Metis books |

examined

By Susan Enge
Windspeaker Staff Writer

EDSON, Alta.

After two unsuccessful
attempts, two Metis mem-
bers gained permission to
examine the financial
records of the Metis Associ-
ation of Alberta's general
ledger and cheque registry
on Dec. 1 after filing a court
order.

Jim White, local I8 presi-
dent from Calgary and Ella
Barron, secretary of another
Calgary Local reviewed the
organization's financial
transactions over the last 15
months.

"] thought it went quite
well. But, I can't discuss it.
We're trying to do this in a
fair and reasonable manner.
And, we have to sit down
now with our legal counsel
and decide sometime in Jan-
uary what the next step is,”
commented White in a tele-
phone conversation from
Calgary.

White says he "took
notes" with the help of Bar-
ron, a bookkeeper with some
accounting experience. The
information will be distribut-
ed to Metis members who
arc dissatisfied with the
organization's financial
accountability.

Allegations of misappro-
priation of funds were being
made by Local 44's president
Sharon Johnstone-Martel
and her husband Dan Martel,
former Zone 4 vice-presi-

dent, which were endorsed
by Metis representatives
from all six zones across the
province. Since both Martels
have in turn, been accused of
misappropriating association
funds and had their member-
ships revoked by the Metis
Association last summer,
they have been unable to
access any information.

Dan Martel is pleased
with the progress but denies
White has provided him
information on the investiga-
tion's results.

"We're satisfied. The
wheels are grinding slowly,
just by getting people to look
at the books at all," said
Martel.

MAA President Larry
Desmeules has always main-
tained that the books are
available for viewing by
association members but
they must follow bylaw pro-
cedures in order to do so.

Cutbacks challenged

By Keith Matthew
Windspeaker Staff Writer

EDMONTON

Indian and Northern
Affairs Canada faces stiff
challenge from Native stu-
dents, Native education
administrators and others
concerned about post-sec-
ondary funding cutbacks.

"The process is really,
right now, to put forth this
draft proposal (as) basis for
discussion and to solicit
input from the Indian com-
munity,” said Indian Affairs
regional education superin-
tendent Dave Schepens. An
improved policy should
result, he added.

The consultation period
started "the last week or two
of August" and has been
extended from thc end of
September to "the end of
December 1988," says
Schepens.

He says the policy has
been forwarded from
Ottawa and he has been
mecting with individuals
and groups who are con-
cerned about the proposed
policy changes.

"Since we've received
the package of information
on the draft policy in Alber-
ta the process has been one
of meeting with all interest-
ed groups, particularly band
governments and larger

groups like tribal councils
and Treaty area people...to
clarify the government of
Canada's position."

The underlying idea is to
encourage "groups of peo-
ple and individuals to sub-
mit their recommendations
and concerns," he added.

Native students are con-
cerned about the latest move
to cut back their already
strained budgets and have
formed a coalition of Native
student bodies across Alber-
ta and are mounting a cam-
paign to fight the proposal.

The students have split
up the province into each of
the Treaty areas and have
designated people to work
on gathering information to
be submitted to Indian and
Northern Affairs before the
end of December.

Albert Crier is working
on a volunteer basis as coor-
dinator with the Native stu-
dents from the Edmonton
area and says the group does
not have an official name
and is more of an idea th
a solid group. '

“The coalition is more of
an idea than an organiza-
tion. It works as a commu-
nications network amongst
the whole community. The
purpose is to develop a
community response to
Indian Affairs changes,"
said Crier.

The group is made up of

"educators, parents, elders,
political leaders and stu-
dents. So all of these little
strands, will hopefully, con-
tribute to a combined com-
munity response,” he. says.

According to Crier, the
last Oct. 27 Indian Associa-
tion of Alberta meeting a
resolution was passed which
asked for a moratorium on
the consultation process.

He says students are sus-
picious of Indian and
Northern Affairs and he
believes that policy is
already in place to be
implemented in the next fis-
cal year.

"We feel that they have
already gone ahead and
implemented the process to
implement the new policy
by April 1 (1989)," said
Crier.

The policy changes
would see the special
allowances like special
shelter and child care cut
out, with students receiving
one flat, lower rate. The
only special allowance the
students would receive
would be seasonal travel if
they required it.

Crier says the opposition
to the proposed changes has
brought together concerned
Native students who have
organized nationally to fight
the policy. "Our long term
goal is to establish a long
term student network that

. _—

Fighting the purpose: Volunteer Albert Crier

would have connections
across Canada.”

He says he would like to
emphasize the fact that "we
are not a threat to the estab-
lished authorities, band
councils or tribal councils.
We want to work with them
and allow us to talk with
their students.”

The coalition also plans
"to ask them what their
goals are. It will take a lot
more (learmning) time than
what Indian Affairs are lim-
iting right now and propos-

ing to limit. It will take
years for some of them to
reach their goals."

The coalition does not
plan to meet directly with
Indian Affairs, rather "what
we will do is give it to the
educators and to the chiefs
as ammunition when they
sit down — when the band
administrators or the politi-
cal leaders sit down and
negotiate with Indian
Affairs on these changes,"
Crier explained.
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DIANNE MEILI, Windspeaker

g &
dance

Darryl Rain, of the
Native Brotherhood, an
organized Aboriginal group
at the Fort Saskatchewan
correctional centre, sings an
old Cree song.

Elder Tom Cranebear,
wearing a brightly colored
headdress and holding an
eagle fan, prays for the
inmates during the inaugura-
tion of the new facility Sat-
urday night, Dec. 3.

"You can be anything
you want to be. Just believe
in yourselves. In my sweat-
lodge next month, I'll bring
all your problems in with me
and hope the new year
brings all the best for you.

About 200 Native
inmates gathered into the
centre's gymnasium to
watch White Braid Society
dancers and listen to songs,

getting up to dance.

E MEILI, Windspeaker

Michel/Callihoo band

Anderson battles to revive rez

By Keith Matthew
Windspeaker Staff Writer

EDMONTON

The chief and council of
the Michel/Callihoo band is
continuing the battle for
recognition of band status
and rights for the people
who were allegedly co-
erced into signing away
their status and rights to
their reserve lands.

Chief Gilbert Anderson
says, "The chief and council
are looking for federal
recognition of the Michel
band...then we would be in
a position to better identify
membership. Once we get
all of that done we have a
problem of securing Indian
status for the enfranchisees
of the 1958 group."

According to Anderson
the Michel band were
enfranchised in two separate
groups. One group in 1928
and the other remaining
members of the band in
1958.

"The band was never
eliminated — it was the
people and the reserve —
officially,” explained Ander-
son. "Even in the legal doc-

uments there is nothing say-
ing Michel band #132 no
longer exists.

"It more or less talks
about eliminating status for
a number of people and dis-
posing of the reserve. In
our minds and possibly
legally the band was never
abolished. So we are trying
to revive it,” he said.

Anderson and Robert
Callihoo tied for the posi-
tion of chief at an election
held on July 17, 1988 at the
town of Calahoo when 160
voters split their votes
between the two contestants
80-80.

However, Indian and
Northern Affairs Canada
does not recognize the elec-
tion or the band. Re-instat-
ed band members through
Bill C-31 are relegated to
the Alberta general list
because they have no band
to retumn to.

Michel band members
are descendants of two Iro-
quois brothers, Louis and
Bemard Calihoo, who came
west with explorer Sir
Alexander MacKenzie in
the early 1700s.

The Michel band was
named after Louis' son

Michel Calihoo, who was
the chief by the time Treaty
8 was signed in 1878, the
band settled on land near the
present-day site of the town
of Jasper but the tribe was
forced to move in the early
1900s after hunting and
trapping became forbidden
in what is today Jasper
National Park.

The band then relocated
about 50 km northwest of
Edmonton and for nearly 60
years they lived a peaceful
existence on 25,600 acres
of 1and on the south bank of
Sturgeon River.

Then the 1928 and 1958
mass enfranchisements took
place and people of the band
at that time were offered
small sections of land,
money and shares in a natu-
ral resources company
called Michel Investment
Limited, which still exists
today.

It was those events
which the descendants say
was the basis for their dis-
satisfaction and they are ral-
lying their forces in prepara-
tion for a battle to regain
recognition of the Michel
band.

If they receive recogni-

tion they will be faced with
the task of identifying indi-
viduals who are descendants
of the original Michel band.
"We're talking about
descendants who have not
been together for a number
of years as any kind of a
group.”

He says they are spread
out all across western Cana-
da and into the United
States and it must be deter-
mined whether or not "they
are interesting in being band
members” at all.

He says the tasks facing
the people of the defunct
band are enormous and
admits "if you are looking
for a very sophisticated plan
of action then, no, we don't
have that but we do have
priorities.”

Anderson says they have
hired lawyer Bob Roddick
of Edmonton to represcnt
them and he has recently
made a trip to Ottawa "to
talk to senior people” in
Indian and Northern Affairs
"on getting our band offi-
cially recognized.

"We don't have funds,"
admits Anderson. Howevecr,
he says, "We certainly know
what we have to do."”

