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COVER ART Josue Bustos, Purepecha, “Jaguar Warrior”
The jaguareté played an important role in the culture and 
religion of Pre-Columbian Mesoamerica.  For the Aztecs 
(Mexica) warriors of battle, for the Maya high ranks amongst 
the people, and for the Olmecs, the jaguar was a supernatural 
force interconnected with man. Though I do not physically wear 
the Jaguar, I spiritually reside closely with its mythology, its 
place of origins, and the people it shared the land with.  You 
could say that I am wearing its meaning and where the meaning 
came from as to never forget.

contributors

contents

Riel Manywounds, Tsuu T’ina, “Fencesitter,” church in Oaxaca
When the PFP (State Federal Preventative Police) entered the town 
of Oaxaca to repress the Popular Assembly of the People of Oaxaca 
(APPO)’s movement, the churches raised white flags in symbolism of 
surrender and neutrality.  
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Here is our offering, the ‘Religion vs. Spirituality’ issue. This is one that 
we’re sure will stir up some restless spirits among Alugyiget/Stelmexw/
Quu’as/Onkwehonwe (Indigenous people, Original peoples).

Religion was the ultimate weapon of the colonizer. Preying upon weak-
ened nations decimated by disease, churches and missionaries sought 
power and control over the ‘Infidel’ through deceit and division. But alas, 
many nations maintained their spiritual knowledge, and some still carry on 
their sacred ceremonies.

In the old Ts’imksi’yen culture, fasting and purification were necessary 
prerequisites to success in warfare or hunting, and in potlatching or 
attaining naxnox, supernatural powers. Bathing, temporary abstinence 
from women, and drinking of w’ooms (Devil’s Club) juice were necessary 
ritualistic preparations for success in important pursuits.

As part of their early training, boys were required to take a dip in the salt 
water every morning. The maternal uncle supervised this training of his 
nephews. When they came out they were switched with boughs and given 
hot gawatsi (oolachen grease) to drink. The bathing and switching made 
them strong so that they could endure pain and hardship without flinch-
ing. The gawitsi made them strong so that they would be afflicted with 
no impediment and, should they capsize, they could stand the cold water 
for a long time. Only boys knew about their specific spiritual knowledge 
pertaining to themselves, and it was the same for girls regarding spiritual 
self-knowledge and specific ceremonies. Boy knowledge, girl knowledge. 

The Hlagyigyet, the ancestors, believed that the spirit of the white man 

could enter their children’s minds and spirits, in the same way that the 
watsa (the land otter) influenced people, and cause them to act like white 
people. Today, this is also known as brainwashing and as assimilation. 
Throughout tribal ways along the northwest coast, the influence of ‘mi-
watsa was protected against, just as we can today protect against and resist 
assimilation into what some call ‘white society.’ Of course that seems 
‘old-fashioned,’ as there are bigger threats in this modern world as we well 
know. But there are solutions as well.

Those of us very well familiar with the kind and gentle grandmothers who 
go to church, yet possess vast wealth boxes of knowledge, understand the 
complexity and irony in this situation. This is where we can learn from 
past and existing movements that have incorporated ‘Liberation Theol-
ogy’ among the faithful religious believers. 

Liberation theology was used successfully among the Zapatista revolu-
tionaries, the EZLN Zapatista National Liberation Army in the mountains 
of the Mexican southeast. Liberation theology emphasizes the need to mix 
the eternal with the spiritually present, making a closer connection to God 
and/or higher powers. 

This practicality gets straight to the point rather than just waiting around 
gambling whether you go up and down on some holy snakes and ladders. 
I’m kidding... kinda...

Liberation theology also looks at how God and Jesus are dynamic beings 
who intervene on behalf of the poor and downtrodden, and stand against 
oppression and exploitation, thus, the saying: ‘to know God is to do jus-
tice’ (Gutierrez). Jesus Christ is looked upon not as just a savior, but also, 
Liberator of the Oppressed. 

While I’m not cheerleading Liberation Theology as some big answer to 
everything-to-go-run-outside-right-now-and-yell-around-and-smack-a-
healing-slap-on-your-pal’s-forehead, Liberation Theology could be of 
use to heavily Christianized communities looking to take justice into their 
own hands and stand up against oppression. 
 

People believe in whatever they want. But at the end of the day, as Alugy-
iget (indigenous in any of your languages), one has to look at how one’s 
beliefs are in tune with the family, community, and nation considering 
modern social conditions and acknowledging and attacking the root cause 
of colonized weakness.

On a quest for unity and strength, we hope that our brothers and sisters 
of our nations return to the root of our original teachings and live a life of 
dignity on our feet, not on our knees. 

dustin di waayu ada gisbutwada di pt’eexgu ada gitlachnugwen’aks ada 
gitkxaahla ada ts’imksi’yen di waatgit. Liidisks’n. Wake up, wake up!

3

DUSTIN JOHNSON, EDITOR
Gispwudwada - Blackfish (“Killer Whale”) 
Clan, Gitkxaahla / Lach hlgu Alaams, 
Ts’m’sxyen (Tsimshian) Nation
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Greetings reader of Redwire Magazine.

You’re probably as choked as I am when you see 
the youth on the streets during the late nights ei-
ther high on something, drunk out of their minds, 
slinging, or hookin on the streets. What really got 
me writting this is seeing the Native American 
youth on the streets doing these things. On and 
off the rez I’m seeing TOO MUCH things that 
shouldn’t be happening. We’re doing things that 
were NEVER in our culture. We’re drinking alco-
hol, doing drugs, smoking cigarettes, gambleing 
and so forth.

I try and live a life that’s intensly traditional. I quit 
the drugs and alcohol. I never had a gambling 
problem. I quit smoking cigz too. My family and 
REAL friends are happy for me. Whence you quit 
these addictions, you’ll find out who your REAL 
friends are and the family that you want to sur-
round yourself with. Don’t loose hope, you’ll find 
new and better friends in your walk of
life. Experiencing being a full time student in 
Fashion Design, I’ve met plenty of new friends. 
Professionaly modeling, I’ve experienced the ups 
and downs of that industry as well.

I’m apart of InspirationALL Talent & Modeling 
Group, INC. based in Vacouver, British Colum-
bia. They only represent models that live positive 
lifestyles. I’m apart of EPIC the movement, Green-
peace Canada, and The 2-spirited people of the 1st 
Nations. I’m also spiritually and culturally strong. 
I’m also religious. Yes you may see me in the night 
life, but I’m not being bad. I just go to dance and 
have nice and clean f un. What I see my brothers 
and sisters doing is what bothers my soul.

On the rez I see people getting taken advantage of 
when they’re passed out. I see the drug dealers. I 
see children having children. The youngest I see 
was a 12 year old mother. The youngest I hard of 
was an 11 year old mother. I’m still hearing about 
child melestation and sexual abuse. I’m still seeing 
my
sisters getting beat on by my brothers, or some-
times vice-versa. I’m still seeing my fellow youth 
putting their education last, and partying first.

Off the rez I see my brothers at Dufferins (Seymour 
@ Smithe) selling their body for drugs, money, or 
alcohol. Elsewhere I see my sisters strippin for 
a pay cheque. I see the Aboriginal homeless on 
the streets. I see my brothers and sisters walkin 
around with black eyes and bruises. Why does this 
all bother me?

It especially bothers me when it comes to my peo-
ple. Every First Nations person has a spirit. If you 
do things that aren’t natural to it, it messes it up. 
Whether it’s the things I mensioned, or sending 
out negative energy, having multiple sex partners, 
keeping yourself from friends and family, restrict-
ing your culture involvement, or anything that 
your spirit never did before this
life time, is not healthy. There are some things 
that can’t go back to normal, but there are alot that 
can.

We just have to try harder. It’s only as hard as you 
make it. For myself, being Coast Salish, and Red-
wire being in the Coast Salish Territory, I’m only 
worried about my area temporarly. With my analy-
sis, due to the smokehouse aka longhouse ceremo-
nies, it shouldn’t be that hard because we’re close 
in that life. In my perspective, I’d rather focus on 
the Coast Salish Territory, then
work on the rest of Native America, then the world. 
I’d like to start from the source. The youth drive 
the market. Our children are sacred. If we don’t 
stand up now, when do we stand up?

Yours In Friendship,
BRYAN JOE JR

Twowihwuluq - Cowichan Tribes member. www.
myspace.com/bryanjoe

Promo Model www.epicthemovement.org
Promo Model www.greenpeace.ca

Member www.2spirits.com
Music Marketing Promoter www.rapsurerisin.

com

My name is James D.H. Raven, I am writing to you 
from Kent Maximum Security Institution (G.P). 
I am writing to you to let you know that Redwire  
is very informative to me. Well, since your maga-
zine is free and all to Native youth and Inmates, I 
was hoping you would be able to hook me up with 
some Redwire goodness. I was also hoping you 
could put my letter in your “Letters From Prison” 
column, because I am looking for correspondence 
from anybody out there in Indian country.

I feel that it is important that I tell you a little about 
myself without turning it into a verbal diarrhea ses-
sion. I am a Cree man from Frog Lake, Alberta, 
36 years of age. I was sentenced to four years for 
armed robbery. I currently have just about two 
years in. I was put up for adoption the day I was 
born. Lived in foster homes and group homes, a 
couple of adoptions failed by the time I was four. I 
was fortunate enough to get adopted by a Non-na-
tive family, oddly enough, with the last name Ra-
ven. I spent too many years out there attempting 

to be somebody I wasn’t. I was told at a young age 
it was bad to be Indian. So, I did everything in my 
power to not be Indian. I always kept my hair short, 
stayed away from anything Indian, because I was 
ashamed. I was ashamed because of what I learned 
about Indian people growing up. 

I’ve struggled all my life with drug and alcohol 
problems, and everything that goes with it, jail, 
disease (H.I.V.), loss of a relationship with myself 
and others, and a marriage, employment, and the 
list goes on.

I remember the first time I attempted anything 
Indian I was in Oakalla in 1988. This Indian guy 
comes up and says “Do you want to go to do a 
smudge?” I had no idea what the hell he was talk-
ing about but he said there would be free smokes, 
so I immediately said “Where do I sign up?” I got 
there and I was so nervous, because I had no idea 
what to expect. Anyways, I came through my first 
Sweetgrass ceremony unscathed. That was my first 
contact with my culture.

I remember I was attempting A.A. in ‘89, and any-
body who knows anything about A.A. knows it is 
recommended you are supposed to get a sponsor. 
Well, my first sponsor didn’t work out so well be-
cause he said “Don’t call me, I’ll call you.” Any-
ways, I decided to find another sponsor. This awe-
some dude that the creator put in my path really 
helped me with my A.A. walk. Your sponsor is the 
person you go to with your day-to-day struggles in 
your newfound sobriety.

Anyways, my sponsor and myself were going to his 
place to have coffee and visit. At this point in my 
sobriety he knew a lot about me. So, as we were 
walking through the downtown eastside he said to 
me, “James, you know what you are?” I thought 
he was going to bestow me with a personal com-
pliment about how nicely I am progressing in my 
newfound sobriety.

Well, I was truly surprised when he said, “James, 
you are an apple: red on the outside and white on 
the inside.” I laughed, because I did not under-
stand what he was trying to tell me. But, when he 
explained it to me, I immediately got mad and fired 
him as my sponsor and had a shitty remainder of 
the day.

That man made me want to learn who I truly am, 
and who my people are. My life has changed since 
that day. I know my mother is no longer with us. 
I know my people are strong and proud people. 
Yes, I still struggle with drug and alcohol issues. 
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In our last issue, Vol. 9 Issue 2:

The author of “My Grandmother Eleanor Kaikaka” is Eleanor 
Kaikaka the Second, not the Third. We apologize for the mistake.

We also apologize for incorrectly listing Ray Desjarlais and Gladys 
Radek as contributors.CORRECTIO

NS

I don’t feel the need to abuse drugs and alcohol 
anymore. I am not cured by any means. I now ask 
the creator to help take away the urge to use. But 
I can truly say I am proud to be Cree, and I am 
proud to come from strong and proud people. I 
want to learn about my ways. I’ve been a part of 
ceremonies, but I want to learn more.

The point of my story is that I would like to see 
Indian children stay with Indian people. That way 
when they get older they don’t have to sit and 
wonder who their people are, or even who they 
are for that matter. It still brings a tear to my eye 
sometimes when I attend a pow-wow and the tiny 
tots come out and I see them dance. 

So, if there is anybody out there wondering who 
they are or where they come from, I could share 
with you what it is I did to find out who my people 
are. Now, don’t get me wrong, those people that 
adopted me had the best of intentions.

I must say in closing that I hold my hands up in 
respect to those people that open their homes and 
lives to any young child out there that is without a 
family. I always do my best to remember to pray 
for those children and young adults that don’t 
know who they are or their people are and that the 
creator will guide them back to their people. All 
too many times, I have come across native people 
in my walk and they don’t know where they are 
from, or even what kind of Indian they are. I wel-
come all to respond.

May the Creator always keep  your path clear, 
and continue to bless your nearest and dearest to 
heart.

All My Relations,
JAMES D.H. RAVEN

C/o Kent Max Institution
P.O. Box 2000

Agassiz BC, V0M 1A0

I totally enjoyed your magazine. I’m a “mixed 
blood” (Half Breed), I’m Kwagiulth and Ital-
ian, I’m from Namgis First Nations, Alert 
Bay, BC. I’m 28 years old and I’m doing time 
because of my own stupidity, and of course 
drugs and booze. I’m on the right path now 
finally but I’ve still got a few years to fine tune 
everything. I must say though that there are 
many challenges on the red road.

Well anyways, many thanks.
RON MILJURE

Hey what’s up I would like to say you NDN’s 
have got the best magazine out there for our 
youth. I read the magazine every time we get 
it in our institutional library here. 

My name is Hunter Harcus. I’m 25 years 

old. I’m Cree & Ojibiwa. I am originally from the 
prairies, but I grew up and lived in East VAn. I am 
an ex-gangmember and have been in the federal 
system for five years and ten months. My sentence 
ends February 2008. Now in this time of me being 
inside I choose a different life. My journey now is 
a life-long journey in following a ceremonial way 
of life and a code of conduct. But it saddens me to 
see so many of my people incarcerated and the in-
justices that happen. We all have to stand up and 
fight for our rights and take back what was stolen 
from us 500 years ago, cause I would lay down my 
own life to take back what is ours as Indigenous 
peoples.

Take care, stand tall and be proud.
Much Respect,
Hunger Harcus
F.P.S. 681669-D
Mountain Inst.

Hi! My name is Willy Wycotte. I’m a 23 year old 
proud Native, serving time at Kent Maximum Se-
curity Prison here in Agassiz, BC. I’m from the 
Shuswap nation all the way from Williams Lake, 
BC.

I was just reading Redwire Magazine 
for the first time and there’s a lot of 
interesting stuff in there. A lot 
of things I could  relate to, 
and I also like the stories. 

I would also like to learn a little more about the 
west coast teachings and their ways of healing, 
something that I’ve been slowly working on and 
have taken more interest in while being incarcer-
ated.

Oh yeah, and if there’s any ladies out there that are 
interested in meeting a good looking respectful 
young man, then feel free to write me. I’m a long 
ways from home and I could use the company.

I lift weights on a daily basis and I’m a born and 
raised hockey player, made a few mistakes and 
now I’m learning from them.

I’m looking forward to reading more of Redwire 
Magazine in the future. So until next time, keep it 
real and stay strong.

Respectfully yours,
WILLY WYCOTTE

Kent Max
Box 2000

Agassiz, BC
V0M 1A0

www.redwiremag.comwww.redwiremag.com
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Murdered Women’s Stories Go Untold
The gruesome details of the Robert Pickton murder trial have been unfold-
ing in the national media with the focus on the pig farmer’s delusional 
mindstate and disgusting methods of body disposal. Pickton has been in the 
spotlight for over five years now and is currently charged with the first degree 
murders of Sereena Abotsway, Mona Wilson, Andrea Joesbury, Brenda 
Wolfe, Georgina Papin and Marnie Frey. He is also charged with the murder 
of twenty more women, but those cases will be heard in the future.

The media has been focusing on Pickton’s taped confession, in which an 
undercover officer was put into Pickton’s cell to get information from him.  
In the confession Pickton claims that he “got sloppy” and that he wanted “to 
do one more, make it an even fifty.” These quotes dominated headlines and 
helped glorify this serial killer, which Pickton revealed he was happy about.

Little attention has been given to the murder victims, many of whom were 
of Native descent. Many of the women worked in the sex trade and were ad-
dicts, so their deaths were deemed “inconsequential.” In a past murder trial 
in Regina, two white men were accused of murdering Pamela George, an 
Anishinabe woman, who was working “as a prostitute.” The defense argued 
that her “risky” profession made her partly responsible for her own death, 
and the judge agreed that the jury should take this into consideration.

These women “were mothers and aunties,” daughters and granddaughters, 
not just statistics whose lives were unworthy. It is the media’s job to tell these 
women’s stories. They are already discriminated against by the police force 
and the judicial system, and the media is one of the only places to give these 
women a voice. 

(See also Annual Women’s Memorial March, p. 8)

Three Treaties Reach Final Phase
The Lheidli T’enneh, the Maa-nulth, and the Tsawwassen Band are all enter-
ing the sixth and final step in signing a final agreement in the modern-day 
treaty process. The settlements are land-, cash- and natural resource-based, 
and basically mirror the Nisga’a Treaty that was signed in the ‘90s.  The 

B.C. treaty process is very controversial with Natives and Non Natives alike.  
The real winners in this legal ordeal are the Non Native lawyers, advisors, 
negotiators, and bureaucrats etc. who will continually profit as the process 
moves at a snail’s pace. 

Signing into these agreements with colonial governments carries conse-
quences that will last forever. All land that will be “gained” in the treaty 
process will become “fee simple,” meaning it can be sold off in the future.  
No Nation will ever “gain” land in a treaty, by signing they are only agreeing 
to give up a large part of their traditional territory. With regards to the cash 
settlements, much of it will be used to pay back the enormous legal costs of 
negotiating a treaty deal. “Aboriginal Title and Rights” are also surrendered 
as a part of the treaty. Surrendering these rights opens the floodgates to big 
business and government to continue the pillage of our resources.  

We must ask the question, what will be gained by participating in the 
modern treaty process? A form of self-government is gained, but the powers 
are that of the municipal level. More access to resources is “granted,” but 
as Aboriginal People we reserve the inherent right to hunt, trap, and fish in 
our territories; this cannot and should not be gained in any treaty deal. If 
these treaties are signed under the current conditions, it will only lead to the 
assimilation of our People, further spirals into poverty, loss of traditional 
land base, and increased capitalistic exploitation of our sacred Indigenous 
lands and waters. It should make us extremely cautious that Big Business 
and Government are eagerly anticipating signing these agreements with us.  
They are not known to look out for our well being.

(See also The BC Treaty Process, or 198 Ways to Re-Package the White 
Paper, by Mike Krebs, p. 33)

Elder Harriet Nahanee Jailed for
Defending Land
Pacheedaht elder Harriet Nahanee was sentenced to fourteen days in jail for 
“disobeying a B.C. Supreme Court injunction” to keep away from the 
Eagleridge Bluff protest site. Nahanee, who married into the Squamish 
Nation, had joined the protest against the new multi-lane 2010 Olympic 
highway that is causing irreversible environmental damage.

