



































I omakes no ditlerence
what you believe. You're part

of the cirele”

‘Certainly.” He smd, "Do you
have a television in your

home?' She smid. ‘'Yes." 'Do

tell us stones after that. Each
one captivated our imagina-

nons and made us second-

“Every radio, every television has a crystal in it. A crys-
tal is a rock. If that rock didn’t have a life, you wouldn’t

get reception.”

Next, he told us a story
from his work that really got
our heads SPINn g “1 was
asked to do some ceremonies,
several years ago, and | was
prefty new at ths. | was pretty
embarrassed about being n a
big crowd talking. | usually
carry with me a banner, my
candles, my eagle feather, a
rock, cedar, sage, I'll carry all
stufl with me. So | put my
banner out, my candles out,
my eagle feather and every-
thing. 1 say, everything out
here has given its life to us to-
day... and one lady says, ‘You
mean 1o tell me that rock there
was once ahive?’ | smd
‘Ma"am, that rock 1s vern
much alive today.’ She said
‘Bullshit,” and she didn't come
back the next day for the cere-
mony. | was dead 1n water, |
didn’t know what to do. The
tollowing vear | was back in
North Dakota, or somewhere
in there. The same thing hap-
pened, and this fellow that
weighed about 400 pounds
stopped the ceremony right
there. He said, ‘Ma'am, |
would like to ask vou some
questions. Now, I would like
to be very honest with vour an-
swers. Could you do that?’

you have a radio in your
home?' ‘Yes.' He says, "Now,
Ma'am, tell me, very honestly,
VETY VEL ) ]-’nult‘hll}' now, do
they work?’ And she has a
dumbfounded look on her face
and said, “Yes, of course they
do.’ 'Every radio, every televi-
sion has a crystal init. A Crys-
tal 1s a rock. If that rock didn't
have a life, you wouldn’t get
reception.” And that 1s some-
thing that | have carmed with
me for a good number of years
now."

After that one, Wall
told another story about a
medicine man who picked up
burning hot rocks, yet didn'1
get burned
from them. It
Was an amaz-
ing story that
showed how
good the In-
dian medicine
people really
were, “62%
of the medi-
cine intro-
duced by In-
dian people 15
still used to-
day.”

Walt
continued to

guess the world we hive in
['his man showed the
class of 2009 that people of all
races should be accepted into
society. He shared with us his
own personal information, sto-
nes, and views on everything
he talked about. He was happy
to talk to us, and we were
happy to listen to him. His
words will stick with us, and
we thank him so much for
coming all the way out to Al-
sed. | hope that everyone can
experience what we did with
Walt. Just remember, it’s spin-
tuahity, not religion. Ahhoh.
—Lauren Dimock
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Frontier Poems

—

Pioneers
| oad the kids, load the guns
Pack your bags, it's time (o run
Across the plains, and a lot more.
Headed to Oregon, more land galore
Claim your land, build a fence
No ume o waslte, 1t°s now yOuUr space
The mountains and valleys lie all around
Not like the [‘1|=1L’L' we used to call home
Chelsea Gula

Speak of the Land

We speak of a land, a land called the West
wWhere the sun will shine to its very best

And our life back East just 1sn’l that greal
When the idea was thought, there was no debate

Go West! Go West! Push lor the Sea

past the grass and the rock and the powers that be
Go West! Go West! If we leave the East

Perhaps one day we can lnally have peace

Qo we set on our path, leaving Eastern shore

We know all that 18 ahead, if not more

Through the days and mghts, the hours pass by
As we watch for the Plans with clouds in its sky.

Qet foot on the grass, a barren wasteland

Little water and food, much less human hand
akes many a day, to cross this place
I.\];huug!} | press on, determination on my tace

And we sit ‘round the fire and sing our song

And the children say as they march along:
“Though the winds may blow and the rain may fall
Though the storms may try to slay us all

We will go West."

Past the grasses one finds the great hills

More like Mountains they are, with no sotl to tills
And the up trip 15 no easy leal

As we lift our legs and stamp our feel

Perfect Place
Uver there
Fhat fun jet stream
Phough fun i the summer
Is a stlent killer

Up here

| his nice 1ug

A good swimming hole
Created by a dynamite blow

Down here
At the mouth
Perfect place
For my house
Sieven Koetz

And we push and push, vving for the top

And we vow that we will die before we stop
And the mountain g2Cls iughur. almost 10 the stars
T'he stars we can feel... wherever we are

And we sit ‘round the fire and sing our song

And the children say as they march along:
“Though the wind may blow and the rains may fall
L hough the storms may try 1o slay us all

We will go West."”

Well, we mastered the slopes and came to the peak
And there was lush land farther than the eye could seek
And we all rejoiced, and we yells and cheers

Since coming to this place, we have forgotten our fears

We are not the first, nor are we the last

But we found our place in the West awful fast
And we settled in peace, for we'd finally found
The place to which we were Westward bound.

Go West! Go West! That s what | say
You'll reach the Sea so very quick, if you leave 1oday
For nature lie abundant here, at its very best
That you can find most anywhere. .. so hurry up! Go
West!

—Jered Bray




A Miss
| hear the SEPs,
he crackling of the leaves
He stops, mavbe senses me

| don't move. | barely even breathe

I aym, | fire

| miss, he runs

| walk away feeling defeated
Dam Schreiber

Hunting
Wake up early
Betore the sun
Put on my clothes
And grab my gun

Walk out back
Hunting for deer
Hope ['l} find one
There's none here

I'm gonna try tomorrow
'm gonna try again

I"ll go somewhere ¢lse
Find the unit they're in

Wake up early
Tum the key
Drnive to the unit
See what | can see

There's some does
One little buck

1o small to shoot
Just his luck

Hunting Poems

['m gonna try tomorrow
['m gonna try again

'}l go somewhere else
Find the unit they're 1in

Wake up early
Tum the key
Dnive to the unit
See what | can see

There's one doe¢
Just my luck

But wait a second
There's a buck

| bagged a deer

No hunting tomorrow

It feels great

One year 1n a row
—Greg Hendnx
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Fishing /On the River

“To go fishing 1s the chance to wash one's soul with pure air, with the rush
of the brook or the serenity of a lake and the shimmer of the sun on blue water. It
brings meckness and inspiration from the decency of nature. Charity toward
tackle-makers, patience towards fish, a mockery of profits and egos. A quieting of
hate, a rejoicing that you do not have to do a darned thing until next week. And it
1S 4 lesson In Lthe L‘Lllldhl}' ui'm'cr}-nnu- tor all puuph: are L‘LIUHI hetore fish!”

-Herbert Hoover

A Long Journey
it seems hke that time
Time to go to fresh water
[t will be a long journey
| need to get past the otter

| made 1t to the estuary

| will rest a while

Get used to the fresh water
Then travel many a mile

I am hungry now
On the River [ need my energy
If | could do whatever | please H}’F* ”“:‘"-"5 a shnmp
I'd go for a swim 1n the nver [t's all tor me
I'd lie on my back & bob on the surface

And never move anywhere hither | take a bite of it

What is this sharp tug
| can’t give into it

|'d float and I'd tloat and I'd float more They pull me into a big jug

Without a thought on my mind
With sun on my face and ghstemng skin

An afternoon void of all ttme ley there 15 a man

He has something in his hand
t's big and blunt
He thrustsitand.........
—Oreg Hendnx

The sun would begin to travel down
I'd know it’s time to go home
But I'd climb on the bank and sit instead
Watching the river ream on alone
Mana Gammon
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