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eed Community Development 
To Halt 'Moral Degradation' 

b terioration and "moral degrada
tion ' ar swiftly overtaking Indians 
in Alberta, two experts told the 
Alberta Catholic bishop in mid-

eptember. 
li'ather Maurice Goutier, OMI, of 

Crowfoot Indian School, Cluny, and 
Fa,ther John Kirley of Calgary p r
sohally submitted a brief on behalf 
of the Indian Committee of the 

Alberta Catholic W lfare Confer
ence, calling for mor community 
development work with Indians. 

The brief was strongly worded: 
"There is no doubt that the present 

plight of our Indian people is most 
distressing and will continue to 
worsen unles dramatic changes can 
be effected . . . Any amount of evi
dence can be put forth to confirm 

the spiralling incidence of crime, al
coholism diseas , neglect of childr n 
and resultant tragedies.' 

These problems afflict Indians on 
both reserves and in the cities, the 
priests said. 

They wa ned that helping Indians 
will be of little use unless the n
vironm nt in which they live i 
changed. - Continued on Page 13 
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Message From An Indian Girl 
(The following is written by a young Indian girl from the far North of Canada . 

She is just beginning to write English but her message is clear enough. ) 

Life in the village ... Animals live among nature's most beautiful sights 
and not notice it. Some people are the same! They usually go to another 
country before they can really notice and appreciate nature's beauty. As 
for Indians they don't have to go far. They usually sit on their doorset or 
porch. The sunset is something that stirs the insides. These mountains, hills 
and bluffs are of the most wonderful colours. 

You can see the colours in the bluffs . . . different shades of trees, the 
road winding down these hills that are reddish colour. All these are wonderful 
colours. These are free pictures ... anyone can watch it. They sit for hours 
... as long as the sunset may last. 

The music of these pictures are the chirping of the birds, noises of their 
wings as they take flight, the steady rushing noises of the river, the cooling 
of the rockrall (landslide), the chirping of grasshoppers in small vegetable 
gardens. They are music to the ears of Indians. Yelling of the kids are familiar 
too ... as each family settles down for the night. They all may be settled 
down but not all asleep. Some minds may wonder of what they have seen that 
day or evening ... it goes right on to the next day ... drifting off to sleep 
with pleasant dreams of tomorrow. · 

Morning comes ... it doesn't come fast ... it doesn't come slow. After 
a good night's rest ... why should it matter ... it's here and there's work 
must be done. For breakfast there isn't much ... cup of coffee, slice of bread 
... maybe cup of tea instead ... hot milk for the youngsters. While this is 
going on inside ... outside there is much going on. Birds are awakening; 
the sun is up shining down on this small place ... the sun is warm and the 
kids are up and around ... others just sleep. Time is about six-thirty or seven. 

Work starts with going down to the river, pulling net, gutsing the fish, 
packing to fish house to hang for at least overnight. There is fish that hanged 
there for overnight ... those are cut and lifted on poles to dry. Smudge is 
left to burn to keep flies away from fish. Want to know what the kids do? 
Well, they climb the rockrall and hills to pick berries, saskatoons, cranberries, 
raspberries and gooseberries. They pack water for Grandpa and Grandma's 
garden and walk down to the bridge to fish all day or half a day . . . or hike 
to the Spring water. 

Thoughts on a hill .. . I guess God gave us the· promised land with its 
peace ... quietness. It is no wonder for an Indian to· be quiet. Everything is 
so still all you can see near you is some grass moving slowly but gently. The 
breeze is like God Himself sending His love continuously ... without end ... 
Looking down this hill and across to the other side I see some trees . . . some 
alive and some just dead and a few tumbling over. Just like people ... 
some are alive ... but a very few. Some are just standing ... like the 
trees. Some are bent and toppling over. Yet all those trees are alike ... they 
have the same sap. 

Ice covers this river ... it is different colours. It's like the colours of 
humans .. . all are different. Soon it will all melt and be gone. Life is lik e tha t! 

Right now my mind isn' t functioning ... I'm enjoying this so much ! It's 
just perfect! God is here right on the spot! We' just throw ourselves down 
and let the spirit live in us. Once in a while we come back to life a round 
us ... to wonder about it. 

If only we can be free . .. as we once were. We w ere free like the wild. 
Slowly our culture is drifting away . .. if only we can hold on to it all. But 
He gave us each (each race ) an entirely different kind of weapon (r esponse 
to life). Ours is a kind of hard one to see and understand. It is silence . . . 
silence with everything ... hardships, sorrows, death, love, friendship, ene
mies. He's always good to us. Silence is sure a great weapon. God has given 
the Indians . . . something! 

Lovers of the wilderness are privileged to listen to and understand its 
silent language that whispers with the wind, birds and chattering of every 
animal that can be seen and cannot be looked upon except with the eyes of 
Mother Nature who permits all these things to be. They come to seek not 
~or material goods but for the wisdom that is given only by listening, drinking 
m what His silent world around him gives. 

(Reprinted from "Restoration," a newspaper put out by Madonna House, 
Cumbermere, Ontario.) 
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Book Reviews 
RIGHT TO A FUTURE: THE 

NATIVE PEOPLES OF CANADA, 
by John Melling. Published jointly 
by the Anglican Church of Canada 
and the United Church of Canada. 
150 pages; $2.15 

This small book by the first direc
tor of the Indian-Eskimo Association 
will ·be a welcome addition to the 
literature on our native peoples. Its 
first section emphasizes the role of 
the churches in relation to Canada's 
Indians and Eskimos, sketching the 
history of church missions and 
church schools, and outlining chang
ing perspectives. Section Two de
scribes the major difficulties that 
developed for the Indians in contact 
with white society, and the facilities 
developed to help in overcoming 
these problems. 

Mr. Melling then goes on to out
line the steps he believes are neces
sary to transform the present un
satisfactory situation so that the 
native people may become fully par
ticipating members of the Canadian 
national community. He mentions 
the growing number of organiza
tions, both native and white, con
cerned with Indians, discusses the 
Indians in urban situations, the need 
for bridge-building between reserves 
and cities, and above all the im
portance of helping the Indians to 
help themselves. Some of the points 
he makes may be questioned, but 
his book is a useful guide to those 
wanting concise information on the 
Indian in Canada. It may be bought 
at religious bookstores across the 
country. 

* * * 
SON OF RAVEN, SON OF DEER, 

by George Clutesi. Twelve stories, 18 
illustrations. Gray's Publishing and 
Morriss Printing Company Ltd., Vic
toria, B.C. $4.75 

This attractively printed book 
gives twelve fables of the Tse-Shaht 
people from the west coast of Van
couver Island as handed down in the 
Clutesi family for at least f our hun
dred years. They are told and illus
trated by George Clutesi, an a r tist 
wh o recently complete d a la r ge 
mur al for the Indian Pavilion at 
Expo 67. 

- IEA Bulle tin 

Daughter of sadness, on your face 
Sorrow and grief go hand in hand; 
Unhappy partners, there they trace 
Their painful steps, their bitter brand; 
Child of despair, your misery 
Is plain - and yet no wound is shown, 
Only the outward sign I see 
Of inner pain I have not known. 
What I see not, I cannot heal ; 
What I know not, I cannot share -
Yet - can I see that mute appeal 
And shrug, and say "I shall not care"? 

PATRICIA STEELE, 
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Po"' Wo"'s Spice Centennial 

Celebrations 

* 

All across1 Canada, including Expo '67, centennial celebrations have invariably 
included Pow Wows, as Canadians become more aware than ever before, of the 
cultural contribution of the first Canadians. 

Indians across Canaila are taking 
part in a series of celebrations this 
year, adding a dash of color to cen
tennial activities and promoting 
greater understanding of the Indian 
heritage. 

Celebrations range from displays 
of Indian art and f olk exhibitions to 
pageants presented in play form 
which depict Indian customs and 
folklore. 

Some are f ull-scale tribal meeting 
to which non-Indians are being in
vited and asked to take part in tradi
tional song and dance. 

Across Canada 
More than 200,000 Indians are in

volved across Canada, with most 
events taking place during the sum
mer months. 

The federal Centennial Commis
sion, recognizing the importance of 
the Indian population to the nation 
during the 100th anniversary of Con
federation, is providing grants t otal
ling $62,000 to help finance the cele
brations. 

One of the more historic events is 
the Nova Scotia Micmac Indian 1,000 
mile canoe trip to commemorate the 
1894 journey when Micmacs paddled 
from Nova Scotia to the Caughna
waga Reserve to sign a pact with the 
Iroquois tribes. 

French-speaking Indians celebrat
ed at two mass meetings in which 
17,000 took part, at Loretteville, 
Quebec, site of the "Le Pow-wow 
Chez les Hurons" and at Odanak, 
Quebec, n ortheast of Quebec City. 

And in the West 
Two of the larger events held in 

Manitoba were the Norway House 
Pow-wow and the Oak River Pow
wow, both in July. 

The Sioux Pow-wow was held at 
Standing Buffalo R e s e r v e , Fort 
Qu' Appelle, Sask., July 12 to 16. The 
Plains Indians met at Hobbema, 
Alta., in July, and were joined by 
others from Saskatchewan and Mon
tana. They lived in tents and teepees 
as in the early days of Indian settle
ment and used the old customs, such 
as the morning presentation of food 
to each tent and teepee by host 
groups. 

A major objective of the celebra
tions is to preserve the heritage of 
Canadian Indians. Emphasis is there
fore being placed on youth participa
tion. Teen-age Indians will be travel
ling to other regions of Canada to 
obtain a wider knowledge of their 
country and its multiracial popula
tion. 

Taught Traditions 
Young Indians are being taught 

the tradit ions of their own people. 
Stories of the past, steeped in legend, 
m any almost forgotten, are being 
revi "-~d so that future generatjons 
will pl ofit from their heritage. 
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World Head Of 
It was a great day for the Jesuits 

- and one Baptist. 
"Wonderful, wonderful," said Very 

Rev. Pedro Arrupe, world head of 
the Society of Jesus, as he toured 
the reconstructed 17th century vil
lage of Sainte-Marie among the 
Hurons at Midland, Ont., earlier this 
year. 

Leading the way jauntily in an 
intermittent rain was Wilfrid Jury, 
a 78-year-old Baptist archaeologist. 

Fi rst Indian NS 
Simon J. Waquan, 27, is the first 

Indian to be appointed Northern 
Service Officer. Former Chief of the 
Fort Smith Indian Band, Mr. Wa
quan has worked seven years in the 
Northwest Territories. 

In his new position, Mr. Waquan 
will be called upon for many prac
tical skills, as well as his formal 
training. 

Northern Service Officers are key 
men in the areas they serve, respon
sible for all operations. Theirs is the 
focal point in the department's com
munity development program and 
they are responsible for the co
ordination of departmental activities 
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Visits 
He trotted up and down stairs in 

log and plant houses and wagged an 
admonitory finger as he pointed out 
details of chapels, dwellings, store
houses and shops on the site of the 
wilderness home of the Jesuit mar
tyrs. 

