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ABSTRACT 
 

This dissertation interrogates obscured Indigenous identities by way of an original dramatic script 
that employs story-telling as an inherent cultural device that sustains a sense of peoplehood.   In 
an art-based inquiry, I use Gerald Vizenor’s’ notion of “postindian” to respond to the ways in which 
postindian identities establish “survivance”; that is, how the presence, resistance and endurance 
of Indigenous lives challenge simulations. Native histories in the shadow of dominance can be 
reimagined through cultural acts of resilience that overcome internalized oppressions or what 
Augusto Boal referred to as the “cop in the head”.  Reproductions of the image of oppressor are 
too often constructed in the image of self that prevents authentic being.  The script demonstrates 
the criticality of authoring a counter-narrative that celebrates Indigenous history remembered and 
survived. Through Indigenous values of relationality and responsibility, it offers an unfinished third 
act of the play. The final act confers agency upon a future community audience to engage in an 
interactive style of participation known as Theater of the Oppressed to explore various 
resolutions.  
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CHAPTER 1 – INTRODUCTION 

 
This dissertation investigates survivance, the Native resistance to absence and victimry 

through postindian identities (Vizenor, 1994, 2009).  Although the identity1 question is challenging 

at best, the signifier of who qualifies as “indian”, for purposes of this study, is ascribed to those 

who see themselves as First People of the Americas.  I will use the model of Peoplehood (Holm 

T. , 2000; Holm T. P., 2003) to illustrate the common denominator traits that comprise Indigenous 

identity as that which is “universal to all Native American tribes and nations and possibly to all 

indigenous groups” (pg. 12).  Rather than place emphasis on racialization, the significance of 

identity by way of a peoplehood model of land, language, sacred history and ceremonial cycle 

components better informs the focus of the research and informs common bonds amongst people 

of color. 

Reimagining the Text as Play Script 

The study queries how, through acts of “survivance,” identity can be reimagined.  Vizenor 

articulates survivance as “an active sense of presence, the continuance of Native stories (1994, 

pg. vii), “and resistance to absence and victimry “(2009, pg. 99). It challenges the false invention 

of the “indian” in favor of the “postindian” warrior (Vizenor G. , 1994) that practices resistance and 

survival to overcome what Augusto Boal, founder of the Theater of the Oppressed, referred to as 

the “cop in the head”2 (1990; 1995)—our internalized oppressions (Fanon, 1952; Freire, 1979). 

According to Boal, “nobody can be reduced to the condition of absolute object” (1990, pg. 38). 

What ensues are two reactions by the oppressed: “subversion and submission”, the “submission 

is the Cop in the Head. But it also operates as subversive” and serves as a goal in the 

                                                                 
1 The conception of identity is broad in nature.  I strive to specify its parameters in terms of Peoplehood Matrix 

(Holm T. , 2000), but will  interchangeably use the terms “knowledge of self” or “understanding of self” as synonyms 
for identity.   
2 Augusto Boal applies much of the pedagogical notions of l iberation in his theater work that was introduced earlier 
by Brazil ian educational theorist, Paulo Freire. 
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construction of a play script as my research data to dynamize the subversion and disappear the 

submission. 

 As a brief prelude to the Methods section of the dissertation, I use an art-based approach 

in the form of a three-act performance text, a scripted play3 that embodies and personifies the 

complexity of Indigenous4 identity.  Oral tradition (Banks-Wallace, 2002; Bruchac, 1997, 2003; 

Evers & Tolken, 2001) and testimonios (Guerra, 2008; Latina Feminist Group, 2001; Saavedra, 

2011) are employed within the script—an unfolding of stories within the primary story—and serve 

as a cultural device inherently used in Indigenous communities in the maintenance of their 

peoplehood.  The script contains a parallel analysis in the voice of an interlocutor (Sarris, 1993) 

who serves as the voice of rumination and interpretation.  My position is that performance text, as 

story, is a pliable aesthetic tool for producing counter narrative to the literatures of dominance in 

the examination and reclamation of Indigenous identity. Dialogically it allows for an exploration of 

survivance in terms of relationality (Hart, 2010; Kovach, 2009, Wilson, 2008), and 

interconnectedness that frames Native structures of knowledge intimately in its everyday settings.   

I was raised with stories.  My father was a storier and “talked” people back into balance as 

traditional medicine people doctor their patients, but in a way “que no tiene en cuenta el orden de 

la narración” (Ramirez, 2002, pg. 105), that does not follow the order of narration as in the 

western story forms. This was a cultural device for the Tarasco5 people who immigrated to the 

Great Plains in the early part of the twentieth century where words created a synergy that led to a 

self-reflective process relative to the efficacy of story. As ceremonial enactment, as healing 

process, and as bodies of narrative that follow a seasonal cycle (Deloria, 2006), story continues to 

be observed in particular ways for Indigenous cultures (Gunn-Allen, 1992). Story shares the same 

                                                                 
3 This study will  use the terms “performance text”, “play”, and “script” interchangeably as they all  refer to a theater 

play with the potential to be performed. 
4 Throughout the dissertation I will  interchangeably use the terms Indigenous, Native, First Peoples, as proper nouns.   
5 The Pure’pecha are from West Central México. My family came from the pueblo of Tangancícuaro in the state of 
Michoacán.  After Spanish contact, the nation was often times referred to as the Tarasco, a pejorative from the 

Pure’pecha word that denotes brother-in-law or in-law. 
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oneiric space as does performance based art (Boal, 1995; Huntsman, 2000). However, Native 

conceptions of theater frequently use a ritually defined center as in ceremony6. This liminal space 

provides “Embodiment as a Healing Process” (Scott, 2009), as a “vehicle for presentation and 

preservation of oral tradition” (King, 2013, pg. 165).  For this reason, I wanted to discover how 

employing that strategy as a playwright might embody characters that reveal Vizenorian notions of 

indian simulations (Vizenor G. , 1994), contrivances that reduce Natives to museum collections, 

indian souvenirs and the remnants of victimry, reconstructed into postindian warriors (Vizenor, 

1999) through storied acts of survivance (Vizenor G., 2009).  

The data that informed my research was used to not simply build character and plot, 

rather, I gave over power of the creative process to the data allowing it to shape me as the storier.  

In this way, my creative consciousness became a product of the knowledge contained within the 

data.  This allowed me as playwright to channel character and allow plot development to occur 

through the evolution of the characters.  Art based research in this fashion is rare but necessary in 

supporting Indigenous research (Denzin & Lincoln, 2005; Denzin, 2009).  Within it comes the 

application of key components that form epistemological connections among story, place, and 

people.  These include what Shawn Wilson (2008) refers to as respect, relationality, reciprocity, 

and responsibility—the understanding that all things, animate and inanimate are related and 

responsible to the other (Brooks, 2008; Hart 2010; Hill, 1997; Kovach, 2009; Marcos, 2009; 

Poonwassie, 2001; Richardson, 2015).  

Although I am applying the western based aesthetic framework of a theater script to what 

has traditionally been oral literature, it is important to point out that performance is historically vital 

in exercising Native worldview. Both ancient and contemporary ceremony and ritual throughout 

the Americas observe dramatizations with very specific texts attached to the performance.  The 

                                                                 
6 Native/Indigenous ceremonies often have a symbolic representation of center that through ritual processes 
becomes the center of the universe.  This sacred space begins in l iminality, but as the ceremony builds, the human 
being enters into the infinite as other entities can enter into this dimension (Black Elk, W. 1999; Black Elk, J.; Catches, 

2012).  
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spiritual was integral to all aspects of Indigenous societies and included formal enactments of 

creation stories (Schlesier, 1987), the rearticulation of life and death (Radin, 1945), harmonic 

restoration (Catlin, 1867; McPherson, 2000; Morris, 2000), as well as contemporary healing (Crow 

Dog, 1995; Deloria, 2006; Hieb, 2008; Marshall, 2002) that occurred as performed action with 

specific intent.   

Native theater can potentially use western constructs of theater to expand and delve into 

practices of ritualized drama and its own systems of knowing (Broyles-Gonzalez, 1994; 

Geiogamah, 2011). However, very little has been written on the process and how it can be used in 

the formation of counter narrative and reconstructions of identity.  Theater can hold us in a 

submissive state, relegated to the role of observer (Boal, 1995).  If the wisdom of the aesthetic is 

that we cannot engage in active discourse, or active participation within the narrative, then we 

become little more than the conductor monologue or the object recipient (Freire, 1970).  We 

cannot occupy the discourse. There is no possible probability of chance; and we are silenced into 

mere information receptacles (Vizenor, 1993a) as theater maintains the linearity of hegemonic 

narratives (Boal, 2006).   

The Research Questions 

This study qualitatively examines the relationship between postindian identity, the act of 

survivance, and how through resistance cultural resilience prevails. I explore how internalized 

oppressions are combatted, or counted coup upon, by Indigenous characters through the use of 

art based interrogation in the form of a play script.   I attend primarily to the following research 

questions employing Gerald Vizenor’s notions of “postindian survivance” to ask,  

1) How do “postindian” identities, as character composites, achieve “survivance”?  
 

2) How does the resistance and resilience of Indigenous “survivance” challenge 
simulations of the “indian”?  
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Preliminary Studies 

As both a theater practitioner and art based educator, I have conducted various studies 

and analyses of the utility of performance as both play production and therapeutic process in “cop 

in the head’ workshops and other Theater of the Oppressed (from here on T.O.) techniques.  

These were facilitated predominantly with Indigenous (Native and Chicano) and African American 

cultural groups, disenfranchised groups, as well as male inmates in the prison system and 

juvenile detention centers in and around the eastern edge of Nebraska and the Pine Ridge Indian 

reservation in South Dakota.  In working with groups, my activity logs indicated that youth, in 

particular, struggled to articulate in language their sense of self or their identity.  They languished 

in vocabulary but flourished in embodying their stories, that is, creating the physical images of 

words and feelings.  Adults, particularly in the penal system, not only invented ways of “acting” out 

their identities in body image, they were equally open to constructing dialogue to portray their 

oppressions (the prison system) and invent performances that crafted stories of emancipation and 

intervention. 

Indigenous ensembles, comprised of both Chicano and Native nations, embraced the act 

of participating in theater performances by published playwrights, original scripts authored locally, 

or texts created collectively by the ensemble themselves.  The process of deciding what script to 

perform was ultimately placed in the hands of community elders who gave their final approval.  

This was not without deliberation.  The challenge was deciding upon how much intergenerational 

trauma should be presented, the graphic nature of the trauma, and the cultural nuances in relation 

to the anticipated audiences and tribal belief systems. Our casts were often intertribal and 

intercultural, and frequently of different culture and tribal backgrounds from the playwright whose 

work we would perform.  The decision to perform scripts heavy laden with systemic issues of 

substance and sexual abuse was fraught with some trepidation.  The consensus among the 

ensemble was to advance such subjects on to the stage for two particular reasons: 1) these 

stories need to be exorcised in order to relinquish them of their power over the people, and 2) 
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those who were formerly perpetrators or victims of substance or sexual abuse expressed wanting 

to count coup on their issues of trauma. There was a desire to confront former demons, tag them 

(through assuming the character), and walk away unscathed and victorious through performance 

(Markowitz, Howe, & Rader, 2004) .  

