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On the importance of women: “As long as I
can remember I've been told that the Mother is a
very important part of the cycle of life. We honor
Mother Earth because of the life-giving ourMother
Earth gives to us. No matter how strong or brave
ourmen are, they need the woman to carry on the
blood lines of the tribe.”—Amy Dowd,

On responsibility: “When I moved out of my
dad'shouse I was expectingto have alot of fun. not
to have to worry about anything, 1 was wrong. |
had bills to pay and alot of responsibility I was not
expecting. The first couple of weeks were fun.
Parties, freedom, and no one to tell me what to do.
Ithought I knew it all. 1 thought it would be easy,
but it was hard. Bills kept coming in. There was
not enough money to pay for anything... What I
learned from this experience is not to expect the
most of anything, but do not expect the worst.”—
Becky Hardwick, senior.

Other essays may range from a light-hearted
poetic response to the importance of school:

School

~ is hard but easy, 4
Sometimes fun but boring.
But stick with it, .
And (you'll) probably come out scoring,

in Larson, junior

e

Or, it may be a more serious reflection on
one’s name.
“Yes, I do like my name because my grand-
~ mother on my mom’s side used to call me by it. I
believe it does fit my personality now and even
| more so when I was younger, Wenaboozh
 Indizhinakaaz. (Trickster is my name.) Now my
 grandmother has passed on [ want to keep my
- name to show respect for her.”—Nick Sagataw.
. Nickhasalso submitted essays showing seri-
| ous thought about his future.
I “Idon't fear getting old, but I want to do
- something with my life before it’s too late to do
| anything. I plan to go to college and geta good job.
want to show people that not all Native Ameri-
' cans are drunks or poor with no family values. I
| want to show people who put me down because of

my skin color that I can do better in life than they
have and still have fun doing it. So, i 1 accomplish
this task in life then I won’t have anything to fear
in old age. I think it’s not the paths aman chooses in
life, it’s how other people respect him and welcome
his presence.” (The italics are mine.) Nick has also
written a six and one-half page, single-spaced,
typewritten short story in the western style of
Louis L'Amour.

Ralph Little described his grandmother us-
ing five short sentences, yet each chosen with
loving insight.

“My grandmother is a person who likes to
sew and make crafts. All she needs is her sewing
machine and some material and she is busy for the
day. In the evening she plays bingo. All she needs
is a dabber and $25 and some luck and then she’s
off. Medically, all she needs is ashot of insulin and
some love from the family.”

I believe that creative writing has helped my
students reach the four basic components of self
esteem as described by Stanley Coopersmith: sig-
nificance, competence, power and virtue (Reclaim-
ing Our Youth At Risk by Larry K. Brendtro, Martin
Brokenleg and Steve Van Bockern). The authors
made a telling point, “...without a sense of self
worth, a young person from any culture or family
background is vulnerable to a host of social, psy-
chological and learning problems.” Hopefully,
their creative writing has helped my students to
sometimes be able to put these problems in per-
spective.

My rewards are many; they come when I
enter school in the morning and a sophomore
handsme aslip of paper saying shyly, “Mrs. K., can
you read this poem? Iwrote it last night,” or when
an eighth-grader tells the class, “I was thinking
about the poem I'm writing on the way home from
school yesterday,” or when one of my older stu-
dents asks for computer time to work on a short
story.

Hannahville students don't just write to use
words. They write to embrace healing in its four
sides — the physical, the emotional, the spiritual
and the psychological. <

“Creative means doing
- something differently and

doing something your

Right then I knew,

it was you.

It was only me and you, .
walking in the shadows of the night.

Fear
by Kristy Thunder

The eyes as they stare,

The mouths as they laugh.

Why, I ask him why.

But some know they’re only lies,

But still they laugh as I cry.

He doesn’t know what it is

to be denied.

Or maybe in those serious eyes,

He feels my pain, my fear.

No, he doesn’t care, he does not think.
Like an animal that feeds on its prey,
He doesn’t care for the pain you feel.
Like the hunt, he thinks

What will happen next?

He hopes it won't be a sudden death
Because he loves the small of your FEAR.

Confusion
by a Hannahville student

Confusion is all round me.

I can’t really see what is going on.
I don’t really know what to do.
Can’t someone tell me what to do
Or tell me what not to do?

[ am so confused.
Ldon’t know what to say
Or who to turn to.

I am all alone in this world

In this small world we live in.
What is here for me?

What am [ here for?

What am I supposed to do now?

All Tknow is what I have done
and what is expected of me.

But I don't really know me.
What do I do?
[ am so confused.

Haiku
by Ralph Little

I know a woman
with hair as dark as midnight
and a loving soul.

17

Winds of Change  Winter 1997




