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The purpose of this research was to hear the stories of Northern Cheyenne

women's educational experiences using the method of testimonio, a method

culturally aligned and academically appropriate for use among indigenous people.

The researcher, also a Northern Cheyenne tribal member used testimonio based on

its roots in resistance literature and as a means of perpetuating cultural survival in

the face of contemporary cultural and racial genocide. The Northern Cheyenne

use oral history and storytelling to perpetuate and influence cultural survival. The

primary significance of the stories was based on what other Northern Cheyenne

women hear in the voices in the story that impact their own educational journey,

achievement and success. Secondary impact will be what the teller's family and

community hear in the stories and then what those outside the reservation

community hear.
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The theoretical foundation of the research focused on the literature of the

following areas: colonization and genocide; oral history and storytelling;

collective voice, the plural self, voice and empowerment and roles in healing

historical trauma; American Indian education and Indian women's experiences

with education.

The research includes the testimonios of six Northern Cheyenne women

gathered on or near the Northern Cheyenne Indian Reservation. The findings

suggest that the following story threads were significant to Northern Cheyenne

women in their educational journeys and experiences: spirituality; family

especially grandparents and parents; cultural traditions- especially language and

ceremonies; cultural values of honesty, integrity, generosity, hard work; value for

land, cultural pride and identity even when it's fragmented or a struggle to

maintain; Cheyenne lifeways meals, cooking, gathering, hunting, singing,

spending time with family, and social events; the opportunity of access to higher

education; living between two worlds; remembering our past history and using it

as a guide for now and the future; and finally thinking of future generations.

The findings suggest the tools needed for Northern Cheyenne women to succeed

academically and educationally, already inherently exist in Northern Cheyenne

social and cultural structures. Continuing to deconstruct the barriers and tenets of

oppression will fully allow a rebirth of these cultural concepts and practices

strengthening Northern Cheyenne society and education.
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The Soul and Ceremony ofStory - An Introduction

She had some horses.

She had horses who were bodies of sand.
She had horses who were drawn maps of blood.
She had horses who were skins of ocean water.
She had horses who were the blue air of sky.
She had horses who were fur and teeth.
She had horses who were clay and would break.
She had horses who were splintered red cliff.

She had some horses.

She had horses with long, pointed breasts.
She had horses with full, brown thighs.
She had horses who laughed too much.
She had horses who threw rocks at glass houses.
She had horses who licked razor blades.

She had some horses.

She had horses who danced in their mothers' arms.
She had horses who thought they were the sun, and their
bodies shone and burned like stars.
She had horses who waltzed nightly on the moon.
She had horses who were much too shy, and kept quiet
in stalls of their own making.

She had some horses.

She had horses who liked Creek stomp dance songs.
She had horses who cried in their beer.
She had horses who spit at male queens who made
them afraid of themselves.
She had horses who said they weren't afraid.
She had horses who lied.
She had horses who told the truth, who were stripped bare
of their tongues.

She had some horses.

She had horses who called themselves "horse."
She had horses who called themselves "spirit," and kept
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their voices secret and to themselves.
She had horses who had no names.
She had horses who had books of names.

She had some horses.

She had horses who whispered in the dark, who were afraid to speak.
She had horses who screamed out of fear of the silences, who
carried knives to protect themselves from the ghosts.
She had horses who waited for destruction.
She had horses who waited for resurrection.

She had some horses.

She had horses who got down on their knees for any savior.
She had horses who thought their high price had saved them.
She had horses who tried to save her, who climbed in her
bed at night and prayed as they raped her.

She had some horses.

She had some horses she loved.
She had some horses she hated.
These were the same horses.

-Joy Harjo, That's What She Said (Green, (Ed.) 1984)

I am these women. The women in my family are these women. The women

leaders in my community are these women. The women who are students at Chief

Dull Knife College, the tribal college of the Northern Cheyenne, are these women.

The women on the streets of Lame Deer, at the clinic, at the bank, the post office, and

the grocery store are these women. The poem speaks our story and speaks of our

struggles to live, lead, learn, love, survive. The poem speaks of our story to resist and

evolve. It speaks of our struggle to maintain our culture and nurture it for future

generations.

Indian women, in my experience as a researcher, live complicated lives. The

pieces of our identities form an intricately woven web of collective history and
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memory. This history is deeply rooted in colonial struggles for survival and existence.

These struggles for survival span several hundred years, but are still raw, fresh wounds

in the majority of women's lives and families, since the reservation era only began

approximately 107 years ago for the Northern Cheyenne. In many families, mine

included, this is only four generations of women. I have known them all in my

lifetime. The experiences, the traumas of colonization, live on in all of us the next

generations. The stability, striving for sanity in it all is found through the "story."

Finding our collective voice through the story, we allow ourselves to be empowered.

Here, in the story, healing occurs, across time, across families, across generations.

This healing through story and voice is led by tribal women.

The tools of the oppressor have added a layer of complexity. The complexity of

this dynamic of oppression is apparent in how many Indian men now behave in ways

like colonizing, non-Indian men. Specifically, in terms of inverted sexism in

contemporary Indian society and culture, Indian men oppress Indian women in ways

that are not truly traditional (Duran, 1995). One must only search as far as the oral

histories and practice of the ceremonies of the Tsisistasts and Suhtaio people [modern

Northern Cheyenne] for traditional examples of gender roles such as respect for and

the inherent value of not one gender, but both. This is very apparent especially in the

ceremonial realm, where women are not only integral but mandated as part of the

equation.

Further investigation of our story, that is, oral history, reveals that "behind the

teepee door" women's influence in Northern Cheyenne society and our roles as

leaders were larger than most realize or will now admit. Through story, learning
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occurred. The passing of all that was necessary to live life in the Cheyenne way was

learned through story, with women leading the way.

Education has been a huge and significant part of my life. First, as a place to

go while I tried to grow up and heal from painful experiences, second, as a necessity

to take better care of my child and myself independent of a welfare system or of a

man. My mother, I believe, struggled with self-sufficiency. My grandmother saw

education as the only way up and out of the reservation and this has been part of my

struggle as well.

I am very shaped by my personal experiences as a woman, my experiences

with other women and specifically with women of color. I am shaped by my

educational experiences. I am drawn to testimonio as a method of research because it

incorporates the principles of feminist, racial and ethnic discourse, critical dialogue

and conversation, as means for socio-political change. Northern Cheyenne women's

testimonio is the impetus for an agenda of social action an agent of change. It is a

means of social reconstruction where all voices are heard and accounted for.

Testimonio denouces the current state of exploitation and oppression. It is a call to take

on the urgent struggle for survival, through education as a tool of power and change.

Testimonio allows for each story's voice to remain a valid individual piece of the

greater unified voice of resistance.

In the wrong context, education can be about power and control over women

and their lives, their children and their relationships. I was told countless times I

shouldn't or couldn't succeed in education. Yet education has and still is transfonning

my life and the woman I am. Consequently, my daughters' lives and my community



have been impacted too, both positively and negatively. I cannot separate out the

pieces of my experience or who I am or who other women are. To do so would

perpetuate fragmentation and compartmentalization of pieces of people's lives and

their identities. The result of such fragmentation is an unjust, unequal struggle for

dominance and power within the oppressor's paradigm and with women of color as a

marginalized group in this paradigm. Education for all women, and especially women

of color, is a form of resistance to power structures and the status quo in the dominant

society.

This Place Called Home

The almost unexplainable, unfathomable mixture of pain, joy, ugliness, and

beauty that accompany the identity of being Northern Cheyenne and being tied to this

landscape called home, is one that must be given a voice itself if you are to hear any

other voices in this story. This identity is accompanied by elements of racial and

ethnic oppression. As a Northern Cheyenne it is not uncommon to grow up being

discriminated against by not only the dominant culture and society, but by your own

people as well. But equally, this identity is tied to the landscape and spiritual

environment of Northern Cheyenne homelands.

The Northern Cheyenne Reservation is situated in remote and rural,

southeastern Montana. It is approximately eighty to one hundred twenty miles from

any major service delivery hubs. It borders one of the wealthiest and most racist

border towns in the state, Colstrip, MT. Indian and non-Indian relationships are very

strained mainly over the availability of housing, jobs and access to education. The



community of Coistrip is driven by the coal-fired power generation industry and has

an average household income of over $55,000, one of the highest in the state.

The reservation sits upon one of the largest, most sought-after coal deposits in

the world. The newest encroaching, environmentally devastating enemy extraction

of coal-bed methane - now threatens and looms over the landscape like a giant

bulldozer. This economic machine is being driven by heavy-hitting corporate interests

with enormous, powerful political support. These conglomerate interests are

attempting to extract the resources beneath the reservation's surface with no regard to

the environmental devastation it leaves in its wake.

Low rising mountain peaks, red painted hills, rocky, craggy sandstone

outcroppings and ancient geological formations, thick sage, pine, cedar and juniper fill

your eyes with their beauty and your nose with their familiar smells. The Wolf

Mountains are the silent guardian of our people as they have been sitting stoically

along the prairie's edge for thousands of years. A person who is from here can smell

the seasons changing along the red shale hills. The brilliant, wide-open blue skies here

are unparalleled. In a good, wet year, the wildflowers abound in plush thick blankets

of grass carpet. Buffalo, elk, deer, antelope, mountain lions, coyotes, eagles, hawks,

and ravens are all outside your door. Everything needed to live the Cheyenne Way is

here.

As stated by Matas & Davies (2001) in the Comprehensive Economic

Development Survey (CEDS) written for the Northern Cheyenne tribal government,

the median household income [on the reservation] was $14,200 with 45% of the

population below poverty in 1990. According to Matas & Davies (2001), in 1997 the
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Northern Cheyenne Tribe had 7,374 enrolled tribal members, of whom 60% resided

on or near the reservation. The labor force had approximately 1,218 people.

Unemployment fluctuates seasonally from 60% to 75%. Only 8% of residents have

telephones, and 400 can afford and have access to cable television. There is no local

media in the form of newspaper, radio, or television. As stated by Matas & Davies

(2001), the Indian Health Service for the Billings area reported in 2000 an infant

mortality rate of 16.9 per 1000 live births for the Northern Cheyenne versus 7.0 per

1000 live births for the United States population as a whole.

Remnants of colonization (drug and alcohol use/abuse, sexual abuse and

violence) are rampant among the reservation communities and villages. Despair,

abject poverty, lack of educational achievement, lack of educational aspiration, and

severe depression are also extremely visible results of this colonizing oppression.

These are common manifestations of "fourth world" peoples (Duran, 1990).

According to oral history, the colonization of the Cheyenne began several

hundred years ago in the Great Lakes region of northern Minnesota. According to our

stories we originated in a cold land of many, many lakes and trees. Stronger, more

aggressive tribal groups drove our ancestral Cheyenne out of the region because they

were being pushed by encroaching white settlement of Indian land and territories. We

were forced to migrate and relocate to the great northern plains of the United States.

We adapted to this change and became a buffalo nation. The Cheyenne were a fierce,

feared warrior group of the plains prior to the reservation era. The Cheyenne became

known to the U.S. government as a rebellious and renegade tribe. We refused

placement on a reservation of their choosing and fought against exile in Indian
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Territory Oklahoma. We sought to remain free and follow the buffalo herds for our

subsistence survival. Traditional Cheyenne homelands ranged from South Dakota,

Kansas, Nebraska, Wyoming, Colorado, and southeastern Montana. Certain bands of

Cheyenne were particularly drawn to the sacred lands of southeastern Montana and the

Wolf Mountains, the Powder River, the red shale hills of the Tongue River camps.

These places offered what was needed for living, provided familiar resources, and was

close to bands of allied Sioux nations. After enough time and massacres, the Cheyenne

were eventually rounded up like cattle and herded to Oklahoma for exile after all.

In the harsh, cold winter of 1878-79, two years after the Battle of the Little

Bighorn at which my relatives fought and died, two Cheyenne Chiefs, Dull Knife and

Little Wolf, had grown tired of the conditions being imposed upon their bands of

Cheyenne at Fort Robinson, Nebraska. At Fort Robinson we were held after our

leaders, Chief Dull Knife and Chief Little Wolf, had taken us from Indian Territory in

Oklahoma. In Oklahoma we had endured much illness, death, starvation, and

pestilence while being held. We had left, walking on foot after telling the Indian

superintendent that we were going home to the north. We would leave to our ancestral

and traditional plains home. On the journey we were rounded up by Army cavalry and

taken to prison at Fort Robinson.

At Fort Robinson that our people made a daring and desperate escape in the

freezing cold, ice, and snow to run toward the north. It is called the "break-out" at Fort

Robinson, because it literally was. Hundreds of Cheyenne, mostly elders, women, and

children, ran for their lives in a hail of bullets raining down upon them. The groups

who survived, a few bands of a hundred each, being gunned down in the ice and snow,



split into two smaller bands to travel a perilous passage in hiding, the best we could.

Traveling northward we sought help from our Sioux allies along the journey. We were

led by the visions of an old woman who dreamed the path and who steered us away

from the encroaching soldiers, traveling at night and eating moccasin leathers for

survival. We miraculously reached the beautiful valleys of the Wolf Mountains, where

our federally granted home is today. The reservation is the home for which we fought

and died.

The story of this journey lives in Cheyenne people. It is told over and over as

testimony to our struggle to live where our ancestors lived and are buried. It is

honored and remembered by all. The children listen as it is told over and over. It does

not matter how many times you have heard it before, the story is sacred as the old ones

tell us to remember. This story is part of our being, part of our identity. The elders still

weep as they remember, because we are direct descendants of those who ran, they are

our grandparents. This is why in all the ugliness, the poverty, the despair, the

reservation is the most painfully, beautiful place I know. It is home.



Grounding and Centering the Story
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I have fought and I am not ashamed.
- Tall Bull, Cheyenne Warrior

I have cried a river for those who fought before me..
for this journey, right now.
I now fight .. . for this, what seems an endless battle,
for those with me now.
I bear the ache in my soul... for this, for those who
will come behind me.

- Journaling CCLP, Brooke Gondara

The purpose of this research study is to through Northern Cheyenne women's

stories and through their unique voices, create an academic and public space for

Northern Cheyenne women's experiences with education. Bringing their stories into

such a space, meaning a safe space, creates an avenue for them to state their words,

allowing these women to truly be heard by others.

Selected Northern Cheyenne women's educational experiences will be related

to their roles as grass-roots community activists and leaders. The experiences will be

related to their roles as Keepers of the Cheyenne Way of Life. The Cheyenne Way of

Life is defined as the cultural preservation of traditional Cheyenne practices and

knowledge through sharing and teaching other Northern Cheyenne.

In Indian communities, educational experiences are both informally and

formally tied to the tribal college. The history of the tribal college movement and

impact of tribal colleges on reservation education and reservation life may also emerge

in the testimonios. The tribal college is often the first point of access to formal

education on the Northern Cheyenne Reservation. Tribal colleges are similar to other

two-year community colleges. They are open-admissions based, low-cost, accessible

educational experiences. Tribal colleges are unique, unlike other community colleges
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because the curriculum can reflect traditional cultural knowledge and values. The

tribal college can serve as an educational purveyor of the Cheyenne Way of Life. It is

here that Northern Cheyenne women have the opportunity to empower themselves,

their families, and their communities through education if this is the route they choose.

It is within the context of education resistance to ongoing genocide occurs and it is

through women's leadership that the Cheyenne Way of Life persists. Here there is a

sense of urgency to the situation, which is a foundational tenet of testimonio. This

urgency for the Northern Cheyenne lies in an educational crisis that threatens survival

of the Northern Cheyenne people.

The Educational Crisis

According to Matas & Davies (2001) a study of dropouts at Lame Deer High

School on the Northern Cheyenne Reservation, found that the graduation rate in the

senior class in 1999 was 19.4% or three times lower than that of Montana schools in

general. This statistic speaks only for students of senior grade level. Many other

students have dropped out of school prior to reaching their senior year in high school.

In a study for the School To Work project in the community, Dr. Frank

Rowland found that the dropout rate reservation-wide tops 65-70% (personal

communication, Rowland, 2001). Standardized test scores in the Lame Deer School

District indicate rates of below grade level of 45.2% and below 41% for mathematics.

These are the lowest scores in the state of Montana. These scores have resulted in the

Lame Deer School District being placed on "school improvement" status by the

Montana Office of Public Instruction (personal communication, Rowland, 2001).
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Chief Dull Knife College is the primary provider of post-secondary

education in the reservation community. Dropout rates at the college reached 70% per

semester in 1999 (personal communication, Chief Dull Knife College Student Affairs,

2000). This dropout rate is indicative of the educational crisis in the Northern

Cheyenne community. Many students want to go to college but lack the competencies

required to succeed. Many students have been inadequately prepared by the

reservation school systems to succeed academically. These failure rates are a result of

the colonial oppression inherent in the structures of our fonnal non-Indian educational

systems. The tribal college administers the Test of Adult Basic Education (TABE) as a

means for entry-level college placement in mathematics and English. These scores are

scaled to the GED scale, not the college preparation scale, indicating even lower

competencies than at first appear. Most students seeking post-secondary educational

opportunities on the reservation do so to improve their lives and living conditions. The

TABE scores collected over recent semesters are indicative of the educational crisis on

the reservation. Average scores from six districts range from 7.67 (seventh grade

sixth month) grade level competency to 10.8 grade level in English to 6.5 grade level

to 10.8 in mathematics. Individual scores are documented as low as second grade level

in mathematics and English (personal communication, Chief Dull Knife College

Student Affairs, 2002).

Parents tend not to support the educational community and do not reinforce

through their role modeling the relevance that education can have in maintaining who

we are as Cheyenne. Students are often abusive and disrespectful of teachers,

administrators, and peers. Many educational workers are apathetic about their roles in
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educating Northern Cheyenne students or are in fear of retribution by school boards,

parents, and the students themselves. Students often feel angry, bored, and apathetic

that education can and will change anything in their lives for the better (personal

communication, Lame Deer School Educator, 2003). The reservation educational

system is failing our students and the students are failing in our current educational

system. Students cannot proficiently read, write, or do mathematics. They cannot

masterfully use either the English language of the oppressor or the indigenous

language of Northern Cheyenne. The Northern Cheyenne language was beaten out of

our parents, grandparents, aunties, and uncles in the educational systems of the

reservation era of the post 19th century.

Many, many Northern Cheyenne who leave the reservation to further their

educations do not come back. Northern Cheyenne who grew up in urban settings do

not return and do not intend to return home to their people. Here we lose a tremendous

asset to our community, in the loss of human resources, potential and human capital

that would allow our organizations, institutions, and educational systems to be led by

qualified, Northern Cheyenne people. Currently they are led by a majority of non-

Indians who maintain the current status quo of the oppressor's and colonizer's

systems.

The Cultural Crisis

The extremely radical shift of lifestyle, educational experiences, and roles

women in our community underwent was rapid and drastic. The sociological

phenomena that describe this experience are a combination of revolution, adaptation,

and cultural lag. Revolution is such a drastic and rapid change that existing society has
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a difficult time keeping up with the resulting structural change. This results in a

cultural lag between new patterns that emerged and are in direct conflict to traditional

values (Tischler, 1999). Typically, the material culture changes more rapidly than the

values and norms of a cultural group, but both types of changes cause social discord,

instability, and other negative consequences. This is what has happened in North

American Indian cultures and in our resistance to assimilation. Adaptation is a process

of adjustment to a group's environment (Tischler, 1999).

Our language and our land base are critical to the continuance of our

ceremonial way of life. The ceremonies must be done in the Cheyenne language on

our sacred lands. Without our sacred lands, without our ceremonies, we will cease to

exist as Northern Cheyenne people. The success of the oppressor has been to all but

extinguish who we are and our way of life.

An informal language assessment conducted approximately ten years ago

found the youngest, fluent Northern Cheyenne speaker to be forty-six years old. A

majority of the younger generations do not fully participate or practice a ceremonial,

traditional way of life. It is believed that it cannot be balanced with an educated,

secular life. This leaves many elders distraught and worried about our future. The

reservation educational systems and tribal college are one component and aspect

where indigenized curricula can be implemented to preserve and perpetuate our

Cheyenne Way of Life.

Tying the Ends of the Story- A Summary

The stories and voices of Northern Cheyenne women participants will be heard

through the method of testimonio. Testimonio is a first person narrative or account that
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must be told and heard due to the urgency of the situation or circumstance. Testimonio

seeks to name an injustice at hand and to confront it. Therefore, the act of speaking and

being heard in one's specific voice results in a transformation and gives power back to

the teller through the voice of the story being told. The testimonio acts as an agent for

socio-political change of the Northern Cheyenne community. The stories give voice and

call for an act to end oppressive relationships with colonizing institutions, forms of

government, culture groups, and entities of power.

There are subtle, yet powerful and distinct differences between testimonio and

other research methods of a descriptive, phenomenological form, as well as literary forms

of research such as ethnography and oral history. Testimonio emerged as a literary genre

but it is evolving into resistance research.

Education is a powerful tool in society. Education and its experiences are

inherently political. The introduction of Politics and Education describes Freire' s work,

Education represents in Freire's view both a struggle for meaning and a struggle
over power relations. Its dynamic is forged in dialectical relation between
individuals and groups who live out their lives within specific historical
conditions and structural constraints, on the one hand, and those cultural forms
and ideologies that give rise to the contradictions and struggles that define the
lived realities of various societies on the other. Education is the terrain where
power and politics are given a fundamental expression, since it is where meaning,
desire, language, and values engage and respond to deeper beliefs about the very
nature of what it means to be human, to dream, and to name the struggle for a
particular future and way of life (p. xiii, 1985).

So, education and its experiences are fundamentally economic. Society's resources are

distributed in accordance with power, and education is espoused as a path to power and

resources. Education also separates, silences, and divides by race, class, and
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gender. AccordIng to hooks (1994), education is the practice of freedom. Active,

reflexive teaching to transgress is foundational and pivotal to the process of what is

defined as teaching and learning.

Trangression is the experience of movement past or through the socially

constructed boundaries of racism, classism, and sexism and is intended to discover

emancipation and freedom through the empowerment of the educational process

(hooks, 1994).
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Why the Story Must Be Told - Significance of the Study

A Nation is not conquered
Until the hearts of its women
Are on the ground.
Then it is done, no matter
How brave its warriors
Nor how strong its weapons.

-Traditional Cheyenne Saying

American Indian women have been part of the storytelling
tradition both oral and written from its inception, passing on
stories to their children and their children's children and using
the word to advance those concepts crucial to cultural survival.

-Dexter Fisher, (Ed.) The Third Woman

The significance of this study lies first and foremost in what other Northern

Cheyenne women will hear in the stories told that will assist them in their educational

journeys and in assuming their community leadership roles. Secondary will be the

impact hearing the stories will have on the teller's families and community. Finally,

impact might be felt by those who are Indian and non-Indian outside of the Northern

Cheyenne cultural community. The stories recorded here have not been told before.

They have not been told in a way that allows the Northern Cheyenne woman a voice

that is truly her own, allowing the story to stand and speak for itself. Research has

been conducted on the reservation prior to this study. However, this prior research has

been primarily conducted by non-Indians and in more conventional research styles.

The author of this study, who is a tribal member, contends such research may not be as

culturally appropriate as testimonio.

The significance lies in the impact Northern Cheyenne women have on their

families, in the community, and on future generations of grass-roots leaders or on

women seeking education. These are the Northern Cheyenne women who will

implement social change and reform, seeking to end the devastating effects of
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colonization and oppression on the Cheyenne Way of Life. The significance is about

maintaining and preserving Northern Cheyenne culture through educational processes

and through collective healing as a People and as a community. Collective healing

occurs through the power of voice (testimonio) and the power derived from speaking

about atrocities that have remained voiceless and rendered us disempowered. The

significance lies in surviving an educational crisis that threatens to destroy the

Northern Cheyenne people. Our educational crisis is evidenced through our dropout

rate, our test scores, and our loss of culture and language. Reservation education has

been from a colonial viewpoint and is often third rate. It is about my people surviving

a genocidal assault by colonizers. It is about RESISTANCE. It is about SURVIVAL.

The significance of this study lies in the revelation of meaning for other

Northern Cheyenne women currently in or considering post-secondary educational

systems. Far too many Northern Cheyenne students in higher education are not

succeeding. This lack of success is due to the lack of culturally appropriate tools that

supports accomplishment of their post-secondary educational goals. The further

significance is in the impact these women have on the community and will have on

future generations of leaders implementing social change and reform and ending

oppression. The significance also lies in what this work will mean to other colonized,

oppressed, and marginalized peoples in our country and in academia. This work may

work to empower these people as well.
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Hearing the Voice of the Story Through the Ceremony of Listening

Hohta'heo'o The Story

Ceremony noun. 1. formal act, prescribed by law,
ritual or convention. 2. prescribed procedures.

-Webster's Dictionary

We learn to listen at a very young age to the stories even
the ones we have heard a thousand times. It is respectful
to listen to the elders talk and it is how we keep our
culture alive, listening to the stories.

- Brooke Gondara, Journal

This section is organized to allow for the flow of voice and story in true

testimonio style, which will be thoroughly described later in the methodology section

of this research study. Testimonio literature is based upon the assumption that there

must be adequate separation of the listener from the narrator. There must also be

minimal "guiding" or "leading" the story. The story must emerge in the teller's words

and stand on its own strengths and merits. The following are framing questions that

will begin the testimonios that are recorded in this study:

. Tell me the story about you as a Northern Cheyenne woman. Speak to

me about your life, being Tsissistas, Suhtaio, everything abo ut you that

you are comfortable sharing with me, that will help me know

hohta 'heo 'o.

Tell me the story about all the educational experiences ofyour life.

What have they been, where, who taught you and what do they mean to

you as a Northern Cheyenne woman? What do they mean to all of us,

the younger generations? Tell me how we, Tsissistas, Suhtaio, will

survive.
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The Bones of the Story - Organization of the Related Literature

This study includes an exploration of literature germane to its focus. The literature

review will explore the relationships of the following topical areas:

Area 1

Feminist, colonial, and post-colonial theory (agendas for creating social

change) as framework for the context of genocide

Area 2

A relationship to oral history, collective voice, plural self, voice, testimonio,

and empowerment in healing collective trauma through "stories" as a means of

preserving and perpetuating American Indian culture.

Area 3

American Indian education

Area 4

American Indian women's experiences with formal, non-Indian education and

informal Cheyenne education, as Keepers of the Cheyenne Way of Life, and as

community leaders, specifically to the extent to which Northern Cheyenne

women view higher education, with the doors of the tribal college as the

possible passage way for this process

Rationale for the Organization ofLiterature Review

The literature exploration of feminist, colonial, and post-colonial theory will

create the framework for the context of the research study. One must understand the

where, the why, and the how to understand the urgency of the situation at hand.



21

Historically, education was used as a method of cultural and racial genocide

toward Indian people. For example, on the Northern Cheyenne Reservation education

served this purpose most overtly until the mid 1 970s. One of the most profoundly

negative perpetrators of cultural genocide continues to be the presence of the Catholic

Church on the reservation, specifically the St. Labre Indian School and Educational

Association. Since their arrival in the People's homeland, St. Labre Mission has stolen

land and property, raised in excess of hundreds of millions of dollars under the

Cheyenne name and cultural iconographization of dirty, indigent Indians, then

withheld all but a pittance of those funds to help enhance the Cheyenne way of life.

This educational association does not seek to eradicate poverty and they strategically

and purposefully seek to destroy Northern Cheyenne identity, language, and culture

through colonized "education" and religion (personal communication, Northern

Cheyenne St. Labre Task Force, 2002).

The number of community members who attended this educational institution

(boarding school) and the impacts of this institution on the majority of Cheyenne

people are profound. A majority of Northern Cheyenne people have close family

members who experienced the educational process at this boarding school and they

have very strong feelings about the school, which is still in operation. Many feelings

are negative. Family members experienced loss of family ties, language and culture

and endured regular physical beatings and sexual assaults. The dynamics continue to

play out in Cheyenne families. In comparison, many families took the food and

clothing the mission offered them in exchange for educating their children. Here

Northern Cheyenne families have mixed feelings, because hunger and cold were
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staved off, but children were abused and indoctrinated. These practices have now

become more covert, but optimistically, they are a dying means of subjugation as more

Northern Cheyenne leaders take charge of the People's educational future, its destiny,

and implications.



The Heart of the Story - Review of Related Literature

Area 1: Colonization and Genocide

"In fourteen hundred ninety-two, Columbus sailed the
ocean blue." Children's Nursery Rhyme

This rhyme descsribes what was the beginning of genocide and colonization in

what is now America. For over five hundred years American Indians have been

subject to the impact of this invasion through outright murder, decimation by disease,

removal and relocation. According to Churchill (1997), this history is "unparalleled in

human history, both in terms of its sheer magnitude and its duration" (p. 97). Duran

(1990) adds, "scholars estimate that there were from 50 to 100 million Indian people

systemically annihilated and exterminated in this hemisphere in the past 500 years" (p.

132). Other scholarly estimates suggest over 125 million dead or 90% of the

indigenous population (Churchill, 1997).

Genocide is defined under the Geneva Convention as having three parts that

include the following:

a) Killing members of the group;
b) Causing serious bodily or mental harm to members of the group;
c) Deliberately inflicting on members of the group conditions of life

calculated to bring about it physical destruction in whole or in part;
d) Imposing measures intended to prevent births within the group;
e) Forcibly transferring children of the group to another group.

The truth is a weapon more potent than any rifle or bomb.

-John Trudell, American Indian Movement

Unbelievably to some, but the truth to indigenous peoples, these five conditions have

existed and are still being carried out in the twenty-first century in Native America in
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varying degrees through the United States government's political, economic,

environmental, and cultural extermination agendas.

The Cheyenne alone suffered government sanctioned attempts at extermination

in the nineteenth century at the Sand Creek Massacre in 1864, the Massacre at the

Washita in 1868, the Powder River Massacre in 1876, and the Fort Robinson Breakout

in 1878, to name only the most prominent attacks. The Sand Creek Massacre in

Colorado is best known for Black Kettle's Band of Cheyenne, mostly women,

children, and elders, (the men were away on a hunting party), who were killed as they

flew a white flag of truce as they had been instructed by the United States government.

In the middle of the night they were attacked and slaughtered. The soldiers were

instructed by their leader, Colonel Chivington, to "kill and scalp all, little and big

Nits make lice" (Churchill, 1997, p. 129).

The acts were gruesome, and over five hundred were left dead. Babies were

left trying to nurse their dead mother's breasts that had been cut off. Unborn babies

were cut out from the womb and left beside the mother. Children's skulls were

cracked open, their brains spread on the ground. Ears, fingers, and noses were cut off.

The body of Chief White Antelope was mutilated almost beyond recognition. Rocky

Mountain News was quick to report that the "Bloody Third" (p. 186) regiment of

cavalry proudly paraded around Denver with the trophies of men's testicles as tobacco

pouches and women's vaginas stretched as hat bands and over their saddle horns for

display.

Smith (1999) states, "Coming to know the past has been part of the critical

pedagogy of decolonization . . . telling our stories from the past, reclaiming the past,
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giving testimony to the injustices of the past are all strategies (p.34). The oppressor

writes history.

History has a premise that supposes justice. Knowing the wrongs done in the

past can affect how things will be done in the future. "It is because of this relationship

with power that we have been excluded, marginalized and 'Othered" (p.34).

"Indigenous peoples are still marginal and do not possess the power to transform

history into justice. Our colonial experience traps us in the project of modernity"

(p.34). Smith (1999) contends that "there can be no postmodern for us until we have

settled some business of the modern"(p.34). "It is about centering our concerns and

world views and then coming to know and understand theory and research from our

own perspectives and for our own purposes" (p.39).

At a point in time, the oppressed [Northern Cheyenne] become the oppressor

[to self and collective self] in conjunction with the original colonizer [Euro

Americans]. In such situations the oppressed are forced to turn against their identity

and their community group as the oppression becomes internalized and behaviors are

directed outward (Duran, 1990; Memmi, 1965). Duran (1990) contends, "So far there

has never been an acknowledgement of these crimes and the colonists prefer to stay in

denial about the holocaust they have perpetuated" (p. 134).

Duran (1990) suggests, "that Indian people have been subjected to the worst

systematic holocaust in the history of the world is reason to believe that the genocide

may contribute to such a high incidence of problems within the community . . . in any

system where there is an unequal distribution of resources and power, systems of
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dominance exist which act symbolically or instrumentally to reinforce that

domination" (pp. 132-133).

Through the purposeful destruction of Indian families, often through the

educational processes of boarding and mission schools, the mechanism for

perpetuating culture is destroyed. "Once the idea of family is eradicated from the

thinking and lifeworld of an individual, cultural reproduction cannot occur . . . the

effects of this subjugation have been devastating both physically and psychologically"

(Duran, 1995 p. 28). The dynamics of holocaust manifest themselves through

intergenerational trauma, "it has systemically been woven into the fabric of Native

American families for generations" (p. 30). Collective and historical trauma also exists

in the form of forced assimilation and acculturation for survival in the "lifeworld of

the perpetrators of the holocaust" (Duran, 1995, p. 32). A further ramification for

Indian people of the colonization process is the "systemic destruction of the initiation

of ceremony" (p. 42).

Area 2: Oral History, Storytelling, Collective Voice, and the Plural Self- Healing

Historical Trauma: Voice and Empowerment

The song is very short because we understand so much.

Maria Chona, Papago

Owens (1998) states, "we need to pay close attention to the implications of the

Tohono O'odham (Papago tribal group of the southwest) woman's words regarding

cultural knowledge, for her words raise important issues. For example, who are 'we'

who understand so much and how do 'others' the 'not-we's' attend to the brief

utterance of song shadowed by such cultural complexity and depth?" (p. 48).



27

Sommer (1998) in Not Just a Personal Story: Women's Testimonios and the

Plural Selfdiscusses the subtle yet powerful and necessary differences between

testimonio and other forms of voice, such as autobiography and ethnography. She

identifies the plural self in the scholarship of women of color, making the case for

"hearing" the subaltern voice "speak" (Spivak, 1988) in such a way that is valid is

very difficult.

When one speaks through testimonio, the reader, the listener is not asked to

identif' with the story, as readers of autobiography assume (the "I"). The "I" in

testimonio is collective but denies the reader identity with it because it is a singular

extension of a plural consciousness, a culture that seeks to dc-colonize the speaker.

The voice heard is a distinguishable part of the whole (Sommer, 1988). The reader

does not enter into relationship with another identif'ing with it; this is not the intended

goal. However the listener is asked to hear my plea, my voice as a mechanism for

changing a situation (Sommer, 1988).

I am writing for them to stop talking about the "Other," to stop even
describing how important it is to be able to speak about difference. It is
not just important what we speak about, but how and why we speak.
Often this speech about "Other" is also a mask, an oppressive talk,
hiding gaps, absences, that space where our words would be if we were
speaking, if there were silence, if we were there. This "we" is that "us"
in the margins, that "we" who inhabit marginal space that is not a site
of domination but a place of resistance. Enter that space. Often this
speech about the "Other" annihilates, erases: "no need to hear your
voice. Only tell me about your pain. I want to know your story. And
then I will tell it back to you in a new way. Tell it back to you in such a
way that it has become mine, my own. Re-writing you, I write myself
anew. I am still author, authority. I am still the colonizer, the speak
subject and you are now at the center of my talk." Stop. (hooks, 1990,
pp. 151-152)
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The dis/recovery of voice and the outlet for this voice are paramount to healing the

devastating effects of colonization and genocide. Only when one can be heard on one's

own terms does the power dynamic shift and the oppressed become empowered.

"Othering" invents and constructs identities on the terms of the oppressor or marginalizer

- the keeper of the status quo who puts us there (Fine, 1998). Qualitative research can

serve to "interrupt" (p. 131) Othering as new forms of activist and post-modern projects

come to the forefront of research. Self-consciously interrupting Othering serves to shake

up and impose a more "radical rethinking" (p. 140) of the relationships of

"objects/subjects" (p. 141) in terms of qualitative research.

Fine (1998) suggests that "academics and critics can do little to correct the

'material wrongs of colonialism . . . in the face of the possibility that the intellectual is

complicit in the persistent constitution of the Other as the Self's shadow" (p. 141).

Researchers need to "stop trying to know the Other or give voice to the Other and listen,

instead, to the plural voices of those Othered, as constructors and agents of knowledge"

(p. 142). The new emergence of a cadre of qualitative work is imbedded in the struggles

against social injustice, seeking to disrupt Othering, "provoking possibility" and "forcing

subjugated voices in context to the front of our texts and by exploiting privileged voices

to scrutinize the technologies of Othering" (p. 149). The "risk for qualitative researchers

had been and continues to be imperial translation . . . risk lies in the romanticizing of the

narratives" (p. 152).

Native scholar Cook-Lynn (2000) states that the issues of "Indian white relations

in America by academics . . . has always been a contentious matter" (p. 79). Only for

roughly thirty years from the 1 960s to the I 990s did it appear that this strained
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"reassessments in the emerging postcolonial debates" (p. 79). To the "dismay of Indian

scholars everywhere .. . the discussion of what can only be described as an attempt to

discredit a newly emerged native voice flourishing throughout academia in recent

decades and as evidence of a major culture war" (p. 80). "The emergence of the

indigenous voice in academia in the last several decades had been recognized as a huge

breakthrough for the right to speak for oneself and one's people" (p. 80).

