
AIDS to Native Eyes
by Melisa Hoskins (Cherokee)

In 1987, when Jodi Harry became the first Native in San Francisco to 
be diagnosed with HIV/AIDS, the Center for Disease Control only 
collected statistics for Whites, African Americans, and Latinos, not 
Native Americans (or Asians). Even when the category was added to 
repor t ing fo rms, s tud ies have shown rampant rac ia l 
miscategorization. Into the void stepped growing Two-Spirit 
organizations, which began providing desperately needed services 
and demanding information on Native rates of disease and 
responses to treatment and prevention programs.  These 
organizations also advocated for Native-centered 
programs because the mainstream campaigns were 
ineffective. 

Wednesday, March 21st is the First Annual National Native 

(American Indian, Alaska Native, and Native Hawaiian) HIV/AIDS 

Awareness Day.   The NorthEast Two-Spirit Society ( NE2SS) will 

mark the day with the opening of an exhibit of over 80 posters 

dating back to the 1980's that reflect the HIV/AIDS messages used 

in prevention and treatment programs in American Indian 

communities. 

The event promises to be a landmark evening, bringing together 

speakers from the first Native AIDS prevention programs on both 

coasts: Curtis Harris, founder of NYC's American Indian Community 

House's (AICH)) HIV/AIDS Project, and the National Native 

American AIDS Prevention Center's (NNAAPC) Ken Harper.  

Additional speakers are Larenia Felix from AICH and Melissa 

Hoskins and Harlan Pruden, co-chairs of NE2SS.  The evening will 

also include cultural celebration.

Two-Spirit Times caught up with Ken Harper, creator of the AIDS to 

Native Eyes poster exhibit.

Two-Spirit Times: What inspired you to put together this poster 
exhibit?

Ken Harper: A little over two years ago I had a dream.   At the time, 

I was working at NNAAPC, the Smithsonian's National Museum of 

the American Indian was about to open, and I had recently attended an HIV 

Prevention Conference where I saw an exhibit of prevention posters without any 

Indian posters. This combination of experiences made the possible power of an all-

Native exhibit crystallize, and it manifested in a dream.  Then, last year at the Tulsa 

Two-Spirit Gathering, I shared my dream of creating this exhibit. I felt inspired to honor 

my Two-Spirit brothers and sisters, especially those who have gone before us.  

 

2ST: What is the history of the posters?

KH: This is why the exhibit is interesting.  The history is varied. Many of the posters 

come from the late 80s and some are very recent.  Some are from rural-reservation 

areas, some are urban, some have slick marketing looks and others do not.  Some 

have very traditional iconography and others convey their messages in other ways.
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Hello From NE2SS
by Melissa Hoskins (Cherokee) & Harlan Pruden (Cree), 
Co-Chairs of NE2SS

This is our Spring issue of Two-Spirit Times, and in keeping with 

themes of growth and new beginnings, it is an exciting and 

important time for Two-Spirits.  We first organized as Gay American 

Indians in the 70s; today, there are nearly 30 Two-Spirit 

organizations in the US and Canada.  We give thanks for those who 

fought before us, our grandfathers and grandmothers who passed 

knowledge of Two-Spirit traditions down the generations despite 

violent repression, and for the LGBTI Native organizing that has 

birthed the modern Two-Spirit movement.

Our organizing work is bringing Two-Spirit stories into the light.  

Two-Spirits are increasingly being covered in both the LGBT and 

Mainstream media, and the NorthEast Two-Spirit Society has been 

there to tell our stories.  As our movement gains momentum, we 

have been graced by the Creator in meeting Kent Lebsock, who 

after much asking, agreed to fill the essential role of Elder for 

NE2SS. Feeling whole, NE2SS has been instrumental in the 

visibility of Two-Spirits in New York, while also providing 

community-building and cultural pride for our community.

We thank the thirteen co-sponsoring organizations and the 

organizing committee for making our first public panel, Beyond 

Beads & Feathers, such a standing-room-only success, and we 

thank the community for embracing and welcoming us. (See page 

4.)  Our Walking the Red Way (cultural learning and celebration) 

program is in full swing (see back page) and Roger Khun, head of 

our social arm, is organizing everything from potlucks to bingo.  We 

are gearing up for Powwow dance classes every Tuesday in April, 

and our second public event, AIDS to Native Eyes,  marks the first 

National Native AIDS Awareness Day on March 21st. (See 

opposite.)

