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  Eagle Butte News 1975


  Visitors and dancers from all over the United States are expected for the fourth annual Sun Dance and Calf Pipe Ceremony which will be held this weekend, Aug. 15, 16 and 17 at Green Grass. This years Sun Dance Ceremonial will be dedicated to the Great Mystery Wankantanka. “Prayers with the Sacred Calf-Pipe Bundle will include the great vision we are about to see so that all brothers and sisters will not suffer long,” said Sioux Nation Arts Council President Sidney Keith.” Sun Dancers are urged to fast before they can participate. The weather will be hot and dry and will be right for the Sun Dancing and we trust that we will see a vision. Many visions have been seen at Green Grass for the past three years for directions for all Native Americans to follow,” said Keith. There are good camping grounds and water. Two meals a day will be provided to all Native Americans. A Pow Wow will be held nightly under a separate bowery. Alcohol will not be permitted on the ceremonial grounds and tight security will be enforced.


   


  Prologue


  In late July of 2009 I was in Eagle Butte, South Dakota to attend my first Sun Dance. I was invited by Melvin Miner who I had been friends with for about four years at that time. We were riding around town with him showing me different places where he had spent time while growing up. His Grandfather had been the jailer at the County Jail for many years with the new jail actually being named for him. Melvin took me by the old jail where his grandparents had lived. In the back was the radio tower which Mel had started to climb one day as a child. He then froze, from being afraid of the height and had to be rescued. He laughed while talking about how far off the ground it had seemed at the time.


  As the day progressed we went into several stores in town where Melvin sold some of his crafts and several times he stopped and talked to old friends and relatives. We went by the tribal office so he could get a new id card. The secretary looked at me and asked if I needed one too. I almost said yes. At some point we stopped at the H. V. Johnson Cultural Center located on the main highway through town. Several times Mel had pointed out that his Father in Law had lived and worked in Eagle Butte and had raised a family there. At the Cultural Center we went into a big multiuse room which was decorated with several giant sized murals. “My Father in Law Sidney Keith painted these murals.” Melvin said. “He was an artist and he also had a sign painting business. He worked for the Indian hospital for years. He was also the Medicine Man I learned the most from.” What a well rounded life I thought to myself. Melvin was explaining what was depicted in several of the paintings. “That painting is the inside of the Sweat Lodge. It’s pitch dark inside, but the Medicine Man can see in the dark somehow. You or I can’t see anything in there, but the Medicine Man can.” “I’ve never been in a Sweat Lodge before.” I said. Melvin shook his head and said, “We’ll have to take care of that before the Sun Dance. You have to purify yourself before the ceremony starts.” A sense of dread came over me, remembering a bad experience with a sauna years before. “Well how hot does it get in there?” I asked. “Not too hot. For you beginners, we’ll only let your flesh blister so much before we drag you out.” Then he laughed and looked at me, gauging my reaction.


  I had known Melvin for a few years but hadn’t spent very much time with him. I was quickly learning to appreciate his wicked sense of humor though. He and I spent hours that day talking about growing up in the seventies, cars we used to have, concerts we had gone to, parties. He was about six years older than me and reminded me of some of my older cousins I had when I was growing up.


  At some point during the day Mel said, “You know, my Father in Law started the International Sun Dance in Green Grass. It was the first Sun Dance in modern times on the Cheyenne River Reservation. They had to practice their religion underground ‘til then because it was illegal. So he got Fools Crow and some other people and started the Sun Dance, and later on he was a Medicine Man. He helped a lot of people. He worked to keep the language alive too. He wrote his own dictionary. You know, someone with some time on their hands, and the ability could write a book about him.”


  So, the seed was planted.


  I lived in Illinois and Melvin lived in Rapid City, South Dakota. Given the distance involved we decided to use an old fashioned tape recorder to start taking notes. The plan was for Melvin to put his thoughts on the tape and then mail the tape to me. We got started in earnest that November. One day a box of tapes arrived in the mail. I called Melvin and told him the package had arrived. I spent about a month transcribing the tapes and putting them on the computer. I wound up sending him packages of notes in the mail, the old fashioned way.