$65 m
irrigat

illion
Ion

project
anhounced

By Jackie Red Crow
Windspeaker Correspondent

LETHBRIDGE

Both the federal and
provincial government
along with the Blood Tribe
unveilved an agreement in
principle reached for a $65
million irrigation project at
a press conference, Nov.
16 here.

The project, which
would irrigate up to 25,000
acres on Canada's largest
Indian reserve, is subject
to approval by Blood band
members in a Dec. 15 ref-
erendum and by the federal
Treasury Board. It has
already been approved by
Alberta.

The band, primarily
through farming operations
will finance $29 million of
the project, with $15.5
million each coming from
the Canadian and Alberta
governments. The Prairie
Farm Rehabilitation Agen-
cy, a branch of Agriculture
Canada, will provide an
additional $5 million in
engineering and project
management services.

Indian Affairs Minister
Bill McKnight described
the project-in a press
release "as the largest eco-
nomic development initia-
tive ever undertaken on an
Indian reserve."

Alberta's environment
minister, Dr. Ian Reid
added that the project
could mean a bright future
for band members, and is
an outstanding example of
how cooperation between
Indian people and govern-
ments can lead to growth.

According to numerous
studies, the project is both
economically and commer-
cially viable. It will signif-
icantly reduce soil erosion
and will require some
1,000 person years of work
during the construction
phase, with a majority of
the work to be done by
band members.

Chief Roy Fox said the
tribc "have been negotiat-
ing for a number of years
on this matter and the pro-
ject will be a tremendous
shot in the arm for the
Blood Tribe and surround-
ing Lethbridge areas.”

The project has been
talked about for decades,
but planning began in
earnest in 1980 with for-
mation of the Blood Indian
Irrigation Tripartite Com-
mittee. It's mandate was to

study feasibility of devel-
oping irrigation farming on
the reserve.

In a letter sent to band
members from Chief Fox,
he explained the proposed
project will bring irrigation
water from the existing
Belly River to St. Mary
Reservoir canal north to
the Mokowan Butte area.
At that point a reservoir
would be constructed and a
canal and pipeline system
would deliver water to
25,000 acres in the Big
Lease and adjacent areas.

Chief Fox further
explained what the refer-
endum means. "You
(Bloods) are being asked
to allow the government of
Canada to transfer these
lands to the province of
Alberta who now operate
the canal and reservoir." In
past years, the Blood Tribe
surrendered to the federal
government some 1,677
acres of land for the con-
struction fo the Belly
River to St. Mary Canal
and an additional 5,805
acres of land for the con-
struction of the St. Mary
Reservoir.

"Regardless of how you
vote, these lands will
remain surrendered. There
is no way they can return
to the tribe. We are simply
being asked to lct the fed-
eral government turn over
these lands to the province.

"A 'No' vote would
mean that the lands would
remain the property of the
government of Canada and
the Blood Tribe would
gain no benefit.

"On the other hand, a
'Yes' vote allow the exist-
ing alrcady surrcndcred
lands, to bc turned over 1o
the province of Alberta. In
rcturn, the Alberta govern-
ment and the federal gov-
crnment has agreed to pay
for a large portion of thc
(irrigation) project which
would result in great bene-
fits to the tribe and all its
members.

Chicf Fox emphasized
that in order for this pro-
ject to proccced, it is not
nccessary to surrender any
additional land that was
not alrcady surrcndered
somc 30 ycars ago. "All of
the land that the ncw
canals and rcscrvoirs will
bc built on will rcmain the
property of the tribe. The
trib¢c and its pcople have
nothing to lose and cver-
thing to gain by passing
this referendum, he said.
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By Bea Lawrence
Windspeaker Staff Writer

HIGH LEVEL, Alta.

Adult literacy develop-
ment course programs are
commencing Dec.12 on the
Denc Tha' Reserve in
Meander River. "The peo-
ple in Meander would like
us to begin to instruct those
adults who would like a
basic education,” said Rick
Cookson-Hills, coordinator
of the literacy program for
the Fairview College in
High Level.

Director of the Northern
Region, Abe Janzen, from
the Fairview College is also
helping to coordinate the
project. Janzen has been
providing literacy tutorial
workshops in the northern
region for 10 years.

The adult literacy devel-
opment courses was granted
$7000 assistance under the
Canada/Alberta Northern
Development Subsidiary
Agrecment. The agreement
is cost-shared by the federal
Department of Regional

..;f?::{._

Industrial Expansion
(DRIE) and Alberta’'s North-
ern Development Branch.
The Agreement is a sub-
sidiary agreement to the
Canada/Alberta Economic
and Regional Development
Agreement (ERDA).

The ERDA coordinates
cost-sharing and other co-
operative efforts between
the federal and provincial
governments in support of
Alberta's economic and
regional  development
needs.

"This is the first 'full-
time' literacy development
program in a Native com-
munity," said Janzen. "The
response so far is good and I
feel it (the courses) will go
wonderfully well."

Fairview College will
provide the training for the
expansion of the literacy
course. They will train
tutors who in turn will train
the students in the program.
Fairview- College has set
minimum qualification stan-
dards for those interested
adults who wish to become
tutors.

SR ORI

"The qualification stan-
dards require tutorial
trainees 1o have a minimum
level of Grade 10 education.
These trainees must pOSSeSs
a high interest in literacy
and the willingness to
accept instruction in the art
of teaching,” said Cookson-

filis.

The literacy development
course program will accept
a minimum of eight students
for each course duration. "I
believe we have enough stu-
dents to fill the program
when we begin in Decem-
ber," added Janzen.

"Residents in the Paddle
Prairie region are included
to train in the literacy devel-
opment course,” said Cook-
son-Hills.

Interested applicants 17
years of age and older can
contact Rick Cookson-Hills
at Fairview College 926-
4272 for further assistance.

The exact location for
these tutorial workshops on
the reserve was 'still unde-
cided' at press time. Mean-
der River is about an hour's
drive north of High Level.

S s s 5]

Mmm, mmm ... home cooking!

Edmonton police officers were special guests at the Annual Sacred Circle feast

BEA LAWRENCE, Windspeaker

and pipe ceremony at Edmonton's Oliver School Dec. 2.

Alfred Bonaise elder in residence at Poundmakers Lodge conducted the pipe
ceremony for the small audience. This was followed by a feast of stew, bannock

and refreshments.

The Alexis band powwow dancers provided the entertainment for the guests.
"The dance member's ages are anywhere between 23 months and 28 years-old,"

e
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No stranger to television: Mohawk writer M/chael Doxtater

'Giving' inspires writer

ONTARIO - Mohawk Indi-
an writer Michael Doxtater
says Native people are
always giving presents and
bestowing honors — one
rcason why he wrote the
story The Gift for the CBC
television series Beach-
combers. The program
aired Nov. 20 and was
filled with images of peo-
ple giving things to other
people.

"I'd heard about pot-
latches and knew they were
significant for B.C. Indians
so I didn't want to try and
show something sacred and
perhaps offend those peo-
ple," says Doxtater.

"What I think the show
is about, though, is a kind
of honoring song for people
who have wisdom and
material wealth and their
willingness to share these
things with others.

"Indian people are

always sharing what they
own and what they know.
I've been trying to tell
Native stories from the
Native point of view for
years. Even storytelling is a
form of sharing."

Doxtater has been
involved in television,
radio and newspaper writ-
ing since 1973 and is no
stranger to network televi-
sion. His story Hack's
Choice premiered the Gem-
ini-nominated 1986 season
of Spirit Bay, also a CBC
production.

He is currently trying to
find time to finish his first
novel On The Coyote Trail.

"It's hard to find the
time to create new stories,”
says Doxtater. "I find
myself doing documen-
taries and consulting on
other people's stories more
than my own writing. It
pays the bills."

In fact, Doxtater has
consulted on several pro-
ductions including Primedi-
a's Frontier, First Choice's
Daughters of the Country,
several spirit Bay episodes
and most recently Amazing
spirit Productions' feature
Where The Spirit Lives,
scheduled to air on CBC in
the spring of 1989.

Doxtater has also pro-
duced and directed seven
documentaries on Native
Canadians along with six
advertisements for the Nati-
nal Native Drug and Alco-
hol Abuse -Program
(NNADAP).

"I've seen an increase in
the number of Indians
working on films and tele-
vision the last two years.
Myself, I've been doing this
for fifteen years now. It's
nice to see Native people
being involved in stories
about themselves, finally."

Video explores Metis gov't

In March 1988 the Mani-
toba Metis Federation, in
conjunction with its annual
general assembly, held a
three-day conference in
Winnipeg.

The conference focused
on negotiations resulting
from a Tri-Partite agree-
ment between the Manitoba
Metis Federation and the
federal and. provincial gov-
ernments in addition to four
major issues of concern to
the Metis people in achiev-
ing self-government.

The conference and
issues will be at the centre
of Metis Self-Government,
a two-part series produced
by the Videon Special Pro-
gramming and cablecase on

p.m., Caring For Our Young
Ones, part one of the series,
addresses the issues of edu-
cation and child and family
services through interviews
with Manitoba Metis Feder-
ation members and confer-
ence workshop participants.
These include Mary Con-
way, Leonard Klyne, Tracy
Jackson, Solange Guiboche,
Joyce Larocque and Lucille
Bruce.