In addition to events and programming, NE2SS is focusing on 

making important links with our non-Native brothers and sisters, 

both to insure Two-Spirit concerns are being met, and to ally with 

other linked causes, since all of our struggles are connected.  For 

the second year, NE2SS sits on the Coordinating Committee of the 

People of Color Leadership Round-table, as well as the New York 

State LGBT Health and Human Services Network.

It is Spring, and what better time to start getting involved with 

NE2SS, if you haven't already, or to renew your involvement as a 

celebration of our lives, our cultures, our histories, and the season!
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Two-Spirit Today
Drawing from the past, living in the present

By Adam Armstrong (Nipmuc)

I AM
I am your great
spirit Watonka in
the sky

I am the eagle in
the sky that
flies

I will be here
until you die- I am
Mother Earth

I was and
am a proud
people

I should hang my
head in shame for I choose
to worship in a church with a steeple

I was once betrayed
and still am enacted
evil

I respect and take
care of the old who
are now feeble

I am mixed with
Black, White, Asian, and
many other bloods

I am learning to
forgive as well as my
self and love

Yes I am I am
I am I am I Am

Myself I will not
put down condemn and
others my self-worth damn

For I know who I
am I am a strong two
spirited woman and man

            by Elizabeth (Arapahoe)

“Back in the day,” each Nation had its own way of 

defining what we call Two-Spirit.  Across Indian 

Country, Two-Spirit people tended to perform the work 

and assume the characteristics/dress of genders not 

biologically their own.  In general (though with some 

variation across nations), hunting, defense, and day-to-

day governance were relegated to men.  Caring for 

children, harvesting crops, and cooking were frequently 

the domain of women.  As long as Two-Spirits “lived as 

a woman or a man,” they were considered and treated 

as such.  Some would live their entire lives as their 

adopted gender.  Others lived as women, but in certain 

circumstances would switch and assume the identity of 

men.  Some would occupy a unique gender as neither 

man nor woman.

Today, lines defining women!s and men!s roles based 

on occupation/activity have become blurred.  Tasks 

traditionally the vocation of men are performed by 

those who are biologically women, and vice versa.  No 

longer can we identify ourselves based on performing 

“women!s work” or “men!s work.”  Thus, we may not be 

able to look exclusively to some of the traditional ways 

we were defined to guide us in understanding 

ourselves as Two-Spirit today.

Today, many begin their Two-Spirit journey by 

identifying as lesbian, gay, bisexual, or as intersex/

transgendered.  We often feel something else, 

something more than merely to whom we are sexually 

attracted: a strong and inherent connection to either 

feminine or masculine energies, with some feeling a 

balance of both energies.

This manifests in a wonderful diversity of expression 

that defies our biology.  Some Two-Spirits are “men” 

or “women” regardless of genitalia.  Others 

experience a shape-shifting of identities, at times 

sensing the feminine side as more present, 

defining our thoughts, feelings, actions, and 

identity. Other times masculine energies dominate, 

and we are “male."  An enormous spectrum of Two-

Spi r i t defin i t ions ex is ts ; many e lements 

interconnect to determine them.

Colonization has devastated much of the “Two-

Spirit Tradition,” relegating it to wisdom possessed 

by a handful of Elders.  Through them, we are 

building for ourselves and our People an 

understanding of who we used to be, who we are 

now, and what our future holds.

Today we live in many worlds.  Our Indigenous and 

LGBTI communities, local neighborhoods, and 

collective national societies influence the direction 

of our lives.  Too often people form identities based 

on the opinions others have of us.  For Two-Spirit 

people, this can be to our detriment.

How do we know who we are?  How do we find our 

place now?  We can look to each other in the Two-

Spirit community for strength.  We can learn Two-

Spirit traditions from our Elders and each other and 

incorporate these practices into our own lives.  We 

have a responsibility for our individual and 

collective health to maintain and protect the 

knowledge and ways, and to educate ourselves 

and our People about our place and importance.  

We must look within to know who we are.

WeeWah, a 
historical 

Zuni 
Two-Spirit, 
Weaving

A Two-Spirit community member recently expressed to us that he felt lost.  His 
concerns about how his community perceives him, how he “fits in," and how he self-
identifies, speak to the experience of many Two-Spirit people today.