It is imperative that as Indian people we seek to reclaim voice to speak the story

in a way that will heal and reconcile the impact and manifestations of colonization and

genocide, to empower ourselves and our communities to create social change.

Before the rising voice of the native is again silenced or goes underground or
simply self-destructs in some awful way, or before government sponsored death
squads have succeeded in destroying the entire native population on this
continent, scholars . . . must be willing to invent whatever concepts possible
within their ken to acknowledge that Indians know what has happened to them
and that knowledge is in the language, culture, custom and literature of the tribe
and most important that Indians are entitled to tell their own stories." (Cook-
Lynn, 2000, p.92)

Valerio (1983) recalls,

I cried inside that sweat, it seemed as though I could never stop crying as though
my heart was being tugged at and finally torn loose inside my chest. Other people
cried too. So much emotion is expressed in the sweat and in the medicine lodge.
And the weird thing about it is you don't really know what you are crying about.
The emotions seem to come out of some primeval cavity some lonesome half
remembered place. It seems when I cried it was more than an individual pain. The
weeping was all of our pain a collective wound it is larger than each
individual. In the sweat it seems as though we remember a past a collective
presence our past as Native people before being colonized and culturally
liquidated.(p. 43)
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The act of testimono as a method for the emergence of a voice, a story, has

psychological implications that lend themselves to empowerment and healing. In the

worldview of indigenous thinkers from collective, historical trauma testimonio "is the

translation of the hegemonic discourse into the language of the colonized which

privileges collective reality over that of the individual" (Brabeck, 2001, p. 1).

According to Brabeck (2001), "therapeutic and public testimony presents an

alternative methodology to assess the effects of trauma and multiple responses to it

and to heal the individual and the community" (p. 3). In Indian communities, healing

from colonization and genocide through testimony allows us to articulate the atrocities

in our own way with validity. Brabeck (2001) states, "testimony is described as a

verbal journey to the past that 'allows the individual to transform past experience and

personal identity, creating a new present and enhancing the future' .. . it is a first

person account of one's life experiences with attention to the injustices one has

suffered and the effect these injustices have had on one's life"(p.3).

According to Brabeck (2001), testimonio inherently possesses the traits that

can "heal the individual and society through producing complicity and solidarity"

(p. 3). She also contends that, "therapeutic testimony validates personal experience as

the basis for truth and knowledge and morality as a standard for public virtue, there is

reappropriation of voice based on the belief that, to heal, one must regain power to

direct the course of one's life" (p. 3). The use of testimony to heal collective trauma in

Indian communities has been effectively silenced by the colonizer through the death of

the language of the indigenous speaker.
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Brabeck (2001) goes on, "in regaining agency and power, the speaker of

testimony redefines reality and promotes a new, accurate understanding of objective

conditions through the use of her/his own standards of legitimacy. Responsibility for

injustice is placed on the shoulders of those to whom it belongs, alleviating the guilt

and shame of the speaker" (p. 3). The issue of who is telling the accurate and truthful

"official story" (p. 3) is discounted and "the speaker reappropriates for self and

community the moral standards and social order taken away by repression. The

speaker breaks not only her/his silence, but also speaks the voices of those silenced

through death and fear" (Brabeck, 2001, p.4).

Finally, the nature of testimony is a political act of collectivity seeking to help

the community by speaking out against wrong. Brabeck (2001) states "in the

challenge it poses to oppressive power structures and norms, it insists that personal

histories be understood within the context of social destruction . . . as the speaker of

testimony stands as representative of her/his community, testimony involves

recovering both the repressed individual and social identity. Healing must happen for

individual and for social structures corrupted by violence" (p. 4).

"Testimony is an affirmation of ego-sustaining principles that were

compromised by trauma, i.e. the right to free expression, a belief in human capacity to

overcome human destruction through solidarity, and a belief in value as human being

and as member of community" (Brabeck, 2001, p. 4). Healing happens "through

storytelling, one moves from individual personal tragedy toward shared strength. The

speaker connects not only with her/his community of belonging but also with the

human community who bears witness" (p. 4). To bear witness is crucial to the process
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of using testimonio to speak about colonization and genocide and its impact on

Northern Cheyenne education. Brabeck (2001) states,".. . belief in what happened

and willingness to deplore it and create a bond of commitment to reject oppression.

Testimony involves the interdependence of the speaker and audience as members of

human community who can work together for life and justice" (p .4). For Northern

Cheyenne people, education has historically been a means of cultural genocide. The

American and religious systems of education have taken away the pieces of identity

like language and ceremony that traditionally make one Northern Cheyenne.

Area 3: American Indian Education

For the purpose of this study, a basic understanding of Indian education is

necessary. If education is to give instruction and to advance moral and social

development, then societies have been utilizing this process for tens of thousands of

years. Specifically, Indian people have used education for a very long time to preserve

and pass on culture and identity.

Rowland (1994) contends, "there is an inverse relationship between the non-

Indian concept of education and that which is held by Indian people . . . in white

society one commonly accepted purpose for education is to train people to function

within the institution setting to support the larger aim of society. . . individuals gain

status and power" (p. 159).

Early in the colonization process, Indian children were removed from their

homes, often taken thousands of miles away with the help of the government and/or

religious entities, to boarding and mission schools. Here they were stripped of their

physical appearances through forced modifications of dress and hairstyles, stripped of
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their spiritual practices and language, often physically, emotionally and sexually

punished and abused. They were then indoctrinated with the dominant society's

religion, values, beliefs, customs, language, and dress. Eventually they were allowed

to leave, trained for work as seamstresses, fanners, and laborers. This altered the

pattern of Indian education by Cheyenne society that was already underway (Rowland,

1994). This pattern of traditional education was one of training and knowledge passed

on and taught through the family and through other tribal member teachers.

Informal Cheyenne education, fundamentally and traditionally, held that every

person "had a purpose in life, and a good part of this was to contribute back to the

community in which one lived" (Rowland, 1994, p. 126). Life is systemic,

interrelated, and needs to be balanced. Cheyenne believe that learning has "sanctity"

(p. 132). Cheyenne teachers understand implicitly that being attuned to the

connectedness of all worlds for "messages and instructions" (p. 132) contributes to the

Cheyenne style of teaching, learning, and knowing. In the Cheyenne Indian Way, the

responsibility for educating belongs to the whole community. Often, the teacher is an

older person, who is through age, closer to the Creator, Maheo. The relationship with

the Creator Maheo means the learner must be a meticulous listener to the stories and

teachings (Rowland, 1994).

Formal Indian education and formal school education has offered opportunities

to some, and fails many. Formal Indian education is a volatile subject in many families

and communities. The value of it is not clear and is not always supported by the

community through role modeling behavior. People are hurt and betrayed in the

process of trying to better their lives through education. They find that jobs are not
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available as expected and moving forward to a better life is a myth at best. In the late

1 960s, a movement began for reservation communities to take local and tribal control

of the formal, post-secondary educational institution and its processes. The tribal

college was born. At first look, the tribal college is a typical two-year "community

college" institution with open access and admission. Today, there are thirty-three tribal

colleges that form the American Indian Higher Education Consortium (AIHEC) in the

United States.

Past the community college appearance is a place where the struggle to

incorporate culture and language, anything that is uniquely ours and indigenous, is

attempted. The institutions are often under-staffed, under-funded and in disrepair.

Many of the attempts to indigenize curricula and infuse programs with culture and

language are not working. However, to countless Indian people, the tribal college is

the only place to come for further education. They may walk through the door the first

time to complete their GED having quit school in sixth grade, as some of our family

members have done or having had difficulties leaving the Rez due to family and

cultural pull. The majority of tribal college students are women, women with children.

The current movement within Indian education is to access and transmit

knowledge in a manner that is empowering to us and that allows us to create social

change in our colonized communities. This movement toward an indigenous,

indigenized education, or indigenism, allows this process to occur. "By indigenization

I mean the act of making our educational philosophy, pedagogy, and system our own,

making the effort to explicitly explore ways of knowing and systems that have been

actively repressed for five centuries" (Deloria & Wildcat, 2001, p.vii.). This process is
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a call to action. It is not just "primarily about raising standards or improving test

scores; rather they constitute a reasonable call to consider the advantages of building

educational practice on a foundation of American Indian metaphysics that is 'a unified

worldview acknowledging a complex totality in the world both physical and spiritual.'

This undertaking will not be easy, and we do need allies" (Deloria & Wildcat, 2001,

p.9). It is a modern warrior's cry.

Area 4: Indian Women 's Experiences With Education

You are an Indian, first, last and always.

- Vine Deloria

According to Almeida (1997), "the history of Native American women has

only been touched upon" (p. 1). She states,

Education was and still is connected to the political power of Native American
women. Traditional learning has been the means by which Native American
women have established and maintained their voices and empowered
themselves through gender roles. However, Western based education, under
government control, has been used as an instrument to destroy the traditional
power of Native American women, through the shifting of these roles, The
voices of Native American women . . . illustrate their resistance to the
breakdown of traditional political standing and the use of education to reclaim
and protect it (pp. 1-2).

Almeida (1997) also believes that as an Indian scholar and educator herself, we

must maintain "ownership of our cultural research" (p. 2) and that there is a

"responsibility to and right to produce research that specifically relates to us as Native

women" (p. 2). "There are a number of reasons why Native women's voices and

stories have not always been heard, not all of which can be blamed on European

American male chauvinism . . . Native American men believe that Native women
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have their own mouths and can tell their own stories and should be allowed to do so"

(Almeida, 1997, P. 2).

Indian women's stories and oral traditions are not just folkloric or mythical,

but they are real and relevant ways of looking at our history. They are testimony to

how we view our worlds, communities, and ourselves from within our own cultures

(Almeida, 1997). In a contemporary context, Almeida (1997) states, "Native American

women continue to play an important role in the education of their people. Many have

come to understand and seek to preserve the traditional roles women held in the past

Native American women maintain their responsibilities as keepers of their culture,

working for revitalization" (p. 11).

According to Evans (1994), the educational issues facing Indian women are

due in part to a woman being "tribal, defined through the eyes of her people. As she

struggles to reconcile her identity in the academic world with her identity in the tribe,

she adapts in ways that white educators may not understand" (p. 7). Evans, (1994)

supports this idea pointing out there are many factors that are directly related to Indian

women's experiences with education. Differences in the styles of time management, or

timlessness, language differences, spiritual differences, problems in scoring well on

standardized tests, lack of role models, culturally contrived gender biased experiences,

personal relationships with family, partners and children, and finally with education as

indoctrination, contribute to our post-secondary educational struggles.

However, according to Evans (1994), Indian women are also multimodal in

learning, capable of high levels of synthesis of infonnation, and facilitating critical

analysis of information. "The cooperative, community ethos of Al [American Indian]
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culture needs to be transported to the classroom, using context as well as content as a

vital educational tool. These women need to understand fully that knowledge is

socially constructed and that their constructions are as valid" as others (p. 10).

The review of literature has given foundational support to the proposed

research topic. The researcher's intent is to paint a visible picture of a very complex

and complicated situation with huge ramifications to Indian Country. It is about the

survival of indigenous Indian people through the emergence of a distinct voice in

Northern Cheyenne women's stories about their educational experiences and lives.
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The Journey of the Story and Finding a Path for Voice - Methodology

The Hearts of Our Women Are Not Yet On the Ground
- Northern Cheyenne Women Elders

Testimonio emerged as the voice of resistance in Latin America as a response

to contemporary cultural and racial genocide. The voices of the testimonio were all too

often the stories of the women embattled in the resistance movements of survival.

Beverly (1989) states:

By testimonio I mean a novel or novella-length narrative in book or pamphlet
form, told in the first person by a narrator who is a real protagonist or

witness of the event he or she recounts, and whose unit of narration is usually a
"life" or significant experinence. Testimonio may include, but is not subsumed
under. . . autobiography, autobiographical novel, oral history, memoir,
confession, diary, interview, eyewitness report, life history, novela-testimonio,
non-fiction novel or "factographic literature". . . The situation of narration in
testimonio has to involve an urgency to communicate a problem of repression,
poverty, subalternity, imprisonment, struggle for survival, and so on. (p. 12-13)

According to Yudice (1991), another definition of testimonio is:

An authentic narrative, told by a witness who is moved to narrate by the
urgency of a situation (eg., war, oppression, revolution, etc.). Emphasizing
popular oral discourse, the witness portrays his or her own experience as an
agent (rather than representative) of a collective memory and identity. Truth is
summoned in the cause of denouncing a present situation of exploitation and
oppression or in exorcising and setting aright official history. (p. 17)

Academics have been reluctant to include testimonio in a research paradigm or

genre, even though testimonio bears very close resemblance to critical theory

approaches. Critical theory seeks to "name" the injustice and confront it in its societal

context, therefore becoming "transformative" (Kincheloe and McLaren, 2000).

Gugelberger and Kearney (1991) state, "most testimonios are 'forward looking in that

they envision a transformed society"(p .9).

Historically, according to Gugelberger (1996) testimonio is described as a
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Latin American "thing" originating in Cuba in the immediate years of the
revolution, then manifesting again in Bolivia before it became nearly a
Central American genre. The second stage was the critical response to the
testimonio of "progressive" intellectuals in the United States, a majority of
whom were women, just as the majority of the producers of the testimonio
were women. The third state in the development of testimonio was the
response of critics in the United States, many of whom were of Latin
American origin, who struggled with the issues of "lo real" and started to
refute the presumed "left poetics of solidarity" going "beyond" the
unconditional affirmation of the genre. (p. 5)

According to Warner (1993) and Zimmerman (1991), testimonio did not

begin as a research method, it has become instead a means by which the goals of

social justice can be incorporated into "scholarly research." Testimonio has become

the voice of resistance "in response to political, economic and gender oppression."

Tierney (2000) states:

Whereas a life history is a written account elicited through interviews by an
individual who seeks to understand a life in order to gain a greater
understanding of cultural notions, the testimonio is developed by the one who
testifies in the hope that his or her life's story will move the reader to action in
concert with the group with which the testifier identifies. Testimonio is told
with the intent to motivate and help improve the social conditions of the
testifier and of future generations. Moreover it is both a form of representation
and a cultural practice, similar to other forces of social change (p. 540).

Mann (1991) states, "because testimonio involves denouncing a situation, such

as oppression, it is particularly suitable for the stories of women . . . 'a kind of

speaking from the margins to and about the systems which oppress that speaking

(p.52)."

Testimonio as a method of research fully allows the process (the story/voice) to

guide the research itself. Testimonio is about process as well as the story itself. There

seem to have emerged two distinct types of voice in testimonios (Black, 2002). The

first type is monophonic and the second is polyphonic. Black (2002) incorporates both
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styles in her research study. Polyphonic voice incorporates the use of multiple voices

of a shared experience, while monophonic voice incorporates a single voice for

shared, collective experience or oppression. The best contemporary example of the

monophonic voice is heard through the story of I, Rigoberta Menchu: An Indian

Woman in Guatemala.

The testimonio is the research. The researcher almost knows the answers to

the questions sought, but testimonio provides affirmation of a social situation through

the voice that emerges. While parameters or frameworks to guide the story can be

designed, it is the story itself that is at the heart of the research. This method is

aligned and representative of the style and lifeways of indigenous thinkers. Therefore,

it is especially appropriate to a study of Northern Cheyenne women.

The rationale for the selection of testimonio as the methodology of this study is

cited by Gelles (1998) as a collective form of "autobiographical witnessing that gives

voice to oppressed peoples and has played an important role in developing and

supporting international human rights, solidarity movements, and liberation struggles"

(p.2).

1992):

Sioux scholar Vine Deloria states in Fantasies of the Master Race (Churchill,

. . the realities of Indian belief and existence have become so misunderstood
and distorted at this point that when a real Indian stands up and speaks the truth
at any given moment, he or she is not only unlikely to be believed, but will
probably be 'corrected' by the citation of some non-Indian and totally
inaccurate 'expert.' Moreover, young Indians in universities are now being
trained to view themselves and their cultures in terms prescribed by such
experts rather than in the traditional terms of tribal elders. The process
automatically sets the members of the Indian communities at odds with one
another, while outsiders run around picking up the pieces for themselves. In
this way experts are perfecting a system of self-validation in which all
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semblance of honesty and accuracy are lost. This is not only a travesty of
scholarship, but it is absolutely devastating to Indian societies (p 190).

Bataille and Sands (1984) state, "American Indian autobiography is a

transitional genre, combing elements of tribal and oral tradition" (p. 8). Almost twenty

years later, could this combination and transitional genre be the emergence of

testimonio as a hybrid method of resistance and telling an urgent story?

The assumption of the methodology is that with testimonio as a mechanism for

"voice/s" to be "heard," some injustice will be either confronted and/or reconciled

with the "teller" being empowered through the act of the testimonio itself. It is

subjective and not meant to be generalizable beyond Northern Cheyenne culture. The

research is a writing documentation exercise of oral indigenous thinking and moments.

Storytellers - Study Participants

The study focused on the testimonios of six Northern Cheyenne women of

varying age, educational, traditional, and leadership backgrounds who currently reside

in the Northern Cheyenne community or on its borders/region. The participants ranged

in age from thirty-three to seventy-two years old. The educational backgrounds ranged

from eighth grade to a doctoral candidate. All were involved in some way in the

workforce, community activism, cultural and historical preservation, ceremonial ways

and traditions, and either lived recently or grew up on the reservation. The aspect of

participant's stories who resided in current urban settings, added depth and value to

the project through deepened perspective.

The particpants were identified by the researcher based on current community

leadership/activism, educator/tion roles, according to their generational context and
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willingness to tell their story through testimonio. Five participants emerged that were

willing to share their experiences.

The rationale for the selection of these women was based upon the in-depth,

extremely rich stories of the participants. Qualitative research methods propose

(Neuman, 2000) selecting sample or population size based on purposive information

that lends itself to learning about social processes in socially specific contexts, rather

than considerations of a statistical nature requiring larger representative samples

resulting in generalizations. A limited number of participants was proposed. In

addition, the proposed research mandates development of rapport, trust, and

willingness from the participants to provide information that will add depth, and

breadth to the study.

In keeping with the indigenous aspect of the proposed study, a spiritual

component was also a key element in the design and unfolding of the research process.

At a spiritual level, in which Northern Cheyenne people think and live their everyday

lives, the researcher proposed, based on current, recent experiences, that the

participants had at many levels, chosen the researcher. Not the other way around

(Deloria, 1995, 1999). The necessity and urgency of our educational crises as

American Indians, specifically Northern Cheyenne, supported the need for voices of

the educational leaders in the community to be heard In order for us to survive and to

preserve our culture.
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Gathering Stories - Data Collection

The data needed were the actual testimonios from the proposed study's

participants. The stories of the participant's experiences with education as Northern

Cheyenne women, was the data that was collected.

Data collection took place in the form of detailed, thorough, and lengthy

testimony through story telling. The data collection took place on the Northern

Cheyenne Reservation and its vicinity in late summer, August 2004 through

November 2004. It was best done in an environment conducive to open, comfortable,

and lengthy sessions, such as the participant's home. In some instances the

participants now resided in Billings, the main urban hub due to employment,

economic, health and educational issues that were more accessible than on the

reservation at the time. This was a culturally acceptable environment for this kind of

discussion.

In speaking with the women participants, the researcher ensured that the

questions were posed respectftilly and from one Cheyenne to another. The researcher

was culturally competent and comfortable with the "Cheyenne Way," recognizing the

story teller did not disclose that which they were not comfortable disclosing or that

which was not culturally appropriate to disclose.

Data collection followed traditional Northern Cheyenne cultural protocols as

well, such as asking permission appropriately with a gift of tobacco, especially when

they were elders and/or spiritual people. The participants will be honored

appropriately and given recognition and gifts through a giveaway ceremony for their

assistance in the project at the completion of the dissertation defense and successful
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graduation of the researcher. This process is aligned with Northern Cheyenne cultural

traditions and practices. The testimonios were recorded by audio tape only.

Hearing the Stories and Voices - Data Collection Analysis

The testimonios collected were written down with the voices of the narrator

speaking for themselves. The narratives are believed to be strong enough to stand on

their own. The facilitation from the spoken voice to the written one had been done

carefully to ensure it is the participant's story being facilitated. The researcher was not

comfortable "editing" or changing the testimonio and this was not aligned compatibly

with the genre of testimonio. The literature supports this approach (Fine, 1998; Cook-

Lynn 2000; Gelles 1998; Spivak, 1988).

The study was approached from a culturally appropriate and indigenous

perspective, including the use of language. There was very little Cheyenne language

used in the study. Where it was used (Myrna and Rubie) the speaker stated a

translation of what that word meant as closely as possible to the "meaning" the

participant is trying to get across, keeping in mind that some things cannot be fully

"translated" from the indigenous perspective and the beauty of the richness of

respectful diversity, lies here. The spellings were done phonetically, with the stated

translation from the participant's voice used as the meaning, as the transcriber is not a

fluent Cheyenne speaker. There are syntax, grammatical and usage issues within the

testimonios. The premise of the method supports that these irregularities not be edited.

Finally, the researcher, in transcription of the stories, has included some

emotive characteristics in parentheses such as (laughter), (crying). These are included

from instances on the tape recordings where it has become part of the story itself, not
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just as a space-filler. It is my belief that this was necessary to give the reader further

insight into the depth of the context and perspective being presented. Laughter is a

Cheyenne mainstay. We tend to laugh at many things, the good, the bad and the ugly.

We laugh at pain. Indian humor is famous.

The extent the testimonios were "analyzed" was to capture and to share

"common threads" or experiences in the stories that emerged and how these related

back to the review of the literature, if at all. For example which individual's voices

contributed to the collective voice through what commonalities (ties or threads) or are

there common experiences. It was possible that commonalities would not emerge and

the researcher's belief is that the study would still have significance an impact in the

community.

Keeping The Story in the Cheyenne Way - Soundness Strategies

Fidelity was maintained by documenting the stories as they were spoken, in the

form they came out. To edit would not support testimonio style. The participants were

informed that their stories were being recorded and documented in this fashion. This

was done for both the purposes of accuracy to methodological style and integrity to

the story and its narrator.

There is much debate within the genre of testimonio about the separateness of

the relationship of the researcher and the participant. According to Gelles (1998), the

storyteller of the testimonio is often someone illiterate or not a professional writer, and

the relationship between them can become one laden with issues of contradiction of

"high and low" culture and interpretation, differences in social formation and

language. However, this researcher is an "insider" by being an enrolled tribal member
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of the community of the study. Collectively and individually the researcher is part of

the research. I, the researcher included my testimonio in the study as well.

The researcher, in considering reflexivity to the extent that testimonio as a

process allows for, kept journal thoughts prior to the meeting with each woman. These

thoughts follow and are positioned prior to the start of the participant's story and brief

description of who they are. The brief description provides additional context and is

taken from my common knowledge of the women participants.

Protecting Cheyenne Voices - Strategies for Human Subjects

The standards of the Oregon State University Institutional Review Board

guided the human subject component and were strictly adhered to. The researcher also

completed the new requirements for certification for research at OSU through the

mandated tutorial process. Participants filed the appropriate release and

acknowledgement statements as required.

All participants remained confidential and anonymous unless, due to the

urgency of the testimonio, they chose to be identified. This was the individual's

choice. Allowances were made for their level of comfort in telling their stories. Ethical

considerations were examined such as any pain, psychological or emotional that may

result from recalling any painful or traumatic moments. As an insider to the

community and culture, the researcher was confident that participants would not share

information they were not comfortable sharing.

All research materials are secured and locked for storage and will be destroyed

at a date to be determined at the appropriate stage of the research process.
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Patience in Maheo's Way - Time Frame For Study

The Human Subjects IRB approval component and oral defense was complete

April 12, 2004. The IRB approval was granted in August 2004. The researcher

embarked in August 2004 and collected data through the last week of November 2004.

The dissertation writing and its editing was completed November 2004 through the

spring of 2005 for defense in April 2005.
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Voices and Vision - The Stories, the Testimonios

The stories are framed and hung upon the following two inquiries:

Tell me the story about you as a Northern Cheyenne woman. Speak to

me about your life, being Tsissistas, Suhtaio, everything about you that

you are comfortable sharing with me, that will help me know

hohta 'heo 'o.

. Tell me the story about all the educational experiences of your life.

What have they been, where, who taught you and what do they mean to

you as a Northern Cheyenne woman? What do they mean to all of us,

the younger generations? Tell me how we, Tsissistas, Suhtaio, will

survive.

Journal Thoughts August 2004

We are finally here after the long drive. We came straight through to
the Rez and stayed in Colstrip the last couple of nights. If anything it is
great being here, home, visiting and having coffee everywhere. I am
trying not to wig out. We missed one participant already after coming
all this way. I have been very stressed out trying to get things arranged
in such a hurry but trying to do things in a correct way regarding
protocols. I have come prepared with blankets and tobacco and tapes
upon tapes. It is fair weekend and lots of people are not around. They
are in Billings. I hope she got my email, or at least that John did
because he will show it to her. I am anxious and once again having to
just breathe and let it evolve. It is really hot. I didn't sleep so well
because my mind reeled all night long about the merit and validity of
this. It is the first one and what if! don't get anything? What if it is too
short? How long will she really tell me a story? I spent all this work
building up just an idea, and what if I am totally off the mark? I lack
confidence at the moment and am unsure if! will be welcomed back
home. Breathe. Feel the Old Ones around me. I try to keep praying. We
begin with coffee and sit outside at the picnic table in the warm sun
after constructing a haphazard shade that won't stay up. The dogs are
barking all over but everything begins to feel peaceful and right.
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Myrna 's Story (Lfè Wanderer)

Myrna is in her sixties and resides on the Northern Cheyenne Reservation in
Lame Deer, Montana. She is mother to three children, over 2000 foster
children have passed through her home and she is currently raising two of her
several grandchildren. Myrna is a community activist and is the Lame Deer
District Chairperson that represents itself to the Northern Cheyenne Tribal
Council. She devotes countless hours, tirelessly advocating, being the voice of
her people, working for justice and equality for her people and takes to the
streets in protest or organizing community support for initiatives whenever
necessary.

First of all my Indian name means Life Wanderer. I received my name
from one of my great aunts on my father's side. My father was half
Northern Cheyenne and half Southern Cheyenne. So I am quarter. His
mother was Northern Cheyenne and his father Southern Cheyenne. My
mother was full blooded Cheyenne so I'm really a quarter Southern
Cheyenne and three-fourths Northern Cheyenne. I say I'm a full
blooded Cheyenne on my enrollment papers anyway (laughter). I'm
very proud of that. I'm really proud of that. My children aren't full-
blooded Cheyenne because their father wasn't full blooded. He had
mixed-Indian and, not sure what the other was. Anyway, his dad was
full Cheyenne and so my children are mostly. As a child, I never knew
the difference between other Indian tribes and it didn't really matter to
me about other races, just that we didn't understand their language. I
didn't understand English when I grew up but I tell you something, I
told my friends and all my cousins that I was the first one to speak
English because I had the radio on and my mouth like that word and
they told me they were talking English. They are talking white man. I
listened and I ran out and told my cousins I know how to speak like the
white man, a white person. Really? What did they say? I make some
noises, you know. See I can speak English. We all sat down in a circle
and we all make all kinds of ugly noises and see. Gee that sounds good,
you know, and we just laughed and laughed. We really got fun playing
white people. I'm sure white people play Indian (laughter). I sure had
fun playing white people at that time (laughter). I remember I told my
mom, all my friends, I can speak white man and my mom said let me
hear you talk like that. Oh, they just kept laughing and laughing. I
wondered what I said because I didn't have any idea.

I started school where I eventually learned two languages. My dad
worked for the coal mines when I was very young and we lived in a one
room log cabin down by the creek up here. I had a comfortable life as a
child only because my father worked and my mother always went and
bought groceries and had he help her take them up to my grandma's
house and to the neighbors and they lived further up on the hill side. I
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was carrying the groceries up to my grandmother's and a box to my
auntie who had seven children and her husband didn't work. I always
wondered why we had to do that all the time and I never really thought
about it until later on in life that she was actually assisting them. They
didn't have any wood or coal stove and my dad would take a big truck
of coal and dump in right in the middle of this community that we lived
in. He left most of it there and a small portion of it on the side of our
house and people would come with buckets for coal in the winter.
Everybody lined up for the truck. Their children had buckets of coal.
My dad always said always share. Make sure everybody gets some.
When I think about it, like once a month and we knew when that coal
would come in the summer because very late at night we could hear
people filling their buckets outside our house. We knew they were out
of coal so my dad would bring another load and we'd bring another
load of coal for them. Even people who didn't live in our community
would drive up and ask my dad if they could take coal. And it was free.
Even at the coal mine they could fill their buckets for a nickel.

Not everyone had vehicles. There was times we still used horse and
buggies to get to the store to haul wood and different things and even to
go to town. I remember riding with grandmother to Forsyth and Miles
City. We spent the night in Miles City and when we went to Forsyth we
left before the sun came up and had dinner half way and my
grandmother built a small fire and cooked our food then we went on.
Even though the people started to have vehicles, this was like in the
early 50s, we still had, we traveled that way. I wanted so bad to go with
my grandmother but my dad worked and they were all worried about
me jumping out of the wagon (laughter). It was just an enjoyable trip.
My grandmother took my other cousins with me and we all traveled
that way. We camped at Forsyth. It wasn't even a camping ground it
was just an area between the highway and the road into town and my
grandmother and them would camp there for the whole summer where
the ranchers and the farmers would go pick them up and we'd go out
and do harvest work daily. And never, I guess it was Mr. Mansfield.
Yeah, Mansfield that owned quite a bit of land there and they worked
for him. They would cut all this wheat with a sickle and one would
bundle it into so many bundles, into rounds. And the ladies would all
come following. There was a man with a sickle that would chop down
the wheats. There was a man with the twine that tied them and cut them
open into tight bundles. There were long strands of wheat and the
women would come by and stand this all up in a teepee-like shape. I
guess it must have been a stack of five or six and they knew how to
stand this wheat up. Then when the truck came by all they did was pick
up the bundles and throw them on the truck. They were all packed, nice
and neat. I remember going out there with my grandmother, my aunts
and doing this work and my dad would go out there and help on
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weekends and my mother. And they worked in teams way out toward
Cartersville, past Forsyth or Miles City, I don't remember where that
was. We used to go out to the beet fields and the men had shovels and
they flipped the dirt. There were two men who walked with the trucks
and they would flip the dirt to flip the beets so to soften the ground, to
soften the dirt and the other set of men behind them had these hooks
and they would hook the beets and chop the top off from the beets. The
green stuff is what they would chop off and they would throw them
back down on the ground and the women walked in the back with the
bushel baskets and they would load the bushel baskets up and they
lived in community housing. I mean like old barns and they made
community living spaces for like two, three families sometimes four
families of able bodied people. And then there was a crew of women
that would do all the cooking for these men and washing and sewing
and whatever they needed. I seen that. They always stayed behind and
did that. The older men, if they weren't able to out in the field, they
were the ones that chopped the wood and helped the girls clean and
hauled water for the women who cleaned and did other handy work for
the rancher or the farmer at their homes. So everyone always worked.

Later on when I moved, my parents divorced when I was five years old.
I was actually orphaned at that age and left with relatives. My dad and I
hitchhiked to Birney and he left me there when I was five years old.
His sister, well both of his sisters, I stayed there with them. I didn't
really want to stay there, you know. I thought I had a stable home but
that was gone and I guess that's when I learned an experience really
started. I learned to clean, wash dishes, sweep floors, haul water from
the river. We still have to haul water from the river. Scrub on the
washboard and we didn't scrub the clothes at home during the
summers. Spring summer and fall time, as long as we could haul the
clothes down to the river we always washed at the river and we did our
fishing at the same time and that was for our supper and we ate, we
lived on fish most of the summer. We'd never go to the store to buy
any food. If anyone went to the store it was once a month there
(laughter). None of us kids ever seen the store and if we came to Lame
Deer it was only on emergency basis if we went to Lame Deer. I
remember one time all the men had gone fire fighting and my aunt
knew how to drive but she didn't know how to shift gears. And my
other aunt knew how to shift gears but she was too scared to drive.
They sat very close together with ten kids in the car and we drove to
Lame Deer and my other aunt shifted the gear and the other (laughter).
And to top it off we had a flat tire going back home and we didn't have
ajack so we went into the hills and we got some logs and all the kids
sat of that log and lifted that car up so my aunt changed the tire. They
just dug a big hole because we couldn't lift it very high and we had to
sit very still on that log. We placed two logs under the car where we did
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that (laughter).We got the tire changed. They never took tires to be
repaired in the shop. The men would repair the tires at home with a
patch kit and a hand pump tire pump. So, as kids we learned to patch
the tires and so we were part mechanics too and make do with whatever
we had. I remember one time we pumped and pumped and pumped and
it blew up. We never knew when there was too much air (laughter). So
this old guy told us well you're suppose to tap the tire with something
till it sounds like a watermelon (laughter).

As much a hard time as we had in those days it was really helpful for
my years as a survivor. I know my cousin was a bit lazy, had me do all
the work and she would beat on me, hit me, pull my hair, kick me and
everything to do all the work she was suppose to do. So I just
automatically did all her work cuz I didn't want her to hit me. Then I
saw, well they would get tired of me and bring me over to my
grandmother's house in Lame Deer and so I lived with my grandmother
for a bit but I would board most of the year at school. At St. Labre. I
guess over there it was different too. I got to school at Bimey at the day
school. They had a school there. They had a school house with a garage
and first second and third grade has class rooms in the garage part and
the third, fourth and fifth were in the top part. In the back there was
seventh, eighth and ninth. When you were in ninth grade that's when
you graduated from high school. That was so I went to school in
Birney. I was suppose to be in second grade and I told the teacher that I
know how to do this and he said I'll move you to this other row
(laughter). There were only about ten in there. He moved me to the
third grade and I sat down and said I know how to do this too and I
didn't know. Well he said I'll talk to Mr. Sprock and see if we can
work you to the fourth grade. They moved me into the next room into
the fourth grade and gave me some more work and asked if I knew how
to do that and I told them yes I did. I did all the work all the page.
guess they were tests. So, they moved me to the fifth grade. So, from
the second, third, fourth, fifth. I moved to the fifth grade in four days
(laughter). I got promoted. And then now. I needed glasses. Without
my knowledge anyway. But, teacher finally asked me if I could see
the board and I told him no. He moved me to the front and asked can
you see it now? No. I couldn't see what he was writing. I couldn't see.
So, said I want you to walk to the front of the classroom and stop when
you can see it I walked to the front of the board before I could read
what he had on the board and he goes you're blind (laughter). I guess
they contacted public health nurse Ms. Cook. She took care of the
whole reservation. She was the nurse, doctor, and everything. She was
the only healthcare person we had on the reservation. She came out to
see me and gave me an eye test, you know where you close/cover one
eye to read these alphabets on the board. I couldn't read one side. I
could read a little bit but one side I was completely. A different nurse
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came to see me from, I don't know where she was from but she came
over but my dad had just popped back into the picture and they told
him he had to get some glasses for me so he said I'm going to get you
some glasses. I'm maybe six years old. I told him yes but when are we
going to get back home because I thought home was still somewhere
else. I said is my mom home? He said no. He said I've been looking for
her and working to have a home again. I said I want a home right now I
want to leave. I don't want to live here. He said we'll have a home
again, I'm going to find ajob and work and have a home again. I
started crying and he told me, we went for long walks. You know, we
lived in a village no water. My dad was a chain smoker and I started
asking can I light your cigarette? Remember when he pulled one out
and I lit it for him. You know, I was six years old and started smoking
(laughter). I mean, more or less so I wouldn't cry so much he would go
ahead and let me smoke a cigarette and he'd tell me stories about when
he went looking for my mother who had run off

Just imagine all those and tried to live there. He'd tell me some day and
I'd beg him to stay. You know so, when my dad was there I didn't get
beat up so much and I told him that and I told him oh, papa I want you
to stay, you know, I want you to stay. My cousin beats me up all the
time. He talked to them and one of his sisters started watching more
closely what was going on. He had two sisters that lived in the same
household. One was married and had the children and the other one
wasn't married. That was Mabel. But I got along just fine with one of
my cousins. His name was Alvin and he was six months older than I
was, or a year old than I was and so. I got along just fine with him.
Since we were the same age he always took, and my dad would stay
around about six months and then as soon as he left, my aunt would
bring me to Lame Deer to my grandmother and then I would come
home to her house on weekends. My grandmother that I lived with was
my mother's mother. She was my maternal grandmother and we all
talked Cheyenne. We went by our Indian names. We never knew
anyone by their English name or their white name only Indian names.
Like Adeline, one of my first cousins and her name means Buffalo
Woman and her sister. I have all their Indian names written down with
their meaning now, the translation. At that time we didn't know. We
were families my mother helped when my dad worked and they were
still together. My grandmother and my aunt, Elsie because Elsie had
had a stroke when she had a child and our sixth child and my mother
had given our home to them, our house to her sister because she had so
many kids and when we moved to a different house my mother had
given them our house and she had a stroke shortly after that and was
unable to help herself. On one side she was paralyzed and for a long
time the doctors thought she was going to die and would not make it.
She was in the hospital in Crow and when she first started speaking and
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opening her eyes everyone was just. you know, ecstatic with happiness
and everything to see her and one of my great aunts was standing there
and she pointed and said you're just glittering, you're just shining and
my aunt said oh I thought I had a halo on me. She was talking about her
shining cycle (laughter). She said I felt like an angel. She told me I was
shining on my head. And, you know, we all spoke Cheyenne, everyone
spoke Cheyenne, even the store keeper spoke Cheyenne. I mean, I still
meet some people at Hardin that use to own shops in Lame Deer and
they speak fluent Cheyenne because that was, I guess, everyone just
learned. These shop keepers were called the Baldwins and they owned
where the Pentecostal church is now. Well that's where they owned the
tire shop and the garage and stuff there. There was about five, six
brothers that lived there with their parents and you know they were
hard working people and they all learned Cheyenne. One was a bingo
caller in that part and every time Cheyennes would go in there he
would talk to them in Cheyenne and talk about the Crows (laughter).
And a long time ago I learned that the Crows were suppose to be our
enemy, they weren't nice people because they had betrayed the
Cheyenne, the Sioux and Arapaho during the battle of Custer and they
were traitors and not to be trusted. That was the reason why they
received all this land that they live on and we were actually located in
Fort Keogh near Miles City were brought back from Ft. Robinson and
you know, a lot of our, a lot of our people there had to learn to survive
on their own, working in beet fields.