  I traveled to South Dakota several times that next year, staying at Melvin’s place and also traveling back to Eagle Butte for the Sun Dance. Several times when I arrived in Rapid City late at night we would sit and talk until nearly daybreak. We didn’t just talk about the book but about everything. We both had adult children and we marveled at how it seemed that parenthood was payback time. He also had some great shaggy dog stories that unfortunately won’t make it into this book. What did make it into this book was the result of many hours of those conversations, phone calls and research.


   


  Chapter One -

  Sidney Keith


  I was born eight miles west of the Moreau River in Bear Creek, South Dakota. In my family there were only two boys, I’m the oldest. My Dad died when I was fourteen years old. Most of the time growing up I spent with my grandmother and grandfather. I liked them so well, that’s who I spent most of my time with. I followed my grandfather around because he liked to tell stories, he talked with the older men about their hunts and they told each other how they used to do this hunting, riding, and chasing buffalo. So I learned all those things, all about the culture and all the ways to survive when in a big storm and what to do in case of an emergency and all that stuff. He’d even tell me these stories at noon. He always talks with the older people and that’s where I learned to listen to the stories and I learned quite a bit. Some of these are some of the older men, he grew up with them. They sit around and talk about their hunt and I used to sit there and just listen hour after hour. When my mother came out to look for me, I’d always be there. I’d be laying on my belly or laying on my back or sitting up and I used to listen to my grandfather.


  My grandmother, at night she’d tell wocahie (animal) stories, that were easy to tell. She would keep talking till one of us goes to sleep, she keeps talking till I go to sleep, and she never finished telling the story. Every day, every month, every year till my parents they were there, she’d teach us three or four different stories. She would tell us iktomi (spider) stories about a giant iktomi. That’s what I learned from my grandmother.


  In later years, my grandfather was a medicine man. He used to have to pray and also watch who does it himself. I would go along and sit quite a ways away, so I don’t interfere with him and watch him go through the motions. It’s still done like that, it’s still the same way today that we do here. The ceremony is still the same way, the singing and everything is still the same. When I grew up to three or four years of age, why I used to sing, I didn’t know all the songs, but I knew some of the words. They said I used to sit on a trough and bang on the water tank and sing to the Spirits! So that’s the reason I grew up to be kind of an authority on this, from watching the ceremony, because I knew somebody and I grew up with it.


  When I grew up, why my Dad died, so I had to work and support my mother and my brother Raymond. After I graduated from high school, I got a scholarship, so I went to Phoenix, Arizona. I went two years there studying art, till I was a good artist and that’s what this scholarship was about. This would be the Santa Fe Art School that used to be. Somehow they wanted a bigger school so they moved it to Santa Fe, and then I don’t know what happened to the other school in Phoenix.


  But I went into the service. I went to the Air Force for four years and finally got discharged in 1945. I came home and started dancing. I made my way up to the purest style of dancing that everybody liked. They were competing in dancing contests, so I did a few exhibition dances. I had about six bustles on, you ought to see them. I had two or three outfits in different colors. If there’s a three day dance, they used one outfit one day, another a different color the next. But after I got married, I kept slowing down. I was still dancing, but I kept slowing down.


  I got more into Indian Religion. I studied more and more as I came into contact with other Indian people like Frank Fools Crow and we talked about things and feathers and medicines and that sort of thing. My Mother married three times so I had stepbrothers and one of my stepbrothers taught me how to do it. They were medicine men and good ones too. They taught me about these things.


  (Name omitted) was the first to suggest that we take the pipe up. Just before that we went to a sweat lodge and asked him if he was powerful enough and if we were good enough that we could make the ceremony and we were. He said we could tell the people about their religion. He told us a few things that we had to do and we did them. One was that we had to go to a sweat lodge if we were going through the ceremony. All the ones that were on the committee or directors had to all go into the sweat lodge and purify ourselves before we could perform the ceremony. We weren’t the actual performer, but we have to sweat, you know, for the medicine, but we knew that we have to do it that way. Also we’re not supposed to take pictures because of the reflection and that could send the Spirits away. They’re powerful; their lightning is powerful, more powerful than that, they’ll kill you by the reflection.