At the NYC Pride 
Parade 
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In the fall and early winter something bothered me, 

something particular (unlike the random, “this country is 

so stupid” generic irritation I go through daily). Mostly 

the source of this annoyance erupted from the 

expected dimness of television news anchors and 

weather people. But it was also expressed by friends, 

acquaintances and colleagues. I held my tongue 

whenever someone said to me, “Isn!t the weather 

great!” or, “This warm weather is so awesome!” or, 

“Winter can stay as far away as it wants as far as I!m 

concerned.” (Of course, it didn!t, and swooped down on 

us with a vengeance). Everyone was overjoyed to have 

Spring weather for the first half of the winter months.

Folks, this is not something to be happy about. It is a 

brazen example of immediate gratification at the cost of 

future survival. This is the planet, nature, our Mother 

Earth sending out a warning. She is saying, “This is 

abuse and I will put up with it only so long. I can survive 

without you but you can!t survive without me so shape 

up.”

Some of the obvious excesses include tornadoes in 

New Jersey, Florida, and New Orleans, Katrina of 

course, and the fact that New York was often warmer 

than Dallas this fall. Of course, the reason we!re 

experiencing all this bizarre stuff is because we (human 

beings) have caused an imbalance in the material, 

spiritual, and natural world. The Earth is a living, 

breathing, sentient organism, which is the reason we 

exist. She is balanced and harmonic, her tides rise and 

fall, and the seasons respond to her timeless cues.

We, as human beings, are created to be a part of this 

balance and assume our own special place and 

responsibilities. But human beings are out of control. 

We have become a cancer on the Earth. Although we 

were created as healthy participants in the spirit of life, 

we are now multiplying, growing, consuming, and 

destroying at a rate that is a threat to the balance of 

life. This imbalance will be righted one way or another.

To take our rightful role in the world, we must first 

correct America!s traditional myopic reaction to 

everything. America ain!t all that. It!s one country. It 

isn!t the biggest or richest or most educated. It is the 

biggest consumer and polluter. But America!s usual 

way throughout its history has been to only see the 

world from its point of view and to see its only 

responsibility as protecting the ruling, wealthy class. 

Has there ever been a better example than America!s 

current regime? There seems to be no end to George 

Bush!s willingness to violate every kind of law that 

exists: domestic, international, human rights, common 

sense, and the natural law of our planet. Two years 

are left. Let!s hope that George Bush and the 

denizens of evil working with him can be contained 

during those two years. 

As Native peoples, to help accomplish the 

containment of American destruction, more than ever 

our work must be on the protection of the environment 

and our concentration on hearing the spirit of our 

Mother Ear th . We must ho ld t igh t to our 

responsibil it ies, for without these traditional 

relationships we can never develop the necessary 

spiritual connection to give us the wisdom to find our 

way back to where we belong. So, you know what, the 

weather sucks. 

Two-Spirit 
Homecoming
I imagine a World
where once again We are
Revered
for being
Sacred

I can see Us
Honor restored
Purpose preserved
and Balance renewed

Soul wounds are healed
and shackles of
disease
addiction
and self-destruction
are shed

not only for ourselves
but for our Nations
the Earth
which has loved Us
reaffirms Our stewardship

I dream of being welcomed
Home
We have been missed
for so long

© adam armstrong (Nipmuc)
2007 brooklyn ny

Beautiful Weather
By Kent Lebsock (Lakota), ne2ss Elder 

I don’t know if anyone remembers this, but about a month ago New York had warm 
breezes, Sundays so warm young men were running shirtless in the Park, and bushes 
were blossoming in the botanical gardens. I wrote the following parts of this article in the 
midst of that “heat” wave caused by ozone radiation. Now we’re in the midst of an 
unusual cold snap – arctic chill right off the pole. This winter is the proverbial 
rollercoaster ride: nothing in moderation, everything in extremes. But whether it’s the 
current cold snap or the earlier heat wave, it all evidences the reality of global warming. 
We have been adequately warned by the non-politically motivated experts that the point 
of no-return is at hand, and I want to encourage  action.