At an earlier protest in April, Nahanee held a copy of the Royal Proclamation 
and stated, “The government has no jurisdiction in our territory.” She is one 
of a growing number of Squamish People who do not agree with the deals 
their Nation has made in order to benefit from the 2010 Olympics. 

Her arrest is an embarrassing display of colonial justice. “Madam Justice 
Brown” chose Mrs. Nahanee as an example because she was one of the 
loudest and firmest voices of dissent. Sixteen other protesters were given 
fines but no jail time. It is clear that this sentence is a warning to other Native 
People who will exercise their right to protest and question authority.  

These are a few quotes from an interview with Harriet Nahanee in July 1995:

We survived for 50,000 years under a chief who looked after all his 
people, or her people, depending on where you lived. Everything was con-
sidered: environment, the people, everything. They had a beautiful system 
and it was a good life until Europeans came. Their idea was to civilize us 
and make us Christians; actually it was a process to take us away from the 
land. I’d like to ask all the people out there to reclaim their culture--practice 
it, teach the children, and let’s reclaim our backbone, our culture and put 
some pride in our children.

Harriet Nahanee’s words and actions are strong and she has proven that 
she is willing to sacrifice her freedom to defend sacred land and traditional 6

Candlelight vigil held on December 21st, 2006, to remember the 500 women 
missing in Canada. Aaron Mercredi photo.

Compiled by Bracken Hanuse Corlett, Wuikinuxv/Klahoose
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knowledge.  We need more People like her in our struggle for respect, self-
determination and the sustainability of Indigenous lands.

For more info contact: 
Marni Norwich
marni@inkcatmedia.com
604.450.5326
(1995 interview) http://sisis.nativeweb.org/sov/allnahan.html

The Artificial Border : Becoming a 
Real Pain in the Ass for Natives
Recent legislation by the US government requires passports from all people 
flying to the USA from Canada. The Department of Homeland Security also 
hopes to implement this rule for land and sea crossings as well. Many Native 
People who live along this “imaginary line” believe it to be exactly that: an 
artificial construct invented by the colonial Nations known as Canada and 
the United States of America. This colonial invention, meant to divide our 
People, has not been recognized because many Nations have family that live 
on both sides; also this line has only been there for 200+ years, only serving 
to divide our People. From coast to coast you will see that there are Coast 
Salish, Syilx (Okanagan), Ojibwe, Blackfeet, Mohawk and other Peoples who 
lived, loved, traded, and traveled on either side of the so-called “49th Paral-
lel,” and continue to do so in the present day.

One of the most vocal Nations against this new legislation are the Mohawks, 
whose territory spans both sides of the border. They feel that it is their ances-
tral right to travel freely on their land ,unfettered by colonial policy. The Jay 
Treaty of 1794 (which is a colonial construct between Britain and the USA) 
recognizes the right of Native People to travel freely on both sides of the 

border. This law is still 
recognized by the United 
States. Many Mohawk feel 
that carrying a Canadian 
passport is not an option, 
because they do not 
identify themselves as 
being Canadian and they 
will continue travelling as 
they have with no regard 
for the border.

Other options besides 
passports have been 
mentioned as well, such 

as universal status cards that will contain the all of the holder’s information.  
Many feel that allowing this to happen will be a critical step in acknowledging 
the border’s existence. No matter how hard the governments make it, Indig-
enous People will continue to travel across all borders with the knowledge 
that the land is the same, it is just occupied by different colonial regimes.  

Palestinians Dress Like Indians 
in Peaceful Protest
US Secretary of State Condoleezza Rice was greeted by over 100 Palestin-
ians peacefully protesting Israeli policy, on her latest visit to discuss the 
“Roadmap to Peace.”  The protest was part of a campaign to end Israeli 
checkpoints and roadblocks. The group, calling themselves “Palestinians 
for Peace, Dialogue and Equality,” are critical of the Israeli government and 
the USA’s role in the “peace process.” The group plans “30 days of action” 
against the military checkpoints and other restrictions imposed on their daily 
lives. Palestinians are hindered from moving about freely to workplaces, 

health facilities, and their own orchards and farms.

Some members of the protest dressed like “Indians,” wearing Hollywood 
style headdresses and buckskins. While not culturally accurate, this was 
done to reflect the struggle that the Palestinians are currently going through, 
comparing it to the colonization of North America by invading Europeans.
One of the signs at the protest read, “The Indian wars are not over, Ms. Rice, 
We are still here too.”  Many parallels can be drawn between the Palestinian 
and Native struggle in North America. The protesters donned the “regalia” 
of Native Americans to juxtapose the extermination agenda that occurred in 
the USA, with the violent encroachment of Israeli settlers and their military.  
The military checkpoints are also similar to the reserve pass system, which 
was still in place very recently in some parts of North America.

Historically and presently, the USA has been aligned with the Israeli cause 
and has provided their military with weapons used to kill Palestinian civilians.  
Often Palestinians are vilified in Western media as crazed suicide bombers, 
but this protest demonstrates that there are people willing to take a stand 
against the broken record Colonial policy of foreigners in a peaceful way as 
well.

Anglican Church Appoints First 
National Indigenous Bishop!
The Anglican Church of Canada has appointed a new Bishop to spread the 
word of the bible to Native People across the country, specifically in its most 
“remote locales.” Mark L. Macdonald, who is of mixed European and Native 
ancestry, will fly around the country visiting the “225 Indigenous Anglican 
Communities” in efforts to build a new relationship with Native People who 
may be “open-minded” to letting some Jesus into their life.

The Anglican Church does not have a good track record with Native People 
in this country. The Church was heavily involved in the implementation and 
running of residential schools and there have been “thousands of claims of 
physical and sexual abuse” leveled against the people who supervised and 
worked for these schools. This new appointment is the church’s way of deal-
ing with the “shame felt by Anglicans for the treatment of native children” 
at these schools. Macdonald went so far as calling it “the fruit of our elders’ 
dreams,” and felt his appointment was groundbreaking because the “church 
is acknowledging, recognizing the indigenous constituents of the Anglican 
Church of Canada.”  

Six Nations blockade. Michael Jacko photo.

Palestinians and activists held a peaceful protest at Huwwara Checkpoint near 
Nablus in the southern part of the West Bank, dressed like Native Americans to 
send a message to visiting US Secretary of State Condoleezza Rice.

(continued next page)
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To the discerning eye this seems like just another way of forcing a foreign 
religion on people who have their own spiritual practices. This is the same 
old religion that has caused so much carnage and despair in Aboriginal Peo-
ple’s lives across the continent. Bishop Macdonald is convinced that this is a 
new step, “not just a political agenda but a spiritual holistic agenda for native 
people.” He has stated that the church will adapt to Native People’s cultural 
needs, noting that he’ll have to employ “very nimble and variable strategies.”  
It remains to be seen whether this new appointment is the opening up of a 
new respectful dialogue with Native People or just another way of sugar coat-
ing the church’s mission to Christianize Indigenous People (again).

OAXACA: REPORT on HUMAN RIGHTS
This is a brief summary of an 18-page report that has recently been writ-
ten on the state of human rights in Oaxaca, Mexico. Located in Southern 
Mexico, Oaxaca has 3.5 million residents with 70% of those identifying 
themselves as “Indigena,” or Indigenous. Oaxaca is “the second poorest 
state in Mexico” and as a result “150,000 people” migrate elsewhere in 
search of work. 

Oaxaca has been governed by the corrupt Institutional Revolutionary 
Party (PRI). Media outlets, social movements and NGO’s who have tried to 
stand up to this regime have been met with severe punishment. The report 
recounts numerous first-hand accounts of  “beatings, psychological and 
physical abuse, intimidation, disappearances, killings and attempted murder 
perpetrated by the municipal, state and federal preventive police forces.” A 
previous report has stated that “20 people had been killed, 370 injured and 

349 imprisoned.” One of the activists who was interviewed said, “We are 
engaged in a peaceful resistance. It is hard to resist this level of attack, but 
the people of Oaxaca have done so. Please take away with you this face of 
Oaxaca.”

The interviewers were shocked and saddened by some of the retellings of 
flagrant human rights abuses. They went on to demand that the Mexican and 
Oaxacan governments resolve the crisis by releasing all political prisoners, 
put an end to “physical and psychological violence and intimidation by all 
police, start an investigation into abuses, and bring about a resolution to the 
conflict that involves no further acts of repression.”

INDIGENOUS ENCOUNTER ON COLUMBUS DAY
Zapatista Subcomandante Marcos has announced that on October 12th of 
2007, an “Indigenous Encuentro” (“encounter;” meeting or gathering) 
will take place in Baja California. October 12th is Columbus Day and this 
day was chosen to say that “after 515 years, they neither conquered nor 
discovered us. We still continue to exist here.” Baja California is home to 
thousands of “Triqis and Mixtecos” who are original inhabitants of Oaxaca. 
The Federal Government considers these People “immigrants,” even though 
they have traveled this land since time immemorial.

For more info: info@rightsaction.org

(See also “Mexico City and the small town of San Salvador, Atenco,” a 
report back from Redwire  staff member Riel Manywounds, about her one-
month trip to Mexico, part I of III, p. 43)

Here are some pics from the 16th Annual Women’ s March. This 
year’s theme was “Their Spirits Live Within Us” and even though 
it was pissing rain, tons of people came with umbrellas and gum-
boots to remember the women who have passed on while 
struggling in the downtown eastside. In the midst of a community 
in shock from the gory details of the Pickton trial, it was extra 
meaningful for us all to come together and support the families 
whose wounds have been reopened with all the extra publicity. 
While mourning, speakers urged us to remember that there are 
so many more women who are right now being forced into the sex 
trade and drug addiction as a way of survival. We must question 
a system that criminalizes our most vulnerable mothers, sisters, 
and daughters and then lets their abusers free. 

There are many strong women in our community who are 
organizing their own ways of protecting our women. Contact the 
Downtown Eastside Women’s Centre for opportunities to get 
involved.

-Redwire Staff
(See also “Murdered Women’s Stories Go Untold,” p. 6)

FEBRUARY 14TH, 2007: 16TH ANNUAL WOMEN’S MEMORIAL MARCH 
Honouring the 500 murdered and missing women in Canada

Photos: Tania Willard, Secwepemc
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Native Youth Movement Interna-
tional Statement

“THE INDIAN WARS ARE NOT 
OVER”

February 13, 2007, unsurrendered 
Squamish Territory (Vancouver, 
BC) - Three Native Warriors were 
targeted and arrested yesterday 
during a protest against the 2010 
Winter Olympic Games, planned to 
take place in Vancouver/Whistler, 
KKKanada.  NYM Warrior Tselletk-
we, of the Secwepemc Nation, Gord 
Hill of the Kwakwaka’wakw Nation, 
and Lynn Highway of the Anish-
nabe Nation and the Indigenous 

Resistance Organizing Committee 
(IROC), were hauled away by the 
Vancouver Police, who are notori-
ous for police terrorism they inflict 
on Indigenous Peoples.

The Vancouver Olympic Organiz-
ing Committee and the Vancouver 
Board of Trade (businessmen) were 
celebrating the unveiling of a “three-
year countdown clock” in the down-
town business district in Vancouver, 
marking exactly three years until the 
Olympic Games invade Indigenous 
Territories here in Vancouver, BC.  
Just as their festivities were to be-
gin, one Native Warrior stormed the 
stage and took over the microphone, 

yelling “F*#! the Olympics,” until 
he was captured by Vancouver police 
and rushed off stage.

Native People from across BC par-
ticipated in this rally along with 
non-natives from the Anti-Poverty 
Committee, who are protesting the 
gentrification of their neighbor-
hood and the eviction of hundreds 
from low-income housing in the 
downtown eastside. A total of seven 
protesters were arrested during this 
Anti-Olympic protest.

NYM Warrior Tselletkwe made a 
statement upon her release, stating 
“Our land is not for Sale, we are still 
at war with KKKanada, we have never 
surrendered our land. We want the 
whole World to know not to come to 
our country and to boycott KKKana-
da and the 2010 Olympic Games. 
Tourism is not welcome here.”

This is not the first time Natives 
have been arrested protesting the 
2010 Winter Olympics. Pacheed-
aht, Nuuchahnulth Elder Harriet 
Nahanee was arrested and sentenced 
to fourteen days in jail for protest-
ing the expansion and development 

of the Sea-to-Sky Highway, lead-
ing from Vancouver to Whistler, 
in preparation to the 2010 Winter 
Olympic Games. The destruction of 
Indigenous Territories and Sacred 
Sites must be stopped.

NYM spokespeople stated in re-
sponse to the arrests: “Human and 
Indigenous Rights violations here 
in KKKanada must stop. The gov-
ernments and corporations con-
tinue to drive our People from our 
homelands and destroy our food and 
medicine-harvesting areas and basic 
necessities to survive our traditional, 
ancestral way of life.  The Olympics 
is a global event and it will take the 
global community to awaken their 
conscience to boycott this 17-day 
event.”

For more information or to join the 
Anti-Olympic Coalition contact:
Native Youth Movement 
nymcommunications@hotmail.com
(604) 682-3269 ext. 7845
or
Warrior Publications
Warrior-Publications@hotmail.
com

5(;0=,�@6<;/�46=,4,5;�>(99069:
;(9.,;,+��(99,:;,+�(;

ANTI-OLYMPIC PROTEST IN VANCOUVER BC

Photo below: Kanahus, Secwepemc; top, Riel Manywounds, Tsuu Tina/Nak’azdli
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Waban-Aki: 
People from Where the Sun Rises

Dir. Alanis Obomsawin. 2006. NFB. 104 mins. 

What do you say about a film that follows a prolific filmmaking career 
about the Director’s home community? Especially when the number 
of films she’s made exceeds the number of years I’ve been alive? I 
could probably write a book about what I appreciate about Waban-
Aki: People from Where the Sun Rises by Odanak filmmaker, Alanis 
Obomsawin. Here’s a condensed version.

Waban-Aki is a beautiful basket that weaves stories of home into a 
container big enough to hold every intricacy of life and history. The more ten-
sion between the strands, the more resilient it becomes. Here is a story about 
the houses built in the old days from selling Grandmothers’ and sometimes 
Grandfathers’ handmade baskets. Here is another about families as healthy, 
whole entities. And another about a young canoe maker trying to piece to-
gether his sanity as well as his family’s traditions after generations of displace-
ment. Another saying her favourite part of being Abenaki is about being and 
sharing together. And the numerous families divided along gendered lines 
by colonial policy - and resistance for the continuance of future generations. 
Waban-Aki: People from Where the Sun Rises builds quickly, the stories pil-
ing tightly onto one another in a dazzling elaboration of mirth.
Obomsawin intertwines stories with tender clarity so that the sounds of Home 

resonate long after the film has stopped playing. When she presented Wa-
ban-Aki at the Vancouver International Film Festival in 2006 she shared that 
sound is where her films begin - they are rooted in oral histories, after all. I’ve 
watched it six times in three months and each time I hear something new that 
sets me learning in a new direction. The success of this film is not just that it 
represents the Odanak reserve, the Abenaki Nation and the Waban-aki Con-
federacy with love, but also that it is a hopeful reminder for all our relations 
to return home to reconnect with what is healthy, what is creative and what is 
powerful about our Indigeneity. 

Louis Esme Cruz is a two-spirit, Mi’kmaq artist, husband and uncle who 
lives on Coast Salish Territories.

“Sedze”
Leela Gilday ‘Sedze’ Leela Gilday’s new cd compiled in col-

laboration with the talent of Jason Burnstick, 
the sweet voice of Okalani Leblanc, James 
Forrest on upright bass, and Juli Steernson 
on percussion is a wonderful combination 
of soulful tunes and seamless playing. Leela 
sings from a deep place in her heart and when I 
listen to her music I feel the strength of some-
one who expresses her emotions without fear. 
I find that when you are lucky enough to come 
across people who are sincere and open with 
their feelings you are given the freedom to re-
flect into your own heart. Jason is always a treat 
to watch and listen to with a wide repertoire of 
acoustic guitar and mandolin. I have only been 
exposed to Leela Gilday recently but her new 
CD holds one of those places in my collection 
where sometimes you just gotta listen to some 
Leela.

Marika Swan, Tla-o-qui-aht, Nuu-chah-nulth

Alanis Obomsawin. Photo credit: Andre Gill, copyright 2005 NFB. All rights reserved.
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METH
A Headlines Theatre Production
Director: David Diamond
www.headlinestheatre.com

I went and saw Meth at the Japanese Hall in Vancouver, in December 
2006. Headlines Theatre put the project together, but Meth was created 
and casted by some talented people who have struggled with meth addic-
tion, including several Native actors, youth and adults.

Meth, which is now touring towns all over BC, is an example of “forum 
theatre.” The play is performed once first, and the second time around, 
audience members can stick up their hands to stop the action and take 
the role of any character they like. They can change lines and behaviour 
but are expected, and reminded if necessary, to stay in character. The 
characters are shaped by the actors’ experiences but no character is based 
on any actor. 

In Meth, the cast and the audience can explore different ideas about deal-
ing with addiction, with the experienced insight of people who have been 

addicted to meth. The cast can draw on their experiences to portray their 
character. The play is designed to present difficult questions and explore 
solutions and ideas. It can be triggering for some people, and there is an 
addictions counsellor on site, available to anyone in the cast or audience.

I appreciate how the play values the experiences of people who have used 
meth, and approaches addiction as “a health issue, not a justice issue.” 
Headlines says, “While the Meth issue is of immediate urgency, true pre-
vention comes from an investigation of the human factors that lead people 
into addictive relationships with drugs... While the theatre expertise may 
be coming from outside the community, the knowledge that the theatre 
process unlocks resides in the community itself.” 

Headlines has also put together community-based productions on gangs, 
Native rights, the refugee community, family violence in First Nations 
homes, safe sex, bullying, language reclamation and youth/police inter-
action. 

Taylor Omelak, Eskimo

“Sisterhood,” Sharifah Marsden, Ojibway/Micmac

Today I was feeling depressed
Because of constantly being oppressed
So I came home and smudged and prayed
From darkness and hate my spirit saved
I remembered our ways of balance and healing
My heart soared with gratefulness I was feeling
The drum was remembered in my beating heart
From the land my spirit will never part
Ever changing, living, and being
Gain truth and knowledge through seeing
Trust the creator to pull through
I know now what I must do
Always be thankful, respectful, and humble
Now I can catch myself when I stumble

NDN 
Faith

SANDRA LAMOUCHE, CREE
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hrough Indigenous struggle, 
it becomes essential to look 
at the weapons used in colo-
nization. On the flip side, de-
colonization is really about 
humanization. There are dif-

ferent weapons of political exploitation through 
reducing the leaders to puppets or the disenfran-
chising of the economic land base and resources. 
It might be evident that the religious and spiritual 
aspect of ways of life were also targeted, but many 
different motives existed behind those attacks. 
With the policies of the Indian Act, or displace-
ment through reservations, the institution of the 
Christian religion became the strongest form of 
“civilizing” (cough) of Indigenous populations. 
It was through the use of written word, and sup-
posedly ‘divine right’ supremacy, that the white 
(hu)man felt self-justified in creating the “other” 
history (the other being the history that is not 
known, but is true). This false foreign history was 
chiefly used by the man for fear, corruption and 
dehumanization. This is also known as the Holy 
Christian Bible, written by “the god” himself, to 
the man, in a land in a far, far away place.