Part two will be cable-
case at 6 p.m. on Sunday,
Dec. 18. Managing Our
Own Affairs focuses on the
issues of economic devel-
opment and housing
through interviews with
conference participants
including Beatrice Atkin-

McCarron.

The series will also visit
the Metis community of St.
Laurent for profiles of fish-
ing and housing develop-
ments as well as interviews
with Edgar Bruce and
Robert Gaudry of the Mani-
toba Metis Federation Inter-
lake Regional office.

The programs also
include interviews with
Manitoba Metis Federation
president, Yvon Dumont,
MLAs Elijah Harper, Harry
Enns, Jack Penner, minister
of Natural Resources and
recipients of the Order of
the Sash, Doctors Judy
Bartlett and Marlyn Cox.
Watch as Videon Special
Programming explores the
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Hopi advocates going broke, need help

Dear Editor:
The Hopi Epicentre for
International Outreach in

Flagstaff, Arizona is currently in
need of funding in order to
remain active and open. The
office was established in
February, 1987 to facilitate the
communication between the
Traditional Hopi Spiritual
Leaders and the Global
Community. With the director,
Marilyn Harris and a small staff
of volunteers, the Hopi Epicentre
has issued the message of the
leaders through the approved
publication of the newsletter,
Kahtsimkiwa.

Since our Winter '88
publication we have been to West
Germany and Switzerland and

Lubicon
prayers

Dear Editor:

I wasn't going to write about
the Lubicon Land Battle but after
so many articles and news on it I
have to.

I would like my Cree relations
in Alberta to know that although
I can't be there in person, I am
with you in spirit. Whenever I
enter the sacred sweatlodge and
say my prayers to Kitche
Manito...I will remember my
strong and brave brothers and
sisters in Alberta!

Stay strong. My brothers and I
down here in Arizona send you
our strength!

Remember, the Great Spirit
helps those who help themselves.
So, continue to protect Mother
Earth.

addressed the West German
parliament and the Green Party on
the hazards of living near uranium
mining operations.

We have been to New York
City, Philadelphia and Los
Angeles to speak out against the
current legislative attacks on
Native land and the proposed
mining operations.

At the request of the
Havasupai Tribe, we assisted
them to coordinate an
international uranium conference
held at Red Butte on the south rim
of the Grand Canyon.

We have travelled to
Washington, D.C. to give
testimony in a congressional
hearing on the Indian Finance
Corporation Act, and again, at the
request of the Havasupai Tribe,

spoke on their behalf as well.

We are regularly invited by
other organizations to aid them in
their efforts to protect the
environment. And we are
continually working with the
Alliance of Native Americans and
non-Native people to bring
together in strength and goodwill
all peoples of the world.

Although proposals for grants
have been continuously submitted
to foundations there have been no
sustaining positive responses. The
office has remained open due to
exclusively to the kindness and
generosity of friends. Because of
our vigorous efforts to spread the
message of the leaders and join
people together in defense of the
planet, our home and our Mother,
such funding is totally depleted.

WINDSPEAKER FiLE PHOTO

An artsy thank you

Dear Editor:

We would like to take this
opportunity to thank you for your
promotional assistance for our

greatly appreciated.

Thank you again for helping
the sociey to inform the public of
this special event.

Sharon Breum

We have neither the funds to print
and mail the next issue of
Kahtsimkiwa or keep the office
functioning. We ask your help.
Whatever you may contribute,
however little you may think it is,
will surely help and is greatly
appreciated.

Our facilities are humble, our
need is urgent.

Ahskwalii-Kwakhai
Staff of the Hopi Epicentre

Lost, but
strong

Dear Editor:

I am an inmate at Fort
Saskatchewan Correctional
Centre and my name is Darrell
Peter Rain. I hope my article gets
printed, for it could have a
dramatic impact on people
finding themselves and realizing
there are others who care.

Feeling lost and lonely I sat
down and wrote this article Nov.
24, 1988. At various times it is
good to be close to the Creator.
Just because you're in jail,
divorced, abandoned and
forgotten doesn't mean life stops
there.

Sincerely,
Darrel Rain

P.S. Someone out there cares for
you whether you realize it or not.

Brotherhood Prayer
Oh Great Spirit who comes to us
in different forms
Soothe my heart as it cries.

Hear my soul as it speaks.

Most of all, save my brothers and
sisters around.

No matter what tongue we speak

Respectfully, National Show and Sale of
Don Stow  Canadian Native Arts and Crafts.
Chippewa Nation As a non-profit society, any
Arizona  courtesy promotion we receive is

Program Officer  or what color we bear, we are all
Alberta Indian  your children.
Arts & Crafts Society  Amen.

AS I SEE IT...

Life lost in tragic fire

But there is more to the story. It's not just another case
of the nasty whites not giving a damn about the Indians.
The band has to take some responsibility here, too. The
Indian Affairs Department claims to give the band as much

This week a tragic story hit the news.

Firefighters from Gypsumville, a central Manitoba
hamlet, were on their way to a reserve house fire, in the
hope of saving a life, when they were called back by the
fire chief. Apparently, the band had failed to pay their bills
to the Gypsumville fire department.

Meanwhile, a 3 1/2-year-old Indian child died in the fire.
Even though police and fire officials say the child couldn't
have been saved even if the fire department had responded
immediately, the fact that the fire truck was called back
because of an outstanding debt, is a chilling statement
about how lacking in compassion our society’can be.
Especially since the firefighters allegedly knew there were
children in the house.

The chief and a councillor insist there is animosity
toward Natives in the Gypsumville community. They say
racism and feelings of resentment between the community
and the 1,500-member band on the Fairford Reserve were
the real reason the fire truck was called back, not political
agreements or money.

as $200,000 to cover firefighting expenses. With $80,000
the band bought a fire truck, but had failed to finish the fire
hall because they ran out of money. So when the call came
to put out the house fire that killed the little child, the
reserve fire truck was frozen and failed to start.

Perhaps the chief and councillor's claim is correct, and
racism came into play when the decision was made to call
back that Gypsumville fire truck, but the fact remains that
the Indians must take responsbility, too.

If the band received the amount of money Indian Affairs
says they contributed toward fire protection on the reserve,
then money mismanagement may also have contributed to
the death of that child. The band must look to the cause of
their problems and not exclude a deeper look at themselves
in the process.

By DianneMeili
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Sharmg at Sucker Creek

Hello! Tansi? Gla Ne Ttou? Bellerose was
Howz everyone this week? ' exhilarated but graceful in her
Nice to be talking to you all DROP P _IN IN acceptance speech. She's a
again. By Bea Lawrence 'people’ person all right. She

Thanks for droppin’ in.
I had a great weekend. How
'bout you?

In my travels over the
weekend I met some

Telephone (403)455- 2700 to have your
community happenings considered here
free of charge....no news is too small.

collects stuffed animals,
enjoys volleyball, curling,
traveling, and meeting new

people.
Bellerose is a

wonderful, wonderful
people. Yup! They are out
there! Look for them in the Lesser Slave Lake district.
Oh yeah, I'm sure there are more of you good people
roamin' round. We just haven't met yet ... that's all!
Anyhow, time for some community news update.

Sucker Creek: Check out the sport page in this
issue to get the results of this band's Fourth Annual Drug

and Alcohol Awareness Volleyball Tournament Memorial
to Clyde Auger held

powwow dancer in Fred
Campiou's Waseskuan
Cultural Society Native dance troupe. Campiou is also a
Driftpile resident in the Lesser Slave Lake area.

Panelist judges for the queen pagent included: Sandy
Willier (wife of emcee Steve Willicr), Starseekers' band
members Brian Young and Larry Yellowknee and ....
yours truly.

The Starseckers played Rock and Country for the
youth till 2:30 a.m. "They were willing

Dec. 34.

In conjunction
with the volleyball
tournament at the
rec centre, the
youths enjoyed a
tasty banquet
Saturday evening.

This was
followed by plaque
award prescntations
to chief and council;
the coordinators;
and to the youths of
the Family Sharing

Circle Workshop for i SRRy .
their outstanding Event coordmators David, Manlyn and Cam W:Iher
achievements.

On behalf of chief and council members who could not
attend the -youth event due to prior engagements with an
elders banquet in High Prairie, resident Steve Willier
accepted the award.

After the presentations the youths formed a large circle
for the evening's Family Sharing Circle Workshop.

Present for the workshop were the coordinators:
Marilyn, Cam and David Willier (no relation); the team
coaches; a few parents and Elder James Yellowknee, a
National Native Alcohol and Drug Awareness Program
coordinator for the Regional Council of the Bigstone Cree
Band.

Look for a news update relating to Sucker Creek's
Family Sharing Circle Workshop in Windspeaker's
upcoming "Youth' issue on Dec. 23.

After the evening's workshop the Fourth Annual
Volleyball Tournament Queen Pageant was announced.
There were six candidates vying for the title.

The results were: third runner-up, Sheila Calliou from
High Prairie; second runner-up, Connie Calliou from
Sucker Creek. And the winner ... Rita Bellerose from
Driftpile.

to play even longer had more youths
stayed around," said Beryl Willier, a
Sharing Circle youth member.