3



Beyond Beads & Feathers
Two-SpiritsThen and Now
By Kevin VanWanseele (Kumeyaay)

On Monday November 20, 2006, the NorthEast Two-Spirit Society (NE2SS) hosted its first major 
event, entitled "Beyond Beads and Feathers: Two-Spirit People Then and Now, a Conversation 
with the Two-Spirit Community."  It was an opportunity to open the dialogue between lesbian, gay, 
bisexual, transgender, and Two-Spirit Native Americans and the larger LGBT and non-LGBT 

community. The panel included prominent members of Two-Spirit organizations from as far 
away as San Diego, CA. 

The setup was simple. Ideally, there would be no 

hitches, except I was to be a panelist and for the life 

of me I had no idea what I was going to say.

As a Co-Founder of NE2SS, I am frequently asked 

questions about the Two-Spirit movement. White gay 

men are the most excited to learn of a history of 

gender diversity which predates Stonewall and even 

the Greeks. They learn that there is an 

accepting past that gives them a foothold in 

history. Then they ask less than sensitive 

questions, “I heard there were Indian orgies?” 

“Where can I find a Shamanic retreat? I!m 

looking for power.” And my favorite, “Can you 

give me an Indian name?” So I knew this 

opportunity to speak specifically to the white 

gay community amongst others in the 

audience would be fruitful. It would be an 

opportunity to show where the line 

in the sand was drawn 

between allowing for safe 

passage into our history of 

gender d ivers i ty and 

where it is appropriate for 

Natives to have their own 

safe space to nurture a 

s l o w l y r e - e m e r g i n g 

tradition.

Weeks leading up to the 

panel discussion I turned 

b a c k t o m y P u b l i c 

Speaking textbook from 

college. Without a map on how my 

talk would go, I decided to be 

orderly about my discussion. Out 

came the 3x5 cards. Sub topics 

followed sub-sub topics, followed 

commentary, followed… I think I fell 

asleep on my notecards.

 An hour before the panel 

discussion I still had no idea what 

my talk would look like. I was more focused 

on what I wanted to wear, considering a 

majority of communication is delivered non-

verbally. As a backup, I had a stack of fact 

cards just to remind me about the issues. 

“Natives have the highest infant mortality 

rates of any minority.” “Highest levels of 

diabetes…”

 

A friend of ours had made it all the way from 

Washington D.C. to hear us. I immediately 

grabbed him and said, “I!m terrified.”

“Just remember to speak from the heart,” Marlon said. 

“Remember the old ones are here with you. Just let me 

hold you until all the fear leaves you.”

I breathed in…and out. I had the feeling that what we were 

really doing that night was honoring the Two-Spirit people 

who were born to a nation that forgot their importance, their 

equality, and their role within their own communities. What 

we did that night was remind people that we were there, we 

had always been there, and that we were proud. I had a 

vision that the old ones who were forgotten or had died of 

AIDS, were beaten by their community, or simply fell 

through the cracks of our busy lives, were listening and 

giving me strength.

For all of us on the panel, it was a success! It was 
standing room only. We received a wealth of support 
and plan on doing it again on April 6, 2007 for New 
York University.

Drama therapist Nic Billey (Oklahoma), and noted 
Cultural Interpreter, Ben Geboe (Yankton Sioux), were 
original members of the first Two-Spirit organization 
in New York-- WeWah and BarcheAmpe, founded in 

1989. Karen Vigneault (Kumeyaay), founder of 
Nations of the Four Directions, joined us from San 

Diego, California.  NE2SS contributed our Elder, Kent 
Lebsock (Lakota), Co-Chair Melissa Hoskins 

(Cherokee), and filmmaker and NE2SS webmaster 
Kevin VanWanseele (Kumeyaay).

Event Attendees with 
Panelist Karen Vigneault  

Kevin 
VanWanseele

Harlan 
Pruden 
Introduces 
the evening

Event Attendees 
Timberwolf, 

Patrick, and Roger
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Just Another Day in the 
Life of a Native Woman

 

On December 4, 2006, Larry the Cable Guy told a "joke" 

on NBC!s The Tonight Show using the term "squaw skank." 

The word "squaw" is a pejorative term that usually 

translates to something akin to a dirty, sexually expendable, 

Native female object--making the word "skank" equally 

objectionable. There was no public outcry, no demands for 

apologies, therapy, or consultations with any national Native 

leaders a la Michael Richards and his recent racially 

motivated tirade. There was no reaction except for the 

laughter from the audience.