As a result of journal logs on these preliminary theater projects, I understood the primacy 

that Indigenous communities placed on reenacting story that depicted the act of surviving 

intergenerational oppressions. For elders, it suggested the ability to endure, survive, and become 

resilient (Grandbois, 2009), so indicative in their active participation both under the spotlights and 

behind the scenes.7   For inmate groups (male adults), it was evident that they craved the 

opportunity to express (Soifer, 2011) and enact coup upon their physical oppressions in an 

incarcerated environment. The performance process became an act of survivance, as it 

symbolized their resistance to silence and the ability to endure.  But theater plays are scarce.  

Each tribe and nation is culturally unique and region plays a role in their contemporary urban and 

reservation experiences.  These variables spark demand for scripts that are sensitive and 

responsive to tribal cultures, language, knowledge systems and experiences. 

Rationale 

 Creation of performance texts (oral or printed) that embody memories as story and history 

as lived experience is restorative (Smith, 2002). Whether as texts read aloud, acting or 

interviewing “‘performance and performativity are braided together by virtue of iteration’” (Denzin, 

2001, pg. 27).  The ultimate reason for producing a script is dramatic reenactment. Story 

sharing/telling/ritual/song/dance/art are ancient cultural devices integral to the cultural 

                                                                 
7 For a review of the Native elder production, Speaking of the Elders, that engaged the testimonios of four Great 
Plains community elders, see Gladfelter, V., Kil lscrow, L., Red Owl, M., Rocha, S., & Rhodes, C. (2011, July 8-11). 

Speaking of the Elders. (L. K. Violet Gladfelter, Performer) The Rose Theater, Omaha, Nebraska. 
http://leoadambiga.com/category/sheila -rocha/      
Also see generally the work of Monique Mojica and Muriel Miguel of Spiderwoman Theater who as grandmothers, 
through the medium of theater, advanced Native American perspectives of history in such works as the CBC Radio 

Drama, Birdwoman (Mojica, 1991) and the current Red Mother directed and performed by Muriel Miguel.  
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infrastructure of Indigenous societies.  It melds traditional and contemporary ways of knowing to 

produce counter narratives through dramatic structures (Farmer, 2014; Geiogamah, 2011). In the 

face of colonial literatures of dominance (Vizenor, 1998), the right to narrate ones’ own history has 

been appropriated and recommodified in the form of false invention and myth (King T. , 2012). 

Theater, as a place where story is personified, uniquely provides opportunity to participate in the 

process of the making of meaning that can echo the experience of Native communities.  

Construction of a performance text that embodies the data of Indigenous experiences is a 

justifiable method for exploring Vizenorian ideas of survival and resistance as it equates to the 

grounding force of “survivance”.  Gerald Vizenor says that “oral stories are the best performance 

of simulations, because the reference is in the performance” and they serve as “strategies of 

survivance” (1994, pg. 16).  Performed acts of survivance are rooted in holistic reciprocity that can 

be seen as “emergent” in what Adela Licona (2013) calls a “spatialized perspective…between 

spaces or stories and the people who populate them” (pg. 9).  

It also provides a cathartic experience naming oneself in the action of the theater while 

denouncing one’s “internalized oppressions” (Freire, 1970),  embodied in the Boalian metaphor of 

the “cop in the head” (Boal, 1979; 1990; 1992; 1995; 2006).  Script as data, as a collection of 

knowing transformed into action, becomes the story of us seeing ourselves (Darby, 2009; Boal, 

1992) in the act of  becoming.  From that knowledge we begin to recognize ourselves.   

CHAPTER 2 – INDIGENOUS PERSPECTIVES AND LITERATURE VIEW 

Theoretical Framework  

 

The theory that informed my approach to this study is lodged within the Peoplehood Model 

(Holm, 2000; Holm, Pearson & Chavis, 2003). Story, as I have experienced it through my 

relatives, is really a collection of memory from all our ancestors through the voice or perception of 

the one speaking.  The “talk" that comprises oral tradition, story, history, etc., is the act of 

remaking an idea or a person by imbuing them (the receiver) with the knowledge of self and all 
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aspects of self—sacred history—one of four interpenetrating components that make up the 

Peoplehood Matrix8 (Holm, 2003).   

A model for extended Indigenous sovereignty symbolic of “Identity, especially identification 

with a particular group, seems to be a primary human concern and a constant in human history” 

(pg. 19).   As the storier provides the collective memories of generations, the lifeblood of 

Indigenous bodies of knowledge becomes the “understanding of how things are interrelated and 

are continuously interacting” (pg. 20). Our individual stories accumulated within the brief body of a 

life time are relative to the larger understanding of who we are and how we endure as families, 

clans, tribes, and nations.  This understanding serves the motives of my research in that “The 

peoplehood model is a core assumption on which any methodology—whether qualitative or 

quantitative—can be applied” (pg. 20), especially in relationship to Indigenous modes of exploring 

First People issues of survivance and knowledge of self.  The matrix that follows is comprised of 

the four components of Peoplehood, interconnected and cyclical, in the general form of a 

medicine wheel in the context of four cardinal directions. 

                                                                 
8 By way of oral tradition the history of a community is recounted in their respective dialect to provide the proper 
context of their origins.  Language vernacular teaches appropriate behavior —the ways in which the community can 

sustain balance through the proper ceremonies and cultural practices of their ancestors.  The Peoplehood Matrix  
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My research suggests that Indigenous people are complex actors in the story of their own 

survivance as they continue to author their tribal narratives as creative production while 

renouncing the literatures of dominance that would silence them (Vizenor, 1994; 2009).  Their 

acts of both endurance and resistance, beyond mere survival (Carmen, Dominguez, Green, 

Mendoza, Fine, Neville & Gutierrez, 2015) urge them “on that road of choices and, at the same 

time, the roads of chance, and even the roads not taken” (Vizenor, 1999, pg. 20).  In their quest to 

find and maintain balance in their contemporary lives they rely upon a “common spiritual bond” 

(Corntassel, 2003), a tribal historical identity that encompasses a “known geographic 

universe…the spatial domain of its members’ historical experience” (C. Howe, 2002, pg. 165). It 

exists within the land of their origins or the land remembered.  This is the second component of 

the Peoplehood and it is a relationship that grounds a people to a place through the movement of 

word. Language remembers (Basso, 1996).  But even as language changes or becomes 

repressed the psychological connection with place is sustained on some level along with 

tribalographies, Native stories of power and creation (L. Howe, 2002).   Even in the absence of 
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first languages, the peoples reconnect with their ancient identity through thought and prayer that 

provides respite within sacred space (Rojas, 2003).  This gives human beings a place to rest their 

weary psyches in the geopiety (Tuan, 1976, 1991) of their familiar.     

As Craig Womack (2008) suggests, it is not just the words that comprise the peoplehood 

component of language, because there is a power contained within the energetic form of sound, 

“the words themselves can become entities...that involve actualization” (pg. 266).  It is said that 

the “the human body contains 70-75% water” (Temocico, 2012) and current science is 

investigating processes in which it could prove to be more.  Water can transcribe itself, mirror and 

magnify as it “has the ability to retain memory” (pg. 267), that is, it has both structural capacity for 

renewability and transference capability (Fedorovych, 2013; Radin, Hayssen, & Emoto & Kizu, T., 

2006; Stagnaro, 2011; Temocico, 2012). As sound resonates, so does language. If sound 

resonance impacts water (Emoto, 2005), we humans who are primarily water in composition can 

be essentially shaped by word sounds.  “In Japan, it is said that words of the soul reside in a spirit 

called kotodama, or the spirit of words, and the act of speaking words has the power to change 

the world” (pg. xxvi).   It is at this juncture we can see the reasoning of tribal wisdom that calls 

upon Indigenous frameworks driven by axiologies comprised of responsibility, respect, reciprocity, 

and relationality (Wilson, 2008) as it calls upon caution and care in how we use language and 

speech.  This is what Cajete (1999) refers to as the interdependence of all things in nature.  

Figure 2:  Axiology for Indigenous Research.  

. 
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Figure 2 illustrates the interdependence of Indigenous axiology with Vizenorian aspects of 

survivance represented within interlocking and moveable elements of nature.  

Womack sees the quintessence of Native path ways as spiritual and filled with mystery.  

As a Creek Cherokee, he chooses to “leave space open for other spiritual presences” besides just 

human beings “such as water, wind, landforms, spirits, ancestors who have passed on, stomp 

dance singers long since dead who join their voices with ours at the grounds as we sing” (2008, 

pg. 367).  These songs, with their word-parts, are the makings of ceremony.  Womack makes 

mention of sacred colors and how they are used in prayers and songs.  In the right context, by the 

right person, even colors become living things, “a spiritual force to be reckoned with” (pg. 366).  

These spiritual forces can be witnessed in the yuwipi ceremony of the Lakota (White Hat, 2012), 

the sings of the Diné (Arivso, 2000; Morris, 2000), or the medicine lodge of the Anishinaabeg 

(Pitawanakwa, 2006).  They are the fourth component of Peoplehood, ceremonial cycle, and 

essential in what Vine Deloria referred to as “‘kinship’ cycles of responsibility that exist between 

our species and the other species” (1999, pg. 13).  The purpose of ceremony is multifaceted 

(Austin, 2009; Catches, 2012; Fools Crow, 1991; White Hat, 2012). It maintains and restores 

balance and observes the interrelatedness of all things, in some scenarios replicating the creation 

story of a people inclusive of the animal nations (Schlesier, 1987) that taught the people how to 

live and survive.   

As song and story (language) respond to and generate interaction between all aspects of 

a living multiverse, they also manifest the continuance of the sacred histories that occur in the 

lands of the people, in their particular voice, in their particular way as given them by a mystery 

that unifies all things.  Story, whether in the oral tradition, a ritual of reenactment, or a play script, 

“is the literature of peoplehood” (Holm, et al., pg. 18)—it is the search for persistence and 

understanding, healing and liberation.  In the context of theater, or “drama”, according to Jeffrey 

Huntsman (2000), the diversity of Native cultures requires us to look at the literatures of drama as 

wide-ranging.  “With centering in sacred time and space” (2000, pg. 86) as ceremony and ritual, it 
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fulfills an aesthetic tradition. Sacred histories, by way of theater, possesses a cyclical, holistic 

structure that maintains Indigenous identity (Geiogamah, 2011; Linds, Yuen, Goulet, Episkenew & 

Schmidt, 2010; Wilmer, 2011).  

