


Events Line - 849-0877 

This phone recording, listed under Reclaiming in Berkeley, carries announcements which come up 

too late to be put in the newsletter; it's also a phone number to contact us (but be aware we 

canft always reply quickly). If you have news of interest, please pass it on. We appreciate 

comments. Messages can be left on the machine or sent to the P.O. box; remember to say where 

we can reach you with questions, and allow plenty of time. 

- The Recording Faerie 

RECLAIMING: A Center ffor Feminist Spirituality 

PoO. Bos 14404 

San Francisco, CA 94114 

The RECLAIMING Newsletter now costs a dollar if you get it a store or an event, The News 

letter runs at a deficit, and we°re trying to cover a higher percentage of our expenses. 

Additional contributions are welcome., 

SUBMISSIONS n *S s?o^J Q^L^tX<;.'PLEASE SEHD OS YOUR GRAPHICS8 

The Newsletter staff encourages more non-Reclaiming people to submit articles, para 

graphs, or graphics related to political, pagan, or spiritual issues and happenings. 

Please understand that due to limited space we cannot print (and anyway might not want 

to print) everything submitted. 

Submissions, whether we print them or not, eventually find their way into our cauldron, 

so please keep copies for yourself. 

Anyone who submits work is responsible for getting it to the work group in time for 

layout. The closer to layout you come, the more camera-ready the work must be (typed 

with a carbon ribbon in a 3 3/4" column, justified preferred). We will not take 

responsibility for chasing down late material. 

The Fall newsletter deadline is August 15. Send Material to RECLAIMING, 
Newsletter, P.O. Box 14404, San Francisco, CA 94114. 

The opinions expressed in the articles and advertisements in this Newsletter belong to the 

individual authors and advertisers and do not necessarily reflect the attitudes or opinions of 

the newsletter staff or other Reclaiming members. 

HELP! WE NEED YOUR BLOODS If you can donate blood into Reclaiming^ account (#1913) at Irwin 
Memorial Blood Bank (567-6400 for information/appointment), please do so. If you or a loved 
one need blood for surgery, etc., contact Rose at 821-3336 for transfer. If the Goddess 
blesses you with good health, please share and give the gift of life. And many thanks to our 

donors. 

As the California grasses are dried in the summer wind, think now of those who 
helped edit, type, and lay out this Newsletter—Vibra, Roy, Rose, Robin K, Rick 
DT, and Leslie O'B— for they are all growing ripe and juicy. 
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Chernobyl2 Witches Respond to Nuclear Despair 

by Rose Nay Dance 

When we heard about Chernobyl, Star-

hawk and I were laughing hilariously, 

making plans for May day. Some women 

friends were looking for us, traced 

the sounds of our laughter through a 

huge building, burst into the room and 

told us about the nuclear fire, and 

our laughter vaporized, vanished as 

the stunning news settled on us. Star 

gave a lecture, half an hour later, on 

"Magic, Sex and Politics", and after 

the lecture we raised energy on the 

grass at the University of Colorado, 

Denver, leading 300+ people in a spi 

ral for life to continue. We drove 

back to Boulder, where we were stay 

ing, by way of Rocky Plats. Our 

friend drove us to a spot on the road 

where we could see the huge blinking 
facility, its weird aura extending 

across the endless Plains, and we shi 

vered with Nuclear Terror. 

The next morning we flew home, settled 

in and called our affinity group mem 

bers, knowing that we needed to coun 

sel and share our confusion and horror 

with each other. We worried about Da 

vid and his lover, who are expecting a 

child. A number of us got together 

Monday night, with members of our 

household also, trying to process our 

feelings. Deborah said she felt the 

world had changed in a way we could 

never forget. David felt numbness, and 

worried about his lack of reaction. 

We moved between despair and numbness, 

eating chocolate for comfort and stay 

ing up too late for fear of our 

dreams. 