Sadly, most of us who are Native just shook our heads. Just 

more of the same. After all, we are used to the likes of 

Disney's sexualization of Pocahontas, Outkast's 

trivialization and sexual objectification of Native women for 

entertainment purposes on an awards show, American 

history's romanticizing the sexual slavery of Sacagawea, 

the absence of or demeaning portrayals of Native people in 

general and Native women in particular. We are used to the 

lies and Euro-centric mythology: Columbus Day, celebrating 

the beginning of genocide of the indigenous people of this 

land, to Thanksgiving.  Is it really an American tradition to 

invite people to come over to eat and decorate the place 

with the heads of their leaders on posts? Even in Paula 

Zahn's CNN series on racism, there was not a word about 

what Native people have endured for 515 years.

Native women are the most raped, most battered, most 

stalked, most murdered group of women in America today. 

Check with the Department of Justice report on violence 

and American Indians. They also report that the 

perpetrators are not Native 70% of the time. The "Indian 

Wars" are not over. Not when at best, one in three Native 

women continue to be the target of these crimes.

There are hundreds of missing and murdered Native 

women in this country. Who knows? Who cares? Amber 

Alert? News Break?

The so-called joke from Larry and lack of outrage is a 

symptom, a sign that Indian woman are still the spoils of a 

never-ending war.   

And Larry the Cable Guy tells Bob Simon on 60 Minutes, 

that he gets "more professional" and "better every year." Oh, 

he also makes upwards of $250,000 per show. There are 

fewer than 40 shelters for Native women who are battered 

within the USA borders. So how about an apology and 

funding a couple shelters, Larry?

As a Native woman, like most 

of the Native women    I know, 

I don't have the time, the will or 

the energy to deal with the 

likes of Larry the Cable Guy or 

all the people that chuckle at 

h i s a n d o t h e r s ! r a c i s t 

commentary. We have work to 

do, l ike getting essential 

r e s o u r c e s , m o r e fi r s t 

responders, housing, basic 

medical care, and safety. We 

have to talk to our sons, 

daughters, and grandchildren 

about racism, sexism, and 

genocide to explain why most 

of America thinks it!s okay for 

non-Indians to tell jokes about Native women on national TV. 

We have to go be with our sisters, aunts, grandmothers, and 

mothers who are battered and/or raped because they are 

Native women. We need to be with our relatives who are 

burying and mourning the women in their families--our 

families--who are being murdered at a rate not so different 

than US military personnel in Iraq.

Larry the Cable Guy did not act alone. Racism and misogyny 

require passive collusion, if not overt acts by individuals and 

large groups of society. For Jay Leno and NBC each to each 

issue a public apology and fund a Native women!s shelter 

would be a powerful precedent in defense of Native women 

and the accountability of men with privilege.

Sacred Circle National Resource Center 

To End Violence Against Native Women

722 Saint Joseph St. 

Rapid City, SD 57701

Scircle@sacred-circle.com

Toll Free: 1.877.RED.ROAD (733.7623)

PH: 605.341.2050/FX: 605.341.2472

www.sacred-circle.com

Women Are Sacred. Violence Against Native Women Is 
Not Traditional!

An open letter: 
Brenda Hill (Siksika), Education Coordinator, Sacred Circle and author
Karen Artichoker (Oglala/Ho-Chunk), Director, Sacred Circle 
Harlan Pruden (Cree), Co-Chair of NE2SS

Mourners at AIM member  Anna Mae Pictou 
Aquash's funeral, whose 1976 murder has 

never been solved The so-called joke from 

Larry and lack of 

outrage is a symptom, a 

sign that Indian woman 

are still the spoils of a 

never-ending war.
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The inside was dark. Tonight, as on 

other n ights , the b lackness 

enveloped my hogan. In the 

dimness, I tuned powwow big RCA 

radio to WNAD out of Norman, 

Oklahoma. I wanted to hear this 

week's Indians for Indians Hour. 

Keshkekosh talked about the new 

powwow season that was just 

getting underway. I sat in my chair, 

listening.