The occasion marked the first visit 
to Canada from Rome by a superior 
general in the 427-year history of 
the Society of Jesus. 

To Dr. Jury, an honorary curator 

Officer 
· in their area. One of their continuing 
responsibilities is to stimuate area 
development and be on the lookout 
for local people of all ages with 
leadership talent. 

When the first N.S.O. recruiting 
program was announced in May 
1954, the release ended up with "no 
deskbound workers need apply." 

The basic ingredients of the good 
N.S.O. haven't change d much. 
Though professional qualifications 
are a lot easier to spell out on paper, 
the N.S.O. remains a man for all 
seasons covering his territory by 
whatever comes most handily -
plane, truck, dog-team or skidoo. 

Education In Northern Sask. 
Indian Affairs Minister Arthur 

Laing announced, in June, the sign
ing of an agreement between the 
federal government and the North· 
ern School Board of Saskatchewan 
for the education of Indian children 
in provincial schools located in the 
northern area of the province. He 
said, "this pooling of federal-provin
cial resources will greatly facilitate 
the education of the Indian students 
in that part of t he province." 

The minister explained that the 
federal government has agreed to 
share, on a pro rata basis, in the 
capital costs of all classrooms and 
teacherages erected in the area, as 
well as pay the tuition fee for each 
Indian child enrolled. The Northern 
School Board will accept Indian 
children in any school operated by it. 

"With the consent of Indian 
parents, increasing emphasis is 
being placed on the attendance of 
Indian children in schools with n on
Indian students whenever the neces
sary agreements can be negotiated 
with the provinces and school 
boards," Mr. Laing stated. Across 
Canada there are currently about 
30,000 Indian children, or over 47 
per cent of all Indian students, at
tending in more than 1,000 provin
cial schools. 

The minister added that wherever 
possible Indian people are encourag
ed to participate as members of 
school boards. As an example, he 
mentioned t h e Northern School 
Board where an Indian representa
tive is presently serving. 

New Counsellor At Toronto 
Thomas Vernon Hill, 24, an Indian 

of the Seneca Band of the Six Na
tions Confederacy and a recent gra
duate of the Ontario College of Art 
in Toronto, has accepted employ
ment as Counsellor at the Toronto 
Canadian Indian Centre. 

Mr. Hill, one of an increasing 
number of educated Indians who are 
working to improve the conditions 
of their people, completed his high 
school education at Brantford Colle
giate in 1962. Following graduation 
.he enrolled at the Ontario College 

of Art in the 4 Year Advertising 
Course from which institution he 
graduated this spring. Interested in 
all aspects of artistic expression, Mr. 
Hill was consultant for the theme 
and the designer of a mural in the 
Canadian Indian Pavilion at Expo 67. 

Mr. Hill looks upon his present 
position as an opportunity to help 
Indian newcomers get acclimatized 
to urban living as well as to do liai
son and public relations work with 
various social agencies in the Metro 
area. 
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Ste. Mari·e 
of pioneer life at the University of 
Western Ontario in London, it was 
a chance to show off his prize "dig" 
to an appreciative audience. 

He glowed as the church bell in 
the little chapel was rung. The bell, 
from a 17th century French church 
near Rouen, was bought by Dr. Jury 
and his historian wife, Elsie, on one 
of their tours on the continent to 
find authentic designs of Sainte
Marie-type buildings to reproduce. 

"It is here, at Sainte-Marie, that 
we are most conscious of what we 
owe to Canada," said Father Arrupe 
in his address to dignitaries who in
cluded Premier John Robarts of 
Ontario and provincial cabinet min
isters. 

Also attending were Archbishop 
Philip Pocock of Toronto and Dr. G. 
Edward Hall, president of the Uni
versity of Western Ontario. 

"I am happy to be in Canada at 
this time of your country's centen· 
nial celebrations," Father Arrupe 
said. "It is here at Sainte-Marie and 
at nearby St. Ignace that we Jesuits 
are most conscious of Canada's past 
and of the heritage we owe to our 
brothers wh o were part of it . . " 

Eskimo Housing 
The Northern Development De

partment this spring purchased 234 
pre-fabricated houses, as part of an 
Eskimo rental housing program, 
which calls for a total of 1,600 rental 
houses. The new shipment is the 
second of a ser ies to northern com
munities. The first 194 homes built 
under the program were completed 
in 1966 to provide adequate housing 
for about half t he Eskimo popula
t ion of Baffin Island. 

Neilson, Yo~uth 
Co~unsel~lor 

Jim Nielson, 24, of the New York 
Rangers, was appointed as a youth 
counsellor with the Indian and Metis 
branch, Sask. natural resources min
ister Dave Steuart said. 

Nielson, who was born in the big 
River district, and is well known in 
the Prince Albert area, has played 
defense with the Rangers for the 
past six years. 

In his capacity of counsellor, he 
worked with Indian youth groups 
organizing such activities as ball 
games, track and field events and 
hockey clinics. 

Starting with Cowessess, Saki
may, Ochapowace and Kahkewista
haw reserves in the Crooked Lake 
Agency May 17, he later visited other 
reserve areas in the province before 
returning to the Rangers August 31. 
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In Mexico 

by Vern K. Richey 
(NC News Service) 

Their faces illuminated by dozens 
of f lickering candles, each stuck on 
the floor in a bit of tallow, the 20 
or so Indians worship. 

Far in the front of 400-year-old 
San Juan Chamula church, Father 
Leopolda Hernandez celebrated 
Mass. 

Then a machete flashed through 
the air and sl· ced down on the neck 
of a chicken in sacrifice. 

The Indians who had gathered be
side their candles and the priest at 
the front of the church were praying 
to different gods. 

The scene did not take place cen
turies a go. It happened on a Sunday 
in April, 1967. The story of this 
scene, and all that it holds, is the 
story of how the Catholic Church, 
through the w ork of a slender, keen
eyed Mexican priest, is trying to 
come to grips with a people who are 
hostile to his every effort. 

It was in 1542 that the church was 
built by Dominican friars, using the 
labor of the Chamula Indians·. The 
religion and the labor which built 
the church were forced. The Chamu
la today point to a large stone with 
a strange crack and say that the 
stone cracked itself w ith a scream 
rather than become part of the 
church. 

The Dominicans stayed at the 
church, with its accompanying con
vent, until the mid-17th century. 
Then, in an attempt at change that 
is being echoed today, the priests 
began to protest the way in which 
their church was failing to come to 
grips with the problems of the In
dians. 

In particular, Father Bartholomew 
Las Casas, in his book "History of 
the Things of the Indies," protested 
against the Spaniards who had been 
given title to the land by the King 
of Spain with the supposed proviso 
that the needs of the Indians be met 
with education and help. 

The friars continued to raise their 
voices in protest, but in the end the 
powerful land owners won. The 
priests were told to leave and take 
their ideas with them. 

Thus, in the middle of the 17th 
century, the last priest turned his 
back on the church and made his 
way down out of the hills. 

Slowly, over the years, the teach
ings of the Catholic Church and na
tive \fitchcraft fused in the lives of 
the Indians. The church building be
came a centre for a distinctive blend 
of Christianity and paganism. 

The sun became the chief god and 
was considered both a symbol of 
Christ and a male figure. The moon 
became a secondary god and repre-
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sented both the Virgin Mary and the 
female symbol. 

Each of the plaster statues of the 
saints which had been left behind 
by the priests was regarded as a 
separate god - not a symbol of a 
separate god, but as a physical god 
to whom one prayed. 

St. John the Baptist became a par
ticularly significant g od since Cha
mula legend - which grew up at an 
unknown time - said that St. John 
gave the Chamula people their 
sacred animal, the sheep, from 
which clothing was woven. 

Some statues were regarded as 
"talking gods." Each would have a 
keeper or interpreter. This would be 
an Indian who was able to sit beside 
the statue and listen to the prob
lems brought by other Indians. Then 
the keeper would "listen" to what 
the g od said of the problem and re
lay the answer. 

Determining all of these things 
was the body of tribal elders, a 
group of 80 or so men who were 
selected because of their devotion to 
the Chamula people and their deter
mination to keep things as they 
were, allowing no deviation, no 
change. 

So it was down through the dec
ades and centuries. Occasionally a 
priest would come to the church and 
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the elders would allow him to say 
Mass - for himself. 

In 1865, the Chamula killed one 
of these men. 

It was also about 100 years ago 
that the Chamula elders, perhaps 
bothered by the example of Christ 
dying on the cross to save his peo
ple, staged a crucifixion of their 
own. A cross was built and erected 
on a sacred hill and from hundreds 
of volunteers, a young boy was se
lected to die. In a re-enactment of 
the scene as they understood it, the 
boy was nailed to that cross. 

The location of that cross today is 
a se~ret. It has never been seen by 
an outsider. The cross, the site and 
especially the boy who died are wor
shipped as very sacred by the Cha
mula. 

The only short-lived resurgence of 
Christianity came in the early part 
of this century when a group of 
French nuns started to make visits 
to the village. 

This rebirth, ended in 1912 when, 
at the same time as . the Mexican 
Revolution, there was internal strife 
in the region of the Chamula and 
all the Christians were banished. 
Their survivors are sai-d to still live 
in a far section of Chiapas state and 
have retained their religion. 

- Continued on Page 12 

CATHEDRAL OF THE ARCHDIOCESE OF MEXICO CITY, the See of Archbishop 
Miguel Dorio Miranda. About 34 million of Mexico's total population of 37 million is 
at least nominally Catholic. Both the Church and the government are adapting to 
the new social, economic and political conditions of Mexican life. ( NC Photos ) 



6 INDIAN RECORD 

Reading On Community 
The following bibliography con

tains books suggested for tribal 
groups interested in providing addi
tional economic opportunity for 
tribal members through community 
development and industrial growth. 

COOPERATION IN CHANGE; 
AN ANTHROPOLOGICAL AP
PROACH TO COMMUNITY DE
VELOPMENT. Russell Sage Founda
tion, 1963, New York. 

COMMUNITY ORGANIZATION, 
THEORY AND PRINCIPLES, Ross, 
Murray G., Harper & Brothers, New 
York. 

COUNTY AND CITY DATA 
BOOK, 1962, Bureau of the Census, 
U.S. Department of Commerce, U.S. 
Government Printing Office, Wash
ington, D.C, 1962, 669 pp., $5.25. 

THE COMMUNITY ECONOMIC 
BASE STUDY. Charles M. Tiebout, 
Committee for Economic Develop
ment, 711 Fith Avenue, New York, 
N.Y, Supplementary Paper 16, Dec. 
1962. 87 pp., biblio. $1.50. 

ECONOMIC PLANNING F 0 R 
SMALL AREAS: THE PLANNING 
PROCESS. Richard B. Andrews, In: 
LAND ECONOMICS, Vol. 39, No. 3 
(Aug.) 1963, pp. 253-264. Land 
Economics, Social Science Bldg., 
University of Wisconsin, Madison, 
Wis. $2.50. 