Truly, the Willier surname dominates
the rest in 'Sucker City' country. They
are not all necessarily family relatives
either.  Calliou placed second.

Coordinator Marilyn Willier and the
rest wish to express their appreciation for
the patience and acceptance bestowed on
their spouses and children for the
duration of organizing an event of this
nature.

Special acknowledgements to Gloria
Calliou for preparing and cooking the
youth banquet and to all the donators
who made Sucker Creek's Fourth Annual
Alcohol and Drug Awareness Volleyball Tournament
Memorial to Clyde Auger a success.

Slave Lake: The Native Friendship Centre will be
closed Dec. 23-28 for the Christmas holiday. The centre
will host a New Years Eve Ball Dec. 31 featuring the
Fourth Generation Band. Advance tickets cost $17 or $20
at the door. Contact Carol Letendre at the centre at 849-
3039 for details.

Edmonton: The CNFC here will host a senior's

Christmas banquet and dance Dec. 14 at the Montgomery
Legion 10328-100 St. Invitations are extended to those
seniors 55 years and older. Contact number is 452-7811.

A Children's Christmas Party will commence from1-4
p.m at Oliver School 10210-117 St. Dec. 18. Children 2-
12 years must register at the centre with Anne Cardinal
before Dec. 12.

An oldtime dance is slated for Dec. 17 from 9:30 p.m.
p.m. to 1:30 a.m. at the Westmount Hall 10978-127 St.
Music will be provided by Rodney Sutherland and
Country Pride.

That's all for the week folks! Tune in again next week.
Till then, wear those smiles!
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Holiday Greetings

Grande Cache
Flowers & Gifts

Plants, Flowers & Gifts for all Occassions
20 GRANDE CACHE SHOPPERS MALL
Grande Cache, Alberta
= 827-3567

A&W Restaurant

and Drive Thru

HIGHWAY 16

865-3034

Box 913
Hinton, Alberta
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45's, LP's, Cassettes!
Give the Gift of Music
Order Your Free

Music Catalogue Today
SAVE-X DISCOUNT SERVICES
228 Selkirk Ave.
Winnipeg, MB R2W 2L6

Redeem One Dollar Coupon
with your next order
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Donald not 'just a sex object’

By Lyle Donald
Windspeaker Correspondent

EDMONTON

What a thrill it was to be
nominated as the unsung
hero award put out by this
newspaper, and I would
like to thank my nominator
Brenda Blyan for thinking
so highly of me. It's good
to know that she isn't like
the rest of the ladies who
see me as just another sex
object.

It's been a busy couple
of weeks in the Metis com-
munity, around the city and
there is a lot more coming
up with the festive season
fast approaching. Back on
Nov. 27, the Saxony Motor
Inn here in Edmonton,
Metis Local 2085, Metis
Association of Alberta and
Native Network News put
together a fundraiser to get
our own Metis girl Priscilla
Morin from Lac La Biche

to Nashville. Priscilla will
be going to Nashville, Ten-
nessee to take part in a cou-
ple of amateur shows on
the Nashville Network,
including one called You
Can Be a Star.

There were plenty of
entertainers from all across
Alberta who came out for
the evening and shared
their talents, just to name a
few there were the Fourth
Generation Band, Alvis
Gray, Chief Chucky Beaver
of Wabasca, Earl Gambler
of Calling Lake, White
Braid Society dancers and
the CNFC square dancers.
We had hoped to raise a
whole lot more money than
$400 but like Ray Fox said
it was the thought and
effort put into the idea that
really counts.

On the week of Nov. 14-
18, I was in Winnipeg tak-
ing in the second annual
Metis Child Welfare Con-
ference, and took in the

Season’s Greetings

CBS

CONTRUCTION
LTD.

Contractor & Trade Supplier

v Commercial
v Industrial

v Architectural
v Structural

v Mechanical
v Civil

v Concrete

v Plant
Maintenance

v Sand
Blasting
and Painting

743-1810

8333 Fraser Avenue
Fort McMurray, Alberta

Holiday Greetings

For all your roofing needs call

KING-SIMMONS LTD.

"Roof Savers"”

Preventive Maintenance
Q Complete Roof Inspection Analysis Q Infra
Red Surveys O Consultation O Written Reports
0 Roof Restoration & Repairs O Specialty
Applications O Single Ply Roof Assemblies
(Extended Guarantee) 0 Waterproofing

T 455-5376

15389 -~ 117 Ave., EDMONTON, Alberta

Louis Riel commemoration
ceremony. Even though the
weather did not cooperate, a
lot of strong Metis showed
up to pay their respects to
the man who fought hard
for recognition of Metis
rights. The mayor of Win-
nipeg also got into the pic-
ture and declared it Metis
Week. The conference drew
Metis people from all of the
western provinces, with
several recommendations
coming of the conference,
one being that this annual
conference continue.

The Metis National
Council have now taken
over the responsibility of
hosting these conferences,
and dealing with Metis
child welfare issues as a
national body. All of the
Metis leaders from across
the west showed up to the
conference: Larry
Desmeules of Alberta;
Yvon Dumont, MNC
spokesperson and Manitoba
Metis Federation president;
Norm Evans, Pacific Metis
Federation; and Clem

—
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Good News
Party Line

Handgame tournament,
Dec. 27 & 28, Saddle
Lake Community Hall.
For more information call
726-2491 (Al Delver).

Family Dance, Dec. 26,
Saddle Lake. Music by
Moses Cardinal and The
Band. Sponsored by
Saddle Lake Counselling
Services.

PUT IT HERE.

Call or write the editor to include good
news of non-profit events you want to
share, courtesy of AGT.

s

Box 641
McLennan, Alberta TOH 2C0

Ph: 324-3873

Chartier, Saskatchewan
Federated Metis. All made
super opening statements
on how important it is that
we be more involved with
the destiny of our Metis
children that end up in the
child welfare system. Next
year's- conference will be
hosted by the Pacific Metis
Federation tentatively in
Victoria, B.C.

Also in Winnipeg it was
good to see a couple good
old friend, especially Percy
Tuesday, a musician who
used to play here in our fair
city back a couple of years
ago, thanks for taxiing us
around town. Also, if you
remember the C-Weed
band, after their split in
1986 Wally and Don
Ranville, along with the kid
Clint Dutiaume, formed the
band Free Bird. Well, right
now they are working on an
album which will be
released some time in the
new year. Clint is also
working on a new fiddle
album which will also be
out in the new year. So after
those are released, they will
be touring and promoting
them, so keep an eye out for
them.

B WEQMMQ&%##’%Mﬁ%&&%ﬁ%me%é%ﬁ%%mﬁﬁﬁ%%&ﬁ” R

ROCKY WOODWARD, Special to. Windspeaker

Nashville bound: Priscilla Morin

Upcoming events
include the Metis Christmas
party to be held Dec. 16 at
6:30 p.m. at 103 Avenue
and 105 Street. For more
information, call Irene at
482-1828. Also Metis Local
2085 will be hosting their
annual New Year's Eve
party, featuring the Max
L'Hirondelle Band at the

Saxony Motor Inn. For
more information call Lyle
at 452-6100.

Also at this time, I
would like to say goodbye
and good luck to our editor
Dianne Meili. She is resign-
ing to write a book on
Native elders. Let's hope
she finishes the book before
she becomes one.
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Merry Christmas
- & Happy New Year

DARREL'S
. BOBCAT
SERVICE

Owned & Operated by
Darrel Laboucan
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Merry Christmas

MOHAWK

97 St. Mohawk
The handiest gas store going.

PH: 429-4434

MGR. YVONNE PALAHUK
9652 - 108 Ave.
Edmonton, Alberta

Season’s Greetings

HAROLD'S

SPEEDEE MART

=
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Your One-Stop Convenience Store
OPEN 7 Days a Week - 6 a.m.-11p.m.
O Groceries 1 Gas & Qil 4 Propane
Q Soft Ice Cream & Slushes 4 Party Ice

= 849-3711

Fifth Avenue & Main Street
SLAVE LAKE
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Gather 'round the
fireside, get cosy and
warm. Join us for a
sharing of legends and

stories that celebrate this
Christmas season.
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FIRESIDE FICTION

By Richard Wagamese

It was the hardest thing
Bobby had ever done.
Making those snowshoes
had taken much longer
than he'd thought at first
and his hands still ached
from the work. Snow-
shoes. What a great idea!
When Grampa opened his
present tomorrow morning
he'd really be surprised.
Proud too, Bobby thought.
Proud to have a grandson

Snowshoes
for Grampa

who was a real Indian.

His Grampa came to
town from the reserve for
all the holidays and Bobby
eagerly awaited every visit.
He loved his Grampa. He
loved the stories he would
tell about hunting, fishing,
animals and especially
about the old days. When
he thought about those sto-
ries Bobby had to smile.
He loved the way his

Continued Page 3
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‘Tis the season to
remember good friends with kind
words and sincere sentiments.
Since it is better to give than to
receive, we give you our best
wishes for a happy holiday season.
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EDMONTON, Alberta T5G 0X3$
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Snowshoes for Grampa

From Page 2

Grampa’'s face would go
when he told stories. With
his long grey braids,
twinkly eyes and crinkly
face he looked exactly like
he should. Grampa was a
real Indian.