People started calling us, calling our 

house, calling the Abalone Alliance, 

wondering about a response to Cher 

nobyl. Deborah works with incest and 

child abuse survivors groups at a Cen 

ter; the clients and therapists at the 

Center were feeling Chernobyl deeply, 

were asking what could be done. We 

felt that the nuclear fire was an inci 

dent which might bring a number of peo 

ple to the step of taking direct ac 

tion, but what action? We looked 

first to our magical skills for work-

ng with despair. 

Our affinity group met May Eve; we had 

planned, in weeks previous, a night of 

pleasure and delight, but as we ga 

thered our mood became apparent. We 

needed to spend some time dealing with 

Chernobyl, with numbness, frustration, 

and fears it brought us,, and with fer 

vent prayers for the planet, for the 

Body of the Goddess. We spent hours 

"checking in", fighting, despairing, 

and worked and prayed for many more 

hours, finally falling asleep toge 

ther, exhausted, our plans for merry 

making sunken beyond sight by the 

weight of our mood. 

Several of us began to make plans with 

some friends, organizers, and we lis 

tened with interest to Bill's idea for 

a inarch which would connect the issues 

of nuclear power and nuclear weapons 

— a march from the Soviet Consulate 

to the Presidio Army Base, a large 

park-like chunk of the city which "de 

fends" the Golden Gate. We began to 

have visions of a moving theater piece 

on the order of the Three Mile Island 

Memorial Parade. Another of our 

friends thought that a mid-connection 

was needed between nukes and weapons. 

He felt that people would best relate 

to nuclear power at the point where it 

obviously came in contact with their 

lives, i.e., the Pacific Gas and Elec 
tric Company (PG & E) which brings us 

power from the Diablo Canyon Nuke. We 

tried to find a sub-station in the are-

a round the consulate and the Presidio 

o, but had no luck. We decided that a 

transformer box or power pole would do 

for our purposes. 

One of our goals was to make ritual 

space for people to deal with their 

fear, grief, confusion and anger a-

round the nuclear accident. Our own 

feelings were compounded by our rage 

at the destruction of the Earth's Body 

that we saw all around us, our anger 

about the recent military bombing of 

Libya and our nervous concerns about 

American military build up in Central 

America, the travesties of Star Wars, 

the recent resuming of nuclear testing 

in the Nevada desert, and a plethora 

interlocking issues. We wanted a ritu 

al which would honor the connections 

among the issues. We wanted to make 



it clear that our rage was at both the 

Soviet Union and our own government, 

at our own industries. In a nuclear 

disaster there are no national bounda 
ries. 

So we issued a leaflet "No Nuclear Ter 

ror — East or West — Power or Weap 

ons ", calling for people to gather at 

5:30 PM on a Tuesday outside the Rus 

sian Consulate. We made plans for a 

much largor ritual than we actually 

performed. The Consulate is in an 

out-of-the way neighborhood, and many 

activists had been busy that day and 

week with other political actions. We 

had to give up our dream of a huge col 

orful parade. I think what we planned 

would have worked for a large gather 

ing, but as a small action was also 
powerful and even enjoyable. 

We had asked people to bring flowers, 

wreaths, grain, and seeds. We ga 

thered at the Russian Consulate and it 

was immediately apparent that the au 

thorities had seen our leaflets. 

There was a large police presence, set 

ting up a barricade across the street 

from the Consulate. We also saw a 

truck that said "mounted police" on 

it, but never saw any cops on horses. 

The cops told us we would have to hold 

our demonstration behind the barri 

cade, and could not go up to the Con 

sulate building itself. 

The whole situation looked bleak to 

the organizers. We saw only a handful 

of people showing up by 5:30, (eventu 

ally our ranks swelled to about 50), 

we saw at least 30 police and had at 

least a hint of more police ready on 

horses — though this may have been a 

bluff — and we saw the little cage 

they had built for us, which we really 

did not want to enter. Nevertheless we 

negotiated with the police, telling 

them we wanted to lay flowers and 

wreaths on the Consulate doorstep, in 

mourning for the victims of Chernobyl. 

They told us if we went behind the 

barricade, we could lay the flowers, 

one person at a time, if we promised 

to clean up afterward. Grumbling, we 

agreed — but really I think the cops 

provided us with a powerful element of 

our ritual. 

