
        
            [image: cover]
        


Going to Pieces

The Dismantling of the United States of America

ELAINE DEVARY WILLMAN

Smashwords ebook edition published by Fideli
Publishing Inc.

 


 



Copyright © 2011 by Elaine D. Willman

No part of this eBook may be reproduced or shared by
any electronic or mechanical means, including but not limited to
printing, file sharing, and email, without prior written permission
from Fideli Publishing.

Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then you should return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

ISBN: 978-1-60414-500-7

 


 



Dedication

I honor each courageous voice that speaks
with candor and concern within these pages about what is happening
to their homes, communities and country. Most especially, there are
sixteen American families, known as the “Salamanca Sixteen,” five
of whom are now deceased. These are some of the members of the
Salamanca Coalition of United Taxpayers (SCOUT) who did all they
could to protect themselves against the federal government and
Seneca Nation of Indians.

I dedicate Going to Pieces to these
extraordinary citizens whose United States government not only
utterly failed to protect them, but also facilitated a travesty
upon them. No American citizen should ever, ever have to suffer as
these American families did.

It is entirely to their credit that the
surviving members of Salamanca Sixteen still choose to stand and
pledge allegiance to the Flag of the United States of America. They
are:

*Chester “Chet” A. and
Virginia Banner

*John T. and

*Marie A. Brahaney

Karen L. Ewing

Joseph D. Fluent

Alice M. Fluent

*Nathan Frank

James R. and Christine Freany

Carol I. Kelly

Robert L. Johnson

Nancy C. O’Brien

Sarah C. Owens

Ronald W. and *Marjorie L. “Midge”
Schubert

Marie B. Schwab

Betty J. Seitz

Susan D. Swiech

Jerry A. and ElizabethTitus

* Deceased

 


 



Contents

​Preface

Acknowledgments

1.
Homeland Insecurity

2. Two
Curious and Furious Women

3.
Battered Communities

4.
Dangerous Woods of North Idaho

5. The
Bravest Elected Officials I Know

6.
Buffalo Country

7.
Murder and Malaise in Montana

8.
“Reservation Bound” in Wyoming

9.
Revisionist History: Sacajawea is not “Sakakawea”

10.
Lawlessness in South Dakota

11.
Violence and Vigilance in Nebraska

12.
Menacing Mille Lacs County, Minnesota

13.
Wisconsin Farm Land Grabs

14.
Sneaking Up on New Buffalo, Michigan

15.
The Salamanca Sixteen

16.
Champions of Activism: Upstate Citizens for Equality
(UCE)

17.
City of Sherrill and Turning Stone Casino: David and
Goliath

18.
Hawaii: Last Star On, First Star Off?

19.
Indian Gambling

20.
Treatment Similar to States — A Horrendous Fiction

21.
The Ruse of Tribal Sovereignty

22.
Appeasement and Apology

23.
Racism

24.
Dual and Dueling: The U.S. and Separate Indian
Economies

25.
Whose Land is it, Anyway?

 


 



Preface

​A man’s house
burns down. The smoking wreckage represents only a ruined home that
was dear through years of use and pleasant associations. By and by,
as the days and weeks go on, first he misses this, then that, then
the other thing. And when he casts about for it he finds that it
was in that house. Always it is an essential — there was but one of
its kind. It cannot be replaced. It was in that house. It is
irrevocably lost. It will be years before the tale of lost
essentials is complete, and not till then can he truly know the
magnitude of his disaster.

— Mark Twain

Mark Twain’s metaphor beautifully expresses
my view that this country as forged and governed by the U. S.
Constitution is a house burning down. America is truly “a house
divided” and badly burning.

I have to get some things said. The writings
here are a combination of my fact-based life experiences, and a
deep desire to be heard by my countrymen.

There are two events that serve as the
driving force for this manuscript. One is September 11, 2001. The
other was a 6,000mile drive across the United States, through 16
states — from the States of Washington to New York — across 17
Indian reservations.

I have lived within an Indian reservation
boundary for over 13 years, am midway in completion of a doctoral
degree in federal Indian policy, and work daily with community
groups, across the country, that struggle with federal Indian
policy. I needed to see whether life is great on some reservations
and not on others. An excellent videographer and traveling partner,
Kamie Christensen Biehl, joined me in the journey.

For 26 days of September-October 2004, on a
24-hour basis, we two women of very different ages, personalities
and backgrounds — formed a bond and commitment to complete the
harrowing project. We would record everything we could, on film and
within this text.

Kamie and I share a couple of strong bonds
that fold into our findings. She is of Paiute Indian descent; I am
a Cherokee descendent. Kamie’s grandmother was sold by her tribe
for a sack of flour. My mother and grandmother were both enrolled
Cherokee. My father is also of Cherokee ancestry. We value and
cherish our American Indian ancestry, but we have serious questions
in our heads these days.

The book is organized along the pathway of
our journey, but that is to simply provide a structure within which
the impact of current federal Indian policy is illustrated and
explored from the voices of tribal and other citizens who endure
the conditions.

The trip was not without serious personal
risk for two women traveling alone. As an example, in the Duluth
Tribune on March 23, 2005, we were reminded that journalists,
investigators, and reporters are not always welcome within Indian
reservation boundaries. At the Red Lake Indian Reservation
reporters attempting to tell the story of a tragic school shooting,
were harassed by tribal police with guns drawn on unarmed
reporters. Two reporters were arrested by tribal police and had
substantial camera equipment confiscated. Kamie and I were fully
aware of these potentials before embarking on our journey. We knew
our equipment could be easily confiscated, or that we could be
harassed or detained, so we took every precaution.