  When I was a little kid, I seen this Pipe in the 1930s. I remember because it was the Depression, dust blowing every day and you have to drive around with the lights on! The cattle were just skin and bones and no water! It was really terrible. Everything we possessed was just full of sand. So I guess that these old people that had this Pipe, but they wouldn’t open it, regardless. That happened right here in Green Grass, they opened it for the first time. But I was small enough that I couldn’t remember what it looked like. I know it was the Pipe. It was a beautiful Pipe, one eagle feather on it. In fact, that‘s the same feather that was on there when they brought it. So it must be a pretty old feather, but it’s in real good shape. It had some markings, carving, all this kind of thing, rather than just an ordinary pipe. You could feel the presence of something. Even I was pretty scared. I was involved in that all the time.


  Today we use the Pipe for a lot of reasons. One time we prayed for the Wounded Knee to cease without any bloodshed in it. It didn’t until after several people got killed. You can expect something like that. But as a whole, the people that was out there nobody was shooting like they mean it, it was more of a scare tactic. But it turned out alright, because that’s the way we prayed. Anything you pray for, you got to expect it to happen.


  That was 1919, I was born in. I lived there all my life, except the time I went to Arizona and then on into the service from there. I didn’t come back home for six years, I think it was 1945, the first time I came back. And that’s the funniest thing, I forgot my Sioux language! When I went into the house my mother was sitting there just as happy as can be and started talking to me and hugging me up. I was gonna say something and I just couldn’t remember! I can distinctly remember, the communication was there, as far as that goes and I knew what she was saying, but my words couldn’t come out. So it’s possible to lose the language. I believe it. Like my kids, they don’t speak it, they lost it. But I’m pretty sure that they could get it back if they were taught by an Indian in this. They have to be trained. Indian language teachers have to be trained.


  My grandfather’s name was Ray Eagle Chaser and he was about the oldest one in Cherry Creek. That’s where they homesteaded and they lived along Ash Creek, where they had a ranch. They owned a lot of horses and had cattle and pigs and turkeys and chickens. They were hardworking people, you know. My grandmother, as soon as that sun comes up, she’s out there doing something. Preparing a hide, or making parfleche bags and those are hard to make, but she does all that, tans hides, makes moccasins. In those days you don’t sell them, you give them away. Like a relation comes from Pine Ridge and they stay overnight or for a couple of days. They really treated them nicely. Feed them the best food that they had, that they know how. they give them the best beads and stuff like moccasins and shawls and blankets. They don’t expect nothing in return. Sometimes my grandfather will give them a horse. He looks at their horses, and if it’s kind of lame, why, “Here’s a couple more that you can have. They’re broke to ride.” So those things don’t mean nothing to them, they just give them away. Just so they can make their way home they give them extra food, dried meats and extra blankets, and they take them home. They give them a lot of water before they take off back to Pine Ridge, because they might have to camp two or three times on the way before they get home. Then if we go over there, why they do the same thing to us. They might give you something, maybe not a horse, but they do quillwork, and that’s a beautiful thing.


  My grandmother told me later when I was able to comprehend a lot of things, that because I was the oldest son, I was in a cradle, wokazeze, they call it. It’s beaded with porcupine needles and that’s the fanciest. They hold it highest, because there’s a charm in one of those things, Woken wokazeze, they call it. That’s a cradle. It’s really made nice. I had one of those, like I say. In the parades they used to have, my grandmother carried me on her back. My Indian name is Naca Cikala, Little Chief. “Naca Cikala, Naca Cikala.” She used to sing that, using my name Naca Cikala to let people know that, “Here’s a boy! My grandson! Someday he’s going to be a good boy and a good man and a leader.” So I always remembered that.