I remember when we used to eat dogs. My grandmother would raise
new born pups and would raise two or three in her own little area they
would make a pen for them. Nobody could bother them, the kids could
go in and play with them and feed them and she fed them because the
time that we would run out of food, I mean, that was and they didn't get
monthly checks. There was no monthly checks no money. They
depended only on rations, very minimal. They come in bundles of
paper or cloth and a portion of meat that would last only about two
meals, especially with my grandmother. Well, all the families lived in
clans. My grandmother and her daughter Elsie and her son Russell and
Joseph and Suzie were the youngest of their children and they still lived
with her. My uncle Joe and others lived together.

When she got rations, they didn't last long, only for about two meals
and the rest of the time, bread and gravy was the main course a lot of
the meals, a lot of the times. Now, potatoes you know and in Birney we
were more fortunate I think because when my dad came there to go
hunting with my uncles they would bring home not just one or two
deer. They took a trailer with them and they filled that whole trailer up
with just deer but they had to watch for the game warden and they
would just zoom across that bridge with all those deer on there and
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people from that white village of Birney which wasn't very many,
would come. All the woman would come and help cut the meat and
there would be racks and racks of dry meat. I even learned to start
cutting dry meat there when I was young and my main job was to hang
the meat up and it was heavy, heavy meat. We had to go up and get
sticks to stretch the meat out so it wouldn't shrink too much and there
was a lot of times when he didn't have that meat when we couldn't.
When the game wardens started patrolling everyone and they'd catch
them and they couldn't go hunting any more and the ranchers would
come over and get, pick up the able bodied men and the children and
we'd go with them. Go and the children all worked in the gardens, the
barns and we picked up eggs, weeded the gardens and we did a lot of
tasks there. We would sweep, cut weeds and there were bunk houses
where all of their handy, well cowboys anyway, would stay (laughter).
Anyway, my dad and my uncle would go out and bale hay and stand in
the back of this truck, a flat bedded truck and toss the hay on there. And
we helped the cook to set tables inside the main house and outside on
the porch and there was lots and lots of dishes to wash and she would,
they would feed everyone at lunch time and she would pack a lot of the
left over food for us. And we earned two dollars a day, the kids and I.
My dad and my uncle would earn five dollars a day and they would
pack food for us and stuff and we would go back home and that was
like, we would have to travel like twenty miles to get all that. The
nearest store from the Birney village was like twelve miles and when
we got a little bit older and there was no food in the house, we'd walk
to every ranch house all the way to the store looking for work and we
never heard about umbrellas but we would take card board boxes or
branches from the cotton wood trees and use them for shade all the way
to the store, stopping at every ranch house asking for work. Some
would have us stack up wood and chop wood for them. And that we
would stack it all up on the porches near the side of their houses so they
wouldn't have to walk to the place where they cut the wood. We never
heard of chain saws but we had these big long saws and we would saw
the logs. My uncle and my dad and them would go get wood, cotton
wood preferably along the river cause we lived right there near the river
and they would bring home these big long logs and just pile them so
high and then they had two of these saw horses like they would start
sawing the wood. I mean, everybody took turns, even the kids. We
would saw and saw and saw and just stack up wood blocks and cover
them and they would chop some. We would fill up the wood bin inside
and on the side of the house and we would stack the top wood that
covered that all up with the blocks all up. They wanted to cut all the
logs so they wouldn't have a hard time later on but we still had to get
water from the river everyday we went after water to the river. We
would take milk containers, those milk barrels and we had about four of
them, milk barrels and buckets and we'd go down to the river, haul it on
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a wagon and then we'd have to carry one bucket on the side and two of
us would pull the wagon. And we lived probably like half a mile from
the river so made a round trip everyday. I don't know if it was public
health service that put up this well in the center of the village which
was, probably almost hit methane (laughter). Because that water would
catch on fire, I mean there was pipes sticking out and that water poured
out constantly into this tubs that they put into the ground and people
would start drinking and they didn't like the taste of it. It was cleaner
than the river water but it didn't taste good so a lot of the village people
didn't drink that water. Today all those people are gone. They died from
cancer. The Bellemeaus lived there and their parents died of cancer and
the children. I think there's only two survivors from that family, the two
twins, Freddy and Nellie, they survived. On the other side of that water
was Mamie lived there and her mother. They both died from cancer and
then the Fighting Bears and Standing Elks lived on the other side and
they drank that water and you know, Freda just passed away from
cancer too. A lot of the people that lived there didn't ever drink that
water.

As I got a little bit older I spent most of my days in Birney and could
strike, well we had match sticks. We never heard of book matches. We
would strike these match sticks and throw them into the fire and it
would bum on top and we would stick one into that pipe and that water
would be pouring out but there was a flame coming out at the same
time. It was lucky that we never blew ourselves or the fire didn't go
down any further (laughter). If there was an air pocket in that pipe it
probably would have blew up (laughter). But we had lights there! That
was our street light (laughter). We never had electricity or running
water and I believe it was the early 60s they came and oh, the public
schools had electricity and they had running water, or no they had
outhouses, but had running water but we used outhouses, yet. When we
had our traditional ceremonies we had power, we had peyote meetings,
sweats, sundances everything there. It was part of everyday life for us.
It was never any special ceremony that was happened. It was something
you always expected to happen and it was a sweat every night for the
people in the village, there was a sweat for some purpose and it was a
peyote meeting, only for an emergency situation like someone was very
sick and they needed help, they would set up a peyote meeting and
everyone would go, even the children and we would spend our night in
there and we would pray and sing all night and we took the medicine
that they passed around and they prayed for this sick person until they
were healed. We had the sacred bundle of our Cheyenne covenant here
in Bimey too and that was fairly special. We had to take certain
precautions because of that and the lady that was the keeper of our
sacred bundle didn't go anywhere, didn't go visiting everyone in the
village and she would only come to visit if you were running out of
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food. Which was hardly ever, because the people there traditionally, the
people take care of the keeper of the sacred bundle. And I think she
would just come there to visit grandma Patty who was Indian doctor.
So we never went to the clinic for every little ache and pain, even my
cousins were born in the same house we slept in. I woke up one
morning and, they woke me up and told me well you better wake up
and hold your little brother and I sat up and my aunt was laying there
and I said well where did he come from? Your aunt just had a baby and
that's all. Where did they come from? Her stomach still looked big and
she was standing there cooking breakfast (laughter). The lady in the
sacred hat, she was sitting there smoking a cigarette. Everybody
smoked Bull Durham. There were no packages of cigarettes, they
smoked Bull Durham and I learned to roll cigarettes. I would roll them
for grandmas, my aunts, my uncles, my dad. I was very good at rolling
cigarettes. She rolled her cigarettes too, sitting there smoking, sitting on
the floor. And this bed roll was still out and so, she was holding one of
my cousins that was born there. And I would sleep with my other
cousin and I woke up and they said you want to hold this baby
(laughter)? I said I've got to go get water. And she sat up baby, where
did this baby come from? From your momma, honey. Oh, she had a
baby, then she got up, holding it and I got a couple of buckets and
headed down to the river and got water. Came back home, poured into
the big barrel we keptby the door and they told me to go get some
more. I went back and got two more buckets and brought them back up.
There was one house lefdiè we got to the river. One very old man that
lived there with his two sons but always stayed at home and when they
seen me coming back up the second time he was waking up and one of
them men said just put those buckets down right there and run on
home, I'll bring them up there. So I just left them there. And later on he
came up with his dad. His dad was so, looked like one of the, he looked
like Einstein (laughter). He had a hairdo like Einstein. Same color and
he wore this top coat, a black topcoat, every day. Winter, summer and
he would balance himself on the two back legs of the chair and sleep
there. I always wondered, is he ever going to fall, you know, but he
would just sit there. Some times he would rock back and forth. One of
his sons was educated. I guess he had gone to school in Carlisle,
Oklahoma and became an artist. His name was Carl Young Bird and he
was blind later on I hear but he could still do painting. He still, I think
that's what got him for being noted, more famous it was that he was
completely blind but sill did paintings. Anyway, he would get money
once a month from somewhere. I don't know from Oklahoma or
somewhere. They would bring home, into our home, all their groceries
that they would buy for the whole house. When you looked in the store
and you wanted something they would go and get it for you.

There would be trucks come into Birney in the fall time and my uncle
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would be the headmaster of the corn picking crew, who was the crew
boss. They took him, his family and all their household furnishings,
their pots and pans, because they took care of everyone else. And he
would pick fifteen to twenty people to go along with his family and
there was another truck for the other families and they were allowed to
bring their own bedding and their own clothes. They wouldn't have to
take their dishes or anything else or the tables or the chairs where our
family supplied everything else. We would go on this big truck to
Billings.

They would set us up in the house. Community housing and part of
them didn't have electricity. The part that didn't have electricity, we had
kerosene lanterns all the times which we lit in the community housing.
And corn pickings were something else. My cousin Alvin and I would
be, they would see how many workers there were. If there were five on
this side and five on the other side, each person took care of two rows
of corn and right in the center and you would just pull the corn ears
from each side and throw them to the truck that was in between and
truck covered six rows of corn in the center. My cousin and I were in
charge of the middle six rows. We had to go two, four, six and ten, and
at ten I would take three and he would take three, and we would pick
all this corn and throw it to the center of the six rows and make one
pile. And we had to learn to do all this math and all to figure out who,
and we would be ahead of the truck and we'd get to the far end and
we'd have to figure out, well here's my three and five, there's eight then
we'd have to go another eight rows and start from there. He would do
the three out of the five, something like that. We had to figure out
where to lay our piles of corn ahead of the people so we knew how to
do all that math and we sometimes we'd do the whole field in one day
where it would take, or we would cover half of the field I guess, and it
would take them twice as long. Because once that truck filled up they
would go on out and haul it to the sugar factory. And then if the rancher
or the farmer only had one truck we had to wait for that truck to come
back once it dumped their load in town and that's that same sugar
factory that's still there.

After the corn picking season, the family, some of the members would
stay and pick beets and in those days. The beets they picked around the
Forsyth area was really more ancient than what they did in Billings
because this was when I was turning about seven, eight, nine, ten years
old. I rode to Billings every fall and now we would stand in the back of
the truck. I would stand with my dad on his side and my cousin Alvin
would stand on the other side of the combine machine and with his dad.
And the machine would turn out these beets and the belt would be
turning over this big tub and we would be picking the beets out of the
belt and throwing them into the tub and the dirt would be falling down.

L
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We started doing that at a very young age too. I mean, my hands were
calloused to the max (laughter). I guess we were in pretty good shape
because we did so much labor. We wore gloves but still. We would stay
and do that until, we would stay in Billings until October so we missed
school for a couple of months in the first part of the school year. But
we could buy school clothes and they would just give them spending
money for weekends. The farmer or the rancher would give the crew
master so much money to divide among the crew, sometimes the adults
got three dollars a piece for the weekend spending the children received
fifty cents. They would take us into Billings to go shopping (laughter).
Everything was still five or ten cents and even now I think they used to
go to a hamburger house in Billings, on 29th Street or 30th, there was a
hamburger house. Hamburgers were ten cents a piece. And when you
went to a movie it cost the children ten cents and the adults paid a
quarter and pop corn was only five cents and pop was five cents. So,
we got to go to movies although we never really remembered them. I
don't think we really understood what we were watching because we
would never talk about them and believe me to this day, I don't
remember one movie that I watched cause I didn't understand. We
didn't understand English very good then but we caught on to a lot of
words. I think we were just there mainly for the language learning.
Because, I really don't, I can think back really hard and even meditate
to try to go back to that time, I don't remember one movie, what one
movie was about. I'd have to drink a whole bottle of memory pills to
even remember a part (laughter).

We would build sweats with our camp. Wherever they built our
community center, the men would build a sweat. A lot of the backs
ached when they first start, especially the woman. The men would
sweat first and then the woman would go in next. And then they would
go jump in the irrigation ditch which was always nearby. Because you
know, that's where everything grew, the beets, the corn and everything.
So everyone swam in the irrigation ditches. When there was corn
picking, all the women did. They would boil tubs, wash tubs of corn
and the kids would have to chop the corn off of the corn cob and laid
out and dried it and we'd have to go back and turn it so it would dry
evenly. They did that the whole time we camped. The dried corn was
put in flour would come in twenty to fifty pound gunny sacks and they
would fill these gunny sacks up for every member of the corn crew and
the main house would get the rest of it. We dried corn and corn and
corn and we ate corn every meal, even if that was the only thing we eat
when we first get there was corn, for every meal, because we didn't
establish any credit or rolled up in wages yet.

My cousin and I learned to hustle for work early. He would go to the
ranch house and volunteer our services (laughter). We will wash your
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car, pull weeds from your garden, yard, you know. My dad would
always tell me what to say so I learned a lot from him. I guess I was so
attached to my dad because my mother was never around. I learned a
lot from him. He talked to me about life, even about waking up early
and made him the sun before he gets up. He'd always tell me, 'don't let
that sun get you while you're sleeping otherwise you'll be lazy all day
and won't want to do anything, it'll knock you down.' That all he would
tell me. When you come out to meet the sun before the sun comes up
you sit there and you pray. You pray and ask the Lord to be good to
you and that sun walking in a good way and help you to grow and pray
for your mother. Oh, I prayed for my mother to come back. I would just
start crying sometimes because I wanted her to come back so bad. 1
loved my father and everything, but it just wasn't the same without a
mother. Then my father would take off during the winter months and
go looking for her. He spent most of his life looking for her and she
was with another man. Paid my visits occasionally, about once every
two to three years. And my dad finally filed for a divorce and they
finally got divorced. I don't know when and my dad never re-married.
My dad would teach me peyote songs. He would sing them to me and
then sit there in the night and just get a stick and just hit the ground
with it. To this day, I still remember a lot of his songs. I always
recognize them when people are singing them, the songs that he sang to
me. I guess he was a sundance person and a ceremonial man. He went
to peyote meetings and sweats. My dad had a stroke while we lived in
Birney and he couldn't walk anymore. By taking him into a peyote
meeting and praying for him and giving him the medicine and they
treated him with the medicine even after that, that it would help him
learn to walk again and he said he'd walk again. He started learning.
First, he got his speech back and started using his arms and we'd play
baseball with him, trying to get him to move his arms to throw and
everything. The physical therapy that he got in Birney (laughter)! One
time he actually hit the ball and they told him run, run. He took off and
was heading right toward our grandma Patty's house which is a few
yards from where the main house. We were playing baseball right
there, and the kids never went to grandma Patty's house because she
was a medicine woman. And she had a bundle, a medicine bundle
hanging on the side of her house, on a pole there and we were never
allowed to go there, or throw anything toward the door, even play
around there. We couldn't even run around her house and my dad
headed straight for her house and could not stop and ran into the house.
My grandma Patty came around the corner. Don't you kids be hitting
my house. My dad was laying there. Everybody was all excited about
him cause he was bleeding on the porch. We told her what happened
and she kind of goes bring him into my house and leave him alone.
Don't bother him again. She stayed and kind of taked to him and he
came walking back. Where the main house was, we had three houses
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little smaller log house and this was grandma Patty's house. We had an
outhouse. In the back we had a honeymoon house for the newlyweds to
stay in. Now this house had a little shed here and a partition that went
across it and we only had two windows, one on each side, it was a log
house. So, the trail went from here to here to here and this to here. We
had our clothes line here. We had our wood pile here. All these houses
ate in this one main house and all the kids slept in this main house. All
the men, only men that slept here, but my auntie's husband and they
had their bedroom here. We had our suitcases here and then my cousin
and I, Emma we slept here. It was a dresser here and the table was here
and we had a long bench that went with that table and there was a little
cupboard here and one there. We had our wash basin here and there
was a stove right in the middle. Here is where all my cousins were born
was next to their big bed. We had sleeping roll here and sleeping roll
there and sometimes on this side too. There were twenty-nine people
between the four of us and we cooked, and washed and everything for
these people everyday. Then, the other old men who lived near us. This
road went straight down to the river and they lived down here and the
river was down here but someone from the village everyday started
from breakfast till night time always came to eat with our family
because we had a vehicle. We had people who worked and hunted and
everything and even the kids. When I was younger they would give us
.22 rifles. We were eight years old. We went hunting for whatever we
could find. Rabbits, went looking for prairie dogs, prairie dog hunting
sometimes. Somedays we went rabbit hunting and whatever we got we
had to get multiples of that. We didn't just go hunting for one or two
rabbits, we had to get ten to fifteen rabbits when we went hunting and
that was an all day job. We always took our lunch with us. We would
take, we had bread everyday, Indian bread. Whether I baked in the
morning or my aunts would bake in the morning. And that bread would
only last from breakfast till lunch and they'd have to bake bread again
for supper. Sometimes we made enough bread at supper time to last for
breakfast (laughter).We had to build a fire in the house winter or
summer, everyday we built a fire in the house to cook. Sometimes we
would cook outside in the pit and cook everything there.

There were hard times too. There were times when we didn't have a
vehicle working. All the vehicles would break down and we had to
make do with whatever we could find or we'd go to the river to fish. All
the time during the summer and we lived on fish a lot of the times. One
time we caught a fish this long. I mean they thought we brought home a
whale. We told them it was. They had never seen a fish that big. All the
fish we brought home with us and they were mostly catfish and stuff.
We always brought catfish home. I guess we must have got a trout or
something but my aunt and them were scared to cook it. We had our
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own cooking utensils down in the canyon. We took that fish, before
they told us they were throwing it away, or throw it back in the river.
We took off down that canyon and built our fire, threw our frying pan
on, threw that fish in there and we had ajug of water. We were all
excited we were going to eat a whale. We heard of whales in the Bible.
This Bible stuff was kind of pushed onto us too. They were telling us it
was sinful to be going to peyote meetings and to go to our Indian
ceremonies but the more they said that to us, the more determined we
were to be part of our ceremonies and to learn as much about them as
we could. And in a way, I guess I was already getting rebellious then
because I didn't want to learn the white man's way. At that time I just
wanted to be an Indian. Be who I was because I was Indian and I was
going to learn everything I could and I didn't want to learn to be a white
person. I didn't want to live to be a white person because they weren't
very nice people to me. I guess, I already learned racism at that time
even though I didn't know the meaning of it, but I already learned it. I
knew what racism was, because people would just make mean remarks
toward us children, calling us dirty Indians or whatever and we had felt
dirty, you know. We only felt comfortable with what we had, what we
were, or who we were. I was happy being who I was. I was happy to be
a human being and to know what I knew then and I never wanted to
lean anything else in the white world. I never wanted to be a part of the
white world and I thought only Indians lived here, you know, and these
white people were just here to try to take us away or something. The
elders would tell us that the white people would take us if we were bad
so I really believed in that. To me, even all the cooking we did, all the
food we would bring into the peyote meetings, all the food we would
cook as our traditional meal or after the peyote meetings and the
sundances and even the sweats there was a certain way you had to fix
it. There were only certain people that could touch the food and when a
woman had their monthly, they could not come out and touch anything.
They would leave the house and go sit somewhere else until after the
ceremony was over.

We learned about foods, how it was cooked, and how it was served
and, the traditional man and the traditional woman, we had to learn not
to walk in front of the sacred man, even if they had no medicine on
them. We had to learn the ceremony, the doctor, the Indian doctors that
carried medicine and we would never walk in front of them.
Sometimes we would have to place a chair in front of them so people
could walk by. These things you learn to respect. It's just a part of
everyday life. Religion wasn't just on Sundays or when we went to
church or went to school in that academy school. To me, our culture
and sacred ways were lived everyday. Today, I still want to. I don't
want my grandchildren to believe that religion is only practiced when
they go to church or that they only pray on Sundays or when they're in
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that church. Prayer should be everyday. I pray all the time. I pray when
I wake up. I pray when I'm walking around doing something. I might
not look like the kind of person who prays all the time. I pray all the
time. I always think about the Lord. You now, there's only one God and
everyone prays to that same God. Does it matter if it's Indian? Doesn't
matter what kind of ceremony it is, sundance, peyote meetings, sweats,
church, we all pray to that same God. And I don't think these churches
realized that at that time but I think the Catholic church really realized
that, because boy, they just beat us every time we spoke Cheyenne.
They thought we were having some kind of Cheyenne ceremony there
or putting some kind of curse on them or something. We got beat every
time we spoke Cheyenne. We were forbidden to speak Cheyenne and
the more they forbid us to speak Cheyenne, I was only in the third
grade when I first learned that we weren't to .speak Cheyenne but I
always spoke Cheyenne in the first and second grade and third and
fourth grade. I went to St. Labre for second grade. We couldn't speak
Cheyenne there. All of us spoke Cheyenne, all my friends, my
classmates, all spoke Cheyenne. There were one or two kids in our
school that were white and they spoke English and their teacher spoke
English but we didn't speak English and yet you were forbidden to
speak our language and that was really devastating. It devastated me
and made me rebellious toward the Catholic Church and what I was
forced to learn from them. I was forced into a religion I didn't want to
be a part of, I was forced to speak the English language, which I didn't
care to learn but they told me if I quit school, if anyone quits school
their parents could go to jail and they threatened us with jail for our
parents. I didn't want my parents to go to jail. I didn't want my
grandparents to go to jail. I didn't want my aunts to go to jail so I stayed
in school and I was no rebellious only because of the language, I was
rebellious because of my parents not being around to take care of me
to help me learn all of these things. And when I lived with my
grandmother in Lame Deer, I would sleep with her and her husband.
He wasn't my real grandfather, he was step-grandfather but he didn't
like me very much. Because, my grandmother would make him sleep
on this little cot by himself and I would have to sleep with my
grandmother. Even as old as I was, I was ten years old, I still want to
sleep with my grandmother. My grandmother was so short, she was
only about four feet. She got along fine with your grandmother, Lizzie.
They always played cards. They were the little people. Oh the woman
loved to gamble. I was good as my grandmother with card games.
Shoot. I was, she had a blanket. I still have one of her blankets. It looks
like Charles' blanket but it was her blanket that she used. She never
wore a jacket, she always wore a blanket and she would always put it
on the floor for me to lay down and go to sleep by her if I got too tired.
The things that got to my grandmother, that means to a woman, protect
yourself, take care of yourself. Even though I had to work very hard
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years old I started working in the factory at St. Labre with all these
little plastic Indian women and plastic Indian men. And these little
plastic drums and all kids of stuff they used to send out. I worked. I
guess I was twelve years old because at thirteen you could start
working. But I was twelve but I was to turn thirteen that summer and I
went to the factory. My uncle Charlie's wife worked at that factory. I
went with them to look for a job, they wanted money from me. I went
over there and Herman Abraham was the boss there. I told him I need a
job and he said okay, fill out the application put your name on that. He
didn't ask me for my age and I didn't put my age down. He asked how
old I was, I'm going to be thirteen in July. He said nope we can't use
you, you're too young. I'm going to be thirteen. No, you have to be
thirteen. I said I don't have school clothes, I want school clothes and he
told me well, I'm going to help you out. I put my birth date down and
he fixed it up for me and let me work there. I had to go way in the back
between all these women who were working there. I had to act real
mature and I never got caught, the whole summer I worked. I would get
a pay check, sign it and give it to my uncle and he would give me
twenty-five dollars or fifty dollars out of my check. I don't know how
much I made (laughter). He did take me to town once to buy new shoes
and new pants. The rest he took. I guess I just kind of felt I, after
awhile, he kept saying, oh, okay. I worked there every summer after
that at St. Labre and never that's why, I guess that's why I guess that's
why I was able to get my disability. I get 100% social security
disability because I now have a lung disease that developed because I
started smoking when I was with my dad. When we didn't have
cigarettes we smoked weeds. You know, the kind that have that white
stuff inside that looks like filters like Life Magazines and all the pain
that was made out of Life Magazines. If you pushed them real hard you
could get a lot of smoke out of them. We had to build fires out of all
these magazines and newspapers and things that people would donate
to use, the ranchers so we would store them in the bunkhouses and
some in the main house, the honeymoon house but we had to make
chips for the old lady she wouldn't use no paper. We always cut chips,
picked up all the wood chips we could and store them in bags for her
and set them by the house. We treated the mother with respect. I would
go get the medicine that she needed to doctor people. Sometimes she
would just have us go outside of the cabin and get certain things out of
the sides of the wall, I don't know what she used it for. She never
would tell us. There were times when we had a lot of visitors from
Oklahoma and they would be spending the nights at the main house so
they was putting everyone up. We loved spending the nights at
grandma Patty's because she would cook berries and make bread for
us, Indian bread. And she only used one lamp in her house, one
kerosene lamp so it was always semi-dark in there but she knew what
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she was doing and we would all sit on the side of the bed. You couldn't
get up and walk around or anything or touch anything but we always
got to sit on the bed and she would bring our food to us. When we
finished she would put it on our table. She'd tell us to go use the
bathroom. We'd all go outside and come back in. She would put us to
bed and cover us up and she would tell us the night stories. A lot of
these stories are now disappearing. I don't remember a lot of them but
the ones I do remember I try to write down for the children that I do
culture classes with now. I do traditional and cultural classes with the
head start children and elementary schools. I did that for awhile in
Billings. In the private schools, and the Christian Schools and Title IV
was sending me all over the place even as far as Hays Montana, Great
Falls, Kalama.

I got to go to all those places to do culture classes and I do it here. I do
story telling at St. Labre for my grandchildren's classrooms, only for
my grandchildren. I do not go to every class, I only go to their class
rooms and they just love it because my grandmother goes to all the
schools in Lame Deer and does that. So, when they went to school in
Lame Deer I did it in Lame Deer. Now they go to school in St. Labre. I
do it for them. They're just so proud of me going to their schools and
doing it for them. I do a lot of story telling for Head Start. I do
traditional dancing, social dancing with them with Indian music and I
show them outfits that the kids wore. I don't call them costumes
because it's not a clown costume. It's called an outfit, Indian outfit. Not
Indian costume. I really get offended by that now. I always try to
correct people now. Even the dancers sometimes call their outfits,
costumes. I always tell, don't call it costume unless it's a clown
costume. We only wear outfits, traditional outfits and always tell the
kids we wear traditional outfits, we don't wear costumes because we
aren't clowns, because we're Indians and we're very proud of our outfits
that we make for ourself. I tell them different reasons for these dances.
There's the traditional dance that slowly and aesthetically to dance and
feel the body and it's a ceremony in itself when Indians dance. It's not
to show off, to make a big show off Indian dances because it was
originally given to us as a healing ceremony as a ceremony for us to do
to celebrate, maybe a birth or a marriage they would dance for victory.
It wasn't done for the fun of it. Everything has a meaning. Growing up
we were taught that everything has a meaning. You don't do things just
for the fun of it or just for the heck of it. I was telling the kids about
that. Shannon wanted to know where the dragonflies lives. I told them
they usually fly around water. A lot of times they are everywhere. She
wanted to know if that's why you loved dragonflies and she said does
she still have that cup you gave her? I said she probably does. Just like
my auntie, she said I like butterflies. I said there's people that have
other things, symbols that they like and there's a reason for that. Even
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looked upon as something great and they use them in ceremony for
strength and even for their dancers and the fans that they use are for
various reasons. For different ceremonies we use them to bless
ourselves, even without cedar or sweet grass or anything. We can use a
fan in itself, an eagle fan or eagle feather to bless ourselves because
they soar in the heavens.

My parents, because my father wasn't around very much anymore, he
was just sort of lost for my mother. I didn't like him anymore for never
coming back to take care of me. He left me in the home and was gone, I
guess and my grandmother moved in with us because her husband was
one of those people who liked to get the stove so hot that people
wouldn't bother him so he would overload the stove. One time it caught
fire from the stove and the house burned down and they moved in with
me. They kept the house up and then my aunt came back from
somewhere and moved in with my grandmother. When I came home
for the weekend she told me I was no longer welcomed there. They
looked at her and I said this is my house how come I'm not welcome in
my house. Well, you're just not. Get out of here and she pushed me.
She hit me on the shoulder and pushed me back and I grabbed her by
the collar and pulled her out and threw her out on the porch and said
you get out of here, this is my home. I guess that was the beginning of
my juvenile days. They threw me in jail. I told my aunt in court, we had
court that very same afternoon, and he asked me why I threw her off
the porch and I said because she was trying to kick me out of my house
I own the house. I have papers. I keep my grandmother, they don't have
any place to stay. So, he dismissed it but my aunt turned me in for
every little thing. I left. I didn't go back because I didn't have my
grandma. She said she would move out and I didn't want my
grandmother to move. They didn't really have any place to go. I told
her, I'll leave I have to go back to school on Sunday anyway. I was only
home Friday and Saturday. So I went to my friend's house and she said
I could stay there for that's where I spent my weekends. I started
spending my weekends with different friends not, well, being homeless,
when I had a home, but I was really homeless I guess. I really felt lost
all those years, I guess. The friend I had, the mother was very, highly,
high priestess in our community. She was a sundance woman many
times over. She was ghost participant in ghost dancing or all these old
traditional dances that has been lost in our tribe. She participated in all
that she would tell me stories and stories because her daughter, my
friend, didn't want to listen to those stories. So I would stay home with
her and she would tell me all these things that she participated in. You
know, I actually kept her here after she was homeless. I felt that I had
an obligation to pay her back and then when I picked her up off the
street I brought her home. She got cleaned up and she told me I knew
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you were going to come for me. She lived with us for five or six years.
My daughter was five years old when her father passed away and I took
that lady in and she lived with us. My daughter always slept with her.
She moved in with her in the bedroom and I gave her a bed and later on
that night she was sleeping on the floor. I said how come you're
sleeping on the floor. She said I can't sleep on the bed. Pretty soon her
and my daughter were sleeping in the living room and she said I felt
like I was going to suffocate. So, they made their bed in the living room
every night. When Shawna was eight years old she decided she said, all
the ceremonies I've been involved in I'm going to give them all away,
all my knowledge, all the ceremonies, the sacrifices I've made, I'm
giving them to your daughter because she's the only one that loves me,
that holds me and tells me she loves me and kisses me. I said, oh that's
good, because she drank sometimes and I thought it was just because
she wanted to drink so I was humor her and go along with her and then
I was cooking in the kitchen and pretty soon my two friends run into
the kitchen and said Shawna's bleeding. I just spread paper towels and I
followed them. They were really scared because they said the blood
just squirted out of her nose after grandma touched her on the head and
said something to her odd. The blood just squirted out of her nose.
When we ran into the living room, grandma Lucie was wearing a
square black scarf on her head and. We couldn't see any blood. We had
all the paper towels around and she said no, we don't need those towels.
She said I gave her all my power, all my sacrificing, all the things I
sacrificed for she got all the sundance now all of these ceremonies. I
said, what did you do to her and crying. She said don't be afraid of her,
she's a powerful woman now. Your daughter owns all this stuff. And
the bleeding had stopped and Shawna standing here and didn't seem to
mind what was happening and she said all I did was tied the scarf to
stop the bleeding. Oh, she wanted to go into the sundance after that.
Every summer she wanted to go in the sundance. I never let her and I
don't know if she still goes today but when she went to Oregon on a trip
from Missoula with the Indian center and she participated in a sundance
over there with Fritz Aifreds and everything so she was happy after she
came back. I guess that was her. She felt that she fulfilled her
commitment to be in the sundance and I guess when they got over there
they took them to the sundance and crier asked if anyone wanted to
come and participate and she went. When they asked for flesh offerings
she said give one for you and Fritz and John and myself and baby
Shawna. I guess maybe now that she's done that she's more content
with herself. And then my uncle, my aunt that was never married,
married this man and started her family. By the time I left her she had
three children and now I was the babysitter, I was like their mom. I
raised them from the time they were born. I changed their diapers, I
made their bottles, I cleaned them up. I took care of them. I would lay
these babies in a row, I mean I had to help in the house and they
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wouldn't let me go out in the field. I had to take care of all these babies
so I would lay them all on one bed and change and give them a bottle at
the same time. Sit them up. It was like quad-triplets. I mean everybody
was having babies and I had to take care of them and I had to go out.
The things I had to do. I washed all their clothes, all their diapers.
Scraped diapers, poopy pants, poopy diapers. We didn't have pampers.
I wished we would have had pampers. I had to scrape poopy diapers.
One box of poopy diapers, one just wet ones and I would go outside,
fix a tub of water and I tell you we had long old clothes lines. We didn't
have little clothes lines and we had wires and wires going across and I
would wash all these diapers every two or three days I would wash
diapers and baby blankets and baby clothes and I never wanted to have
kids much during that time. I hung up rows and rows and rows of
diapers and baby blankets. It would take me the whole morning to do
all their washing and I would hang them all up and have everything all
folded and all the kids cleaned up by the time everyone came in from
work. And most of the mothers were tired too from being out in the
field so they would still need me to take care of all the kids. I had to
help cook and you know, I was so exhausted all my life. I worked so
hard I mean if my grandchildren had to do all that I'm sure they would
be complaining and fighting and crying around. They are so lucky they
didn't have to do all the work that I had to do.

You know, I went to school one year at boarding school and there I
kind of learned to take care of myself for once. They gave us rooms for
four people and you had to take care of your own area and you had a
chore to do every morning, just one chore. I was so happy to do that.
We had to wash our own clothes and iron them and everything and
hang things in the closet with our own space. I was pretty happy with
that and I leaned to make different things. That was my first year of
Home Ec and I made clothes for myself. I made skirt and blouses for
myself. I had clothes and house coats and different things. I was a very
fast learner. I knew how to cook a lot of the stuff that they taught us so
it was pretty easy for me to just do everything. So by the time I was
fifteen years old I was a senior in high school. I had enough credits to
graduate but they wouldn't let me because I needed to stay in school for
another year at least before they would let me graduate. And so, I knew
I had all the credits to graduate when I was fifteen, I got married
instead. He was ten years older than I was and I ran around with all
these girls that were older than me because I could go home and stay
with them. So when I got with my first husband I told him I was
eighteen and he believed me. And then my mother just happene4 to pop
into the picture because she had gotten worked over by her husband
and she came back home with a broken arm and beat up and
everything. The police brought her back from Wyoming. She went and
signed for me to get married. I think more or less to get me off her back
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everything. She married me off and I moved to California with my
husband. And I, it was an experience for me. They were having the
riots. That was in the 60s. The Watts Riots. I didn't know what was
going on. I didn't even know how to change a channel on the TV. He
turned the TV on for me in the morning and I watched the same
channel all day. I didn't know there were channels to change. He'd
come back and say didn't you change the channel (laughter)? I didn't
know how to cook on the propane stove. They had propane cook stoves
then. He'd have to turn the burner on for me so I could cook and I
burned everything I cooked. I didn't know you could adjust it. I hated
life in the city. I didn't know how to, I mean I knew about Billings. It
wasn't a very big city but a big, big city. I had been to California once
when I was nine. My uncle took me to California. He wanted me to go
to school there. My uncle Jasper. My mother heard about me being in
California and she took the bus all the way to California to get me
because she was afraid I was going to get caught in the earthquake.
When Montana had its first earthquake that summer, I was in
California. She didn't want me to die in California so she brought me
back as far as Billings and left me there. My father and the people with
the corn picking crew were there and she just dropped me there and
was gone again. I got to visit her for four days. Four whole days I knew
my mother when I was nine and anyway, you know, I spent a month in
California in the same house. I got in the car with my uncle and his
family and I went riding around showing me things. I didn't know a
thing about. They showed me the roads where the football players
played named all this stuff I didn't know anything about. Movie stars
that I knew nothing about (laughter). I didn't really, the only thing I
knew in California was their home and it was really pretty and they had
a lemon tree and I got to eat all the fruit, anything I want. When we
went to the grocery store they let me push a shopping cart and get
whatever I liked so they told me to get cereal and I only thing I knew
was oatmeal (laughter) and eggs and bacon. It was so many kinds of
cereal that you could just, I mean I'd gone to school with cold cereal a
couple of times but we always had oatmeal and cornmeal and cream of
wheat. I never knew they had so many kinds of cold cereal and at that
time there was only about ten or fifteen different boxes, but to me that
was a lot. That was a choice that was so hard for me to make. I really
got lonesome there too, in California. Especially when the sun would
set in the evening, I'd stand by the lemon tree and look at the sun going
down and I just want to go home. I even missed Birney. In Bimey I
used to cry for my mom when the sun would go down and my dad
would offer me a cigarette (laughter). That was something else.
Anyway, I got to come back home and I was happy to see my dad and
go back to Birney again. Cause I missed it so much in California, they
took me back to Birney. I ended up back at St. Labre.
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When I went school I learned to embroider and sew and do different
things so when I got to St. Labre I was eleven, ten years old I was in
high school by then. I kind of think it was high school. Yeah. Anyway,
I got to, I never did make it to Home Ec classes at St. Labre. I don't
even know if they had them. I remember at St. Labre one time I was
really lonesome. I was lonesome because I felt abandoned and I envied
all these other kids that had a home to go home to every weekend and
parents to go home to. I had to go home to a house that was empty. I
had to lock myself in at night. I put a padlock on the outside and
crawled in the window and would nail the window shut from the inside
and make sure there were no lights shining out the window. I would
light the kerosene lamp and leave it on all night because it was pitch
black. I would just dim it and slept there at night all scared but I prayed
and prayed that nothing bad would happen to me. I would bless myself
before I went to bed at night and I would pray. I think that's what
protected me all those years being alone. It was a lot of prayer with
faith and I know that's what helped me to live this long and lot of
prayers.