In an era of Homeland security risks and
needs, there is legitimate reason to question why The United States
expends billions of dollars and the blood of thousands of our
military, to free countries such as Bosnia, Kosovo, Afghanistan and
Iraq from the tyranny of tribalism, while Congress simultaneously
foments and facilitates a spreading tribalism as a form of
governance across our own continent. There is additional concern
about the lack of free press access, public “sunshine” or first
amendment freedoms for tribal members and others, within many of
the reservations visited.

The reader should make clear distinctions
about two important conditions: The first distinction is that most
American Indians (80%) honor and respect their ancestry but no
longer choose to live on an Indian reservation, nor to submit to a
tribal government. I fall into this category. I have a childhood,
now lifetime affection for American Indian culture, many traditions
and art.

Only 20% of American Indians actually live
within Indian reservations and submit through tribal enrollment, to
a tribal government. Just barely a half-million enrolled tribal
members governed by 562 tribal governments are rapidly controlling
entire regions and states containing nearly 200 million Americans.
If federal Senators Daniel Akaka and Daniel Inouye have their way,
most, if not all, of the State of Hawaii will also succumb.
Something is wrong.

The second distinction is that every citizen
has a right, even a duty, to express a voice regarding government
decisions, whether local, county, state, federal or tribal. So long
as Congress and courts insist upon defining tribal entities as
governments, then tribal government decisions are just that —
government decisions. Objecting or disagreeing with a tribal
government decision is no different from objecting or disagreeing
with a municipal, state or federal decision.

Few who read this book are aware that the
population within Indian reservations is very diverse. According to
the 2000 U.S. Census there are 33 sizeable reservations where at
least 80% of the residents are non-Indian or mixed race. On most
Indian reservations, the population mix is equal, or there is a
greater population of citizens who are not enrolled tribal members.
More non-tribal residents than tribal members reside on
reservations in California, Florida, Idaho, Kansas, Michigan,
Minnesota, Montana, Nebraska, New York, Oklahoma, Rhode Island,
Utah, Washington, Wisconsin and Wyoming. Cities and towns within
Indian reservations are mirror images for cities and towns across
the country — multicultural communities.

The Navajo Indian Reservation and Red Lake
Indian Reservation are two of the few reservations with a
predominant Indian population. They are exceptions to the rule.
Decisions made by federal and tribal governments affect literally
millions of other American citizens. The problem: the voice of
American citizens is neither heard, nor factored into federal
Indian policy.

Government is not culture. Culture is not
government. Even an ethnicity, blood quantum-based government such
as an Indian tribe, makes decisions as a government, one
that deeply affects both tribal members and millions of other
citizens of this country. To disagree with a tribal government
decision does not make one a racist, any more than to
disagree with a municipal or state government decision makes one
anti-American.

This story is not the romantic yesterday of
“Dancing With Wolves.” It is sparsely told, until now.

While tribal governments and tribal
histories are prolific and well reported, there is a missing voice
— now contained within these pages. It is the voice long silenced
by political correctness or abject fear. It is the voice that has
lifelong desired to just get along with others and be treated
equally. It is the voice that generally chooses to not make waves,
to respect all people, and therefore just keep quiet and keep
hoping for the best of outcomes. We dare not remain quiet any
longer.

Two powerful forces foretell that in the
next few years, significant change must occur in our country — a
change that preserves the desire and ability of American Indians to
continue to respect and cherish their culture, but eliminates
tribalism as a governing system in the United States. One force is
the expanding outfall wrought by the Indian gambling Regulatory Act
of 1988, completely out of control. The other is the risk of
Homeland security gaps throughout the country, and the limited
authority of federal, state and local law enforcement on vast
spaces of Indian lands, vulnerable and inviting to terrorists and
those who hate America.

This book makes no attempt to explain
federal Indian policy from a tribal government perspective. Tribal
lobbyists, federal and tribal government entities, academia and
mainstream media cover these perspectives tirelessly. While some
voices within these pages include enrolled tribal members and other
American Indians, this book describes and explains how federal
Indian policy is affecting all of us.

— Elaine Devary Willman

For information on how to purchase Going to Pieces
in printed form or to contact the author, please email:
ContactGoingToPieces@gmail.com.
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Chapter 1

​Homeland Insecurity

A terrorist attack could strike anywhere in
America at any time. No one and no place is immune.

Before moving through the road trip journey
chapters, it is essential to lay out the big picture issues
affecting all of the United States at this time. The discussion
must begin with an assertion of the principles upon which this book
is written:


	
• The first principle is that all cultures,
and most certainly American Indian culture, are to be respected and
cherished within the United States of America. This can and must be
done in a spirit of unity.

• The second principle is that there is a clear and distinct
separation between ethnic culture and governing systems. Government
decision-making is not culture. Culture is not government.





One other important issue is worthy of
ongoing acknowledgement. Individual American Indians have, and
continue to provide, sacrifice and service to the United States
military, in order to keep America safe, and our military is the
better and stronger for this service. This has been the factual
history from the American Revolutionary War to the current
conflicts in Iraq.

This book discusses governing systems
only, not an individual citizen’s culture.

Surfacing and deterring terrorist activity
requires full cooperation and collaboration of federal, state, and
local law enforcement agencies in one, seamless continuum.

The Homeland Security Act of 2002 (HSA)
specifically includes the involvement of tribal governments, along
with federal, state, county and municipal governments and other
supportive law enforcement, intelligence and emergency response
agencies. The HSA passed by Congress in November 2002 was a massive
reorganization of the federal government that created a
cabinet-level department, the Department of Homeland Security, out
of all or parts of at least twenty-two federal agencies.