SOME NEW TECHNIQUES FOR 
ARE A POPULATION PROJEC
TIONS: WITH ILLUSTRATIVE 

PROJECTIONS OF CALIFORNIA 
POPULATION. Van Beuren Stan
bery. The John Randolph Haynes 
and Dora Haynes Foundation, Los 
Angeles, Calif., 1960. 98 pp. $2.00 
(paperback). 

SITE PLANNING. Kevin Lynch. 
The MIT Press, Cambridge, Mass., 
1962. 248 pp. illus. biblio. $10.00. 

SPACE FOR INDUSTRY: AN 
ANALYSIS OF SITE AND LOCA
TION REQUIREMENTS. Dorothy 
A. Muncy. Technical Bulletin No. 23, 
Urban Land Institute, 1200 18th St., 
N.W., Washington, D.C. 20036, 1954. 
40 pp. $5.00 

PLANNING AND NEIGHBOR
HOOD. American Public Health As
sociation. Pub I i c Administration 
Service, 1313 E. 60th Street, Chicago, 
Ill. 60637, 1960. 94 pp., annot., biblio. 
$3.00. 

CLUSTER DEVELOPMENT. Wil
liam H. Whyte. American Conserva
tion Association, 30 Rockefeller 
Plaza, New York, N.Y, 10020, 1964. 
130 pp., illus. $3.00 (paperback). 

THE TEXT OF A MODEL ZON
ING ORDINANCE. Third Edition, 
Frederick H. Bair and Ernest R. 
Bartley, American Society of Plan
ning Officials, 1313 E. 60th Street, 
Chicago, Ill. 60637. 

HOW A REGION GROWS: AREA 
DEVELOPMENT IN THE U.S ECO
NOMY. Harvey S. Perloff, with Vera 
W. Dodds. Supplementary Paper No. 

Ancient Pit DweUings Restored 
The Soowahlie Band of Vedder 

Crossing, B.C., situated in the beauti
ful Fraser Valley, has certainly 
caught the spirit of Centennial. 

The 123-member band is currently 
restoring one of several ancient pit 

Church Built 
The Hard Way 

Cree Indians in the remote village 
of Shamattawa, 80 miles southeast 
of York Factory on Hudson Bay, will 
worship in a log church built the 
hard way. 

Spurred by 30-year-old Charles 
Arthurson, an energetic and dedi
cated Anglican catechist from Nor
way House, and a $500 gift from a 
g roup at St. Olave's church, Toronto, 
the log church is a tribute to the 
resourcefulness of the 200-member 
community where money is hard to 
come by. 

Shamattawa, at the confluence of 
God's River and Echoing River, has 
few trees. 

Each family undertook to provide 
f ive logs. The handhewn logs were 
towed several miles by the Crees and 
today the church awaits only inside 
work and furnishings. 

dwellings found on their reserve. 
The pit dwellings were used when 

very cold winters prevented the oc
cupancy of the huge eedar long
house. There is some speculation as 
to their use up until the 1860's. The 
pit dwelling consisted of a hole in 
the ground approximately 15 feet 
in diameter and 3 to 4 feet deep with 
a frame work of cedal poles erected 
over the top. The structure was then 
covered over with sod and dirt for 
good insulation. 

The completed structure looked 
like a giant mole hill. An opening at 
the top served as an entrance and 
chimney. 

There is some indication the pit 
dwellings may have been connected 
by a series of tunnels. 

The Soowahlies actually started 
work on the project in November of 
1965. Stone artifacts bave been dis
covered on the surface and more are 
expected to turn up when the ex
cavation begins. 

When completed, the restored pit 
dwelling will be used as a display 
booth for Indian handicraft. 

The estimated cost of the project 
is $2,500 with the money coming 
from federal and provincial Centen
nial grants and the Soowahlie Band 
fund. 

OCTOBER 1 967 

17, Committee for Economic De
velopment, 711 Fifth A venue, New 
York, N.Y., 10022, 1963, 147 pp. $2.25. 

SURVEY OF STATE PLANNING 
AGENCIES. A. J. Gray. In: JOUR
NAL OF THE AMERICAN INSTI
TUTE OF PLANNERS, Vol. XXVII, 
No. 4, Nov. 1961, pp. 325-331. Ameri
can Institute of Planners, 917 15th 
Street, N.W., Washington, D.C. 
20005. $2.50. 

343 In Branch 
At least 343 Indians and 187 Eski

mos are working in the field for the 
department of Indian affairs and 
northern development, a Commons 
return shows. 

Northern Development Minister 
Laing, in a written reply to David 
Orlikow (NDP- Winnipeg North), 
said 187 Eskimos are among the 
1,961 department employees work
ing in isolated areas. 

There were 343 Indians listed 
among the 2,839 employees of the 
Indian affairs branch working as 
Indian agents, placement officers, 
research offices and in similar posts. 

But Mr. Laing added that the num
ber of Indians employed may be 
larger since information on "Indian 
status" is not available for every 
employee. 

Mr. Laing told NDP Leader Doug
las that the department plans to ex
pand the adult education program 
at the File Hills Reserve in Sas
katchewan. 

He said the position of adult edu
cationist was abolished this summer 
but the program will be continued 
and expanded, using services of the 
university extension de partment and 
the manpower department. 

Exte~nsi~on Li~b~rary 
For Four Ban~ds 

"Contracts for the extension of 
library services to four Indian bands 
were recently signed with the South
east Saskatchewan Regional Li
brary," Indian Affairs Minister Ar
thur Laing said. The Cowessess, 
Ochapowace, Kahkewistahaw and 
Sakimay bands, all in the Crooked 
Lake area of the province , were the 
first in Canada to take the initiative 
in assuming responsibility for the 
provision of public library services 
as part of a regional Hbrary system. 

Negotiations between the band 
councils and the regional library 
were carried out by Mr. David Spar
vier, Canada's first professional In
dian librarian. As consultant to 
Indian and Metis communities for 
the provincial library, he is organiz
ing library services throughout the 
province on behalf of the Indian 
people. 
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Hope For The Future 
Part 3 of a series by I rene Hewitt 

An Evening At The 
"Very few people have any idea 

just how much the Reeds do at the 
Centre," Mr. Larson had remarked. 

Certainly Kris puts in long hours; 
Jack, too, for when he's not on shift 
(he works at Schist Mine), he coun
sels the Indians, takes part in Centre 
activities, and attends to the book
keeping and other administrative 
details. Living at the Centre, the 
Reeds are on call twenty-fours a day, 
seven days a week, but they seem 
to thrive on it. Their interest and 
enthusiasm are boundless. 

I spent the most delightful evening 
with them. Not that Kris had much 
time for visiting, though. She was 
trying to round up one of the guests 
scheduled for X-rays in the morning; 
it was time for his eight o'clock 
medication and he hadn't come in 
yet. "I'll be with you later. Jack can 
answer any questions you might 
have better than I can, anyhow." 

And Jack certainly had answers. I 
had hoped to find out about the 
operation of the Centre, something 
about its guests and how they re
acted to our way of life. All this I 
learned, but in addition I was being 
treated to a cram course of how In
dians were governed, life on north
ern reserves, Indian customs and 
traditions - and it was fascinating. 

Kris, dressed for outside, stopped 
by, "I've phoned and phoned, but I 
just can't locate 'Mr. Sayhes' any
where." 

"Well, you're surely not going out 
looking for him, are you?" Clearly 
Jack wouldn't have been surprised 
if she were. 

"No, but I think I better go over 
to the hospital and find out if it's 
O.K. if he takes the medicine later. 
He's not supposed to have anything 
to eat and drink after nine o'clock." 

Keith, Reed's teen-aged son (black
haired and dark-eyed like his mother, 
fair-skinned like his father) and a 
chum came in for a brief visit. 
Sheena (the perfect name for a girl 
with long, shimmering red hair) 
served coffee to her dad and me, 
and then stayed to listen. 

An unusual picture had intrigued 
me. Jack was explaining that the 
intricate, symmetrical design on the 
birch bark had been chewed out by 
an Indian woman; so skilled was 
she that she could even chew com
plete pictures such as an Indian 
paddling a canoe on unmarked 
pieces of birch bark. Two young 
Indian girls would be demonstrating 
this art at the Trout Festival. 

"And speaking of the Festival -
we plan to enter a float from the 
Centre. Here are sketches of some 
ideas I've had." Jack was quite an 
artist himself. 

Kristina was back. "It'll be O.K. as 
long as he gets the medicine before 
eleven." 

I admired the beautiful handcraft 
display being assembled for exhibit 
and sale at the Trout Festival -
lapel pins of dainty, fur-trimmed 
mukluks, tiny, tiny beaded gauntlets 
and beaded Centennial items -
lovely, Indian medallions, purses, 
bill-folds, head-bands, crests. "Kris 
worked out the Centennial emblem 
design and then had some of the 
Indian and Metis women make them 
up." 

"Here's some of Kris' own work." 
Jack showed me a purse-type medal
lion. "This will be worn by one of 
the dancers at Expo; he's a teacher 
at Frontier College (Cranberry 
Portage, Man.). There are no pockets 
in his costume and he asked Kris 
to design something where he could 
keep his money." 

Kris laughed, "Remember the time 
'Helena' had with her beads. She 
was color-blind and had to arrange 
them in a certain order. Jack was 
always teasing her that he had 
mixed them up." 

Helena, a former guest, had taken 
her grade twelve in a white com
munity; she had chosen to marry 
an Indian lad and live on a northern 
reserve. 

"We had such fun with her; she 
often writes us. The other day she 
sent her glasses with a note, 'Please 
have repaired and returned as soon 
as possible. I'm not always sure 
which end of the baby I'm pinning 
the diaper on'." 

"You can see the difference school
ing makes," Jack said, "when you 
compare the youth, educated Indians 
and Metis with the older ones who 
have had scarcely any schooling and 
never been able to settle at anything. 
We had some really fine young men 
stay here on their way to Thompson 
for jobs." 

"I was thinking of Elise today and 
wondering how she was managing," 
Kris remarked. 

"Yon know, people don' t usually 
think of the Indians having a sense 
of humor, but when you get to know 
them you'd be amazed," Jack com
mented. "Take Elise, for example, 
she was in the hospital with her 
twenty - second confinement, b u t 
when Kris remarked, "My, but 
you've had a large family! ", she 
just grinned and said, "Yes, and just 
think, we haven't even had our 
honeymoon yet." 

Jack handed me a book. "You 
might be interested in my notes. I 
thought I'd like to keep a record 
of some of the guests, sort of thumb
nail sketches, and humorous, human
interest happenings." 
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Centre 
There were delightful stories and 

sketches, here - well set up, too. 
'Fred' was one guest about whom 

Jack had written. A fisherman, he 
frequently dropped in at the Centre 
when passing through on trips to his 
various camps. Always happy and 
optimistic, he smiled if the fishing 
was good; he smiled when it wasn't 
- "It'll be better tomorrow." 

One evening the Board met in the 
recreation room. The discussion, 
though business-like, was lively, 
even noisy. Fred opened the door, 
peeked in, and apologized with a 
grin, "Oh! Sorry, I thought TV was 
on and it was Tarzan and the Apes." 