After I had my children I was diagnosed with very serious lung disease
and I got asthma and they told me I was going to die from this in six to
seven years. I was really devastated by this news and I just cried and
cried thinking about my children, thinking about who was going to
raise them. I didn't want them to be orphans. I wanted to be there for
them. I didn't want them to grow up like I did with a hard life and I just
prayed and prayed. And you know, I asked that I would be able to see
them grow up and see my grandchildren grow up and my great
grandchildren to live that long. I really believed in God that he would
let me live to see my children grow up to do good deeds in their life.
That I would teach them about how great God was that he let me live
this long and my grandchildren and great grandchildren. I think that
faith in God and I went through all the Indian ceremonies. I went into
the sundance, just for the healing part, just to get blessed. I went there
every year with my children when they were younger. I went to
piercing ceremonies and participated and helped with the piercings.
They tell me if I help with the piercings to hold the skin of someone
who had chronic illness and needed help it would help in the piercing
ceremonies. So I helped and helped do the cooking and everything and
I went up to the piercing ceremony when it was to begin and I would
hold the skin on the people that were getting pierced and we had a little
sweat here where we would go in and pray. Sometimes I would just go
in and pray and I went to the sacred hat and they prayed for me in there
and they did the ceremony with me and I had peyote meetings here. I
couldn't even sit through a peyote meeting without having to get on my
machine. That one night they just had a healing ceremony in there and
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they gave us medicine and I was just feeling sick from it. And they told
me that's what they wanted me to do, clean your body out. They told
me to dig a little hole and when I threw up I threw up all this stuff that
was in my lungs that the doctors could not get out. It was like hard, it
was almost like sinew like real hard muscle thing. It just came out. I
was actually just pulling it out from my lungs. It was so hard. It was
like hard, almost like taffy. Oh! I just threw it all up. After that, you
know, I came out of that peyote meeting really believing that I had
been healed and I was on steroids for years. I was round almost like a
Cabbage Patch Doll. I was just round and bloated. I weighed three
hundred and some pounds from being on the steroids. I started taking
myself off. The doctors kept giving me more and more steroids and
never take them like they told me to take them. I started weaning
myself off of them. Ijust quit taking them and I took myself off of
them even the breathing meditation and I just prayed and prayed and
prayed and still do to this day. Because I ask for this help. It says ask
and you shall receive and I really believe in that. If you believe it in
your heart it's going to happen. If you truly believe in it. Believe in God
that he can do all things it will happen. But if you have any doubts, it
won't. You have to believe fully that they are going to happen. I have a
meaning in life today. I really believe I do.

I have a full life as a woman as a district chair person for our tribe. I
really believe I really have a role as a community member here as a
chairman of this Lame Deer district. I felt that God put me there not the
people. The people weren't there to help with that decision but I really
believe that I was put there for a purpose and because I've prayed so
hard for things for all people for all. I pray everyday for my people, for
our Cheyenne people that are here, that are elsewhere living and having
to struggle in their homes. That are having other difficulties to go fight
for the right things. Not just, you know, things for the world because
this is where we live. You know, we see all our men in the armed
forces, Cheyenne boys going off to war, even this war, Iraq, there's
really no meaning for it, no purpose for it. Yes, there are all these
Native Americans, the biggest force for these armed forces. They're
still out there fighting for their country, the United States, which was
always the home for the Indians, for the Native Americans. We're still
out there fighting for our country. It's not just for the president of the
United States, we're not doing it for him. We're doing it for our people.
We're still being protected for our young men. They're still fighting for
our country. Just like, I had to fight for the people. I had to fight for
what's right and end all that's going on, all this corruption, this fraud
that's going on from our leader here, our present leader. We still have to
fight for our rights here. They're trying to take our rights away from us.
We have to fight for that. We have to fight for what we believe in. It's
only right. I even tell my grandchildren today, I tell them you fight for
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what you believe in and stand up for what you believe in. If you think
you're right, you have a right to fight for what you believe in. If you
think it's wrong and you don't want to go along with it, you don't have
to. I think the school kind of got onto my grand daughter one time
when she said something and they told her well no, you're wrong. She
said no, I'm not because I know what happened and I know that's what
happened. They punished her for it and found out later that she was
right. She said I think they owe me an apology and I said I think they
do. I went to the school and I told them I don't know why my
granddaughter was punished for and you found out she was right in the
first place. Well at that time we didn't know, but it doesn't justify what
you did to her. You punished her for something. It makes her think she
is wrong. I don't want her, I'm not trying to raise her to be defiant and
rebellious toward everything but she needs to learn to stand up for her
rights and that's what she was doing and I want her to learn that. I want
her to know. I take them to our district meetings because we talk about
a lot of things that they can be involved in. I'm fighting for them, my
children and my grandchildren, and my great grandchildren even
though I don't have any yet but I'm going to probably. My great great-
grandchildren I'm fighting for this land and their rights. You know,
they want to bring in coal methane. I'm trying to save their homeland
for them. I'm trying to project their water, their air, everything. It's for
my children and my grandchildren. I'm fighting for all of this because I
want them to have a safe place. I want them to know they can still
practice their traditional ways. They can still participate in their
traditional ceremonies like the sundance, peyote meeting the sweats,
the other ones whatever is going to be there for them. I told them that
they cannot practice these ceremonies unless it's a life or death
situation. That's the way I was taught. You don't participate in
ceremonies just to be in power or anything. Our tribal leader is
involved with these ceremonies only to build up her. She thinks she's
gaining power by participating in the ceremonies. Really, she might be
but it's for the wrong reasons and it's going to backfire on her in the
long run. We were always warned about things backfiring. We never
answer people when they argue with us and tell us or even come up and
strike us. We aren't suppose to fight back. That's one of the things that
was really instilled in us. We never fight back and never argue with
anyone. We walk away from them when they argue because whatever
they're saying to us, when we walk away it'll come back to them in the
end and they're going to remember and they are going to come back
and ask you for help later on in life and it always seems to happen. I
don't know. I know people have called me chicken because I won't
argue and fight with them. I know this one lady came in and was just
cussing me and wanted to fight me one time and I looked at her and I
turned away and kept doing what I was doing. I looked over at her and
I'm not saying I did it, but I always think it backfired on her and a very
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dramatic backfire. This other lady that had watched was sitting two
chairs away from me and talked back to me and asked what kind of
medicine do you have to do what you did to her? I didn't do anything
to her, she did it to herself. She said, no, you must have been using
something. I said no, I don't use anything. I don't fight or argue with
them.

My husband he was really a bad husband (laughter). He was verbally
abusive. He didn't hit me or anything he wasn't physically abusive, that
I can handle (laughter). Heck, he tried to get physical with me a couple
of times and I hit him. He was, I guess in his younger life I guess he
was really fiesty and he lived in New Mexico and he used to beat
everybody up. He was a little short guy. He had that short-man
syndrome. He thought he could take the world by the horn and spin it
around and when we got married he was really, how would you say? I
can't think of the word. He was very charming when he was courting
me and very attentive and very nice and never and he didn't drink and
so, he was a couple of years older than I was. He was the oldest man I
ever hung around. He was two years older than me so I figured, well
he's two years older than me. My last husband was six years younger
than me, before Fritz. I've been married four times by law and had an
experience with all of them. Anyway. I have been a widow three times
and only divorced once and anyway, he came over here and told me.
He lived in the basement and I lived upstairs because we couldn't get
along. Then he was going to et ready to move away. We never
divorced. We were always back together periodically, but always split
up. I'd tell him I don't want to fight with you go ahead and just move
back out. We had a better relationship not living together. We always
got along. He always came and visiting the kids. When I started having
grandchildren he always came to see them. When I had Shawna and
Shannon he was with me and he just loved the heck out of them and
spoiled them. They always called him papa, papa Fritz. But, he didn't
like me but he liked my grandchildren. Actually, he loved me and I
loved him. How would you say, in his own ornery way I guess he loved
my grandchildren and me. He would always tell me, I'm never going to
divorce you, I'm going to be married to till the day we die. And, he
died. I was with him when he passed away, I mean before he passed
away. He lived with his ex wife and three days after he left they got to
New Mexico and she died from a spider bite. But you used to go
around selling burritos every morning and she didn't know who I was
and I was selling burritos to her. First day, second day, she knew who I
was and didn't buy one burrito. She didn't like me very much. I knew
who she was. Fritz was standing there by the porch. She bossed him
around. She said come back later I'll buy some more. I know it wasn't
the burritos that killed her, it was a spider bite. They left that day.
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You're going to stay Cheyenne by participating. By being a part of it
and treating it as your everyday life. Learn to pray and learn to
participate and don't ever forget to go into your ceremonies when you
can. Go to your sweats, just like Robbie. He's going to sundance now.
That's really good. He's learning his traditional ways. I-fe's learning to
be part of his past by the present. It's the present, it's not the past. It's
everyday life. It's everyday living. It's not just something that we do
because it's there because we believe in it. I think it's believing the
tradition. Your Cheyenne life, your Cheyenne ancestry. Your cultural
beliefs have to be there. I'm sure my grandchildren are going to be a
part. I'm taking them to the sundance next weekend. I'm the main cook
for the sundance. They'll be helping. They'll be taking the food and they
have to know that they have to go in a certain way, come out a certain
way. They cannot run. They can not and how to watch yourself. When
you're at a sundance you don't go pick up a blanket and shake it out or
your sweater or jacket. You don't throw water out and you know, all the
things you have to be careful about. You have to pour your water out.
Even when you drink you have to hold your handle of the cup
something just so it won't drip down. These are a lot of the traditional
things you have to believe. You have to cook your food a certain way.
There are certain foods you take in there you know. The meat, the corn,
the fruit those are the main ingredients of the sundance. They never
had a lot of other things there during the sundance. All my uncles and
aunts have participated in the sundance. They have been sundance
priests.

This whole center for the tribal building, the Boys and Girls Clubs, all
the way to this blue house across the street here, that whole area where
you turn off to the tribal building. That whole area to the post office
and all the way to that line of trees. That used to be the whole
encampment from our sundance and right in that center where the tribal
building sits was the sundance lodge. Lame Deer was camped on this
side. Ashland on the other side stayed on that side. I know it was a long
trip for the sundance priests so I used to walk around and take a bucket
of water out there and he would drink from that and all this tribal
family would drink that water. There was always the crier that always
told him tell your kids not to run around. Watch your children. Tell
them to sit still. If you can't keep them still, take them somewhere else
and have somebody take care of them at their home. They can't be at
the camp running around. This is not a play area. We're praying here.
We're doing ceremonies here. You leave your children at home if you
can't watch them. You know, the crier would walk around. No one ever
walked around on horseback. I've seen criers sitting on horseback
riding around being the crier. We wouldn't have horses there except
that first day when they have a horse race. Did they have it at that
sundance there? Yeah, I think that they did. They have a horse race. I'm
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trying to remember now. It was to decide something. That little boy.
I'm trying to remember too. He won something. Robbie will remember.
Yeah, i'll remember I just can't think of it now. I know. They have a
horse race and the time that they have the practice dance, the practice
lodge, the teepee set up for the men to go in are committed to the
sundance but yet that's the time they can still change their minds they
don't have to go in but they can practice that night. A lot of things are
changing as I watch. Every year the sundance changes, little bit, this
time, little bit the next time. Something is always added, something is
always taken out and it's changing so much, some have a different idea
of how it's suppose to go, how their grandparents told them. These are
young men who have never been you know I've been around the
sundance since I can remember and I know it's never been done this
way. I was always taught the woman could never go around the
sundance and there was only one woman there. There wasn't all these
woman going in to fast. There was only one woman in there all the
time. It was the main sundance priestess. Another thing that we never
believed was I think even though a lot of these ceremonies. Every
ceremony in our tribe and our tradition there has to be a woman in
there. The woman is the main reason for these ceremonies. Without the
woman that sundance can not happen. There has to be the woman in
there. There has to be the woman that carries and there has to be a
woman to participate in all the things that are going on in there, even
when they take that woman into the sweat. It's like a sundance. The
day before the sundance they take the woman in the sweat with them.
That's why it's usually his wife. Even in our peyote meetings there
always a woman in there. The main design that they use for the fire
place in the peyote meeting is a woman. It represents a woman, all
night, the way the fire is laid and the way the ashes are set, represents a
woman. The wood is criss-crossed. That represents her legs and the top
part is always her body. That wood sets this way and the peyote sits
right in the center. The peyote is her head and the moon is her arms. No
matter what shape they shape the ashes into a heart of into a circle, with
the four parts, the wood always crosses to represent her legs that she's
fertile. And the ceremony at the peyote meeting was to picture a
woman because of her sick child that she prayed and prayed for help so
her son would not die out in the desert. The spirits came to her and told
her if she did the ceremony a certain way and learned these songs. They
taught her these songs and she started to sing them and they told her go
to her son and sing these songs to help end the ceremony and if you do
all this, your son will life. You pick all this cactus that's growing
around and feed it to him. They told how to fix the cactus and when she
opened her eyes there was this peyote all around her and she picked it
and took it back home and she told her son what they were to do and
then they took her sick son in there and they prayed the whole night
and sang to him and he was healed so that's how strong a prayer can be.



You'll find ways to heal to come back to life. Life is given back to you.
But, there are obligations too.

I tell my children that I was healed by a peyote ceremony because I
prayed. I went to the sundance and I prayed for healing for myself that I
would be with my children and I would try to get them educated, teach
them to take care of themselves and I lived to see my grandchildren,
great -grandchildren, so forth, to be able to live a part of their lives with
them. To be able to teach them Cheyenne culture and tradition. That's
why I go around to all these schools and teach them language. Even the
sign language. I teach them words. I teach them sign language in
Cheyenne at the same time. I do that at the schools. Humstahts, sit
down, sit down. Togost means be quiet. When you're hungry, nahiet,
nahiet and we say what's nahiet, I'm full. In Cheyenne not just English.
Nukikut, I love you. All the head starts, they come and hug me and say
nukikut, I love you. I have them hug one another and hug their
teachers. Whenever I come into my class rooms they come running up
to be and say nimnihut. And what do you say after that, nimnihut.
Because I think it's more important for them to learn that work than see
you later. I'd rather have them say nimnihut and I tell them, you go
home and tell your mom and dad nnimnihut and give them a hug. I
teach them about, I tell them the story about the chiefs and how they
first came to be and I take these popsicle sticks and each child a chief
stick. I write their name on there with a permanent marker and they
come up and if you can't do your role and earn the chief stick. You be
the chief and take care of your family. Take care of your own area
where you live. Your room, get rid of your trash. Throw your clothes
into the washer or. . . (laughter). Even the small things I teach the
children. They know it's a part of their heritage. They feel much better
when I give them the chief stick and the story even involves a woman
on how the chiefs came to be.

There was so much disruption in our Cheyenne village. People were
fighting amongst themselves about who should be the leader and who
should do this and that. The girl was so discouraged by what was
happening in her village and she told her mother and dad, you know I
keep having this dream of to go somewhere because I'm not happy
about what's happening. I wish we could just go away from here. I'm
not happy and I prayed about it the way he told me to pray. I saw the
pattern in the dream. I've had this dream several times and she told her
mom and dad her dream was she traveled a long, long way and she
finally came to this place she met this man that was going to tell her
something very important that she would be taking along on her trip.
She was to take a bundle of dried meat, a bundle of berries and some
water and that would be all that she would need to take. That it would
be replaced everyday. Her dad thought about it and said I think should
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go because you've had this dream and it must have some meaning. In
the process her mother started fixing her moccasins. She asked her
daughter, how long is this going to take. It's going to take me the whole
summer and I have to go through a lot of danger. I see enemies riding
by. I see enemies in my dreams and her dad told her, talked to her,
when you see, when you come into a camp and you see smoke move
around it instead of going right toward it because you know the enemy
in there might be someone that might harm you. Learn to hide and walk
certain place. Just before she was to leave her friend wanted to go with
her. She told her mother her friend wanted to go with her and she said I
really want her to come because I'll have someone with me. The
friend's family said it was okay for her to go and everybody got busy.
They left and didn't carry a large load. It took them maybe a month or
so to get to their destination. Each night she would have a dream about
which way to go next. They would continue on their trip and camp in
this certain place that they were suppose to camp. They would eat and
go to sleep. They would wake up and their bags were full of meat again
for another day's journey. They finally reached a lake and they decided
to take a swim and clean up before they would eat and rest. They got
cleaned up and ready to eat when a young man appeared and told them,
well we're all waiting for you are you ready? She said yes but where are
we going. They didn't see any smoke coming in, coming up from
anywhere. They went with him, followed them and there was an
opening and they went in. Inside there was a whole village of people
that were just happy and getting along. There was young people, old
people, children and even a small pooi near a lake and there was people
all around cooking and getting along. Everybody was doing something.
They went to this old guy and he told them well I'm taking care of you
all through your trip. I know how hard it is to live where you live now.
We have a man to talk to her and her friend. Tomorrow I shall prepare
you for the trip back and you can rest. You can visit with these ladies
and they went and visited with them and everybody was just greeting
them and giving them new outfits and clothes and stuff. The next day
they went back to see that old man and he told them, I'm going to give
you these chief arrows, these chief sticks. You take them back and who
ever you think. You will know who's worthy to take care of their clan.
He said then you pass these chief sticks on and from that day on that
person is responsible for their clan to take care of them. That will keep
the peace among your people because everyone will have a
responsibility to take care of their own. They were gathering up their
stuff and that young lady, that one that was chosen and had the dreams,
said, I don't want to go back. I wish I could just live here among your
people and be a part of your world. I don't want to go back and wait for
them to bring peace. The old man said well you can stay but send your
friend back with the chief sticks. He said, I'll have the men escort her
back. So she stayed and this was Bear Butte. They say there's that
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mountain where he came out of. She left him with that to repeat for her
friend and that's where the chief sticks came to be and that's how the
chiefs came to be. So even that, and these chiefs now that they're chiefs
I wonder if any of them know why they're chiefs and why they're
chosen. A lot of these chiefs don't even know their responsibility with
their people. They don't try to help them like they're suppose. There are
traditional men that are still chiefs and their role like they were chosen.
A lot of the chiefs now, their status was passed down from their fathers
and grandfathers and that's why they became chief but I don't know
how many of them know the story. I wonder if I asked them if they
would know the story. But, this is the story passed down from
generation to generation and I don't know if everyone knows the story.
There's a lot of, there's a reason why there's a lot of things. Even the
sweat, there's a story behind that, behind every ceremony we have. The
sundance and even our sacred hat. There's even a story about that, why
we have it. That's one thing I don't like to talk about, well it's not a
woman's place to talk about the sacred hat even though there's a woman
involve in it too. There's a woman in every ceremony they have and
right now I think I've tried to teach my children and grandchildren why
they should keep them sacred andwhy they should be participated by
our people only, our Cheyennes. I kind of feel offended when I see
other tribes in our Cheyenne ceremonies, especially my brother in law.
He went to our sundance and couldn't finish it. He came out in the
middle of it. When a person can't complete the ceremony he has to give
away a horse or rifle. They should start preparing themselves a long
time ago, someone who is going to go in a sundance. They took a fast
and they should stop certain things, restrict from doing certain things,
eating certain foods, start adjusting their bodies to the hardship they
were going to go through for the sundance, especially if I'm a younger
person. It was usually older, the older men who went to take a
sundance. Now they have young teenage boys, having a hard times.
You don't take kids in there to show people how tough your son is or to
gain power to hold his power. It's really hard for a sundance man to go
into the sundance because after that even thinking bad thoughts about
people to say bad things against them it's such a, it's suppose to be a
ceremony we don't go into just because you think you should do it. It's
suppose to be a life or death situation. You didn't see so many going
into the sundance all the time. A lot of times when people are sick you
want to help them out and that's good reason but, or for your people,
your families. Go in sincerity and pray for them. Don't just do it to be a
part of it, do it with sincerity and love in your heart. It's really
important and it's always, the main thing is always believe that God is
with you to do this and it'll be easier for you to do. Even the woman
that cooks for the sundance gets blessed by it and is a part of it. Just
like you were for Robbie when he went in. You worked so hard to
make things right, all the food being prepared, all the gifts you had to
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get, even that is a part of it. Just like I said when we used to have the
big encampments in Lame Deer. I was just a little girl and I remember I
come in camp with my grandmother and I could walk over to my aunts
to the Birney side and people would just visit one another. The families
would come and they would sit down and talk and maybe help one
another out. I remember the first time I had to cook for the main
sundance person. It was at Rosebud. We were coming around and I was
there to cook for my aunt and uncle who were the sacred hat keepers
and they have to have the sacred hat so we kind of kept it off to one
side. The main head and his wife were coming around and the wife
called me and I told her come into the shade and she came and she said
in Cheyenne, I beg you to come and cook for me. She said, I beg you in
the name of your family to help. The way she said it, she meant she
trusted my family, for your family do this. She looked at my aunt and
she said go, your family is at stake now. I said okay. I don't know how
to make fry bread in big pans. I only know how to make one small...
They gave me this big pan to use to make fry bread and I mixed what I
knew how to mix and then poured it into this pan and I mixed it and I
learned how much I had to put it to make it four times bigger than what
I used to make. How do I cook. How do I do this, I didn't know
nothing. I mean, you know, to be the main cook for that, I always
cooked for the other sundance people and I knew what to cook. I
thought I had to cook something different but it was all the same thing.
Even that in itself was something I had to do by myself and learn to try
the cooking. And the first day I thought it was a burden and I was being
kept there without, I couldn't leave and I had to do this, I really felt
captured into doing all this. That first day I went over there, I felt that
way. I didn't know what I was going to do. I didn't know how to do it. I
found out it was the same way as you do with regular. The only thing
different was I had to feed the societies. It was easier for me. It made
the job easier for me knowing, I'm going to cook for these guys and not
worry about the sundance for now. It became easier that way and they
all encouraged me when they came to eat. I said, I made crackers for
these guys. My fry bread was just crunchy. I told them, pitch your false
teeth out (laughter). They really encouraged me. Oh no, your bread's
really good. We get to soak it in our soup.

This was my first time as the cook and it was in the 80s. Then I had my
children helping, everything taken care of, keeping the fire going and
just like at the sacred hat. Just do everything you did for your grandma
and grandpa, you do the same thing here. It wasn't hard for them. It was
just normal for them to come and help. It wasn't even a burden for them
to be a part of that. I really want to get a sweat over here again so my
grand daughters can go over and be a part of it, you know occasionally.
Fix us a sweat. I think I have rocks at every sweat. I tell them I can't
stop. I just let them go. At least I've donated something for prayer and
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that prayer will help us. My granddaughter said, grandma they're taking
all our sweat rocks. Shannon, the main one always complaining. I don't
want everybody to take our sweat rocks, they just blow them up
sometime and I have to watch them. Fritz and I worked so hard to
collect all these rocks. We drove from Crazy Head's all way around
and then we would drive out to this land and pick up all those sweat
rocks, I don't know how many loads of sweat rocks we collected. But,
part of it was suppose to go to a stone hedge. Never did do that.
Instead, I have, even the plants. I know all the plants they use for
medicine now. I've never taken a chemical stuff that they do at the
college but my girls have participated in that every summer I think. I
even still have all their plants taped on my roof David had marijuana
on there but they found crazy hips. It's not used to get high. It's just
used to heal. I told her okay it is. People who are very sick use it and
that the only thing it can be used for and she agrees with me. It's when
people abuse things that it turns into felon. I told her I know.

People need to remember where they come from. There's too many
children out there that have never been to a sundance, that have never
participated in a sweat. That have never gone to a peyote meeting.
There are things that they need to learn, on hand learning it's not just,
you can't just tell them stories about it, you have to take them to these
things. You have to participate. I thinking that's why I know all these
things because I participated in them and you know, I'm not just talking
about because I know about them I'm talking because I participated in
these. That's the most important thing, you have to know first hand, on
hand experience is the best thing. I know I still have to do that with my
grandchildren. I took them into the sundance that part where they get
blessed and I've helped even at this sundance I helped the ladies learn
too. I had to teach them how to tie that thing around the waist of that
pledger when he breaks the arrows, when he dances over the arrow, the
sticks that are there. You know what, that big...

You were talking about the language. I think that's really important at
this age in time that. It's not being taught at home by the parents
anymore because they lost it in the schools. That's really sad. That's
really sad. In my generation, because some of the children were
punished so severely for speaking their language, they were afraid to
teach their children the language, even though it wasn't bad, you know.
The language was never bad. It was never a bad thing to us to know our
language. It was a teaching of some Christians that come to our
reservation to teach the Cheyenne and try to convert them into
Christianity that they were taking our language away and our beliefs. It
truly almost became lost completely because of that. Even the US
government forbid our people to participate in a lot of our ceremonies
even the piercing, the ghost dancing all this and our sundances were
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even held secretly out of town for awhile. The piercings were still held
up in the hills because of the government forbidding it from being
practicing pagan.

A lot of these things were being lost because of the Christianity and the
government interfering with the Indians and their lives and their life
styles. I don't think that's right for any sense. I guess I really feel angry
because of that. I have a lot of anger and I'm not happy with the US
government and the Catholics coming to take this away from us. I don't
think that was very nice and I think they have an obligation to the
people for generations of their culture and now they burn cedar in the
Catholic Church to bless us. Say God in Cheyenne in the church they
wouldn't even allow us to pray to him and that's the only one we ever
prayed to was God and to us that's what that word means. Maheo
means God and we always prayed to him in a good way. There was
never in a bad way or sinful way. I remember being slapped for talking
Cheyenne. I remember my hair being pulled for talking Cheyenne by
these nuns and I continued talking Cheyenne for hours and hours for
talking Cheyenne. There was cruel and unusual punish by the Catholic
school and yet they used it to get rich off of the Cheyenne children.
They used us to get rich for themselves. They looked like kings and
queens at St. Labre. The priests that lived there, they had to build a
senior citizen home for Father Emmett so he could be comfortable, not
for the Cheyenne people. Heck, even some of his other homes in
Billings. And yet, he looks at our culture so there were conflicts or
whatever they called it. That's where the elders stayed and then they
charged them for living there. I wonder how much we have to pay. I
have a lot of questions about that. I have a lot of questions. I'm not
sending my children there. I need some place for them to complete their
education and there's so much turmoil going on at Lame Deer school
and the teachers are only there to collect pay checks and not to teach
our children. When my kids were going to school at Lame Deer school
the teacher was sitting there reading when I went into Shawna's class
room one time. I went in the class room and the kids were doing
anything they wanted. There were certain teachers that care that would
teach the children and others that were just there for their pay check
and let the kids get away with anything in their class room. I've seen
them all. I know the teachers that don't want the Cheyenne language
taught at Lame Deer School. There are actually teachers there that put a
big X over our language taught at Lame Deer school and yet they come
to tech on our reservation. They don't what to teach the Cheyenne
children. They don't want the Cheyenne children to know their
language. That is very sick. Maybe that is my main purpose to come
here and teach education. There's a law about no child left behind, yet
they leave our children behind. They don't teach, they don't educate
they're just here for their paychecks. I think that's wrong. I think it's
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very wrong for them to be teachers if they aren't going to teach.

Oh, gosh, I want so much to use our people here to be the next teachers
of our people, our children to come to work for our Cheyenne people. I
want college people to come back to the reservation to teach the
children to teach what they learned to there. I want them to be a part of
this world to make it a better world for the young people. Our older
people, I mean if they get too political here, it depends on the
politicians on who they want. It's not how educated that person is
around here it's who you know and that's bad. That's bad. We had an
ex-convict for our chairman. That's terrible. Only because he has
relatives and he gets in. And yet, they have they could accept a young
fellow and a non graduate to be the chairman. Not even a high school
graduate, didn't even finish twelfth grade. Never participated in school.
They need an administrator in there to run this tribal office so that they
can have more educated people coming in to work and help our people.
I think that's very wrong when they turn our college educated people
away from jobs they are qualified for just to pick a relative, to choose a
relative rather than a college graduate and then have that relative run
the program into the ground and lose the program. There's so much of
that going on around here. We can't even have good people run things,
educated people and knowledgeable people. It's just the politics around
here because they're choosing their families instead of people who are
educated or have knowledge of this. It's really bad, bad for knowing
that the school not teaching Cheyenne in the Cheyenne programs. We
need Cheyenne people to start running the show to show our younger
people that education does help it does work. It helps you get good
jobs. Young children will see you going off to college and coming back
and getting ajob here. It's going to encourage them to get an education
and go to college. This could be ongoing, just like anything else, they
need to teach our students, our children. That's what we need a lot of
role models, Cheyenne role models. We need to teach a lot more things
than they teach at Lame Deer School and St. Labre. They need to teach
a lot of traditional values. I think that's one thing we really need to
teach our children is our traditional values and by that I mean the
reason why we should preserve our ceremonies and teach them to
participate and be a part of it. Teach them how to be able to sweat.
Teach them how to put up a teepee and tell them the story why we use
it for prayer and why we put up the sweat and use it for prayer. They
should teach them to go to the sundance and watch and just sit quietly
and watch. They should teach singing classes and have them go watch
and even go help in the camps, the dancers so they can go help to
prepare food. You know, pay them to do this for now until they learn to
pass it on and have other people participate. That's one way to get it
back to be active part of their lives. Have a summer program that
teaches them all of this, the mechanical stuff going on all the time not
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it that weren't able to be a part of it before. Maybe a lotof these kids
need to go two to three times or every summer. I don't think it should
be one or two classes or two groups everybody should be able to be a
part of it, even adults. Some adults need to learn that. It's not just for
children. Even myself, there were some plants on there I didn't know
what they were for but most everyone I knew there were about three or
four plants I didn't know nothing about. I know even we had visitors
here and we took them out sight seeing and we saw all these plants on
the side of the road and they said oh, your reservation is so rich you just
have medicine growing all over the place. They would just fill up the
car and you know, they'd say is it okay if I just pick some and they'd go
crazy on it. That's really something you know. Difficulty with all this
medicine growing all over. They didn't really give it any thought
because they live here, they live it. I know I had a friend ask me, what
do you mean by traditional and cultural beliefs and what this traditional
and ceremony really are beliefs, something like that. I said, you know I
can't answer that we don't have ceremonies, cultural and traditionals, I
said we live it. It's not just a ceremony for us. I have to live it everyday
because we're a part of it, we're Cheyennes and we live our religion,
our religious ceremony is participated everyday. Like when you're just
wetting your hair, it's a blessing as long as you pray about it and you're
blessing yourself You know how you smudge yourself with cedar, or
sweet grass. Sweet grass still grows some over here, sometimes in the
evening when you're sitting out, I smell sweet grass. I used to have my
children bless themselves, like every other day, not everyday. I had her
since she was six months old until she was about five or six years old
and I was boiling some water for something and she came running by
and she looked at me and said everybody, everybody hurry up come
bless yourself, hurry up before the smoke goes away. Or she would
come in there and bless herself and other kids because I had all these
foster children. They come in there, everybody was blessing themselves
with the water so I didn't say anything. That's what she did because she
thought it was that smoke. She was the leader of the pack at that time
because she was the older one and I was keeping all these foster
children, all these, since 1975 I started taking foster children. I finally
quit four to five years ago after they gave me an award for taking two
thousand foster children I quit. They did a study on how many children
I'd taken, they searched my background and all the foster children I'd
had. I even had tribal court and social services and 4E Indian programs
and I was at Title IX program, something with the state and they were
just loading me and loading me with children and children. I had up to
fifteen children in my home all the time. Some would go and they were
bringing new ones as soon as they took over. The same boy that just
passed away, they just had his funeral last week, his name was Mathias
Mitchell. He was one of my foster children. Him and his whole family,
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they usually brought, he was the oldest. He had a younger sister, two
younger brothers, there was four of them. Two or three younger
brother, there were five. Anyway, he past away last week in a car
wreck. His mother got buried a month ago and he just felt really lost. I
guess because he grew up somewhat like I did. But he lived with his
mother and she was alcoholic. She died from cirrhosis and she was only
like fifty years old and he was just now twenty-one years old. That was
just sad. It was really sad for me because I got so attached to all my
foster children. I just had repeated foster children too. You fall in love
with every child you take care of and it's hard when they come up and
you have to part with them because of the attach of your self one way
or another. I used to just cry and cry over my foster children because I
didn't want them to leave then I told them I'm going to make a promise
to myself that I'm not going to fall in love with them anymore. It was
just a passing word I guess, they brought some more children over to
me. I even grew more attached to them, the more I said it. My whole
family kind of got attached to all these children, the foster children and
didn't know really what it meant to leave once they came. It was just
really heart breaking and I think that the last foster son, my whole
family and my grandchildren and I were just all crying. I just couldn't
take it. I touched the lives of two thousand children and I loved each
and every one of them and I felt that I filled my obligation to the young
ones that were out there and they always want to bring more back to me
and I turned them down.

I think in the long run, that's okay for me because it opened up the
doors for me to start working in the community and it opened the eyes
and gave a voice back to the people. I think for me to provide as a
district chairman we provide services to the people and the thing I did
for the community, they had gone years and years, fourteen years with
one chairman and he never let anyone speak. He never had district
meetings and so in knowing that I provided them an opportunity to
speak. The important thing about that is I've given a voice back to the
people for them to open up. People were really happy when I came
into office. I tell them, you now have a voice to express your opinions
about what you want in your community. What should happen with our
council, with our chairwoman. You have a voice, you tell me and we'll
try to carry it out. In doing this, I think a lot of people think that
something is being done about them. Even though we don't have
finances to help anymore. We've helped them to open their eyes, to
look around and see what's happening, not just going down with the
wind. To fight for their right, to make a difference to fight for that
difference. We need to stand up and fight for changes we want for the
better, not just because someone else is saying it but to do it, to go out
and do things. Even now, I think the people really appreciated the fact
that for once in their life they were going to get to say something and
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be heard. That was important. I let people be heard, I gave them a voice
to be able to say the things they wanted, to do the things they wanted. I
helped them, I backed them up. I didn't let them go out and do it alone.
I invited other people to help, you know, it wasn't just a lone fight for
them anymore. There was always people out there that would try to do
things and ever accomplish things sometimes because no one helped
them. No one backed them up. There was always so many wrongs
going on here. Never for the good of the people. I think a lot of them
just wanted change. They wanted this change for once and I think it
really helped. It really made a difference in our community. We now
have a community center in case you haven't seen it, it's that double
wide trailer. For now it will be a temporary community center. I'm
trying to get somebody to help us to write grants to put up a big stick
building somewhere with an indoor swimming poor and recreation
rooms and offices. We need something. We need to do something and
if we really work together we'll make this happen. I am going to make
some kind of difference here on this reservation. I am going to do this
because our children have no place for recreation. Our young adults
have no place for recreation. Yeah, they've donated basketball hoops
down there in that paved parking lot across from the jail. But, not
everybody wants to play basketball all the time.

The community center, yeah the community center. I think we need a
swimming pool more than anything else. We can leave it open the year
around instead of a basketball court. They have basketball at Boys and
Girls Club. They have basketball tournaments at the gymnasium. They
have basketball at the Lame Deer School. Our community needs a
swimming pool. Even the swimming in itself. That's a cleansing
ceremony. As well as physical, getting our children physically fit. Our
water is so sacred, it's used in every ceremony. We bless our water.
I've taken water into peyote meetings to pray over it to pray, we call it
life when we take it to the peyote ceremony. I've taken care of the
water at midnight, in the morning. I've prayed for it. I've prayed over
the water so that they can give us good health and bless our people for
whatever reason that it will bless our people that are there with their
families. It's called life because without water we have no life. It's small
things like that you have to remember. You have to remember
everything has a meaning. All the plants have a meaning. I know they
don't like cockle burrs but they have a meaning. They have a reason for
being there. So our neighbors won't be so lonesome.