We began by drumming and singing, a 

bit half-heartedly, as it is difficult 

to begin ritual surrounded by barri 

cades and 30 police. We spoke of how 

the web of life was ripped and torn — 

by Chernobyl, by nukes, by other poi 

sonings and plunderings, and we began 

to mourn and cry out. One by one, 

each person walked from behind the bar 

ricade, crossed the street, and laid 

her/his flower or wreath, screaming, 
crying, mourning the victims at Cher 

nobyl, the whole web of connections 

from the native peoples whose lives 

and lands are polluted by the digging 

of uranium, on outward. The police 

seemed spooked by our screaming, neigh 

bors stared, diplomats peeked from win 

dows. Mayor Feinstein drove up to the 

Consulate (she was going to _ a chess 

match) and we were able to yell at her 

our anger about the arrival in the Bay 

of the US Missouri, a "floating Cher 

nobyl ". 

After screaming, drumming, chanting, 

and weeping for about an hour there, 

the time seemed right to move out to 

ward the Presidio. As we began to 

snake out from behind the barricades, 

one cop tried to explain to us that we 

could not leave the area, we had to 

demonstrate behind the barricade. We 

just said to him, "we're leaving" and 

indeed we did. We marched up the 

street with signs, escorted by police 

cars. At one point we stopped at a 

light pole, and formed a tight circle. 

The cops could not see what we were do 

ing. We made a cairn of grain, bread, 

and potatoes on top of the transformer 

slab, and spoke of our fears about the 

world food supply, the tainted grain 

in the breadbasket of Russia, making 

offerings to the Grain Mother that 

life might continue, acknowledging 
the threat of the Diablo Canyon PG & E 

nuke and other nukes, and how the nu 

clear industry makes possible the manu 

facture of nuclear weapons, which 

could wipe out our life entirely. We 

burned PG & E bills and covered the 

ashes with more grain, and then swift 

ly moved on, not having made any prom 

ises about "cleaning up" after this 

part of the action. 

(continued next page . . .) 



We moved to a nearby gate of the Pre 

sidio Army Base. Normally this 

"park", which has many gates coming 

off city streets, is open, but we were 

greeted by the sight of a line of cops 

across the driveway to the gate, ano 

ther line of cops in front of the 

closed gate, behind which were 40 or 

more soldiers in fatigue dress. 

(Later a friend drove all around the 

Presidio, and reported that all the 

gates were locked and guarded by sol 

diers — for years unheard of in this 

city.) 

We had made plans to express our rage 

about nuclear weapons and testing, to 

say NO to Star Wars, to scream NO MORE 

to the US military and its war-making 

in Africa, Central America, or any 

where, and to work with our anger un 

til the energy was transformed. Then 

we were going to plant a "peace gar 

den " in the Presidio, sowing the seeds 

of disarmament, visioning what could 

take the place of the crimes we pro 

tested. The locked gates changed our 

plans a little, but we proceeded. 

We gathered around a cannon at the 

side of the gateway, away from the po 

lice and troopline. We began to tfrum 

and chant, each person calling out 

what she/he wanted stopped, and the 

rest of us answering NO MORE! At some 

point I started screaming for every 

thing I was worth, just letting the fu 

ry pour forth from the bottom of my 

heart. I don't exactly remember any 

thing that happened for a while after 

this because I screamed myself into 

deep trance. I know the police and 

soldiers seemed frightened and uneasy, 

and I have mixed feelings about how ef 

fective a tactic it was, but mostly am 

glad we screamed. Finally people be 

gan to throw seeds over the wall, stat 

ing what they were planting. Someone 

would say, "I plant the seeds of a 

nuclear-free future" and we would 

chant a refrain, "Protect, Continue, 

and Survive." I planted dandylion 

seeds, for their tenacity and orneri-

ness — "the seeds or struggle and re-

sistence." "Protect, continue and sur 

vive". Each person called out their 

wishes for peace and change, and we 

chanted on. (At one point someone 

Dfieked over the wall and discovered 

camouflaged soldiers lurking in the 

bushes, being showered with the seeds 

of transformation.) I was particularly 

impressed when "Running Sore" of our 

group eloquently planted the seeds of 

"insurrection among the troops" and I 

heard a whoop or two from the men be 

hind the gate. 