Kris showed me a colored snap of 
Sally, the little six-year-old the 
family called 'Little Chipmunk' -
what a darling! Sally had stayed at 
the Centre for several weeks, thor
oughly revelling in car rides, curling 
games and everything Flin Flon had 
to offer. She would try to help Kris, 
chattering in Cree as she emptied 
ash trays and wastebaskets, but 
soon she'd see a chance for fun -
squirting water, pulling paper towels 
from the dispenser and so forth. 
Her only pair of slacks she ruined 
washing in strong soap and a half 
gallon of bleach. She was sad when 
it came time to leave the Centre; 
the last evening she sat quietly on 
a stool for several hours just watch
ing Jack at his desk. Then, smiling 
shyly, she said her first and last 
words to him, "Good night." The 
next day she left, proudly wearing 
bright pink slacks Kris had bought 
her and carrying a colored snap 
Jack had taken. 

Few guests stay longer than two 
or three weeks; Nancy, though, was 
here for nearly six months. There 
was no future for her in her native 
environment; she was not yet ready 
to live in a white one. 

Her stay at the Centre made it 
possible for her to adjust to life in 
a large community. The Reeds were 
so proud of her. "By the time she left 
she'd become a dandy shopper. 
She'd do errands for the Indians at 
the hospital; sometimes she'd be 
carrying nearly forty dollars, and 
she'd shop around to make sure she'd 
be getting them the best possible 
buy. She's working now and plan
ning to take Upgrading Classes in 
the fall." 

I remarked, "Eating at the Cafe 
as they do, the Indians right out of 
the wilderness have to contend with 
the traffic on Main Street. I imagine 
they must be terrified of the cars." 

"Actually the cars don' t seem to 
bother them as much as dogs on 
the loose. They're really frightened 
of stray dogs." 

- Continued on Page 14 
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before sunrise tomorrow, I wish to replied: "I must be speaking in para- are more things in God's universe 
say good-bye to you now." bles. You will understand some day." over which the Devil has been given 

Pauline paled as she answered: "You are turning to be a preach- power than the wise of the world 
"If it has to be so, let it be so." " · d T t k' 1 "Y 'd would care to know." er, parne o o moe mg y. ou 

The Trai of Han a 
She could not find words to express be surprised," said Daniel, "I am 
her feelings. She added casually: "I no longer a heathen. I have felt 
will have your breakfast ready in these last days an unseen force bend 
the kitchen, and I will pack a lunch my will against my desires. It is not 
for you. You get it before you leave my grandfather who spoke to me, 
... and here are your wages ... I nor did I have any dreams. I begin 
wish I would see you again, to see a light and to feel the guiding 
Daniel ... ," she added, blushing hand · of some one greater than a 

Toto, sensing his friend's anger, 
changed the subject: "Dan, we are 
camping here tonight, the very spot 
where Dutch Henry Jones and the 
Pigeon-Toed Kid have so often stop
ped. They were the last range out
laws of the range in these parts, 
until the arm of the law finally 
caught up with them." 

The st~ry to now: Daniel Little ( Hanpo), g randson of the Sun-Dreamer, 
brought up 1n a Government Indian school, returns to Wood Mountain quite 
bewildered by hi s education . His grandfather wonts him to marry the Doe
Maiden, daughter of a La kota woman and of a white man. At the death of 
his grandfather Daniel showed a great sorrow, and although he loved the Doe
Maiden, he left his home, with his friend, Toto, and went to Poplar, Montana , 
where he meets attractive Paul ine Ramsay. 

On the occasion of a rain-donee, Daniel and his friend nearly got into 
trou ble . 

Having been rescued by a friend, Daniel went back to work at the 
Ramsay ranch. He realizes that Pauline is falling in love with him. 

Cha,pter IX-The lnher·itance 

The next day a letter came to 
Daniel summoning him to appear 
in person at the Agency Super
intendent's office, in Poplar. Borrow
ing Mrs. Ramsay's car, Daniel went 
to the Indian office; there he found 
out that his grandfather had sold 
all his land in the Pine Ridge reserva
tion in South Dakota, and that he, 
Daniel Little, was the sole heir. The 
money was to be released to him 
upon the death of his grandfather. 

Daniel was moved to tears by the 
kind solicitude of his grandfather in 
providing thus for him. The sixteen 
hundred acres of grazing land had 
been sold for a little over two 
thousand dollars. The sum was to be 
deposited to his account at the bank 
in Assiniboia, Sask., as soon as 
Daniel could prove his identity. The 
necessary papers were signed and 
notarized, and in a few minutes 
Daniel was, by his own standards, a 
rich man. 

As he drove back to the ranch 
he pondered: Now I have to return 
to Canada. I will seek my friend 
LeBegue's advice. I have a chance to 
do good. I do not want this money to 
be squandered away. 

Daniel kept secret his windfall. 
He went on working at the ranch 
all afternoon, and only towards eve
ning did he tell his pal, Toto: "Kola, 
now I am a rich man! I must go 
back to Wood Mountain and I will 
build myself a house, and a work
shop, and I will buy a car. Do you 
wish to be my partner?" 

"I sure do," answered Toto, "and 
who are you building the house for? 
Surely your white lady friend will 
not want to live in Canada .. . Have 
you forgotten the Doe-Maiden?" 

"Perhaps you should marry Lucy 
Bearchild and have the house," re
plied Daniel, "I may remain single 
for a long time." 

"That remains to be seen," said 
Toto, suddenly growing serious. The 
thought of marrying Lucy Bearchild 

was dawning upon him as a pleasant 
possibility. 

Late that evening Daniel wrote a 
letter to LeBegue, advising him of 
his return to Wood Mountain. He 
had resolved to forego Pauline's love, 
much against his sentiments. The 
image of the Doe-Maiden kept float
ing in his imagination ... she was 
of his people, she liked him. Pauline, 
on the other hand, was a white wo
man, serious and understanding, it 
is true, but what were the chances 
of happiness for them? Daniel did 
not feel it would be fair to her, and 
he knew, deep in his heart, that he 
could not wipe away his ancestry 
and take upon himself the burdens 
and the complexity of the white 
man's way of life. 

Pauline was quick to notice the 
silence and the restlessness of 
Daniel. 

"What is on your mind, Daniel?" 
she asked as they were driving to 
town. "Are you not happy here? I 
really cannot understand you at 
times. You know I love you, and in 
a matter of time we could per
haps ... " 

Daniel looked at her pleadingly: 
"No, it is not you," he answered, "it 
is something much more important. 
I must go back to my people. I came 
out here to try and forget my grand
father's death, to seek a new interest 
in life, and yet I have not found 
what I wanted; my grandfather calls 
me back to do what he could not do, 
and now I must obey him." 

With tears in her eyes Pauline 
said: "I knew it would come to this, 
but not so soon .. . " She gripped his 
hand. "Dan, don't you love me? why 
can't we stay here?" 

" I am sorry, r eally," replied 
Daniel, with emotion. " But I see the 
way I must follow now. Pauline, you 
are the most lovable woman I have 
known ever, and I love you for what 
you are. But there is much between 
the two of us that is left in the dark, 
like a wall that keeps my people 
away from your people . .. Your 

God and my God have made us with 
different ideas . .. let us remain 
friends, and wait; someday, per
haps ... " 

Pauline was sobbing. Taking hold 
upon herself, she wiped her tears: 
"So be it, Daniel. Just remember, 
please, that I will never forget you. 
I guess I let my heart speak too 
quickly ... just the same, Daniel, 
you are a fine man, and, to speak 
frankly, I would not mind waiting 
if there was any hope ... " 

"I am leaving day after tomor
row," said Daniel, "I hope I am not 
too late to plant a crop on my land. 
I wrote my friend LeBegue last night 
asking him to do the work for me, 
as I have nothing to work with just 
now ... " 

"What?" asked Pauline, com· 
pletely recovered from her emotion
al spell, "how can you afford to 
hire a white man to do your work? 
How did you get rich overnight?" 

"Well, since you ask," replied 
Daniel, "my grandfather willed me 
over two thousand dollars, and it is 
my duty to use that money the way 
he wanted it to be ... I cannot wait 
. . . it is now the middle of June. 
I'll find some one for your work, I 
have already asked Claude Bear
child and he is willing to come to 
take my place." 

They met the Oriental Limited at 
Wolf Point, and Pauline's mother 
alighted from the train. The return 
trip to the ranch was made quickly; 
Daniel driving, and not able to put 
a word edgewise in the rapid con
versation between mother and daugh
ter. Daniel thought: I am quite sure 
I do not belong to this world, as he 
reflected on the topics of conversa
tion. The white people would not 
accept me ... and I could not accept 
them either. 

And he felt happy over the thought 
of returning home. 

* * * 
Wishing to recapture for the last 

time, perhaps, the glamour of the 

violently. mortal. I believe in God, Toto." 
Daniel looked at her softly, and, As Daniel spoke this simple pro-

accepting the money, he said simply: fession of faith his voice had taken 
"Thank you." by 

Ablo-HoksUa 
and 

Woonkapi-Sni 

an unusual gravity; he had spoken 
Before retiring, by the light of a slowly and respectfully. Toto ceased 

little oil lamp, Daniel wrote a long smiling: "I t hink I understand your 
letter to Pauline, pouring out his parable now," he said. 
pent-up feelings; he had to go, and 
yet he wanted to remain. The friends spurred their horses 

and covered many miles without a 
word. They reached the Forks of the 

Chapter X-The Fort Peck Trail Poplar river, some 30 miles North of 
past, Daniel suggested to his pal 
Toto: "We shoul<1 follow the old 
Fort Peck trail on horseback when 
we retur n to Wood Mountain." 
"What is the idea.?" queried Toto, 
"getting romantic <:~.gain ... it would 
be easier to sell our· ponies and travel 
in style; we are rich now ... " 

"That is what you think," replied 
Daniel, "by the tirne we are settled 
down in my new I-wuse, there won't 
be a penny left, until the crop is 
harvested. By the way, what about 
the Wood Mountain rodeo next 
month? You and I can clean up 
some pocket mone;y there. And with
out our ponies whE~re would we be?" 

"I guess you're right," replied 
Toto. "It will be ~ood to travel the 
old trail, even if it takes two days. 
I am an old man, ha! I will tell you 
stories I know about the trail. It 
will keep you from thinking too hard 
of your friend P::tuline," he added 
with a mischievou:g smile. 

"You clown," gibed Daniel, "what 
you really wish to do is forget about 
your sweet Lucy." 

" I have no such idea, and she is 
coming to the ro~~o anyway. I asked 
her to come." 

"I g uess yo~ vant me to invite 
Mrs. Ramsay," r torted Daniel dry
ly. 

"You don't need to, she will be 
there, if she love~ you at all," said 
Toto, "it will be t un to watch you, 
torn between ht~r and the Doe
Maiden." 