To understand the bible, it must be assumed that 
it is all open to interpretation of the implicit text 

(similar to mainstream media). Here we have 
the Douay-Rheims Version, from the Catho-
lic Church, where the religion of Christianity 
emanated (remembering the idea that religions 
are man-made). If it’s the literal Truth, or some 
allegory used to convey values, principles and 
morals, it did create a society to manifest itself 
in oppression of more than one “other” people. 
Although it’s ironic that a religion created hope, 
power and faith in an originally oppressed group 
of people, it became a way for the oppressed to 
oppress billions of other people throughout his-
tory. It became one of the most genocidal books 
in history. Taking into account that there are 
many interpretations, with many translations, 
with different histories, and how this tool is used 
to create a culture that are very different from that 
of Indigenous people (but with similarities). The 
book can be related to stories of salvation, and 
judgment, and many different values. The main 
important factor of these foreign values is how 
some of them in practice, show how people learn 
from religions and this book, in a form that which 
is different from our own Indigenous principles. 
Salvation, redemption, sin, confession are all for-
eign values. My proof can be found in the Indig-
enous languages. And in the quest for self-deter-
mination, righteousness, and decolonization, it is 

T
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instrumental in studying this fiction for it’s history 
of psychological hegemony over our Indigenous 
spirits. It’s imperative to understand being Indig-
enous and having the posterity, achieve the clos-
est way of life in our lifetime to that of which our 
ancestors walked. For decolonization is not about 
trying to re-live the past, but taking those tools for 
future generations.

These scriptures don’t convey the same morals, 
values, principles of our Indigenous heritage. Our 
histories don’t talk about worshipping the land, 
the sea, the laws that we live within, but the Bible 
would have to believe in dominion, colonization, 
and imperialism; “Increase and multiply, and fill 
the earth, and subdue it, and rule over the fishes 
of the sea, and the fowls of the air, and all living 
creatures that move upon the earth.” For it is the 
one true religion, and all other religions are wrong. 
And according to the book, our people were all sin-
ners, before we even knew we we’re sinners. The 
Christians appeared and asked: “Are these things 
going to hell, even if they’ve never heard of Jesus 
Christ, the Lord, and savior?” Our “mythologi-
cal” beings are rendered as evil and wicked crea-
tures, yet our beliefs are sacred and spiritual. And 
although there is a modern tendency to meld for-
eigner beliefs with that of our history, they funda-
mentally clash. Where the Holy Book gets wrong 
is everything about our history. Before Adam and 
Eve, we we’re transformed from the Wolf, Bear, 
Thunderbird peoples. The histories that belong to 
us, that make us, illustrate a life that is mentioned 
no where in this book. So as a divine fax from god, 
it comes off as an imitation of the spiritual force 
our people have understood for thousands of win-
ters prior to Jesus Christ’s supposed death on the 
cross, for a sin we never committed. In the end, our 
true deliverance comes from the insurgency of our 
way of life, the Indigenous stelmexw, xwelmexw, 
bakwam, quu’as, alloogigyet, onkwehonweh, (In-
digenous) way of life.

The Holy Christian Bible, by a few white European 
men, doesn’t serve as a true conduit for our exis-
tence in this life. This is what we all do ask though: 
“Why are we here?” But after reading this book it 
uncovers how our spirituality would prevail. Except 
that religion never could nor did it ever cede our 
spiritual existence with our ancestors, our gods, 
and our way of life. We can then see how religions 
are man-made, but spirituality is a power we can 
only narrowly understand and decipher. There is 
an argument that our civilizations evolve, that they 
grow into something more. Except our cultures 

didn’t just evolve into individualistic, capitalist, 
resource-wasting, polluting, megalomaniac-tic, 
narcissistic, false-god-worshipping culture; it was 
raped by an individualistic, capitalist, resource-
wasting, polluting, megalomaniac-tic, narcissistic, 
false-god-worshipping culture. 

Although faux faith for Indigenous, the Bible’s fun-
damental default is not the preachy attitude, nor its 
imperialist blueprint, but our historical investiga-
tion for our Indigenous revolution. The book was 
the weapon, and it has had far-reaching effects. But 
when we talk about community healing, cultural 
revival, nation building, or resistance movement, 
this book has been the strongest tool for coloni-
zation because it is embedded in our self. It is not 
about reading the ‘good book,’ but hearing the 
great histories of our peoples. The protocols, the 
traditions, the beliefs, and philosophies that can all 
still be achieved. And if we don’t have those, nor 
our languages, then we cease to be Indigenous.

Kneel Before Your God Babylon!

1:28. And God blessed them, saying:  Increase and 
multiply, and fill the earth, and subdue it, and rule 
over the fishes of the sea, and the fowls of the air, 
and all living creatures that move upon the earth.

2:19. And the Lord God having formed out of the 
ground all the beasts of the earth, and all the fowls 
of the air, brought them to Adam to see what he 
would call them: for whatsoever Adam called any 
living creature the same is its name.

2:22. And the Lord God built the rib which he 
took from Adam into a woman: and brought her 
to Adam.

6:4. Now giants were upon the earth in those days.  
For after the sons of God went in to the daughters 
of men, and they brought forth children, these are 
the mighty men of old, men of renown.

9:7. But increase you and multiply, and go upon 
the earth and fill it.

22:13. I am Alpha and Omega, the First and the 
Last, the Beginning and the End.

Wa’a! No wonder this religion produced the “civi-
lization” we know today.
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Wáa sá i yatee aan Yatxu saani? How are you 
Noble People of this land?  Kaaxutgeich yóo 
xat duwasáakw.  I am Kaaxutgeich.  Tlingit 
áyá xat.  I am of the Tlingit Tribe.  Yaakwdáat 
Kwáan áyá xat.  I am from the Land Where The 
Canoes Rest.  Yéil naax xat sitee.  I am a Raven.  
Ginéix Kwáan áyá xat.  I am from the Copper 
River Clan.  Tiskw’ Hit dax.  My family is the 
Owl House.  Six Nations yádee áyá xat.  I am 
the child of the Six Nations People.  L’uknax.
ádi dutchxun áyá xat.  I am the grandchild of 
the Coho Salmon Clan.  Ax léelk’w Chooshaa 
yóo duwasáakw.  My grandmother is Elaine 
Abraham.  Ax léelk’w Woochjaxueash yóo du-
wasáakw.  My grandfather is George Ramos.  
Ax léelk’w haas Teikweidí Yanyaneash yóo 
duwasáakw.  My grandfather is Olaf Abraham 
of the Brown Bear Clan.  Ax léelk’w haas Six 
Nations Thayendenaga yóo duwasáakw.  I am 
a descendent of Joseph Brant of the Six Na-
tions.

This is a traditional Tlingit introduction.  The 
Tlingit language is one of the most complex 
languages in the world. There are two dozen 
sounds in Tlingit not in the English alphabet 
and three sounds not found in any language on 
Earth.  To quote the Karl Kerenyi in Dionysus: 
“The interdependence of thought and speech 
makes it clear that languages are not so much 
a means of expressing truth that has already 
been established, but are a means of discover-
ing truth that was previously unknown. Their 
diversity is a diversity not of sounds and signs 
but of ways of looking at the world.”

This was one of the principles of the Sapir-
Whorf hypothesis. The Sapir-Whorf hypthe-
sis was the work of linguist Edward Sapir and 
his student Benjamin Whorf. The basic idea of 
the hypothesis is that language and thought or 
perception are the same things.

The Tlingit Language is dying. There are less 
than 200 fluent speakers left and most are 

elders. If culture is defined by thought, and 
thought is shaped by language then the Tlingit 
culture is going to die.

Many concepts can only be understood in Tlin-
git. Even songs do not have the same meaning 
or depth in English. Our culture cannot be 
translated into English because the true mean-
ings are “lost in translation.”

To truly save our culture we need to save the 
perception of being Tlingit.

One of the biggest factors that has given me my 
Tlingit perception was attending the Sealaska 
Latseen Leadership Camp in Juneau. Latseen 
means “strength” in English but in Tlingit it 
means much more. The Latseen Camp taught 
me a lot about both my culture and myself. It 
is a 10-day camp that teaches Alaska Native 
youth leadership, self-esteem, and respect 
though learning and taking part in Tlingit Cul-
ture.

It was an amazing experience for me to dedi-
cate myself to saving my heritage. My town, 
Yakutat, is well known in southeast Alaska for 
its strong cultural roots. Many other towns and 
villages have not as been as lucky as us since 
European contact. I was inspired by meeting 
so many other kids that were as dedicated as I 
am. The camp gave me hope that we can save 
as much of our culture as possible.
 
The feelings and emotions I experienced at 
Latseen can’t be expressed in any English 
words that I know because they were true Tlin-
git feelings. My culture defines my character 
and the way I choose to live my life. I am Tlin-
git forever.

In closing, I wanted to share an example of 
Tlingit speech by my clan grandfather A.P. 
Johnson. It was recorded in Sitka 35 years 
ago.

Lingit ayu yei yana keich
Yee eedei xak kwa taan
Kaa yoo xatangi heen yix ku nagut yax ya tee
K’exaa teen
Heen wanx oo wa x’agi xaat ayu
Du k’exaa ayi a kat axeilhaashch
Cha yoo kaawahayi xaat
Du eenx nasteech
Yei awe yatee
Kaa yoo x’atangi
Cha yoo
Kaawahayi
Yoo x’atangi du eenx nasteech

A person will often say
I am going to speak to you
Public speaking
Is like a man walking up along a river
With a gaff hook
He lets his gaff hook drift
Over a salmon swimming at the edge of the 
river
When he hooks on it, the salmon way over 
there
Becomes one with him
This is the way oratory is
Even speech delivered at a distance
Becomes one with someone
This is the way oratory is
Even speech delivered at a distance
Becomes one with someone

Yei awe yatee
Kaa yoo x’atangi
Cha yoo
Kaawahayi
Yoo x’atangi du eenx nasteech

KAAXUTGEICH, KAI MONTURE

The Sapir-Whorf Hypothesis. Last Updated 10-14-2006. Wikipedia. Visited 10-16-2006 <http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sapir_Whorf
MLA Formatting and Style Guide. The Owl At Purdue. Visited 10-16-2006 <http://owl.english.purdue.edu/owl/resource/557/01/>

“In The Light Of Reverence.” Writ. Jessica Abbe. Produced and Dir. Christopher McLeod. PBS. 2002. DVD. Christopher McLeod/Earth Island Institute, 2002.
Sealaska Heritage Foundation. Edited by Nora Marks Dauenhauer & Richard Dauenhauer. Haa Tuwenaagu Yis, for Healing Our Spirit: Tlingit Oratory. Seattle & London. University of Washington Press, 1990

TLINGIT 
LANGUAGE,  
TLINGIT 
STRENGTH
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To truly save our cultureTo truly save our culturetruly save our culturTo truly save our culture

we need to savewe need to save

the perception of being Tlingitthe perception of being Tlingitthe perception of being Tlingithe perception of being Tlingithe perception of being Tlingit

TLINGIT 
YOO X’ATÁNGI,

TLINGIT
LATSEEN

Top: Kai Monture. Above: Chris Standing. See Chris’s article, “Decolonize Our Ceremonies,” in Redwire’s special health insert this issue.Top: Kai Monture. Above: Chris Standing. See Chris’s article, “Decolonize Our Ceremonies,” in Redwire’s special health insert this issue.
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When the “civilized” Europeans arrived on Turtle Island, among them were 
the Puritan Pilgrims, a christian sub-cult. These treacherous, murderous 
dogs decided to make “treaties” with the Indigenous Peoples of the area. 
When they finally had enough forces to wipe them out, they used guns, 
smallpox, and other diseases. The survivors were kept as slaves. Of course, 
the christians celebrated their success, giving thanks and glory to God and 
Jesus. 

Well now, that is not exactly right. Let’s start again,  because this is how it 
really went down. 

The christians in Europe were busy inflicting religious persecution against 
each other, as well as being threatened with death by the ruling elites of the 
time. Desperately seeking a trouble-free place, they attempted to settle in 
the Netherlands, which did not work out. They decided that the “new world” 
was the best bet, because it was an empty land with no people and they were 
people “without a land.” 

Taking up immediate residence upon their arrival, the colonists established 
diplomatic relations with the Wampanoag and other tribes, who had been 
decimated previously by settlers who had arrived earlier. The Wampanoag 
also faced hostilities from other tribes, so their coalition with the colonists 
brought freedom and peace to the “new world.” 

As more and more Europeans arrived, they needed more living room. Like 
all Indigenous Peoples of Turtle Island, the Wampanoag had no system of 
land ownership and property rights. Their world had no need of electric 
dams, pancake houses, real estate offices, or variable-rate mortgages. Fol-
lowing the dictates of their religions, the christians used various “cures” to 
eliminate the “defective savages”. This allowed them to “buy and own” the 

land, and Indigenous Peoples became the “property” of the colonists. 

Resisting the continuing theft of their lands by the judeo-christian “civiliza-
tion”, the Indigenous Peoples of Turtle Island became engaged in acts of 
terrorism. Some of these terrorists committed suicide missions to murder 
the “innocent” colonizers. They hated the European freedoms, and they 
were all cults of death. Their irrational resistance was due to their “savage 
mumbo-jumbo” that celebrated the extermination of their enemies, as well 
as their use of locoweed, peyote, or other “satanic drugs.” 

The Natives hated the freedoms and life-styles of the colonists and no longer 
greeted them as liberators, with red carpets, flowers, and hugs. Military ac-
tions against the natives had to continue because they were a terrorist threat 
to all of Europe. These terrorists were armed with bows, arrows, and other 
weapons of mass destruction. 

The colonists claimed the right to act in self-defense and began a war of pre-
emptive strikes to exterminate the terrorists and the societies that created 
them. If you were not with them, you were against them. 

The colonial government promised peace and protection to those Natives 
who accepted their “peace” terms, and then given the “choice” of alterna-
tive living arrangements. The colonists were beside themselves with glee 
because they had just given the gift of democracy to the Indians. 

Today the colonial descendants celebrate their thanks-taking holiday to pay 
tribute and honour to the memory of their colonial ancestors, as well as the 
invaluable assistance they lovingly and unselfishly provided in giving the 
“noble savages” eternal life through christianity and jesus. 

Now, pass the Buffalo roast.
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A Tale of Colonial 
  Thankstaking

“Wolves,” Carrielynn Victor, Cheam

We do not inherit Mother 

Earth from our ancestors, we 

borrow her from our children.

CRAZY HORSE

SABRINA HEIBERG
TSILHQOT’IN NATION

As individual fingers we can 

easily be broken, but all 

together we make a mighty fist.

SITTING BULL

HOW TURTLE ISLAND WAS STOLEN
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Educate yourself and others. Make connections. Share ideas.

email info@redwiremag.com

Sick of opening your email only to find forwards 
advertising get rich quick schemes and viagra?

Sign up to the 
Redwire Listserv

and stay up to date on arts opportunities, 
daily news, activism and much more. 

Sophia is my great, great Grandmother. Around 50 years ago So-
phia was talking to one of my auntie’s about when she was a little 
girl. Now I think Sophia was 67 years old but no one knows for 
sure. She said when she was a girl that they lived in teepees and 
also how her dad was a great provider. They never had clothes just 
hide. They never had cups, spoons, or forks. Everything was from 
the land. Knives were made from moose ribs, roots were made for 
fishing nets and I think they made bowls out of birch bark and ca-
noes from birch bark as well. My late dad knew how to make them 
as well. Nothing was modern cause Sophia remembers this when 
she was a little girl. 

Then one day the white man came over (bonlie) was the name 
they used. Although there were a few names that Dene people 
used for white man, bonlie was the old one they used al over the 
north. When the bonlie had brought food it was no good, because 
it tasted funny they didn’t like it. In the winter before they showed 
up with sox they used rabbit fur cause everything was made from 
fur like beaver, caribou, rabbit, martin, and squirrel. It was easy 
to sew however she never mentioned moose. They never worried 
about cavities because there was no sugar. Then slowly the white 
man brought food and they didn’t even like their tea, but Sophia 
said she liked the sugar. 

For marriage, the not so lazy woman would make caribou hide. 
There were no priests or chiefs. We had leaders to marry the 
couples together. For colours we would use cranberries, leaves 
and blueberries, but for yellow I’m not sure. I assume they used 
dandelions. Red clay was used for soap and caribou fat was used 
for sores and medicine. Tee pees were made from moose and cari-
bou hide. 

My auntie said she used to go with Sophia for long walks after 
the ice was gone and follow the caribou north through Fondulac, 
which is in northwestern Saskatchewan. They used to smash only 
certain parts of caribou bones for grease like the knees, elbows 
and ribs. They were also boiled for hours. For bags they would use 
the womb or the bag that a baby is carried in, inside the mother 
before she was hunted and killed. When they washed their hide it 
would harden up, so they used caribou brains to soften it up. They 
used every part of the animal. Nothing was ever wasted. For pam-
pers there was certain moss, and toilet paper as well or else leaves. 
I imagine maybe pieces of hide and for their teeth believe it or not 
they used charcoal and ashes. 

So, that’s all the in formation I got from my auntie. You can image 
what it was like and it is possible to live that way today. Even in 
the dirty 30’s it never affected Natives because we all lived off the 
land. Sophia never mentioned anything at all about diseases, be-
cause the only physical pain they had was giving birth. Even when 
they got hurt they had medicines and herbs.

Gran 
 Sophia

H O R S EH O R S E
c r e e / d e n ec r e e / d e n e
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In this mural project coordinated by staff from Knowledge-
able Aboriginal Youth Association,  the artists set out to 
redefine the United Nations’ Eight Millenium Goals from 
an indigenous youth perspective. 

The UN’s goals are: 
1) Eradicate extreme poverty and hunger. 
2) Achieve universal primary education. 
3) Promote gender equality and empower women. 
4) Reduce child mortality. 
5) Improve maternal health. 
6) Combat HIV/AIDS, malaria and other diseases. 
7) Ensure environmental sustainability. 
8) Develop a global partnership for development

The mural was displayed at Canada Place during the 
World Urban Forum, Vancouver 2006. The mural was 50 
ft. long and 6 ft .high and was done in acrylic, collage, 
and spraypaint. Sharifah Marsden and Lindsay Bomberry 
coordinated the project.

Artist Mentors 
Janice Toulouse and Jerry White-
head Helped to create the overall vision and as-
sisted in painting and helping the images to flow 
together. “Creating within the group is a tradition-
al way of working for Aboriginal people. It brings 
us together in sharing and the work becomes a 
spiritual message.” - Janice
“You’re always learning as an artist. Here we 
learned from each other, as people and as artists. 
This was a wonderful experience in meeting new 
friends, sharing new ideas and working out the dif-
ferences. It was amazing how we all came together 
at the end and produced a beautiful piece of art.” 
- Jerry

 
Youth Artists

Mathew Anton Eric Nordli 
Dene, Ukrainian, Norwegian, and Swedish. 
“When I discovered partying, graffiti and surreal-
ism, I wound up skipping school to go to a youth 
art studio in Gastown run by Brenda Carr where 
I learned more about the process of painting & 

drawing and it opened me up to graphic arts and 
more graffiti... I have been participating in, facili-
tating and mentoring graffiti programs for the city, 
and exploring opportunities at the KAYA art stu-
dio. My mural is about the poverty and hunger that 
I see every day and night in the downtown eastside, 
specifically outside of a soup kitchen late at night 
or early in the morning.”