By the time we had planted seeds for 

10 or 15 minutes, the cops and troops 

were extremely baffled — we had 

hypnotized them with drumming, made 

them nervous by screaming, and I don't 

know what they made of our planting 

and singing. I looked over and saw 

the nice empty space made in the 

driveway which was surrounded by 

uniformed men. I winked at Starhawk, 

who was drumming, grabbed her arm, and 

we began a snake dance out into the 

middle of the dancing ground the 

police and army were marking out for 

us. We struck up "Soon and very soon, 

we are going to change this world" and 

danced a spiral, fifty of us smiling 

and singing, enjoying ourselves in the 

unique energy available only when one 

is dancing in a large group surrounded 

by mystified police. The police shook 

their heads and began to drive off, 

grinning. The troops seemed delighted 

by the show. It was fun. We danced 

up a cone of power, grounded it, and 

opened our circle, laughing as we 

"merry parted." 

I'm not sure how much of a statement 

we made to the Russians, PG&E, or the 

military brass. The action has to go 

in the books as a symbolic one, but I 

think we did help move emotion and 

commitment for 50 of us, and we did 

some good material magic. And who 

knows, maybe some day we'll advertise 

a ritual action, draw a thousand 

people and . only 5 cops will show 

up. I'll return to the Presidio some 

sunny day and make wishes on dandylion 

fluff. Soon and very soon. 



DIABLO REVISITED 

- MoreGrace 

Ahhh, remember Diablo Canyon—those midnite 

hikes through the backcountry with your 

favorite friends and guides; those rituals 
overlooking the nuke; those arrests at the 

frontgate; those sunny days in jail nude 

sunbathing? Well, two members of the 

Reclaiming community were so homesick for 

the place that they went there on their 

spring vacation. "Diablo Revisited" is 

their gripping, hair-raising yarn. It's 

about poison oak (of course), private 

property, stinging nettles, magic, topo 

maps, and hot tubs. Soon to be shown at 

your local theaters. 

Post Chernobyl, what about Diablo and Rancho 

Seco? Is the future of nuclear power a 

question for USIANS? Do we dare hope or do 

we continue our little forays into the sites 

of nuclear reactors in order to pray for the 

land, assess how it's holding up under the 
weight of the nuclear menace, or to remind 

people that we can't forget that that's how 

a lot of us got our start in this activist 
business. For many of us, Diablo Canyon was 
the first place we "committed civil disobe 
dience." It was the place where we learned 
that what we did mattered, and it was the 
springboard for the reemergence of the 
direct action movement in the Bay Area. 
Even though Diablo Canyon opened and 
continues to operate, I don't think we can 

say we lost the war. Most USIANS might not 
have had the reaction they had to the 
Chernobyl disaster if we hadn't laid the 
groundwork with Diablo. They might have 
believed what our government told them about 
the extent of the damage and not started to 
question nuclear power here--for that is 

what is happening. Rancho Seco has been 
closed since December and there is good 
indication that it may never reopen. The 
fight is not over by any means and it's a 
terrible tragedy that Chernobyl had to 
happen in order to wake people up, but that 
may very well be the result. 

If you get a chance to visit Diablo or 
Rancho Seco, do a lot of magic. They still 
need it. 

(Ed. note: This letter accompanied 
the submission of a nice drawing. 

We always print fan mail.) 

Dear Reclaiming Staff: 

Especially enjoyed the Spring issue 

of Reclaiming Newsletter. I'll 

have to remember NOT to read these 

things with a mouth full of peanut 

butter. Nearly gagged when I read 

the captions to the Tarot cards .•. 

humour in unexpected places is 
deadly. 

Yours truly, 

Jerryl E. 
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HANNAH'S HOUSEHOLD HINTS 

by Hannah Clancy 

Well hello all you nice people who 

are still trying to get your houses 

clean but having no luck. As you 

know, I am always thinking up new 

ways to fix your problems and I 

have thought up a whole bunch but I 

do not have time to tell them to 

you right now on account of that 

nice boy told me that it is time 

that I explained to you some of the 

things that are Not My Fault. 