Early in the morning Pauline was 
up. She heard no noise in the ranch 
home. She thought: 'Perhaps the 
boys have not gone yet . . . How I 
wish I could have kept Daniel 
here ... !' She went to the kitchen, 
and there she saw the remains of 
the breakfast of the two pals. As she 
began to put away the dishes she 
saw a letter on the table. Her heart 
skipped a beat as she tore it open, 
it was from Daniel. 
'Tehila, 

'I am leaving you with a broken 
heart, but I feel it is better for both 
of us that we should part. When the 
sun has risen I will be on my way 
back to the land of my grandfather. 
My trail leads me away from you, 
back to my own people. I hope the 
wound I am causing you will heal 
quickly. It is better for you to forget 
me, you will be happier without 
me .. .' 

Pauline felt tears coming to her 
eyes; she sat down by the window, 
reading carefully every word, and 
when she was finished she lay her 
head upon the table and sobbed for 
a long time. Her mother heard her, 
and called out: "Are you crying, 
Pauline?" "No, mother ... at least 
I do not want to, it is nothing ... " 
answered Pauline in a husky voice. 
She thought it was no use trying to 
explain to her mother her heart
break, she might be ridiculed. And 
she set herself silently at the day's 
task. 

"You are cruel," replied Daniel. Daniel and Toto were already 
He was not laughing any more. "Let many miles away when the sun had 
us be sensible fc>r once, and talk risen. In their long journey to the 
business." North, they were silent for a while, 

And thus, far into the night, the then Daniel spoke: 
two pals discussed their plans for "Well, kola, we are travelling a 
the future. new trail today; this may be the last 

Their last day at the ranch, Daniel fork on the road ... " 
and Toto worked fast and late. By \ "I do not understand what you 
evening the last tronco was broken mean," replied Toto, "I thought we 
in. had agreed on travelling the old trail 

After the even.ing meal, Daniel to Wood Mountain, and I do not see 
told Pauline: "Ml"s. Ramsay, this is any forks on the road." 
our last day hen~. We are leaving Daniel smiled to himself as he 

Poplar, by noon. Having stopped at 
the nearby town of Bredette for 
lunch, they rested for several hours 
as the sun was too hot. In the mid
afternoon they resumed their trip. 
Passing by a place known to the 
Lakotas as the 'Place of the Skulls' 
(Wicapa-Yanka), Toto remarked: "I 
wonder whose skull it was that gave 
a name to this place?" 

"An Indian's, no doubt," replied 
Daniel, "for it is only Indians who 
are laid where they can be seen and 
where they can speak to us ... " 
-"Speak to us, did you say?" 

asked Toto. 
- "Yes, certainly. What the eye 

sees enters the mind and the soul. 
So when we see the remains of the 
dead, many things enter our hearts 
which are good." 

"Dan, I ain't so dumb as to have 
to trample upon the bones of our 
dead to remind myself of some better 
things." Toto's reply sped like an 
arrow; he added solemnly: "As for 
myself, I prefer a deep grave." 

They pursued their travels until 
early evening, when they reached the 
place called in Lakota: 'Sunkakan 
Tipi', the Medicine Lodge Horses. 

In the quivering blue haze which 
cloaked the horizon, slowly turning 
to red where the sun sets, the two 
companions stood for a moment en
tranced by the beauty of the scene. 
Daniel spoke again: "I wonder where 
the medicine mustangs are today? 
It is said that they used to range and 
live in the bowels of these hills." 

The four twin buttes rose silently, 
but no preternatural form could be 
seen. Toto replied: "Dead of course; 
they were plain horses which be
longed to no one. They were chased 
so long that they learned to elude 
their pursuers so well that seemed 
to disappear in the bowels of the 
earth. Our people were supersti
tious !" concluded Toto. 

"I have yet to learn of a people 
in this world who have no supersti
tions," replied Daniel hotly. "There 

Daniel was still engrossed in his 
thoughts, as he remarked: "Yes ... 
these fellows did their stealing open
ly. If they had been civilized they 
would have done it under cover and 
would probably have never been 
caught." 

At this moment an antelope jump
ed into view from a dry slough bed. 
In no time, forgetting their argu
ment, the two friends reached for 
their rifles, and their shots struck 
true. 

Under the twinkling stars, and a 
full moon peeping over the ridge of 
the hills, in the shelter of tall cotton
trees, the camp fire glowed, over 
which venison was roasting. Down 
wind coyotes were barking, the cool
ing night breeze was loaded with 
the aroma of blooming sage, and 
peace reigned on the prairies. 

Favoured by an early start the 
next day, Daniel and Toto reached 
Coal Creek (Maka-sapa Walcpa) at 
the Canadian boundary line. The 
next halt was at Loves-War Creek 
(Kikunla Tawakpa). This Loves
War was the last Lakota to fight as 
an Indian guerilla in Canada, when 
he encountered a party of Crees near 
Twelve-Mile Lake. They were near
ing home, and the thought cheered 
them considerably. Daniel was in a 
happy mood, and Toto was singing 
the beautiful warrior's love song: 

Ehanna ociciyake qon 
Taku ayape huwe? 
Wanas inawakiye 
Sehanle hecanuhe sni. 
Ehanna ociciyah:e qon 
Taku ayape huwe? 
Wanas hinknawaton we 
Sehanle hecanuhe sni. 
* (Long ago I told it to you -

Why did you wait - I have now 
quit - You may keep on as you do. 
- Long ago I told it to you, - Why 
did you wait? - I am now married 
- You may keep on as you do.) 

As he was listening, Daniel's 
thoughts turned to the Doe-Maiden. 
Would she still be waiting for him? 

When Toto finished he interrupted 
Daniel's meditation: "You know 
Dan, the warrior to whom the 
maiden sang this song was just like 
you. A fool who lost his head over 
the thrills of adventure over lonely 
trails. The maiden who loved him 
lost patience and married some one 
else. I can see you fifty years from 
now, like old Dog-Head who lived 

- Continued on Page 12 
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A Clash 01 Values 
Our bush plane, a squatty, pre-war 

Norseman, droned like a millsaw as 
it dipped over Wild Potato Lake. 
Finally, after 2,000 miles of restless 
travel, and with the last fifty miles 
of water and trees and muskeg the 
longest stretch of it all, we looked 
down below us in a minor panic of 
fear and relief at our new home 
among the Ojibway Indians of 
Northwestern Ontario. 

Somewhere down below us, in that 
forgotten land of forgotten people, 
my family and I were to settle for 
the next twenty-six months. Who 
would ever dream that in that emp
tiness, on that little slip of land 
nudging the shore of the Seine River 
was a school? It was a wild place. 
There were no roads. Only a few 
trails wound tortuously over rocky 
inlets, through dense spruce and 
jackpine bush. There were no com
forts of the "Outside" there. No 
television aerials poked their ugly 
maze against the sky. Far, far away 
were electric blankets and toasters, 
mixmasters and Schick razors. Fall 
would soon be in the air with heavy 
rains, followed by six months of 
s ub-zero weather. 

Well, I had asked for it. There was 
no point in looking back. Only an 
unlimited horizon of wilderness 
closed us in. I wanted to live with 
and teach primitive Indians. I had 
bargained from my distant arm
chair, for a 1ife without a lot of 
fretting and discussing and analyz
ing of the unnecessary things of 
life. I had wanted to taste of sim
plicity and a life of nerveless work. 
I wanted to lick some of the modern 
man's complexes by seeing the 
world of nature through the eyes of 
the men who live in deep woods and 
in silences and taste some real free
dom, possibly some happiness in the 
bargain. 

And here I was, officially appoint
ed, signed, sealed and flown in to 
act as principal, handyman, teacher 
of adults and children, half-baked 
mechanic, medical dispenser and 
holder of the village weeping towel, 
for the forty families whose cabins 
and wigwams peeked at us from be
hind the poplars. With all our world
ly belongings oiled around us, my 
wife, four children and I - the sole 
white family - were the cause of a 
few raised eyebrows, even from the 
stolid Ojibways. 

A Smile in the Dark 

They were almost pathologically 
shy at first. Some people almost 
turned their backs in their retiring 
confusion. But they all shook hands 
and smiled. Someone has said that 
a smile is the ultimate surrender of 
anxiety_ I felt I had a little to worry 
about as just about all of the people, 
from the toothless old grannies to 
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the smallest children echoed what 
was to become the familiar hello -
"B'jou." 

Our first home invitation came in 
the form of a pow-wow, held in one 
of the larger shacks. The stars were 
almost bursting with light. Waves 
swished gently on the rocks and the 
wind off the lake touched the trem
bling aspens and the forest vibrated 
with night music. 

Abruptly in the blackness of our 
footpath in the bush, a cabin stopped 
us. From inside came the soft strum
ming of a guitar and the cords from 
an accordion and the murmuring in 
Ojibway: "Kaomagewinini ... Kao
mage ... the teacher, the man-who
walks- in- the- school." We entered 
quickly to shut out the mosquitoes 
and the room fell strangely silent. 
It was pitch black. 

Suddenly someone struck a match, 
a hand appeared and groped for a 
coaloil lamp and the ring of Oriental 
faces glowed passively, unseeing, 
yet allseeing, and the black eyes 
squinted in the new light. The music 
began guardedly, slowly testing our 
reactions. In time the soft whisper
ing began, furtive smiles flitted 
across the room and the instruments 
became louder, telling us we were 
welcome. 

City Books for Bush People 

The children who studied me that 
first morning of my little "school" 
assembly, were from age six to fif
teen, in every grade from kinder
garten (Basic English) to Grade V. 
Over half could not converse at all 
in English, a few knew a rudimen
tary smattering of words, and only 
five could speak without hesitancy. 

The course of study naively pre
scribed art, music, handicrafts. 
health, English, mathematics and 
physical education, all taken from 
textbooks written for city children, 
and with little relevancy for bush 
children. Combined with janitor 
work, which included keeping the 
huge log stove sizzling and the wood 
cut for its voracious appetite, there 
was a hot milk and biscuit break 
that required, as did our teacherage, 
an uphill haul of water from the 
lake. It was a job designed · for a 
combination Pestalozzi, Montessori 
and Don Bosco. 

These were the true Lake People, 
the Anishinabe, as they called them
selves; a once proud and numerous 
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tribe of wigwam folk, whose colorful 
words still echo in so many northern 
towns and lakes: Namakan, Saga
nagan; Ishpeming, Kawene, Kaka
baka. 

Culture Born of Poverty 

They were a stock with no philo
sophy, no written language, no fine 
arts. Their culture was mainly one 
of poverty and food-getting when I 
landed among them. They belonged 
to no labor unions, never voted or 
visited an art gallery or museum, 
or heard a concert or wrote poetry. 
Medical care among the older people 
was despised as white man's medi
cine. The hospital, until recent years, 
was the charnel house: the place to 
die. 

Children were initiated early into 
sex, with ten people often sharing a 
single roomed cabin. Free unions of 
young people were allowed, but 
monogamy was the rule once the 
female proved worthy or capable of 
bearing a child. 

As a community they had little 
use for Christianity and mistrusted 
the Federal or Provincial govern
ment officials. They were true aliens 
in their own country and only 
foraged to town on occasion to get 
clothes and supplies, usually bootleg
ged liquor, and returned quickly to 
their patch of wilderness. They in
habited a marginal world and felt 
useless to life on the "Outside," fully 
convinced that few people had any 
interest in them. And, of course, few 
people did have any interest in them, 
as I was to discover. 