Those snowshoes were
so much work! Bobby had
seen a picture of snow-
shoes in the Sears cata-
logue and had taped it up
on his dresser mirror.
Snowshoes couldn't be that
hard to make. After awhile
he'd walked out to the alley
behind his house and gath-
ered everything he thought
he'd need. Two long skin-
ny branches from Mr.
Kobec's mountain ash tree
became the frames. Bobby
had just bent them around
and tied them together like
in the picture. Then he'd
used almost all of his
Mom's brown macrame
cord to tie across them for
the webbing.

His hands ached even
more as he remembered the
effort needed to pull and tie
those cords across the
frame. For awhile there it
was so hard that Bobby had
wanted to quit and just buy
Grampa something. But he
couldn't. Real Indians
could make snowshoes.
He remembered reading
that somewhere. Now, he'd
actually made some snow-
shoes so he had to be a real
Indian.

He was glad that he
hadn't quit because all the
kids at school were always
making fun of him. They
teased him about his long
braids. Timmy Parks had
even gone so far as to call
him a little girl! Everyone
always listened to Timmy

Parks so the teasing got
real bad after that. They all
said he wasn't a real Indian
because he lived in the city
and he didn't even speak
Indian. They said his
braids were just pretend
and that he was a pretend
Indian.

But he'd show them.

from the poem he'd read in
school about not a creature
moving, not even a mouse.
Some things about school
were okay he thought. The
snowshoes were wrapped
in bright red and green
paper beside his bed. The
paper crackled noisily
when he went to pick them

But he'd show them.
He'd show them all.
Maybe his Grampa

would even come to his
school to show oft the
snowshoes that Bobby
had made. Then they'd
know that he, Bobby,
was definitely
a real Indian.

He'd show them all.
Maybe his Grampa would
even come to the school
and show off the snow-
shoes that Bobby had
made. Then they'd know.
Then they'd know that he,
Bobby, was definitely a
real Indian.

When Bobby woke up
on Christmas moming the
house was very quiet. He
thought about that line

up and he had to force him-
self to move more quietly.
This was it! This was the
day Bobby would prove to
everybody that he was a
real Indian.

He crept downstairs and
put the snowshoes around
the back of the tree. His
Mom and Grampa were
just starting to move

Continued Page 4

The Board of Directors, Executive and

Staff of the Alberta Federation

of Metis Settlement Association

would like to take this opportunity
to wish all Settlement members,
friends, and relatives a very
Merry Christmas and a happy
and prosperous 1989!

. 88 Alberta Federation of Metis
- Settlement Associations

2nd Floor, 11104-107 Ave.
Edmonton, AB T5H 0X8 (403) 428-6054

St. Paul & District

Co-op Association

Complete Shopping Service

ST. PAUL
645-3385

Lumber

645-3351
Store

645-3380

Petroleum

ELK POINT
724-3895

co-op\
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May our hearts be
open to Christmas

that the circle of
love & peace may grow

E
Corporation
#212, 9714 Main Street, Fort McMurray, AB T9H 1T6
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Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year

Toyat: eyits’o Edaidze cho zah
k'e nexigha hoiz} dé mahsi

Ed4aidzea k'eh saagut’i Edaidzené cho k’eh
naxuni¢

Drin Tsal ts’at Drin Choo gwizhit
nakhwa srugoonch’uu vili?

Tewe Yati nahegha gonezo nidé mahsi.
Ed4aidzeného k’e chu nahegha légbot’é.
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Snowshoes for Grampa

From Page 3

around. He could hear
their feet making the floor-
boards creak as they
dressed. The Christmas
tree lights were blinking
softly in little flashes of
gold, silver, red and blue.
It made the presents look
so mysterious in the shad-
ows under the tree. That
was one of the nicest things
about Christmas. The mys-
tery and the surprise. This
together. They were all
smiles. Bobby ran across
the room.

"Merry Christmas,” he
screamed. "Merry Christ-
mas Mom! Merry Christ-
mas Grampa!" He was all
smiles too as he jumped
right into .the arms of the
laughing old man.

"Well Merry Christmas
to you too!" Grampa said,
hugging Bobby and rub-
bing his hair around.

"These Christmas morn-
ings seem to start off carli-
er and earlier every single
year!" Mom said. She was
year, Bobby thought, I'm
adding to the mystery.

His Mom and Grampa
walked into the room
laughing. Bobby liked it
when she laughed.

"So. I guess that Santa
must have thought you've
been a pretty good boy this
year by the pile of presents
under that tree!" Grampa
said. "Better start findin'
out what's in there ¢h?"

Bobby didn't need any
more urging. He was all
set to start ripping paper
from every single box with
his name on it when he
remembered that Christmas
was for grown-ups too. He
looked around and found
two presents each for Mom

and Grampa.

"Here you go," he said
handing over the boxes.
"Merry Christmas!"

Now everyone got into
the act and there was soon
a big pile of red and green

"Another surprise for
me?" he said, "well, you'd
just better get it on over
here then!"

Bobby scrambled
around the back of the tree
and carefully picked up the

The paper fell away
from the snowshoes
like in slow motion and
the room was real quiet.
loo quiet, Bobby thought.
His Grampa's eyes were
staring at the snow-
shoes ... like he couldn't
figure out what they were.

and gold and silver ana
blue wrapping paper all
around the living room.
Bobby was so happy.
There was a new truck with
big yellow wheels, an
Etch-a-Sketch, skates and
all kinds of new clothes for
the winter. Christmas sure
was a good time of the year

alright! Then he remem-
bered.
"Grampa,” he said,

"there's still another sur-
prise for you!"

His Grampa's eyes twin-
kled and his eyebrows
pushed way upwards in
amazement.

snowshoes. His hands
were shaking. He prayed a
quick little prayer that
Grampa would like them.
He just had to! His hands
were still shaking as he
walked slowly across the
room with the snowshoes
held out in front of him.
His Grampa watched with
laughter in the corners of
his eyes.

"Hmmmm," he said,
Tooks pretty strange to me.
Must be something new off
the TV that I haven't heard
of yet. Kinda 'big lookin',
t00."

Slowly, ever so slowly,

Grampa's wrinkled brown
hands started to pull the
tape away from the folds in
the paper. Slowly. So
slowly that it seemed to
Bobby that it would be next
Christmas already before
he even got halfway to
opening that present.
Bobby couldn't breathe.
Finally, all the tape was off
but Grampa still hadn't
pulled away the paper.

"I wonder if maybe we
shouldn't have some break-
fast first,” he said to Bob-
by's Mom, who looked like
she was going to burst as
well. "I'm feelin"kinda
weak from openin"all these
gifts and maybe if I don't
eat somethin"I'll just pass
right out from hunger and
never get to see what's in
here!"

"No!" Bobby yelled.
"Grampa, please open this
one now. Please! I made it
for you myself and if you
don't open up this present
right now I'll be the one to
pass out!”

Both Bobby's Mom and
Grampa laughed. They
were enjoying watching
him get more and more
excited. His Mom's eyes
were just shining and
Grampa's big brown face
was all scrunched up with
laughter too.

"Kay then," Grampa
said, "here goes then."

The paper fell away
from the snowshoes like in
slow motion and the room
was real quiet. Too quiet,
Bobby thought. His Gram-
pa's eyes were staring at the
snowshoes in his hands like
he couldn't figure out what
they were. Bobby's heart
sank a little bit. Slowly and
carefully Grampa turned

Continued Page 5

Season's
Greetings

At this special time of
year, may you and
yours enjoy the true
feeling of this happy
holiday season — from
management & staff.

Bonnyvill

P.O. Box 8148

Bonnyville, Alberta TON 2J4
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From Page 4

the snowshoes over and
around and over. He
looked at them from ever
possible angle. A little tug
here, a little tug there and
then testing the strength of
the frames with a bit of a
bend.

"Well!" he said finally.
"These have to be one of the
finest pairs of snowshoes
I've ever seen. Thank you,
my boy!"

Bobby thought he was
going to explode. Happi-
ness ran through his whole
body. He liked them! He'd
done it! He was a real Indi-
an after all!

"Try them out! Try
them out," he screamed.

"Well I guess I'd just
better do that,” Grampa
said with a big smile.
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"Wouldn't want to head out
in the bush without
knowin' how they work!"

"I'm so proud of you,
Bobby," his Mom said, giv-
ing him a big hug. "And I
didn't even know you were
making them. What a nice
surprise!”

Bobby watched with
pride as Grampa bent over
in his chair to tie the snow-
shoes onto his slippered
feet. Again it seemed to
take forever. Finally,
though, they were tied on
and his Grampa wiggled
his feet around in them.

"Feel pretty good,"he
said. "Now to find out how
they walk!"

