
Quote From Chief Clarence Louie, (Bio): 
 
A lifelong student of issues affecting First Nations across North America, 
Clarence shares his experiences and lessons learned to Native people and 
government agencies across the country in a simple direct business smarts 
approach, "Every First Nation comes from a working culture. Our ancestors 
worked hard for a living. Today life is as complicated or as messed up as you 
make it. To improve your quality of life, you either go to school or get a job. 
Words without action, excuses and blame, leads towards more welfare 
dependency and poverty. It's hard work and making money that improves one's 
standard of living and provides for Community social needs." 
 
 
 
April 7, 2008 
Coming Home 
 
As you can see, I am a big fan of Chief Clarence Louie and the Osoyoos Band 
(Tribe).  What does he say that is so special?  Nothing really.  He just speaks 
common sense truth.  So refreshing and rare that communities near and far are 
dazzled by it.   
 
He backs it up with success.  He took his band from less than nothing, 
economically, into a dynamo of prosperity and self-sufficiency.  People of that 
tribe have worked under the leadership of Chief Clarence Louie, and stepped out 
of the stereo-typed 'helpless' Indian, into the light of self-respect, respect for 
others and a can-do attitude that can't be defeated.  
 
People worked together, with honest leadership, and pulled themselves up from 
the soggy bottom of despair, into prosperity, strength and respect.   
 
The Osoyoos Band, the 'Nk Mip, (pronounced "Ink-Meep"), can always go home 
again, their heads held high, their future bright with possibilities for the tribe, 
community and the communities that surround them.  
 
Can't Go Home Again 
 
Why is that not happening everywhere?  Simple.  Corruption.  How do the corrupt 
get power?  They lie, they cheat, they steal and they murder, they extort, and 
they bully.  How do they stay in power? No one stands up to them.  No one 
stands up for anyone that would make things better.   
 
The whole community has to have a victim mentality.  They have to wallow in 
self-pity and focus on blame for their situation and condition, rather than focusing 
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on what they can do, must do, to make things better.  Self pity is self-
perpetuating and self-fulfilling.  
 
Recovery and prosperity, is work.  A lot of work.  You have to want to work and to 
not be afraid to work.  The hardest work is getting rid of the poison in our lives.  
The poisons we have become so entangled with, and the poisons we have 
shared with our children.  
 
Poisons: Self-Pity, Jealousy, Apathy, Rage, Addictions, (Yes, Bingo is an 
addiction), Blaming others, laziness, irresponsibility, and ignorance.  Another 
poison, racism.  
 
Sometimes it is our situation that creates in our minds, racist stereo types.  We 
live in an area where poverty and gangs are everywhere.  We have bad 
interactions with people of other races, and instead of looking at them for their 
behavior as individuals, we learn, we are taught, often by people we look up to, to 
blame their race for the behaviors.  As if the drug dealer, gangster, hoodlum is 
the spokes person for their entire race.  
 
We reinforce this by looking for similar behaviors in others of the same race, 
while ignoring positive behaviors in that race. Worse, we ignore our own worst 
behaviors and behaviors of those of our race that behave badly, as 'insignificant'.  
We only count the bad and use those figures to reinforce our own worst behavior 
of 'racism'.   
 
Bad enough that we perpetuate that ignorance against other races and alienate 
ourselves, isolate our selves, from our brothers and sisters.  We cut off our 
greatest strength, our greater number of allies, and reduce them to racist jokes, 
smears, stereo-typing ourselves into deeper despair.  
 
Worse, this poison is spread among Indians with some of the cruelest names and 
intentions.  Half breed is one of the worst I have heard, and there are worse out 
there, I just choose not to go into that dark place here and now.  Half-breed is 
sneered at people who are mixed races, as if they are cattle.   
 