The Joys of a Log Cabin 

Thoreau, the apostle of simplicity, 
would exult in an Ojibway's home. 
The sparse cabin is shockingly stark 
to newcomers from gadgetland. 
Usually about 20 x 16 feet, resting on 
logs or rocks on each corner and 
chinked with sphargum moss to keep 
out the north wind, the Indian cabin, 
when well built, is a thing of beauty 
and, if not a joy forever, then cer
tainly for a decade or two. 

There is something cozy about 
living in a log cabin. I have spent 
hundreds of nights in them and the 
smell and touch of woods; the yel
low light spearing into the winter 
snow; the sputtering Air-Tite cherry 
red tin stove; the brush of tamarack 
boughs on the roof; the quiet earthy 

-Continued Next Page 

There were n·o roads - no comforts of the 110utside11
- on11y 

wilderness to greet this teacher and ·hi·s ·family, and a new set 
of values. 
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• • • Values 
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peace makes the split level ranch 
house with its electronic stove (for 
heating TV dinners), radiant heating 
and thermopane windows seem to be 
pampering to the extreme. 

Problems of Helping 
The Oblates of Mary Immaculate 

who labor among the Indians have 
a long range view. They placidly ad
mit that the work of education and 
evangelization will take 100 years. 
Social workers, health officers and 
teachers, by and large, are attempt
ing to raise the Indian level of living 
up to the middle class range and to 
incorporate Indian life into that 
class. This is doing a lot of harm 
from a psychological point of view. 
The values of the Canadian middle 
classes, like their American cousins, 
are no less hopelessly out of touch 
with reality as are the Indians' 
eroded values. Middle classers are 
normally dedicated to prestige sym
bols, machine culture, cliches, or
ganization and are absurdly over
anxious about money. Forcing In· 
dian lads into factories or cities to 
walk the streets and the unemploy
ment treadmill is cruelty to the ex
treme. 

Stranqe 
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Virtues in Exile 
The big difference in Indian cul

ture and white upwardly mobile, 
"high living standard" contortions is 
that the Indian takes pain in doing 
without things in order to simpify 
life. The needs and wants of the 
suburbanite are infinite. This is the 
fateful difference between all primi· 
tive people and mechanized people. 

The Indian's chief virtue, I've 
learned in the past eight years of 
work with them, lies in their ability 
to be able to savour the pleasures of 
the moment. They live in the imme
diate present and this is to his ever
lasting credit. For him to lose this 
completely and succumb to the over
wrought anxiety, dollar worship of 
white middle classes would be the 
end of him as a person. I fail to 
understand social workers who think 
that a class of people who can grasp 
the reality of the day-by-day life 
have a negative value. 

Forgotten Values 
There are many aspects of Indian 

life that could be improved. To 
ascribe the usual valences like 
"shiftless," "dirty," "wasteful" and 
other handy labels to people who 
despise competition and the phony 
values of the strivers is an indica
tion of the gulf that separates the 
white do-gooders from their Indian 
brothers. 

But True 
IHE" 'POOR CLARES OF CAMEROON, 

FASiEST GROWING CONT£MPLAn'f'E 
COMMUNITY IN 'THE WORLD AT 

J'R&:SENT, ARE CALLED 1't> 
PRAYER BY DRUM / 

7HE" NUNS HAVE BE£}/ 
ENCOURAGED 70 RE.TAIN 

AND ADAPT 71?ADinONAl. 
EL'£MENTS OF 71/EI/i! 

LOCAL ~UL7VRE", 

niE POPULAR GAME Of DOMINOES t~~.~~~5 
WAS INVENTED IN "ffiE 181!1 CENTlJRY BY 'TWO . ~ 
FRENCH MONKS Wt-10 PLAYED WITH SQUAR£ STONES ON WHICH SPOTS 
HAD nEEN MARKE-D. AS lHE MONKS WER£ BOUND GV VOWS OF SILENCE'", 
Tl-iE WINNER OF" EACH GAM!; CALLED OUT" ~OI)(IT DOMINUS MEo''- iflE 'FIRST 
l.IN£" Of "THE VESP£R SERviCE AND THIS WAS LATE'R SKORTEN£D 10 DOMINO. 
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Two things became clear to me in 
teaching Indian children. You cannot 
hurry them or show anger. So con
ditioned are they to tolerance and 
the bearing of each other's presences 
in a communal atmosphere that 
anger can only produce laughter or 
disrespect. 

They have prodigious patience in 
the face of miseries and dangers. 
Instinctively they know that they 
cannot change what nature dictates 
at the moment. They start across a 
lake and a storm breaks loose. They 
put into an island and often wait for 
days in acceptance. They don't chafe 
when, after a thirty-mile snowshoe 
tramp around their trapline in -30 
weather, their traps yield nothing. 
Some call it fatalism. I think it is 
acceptance of what cannot be helped. 
It is the only practical outlook in 
their harsh environment. To gnash 
one's teeth, the psychiatrists tell us, 
is bad for one's stomach. Laughter 
is the most common denominator in 
Indian life. After a brief spell on the 
Outside one realizes this immediate
ly. On the reserve there is little 
whinning and griping and shedding 
of crocodile tears about life. 

I often wonder who taught who 
the most. I do know that I could 
never laugh as much in the company 
of those grim early morning city
bound commuters who gird their 
loins against the rising smog and 
the cold streets. No one has been 
able to prove to me that the Indian 
way, the laughing way, is not the 
better way of life. 

By their fruits you shall know 
them. 

Among the Ojibways the constant 
clash of values has created the per
fect climate for escapism into alco
hol. And because of lack of tolerance 
for this drug, the average Indian 
succumbs easily. Consequently white 
communities around Indian reserves 
lump all Indians into a stereotype 
of the shiftless drunk. The wheel 
turns round and soon they become 
more distrusted. Usually the worst 
enemies of the Indians are those 
who have never put a foot on a re
serve or know anything about inti
mate Indian life because they live in 
different psychological as well as in 
geographical exclusion. The Indians 
might just as well be living in Japan 
for all the average Canadian knows 
or cares about them. 

The Indians are about 225,000 
strong here in Canada, somewhat 
defeated but still spirited. Mistreated 
for so many generations, all but for
gotten, Indians find somehow a 
willingness to forget, to start afresh, 
to share life with this strange thing. 
They don't say much. After all, what 
are words without action? Their real 
meaning is found in the look, the 
wave, the smile, the laugh, the help 
over the portage, the lift of one end 
of the canoe, the mild joke about the 
lightness of your load, the warning 
about fast water. 

These signs are always humbling 
for the white man. 
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For the vast majority of the 50,000 
Chamula, however, there has been 
no change from the traditional 
witchcraft. 

But now, once again, the Chamula 
are threatened. The threat comes in 
the person of the first resident priest 
in 300 years. 

Bishop Samuele Ruiz Garcia of 
San Cristobal de Las Casas in Chia
pas state, in which the Chamula live, 
was the moving force in re-establish
ing a priest in the church. He had 
the cooperation of the Mexican gov
ernment, which persuaded the elders 
to allow such a move. 

It was on March 13, 1966, that Fr. 
Hernandez came to San Juan Cha
mula to stay. 

He was greeted by a mass meeting 
with all the elders and perhaps 500 
or 600 other persons. They made the 
terms clear to the priest: 

What he did was what he would 
be allowed to do. The church itself 
belonged to the elders and he would 
be permitted to say Mass only in 
the very front at the altar. If he at
tempted to use more of the church 
or if he said Mass anywhere outside 
of the church, he would be killed. 

The ·elders reminded him grimly 
of the killing of the last priest who 
had tried to work among them in 
1865. The threat was clear. 

Father Hernandez told the elders 
and the people that he understood. 

For the pa,st 13 months, Fr. Her
nandez has been slowly, very slowly, 
inching ahead toward his two goals 
of converting the people to Chris
tianity and improving their material 
lives. 

"I must work quietly, surrepti
tiously. I can't forbid them anything. 
As they accept the new ideas, they 
will leave the old," he said. 

He chooses, instead of attempting 
to force the people to change, to 
show them by example and by teach
ing what he is trying to do. 

In the courtyard beside the 
church, he has a flock of chickens 
and some rabbits which he feeds 
well and protects with vaccine 
against typhoid and cholera. His 
chickens are fatter and healthier 
than those of the rest of the people 
and the Chamula are now beginning 
to get vaccine from him for their 
own flocks. 

In the former convent which ad
joins the church, the elders have 
permitted the priest to use some of 
the rooms. One of these is a dis
pensary where medicine is kept; one 
is a room where the two nuns now 
stationed at the church teach sew
ing ; one is a library; one is a small 
classroom; and there are small 
rooms where the nuns live and a 
smaller, musty little room where Fr. 
Hernandez lives. 
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He would like to put some win
dows in his room, but the elders 
have refused this request. 

The steps he takes in the church 
itself and in general work with the 
Chamula are small ones: an arm put 
around the shoulders of a small boy, 
a shot of pencillin for an ailing 
child, a book loaned to a girl who is 
learning to read. 

But he does not always move for
ward and the way is not always easy 
or safe. 

A few months ago, Father Hernan
dez was awakened at 4 a.m. by a 
volley of gunshots in the courtyard 
beneath his room. In the morning, 
he found his rabbits killed, some 
holes in the wall of the old convent 
and a number of spent rifle casings 
lying about. 

"The next time I went to town, I 
returned carrying a .30 calibre rifle. 
I didn't make a big show of it," the 
priest explained, "but I didn't hide 
it. Then I went to the elders and 
told them that I would shoot at any
thing in the courtyard after sun
down. I don't know if it will work 
or not. It has so far. But I really 
wouldn't shoot at a person. I just 
want to leave the impression that I 
would." 

Danger is not limited to the priest. 
He has made about 75 converts dur
ing the past year - many of whom 
are still taking instruction - and 
these people have been threatened 
with death. None of the Christians 
has been killed, but there have been 
attempts on their lives. As their 
number grows, so will the threat to 
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the tribal structure of the Chamula, 
and Father Hernandez is fearful 
that some may be killed. Murder is 
commonplace among the Chamula. 

Mexican law is practically non
existent among the tribe. The police 
of Chamula are Chamula, selected 
by the elders to carry out tribal law. 

Even within the church, it is by 
Chamula rules that affairs are run. 
Each year, a striking silver necklace, 
made of 365 coins - some dating 
from Spanish days - is taken from 
around the neck of the statue of St. 
John where it is placed each Sunday. 
(It is kept through the week by men 
especially selected for trust.) 

On this one day, the townspeople 
carry the necklace in a large pot 
filled with salt water to a gulch far 
up in the hills - a sacred spot. 

There, in pagan ceremonies, St. 
John is honored. At the end of the 
ceremonies, the salt water in which 
the necklace has been soaking is 
poured into cups and each person 
there swallows a little of it. 

The procession then wends its way 
back to the village and the necklace 
is returned to the statue. 