He stood up. Looking
down at his feet he wiggled
them around a little more.
So far so good. Slowly
Grampa moved one foot
ahead of the other. Then
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the other foot. Plop, plop,
plop. The snowshoes made
soft plopping sounds with
every step Grampa took
across the room. They
were - working, Bobby
thought. I really did it!
Then, just as Grampa
was getting ready to head
down the hallway, one of
the strings holding the
frame of the left snowshoe
together snapped with a
loud THUNK! As he bent
around to look down at the
tangled mess tied to his
foot, the snowshoe on
Grampa's right foot went
THUNK too. Grampa's
face looked real surprised.
Now, instead of snowshoes,

‘there was a long branch of

mountain ash with a bunch
of brown macrame cord
tied to it attached to each of

Continued Page 6
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Snowshoes for Grampa

From Page 5

his feet. Bobby's hart sank
completely.

"Well I'll be," Grampa
exclaimed. "Collapsible
snowshoes! What'll they
think of next? Boy, these'll
come in real handy
Bobby!"

His Mom reached out to
touch him but Bobby
moved away. He'd failed.
He couldn't even make
snowshoes. The kids at
school were right. He was-
n't a real Indian. Real Indi-
ans don't live in the city.
Real Indians can speak
Indian. Real Indians don't
have to wear pretend braids
in their hair. Bobby ran
from the room and up the
stairs leaving a shocked
Mom and Grampa staring
up after him.

Up in his room Bobby
buried his face deep in his
pillow and tasted the salty
tears he cried. He wished
he'd never thought of those
snowshoes. He wished his
Mom hadn't moved them
here after his Dad died. He
wished he'd never asked to
wear his hair like his Gram-
pa and right now he wished
more than anything that he
wasn't an Indian because he
didn't know how to be a
REAL Indian. He felt lost.

After awhile there was a
soft knock at his door. A
big brown hand appeared
around the edge of it fol-

lowed by two long grey
braids and two great big
shiny brown eyes filled
with tears. Grampa came
and sat on the edge of Bob-
by's bed and gently laid a
hand on his grandson's
back. Quiet. It was real
quiet for a long time.

"Bobby," Grampa said.
"It don't matter about them
snowshoes breakin' like
that. We can fix 'em up
together if you like. The
important thing is that you
cared and loved me enough
to spend all that time
makin' 'em for me. That's
the best present you could
ever give me."

"But they broke!"
Bobby cried. "They're no
good."

"Sure they broke. But
you know something
Bobby? The first pair of
snowshoes I made broke
100."

Bobby rolled over on his
bed in surprise.

"Really Grampa? Yours
broke too? But why?
You're a real Indian and
real Indians don't make
snowshoes that break!"

Grampa was surprised.
He looked at Bobby a long,
long time and his eyes got
real soft. He reached over
and hugged Bobby for a
long time and the warmth

felt real good. Finally he
mussed up Bobby's hair
and sat up again.

"So that's what's really

//

behind all this, eh?" he
smiled. "You think that
your makin"some snow-
shoes is gonna make you a
real Indian huh?”

"Yes Grampa," Bobby
explained, "I wanted to
prove to all those kids at
school that I was a real
Indian because they're
always teasing me about
my hair and saying that if I

was a real Indian that I
could speak Indian and that
I wouldn't live in the city
but on the reserve. Real
Indians know how to hunt
and fish and trap and ride
horses and all kinds of
things that I don't know
how to do and I thought
that being able to make
those snowshoes would
mean that I am a real Indi-

an. But I couldn't. So I
guess I can't be a real Indi-
an."

Grampa smiled. He
moved closed to Bobby on
the bed and put a warm
arm around his shoulders.
One long grey braid kind
of spilled down the front of
Bobby's shirt and bumped
up against his own long
black braid. They looked

pretty good beside each
other Bobby thought.

"Yeah," Grampa said
slowly. 'Must be kinda hard
eh? When your dad died I
really wanted to keep you
and your Mom with me at
home. Kinda' help raise
you up and show you all the

Continued Page 7
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things my Grampa showed
me when I was young. But
your Mom knew better.
She had to come here so
she could work and send
you to school. And it's bet-
ter this way. I always try to
come around as much as I
can so at least we can know
each other. And Bobby, I
was real proud when your
Mom told me you wanted
to wear your hair just like
mine. But you know some-
thin'? Wearin' your hair
like an  Indian and
makin"snowshoes like an
Indian or doin"all that stuff
you think that Indians do 1s
never gonna make you any
more of an Indian than you
already are."

Bobby sat straight up in
surprise.

"Already are? I mean,
already am?"

"That's right, Bobby.
You already are a real Indi-
an. Always have been.
Livin' in the city don't make
you any less an Indian. Not
speakin' don't make you
less. Not doin' all that stuff
don't make you less either.
There's lots of people on
the reserve don't do none of
that stuff and they're all
Indians. Shoot, look at me.

I can't even ride a horse!”

"But I want to learn
more, Grampa. What do I
have to do?"

Grampa smiled.

"Just be," he said.

"Just be? What does that
mean?”

Grampa smiled again
and squeezed Bobby's arm.

"It means not doin' noth-
in' except what you been
doin'. That's all.”

"What do you mean
Grampa?"

Grampa leaned forward
on the bed and put his hands
out on his knees. It scemed
like he was looking at
something way behind the
other wall. He didn't say
anything for a few minutes
and then he turned to Bobby
and smiled once more.

"Member last summer
when we sat behind that hill
and watched those baby
foxes playin'?”

"Yeah,” Bobby said, 'l
remember."

"Well," Grampa contin-
ued, "member after awhile
that old mother fox came
around and  started
playin"with her babies?"

* "Yeah. That was kinda
neat!" said Bobby.

"Well, after that she
kinda started leadin' those
baby foxes around and
showin' 'em where to sniff
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Snowshoes for Grampa

He wished he'd never
asked to wear his hair
like his Grampa and
right now he wished...
he wasn't an Indian...

and scratch around for bugs
they were eatin' and then
makin' 'em watch while she
chased down that rabbit?’
"Yeah, I remember all
that,"said Bobby, starting to
wonder what in the world
all this talk about baby
foxes had to do with his
becoming a real Indian.
"Bobby, them little foxes
just knew they were foxes.

And they knew that they
were always gonna be foxes
no matter what. So all they
were tryin' to do and all
their mother was tryin' to
teach thém was everything
they needed to know about
bein"a fox."

He looked at Bobby and
laughed at his puzzled
expression.

"What I'm sayin' is that

you are an Indian, Bobby.
No one can ever take that
away from you and no one
can tell you that you aren't
as long as you believe you
are. Everything that you
learn makes you more.
More Bobby and more Indi-
an. So leamn whatever you
want to learn. Wear your
hair however you want to
wear it. Speak however you
want to speak and live
wherever you want to live.
As long as your believe and

know in your-heart, you'll
always be an Indian, no
matter what."

"So being an Indian is
inside me already?” Bobby
asked.

"That's right, my boy. It
was as soon as you were
born."

"And it always will be?"

"Yeah. Always will be."

"No matter what?"

"Yeah." Grampa said.
"No matter what."

"Just like those little
foxes!" Bobby cried.

His Grampa smiled.

"Just like them little
foxes."

Bobby looked up at his
Grampa's face and said very
seriously, "Grampa, do
foxes eat turkeys?"

"Turkeys?" Grampa
asked, puzzled. "Well, I
supposed if they had the
chance they'd eat a turkey..."

"Well then,"” Bobby said,
"I'm not only an Indian
then, I'm a fox too 'cause
I've got a chance to eat a
turkey today and I'm gonna
do it! Last one to the table's
a retarded moose!"

Bobby ran laughing
towards the stairs and his
Grampa watched him run.
He stood in the middle of
his grandson's room and
looked around slowly.
There goes an Indian, he
thought. Yes, there goes a
real Indian.
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I would like to extend to you my
very best wishes during this
special holiday season.

It is my hope that you and yours
will enjoy a quiet moment of
reflection and may you find
personal peace upon which you
can bring in the New Year.

It is my hope that you and your
loved ones shall receive prosperity
and happiness in the
forthcoming year.

Fred Gladstone, President,
On behalf of the
Board of Directors and Staff of
Alberta Indian Investment Corporation.

Merry Christmas & a
Happy New Year
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By Dr. Anne Anderson

Many moons ago, a tny
Indian baby was born to a
chief and his wife.

They named her '‘Smiling
Eyes'. A prophet foretold
her future, which was to be

filled with excitement, great
happiness and in later years,
some bitterness.

Smiling Eyes grew up to
be a beautiful princess. At
the age of seventeen she
danced on the open plains;
many men came to woo her

without success. The Chief
saw to it that only a man of
knowledge and a great
hunter would some day
claim her.

In the month of autumn
leaves, a young chief came
passing over the plains with

his tribesmen. Word soon
spread that he was looking
for a wife. He was known
as 'Swift Foot', and one of
the finest hunters in the
South.

When Smiling Eyes saw
him, he swept her off her

feet instantly. A celebration
was made. What rejoicing.
The peace pipe was passed
around (first to the elders)
and never had anyone seen
such a handsome couple.

Smiling Eyes, bursting
with excitement and much
happiness, glanced toward
her people. Then, holding
hands with Swift Foot, she
disappeared into the forest.

Several weeks went by
before they retummed. They
spoke of many happenings
of the past. They both
knew that their routine of

life would be different. The
eldest of mothers was a
helping hand to the young
chief’s wife.