Raven Ann Potschka 
Haida, Irish, Scottish, and Métis. Raven enjoys 
beading and taking photographs of family, friends, 
musicians, and animals in nature. She chose wom-
en’s equality and gender issues as her mural topic. 
“I feel that there isn’t enough media exposure on 
Native women’s issues, and it is time to stand up 
together to bring to light the injustices our girls 
and women face and start treating all native peo-
ple with respect. I wanted to represent the strong 
power that women hold within them and their con-
nection to the natural world through our ancestors 
and the land.”

Andrew Mark Dexel, or En paa uk 
Niakapmux. Andrew is a youth artist who works 
with traditional ideas with contemporary meth-
ods. He has created connection in our community 
through his many arts pieces, including the KAYA 
logo, and contributed artwork to Blood Lines 
Magazine. “I love to create art and focus on pro-
ducing contemporary and innovative pieces. My 
aim is to be unique and I enjoy composing images 
that I have never seen before.” 

Lea Toulouse 
Ojibway, French. “The combination of AIDS and 
other diseases is the topic of my circle. With the 
collaboration of Liggy Nelson, we tried to bring 
awareness about HIV through art. The eye rep-
resents the Indigenous Youth’s clear vision of the 
disease that infected so many. It is about accepting 
the reality of AIDS and combating it.”

Sean John 
Sto:lo, Cree/Ojibway. Sean’s influences in his life 
are his family, friends, and culture; through his 
performance and artwork, he captures the spiritual 
world, while balancing the form of contemporary 

styles. His painting represents the fifth of the eight 
millennium goals: to improve maternal health. 
The image includes three mountains, the sun rep-
resenting the “sunny child,” and babies’ entities 
reaching for the top. The colours represent the 
four scared directions and the healing colours.
 

Nikky Ermineskin 
Cree. Nikky is a music producer who expresses 
her creativity through visual and musical arts. Ex-
perimenting with fine arts from the age of five, she 
has used a variety of mediums: watercolour, pas-
tels, chalks and acrylics. Nikky’s style integrates 
the use of stencil work and is alive with colour, and 
guided by spirituality, energy and emotions. Her 
element within the mural is the eighth millenium 
goal. “My image represents developing a global 
partnership when ALL Nations stand united as 
one. This gives hope, a light at the end of the tun-
nel. The tepee represents First Nations spirituality 
and housing.”

Natasha Slack 
Bio Not Available

Kaya staff 
project 
coordinators

Sharifah Marsden 
Ojibway/Micmac. With unique style and versatil-
ity, Sharifah Marsden introduces a traditional and 
contemporary journey through animation, fash-
ion, beadwork, sculpting, acrylic and watercolor 
mediums. “I consider myself an artist and teacher, 
but will always be a student. My mother, a fine art-
ist reminds me that it is important to incorporate 
culture, style and life experience within my work 
so that identity, culture and personal style remain 
intact.”

 Lindsay Bomberry 
Onondaga of Six Nations. Lindsay’s work as an 
artist has broadened into performance from her 
explorations into a range of artistic outlets includ-
ing film, sound art/music, visual arts, writing and 
the healing arts. Lindsay has begun her journey 
towards becoming a traditional hereditary clan 
mother and works to integrate her many strengths 

K N O W L E D G E A B L E  A B O R I G I N A L   Y O U T H  A S S O C I A T I O NK N O W L E D G E A B L E  A B O R I G I N A L   

Photos: Sharifah Marsden, Ojibway/Micmac. Left to right: Artists at work; Mural hanging at World Urban Forum; Janice Toulouse and Jerry Whitehead, mentors.
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1 Matt Nordli  2 Sharifah Marsden and Paris Angeconeb  3 Raven Ann Potschka (Lacy Des-
jarlais lettering)  4 Lacy Desjarlais  5 Andrew Dexel and Lacy Desjarlais  6 Sean John  7 Leah 
Toulouse (buffalo by Stan Williams) 8 Natasha Slack and Nikki Ermineskin
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Hair is Powerful.  Hair is Sacred.

Hapit is the word used in my language to describe 
something that is “covered in hair all over.”  It is 
usually reserved for the cannibal woman Azi, the 
Wild Man Pkvs, the Sasquatch and other walkers of 
the woods.

When you ask the general public what an Indian 
is?  They might think of those old Edward Curtis 
photos of the Sepia warriors with dark skin, high 
cheekbones and maybe the stony glare of Sitting 
Bull.  Maybe they think of the Indians of Holly-
wood, with their war cries, bare chests, and broken 
English.  

When most People see me they are curious as to 
what my heritage is, but most of the time when I 
tell them I’m Native I get a surprised or puzzled 
response.  My physical appearance exposed me at 
a young age to the racist-speak of the Canadian 
backwoods populous.  Dirty secrets and jokes told 
when there’s no Indians around. My childhood was 
filled with collected mental notes, ammo, and info 
realizing that racism lives fresh in the heart of the 
country known as Canada.  Beat…beat…beat.

My blood is a salty mix of Wuikinuxv (Oweekeno), 
Klahoose, Heiltsuk, Sicilian, and Scottish.  Plus 
I grew up somewhat Filipino, being raised by my 
stepmom Eve who is from Manilla.  I can grow a full 
beard, my face is alabaster in the winter, and I am 
covered in hair.  Well not like Sasquatch covered, 
but I won’t be hired for any movies to ride around 
on a horse and lead the white men to our corn and 
our women.  

I’m sorry to cause the general public so much con-
fusion, but to answer some of their questions: Yes 
I have a status card, no I won’t do a rain dance, yes 
I am learning my culture, no I won’t take you on 
a vision quest, yep I still speak a bit of tagalog, no 
actually I don’t identify with being Canadian, YES 
I think stolen lands should be returned, no I won’t 
buy you a TV at Future Shop so you can get it tax 
free, yes I speak some Spanish but no I’m not La-
tino, Yeah I know most Native’s don’t have chest 
hair, yes you can touch it.

Last summer I went into a dark place in my life.  I 
felt disconnected from my spiritual path and some 

old ghosts were haunting me again.  I started binge 
drinking.  I became a drunken exhibitionist as well 
often stripping down to my underwear for some 
interpretive dance in the middle of the street.  I 
have quite a few pictures of strangers petting me.  I 
think I was just trying to be more comfortable with 
my body.  At the end of summer I went back to my 
territory again and chilled out with the grizzly bears 
and humpback whales and once again felt a connec-
tion to home – a connection to my blood, bones, 
and body.  I sat naked in the forest too.  My friend 
Skeena said, “That’s pretty Oweekeno.”

I’ve come to realize that hair carries a deep mean-
ing in my life.  A few weeks ago at a winter ceremo-
ny when I was dancing, my hair moved like wings 
on my head keeping my scalp cool.  I felt like a hot 
bird.  My hair made me feel strong.  Not like in a 
hippie dippy pseudo Indian Mystic kind of way.  It’s 
kind of hard to describe, but it helped connect me 
to the ceremony and to the dance.

I’m in the process of growing my hair again.  It used 
to be down to my chest, but I cut it during a previ-
ous period of spiritual duress.  My life isn’t perfect 
these days, but I feel like my hair is an outward ex-
pression of reconnecting to my blood and history.  
I’m learning to be happy with the way I was made.  
Each strand on my body is a root of resistance for 
my family who was taken out of the Oweekeno vil-
lage to go to Residential School.  When my mother 
and her brothers and sisters arrived at the school in 
Sechelt they had their hair chopped off.  I am fortu-
nate to have the choice of whether I want long hair, 
short hair, blue hair or no hair.  Gia’ naka’ ci

Epilogue

Once while visiting my mom, Noel Hanuse, I built 
an “Indian village” out of paper.  My mom said I 
was working quietly in the next room.  She could 
hear me busy with my scissors whistling away, mak-
ing little men, women, canoes, and long houses.  
When she poked her head to check on me she saw 
that I had cut off my hair and glued it to my little 
paper dolls.  I told her it was the village in Wui-
kinuxv.  

We gotta have our hair….See.

2020
Art both pages: Bracken Hanuse Corlett, 
Wuikinuxv/Klahoose

FROM THE DIARY OF BRACKEN H’ANUSE

SACRED 
STRANDS
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My name is MENETIA, I am from the JESINSET “Always trying to bet-
ter themselves” clan, from the house of CELOWENTET. I am from the 
WSANEC Nation on southern Vancouver Island. 

In this article I will voice both the history and current concerns of the 
WSANEC people in regards to the sacred mountain known as LAUWEL-
NEW within our territory. The struggle for the protection of our sacred 
lands is relevant all across WILNEW territory and the many struggles 
across Turtle Island to keep development out of areas that are vital to the 
ancient ways of our people. Whether we choose to ignore the war over 
lands, inherent rights and responsibilities we are all born into as WIL-
NEW, or choose to be a part of the movement towards the return of these 
lands and the restoration of our responsibilities is only a decision that can 
be made by each individual WILNEW being. I suggest that the elders give 
the youth a swift boot with a splash of icy water at the crack of dawn to force 
the youth to wake up--but that’s just me.

HISTORY OF LAUWELNEW AND THE WILNEW

My people get their name from the great flood story that took place thou-
sands of years ago. Many years ago XALS came and told the people that the 
waters were going to rise and we should prepare our canoes. The people 
who believed XALS packed their canoes and watched as the waters rise 
higher and higher until the land was becoming less visible. XALS sent the 
people to the mountain that is known today as LAUWELNEW, not be-
cause it was the highest mountain but because it was the chosen place for 
the WSANEC people to take refuge. In the distance the people could see 
the top of a tree poking out of the water, the people paddled to the tree and 
anchored their canoes with cedar ropes to the top of an arbutus tree where 
they waited for the floodwaters to subside. Days went by and the waters 
did begin to recede. As the waters diminished, and the land emerged, the 
people found themselves on top of the mountain which they named LAU-
WELNEW; translates into “The place of Refuge.” As the people stood on 
top of LAUWELNEW Mountain they watched as the land revealed itself. 
A man stood and said “NI QENET TTE WSANEC” which translates into 
“Look at the emerging land”. This is where my people received their name. 
We are the WSANEC people that took refuge on LAUWELNEW Moun-
tain many years ago.

STRUGGLES TODAY

My people see LAUWELNEW as a special place where we go and give 
thanks to XALS for everything that has been given to us. LAUWELNEW is 
where my people give thanks with the sunrise, where the STOMES (War-
riors) discipline their minds, bodies, and spirits in the heart of LAUWEL-
NEW, and where the winter dances open every morning here before the 

sun rises. Our spiritual practices are based around LAUWELNEW and we 
continue to give thanks to XALS for giving us a place to escape the flood. 
On days where the clouds hang low over LAUWELNEW  the elders say 
not to go there because XALS is meditating and to respect XALS time. We 
respect every part of LAUWELNEW and live by the teachings that created 
discipline, love, humility, and pride amongst WSANEC peoples.

Over the past 25 years LAUWELNEW has encountered a new struggle 
and one that needs to be addressed not only by the WSANEC people but 
WILNEW peoples everywhere. In 1885, LAUWELNEW was purchased 
by John Dean without the permission of the WSANEC peoples and with-
out the acknowledgment of the sacred ceremonies that have been held in 
the heart of LAUWELNEW for many years. In the early 1900s John Dean 
“donated” LAUWELNEW to Parks Canada where the people were under 
the impression that LAUWELNEW would be safe from any further devel-
opment- We see today that the word from Parks Canada to protect the land 
doesn’t go very far because LAUWELNEW is suffering from development 
today from individual ‘land owners’. LAUWELNEW now has a road bull-
dozed over the top of it and satellite towers for the use of the WENITEM 
(Settler) people. There have also been various mansions built all over this 
mountain by WENITEM developers. The entire development of LAU-
WELNEW is sickening for the WSANEC peoples to witness. At the same 
time we are reluctant to attempt to push the WENITEM people off the 
land because the teaching surrounding LAUWELNEW is not to create 
conflict in a place that holds peaceful history for the WSANEC peoples. 
LAUWELNEW is a place for peace and spiritual training, not a place to 
bring conflict. We are struggling within ourselves at the thought of bring-
ing more conflict to LAUWELNEW, but it needs to be done for the future 
children who will discipline their minds in the same way my ancestors have 
over thousands of years.

Recently, our neighbours the LEQENEN people were presented with a 
struggle for  sacred sites in their territory that were threatened to be de-
molished for the sake of the “Bear Mountain Resort” a resort, founded by 
Len Barrie. Len Barrie, an ex-NHL player, is building his own little city at 
the top of what we call SPAET mountain just outside the city of Victoria. 
Len Barrie and his developers have been threatening many sacred sites that 
the LEQENEN people hold dear to their hearts because of their ceremo-
nial use.   

There is a core group of young LEQENEN and WSANEC people who have 
been concerned with the preservation of the caves throughout the develop-
ment of SPAET. In early spring of 2006 the small group of LEQENEN 
people went to the legislature in Victoria to bring their concerns to the 
Provincial Government with hopes that they could receive help to stop the 
demolition of their special sites. We all know how this ended…after the 

MANY WAYS OF BEING A HUMAN BEING:

OUR WAY BEGINS ON 

LAUWELNEW
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LEQENEN and WSANEC people met with the ministers of Aboriginal 
Affairs and Recreation & Sports, time passed and nothing was done. An 
order for an archeological assessment was made and the outcome was as 
expected. Archeologists looked for rock paintings and items that were 
left behind. WILNEW people do not build shrines and temples like the 
WENITEM man and left no ‘substantial evidence of occupation’ behind, 
as is our way of living in respect for the land. The archeologists said there 
was no ‘cultural significance’ that they could see: The mind frame of the 
archeologists/WENITEM people and WILNEW peoples differs widely 
in what each people holds sacred. 

Months later, calls were made late in the evening to inform as many peo-
ple as possible that the developer was planning to blast the cave early in 
the next morning. The hope was that as many people as possible be pre-
pared to hike up the mountain early to stop the crew from blasting the 
cave open. Early in the morning the RCMP arrived and didn’t allow the 
young people to light a fire and tried to push them off the land. After one 
night on SPAET, the government and the Bear Mountain Resort develop-
ers proposed a two week long “cooling period” to decide what next. This 
did not benefit anyone but the developer and the name of the Mayor of the 

city of Langford. When the two weeks were 
over the people were only ‘allowed’ to have a 
ceremony for the caves to honor the ancestors 
that stood in the cave before us. The next time 
the cave was seen it was blasted to pieces and 
will be used as a reservoir, according to the fu-
ture plans of Bear Mountain Resort. I find the 
story of SPAET heart- breaking and upsetting; 
once again the LEQENEN and WSANEC 
peoples have learnt their lesson in not trusting 
the WENITEM people or trusting their words 
because they do not see the land the same way 
we do; as a sacred place that must be respect-
ed. The land must be honored, not for our own 
minds in this life time, but for when we reach 
the other side when XALS will ask why we 
were so disrespectful to the land that was given 
to us to live on.

When dealing with LAUWELNEW we must 
remember the lessons we learnt from SPAET. 
We must shield ourselves to the words the 
WENITEM people are speaking because 
their words aren’t true to the life that we live as 
WILNEW peoples. 

Today the struggle is to stop further development on LAUWELNEW, 
to have the ability to stay on the LAUWELNEW as long as the warriors 
need to, without being threatened with arrest, and with respect of the 
winter ceremonies that take place. This struggle is on-going and won’t 
be possible without the support from WILNEW Nations all across the 
land from one ocean to the next because we all share the same struggles as 
WSANEC, WILNEW, human beings, and original peoples of this land. 
We must regain our strength and fight off the WENITEM impurities to 
our way of life.

GLOSSARY OF SENCOTEN WORDS
 
LAUWELNEW: place of refuge
NI QENET TTE WSANEC: “look at the emerging land”
WSANEC: the emerging people
WILNEW: peoples, original people
WENITEM: people that appeared out of nowhere
XALS: The Creator
LEQENEN: Esquimalt/Songhees
For more info, contact: lauwelnew@hotmail.com

“Pretty Shield,” Julian Wade Scout, Blood

The land must be honored, 

not for our own minds in 

this life time, but for 

when we reach the other 

side when XALS will ask 

why we were so disrespect-

ful to the land that was 

given to us to live on.
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Prior to my birth, without request or consent, spirituality and religion became 
a part of me.  Today I acknowledge both of them with respect to who I am and 
where I come from.  I do not want to be closed to any part of myself for any 
reason or belief.  I do not want to become stagnant. What I do want is to be 
consistent, but this is without effort.  Though religion is a valid belief system, 
and has an effect on me, I feel it is not so strong in me.  Spirituality on the 
other hand is what connects me to strength of all sorts.

Spirituality is an expressed form of art using life as its medium. Life is a com-
pilation of various artists.  Whether one will admit it or not, these artists each 
have a spirit. Each spirit has a purpose, a job that may seem obvious to one 
and obscure to another.  Obscurity and obviousness themselves have spirits, 
and they act when they may. The intentions of spirits diversify, but must be 
respected either way.  “True spirituality is about discipline 24-7, and often 
based on respect.  Culture is a path laid down a long time ago, even though 
it evolves.” – an explanation of spirituality and culture by consensus from my 
mother, uncle, step-dad, and myself.

The corroboration and revitalization of my spirituality and culture has been 
energized by people who I’m honored to call family.  Although certain reli-
gious people attempted to overthrow my family’s right to live spiritually, we 
have OVERCOME their imposition.  Everyday I live knowing that spirits are 
all around me. Not asking why or how. Just knowing.  Sure, I have curiosities, 
but they only go so far.  When I’m told to do something by someone I trust 
and believe in spiritually or otherwise, I don’t ask questions, I just do it.  The 
way we are taught in “systems” today leads us to believe that it is a good thing 
to ask questions.  I believe that in life some questions are not meant to be 
answered.  Things are how they are, and it is not for anyone of us to claim that 
we “know” why.  

Being spiritual or religious is not going to cast any one of us to a place where 
we can live in complete peace and harmony.  There is no escape from hurt, 
pain or negativity in general.  It is all essential to living, learning and growing.  
The light helps us to determine what is dark. Dark helps us to determine what 
is light. Combined, they are life.  Teachings such as these are repeated in my 
Native language and legends.  

-inca i7 skwist, csetkwe in sama7 skwist Megan Fortier kn tl simpcwe nalt 
spaxamen  in tum skwist xwiluxwalqs in tum sama7 skwist Trish Manuel in 
mistem skwist Warren Fortier nalt n’wapmus in mistem sama7 skwist Tom 
Lindley kn limpt i7 spu’us ult x’ast nalt kast i7apena7 nalt tesninwi7s nalt 
ltex’lap – My name is csetkwe (glistening on the water). My white name is 
Megan Fortier, I come from Barrier and Douglas Lake. My mom’s name is 
xwiluxwalqs (fox dress). Her white name is Trish Manuel. My dad’s name is 
Warren Fortier, and my step-dad’s name is n’wapmus (in a backwards posi-
tion). His white name is Tom Lindley. I feel very grateful for both the positive 
and negative of today, the past, and if tomorrow happens. I am a new genera-
tion warrior, walking with secwepmec and syilx roots.  I’m an imperfect de-
scendant of the temixw (spirit of all creation).  Doing what I can to be grateful 

and maintain a consistent level of humbleness.  There is much I have yet to 
learn and share. 