Because some of you have begun to 

think that a whole lot of things 

ARE my fault so I think you should 

know right now that not much is, 

especially all that dust which was 

supposed to be coming here from 

Someplace Else and if I told any of 

you that what would work best was 

Endust, I am supposed to tell you 

that that was not me, it was 

Somebody Else. Who does not live 

here any more, and besides I do not 

know them. 

So I think that is about it on 

messages about what is my fault, 

which like I say is Not Much. I am 

very much more happy to tell you 

some more news about the movies in 

Purgatory, which as you know, some 

of you are going to be seeing a lot 

of, and that is that I thought that 

there was an infinite number of 

movies showing and everybody was 

seeing a different one, so you 

couldn't get any help from the 

person sitting next to you on what 

was the plot so you could figure it 

out and get out sooner, but I have 

recently found out through my 

Sources that there are only a 

Limited Number of Movies and the 

Vatican Has A Copy Of Them All! 
Because it seems that there are 

only so many plots possible, which 

I didn't know, I thought they were 

all different. 

So. My new plan is to get some 

copies made because as you know, I 

have Friends, and then I could rent 

them to you at a nominal charge, 

and you could bone up on all the 

plots, so then when you get there 

you can get out sooner on account 

of knowing the plot. 

Now what I don't know is, do you 

have to understand the inner 

significance of the characters and 

symbolism also, in which case if 

you do we can maybe hire somebody 

to write up the Cliff notes as I 

don't think I can do it, as I am 

Too Busy, as you know. 

So I think that is about it for 

now. I am a little worried about 

some of you, as the holy sacred 

spider season is approaching, and I 

know you don't want to kill any of 

them on account of not wanting to 

see it in Purgatory, but really as 

you know, your mother when she 

comes by this summer is goiing to 

see all the Holy Sacred Webs and 

she will not understand that it is 

Intentional on your part, but 

instead will think that you are 

Sloppy. Which of course you do not 

want, especially if she has already 

begun to ask about the Holy 

Sacred Artifacts in the corner, 

such as the bones. 

So my solution is to make a lovely 

home for the spiders, down in the 

basement if you have one, and 

carefully take them all down there, 

saying holy sacred words such as 

Don't Bite, and leave them there 

until your mother goes home. 

But the bones in the corner it is 

probably best if you put cloths all 

over them and tell your mother 

you're painting. 

So that is all and I hope you are 

all very happy and remember it is 

Not My Fault and I Do Have Friends, 

Love, Hannah 



Except to fall by Roy King 

Although I have cursed concrete 

and sucked the feral breast of earht 

and swelled with nigth's rich stench of swamps 

Turned from time 
and spawned in the mouths of clouded seas 

and coiled in cool, black mud in defiance of the sun 

Defiled law and war 

and hunted by the heat of human prey 

and lapped man-blood with panther tongue 

Although I have murdered iron 
and lain in wait in rodent skin 

and slit fat throats with flint 

Am I not yet lost to the drum of toads 

and the intent of the insect's song 

and the swamp snake's swelling egg 

For my skull is caught in the hawk's deft claws 

and drawn too far in endless sky 

to turn, except to fall 

8 drawing by Jerryl E. 



NOTE: The two letters and article that follow are responses to "Some Thoughts on Shamanism in 
the Pagan Community" by Bob Gustafson, which appeared in our Spring 1986 issue. 

Response to Bob Gustafson's Thoughts on Shamanism 

by Brett Slocum 

As a white pagan who has practiced 

Shamanism for over a year, I felt a 

need to respond to Bob Gustafson's 

article on Shamanism in the Spring '86 

issue. Bob feels that Indians have 

exclusive rights to the techniques of 

Shamanism, and that no one else can 

learn them without earning the 

privilege. I strongly disagree with this 

attitude. 