Storying Identity through Performance Text 

As an arts educator and classroom facilitator, it has been my objective to empower 

classrooms and communities through Indigenous knowledges, and enable learning-participants 

with tools that deconstruct colonial mindsets. Sharing this information occurs through the vast 

possibilities of chance (Vizenor, 1993), through words in the form of stories, or histories.  In this 

way, my performance text actualizes the potential for a liberation of identity and knowledge of self 

to occur as “Native identities are in the words, to be sure” (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 36), and “must be 

an actuation of stories, the commune of survivance and sovereignty” (1998, pg. 37).  Particularly 

for Native classrooms9 on the reservation and Indigenous classrooms10 of the inner cities, I have 

discovered the effectiveness of melding the praxes of storying, performance processes, and 

Indigenous frameworks to look at new ways of understanding issues of identity.  It is my 

assessment that literature regarding exploratory practices, such as the process used at the end of 

the script, shows that these areas have not been explored as meaningful pedagogy to engage 

Native communities and classrooms even though they are compatible in their conceptual 

importance to Indigenous ways of knowing. Rather, the nominal work that exists is general, and 

the systems for implementing performance or art based initiatives comes from a non-Native 

constituency (Ferreira & Devine, 2012).  Global in focus, it is often times unable to recognize how 

it “fail[s] to understand the degree to which those systems are paternalistic” (George, 1995).   This 

survey of literature looks at each area as components that shape the fourth chapter of this 

                                                                 
9 In tribal colleges the majority of students Identify with their particular tribe and reference their “Native” tribal 

affil iation. 
10 In an urban classroom, elementary through college, the presence of Native students is much broader to include 
Indigenous peoples from Canada to Mexico and Pacific Islands.  Many reject the term indian and do not necessarily 
belong to a federally recognized tribe, thus, the more globally accepted notion of being Indigenous is sometimes 

more applicable. 
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research, which is the performance text—the play script. The existing literature helps me better 

cognize the goals of this dissertation.  Much of my knowledge regarding story and Indigenous 

understanding comes from oral tradition.  This review helps facilitate pragmatic ways of 

substantiating and extending the discussion. 

This examination observes the major gaps that exists.  The discourse on indigeneity that 

extends into the making of relations between Mesoamericans, Africana11, and Northern Plains 

tribes, through the theater process, does not exist extensively.  William Yellow Robe Jr., a 

Mixedblood Assiniboine playwright, has written plays on Natives of African ancestry and the 

tribulations that accompany that identity (Grandchildren of the Buffalo Soldiers and Other Untold 

Stories, 2009). Spyderwoman Theater was comprised of Mixedblood women who celebrated their 

diversity in such productions as Re-verb-ber-ber-rations” (Mojica & Knowles, 2009).  James Luna, 

a performance installation artist magnifies his indigeneity most poignantly in his 1987 Artifact 

Piece that opened at the San Diego Museum of Man.  His work is interactive multimedia that 

allows audiences to engage in varying ways12. However, a larger discussion of what “Native” 

looks like in the 21st century as identity takes on a broader meaning, particularly between the 

Indigenous of the northern and southern hemispheres, and interculturally with the inclusion of 

African American bloodlines, has not been addressed through the lens of performance text.  Nor 

has a discussion ensued on how the preservation of oral traditions that reclaim and extend these 

postmodern identities been explored interactively in the sphere of theater.   

My examination of literature will demonstrate the function of an identity-based 

performance text that can encourage a larger discourse on the breadth of Indigenous identity and 

how it contributes to the current Vizenorian ideas of postindian survivance and how that 

survivance might emerge.  

                                                                 
11 I am using the term “Africana” in reference to “persons, peoples, and things African and of African descent; by 
and/or about the same” as defined by Lucius T. Outlaw, Jr. (2007). 
12 James Luna’s works are visual with multimedia and/or interactive performance dynamics that vary depending 

upon the particular exhibit.  For a fuller depiction of his work see the artist website at http://www.jamesluna.com/ 
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As stories breathe we, as beings, are born from their breath.  The significance of this 

statement is an underlying premise for this study and contributes to a larger body of knowledge. 

The power of the oral tradition in the form of performance text can further the discourse on the 

scope of Indigenous identity in the 21st century.  In particular, this study looks at the complexity of 

Indigenous identities and the validation of story remembered and imagined as an act of what 

Gerald Vizenor refers to as survivance (1994, 1998, 1999, 2009). The first section of this literature 

review provides an overview of key terms used by Vizenor in this study of identity. The section 

that follows will address identity, story and current Indigenous performance processes.    

Navigating Vizenor 

Native American storytellers were the first postmodernists.  
                                                                                               --Gerald Vizenor, 1993 

 
This section surveys several of Gerald Vizenor’s neologisms: survivance, presence and 

absence, postindian versus the “indian”, manifest manners, and transmotion as fundamental 

concepts that move the characters of the script and give them dimension and connotation beyond 

“ethnographic portraiture” (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 155). His terminology is best understood as literary 

terms “in the associated context of postmodernity” (1994, pg. viii).  

Vizenorian word-plays include postmodern humor in the face of the tragic, as a way to rise above 

and beyond the internalization of victimry (Vizenor G., 2009). The greatest comic characterization 

he uses to accomplish this task is through tricksterism (1994). In light of his own particular ethnic 

mix and that of others who he applauds as Native warriors, he believes “‘Mixedbloods are the best 

tricksters, the choice ticks on the tribal bloodlines, like these mongrels on the porch’” 

(Vizenor,1988, pg. xii;), he writes with humor in The Tricksters of Liberty-Native Heirs to a Wild 

Baronage.  His method to promote healing is lodged in his belief that “Much of creative literature 

is shamanic” (Vizenor, 1999, pg. 62) and visionary with the capacity to both heal and “liberate” 

community (1999, pg. 63).  Reimagining the tribal story through the trickster archetype is in the 

celebration of “a communal voice in a comic worldview, not a tragic method in the social sciences” 
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(Vizenor, 1994, pg. xvi). Vizenor believes in laughter and resistance and most importantly, as his 

writing conveys, courage.  “Listen:…I have never lived by fear, because fear is not a life” (Vizenor, 

1999, pg. 21-22), he declares.   

Vizenor’s reliance upon conditions of the postmodern in his approach toward language is 

influenced in part by the work of French philosophers (Vizenor, 1994) such as Jean Baudrillard 

who submitted that simulations (Vizenor, 2009, pg. 122-123), a fundamental component of 

Vizenorian philosophy, consists of a hyperreality (1993c, pg. 12). This is when the real and the 

faux become so well commingled it becomes nearly impossible to tell them apart “that is  how the 

real is abolished” (Baudrillard, 1981, pg. 81). Vizenor references Umberto Eco (1990) who 

observes that within a hyperreal context “the American imagination demands the real thing and, to 

attain it, must fabricate the absolute fake; where the boundaries between game and illusion are 

blurred” (as quoted in Vizenor, pg. 55). Hyperreality, in the configuring of “indian”13,  epitomizes an 

American counterfeit image.     

As Vizenor formulated the significance of a postmodern approach to Native literature and 

narratives, in his 1993 article, The Ruins of Representation: Shadow Survivance and the 

Literature of Dominance he begins to unpack his particular use of the postmodern with a quote by 

Jean-Francoics Lyotard who describes the “postmodern as incredulity toward metanarratives” (as 

quoted in Vizenor, 1993b, pg. 8).  Vizenor sees tribal narratives as having withstood western 

science that has set the standard for social sciences, which has historically negated the memories 

of Native people, hence, their ability to tell their own stories (1998, Chapter 11, 1999). So what 

exactly does postmodern mean to Vizenor and how does it relate to the neologisms that shape his 

framework?  Daniel Woods (2003) offers an explanation that comes from Vizenor’s reference to 

Brian McHale who simplifies the conundrum between Vizenor and the term “postmodern”.  

                                                                 
13 Where the word “indian” or “postindian” is used it is within a Vizenorian context in which he applies the lower 
case “i” denoting it as an improper noun, a colonial misnomer (Vizenor, 2009, 1994). When writing in the context of 
Vizenor’s neologisms, or direct reference to his cited content, I will  employ the lower-case.  When using “Native” as a 

signifier in my personal discourse throughout this dissertation, I will  use the capitalized spelling of the word.  
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Nobody likes the term, yet people continue to prefer it over the less satisfactory 

alternatives…Postmodernism is not postmodern, whatever that might mean,  

but post modernism; it does not come after the present (a solecism), but after the 

modernist movement….Postmodernism follows from modernism. (1993, pg. 4) 

It may be that simple, but probably not.  However, it is a breaking away from fixed 

narrative viewpoints.  To clarify further, Vizenor continues quoting McHale to suggest that the 

“construction of postmodernism would be one that produces new insights, new or richer 

connections, coherence of a different degree or kind, ultimately more discourse” (as quoted in 

Vizenor, 1993, pg. 4) than what modernism offered.  This is one of the keys to understanding 

Vizenor and his often lyrical, repetitive approach, and his appreciation that “Native American 

Indian literatures are tribal discourse, more discourse. The oral and written narratives are 

language games, comic discourse rather than mere responses to colonialist demands or social 

science theories” (pg. 4).  And for this reason the boundaries are blurred from differences 

between aesthetic genres (Vizenor & Sainte Marie, 1993) to what might seem as aimless or 

arbitrary medleys of narrative or visual arts as in the work of James Luna, Futuristic Retro Ritual 

(2013). 

In 1994, Vizenor publishes Manifest Manners, Narratives of Postindian Survivance. Here 

he solidifies and extends his stratagem for examining texts, and clearly in a postmodern narrative 

style. He references Linda Hutcheon (pg. 8; see also Vizenor, 1994, pg. 63) who further 

articulates Vizenor’s approach to Native literature through the postmodern.  She writes that the 

“representation of history becomes the history of representation” and that the “issue of 

representation in both fiction and history has usually been dealt with in epistemological terms, in 

terms of how we know the past” (as quoted in 1994, p. 63). Vizenor calls this representation the 

“shadows of tribal survivance” (pgs. 12 & 63).  “The archshadows [my emphasis] are the creations 

of the tribe, and [the] shadows are memories that are heard in stories” (1993b, pg. 12). Through a 

postmodern lens, shadows are really all we have today—“shadows, shadows, shadows, the 



25 
 

natural reach of shadows, memories”—(Vizenor, 1994, pg. 63) in Native literature, narrative, as 

well as tribal presence. It is not the actual of what once existed, rather the features of what 

remain. Still, these shadows (Hume, 2007) are endowed with power—so much so that Vizenor 

believes they can serve as a medicine, a “new ghost dance literature” (Vizenor, 1994, pg. 106) as 

a narrative of survivance, referring to the ghost dance ceremonies of the 1870’s .  This literature of 

the enigmatic, Vizenor suggests, will be continued in the writing of mixedblood (Momaday, 1989; 

Owen, 1998; Silko, 1977) urban authors (Vizenor, 1990, 1993, 1998, 1999). 

His neologisms are employed as tools through which Native stories endure. He does not 

discount that traumatic times have penetrated Native history and hence, identity (1998, pg. 21). 

Vizenor, however, personifies survivance as he approaches the narrative of himself as “an 

interpretation of creations and history” (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 20). Within the story of self is the “tease 

of identity” and a “tease of presence” (1998, pg. 20).  This research recognizes that the “issue of 

personal identities, or who we are, is bound to what is real; in other words, native identities are 

personal creations of the real, not the…false memories of citatory dominance” (Vizenor, 1998, pg 

73).  And native identities, through humor, are reified in acts of persistence (Vizenor, 1988) and 

the “tragic wisdom of their survivance” (1998, pg. 21).   