Interconnectivity, coordination and
collaboration are prevailing themes determined to best ensure
safety of America’s homeland.

In February 2003, Senator Daniel Inouye
(D-HI) was one of nine senators who voted against the HSA. In a
summary of remarks at a February 2003 Winter Conference of the
National Congress of American Indians (NCAI), published in an
American Indian news service, Senator Inouye “urged tribal leaders
to capitalize on the war on terrorism in order to press their
claims for tribal sovereignty.”

On September 11, 2001, the very day
of the national tragedy, the NCAI was meeting in Washington D.C. to
promulgate a Tribal Sovereignty Protection Initiative, that evolved
into the “Tribal Governance and Economic Act of 2002.” This Act was
foundational to Senate Bill 578, submitted by Senator Inouye in
2003, and entitled “The Tribal Government Amendment to the Homeland
Security Act of 2002.” The content of this legislation, had it
passed, would have significantly balkanized the United States by
creating literally hundreds of separate, sovereign, “Tribal
Homelands,” apart from America’s national homeland.

Currently, the existing HSA of 2002 funnels
Homeland Security appropriations out to the fifty states, which
then distribute funds to “local governments,” including Indian
tribes. This was not satisfactory to Senator Inouye or the NCAI.
Senate Bill 578 would have required, among other demands, the
following:


	
1. Separate tribal homelands, apart from state
lands.

2. Separate Homeland Security funding distributed directly from the
federal government to Indian tribes.

3. A tribal government’s ability to define the term “terrorist” as
it applies to an individual “tribal homeland.” This would easily
allow anyone who disagreed with a tribe to be identified as not
just a “dissident,” but also perhaps as a “terrorist” to the
tribe.

4. Full “inherent sovereign authority of an Indian tribal
government to enforce and adjudicate violations of applicable
criminal, civil, and regulatory laws committed by any person on
land under the jurisdiction of the Indian tribal government.”





The language of Senate Bill 578 would have
removed the Constitutional rights and traditional, republic form of
American government of several hundred thousand U.S. citizens.
Citizens residing within reservation boundaries would be subject to
tribal law enforcement, tribal courts, and the bill would have
repealed powerful Supreme Court law that protects citizens from
criminal or civil powers enacted upon them by a private tribal
government. The Fourteenth Amendment providing equal protection
would have been rendered null and void.

Somehow, the NCAI and Senator Inouye
believed this to be a good thing. Fortunately, citizens across the
country raised a vigorous opposition to such a travesty, and Senate
Bill 578 disappeared, but it is not gone. Attempts to insert
language contained within Senate 578 into newer bills, continues.
Citizens have had to be ever vigilant to preserve their right to
never be governed by a private tribal government, absent their
mutual consent.

Just six months after September 11, 2001, in
March 2002, the Yakama Indian Nation boasted of “visiting
dignitaries” who were “civic journalists” coming to tour the
tribe’s radio station and newspaper. The tribe has very few
visitors from foreign countries before. We would learn that these
visitors were from Middle Eastern countries.

The tribal radio station is a tiny, leased
building with modest provisions. The Yakama Indian Newspaper,
however, is an excellent tribal newspaper, guided for years under
the nationally recognized journalist, Richard LaCourse, who passed
away a few years ago. I knew Mr. LaCourse, had several long visits
with Richard and regarded him highly. The Native American
Journalist Association (NAJA) is currently seeking funding to
establish a “Richard LaCourse Fellowship.” Indian journalists
across the country are indebted to the respect he brought to his
profession. I miss the marvelous conversations I enjoyed so much
with Mr. LaCourse.

On Easter Sunday afternoon of 2002, a local
individual knocked on my door, handed me some papers, and said,
“You need to see these. They were in a fax machine in a tribal
office, and they worry me.”

The papers delivered were detailed
announcements about visiting dignitaries and civic journalists,
including their names and countries. There were fourteen “civic
journalists” from: Algeria, Morocco, Qatar, Syria, Tunisia and
Yemen. This was six months after September 11th, and
these were countries not on the best of terms with the United
States.

Had the journalists been from the Orient,
the Americas or Europe, I would not have felt such a chill as I did
then. These visitors were in a very isolated area of Washington
State, at the wrong time, and from politically worrisome
countries.

Immediately after the visit, the Toppenish
Review newspaper and Yakama Indian newspaper carried a group
photograph and short articles about the visitors, without
identifying either their names or home countries.

What concerned me most is this: The Yakama
Indian Nation’s large and relatively isolated Indian reservation is
bounded on the East by the Hanford Nuclear site; on the South,
across the Columbia River is the Umatilla Chemical Weapons Storage
Facility; on the West boundary of the reservation is the Yakama
Military Training Center where troops are trained for Iraq and the
War on Terrorism; and on the North, the reservation is bounded by
several major dams in the Northwest, including Grand Coulee
Dam.

Many tribes in the Northwest are active
proponents of dam breaching in an effort to restore rivers to their
natural habitat. There is little acknowledgement that when a dam is
breached, the end result does not restore a river to its original
formation; rather, years of built up silt and debris behind a dam
releases to unpredictable results that can cause injury or death to
anything in its path. There are major dams throughout the Northwest
and Western states that provide life-giving water and electricity
to America’s homes and economy. A breached dam provides
neither.

On a second front, the federal government
provides substantial funding appropriations for new efforts to
promote tribal government entry into energy production, energy
distribution systems and energy management. Current public
energy systems are at risk of going into private tribal
government management, with far less accountability to citizen
users and ratepayers, limited federal and no state oversight. Water
and energy resources are attractive targets for terrorists.