Even our berries. There's a plum tree. We're not getting plums this year.
We're not getting chokecherries this year. We have no berries this year
because of the hail storm and the late frost. The cold has just killed
everything. But because of this, the Cheyennes believe we're going to
have a gentle winter and that's something to believe in because there's a
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lot of drought. Spring, we're going to have a lot of water and we'll have
berries next year. I hope we do. This year there's no berries around
here. Anything we dry will probably little we don't have any berries.
One tree, it seems like underneath should grow some but it, the hail
first did a lot of damage and the frost, it just killed the whole tree and it
was blooming already. All the leaves just died. Everything was iced
over. Yeah. I have nothing but dead leaves just hanging down. I told
the girls you start watering it. Water it everyday. They done that but all
of a sudden that changed and all that wind just blew off the dead leaves
and the new ones started coming up. I found this on the side of the shed
and planted it. All the other trees are dead in front. They're gourds.

Well. That's all I can think of.

Journal Thoughts November 2004

I am sitting waiting. I have had to reschedule our time several
times due to interruptions and family stuff that Carlene had to
attend to with the holidays and all. I am optimistic though even
though there has been a significant break between August and
November, Myrna's story has kept me going. Carlene worries
she has nothing valuable or significant to contribute. I think she
does and will. She has been through many struggles in her life
and her perspective as a Cheyenne woman is as valuable as
anyone else's. Her insights add value and diversity to the group
of women I have found, that have found me, to participate.

Carlene 's Story

Carlene is an enrolled Northern Cheyenne woman who lives in Colstrip,
Montana, twenty-one miles from the reservation due to lack ofhousing. She
wor1c in Lame Deer everyday as the Tobacco Prevention Specialist for the
Northern Cheyenne tribe. She is fifty-one years old and the mother offour
grown sons. She has twelve grandchildren

One, being raised by my grandparents. Being around my grandmother
and the Cheyenne woman that she was. The role model Jennie. The
values that she had and being around them and watching her. The
displays that she had. I always remember that I was raised by her. The
things that I watched what she did. Every mornings and throughout the
day. The role model that she had as a woman. That it's important to be
clean, the fresh meals, the tanning that she did, the dry meat that she
made, the gardening she did, the quilting she did, the pemmican she
made and how family oriented she was. Family members were very
important, always having gatherings. She made it very special and just
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being around all that is really important to me and it made me who I am
from her values. The Cheyenne woman that I am today from her and
the values from my grandfather to treat people kind to always welcome
people at your home, to leave your door open for people, to not be
selfish, share things with people, don't love your material things.
Always go help when somebody needs help. Be there for somebody.
But always know your boundaries too. Putting all these things together,
these two people made me who I am today. This is what got me where I
am today, to be the hard worker that I am. Never to be lazy, to go on. I
instill that with my own kids, with all my grandchildren. To respect
people. To treat people good. When people come over you're supposed
to sit down and listen to them and let them talk and hear them out. Be
respectful, offer them something to eat, something to drink. No matter
what, even if you don't have enough food you offer them something.
That's the real Cheyenne way. Don't be stingy. If you hog things or are
stingy you aren't going to go a long way. Also to be a hard worker.
Never be lazy cause if you are lazy you never get no where. Honor your
culture, a lot of it's prayer. Believing in yourself. Always praying a lot.
You don't necessarily have to be in ceremonies but do a lot of praying.
Not only for you, not only for your family but for all those around you.
Go out of your way even if it takes hours. If you're gonna go traditional
way you have to put a lot of things aside and live that lifestyle and go
full force with it. You can't walk in the middle. You either go with that
cultural way or not at all. As a Cheyenne woman as I am today is
because of my grandmother Jennie and part of it was my grandfather. I
learned a lot from them by them telling Cheyenne fairy tales, that had a
lot of morals to it. How to support myself and not to give up. To go
forward, not to look back no matter what mistakes I make. Always go
forward, learn from them. Don't dwell in them. Lot of trials and
tribulations that I have come through in my life I have looked forward
or I wouldn't be where I am at today. I think about what my
grandfather told me. He used to tell me Carlene, don't look back.
Someday you are going to have grandchildren. Look forward no matter
what happens. And I remember those words. Be strong and I think
about the respect he tells me to have about people. To always leave my
door open. Invite people over. If your home is nice and peaceful people
will be over, you're always gonna have a lot of company over. No
matter how people treat you, no matter what they do to you just don't
say nothing just walk away. But pray for them. It's hard, it's really hard
to be humble but you go gotta be a humble lady. They also tell a
woman has got to be quiet to be silent. A Cheyenne woman doesn't
really go out and fight and stuff. Respect yourself and others will
respect you as a woman. I try to display those the best way that I can.
Also, my grandmother's teachings keeping your house clean, keeping
your own bodies clean. Making sure that you got enough to eat or even
if you don't have enough to eat when company comes over share with
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them. I know there was times when us growing up that we didn't have
running water or cooking stove. We still went and got wood to cook.
We warmed up water to take baths. We warmed up water to do dishes.
And to this day I still do that I still wash my own dishes without a
dishwasher. That's a luxury to do them with a dishwasher. And if I was
to go back and everybody was to take everything away from me, I
could survive. If you took the microwaves, if you took the water away,
the showers away, I could survive today. Because I have that, because I
got to live that life. How to, how to survive. I had to struggle and that's
why I am at where I am today, those survival skills. My struggles and
that also made me my character. That I know how to strive to because I
was able to do that. I had to carry wood in we always carried buckets of
water in when we were little. And to this day I can do that. My
grandmother taught us to just by watching her how to do certain things.
Dishes, how to sweep the floor, how to mop the floor, by watching her
how to cook. I learned all those skills without them saying come here.
Just by watching you pick up skills how to do things. You have a
choice when you grow up to be lazy or to work. Or to be dirty or to be
clean. I choose to work. I choose to be clean. I want to have that, to be
proud to say where I came from. Because I come from a very proud
family. Dull Knife. Also my grandmother, a very wonderful woman.
She showed us how to be loved. She always told us she loved us. In
return I am able to do that with my kids. Talk to them. They never
believed in spanking. But to this day I try to talk to my grandkids when
I see them slipping out of line or being disrespectful. I try to talk to
them I try to do this with my own boys. Hopefully they learned it.
Hopefully they picked up stuff. Because my grandparents never
believed in hitting. Being disrespectful you know to your parents is not
right. Talking back with them. And when I see kids doing that you
know it angers me. Even being at the school when I worked there
seeing kids arguing back with teachers I would sit them down and talk
with them. You are a Cheyenne you are not supposed to argue back
with teachers. They're there to teach you. And I guess for me because I
am a Cheyenne woman I am proud to be a Native person. I come from
a very proud family, Chief Dull Knife. You know being the fifth
generation descendent is very honoring. And the way I conduct myself
the way I present myself out in the world I wouldn't want to put
disgrace to Chief Dull Knife. So I watch my step I try to conduct
myself the way my grandfather would want me to, the way my
grandmother Jennie or my grandfather Dan would want me to. Again if
it wasn't for them two I wouldn't be who I am today. They made me
who I am today. I still follow their teachings. A lot of their teachings.
No matter what struggles I went through no matter what good times I
went through I go back and I thank them. Who they are and who they
were. The way they made me who I am. Being a native lady we can, we
have a lot we can be proud of because we have a lot to offer. There's a
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lot of women that can bead. Myself I don't bead, but I can still speak
Cheyenne. I still know some fairy tales. In my own way I sing to God
in my Cheyenne language. I'm thankful that I can speak in my own
language and understand it. A lot of women don't. And I can pass them
on to my grandchildren. I can cook some Indian meals. But that's going
out also. There's just still a lot of things I can do that with the next
generation will be all gone. Again I was fortunate to know, to have the
opportunity to pick berries, to be able to ride in a wagon. To be able to
watch them skin deer, to make dry meat, to make fry bread. Just
different stuff like that. To be able to be a part of that life. To know
that life back then was a struggle but yet easy. In some ways it was a
real simple life. And yet a lot of hard work. Lotta work. I was able to
watch my grandmother do a lot of beadwork. There was always stories
behind that beadwork. The stories behind them. People always made
one mistake in beadwork or in crafts, any crafts to show that we are not
perfect. So I carry those on and pass em on to my kids.

A lot of my struggles were, I went through a lot of deaths. I lost my
grandmother when I was nine years old. I lost my mother when I was
sixteen. My grandfather when I was twenty-one. Becoming a young
mother at an early age my one self I struggled with being a single
parent but yet still striving still wanting to better myself. Struggles of
not being able to afford things like a lot of other people. Struggles of
trying to support my own family to make sure my kids had clothing,
making sure that they had place to live. Those were my struggles. Some
of my struggles were just to find myself The hurts and the pains that I
went through because of the people I loved. Yet still striving still trying
to reach for that star. Struggles with alcohol and come to realize that
wasn't the lifestyle that my grandfather or grandmother would have
wanted me to have. I changed my lifestyle around to better myself I
didn't want too be because my mother died from alcohol. I didn't want
to go that way. I also didn't want my boys to be without a mother. So I
knew I had to change my lifestyle. Or else I was gonna end up dead or
something. I didn't want to go that way and have them have no mother.
But again I come from a proud family and I know my grandfather never
wanted me to drink, never wanted us to live that route and that lifestyle.
It was no good for us.

My grandfather Dan, went to school as far as third grade, my
grandmother went as far a sixth. My grandmother didn't know how to
write even though she went to sixth grade they used thumb prints. My
grandpa went as far as third grade but he could write, he could
somewhat read and he could speak English a lot better than my
grandmother. My mother went as far as to ninth grade. I went far as to
eighth. I didn't graduate from eighth grade because I had a kid at a real
young age. But I didn't start school until I was seven years old because
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we never knew I had asthma and I did go to school and I hated school. I
hated school because my teacher was really mean and when you ask
your teacher a question I would be so scared yet I had to ask her
because I couldn't catch nothing and understand some things. She'd
give me the answer yet she'd use a regular pencil and stab me in the
arm. By the end of the day everyday when I would go home my arm
would be swollen from her stabbing me with a pencil. Sometimes she'd
hit you with erasers. You'd have a white spot on your head. And you'd
be scared and you'd never know, I didn't learn my first year in first
grade. So I end up flunking. And plus I missed a lot of school because
of my illness. I had the same teacher again the following year and my
grandparents didn't speak English good and they didn't realize and
didn't understand that they could go in and talk to the teachers or
principal. Nobody really took up for me and I went through that again
for a whole year. Getting hit in the arms, both arms being swollen by
the end of the day and for not understanding or I'd get my papers all
wrong she'd get mad at me and stab me in the arm. Just come along
and hit me. I'd be scared to go to school. I sometimes I would pretend
sick not to go to school. Then lunch time you had to sit there and eat
everything up. They would literally grab your peas or green beans and
shove them down your throat. Even though you threw up they would
make you finish eating them. I would always be the last one sitting
there. I would sit there and cry but I was forced to eat them. That would
continue on until there was times I got a good teacher but I started
hating school right off the bat. My grandmother died and I had to go off
the reservation. I went off to different schools in Idaho, parts of
Montana. Then I became, I was so scared still to ask teachers because I
was so afraid they were gonna do that to me then I started going up
against racial remarks. Saying I was a dumb Indian. I would get my
braids pulled cause I didn't understand something. And I hated going to
school again. I would just cry and then we moved to Forsyth and
started going to Catholic school. Catholic school made you, you had to
learn about their history. You had to learn about the bc's and all that
and if you didn't learn them you had to stay after school. So many
times I had to scrub gym floors because I didn't get things right. Then I
went St. Labre. My mother took us there and left us there. We had to
board there and there was things, we had to dress certain way. I,
because I didn't team on education, I had to go into like a special kinda
classroom. I got made fun of and I would have to always scrub floors
and scrub wall. I remember one time I had to, I and another friend had
to scrub an entire gym floor in the middle of the night. All because I
didn't understand and I tried to get help with my homework. I didn't
understand it and I didn't finish it. By then I was an eighth grader and I
hated school, I didn't like to go to school. Because of those reasons,
then I dropped out and I had a kid. I don't remember how old I was but
I decided I wanted to better my life. There had to be something better. I
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had to because I had kids. So I went off to, uh, what those schools are
called... then Reagan was the president, I went off to a training
school and I took up secretarial work to become a legal secretary and I
got my GED also. I didn't quite complete everything because Reagan
shut these vocational schools down. So I transferred to Billings and got
ajob at the BIA. Then I transferred back down to Lame Deer. I
continued on trying to better myself. I worked at the clinic and then I
decided I wanted to do something even more with my life and have
better goals so I decided to become a counselor, a drug and alcohol
counselor. So I went to school at Dull Knife and took classes for
alcohol and drug counselor. I was making As and Bs. I wasn't
struggling in school with it. I started taking classes for certification and
a lot of different workshops and getting my certification wanting to be
a certified drug and alcohol counselor. I took the test and failed it by
like twelve points, took the test again and failed it by three points. I
didn't go take it again the third time around. Our funding ended and
they had to lay us off so I started applying for all different kinds of
jobs. One of my goals was to learn to implement, to be a director and
implement a program. So I got ajob in Butte. I was a counselor again, a
drug and alcohol counselor. To broaden it I wanted to work in a
treatment setting. I worked in detox, I became an adult counselor, an
outpatient counselor. Then I wanted to broaden it even more so I
became a youth counselor. Then I wanted to be in treatment settings
which I didn't really get to do yet. I did anger management with men
and women's prison. I switched over there was an opportunity to be a
youth director and implement a program for youth. Then I transferred
back home and became a youth counselor again and an outreach person
in the community. I also had the opportunity to go to school in Butte
and do my child psychology classes there and did a lot of workshops
again and was able to have the opportunity to be on lots of boards of
the YMCA, Child Protection Team, there was lots of boards I could be
on, Healthy Mothers, Healthy Babies, AIDS. I came back home and
went to work where my heart was with youth. So I got on at the new
high school here in Lame Deer had just been built and I got on as the
Home/School Coordinator to work with the youth the high school
students. Knowing the high school students and their struggles like I
went through. The young mothers, becoming young mothers.
Encouraging them to continue going to school, to find ways to keep
them in school. So I helped put a daycare for them. Some of the kids
who were really struggling in classes with their teachers, knowing the
struggles I had, I didn't want them to quit school so I helped them. I
talked to their teachers, I talked to their parents. I want to see them fill
school. I went as far as keeping a young man who was homeless who
was going to quit school who was just two months away from
graduating so he had no place to go so I ended up inviting him and
taking him into my home just to see that young man graduate and he
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ended up graduating. Helping them kids they wanted a memorable
senior trip. Making it happen for them taking them to Seattle. Seeing
the expression and the smiles on those kids, knowing they had a good
trip. Fundraising left and right like crazy for those kids. My heart was
just to see them happy. To get something that I always wanted to go out
of my way to help them educational wise just to see them go to school
and encourage them to go to go on and to get jobs. I did that for seven
years. Just watching them. Sit down when kids were having problems
and just listen to them. The struggles they were having. The home lifes
they were having. We also started a young women's group talking to
them about safe sex, save themselves until marriage. Don't have sex
until marriage. Just sharing a lot of different things with them. The
youth, the men. To respect their bodies. To respect themselves. And
don't let nothing stop them no matter what they're going through.
Seeing a lot of them today going, being in college, some going off to be
in the service. A lot of them being where they are at today. I know in
my heart that I helped them and that I was a part of it. Continuously
talking to them and encouraging them. To watch them go down the
aisle, getting funds for them because they couldn't afford their gowns.
A lot of them couldn't even go to prom. I took my own personal funds
and to go buy every year I picked a kid to drive em to Billings and buy
an outfit for them. A tuxedo or a dress. And help them buy stuff. Just so
they could go to these things because every child should go to these.
Just helping them going through these things, going to prom, football
games, helping them when they graduate, a student buy their gown.
Helping getting funds some way, some how I was able to buy all the
high school their dozen roses when they graduated. Looking for funds
for them when they went on trips. Snacks and stuff for them too. Um,
talking to the parents about the struggles the kids were having.

Then I switched over to working at Boys and Girls Club. I seen a lot of
them kids coming in being hungry and being. Just wanting that
attention. Wanting someone to love them was really hard at times. But
yet that was maybe the only time that they could be happy. Be able to
talk to them and do things with them. Be able to watch them have fun
the short time they were there. To be able to educate them and show
them how to be respectful and respect themselves, some of the
teachings that I had and being able to share my teachings back on them.
Trying to teach them some of the things I learned and also try to help
them with school work and try to help them understand some things
that they shouldn't be doing and some of the things they shouldn't be
doing. Teaching them different educational prevention. Classes of save
yourself until marriage again. Teaching them about the sacredness of
tobacco, about suicide, about alcohol and drugs, that that's not our way
of life and of our people. We are to be proud of who we are and how
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we live. But if we come from poor or rich or what, we are to be proud.
We are Native Americans.

Then I switched over to being tobacco prevention specialist. Letting
kids know that smoking isn't good for your body and I go and speak to
kids from daycare all the way to college students to adults, to
childbearing and WIC about secondhand smoke and the dangers of it.
Diabetes program, the heart patients, well-child clinic, general clinic,
OB/GYN, talking to all of them and educating myself. Continuing to
go on workshops and training to continue educating myself. I know it's
not going to stop there. I still want to go back into being a drug and
alcohol counselor. My goal is still to work in a treatment setting and I
know that is going to happen. Working in schools and into Headstart
programs and going out into the community. On my own time, being
able to sit and share with kids. Even the past students that I have. Being
there for people when they need help. Encouraging my grandchildren
and my kids to continue on bettering their lives. No goal is too hard.
We will never end climbing our ladders. No matter what education we
get no matter what goals we set, you immediately set another one. Big
or small we are going to be accomplishing goals in our lives, no matter
how old we are. Even if it's just to set a goal to get up in the morning at
certain time it's a goal. Even if we step one step back down on the
ladder, two steps back, run for it again, climb that ladder. Go for it
again. Don't let no obstacles stand in your way. I wouldn't where I am
today if! let the obstacles stand in my way. I continue striving and
climbing that ladder. I have certain goals and some people might think
that our goals are beyond too high and beyond existing,! guess, but
those are our goals. !f we can't accomplish them find another goal.!
think as Cheyenne people we have come a long ways. We have come a
long ways from where we were at. And learning and always being
willing, willing to learn. If you got that willing heart to learn you're
gonna make it and listen and take that risk and challenge it and you're
gonna make it in this world. If! didn't take the risk that I have when!
was little, if I didn't challenge things in my own life orchallenge some
people, taking those risks, ! wouldn't be where !'m at today. Who
knows where !'d be maybe !'d be another drunken Indian who knows.
But because I believed in myself also, you gotta believe in yourself,
you can't allow yourself to depend on people to believe in you. You got
to believe in your own self. If other people think your goals are stupid
so what. Those are your goals don't allow other people to take your
goals away. They are your goals. Accomplish them. !f you can't, set
another.

When ! went to school at the tribal college they had a lot to offer.
Alcohol and drug studies and today they don't have that anymore. I
believe we had excellent teachers back then. You had to work hard for
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what you went after. You had to earn those credits. We had really good
administration. People supported you. Today, I don't think it's that way
any more. The administration that's there aren't believing in the
students. Instead they allow them to cheat, to get away with things that
I don't think is right. The funding is not there for the kids and they are
disappointed. It's a struggle for them today. A lot of their credits can't
even be transferred anymore. When they leave off the reservation to go
to school they have to take those classes over, a lot of them. It's
discouraging. I think they need to better it. They need to encourage our
kids more. Help them more. How are you going to better yourself'?
They need to start at the top at the administration and restructure the
whole college right now in order for the students to benefit and get
something out of it because right now they are hurting the students.

Education plays a big role in our Cheyenne people today. Cause we are
living in a new world in a new time. If we don't have that we are not
going to survive, we are not going to make it. It's very important that
we as Cheyenne people learn as much as we can from kindergarten all
the way through college. Or if we don't go to college we need to get
into our own personal technology. Learning on the websites, going to
trainings or workshops or whatever it may be. We need to reach out.
We need to teach ourselves and others. It's really important today and
culture plays a big role in it. Our culture should never stop us from
having a good education. Even if you want to teach culture nowdays
you still got to get certified, you still got to go to school. If you don't
know your own Cheyenne language you can't speak your own
language you still go to go to school for it. So education plays a big
role as native people today. You might not live on the reservation no
more you have go out in the real world and get a job. They way I'm
looking at it we might not have a reservation someday. And by God if
you don't have an education you're not gonna go nowhere. You have
got to have those skills. I don't care if it's just high school diploma.
You have got to have a degree somewhere.

To our younger women, one finish school, don't have kids right away
and if you do don't let that stop you. Finish your education no matter
what. If it means going to vocational training, or getting ajob and
going to conferences, workshops and trainings, whatever, do it.
Because you're still going to get knowledge no matter what. Better
yourself continuously. If you want to go to school go to school and do
whatever it takes to keep going and be who you want to be. If it's
nursing or to become a P.E. teacher or whatever. I really encourage
women anymore it seems like there is a lot of single parents because of
marriages now days. Today marriages aren't as sacred as they used to
be back when my mother was. Today there's a lot of single parents,
men and women. You about have to have a degree today to get ajob. If
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you want a good salary you better believe that you need a degree. I
didn't get a degree and I ma really fortunate that with all my training
and workshops that I am where I am today in my current job situation.
So I really encourage our women to get out and keep climbing and
furthering their educations and don't let nothing stop them.

Journal Thoughts November 2004
Same kind of agonizing stretching of time that stretches my
patience. Rubie too, has to keep rescheduling. Today, we have
driven to Billings to meet with her in the apartment she shares
with her sister Joanne and below the apartment where her
brother Butch and his wife Lena live. Things are busy with
other family staying there. The apartment is tiny and the bustle
of activity continues even as we speak but it doesn't seem to
distract from the process. Baby Caleb plays in the cupboards as
we chat before we formally begin and I wish I could have had
that on tape too, not just her formal testimonio. I have especially
looked forward to this session, because Rubie is such an
absolute wealth of Cheyenne knowledge and cultural
experience. I expect her to talk at least as long as Myrna did. I
am dying to hear what Rubie has to say. I am feeling validated
as the collection of stories grows. I still am not sure whether I
will be a participant I would rather have Janis, but she is in
Minnesota. I will keep thinking about it.

Rubie's Story

Rubie Sooktis is an enrolled Northern Cheyenne woman who currently resides in
Billings, MT during the week so she can work her job at the Western Heritage Center,
a museum as afield director for a Smithsonian sponsored oral histories proj ect. She
goes home to the reservation on the weekends. She is an accomplishedfilm producer,
videographer, writer, cultural historian, grant reader, ambassador and a former
member of the Chief Dull Knfe College Board of Directors.

Well, as I said earlier, I'm probably, I'm a part of the generation that had to do
a learning process of Cheyenne. The educational system of the larger society
and I guess it's been like that all my life. I learned something about my
Cheyenne world and it's an unending, endless kind of learning. You don't just
learn it when you're 18 years old. It's a constant learning process. That's the
same way with the lifestyle with the larger society. There are different value
systems. There's a style that's different for each of us, you know, for the
Cheyenne for living the life of the larger society. Sometimes it causes a
cultural conflict what might be important with the larger society may not be
important. One of the examples is the simple word as thank you. In Cheyenne
world by accepting, that's a thank you. It's kind of an action word as a kind of



thank you. To the larger society you have to verbally say thank you otherwise
if you don't say that, they'll say you don't know your manners when you just
accepted it. So, there are some other lessons that I learned from the dual
educational process that I continued to live with. It's a constant way of life.

I was born at home. My grandmother, Jennie Blackhorse was the mid wife and
my father was not there. There was a sundance going on at the time and he was
in the sundance lodge. My grandmother used to always tell me that there's the
early morning, the counting coup of the society. We don't see that anymore.
She said you came in with those guys. You were born when they were coming
in. She also took me, you know because my father was in the lodge. She took
me over there and the people all the sundance people. She took me over there
and the people all the sundance people passed me around the entire lodge. Not
only did my dad see me but the passed me around to the entire sundance lodge.
That was when I began my life. That was at home in Lame Deer.

My first lesson, Cheyenne lesson, it was becoming aware of my family. On my
mother's side, I became aware of my grandfather, grandmother, my aunt Eva,
my aunt Annie, my aunt Beatrice, my mother's sister and my uncle Hubert and
my cousins. We were always either living in one house or we were neighbors.
That's what I became aware of. I became aware of the type of relationships that
I had with my mother's sisters. They were, the term for it is, no different than
the term for my biological mother, Josephine. My grandmother would always
say, go give that to my mother that might be Eva, or Beatrice, or Annie or your
mother. So, my relationship with them was the same as with my biological
mother. The term for it was also the same.

My uncle Hubert, that my, it was a teasing relationship. He was also a
discipline. He would discipline all his sister's children. My mother's brother
and all her male cousins were the same as my uncles that disciplined me. There
was one particular uncle, Francis Black Horse that was my mother's main
disciplinarian and she would say anytime we'd get out of line she'd say I'm
going to call Francis. One day I didn't want to eat and Francis was there. He
didn't say anything and my mother was trying to get me to eat. He just reached
over and ate up my whole meal. I guess from then on, I realized how serious
my mother was. How serious that threat was, it wasn't just a threat. After that,
it would be, I mean, we would all straighten up because she was going to call
Francis. So that was my introduction to my mother's family. The different roles
I had. The different relationship I had with my mother-figures, on my maternal
side.

On my paternal side, my dad's two sisters and one brother. They lived
in Birney and we'd go over there and it was also there that I learned my
relationships with my maternal uncle and aunts. My dad's brother, his
name was Andrew Sooktis. He was like my dad, the same relationship.
His sister, I had a teasing relationship with them, playfully argue with
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them, just like my maternal uncles. Of course, my cousins, so I learned
my mother's relationships there and also my dad. My dad is kind of, my
dad is southern Cheyenne so we were traveling. All my counsins, I
know what they're doing even today, but I don't see them, some every
ten years some twenty, some thirty years. Yet with that much distance,
my dad's family was close. So it was a little different with my dad. He
had an aunt, I didn't know my grandparents, my dad's parents. He had
one aunt that came. My grandmother in Oklahoma she lived to be
ninety-six so we had a real long relationship, my grandmother. That
was the only grandmother! knew on my dad's side. My dad's relatives
are all over the country and that was my very first awareness of my
family, my relationship with them.

Of course these relationships changed on my maternal because when I became
older I had this teasing, playfully arguments with them and! later learned that
the discipline from my uncles was, it allowed me to maintain a real close
relationship with my mother, my father. The way that Cheyenne teaches, the
teaching system is set up. I don't remember being hollered at or spanked, never
remember that. I don't remember those kinds of things. The Cheyennes believe
if you holler at your kids long enough, you're going to make them crazy or you
spanking will make them crazy also. So, my uncles ran interference that
otherwise parental relationship that could go sour, kind of goes so they ran
interference. That was the first lesson for a long time when I was a kid.

My mother's family, brothers and sister, parents, my grandparents used to work
in sugar beet fields between Forsyth and Miles City in between across the river
there, the Yellowstone River. They go from farm to farm and then my dad's
family used to come in fall time, to Billings and pick corn. So everybody was
gone during that time from August maybe until December. It was during one
of those times that I started school. I didn't speak English. I started school
when I was seven but my mother taught me how to write my name. She also
told me how to get to the bathroom, how to get to the restroom, these kinds of
things. If somebody asked me how I was doing, I was to say I'm fine. My
mother had limited English. My grandparents were extremely supportive of
non-Indian education because they had very limited English and it was very
important for them for their grandchildren to learn how to read, write and
speak English. It was really important to them because they came from an
educational system, when they were children, in the early reservation times,
that only had five grades and it was all vocational type educational system.
They learned how to sew, how to can, that kind of things, the girls they learned
how to sew, how to cook, clean, whatever. The boys, you know, they teamed
how to farm, I guess is what they learned. They never learned how to speak
English or write English and that kind of thing. It was important for their
grandchildren to speak English to learn to read and write you know.

I went to this school, a little place called Cartersville, Montana. It's little, you
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know, where they're eight grades in one school house. I had cousins there. John
Whistling Elk was going to school with my older sister. Butch was going to
school there. There were some imigrants from Mexico that was working there
too. They didn't speak English either and I don't know how the teacher ever
worked that out. There was no bi-lingual program. To this day I can't tell you
how I started speaking English when I became bi-lingual. We learned how to
talk English. We learned how, but there was something else going on that I
was thinking about, that was educational. There was something else going on.
My aunt Eva had a brownie, those little brownie cameras and she took a lot of
pictures, family pictures. There used to be a mail box down on the main road. I
used to volunteer to go get the mail. The reason why 1 wanted to is because,
you know, I was looking for those pictures that she took. When they came in I
used to just look at them, wondering how you could get these images to this
piece of paper. I was fascinated by images. How to get this to there. My
family were into movies. We used to go in Forsyth. The first movie that I saw
was the first King Kong. It was fascinating how that got those images. That
was going on, that was happening. That was how my awareness began to
include different things. I became aware of Hispanics, Mexicans. I became
more aware of the non-Indians, even the different people farmers and people
downtown and there was this whole life that was beginning to open up. That
was how that, my education started.

Because my mother and father were moving around so much, they sent us to
St. Labre. That again, was a whole different process, about catechism, about
mass, learning about the whole being a Catholic. I guess that was. All this time
my main support is from my grandparents. I couldn't have asked for better
supporters. Everything that I learned was important. I could talk English, I
could write my name, I could write more than my name. There was another
thing. I became aware, really at an early age. My grandmother didn't talk to her
son-in-laws. I would always go with my grandmother. My dad would take us
to the store. My grandmother would be talking to me but would actually be
talking to my dad, you know I've got to go to Rosebud to pick up this. She
would really be addressing me. I was kind of the in between. My dad would
say when he's talking to my grandmother I got to get some gas. This was also
something I was introduced at a very early age. Also my mother and her
brothers didn't talk to each other. Those were the non-speaking relationships I
learned about. Then the brother-in-law and sister-in-law, all that dynamics of
the whole Cheyenne kinships.

In 1951 or '52 my aunt Annie and her husband Charles Brady came over. We
were living across there in one of those farms in Rosebud, Montana. They
came, stayed overnight and at the time they, all the kids used to be chased off.
You know you go out and play. They said don't listen to this and that, mind
your own business and go play. But there was something important about that
visit because everybody was emotional, crying and important about that. They
came to inform my grandfather that they was going to put up sundance. They



were the reason why they were crying is that they were extremely young.
There is a childhood gap. Next thing I knew, like a year later over that
summer. They had it in Busby and the only thing I remember is we didn't do
much, just sat around. That was my first introduction to something that was
spiritually important. All the cultural learning, spiritual learning I already
knew. It didn't make sense then but that's a way of life that my grandparents,
my mother family lived.

What they call traditional foods now, the fry bread, all of that, they were
survival food. It was really hard. There were really hard times and that's what
we ate. My grandmother used to go to Miles City every other day. There was a
slaughter house outside of Miles City and she'd go over there. The guy would
sell it to her for a couple of bucks or something like that. He would clean it
there and that's how we survived. My grandmother was a very strict lady. Her
house was always clean. There were expectations. High expectations from my
grandparents. You had to stay clean. Get ready in the morning, get going in the
mornings. Do your chores, get everything done before you could play. So, my
grandmother had pretty high expectations, very neat. A neat lady. Everything
was in order in terms of the household. On the other hand, my dad's sister, you
could swim all day if you want to, or you could be dirty. She fed us anything.
She fed us prairie dogs, pheasants, rabbits, just fed us anything she could get
her hands on. We were that poor. It was very difficult times during that time. I
can remember my grandfather, my mother's father, he was constrantly fixing
our shoes, sewing them up. Poverty, I guess, and then not giving up, just kept
going, kept going. They used their traditions, their traditions to survive. The
woman and the man, hunters and so it was a very difficult times.

Because there was so few jobs that my parents decided to go to Denver,
Colorado to move on you know the federal government's Indian relocation
program. We went on this relocation program and I guess the thing that I
remember missing quite a bit was my grandmother because she was my first
friend, my pal. We did a lot of things together. Berries and whatever she was
doing I was doing. We lived in Denver for seven years and it was a whole
different world. There was black people, more Hispanics and going to school
with them so it was, there was life off the reservation you know, kind of
experience. We had more people coming through from Lame Deer to
Oklahoma, that was their stopping point. As a result, got to know people I
hadn't known who lived in Lame Deer, some other relatives and that. So we
lived there seven years. My parents decided to move back. We got back home
and electricity it was about 1963 and electricity was just starting to come in
Birney. Very slowly started, people started to get electricity. I.H.S came in a
put in water lines and all they had was cold water. You didn't have to haul
water anymore. That was another changing kind of thing that was happening. I
went to school at St. Labre again and graduated at St. Labre in 1966.

I lost my grandmother in 1964 and that was.. .uh the, I guess it wasn't really the
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end but a couple of things happened. My grandmother used to tell us that your
mother was the most important person in the family because she was family
orientated because she could make a home. The father was important but he
couldn't make a home. He couldn't cook for you. He couldn't do all those
things your mother does. So, at an early age I learned the important things
about a mother and father. When my grandmother passed, the family I knew,
grew up with, it was gone. My grandfather, the other thing that happened when
we lost my grandmother, my grandfather remained loyal to his children and his
grandchildren. In a Cheyenne way. He didn't want to subject his children and
his children to a step-parent. He said it's a natural ways where they don't get
mocked, so they don't re-marry. That was the two things that happened. We
had our grandfather ten years after our grandmother passed away, ten or eleven
years.

So I, in the meanwhile when I graduated from high school I wanted to go BIA
who was in charge of the education. I went to BIA, the local BIA and had
grand plans of going to school and becoming a photographer. I went over there
and they were showing me some things. They said you can be a filing clerk.
You can be a nurse's aid. You can be a legal secretary but we can't give you
money for what you want to do. We can't fund you. That's all I wanted to do is
go to school to learn about that photography. All summer, all year I looked for
funding. I went to Southern Cheyennes, went to Northern Cheyennes and I
went to BIA and didn't get anywhere and then I planned the only possibility of
getting funding was in Southern Cheyenne but I had to go live over there three
years before they could help me. I was leaving that fall. My father, he was
working with I.H.S. by that time. We have family friends called Jack and
Ethyl. They are non-Indians and they're the ones who really introduced me to
this non-Indian world. They both went and got money, Jack, Ethyl and my dad,
so I could go to school. I went off to Seattle, Washington to Seattle
Community College there. I learned about photography and at the same time I
also learned that I was the only female in the class. It wasn't too bad, it was a
small class but I was the only female. The following year I got a scholarship to
go to this school out east. I was going to study photography under a
photographer named Tom Snow. This little Quaker school called the Maidan
School gave me the scholarship so I went out there. But in the process of
learning the photography I also learned about film making. My dad's lifetime
regret was not having enough money for me to finish and to help me finish the
last two years of my schooling. I understood my grandmother, she had a
lifetime regret for not being able to learn how to read and write and speak the
language. She repeated the first, second, third, fourth and fifth two or three
times but she never learned to speak English or to read or write it. But, that
was to be my dad's lifetime regret that he never had the money.

So, my aunt Eva had a lot to do with my photography and my grandparents had
a lot to do with my educational process learning about the world. But, and my
parents were, one or the other major lessons was that my parents used to say
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was don't ever be ashamed speaking Cheyenne no matter where you're at.
Don't ever be ashamed of being an Indian, a Cheyenne. And when I look back
now I had a perfect balance that neither of my Cheyenne world never got
threatened. I could go back and forth and I found out that I'm going to
associate even with the non Indians. I do two things, I read the Time Magazine,
the Newsweek Magazine, newspaper and when I get over there that's what
they're talking about. I'm perfectly happy with two worlds. Because of my
upbringing there is an appreciation of both worlds. There's a lot marked in that
but I guess in a nutshell I became very comfortable with my dual learning
process.

I lost my mother in 1997 my dad in '98 but today I can't stop appreciating the
fact that my mother's my mother because of where she comes from. I really
count my blessings that I come from my mother's family, the same with my
dad. One of the things that I still see is the strong family ties with my cousins
on both my dad and my mother's family. I guess it's just, my grandmother used
to tell me when I was a kid you're one of the few that's lucky because not
everybody's a Cheyenne. She used to tell me that and I guess when you look at
it from that context you see how lucky you are. I'm very happy with the way I
was taught by who taught me and the non-Indian world. There's a lot of things
to be appreciated. I learned what's important in both worlds. So that was my
educational process. You never stop learning of both, going on at the same
time. You never stop learning. White man's world went from a typewriter to a
computer, you know. Electricity on the reservation, electricity, telephone,
typewriter computer so that's what I learned.

The other thing too that was prominent in my head on my mother's family is
you don't boast about yourself, or let other people talk about you what you
know, be modest. The other thing is to be reserved, to be emotionally reserved.
That was part of my upbringing.