Months later, Smiling
Eyes knew that new life
was within her. She prayed
to the grandfather of the
heavens for a son. Some-
day, he would replace her
husband. She did not know
what new era was near,
which would cause her
great pain.

Time went by very
quickly. The wise medicine

The legend of Smiling Eyes

men and their women were
concerned over Smiling
Eyes. The eldest of all
mothers was chosen to give
her herbal teas. They
would give her strength and
courage, for soon she would
give birth of her own flesh
and blood. This is the
greatest gift bestowed upon
all women. The elder knew
that birth was now due.

It was in the Month of
Laying (May) when the
beauty of the green first
appeared, that Smiling Eyes
disappeared into the forest
unnoticed, taking with her
the essential things: a moss
bag, small blanket and oil.
Soon, the oiled baby was
neatly laced into his moss
bag with plenty of fresh
moss. Yes, she had her
wish. It was a son, whom
she named "'White Cloud'.

A son born to a chief
was great news. When
Smiling Eyes appeared with
her new-born son, Swift
Foot stared at the tiny bun-
dle, speechless. Soon the
tiny babe was taken by the

Continued Page 9
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parties that have come to symbolize

Christmas, there still exists the true
universal spirit of love and hope that
a child's birth brought to the world.
On this happy and holy occasion
called Christmas, may you and yours
enjoy and share these, the greatest
gifts of all. Our sincere wishes
go out to you for a
joyous holiday season.
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Christmas brings
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opportunity to wish you the
best the holidays can
bring...peace and joy and the
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happy holiday and a bright
New Year. From
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eldest of grandmothers and
from then on Smiling Eyes
was told to relax and drink
strengthening herbal teas.
The happy parents-watched
their tiny son sleeping and
growing each day.

~ As years went by, Smil-
ing Eyes noticed her son
was a great dreamer. his
mind was like white clouds
floating in the beautiful sky.
She could not make him
out.

When White Cloud was
ten winters old, he spoke of
the outside world and an
education. His thoughts
were like the whiteman's.
Traditional cultures were
not interesting to him.

Smiling Eyes was deeply
hurt, her wish for her son to
become chief was shattered.
The chiefs marvelled at the
intelligence of such a young
one. However, nothing was
said to him and Smiling
Eyes waited to see what
would happen.

Two years later, disaster
struck the family. As the
tribe was crossing the
plains, heading for buffalo
herds, a wild arrow killed
Chief Swift Foot. Everyone
was stunned over such dis-
aster. Smiling Eyes and
White Cloud mourned
deeply over their great loss.
They spoke of the wild
arrow. She saw that this
drove her son away from
her way of life and each
year he lived in his own
kind of world and tempta-
tion to leave grew stronger.

Smiling Eyes knew that
the climax was near. She
saw her only son coming
towards her. She felt hurt
feelings, cross feelings all
tearing at her heart. 'l am
leaving here to go and ful-
fill my wishes,' he said to
his mother.

'‘May I ask, are you not
proud of your race and cul-
ture like your forefathers
were?' she said very
sharply.

'No, mother, I must go.
That wild arrow that was
the cause of the death of my
father has driven me further
away from this changing
world. 1 may reconsider in
the future, but today I am
leaving. Please try and
understand.’

Smiling Eyes was dou-
bly hurt. She knew that
harsh words were not the
answer; this would only
drive him further away
from her. 'How shall I live
without him,' she thought.
With bowed head she
prayed for help. But, there
was White Cloud walking
away and not looking back.
She continued to pray and
her thoughts were with him.

As time went on, occa-
sionally Smiling Eyes got
news of White Cloud. She
remained cold towards him
and he did likewise. But
when she heard he had mar-
ried Little Fawn, she was
ready to disown him. Later
on, the news of a grandson
made her feel better. He
was named 'Light Foot'.
Smiling Eyes knew she

would now join the eldest
of Mothers' Group.

Years went by and still
there was no reunion in
sight. Her thoughts were
with her grandson daily. He

. was now of school age and

her heart ached for want of
seeing him. . :

One day Smiling Eyes
was sitting in her favorite
spot, which was under a
shady poplar tree back of
her cabin. Nearby were the
sounds of a merry gurgling
brook, which brought joy to
her as her sight was now
failing. But while she sat

‘there, her inner feelings told

her that soon she would see
her son and family, and for
the first time, her daughter-
in-law and grandson. Sud-
denly, the sounds she heard
were the jumping of a

thirsty deer coming to
water.

Smiling Eyes looked
towards the brook. Sure
enough, there came a boy of

'Why do you cty?' asked
Light Foot.

'l am crying for joy.
Where are your parents!’
she asked him. 'They will

| Years went by and
still there was no
reunion in sight.

about eight winters, ranning
to her.

"Hello eldest of Mothers,
how are you!' Speechless,
Smiling Eyes, with trem-
bling hand reached for him.

Tears filled her eyes and
Light Foot noticed her.

soon be here, we're coming
to live on grandfather's
land. Father told me of
him.. I want to learn to
shoot with bows and
arrows,’ he continued. This
made Smiling Eyes happy,
and Light Foot did not lose

any time asking his grand-
mother many questions.

Suddenly, White Cloud
and Little Fawn were in
sight, each carrying heavy
packs. Smiling Eyes could
not find words to say, and
could not move, so over-
come by happiness was she.

Little Fawn laid her
pack on the ground and
went forward to greet her,
with White Cloud
following. He told her,
"The many wrinkles tell me
it 1s time I come home and
care for you. Little Fawn
and I will take over, as I
have reconsidered and will
live here where my son can
live our way of life as he
grows up.'

Light Foot was the pride
and joy of his grandmother.
She spent all her time

answering his questions.
The sadness, bitterness and
loneliness suddenly left her.
There was new hope within
her; her son could be chief.
With his education he could
be a great chief.

Each night, Smiling
Eyes heard the merry gur-
gling of the brook. She
prayed to the grandfather in
the heavens.

"The past is now forgot-
ten, my son has retured. I
see that life has been good
to me. Let our cultures
grow and let us be proud of
what we are,’ Smiling Eyes
thought and then fell into a
deep sleep.

In the not too far away
she would join her hus-
band, Swift Foot, in the
everlasting hunting
grounds.
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Lazarus and the Wolf

By Dianne Meili

(The following story is
loosely based on a tale my
grandfather told me when I
was a young girl.

It was Christmas Eve
and no animal stirred in the
forest. They were all home
with their families, snug-
gled into their dens, lodges
or nests. They were safe

and warm and celebrating
this most wondrous of holy
nights.

The squirrel family was
in their nest, in the knot of
a tall, old pine tree. Moth-
er had brought out some
special dried Saskatoon
berries she'd been saving
since summer and the chil-
dren were stuffing their
mouths full. The two
youngest twin squirrels had

FIRESIDE FICTION

already begun to nod off
and Father was readying
their little dried grass bed,
made extra warm with bits
of soft mooseskin from the
moccasin he'd stolen from
an Indian camp.

Mother carried in the
two twins and laid them
gently in the straw. Then
she touched Father on the
arm and they moved
toward the tree knothole to

look out at the huge flakes
of snow piling up softly
below.

Away off in the dis-
tance, near the ancient pine
tree  that  stretched
mishapenly out across the
river, Mother's sharp little
eyes caught a spray of
snow spurt into the air.
"Strange," she remarked to
her husband. "I just saw
something move in the

snow out by the old pine.
Who would be out on a
night like this?" Father
just shook his head, shiver-
ing, and led her back to the
cozy living room.

Still curious, she let
Father go on and tumed to
look out the knothole
again. Narrowing her
sharp, black eyes, she
could barely make out
what looked like a rabbit,
trying to hop through the
deep, powder snowdrifts.
The rabbit's big hind feet
were sending up fantails of
snow each time he leaped.

She strained and squint-
ed her eyes to see who it
was, but it was too far
away. Her eyes began to
water and she shook her
head, realizing she was get-
ting colder by the second
standing before the knot-
hole. She hurried down
into the tree behind her
husband and was glad her
own kin were safe and
warm,

But out in the forest, the
temperature had dropped
and the snow continued to
fall. Old Lazarus rabbit, a
snowshoe hare from the
sand hills area, made his
way through the deep
SNOW.

Poor Lazarus had no
family of his own. In his
younger days he'd been too
much of an adventurer,
always journeying here and

there to see what he could
see, instead of taking a
wife and raising a family.
He had made many friends
on his travels, though.
From his cottontail buddies
in the southern United
States, to his Arctic hare
chums of the high north
tundra, he made it a point
to keep in touch with most
of them. But this Christ-
mas his friends were far
away and he was all alone.
So, at the last moment, he'd
decided to burrow out of
his tunnel and visit some of
his cousin animals in the
forest.

The thing was, Lazarus
loved children and played
for hours with those of his
friends. He sometimes
regretted not having his
own family, but on the
whole he was content with
his life, knowing he was
privileged to have seens so
much of the world. When-
ever he got blue, he just
remembered some of the
experiences he'd enjoyed
and the friends that he'd
made, and life didn't seem
so bad.

