

SEND DIY-THEMED ART, WRITINGS, 

PHOTOS, COVER IDEAS, PROJECT 

INSTRUCTIONS, WHATEVER!

SEND WRITINGS TO 

DUSTIN@REDWIREMAG.COM

SEND ART & PHOTOS (300 DPI) TO 

TAYLOR@REDWIREMAG.COM 

REDWIRE DOES NOT GUARANTEE 

PUBLICATION OF ALL SUBMISSIONS

WHAT’S GOING ON 

IN YOUR COMMUNITY?
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   “EAGLE DANCER”
    ALANO EDZERZA
    TAHLTAN

arts  culture  media  resistance