I guess in the Cheyenne aspect, I'm teaming how to be a grandparent to all my
cousins' children, my brothers' and sisters' children. That's, I guess you might
say that's my final role is being a grandparent. I've been a daughter, I've been a
sister, been an aunt, a mother-figure, sister whatever, and now that's being a
grandparent and being an older sister. I've got a lot of little, I got the Cheyenne
term for little brothers and sisters is the same for my biological brothers and
sisters so I've got a lot of little siblings. It's learning how to be, to begin with in
the family, my mother's family, that was never suppose to be my role. My
older sister, Esther Red Eagle, that was her primary responsibility. She was the
oldest one in the family. Her birth order was that she was the oldest and then
the youngest and being born into being either the oldest sibling or youngest
sibling. I come from a family that invested in the older one and the younger
one so that way when they're all gone they would leave you comfortably.
Whatever. They were the family leaders.
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In council, old people's advice is go to school, you don't want to work inside
but you get to do what you want, what your life dreams are. The old people
never say we get rich, you're going to be wealthy, you're going to make all this
money. They never say that. The only thing they tell you is, you get educated
you life is going to be easier. To me, that's, it does make it easy. I guess that
was kind of the influence that I had in terms of keeping going. I think that the
cultural learning or the learning about the Cheyenne way of life is, I think it's
alive but on the other hand, it's kind of, the new generation is kind of learning
it at the late stages in their life. They're learning it in their twenties and thirties.
The old people would say they're learning backwards, they living backwards.
That whole belief about you language, your culture, you're learning from when
you're a kid. You learn it better. You know, it's the time to learn our culture
and your language whatever. Now, Cheyennes, my grandmother used to say
it's harder to learn backwards when you're learning backwards. So, that's what's
happening, but it's surviving. There's more interest. There's a lot of interest in
the Cheyenne way of life and that's still key to having survived. I think that I
guess I'm kind of eager to learn how they learn. I'm curious, as I indicated
earlier, they're learning backwards. They're learning as young adults and the
other thing that's happening is that some of them are learning from an
institutionalized way of life. Where their lessons are part of the curriculum and
you learn one hour here, one hour there about your way of life. I guess I'm
interested to learn what they learn. How they learned. That's a new way of
learning. Just this past year I learned about evolution and I'm working with a
lot of young people and they're sort of opening my eyes to different things.
They talk to me about evolution and because I was kind of kicking and
screaming and digging my heels in, didn't want to see today's Cheyenne but I
guess in terms of looking at it as an evolution. In 1884 when the Northern
Cheyenne Reservation was established, they arrived with a way of life, a
nomad life. But, they couldn't move any more. As a result, they had to log and
becoming farmers, becoming educated, boarding schools all of that. The other
thing that was happening is that they were creating Cheyenne words like for
chair, table, stove, horse, all kinds of things. They had to create what I call
reservation language, Cheyenne language. I'm from that Cheyenne reservation
language. Only time the words that we use from nomad life is when we're
camping. We go after water, go chop wood or go where camping continues.

Now we're evolving in a whole new evolution is going on that our younger
generation is learning from the institutions. Institutions, high school colleges
and cultural, their language and they learning it as adults so there's a whole
new way of learning. I think it's going to survive, there's evidence of it
surviving.

I see that academically I think it would be good. I think academically I go back
to my grandmother. I think we need to develop the mind whether they're going
to be engineers, lawyers, or medical people. That has to be good. I think that
they're moving toward the Cheyenne language, they're moving toward
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teaching the way of time. I think to really develop curriculum, one the
Cheyenne way of life demands that you teach it everyday. Not just one day a
week or two days a week, teach it everyday. That's something that we have to
look at. We have to look at. To look at it academically to teach the young
people and they will have to explore some little bit more. I think it's possible
but on the other hand, when I started, became involve with tribal affairs in
1972, the first thing that I heard about on the tribal council or from some other
councilman said that their priority was to preserve the Cheyenne way of life
and the language. Throughout the years it's been the priority with the tribe the
Northern Cheyenne tribe with all the different council people. But, they never
had the money to adequately preserve the language and not just to preserve it
but to get the material. I think that's what the tribal colleges are suffering from.
They don't have the necessary funds to develop the materials to they can put it
in their curriculum. They don't really have the funds to have any ongoing
programs. The money is such that there's a time limit on it, three years or five
years so I think the tribal colleges have. The other interesting thing I found in
being a board of director at the college was that they had culture or Native
American status and I'm a big supporter of preservation so I had no problem
with that. One day the Cheyenne, Native American person that was teaching
Native American studies came in and said you should make it mandatory,
because all he was getting was non-Indians, doctor's wives, teachers' wives,
those kind of people. He was getting no Cheyennes to come to the Cheyenne
classes. He said you should make it mandatory for students in order for them to
graduate. They have to have these classes. We made it mandatory. I thought
that was a good idea and a couple of months later the other group, students
came and they had a very valid question. I will never forget the question that
they raised. The question was you can't make it mandatory because I don't
want to be a Cheyenne. I don't want to learn about my culture. I don't want to
learn about my language. How it it going to help me? I want to be an engineer,
I want to be a lawyer, I want to be.. .and I don't have no answers for those. But
that was their decision. So we can't just say that it is a good thing to preserve it.
Some don't want to be Cheyennes. Some don't want to be Native Americans.
So you have to look at that, those things.

Parents say that in terms of the language, they didn't teach their children
because they really thought, they believed they would learn because they just
spoke one language. They didn't want they to talk Cheyenne because they
didn't want to be humiliated. It's just like their way of life because it's going to
hinder them. There's really no evidence if you learn better if you're taught to
speak only one language. No statistics that if you only speak one language that
you speak better or that you learn better. No evidence of any kind. So, at least
if they want to learn their Cheyenne way of life. Today I don't know what
they're doing, the ongoing college polls, you know. One question they raised
is, how is it going to help us? I don't know. Maybe not academically I don't
know. That was a hard question for me but the thing I do know is the tribal
colleges have stepped to do something about the whole graveyard of dreams.



104

There's a whole graveyard that's been going on for generations. There are a lot
of people who want to go off to school, there's a lot of them. There's a whole
graveyard there they need to do something about that. They need to have a
resurrection of those dreams. A lot of our Cheyennes still struggle as they work
toward their educational goals. What can you say to them about the
resurrection of their dreams?

I think college is the beginning to learn about bureaucracy. It's bureaucracy
and it's often very discouraging. My advice to all the young people is by
getting educated their life is going to be easy. You see, all your life all you do
is work. That's all you do and I think that it's their future, it's going to make it
easier to raise their children. It's going to make it easier all the way around.
That's my advice to all the young people. There is a lot of struggle and I never
blamed the young people. They say you are what you eat and a lot of Native
Americans are what their teachers are and my question is more about teachers.
They all got to make sure, again going back to those simple lessons, advice
that I grew up, learning how to read, science, all that kind of stuff. You are
only as good as how much time your teachers give. The expectations of your
family. That's how far you go. If they are high, that's how high you go. So, I
think that get educated and it will make your life easier. I don't know if it will
make you wealthy but it'll make it easy. There are a lot of statistics on that, that
life is easier.

Journal Thoughts November 2004

I believe strongly that Betty too will have valuable things to
contribute and will broaden the perspectives and add to the
diversity of the participants. She like Carlene struggles with
believing she has anything worthwhile to contribute because she
didn't get to go to college and had babies so young. I assure her
that anything she says will have merit. I seek only Northern
Cheyenne women and their educational experiences. They are
all leaders in their own ways and influence their families and
impact generations of Northern Cheyenne women. I still worry
that "others" will still question the merit based on the nuances
and references "they" don't hear but I do and that I am
confident other Northern Cheyenne women will. I keep clinging
to the foundation of testimonio and the case I made for it in the
proposal defense and try to feel calm and just let this happen.
Maheo's way, Maheo's way. Betty meets with me in her small
condominium in Billings where she cares, mostly by herself, for
her developmentally disabled youngest daughter who is forty-
seven years old. She listens to our conversation and pipes in
occasionally wanting to know what we are going to do and why.
I am at home here.
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Betty's Story

Betty Streeter is a seventy-two year old Northern Cheyenne woman who
currently resides offthe reservation in Billings, Montana. She is ofmixed-
blood descent. She is mother to four surviving children, five grandchildren and
six great-grandchildren. She is ofretirement age and most recently worked as
a telemarketer until last year when new federal guidelines shut many
operations down, including the one she worked for almost five years. She
worked service jobs later in life after divorcing about fourteen years ago.
Prior to that, she was the working ranch wife/partner ofa cattle rancher for
almost forty-five years.

Well, I was born in Lame Deer, Montana on the Northern Cheyenne
Reservation, second oldest of a family of five. I have one brother, and
what, three sisters. And my, I went, attended the first two years of my
life, I mean grade school in Lame Deer and then uh, we left the
reservation for my dad to go to the coast to work in the war and then
we lived in Idaho for a little while out there and I went to school out
there but when I returned to the reservation my dad found employment
at Colstrip which in right next to the Northern Cheyenne Reservation.
And so from then on I continued my education there. After my junior
year I left high school when I got married. So then I just went and got
my GED. When I was thirty-one. That's pretty old! Anyway, what else
do you want to know? My education is limited. It is the same as every,
I mean there was nothing, I didn't further it. I got married when I was
sixteen years old. I had four children. I married a local boy, a ranch boy
from Colstrip and we eventually bought the family ranch and my kids
were raised there and went to the same grade school and high school
that I attended there in Colstrip. All of them graduated from there
except the youngest one from Colstrip because uh, we had moved to
Big Timber and he graduated from there.

I had four children, two boys and two girls. But one of our children was
developmentally disabled. But the other three all went on to get college
degrees. I think they needed that in this world to get along. Urn, my
oldest daughter is a licensed clinical psychologist and my oldest son is
an attorney, and my youngest son graduated with his degree in
accounting and uh business from the University of Montana. My oldest
son graduated from Harvard and went on to get his degree at Gonzaga.
And uh Tana, she finished her education, that's my oldest daughter,
returning to school to get her master's.
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It's just always, I felt like, uh in order to make it in this world you have
to get out and see what the world is like and when your grow up in a
little town, and especially right next to the reservation, some things
carry over from the reservation. Because we were only twenty-three
miles south of it. Oh they see people on the reservation, very few that
went to college. Very few people graduated from high school. One
thing, I think, you know that a religious group like the Mormons would
come in there and they thought they were helping our people by
sending them to different, to different institutions for their education
but they were putting them into a completely different environment you
know and they, I think that I feel as if they, I felt that even when I lived
in a town close to the reservation but we were the only Indian family,
part Indian family in that town. So I just wanted my kids to grow up
and be as educated as they could be you know. So they could not feel,
uh, not feel self-conscious or have low self-esteem because we are
treated differently. It's because our skin is darker you know. So I
always made it, this is really weird, because I would what would you
say, I made it, I wanted and when I competed in my classroom and with
the rest of my classmates, I wanted and always strived to be as good as
they did and I always strived for A's. Because I wanted to be not
looked down on and I always did that. Even when I quit school at
sixteen I was probably, uh at least an A or B+ student. But my dad was
educated. He was a teacher when he married my mother. So it must
have came a little bit from that too I guess. So are all my sisters and my
brother. My brother graduated from college and Ella went to business
school. Gloria went to business school too, but then went right to work
with the BIA. She retired with them. It was something you learned to
do. I would probably have been better off if I had I too but things didn't
work out that way you know. Cause like my sister Ella she wanted to
go to school but he had Jean in college and the only school he could
afford was the business college. Vernon, every other kid go to go. With
Tana when she first started college we didn't know anything about
anything you could get from the tribe, not loans but grants. So we went
to the bank in Forsyth and we put her on one of those what do you call
it, we got the money for her from the bank. Then the following year we
found out how to uh get money and she then went on money from the
Northern Cheyenne tribe. It's not like now because I don't think they
had money like they have now. My son James he uh when he was
accepted to Harvard he got a stipend, you know what they are? The
give you so much money to go. You don't have to pay it back. But it
didn't cover everything so he had to borrow money. So like Tana, I
think she is still paying on it, Jimmy he paid his off in several years and
Jay paid his loan off. He got funding from the tribe but they don't cover
everything so he bad to borrow money too. They both had to pay back
loans.
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My mom went to school only to the eighth grade and they lived in the
country. In order for her to go she rode to a school several miles away.
They lived up by Kirby. They lived right between the Cheyenne
boundary and she rode horseback to school and only went to eighth
grade. It was hard for anybody to go further their education. Not many
kids from the tribe, the Northern Cheyenne tribe got to get further
education. Very few at that time. There weren't any funds. But the tribe
did make it easier for more kids to go later. So my mom just went to
eighth grade.

We usually spent summer with my grandparents up at Kirby in a log
house and adjoined to the cabin, it was two. My grandpa Heart, they
shortened their name, it used to be Beaverheart, he had one brother and
he lived on one end of the house with grandma Heart, my great-
grandmother. You know when I went into grandma's my great-
grandma's there wasn't any wood on their floor, but grandma and
grandpa had a floor. You know it was weird huh? I'd stay there in the
summer until my grandpa got arthritis and then we couldn't stay out
there as much anymore. But they'd come to live with us during the
winter. Then they would go back to the ranch. But you know that Aunt
Jessie never married but she had children out-of-wedlock there was
Margie, her oldest daughter, grandma and grandpa took her to raise and
there was me and my four siblings and my mom because I think it was
hard for my mom to live off of the reservation. She was the only Indian
living in Coistrip. And I think it was really hard for her. She went back
to Lame Deer really, really often. You know so, it was a different style
of living that really didn't take to that much you know, but there are
things you feel like you have to do when you live in a white society
that's kind of hard to, to I don't know how to put it but, uh, like she
could only stay home maybe a week at a time before she had to go
home up to Lame Deer cause my grandma and grandpa had moved to
Lame Deer. She would, uh I said to my brother once we were all
talking about family traditions and I said we had traditions too didn't
we Vernon? He said what were they? I said mama always come home
at Thanksgiving or Christmas time. We laughed. She wasn't a drinker.
Grandma didn't ever drink. I think a lot of it had to do with being
around people she knew. She didn't know a lot of people in Colstrip.
It's hard to make friends with somebody who thinks you are not equal
to them. Yeah.

Just like my son Jimmy the oldest one, his dad was going up to the coal
mine to get a load of coal up there out of Lame Deer and he wanted to
go and he liked the coal better than the stuff in Colstrip and Jimmy says
let me go with you and Clair says yeah. So he dressed up and put his
guns on and I said what are you gonna do with those guns, they were
toy guns. He said I am gonna shoot me some Indians when I get up to
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Lame Deer. So they came back, when they came back I said did you
see any Indians up there? He said no, didn't see any. I said you didn't
see any sitting out there in front of the stores, the buildings? He said
nope. I said how come? He said everybody had their clothes on. He was
looking for somebody with a breech cloth. He didn't know what an
Indian was. You get stereotyped and I think we were stereotyped as
savages when we moved into that white population town. But my
brother he excelled at everything he did. Graduated from high school at
sixteen. In sports he excelled. I think when you are of a, you either
instill in yourself, as a minority to be as good or better or you don't
give a darn. Those are the two ways you think. You know and I think it
was we were going to be as good, not better, cause no one is ever better
because everybody is equal. But you just feel that way. But you know
what it wasn't too bad in school because we had a lot of Indian kids
that was the only high school you could go to besides St. Labre or the
boarding school at Busby. If you know they could afford to come to our
school. You know why were some people sent off the reservation like
when the Mormons sent them away and stuff? I have heard people say
that and I wonder why? Because their family life wasn't as good
maybe, huh? But if they were probably from a pretty good family they
were breeds that usually came to our school in Colstrip. And I think
some of them were sent away, they were breeds that had troubles at
home. Drinking and abuse and stuff, but I don't know. Breeds, we got a
haifa foot in the door, in the white man's world. Not a full one but you
know but if you were equal with your students, your other friends then
well they maybe didn't look down on you so much and you were in
competition. But if you didn't strive to be as good or better, when you
are a breed you are not accepted as fully in the Indian population and if
you are not fully white you aren't as readily accepted in the white
man's population. You know it's just, you're, some people overlook
that stigma but some don't and you realize later on in life it's because
they're ignorant. So it doesn't bother you as get older. But when you're
younger it's a different thing it's different. It was hard for us to go into
Colstrip to live and go to school. We all did it. We all benefited from it
and what happened that was really good was that my first grade
teacher, she and her husband moved to Coistrip so I got my first grade
teacher's husband in grade school. And he was also the coach for the
high school kid's sports and so it was kind of like teachers came down
and they made us feel a little bit more, you were treated better when
you were in Mr. Howell's class. You just were. I don't know, he had
taught on the reservation and he just knew, you know. He didn't look
down on you.

My kids experienced some of the same. Let me tell you, I don't know if
Jim ever did but I do know of a time that Tana did. She was a
cheerleader and she went over to this lady's house and uh one of the
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girls, there were four children that the grandmother was raising and she
went over with the daughter and uh one of the twins said Tana you
can't come in because we don't let Indians in our house. Debbie ended
up marrying a Beartusk and she's the one who told Tana she couldn't
come in because we don't let Indians in our house. So Tana did. Jim
was always busy. He didn't need the praise of other people. He didn't
need to he did a lot of stuff on his own. He was a person who would do
a lot of stuff at home that just never went to Colstrip and so it didn't
bother him. He could occupy himself. But when you are a girl and
active and a cheerleader, you had to have these friends and Tana did. I
don't know if Jay did, the one time he came and told me was when we
moved off, out of Colstrip to Big Timber and he came home and it just
happened that some of his Northern Cheyenne cousins were going to
school in Big Timber at the same time he was. They were at the high
school, I don't know which class it was but they were asked to give
speeches on things and they said to Leonard Brien and Connie, one of
their youngest was going to school there. They said since you lived on
the reservation we would like you to give a talk, a speech and she says
why are you asking me why don't you ask Jay he lived on the
reservation too. Jay has always had friends and he is the darkest. He
shows his Indian more than the rest of the kids. He was just one of
these kids who always had friends. He was valedictorian at Colstrip but
we moved his junior year so when he went to Big Timber he was
salutatorian cause he hadn't been there long enough. He got good
greats and so he could always compete with the smarter kids. All of my
kids did! Maybe I instilled that in them. When I was growing up my
dad he wasn't Indian, he was white and we would bring home our
report cards and he'd look at it and he never ever said that's good, he
look at it and say I think maybe you can bring up your grade if it was a
B or C. It was never how good you did and that used to make me so
mad I just wanted to strike out because I thought I was doing really
good. I had all B's and a couple of A's and he told us we could do
better and then we did strive to do better. That I think was from my
dad's side. Cause my mom never went beyond the eighth grade. But
my dad he graduated from school and college and was a teacher when
my mom and him first got married for the first two years.

My family values are very strong because of my grandma Heart. She
gave everything to us kids and to her kids and went without, she
sacrificed for us. I think my grandparents even with their limited means
there was, family came first. I have very strong feelings for my family.
I am really family oriented and I am sure that came from my grandpa
and my grandma more so my grandma because the devotion she
showed my grandpa was not easy. She was not a big woman and she
had to move her arthritic husband around. He hardly couldn't walk, he
couldn't stand. It was hard. It didn't matter how many kids her
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daughters brought in she always welcomed them with open arms and
helped. That's what I learned from my grandma Heart. Family. The
strong ties you have in family. It didn't matter. This is something that
used to make me very angry with my grandma because I am not a slim
person and I could go visit every month or so often and she'd say my
you're getting fat! But it hurt my feelings but I didn't love her less
because she gave so much for our family. Oh she was, there was just
something about grandma. And you know the thing I liked about
grandma she meet a white person and carry on a conversation and she
never acted uh what would you say, that she was less than anybody else
was. She spoke Indian. She came from a family that had quite a few
kids and some of the family married white and some married Indian.
And evidently, my grandma must learned it from grandpa and growing
up on the reservation. I don't know how to say it, but uh she talked to
grandpa in Cheyenne all the time and when he talked to us he talked in
his own language. He spoke very little English to us. But he always
knew what we wanted I couldn't speak it but I could understand
grandpa and I remember grandma talked English around him unless she
was talking to him. I think my family values come from my
grandparents. More than my mom and dad. Even with grandpa he
didn't have a lot but he still took care of his mom and his brother.

The thing I see on the reservation that bothers me are older people that
don't like change. They don't want the resources developed or
anything. Maybe bad things come with change or with money, but
these younger people who go off of the reservation and get their
degrees very seldom come back. A few do but not very many. Look at
that Wilson kid, he's a doctor but he's in Alaska. You know, they don't
come back. There is nothing there for them. And they want to change
things, the reservation, let them dig, we sell the resources, coal, timber,
and we'll have more money but what good is it going to do if it brings
the bad with the good? I don't know but you don't see these educated
kids come back, do you? Like Roger. Never came back. They go and
learn a trade, get an education, you don't see them come back to the
reservation. So I am glad they get it, they better their lives but how is
the reservation going to benefit? We are losing the people who should
be coming back to make it better. But it's limited work there, the worst
thing about the reservation is there are no jobs. The economy is so bad
so what can these people do. Well, they say they're lazy they don't
want to do anything but if there were jobs people do it. Look at how
many people go down to Colstrip to work. They are not lazy, they go to
work, but then they live in Colstrip. So where is this education coming
back to the reservation? Boy some of the tribal council wh0000 they
ought to have education. But now we have even with the government is
run, there is a lot of fighting in there. The educated want change, the
old ones don't want change. Don't look like it will ever change it has
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been like that way. We have new buildings. We have a new high
school, we have a new clinic and we have a new health center. We had
them before, now they are just newer but nothing has changed on the
reservation to my knowledge. I go there and I see the same things. I
wish they knew what it would take to change things. There are a lot of
smart kids there. And you know that what would help is if they had
something that was pushing them in the right direction. They're not
dumb. Look at Scott, straight A student and wow he is doing really,
really well. The only way you can get kids to school on the reservation
is to go pick them up. Well, the truant officer they used to when I was
there. They did! If you didn't go to school then they'd get you to
school. But it's no different now. They have the Big Store, Chicken
Coop it's the same place. Only the bowling alley is not there. I think is
that they lose some of these desire to improve themselves and I don't
know that you can always blame it on the economics but uh, I think we
were kind of stifled. They get the tendon in our heel. When they put us
on reservations. I really do. They give you healthcare, they bring you
commodities, and you know look at all these houses they built for these
people and they don't take care of them. There is no pride. They
brought people in to build these houses but they didn't build them very
well. Then they put in propane. How many of those Indians have jobs
to pay for that propane? They should've put in wood burning stoves
you know? A lot of people just used the bathrooms for storage. I really
they come in and profess to do a lot of good but they don't really do
that much good.

The role of the tribal college. But it's meant to do good and if the kids
take advantage of that they could excel and go on to further their
educations off of the reservation. But there are I don't know, it's hard
to take someone out of familiar surroundings and put them into a place
they are not familiar with and they are stereotyped. I think the ones that
take advantage of the tribal college and go on I think a lot of them do
do good. But they get up here and they drop out. They get all that
money and they buy car and drop out. But I think it's a good thing to
have for kids to take advantage of. I wished I had. It's about making
kids want to do better. I think it goes back to their parents and there is
not a lot of parenting that goes on there. But I notice that when they do
go on to get an education they never go back. We can educate them but
what good does that do for our tribe when the leave? We help them but
they don't come back to help us. You get a few people at the people's
action, there is a few of them, they live in California and comes back
on the plane that are paid for. They don't do a darn bit of good and they
still take it from our reservation. Oh people. There are givers and there
are takers. The way our Indian culture is they gave. The old people
gave to their kids. It was a good cycle but it's not like that anymore.
The values aren't that great anymore. And you know what is sad is the
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information she would say my own life for the first time in thirty-nine
years began to make sense. I began to gain strength at that time and
some focus and purpose. Before then I will tell you how that was.
When I was a little girl my Native American grandmother would fight,
would cause I fight between my parents. My mother being part Native
American and my dad not, because uh, my Native American
grandmother would want to take me home with her and that would
mean we would make trips to the reservation to play cards. I might be
there on the reservation overnight and we didn't pack for overnight or
anything like that we just went in our regular clothes and I was a little
child. There was, it was a different culture. So, uh, there were two
rooms that were not, in one of the rooms there was a woodstove in the
middle and it had two large beds, but they didn't have bedding on them
like we know, there were no curtains on the windows and there were
benches along the wall but no furniture as we know it as furnishings to
be in houses. Like we might call the white world. It was said to me that
I was raised white. Urn, the other room had another wood stove but that
could be cooked on and there was a cupboard and on top of that was a
basin of water. That was the only water in the house, there was no
running water. I always had it stick in my mind, I marveled in awe at
the large nail that was pounded into the wall in the area you would call
kitchen had a cupboard like I said. There would be always be a large
piece of meat hanging on that nail and there would be flies stuck all
over that piece of meat but it was drying and I suppose, I just marveled
at that. There was a little cot behind the coal and wood stove. There
was a teenage boy that slept there. He would have been a cousin of
mine. His older brother had left the reservation through the military and
never returned not even to visit but always sent money to his mother.
The other one that slept behind the stove had some trouble with
drinking. The people which occupied the kitchen part which then led
out into a window area that had on one side a low couch and a
cupboard covered with blankets. And then on the left side was a large
bed and in that bed was my great-grandfather. His name was Charles
Beaverheart and he was paralyzed. He was gray-haired and spoke no
English but he was always happy to see me and he would always have
me stand right where he could see me because he couldn't turn his head
much. He was very much paralyzed from rheumatoid arthritis. He
would always give me some money and say my name in a very loving
way. He'd say, "000hh there's Tana." The other person who occupied
that room was his wife. His loving, sweet wife, kind, loving, the most
darling little lady 'I have ever known in my whole life. Louise
Beaverheart. She was not a drop of Cheyenne Indian blood. She was
half Sioux and half English. She had blue eyes and was small and
served people food before she would eat. She would make pemmican
and chokecherry patties there in the stove and she would boil, boil
lightly liver and give that to grandpa to eat and coffee and wash the



114

dishes in that pan there that she had. She was lighthearted and grandpa
Hart worked from his bed everyday. There was an old man from up
higher on the hill up there, he had a house. Old Man Pine would come
or sometimes John Stands In Timber would come. They would come in
the mid-morning, eight maybe, eight, nine o'clock. They'd work in to
the afternoon telling the stories to keep the oral history of the tribe
alive. I got to witness that. (Crying) When it got time to go to bed we
just laid down in that first room I described. There were cousins, their
youngest daughter Jessie lived with them and I think she was the
youngest. They had three daughters. One being my grandmother and
two others. But one of the daughters lived with them and it was her son
that stayed behind, that had a little cot behind the stove, the kitchen
cook stove. Others cousins from the house below would come up and
sleep over maybe and we would all just lay down in the bed. And I wet
the bed (laughing) so that was kind of an experience for everybody.
And of course I didn't have a change of clothes for the next day either.
It came noon and time for lunch and uh we would go uptown to Old
Man Cady's for penny candy and grandma Hart would fix us hot dogs.
I grew older. Well, I gotta tell you first that, one of my girl cousins that
I played with the most, my especially close girl cousin named Darlene
and I would take a doll, an extra doll and give her from my house and
she would have some and we'd play baby dolls. We'd comb her long
hair and braid her long hair. One time she asked me to pick the flits out.
I didn't know what that meant but I still combed her hair and I enjoyed
it. I really enjoyed her. There was some dissention at that time. When
my grandma and I would show up at the place and she was coming up
to visit her family and play cards we had to endure at the beginning of
our visit a little bit of put downs, kind of a degradation in that they
would call me Little Miss Muffet and the would call her 'Lizabeth
Taylor. Look who's here it's 'Lizabeth Taylor they'd say. I think that
was because we were so much a part of the white only coming to the
reservation for visits. So you see my visits were hard on both ends.
Hard to leave the white world cause dad didn't want me to go, he was
German, onto the reservation and he had right for some concern. It was
a dangerous place. Then when we got there we got called white names
like Little Miss Muffet and 'Lizabeth Taylor. We go made fun of. So I
would say my grandma lived between two worlds. I may not have
appreciated and known her as deeply as I know her now in my adult
life. Jumping ahead, I made less trips to the reservation. In fact it
became an unspoken law or rule in my family. I didn't even ask if I had
a girlfriend that lived on the reservation that I would even go there to
stay over night there ever. It was just not a good idea and I never even
asked. Because as I grew it would even be dangerous just to walk
around in the dusk of the evening with all the alcoholism and things
that go on. But again I want to describe to you the beauty in what I just
described to you. When we would go to rummage sales and would
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bring all the clothes to the house and we'd all go through them. We
would be so excited. It was, there was a beauty in that family. As I
grew older, until I was about ten or twelve years old my perspective
shifted into one of riding in the car with my parents maybe through and
past the reservation having visited my mom's sister who lived a little
ways out of town or we would just be driving through. I would notice
the conditions, the living conditions of the people on the reservation of
how the homes were so impoverished and unkept. I grew angry as a
child and I never spoke this anger to anyone. I never discussed it but it
burned. It burned in me that there was the conditions that I would see
when we would drive past it and through Lame Deer. It burned in me
hot. Angry. And in a way I didn't understand. I thought maybe it was
their fault to live that way, I couldn't understand. So from that I grew
and tried to make my way in the white world according to the values of
what you might say the white culture. That's a hard culture to make
your way in the white culture - for a few reasons I might go into later
but mostly because of lack of support of creativity and having a
creative spiritual outlook on life. So it left a void. I had a good work
ethic so I leaned on that but I didn't pick a good husband and I had a
nervous breakdown and two babies and not a good relationship with my
mother. You might say I leaned on the foundation that my German
grandma who I also spent time with gave me by just keeping my life
orderly and clean. Making a home for my two daughters. Then when
my oldest daughter began to go to college I was thirty-nine I went back
to college too and to try to finish this time like a good example for her.
That was my first purpose to finish. That's when I hit that point that I
started this story with. I studied Native American literature and that's
the first time my life started to make sense spiritually in a way I never
dreamed that it could. I had been thirteen years with Jehovah's
Witnesses, before then since I was two year's old I had been in
Methodist, Presbyterian churches. At thirty-nine began to embrace
concepts that finally made sense that sometimes contradict the Bible
but helped it make sense. It was the missing piece. It was probably
what I noticed that was the beauty when I went to that shack that my
great-grandparents lived in. It was about having emotions, about
honoring intuition and which was really above white culture, because it
was less materialistic. The values filled in that void for me. So I was
pretty happy and going on my merry way because I began to use my
new found knowledge, which I can call it wisdom and apply it to my
own life and decide what I was gonna do. I finished my education and
began a counseling practice it was very innovative and it was the only
way I could pull off my own creativity was to package it was in Native
American cultural ways. I would use and borrow from our culture and
use it in my counseling techniques. Very happy time in my life. I found
my way, I found who I was, my purpose and who I was meant to be.
Then another dimension set in. That was perhaps cellular memory in
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my DNA to learn more and more about my culture even though I was
not studying books about it. 1 was not around Native American people.
But something in my bones I could feel. I would feel things. Then
maybe my daughter would drop me a piece of conversation, like
maybe, well you know what today is. It's the day the Cheyennes broke
out of Ft. Robinson. Just like that I knew why I had been feeling the
way I had been feeling all day. It's like I never had to know this on a
conscious level but underneath in my subconscious it's all stored. There
is a some information on cellular memory, DNA called sachem reiki.
It's cellular memory though our energy fields have the tendency to
respond more easily to clearing and healing work our physical body is
the densest part of our anatomy and we have inherited from our
ancestors in our DNA. Many, many things we have inherited. I've
become aware of the healing necessary for our culture and on an
individual basis. This last part of my life, and I am in my fifties, is
about this healing. Understanding the fact that each person with their
own healing can raise the vibration of the entire culture. I am now
attempting to finish writing a book that I want to contribute to support
the nurturance that is found in Native American culture and in
indigenous peoples. Often time these cultures are matriarchal. There is
a rich spiritual heritage. Sometimes these seems to knock me out of
balance from the white culture. So you might say that as I grow older I
am moving more away from the white culture and more toward the
spirituality of indigenous people, which is allows intuition,
connectedness in inspiring and creative ways. That can be very painful.
The healing can be and it can be, I want to say dangerous. So I think
that some people turn away from it and don't have the courage to
deepen their own spirituality that might be more of this native culture.
So I guess as my grandmother I live between two worlds as I am
speaking this very tape. It can be sometimes very frightening either
direction that I look. Yet, either direction can be very rewarding and
comforting. So, the role of education in our survival is that everyone
has the same experience only in a different way that I have had. Theirs'
is in different degrees. If I'd lived on reservation then it would lean
more towards that, toward yes, I do, let me start again. For a native
person living on reservation, to go out and get an education in the white
world so that they can, they'd have to be stepping out and living
between two worlds also. But, it has to be because there is no way to
just, I don't know, maybe some people just do live on reservation and
stay there and they have a very private life of solitude without any
white culture that they have to face or have any white culture that
would affect their life in any way. There may be some of those people
and that would be wonderful if they can do that and that's what they
want to do. But if they can't they are still going to have to, it's like
having a foot on one tightrope and one on another. Since the
reservation has been made there is that circumstance that is set up for
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every living member of that tribe potentially, to step one foot on each
tightrope. Right out of high school I went college which is the white
culture's way you go to high school, you go to college, you get a
degree, you get a job, you pay your school loan back in the meantime.
You maybe get married and have kids. Everything by rote. I was doing
what I was supposed to do with my life. But in my fourth year, I was
having my second baby. I had gotten married my junior year of college
and I decided not to do the materialistic way and just not send them to
babysitters and continue my nursing bachelor degree. I would stay
home and take care of my two children. Which I would say was a very
Native American thing to do. Then the husband left and I was alone
with no education finished at all with two babies to raise and I had to
look onto food stamps. I did that. But at that time I drew upon and I
never realized that at that time I drew upon my Native American
culture. White culture was telling me I had to get ajob and get three
dollars an hours and then I had to put my children in daycare in order to
get the supplements I needed and they had me over a barrel. But I
couldn't live on what they were gonna give me and yet I wouldn't even
be home to be my children's mother. So I had to use my creativity to
the nth degree to find ways to stay home with my children and not play
their game of getting out there in the work force and their work ethic
there. I relied heavily on Native American values I didn't realize that's
what it was. That's when I got excited when I went back to college at
thirty-nine. I felt that I had raised a flag, gained a platform. I had been
through what white culture puts mothers through, babies through. They
are not honored. They do not honor nurturance of mothers, babies and
women that are honored in Native American culture. They honor
nurturance. I began to use the power of the education system to
empower me to stand on my platform of a Native American
perspective. I worked with Native American children in foster care that
we put family first, that we put connectedness first and with all things
in nature. And mothers and babies are esteemed. So much unlike
Watson the leading psychologist of the fifties who told us if we held or
coddled our babies we would weaken them. None of this was true. It is
when the dependency needs of a child are met that they become
resilient. I somehow in my bones knew that too. I am gonna tell you
what I say to younger Cheyenne women, people ask me where you
from? You're from Coistrip and Billings Montana? I-low do you get the
way you are when you are from those places? I told them I walked in
the hills and I listened. And when I went to college I never learned
anything I really know in college. I only once in awhile came across a
theorist or an author that would validate through their teachings what I
already knew. By knowing is what I mean, what I heard when I was
walking in the hills in the nature. It was my intuition and the knowing
that was very the Native American aspect of me that I didn't even
realize was happening. So, to any Native American mothers, or young
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girls, that want to go to college I want them to know they are not the
only ones and that they might not even realize it at the time but they
will have a foot one, between two cultures. That their inner knowing is
to be honored and education in the white world can empower them to
use their inner knowing that they already know!

Journal Thoughts November 2004

It is pretty strange to be doing my own story. I insist (to who, I
don't know, since I speak into the recorder alone, knowing the
questions at hand) that I am able to include some poetry that I
have written as puzzle pieces. I am aware of the difficulty
others may have felt at my questions and presence when I was
just so excited and enthusiastically passionate about the project.
I really struggle with what I will say and still have validation
and worth issues over my story. Part of me feels my story is not
much in terms of other Indian woman I am young. But the
other part of me knows I have had my struggles with education,
my career path, my identity and that maybe I should include it
based on the hope of my fundamental premise that it is for the
Northern Cheyenne women who would hear my words and gain
something to move them forward in their own educational
Journeys.

Brooke's Story

Brookney Gondara is an enrolled Northern Cheyenne woman, mother ofZoe
and Destinee, sister to Aubrey and others in the Indian way, auntie/mom to
Lulu, Bubble and Emme, daughter and granddaughter to many mothers and
grandmothers, a cousin, wife to Robbie, and afriend. She grew up primarily
offthe reservation as a child, but went back as an adult and professional. She
was born and raised in Montana. Her life partner is a traditional Cheyenne
Sundancer. She practices her traditional Cheyenne spiritual beliefs. She is 33
years old, holds a bachelor's degree, a master 's degree and is a doctoral
candidate in education. She has held several jobs including museum education,
retail, health education at Planned Parenthood, patient counseling in an
abortion clinic, art education at the Montana Women 's Prison, adjunct
sociology faculty, program administrator, grantwriter and college
administrator, currently residing as an Urban Indian in Portland, Oregon.