Survivance  

 Survivance relates to the word survival but with a new connotation (1998, pg. 15) that 

holds a greater responsibility for, and practice of, Native consciousness—Native presence. It is an 

approach to the realization of Native continuance. Survivance, he writes, is the “active sense of 

presence over absence”, that leads to “the continuance of stories” (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 1).  Story 

and survivance are integral in Vizenor’s worldview.  Continuance is embodied in active resistance 

and survival (1994; 1999, pg. 79) and guides much of Vizenor’s examination of the Native 

condition through literature.  It suggests more than the mere act of existence, but “an active sense 

of presence…Native survivance stories are renunciations of dominance, tragedy, and victimry” 

(Vizenor, 1994, pg. vii).  Accordingly, it incorporates the ideals of endurance and determination, 
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and is key to entering into Vizenor’s work (Woods, 2003), which he reiterates and reshapes in a 

multitude of ways14.   

The postmodern Vizenorian conceptualizations of survivance are vast. They have also 

influenced a multitude of both Native and non-Native writers who have adopted the term in an 

array of literatures and disciplines (Gere, 2004; King, Gubele & Anderston, 2015; Miles, 2011; 

Powell, 2004; Stromberg, 2006; Torres; 2014; Vizenor, 2008) that include education, aesthetics, 

global contexts including the cross-connections between post-apocalyptic nuclear writing and 

Native Americanism (Matsunaga, 2006). 

Vizenor infers that reconstruction of our sense of selves, which he calls the “tease of 

identity” (1998, pg. 20), through the archives of Euro-American histories and documentation is not 

going to happen.  Those literatures are tainted and imbued with false representations (1994, 

1999, 2009) of the Native because they epitomize the tragic and nostalgic, native absence, rather 

than “tribal consciousness…the stories of liberation and survivance” (1994, pg. 2014) that 

celebrates native presence. 

Presence/Absence                                                                                                                                  

              Postmodernism has the capacity to upset fabrications since "the postmodern pose is an 

invitation to liberation, a noetic mediation and communal discourse," (Vizenor 1989, xii). Active 

presence is an act toward liberation in the world of Gerald Vizenor. It is a connection to the real 

reflected in the contemporary Native literary works of such personalities as Louis Owens, Gordon 

Henry, Leslie Marmon-Silko, Thomas King (1999), and the resilient activist figures of history that 

include the names of Luther Standing Bear, Charles Alexander Eastman and Ishi (1994).  The 

antithesis of such presence is exemplified in posers who assume identities that adhere to 

                                                                 
14 See the introduction as well as Chapters 1 and 2 of Vizenor, G. (1994). Manifest manners: Narratives on postindian 
survivance. Lincoln: First Bison Books.  Also, see Vizenor, G. (1998). Fugitive Poses: Native American indian scenes of 
absence and presence. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press  for his postmodern approach to narrative and analysis 
and (2009). Native liberty: Natural reason and cultural survivance.  Lincoln, University of Nebraska Press, chapters 3 

and 4 discussions on survivance narratives and aesthetics of survivance. 
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hegemonic constructions. One such fugitive is William Least Heat-Moon (Vizenor, 1998, pgs. 67-

69) an imitation indian—an absence who contrived his “indian” name from his experience in the 

Boy Scouts (Price, 2007). There are also tribal posers who epitomize the absence of native, who 

are invented for their own promotion such as Clyde Bellecourt “a word warrior on commission, a 

man who has abused the honor of tribal communities” and left his drugs at the foot of podiums 

where he preached indian liberation (Vizenor, 1994, pg. 154).  In a Vizenorian landscape of the 

real world and “comic tease” (Vizenor G. , 1999), these are examples of the absence of the 

native.  Absence is constructed in the poses or identities situated in the guise of indian, a make-

believe invention. The indian, whether played-out or implied, is the absence of any true native self 

and has “no native ancestors” (1998, pg. 15).  That is why indians are nothing more than 

simulations, “an ascribed name” (pg. 145) that arrives by way of a new historical or social era that 

assumes the “active mythology of its past”.  The idea of indian becomes “the pose of a continental 

fugitive” (pg. 145) that negates native sovereignty.  Presence then is representation and 

embodied existence and confronts the inaccurate reproduction of the native (Vizenor, 1994).  

Postindian Versus the Indian Versus the Simulation                                                                                        

 In the 1994 preface to Manifest Manners, Vizenor articulates that indian is a 

“misgiven…an occidental misnomer, an overseas enactment that has no referent to real native 

cultures or communities” (pg. vii).  In fact, the indian is nothing more than a colonial device used 

to invent “the romantic absence of natives” (pg. 14). The idea of indian is a fabrication, a 

nonexistent that arrives out of “aesthetic ruins” (pg. 15).  Vizenor challenges such simulations as 

pure invention that transpire by way of a Nationalism that silences natives (pg. 60) through 

inaccurate translations and the production of mannerisms or comportment that are not inherent 

values of real tribal culture.  In contrast, the postindian is that which follows—the real that persists 

beyond colonial inventions (Vizenor, 2009). Postindians are the presence of resistance and 

determination that move native sovereignty forward. As simulations of their own survival, they will 
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define themselves as postmodern warriors of words “who can speak for Native Americans” 

(Hume, 2007, pg. 593). 

What makes the postindian warrior is the abilitiy to be visionary, comprised of “personal 

identities…bound to what is real” (1998, pg. 73). Vizenor observes the postindian as the end of 

invention and “representation in literature” (pg. 73).  Even as they “are burdened with five 

centuries of inventions and ethnographic simulations” (1999, pg. 85), they embrace endurance. 

As warriors, they challenge the world in the creation of simulations because they become “the 

simulation of survivance in new stories” (1994, pg. 11). Vizenor does not explain themes with 

fixed terms or strict definitions.  Everything is a word game, a tease or tricksterism (Hume, 2007).  

All things constructed are replications, including the postindian warrior.   Jean-Francois Lyotard  

contributed to survivance literatures by contending that “it should be made clear that it is not up to 

us to provide reality, but to invent illusions to what is conceivable” and the artist or author of the 

postmodern is akin to any logician or truth-seeker, “the text he writes or the work he creates is not 

in principle governed by preestablished rules and cannot be judged according to a determinant 

judgment”  (as quoted in Vizenor, 1994, pg. 169).  Simulation, in the post modern context, 

according to Vassilis Lambropooulos, is “where everything is available and within reach but 

placed in an order that eliminates any sense of hierarchical history” (1994, pg. 169). In this way, 

postindians are the “simulation of surivance”,  the existence and manifestation of “tribal traditions 

and histories” (1994, pg. 169), and the source of the replication that “must challenge the dominant 

tradition of definitions” and modify “to make new ideas come into meaning” (Hume, 2007, pg. 

597).  

Returning to the work of Baudrillard, the falsification of “Racial otherness survives 

everything: conquest, racialism, extermination, the virus of difference, the psychodrama of 

alienation" (as quoted in Vizenor, 1995, pg. 7).  Even the so-called traditional native stories are in 

part modern fiction.  When missionaries arrived and anthropologists followed they were 

sometimes privy to stories of creation and sacred history (Holm, Pearson & Chavis, 2003).  
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“‘These tales, though made up for the occasion by the Indian sages, are taken by his white 

hearers as their bona fide belief’” (as quoted by Vizenor, 1994, pg. xiii).  In the instance of meso-

indian pictographic practice, employed by the ancient Nahuas, attack and annihilation occcurred 

by way of the Castilian alphabet system.  Consequently, mesoamerican texts were forbidden and 

replaced with the iconographic work of “recruited indigenous artists to make Christian 

iconography” (Brandenburg, 2010, pg. 157) which led to new translations and simulations of pre-

Hispanic codices. The result often times led to the mistranslation or Christian misinterpretation of 

sacred story15.  Oral histories and Louis Owens (1998) speak to the erasure of culture through the 

“intensely political enterprise” (pg. 211) of mapping away a peoples knowledge of self and place 

(Basso, 1996) by renaming, thereby, restorying Native people’s connections to the land.  The 

contrivance of races through missionary re-interpretations of the spiritual significance of the four 

directions was enforced through the textualizing of such stories.  Even now, throughout various 

parts of Native America, one will hear the racilialized story of the significance of the four direction 

colors (Kills Crow, 2010; Moves Camp, 2008) when in reality, the myth of race for the new world 

was nonexistent (Crow Dog, 2008). 

The appearance of multiple races erupted out of “the real” of various cultures, but with the 

artifice of dominance. These simulations of the truth are myths (Murray, 1994). Augustín Fuentes 

evaluated that these myths “create a false set of societally accepted ‘truths’ that in turn cause a 

range of problems for us” (2012, pg. ix) as they exist within a grander set of myths and enduring 

problems. Baudrillard explains that this “matter is more complicated, since to simulate is not 

simply to feign” (as quoted in Vizenor, 1994, pg. 13). When the actions are repeated they become 

internalized and manifest themselves into the real. This “threatens the difference between ‘true’ 

and ‘false,’” (1994, pg. 13).  Simulations, hence, are the absence of the real, “the contrivance…in 

                                                                 
15 See generally multiple discussions and extended examination on the atrocities upon discourses of Mesoamerica in  

Baca, D. & Villanueva, V. (2010). Rhetorics of the Americas 3114 BCE to 2012 CE. New York: Palgrave Macmillan. 
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the course of dominance” (1994, pg. vii). They are the “hallucination of the real” (Baudrillard, 

1981, pg. 121).   

Thomas King explores the contrast between the authentic and the “simulacrum”, also 

building on the French postmodern theorist Baudrillard.  King writes, “a simulacrum is something 

that represents something that never existed.  Or, in other words, the only truth of the thing is the 

lie itself” (2012, pg. 54).  His next paragraph provides a case in point: “Dead Indians.  You can 

find Dead Indians everywhere.”  He provides examples of the simulacrums: “Rodeos, powwows, 

movies, television commercials” (pg. 54).  Baudrillard supports King’s examples when he writes, 

The Indian thus returned to the ghetto, in the glass coffin of the virgin forest, again 

becomes the model of simulation of all the possible Indians from before ethnology. This 

model thus grants itself the luxury to incarnate itself beyond itself in the ‘brute’ reality of 

these Indians it has entirely reinvented - Savages who are indebted to ethnology for still 

being Savages: what a turn of events, what a triumph for this science that seemed 

dedicated to their destruction!  (Braudillard, 1981, pg. 8) 

The simulation then becomes more real than any representation and subjects the indian to a 

hyperreal identity at the hands of colonialism, as uttered in the words of the infamous fugitive 

poser, Teddy Roosevelt, who said, “I suppose I should be ashamed to say that I take the Western 

view of the Indian. I don't go so far as to think that the only good Indians are dead Indians, but I 

believe nine out of every ten are, and I shouldn't like to inquire too closely into the case of the 

tenth” (as quoted in Hagan, 1975). 

Manifest Manners  

 A play off of the term “manifest destiny”, the Vizenorian term “manifest manners” implies a 

continuance of the histories of holocaust as acceptable and take the form of “surveillance and 

domination of the tribes in literature” (Vizenor, 1994, pg. 4). Manifest manners are the standards 

imposed by colonial forces through the dominant discourse.  They continue to obliterate oral 

histories and tribal narratives, particularly when authors, even in good meaning, write native 
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history as a tribute to the vanished indian (Vizenor, 1999).  Regarding President Reagan’s signed 

proclamation and enthusiasm over the acts of Christopher Columbus, Vizenor writes that 

apparently “the adventurer must be the simulation of manifest manners, the countenance of 

neocolonial racialism” (1992, pg. 224). Reagan summed it all up: "Put it all together and you might 

say that Columbus was the inventor of the American Dream” (as quoted in Vizenor, 1992, pg. 