My name is Mary Begay. That's not 

my true name, of course; it's what 

the biligaana called me at the 

boarding school. It's the name on 

all the documents the white man 

requires. Our people don't keep 

written records. We don't need to. 

Our history, our traditions, are all 

p a s s e d d o w n t h r o u g h t h e 

g e n e r a t i o n s , t o l d f r o m 

grandparen ts to paren ts to 

chi ldren, passed on through 

dances and sings and ceremonies. 

That's how we keep the Navajo 

Way, and our ancestors, alive.

My real name is Big Bird Who Flew 

Into the Sky. My grandmother 

received this name in a dream 

before I was born. Grandmother 

spoke with the spirits. She was a 

very powerful woman — a healer. 

She lived in her hogan with her 

pouches of herbs and medicines 

everywhere. She went out every 

day to search for more gifts of the 

earth, listening to what the spirits 

told her about which ones were for 

good and which for evil. Most 

healers were men, but she had the 

gift. When the spirits want to work 

through you, there's no way to 

deny them, and everyone knew 

this. The men revered her, but they 

were frightened of her, too. She 

had the power to banish sickness 

and to bring life where there was 

no hope before.

Even before I was born, she knew 

my fate. Knew that I would carry 

death with me. Knew that I could 

give life only to take it away.

---

As I l istened to Keshkekosh 

speaking of the new powwow 

season, I thought of my son. He 

used to take part in the powwows. 

He was a dancer who would travel 

throughout Indian Country, 

competing, singing. He 

was given the gift, and he 

used it in a good way. The 

spirits were pleased. He 

won prizes. The powwow 

money was needed. He 

did not misuse his gift. He 

did not win too much or 

compete too hard. He 

stayed modest, keeping 

himself in harmony.

 But then the biligaana 

war r io rs came. They 

brought promises with 

their papers, and they 

filled my son's head with 

their white man's ideas. 

He came to me one day to 

say that he was signing 

their papers. His face was 

lit with the hope of youth. 

“A new truck, Mama,” he 

said, glowing. “Just think 

of what you can do with the money I 

send home each month.” I think his 

head was turned by the uniforms. So 

shiny. Creased just so. The warriors 

made promises I knew they would 

never keep. How does a mother tell 

her son that his dreams are destined 

to turn to ashes?

A code-talker. That's what they told 

him he could be. My son was not that 

well educated. I had been sent to the 

boarding school, but we needed him 

to stay here with us for most of his 

years. How was a boy without much 

formal schooling supposed to be a 

code-talker? “No problem, Mrs. 

Begay,” the biligaana warriors said, 

SMILING. “This is wartime. There is 

plenty of opportunity for all Navajos.” I 

could see past their grins to the 

death's heads beneath their skins.

It's not enough they took our land and 

killed our people, but they wanted to 

take our sons from us, too. We were 

citizens less than 20 years. My 

cousin, Charl ie Tsosie, wasn't 

required to serve in the last biligaana 

war, but he did. The family hired a 

shaman and held a sing for him to 

protect him before he left Dinetah. He 

came back and there was another 

ceremony to welcome him back into 

the clan. He was cleansed during that 

ceremony because he had touched 

dead men, and he needed to be free 

of their chindii, the evil spirits of 

their corpses. I suppose my son 

saw the ceremony as a boy and 

was impressed. Such ceremonies 

stay in the memory of a young 

man.

My cousin was the one who gave 

my son his war name. Every boy 

has one, and it is a secret. Even 

I, his mother, do not know his 

secret name. When he was born, 

we called my son Running Deer, 

but the biligaana knew him as 

Jack Begay. “Sign here, Jack, 

and we will send your mother 

money every month. Sign here, 

and we will give you a uniform 

and a gun and teach you to kill. 

Sign here, and serve your 

country. Sign here, Jack.”

And he signed.

We had a Sing, of course, before 

he left the reservation. His face 

was alight in the glow of the fire, 

and his feet danced as I knew 

they were always meant to from 

the day his name was visited 

upon me in a dream. I spoke to 

him that night. Spoke of the need 

to stay in harmony — to maintain 

chozro. But a mother's teachings 

fall on the deaf ears of a young 

man about to go to war. I turned 

to Charlie. “You gave him his war 

POWWOW 
Dance 

Classes

with the renowned 
Louis Mofsie

Every Tuesday in April 

& 1st Tuesday in May

6:30 - 8PM

American Indian 
Community House

11 Broadway
*free*

Learn how to dance 
and what to expect at a 
powwow as a dancer. 