-kuksc’em – limlempt – thank you 

GLISTENING IN THE DARK 

Light - you, who exploded from a dim, damaged star. X’wuyx’. Go. Travel. Af-
fect all on the land, in water, and the universe. Make color known. Complete. 
Don’t compete with the darkness. Balance. Dance, sing, listen, drum, be 
proud, take pictures, draw, be silly, write poetry, be creative, carry traditional 
knowledge, be a friend, smile big, speak and laugh loud, be humble. Descend 
into the deepness of the dark. However, don’t lose your luster. Ascend to the 
highest droplets in the sky, produce a rainbow, and yet, maintain you’re true 
glisten. 

This poem explains how I strive to conduct myself. These few words also make 
reference to my name, csetkwe (glistening on the water), and list some of my 
traits, interests and gifts.

“Firewater,” Sandra Lamouche, Cree

Spawn of the temixw 
(Spirit of All Creation)

MEGAN FORTIER
SECWEPEMC AND SYILX

RELIGION IS FOR PEOPLE WHO ARE SCARED OF GOING TO HELL. 
SPIRITUALITY IS FOR PEOPLE WHO HAVE ALREADY BEEN THERE.

-Anonymous Indian woman who’s an alcoholic
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Men and Women wanted for a 
long bus journey to Edmonton, 
Alberta to protest oil sands de-
velopment, March 20-24, 2007
Although Arctic Indigenous Alliance is willing to 
help fundraise to help cover the transportation 
and food costs, you must also be prepared for un-
comfortable seats and greasy foods and to cover 
some parts of expenses. 

Honour and recognition in the event of success.

March 22nd, 2007 is World Water Day. Oil 
sands development in Alberta is already having 
a negative impact on water quality and quantity. 
The governments of Alberta and Canada want 
to increase current production by three to five 
times! The impact on the environment in both 
northern Alberta and the NWT could be devas-
tating. Environmental activists in Yellowknife 
and Edmonton are considering a ‘March on Ed-
monton’ event in order to call for a moratorium 
on further oil sands development.

If there is enough interest in this idea, the plan is 
to start the bus ride in Yellowknife the evening 
of March 20th, 2007 and to pick up participants 
in communities along the way. The bus would ar-
rive in Edmonton late on March 21st. If you’re 
really, really interested in going yourself, or 
would be prepared to help with someone else’s 
costs, please contact the Arctic Indigenous Alli-
ance: arcticindigenousalliance@yahoo.ca
867-445-9575

The Sweat Lodge Ceremony is a sacred rite that has been 
practiced and used by the First Nations Communities in 
many Tribal Nations as a spiritual cleansing and purifica-
tion ceremony that goes back thousands of years.  In my 
language of the Lil^^wat Nation the Holy Sweat Lodge was 
called “Skwxl’sa’ten” (lodge by the river) and was where 
our people went to purify themselves when preparing for 
hunting, fishing, gathering, or other sacred rites like, puberty, 
vision quests, marriage, baptisms, death, etc. 

When the Elders in the Pacific Region of British Columbia 
initiated the Native Spirituality Program to the nine federal 
institutions in the Fraser Region, the Federal Government, 
through the Correctional Services of Canada, introduced 
the definition and purpose of the Sacred Practice of the 
Sweat Lodge to its staff and members. In 1983, with the 
assistance of a few Native organizations and Elders from 
the B.C. region, we helped and supported the work that 
was being done by the Native Brotherhoods.  The work 
was so successful that the Correctional Services of Canada 
started to work with other regional correctional facilities right 
across Canada.  They set up Native Offenders Programs that 
included contracting out the work that needed to keep the 
Native Spirituality Program going throughout the 1980’s 
and 1990’s.  Our intent was to provide a healing path for 
the Native Brotherhoods and later the Native Sisterhoods, to 
become fully self-sufficient with help from Elders and Native 
organizations to ensure sustainability and sovereignty.

The Brothers who came from all Tribal Nations to attend the 
sweat lodge ceremonies did so on a voluntary basis, and we 
always reminded them that they were coming to a sacred 
site that had been blessed with the sacred pipe. The bottom 
line was always to be respectful and mindful about what they 
were doing in terms of looking for help and healing through 
this sacred ceremony.  At no time did the security staff in any 
of these high level security institutions ever consider shackling 
or restraining in any physical way the Brothers who came to 
seek help and healing for themselves and their relatives.

Never, in the twelve years of full time volunteer service 
in helping my brothers and sisters inside the federal and 
provincial institutions did anything ever happen in which their 
was a breach of security policies or codes.  The Brothers were 
always mindful of the deep respect that they showed for the 
Elders/Spiritual Leaders who had come in to help get them 
back on a road to healing and becoming good citizens in a 
society that had basically given up on them.

The Elders that I have worked with for over twelve years 
in the prison system have always recognized the positive 
change that comes out of powerful spiritual experiences. 
Because of the Sweat Lodge the Brothers and Sisters were 
able to recognize a way out of a life of oppression, poverty, 
residential school abuses, crime, violence, and drugs.

All My Relations,
Seis^^lom

The Sacred   Sweat Lodge

vol 9 iss 3 spirel.indd   25vol 9 iss 3 spirel.indd   25 1/15/09   5:52:44 PM1/15/09   5:52:44 PM



26

It’s said that just before you die you have a moment of clarity, that all the 
little mundane things you never took the time to appreciate become the 
very reasons you were born in the first place. In that split second, you wish 
desperately for just a single hour more, so you can finally embrace the mun-
dane, the ordinary, as the precious gift it is. For that flash of a second, you 
mourn everything you didn’t get to do, and wish for; watching the sun set as 
you walked with your mother, the smell of her hair, the taste of that special 
breakfast she made on Sunday mornings.
 

Before they took me into care, I remember we had the most beautiful yellow 
and blue wild flowers everywhere, my mother always loved wildflowers. My 
mother told me that a long time ago our people were free just like those 
flowers.  She said that she was forced to stay behind a fence and was never al-
lowed to leave the schoolyard or the nuns would punish her.  She told me that 
she would stand for hours at the fence because she could see the wildflowers 
in the distance running freely over the fields; just like she always wanted to.
 

We would lay on the grass just beside the wildflowers and my mother would 
tell me stories. She would call the earth mother and the sky father. I could re-
member wondering if the sun was really as powerful as my mother said it was 
and did it reach all the way around the world. When she was sober she was 
magic; she would make me feel like her and I were the only people on the 
planet and it seemed the sun shone because of her laughter. When she would 
get sad and drink I remember hoping and praying the sun would shine so my 
mother would smile and laugh again.
 

As stood in the yard I hadn’t seen for 12 years a faded memory surfaced 
about a stump. Just behind the shed in the back yard is a large stump that at 
one time, just before I was born, was a willow tree. My mother told me that 
when she saw the property for the first time, the large tree was one of the 
main reasons she wanted to rent the house.
 

She said, when I asked about the stump, that when she had first moved in she 
would sit underneath the tree and watch the warm breeze move through the 

branches. “I discovered my dreams underneath that tree,” she 
said with a youthful smile. “I loved it so much that I named my 
baby after it.”
 

I remember we walked outside, hand in hand, and I sat on the 
stump, running my hands across its smooth surface. My mom 
gave me a sad smile and I could feel tears running down my 
cheeks, “then why did they cut it down, mommy?” I asked.
 

She looked into the distance and a small breeze from the north 
floated past, making her wild brown hair dance across her sad 
face. “It grew too large, sweetie, it was too big for our tiny 
backyard.”
 

I remember leaning down and placing my wet cheek against the 
stump and saying, “will I grow too big too, Mommy?”
 

My mom kneeled in front of me and ran her fingers through my 
hair, “Willow, one day, you’re going to grow up and just like 
this tree...you’ll be too big for this house...this town.”
 

“And will you cut me down too?”
 

My mom slowly shook her head and said in haunted voice, 
“no, baby...but...sometimes, our lives grow too small for us...
sometimes we need to run after our dreams…before they die or 
before we die.”
 

I remember shaking my head in denial, and watching the tears of 
sadness blossom in my mother’s deep brown eyes.
 

“Please Mommy no! That will never happen to us.”
 

She kissed on my forehead...a sweet loving kiss and I accepted 
that this was a promise.  I didn’t know this was a promise she 
would break...five days later I sat on that stump crying and 
hungry.  I pictured my mother running as fast as she could as her 
dreams slowly faded in the air before her, this was the first mem-
ory I buried...the second was the color of my mother’s voice and 
the scent of her hair.

Remembrance 
Day

Tiffany Halifax, Eskasoni First Nation

BROOKE HILDEBRANDT, CREE NATION
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WORDS AND PHOTOS (TAKEN WITH PERMISSION)

BY RAVEN ANN POTSCHKA, HAIDA

enchanted
spirits awoken
dance me inside
through-out spoken words only knowing ears receive
eyes sparkle with ravens mischievous glance
flicker, flight, forever
secrets unveiled to teach
coming of age honoured, stolen, carried up, returned, brought 
up...
devotion
dedication
ancestors tears smiles laughs and song intermingle with the 
drum
mens’ warrior voices smashing through the pain and beauty
animals crawl sprawl dance float gloat
burn it all and start again
 

It all happened all of a sudden. Finally home and then back 
down on the water flying free to be part of a celebration, memo-
rial, gathering with our neighbouring brothers and sisters 
from down the way. Many of us have died down there. Many 
of us have come home. We travelled to Alert Bay via ferry. On 
the way a friend talked of being in Alert Bay when he went to 
residential school. This is the first time he has been back since.
 

Prayer song
smudge
tears and smoke
forgive
forget
scarred
 

Beau Dick’s Potlatch started with a pole raising to commemo-
rate the chiefs who had dedicated their lives to ensuring the 
potlatch traditions remained strong within the community.  red 
cedar ceremony that day was to show the importance of mother, 
womb, blood. life giving energy and flow.
Coming of age dances and honoring. Sacred songs and rites 
of passage. put up on pedestal. up in front of chiefs. talked to 
about responsibilities and duties to self and community.
gifted and embraced.
honour.
i can never say that enough
 

honour
 

sweat blood tears
 

all for keeping the tradition strong.
masks created painted alive danced sung... then destroyed to 
come out again when needed
 

when needed.
we will all come back again. 

Beau Dick’s 
Potlatch

Photos: Raven Ann Potschka, Haida. With permission from host of potlatch. 
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Once, at a time when the world was yet to be the 
Creator of all things left each spirit to his own 
devices. At this time nothing was in chaos, yet 
nothing existed in harmony. Each being had an al-
liance with a complimentary being. Wind and Rain 
related to one another as did Sun and Moon. Cre-
ator saw that the Earth Mother was all alone during 
most times.

Days were inconsistent. Sun shone when he felt 
like firing up. Moon waxed and waned in the 
meantime under no particular organized cycle. 
Wind and Rain were like children playing all the 
time causing malcontent among the more mature 
beings. 

Under these conditions Earth Mother could not 
conceive life. She needed sustaining cycles of rest 
and awareness. She needed both light and dark. 
Static conditions would allow her to sustain and 
bear children so that she would be alone no more. 

She asked the Creator of all things “what should 
I do?… what is it that you would have me do in 
order to be happy? To this the simple solution 
he gave was prayer. Earth Mother asked, “What 
is prayer?” She felt very ashamed at not knowing 
how to pray. Creator was not one to bash the ef-
forts of his creations so he suggested that Earth 
Mother simply request the help of Wind, Rain, and 
Sun. They were to put on a ceremony. 

Unknown to the beings, they had been created for 

this purpose. Creator knew that they were now 
ready to participate in His grand scheme. For now 
they realized that they impact one another such as 
to work together would be the optimal arrange-
ment. 

The ceremony was to involve purification of Earth 
Mother. 

Earth Mother stood serene and reverend of what 
was to occur. She fasted and bathed with the aide 
of Rain and Water and she began her prayer.

She sang beautiful melodies of vocal chords. 

“Ahhya… Ahhya… Ahye-Ahye, Ahh-yah…”

She repeated her refrains and Creator knew her 
prayer came straight from her heart. Earth Mother 
was over come with emotion and wept so as she 
could no longer sing. She was trembling. She had 
almost had Creators’ blessing so she began to 
dance with the aide of Wind and Air. 

Creator was pleased that most of his creations were 
working together: Earth, Rain beings, and Wind 
spirits. Now He requested that grandfather Sun 
and Fire be the next to help cleanse Earth Mother. 

All the beings were afraid, especially Earth Moth-
er. Creator said, ‘Do not be afraid. I have created 
each of you equally as powerful as your brothers 
and sisters. Water already cleansed Earth Mother 

through her bath. Wind and Air have also through 
their playful dance helped to cleanse her. If now 
you all complete this ceremony, Earth Mother’s 
prayer will be complete. 

Wind and Rain now growing more and more ma-
ture began to pray for Earth Mother. Earth Mother 
was growing weak, but with the aid of the others 
in prayer she willingly subjected herself to the fire 
purification. 

Through the whole ordeal, Earth Mother sang her 
familiar song, and beautiful prayer, 

‘Ahhya… Ahhya… Ahye-Ahye, Ahh-yah…

When it was over all the beings felt something in-
explicably different. Ingrained into each of them 
were seasonal and cyclical knowledge. Thus came 
to be the first spring. Earth Mother was now able to 
give birth to new beings. 

She now had the tree people and the plant people 
to accompany her and for her to care for. Creator 
saw that harmony had been achieved and further 
blessed Earth Mother and the other beings with 
the care of the Water People, Winged Ones, Small 
Flying and Crawling People, the Four-legged Peo-
ple, and lastly the Two-legged Ones- You and I.

From this time on, Earth Mother, Wind, Rain and 
Sun agreed to be allied in this system until Creator 
of all things decided it was the end of their time.

hen’le’ kw (greetings) nskwest Joella (my name is Joella) ncewe’ nt’u’sqayxweski’ Siw’ka’ (My real name is Si’wka’)  Nthle’kepmx kn (I am Nle’kepmx/ 
“Thompson Salish”)  ‘eskwestc James ln sxaywi (My husband’s name is James)  nskixze’ ‘eskwestc Nkwthlekn (My mother’s name is Nkwthlekn)  tu we 
Nweyc he c’es us (she/we are from Nooaitch First Nations)

This story has a lot of deep meaning to me.  I tell it at times in my own language- N¿e…kepmxcin, to my students at the local high school (MSS), and I also 
share it with some children I work with at a local headstart program.  

Anyway, part of my drama was that I had grown up going to a Christian school (MCS), and when I moved on to the MSS, I was left overall very confused.  
All of what I had learned of creation from MCS was hush hush, not to speak of at school.  Teachers always steered around the subjects as far as I remember. 

It wasn’t till first year that I was finally able to learn what really connected me to who I am and where I come from.  I don’t wanna sound cheesy or anything, 
but literally this story came to me in a dream one night.  All I could think of was ‘omg! I need a creation story for class.’  The assignment was so open, and of 
course, being a second-year college student then, procrastination occurred.  The morning the story was due I woke up and hurriedly wrote down all the main 
parts.  I don’t know why, I was so excited to share this gift that had been given to me.  I rehearsed before class, and when it came down to my reading (and 
singing*)- I made my teacher actually cry. 

This is the story (and song) that I give recognition to my ancestors, and Our Creator for sharing with me. And I in turn want to share with you all. It is called,

On the Alliances of 
Earth, Wind, Rain, and Sun

SI’WKA’ (JOELLA BOLAN), NLE’KEPMX
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My grandfather, the late Chee Yabeney, was a well-known roadman in the 
Native American Church for over fifty years of his life. He was a pioneer 
for religion and was one of the first roadmen to be jailed for practicing his be-
liefs. But most importantly, he was a man of great compassion, that’s utmost 
treasure was the love of his family.

As a little girl I would often times go to peyote meetings with my grandpar-
ents. Like most kids, I couldn’t stay awake for the entire night’s service and 
I would end up falling asleep nestled under a stack of colorful Pendleton’s 
behind my Grandma Caroline. 

At the stroke of midnight when grandpa would call for water I would peek 
through my bushy braids and sit up straight. Sleepy eyed I watched as 
grandpa conducted the service from behind the altar. His face was warm and 
although he was in his golden age you could tell that he had the strength of a 
twenty-year-old. The smile lines in his face told a story. You could see that he 
had led a happy life. His eyes were deep and full of wisdom.

I would listen to him pray and then watch him take out his eagle whistle and 
blow it four times in each of the sacred directions. I would smile because 
I always loved the high pitch sound. Next he would dip his feather in the 
bucket of fresh cold water, and again, bless the directions. As tiny droplets 
of water kissed my face I would watch the other participants, as they would 
shake their heads in appreciation. His power was undeniable.

Throughout the night I would arise every time I heard grandpa sing or pray 
in his soft raspy voice. The teepee would begin to hum as his voice echoed 
through the night. 

Although he prayed in his own Navajo language, I could understand him. He 
would speak to everyone and give advice. He would pray for all the people so 
that they may have good lives. He would pray for their safety and their health. 
He would pray for his family to go on and continue to be strong. He would 
pray, for what in kid time, seemed like hours. He was always so thankful for 
all the beauty life had to offer. 

In the morning, once the services were about to conclude, he would tell ev-
erybody, “Take care of your lives. You only have one life. Take care of your 
families. Tell your kids you love them. I love my family. All you kids learn. 
Listen to your mommy and daddy. Work hard.” 

With just those words and his dedication he taught me so much. I looked up 
to him as a role model and as someone who appreciated the splendor of life. 
His passion for life and his love for his people have been an inspiration to 
me. He has taught me to strive to be the best person that I can be and truly 
appreciate the life that was granted to me. 

Too often do we forget that the simpler things in life can bring us so much 
more joy. His teachings have shown me that the way to lead a good life is to 
really live it. Always challenge yourself, speak up, and help others. Happi-
ness is witnessed everyday, whether it’s celebrating the arrival of a new baby, 
enjoying some good stew and frybread, or just being satisfied with being 
healthy and alive. 

What I thank him most for is teaching me how to believe in spirituality and a 
greater power than myself. 

Because of him I will never be alone. I know how to pray and at anytime I can 
talk to our Heavenly Father.    

I was appreciative of all the time that grandpa and I shared. We indeed, had 
a special bond. It’s funny how grandpas have the ability to still make you feel 
like a kid, even if you have a job and pay your own bills.

Almost two years have past since grandpa left us. We still visit with him 
in our dreams and he will always be with us in spirit as we keep him in our 
hearts. 

Our elders have so many things to teach us, if we take the time to really 
listen. Don’t forget that they have already been through the trials and tribula-
tions of life. Respect your grandparents and hold what they say, or have said, 
dear to you. Through our memories their lessons will carry on.  

Grandpa Chee
ROSELYNN WAHTOMY 
SHO-BAN NEWS
FORT HALL, IDAHO
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To all Friends and Friends of 
Friends, 

I just appreciate this short teach-
ing, for the direction it asks us 
to look at ourselves as human 
beings. 

Why this teaching is so wonder-
ful, it asks us to look at what we 
are doing towards one another 
as directed by the churches and 
all levels of government. 

This is the teaching from the Cre-
ator on how we all should behave 
towards one another as First 
Nations People working together 
by speaking with one voice; 

“The other lives by courage, 
peace, humility, kindness, gen-
erosity, serenity, strength and 
honor.” 

