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A Lakota woman with the gift of gab
It would take a long

ume for the superinten-
dent to recover. The an-
tics that Iktomi afflicted
on him would remain for
the rest of his life, and
probably beyond

Seeing himself cov-
ered in gobs of dough
the agency man had no
desire to let the public
sec his display. after all
Washington hailed him
as man of the hour
countless times And it
only took a moment for
Iktomi to make a fool
out of him. Cleaning
himself up as best he
could he looked in the
mirror.

What he saw didn't
make him happy His
bald head still had
streaks of dough and his
eyes were sticky Seeth-
ing inside he began to
boil with anger as he
started picking the goo
off. "If I ever see that
thing again."

Just then he heard a
tap on the window
Glancing over he saw lk-
tomi, the thing. smiling
and waving at him
through the glass. In
muffled tones he was
saying something. point-
ing toward the door
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Grabbing a fry pan he
stepped toward the door
knob. Reaching down to
turn it. from the outside
it burst open. knocking
the superintendent back-
wards, the fry pan went
flying. clanging on the
floor

Iktomi stooped over
asking."Oh. I didn't
know that you was going
to open the door I'm
sorry Here let me help
you un " The superin-
tendent screamed." Get
away from me! You're a
jinx! Ever since I arrived
here all I've had was bad
luck happen to me"
Struggling he got to his
feet Brushing himself
off he ordered."
Guards!" soldiers came
running. "Take this be-
ing and do something
with him!"

Taking Iktomi by
the arm they ushered
him out the door. Just
then the agent appeared.
"They need you in the
office." Iktomi sighed

with relief -I knew they
would come for me
Let's go Inahani"

Jerking away from
the soldiers he ambled
toward the office. Inside
three men sat. Dressed in
fine suits they arrived an
hour previously from
Fort Abraham Lincoln,
Dakota Territory "We
came in a rush We heard
the superintendent was
here and we decided to
give assistance " Iktomi
sat down

Behind him the su-
perintendent lame in.
still brushing himself off,
and red in the face from
anger. "This man needs
to be under arrest!" he
said pointing at Iktomi.
"He'll destroy every
work I've been sent to
do!" Pulling up a chair
he took a scat, glancing
over at Iktomi.

The three men kept
silent while shuffling pa-
pers in front of them.
"We have orders from
President Grant to assist

you. So when you are
able to begin you may
The superintendent
stood up, straightening
his tie he took his place
beside the three men An
aide came in with his
briefcase and handed it
to him Inside were im-
portant documents re-
garding the reservation
It entailed hunting, fish-
ing and other vital issues
the government wanted
addressed Shuffling
through papers he se-
lected one

Taking out his read-
ing glasses he began
reading silently, his
mouth moving at each
line. When we return to
the story Iktomi will ad-
dress important facts re-
garding our way of life
and how it has been al-
tered to fit the whims of
government: things that
affect the Indians today.

Although the agents
think Iktomi is an igno-
rant person, we will see
that he's intelligent and
knows how government
works and above all
knows what they want
and how they intend to
get it by deception. Con-
tinued next week.

"Iktomi attends an important meeting"
BY Tim Giago
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Her obituary was just
a small footnote in the
Rapid City (SD) Jour-
nal last week. Writing
obits used to be the
first job of many aspir-
ing journalists. In order
to sec if they could
write with any sort of
flair the editor assigned
them to a desk and told
them to write the obits
of the unknown and
the well known de-
parted.

But like so many
things that have
changed in these days
of high technology, the
an of writing an obitu-
ary has diminished in
many newspapers
along with the man)
jobs that used to fill the
desks in the newsroom.
Writing an obit is still
an art in many small
Indian newspapers.

Her obit in the city
daily never said it. but
Helen Felix had man)
friends and in the field
of selling newspaper
advertising, she had no
peer. Her sales capa•
bilitie-s were legendary
in Indian country. She
had that special gift of
gab.

I first noticed Helen
when I walked through
the inserting depart-
ment of my weekly
newspaper. Indian
Country Today. many
years ago. She always
greeted me in the La-
kota language and
noticed that she always
had everyone working
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around her in a state of
laughter She was
working part time as a
single mother to sup-
port her young family
Born and raised on the
Rosebud Reservation in
South Dakota she had
moved to Rapid City to
get a job and ended up
at Indian Country To-
day inserting flyers.

Her happy attitude
rubbed off on every--
one in the inserting de-
partment and it wasn't
too long before I
moved her into the ad-
vertising sales depart-
ment I had created a
new insert that I called
"Hitting the Pow Wow
Circuit." It was going
to be a tabloid that
listed all of the Indian
pow wows across
America.

I figured Helen
would be the ideal per-
son to kick off this new.
',entire bccause .sbe.
seemed to know every-
one in Indian country.
Although she had
never been in sales in
her life she took to
selling for the pow wow
tab like a duck to wa-
ter.

Before I knew it, as
the deadline for print-
ing approached,
"Hitting the Pow Wow
Circuit" was 60 pages
long and it was 75 per-
cent advertising. Ms.
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Felix had sold nearly
all of that advertising
and my creation, the
pow wow tab, became
an annual staple of In-
dian Country Today.

Helen met a fide
man named Charlie
Baca. He was an ex-
marine that had seen
some pretty tough ac-
tion in Vietnam. She
asked me if I would be
her surrogate father
and give her away at
her wedding I did her
one better and we held
her wedding in the
newsroom of Indian
Country Today All of
the staff of the newspa-
per plus most of her
family was there to
celebrate her special
day. On that day she
became Helen Felix
Baca.