224). This becomes the stage for neocolonialism and the foundation from which manifest 

manners operates. 

Transmotion 

 Transmotion is “a sense of native motion and an active presence” (Vizenor, 1998, p. 15; 

see also 2009) and reiterates the idea of reciprocity as a fundamental value in Indigenous 

epistemology.  It is used within Vizenorian neology to connote an active responsibility with nature 

and exercise of natural reason.  The goal is action in relation to the practice of “continuous 

sovereignty” (pg. 181). It is the recognition and exercise of that sovereignty, and exists in the very 

“presence” of the postindian (pg. 195) .  

Vizenor as Defiant Survivance 

There are those who say Gerald Vizenor’s work resists interpretation (Laga, 1996); and  

that is, in part, his intention, as suggested in his 1993 interview with Rodney Simard, Lavonne 

Mason, and Julie Abner entitled “I Defy Analysis”.   Deborah L. Madsen (2012) acknowledges “it is 

difficult to distinguish clearly his work in poetry from his prose, fiction, and drama”.  He writes in 

fluid lyricism that blurs the difference between academic and poetic—a true exercise in the 

aesthetic. It is no accident.  His chief objective is to challenge our colonized and automated 

reception of word symbols and referents (Miles, 2011; Vizenor, 1999). His strategy can be likened 

to a game of words (Barry, 1993; to appropriate the language of “manifest manners” (Vizenor, 

1994) with the intent of reclaiming Native representation through the very language that attempted 

to steal it away, which he acknowledges is risky if not dangerous (McCaffery, Marshall & Vizenor, 

1993). His relationship to the postmodern is not in the structural form of writing, but in the 
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“conditions” of postmodern. He is not interested in invoking theory on the nature of Native 

literature. That “would mean I'd have to carry back a formula for discovery...I'm very careful about 

not doing this because I am arguing against that” (McCaffery, Marshall, & & Vizenor, 1993, pg. 

53).  

Vizenor transforms words into a “consciousness different from the Western Enlightenment 

pattern” (Hume, 2007, pg. 581) that has historically obscured and erased the natural reason of 

Native people (Vizenor, 1995, pg. 7).  This tradition of manifest manners, according to Vizenor, is 

indicative of the “course of dominance, the racialist notions and misnomers sustained in archives 

and lexicons as ‘authentic’ representations of indian cultures” (Vizenor, 1994, pg. vii).  For these 

reasons, his writing is a defiance of Euro-American conventions.  But it is also, in itself, an act of 

resistance and survival. In the Vizenorian sense, it becomes his own immutable act of survivance 

(pgs. 179-80).   

Gerald Vizenor refuses to create rules, establish rubrics of theory, or impose meanings.  

To do so would be as unjust and hegemonic as the manifest manners (1994, 1999) that he strives 

to eviscerate. Rather, he strives to reimagine language and words that have “been neglected and 

suppressed by the discourse in power” (Schm idt, 1995, pg. 67). In this way he teases “other forms 

of consciousness, to force people to do their own thinking” (Hume, 2007, pgs. 608-609).  When 

reading Vizenor (Lynch, 2000), it is most effective to allow him to enter into the reader’s 

consciousness as melodic assonance, or as one would view cubist representation of Zapatista 

Landscape (Rivera, 1915); it is there to inspire the reader’s imagination (Vizenor; Sainte Marie, 

1993; Schmidt, 1995).  

Crossing Critical Borders of Identity 

 The premise of my research is that Native/Indigenous identity is informed by Indigenous 

ways of knowing (Hampton, 2005; Hart, 2010; Kovach, 2009; Smith, 1999; Taiaiake, 2005; 

Wilson, 2008) that includes the integration of personal and universal psyche (Bernstein, 2005), 

storytelling as a performative act (Geiogamah, 2011; Hayden, 1997), situated in a contemporary 
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aesthetic, with the capacity to re-authenticate personhood (Ermine, 2007). In both structure and 

content, it challenges simulations and dares to cross critical borders of identity rarely found in the 

current literature by exploring the cultural interconnectedness of Native North Americans, Mexican 

Indians, Black Indians and their mixed bloodlines.  Through acts of resistance and resilience it 

queries the ways in which Indigenous Crossbloods16/Mixedblood17 and full blood people actualize 

survivance.  

 As both a college classroom and art-based educator, my discovery of the intimate 

connection between story and culture is the understanding of an indispensable survival strategy 

that preserves Indigenous identity (Grandbois,2009; Poonwassie, 2001; Smith, 2002). Storytelling 

is a fundamental way of preserving a culture’s memory. When culture can no longer recall its 

stories it moves into a spiral of despair. In reference to the work of the  

African griots, Kouyate (1989) noted that “without stories in an oral tradition there is no history, no 

reference” (p. 181). Sacred history becomes lost (Holm T. P., 2003) along with the wisdom gained 

from knowing that history.  Chicano Studies Professor Miguel Gutierrez said, “Every time we lose 

an elder we lose a library” (personal communication November 30, 2007). This is a call to 

Indigenous peoples to attend to the elders that hold the knowledge and the wisdom they embrace 

by listening and internalizing the stories that comprise and define who we are and where we come 

from (Grandbois & Sanders, 2009).  Sicangu spiritual leader Leonard Crow Dog warned, “You 

have to learn these ways, remember these ways, remember these songs because if you don’t 

white people will, and they will take them and we will lose them forever” (personal communication, 

March 23, 2008). For First Peoples, the cultural device of oral tradition is necessary to preserve 

histories, memories, cyclical story18 (Deloria E. , 2006), as well as to author new stories “that can 

                                                                 
16 “Crossblood” is the term most often employed by Gerald Vizenor.  See generally Vizenor, G. (1990). Crossbloods: 

Bone Courts, Bingo, and Other Reports. Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press. 
17 The singular form of the word is reflective of Louis Owen’s spelling in his 1998 text, Mixedblood Message. Norman: 
University of Oklahoma. 
18 Ella Deloria, in her 1932 examination and translation of Dakota texts, placed story into two mains groups with sub -

groups. Some are to be told only after dark.  Others to be told only during certain seasons.  The first sub -group are 
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articulate contemporary Indianness without obliterating tribal and family identities” (Toelken, 2003, 

pg. 88).  

As this concept of identity is explored in the script, Chapter 4, it endeavors to rise above 

the conundrum amplified in the early western taxonomizations that categorized Mixedbloods as 

being of the “mongrel” race in the literatures of dominance (Vizenor, 1994, 1999). In 1908, Alfred 

P. Schultz wrote an influential and staggering book on biology entitled Race or Mongrel.  

Reprinted today and touted in the original text as “an important historical work”, it strove to make 

the argument in its racist subtitle: A brief history of the rise and fall of the ancient races of earth: a 

theory that the fall of nations is due to inter-marriage with alien stocks: a demonstration that a 

nation’s strength is due to racial purity: a prophecy that America will sink to early decay unless 

immigration is rigorously restricted. This formed the basis for grave interpretations of Blacks as 

degenerates and Indians as mongrels rooted in savagery (Williams R. A., 2012)19.  This 

antagonized a genocide that had already been underway in the new world (Churchill, 2001; 

Dunbar-Ortiz, 2014; Forbes, 2008; Stannard, 1993) and consequently led to a course of de-

indianization (Bónfil Batalla, 1996; Forbes, 1993) of much of México.  In Guillermo Bónfil Batalla’s 

major text, México Profundo (1996), he describes the process of de-indianization as 

…a historical process through which populations that originally possessed a particular and 

distinctive identity, based upon their own culture, are forced to renounce that identity, with 

all the consequent changes in their social organization and culture.  De-indianization is not 

the result of biological mixture, but of the pressure of an ethnocide that ultimately blocks 

the historical continuity of a people as a culturally differentiated group (pg. 17).  

                                                                 
stories for entertainment, some expressing wonder and comprised of very, very old story texts.  They merge the 
mystical with the rational, stories of power and interrelationships with all entities including animals. The second 
group are old, rare stories, lengthy, and tell  of spirits that interacted with this world.  The next group of stories are 

regarded as the historical memories of elders and recent memories of great grandparents, what Deloria places into 
the category of legends, which are inclusive of the sacred, or the wakan, not as necessarily good, but very 
mysterious.  The final group are the more recent accounts or occurrences that belong to a particular band, 
recollections of a hunt or an event experienced. 
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The result, according to Batalla, is the Mexican’s rejection of the Indian self, a “mirror in which we 

do not wish to see our own reflection” (pg. 18). We prefer instead to avoid interac tion with these 

reflections, or what Vizenor describes as “shadows [that] counter the dominance of history” 

(Vizenor, 1994, pg. 63).  In Vizenor’s Heirs of Columbus (1991) these shadows prevail as a kind 

of blood memory extending the trope first introduced by Kiowa author, N. Scott Momaday in 

House Made of Dawn (1968).   Chadwick Allen explains that Momaday’s conception of blood 

memory “redefines American Indian authenticity in terms of imaginative re-collecting and re-

membering” (1999, pg. 101). Vizenor suggests there is a collective consciousness that permeates 

our very being whether we choose to see it or not. It emerges from the fluid pool of shadow 

memory when we least expect it—that voice of our ancestors divulging itself through our words or 

actions (1994). Our identities, on some level, are future manifestations of our ancestors from the 

past.  Batalla believed that our culture is transmitted (1996, pg. 20), comprised of a “material 

repertoire” that somehow proceeds from one generation to the next encoded in the subtle but 

profound “gestures, tones of voice, ways of looking, and attitudes that have meaning for us, and 

often for us alone [my emphasis]” (1996, pg. 21). This understanding, in part, challenges a 

colonized México that exists within an imaginary culture of modernisms (1996, pgs. 140-141).  