Lead by Louis Mofsie, 
lead-drummer of the 

American Indian 
Thunderbird Singers 
and Dancers and a 
member of the Hopi 

and Winnebago 
Nations. 

Louis received his M.A. from 

Hofstra University and taught art for 

35 years. He has curated exhibits at 

the Whitney Museum of American 

Art, and other venues, as well as 

lecturing at prominent museums 

and universities.  Louis is the 

illustrator of Native books and has 

choreographed productions for the 

Lincoln Center Repertory Company, 

the Mercer Arts Center, and Theater 

for the New City.

Running Deer's 
Last Powwow By Liz Martinez (Guachichile)

This short story was first published in the online version of COMBAT, the Literary 
Expression of Battlefield Touchstones Volume 03 
Number 01 Winter Jan 2005

For details and to 
find out about more 
ne2ss activities, visit

www.ne2ss.org
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AIDS to Native Eyes 
Exhibit Opening Evening

 Wed, March 21st, 6:30pm
at the LGBT Center: 

208 W 13th Street (btwn 
7th & 8th Ave), NYC

Exhibit runs thru April 8th 

AIDS to Native Eyes con't

Running Deer's Last Pow-Wow, con't

(from Page 1)

name,” I pleaded. “Speak to him. Tell 

him the truth.”

But Charlie said there were some 

things he had to find out for himself. 

And I knew then that no good would 

come of this.

On the radio, Keshkekosh spoke 

about the powwow at Pawnee. “Lots 

of good food, a dance in the 

afternoon,” he reported. Two or three 

hundred people had been in 

attendance. I thought of Running 

Deer. He would have liked to have 

been there. Always happiest at the 

powwow, dancing, my son. Instead, 

the United States Marine Corps 

beckoned to him. Shiny uniforms, a 

bed, food every day, the money at 

the end of the month — so attractive 

to a young boy from a Navajo sheep 

camp.

I thought of my own youth. Had I 

been so deaf to the voices of my 

elders? I didn't think so. I listened to 

my grandmother, who spoke with 

wisdom. I wished to learn from her. I 

knew she had the experience, as 

well as the communication with the 

spirits. And I learned too well what 

she knew.

Grandmother knew my fate. She 

knew that I was named for the bird 

of death. “You must go where your 

path takes you, Big Bird,” she would 

say to me.

David Apekaum came on the air next 

to introduce the Carnegie War 

Mothers Chapter Singers. Each of 

the war mothers has at least one 

son in service, many of them two 

and three, he said, serving overseas 

and in every branch in the military.

“They have proven themselves one-

hundred percent American,” he told 

us. Raising money for the Red 

Cross and losing sons — is that 

what America is? That wasn't the 

way it was when our grandfathers 

lived here, before the biligaana 

came. Then, when we fought, we 

fought for our own causes. Not for 

the white man's beliefs, not for the 

biligaana who had destroyed us. It 

made a difference to the spirits, this 

I know.

The radio program was dedicated 

to the Gold Star mothers. Gold Star 

fathers, too. Lose a son, gain a 

song. Come down to the next 

powwow.

The Gold Star treatment: they hand 

you a flag and some money, and 

they wash their hands of you. “Your 

country appreciates your son's 

service,” they say before they turn 

their backs on you. And what are 

you supposed to do with that flag? 

Can the flag tend the sheep? Can 

the money buy you another son?

“Be proud, Mary,” Charlie told me. 

“Running Deer did an honorable 

thing. He served for all of us. To 

keep us all free.”

But the biligaana warriors had sold 

Charlie the same dream Running 

Deer bought. Only Charlie came 

back, so he felt entitled to say these 

things. He participated in the pow-

wows, carrying the veterans flag.

My son's flag hangs on the wall.

I knew that my grandmother's vision 

had been right. I could give life only 

to take it away. I did not protect my 

son, as mothers are supposed 

to. I did not save him from his 

death.

And this is my fate: to know that 

I, Big Bird Who Flew Into the 

Sky, was the reason that my 

son lay in the ground in a box. It 

was my death-giving powers 

that were visited on him.