In the growing band of Christians, 
Father Hernandez is able to see 
some progress. They have stopped 
going to the witchdoctor and come 
instead to him for medicine. Without 
a command from him, they have 
stopped drinking the supposedly 
sacred liquor in the church. 

In a tiny village of a few dozen 
homes, a few small shops and an 
old church, in the middle of the Cha
mula tribe, Father Hernandez is 
bringing his religion and his knowl
edge to a people that are resisting 
both - but he is making some 
progress. 

The Trail Of Hanpa 
-Continued from Page 9 

alone dreaming of the ninety-nine 
war parties he followed, and of the 
imaginary lovers he never knew." 

"Do you say this to me, Toto," 
Dan queried. "You, clown, you should 
be in Hollywood, instead of mock
ing me." He laughed as he added: 
"I have not been away long enough 
to forget the Doe-Maiden, and I will 
go back to her, humbly asking her 
forgiveness ... if she refuses I will 
be another Dog-Head, and I guess I 
will be just as happy." 

Toto replied: "When you see the 
Doe-Maiden, Daniel my friend, your 
heart will cry out to her, and ou will 
not be so humble. That is if you can 
get to see her!" 

"What do you mean? asked Daniel, 
suddenly worried. "You seem to 
know something ... " - "Oh no! 
just a guess," answered Toto. "The 
only way to find out is to go 
through the ranch of LeBegue, and 
you will soon find out. That is if you 
think it is very important that you 
should know right away ... " 
· "What of it? I am going home 

first", replied Daniel; as he said 
this, his thoughts turned back to his 
late grandfather, and to the plans he 
had made before he had left Fort 
Peck. "We are settling down first, 
and see if I can get help to build a 
house right after the rodeo." 

"Now you are showing common 
sense", approved Toto. "There is 
work to be done, and we begin to
morrow." 

That same evening, as Daniel had 
gone to get his mail in town, he 
heard some one remarking casually: 
"I guess we will have a wedding 
soon. I hear she will be married 
after the rodeo." 

Daniel did not wait to hear the 
rest of the conversation in the cafe, 
but he went out suddenly, torn be
tween his pride and the desire to 
hear more. As he rode home, he kept 
revolving in his mind the past 
events; he could not shake away the 
idea that he really had left Pauline 
for the deeper and truer love he had 
for the Doe-Maiden, a love unavowed 
even to himself until now. 

(To be continued) 
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Halt 'Moral D.egradation' 

- Continued from Page 1 

"Their own communities must 
provide the soil in which growth 
and change is attainable." Even 
moving Indians away from un
healthy communities without prepar
ing them so that they can adapt in 
new communities will do little good. 

The brief noted that the Depart
ment of Indian Affairs is now 
"showing signs of relenting on its 
previous total and indiscriminate 
commitments to integration" and 
exploring community development 
principles. But "bureaucratic struc
tures" make it almost impossible for 
many civil servants to think in new 
concepts and "relinquish paternal
istic attitudes." 

The priests added, "We in the 
Church have many blind spots when 
it comes to dealing with Indian peo
ples. ' ' 

* * * 
THEY MADE four suggestions to 

the bishops: 
• A joint pastoral letter by the 

Alberta bishops focusing public at
tention on the need to solve these 
problems of Indians and Metis 
caught up in a "culture of poverty." 
Archbishop Henri Routhier, OM!, of 
Grouard-McLennan, speaking for the 
bishops, said such a joint statement 
will be prepared and likely published 
in November. 

• A team of experts, including 
missionaries and Indians who have 
been through community develop
ment experience, should be financed 
so as to make possible a visit to 
other reserves in the province to 
help Indians in development work. 

• Seminars and educational con
ferences for Indian missionaries to 
increase their efficiency on each 
reserve. 

• Financial assistance should not 
be given directly to individuals but 
made through such instrtlments as 
the Development Fund now in oper
ation on the Blackfoot Reserve. This 
is intended as a revolving loan fund 
to assist specific projects. 

* * * 
FATHERS Goutier and Kirley 

acknowledged the aid in community 
development given by the Alberta 
Community Branch, the Alberta Co
operative Association and the Com
pany of Young Canadians. But they 
added: 

"The most promising beginnings 
for community development are not 
to be found with Indian Affairs, not 
with the Band Councils, nor with 
indivitlual Indians. Each of these 
has built-in historical and cultural 
blocks. The best hope is in the forma
t ion of many new Indian groupings 
a round specific self-help projects. 

Even if the projects should fail, 
there is the inevitable and inestima
ble experience gained in the group 
process." 

Resources for self-help projects 
can be found in the white communi
ty, the priests added. But the Indians 
themselves must seek out these re
sources and they will be forthcoming 
if public opinion about the need of 
the Indian is developed. 

* * * 
COMMENTING on the b r i e f , 

Archbishop Routhier said that the 
problems outlined are more serious 
for Indians who have come to the 
cities because they have not been 
educated for urban living. And they 
come up against the indifference of 
white people "who are not socially
minded." 

The archbishop pointed out that 
for more than half a century, the 
Christian churches were the only 
ones interested in bringing educa
tion to the Indians and this was done 
without any ,government support. 

"The Churches also opened hos
pitals with no assistance from gov-
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ernment. The Churches pleaded the 
cause of the Indians and Metis elo
quently and many projects now car
ried out by government were started 
by the Churches." 

The Churches appreciate the as
sistance now given by the federal 
and provincial governments in social 
and community development, he 
added, "but it is important that 
neither the Churches nor the gov
ernment adopt a paternalistic atti
tude, rather we should be resolved 
to have the people improve their si
tuations by personal effort." 

He called for bursaries for Indian 
students to enable them to study the 
social sciences. 

Archbishop Routhier also drew 
attention to the Alberta bishops' 
desire to protect the religious educa
tion rights of Indians now that the 
provincial department of education 
is assuming more responsibility for 
the education of Indians. The bishops 
want the provincial government to 
guard those r ights as carefully as 
the federal ,government did when it 
held the major responsibility for 
educating Indians. 

- Western Catholic Reporter 

By Bill O'Malley 

' ' BU~SISTER MAUREEN, WHAT ARE YOU GoiNG TO DO WITH IT?'' 
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An Evening At The Centre 
-Continued from Page 7 

When I commented on the long 
hours they had to work, Jack re
plied, "Yes, but it's such rewarding 
work. The Indians are such "warm" 
people when you get to know them." 
(This I had already learned from 
the Directors and everyone connect
ed with the project.) "And friendly; 
we were packed to the rafters over 
Christmas but ever y time a taxi 
pulled up they'd be so excited and 
eager, just delighted someone else 
was coming.'' 

And these Indians appreciated the 
Reed's effort to make them at home 
over Christmas. Their letter to the 
editor appeared in the local paper; 
it told of the wonderful Christmas 
the Reeds had given them. Quite a 
contrast to the year before; the 
students stranded here then, had to 
spend Christmas Day in the taxi
stand. 

What a delightful couple! Kris
tina has such a buoyant personality; 
she seems to find such joy in life 

and her work. Jack's knowledge, 
understanding and enthusiasm make 
him such a good conversationalist. 
With them in charge, it's no wonder 
the Centre is such a success. 

* * * 
Epilogue: At Jack's invitation I 

stopped by to look over the proposed 
program for the coming year. The 
successful Saturday Night Socials 
will continue; films will be shown 
weekly when possible. Both the men 
and women will be taught how to 
handle interviews, especially job in
terviews. Native talent will be en
couraged; musical instruments have 
been purchased recently and are 
kept at the Centre for practice use; 
art supplies will be purchased, too. 
Arrangements were made for the 
sponsoring of three Indian children 
at a camp at Clear Lake. To help 
the natives feel they are a part of 
our community, a float with native 
theme was entered in the Trout 
Festival Parade; a booth was set up 

on 'Beaver Lake Day' with native 
women making and serving Ban
nock and tea; transportation was 
furnished so that the Indian-Metis 
people of Beaver Lake could view 
the Centennial Caravan when it is 
in Flin Flon. 

M ARRIED DEACONS 
IN PU ERTO RICO 
MIAMI, Fla. CNC)- A Chicago

born bishop who heads the Are
cibo diocese in Puerto Rico pre
dicted a "crash" program to estab
lish the permanent diaconate 
throughout the island will be pro
posed shortly by the Puerto Rican 
hierarchy. 

Bishop Alfred Mendez, CSC, f or 
more than two years repeatedly 
has advocated the married deacon 
apostolate as an answer to the 
priest shortage in Latin America. 

Opasquia Handicraft Gui ld Opens Centre 
by Mrs. Joe Jebb 

The Pas Reserve, Man. 
The Opasquia Cree Handicraft 

Centre, owned and operated by 
ladies of the Opasquia Cree Handi
craft Guild, is now open. 

The Handicraft Guild, which is 
made up of ladies from all parts of 
the reserve and Umperville Settle
ment, has come a long way in five 
years. At that time, we operated in 
a room at the old Friendship Centre 
building. The Friendship Centre 
Board had been requested by the 
Town Council to pay a property tax, 
and we closed down operations. The 
Friendship Centre still aids us by 
making referrals to us, but no longer 
do they sell our handicraft. 

The Community Development Of
ficer helped us to help ourselves be
fore, so, when John MacKenzie came 
to our area, we called upon him. We 
were not familiar with the details of 
organizat ion or the m any difficult 
problems that arise in operating a 
business. We formed t he Opasquia 
Cree Handicraft Guild, and the Com
munity Development Officer helped 
us a lot here - not by making de 
cisions for us, but rather by helping 
us make our own decisions. 

We have learned a lot in the past 
two years and we st ill have a long 
way to go, but are trying very hard. 
The Community Development Offi
cer works with us in many different 
ways in helping us help ourselves. 

The Opasquia Cree Handicraft 
Guild for the last two years has been 
meeting about two to four times a · 
month. Mrs. Joe Jebb is our presi
dent, Mrs. Evelyn Jebb is our 1st 

vice-president, Mrs. Mary Partridge 
is our 2nd vice-president, Mrs. Ella 
Young is our secretary, and Mrs. 
Gordon Lathlin, our treasurer. The 
other members are Mrs. Mary Head, 
Mrs. Carri Buck, Mrs. Emily Bignell, 
Mrs. Irene Cowely, Mrs. Mary Cowe
ly, Mrs. Marie Adele Lathlin, Mrs. 
Nancy Spence, Mrs. Madeline Con
stant, Mrs. Jemia Constant, Mrs. 
Agnes Ross, Mrs. Martha Constant, 
Mrs. Joe Ross, Mrs. Bernice Con
stant, Mrs. Bella Constant, Mrs. Ella 
Bella, Mrs. Virginia Cook, Mrs. Mary 
Highway and Mrs. Simon Ballan
tine. We always welcome new mem
bers our our Guild. 

At our meetings we talk about 
handicraft ; someone will show how 
they have learned a new way to 
make something and we discuss 
many things that pertain to our pur
chasing of supplies and selling 
handicraft . All the members of our 
Guild work t ogether towards making 
our group strong. So, you can see 
our Guild is a lot more than s imply 
a business. 