Two Wolves 

One evening an old man told 
his grandson about a battle that 
goes on inside people. 

He said, “My son, the battle is 
between two “wolves” inside us 
all. 

One lives on anger, envy, jeal-
ousy, sorrow, regret, greed, ar-
rogance, self-pity, guilt, resent-
ment, inferiority, lies, false pride, 
superiority, and ego. 

The other lives by courage, 
peace, humility, kindness, gen-
erosity, serenity, strength and 
honor.” 

The grandson thought about it 
for a minute and then asked his 
grandfather: 

“Which wolf wins?” 

The old man simply replied, “The 
one you feed.”

30

A testament to the arrogance and intrusion of Christianity can be seen in all its’ holy glory in my home state of 
Okkklahoma. North of the city right by Highway I-35 looms a giant white cross about 200 feet tall, con-
structed in homage to the “son of God” while simultaneously intimidating all out of town “sinners” who have 
the displeasure of  driving through what I consider the “buckle” of what people call the “Bible belt”. 

Aside from this mega sized symbol of unquestionable servitude, Okkklahoma is scattered with Christian 
based television programs, Christian “rappers”, billboards with images of famous gray haired preachers 
and churches on almost every corner of every denomination with “catchy” slogans on the marquis that read 
“Christ is the number one Mack…” or “Jesus is my homeboy…” 

Fortunately, through being determined to remain Indigenous, even if I didn’t know what that really meant at 
an early age, I have avoided being mentally hi-jacked by the Jesus freaks who lurk the community in droves, 
trying to buddy up to you with hip talk or, worse, going door to door trying to scare people into joining their 
flock with scary Armageddon literature about the “end times.” Since Okkklahoma has one of the highest 
“Indian” populations in the country, you can see it is inevitable that most Natives here will be infused with 
Christian fanaticism. 

As a child, I did not grow up “traditional” but I knew I was “Indian,” because we were treated different in 
school, went to “pow-wows”, made trips to the I.H.S., got “free stuff”, and learned my Wa-Zha-Zhe (Osage) 
name is Pa-hus-ka, meaning “White Hair” from the Big Osage who are originally from the lower south east-
ern Kansas and upper Missouri area. But I also knew I was Muscogee Creek from my Grandma and my Dad 
was Tsa-La-Gi (Cherokee), but he thought fatherhood was a cell to escape from and fled when I was around 
three-years-old. However small this knowledge was though, I believe it was enough to salvage what was lost 
when these European snakes slithered onto our shores and began their orgy of destruction against our lands 
and people while spewing Manifest Destiny.  

Theological  

ARTIST STATEMENT: 
YOUNG BROWN FELON, NAHUATL/PUREPECHA/XICANA

“George Jackson, Field Marshall of the Panther Party, once said that revolutionary 
culture must be as attainable as a glass of water. As colonized people, art serves as a 
politicization tool as well as a poke of rage that we need to move forward. I speci cally 

PAHUSKA AKA JIMMY LEE BEASON

Below: “Spirit Weapons”
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 Migraine
As a result of these intrusions from way back, my elders were taught that 
the stomp dance was “bad” and were instructed to follow the way of the 
“Christian,” which basically voided any chance of us in the younger genera-
tion learning our ceremonies. This, of course, affected my sister, me and 
most members of my “extended” family. Although my mother raised us on 
her own, she was not a convert to this religion, but we were around it a lot, 
nonetheless, because we visited the “church” all the time to visit by grandma 
and other relatives.
 

Although my grandma still considers herself a Christian, (which I still love 
her no matter what, because she has always been there for me) she left the 
“church” around the age of 60 years old to devote herself to her family and 
experience the wider world. And she even is getting back to being around 
the stomp dance, which goes to show, it’s not too late to get back to who you 
really are which has had a major positive influence on us “younger ones.”

She left an institution of jealousy, hypocrisy, and conniving ass people to 
engage in a more positive lifestyle and become more connected to us. The 
church she and we attended on occasion, for some time was what people call 
an “Indian church” in the eastern woodlands of Oklahoma. It is like “white 
people” church, I guess you could say, but with tribal influences subordinate 
to the Christian concept; in this case the Muscogee or Creek tribe. 

There are seven camp houses on the grounds to represent the seven clans. 
They are situated in a half circle around the main church house or arbor that 

is in the middle that was the fire, but is now the “light of the Lord.” They are 
like little houses, except without bathrooms. When I was there, my cousins 
and I would run around playing games, then they would yell at us to sit in the 
sermon and “listen”. The sermons were always said in the Creek language, 
so we never understood what they were saying, (Unfortunately, aside from a 
few words, such as greetings and small talk, we never learned our language), 

Even the bibles they carried with them were printed in the Creek language 
and I remember everyone conversing in “Indian”, as we would say. I remem-
ber these fellow Indians, mostly of who were my cousins, having quarrels and 
familial rivalries, which at the time I thought was bullshit. Even as a young 
person around the age of ten to twelve years old, I could see the hypocrisy 
of Christian Indians, and other people in general who were a part of this 
religion. 

They would shuffle into the arbor and listen to a few hours worth of scripture 
and talk about “being good,” but in their personal lives they were lying to 
themselves and gossiping about each other. Being from Oklahoma, I was 
subjected to these Indians talk about Jesus and always making it to church 
and then fight with each other whether verbally or physically. Some of the 
most violent or vindictive people I’ve met are Christian, or came from Chris-
tian homes, so if anybody needs to be saved it is the rest of us from the Jesus 
loving Bible thumpers! 

I do not want to make it seem like every single person who considers them-

Below, left to right: “One Land, One People,” “Time to Smoke”  Young Brown Felon, Nahuatl/Purepecha/Xicana

focus on artwork that uses no color (grey scale) so that it could be reproduced, printed, and copied in the most urgent and most 
humble of situations. I have never been paid for any of my art nor do I need permission for its use and has spread in many forms 
through out Turtle Island. From the slums of the Bay Area, Hoka Hey! Take Back the Land y Siempre Pa’Lante!”
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selves a Christian is a backstabbing creep, but a pattern does emerge when 
you look at the contradictions between what they read, hear and say com-
pared to how they actually live their lives. For example, they teach “brotherly 
love” and “thou shall not kill…” yet look at how many Christian soldiers 
there are, learning to kill other people. That isn’t “brotherly love.”

But a lot of my frustration with Christianity stems from examples that have 
been laid before me by members of my own family, mostly the “extended” 
family. Some get all dressed up and attend church devoutly and act like they 
are holier than thou, but at the same time, gossip, lie, smoke weed, or abuse 
alcohol. Then when something bad happens to them or they act like a prick 
to other people, they want to blame it on the “devil.” It must be delightfully 
convenient to have a dark supernatural scapegoat to take the fall for you’re 
all your negativity! If you try to talk to them about it, the “Devil” is to blame, 

so I don’t even bother.

In Oklahoma City, the urban sprawl, I would come across other brainwashed 
Natives from all different tribes, always trying to recruit you or persuade 
you to come join their church, because there is an “all Indian” congrega-
tion. The “nice” side of me wants to believe they are sincere and really want 
to connect, but once one as been “saved” it is their duty to try and recruit 
others into the same beliefs. That is why I look at their “good deeds” with 
suspicion, because I cannot determine if they are helping people out of need 
and responsibility or if it is all a masquerade to gain props from Christ to get 
rewards in the afterlife.  In their view, the more riches you accumulate the 
more “blessed” you are. So if you gained an SUV sitting on 20-inch spinners 
and a huge mansion, it was because God and Jesus were smiling down on you 
from heaven; not because you are a capitalistic greedy butt slave to material-
ism. Or you could just be a “cashy” Casino Native.

However, I feel saddened that so many of our brothers and sisters succumb 
to the white man’s religion, yet continue down the path of self-destruction 
by getting fucked up on drugs and alcohol on the regular, apparently still 
waiting for Jesus Christ to save them from the miseries of colonization. It 
is annoying and insulting when anybody assumes you need their religion to 
avoid a white man’s hell, but it is fucking nauseating when other “Indians” 
are so ready and eager to shove the Bible up another Native’s ass. 

When I was staying in the dorms on campus, here at Haskell, I developed a 
friendship with this Comanche guy, who is from Oklahoma as well. He was a 
self-proclaimed “Christian”, and occasionally we would get into these theo-
logical discussions about his religion, and what does it mean and how the 
life of a “Christian” should be lived. This one time we went out and saw the 
Passion of the Christ when it first came out. After the movie was over, thank 
God, we journeyed back to the dorm room where we talked about the movie 
and I started interrogating him about this religion. 

I asked, “what are the basic beliefs of Christianity?” 

He responded,”We believe, that when a person is born, they are born in sin, 
and in order to be saved they must accept the teachings of Jesus Christ who 
sacrificed himself for the rest of us.” 

Then I asked, “So anyone who has not accepted Christ is supposed to go to 
hell, right?” He said “Yeah.” 

And I continued on, “So you mean to tell me, that all of our ancestors and all 
those people in the world before his arrival are in hell right now because they 
didn’t know who Christ was? And to take it a step further, if Christ lived in 
the Middle East that would be one small portion of the world, so people, even 
when he was living, including the Chinese, Indians, Africans, the Aborigines 
of Australia, the Irish, even the Europeans, and etc. are all burning in hell 
because of a communications technicality?!” 

And he responds “Well, uh, I don’t know.” Hmmm, seems pretty fishy to 
me. Can anyone say, “Religion is a tool to control the masses?”  

However, I am not trying to diss on my own “extended” family, but one can’t 
help but be frustrated when you have distanced yourself from that type of 
thinking. Knowing that this religion is a big reason there is so much division 
in, not only my family, but others as well. This is just my story and experi-
ence. However, I have counter attacked this assault by finding a way “back” 
(if we want to think in linear terms) to my spiritual Indigenous roots. It is a 
slow process but ongoing everyday through going to “sweats” and speaking 
with my elders about the our purpose and the higher powers, which is a small 
step but one I feel is in the right direction. 

Oaxaca street art. Riel Manywounds, Tsuu T’ina/Nak’azdli
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“When Premier Gordon Campbell proudly signed off on the Tsawwassen 
treaty last week, it marked another step in the remarkable political transfor-
mation of a man who was once so opposed to aboriginal self-governance that 
he was vilified by native leaders in British Columbia.”  - Mark Hume article 
in Globe and Mail, December 11th 2006

Looking at the major news coverage of the recent “Modern Treaty’ agree-
ments that were signed at the end of last year, this above quote is typical. 
Along with all the talk of the ‘New Relationship’, Gordon Campbell and the 
provincial Liberal government are being presented as supporting native 
rights ‘all of a sudden.’ Similar comments are also being made about the so-
called change of the Federal Conservative government towards indigenous 
people for supporting these same treaty agreements. Indigenous people are 
expected to forget their entire life experiences, the entire history of their 
people, and the completely colonial character of these governments. ‘All of a 
sudden,’ we can trust our ‘great white fathers’ to show us the way.

This is pure nonsense.

In the real world, the federal and provincial governments are pursuing the 
same racist assaults on indigenous rights that they have been doing since 
their inception. The 3 Final Agreements that have been penned in BC 
(Tsawwassen, Lheidi T’enneh, and Maa-nulth) represent some of the most 
far-reaching assaults on indigenous rights in Canada to date. And it is partly 
because of their seemingly ‘generous’ nature that makes them even more 
dangerous. That the Canadian government pretends it is interested in ‘sav-
ing’ indigenous people from the problems that it created is the one of the 
biggest rackets ever attempted on this continent.

THE BC TREATY PROCESS

To understand the negative impact that these treaties will have on indigenous 
people, both within the 3 communities involved and throughout BC, it is im-

The BC The BC 
Treaty Treaty 
ProcessProcess

or 198 Ways to 
Re-Package the 

White Paper

(continued next page)

MIKE KREBS, BLACKFOOT

“The Future of Our Basic Environmen-
tal Protection Under the Bush Admin-
istration,” Cristy C. Road, 2004. 

Cristy is a Cuban Latina 24-year old 
illustrator whose remarkable style 

reflects her ideas about repression, 
resistance, class, colour, queerness 

and sexual liberation. Cristy’s ten 
years of independent publishing 

have included two graphic novels and 
countless illustrations for magazines, 

bands, posters and political groups. 
www.croadcore.org PO Box 60169, 

Brooklyn NY, 11206, USA
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portant to recall why the BC Treaty Process was initiated in the first place. 

Following the Oka standoff in 1990 (and widespread solidarity actions in 
BC at the time), the BC Treaty Process was set up as an attempt to weaken 
the growing sovereigntist consciousness of indigenous people in BC, espe-
cially among the youth. At the same time, this process was intended to hustle 
indigenous people into consenting to the extinguishment of indigenous title. 
This would mean consenting to the centuries of occupation of indigenous 
territory, while paving the way for the final ‘solution’ of giving up what little 
land-base is left.

If indigenous communities don’t buy into the BC Treaty Process Final 
Agreement (and most so far haven’t), the governments are still content to 
get their way. The Treaty Process can still be used to drain communities with 
outrageous legal bills and the incredible frustrations of negotiations that will 
go on forever with no results, buying time for Canadian business interests to 
just keep on stealing from and impoverishing indigenous communities. (For 
a similar approach, see the “Roadmap For Peace” being used right now by 
Israel and the US against the Palestinian people).

The fact is that BC is unceded indigenous territory underlying this need 
for all this political maneuvering against indigenous people. The provincial 
and federal governments were forced to recognize that, even by their own 
colonial rules written by Canada and Britain back in the day, BC is almost 
completely unceded indigenous territory, not including a corner in the 
northeast covered by Treaty 8, and some areas of Vancouver island covered 
by the Douglas Treaties of the 1950s.

EXTINGUISHMENT

Because of this recognition (Aboriginal Title), the key element of any 
agreement made within the BC Treaty Process is complete and exhaustive 
extinguishment of aboriginal title by any community who signs on to one of 
these agreements. This has always been the case with the BC Treaty Process 
negotiations, and is a key part of all three of the treaties that were recently 
written.

12.  This Agreement exhaustively sets out the Section 35 Rights of Tsaw-
wassen First Nation, their attributes, the geographic extent of those rights, 
and the limitations to those rights to which the Parties have agreed, and 
those rights are: 
a. the aboriginal rights, including aboriginal title, modified as a result of this 
Agreement, in Canada, of Tsawwassen First Nation in and to Tsawwassen 
Lands and other lands and resources in Canada; 
b. the jurisdictions, authorities and rights of Tsawwassen Government; and 
c. the other Section 35 Rights of Tsawwassen First Nation. – (Chapter 2, 
General Provisions, p. 22)
This is an example of the exhaustive nature of these agreements from the 
Tsawwassen Final Agreement, though almost the exact same clauses are in 
all three of the agreements. Throughout all of these Final Agreements there 
is similar language referring to the release of all past and future claims for 
each First Nation involved in these agreements. 

This part of the treaties is the most important issue, more than any dol-
lar amount, any amount of increase in reserve size, any ‘quota’ of natural 
resources, and any other perk being held up.

34
Photo: Dustin Rivers, Skwxwu7mesh-ulh stelmexw
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This is because, by extinguishing title, indigenous communities in the end 
really aren’t getting anything, but expected to give up almost everything 
they have in terms of rights to land, resources, and any claim to their own 
territory.

By giving up title, the provincial and federal governments intend to get an 
after-the-fact justification for the land and resources that they have already 
stolen from indigenous people. Right now the land being ‘offered’ to the 
Tsawwassen, Lheidi T-enneh, and Maa-nulth are not the government’s lands 
to give: they are indigenous land.

Once this is settled, under these agreements, a portion of land will be ‘given’ 
to the indigenous community (their current reserves plus whatever extra is 
being offered as part of the settlement). Only now, this land will no longer 
be ‘reserve’ lands under the Indian Act, but will be considered ‘fee simple.’ 
What this means is privately owned, and therefore land that can be sold off 
privately.

This is intended to eventually split up the last remaining land bases of indig-
enous people. Essentially, this is the same “Final Solution’ that numerous 
Canadian politicians, business interests, and racist policy advisors have been 
advocating and attempting to carry out for quite some time. The one obvious 
example being the White Paper that was proposed, but later abandoned, by 
the Federal Liberal government back in the late 1960s. 

 ‘CERTAINTY’ IN STEALING? CERTAINLY!

“These treaties are going to bring stability and confidence to the province. 
They are one of the ways we can close the gap in health and education and 
economic opportunity for first nations people across BC.” Gordon Camp-
bell, December 9th, Globe and Mail.

The language of ‘certainty’ and ‘stability’ has always been at the forefront of 
any propaganda put out to defend the BC Treaty Process. And it has always 
meant certainty, not for the futures of indigenous communities, but for any 
new investment made in BC. 

We can see how this support of the BC Treaty Process from the perspective 
of business is explained in a recent National Post Column by two right-wing 
Canadian professors: 

“Aboriginal settlements are good for business. Unsettled land claims create 
significant encumbrances on economic development. Investors loathe un-
certainty, especially in regard to capital-intensive ventures such as resource 
development. Investors will stay away if land ownership is unclear, regulatory 
regimes are unknown or outstanding legal issues remain unresolved.” - Ken 
Coates & Greg Poelzer, January 16th 2007

Basically then, this ‘certainty’ is required because the fact that BC is stolen 
indigenous territory is a business liability. The blockades by elders from the 
Tahltan nation against the illegal mining on their territory is one example of 
this. When indigenous people assert their basic rights to decide what will 
and will not happen on their own territory, companies like Shell or BC Met-
als might not be able to make millions or even billions of dollars off someone 
else’s lands resources with the ‘certainty’ that they require. So far, these 
projects have only further impoverished the indigenous communities who 
are subject to their lands being even further pillaged without their consent.

Aside from the goal of certainty, the above quote by Campbell reveals 
another part of the strategy: ‘closing the gap’ between the living standards of 
indigenous and non-indigenous people in BC.

It is certainly true that the living conditions of indigenous people, in terms 
of factors like employment, formal education, access to health care, suicide, 
and many others, are worse than those of the rest of the population. How-
ever, in the broader Canadian society there are more than a few gaps. In 
Canadian capitalist society, these are quite large gaps, especially in terms of 
class, racial, and economic discrimination.

Is Campbell talking about closing the gaps too? Hardly. Rather, what he 
is talking about is making indigenous communities resemble the broader 
society even more, further entrenching class divides within indigenous com-
munities, where a few might (MIGHT!) benefit off of the increased invest-
ment in indigenous lands and resources, while the vast majority will be even 
further impoverished.

This is one of the main reasons why agreements like this get support from 
indigenous people, although usually this is more of a passive opposition 
than active support. After generations of impoverishment, forced disloca-
tion from the traditional political and economic ways of life of indigenous 
communities, and almost complete exclusion from any of the material wealth 
generated by the Canadian capitalist economy, anything that resembles a 
slightly better future is going to look good, even if the ‘gains’ to be made 
are very minimal and short term. This pursuit of short-term gain is only one 
of the negative characteristics that will further invade our collective think-
ing as the Canadian government makes this push for further assimilation of 
Indigenous people into the logic of ‘the market.’

Alongside this, by fueling ant-native racism among the rest of the population 
in BC, the hope among those who stand to benefit from the signing of trea-
ties is that indigenous people will give in to fear over of the kind of violent 
bigotry that has come to the surface in Caledonia in the last year. The racist 
referendum on treaties, which clearly was meant to strengthen the Treaty 
Process rather than weaken it, was a significant part of this strategy in pres-
suring indigenous people to ask for, and expect less.