Listening to the radio now, I 

cried. I tried to think about my 

own chozro. I thought that 

maybe I needed a sing to cure 

me, to restore my own harmony. 

Instead, I heard the Carnegie 

War Mothers Singers praising 

our Indian warriors in their 

Kiowa songs.And I knew that all 

the sings in the world would 

never take away the power of 

death that surrounded me. So I 

sat in the dark, and I listened. I 

tried to hear the spirit of 

Running Deer come to me 

through the drums. I thought 

that I would fall asleep, listening 

for him, and he would speak to 

me in my dream. But all I 

experienced in sleep was a 

black nothingness.

And I knew that this was where 

Running Deer was. I had put 

him there. This was my fate — 

to listen to the emptiness, as 

vast as the plains. Running 

Deer would dance no more, not 

even in my dreams. 

“[nb: powwow (or pow-wow) 
now meaning a council or 
conference, and a rite or 
ceremony, originated (ca1624) 
as a referent for an AmerIndian 
priest ("powwaw", Narragansett) 

2ST: Would you speak a little bit about why it is 
important to have a specific Native AIDS Awareness 
Day, and how it came about?

KH: A national group of Native people working in HIV 

convened to develop ways of addressing HIV/AIDS in 

our communities.  Choosing a specific day to focus 

attention on the issue was one means to accomplish 

that goal.  The group chose the day specifically 

because it coincided with the Spring Equinox, which 

in many of our cultures is a time of ceremony, 

renewal, and reflection in preparation for the new 

year.  As people go forward we encourage them to 

examine the habits of their hearts-- to make the most 

life-giving decisions as individuals and as members 

of their sovereign nations and communities.

2ST: What does it mean that the NorthEast Two-
Spirit Society is taking the exhibit on the road as the 
AIDS epidemic enters its 2nd quarter century?

KH: I feel NE2SS is really coming into its own and 

becoming a leading voice in the Indian Community.  

NE2SS realized the importance of communicating the 

message of this exhibit to New York, which has the 

greatest number of self-identified Native Americans in 

a major US city.  I am so honored by the partnership 

with NE2SS and am impressed with its courage and 

insight.

2ST: Why is this exhibit important for both Natives and 
Non-natives?

KH: I think everyone will come away from this exhibit 

reflecting on HIV/AIDS, its history, and their 

relationship to AIDS and other diseases. The posters' 

images reflect diverse, often peculiar and idiosyncratic 

Native messages and symbols. These posters 

represent the depth and breath and sometimes 

disarming lack of subtlety of Native responses to HIV/

AIDS.  I hope by viewing these posters, people will be 

inspired to create ever more effective campaigns so 

that all of our communities can live better lives. 
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NORTHEAST TWO-SPIRIT SOCIETY MISSION

Educate the LGBT & other communities about indigenous and Two-Spirit 
histories & traditions

Ensure community cohesion amongst Two-Spirit people through the promotion 
of health and spiritual wellbeing and by sharing our traditions with one another

Outreach and build alliances and coalitions with other community based organizations
Increase the visibility of the Two-Spirit community

Ensure the Two-Spirit community!s needs and concerns are being addressed

NE2SS and supporters at Pride 2006

Beyond Beads & Feathers 
Panelists (L to R) Kent Lebsock, 
Melissa Hoskins, Ben Geboe, Nic 

Billey, Kevin VanWanseele, & 
Karen Vigneault

Connie, Kent, and Land o' LakesKevin, Timberwolf, & Harlan
Paumanauke PowWow 

Join Our Mailing List and Yahoo! Group
www.ne2ss.org

Roger Performs

January Choker 
Workshop 

Upcoming Events 
All events free of charge
Visit ne2ss.org for Details and Locations

March 21 AIDS to Native Eyes Opening 7pm
March 28 Dreamcatchers Workshop 7pm
Tuesdays Powwow Dance Class with Louis 
in April &  Mofsie, of Thunderbird American 
May 1        Indian Singers & Dancers 6:30pm
April 18    Monthly Business/Social Meeting 7pm
April 25    Beading Class 7pm
May 16     Monthly Business/Social Meeting 7pm
May 30     Traditional Cooking and Potluck
June 20    Monthly Business/Social Meeting 7pm
June 17-24 LGBTTS Pride Events 