At f irst we were working primari
ly out of Mrs. Joe J ebb's house. 
Things used to get so busy at times 
a t her place that we just had to get 
another place. We used an old house 
sometimes, but that did not seem to 
be too good. Through the co-opera
tion of our Band Council and the 
Indian Affairs Department, we were 
able to obtain a new building. We 
are very glad to have this building, 
and call it The Opasquia Cree Handi
craft Centre. We sort of think that 
some day it could become the Handi-

craft Centre for Northern Manitoba. 
We have not been used to making 

a living from handicraft. Several 
years ago we used to sell handicraft 
wholesale for almost nothing. We 
are learning that we are just as cap
able as other people are, so we are 
now selling our own handicraft at a 
retail price. More and more people 
of Indian background know that 
they can make money from selling 
handicraft to people wanting to buy 
authentic Indian handicraft. 

It surprises us somet imes that 
people who want to buy only hand
made items complain so much about 
the price of these things. Consider
ing the wor k put into hand-m ade 
items the pr ice pr ovides us with very 
little money in hourly wages. And 
while the cost of ever ything else is 
going up, t he pr ice of handicraft is 
remaining pretty well t he same. 

We en joy m aking these things. We 
are always careful t o see that our 
craft is our best. 

Our Handicraft Centre is used 
both as a workshop and a store, and 
creates a var iety of items from 
m ukluks, m occasins and slippers to 
souvenirs and neckties of various 
kinds. 

Yes, we have come a long way in 
a few years and have a long road 
ahead of us yet but we a re working 
hard to make it a success. We in
vite you to come around to see us 
whenever you have t ime or when
ever you pass through this way or 
you may want to write to us a t the 
Opasquia Cree Handicraft Guild, 
The Pas Reserve, The Pas, Manitoba. 
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New Era Begins--Chief 
Neil Lou t tit, Winnipeg Free P r ess 

Chief David Couchene of Fort 
Alexander reserve, 100 miles north
east of Winnipeg, believes the four
day treaty and sports celebration 
held this summer could mark the 
beginning of a new era in the com
munity. 

"This is our first try at anything 
like this and I hope it can become 
an annual event," Chief Couchene 
said. "We want to eventually have 
at least provincial canoe racing 
championships associated with the 
event." 

The four-day event included sports 
competitions, Indian dances, modern 
dancing, displays of Indian handi
crafts, a small midway, canoe races 
and archery. 

Most of the young people on the 
reserve have never seen a pow-wow 
or Indian dances, said the chief. 

Officials said that about 5,000 
people attended the event, the 
largest crowd to ever assemble on 
he reserve. 

Chief Couchene stressed the im
portance of having as many non
Indians as possible visit the reserve 
and meet the people. 

"Even ts like this are very import
ant for both communities. We have 
to learn to play and dance together 
if we are going to work and live to
gether," he said. 

Chief Couchene said good rela
tions with non-Indian people is es
sential for the growth of the Indian 
community. 

"Events like this serve to bridge 
a gap in communications between 
the two." 

He said the reserve does not have 
a solid economic base for develop
ment . However, plans for the next 
few years call for measures to 
change this. 

"We are building a townsite, com
plete with plumbing and sewers. We 
hope to attract some light industry, 
and agricultural surveys have been 
made. Next year we expect to farm 
about 2,700 acres." 

But perhaps the biggest venture, 
said the chief, is a commercial beach, 
complete with 400 cottages, now on 
the drawing board f or the western 
section of the reserve. 

"This is quite a big chunk, but I 
think we can do it." 

He said tourist facilities are al
most natural for the area with its 
evergreen forest and sandy beaches 
on the Winnipeg River. 

"But this is one example where 
we will be directly dependent on out
siders for support. 

"I think the f uture looks very 
good, but it depends wholly on peo
ple from both communities. Young 
people on the reserve, I know, want 
to move ahead. I hope we can." 

Non-Indians, at the invitation of 
the Indians, joined in the native 

dances at the weekend pow-wow, 
and Canada's Indian Princess, Mar
lene Jackson, entertained with her 
bat on twirling act that earned ap
plause from Indian and white. 

Non- Indians sat on bleachers 
watching and cheering for Indian 
fastball teams. A non-Indian woman 
shot 10 bulls-eyes in an archery 
competition. 

A teen-aged Indian boy held hands 
with a white girl as they stood 
watching and swaying gently while 
a mixed Indian - white rock band 
played popular music. 

Chief Couchene summed up the 
whole four days: 

"Education and public relations 
between the two people is the main 
result of something like this ." 

Two Frobisher Bay girls, Annie Teemotee, 11, and Martha Killabuck, 12, rig_ht, 
get a hairdo for the first time at a special government beauty salon before leav1ng 
along with 98 other Eskimo children for a two week holiday at Expo 67, Ottawa and 
Montreal. The children were guests of the Hillcrest Community Centre of Ottawa . 

MP' s Fight Indian Causes 
Self-rule for Canada 's 220,000 In

dians was advocated by members of 
all parties in the Commons, July 4. 

MP after MP denounced white 
paternalism and prej udice and urged 
the government to let the Indians 
manage their own affairs their own 
way. 

They specifically proposed that 
Indians be given full control over 
their reserves, their welfare services 
and their police protection. This 
would reduce cultural conflicts and 
restore Indian self-confidence. 

The House passed the Indian Af
fairs Department's $228,583,720 bud
get for 1967-68 after a day-long dis
cussion of problems on reserves. 

PLEADS INDIANS' CASE 
The Indians' case was pleaded 

eloquently by Jack Bigg, PC-Atha
baska, a lawyer and former Mountie 
who has several reserves in his Al
berta riding. 

"The Indians are taught from the 
cradle to hate us," he said, because 
the white man rams his way of life 
down their throats and ignores their 
historic treaty rights involving land, 
mining, hunting and fishing. 

"I again beg that the Indian claims 
commission, promised for 50 years, 
be brought into being ... 

Mr. Bigg also suggested that an 
Indian be named head of the Indian 
Affairs branch in Ottawa and that 
more Indians be assisted to raise 
their incomes by going into cattle 
ranching and guiding f ishermen and 
hunters. 

URGES MORE SPENDING 
Ed Schreyer, NDP- Springfield, 

urged the government to invest more 
funds into its program to improve 
housing and public works on re-

serves. Too many Indian homes were 
still without electricity. 

John Reid, L-Kenora-Rainy River, 
called for greater efforts to educate 
the general public about the Indians' 
way of life and values. 

Indian Affairs Minister Laing took 
notes throughout the debate but did 
not speak. He has promised to intro
duce a revision of the Indian Act 
this fall to remove government in
terference in the administration of 
reserves. 

Dokis Wins 
Scholarship 

BY E. CARLSON 
Gerald Dokis, 24, a member of the 

Northern Ontario Dokis band, was 
recently awarded a $500 scholarship 
offered to the winner of a competi
tion sponsored by Pyrominerals 
Limited, of Sydney, Nova Scotia. 
The competition involved the design
ing of a trademark for use by the 
company. 

Mr. Dokis has just completed his 
second year at the New School of 
Art in Toronto, a school which 
boasts "no examinations, no marks, 
or grades of any kind, no rules about 
attendance," but insists on "an at
mosphere in which the individuality 
of both student and teacher will be 
given all possible freedom to de
velop." 

Interested in the Indians' expres
sion through art, Mr. Dokis has also 
been active teaching an evening art 
class at the Canadian Indian Centre 
in Toronto. 
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Sponsored By 

by Rev. A. J. Carrie1·e, OMI 

The St. John Bosco Indian-Metis 
Cultural Centre of Winnipeg spon
sored, July 24 to August 4, a recrea
tional and educational program for 
65 primary public school children. 

The program was conducted on the 
grounds of the Assiniboia School, 
under the direction of eight high 
school students from the Catholic 
Youth Centre in Minneapolis, Minn. , 
with the assistance of local high 
school students. 

The project was under the super
vision of councillors Libby Gleason, 
and Mark Scannell, both from the 
Catholic Youth Centre in Minnea
polis. 

The "playschool," conducted daily 
from 9 a .m. to 3.30 p.m., included 
arts and crafts, group songs and 
games, softball, basketball, story
telling and catechism taught with 
the Montessori technique. Mass was 
offered once a week with the play
school children. 

Love and Service 

The playschool project was suc
cessful because a large group of 
people conducted it and the children 
co-operated well with the different 
activities. 

A spirit of love and service ani
mated the leaders from Minneapolis 
and Winnipeg and made them func
t ion as a living Christian Communi
ty. 

The daily offering of the Mass was 
t he focal point of the project, the 
group participating fully in the Holy 
Sacrifice. This helped them form an 
effective Christian community be
cause Christ was with them and they 
saw Him in one another and in the 
children they looked after so well. 

To meet a group such as this gives 
, hope for the future. The priest's task 

is to provide the avenues where the 
youth can exercise Christian love for 
others. 

The Bosco Centre Ladies Auxiliary 
helped prepare the playschool and 
recruit young people from all areas 
of the city. The Society for Crippled 
Children and others transported the 
children from their homes to Assi
niboia Residential School. 

INDIAN RECORD OCTOBER 1 967 

Marlene Jackson has a little difficulty making up her mind just 
how the furniture should be placed . Helping out are Alex Daniels ( left ) 
and Bernie Jerome. Winnipeg's Indian and Metis Friendship Centre 
moved to its new quarters in September. The new quarters provide 
double the space the centre had before. Rnovations were finished in 
time for the official opening, Sept. 30. Rotarians are helpin9 the project 
financially. 

Rug Industry For Reserve 
Twenty-three Sioux Indian women 

of the Standing Buffalo Reserve in 
Saskatchewan, have officially set up 
a co-operative handicraft industry in 
native-design hooked rugs after grad
uating from a two-week course in 
rug-making techniques on August 
31. 

Mrs. Lorna Ferguson, wife of the 
regional supervisor of adult educa
tion in the Fort Qu' Appelle region, 
or.ganized the course with the help 
of several older women of the re
serve who still have knowledge of 
the time-honoured craft. 

The rugs, varying in size from two 
by three feet wall hangings to five 
by eight feet room-size rugs, are 
created with many different color 
combinations. The designs are au
thentic copies of the geometric ar
rangements in the old Sioux quill 
and headwork from clothing and 
teepees. 

Two of the older consultants to 
the new rug-making industry are 
Mrs. Martha Tawiyyaka, 92, and Mrs. 
Jessie Goodwill. Both remember the 
Sioux designs passed down through 
the generations, and are able to 
translate a good number of the story
telling designs and symbols. 

The native rugs are vividly colored 
and of high quality. Every square 
foot of rugging contains 1,600 hand
crafted knots, but an expert rug
maker can finish a square foot in 
about three hours. Prices run from 
$8 to $10 per square foot, depending 
upon the intricacy of design. 

The new industry hopes to estab
lish a sales outlet in Fort Qu' Appelle 
within a few months. At present, the 
rugs ana information about them 
may be obtained from S I 0 U X 
HANDICRAFT INDUSTRY, Box 
699, Fort Qu'Appelle, Saskatchewan. 
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