REJECT THE TREATY PROCESS!

The disputes over these BC Treaty Process agreements between different 
politicians representing Canadian colonial interests are just that: differ-
ences over how best to further subjugate indigenous people. Politicians like 
Gordon Campbell who are pushing the Treaty Process are trying to trick 
indigenous people into taking their side in this dispute between thieves, 
rather than thinking and struggling in terms of indigenous sovereignty.

It is essential that indigenous communities in BC not be suckered or pres-
sured into accepting these modern ‘treaties’, and that we not allow any Cana-
dian government or business to dictate to us the terms of our own struggle. 
In the end, this is about fighting for our rights as nations, and fighting with 
the understanding that this land is still indigenous land.

Right now education about the treaty process within our communities is 
crucial as a starting point for waging an effective fight against any attack 
launched against our basic rights in the name of ‘helping’ us. The Treaty 
Process is only the most recent assault on indigenous people, and is a sign 
of what is on the horizon: the re-introduction of the White Paper policies. If 
not across Canada all at once, then one community at a time. The conditions 
are ripe for an even sharper escalation in attacks by the current Conservative 
Federal government, but the conditions are also ripe to re-energize the long-
standing traditions of resistance in our communities.

(See also “Three Treaties Reach Final Phase,” p. 6)
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36 Tiffany Halifax, Eskasoni First Nation
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William and Asanani

To start off, I’m not a youth anymore.  I’m old (31), but not grandma-old, 
more like parent-old.  I’m writing this from the “been there-done that-still 
trying to figure it out” perspective, maybe it’ll be helpful to someone who 
reads this, maybe not (besides, it’s a free magazine, write an article yourself 
next time).

The whole spiritual-thing is something that I seem to be lacking.  I didn’t 
know if it was some kind of genetic moral flaw, or if it’s like an under-de-
veloped muscle, ignored and all atrophied.  I used to think it was, because I 
grew up around mostly white people and their church bull-shit had made me 
cynical.  But then I went back to the rez and their church bull-shit just made 
me more cynical.  And mad.  It still upsets me to see my grandma going to the 
same church that systematically tried to destroy our communities, and more 
specifically, her own family.  It’s sick really.

Anyways.  I used to think it was just me, in that I wasn’t getting it, that whole 
relationship with “god” or “the creator”.  But looking around me, I see 
that it’s really common, the disconnection with the spiritual.  I don’t know 
why I never really noticed it before, probably because I never gave it much 
thought.  It just wasn’t important to me as a young man, and it still feels like 
it isn’t now.

Maybe it’s because our lives have become increasingly imbalanced in this 

modern era.  Our existence is getting more un-natural and filled with excess.  
Trying to get by, to survive, is harder now in some ways than it ever was, as 
our lives have become so over-whelmed by the pressures and temptations 
of consumerism and assimilation.  “Hustler-ism” is everywhere- chiefs 
and band councils running scams, the government trying to keep us poor 
and sick, corporations and advertisers trying to dry-hump our minds in the 
media, and our people all around us fighting and faking for the table-scraps.  
Everybody scheming for a piece of your mind and soul.  There’s even hypoc-
risy in sacred places, like the smokehouses.  Dance for a few months to sober 
up and then back to partying for the rest of the year (like Dustin said in the 
last issue, “… I’ll be Indian for a season.”).

It could be that the time for god is past.  That we’ve become too weak to 
properly honour the spirits, our ancestors.  We’re like watered-down, 
diluted versions of the true people.

Or, maybe we’re just not ready yet.  Maybe we need to focus on getting our 
shit together first.  Getting healthy, taking our lands back and teaching our 
kids by being good role models.  Making our languages and culture a part of 
our everyday life.  And respecting and protecting our loved ones and each 
other.  Maybe when we start living like the true people, we’ll be able to have a 
real connection to our ceremonies again.

37 

Maybe
WILLIAM BATURIN
MICMAC
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Mitakuye (my relative), I, Chief Arvol Looking Horse, of the Lakota, 
Dakota, and Nakota Nation, ask you to understand an Indigenous 
perspective on what has happened in America; what we call “Turtle 
Island.” 

My words seek to unite the global Community through a message from 
our sacred ceremonies to unite spiritually, each in our own ways of beliefs 
in the Creator. We have been warned from Ancient Prophecies of these 
times we live in today, but have also been given a very important message 
about a solution to turn these terrible times around. To understand the 
depth of this message you must recognize the importance of Sacred Sites 
and realize the interconnectedness of what is happening today, in reflec-
tion of the continued massacres that are occurring on other lands and our 
own Americas. 

I have been learning about these important issues since the age of 12, 
upon receiving the Sacred White Buffalo Calf Pipe Bundle and its teach-
ings. Our people have striven to protect Sacred Sites from the beginning 
of time. These places have been violated for centuries and have brought 
us to the predicament that we are in at the global level. Look around you. 
Our Mother Earth is very ill from these violations, and we are on the brink 
of destroying the possibility of a healthy and nurturing survival for genera-
tions to come, our children’s children. 

Our ancestors have been trying to protect our Sacred Site called the 
Sacred Black Hills in South Dakota, “Heart of Everything That Is,” from 
continued violations. Our ancestors never saw a satellite view of this site, 
but now that those pictures are available, we see that it is in the shape of 
a heart and, when fast-forwarded, it looks like a heart pumping.The Dine 
have been protecting Big Mountain, calling it the liver, and we are suffer-
ing and going to suffer more from the extraction of the coal from there and 
the poisonous processes used in doing so. 

The Aborigines have warned of the contaminating effects of global warm-
ing on the Coral Reefs, which they see as Mother Earth’s blood purifier. 
The Indigenous people of the rainforest relay that the rainforest are the 
lungs of the planet and need protection. The Gwich’in Nation has had 
to face oil drilling in the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge coastal plain, 
also known to the Gwich’in as “Where life begins!” The coastal plain 
is the birthplace of many life forms of the Animal Nations. The death of 
these Animal Nations will destroy Indigenous Nations in this territory. 

As these destructive developments continue all over the world, we will 
witness many more extinct Animal, Plant, and Human Nations, because 
of mankind’s misuse of power and their lack of understanding of the 
“balance of life.” The Indigenous people warn that these destructive 
developments will cause havoc globally. There are many, many more 
Indigenous awareness’ and knowledge about Mother Earth’s Sacred Sites, 
her Chakras, connections to our spirit that will surely affect our future 
generations. There needs to be a fast move toward other forms of energy 
that are safe for all Nations upon Mother Earth. 

We need to understand the types of minds that are continuing to destroy 
the spirit of our whole global community. Unless we do this, the powers of 
destruction will overwhelm us. Our Ancestors foretold that water would 
someday be for sale. Back then, this was hard to believe, since the water 
was so plentiful, so pure, and so full of energy, nutrition, and spirit. Today 
we have to buy pure water, and even then the nutritional minerals have 
been taken out; it’s just empty liquid.

Someday water will be like gold, too expensive to afford. Not everyone 
will have the right to drink safe water. We fail to appreciate and honor 
our Sacred Sites, ripping out the minerals and gifts that lay underneath 
them as if Mother Earth were simply a resource, instead of the Source 
of Life itself. Attacking Nations and having to utilize more resources to 
carry out destruction in the name of peace is not the answer! We need to 
understand how all these decisions affect the Global Nation; we will not 
be immune to its repercussions. Allowing continual contamination of our 
food and land is affecting the way we think. A “disease of the mind” has set 
in world leaders and many members of our global community, with their 
belief that a solution of retaliation and destruction of peoples will bring 
Peace. 

In our Prophecies it is told that we are now at the crossroads: Either unite 
spiritually as a Global Nation, or be faced with chaos, disasters, diseases, 
and tears from our relatives’ eyes. We are the only species that is destroy-
ing the Source of Life, meaning Mother Earth, in the name of power, 
mineral resources, and ownership of land, using chemicals and methods of 
warfare that are doing irreversible damage, as Mother Earth is becoming 
tired and cannot sustain any more impacts of war. 

I ask you to join me on this endeavor. Our vision is for the peoples of all 
continents, regardless of their beliefs in the Creator, to come together 

M E S S A G E  F R O M  C H I E F
A R V O L  L O O K I N G  H O R S E
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as one at their Sacred Sites to pray and meditate and commune with one 
another, thus promoting an energy shift to heal our Mother Earth and 
achieve a universal consciousness toward attaining Peace. As each day 
passes, I ask all Nations to begin a global effort, and remember to give 
thanks for the Sacred Food that has been gifted to us by our Mother Earth, 
so the nutritional energy of medicine can be guided to heal our minds 
and spirits. This new millennium will usher in an age of harmony or it 
will bring the end of life, as we know it. Starvation, war, and toxic waste 
have been the hallmark of the Great Myth of Progress and Development 
that ruled the last millennium. To us, as caretakers of the heart of Mother 
Earth, falls the responsibility of turning back the powers of destruction. 
You yourself are the one who must decide. You alone - and only you - can 

make this crucial choice, to walk in honor or to dishonor your relatives. 
On your decision depends the fate of the entire World. Each of us is put 
here in this time and this place to personally decide the future of human-
kind. Did you think the Creator would create unnecessary people in a 
time of such terrible danger? Know that you yourself are essential to this 
World. Believe that!  Understand both the blessing and the burden of that. 
You yourself are desperately needed to save the soul of this World. Did 
you think you were put here for something less? In a Sacred Hoop of Life, 
there is no beginning and no ending! 

for more info, check out: http://www.manataka.org/page108.html#12_
Oct_2006

Cedar bark. Raven Ann Potschka, Haida

Know that you yourself are essential to this world. 
Believe that! Understand both the blessing and the burden of that. 
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Maalsga a’ wala waal Ba’wis
"The Narrative of the Evil Spirit"

Told by Mediks (Grizzly Bear), Mark Luther, Ganhada Raven Clan, Ginaxangiik, 
House of Mediks, at Lach hlgu Alaams aka. Port Simpson circa 1940's

Asta gyi-golth ada na k'ap wii-heelda suulg'm hat'ag'm 
haayk gu t'in su-waal'm gyet. Ada waalt a naga 
gananuut at suwiliinsga na naksa k'olda gyet.

Years ago, there were really many fearful bad spirits 
which attacked people and those who conducted illicit 
love affairs with the wives of other persons.

K'olda subess'm hlguwaalksik a g'alts'ab'm Gispaxlo'ots 
ada lach-g'alts'ab'm Giluts'aaw ni wa lidzoxsga k'olda 
subess'm nana'axsga gu naksa k'olda sm'ooygit ada nii 
al k'amts'n goysga hlguwaalksag'm Gispaxlo'ots a txa'nii 
huup'l at sal-nokat a hla daawltha nakst.

One young 'Prince' of the Gispaxlo'ots tribe had an illicit 
love affair with a young woman of the Giluts'aaw tribe, 
the wife of one of the Chiefs. And whenever the 
husband went away, the Gispaxlo'ots 'Prince' would go 
every night and sleep with her.

Wai, k'olda waalsga yuuta ada haawt a k'amts'n 
nasiip'nskgat a damt txalwaat a dziltha gik dziiwst a 
gilhawli ada dm naaymsg'm dm beexga hana'ax ada 
ahlga damt liksgyedantga gyetga dm waalt.

Well once, the young man said to his secret paramour 
that she would meet him today up in the woods and the 
woman would pretend to go for cedarbark, so that no 
one would suspect what she was doing.

Wai, hla sm gynhlaag ada wal yaasga yuuta a hla-haawt 
ada waalt ni wal yaasga hana'axga a goxt. Ada wal sm 
alubaat a dimt gidigaasga nasiip'nskgat. Ada dzu'al 
wii-aamhaawt at huutgat ada ahlgaat naxnuutga 
hana'axga haawt.

When it was very early in the morning, the man walked 
as he said he would and he saw where the woman was 
walking ahead of him. He then walked very fast to catch 
up with his paramour. And although he shouted loudly, 
calling her, but the woman did not hear him.

Wai, hla gap albaasga yuuta ada wai gunaalthgit a 
nakstoksa nasiipn'skgat. K'ap walaaytga nasiipn'skgat a 
gwa'a gan dawila gwinaxhlgat adat dzaga-tgu spiilsga 
hana'axga ada haawtga. "Lu'saanahlgu sga-alubaan." 
Ada sm nii waal haawsga yuuta ada al hana'axsga sa mn 
sagitga na golkst ada sa lu-niidzit-ga ts'alsga yuuta. 
Wai, nii-waalt walaaytga subess'm yuuta asti-waalt. Hla 
nii baw'is t'in moyt ada wal yaaltgat, a hla gawdi 
waalsga baw'is at luswan ts'alt. Ada ts'iinsga yuuta a 
na-walpt ada waalt gosga wal nokat. Ahlga mal'm 
da-di-duukt ada hla k'ap nakt ada wal maalsgat a go 
waalt ada sm ni wal gawdi haawt ada wal sa li daawhlta 
waalt a nanut.

Well, the young man walked fast and then got to the side 
of his mistress. He really knew this was his mistress, so 
he at once took hold of her and turned her about, and 
said, "I marvel at how fast you walk." And as he said this, 
the woman suddenly pulled up her hood and quickly 
gazed into the face of the man. It was then the young 
man knew he had made a mistake. This was an evil spirit 
which now affects him. So he returned after the evil spirit 
had blown upon his face. And the man came into his 
house and then he went to his sleeping place. He did not 
say anything at once and after a real long while he told 
of the thing that happened to  him. And after he had 
finished speaking he suddenly became insane.

Nii-gan waalsga hlagigyet at sm ama nii walalot. Awil 
k'ap lu-hlotga baw'isa ligi-lapnii ada ahlga bu'ilthgat a 
dm gwanyasgat. Ada na k'ap wii-g'alts'apgitga baw'is a 
k'olda wii-lachlikstaa. Ada k'ap hoygyidats'ado gyet. 
Ada ahlga molthgat gyet a naga moyt. 

This was why the olden people (ancestors) were very 
careful in what they did. Because the evil spirit really 
impersonated human beings and come without warning, 
when showing itself. And these evil spirits really had a 
large village on one island. And they really looked 
human. And anyone affected by them died. 

G'an ahlga waalsga hlagyiget a dzit 
hapsga gilhawli a dimt wal txalwa 
nasiipn'skget awil nabaasta baw'is.

So that was why the olden people (ancestors) did not go 
up into the woods to meet their lovers as they were afraid 
of the evil spirits.

In the early 1900’s, many young people of the village 
of Port Simpson reported a strange woman wandering at night 
in the village streets. She had her head covered with a hood 
and wore a black shawl. Many young men accosted this woman 
and upon embracing her, saw that her face was of moss. All 

of the young men who accosted her and reported it at once 
became ill and died. Many young men reported this. This is the 
last time that the ba’wis has been reported (causing that much 
illness and death) among the Tsimshians.
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Sm’ooygit Legaic’s iron dagger that almost
killed missionary William Duncan. Duncan’s
life was saved by Legaic’s own headman,
T’amks. As a result of this betrayal and loss
of sway over his tribe, now divided by
Christians vs. the Halaayt Winter Dancers,
Legaic gave up his high powers in the 
secret societies and became a Christian
commoner. For two versions of this story,
it can be found in the compilation of stories:
‘Tsimshian Narratives 2 - Trade and
Warfare.’ Prior to Christianization, Legaic 
evoked much honor and pride and is still 
known today as the great Warrior Chief 
who ascended to a powerful position on the
northwest coast. Alongside friendly rival, 
the great Gisbutwada Sm’ooygit Ts’ibasaa 
of Gitkxaahla, both are now vacant seats.

Below, I recorded and repeated much of Beynon's knowledge he gained from talking 
with many of our recent ancestors. I included more Sm'algyax words when necessary 
and provided a modern context to help understand the devastating effects that 
Christianity wrought, and continues to influence, on keeping our people asleep and 
'wah wilaay, 'without knowledge.' I didn't agree with Beynon's role or approach but find 
the knowledge recorded to be important to be kept amongst OUR OWN TSIMSHIAN 
PEOPLE. The notes are from William Beynon, of the Gitlaan Laxgibu, who became 
Sm'ooygit Gwisk'aayn. Beynon served Franz Boas and Marius Barbeau as a 'go-for' of 
a vast amount of Ts'imksi'yen knowledge in the rush to 'save the dying culture.' In one 
story, Beynon himself was seen as a threat to many of our old school hlagyiget 
(ancestors), and a few haaldaawgit (sorceror) attempts on him failed when they noted 
that Beynon "has too much white blood and thinks too much like a white man."

Haayk is the word for spirit, and is used more commonly then soul. The soul is always 
referred to in the same sense as the shadow: oots'n. Soul was and is more heavily 
influenced by Christianity.

Many Alugyiget believe in acquiring good luck. It is not mere superstition, but a 
way of living with organized processes as how to build up good luck and 
maintain it. There were certain beings from whom one gained luck by 
association. Observing taboos and fasting was necessary before these beings 
would appear to humans. These naxnox, supernatual beings, appeared to you 
when they wanted to show themselves to you. One of these was the 'wealth 
woman' described in stories, who could only be met by one who had fasted 
rigorously and followed all the taboos and purification. To meet her was to 
secure everything in the way of wealth. My mother told me this story, as well as 
the process of how a hunter were to go about acquiring good luck and wealth, 
as she heard it from her late father, Nisgitlop, Paul Starr. It was called 'Na 
Maalsga Wii'Haawtg'm.'

Sometimes physical ailments have a spiritual undercurrent. Paralysis is called 
gaadi baa'lax, 'taken by ghost,' since it is not thought to be a disease, nor due to 
haaldaagwit, sorcery.  It is rather due to being struck down by a ghost or an 
unknown being. Those who have recovered from a paralytic stroke are looked 
upon as possessing unusual powers from the contact. They particularly have 
the power to converse with babies and are considered seers. 
Drowned persons are thought to affect anyone coming into the vicinity of where 
they drowned. One summer a man drowned just inside the mouth of the Ksi'yen 
(Skeena River). A number of people reported that he had made his presence 
felt to them by causing them to have chills. The drowned person himself never 
appears. Neither are those drowned thought to turn into sea monsters, though
they may be changed into land otters.

If the person bewitched did not die they might be cured. One day a 
woman from Metlakatla went berry picking at the end of the village 
and came under the influence of the ‘miwatsa. The people put her under a large box in the house, then 
climbed on the roof, opened a hole and dropped gravel on the box until she was quiet. When she woke 
up she was well. The gravel must always be poured in a continuous stream until the person is cured 
or it will fail entirely.

Some assimilated people today claim that, as academics with university degrees, well-suited to the 
k’umksiwah’s capitalist system, that they are the ‘new halaayt’ (the new winter dancer  secret society). 
This elitist claim is backed by the notion that they can do things ‘normal people’ can’t do. Nothing can 
be farther from the truth. It shows how the colonized have been really confused from Christianity and 
capitalism and try to justify their docile acceptance of ‘the way things are.’ They are more conformed 
to new-age spiritualism then as decolonized Alugyiget. We pray they will wake up.