  My grandfather was a good one. When he smoked, when I was still small, why he gives me the pipe! He says, “Hey”. So I smoked the pipe, which is something, they don’t do that very often. They wouldn’t let anybody smoke unless they’re good enough, let you smoke the pipe. So that’s the way they treated me. And I always live up to it, I always try to live up to what my grandmother and my grandfather taught me. The stories, anything that they taught me, I remembered. That’s the reason I’m religious, no crime. My work and my paintings are all religion. This lady at Rapid City said that, she wrote about me, “This man is a good painter, and a different style. It’s all a religion basis. His paintings are all religion,” that’s what she said, and she was telling the truth. She said that in 1972. She hit the nail on the head.


   


  Chapter Two -

  Melvin Miner


  My mother was in a coma in the hospital here in Rapid City and somebody recommended this yuwipi man. The ceremony was down at Batesland on the Pine Ridge with a yuwipi man name of Dawson No Horse. People said he was really good and so I went down there with some family members. We got there a little bit late too. His requirement is like a lot of them which is to sweat first. So we went ahead and sweated and I believe I might have been the only one who went into the ceremony. This yuwipi ceremony started after it got dark. He had a yuwipi house, basically a real nice place for about 100 people to fit into. It’s all dark in there. They do have a light but they turn off that light during the ceremony. All the holes are covered up, any kind of cracks, no light is allowed to go into the yuwipi ceremony or what we would call house ceremonies.


  They started the ceremony when it got dark, with an opening prayer from the medicine man. He explained a few things; why some people were there; where he learned; mainly things with health. Then songs were sung to call in the spirits and then shortly after that everybody gets to pray. So it was probably 30 or 40 people before myself, so some prayers were short, some were long.


  One thing I remember from this ceremony was right away there was somebody who was going up on the hill to hanbleceya (vision quest). He mentioned that he wanted to make a vow to fast and stay up on the hill for six nights and seven days. I have to laugh because some other people there either laughed ‘cause they thought it was funny or some people thought it was courageous or some people thought it was unheard of. The standard vision quest is four days, four nights. A lot of people do one day or two or three. The maximum is four days, four nights. The medicine man Dawson stopped the ceremony and told him, “Not even Crazy Horse could go that many days.” He told him to rethink and he’s gonna go around, listen to all the prayers, then he was gonna come back to him to see if he changed his mind. So I’ve never heard that before or after, only time and since it’s dark in there you really don’t know who it is.


  The prayer came around to me and I was asking for a prayer for my mother. She was in a coma. She had an operation; something went wrong there with the operation, so we didn’t know how it was going to turn out. So I mainly prayed for that. As I just got done I seen something moving towards me coming down an aisle. It looked like a midget, a little tiny man. It didn’t look like a boy; it looked kind of a little bit stocky. Anyhow, I found out later it’s a Spirit. I kind of knew it was at the time.


  He came up to me and he took my right hand and he brushed it against his hair which was parted down the middle. One side it left open, the other side was in a braid. He brushed my hand against his hair, then across his face to the side that had a braid on it and my hand went down that full braid of hair. Then he went ahead and was grabbing me in a way to lift me up. So I stood up. Here he started to hit my legs; he wanted me to do something so I started moving them up and down. Then he hit my arms to lift them. So I lifted my arms up and then he grabbed me right in the chest area and pinched me really hard. And at that time, even though I hadn’t Sun Danced before then, it kind of comes into your mind that what you are doing is Sun Dancing. I did that for a little bit and then he finally let go and he motioned to me, pulled me down to where I sat down again.


  At that time a bird… I could hear the flapping. It was flapping around and it landed on my head! Its claws were very sharp and I could feel… I could feel them all over then on my head! Then I could feel the wings coming down past my ears on my shoulders and back. I could feel it! Then I could see a motion of a head coming over and a beak tapping me on the forehead several times and the wings flapping, then it flew off.


  We went through the ceremony and then we went back to this guy who gave the vow of six nights, seven days. He asked him if he rethought that and he said, “Ok I’m gonna go four days and four nights.” The medicine man was happy with that and said, “Even that is going to be tough, but I’m sure you can make it.”