 Preceding Bonfil Batalla’s work, Octavio Paz, social critic and Nobel Prize winner 

observed Mexicanidad (Mexicaness) as an identity that is lodged in a national mestizaje (mestizo 

mixed-blood). It lives in a false pretense that he refers to as a “dissimulation” (Paz, 1961), not the 

fabrication but the hiddeness. He compares it to:  

activity very much like that of actors in the theater…this fiction becomes an inseparable—

and spurious—part of his nature. He is condemned to play his role through-out life, since 

the pact between himself and his impersonation cannot be broken except by death or 

sacrifice. The lie takes command of him and becomes the very foundation of his 

personality (1961, pg. 42). 
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This internalization of the damned is a complicated matter.  Returning to Jean Baudrillard 

simulacra, “the play of illusions” (1955, pg. 12), is more than a simple pretending since “feigning 

or dissimulating leaves the realty principle intact: the difference is always clear, it is only 

masked; whereas simulation threatens the difference between ‘true’ and ‘false’…Since the 

simulator produced ‘true’ symptoms, is he ill or not” (Vizenor, 1994, pg. 13)?  But if the Mexican 

as Crossblood mestizo or full blood Indigenous is self-defined through his “dissimulation” and 

becomes “the lie” that “commands him”, does it not concretize into a hyperreality (Baudrillard, 

1955)?  The question of whether one is ill can be determined by how the simulation or 

dissimulation affects the quality of life.  When quality of life is disrupted, there is illness (Duran, 

Firehammer & Gonzalez, 2008; Gone, 2009). Diagnosed as PTSD, systemic historical trauma 

(Duran, E., & Yellow Horse Brave Heart, 1999; Gone, 2009; Zepeda, 2014) or an inseparable 

fiction (Paz, 1961), the consequence can be the same, resulting in internalized oppression and 

a sense of fatalism (Freire, 1970).  The source of the simulation becomes the dominating voice 

of the subconscious in the image of oppressor (Freire, 1970).  Boal and Einstein (1990) name it 

the “cop in the head” that resists “liberation” (Freire, 1970, pg. 60).   Resistance against 

hegemonic efforts to nullify the Native and implant the “cop in the head” (Boal, 1990; 1995) is 

an act of “Native resistance”, which “is survivance” (1999, pg. 179).  The Africana Indigenist 

work of Kwame Ture (Carmichael & Hamilton, 1967) and Franz Fanon (Fanon, 1952) wrote of 

ways to combat and deconstruct this diseased sense of being and replace the “cop” with 

community conscientization (Freire, 1970). Durán, Firehammer & González explain “In such a 

dynamic relationship between the oppressed and the oppressor, the negative energy of 

oppression consumes the lives of the human beings involved and creates an insidious reality of 

self-perpetuating suffering” (2008,pg. 292). The “soul wound” (Duran E. &., 1995) of the late 

20th century is the contemporary assessment of the “Mexican Masks” (Paz, 1961, pg. 29).  
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 Acknowledging Paz’s work is important, especially his critique of Mexican identity20 in his 

work El Laberinto de la Soledad (Paz, 1961), that serves as a pre-discourse to the postmodern 

writings of Vizenor and Indigenous identities. Paz identifies the dissimulation of the Mexican in his 

masked performance, but in the writer’s silence, he has established the utter absence of the 

Native—the Mexican Native.  

 The Indian blends into the landscape until he is an indistinguishable part of the white  

 wall against which he leans at twilight…He disguises his human singularity to  

 such an extent that he finally annihilates it and turns into a stone, a tree, a wall, silence,  

 and space (1961, pg. 43).

 He compares this dissimulation to “mimicry” (1961, pg. 44). Yet it is the mimicry of the 

Mexican author that imagines (Bonfil Batalla, 1996) the simulation. Octavio Paz, as the mestizo, is 

the personification of Batalla’s “imaginary México”. 

The greatest untruth of the western hemisphere is that the Native is gone---yes, from the 

Vizenorian perspective (1994) there are no “indians” here except those who emigrated from India. 

It is “a colonial invention” (Vizenor, 2009, pg. 23)—but the lie is complex because the hypertext 

that rules the lie, of course, cannot yet fathom the multifaceted counter narrative that is forming.  

The demographics of presence (Norris & Vines, 2012) resurrecting on top of the hypertext is fast 

becoming a 21st century remake of Gil Scot Heron’s “The Revolution Will Not Be Televised” 

                                                                 
20 Looking at both North America and Mesoamerica, as dynamic space where Indigenous peoples l ive and connect 
outside of national borders, I see purpose in placing the texts of Paz, Batalla and Vizenor side-by-side for comparison 

and contrast. As the primary “modern” text of México, The Labyrinth of Solitude (1961) contextualizes  Mexican 
national identity while providing a critical deconstruction of prevailing stereotypes and a deep -seated sense of 
fatalism. I find Paz’s work to serve as a precedent in its examination of Mexican cultural identity in the 20th century.  

Paz’s transdisciplinary approach includes an examination of Mexican tropes of identity, the connecting of social and 
cultural complexities of the “modern” national image. Most importantly, Paz acknowledges his interest is “not 
concerned with the total population of our country, but rather with a specific group made up of those who are 
conscious of themselves, for one reason or another, as Mexicans” (pg. 11). As his work intends to accomplish much 

of what Vizenor strives to explore in postindi an analysis, Paz works and cites from the modern era, leaving 
Indigenous México resting in the shadows of absence, in spite of the fact they are the answer to the labyrinth.  Bonfil  
Batalla takes up the discourse and places the Indian in the forefront of Mexican identity, albeit, from the position of 
non-Native.  Vizenor moves the examination from within indigeneity with deftness and passion, but through a 

distinctive post-modern lens that challenges previous colonial philosophical markings.   
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(Scott-Heron, 1971), so influenced by the Harlem renaissance writings of Langston Hughes 

(Hughes, 1959).  Native/African American Langston is prophetic in his poem, “I, Too, Sing 

America” as the Native/Indian/African born in America will soon proclaim 

 Tomorrow, 

 I’ll be at the table  

 When company comes. 

Nobody’ll dare 

Say to me,  

“Eat in the kitchen,” 

Then. (Hughes, 1959) 

 

“Then” begins with the 2010 U. S. Census (Humes, Jones & Ram irez, 2011) that states 

the Native American/Indian population is 2,932,248, with an 18.4 percent population increase 

from 2000. Blacks with Native or Indian identities were 9% of the total African American 

population (Rastogi, Johnson, Hoeffel & Drewery, 2011). And, most interestingly, 1.2 million 

people of Hispanic origin identified themselves as American Indian (the census does not have an 

“indigenous” category).  Over a quarter of a million people identified themselves as tribally 

affiliated people under the “American Indian” census categories of being either Mexican 

American, Central American, or South American “Indian” (Norris, Vines & Hoeffel, 2012). They 

comprise the 4th largest grouping of Native tribal people in the nation. This is nevertheless 

problematic because it is not wholly accurate. 

Identity is trapped in the semantics of the federal census and suggests the process of 

“deindianization” (Batalla, 1996) is transnational. The inadequacy lays in the fact there is no 

category in the U. S. census for Indigenous mesoamericans (i.e. Yaqui, Otomí, Mayan, 

Pure’pecha, etc.).  There is a reluctance for many tribal communities who come from outside of 

the U. S. to identify as “Mexican American” Indians because many southern tribes associate the 

category with Chicanos or mestizo (non-tribal) entities. To do so compromises their indigeneity as 

sovereign nations/tribes (Marcos & Gaspar, 2014) from their particular homelands.  If they do not 

come directly from Central American or South America, they may not be counted at all or placed 
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in the category of “Other Races” or worse, “Hispanic” non-Native. "‘We want to be counted as we 

are – as Mixtecos, Zapotecos, Triques,’ said Rufino Dominguez…‘It's important so everyone 

knows we are here, and that there are many of us’" (Barbassa, Valdes, 2011).  That knowing 

occurs through their enduring stories. 

As people’s experiences, cultural integrations, and Indigenous knowledge systems expand 

or transform, they must find systems for re-storying those experiences. If literatures of dominance 

(Vizenor, 1998) assume the right, the people will become little more than simulations of absence 

(Vizenor G., 1994, 1998).   Canadian educator, Patrick Lewis (2006) explained that “We are born 

into not only a story but also a culturally and community-specific story” (pg. 833).  Our cultural 

realities direct us to self-narrate and that occurs through “our language and the genres of 

storytelling inherited from our traditions” (as quoted in Lewis, pg. 833). In declaring and enacting 

our stories we defy fabricated representations by dominant literatures.  

Challenging fictitious images is an act of postindian survivance (Vizenor 1999, 2009). The 

current call for decolonization as a means of healing and reinvention emanates from many 

corners of Native America (Dunbar-Ortiz, 2014; Duran, E., & Yellow Horse Brave Heart, 1999; 

Taiaiake A. , 2005, 2008, 2012; Williams, R. A., 2012).  Post-colonial psychologist Eduardo Duran 

explains how imperative it is that Natives are allowed to “deconstruct cultural history in ways that 

liberate them from the traumatic and oppressive conditions that brought them to their present 

situation” (Duran, Firehammer & González., 2008). It is through storytelling and the inherent 

sense of performance that allows for one to reconnect with self and the universe, thereby 

restoring identity and survivance (Banks-Wallace, 2002; Bruchac, 2003; Momaday, 1998; Vizenor, 

1998).  

Story and Performance 

 Traditionally, Indigenous people throughout the Americas performed their own identities 

through reenactments, the “principal component of American Indian ceremonial performances” 

(Geiogamah, 2011, pg. 22).  Original structures of performance were ritual in nature and 
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restorative in function (Geiogamah, 2011; Wilmer, 2011).  For example, the sun dance ceremony 

that originated on the Great Plains (Catches, 2012; Crow Dog, 1995; Moves Camp, 2009; Tinker, 

2004; Walker, 1982) is very old, comprised of the pledgers who commit to dancing four days and 

four night without food and water.  But the audience in this performance ceremony is not 

audience.  They are supporters integral to the process and take active part (Catches, 2012; Crow 

Dog, 1995) in the production of the ceremony and its ritual components (Lone Dog, 2012).  

Some ritual performances from the pre-contact era evolved into intricate dramatic oral 

texts such as the Massaum ceremony of the early Cheyenne or Tsisista (Schleisier, 1987) that 

represents the restoration of universal harmony and sustains the animal population as a food 

source for Plains tribes.  A four-day creation drama, everyone involved had a role either as 

primary character or supporting spectactor.  In 1945, anthropologist Paul Radin published his 

transcription of The Road of Life and Death, an extensive ritual drama of the Winnebago a 

ceremonial script comprised of hours of story, prayer, song, and ritual with the extraordinary intent 

of returning an individual from the spirit world back to life.  Once again the space between actor 

and observer was nonexistent as everyone had a responsbility and active part in the overall 

completion of the ceremony.  In The Anguish of Snails, Barre Toelken writes: 

…every tribe I know believes that songs and stories are dramatic enactments of reality 

which go far beyond mere entertainment. A good story is like an affective ritual: it puts you 

there, makes you experience or reexperience something. And that something is an 

otherwise-abstract but real idea from your culture, made concrete and experiential through 

the imagination and knowledge which you bring to the story performance, enhanced by the 

power of the performer. (2003, pg. 112) 

Whether ancient or modern, performance texts provide a holistic balance, “the psychic unity of the 

people, reaffirm the terms of their existence in the universe, and validate their sense of reality, 

order, and propriety” (Gunn-Allen, 1992, pg. 17.). This is what the power of a scripted play can 
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also accomplish because it gives the interpretive voice of power over to the actor (Geiogamah, 

2011; Mohler, 2010; Underiner, 2013).  Native dramatist, Hanay Geiogamah21  

(2011), describes this function as ritualizing actions that finalize the action of process, or 

ceremony—a core component of Native theological systems (Tinker, 200) framed in the context of 

story (Geiogamah, et al., 2011).  First nations dramaturg, Drew Hayden, put forth the idea “that 

theatre is just a logical extension of storytelling” (1997.pg. 140).  Apart from the primarily 

entertainment value of western theater, Native theaters today are “vehicles for the presentation 

and the preservation of oral tradition, but more than that, it empowers us to confront and examine 

the present, to look at who we are today so that we may better understand ourselves” (King, 

2000, pg. 167).   