Every March Helen
and Charlie would load
up their van with our

• newspaper and special
editions and they
would head to the Den-
ver March Pow Wow,
the first big pow wow
of the season.

They would set up
our booth and Charlie
would wear his ball cap
with Marine Corps logo
and the Vietnam rib-
bons on the crown and
between the two of
them, they would sell
many subscriptions and
newspapers. enough to
cover all of their ex-
penses and they would
bring back a profit for
the newspaper.

Charlie became ill
one day and after a
visit to the VA Hospital
at Fort Meade. SD, he
was told that he had
lung cancer. He blam-
ed it on the Agent Or-
ange that had covered
his body on so many
occasions in Vietnam.
Charlie didn't make it.
He died not long after
his diagnosis.
He was the love of

Helen's life and his
death devastated her. It
seemed to me that the
cheerfulness had gone
out of her life I sold
the newspaper in 1998
and the buyer. the
Oneida Nation, tenni!'
nated most of the em-
ployees and moved the
paper to Verona. New
York. Helen was one of
the employees that lost
her job.

Rapid City is not a
very large town and
ran inio Helen now and
then She was still
struggling to support
her growing children
and she was suffering
from diabetes, a disease
that is epidemic in In-
dian country he al-
ways gave me a warm
embrace and spoke to
me in Lakota. Her
smile was still there, but
just vaguely.

The disease finally
claimed her life last
week. She was only 54
years old

I stopped by the fu-
neral home at visitation
time. She was lying in
her casket with a pillow
she always took to the
Denver March Pow
Wow. It was a pillow
with the symbol of the
United States Marine
Corps embroidered on
it. It was as if she had
Charlie lying beside
her.
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To the
Assiniboine and
Sioux members

To my mother.
Elizabeth Lester/DeCo-
teau, my wife Chrystal.
all my elders, my child-
ren, my sisters, my broth-

nephews, nieces,
grandchildren, relatives,
friends, and fellow belie-
vers of peace and pros-
perity.
Do not be angry with

those who publish half
stories, fight over scraps,
and seek selfish goals. •

I know you are aware
for over twenty years, I
worked hard and hon-
estly, treated everyone
fairly and respectfully.
and served our country
honorably an dour tribe
faithfully. Even though
the decision makers may
not respect those gosld
qualities and character-
istics that our ancestors
instilled in us to carry on.
do not lash out at them;
something horrible must
have been done to them
to act the way they do
and/or maybe the western
civilization greed has
overcome them.

Either way, do not
treat these people unfits-
orable, for they may not
even know what they
have done.

I chose my profession
and will deal with it. but I
thank you for your kind
words. I was not hired by
one man, but by all our
tribal leaders.

I hasn't been an easy
task fixing the contract
and the grant violations
by previous supervisors,
which I am currently
being blamed for, but I
accept the challenge.

Since the day I was
hired, I had to resolve
working relationships
between employees and
other departments.
From there, I moved

into organizing files and
researching what has al-
ready transpired, all the
while responding to an
OIG inspection, three
BIA inspections and was
harassed constantly by a
B1A employee. There is
a lot of work to be done
and the job is exciting
when it deals with fight-
ing crime and not de-
fending myself from
people like Terry Boyd
Sr.

I feel sorry for Terry
Boyd Sr., who lost a
$40.00 an hour job with
special law enforcement
perks, his history was
bound to catch up with
him. I know Terry Boyd
Sr. is currently searching
for reason to discredit
me and who is working
with him, but there are
"Terry Boyd Sr.'s"
everywhere. I do not fear
his tactics. because I
strongly believe in the
laws and policies that
protect the innocent, be-
sides as Mother Theresa
says. "...in the end, it is
only between you and
God.. do good anyway."
So I say to my wife,

should we be treated un-
justly. e.se will survive; to
the children. keep work-
ing hard on your studies,
don't lose faith and treat
people with respect: to
my brothers and sisters.
continue in peace and
treat people fairly. and to
my 'elders, friends, and
fellow believers 01 peace
and prosperity, don't
give up the journey

Sincerely.
/s/ Lester Dare
DeCoteau

That's it!
There I said it.

DearbeenEditorIreading read-
ing in the newspapers a
lot lately and there are a
lot of articles that are al-
cohol and drug related.
trying to get people to
stop using drugs and al-
cohol. They even got
Spotted Bull Treatment
Center on the radio and
television commercials
But the only thing that
gets me is the lack oil
Alcoholics Anonymous
meetings around here
When I need some sup-

port or need to find a
sponsor. they only hase
meetings on Saturday a'
the treatment center.
which the pickings are
slim because most of the
people that go there are
court ordered and the in-
patients and the workers.
Or do they do that any

Then the one at
the church on Thursdays.
I never went there. but
then there's one on Wed-
nesday in Wolf Point. I
can't • lies up there so
what I'm getting at is
there's not that much
help.
I feel that there should

be A.A. meetings like 4
or 5 nights out of the
week, just like here in
Poplar, smoking prohib-
ited. Not only that I nev-
er seen a counselor at
any A.A. meetings.
These people that have
13 years plus or 5-6
years plus. pros iding us
with the experience.
strength and hope.
That's all a person seek-
ing help should have to
go to an A.A. meeting
free of charge.
Shoot. I'd go. A person

like me needs to hear ex-
perience. strength. and
hope from a veteran
That's it. There I said it.
Sincerely.
/s/ Autumn Reed

Local teen needs
sponsorship in
pageant

Dear Editor
Hello, my name is

Andrea Damm. I am
currently a junior at
Culbertson High School.
I live with my mother
and three brothers. I
also have an older sister
who has four kids.
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