
January 11, 2009 
Coyote Prayers 
 
Sitting in the airport on one of my recent travel adventures I had a chance to 
meet a man, who, to me, epitomizes the level of ignorance in our nation, indeed, 
our society, towards anything Indian Country. 
 
I was sitting in the First Class lounge because there were no other seats. I 
realized that the First Class Lounge has 'cushy' seats, unlike the hard seats in 
'average class'.  Unless the Airport Seat Marshal was going to show up and kick 
me out, that is where I sat.  
 
An announcement came from the ticket counter that ONE, only ONE First Class 
seat was available. You could use your air miles, or pay $50 to 'upgrade' to First 
Class.  I found that amusing because that leg of the trip was less than 45 minutes 
in duration.   
 
Then, a gentleman, beaming as if he had just won the lottery, moseyed up to the 
counter, huge grin showing all his teeth, bouncing on his heels just a bit, looking 
around to see if anyone noticed this golden beam of light he was standing in, 
purchased the upgrade.  He promptly came over and sat next to me.   
 
I think that because he saw me sitting in First Class, he thought I was "One of 
those." 
 
"I just upgraded to First Class!" he told me as if he had just snagged the golden 
ticket for the Chocolate Factory. "I have never flown First Class before!"  Clearly, 
this was going to be the greatest 45 minutes of his whole life. 
 
"Enjoy your trip," I responded.  
 
Then he started talking. I think he assumed that since I was sitting in those cushy 
seats I had the special powers of being able to appreciate the choir of angels that 
surround those who have 'arrived'-- to First Class.  
 
"God told me to check my reservations," he told me, nodding and now that grin 
seemed perpetual.  He continued. "God talks to me." 
 
"Sounds like great conversation," I said. I too, was smiling. I was amused. He 
mistook that for my ability to perceive how special he was that God would talk to 
him. "God said that I should check my reservations and he was right! I had 
mistakenly made reservations for the end of January instead of December!" 
(Imagine that, God was right?) "And now, I'm flying First Class!" 
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He told me he was going to some tiny Indian Village in Alaska, to teach.  Told me 
that he had taught at one or more of the Rezes in South Dakota. "God" wanted 
him to teach Indian People how to be better. "Those People", can't seem to get 
themselves out of poverty... typical stuff like that.  
 
It became clear that he considered himself to be a righteous Christian man, 
whom God was following around like a secretary, reminding him to check his 
reservations.  
 
He talked about how he had elders come into his classes to teach the children 
about the past.  He talked about how these elders were teaching that AIM and 
'Those Guys' were all "Troublemakers" and they caused a lot of grief to the 
people.  How AIM was trying to 'stir up' the people.  
 
Clearly, he was a special, very Godly man, on a mission to fix Indian People.  To 
show them the error of their ways. Clearly, in all his years 'teaching' Indians, he 
learned nothing from them, about them, or really, about himself or the Nation.   
 
I interrupted, as I had heard all this tripe many times before. "Have you, by 
chance, read 'Restless Spirit?' it's a blog about Indian Country." 
 
He looked vague.  No, he had not.  But he reads his Bible everyday. I told him 
that it might be educational in his line of work (That of saving Indian Children 
from the clutches of the evil of being "Indian"?).   
 
"Yes, AIM did stir up a lot.  They thought that the thousands of Indians that were 
being murdered every year, and those murders never being investigated, was 
wrong." He was still smiling, sort of shaking his head.  
 
Since we were both sitting in the First Class Waiting Lounge, where could he go? 
I continued. "And they thought that the corruption of Dickie Wilson and his 
GOONS, and all the tribal money going into their pockets, was wrong.  I can see 
where people, especially teachers sponsored by the Government that is 
oppressing the Indian People, would want to be sure that AIM was painted in the 
worst possible light and applaud the elders who come into your class and teach 
that line." 
 
I was a bit mystified as to why the God to whom he addresses his prayers, would 
be so diligent about making sure he got to the airport on the right day, but would 
neglect informing him about the True History of Indian People and what our 
Government has done and continues to do.  I am amazed that the same God that 
helps him find his car keys, neglects to inform him of the corruption that is paying 
his check. 
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I figured that it might be a Coyote God, or that Coyote steals his prayers and runs 
them over to the First Class Lounge, for my entertainment.  
 
"What's it called again?" He asked.   
 
"Restless Spirit," I told him.  "Walkingsky.com" 
 
They called his flight.  I introduced myself. "I am Cat West," I said. He shook my 
hand and gave his name.  Beaming. I could almost hear the choir sustaining that 
'harken' note.  He was still bathed in that golden beam of light that tells those 
'classy enough to see it' that he was "First Class Material". 
 
I walked past him as I boarded in the 'economy' section. We nodded recognition 
to one another. He was clearly, a man in touch with God.  Touched by God. A 
man on a mission.   
 
I half-wondered how he would remain in his cocoon of ignorance when he arrived 
at that tiny rez in Alaska and realized the depth of despair.  The alcoholism, the 
huffing, the addictions, the abuses, the futility and the despair.  
 
I wondered if he would learn the stories of how these Good People had their way 
of life shot out from under them, literally.  Their sled dogs slaughtered without 
warning by Federal Agents bent on destroying their ability to hunt and be self-
sufficient. More than 20K dogs slaughtered in a 15-year period.  
 
The people unable to hunt, given cheap hand out foods, and alcohol.  I wonder if 
he will learn what really happened to these Good People and how they got this 
way.  Or would he assume they just weren't First Class to begin with.  
 
I wonder if he will hear the spirits of those dead dogs, running and howling in the 
harsh North Winds, and mistake them for Coyotes from South Dakota.  I wonder 
if he looks at the shadows that haunt the villages, and take the children into cold 
hard graves, are because they don't talk to God and don't know how to make 
their reservations like he can? 
 
I wonder if he is reading this blog now, and if he recognizes me as the woman he 
sat next to, and thought that because we were both in First Class Lounge, we 
thought in the same way?  
 
He will hear those howls in the night. Could be anything: A mother crying over 
her dead child; a child crying over being abandoned for alcohol or addictions; 20 
thousand slaughtered dogs pulling empty sleds, a way of life lost; love dying 
before it has a chance to live; or the laughter of coyotes that follow men who talk 
to God and travel from rez to rez, learning nothing. 
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He was a really nice guy.  Just willfully ignorant and proud.  Maybe God will talk 
to him. Show him what he is really seeing.  Maybe he will learn that he is not 
better, superior than those whom he teaches, but rather, they are his equals, and 
have much to teach to him.  
 
Maybe, when he looks into the vacant stares of children who have no childhood, 
he will hear, in Godʼs Voice, the anguish of oppression and realize that he is in 
the middle of what the worst of us has done to the innocent in this land.   
 
Maybe.  And maybe the Coyote will continue to steal his prayers and drag them 
to the spirits of 10's of thousands of slaughtered sled dogs, and they can tear 
them apart as they frolic in the icy winds, skirting the ice flows and frozen lakes.  
Maybe nothing will change and we continue this dance of ignorance into Oblivion, 
thinking we, alone, see the light. 
 
Itʼs his journey.  Itʼs our journey. It is a circle. No one is ahead of anyone else. We 
are all just following each other. 
 
You know where to find me. 
 
~Cat 