I know that the way that I share some of my story may seem
unconventional, but there are some poems and pictures that help me tell
the story, my story - this is part of the Cheyenne way. To speak in a
way that will touch others, so that they may truly hear what I am trying
to say... and take something from it with them.
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I have a couple of early memories that I remember often, that remind
that I am Cheyenne, or at least that remind that I knew I was something
different, or something in addition to the life I usually lived.

I remember that after long drives, that seemed like and really were
miles and miles, miles that when finally ended, when the hills turned
red, meant we were home. Home is a hard thing to define for me
because I have moved so much in my life, but is somewhat less
difficult to describe. The trite saying is that home is where the heart is,
which could very much be true. My heart is with my people, even when
that was something that I couldn't articulate, it was something I felt.
There is a permanent anchor that will always be there. The stories tell
of how our ancestors fought and died to bring us to back to the valleys
and beauty of the Wolf Mountains.

After the hills turned red, I remember playing in red dirt. I remember a
photo that my grandma still has and still talks about. In it I am about
five years old and I am sitting in a long row of kids. We are casual, laid
back, throwing clods and clumps of red earth into the air, at each other,
at passersby. I am wearing a Harvard t-shirt that my uncle gave me. He
went there to run track. He must've been pretty fast for an Indian kid
out of Colstrip. In the picture, we are all covered in red dust, from
playing in the hot summer sun on the dusty streets of Lame Deer. Not
much different from today, because so many of the streets still aren't
what you'd call really paved. You can't pick me out from the other
"Indian" kids. My grandma laughs, even now, because I had
disappeared all day, my grandmas had to come looking for me and I
had made myself some friends that day. I look at that picture and know
who I am and where home is.

When we would make the long drive back to wherever we were living
off of the reservation, in our old, old, yellow Renault car, with the
mismatched front seats, with it's fancy French name, and the heater that
ran in the summer, and couldn't be turned off and was cold in the
winter - sweating, laying in the back seat - we would be half naked.
School usually would start soon and I wouldn't see anybody down that
way for awhile. I would go to school in white towns, but I was burned
brown by my summers, my Cheyenne heart beating in my chest. I
didn't understand much about that at this time. I was subjected to
religious traditions that didn't hold spirituality for me, even from a very
young age. I was predominantly raised Jehovah's Witness by my
mother's choosing. It was a very complicated thing to be in addition to
knowing we looked somewhat different than other kids. At least I did.
My sister is very fair, with blonde hair and blue eyes, a great passer.
Something she uses at her whim or doesn't when she chooses to
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identif' as Cheyenne. My father is non-Indian and my mother is
Cheyenne and German. She said she got one chocolate, me and one
vanilla, my sister.

Our religion required that we separate ourselves out from other children
socially. This meant at school, at events, and in our neighborhood. We
were not allowed to celebrate any birthdays or Christmas or any other
holidays. No classroom cupcakes, birthday cakes, no Christmas carols,
no presents. It was very isolating, rigid, strict, dehumanizing, abusive
and left me with a very large "spiritual" void for many years. Not to
mention neurotic, obsessive compulsions about the pending apocalypse.
I lost a lot of sleep as a child.

I believe that my mom followed a pattern that developed in her family
by her mother to "marry out" and move on. My mother left to go to
college and didn't return to the reservation area, but we were always
within a hundred or so miles of it which in Montana time is about an
hour and a half.

Hmmm ... as a Cheyenne my identity was very fragmented. Still is
maybe. I have to work to keep my pieces in check and aligned with my
life path and choices. It's a patchwork quilt of sorts that at first look
may seem a little ragged or piecemealed together, but with closer
examination possesses a unique beauty from the challenges of its
construction. That is a hard ongoing struggle, although I find pieces of
me easier as I get older and now in living in a large metropolitan
Oregon city rather than in Montana or on the reservation. The largest
minority in Montana are Indian. Seven percent of the state's population
is Indian but racism is everywhere. Pan-Indianism and Urban Indian
lifestyles in Portland are definitely a different experience than back
home. Lots of cultures seem to blend their experiences and beliefs out
here, but I also miss the uniqueness of things just Cheyenne.

I struggled as a teen with typical issues you see in people from my
background. My mom and dad divorced when I was six and we moved
twelve times in eleven years of school. My mom re-married and
divorced about five times. I witnessed her struggles with domestic
abuse, poverty and low work skills. We did odd jobs at our apartment
building for a break on the rent. My mom worked here and there and
we did our time on food stamps. My sister and I always did very well in
school though. We were both A students with the occasional B. Over
the years we had more than one teacher tell us that we certainly didn't
seem to come from a broken home. We also excelled in our extra-
curricular activities when we were allowed to participate or could
afford to. My grandparents would kick in the extras for many years.
They were good at sneaking presents to us.
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I grew up hearing two primary phrases that were intended to shape my
life, I am sure one did, one didn't so much. The first, was from my
grandma and she always said, "you remember, love goes out the
window damn quick when there's no bread on the table." The second,
from my grandma and my mom both was a resounding, "we may be
poor (grew up poor), but we don't have to be dirty." I remember, we
may have been a little worn or tattered, but we were kempt and clean,
as was our house and our things. I have erred on the side of trying to
find love and food on the table.

During this time I would spend a lot of time with my grandparents
during the summers. As I got older, I spent time using drugs and
alcohol. I have had my share of bad relationships with boys and men. I
was raped by the much older brother of my best friend when I was
sixteen. That started an educational spiral that I will share later. I
dropped out of school at seventeen, got my GED and I married at
eighteen, got pregnant, was a mother at nineteen. I divorced at twenty.
My identity recovery is very tied to my educational experiences, which
I will elaborate on more later, too. Although, observing from the
outside, you would NEVER know my life was a mess underneath. I
still achieved at school and hid everything else very well. I felt very
anxious, confused, stuck, pulled this way and my heart and soul tugged
another. I went through a phase of bleaching my hair blonder with
hydrogen peroxide, but in the summer, I couldn't hide brown skin and
dark eyes, high cheeks. My hair mostly just looked reddish brown.
Then I would tan my skin and let my hair go. People always looking
and wondering, what are you exactly? I have been mistaken for
everything Greek, Mexican, Spanish, Eastern European.

Many times I just wanted to be recognized as Indian, which is what my
heart was. It is a difficult subject to talk about identity issues. I grew up
with many, many negative put downs and stereotypes about Indians
from my own family, which you realize at a point is a put down to you
and to them. It is degrading and erodes self-esteem. We are very good
at internalizing this and then taking it back out on not just each other,
but then other Indian tribes like Crows. I heard so many bad jokes and
negative things about Crow Indians growing up. When I got to college
some of the best friends I made were Crow women who were very
good to me. I had hell to pay the first time I dated a Crow man after I
got divorced. My grandma, she literally chased him out of my
apartment.

I met my life partner, husband, Robbie when I had just finished my
Master's degree. That summer marked the fourth year as a single mom
and I had been shopping and not finding much. I kind of quietly asked
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the universe, that if someone was out there that was good for me, that I
might meet him. Robbie and I had just missed one another several
times over the years, having been at the same weddings, parties and
events. He is Cheyenne. We know the same people. We even have
some of the same family. I needed someone who could accept me and
my daughter, based on who were are inside and out. This was not true
of so many men I dated, including Indian men. My first marriage
dissolved around many issues, but one was cultural misunderstanding. I
hoped that I might find an Indian man, a Cheyenne man, but I also
knew enough to know that is a very dangerous and loaded proposition.
When I did meet him, my family had a fit. I couldn't possibly MARRY
an Indian, even though we are Indian. I was going BACKWARD. Did I
know what I was in for? His family put the screws to him too you
know that when you marry an Indian woman you get her whole family?
I taught and raised you to marry a white woman, with money. We had a
really rough start.

It is a longer complicated story than might be right in its entirety here
but in summary he knew enough about what it was like to be Indian,
to be Cheyenne, mixed-blood, mixed-up, having lived a dysfunctional
life, and now raising a toddler, three-year old child. He was the single
dad of my other daughter Destinee, who I began to raise as my own
from that summer. Both our daughters have a non-Indian other parent,
which is actually a bonding point because they have been faced with
the multiple issues of mixed identities and of having us as parents. I
cannot tell how many times we have been stared at by people and even
approached and asked where we got our children because we are darker
and they are lighter. The girls look like biological sisters. Skins come in
all shades of red.

As a Northern Cheyenne woman, now, my path is guided by our
participation in the Sundance. I am taking this path with my partner
Robbie. We have both grown so much spiritually and as Cheyenne in
this way. We see our community through a perspective and eyes that
are so similar. It has by no means been easy at all but we are at our
eighth anniversary this New Year's Eve and few of my family's or his
family's dire predictions have come true and I am hoping each passing
year continues to show our true colors and that we only intend to live
our lives together, in a good Cheyenne way.

I believe that the Creator Maheo has a purpose and a plan for each of us
and seeking understanding of that and of becoming a centered spiritual
being is only preparation for the next path in life. This journey has
given me the knowledge and experiences necessary to fill the spiritual
void I felt growing up. It has allowed my heart to be filled by my
People, stopping the restless, unhappy search for who I am. I am
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blessed by every sweat I have ever been into. I have been healed and
seen miracles performed in ceremonies and in a yuwipi. I have
witnessed the miracles and power of the Sundance first hand. I have felt
the sacrifice of my brothers as they fasted and pierced. I support those
that find their spiritual needs are met through the Native American
Church and peyote meetings. I have found wealth in truly letting go and
giving all I have, in turn that I will receive when I truly need it back.
The Creator Maheo has always provided the resources needed, even in
the most dire and desperate times. Including a whole year with me out
of work and I was the primary household wage earner.

There are countless stories in my family, in my tribe, that are only told,
not written. There are the faces that I dearly love and that inspire me,
some only through photographs and stories. There are the sacred,
historical and fantastical places of my homeland that can only be
revered, visited and protected. There are social practices and events,
cooking, singing, drumming, flutes and ceremonies. Where the plums
and berries grow best in the summer. How the buffalo look as they
graze through the seasons on the Ashland Divide. Which places are
haunted. The sacred spring that my family has formed a special
relationship with, that was spared in a fire last summer. Knowing what
animals mean when you see them, listening to the rocks, trees, dirt, the
water and just time and space are all profound educational experiences
that were not part of a formal school or classroom environment.

Having the amazing, profound experience and blessing of listening,
learning to listen, to other people's stories and the knowledge they were
and are passing on to me. I have learned so much from my
grandmothers and from having five generations of women alive in my
family at one time and now in my daughter's lives is so powerful I
cannot give it words. Being Cheyenne is about learning the intersection
of feminism and traditional women leaders and their roles in ceremony
and battle. That we are revered, needed, necessary for cultural survival.
It is about traditional food and traditional ways and their role in the
home and as a woman leader. Women gather, prepare and serve the
food. This is economic, powerful and meaningful. Being Cheyenne is
about my family. It is about my ancestors who fought so hard before
me so that I would know what I do and experience what I have. It is
about them pushing me from behind and pulling me forward with their
presence known to me from the spirit world when I want to quit or
when things get tough. Being Cheyenne is about our land, our water,
our earth and fighting to keep our ancestral homeland. It is about prayer
and faith. Being Cheyenne is about future generations of Cheyenne.

My mother has always told me I was the messenger, the voice of the
Raven, carrying and passing messages between two worlds.
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Symbolically, this usually reflects the spiritual realm - magic. More
literally, it is testimony to my journey in both the Indian and non-
Indian worlds which has been a magical journey. I always felt this
stuck place, never enough here or there, bridging two cultures, two
worlds, two ways of education, two families. The Cheyenne believe
that one must speak and live life from the chest, more specifically from
the heart. There is something in the Cheyenne way, that when lived and
spoken is only about passion, from the heart. To live this way is to be
truly Cheyenne.

I remember reciting in my head over and over who was related to who
so I would remember, so I would never forget. I continue to visit their
graves and visit with them. Now, though, I take my daughters for walks
through the cemetery. I tell them there is nothing to fear. The spirits
help us.

My Cheyenne great-grandfather, Beaverheart's grandfather, Lame
Whiteman was killed at the Battle of the Little Big Horn in 1876. His
marker finally was dedicated to our family in the late nineties to show
where he fell. Grandma Margie, his great-grand-daughter represented
our family there with her grandsons, my cousins, Seth and John John.
Lame Whiteman was in a sweat that day and came running out with
barely any clothes on to fight. Beaverheart's wife, Louise, was actually
Oglala Lakota, but was seen as, accepted as and enrolled as a
Cheyenne. Her mother came from Humpback Woman, a medicine
woman of the Sioux. She and her three sisters were traveling through
Lame Deer on their way back to South Dakota and decided to stay and
they married Cheyenne. Humpback Woman had a daughter named
Sallie and her father was a mysterious, handsome stranger from very
far north. He was very, very dark, but had green eyes. It is speculated
that he was Metis.

The Beaverheart family had three daughters Elizabeth, my great-
grandma, Jessie, and Eva. Grandma Eva is ninety-two years old and is
the sole survivor of her family. My grandma Lizzie was tragically
murdered in 1983. She was seventy-three. She was raped with the table
leg of her coffee table, then bound and put in the trunk of her car by a
twenty-one year old man who had broken into her house to rob her and
steal any alcohol she might have had. The rumor was she had won big
at cards that day and was cashy. Grandma Lizzie liked to gamble
hand game, cards, bingo. She was also supposedly a bootlegger. Many
people are to bring in extra money. She died when the man stole her car
and in pursuit with the police, rolled the car with her in the trunk. I
remember being at the trial when I was about twelve. He got twelve
years in federal prison. About a year and a half ago, through a
completely different forum, mostly political, I began a conversation
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with a man in Chicago over preserving our traditional ceremonies. He
told me the story of his time in prison and what he had done. It took me
awhile to tell him that the woman he talked about in his emails that he
had murdered was my grandma. When I did, it was a very profound
experience I cannot put into words. As is the Cheyenne way, he is
indebted to me and my family for life he simply asked that if I ever
made a request of him he would be compelled to comply. Many
members of my family didn't see my experience the way that I
experienced it and haven't been able to forgive this man. I believe our
paths crossed again for reasons I don't know all of yet. Or maybe it was
so that I could know everything was as is should be even though that is
sometimes not the way we want it exactly.

My grandmas both married out, they married white men. The shuttled
and traveled between the reservation life and the border towns. My
family, they left the reservation, our ceremonies, a traditional lifestyle,
for education, for a better way of life. We all struggled with the price
paid through the loss and confusion of our identities as Northern
Cheyenne. Coming back to my mother's and her family's native land
has been a bittersweet, beautiful, therapeutic and painful experience
personally, professionally and educationally. I had to return, possibly in
order to leave again to fulfill my destiny. A Cheyenne grandmother
once told me that no matter how much Cheyenne you are, even a few
drops, it lives in your blood, in your heart and it will eat away, gnaw at
you, it will throb and beat, no matter how far away you live or how
hard you try to stay away, until you come home and acknowledge it.
She said many Cheyenne don't know this is what is making them
restless, unsettled or unhealthy. It is in me to share what I know, to be
so passionate sometimes that I am tied to my own demons. I have
written poems over the years from a place that has helped me with pain,
confusion, passion, love. I want to share some of them in this story to
help you maybe know a little more, at least about me and my story.
Here is one I wrote in 1994. I was probably a junior in college and my
daughter, Zoë, was about three. I wrote it from a place that came back
to me. I had been at a powwow in Lame Deer with her and remembered
a powwow at MSU-Billings, then Eastern Montana College, when she
was just a baby. I held her then, close to my heart and moved to the
drums. Years later, she was getting ready to dance on her own feet. It is
a reflection of insights on my Cheyenneness, my identity and its
recovery. Higher education was pivotal in deepening that Cheyenne
anchor.

Soulhealing

My mother speaks to me.
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My soul dances with the drum.
Beating in my spirit,
My heart swells and soars.
My feet move on their own,
The rhythm of a thousand years.

Raven and Eagle voices cementing the vision.
My blood.
I hold her in my arms,
She is the link,
Making circle whole again.
Full, past the seventh generation of sins,
The sins of the fathers against the blood of the daughters.

I tremble with all that is good, overtaking me.
Ages of things in my heart,
I know,
And now begin to fully understand.
Antithesis.
Metamorphosis.

I follow the call, for now I hear,
I see clearly,
Lost in the sound of the bells,
The swaying rush of the feathers is
The smell of my people.

My father and his sisters are all college educated and four of five
children have teaching degrees. My father is nearing retirement, in June
2005, in the public school system after an investment of nearly thirty-
three years. I developed a respect for and love of school early on. Even
though my parents divorced when I was six I still received strong
messages from both of my parents regarding the value of education. As
a high school drop out I never questioned that I would go to college, I
knew that I would. My mother and her two brothers possess college
degrees, but there are no formal teachers among them. My grandma
pushed them, pushed us, her grandchildren, to acquire formal college
degrees as a means to a better life. My maternal grandmothers and
their cultural backgrounds being Northern Cheyenne profoundly
impacted and continue to shape my educational experiences, both
formally and informally to this day.

I did well in school, as I stated before, even though we moved a lot. I
dropped out of high school at seventeen. I believe a combination of
factors played roles. At fifteen, I didn't return from a summer excursion
to Alaska to visit my dad. I informed everyone that it was time I lived
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with him after a ten year absence in my life. I broke my mom's heart I
think. Or rather this was the first time I did. I had a pretty good year in
Alaska, with much freedom of expression and experiences, not all of
them positive. I also met the future father of my daughter who became
my boyfriend that year. I did well in school, made All-State Choir and
was in a band. I moved home the following summer and the boyfriend
and I remained together long distance for the next three years.

At sixteen, back in Montana, I was sexually assaulted by the much
older brother of my best friend. It was a small town and before long
many people were talking about something that had happened. School
and people got very uncomfortable for me because I just wanted the
incident to go away. Instead I went away. Anyway, bmmmmm, I am
finding firsthand how difficult sharing this story can feel, so, my sister
and I had the opportunity to transfer to a private Catholic school in
Billings and board with other people and family. It seemed like a good
time to go. I really struggled to fit as the school was very white and
very affluent. The token Indian kids were sports players and mostly
Crow. They were ornery to me for being Cheyenne and I endured a lot
ofjokes and teasing. We didn't band together or find strength as a
group. I didn't play sports. I sang and did theatre. This school was
college prep and strong in math and science. My sister excelled for this
reason and later landed on a full-ride scholarship to Dartmouth. Money
was not invested in the arts which were the only things I felt were
keeping me sane and where my passion and heart were. I felt I hadn't
learned anything new since the previous year. I had to have an
emergency appendectomy in September and had missed a couple of
weeks of school. I felt overwhelmed and behind.

I was tired of being picked on and singled out by a chemistry teacher
whose path would later cross mine again. When this happened years
later, I would be in a position of power and authority and I knew he had
secrets he kept from his colleagues. He bold face lied about his
credentials and education, but no one ever called him on it. We were
required to call him doctor as high school students when he didn't even
have a Master's degree. I was tired of being sent to the principal's
office every time I questioned this teacher's harassment of me or my
clothing but who said nothing to the girls whose daddies were doctors
and lawyers. I got sick of being harassed by the principal and the vice
principal when I questioned why I was being singled out by the teacher
and sent to the office. So then I went home one day and announced to
my mom that I had quit high school. I told her my plan was to get my
GED in December and start college in January.

This was the fall of 1989 and there weren't alternative programs yet. I
was supposed to graduate in May 1990. I had also heard about a private
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Baptist school in town that allowed you to work ahead and finish early
at. I enrolled there and lasted about three weeks for three reasons. First,
I couldn't believe how the curriculum was written. It was so slanted
religiously and factually inaccurate that I thought I had died and gone
back to Jehovah's Witness hell. Second, females HAD to wear dresses!
Everyday. Third, I would end up with a GED anyway because I found
out they were not a state accredited high school. So this time, I did quit.
I got the GED, got a job, and enrolled in a small, private, liberal arts
college in Billings, majoring in voice and theatre. I received
scholarships for both.

At that time, within a few months the boyfriend drops out and moves
from the East coast to Montana to be with me. We move in together.
There was intense pressure to leave school and go with him to the East
coast, so after a semester of school I did. During that time though, my
mom went back for her degree that she gave up when she got pregnant
with me. We married and returned to Montana after I got pregnant and
after a string of unsuccessful low-end jobs. We moved in a bunk house
in my mom's back yard until we got an apartment. I tried school again
but with the pressure of a now abusive marriage and a new baby I had a
terrible semester. I quit again.

The day after my daughter's first birthday he got on a plane and has
never been back. In almost fourteen years he has seen Zoë about three
times. I had no phone, no electricity, the car payments were way
behind, the rent too and he had written bad checks all over town. After
sitting for literally two weeks in a chair at my mom's house, unable and
incapacitated to care for my child who had gotten sick, I knew I had to
DO something. I had a baby and I had to figure something out. I filed
for food stamps and AFDC. I filed for divorce and child support. I filed
a FAFSA and I enrolled back in school only this time at a cheaper, state
institution. I applied for and got a daycare grant. My dad bailed me out
financially and paid for the car. Eventually, my Section 8 came
through, although I have rarely gotten regular child support. When she
was two I enrolled my daughter in Montessori School which the
daycare grant paid for. I decided that I needed to pursue a degree that
would support us financially and singing and acting were not going to
be it.

The impact my daughter had on my going back to school is very great.
She has actually only known me in school for a majority of her life. As
I complete this doctorate, it is time to be finished, but I never get far
from remembering how much she had to do with my going back to
school. I want to share her words here they are from this tattered,
worn piece of paper I have saved for years. I can't believe she wrote
them and at the age that she did, but you can see her handwriting when
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you look at the paper. My daughter is the turning point in my life. I
took inventory of my situation when confronted with the enormous,
overwhelming responsibilities of single motherhood at a very young
age. I had the textbook experience of if it will go wrong it will with my
pregnancy and delivery. I was not well and the fact that we are both
here is a miracle in itself. There were more than a few medical
complications surrounding her arrival here. Zoe Skye is named such
because she does so completely represent the origin of her name, "life."
She gave me new life as well.

My mother is the one who made me,
For she is apart in me, that place is my heart and soul.
She has hurt me many time but that does not matter.
The important part is that I respect her
For she is a leader
She is strong but soft
I love her and she loves me.
My mother is kind to me. Thank you.

Zoë Reagan, age 6

So, I spent the next few years at MSU-Billings pursuing a degree in
sociology and Native American Studies. I learned to be politically
active and engaged, I was on fire, I was seeking enlightenment. I was
learning I was not dumb, I had ideas, I could think critically and act
accordingly. It was beautiful. I was being rebirthed, yet again. I had so
many thoughtful, inspirational teachers. I also found I was angry. I was
angry at men, white men, white culture,.colonialism, consumerism,
capitalism, corrupt government, the loss of our culture, the loss of our
identities, the loss of our language. I could not be silent about it either. I
wrote about it, I protested it, I engaged it and confronted it, tried to heal
from it.

Still, I endured a tenuous journey in the development of my identity in
college. Angry, hurt, wounded, incomplete, confused, woman,
Northern Cheyenne/woman, friend, sister, feminist, radical, mother,
daughter, lover, to name a few pieces. I used the better part of my
undergraduate education to figure as many things out about me that I
could. I made and have maintained relationships with a handful of
educators who had a profound impact on me through the educational
experiences I shared with them. I developed and nurtured a tight knit
group of kindred spirits who I also call friends and we helped one
another along the way.

I expressed interest in law school and my advisor, an Asian American
sociology professor who strongly disliked Indians (we all picked up on
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this in class BIG TIME) basically told me I better figure something else
out, because based on the information he had in front of him, which
was my transcript, I wasn't going to make it period. I left his office in
tears and heartbroken and vowed many things that day.

I made it through my Bachelor's degree in 1995 and my dad flew in
from Alaska and asked why I had insisted I dress up like a clown for
my graduation ceremony, after he came all this way to see me I wore
a traditional Plains Indian buckskin dance regalia, as did my mother
because she finished her Master's degree in counseling the day I
graduated with my BA. Pieces of me shattered in every direction,
again. I applied to the University of Oregon to enter a doctoral program
in sociology and I applied to law school at the University of Montana. I
didn't get accepted into either one. I share some of my anger, hurt and
frustration of this timeframe in my story in this poem.

Political Bedfellows

Absolute power corrupts absolutely,
Like Congress.
Abuse others and abuse yourselves.
Police states,
Capitalist, conservative swine,
Jowls bouncing through halls of blood,
No remorse.

Red carpets line the halls of America's white temples of death
In a place called DC
Where the souls of countless have died.
Praying to the holy green dollar George gives mass to a few,
padded and lined pockets.
Protect your ass.
Buy and sell, sell and buy.
People, spirits have a price?
You're too light,
You're too dark,
You go hungry,
You sleep with your babies on the Street, welfare moocher.
No education, no skills.
Don't worry I can show you the way to McDonald's.
You can begin a career makin' $5.15 an hour flippin' burgers
and support your babies!
Be a part of the Greening of America,
Support the economy, CONSUME!
The infrastructure,
Take pride in ajob well done.
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You're too old.
You're too young.
You're a woman.
You're too dumb.
YOUHAVENOEXPERIENCE.
Keep the cogs oiled, the wheels rolling.
The oppressor has a lifestyle to maintain.
He's watching,
With his elected face.
Bought and sold,
Bought and sold.
What was your price?

Maybe Dr. Lin was right, I thought and I was nothing and should just
resign myself to working at the welfare office where I fit in and at least
knew the system. Wondering what to do next and rather discouraged
and disappointed I began to seek employment. I was a single mother
raising a three-year old toddler. I filled out a lot of waitress applications
but never seemed to get a call back.

I began my first "real job" at a museum in the gift shop and quickly
convinced my boss to give me a shot at the Museum Education Curator
position. Not only did she do this, she encouraged and supported me
getting my Master's Degree in Education that year. It was the year I
turned twenty-four. I say year, because I did a two-year program in one
calendar year during this time and worked fulitime and raised my
daughter. I didn't even "quantifiably" qualify to be there. My GRE
scores were too low. I fought an uphill battle to gain provisional
acceptance into the M.Ed. program. Not sure how just did. I know I
couldn't have made it through many things without good teachers that I
connected with over time. The support of friends, colleagues and most
importantly family, are invaluable. Priceless. The thought of my past,
mine specifically and then collectively as a Cheyenne woman, kept me
going. All these still do.

I worked at this local regional history museum and was concurrently
enrolled in a master's program at the college from which I had just
graduated. The only choices for a master's degree at that time were in
education or human services. I chose education and embarked upon a
journey into an unfamiliar field. A moment of clarity occurred the day I
saw the intersections between education as a field and sociology,
Native American Studies and art, from which I had just come. The
disciplines all fit together quite nicely and I realized the Master's
Degree program in Education was a sound and good decision.



132

This first job was on Montana Avenue, the haven of Indians in Billings.
The vision of the street really impacted me. On more than numerous
occasions, I have seen them, of many tribes, in doorways, bloody,
passed out. Wounded, lying in pools of vomit, blood, alcohol and urine.
Broken glass, broken bones, broken hearts, broken spirits. I always
thought these are somebody's somebodies they are still human, still
hungry. They still hurt and they are my relatives too, if we are all
related. I have seen them sleeping in bushes behind vacant buildings
along the railroad tracks, all within view of where I worked, as a newly,
college educated Indian, funded by tribal ed, to go out make this world
a better place for us.

My heart would ache as I looked in at these skins, and more than once
one of them was my uncle who had a look in his eyes that begged me to
not acknowledge that I knew him or saw him like this. I want to share
this poem because it really shaped my first work experience out of
college and what I wanted to do with my life.

I saw 'em Friday night at the Rainbow Bar

They are Street Warriors of Red.
Phantom visages,
Bloated, swollen, aching.
Empty eyes from another night of drink and Indin' lovin'
On beds of asphalt and pillows of pebble cement.

You know them -
My brother, sister, uncle, cuz'.
By ghostly dark horse night
These souls are bare,
Raw and drowning in the long, sweet burn
Of the glass held spirit of a "40."

By dawn's early light,
Festering wounds, gel, become scabbed,
Numb.
Frozen, stuck like the vomit and blood to the pavement
Where this modern urban warrior skin and his woman lie in the
doorway.

The gray jungle of the West, belches its guts in this,
Cool, foul air of a summer morning.
Definitely a non-reservation experience.
No Technicolor Kodachrome skies and hills here, baby, enit?
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"Couldzyaspare some change or buck for some smokes, sister?
I'm ffiddee sents shorta pack."

Urban Indian warriors
Huddle in doorways on Montana Avenue and eat stones
That break glass dreams and hearts,
While fighting ghosts and colors,
On the backs of one another's hazy existence.
Then they speak with their dead relatives
Until someone takes them home.

Through various experiences I made my way back to the Northern
Cheyenne Reservation and to Chief Dull Knife College, the community
tribal college in Lame Deer. I have been a Health Educator at Planned
Parenthood and worked with at risk youth populations. I have worked
in arts education with incarcerated women in prison. I have worked in
patient support counseling with women in an abortion clinic. All of
these experiences and the complex, intricate stories that accompanied
them, continued to shape my worldview.

In 2000 I finally made my way to the tribal college via another job
initial job on the reservation. I was now about to do what everyone had
said I needed to be doing working and serving our people with my
education. I was the Dean of Student Affairs, back on the 'rez working
with people who started out just like me but many who are very
different in their experiences as well. But they were MY people. I was
finally back home doing what everyone had told me I should do get
an education, knowledge is power, return and help your people! How
important it was rang in my ears. I gave my complete heart and soul to
my work. There was no line, no distinction. I was my work. My
identity became my work. I had no idea what the reservation politics
meant and this was a dangerous and obviously compromising position.
Through my time there, I had to become completely broken down,
burned, symbolically dead, again in order to be rebirthed, again, to
give light, to rise from the ashes, like Raven's relative, Phoenix. This
seems to be a recurring pattern for me. Geez.

During an accreditation visit by the Northwest Commission team early
in 2001, I was strongly encouraged by a visiting team member to
explore the Community College Leadership Program at Oregon State
University. The perfect opportunity to pursue a doctorate had finally
been found, unbelievably. I began a 2400-mile round trip commute to
Oregon State University's Community College Leadership Program
one time per month for two years. This was actually easier than giving
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up my job as Dean of Students at Dull Knife and moving my family
250 miles to the university in Bozeman, Montana, for three years,
which was the nearest doctoral program.

As a womyn being, my oldest daughter has had to sacrifice in many
ways, often subconsciously or subtly, while I did this for "us." But at
the age of eleven, almost three years ago she disclosed to me that this
was okay, if it is truly what I wanted and needed, the doctoral program

she supports this. She also told me she wants a doctorate someday,
just like me. This means almost everything to me. The journey has been
bittersweet, but definitely worth it and I wouldn't change a thing.

The travel routine and balancing family and work responsibilities with
academic deadlines while in the program pushed me to become very
focused and deepened my commitment to what I was doing. As the
second youngest member of the group and one with young children at
home, my participation mandated organization, flexibility, stamina,
prioritizing, giving some things up in order to stay on task and healthy.
There were many times I floundered and fell short.

I once again look back over those two years and wonder how I did it,
not completely sure, but grateful. I didn't do it alone. This endeavor
began for me less than one month after September 11, 2001. It seemed
the world was falling apart at both ends. My travel could be stalled,
unnerving, unsettling. Being away and having to miss a few band
concerts, soccer games or wrestling meets, made me sad, but I have
incredible daughters, who would get themselves off to school when I
was traveling the 125-mile road trip to the airport to fly out. My
daughters whom I strive to set an example for. A strong example that
women can and are doing things in a man's world even though it is
difficult at times.

I have an invaluable and supportive partner, my husband, who would
often drive me at 3:00 a.m. 125 miles in blinding snow and on icy
roads, over endless cups of coffee to drop me at the airport. He soothed
my fears all the way, talking me through my demons and self-doubt.
We would talk and talk. He would give unending feedback over my
unconventional proposed research method of testimonio and its
implications and applications to Cheyenne people. I learned so much
about him, about us, about being Cheyenne in those talks on those
drives. Gently he would push me out of the car, while I often cried,
feeling this program would help make or break us. I cried many times
at the payphone on the hill outside Upper Smith Creek, in the cold,
pouring rain, wanting to quit because it felt so hard, the learning and
my shifting consciousness was rapid and deep, it hurt. I stayed because
he and my mom would tell me on that pay phone that I had already
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come so far, don't quit, we are so proud of you, this is important work.
I didn't quit because my cohort dried my tears and listened with open
minds, their ears and their hearts. I didn't quit because people needed to
understand my and other Indian women's experiences if at all possible.
I didn't quit because I sought truth and answers.

When I entered my doctoral program I had thoughts, passions and
aspirations, to become a tribal college president. More precisely, I
wanted to become the first woman president of Chief Dull Knife
College on my home reservation. I though this was a good thing and
that I would be supported, honored, respected by my peers. My peers
were mostly Northern Cheyenne men much older than I. After three
years and significant achievement at Dull Knife, I experienced my first
termination of a contract based on leadership styles, goals and
management techniques that were not aligned with the current
administration. It was easier to get rid of me than deal with the student
who claimed to be the president's family member. The current
leadership was not ready to implement change that would allow us to
resolve our significant differences. I was being threatened and stalked
by an abusive student that the president refused to manage or
discipline. He had endangered the student body and violated more
policies and procedures that I could count in the end. I became terrified.
I couldn't sleep, I had horrible nightmares, I was on medication, I
couldn't function. My whole life became an upside down mess. I had to
take out a restraining order against him. I am guilty of passionately
defending student rights, guilty of accountability and of responsibility,
of not being able to look the other way and ignore gross miscarriages of
justice and abuse of power to hurt. They say I was guilty professional
misconduct.

I chose to walk away after initially challenging being fired on civil
rights grounds and on gender and racial discrimination charges. The
tribal court is often touted as a kangaroo court. I was the only female,
Northern Cheyenne administrator and the youngest administrator at the
college. I regret no actions or decisions on my part. That is a hard place
to have come to and be able to even say out loud. I also clearly see the
complexity of the issue I am the catalyst and casualty for. The real
issues involve gender, race/ethnicity, true leadership abilities, a male
dominated system of education, and lack of accountability and ethics.
This topic was so painfully raw for so long. In fact I still have
moments, even now, like I am keeping some secret, a negative one,
about what happened to me. This is vital to my story. I don't think I am
alone in this experience and it's the good ol' boy system on steroids. I
struggle still. Like I am allowing myself to take on shame that is not
mine to bear. That I am worthy and capable of the job I have now and
the dedication I feel for my new institution. I worry about what my new
colleagues would think of what happened. I had panic attacks in the
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days prior to starting my new job like somehow I forgot how to work
and lead for change. I cannot articulate how devastated I was as I
fumbled through this time of my life last year. I was at the bottom.
Reduced back to fragmented parts. Had to start over, picking up my
pieces. My own people used me, rejected me, and turned me over to the
enemy. The feeling of betrayal sliced my soul to the depths. This is
how I felt for a long time anyway. Slowly my perspective returned or is
returning. But we still had to go. It had become time to leave. The
courage to go away again after all the work of coming back was so
difficult.

I cannot stress how important the role of learning to integrate the pieces
of our identities is. How important knowing where we come from is.
How important ties and connections to our Cheyenne roots are. How
important it is to be around your people, even if it's not for very long or
if it is difficult to be in that place and space. It is important to know and
understand and examine, why we as Indian people come and go. We
are still subjects, wards with a trustee, the federal government. We are
to be erased through termination, not empowered by self-determination.
Empowered, relevant education is a mechanism for mitigating this
impairment.

This poem is about my observation and is rooted in my experience one
sweltering summer afternoon at the Jimtown Bar, which is truly world
famous. Paul Harvey said once on his radio show that if you want to get
killed, your odds are great at Jimtown. It was also in an issue of
National Geographic for the largest mountain of beer cans. It is a bar on
the reservation line and with a deep and lengthy history. It bears the
ghosts of many Cheyenne who have had their death as a result of time
and spirits consumed there. I don't believe in irony, so crazily, in a
connected sort of way, at the first powwow I attended in Portland just a
few months ago, Jane, in the poem, was in attendance. She looked
healthy and sane. So whole. Damn.

Jimtown Sunday Shoes

Slick, black, like shiny, wet hair
Borrowed, I thought maybe,
But, no, stolen from another,
The tuxedo kind, from a bad prom outfit.

HIS GRIN...
Wide, silly, confused, painful,
Full of what teeth were left,
He smiled and danced ajig in those shoes.
He told how someone stole his bike.
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That jig, staggering around the rough, uneven, squeaky
floorboards of this Historic Place
We have the picture in National Geographic to prove it.

He shows his
faaaaaaaaaannnnminnnncccccccccccccceeeeeeeeeeeee shoes
All around the bar, to all who will see
The kind that make the guys ask, "Hey, cuz where is that
tux?"HAAAAAAAA.
He's a biggggggggg guy not sure if he'd be yer friend
when you needed it,
Maybe not when the time came to count it.

But, ahhhhhhhjjjjjjjeeeeeeeyyyyyyyyyyy those
ssssshhhhh00000eeeeeesssssss.