But now he was getting
cold. How much further
was it to the beavers'
lodge? "I've been travel-
ling an awfully long time
... I should be getting there
soon,” he said to himself.
He gathered his strength,

Continued Page 11
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Lazarus and the wolf

From Page 10

hoping to sight the lodge as
soon as he got to the top of
the next rise.

And then, as he reached
the crest of the hill, his eye
caught a slight movement
in the bushes at the bottom
of the hill. He stopped in
his tracks and his eyes got

dered why he wasn't afraid
of the sharp-toothed brute.
Suddenly, the wolf stood
up and turned. He stepped
further into the bushes and
a haze enveloped him.
Lazarus blinked his eyes to
get a better look, and when
he opened them again, the
wolf was gone.

Long seconds passed
before the stunned rabbit

In the light of the moon,
Lazarus saw the
silver-tipped hairs on
the wolf's chest glisten.

bigger. There, looking
straight at him, was a wolf
... a huge wolf. In the light
of the moon, Lazarus saw
the silver-tipped hairs on
the wolf's deep chest glis-
ten. The beast's black fore-
head and body markings
were like none he'd seen
before. The frightened
Lazarus looked for the
nearest log to dive under.

But something para-
lyzed him and his eyes
caught the wolf's again.
The magnificent beast had
settled back on his haunch-
es and he was simply
observing Lazarus.
Strangely, there was no
glint of hunger in the yel-
low eyes. A strange feel-
ing of calm came over
Lazarus as he found him-
self admiring the silver
giant. He was deeply
impressed by the strength
of the canine, yet he won-

realized he was very cold
and had better get moving
again. He scanned the
river to his right and could
just make out the dome of
the beavers' lodge in mid-
stream.

He scampered to the
riverbank and called out
for Father Beaver. It was-
n't long before the beaver's
head broke the surface of
the water.

"I've come to visit you
on Christmas Eve,"
Lazarus called out. "Is
your family all home for
the holidays?" he asked.

"Why, yes they are, and
we're plenty happy to have
oldest son spend the festive
season with us once again,”
answered Father Beaver.
And then, never one to beat
around the bush, he added,
"You're welcome to come
inside, but won't you have
an awfully hard time swim-
ming out here to the lodge.

The water will freeze you."
"Oh," said Lazarus to
himself. He hadn't thought
of that. He'd only thought
about being inside the
lodge with all the little
beaver children, not about
how he'd get to the lodge.

"Yes, yes, you're abso-
lutely right. I don't know
what I could have been
hinking of," Lazarus said,
slightly embarassed.
"Well, I thought I'd drop in
to see the squirrel family
while I'm in the neighbor-
hood, anyway."

"That would be wonder-
ful. They've got the whole
family home for the holi-
days, too,"” said Father
Beaver, hoping it didn't
sound like he was trying to
get nid of Lazarus. But he
couldn’t stay out in the
niver all night talking to the
rabbit.

"Lazarus, wait here and
I'll get the kids to come and
say hello," he offered, but
the snowshoe hare was
already on his way again.

"I'll be by tomorrow. I'll
see them then. You get
yourself back inside where
it's warm ... " shouted
Lazarus behind him as he
hurried along the trail, ears
burning with shame.

"Cheer up, old chap, the
squirrel family's tree is just
ahead,” he told himself.

At the base of the pine
tree, Lazarus thumped his
huge feet on the trunk and
called up to Mother Squir-
rel.

"So, it was you I could
see in the distance when I
looked out a bit ago,"”
exclaimed Mother Squirrel,
poking her tiny head out
the knothole. "Snow flying
up all over the place ...
whatever are you doing out
tonight, Lazarus?"

"I was home in my burrow,
and then I thought I'd like
to visit my friends, so I
headed out for your forest.

Continued Page 11
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Happy Holidays to you and yours.
May Christmas fill your hearts and homes
now and always, and may the future
hold only the very best for you.

From Principal Alex Boyda
and school staff of the...

Driftpile Community School
Driftpile Band #450

General Delivery, Driftpile, Alberta TOG 0V0
Telephone: (403) 355-3868

nd best wishes for a
happy holiday season.

May you and yours enjoy
the fun and friendship that
make this time of year so
special. It has been our
pleasure to serve you over
the past year and our
sincere wish to serve you
on further in the coming
year. You are special to us
and your needs are our
number one priority. Merry
Christmas!

Native Outreach

3rd Floor, 10603 - 107 Ave.
Edmonton, AB T5H 0W5

(403) 428-9350

Calgary: Room 201, 1211-14 St. Calgary, AB T3C 1C4 (403) 2454374
Grand Centre: Box 1168, Grand Centre, AB TOA 1T0 (403) 594-7360
High Level: Box 480, High Level, AB TOH 170 (403) 926-3635
Hinton: #201, Summit Building, box 1409, Hinton, AB (403) 865-7811
Lethbridge: 1616-2nd Ave. S., Lethbridge, AB T1] 0G2 (403) 320-9010




g

Bal O A D e Al efd Gb b AMw ‘

A, o

Page 12, WINDSPEAKER CHRISTMAS SPECIAL, December 9, 1988

From Page 11

Are all the kids doing
OK?" he asked.
"Oh, yes. The twins

couldn't be more bright
eyed and bushy tailed.
They're getting to be such a
handful. And Lazarus, you
know you're always wel-
come.”

Mother Squirrel watched
as Lazarus stood on his
very tippy toes to try and
reach the knothole. He
stretched and stretched but
he was nowhere near it.
The forest was silent except
for the scratching sounds
his paws made on the rough
bark.

Mother Squirrel felt
sorry for him but there was-
n't anything she could do to
help. There was nothing
for him to stand on to get to
the knothole. She usually
chattered away to anyone
who'd listen, but to the little
rabbit below she didn't
quite know what to say.

Seeing Mother Squirrel
start to shiver in the cold,
Lazarus quickly said,
"Well, never mind. Just
glad I could come around
and wish your family all
the best. Hope the Creator
smiles on you and your's in
the coming year."

Ears burning again,
Lazarus felt completely
foolish. What was he
going to do? Was his brain

turning to mush? It was a
long way back to his warm
tunnel and all the travelling
was making him too tired
to go much further. Sud-
denly, he cheered up again,
remembering the Field
Mouse Family. He loved
the tiny brown mice chil-
dren with their sharp little
noses and bright black
eyes. And, best of all, he
neither had to swim nor
climb to get to their little
tunnelled nest on the
ground.

Hurrying faster now, he
bounded to the place he
knew they dug their bur-
rows. Sure enough, just

Lazarus and the wolf

ahead of him he could see
some holes that marked the
tunnel entrances.

Deep below the snow,
on the surface of the frozen
ground, the Field Mice
were in their dried-grass
nest, just tucking into a fine
Christmas Eve meal of wild
rose bush bark. All twelve
of the little mice children
were ravenous, having built
up a good appetite playing
tag in the snow tunnels.
With all of them noisily
gnawing and chomping,
Father Mouse barely heard
his name being called by
someone outside.

" He scurried up the snow

tunnel, wondering who
could be out and about on a
night like tonight. When
he reached the tunnel open-
ing and saw his old friend
Lazarus, with a heap of
snow piling up on his head
(it was coming down even
harder now), he laughed in
delight.

"Well, Lazarus, how
good it is to see you. Old
boy, how's it going? What
are you doing in this neck
of the woods? Have you
finally stopped travelling
and settled down here?”

"No, no. I've still got
my burrow back in the sand
hills. I just thought I'd

come round and spread
some Christmas cheer.”
And then, because he was
really getting chilled, and
was thinking of how warm
the dried grass hay that the
little mice lined their nests
with would be, Lazarus
blurted, "I was thinking
about how happy the little
kids would be to see me.
Am [ in time to see them or
have they gone to bed?"
"Nope, still up. Little
rascals played in the tun-
nels all day. Wouldn't
doubt if they've still got the
energy to play some more.
But Father Mouse was
wondering how Lazarus

could possibly visit the
children. Surely the rabbit
knew that in winter, field
mice rarely come up from
beneath the snow, except to
get food. And Lazarus was
too big to come down the
tunnel, let alone fit in the
family nest.

Lazarus was thinking
the same thing and his big
pink ears were starting to
turn red again. He wasn't
going to be able to see the
mouse family, nor could he
spend the night with them.

"Oh my goodness!”
shouted Lazarus, startling
his friend. "I'm supposed
to be at Whitetail Jackrab-
bit's place before midnight
and I'm late! Got to run for
now, old pal! I'll seec you in
the new year. Give my sea-
son's greetings to everyone

Father Mouse watched
Lazarus leap away until he
could no longer see the
snowshoe hare's white
body bounding against the
white snow. He sniffed the
icy night air, turned quick-
ly, and scurried down to the
nest, hoping the kids hadn't
eaten all the wild rose bush
bark.

Lazarus ran until his
lungs ached. Then he
stopped. The white lie he'd
told his friend was for the
best, to save him from
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Wishing you and all your loved ones
avery

Joy and peace now and always, and may the wonderful
spirit of Christmas light your way through the coming
years. A message from Chief, Council and Members of

ALEXIS BAND #133

Box 7, ONOWAY, Alberta TOE 0X0
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