  Then the medicine man said, “The Eagle landed on somebody’s head. I want to speak with you after the ceremony.” I knew it landed on my head. I’m not sure who else it might have landed on, or if it did or not. Well anyhow it got done and they usually eat afterwards and people were eating and visiting and I went up to him and he knew it was me. He told me, “Your mother has brain damage. The eagle went over to the hospital and went inside. It evaluated her and said her brain is not all there. So if she lives she’ll be taken care of the rest of her life with the machines or with caretakers. She won’t recognize nobody. They made a mistake during the surgery to bring this on. But if you release her, then that’s your family choice. Everybody should realize that by coming here to prayer that you done everything you could for her. This is what we are telling you, in six days she’s going to pass away.” That did come true. In six days she did pass away. He said from that night of the ceremony, “Get your relatives together there. Some might believe you, some might not. But you got six days to prepare for her death, her funeral.” That was one of the instructions.


  The next one was he said that he had a Spirit helper, Cannumpa Gluha Mani (Walks With The Pipe). This was that small kind of midget man. He said that when your hand goes on his braid that there will be certain things granted or certain things made clear to you. Interpretating back to the Medicine Man the Spirit said that he is going to do his best to help with the situation and that you’re going to Sun Dance up north. Of course I never Sun Danced before, so I was a little bit worried about that.


  Also he said, “My Eagle landed on your head and he wants to help you.” He asked me if I remembered how that felt, with the claws going into my skull. And I said, “Yeah, it’s kind of painful, irritating.” I know it’s something sacred so you don’t move; just go with that, it’s kind of a sacred moment. He said, “You can call on this Eagle at your darkest times when you need help or when you are in a bad situation. Call on him. He will come and he will be with you.”


  Maybe one of the reasons I think he was trying to explain this was, I lost my father at an early age and now my mother who wasn’t very old when this took place. I actually became an orphan or a wablenica. A lot of times you have other aunts and uncles that kind of take over the role that maybe your mother or father might have had. In this case, this Eagle would be with me and if I did have problems I could call on it. So it was kind of a blessing that he gave me with that. By going there looking for help for my mother, I got some bad news. But at the same time, for doing that, they went ahead and gave me a direction and a blessing. One was to Sun Dance. The other one was that they were not going to send me into this situation or into this new world now that my mother is going without a Spirit helper and that was this Wanbli Gleska or Spotted Eagle.


   


  Chapter Three -

  Sidney Keith


  Before the Calf Pipe Woman, the Indians, they lived right. There was no alcohol. There were no bars. They knew that something made them and they looked at everything and said, “Somebody made all this around us. The animals, how come they got four legs? How come they got horns and we don’t?” They figured it out that there was something more powerful than they were that did all this. So they prayed to Him, and the first Sun Dance was originated.


  This one Indian, he was so dejected he went without food and didn’t drink no water. He thought, “That’ll kill me for sure.” The fourth day he got up on the hill and he was looking at the sun, thinking and here he saw something. He saw his visions, so he put both hands up to the sun and he started dancing, while he seen that vision he danced like that. The people said, “Hey, look at that guy up there! He’s crazy!” Two or three of the older people got up and they watched him from a ways.


  Actually, he was praying towards the sun. He was dancing, and that’s how the Sun Dance started; because he saw a vision and that’s one of God’s greatest creations, the sun. It never fails. It’s gotta go around, come up and go down again. So they knew that, “Oh, God created that too!” and so they’re not worshipping the sun when they do that. They’re praying to one of the creations by God. Hoping then that while they are praying to him, that sun, the prayers might bounce off it, go to wherever the Great Spirit is. You can’t see Him, because He’s almighty too, the Great Spirit, you can’t see Him. But you know He’s up there, and so are the Spirits. You can’t see them, but they’re there.