Gidigaatg’m Haayk - Catch a Spirit

transcribed by:  dustin johnson, gisbutwada di pt’eexgu ada 
   gitlach nugwen’aks ada ts’imksi’yen di waatgit.
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TRANSFORMATION!TRANSFORMATION!
APRIL 21, 2007  
REDWIRES NEXT SUBMISSION DEADLINE

Send art & photos (300 dpi) to taylor@redwiremag.com
Send writings to dustin@redwiremag.com

Redwire does not guarantee publication of all submissions.

Transformation is the theme for the next issue 

of Redwire. Redwire is again going through 

another transformation. Transformation means 

many things to Indigenous people. Stories of 

many nations tell of shapeshifters and trick-

sters and transformers, which have also been 

understood and re-explained in modern times 

as undergoing great changes. 

Transformation can mean many things today; 

it can mean great improvement and empow-

erment in your personal, family, or people’s 

lives; it can mean a revolutionary resistance 

movement to liberate our Indigenous peoples 

from a weakened and dependent colonized 

state; a transformation offering hope and 

practical solutions through a revolution.
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Never before have I seen with my own eyes a coun-
try as authentic as Mexico. This land is truly one 
of resistance, revolution and extreme repression. 
The Indigenous are left to fend for themselves and 
live the poorest part in the country. Something 
all too well known and commonplace for us, the 
Indigenous. Only in this case, far down south, it 
was the Spanish who Colonized. As far as I’m con-
cerned, I witnessed the Indigenous as the richest 
in the land. Wealthy with vibrant culture, prosper-
ous with dignity, and powerfully built for struggle. 
There is beautiful art, real food and color every-
where. Yes, it was pretty amazing to have had the 
privilege and opportunity to visit Mexico for the 
entire month. And also to have met and traveled 
along side, Myriam Hernandez, an international 
delegate for Building Bridges Vancouver. But 
mostly, it was fucking solid to have represented 
Redwire and the Indigenous youth of ‘Canada.’

Building Bridges Vancouver is a group of volun-
teers whose main interest is justice for the indig-
enous and marginalized people of the Americas 
who have survived centuries of injustice and hu-
man rights violations. Myriam and I traveled like 
bandits through 3 different states. The Mexican 
Federal District, where Mexico City holds its 

capital title, to the town of Atenco, then two ar-
eas under heavy repression in Oaxaca and finally, 
to the liberated territory of the Zapatista Army in 
Chiapas. 

Some of my first immediate thoughts when upon 
arrival in Mexico City were based around the re-
action I had to all the obnoxious advertisements 
hung in the airport. To my first international sur-
prise, these ads looked identical to most of the ugly 
advertisements we have here in ‘Canada.’ The only 
difference was the Spanish text. In every large city 
of the world, I guess, there is simply no escape 
from the creepy replicas of thin skinny models with 
blonde hair and light skin all smiling phony with 
bright white teeth. Indeed, capitalism has success-
fully managed to make the whole world tacky. Ok, 
when we finally left the airport it was night and my 
eyes opened up to the lights in the heavy fast mov-
ing traffic. Also, there is no missing the brightly-lit 
billboards. Yo, these billboards were the largest 
I’ve ever seen and they were everywhere! I was 
seated in the vehicle only for a short while when I 
began feeling nervous and anxious from the con-
stant noise of horns in the high-tension traffic. The 
density of housing and buildings made me feel like 
a lost little Indian. Honestly, I was exhausted just 

from looking around. 

On my first morning there the sun was shinning 
brightly for all and so I saw the effects of the mas-
sive population on their environment. Mexico 
City’s population is now at 19, 013, 000 million 
souls and growing. This is one of the world’s larg-
est populations for a city in the world. I mean, 
try imagining how much waste people produce 
daily or how much fuel emissions from vehicles 
get pumped out into the air or even, think of how 
much space everyone uses? It’s really intense! The 
most noticeable was the smog. It was thick and it 
hurt my eyes at first. 

Our second and most memorable stop was located 
just 45 minutes west of Mexico City. This is my 
failed attempt at writing a ‘brief’ history on the 
small town of San Salvador Atenco. The hearts of 
the people we met and stayed with are still with me 
now and will remain with me forever. This particu-
lar struggle, now named one of Mexico’s National 
Tragedies, has taught me the real meaning to the 
word indignant. Before the corrupt authoritarian 
rule (which still rules Mexico) dug its greedy claws 
in the backs of these hard working people, this area 
was one of the most forgotten regions in Mexico. 

Part One of Three
December 2006MEXICO CITY 

and the small town of 
SAN SALVADOR ATENCO 
It is important to respect and report the truths in Mexico. And also not only to stand 
for, but to embody the millions of people who, at the present moment, remain under 
a repressive state control. Indeed, the trip has changed my life. 

(continued on page 44)

WORDS AND PHOTOS BY 
RIEL MANYWOUNDS, 

TSUU T’INA / NAK’AZDLI
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The people of this land, before the conquest of 
the State Governor and the idea of building a 
new International Airport in Mexico (that be-
gan in the 70’s), had survived by farming, rais-
ing domestic animals and cultivating various 
foods. Now these farmer men and women face 
the seizure of their lands. This great land has 
managed to remain rural and is communally 
divided into the families of peasant farmers 
and day laborers. Which also continues to be 
community organized with origins and tradi-
tions that date back to the pre-colonization era. 
I must mention, in honor of the ancestors who 
passed these lands to the grandparents, that 
without government aid they spent over 80 
years revitalizing this area. Which once was a 
former salt lake bottom. By hand and hectare by 
hectare they replaced it using animal dung and 
ashes. (like woah!)

So you can imagine their dissatisfaction when 
a very large part of their land had passed into 
government hands though an ‘eminent do-
main decree.’  Which basically means that this 
area, the so called ‘territory controlled by the 
government,’ by official order issued by the 
authority (blah blah blah) be developed for the 
obnoxious airport project. Atenco knows that 
such a cowardly seizure of land, (in this case 
5400 hectares) would only be the first of many 
horrible so called ‘phases’ of some GRAND 
tacky American ass sucking scheme in which 
the government would continue taking land 
from the people. They call it making progress. 
The people of Atenco, whom are fully aware, 
also know that this seizure will not only spread 
urban development from Mexico City but the 
ugly infrastructure that will connect this new 
tacky airport with industrial passageways for 
Capitalism. Does anyone remember that North 
American Free Trade Agreement? The poor 
people of Mexico certainly do. 
 

Around this time the media in Mexico had al-
ready begun manipulating the masses through 
the television news. Only creating more ten-
sion by presenting the airport project as some 
great opportunity for Mexico’s ‘progress.’ 
That it would eventually improve the lives of 
the residents in the area (huge lies) and would 
generate thousands upon thousands of jobs. (If 
you like working for the rich) blah blah blah, ‘A 
great economic boom that would reward the 
people. (Over %70 of these people struggle 
daily for basic needs) Also, they went so far as 
saying that it would even benefit the environ-
ment. Following in the summer of 2001 gov-
ernment reps actually went to the town trying 
to promote the project. Selling it as if it were 
a great prize. Meanwhile, the government had 
still not given anyone in Atenco the courtesy 
of communicating openly to them about the 

airport. 

Once the order of seizer actually made its way 
to the people they took direct action. The op-
position grew in mass. Hundreds including 
neighboring towns blocked the highway. Walls 
and barricades went up to block the way of ma-
chinery and there was permanent occupation at 
the Town Square where they organized the re-
sistance. The collection of funds and supplies 
from solidarity organizations started flowing 
in and huge demonstrations were held almost 
daily. In effort for International support envi-
ronmentalists warned about the loss of a migra-
tory bird sanctuary in the area under attack. 
Where groups of birds from Canada and the 
United States stop to rest. Filing a legal com-

plaint under the environmental clauses of the 
North American Free Trade Agreement.  

Orders from the State Governor, the security 
team of ex-president Fox and high officials of 
the police agency called for a Counterinsur-
gency operation, which then kept the town un-
der occupation. This was carried out by mem-
bers of at least 3 police corporations: Military 
Police, Federal Preventive Police (PFP) and 
the Municipal Police. This repression to the 
people from the current national power wasn’t 
peaceful. In the struggle people faced death, 
torture, rape, unlawful entries into homes, ille-
gal searches, burglaries and many illegal deten-
tions. We visited the Santiaguito Penitentiary, 
which is 2 hours away from Mexico City. There, 

(continued from page 43)
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family members, activists, and supporters have 
a camp still set up outside of the prison walls 
where they await the release of the political 
prisoners.

In July, after nine months of conflict, wide 
spread popular support for Atenco’s cause 
grew through out the whole country. Every-
one including the state power knew then that 
this conflict was close to spreading nation 
wide. Now with the backup of more than 100 
civil organizations from the country, includ-
ing some from Central America, the people of 
Atenco stood firm and determined to fight for 
their land to the death. So finally, the economic 
interests for the airport confirmed that the site 
was not as ideal as they had rendered it to be 
and put forward other locations for the project. 
Both the government and country were breath-
less. Soon following and during the time of the 
Pope’s visit to Mexico President Fox officially 
announced the cancellation of the Airport. 
This also took everyone by surprise for Atenco 
was ready as they had been during months of 
conflict to continue the fight. 

Atenco’s open resistance to the established 

government and the attacks of selfish national 
and international businessmen, who were pro-
tected by the police forces in Mexico, was that 
of a violent revolt. (As rebellion acts often are.)  
The people lost lives, faced harsh reality and 
the dreaded trauma of abuse but the triumph 
of victory was theirs. They won with dignity, 
unity and the gathered intelligence and power 
of people. 

I mean, can you imagine resisting complete 
control for the rightness of a cause such as your 
own homeland and convincing a nation on the 
reasons for your struggle? Or how about dem-
onstrating, mobilizing, and taking to the streets 
in the successful attempt of shining light to the 
governments abuse of power? (And those who 
believe that they can rule and dominate for their 
own particular interests in money?) I can now. 
Now that I met these amazing people in the 
small town of San Salvador Atenco, I hope to all 
the native youth that read this might imagine it 
too. Because, with our strength and the power-
ful force of unity and networking, I believe that 
we can win the triumph of a just cause that de-
fends the dignity of our own people. 

In Redwire’s next issue, I continue on my trav-
els to share more amazing truths on resistance 
in the State of Oaxaca. This opportunity to 
travel as a human rights observer for Build-
ing Bridges was a rare one and I would like to 
bring back as much of what I saw as possible. 
Things have an interesting way of working out. 
Originally Myriam had invited Dustin Johnson, 
looking for an Indigenous Youth delegate who 
could fully represent, share and express the 
views and resistance that Redwire holds (proud-
ly) towards, ‘North America.’ He couldn’t go 
and I hesitated at first because I didn’t have a 
passport, I couldn’t speak a word of Spanish 
and I’ve never been that far away from my own 
territories but there was something so reassur-
ing about Myriam. I could tell right away that 
she was solid, strong woman who reminded me 
of all the women in my own family; each pos-
sessing strength, trust and sustainability with 
the truth. Only after about a day with her, I felt 
reassured and acquainted. We both agreed that 
I would do just fine and I began feeling brave 
and honored to have been invited. And now 
I am able to share what I witnessed through 
these articles because I am so thankful for what 
the people of Mexico have shared with me.
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Facing page, bottom: The author Riel Manywounds (red hoodie) with compañeros manning the APPO support camp outside of Mexico’s Zocalo. Below, 
top left: Myriam Hernandez (far right) and compañeros/as from Atenco; their machetes read “Tierra!” and “Atenco Vive, La Lucha Sigue!”  Bottom 
left: A support camp outside of Santiaguito Penitentiary, where political prisoners are being held. Bottom right: Stencils reading “Libertad Ya!” 
outside of the same compound.
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THROUGH OUR EYES
PHOTOGRAPHY PROJECT AT CASLAN SCHOOL

The Unforgotten
Jenelle Durocher, Métis

Gerald White was a nice, caring man. Gerald cared more about his family 
than himself. He passed away January 18, 2006 when he was just 44.

His two favorite things to do were to jig and sing. He danced with the 
original Kikino Northern Lite Dancers along with Denise Bruno and Connie 
Lavalle. 

He ended up marrying Denise and she became Denise White. They had 
three kids together. The first was Eric but he passed away as an infant. Then 
they had Travis, or as some people call him, TJ. TJ took after Gerald in sing-
ing. He is a really good singer. Then came Trevor. Trevor is 17 and took 
after Gerald in dancing. He dances with Kikino but took time off because of 
the death of his father. 

Gerald also had a band named Northern Highways.  Gerald was the lead 
singer and also played guitar. There were 5 members, but they stopped 
because of the death of their singer. 

In 2003 Gerald started his new job at Caslan School teaching jigging. I think 
that jigging is one of the best things that happened to Caslan, because it 
taught me about being M tis. 

In 2005 Gerald had to take time off because of his health. He started work-
ing at Transport outside of Lac la Biche working as a truck driver. A couple 
weeks before he passed away he told my brother that he felt much better. He 
was also much happier. On January 18th, Gerald passed away at work. He 
was rushed to the hospital but didn’t make it. On that day, hundreds of lives 
were changed. 

It has been almost a year now. If I could explain Gerald in one word, it would 
be “bud,” because that’s what he called everyone. The first time Gerald 

talked to me he said, “Hey, bud. How you doing?”

The story I remember the most is when we were at dance practice at Buffalo 
Lake gym and Gerald asked me if I would like to dance with the Kikino 
Dancers. I said, “yes,” because I wanted to dance with them for a long time. 

If I could say one more thing to him it would be, “Thank you so much for 
teaching me what I do now and I miss you so much.” 

Yes, Gerald is gone but we will never forget him because we have jigging, 
fiddling and singing at Caslan School and on the settlement. And as long 
as those three things are around no one will forget him. That is why Gerald 
White is the unforgotten.

My Grandmother
Jessica Auger, Métis

Delphine Mary Auger is 86- or 87-years-old. She doesn’t know for sure. She 
was born at North Buck Lake, Alberta. She met her husband there when she 
was young. But unfortunately he passed away over thirty years ago. Delphine 
Auger is my great-grandma.

Her house is very beautiful. It has a lot of pictures of Jesus, her children, 
grandchildren, and great grandchildren. Her family is very important to her. 
She has 10 children. Those still living are Glen, Joe, Martha, Maria and my 
godmother Emma. Her other children passed away. My great-grandma has a 
lot of grandchildren and more than 30 great-grandchildren. 

I am her great grandchild and my father and his brothers and sisters, are her 
grandchildren. I love my great grandma and I’m sure my family and all of my 
relatives do too!!

My great grandmother lives across from my grandparents and beside my 
family. She has three dogs. Their names are Bingo, Fluffy, and Scrappy. 
Fluffy and Scrappy are poodles and they live outside. They get big clumps of 46
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dirt and grass in their fur so my great-grandma gets their haircut every three 
months or so. Bingo is a white Pomeranian. Bingo likes to run around and 
bark and be crazy. He’s spoiled because he gets to live inside. 

Her living room is very beautiful. It is full of roses. My great-grandma loves 
roses. Her roses are all different colors: blue, red, yellow, pink, purple, and 
green. Everyone gives her roses. They’re fake, though, so they won’t die. 

My great-grandma has gentle arms. She gives loving kisses. She gives great 
advice. I’m proud to call Delphine Mary Auger my great-grandma!! 

Ice Fishing
Austin Desjarlais, Métis

I love ice fishing. At Buffalo Lake you can catch lots of fish. I like to go out 
as much as I can in the winter between hockey and how much my dad has to 
work.

For ice fishing you need a stick, line and some hooks. Sometimes I use just a 
line and hook. You should bring more than one hook, though, because when 
you throw your line it can get stuck in the water and the weeds. If your line 
is old, it can also break easily. Fish can bend the hook when they’re fighting. 
I also bring a liter, which is a long weight. It helps so that your line doesn’t 
break as easy, you won’t lose your hooks and you can put more weights on 

it if you want your line to go deeper. For bait I use corn, maggots, toast and 
hotdogs. 

The best time to fish is in the afternoon. When I arrive I pick my spot and use 
the ice hogger to drill a hole. If you don’t have an ice hogger you should try 
to look for another hole and use it.

At Buffalo Lake there are Jack Fish and Perch. Big ones can be a couple feet 
long and weigh over five pounds. Perch are smaller though. When you hook 
a fish and the fish is fighting you don’t reel in. You pull the line. Ice fishing 
is all about pulling. When the fish is not fighting, you reel it in. If the fish is 
close and you have no net you grab the liter in one hand and the fish in the 
other and pull. When you pull up a perch, you should step on him and use 
pliers to pull out the hook. You have to be careful of them because they have 
spikes on their sides. If they’re mad they will poke you.

Sometimes when I’m fishing I see a sun dog. It comes out when the sun is 
really, really bright. The sun reflects off the ground and it goes back into the 
sky. Sun dog’s are blue, white and red, almost like a rainbow. They make me 
feel good.

After I’m done fishing I take my catch to my Mushum’s. He cleans the fish. 
Most of the time I give him what I caught. I also like to eat my fish. When 
you’re eating them you have to be careful because they have really tiny, 
skinny bones. Old and sick fish can also be gross. My favorite is when my 
Mushum fries the fish up.

Ice fishing makes me happy. I get to spend more time with my family. 

Métis Sash
Larissa Gordon, Métis

Métis people use the sash to show they are Métis. A long time ago it was used 
for many things. The wide sash was made for carrying babies when mothers 
where picking berries. It was used by the Voyageurs to carry their belong-
ings.

The sash has many colours: blue, black, white, green, and red. Green signi-
fies fertility, growth, moving forward and reclaiming our land. Red means the 
blood we shed fighting for the Nation. Black shows the dark period that the 
Métis were held back. Blue and white are the colours of the Métis flag.

The sash is made of wool and it is about three metres long. The girls wear the 
sash on their shoulder and pin it at their hips. The boys wear it on their waist. 
They tie the sash with it hanging down one leg. Whenever the Métis people 
have a celebration, if they are jigging or if having an important discussion, 
they wear it.

At our school, we wear sashes whenever we go on jigging trips. We go 
everywhere in Alberta. The best trip was when we went to Cold Lake and 
Bonnyville on the same day. We went to one school in Cold Lake. In Bonny-
ville we went to a lumber mill because it was their sixtieth year of operation. I 
danced the Duck Dance, Crack the Whip, the Red River Jig and the Reel of 
Eight. By the end I was tired.

When I wear the sash I am proud to be Métis. I like being Métis because 
there’s not lots of Métis people in the world.
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WHEN I WEAR THE SASH
 I AM PROUD TO BE METIS
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1010THTH BIRTHDAY BASH BIRTHDAY BASH

MARCH 25 MARCH 25 

COME CELEBRATE WITH US! COME CELEBRATE WITH US! BRING THE WHOLE FAMILY! NO BOOZE NO DRUGS NO THUGS NO BOOZE NO DRUGS NO THUGS

5-7 PM5-7 PM
“IT STARTS WITH US”“IT STARTS WITH US”
PERFORMANCE AND ARTPERFORMANCE AND ART
LOCAL YOUTHLOCAL YOUTH

8-11 PM8-11 PM
BIRTHDAY DANCE-UP WITH BIRTHDAY DANCE-UP WITH 
YOUR FAVOURITE YOUR FAVOURITE 
NDN TALENTNDN TALENT

FREE FOODFREE FOOD
FREE MUSICFREE MUSIC

WISE HALLWISE HALL
1882 ADANAC1882 ADANAC
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