Federal Indian policy is Top Secret. It is
developed privately, between Indian tribes and the federal
government, and it is nobody else’s business until it arrives on
your porch. The majority of tribal governments are stringently
secretive, even unto their own tribal members. When private
governments are secretly negotiating for such basic necessities as
water rights, electricity, and more recently even air quality
regulatory authority, American businesses and communities get rude
awakenings, by way of terse Federal Register public notices, having
a limited, perhaps 30-day, opportunity to even respond or
complain.

There are daily complexities that also
factor in to Homeland Security when dealing with the existence of
tribal governments of strong, separatist mentalities, and less than
affection for other cultures:


	
• Many tribal governments issue separate vehicle
license plates. How does this fold into national identification
systems?

• Many 911 emergency systems are literally “racebased.” How can it
be helpful in an emergency to have to identify one’s race in order
to request emergency assistance? Some of the 911 systems in Idaho,
Montana and Nebraska, and likely many other states, create this
obstacle.

• Tribal casinos are mega-bucks locations, substantially less
accountable and audited than private sector casinos. Aren’t these
casinos at the very least, a quite private, “attractive nuisance”
that invites money laundering, when operating on tribal lands,
difficult to access by traditional law enforcement?

• Tribal governments can enroll anyone they choose. Recently in
Washington State, a scam was discovered wherein a tribe was
offering to sell its enrollment to encourage business advantages
not available to private sector. Just who might be
interested in such an arrangement that would imply some legal
status within the United States, by a purchased tribal
enrollment?

• Tribal governments insist upon identifying themselves and being
treated as “separate nations.” In an individual state with dozens,
sometimes over thirty, such separate nations. How does a single
state ensure the safety of all of its citizens when having to
contend with such an internal balkanization and dismantling of
state sovereignty?

• There is obvious hypocrisy of the United States to spend billions
of dollars (and spill the blood of our finest military) to end
tribalism and install democracies in countries such as
Bosnia, Kosovo, Afghanistan and Iraq, while spending additional
billions to spread tribalism that replaces democracy
within America’s homeland. Does Congress and the Executive Office
believe that such a travesty is unnoticed by American citizens? Is
it wise to foster a governing system in this country that invites
and expands a dismantling of the U.S. Constitution and its required
democratic, republic form of government? Is the 14th
Amendment just a fairytale?

• How long can American taxpayers and the national economy sustain
a perpetual debtor/creditor society under a system that is
reverting from a dwindling taxed democracy to an epidemic of
untaxed tribalism?





In his recent controversial book, “The
Enemies of Christopher Columbus,” Thomas A. Bowden gives his
readers something to contemplate:

Thus, the debate over Columbus is much wider than
the question of whether he or his followers mistreated some
Indians. The fundamental issue is whether the settlement of America
by the bearers of Western civilization over the past five centuries
was good or evil. Those who regard that process as evil want
Columbus to bear blame for starting it all, and they use him as a
symbol of everything they hate about the West, so as to strangle
any sense of pride in the spread of civilization to the New World.
…

Now, at the dawn of the twenty-first century, with
Western civilization under martial attack by militant Islamic
fundamentalists, it is more important than ever to choose sides. As
President Bush said to the nations of the world at the start of
America’s war against terrorism, “You’re either with us or against
us.” Those who would defend and uphold the values of Western
civilization must be willing to make the same bold declaration to
the enemies of Christopher Columbus.

These powerful national conditions of
balkanization, separatism, ethnic supremacy, and substantial
obstacles impacting continuity of law enforcement and emergency
response services are dismantling America’s democracy, its economy
and public safety.

With such foundational concerns heavy on our
hearts and minds, Kamie and I knew that something had to be done
soon. So, with cameras, cell phones, coffee and other clutter, we
hit the road across the United States, from Washington State to New
York, on September 12, 2004. It was three years and one day after
September 11th, 2001.

 


 



It does not take a majority to prevail ... but
rather an irate, tireless minority, keen on setting brushfires of
freedom in the minds of men.

— Samuel Adams

American Revolutionary Leader (1722 -1803)

 


 



Chapter 2

​Two Curious and Furious Women

Her face. It was her face coming in my door
at 9:30 a.m. on Sunday, September 12th, 2004. It’s one of the faces I’ll see the
rest of my life. There are many others, but Kamie’s face was my
first clue that a risky trip was truly going to be all about
something very unsettling.

Until I actually saw her face, I prepared
myself to hear that she wouldn’t arrive. She’d back out. She
didn’t.

There was attitude all over her face —
anger, excitement, fear, and severe determination that was, at the
same time, conflicted. Kamie’s eyes were fierce and fiery green
like a very angry mom. Mom is one of her favorite words, for
good reason, and she was leaving her children for 26 days so she
was an angry mom.

Her little town of La Center, Washington is
under assault by a proposed massive Indian casino, 160,000 square
feet of casino floor space and God knows what all else on 152 acres
next to her town. The project will economically smother and forever
change La Center. “It’s my town, — I grew up here. I’ve raised my
boys here.” That’s the anguish and fear all over her face.

“We have to do this. I know we have
to do this,” she pledged, with eyes that refused to cry. Her
commitment to follow through, to join me on a journey across 16
Indian reservations, was clear. She showed up with cameras, tripod,
research notes, and clothes — everything she needed. I packed light
on clothing, and heavy on maps, reference books, background and
writing materials for each stop along the way.