Shamanism is a collection of universal 

spiritual techniques practiced by most 

cultures at some time in their develop 

ment. Shamanism has been found in 

areas as wide spread as Siberia, Aus 

tralia, Polynesia, Asia, Africa, Lapland, 

North and South America, and, yes, 

Europe. Shamanism does not "belong" 

to anyone; everyone has the ability, and 

I venture, the right to learn these tech 

niques. I can understand a group being 

careful about who they taught, but I 

cannot understand making these deci 

sions based on matters of race. 

Bob states that by learning Shamanistic 

techniques, non-Indians are somehow 

stealing something from the Indians, as 

if knowledge were land. My feeling is 

that the more people that know these 

techniques, the sooner we can change 

the way modern society deals with the 

Earth and with people. I am sure he 

would be appalled to know that I have 

learned the Ghost dance, which is a 

technique used to retrieve knowledge 

and rituals from our ancestors. If I use 

these rituals to help heal the Earth or 

people, I am not stealing, but contribut 

ing to the general welfare of all people, 

Indian and non-Indian. 

Bob mentions that Indians have died in 

the defense of their old ways. This is 

no reason to exclude non-Indians from 

learning those old ways. Let us not 

forget the nine million witches that 

were burned not so long ago. Should 

present day Wiccans refuse anyone who 

is not of European descent because of 

this? 

He states that the medicine is a tribal 

way, meant to serve the People. Must 

we become tribal, or is Community 

enough? I feel I have an obligation to 

help people because of what I have 

learned. When I Journey, I regularly 

do so for others who are in need. In 

this way, we can build Community in 

our cities; we can build Community 

across nations; we can build Commun 

ity across the globe. 

He also states "true sharing comes only 

between equals ~ not between oppres 

sor and oppressed." I agree with this, 

but I am not personally the oppressor. 

Others of my race certainly have been 

and still are oppressors, but I refuse to 

be held personally accountable for the 

9 



actions of all white European males, 

past, present and future. That sounds 

to me like Original Sin, which I don't 

accept. 

Everyone, no matter what their race, 

has knowledge to learn and to teach 

others. As people concerned about the 

Earth, I feel that increased communica 

tion and cooperation between all Pagan 

groups, Indian or not, can help bring a 

change in society. We have common 

goals that will be very difficult to 

achieve without that mutual coopera 

tion. 

Blessed Be. 

[We asked our friend Luis, an anthro 

pologist who spends time on Pine 

Ridge, to respond to Brett Slocum's 
letter. —eds.] 

The Finger Pointing At The Moon Is Not The Moons Is It Really A Finger? 

by Luis Kemnitzer 

In our search for spiritual experi 

ence, spiritual knowledge, and spiritu 

al power, we enter a world of shadow 

and illusion, ambiguity, danger. 

We're not quite sure what we're look 

ing for until we've found it, or more 

accurately, it has found us. Then we 

can't really talk about it, except in 

reoundabout ways and in a vocabulary 

that is at best only allusory. For 

most of us who have been separated 

from the traditions that had or have a 

living vocabulary to talk about these 

things, the vocabulary is artificial, 

borrowed, attenuated. Since we don't 

know what we're looking for, sometimes 

in our impatience we might succumb to 

illusions, either created by ourselves 

or waved in front of us by people who 

are good at creating illusions. 

This is especially poignant in these 

times when everything is in danger of 

becoming a commodity, from love to 

children and, yes, spirituality. The 

need for connection to the TaoGodGod-

dessAHThatlsAHAroundUsInsideUs is 

compelling, and many of us try to ex 

press our understanding of the connec 

tedness of our concerns for the future 

of the earth, for community, healing, 

egalitarian life, peace and justice, 

all those fine PC things, in terms of 

spirituality. Other people try to 

find some meaning in their personal 

life, effect personal growth (whatever 

that means), or gain some measure of 

control over their life by attaching 

themselves to what they think is a 

long tradition that lives beyond the 

mean oppressiveness of commodity socie 

ty. 