  I just remember as far back as when I can, that my grandfather used to tell the stories to do with the Sacred Pipe. So I knew, when I was able to comprehend, a lot of stories. Right there I knew that there was something sacred here that the Indians used and kept. Later on I saw a sack hanging up there in the tree and nobody bothered it. So that’s the reason they kept it up high. But most of the time they kept it in kind of a coop, and you could see all those flags hanging in there. I always wanted to look in there and see. The pipe keeper, this lady’s name was Anpo, it means Dawn, and she was kind of feeble, she was so old. Her eyes were not good. So her daughter took care of her for to see that nobody goes in there and stuff like that. So that when she died, this Mrs. Bad Warrior took care of it. And this son, whose name was Oscar; he was supposed to be in line to take it, but they didn’t. This son was one of the worst guys, like any other guy who does too much drinking. This is not good. So I think eventually the son died, had a horrible death, out here just south of Eagle Butte, he’s parked over there drunk so he was asphyxiated. And another relative died. His wife left two kids, and they all left, and soon after his mother died. His dad died before that, and he married again, but his wife divorced him. He was having a heck of a time! So mysteriously, all of her family, they was all gone. So next in line was this Looking Horse, the old lady, but she died soon afterwards. That left it to Stanley, and Stanley naturally gave it to the oldest son, which is how it should have been, you know. It was coming by generation to generation, but somehow back there they gave it to a woman, which they never should have done.


  The Sans Arc band was the band that was given the Sacred Pipe. Well one time all the Indians were running around this country looking for food and buffalo and deer that were pretty scarce. I guess it’s kind of a cycle, that some years it’s kind of bad. That’s when they used to take this bundle and the medicine man would get out and pray, “We want to see some buffalo.” This was to tell the Great Spirit that the Indian people are starving. When they go to bed one of these medicine men would be sleeping and see a vision and the vision told him what to do. Before sunup he gets up and tells the people that help him when he does his ceremonies, “Get up. Get up. We’ve got to do something here. I seen a vision.” So they get up and here’s what they do. They take this bundle out, and they take some sage, and sweet grass, you know, incense. “Before the sun comes up,” he says, “the coyote’s gonna come and he’s gonna tell me which way to go.”


  Sure enough, they got up and they done that, they had the bundle out on the tripod. They were all sitting around smoking a pipe, and pretty soon you hear a coyote real soft. They look over and here there’s two coyotes sitting there. Then they just yelp and just make all kind of noise you know, just like talking. They’re not real ones, those coyotes. They’re sacred. They’re wanagi, the spirit of a coyote. So the coyotes told him to take the bundle over three hills and then at the fourth hill when he sees a river with a bend on it, you set the bundle right on the side of that hill. So the medicine man told his helpers to do that. So they walked, but they didn’t walk like people normally do. They walked in a wakan way, in a holy way and they prayed as they went. While they were doing this, the coyotes would go out of sight, and the next hill they’d be sitting there again. This way it was the fourth time they disappeared, and that’s where they were supposed to set the bundle. Over the fourth hill they saw it, kind of a creek with a lot of sage in it. So they set it there and waited a couple of days.


  After the third day one of the helpers who stayed over there, he got hungry and he came back to camp and the next guy came and stayed three days. The fourth day this last guy went and checked and he seen about forty or fifty head laying around there at the tripod, you know, some of them buffalos! None of them ran or nothing! They just laid around there, just having a siesta there. So he ran back to tell everyone there were lots of buffalo.


  They got the warriors with the fastest horses, those were Pawnee horses and they went out there and killed a lot of them buffalo! They got their meat! They hauled the meat back to camp and when they were bringing them back, they had their women bring the Pipe Bundle back. It was a maiden that was a virgin; she carried the Pipe Bundle back. They put sage underneath of all of it. She cried all the way back, just humbling herself. That’s the way they brought the Pipe. They brought it into camp and she set it down and the medicine man took it and prayed again and put it back into the tent. This is a story my grandfather told me, just to show me the power that this Pipe had, generation to generation. Well this story is true.


  The Pipe done quite a bit for the Indians in those days. There was no such thing as a history book said, what is it? War shirts. There was no such thing as war shirts, but the Pipe did a lot of things like that. Like these guys who count coups, they pray over this Pipe before they go on a war party. What they did, they didn’t fight them soldiers, they just wanted to show how brave they were. So they knocked somebody down on the ground and they go right by them and hit them with their coup stick, just go by and yell. Four times they had to do it! So when somebody else see’s them, they can say, “Well, we seen him do it.” Then the chief, gives him a war bonnet, makes him a sub-chief. That’s the way they come up, like your Army, you’re promoted. That’s where they got their prestige, there’s a lot of prestige in that. Bravery is the main thing.