Government agents used to determine who was from what tribe and who was 
from mixed tribes referring to them as 'breeds' of this or that, as if they were 
cattle, not human.  For any person, much less anyone of Red Heritage, to use 
that term is to carry a toxin from the past into the present and the future, that will 
defile those who use it, or any other racist term, more than it can ever hurt the 
intended target of such slurs. 
 
The corrupt control the weak by exploiting their self-pity, racism toxins.  The SLN 
tribe is self-poisoning.  Easy prey.  Laughable.  
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In order to sustain this control, this toxic method of politics, the leaders, instead of 
bringing the people out of despair, continually find ways to thwart self-sufficiency, 
accountability and self-respect in the people.  The leaders offer only false idols 
for momentary distraction from the holes in the wall, the hunger in the belly, the 
craving for the drugs and alcohol.  
 
Spirit Lake Nation Leaders have taken away one of the greatest opportunities for 
the tribe to finally rise from the soggy, smelly depths of government dependency, 
by crushing the wind farm project and the development that would ensue, by their 
arrogance, ignorance and utter disrespect for the people who were bringing the 
mechanisms of prosperity, and insulting the gift of opportunity and self-
sufficiency.   
 
These bringers of the gift of prosperity and self-sufficiency were not strangers.  
They were not outsiders.  They were enrolled members of the SLN who had 
themselves, risen from the low-expectations of Indian Country, and grown strong 
in character, education; developing the knowledge and the skills they had hoped 
to bring home, to their people, a better brighter future.  
 
Frank Black Cloud had worked on the Wind Farm Project for over 3 years to 
make it possible.  Driven by a love for his people, his community and a burning 
desire to share his knowledge and expertise and make it possible for everyone 
on the rez to have a better life, and for the children of the tribe to have some 
hope for prosperity and a brighter future, he slaved over this project and brought 
it to the Tribal Council and to the people, only to be shafted by the blatant 
ignorance and corruption of the tribal council, who then fired him for his efforts to 
revive the project. 
 
Worse, I have found, that one of the people on the team that were bringing the 
big company players to the table on behalf of the project, was also a well-
educated, self-made successful man who is an enrolled member of the tribe.  
 
Both were sneered at by the laziest, most evil among you, and no one stands up 
to say "this is wrong." 
 
Indians who do the hard work of struggling to gain an education, acquire skills 
and business know-how, unless they are willing to be party to the corruption that 
rules the rez, are run off, fired, unable to hold the jobs they are the most qualified 
for, while the ones with no qualifications who are related to the corrupt, or willing 
to do their bidding, hold high paying jobs they don't even understand the 
language of when more professional people in the same field make the simplest 
of inquiries.  
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The educated, the ones with character and leadership, are run off, and no one 
stands up and says: Bring them back!  They are ours! We need them!  They are 
called "Apple Indians", by the very tribe they are diligently working to help.   
 
Y'all stand around with your arms folded across your chests, sneers on your 
faces, and watch.   
 
You run off with your racism, your ignorance, your self-pity and your laziness, the 
very people you have been praying would come to save you from the despair in 
which you have become so accustomed to drowning in. Home Sweet Home? 
 
Assured 
 
Your poverty, and your despair, assured. Your children, the futility of their future, 
assured.  The corruption you do nothing to stop, continues to sneer at you from 
behind those leathery wings. 
 
Oliver Gourd, speaking in Sioux “All these white people are using our own 
against us now.” At the meeting in St. Michaels where the district came forward 
and all the people wanted this project.  Everyone, that is, except Lois Leban, too 
ignorant to know anything about the project or to learn, and who plainly cares not 
a whit for the improvement of quality of life and prosperity of the tribe, and who 
worked to defeat this project for reasons I can only guess at.   
 
Oliver would have had you storm the table and run them off with war whoops.  
That's the kind of Indian you are listening to?  That's the kind of advice your 
leadership listens to? And you allow this to fail in your name?  
 
I think she was trying to be the obstacle that the company would have to 
overcome, perhaps she thought they would try to 'impress' her with some extra 
cash.  She was certainly open to that.  Even expecting it.  But did not get it.   
 