We set out to capture the reality of life on
and near Indian reservations, to get the truth on film from the
voices of people of every walk of life, tribal and otherwise. Boy
did we ever, and did we ever underestimate the depth of some of the
horrors we would learn.

Kamie lives life in the fast brain, a
very intelligent and intense early 40sh, football mom whose joy is
to videotape ball games of her two son’s schools. She’s a slender,
rowdy, balls-against-the-wall type mom of two sons. Leaving them
even briefly was the absolute last thing she wanted to do.

I live in Toppenish, Washington, about three
hours west of La Center, Kamie’s home, so the first leg of the
journey for Kamie was solo, forcing herself to not turn back.
Toppenish is in the south-central part of the state, an hour above
the Columbia River that separates Oregon and Washington.

I moved to Toppenish in 1992, and have lived
here now, longer than I’ve ever lived anywhere. Dad was a traveling
insurance salesman so as a child I lived all over the Northwest. I
married a career Army officer that prompted fourteen additional
moves in ten years. Following a divorce, my kids and I bounced all
around Ventura County, California where I ultimately settled in as
assistant to the city manager in Ojai for ten years. I went to law
school in Ventura for a couple of years, and transferred into the
Masters in Public Administration program of California State
University, completing a Master’s degree in 1991.

With my step-mom’s health failing in
Spokane, it was time to move closer to her, so a job search
resulted in my appointment as Community Development Director for
the City of Toppenish in 1992. This is cowboy and Indian country,
for real. It is not unusual to see Indian mothers with their
infants on papoose boards in the stores and restaurants. The small,
rural city is situated as a municipal island in the middle of the
large Yakama Indian Reservation. Congress legislatively
removed Toppenish from the Indian reservation, creating an
island municipality inside the largest reservation in this State.
There are several other cities across the country similarly
situated.

I love this town and have loved it from day
one. For a rolling stone such as I, it was incredible to meet two
wonderful old-timers here, Roy Snyder and Ellis Johnson, who used
to have lunch every single day at the Huba Huba cafe. They were
both in their 80s, had never left town except for World War II, and
were childhood friends from kindergarten. Imagine — the stability
of lifelong friendship from kindergarten to over 80 years. That is
the stability, the staying power through adversity and all, that is
reflected in the base population of this town. I respect that
commitment to community. This is now my home too. Toppenish is
my town, just like La Center is Kamie’s.

This book is about your town. What is
happening across this country can easily arrive at your door soon.
It’s big-bucks tribalism coming to your neighborhood, your local
government, your retail economy, your water resources, your air
quality, your national parks and wildlife refuges, and your ability
to be heard by a single local, state or federal elected official
who has not been financially seduced, if not politically
enslaved.

It is the epidemic spread of tribalism
erasing democracy as you learned it and live it in the United
States. With the billions and blood we’re spilling to free
Middle-Eastern countries of tribal tyrannies, it is sheer insanity
and unconscionable that tribalism as a form of government is
simultaneously escalating across American lands. The United States
was populated and created by people escaping monarchies and
tribalism, and all the misery and inequality that go with them.

I first met Kamie, her husband and a couple
of their colleagues very late on a Friday night in March 2004, in
St. Maries, Idaho, up in the panhandle of that state. I knew why I
was up in St. Maries, but I was deeply impressed to hear that Kamie
had traveled from La Center, Washington, to Boise, Idaho, for a
family funeral, then back to La Center, and then up to St. Maries,
Idaho — to join us very late that Friday night — over a thousand
miles to join us for a Saturday. Something had to be deeply
troubling her to put in those kinds of miles under painful family
circumstances to be with a small regional gathering of community
leaders for a brief weekend gathering.

I was in St. Maries because I chair a
community group that is defending itself against continuous tribal
government attempts to govern citizens who are not enrolled tribal
members. Nothing frightens me more than to have a private
government that is not mine, tell me they will, and can govern me,
while I am allowed absolutely no voice in their government.
That isn’t how I was raised. That isn’t how this country functions.
And it sure isn’t going to be allowed to start in my town,
as I live and breathe.

As community development director for the
City of Toppenish it was my role to interact frequently with tribal
council leaders. One of the attractions to Toppenish for me in 1992
was its location within the largest Indian reservation in
Washington. I could hardly wait to work with and interact with an
Indian tribe. I was warned that I must earn their respect, must
listen to any names that I’m called, just be quiet and polite, and
must show up for any appointments, but expect to be kept waiting at
length because of the classic “Indian time.” It was deeply
troubling for me to submit myself in some lesser status to a fellow
human being who demands respect but does not return it. Deeply
troubling, but politically necessary. This is another aspect of the
problem, but I’ll take that up later.

After about six months, I apparently earned
respect from tribal leadership, for when I left the City in 1994
and opened my own community planning consulting firm; the Yakama
tribe was one of my first and best clients for several years. My
rapport with tribal leaders was very good then.

In the year, 2000, however, the Yakama tribe
simultaneously announced that it was banning alcohol on the
reservation, and was acquiring our public electricity distribution
system. This sent shockwaves through our town, and two adjacent
small towns also located on the reservation. Yakima Valley [the
city, county and region are spelled with an “i”; the tribe is
spelled with an “a”] is farm country, grows hops and grapes, has
wineries and the ban on alcohol would have immediately shut down
forty-seven businesses and service groups such as the Elks, Eagles
and Veterans clubs, in three communities.

I recently read Malcolm Gladwell’s
Blink, and can remember a clear “blink” moment that changed
my life and future. It was a mental moment when I realized that a
tribal government could actually govern me; that a tribal
government could supercede my rights as an American citizen. An
unsettling awareness locked internally within me, and remains
there, every day.