Augusto Boal’s Theater of the Oppressed (TO) offers active empowerment and 

confrontation of our oppressions through a process known as “Forum Theater” (1978, 1998, 2002) 

in which the intent is to empower its participants, not as passive spectator, but as active “spec-

actors” (Boal, 1992).  As a social justice and liberatory theater movement “spec-actors” are 

“invited to come on stage and reveal by means of theatre – rather than by just using words – the 

thoughts, desires and strategies that can suggest, to the group to which they belong, a palette of 

possible alternatives of their own invention” (Boal, 2006, pg. 6) . TO was created to provide a 

democratic tool for communities and individiuals, to imagine and embody through action, ways of 

confronting oppressions. Although some have suggested the roots of T.O. are “essentially middle-

class, first-world tools with dubious third-world connections” (George, 1995, pg. 30), Boal 

expresses that T.O. is simply a “model” and should be developed into what most effectively works 

for the community at hand (Boal, 2008). TO practitioner Doug Paterson adds “Always keep 

perspective. And cultivate humility” in our use of TO (2008, pg. 116).  

                                                                 
21 See generally the work of Hanay Geiogamah (1999, 2000, 2010, 2011) for a comprehensive insight into 
Native American theater, praxis, ceremony and production. 
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As it steps off the page, the purpose of the script as oral text, whether in the form of song 

or in the act of image-making (Boal A. , 1992, 1996), becomes a “power” that playwright William 

Yellow Robe Jr. reveals as being wholly, “alive” (as cited by Rathbun, 1994, pg. 344).  That spirit 

of life that moves by way of human breath invokes “Words…capable of being carried in the wind, 

embedded with a power” (Zepeda, 1995). The act of story-telling, story-acting, or play-writing is 

akin to the role of what Dion Buffalo (1990) named the  

“synergizer…whose function is to produce sound-words for the listeners so that 

constricted energy can be released.  The synergizer used picture words to awaken in the 

listeners the awareness that they have within themselves all the elements necessary for 

their own healing” (as cited in Poonwassie & Charter, 2001, pg. 67).  

Without these therapeutic performance processes to restore balance psychological chaos 

prevails, and can linger through the generations (Brown-Rice, 2014; Duran and Duran, 1995).  

In conclusion, dramatic reenactment, story sharing/telling/ritual/song/dance/art is ancient 

and integral to the cultural infrastructure of Indigenous societies.  The melding of both traditional 

and contemporary modes of Indigenous performance continue to create counter-representations 

of simulated indians (Vizenor, 1992, 1994). By re-telling story through dramatic structures 

(Farmer, 2014; Geiogamah, 2011), we empower the “untold stories” (Yellow Robe, 2009) and 

correct the inaccuracies of hegemonic discourse.   

CHAPTER 3 

METHODOLOGY, RESEARCH DESIGN & PROCESS 

Overview 

 

The focus of this chapter is my methodology and the process that led to the development 

of my research paradigm for an art-based research (from here on referred to as ABR) inquiry.  It is 

comprised of the 1) research questions, 2) process and design of the research, and 3) the data 

archive.  It is centered upon an Indigenous research framework and extends that framework 

through approaches that are largely shaped by my Indigenous identity as Pure’pecha (Tarasco), 
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my spiritual practice that is lodged in the principle of Wolakota22 or life ways that come, in part, by 

way of my hunka até23 and Lakota family. These ways of knowing come from ceremonial practice, 

the art form of storying, Pure’pecha and Lakota knowledge bases, and an ontology of the 

multiverse that follows the tenet that all things are related. It observes relationality as being 

inherent in all entities, and as such, we are morally obligated to honor people and all beings in the 

way we work with and represent them. In these ways, I become intimate with the practice of both 

my tribal affiliation and that of my ceremonial Lakota family.  

Chief Oliver Red Cloud (Oglala) explained the word “Lakota” to mean “allies”.  “We are all 

Lakota.  We are all allies” he spoke to the intertribal summit delegation (Gathering of the Nations, 

Bear Butte, 2006).  As Indigenous people, regardless of the particular tribe, we are responsible for 

advocating for one another and our life ways as tribal nations.  Albert White Hat (Sicangu) 

explains “the phrase Mitakuye Oyas’iᶇ means ‘a relative’; in the first-person usage it means ‘my 

relative.’ Oyas’iᶇ means ‘everything.’ So, Mitakuye Oyas’in means “all my relatives” or “we are all 

related.”  This is the most fundamental belief in the Lakota philosophy, that we are related to 

everything on earth and in the universe.  “We were all formed from the blood of Iᶇyan: humans, 

animals, trees, water, air, stones. Everything in the universe, we are all related” (2012, pg. 33).  It 

is from this standpoint that I enter into my research.    

Research Questions 

This study qualitatively examines the relationship between postindian identities, the act of 

survivance, and how, through resistance, cultural resilience prevails. I explore how internalized 

oppressions are combatted, or counted coup upon through the use of art based interrogation in 

                                                                 
22 The meaning of Wolakota is embedded in a spiritual way of l ife and has its foundation in the seven sacred r ites. It 
is difficult to summarize in English as it employs spiritual balance and a peace that extends to all  beings in the Lakota 
sense of family. The practice is embodied in the canunpa, the pipe, as it connects one with the total sum of creation 

(Kil ls Straight & Newcomb, 2004). 
23 One of the seven sacred Lakota rites is the “taking of a relative”, or Huᶇkapi ceremony (Catches, 2012). It is to take 
a new relative when one has been lost through death or to bring together families by adopting in a person (White 
Hat, 2012). My “hunka até” can be translated as my relative father, or the man who took me as his daughter through 

the Lakota ceremonial way. 
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the form of a play script.  I attend to the following research questions employing Gerald Vizenor’s 

notion of “postindian survivance” to ask,  

1) How do “postindian” identities, as character composites, achieve “survivance”?  
 

2) How does the resistance and resilience of Indigenous “survivance” challenge 
simulations of the “indian”?  

 

Qualitative 

My research is qualitative art-based which “does not advocate set methods of enquiry,” but 

allows for “design possibilities…in keeping with the nature of art and artists” (McNiff, 2013, pg. 

110).  This supports my research design, which is the dramatic script that examines postindian 

identity and allows for a counter narrative to evolve that honors Indigenous ways of storying.  

Mitchell Kossack (2012) explains that art-based inquiry has the ability to “inform the field”, while 

respecting and serving a larger audience and “add new and stimulating ways” for looking at 

complex issues.  Using this method I can both explore and re-story a narrative of “Indian” identity 

through fictionalized dramatic scripting that “inform[s] the field” in its multifarious nature and active 

“presence” (Vizenor, 1994, 2009).  

 Melding intellectual inquiry with creative processes can restore identity. By reconstructing 

the nature of ideas within a story transformation of one’s position within the world becomes 

possible “As pedagogical practices, performances make sites of oppression visible” (Denzin, 

2003, pg. 192). This provides a strategy for observing current scholarship in the social sciences 

and humanities as it generates an interchange of knowledge that inventively reimagines (McNiff, 

2013) and challenges the topic of this research.  The power of qualitative inquiry’s own 

unpredictability ensures a greater sense of research objectivity and spontaneity. 

Why Art Based Research (ABR) 

To recant, the focus of this research is to look at how postindian identities endure beyond 

stereotypes and false simulations to reflect survivance. To do so, rather than following a 

traditional method of qualitative inquiry, I chose an ABR method, the performance text (a script), 
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because I wanted to merge the creative with strategies of inquiry (Snyder-Young, 2010) by 

treating the writing as a form of data generation and analysis (Norris, 2009). As a result of 

interrogating over ten years’ worth of ABR dissertations, faculty at the University of British 

Columbia observed that “Moving beyond traditional text‐based dissertations to embrace the 

complex discourses possible within the arts generates a new system of exchange where arts‐

based educational research unfolds as a provocative model of inquiry” (Sinner, Leggo, Irwin, 

Gouzouasis, & Grauer, 2006).   

It is imperative this research be accessible to the communities for whom it is intended to 

benefit.  Assiniboine dramatist and playwright, William Yellow Robe Jr. explains that theater “has 

a tremendous healing element. It can heal an individual, it can heal a community” (Yellow Robe 

Jr. & Beete, 2014).  As a matter of Indigenous communities finding a way in which they can 

rename their world and take part in the actualization of their legitimacy (Tuhiwai Smith, 2005), 

theater as story, as personal engagement, serves this function. This qualitative ABR is a vehicle 

through which people can enter into an exploration with themselves as human beings (Saldaña, 

2011; Shailor, 2011) and find an aesthetic sanctuary (Lewis, 2006).  It not only tells their stories, it 

gives them a performance text through which they can actualize the voice of character through 

their own experience. 

Qualitative research, according to Norman Denzin and Yvonna Lincoln “is a field of inquiry 

in its own right” (2005) with a history that intersects with different disciplines and borrows from 

many places.  It consists of a “set of interpretive, material practices that make the world visible. 

These practices transform the world. They turn the world into a series of representations, 

including field notes, interviews, conversations, photographs, recordings, and memos to the self” 

(pg. 3).  This is the stuff of my archive; out of these delicate and somewhat personal sources 

comes “performance-sensitive ways of knowing, writing and acting…We are in a different 

paradigm — pluralistic, performative, and political” (Denzin, 2009, pg. 339).  Although these are 

also strategies employed in ethnographic research, unlike ethnodrama (Saldaña, 2005; 2011), my 
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research is not dependent upon “dramatizing the data” (Saldaña, 2005, pg. 2), as it is not my 

personal story. Nor is it data gathered from particular individuals to recreate or interpret their 

experiences theatrically.  Rather, my use of performance text is closer to Joe Norris’ (2009) 

broader call for integrating theater into the research process and analysis of data. My multimethod 

approach becomes my “strategies of inquiry”, that is, my tools and the systems I use to gather my 

data (Wilson, 2008) and build my performance text. 

Research Design 

Through the creative writing process, I constructed a fictional three-act script that unfolds 

the data narratively with a parallel analysis.  In this way my research “offers both interpretative 

meaning-making and some form of thematic analysis” (Kovach, 2009, pg. 131). The analysis is 

positioned within the performance text as content notes—an internal conversation (Sarris, 1993) 

providing in-depth commentary, supplemental information, or simple translation. This occurs 

through the voice of interlocutor (Sarris, 1993) fusing the Vizenorian archetype of trickster with 

that of the Boalian coringa, the Portuguese word for the joker, the wild-card function of the 

facilitator.  The script draws from two Indigenous languages, Pure’pecha and Lakota, and two 

languages of dominance, Spanish and English.  Through this strategy a counter narrative on 

Indigenous identity unfolds that looks at postindian survivance (see footnote 6, Act I-Scene 1)  

versus the simulations of Native absence (see Act I-Scene 3; Act II-Scene 2; Act III-Scene 3).  It 

observes the “postindian” survivance traits of resistance, endurance, resilience (Grandbois, 2009; 

Poonwassie, 2001), and the systems of knowledge that guide survivance (Vizenor, 1998, 2009) 

particularly as it effects Crossbloods  (Bizarro, 2004; Vizenor, 1988, 1999). The script challenges 

“indian” simulations by reclaiming the narrative of a multifaceted Native self—the postindian of his 

own invention rather than one comprised of stereotypes and western mirage.  It shows the 

criticality of reauthoring lived-story through history remembered and allows a counter narrative of 

data to emerge through the development of twelve fictional characters who rely upon their own 

authorship—their own evolution that occurred between my inklings and the actual inscription.  
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As a framework for ensuring the epistemological integrity of my inquiry, I employed the 

foundational components of the Peoplehood Matrix (Holm, Pearson, & Chavis, 2003), which has 

been examined and critiqued in the previous chapters. I wanted to ensure my work is centered in 

what is “universal to all Native American tribes and nations and possibly to all indigenous groups” 

(2003, pg. 12). But in addition, it was imperative to be inclusive of the dominant aspects of an 

Indigenous espisteme. It must reflect a relational world view and ensure the research and 

narrative continually observe the cyclical nature of the oral tradition and sacred histories.  As 

sacred histories and epistemology embrace a numinous approach toward relationality, the Lakota 

concept of Mitakuye Oyas’in demonstrates a relationship to all things, including the sacred, and 

requires a sensibility of identity that embraces the mystical.  “On the day you were born, the other 

you was born in the universe. Whatever you are doing on earth, the other you is doing that in the 

universe” (White Hat, 2012, pg. 33).  As such, a relationship of this nature necessitates a research 

paradigm that observes the phenomena of transrational understanding, that there is a larger 

“collective unconscious” (Bernstein, 2005, pg 82) related to a universal knowing. I am deploying 

transrationality as a method for character development to embrace story and memory as key 

components to postindian identies (See Figure 3, Paradigm for peoplehood and performance 

praxis).  