Note that I said oppressiveness, not 

oppression. It is ironic that the 

main set of traditions (note: plural, 

not singular) that do have living lan 

guages to talk about spiritual experi 

ence and that are connected to the for 

ces that swirl around our home here be 

long to the people that the society of 

these new seekers has oppressed for 

the last 500 years, and continues to 

oppress, in Lake County, in Arizona, 

in South Dakota, in Michigan, in most 

of our neighborhoods. The spiritual 

traditions of Native Americans, as 

those of all indigenous people (includ 

ing Europeans, Africans, Asians, Paci 

fic Islanders) are rooted in their re-

9 
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lationships to the land and its inhabi 

tants that they have lived with for 

generations: that oak tree south of 

Chico who was the source of the twelve 

kinds of acorns that fed the maidu, 

and who bled when the white man cut it 

down; that rock on the Marin County 

coast where Coyote smashed the quartz 

crystal and formed the Golden Gate; 

that hot spring that heals; that hill 

where grandfathers for generations 

back made their vision guest; that 

creek where this family has cut wil 

lows for generations; that butte with 

the cave where the wolves protected a 

woman escaping from enemies a long 

time ago. All these and many more, 

places of food, medicine, spiritual 

power, comfort or rest for the dead 

are now fenced in, paved over, chewed 

up and ripped off, by the society that 

rejects or is rejected by people who 

now seek the spiritual power of the 

people and the places that remain, and 

who if they can't get the power, want 

to play with the language of that pow 

er. And, succumbing to the commodity 

society, there are Indians who will ac-

comodate them. 

In all our sincerity and good will, we 

may forget that while we borrow the 

trappings of a romantic image of the 

original trustees of this continent 

real Indians are still being forced 

out of their ancestral homes, real In 

dians are being denied access to their 

spiritual locations, real Indians are 

in jail for being Indians, real In 

dians are losing their children to 

strangers, the list of current oppres 

sion goes on and on. The life that 

produced and still produces powerful 

practices for healing, for communica 

tion with the spiritual world, also in 

cludes poverty, discrimination, family 

disorganization, disease, dislocation, 

and all the other good things that go 

with commodity society. If you want 

one, you have to deal with the other. 

As individuals we may not think of our 

selves as oppressors, but we are 

trapped in the structure as representa 

tives of the oppressing society. In 

25 years of close work with Indians I 

have always been conscious of that 

fact, and as long as commodity society 

and its agents can move Navajos off 

Big Mountain, steal land from White 

Earth Reservation, keep Leonard Pel 

tier in jail, steal Rattlesnake Is 

land, deprive Yuroks of their fishing 

rights, no amount of good will and 

deep friendship and constructed kin 

ship is going to change it. 

I can't offer any resolution to this 

dilemma. Certainly it's possible that 

non-Indians could grow and become more 

effective fellow guardians of the 

earth by becoming better acquainted 

with Native spiritual traditions. Bor 

rowing ideas and actions helps tradi 

tions to adapt and survive — the Long-

house of the Iroquois Confederation 

has its roots in Hiawatha and D , 

but Handsome Lake revitalized it with 

ideas he got from the Quakers and made 

Iroquois; Navajo got their sheep from 

the Spanish and a lot of their ritual 

from the Hopi, but now they're Navajo 

sheep and Navajo rituals. But in the 

absence of an egalitarian structural 

relationship between Indians and non-

Indians, observation and borrowing of 

Indian spiritual ideas can only be 

done in a consciousness of the rela 

tionship between Native Americans and 

the society that endangers them and 

uses them as the model to teach racism 

to the rest of the world. This means 

also active support for their strug 

gles for life and self-determination, 

as well as a close examination of 

one's own motives, and a proper humili 

ty in approach to the spirits, the re 

ligion, and any knowledge/power one 

may gain as a result of the encounter. 

Claims to have learned this or that 

ritual, to the acquisition of this or 

that Indian power, selling of symbols 

in high-priced "shaman workshops", and 

the like smell of the 19th Century 

practice of advertising quack medi 

cines by claiming they were secret po 

tions learned from an Indian medicine, 

and are just repeating another stereo 

type. 
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One more thing: 

make you good. 

spritual power don't 

11 




























