With the increasing federal empowerment and
expansion of tribal governments, that allow me no voice or presence
in their government, it became painfully clear that I and others
must stand up and fight like hell. I could not imagine such a
travesty put upon any American involuntarily.

The Yakama Tribe’s alcohol ban would have
made it a felony to have so much as a can of beer at a backyard
barbecue. Folks in Santa Barbara, Seattle, Pensacola or Pittsburgh
could not possibly fathom a felony charge for having beer on
private property at an ordinary back yard gathering, but that’s
what Toppenish families were facing, along with area businesses
threatened with closure.

Local Toppenish folks started the political
ruckus to oppose any tribal governance over private businesses,
persons and properties. The State of Washington immediately offered
the tribe 4 million dollars for alcohol education and intervention
if they would rescind the alcohol ban. The tribe was unwilling to
comply with accountability reports required when receiving state
funds, and declined the state’s 4 million dollar buy-off. With
little, if any, tribal alcohol services available to their members,
declining this money indicated to our area that banning alcohol was
not the noble purpose. The purpose was to start the process of
exerting governance over non-tribal businesses and citizens.

The irony for me, at that time 24 years
sober, (now approaching 30 years) was that I hadn’t had a drink in
decades and found myself fighting for the rights of others
to choose to drink or not. The other terror was the thought of a
private tribal government controlling my electricity service and
monthly rates when the tribe had virtually no skilled labor force
or successful business history, until the casino. Oh yes, the
casino. This tribe got its casino operational in 1998, so by the
year 2000, they were ready to flex their financial and governmental
muscle — hence, the alcohol ban and utility acquisition efforts,
simultaneously.

Do you have an Indian casino coming to town?
It is the engine of an economic and governmental train that will
entirely derail your community and economy. No exaggeration here. I
mean it. We are living it. Ask Ledyard, Connecticut, or Vernon or
Sherrill, New York. It will tear asunder longtime friendships among
cultures that enjoyed harmony and mutual respect for many
years.

The threat of a private, tribal government
controlling our local economy and utilities prompted the formation
of a local community group, calling ourselves the Citizens Standup!
Committee (CSC) that formed to do all we could, but we were
clueless about federal Indian policy, tribal government activities,
or where to even start. I helped organize the group, and was
elected their, thus far for five years, unpaid Executive
Director.

My first job was to educate myself on
federal Indian policy, locate others who could mentor me, and carry
back everything I could learn to our group. That process led me to
a group in New York, Upstate Citizens for Equality (UCE), which
then led me to two national groups, Citizens Equal Rights Alliance
(CERA) and United Property Owners (UPO), an organization that has
recently reorganized as One Nation United (ONU).

From a feeling of isolation and ignorance in
Toppenish, I felt like I found oxygen to breathe when these groups
started channeling information and resources to our little town’s
citizen group. And, most important, we were not crazy and we were
not alone. Indeed, there are local community groups that have been
struggling for over thirty years, defending their rights to not be
coerced, harassed or governed by an Indian tribe. We just didn’t
know that — much like most of America has no clue about what I’m
talking about here; hence this cry for help.

The initial process caused our community
group to meet every two weeks, doing the usual educational and
public information tasks. We raised money, had information tables
at community events, participated in parades, studied the U.S.
Constitution with a 12-week series. We showed up at countless
public hearings, wrote letters, made daily phone calls, sent emails
and interfaced with elected officials wherever possible. We worried
ourselves sick and had great fun simultaneously. Common trauma is
bonding.

We defeated the Yakama tribal alcohol ban by
sheer guts and noise that finally triggered help from the State
Attorney General’s Office. There were reports that tribal police
units were parking, loitering and visually harassing local grocery
and convenience stores in Toppenish. So we citizens contacted our
local television stations and asked them to come down and catch it
on camera. Four of us piled into our cars with cell phones and at a
safe, non-obstructive distance, we followed the tribal police cars
from store to store, and then town-to-town (some seven miles
between Toppenish and Wapato, WA). We were followed by a local
television crew and played a cat-and-mouse game with the tribal
police for several hours, which prompted “News, Live at 11:00.” The
news startled our Mayor.

The next morning, the Mayor phoned the State
Attorney General’s Office with concern that “someone could be hurt”
and that the situation on this reservation was escalating, which
prompted the Attorney General to file a lawsuit challenging the
tribal government’s jurisdiction within Toppenish City limits.

The end result of the lawsuit was that the
tribe promised the judge, under sworn oath, that they never
had any intention of governing non-tribal businesses. This was not
true as reported in local newspapers. The tribe further assured the
Court that they would never enforce their alcohol ban
against private property owners and/or non-tribal members. This was
also not true as reported in local media. The Yakama Tribe promised
under oath to never enforce their alcohol ban against
non-members. That sworn promise sufficed for the Attorney General’s
office, and for the businesses and residents within the boundaries
of the reservation.

Toppenish is nearly 80% Hispanic, 15% Anglo
and only 5% Native American. We’re farm country here with real
farmers and real hardworking farmworkers, some settled, some
seasonal. Our community parades and events are a cultural joy to
behold. The mariachis and Hispanic dancers, the tribal princesses
and hoop dancers, the Filipinos, the cowboys, the farmers and their
enormous farm machinery — Americana at its best. All of the
cultures and local industries jump into the community parades
voluntarily. Tribal participants must be paid. We’ve never
understood why such a beautiful culture wouldn’t be happy to
voluntarily display its culture among the others.