Clearly, she is not accustomed to doing business in a legitimate way, and was 
positioning herself to be first in line for some payout that would move her on up, 
(to the East side... to a dee-lucks a-part-ment in the Sun-shiiiine...)(*Jeffersons 
would cringe). 
 
The other thing, I strongly suspect Lois was doing, was testing her boundaries 
with NLO.  NLO had a bad day last year when the Tribal Judge and her clerk, 
which NLO could easily control with 'evidence' she had safely locked away in a 
safe... managed to break into that safe, abscond with everything in it, relieving 
themselves of the pressure of constant extortion, and, as a bonus, acquiring 
some 'evidence' of their own to use or sell as they saw fit.  
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I strongly suspect that that evidence, the part that tied NLO to some not-so-legal 
dealings, was sold to the highest bidder, Lois. 
 
Now, Lois can flex her new found super-powers by going against the project 
(along with Punky Brown, who is apprenticing as 'side-kick' in the dynamic duo of 
Lois and Punky), and going against NLO, who actually had supported the 
project.  The vote was 2-2 with the tie-breaker, the future of prosperity and hope, 
or continuing down the road of despair and futility, rested in the vote of Myra 
Pearson.   
 
All her promises to help the tribe, build the economic future, take care of 'her 
people', came down to this one moment and she did---nothing.   
 
The project died.  Oliver Gourd sneering in Sioux that the people who were 
working so hard on the behalf of the tribe, to improve the lives of everyone who 
lives on the rez, he called them traitors, and said they were betraying the people.   
 
That one voice, toxic with racism, ignorance, drunk with the power of attention, 
condemned you all and allowed Lois to take the reigns of power from NLO, and 
from each and every single one of you.  
 
And you let it.  You let him.  You let her, and you hold no one accountable.  
 
I hear your harsh whispered prayers in the night: "Send someone to help us! 
Please, have pity on us and send someone to save us," over and over again.  
Coyote laughs at you. A-whoo-Yaaahhhhh-ahaha-aaaah!   
 
"I send you warriors!" Thunder booms and the winds blow hard and harder. 
 
Coyote howls, "And you disparage them, and drag them into the dirt!" A-whoo-ya-
ahahahaaa! 
 
"Creator!" Coyote Howls, "What will you send to teach these people now? You 
think they are worth saving? Why? Whahahah-why?" 
 
Coyote runs and yips, dancing in circles he tells his people: "These people 
cannot be tricked by anyone as much as they can trick themselves.  We waste 
our time trying to teach them to do what they already know, but will not do for 
themselves!  Let us go to the hills and be quiet and watch them entertain us and 
our pups with their stupidity and their lazy ways."   
 
Coyote and his family pronk off into the distance, playfully, laughing at the stories 
of the Spirit Lake Nation, and the people who pray for warriors and then, when 
the warriors come home, with their education and their skills, they run them off, 
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call them racist names, and then pray some more.   
 
In the graveyard, where so many of the children and broken bodies lie in the cold, 
cold ground, Iktomi weaves a blanket, for the next foolish Indian to sit on, and 
pray for help to come, change to happen, and do nothing for them self.   
 
Iktomi sings the spider song to the children in their graves, telling them in the 
words of prayers of the families left behind, how much they were loved, but not 
enough to be worth saving.   
 
Coyote joins in the refrain, and the silken threads of Iktomi's weaving blow in the 
Four Winds that carry the stories to all the other tribes.  Each silken strand a 
reminder that we are all connected and that we need one another.  A lesson, so 
far, unlearned by the Spirit Lake Nation and the foolish people who allow corrupt 
leaders to steal the brighter future and keep in place one with more despair.  
 
A piece of spider's web sticks to the Charter bus, bought at great expense, to 
take the future of Spirit Lake Nation--Nowhere.  
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 

 