Lay your Bible on the Sunday bar, the one with Geroge's
smiling green face
You can pawn your children almost for one more drink
Aaaaawwwwww Mary, make it a fifth of that port wine you got
under that shelf
To go along with my friend, Buddy Weiser.
AAAAAAAAAAYYYYYYYYY.
But man, those
ssssssssshhhhhhhhhhhhO0000000000eeeeeeeeeeesssssssssssss.

Crazy Jane's screaming at the man down the bar
Who did her wrong when she was little.
I don't dare keep staring at her
At her scars.

The ones I hear on the inside of her and the ones I see on the
outside.
The scars that make you see through her,
Transparent like the ghost of a smart, tormented Indian woman.
The one I thought she was.
God knows what, here.
Little girls aren't safe from Daddies, Grandpa, Brothers, Uncles,
Cuzzes'
I'd being screaming too.

The price is high, the sacrifice here is almost too high to keep
paying.
Is this what our ancestors fought and died for?
No amount of booze will cleanse the wounds in this room.
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But, maybe
Maybe
Just maybe,
On the right, hot,, summer afternoon,
Those Jimtown Sunday Shoes will dance you right outtta this
world!

The journey home was significant to my development as an because I
am able to use the experiences gained there as tools to teach others
whether they be professionally, academically or socially about the
effects of colonialism on American Indian people. In this way I
continue to fulfill my role as messenger, as bridge to my identified
culture.

I had a deeply rooted desire to pursue a doctoral degree for as long as I
can remember in college. I was inspired and admired my excellent
teachers that had become mentors and wanted to be like them. I will
now be the first one in my family and the first female in my tribe to
earn a doctoral degree other than in medicine. The Northern Cheyenne
have one woman dentist and one woman medical doctor.

What I often perceived as negative blows to my ideals has not made me
a failure. I have sought a place that wants what I can offer, fight where
I am able, re-group, focus my energy, and move forward. I am not a
quitter. I might feel like quitting sometimes, but I could not live with
the ramifications of that decision. My ancestors didn't quit when it got
hard. Cheyenne have always fought for what we believe in. I believe in
education and I believe my ancestors are by my side holding my hand
when I am hurt, pushing behind me when I am scared and pulling me
forward when I am tired and ready to give up. A nation is not yet
defeated until the hearts of its women are on the ground. My heart has
hit the ground, but something continues to pick it back up, heal it and
put it back in my chest where my passion feeds it.

As Cheyenne women, we need to find a whole sense of ourselves as
smart, talented, powerful, worthy women. We need our families, our
friends, a support network. We need our spirituality, our cultural
grounding, our ancestors, the stories, we need our men, we need our
babies and we need our land. This is how we will survive.
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Threads of the Stories - Findings of Voices and Vision

In maintaining fidelity to the method of testimonio I am not at liberty to fully

analyze these stories and create themes and further break the stories apart. The stories

collected intend only to represent themselves to the reader, the intended audience

being Northern Cheyenne woman specific. Others may hear differently. The stories as

they have now been transcribed to written word carry the voice of the participant as

she spoke about being a Northern Cheyenne woman and in relation to her educational

experiences and about our cultural survival. This purpose speaks to the significance of

this research study. In reading these stories however, there are commonalities that as a

Northern Cheyenne woman and scholar, I hear and see. They are threads that weave

our complex existence and our issues together. These threads provide a framework for

the core stories and voices. Analyzing these threads undermines the fundamental

premise of using testimonio as a research method. The Northern Cheyenne woman

reader, young and older listener must ascertain for herself what she truly sees or hears

from their voices and stories that will serve as a tool, catalyst or mechanism of

empowerment, strength, understanding, healing, support, direction, or any one of

multiple means that resonant with her. This resonance is meant to assist in some

fashion with examining her current role in her educational cultural journey, thus

impacting Northern Cheyenne cultural survival. When we as Northern Cheyenne

continue to find our voices in the space and share our voices and stories, continuing to

weave the common threads we hear and want to use, we create a web of collective

healing and empowerment. Here we put the past five hundred years plus into its proper
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place and perspective for ourselves. We are storytellers. We are listeners. This is our

birthright through culture and tradition. The meaning is there, to the insider, and is just

waiting for the reader and listener to select that which is ultimately necessary to

receive. This premise was clearly articulated in the significance of the study chapter of

this dissertation.

Testimonio is about bearing witness. This is described in the previous chapters

of the dissertation as well. I, as the listener, have borne witness to these women's

stories. The form they came out in is pure and their own. I have borne witness to my

own story. The readers and additional listeners are bearing witness to these women's

stories by reading this dissertation. At its fundamental level, the primary goal of this

project has been achieved. The stories have been told, witnessed and documented.

The following are threads from the stories that I have heard and that have

created resonance for me, the researcher, an insider:

Spirituality

Family especially grandparents and parents

Cultural traditions especially language and ceremonies

Cultural values honesty, integrity, generosity, hard work, value for

land

Cultural pride and identity even when this is fragmented or a struggle

Cheyenne lifeways meals, cooking, gathering, hunting, singing,

spending time with family, social events

Opportunity for access to higher education

Living in between two worlds
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Remembering our past history and using it as a guide for now and the

future

Thinking of future generations

These are the threads that have emerged for me from these empowering words and

stories of other Northern Cheyenne women. Other Northern Cheyenne women, other

Indian women and other non-Indian women, may hear different meanings as they read

or hear the stories. I would like to draw the reader's attention back to the poem at the

opening of the dissertation She Had Some Horses. As Northern Cheyenne women,

we are bound in a complex juxtaposition. We are the same, yet, are different within

our experiences of the same bond. This cannot be changed.

Final review of the literature around the commonalities below adds insight and

support. It affirms the existence and validity of these threads.

Spirituality, Family, Cultural Traditions. Cultural Values, Cultural Pride and Identity,

Cheyenne Lifeways, Between Two Worlds, Remembering Our Past, Thinking of

Future Generations

These commonalities cannot be separated out for further analysis as single

entities, because they are intertwined culturally. They reflect one another one is the

other. According to Rowland (1994), "the Cheyenne world is a careful balance of all

living things; disruption of one element of this system causes reverberations

throughout the entire whole." Compartmentalizing or fragmenting themes from the

stories would only contribute to "othering" a part of the oppressor's system. So I will

speak to them as they present themselves in the literature. Embodied together, they are

representative of community consciousness.
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Being a Northern Cheyenne, the threads and commonalities that are present in

the research are not surprising. These threads are common cultural knowledge to

Northern Cheyenne. Spirituality, family, generosity, education in a broad context,

honoring our ancestors and acting in a way that thinks about future generations are

common parts of everyday life and experiences.

According to Rowland (1994), "leading a spiritual life is the essence of being

Cheyenne. . . spirituality played a vital role in daily existence. . . in order to

understand how Cheyennes were touched by spirituality one elder said, 'I learned from

my grandmother to pray every morning and every evening' .. . the Cheyenne believe

spirituality is invaluable in the health of individual tribal members" (pp.65-66).

Rowland (1994) further states,

to affirm the relationships in all of creation, the Cheyenne
believe that to live as a traditional Cheyenne you must love
everybody and give of yourself whatever have.. . the love of
your family and community is demonstrated by sharing and
generosity. There is a high premium for sharing both materially
and spiritually. . . Sharing was highly virtuous to support the
community.. . having their own land was important for the
Cheyenne. . . although industrious, the Cheyenne understood
there must be a balance between the social and material worlds.

the old were of particular importance to help the younger
ones. Grandparents served a vital role in educating the young in
the family. . . the old and young were always together and
formal schooling took them apart. . . elders strongly support the
traditional Cheyenne view that knowledge and learning are
integral parts of a holistic system. Within this living system all
living things including the earth and sky are related to each
other in one system and live harmoniously. (p.75-76, 82, 124).

According to Deloria (1999),

the essence of the Indian attitude toward peoples, lands, and
other life forms is one of kinship relations in which no element
of life an go unattached from human society. Thus lands are
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given special status because they form a motherhood
relationship with the peoples who live on them. Too often this
dimension is twisted when non-Indians make it a sentimental
truism and the Indian philosophy appears shallow and without
insight (p131).

Personal narratives by American Indian women, the other narratives to come,

are each in their own way a unique work (Bataille & Sands, 1984). "Each demands to

be judged on its own terms; yet collectively. . . give structure to the fragmented nature

of human lives in a way that is recognizable as both specifically female and

specifically Indian" (pp.130-31). Bataille & Sands (1984) continue, "American Indian

women's autobiography probe identity, as all life stories do. In many of the early

narratives the probing is shallow because the intent of the work is ethnographic rather

than deeply personal. Yet even these personal histories reveal personality to some

degree, and through the selection and omission of events reveal the intention of the

teller, which is often to preserve the passing customs of her people" (p.130).

Remember

Remember the sky that you were born under,
know each of the star's stories.
Remember the moon, know who she is.
Remember the sun's birth at dawn, that is the
strongest point of time. Remember sundown
and the giving away to night.
Remember your birth, how your mother struggled
to give you form and breath. You are evidence of
her life, and her mother's, and hers.
Remember your father, his hands cradling
your mother's flesh, and maybe her heart, too
and maybe not.
He is your life, also.
Remember the earth whose skin you are.
Red earth yellow earth white earth brown earth
black earth we are earth.
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Remember the plants, trees, animal life who all have
their tribes, their families, their histories, too. Talk to
them, listen to them. They are alive poems.
Remember the wind. Remember her voice. She knows
the origin of this universe.
Remember that you are all people and that all people
are you.
Remember you are this universe and that this
universe is you.
Remember all is in motion, is growing in you.
Remember language comes from this.
Remember the dance that language is, that life is..
Remember
to remember.

Joy Harjo,

Women in American Indian Society, (Green, (Ed.) 1992

According to Heavy Runner & Marshall (2003), "we like to think about our

resilience in a positive, proactive way. Resilience is the natural, human capacity to

navigate life well. It is something every human being has.. . it means coming to know

how you think, who you are spiritually, where you come from, and where you are

going" (p.15). In essence, this ties the threads of the findings of this study. The study

is about finding the way to use and honor this innate wisdom and resilience. If we as

Northern Cheyenne women fully practice the principle aspects apparent in the threads,

this will happen. We are in balance, connected and in tune.

Resiliency work by Werner, Smith, Wolin, Garmezy, Bernard and Steinhauer

have pioneered the research surrounding the theory and phenomenon of resiliency and

risk and protective factors. According to the Resiliency Institute's website (2003), the

seven keys to resiliency are: mind power, emotional intelligence, positive

relationships, mastery learning, moral intelligence, compelling future, and principled

leadership.
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The work of Heavy Runner & Marshall's (2003) Family Education Model

(FEM) has identified Native (American Indian) protective factors as they can be

applied to Indian communities. This model is often seen in drug and alcohol abuse

prevention programs, but is emerging within Indian education models as well. These

factors include: spirituality, family strength, elders, ceremonial rituals, oral traditions,

tribal identity, and support networks. They state, "to date little has been published

about spiritual protective factors. Indian people believe spirituality has been the

cornerstone of their survival through generations of adversity and oppression.

Spirituality includes our interconnectedness with each other (relationships), the

sacredness of our inner spirit, our efforts to nurture and renew ourselves daily (prayer),

balance and harmony (awareness), and our responsibility to be lifelong learners

(growth) (Heavy Runner & Marshall, 2003, p.16).

According to Strand & Peacock (2003),

in traditional cultures, there were four bases of self-esteem: belonging,
from the time they were born, children were looked after by caring
adults. Everyone in the community treated others as related, so children
developed a sense of respect and concern for others and experienced a
minimum of friction. All of this fostered good will. Mastery, American
Indian and Alaska Natives families told stories, provided nurturing, and
acted as role models to foster balance in spiritual, mental, emotional,
and physical competence. Independence, many traditional Native
cultures placed a high value on individual freedom, and young people
were given training in self-management. Young people were never
offered rewards for doing well. Practicing appropriate self-management
was seen as the reward in itself. Generosity, giving to others and giving
back to the community were fundamental core values in many Native
cultures, where adults stressed generosity and unselfishness to young
people

(IJ 5-6).
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The suppression of these cultural concepts within the constructs of colonization and

oppression has resulted in and caused Indian people to lose sight of the story threads

that emerged from the stories in this research.

I will tell you about the stories,
They aren't just entertainment.
Don't be fooled.
They are all we have, you see,
all we have to fight off
illness and death.
You don't have anything
if you don't have the stories.
Their evil is mighty
but it can't stand up to our stories
So they try to destroy the stories
let the stories be confused or forgotten.
They would like that
They would be happy
Because we would be defenseless then.
He rubbed it belly.
I keep them here
Here, put your hand on it
See, it is moving.
There is life here
for the people.
And in the belly of this story
the rituals and the ceremony
are still growing.

- Leslie Marmon Silko, Ceremony (1977)

I want readers to hear the distinctive women's voices. I want readers to close

their eyes and sense these women. Listening deeply, I want the reader to truly hear

what the women have said. I want the readers to take from this research that the

individual and collective Northern Cheyenne spirit prevails in light of injustice. This is

found in strength of our women. Strength in the face of adversity is in our collective

memory. I want readers through listening and hearing the stories, to sense the space,

place and energy of where these stories were told. The sessions and the activities
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woven into them are very indicative of the Cheyenne Way. In many instances,

children played along side the story teller. Food and drink were elements in the story.

The beauty of being outside in the reservation environment or of being in an Indian

home, were elements that constructed the framework on which the stories hang. These

elements provide the context which is a critical piece to hearing the story.

The research is intended to address Northern Cheyenne women specifically. If

other Indian women or non- Indian women find truth, hope or spirit in these stories

that is fine. If, a wider audience is reached, this assists in inter-cultural understanding,

bridging a cultural divide. Predominantly however, it is what the women of my tribe

will hear. They may hear nuances in the stories that only cultural insiders can make

inferences about. I am satisfied with this.
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Voices and Visions of the Future - Summary Findings and Implications

Summary

These Northern Cheyenne women practiced a Cheyenne principle in their

storytelling. They focused on emphasizing the good and positive even in light of

negative experiences. The Cheyenne way is often to use good words to describe

painful and traumatic experiences. We seek not to resort to negative descriptions. For

example, when in telling their stories, those that talked about their time at St. Labre,

told what happened to them there, which could have been negative, but the description

didn't completely form itself around the negative aspect of the experience. The words

were still "good words." They didn't speak ill in general of the institution to others.

Our practice is to look at experiences this way. It sets up an interesting construct in

trying to heal collective community trauma in a way that fits non-Indian, western

thought and ideology. I believe that the stories told here, are the beginning point to the

healing process. I believe the safe space found in the method of testimonio to share

these and other stories must remain available to support the healing process in our

reservation community. The feeling of safety was a critical element in the ability of

these women to give their testimonio.

The stories shared by the participants were significant and adequate to the

storyteller and may not have met my biased expectations based on so many horror

stories I have heard of abuse at St. Labre. These women, having been much more

overtly radical in their opposition to oppression and its constructs at times in their

lives are seen now as having an inner wisdom and strength in addition to a roaring,

radical spirit that gives hope.
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I gave my testimonio after much thought and deliberation over the course of

almost two years. In the end, with the encouragement of significant mentors and

influences in my life, I decided that I would include it. It feels very risky to include my

story emotionally and in terms of my career. Ultimately I chose to share my story

because I am Northern Cheyenne. I have also achieved a high level of education. I am

an American Indian woman college administrator. I am intimately acquainted with

what can happen to women on the reservation as they work for social change. These

experiences hold value and significance to other women in my community who are

pursuing higher education and what this means to our community.

The women in the testimonios ranged from those that were more traditional to

those that were more acculturated. I struggle with the term assimilation. I believe we

all inherently resist assimilation and only acculturate in varying degrees. We also

resist in varying degrees. In the end this difference does not matter. In the spirit of

testimonio, it is telling of the stories as Northern Cheyenne women that speaks to the

solidarity of the bond we are Northern Cheyenne women. We have many complex,

different experiences. Testimonio is the place where we disclose those differences and

dialogue about those differences. Testimonio is where we reclaim common ground.

This is the common ground that has been misplaced, hidden, squelched due to

oppression as colonized women. When the common ground has been reclaimed, we

are able in our bond as Northern Cheyenne women, to reclaim the complexities of our

identities. Coalescing in this space of identity acceptance and integration, we

transform and heal. Here lies power.
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The use of testimonio as a method has created an awareness in me of the

distance oppressed and marginalized people of color still have to go in modem U.S.

society. The challenges of our space, as we carve it out, by those with power and

privilege of varying kinds and levels who still just don't get what it means to have to

navigate and negotiate our places at the table so to speak. This action ofnavigation

and negotiation is mandated by the convention and construction of society at this time.

Therefore, I see testimonio as a very powerful and valuable tool for deconstruction of

the colonizer's paradigm.

My experience validates that the use of testimonio does not invite critical

discussion by outsiders. My experience in the defense of testimonio is that "Othering,"

as referred to previously in this study, tends to occur. There are an increasing number

of researchers who have explored the concept of testimonio. The opportunity for

insiders of marginalized groups to use this method has required validity by the

outsiders. For insiders, we understand the intricate, subtleties of testimonio as a

complex, ambivalent, fluid form. I am empowered by having found the opportunity to

use this method in light of the challenges and struggles it has presented.

By using the method of testimonio to research the educational stories of

Northem Cheyenne women, I believe that if the stories were written again, now, they

might be different - quite possibly, very different. Testimonio is fluid, dynamic. The

validity lies in the story that needed to be told, was told. A different story might need

to be told now. As a researcher and scholar I believe that it is necessary to understand

the story is never over. I believe that I got the whole story that the participant needed

to share with me at that moment in her life. Did I get the whole story? No. Ideas,
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thoughts, journeys, experiences all change with time. Additionally, the story is told

when it is time no sooner, no later. It is then told as many times as needed to give

power to the teller.

My experience with using testimonio reinforces the assumption that testimonio

is an act in response to an urgent situation. Cultural survival is a very common subject

in the women's stories. Cultural survival is by nature political. Therefore, I believe

that this method is very appropriate to documenting the Northern Cheyenne

experience.

The use of testimonio allowed Northern Cheyenne women to speak about their

lives and their cultures in a way that was culturally appropriate. It is not a Cheyenne

value to draw attention to the individual or to brag about oneself. It is appropriate to

speak as the voice of a collective whole in telling the story of the People. The use of

autobiography and memoir writing is more consistent with the elements of the

individual and drawing attention to oneself as a more significant piece than the whole.

Implications

The implications of these threads continue to be composed of many complex

issues. No one single answer exists. The threads in place in Northern Cheyenne culture

and in our communities can mitigate the factors that are causing the breakdown and

erosion of traditional culture and ways. At the same time, there are factors, such as the

identified threads that support our resistance to cultural assimilation or annihilation.

These factors promote our cultural survival and encourage our collective healing as a

community, as a people.
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Implications for further study include the stories of Northern Cheyenne men

our husbands, brothers, fathers, uncles, lovers, cousins and friends. Without these

stories the picture is not complete. Additionally, the collection of men's stories might

reveal the intersection where stories collide with mainstream culture and the resulting

barriers to higher educational achievement among the Northern Cheyenne. If certain

protective factors are already present in our culture that supports educational

achievement and success, where are the significant disconnects still occurring?

Further study would investigate that the disconnect lies in the oppression that

still exists from the dominant non-Indian culture, in its many forms. I believe this

mechanism is successfully used to control, label people as less valuable or worthy, and

to keep them in proper place holder of the social hierarchy.

The use of testimonio as a method allowed true Northern Cheyenne culture to

be practiced and honored. Beverley (1992) suggests, "testimonio represents an

'ascribed' or possible consciousness, which seeks to interpellate around the communal

values that it celebrates a broad movement of Indian and peasant resistance" (p.110).

This method allowed the women's voices and stories to be told in their own way,

telling that which was significant to them. The use of testimonio is separated from oral

history by "in oral history it is the intentionality of the recorder usually a social

scientist that is dominant, and the resulting text is in some sense 'data.' In

testimonio, by contrast, it is the intentionality of the narrator that is paramount"

(Beverley, 1992, p.94). I would recommend this method for use among indigenous

people, by indigenous people. The method is most appropriate for use in a group

where the researcher is an insider. I believe that use of testimonio in this research was
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strengthened by the researcher being a member of the cultural group, the Northern

Cheyenne. I believe testimonio 's practical use and its applicability as a method can be

used in the stories of other marginalized groups. I believe that the true core of using

testimonio as a method has more power attached to it for people from oppressed

groups. I contend that it is the existence of a common bond, the urgency of the story

needing to be told, the assumption that the urgent story told will impact social change

and healing and empowerment that occurs in this space that is testimonio.

I cannot claim to be the expert on the use of testimonio at this time. As a

methodology and journey it is too new. The use of testimonio in the U.S. by Latinalo

scholars is increasing. An additional implication of this research would be to further

investigate newly emerging work by other scholars on the use of this method. I am

particularly interested in reading recent testimonios of Latina women by Latina

scholars in the U.S. It is from the nexus of our collective works over time, that we will

more fully be able to use the synergy this method creates, to change our worlds piece

by piece.

Finally, further study of the collective trauma and collective healing aspect of

this study could be useful and is needed to complete the story. The story is not over.

Brooke's Reflections - In the Shadows ofthe Stories

Fire
a woman can't survive
by her own breath

alone
she must know
the voices of the mountains
she must recognize
the foreverness of blue sky
she must flow
with elusive
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bodies
of night wind women
who will take her into
her own self
look at me
i am not a separate woman
i am a continuance
of blue sky
i am the throat
of the sandia mountains
a night wind woman
who bums
with every breath
she takes

- Joy Flarjo,

As I look back on the writing of this research, I fall short in my attempt to fully

articulate my own experiences during the study and the essence of grace my soul

knows from it. The journey has been long, joyous, spiritual, arduous, often

miraculous, and sometimes painful. The journey never failed to test my tenacity,

patience, strength, flexibility, resilience, intuition and intelligence. Learning the active

and engaged process of conducting original research that seeks to add value to the

crazy, chaotic constantly changing world and to the academy has altered my life

forever. The combination of these things has initiated new, ongoing growth and

insight in me. I am so privileged and blessed to have been able to mark history with

certain keepers of knowledge in our tribe. I am overcome with gratitude and emotion

when I trace back through these pages and the hours of tapes and transcriptions. There

is the intuitive piece, I have never fully grasped, understood or been able to fully

articulate in this process. I am speculating which is the researcher's ongoing lesson

just be led, listen to the Creator, and all else is taken care of. I kept coming back to this

place. This is not my work, but my people's work: all of my people, even those who
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work every moment from beginning to end. This is my life's work. It will go on from

here. This is testimony to the people's sacrifices and lives. Not just for them, but with

them. This is my definition of empowerment. An action that is done with shared

power, not power from the outside or top down. This research has been integral in my

synthesizing my being Cheyenne. The benchmarks of my personal cultural identity are

present, visible and at work in my conscious and unconscious being in a newly

enlightened form as a result of this research project.

In reflecting from the shadows (where I feel I have lived for the last three and

half years) as one voice of a collective voice, I have further insights into the women

participants in the study. Myrna gives so much despite her health conditions and

disability. She fights with grace and unending energy for her community's future,

raising her granddaughters with the help of her son, the girls' uncle John. They sell

breakfast sandwiches for a dollar a piece every morning to make ends meet. Her spirit

is kind and gentle. She laughs all the time. The day we sat outside in her yard, under

that Montana sky, the dragonflies flew around us all afternoon. She noticed this too

and mentioned that they were there because I was. It was a good sign, she said. Myrna

knows about my special relationship with these insects. Dragonflies are a powerful

presence in my spiritual walk. John brought us endless coffee and then lemonade as

the day progressed and got hotter. All the dogs ran about and barked and barked. It

was so beautiful and it was the moment the Creator let me know it would be alright.

This project would be finished successfully. Patience, patience, this is not my strength.



156

Carlene is a giver in how she takes care of her family. Three of her grown sons

and four of her grandchildren live with her. She raises one grandson as her own child.

His mother is disabled and his father has fought drug addiction until recently. The

others have just come to live there with their father who is also recently out of

treatment. Two of the sons, twins, are working on their sobriety and on being drug-

free from methamphetamine abuse. She herself overcame many horrible events in her

life and continues to work at her relationships with her sons. They all work and

contribute to the household but Carlene suffers from severe asthma which debilitates

her when it does strike. Having her Sons all whole and recovering, in one room

together with her, mean the world to her. She has worked her whole life and dreams of

owning a home and being able to stay home and take care of that home.

Rubie continues to be the Keeper of the Holy Grail of Cheyenne history and

knowledge. She knows almost everyone's family ancestry and who is related to

whom, and we are all related. She is one of the only women alive who was initiated

into a men's society as a young woman and that remains so. She has never married or

had children which is part of that vow. She is intimately familiar with the sundance

having come from a long lineage of sundancers and sundance priests. Her spirit runs

so deeply, that when in her presence, it is almost unbelievable the sense of that spirit

you get. I have only ever felt this in the presence of a few others.

Betty is the epitome of strength. She guards her heart closely. She looks about

fifty-five, not seventy-two. She has a warrior spirit that comes through strongly. She is

very smart, but doesn't give herself due credit. She cares tirelessly for her disabled

daughter but I know it has been a difficult challenge for her to accept this situation.
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Betty is a very hard worker and generous. She opens her home for visitors letting

them sleep, eat and stay there. She gives even what I know she doesn't have, much

like her grandmother in the story she told me. She gets great joy from spending time

with her grandchildren and great-grandchildren.

Tana was enthusiastic. Her personality came through like the counselor that

she is. She was emotional and open. She is passionate and sees many, many shades of

gray. She was more integrated in her beliefs; they are a mix of Indian traditions and

non-Indian beliefs. She seemed to live her life from a more bicultural vantage point.

She is more ethereal, of a different dimension in a way that may not fit so well into

conventional structures, which is what she implied in her story that this has been

very difficult for her in her journey in this life.

By speaking my story, I know myself better. Speaking the story caused ME to

put experiences into context and perspective and let me validate and value my story as

worthy of being told. In retrospect I see I have been preparing for this dissertation for

a long time before I even entered the program. The Cheyenne believe that nothing

happens by accident.

I now know the discomfort of speaking truth while seeking justice, as the other

participants did. I am trying not to fight so hard and just absorb some of the wisdom I

have heard and been shown and that I have gleaned from my time in the shadows.
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Call to Action

My intent in writing these stories is that other Northern Cheyenne women

readers feel in the voices of these Northern Cheyenne women, the opportunity to take

action in her life. My intent was to bear witness and document, but also to "bring to

the forefront the lived experience of the voiceless" (Silvera, 1989, p.VIII). In reading

these stories, you, the reader, will hear something about each woman's life and

experiences that resonates with you. Something in the voices and stories heard may

strike a fire in your soul a fire that will assist you in reflecting, acting, advocating,

teaching others, in learning, in surviving, and in empowering with yourself. My hope

is that you will be compelled to fill the voids in your identity and in your own

experience with an agenda of social action to change the state of affairs for our

Cheyenne people. Only you can seek and decide in which ways. If you are moved or

touched by the stories and voices you hear, this mandates action. You are no longer a

passive listener, or bystander. If you are not part of the solutions to the issues facing

our people what are you the solution to? Remember what our ancestors fought and

shed their blood for, what they have offered their lives for. Let these stories be a call

for hope and justice. Hear these women's voices as the voices of our past. Listen to

them as the voices of our future. Find your path and walk it in beauty always. Heal the

traumas of our collective past so that we may rise to greatness again as the Cheyenne

nation prophesied by Sweet Medicine. Ha ho.
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Appendix A: Participant Recruitment Letter

Brookney Gondara
5120 SW Elm Avenue
Beaverton, OR 97005

August 2004

Dear Potential Participant,
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As you might know, I have been working on my doctoral studies in education at
Oregon State University. As part of my degree requirements, I am engaging in an
original research study on Northern Cheyenne women's experiences with education.
This study is important to us as Northern Cheyenne people and as a tribal community.
I have selected you as a potential participant based on your role in the community as a
Cheyenne woman, your visible leadership, your impact on Northern Cheyenne
individuals and the community and any of your educational experiences.

The information in the stories told has the potential to impact other women by what
they hear in the stories you will tell. It is also a way for you to express information
needed for our cultural survival, by recording stories that will impact future
generations. The study will focus on the stories of several other Northern Cheyenne
women through "storytelling" called testimonio. This is a way for you to tell the story,
uninterrupted, in your own words, your own way and in your own voice.

Respectfully, I would like to ask you to participate in my research study. Your
participation is voluntary and without compensation, but vital to the study. If you
choose, your identity will be kept strictly confidential and anonymous. No one will no
who you are in the study. I will go over with you in detail and depth, the required
Informed Consent Document so that you are fully aware of all your rights and
responsibilities as a study participant. I would like you to think about participating and
then we can talk again soon. Also, any questions you might have, please don't hesitate
to ask me.

Should you choose to participate and once all the necessary documents giving
permission for me to hear your story are signed, we can schedule a time and location
that works best and is most comfortable for you. I will be recording your story on
audio tape. The testimonio could take up to several hours, depending on how much
you want to disclose to me in your story. I am so excited at the prospect of you
participating and I will contact you soon.

Many ha ho's.

Brookney Gondara, Doctoral Candidate
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Appendix B: Informed Consent Document

In formed Consent Document

Project Title: Testimonio: Ne' aahtove Listen to Me! Voices From the Edge
Educational Stories of Northern Cheyenne Women

Principal Investigator: Brookney Gondara, Doctoral Candidate School of Education,
Oregon State University

Dr. Betty Duvall, Professor, School of Education, Oregon State
University

Purpose:
This is a dissertation research study as part of the degree and program requirements of
Oregon State University School of Education. The purpose of this research study is to
create an academic and public space for Northern Cheyenne women's experiences
with education through their stories and their unique voices in the style of testimonio.
The results of this research may be used in publications and presentations. The
purpose of this consent form is to give you the information you need to decide if you
want to participate in this research study or not.

Please read the form carefully. You may ask any questions about the research, what
you will be asked to do, the possible risks and benefits, your rights as a volunteer and
anything else about the research or this form that isnot clear. When all of your
questions have been answered, you can decide if you want to participate in this study
or not. This process and signing of this form is called "informed consent." You will be
given a copy for your records.

We are inviting you to participate and you have been selected as a potential participant
based on your role in the community as a Cheyenne woman, your visible leadership,
your impact on Northern Cheyenne individuals andthe community and your
educational experiences.

Procedures:
If! agree to participate in this research study, my involvement will consist of a session
of testimonio storytelling that could last up to several hours depending on how much I
decide to disclose in response to the questions that the researcher, Brookney Gondara,
will ask me. The testimonio will be structured around two primary questions. I
understand that the research will be conducted in an environment of my choosing and
one that is conducive to my comfort, free from interruptions and familiar to me.

As a participant in this study, I understand that Brookney Gondara will:
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1. The researcher, Brookney Gondara, will present to me a letter of
recruitment and explanation in person on the Northern Cheyenne Indian
Reservation in Lame Deer, Montana

2. I will be allowed approximately 24 hours to fully consider participation.
After this time, the researcher, Brookney Gondara, will again visit with me,
making sure to ask me if there are any questions that still need to be
answered.

3. If! am agreeable, the researcher, Brookney Gondara, will again explain the
nature of the study and ask me to sign the informed consent form and
condition of anonymity form.

4. I will then be contacted to schedule a time for the testimonio.
5. My involvement will consist of a session of testimonio storytelling that

could last up to several hours depending on how much I decide to disclose
in response to the questions that the researcher, I, Brookney Gondara, will
ask me.

6. The testimonio will be structured around two primary questions. I
understand that the research will be conducted in an environment of my
choosing and one that is conducive to my comfort, free from interruptions
and familiar to me. However long it takes for me to tell the story will be
allowed and recorded.

7. The data collected will be transcribed and recorded. Interpretation and
analysis of findings will conclude the study, at which time the findings will
be disseminated via dissertation, publication, and/or presentations.

Risks:
Risks associated with this study are minimal. My risk will be maintained at a minimal
level by the researcher, Brookney Gondara. She will ensure that my personal
information remains confidential and that my identity remains anonymous if! choose.
Pseudonyms will be assigned and information obscured that could identify me, should
I choose to remain anonymous so no direct links can be made to who I am.

Benefits:
There will be no direct benefits for me from participating in this research study.
However, it is the researcher's anticipation that through the storytelling I may feel
some level of relief, strength in finding a voice or some level of community or
personal empowerment by telling my educational story in the context of an oppressed
society struggling to survive. It is anticipated that this research study will impact the
Northern Cheyenne community and American Indian societies in a larger societal
context.

Costs and Compensation:
There will be no costs to me to participate in this research study.
I will not be compensated for participation in this research study.
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Confidentiality:
Records of participation in this research will remain confidential to the extent
permitted by law. However, federal government regulations and the Oregon State
University Institutional Review Board (a committee that reviews and approves
research studies involving human subjects) may inspect and copy records pertaining to
this research. It is possible that these records could contain information that personally
identifies me. All data collected will be stored in a locked and secure location for up to
three years after the date of the dissertation completion and defense. In the event of
any publication or presentation of this research study my identity will not be disclosed
if I chose that it not be. Results or other information dissemination will not identify me
either.

My identity will remain anonymous and confidential unless I otherwise choose to be
identified and I have agreed to be identified or have my first name used by signing a
release of this condition (Please see attached condition of anonymity form). I might
feel that my anonymity is not an issue based on the urgency of the story needing to be
told and I might be okay with using my real full name, or first name.

Audio Recording
By initialing in the space provided I am acknowledging and verifying that I have been
told that audio recordings will be made during the testimonio and that they will be
transcribed word for word in the written document of the dissertation. Only the
researchers, Dr. Betty Duvall, Principal Investigator, and Brookney Gondara, will
have access to the recordings. If a transcriber other than the researcher is needed to
transcribe the tapes, one will be found and by the professional nature of the work, they
will not be a "listener" but information will be held in confidence by virtue of the
profession.

Participant's Initials

Voluntary Participation:
Taking part in this research study is voluntary. I may choose to not take part at all. If I
agree to participate in this study I may stop participating at any time I choose. During
the testimonio I do not have to disclose anything which I am not comfortable with. If!
should decide to not take part or if! stop participating at any time, my decision will
not result in any penalty or loss of benefits to which I might be entitled. Should I
decide to withdraw any data collected from me will not be used in the study. Should I
decide to withdraw from the study at any time, I understand that I can do this by using
the researcher contact information listed below and stating that I wish to be withdrawn
from the study. I also understand that I can withdraw consent to remain anonymous
and confidential in this study at any time by contacting the researchers listed below.

Questions or Withdrawal from Research Study:
Questions are encouraged. If! have any questions about this research project or
choose to withdraw from the study at any time, I will please contact Dr. Betty Duvall



at 541.737.5197 or duvallb@orst.edu or Brookney Gondara at 503.469.9775 or
brookegondara(yahoo.com.

If! have questions about my rights as a participant please contact Oregon State
University Institutional Review Board (IRB) Human Protections Administrator at
541.737.3437 or IRB(oregonstate.edu.

My signature indicates that this research study has been explained to me, that my
questions have been answered, and that I agree to take part in this study. I will receive
a copy of this form.

Participant's Name Printed

Participant's Legal Signature Date

Researcher's Statement:
I have discussed the above points with the participant or, where appropriate, with the
participant's legally authorized representative, using a translator when necessary. It is
my opinion that the participant understands the risks, benefits and procedures involved
with participation in this research study.

Researcher's Name Printed

Researcher's Legal Signature Date

Conditions of Anonymity and Confidentiality

Anonymous and Confidential Identity in Research Study

I, ________________________________________(printed legal name) choose YES,
that my identity be protected as confidential and anonymous at all times in the
research study in which I am participating and in which I have given my informed
consent to participate in. I keep my right to protection as anonymous in the research
study that I am participating in. I do not consent to allowing the researcher to use my
real name in this study and in the dissertation, or any subsequent publications or
presentations.

Release of Confidentiality and Anonymity of Identity in Research Study
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I, ________________________________________(printed legal name) choose to
have my name released for the purposes of this research study. I understand that
my name will be used in any publication or presentation of this information including
the dissertation. Specifically, I give permission to the researchers to use : (Please put
your initials beside the name you want the researcher to use in publications or
presentations of this information)

Initial which name you want the researcher to use in publications or presentations

Full real name

Real first name only

I also understand that I can choose to withdraw my consent not to remain anonymous
or confidential at any time during this study by contacting the researchers as outlined
in my Informed Consent document and stating that I want consent withdrawn to
remain anonymous and confidential.

Signature

Date
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Appendix C: Testimonio Questions

Tell me the story about you as a Northern Cheyenne woman. Speak to

me about your life, being Tsissistas, Suhtaio, everything abo Ut you that

you are comfortable sharing with me, that will help me know

hohta 'heo 'o.

Tell me the story about all the educational experiences ofyour life.

What have they been, where, who taught you and what do they mean to

you as a Northern Cheyenne woman? What do they mean to all of us,

the younger generations? Tell me how we, Tsissistas, Suhtaio, will

survive.