I started daily emails with colleagues
across the country, and learned of an annual conference sponsored
by Citizens Equal Rights Alliance (CERA) in 2001 in Washington
D.C., so a couple of us Toppenish folks ventured off to Washington,
D.C. That was another life-changing event for me, and embedded a
sense of urgency about what is happening across the country.

I came back from the national conference far
more fully informed, and armed with networking resources to meet
any local need. Our group started a public information and
education process to continue our struggles to prevent the tribe
from taking over two major dams that would have significantly
impacted our farmers. We also stopped the State from allowing the
Yakama tribe to detour a needed bridge replacement by closing the
primary state highway into Toppenish and coincidentally rerouting
traffic by their new casino for over one year. The businesses in
our little town would not have survived a year without traffic,
which many people in the community felt may have been the intent of
the Yakama’s refusal to allow the bridge replacement without a
“casino detour.”

For similar reasons, Kamie and I are both
living in lovely communities being politically bullied and
overwhelmed by the influence of tribal governments and mega-bucks
gambling dollars. Something just has to be done.

 


 



Tyranny, like hell, is not easily conquered; yet we
have this consolation with us, that the harder the conflict, the
more glorious the triumph.

— Thomas
Paine,
American Revolutionary Pamphleteer (1737 —
1809)

 


 



Chapter 3

​Battered Communities

I recently submitted a guest commentary to
the Yakima Herald Republic newspaper, in Yakima, Washington,
suggesting that feelings of citizens and communities situated
within or near Indian reservations were strikingly similar to the
feelings of a battered spouse. The newspaper published the article
on January 5, 2003 and the reaction to the article was so
remarkable, that I expanded upon the illustration, for a recent
national newsletter. The subject seemed to strike a chord somewhere
deep within many citizens in my region as well as across America.
Here’s what I am speaking of:

“A battered spouse deeply wishes that she
could love and respect her spouse, and is likely to keep frequent
beatings and humiliations to herself. She’ll choose silence and
secrecy for as long as she can. She may often think that if she
just says the right words, or acts in a different manner, the
beatings will stop. Next time will be different. Things will get
better. For battered spouses, things don’t get better. They get
worse.

“There is an analogy here for three
municipalities located within exterior reservations of the Yakama
Nation, as well as other communities on other reservations across
the country. These communities are currently experiencing a serious
battering from a neighboring government. A government that is not
of a municipality, county or state, is forcing itself upon these
communities. A tribal government is pushing out for jurisdictional,
regulatory and economic control of local communities through
gambling, air quality, pesticides, water and water quality, area
dams, utility taxation, and unwarranted obstruction of new
non-tribal projects. That’s quite a growing list of tools by which
to threaten, intimidate, control or drive off anyone who is not an
enrolled tribal member.

“I believe that most Americans fundamentally
desire to love and respect each other, including tribal government
systems, just as the battered spouse desires to love a spouse. But
it’s like trying to love a porcupine; one must do so very
carefully, and the love is seldom — if ever — reciprocal.
Notwithstanding enormous national financial and political clout, no
one truly understands why tribes are so aggressive these days, but
the general response of adjacent community members in the past,
isn’t working. Being nice at all times, hoping for better
understandings, crossing fingers that dialogue and productive
partnerships might one day occur — none of these socially preferred
postures has helped at all. Pretending that everything is really
O.K., that the tribe doesn’t really mean to control or
strangle non-Indian communities, is thinking like the battered
wife. If we all just stay nice, maybe tribal leaders will be nice
next time.

“Most area businesses and citizens in my
local communities have behaved exactly as an embarrassed and
frightened battered wife. Don’t say anything. Don’t tell anyone.
Don’t make it worse. Be quiet, be good and maybe it will get better
soon. Is it getting better? Nope. Seldom does. Is it getting worse?
Yes, conditions like this are more likely to worsen than improve,
until someone says enough is enough. It stops now. It changes
now.

“So what can citizens in battered and
bullied communities do, to encourage fair play and better behavior
from a tribal government? They can call upon resources, much like a
battered wife, who has taken her last beating, must also do. She
will call upon law enforcement, legal guidance and other resources
that put an end to the destructive behavior.

“Likewise, citizens in the predominantly
non-Indian communities must raise a great collective voice. We must
demand the assistance of our State legal guidance and whatever
other resources that will cause a tribal government to concern
itself with its own productive development, and stop harassing its
neighbors that have always supported the tribe, have never
interfered with the tribe, and have only wished tribal government
and tribal members all the best for a full, quality life.

“For example, here in Central Washington, no
municipal, county, state or federal entity has imposed itself upon
the Yakama tribe, or interfered with its future potentials. In fact
area governmental leaders have gone the “extra mile” with every
request made by the Yakama Tribes. No conduct has occurred that
warrants the menacing, interfering actions and behaviors tribal
leaders are increasing in intensity and frequency against their
neighbors. Generations of mixed-cultures have been wonderful
neighbors for over a century. There is no excuse for this
millennium mayhem causing such jurisdictional and economic
distress.

“If a battering spouse is unable to stop
himself, he can be stopped. It just takes courage, speaking up, and
a solid determination to do so. It is time for three non-Indian
communities located within the exterior boundaries of the Yakama
Reservation to take protective measures. If our homes, jobs,
communities and quality of life mean anything at all to us, we can
do no less.

“Since publication of this theory, I have
received contacts from across the country, identifying with the
feelings described. Most people truly do wish the best for their
tribal neighbors and for all communities on and near Indian
reservations. Citizens have been anxious and apprehensive to speak
up and assert their rights on reservations, whether tribal members
or not.