   


  Chapter Four -

  Melvin Miner


  In the mid 1970’s my cousin Chuck Davis, my sister Marlyce and a friend of ours named Peggy Phelps, signed up for classes at Sinte Gleska Community College. Back then it was down on the Rosebud Reservation, right in St. Francis. We had a place (they didn’t have dorms down there) so we had to stay in some houses. The house we stayed at was where a couple of Fathers who were Catholic priests lived, but they were gone for the summer. We took some classes. Victor Douville was the instructor of History. There was a guy from California; he was a non-Indian, Tom Simms. He was a teacher out in California at one of the colleges or universities out there, he came out to teach. There was Albert Whitehat who was a teacher down there. Merci Poorman, I’m not sure if she was a teacher or if she was a speaker, she spoke to us quite a bit.


  That summer there was a sweat lodge right there in the St. Francis area. My cousin Chuck, me and a guy named Fred Stands, we went to a sweat lodge with the person who was running it, he was blind. That was one of the first sweat lodges that I‘d been into and it was a really good experience in there, he interpretated some prayers. The thing that I remember though was when we left from that sweat lodge and we were walking back to our place, maybe a half mile. There was an elderly lady outside of her home and she started to cry as we were getting close to her. So Fred Stands, he walked over to talk to her to see what was going on. We were standing there waiting. He came back and said what this lady seen and even though it was a clear sky out, she seen a bolt of lightning come down and hit me on top of the head! So that’s why she was crying. We kind of looked at each other and said, “Wow! Something must have happened in that sweat lodge!” Maybe she seen that happening, maybe she didn’t, but she was feeling bad at the time. Fred went back and explained to her that we came out of the sweat lodge and that he checked on me and I was okay and I didn’t really feel nothing at that time. It was just a kind of a weird experience that came from that, being that that was my first sweat lodge.


  I graduated from Rapid City High School in 1975. I went to the University of South Dakota down in Vermillion, South Dakota and there was some racism down there. It was the first time I could see it from moving into a community. Living in Rapid City I could see racism all around me. Especially, it would flare up in the early stages of the American Indian Movement. But me coming into another community, I could see small kinds of racism. Different students would talk about what they had experienced, not necessarily at the school itself, but all around the area. People would say things about Native Americans. But you’ve got to remember the Wounded Knee Occupation took place in 1973, so there was a lot of tension. It was kind of a tough time to go to school.


  Rosebud Reservation was doing pretty good because they started their community college there. Different reservations were picking up the idea that instead of their children and students going off to school at the universities and different colleges; that they could hopefully keep them on the reservation where their family, their support system was and provide them with a degree in their field of choice. They would also have the option of, or the benefit of, learning more about their people with native history, language courses, thought and philosophy and they would learn it from their elders, Medicine Men and people from within their community. So I think it was just starting to catch on then. It took years to get the funding for the colleges. A lot of places didn’t have the buildings and facilities to house these community college or junior colleges at their home reservation.


  Sometime later we went to what I call a house ceremony but it’s a yuwipi ceremony. Robert Steed, he’s from that reservation, we went to his ceremony and I’m gonna say that thirty of forty people were in there. I remember two things from that ceremony, which would have been my first yuwipi ceremony. First off, was there was this individual in there, this one man prayed for his leg injuries. So the Medicine Man said, “The Spirits told you to go to the I.H.S. clinic, they can fix your leg. Go to the V.A. Hospital and they can go ahead and fix this.” The man, I find out later on is very unstable mentally, argued back. “Well I come here to get doctored. That’s why I’m here. Can’t your Spirits doctor me?” It was still dark in the ceremony, so we didn’t know who it was. The Medicine Man politely said, “Well I’m just telling you what the Spirits say. You can get this help from them.” The other man persistently asked for help from him and finally Robert Steed said, “We can’t help you! It’s something that they told me. You have got to get help somewhere else!” Since then I have never been in a ceremony where somebody has argued like this man, who was not showing respect. But then we also found out that he had some type of mental problem that came from being in Viet Nam, so that explained it, but that was something that I have not seen since.
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