“We have, as citizens, submerged an innate
courage, that is now surfacing across America. Mainstream media is
now paying closer attention to the proliferation of Indian casinos,
and corrupt political practices occurring on numerous
reservations.

“The way out of oppression is first to call
it by name, and then to stop submitting in silence. This is the
pathway to recovery for battered spouses, battered citizens,
communities and battered and bullied States.”

Flashback to St. Maries, Idaho, where I
first met Kamie this past March. The St. Maries event was a
gathering of leaders from community groups in Washington, and
Idaho. My local group sponsors an annual regional gathering and we
rotate the location around the Northwest, so in March it was in St.
Maries, Idaho where a newer group had formed, the North Idaho
Citizens Alliance (NICA) — more about this group is coming up.

Kamie tells me, and I fully understand, that
when she attended the St. Maries event, she felt overwhelmed and
lost at the amount of information being tossed around the room, and
at the depth of serious issues on the agenda. Federal Indian policy
is, I believe, intentionally ambiguous, and therefore difficult for
average citizens to grasp. Ambiguity in the courtroom almost always
benefits Indian tribes. Our group had been fighting takeovers of
dams, utilities, and efforts to govern our retail economy. Other
groups were struggling with tribal trespasses on private property,
takeovers of dock and beach jurisdictions, cross-deputizing of
tribal officers and harassment by tribal police officers. The list
is endless and growing.

Kamie’s group, Standup for Clark County,
(SCC) knew that a nearby Cowlitz Indian Tribe, having recently
received its federal recognition, was proposing to put a small
“cultural resource center” or something, on property near La
Center, at the Interstate 5 La Center junction. Word on the street
was that an Indian casino was the real deal. The pattern of
secrecy, surprise, and minimization of project scope was made known
to Kamie, and sure enough, with a little probing, it surfaced that
a Class III tribal casino of major proportions was coming to La
Center.

A brief note about gambling classifications
should be made. Without going into extensive detail, The Indian
Gaming Regulatory Act (IGRA) defines gambling classifications, in
25 U.S.C. 2703 [SEC. 4], as:


	
Class I gaming means social games solely for
prizes of minimal value or traditional forms, such church or school
raffles.

Class II gaming” means Pull-Tabs or Bingo, whether
electronic, computer, or other technologic aids are used.

Class III gaming means all forms of gaming that are not
Class I or Class II. This Class requires substantial federal and
state regulatory compliance.





With a lot of hands-on assistance from
across the state and country, the Standup for Clark County group
discovered that “done deals” were not done deals, and that the
tribe and Portland BIA office were pulling one shenanigan after
another. They learned that the process could be forced to follow
the law, but that it would take enormous work and luck.

In 2002, CERA invited me to chair their
national group, a position I currently hold. A fortunate
coincidence of a deadline closing in on La Center citizens’ for
opportunity to comment or have any voice in what was now widely
known as a casino coming, and an upcoming grassroots conference
converged in May of 2004. I urged Kamie to come with us to
Washington D.C.

I promised Kamie that she would be able to
meet with her senators, congressmen, and entities such as the
National Indian gambling Commission, the Department of Interior and
other federal elected officials, agencies and administrators. Kamie
got a baptism by fire with her first ever trip to Washington, D.C.
We ran morning-to-night between one meeting and another, down
lengthy “corridors of justice,” for four days. Kamie, with the help
of her Congressman and other resources, was able to get an
environmental assessment deadline extended for La Center city
council and citizen input. That single effort of a single citizen
took the “Done” out of a “Done Deal.” She learned another important
thing that I have also come to believe.

Our system, for all its warts, works ...
when we work it. As we snooze, or remain politically silent and
correct, we lose, and the losses have already been enormous. They
are becoming truly life and government-threatening, as you will
understand further by the end of this reading.

Since May, the small Cowlitz tribe proposing
a tiny little casino has now mushroomed into a full-on,
tsunami-colossal casino proposing 160,000 square feet of gambling
floor space, 210,000 square feet of tax-exempt restaurants and
retail space, convention and entertainment buildings of up to
150,000 square feet, a 250-room hotel, a parking garage for 8,500
vehicles and extensive retail enterprises. The little Cowlitz tribe
has partnered with the behemoth of Indian gambling, the Mohegan Sun
Casino of Connecticut. The Mohegan is coming to Washington State,
and every tribe in Washington State should be very concerned, as
should every single citizen.

La Center, has about 1,000 people, is very
quiet, wooded and hilly; it’s a beautifully greened, rural bedroom
community to Vancouver and Tacoma. It has excellent schools and
quiet, safe neighborhoods, and is primarily supported by revenue
from four small and sedate, card rooms that are licensed and well
regulated by Washington State. Once a giant tribal casino opens,
the primary funding for government services and schools in La
Center will very probably be run out of business within the first
year. The quality of life, need for low-income multi-unit housing
to accommodate low-wage casino workers, increased crime and social
deterioration follows casinos like night follows day. It will
permanently change life as La Center knows it today.

A grassroots conference in the Summer of
2004 in Washington D.C. had expanded from a surge of new community
groups, and elected government officials, formed to deal with
off-reservation tribal governance intrusions. These groups are
growing in direct response to the spread of Indian gambling and
tribal jurisdictional overreaching across the country. It was at
this event that I looked around the room and realized that we were
all gathered up, sharing our issues and essentially preaching to
the choir, but that the rest of the world was oblivious to the
events and effects of federal Indian policy. American Indians are
not the problem. Congress and tribal governments are the
problem.
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