Native performance and its texts concern themselves with the same components as the 

Peoplehood model: 1) ceremonial cycles, 2) sacred history, 3) land, and 4) language.  My 

paradigm for a Peoplehood Performance Praxis (See Figure 3) illustates the contiguous aspects 

of Indigenous axiology that steers ways of knowing. Memory as story, and story as memory are 

the elements of continuity that allow for “persistent people” (Spicer, 1984) to endure and sustain 

their identity.  Humankind stands amidst a multiverse that is comprised of seven sacred directions 

observed by sectors of First People (Cajete, 1999)24:  the four cardinal directions with 

                                                                 
24 The sacred numbers four (4), five (5) and seven (7) often represent the dimensional world in First People’s 

cosmologies.  The four cardinal directions are prevalent in most cultures worldwide.   For an overview of Native 
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“Place/Land” residing North, humanity anchored in the center as the third direction that connects 

the upper regions (Schlesier, 1987), and the lower regions, which was the point of entry into the 

world by some nations (Crow Dog, 2008; Hieb, 2008; Morris, 2000; Walker J. R., 1982). 

 

 

In working with an Indigenous based framework, I observe that my research must follow 

an axiology, a system of values and ethics that support and guide the ontology, epistemology, and 

ultimately the methodology of the project.  Strategies in achieving this include: the use of story, 

the function of oral history, devising of a play script, integrating data from primary archives, 

meditations, monologue, and photographic montage assembly in order to visualize the process, 

along with creative writing.  This all requires observing cultural protocol, particularly because I do 

not have a collaborative process occurring with members of a community to provide input and 

advice for this dissertation and performance text.  Even if the primary archive is my own, there are 

cultural mores and formalities for accessing some of this information, as Shawn Wilson alludes to 

                                                                 
cosmological traditions, see generally Hogan, L. (2009). The inner journey: Views from Native American traditions. 

Sandpoint: Morninglight Press. 
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in his approach to research as a ceremonial act (2008). This means that what I write and how I 

write requires an exercise of responsibility. It would be antithetical to my research mission to strive 

to include Western ideals that govern knowledge as private ownership.  Relationality and 

reciprocity (Hart, 2010; Kovach, 2009; Taiaiake, 2014; Tuhiawai Smith, 2005; Wilson, 2008) that 

direct Indigenous systems of knowing are fundamental to our process of conscientization (Freire, 

1970; 1973) or conscientização  (Freire, 2000) as Indigenous researchers.   All knowledge is 

cultural knowledge. It does not belong to any one individual and requires a “holistic orientation” 

(Kovach, 2009, pg. 58) to ways of knowing.  Hence, my objective is not to critique the research of 

others or pick apart their processes.  As Shawn Wilson puts forth,  

…critiquing others’ work does not fit well within my cultural framework because it does not 

follow the Indigenous axiology of relational accountability.  Criticizing or judging would 

imply that I know more about someone else’s work and the relationships that went into it 

than they do themselves.  (2008, pg. 43) 

Michael Anthony Hart of the University of Manitoba takes note of how Indigenous 

conceptions on how to apply their knowledge is frequently marginalized and compromised at the 

hands of western scholarship.  Hart (2010) warns us that Eurocentricity dominates so much of our 

worldview that following that same course of thought throws other’s work to the sidelines or 

ignores them completely. 

If my research aim is to observe relationships and promote a paradigm or framework that 

works in conjunction with Native ways of understanding, it would befit me as a researcher to build 

through a general review of pertinent literature rather than assess, deconstruct, and critique 

other’s work.  Throughout this dissertation, I will integrate and acknowledge the literature of others 

and show connections as it addresses my study.  Unless the work is untruthful or undermines the 

integrity of Indigenous knowledge, I will not comment on its validity. My intent is to explain what I 

am doing and observe respectfully the research of others where it is applicable to my own.  
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Process – Sorting the Archive 
 

My father left me an archive of priceless content and a primary source of historical 

information that includes his testimonios and personal accounts. The archive includes events 

witnessed and experienced by him and his family that cover a time period from 1919 to 2004 

(year of completion) centered in and around Council Bluffs, Iowa, along the east side of the 

Missouri River, as well as its larger sister city metropolis of Omaha, Nebraska.  It documents 

human geography and its spatial components spawned from boxcar settlements (Vargas, 2011) 

surrounding a booming railroad industry and its labor demands in the early 1900’s. These 

accounts extend into critical observations of historical events, social and community relations that 

include experiences from the Jim Crow era (1896-1954) (Jim Crow Museum, 2014), segregation 

through to the Civil Rights era, and the advent of the Black Power movement (1968-1980) 

(Baraka & Neal, 1968). The underground world of bootlegging (1920-1933), organized crime 

(1931-1975) (Beerman, 2004), and family history from the era of the Mexican revolution through 

the U. S. Bush era (1910-2004) provide focal points of discussion.  It covers the period of 

diaspora for Mexicans, as a result of the Revolution 1910-1921 (Vaughn, 2013), and the wave of 

immigration from the mid-1900’s through to the 1980’s.  It is inclusive of Africana history that 

begins with the Great Migration (1916 to 1970) (Vargas, 2011) and the Africana individuals and 

families that settled and intermarried with Tarasco families. It includes my father’s participation in 

a social network that supported and assisted undocumented families and individuals from México 

into the Midwest. This included the arrival of Cubans and Yaqui that moved into the Midwest in 

the early 1960’s, per his journal entries.    

Tarasco (Pure’pecha) tribal history, spiritual practice, and some traditional medicine 

information that relates to curanderismo (Gonzales, 2012) and Tarasco cosmology is 

documented. Dates and locations of events that are difficult to locate in conventional ways provide 

a plethora of cultural history.  His testimonios also include commentary on events in U. S. history 

that parallel common political and social struggles of people of color in the United States.  There 
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are newspaper clippings, testimonies by others that Dad transcribed. There is also an extensive 

music collection that includes classic Blues and Big Band, as well as Chicago Blues, Jump Blues, 

New Orleans style Blues, and Mexican corrido, ranchero and mariachi music.  This archive 

became the primary source that inspired the character of Grandpa (Chapter 4) as well as his 

stories that are dramatized throughout the script.    

 Additional data from my own previous research in art education, prevention, and touring 

theater productions contributed to the overall body of research and includes 1) data on the Harlem 

Renaissance, 2) the life of Langston Hughes, 3) early actos of Teatro Campesino, 4) Sacred 

Native sites throughout the Great Plains, and 5) updated U. S. gang data on the criminal justice 

system inclusive of field notes from Omaha Police department gang unit interaction (public 

information), previous work in juvenile detention units, the medium security prison system, and 

current officer training. 

This information was matched with Dad’s archive according to date.  I tried to create a flow 

of history based on pertinent subject matter.  For example, Dad addressed the culture of juke 

joints that described the music, musicians, and social activity that occurred during the 1940’s.  My 

data on Harlem Renaissance musicians, orchestra leaders, and authors were merged and filed 

according to date as accurately as possible.  Some of his accounts were loosely dated or 

suggested time frames (i.e. “after the war” or “during prohibition”).  In these instances, I looked for 

signifiers in his narrative and compared that to my own research to help me hone-in as close as 

possible to a reasonable working date.  There were accounts I knew we had researched together 

in 1988 in the form of news articles taken from microfilm from early newspapers in the 

Omaha/Council Bluffs area, but since then many have disappeared. However, his journal 

contained some of the missing accounts.  In particular, the tavern robbery (Act II -Scene 4) in 

which six people were killed (February, 1927) is based on testimonio, however, he was eight 

years old at the time and writing from that memory.  Also, original newspaper articles about the 

killing of Will Brown (September 28, 1919) were no longer in his archive, however, I was able to 
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retrieve information through the Nebraska State Historical Society and Nebraska Studies online 

sources. 

As a photography enthusiast working in 35 mm, medium, and large format, I have put 

together a number of photo documentaries. Most of my father’s photos have gone to other 

siblings, but I archived many in my memory.  Along with those that have survived, I added from 

my own collection.  There are significant gaps in imagery, but enough to inspire the emerging 

narrative of the Tarasco and intertribal experience throughout the years.   

 Observations during a life time of varied experiences and membership in multiple 

communities of color provided recollection that contributed to the overall development and themes 

in the script. This included political and social justice participation in Chicano (1971-2012), African 

American (1975-1978; 1985-1988; 2006-2010) and Native communities (1973-1974; 1976-1978; 

1990-2015) as well as having lived on the Pine Ridge reservation (2012-2015).  Reflection of my 

own experiences and participation in Indigenous ceremony informed content and setting within 

the script.  Field notes, personal research and communication in the form of journal entries (2004- 

2014) sustain recall of oral tradition and documentation of specific events, as well as having 

worked with Red Ink magazine and serving as editor (2013-2015) and community liaison (2010-

2015).  Prewriting for the research was based on internal dialogue later inscribed in the form of 

rumination. 

 Character development came from devising fictional family trees for the primary characters 

and protagonist.  By creating a visual of who these characters might become by way of their 

kinship allowed me to then pull in data from the historical archives, personal memory of people 

and situations, and dream-work to find a point of entry for them to emerge.  The fictional family 

tree was then reconstructed with distinct attributes that connected them to a sense of individuality 

as well as an aspect of the peoplehood, relating directly to my framework of the Peoplehood 

Matrix as presented in the Framework section of Chapter 2.  I began to scribble short narratives 
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and dialogue to see how those characters responded to a given set of traits and family 

relationships. 

 However, having worked in family and children’s theater for many years, the urge to 

overwork the simplistic got in my way from to time.  Whereas many of my produced scripts were 

necessarily PG13, I had to give myself permission to step out of that limitation.  It was and still is 

not a comfortable place for me to cross boundaries because I am accountable to a more 

immediate community.  I am also cognizant that words can invoke physical meanings and as 

such, I used discretion.  Where it felt necessary to break away from this was in Act I Scene 3 

(physical conflict) and Act II Scene 2 (homicide scene) in particular to establish an honest view of 

the world of the protagonist.  

Summary 

In the words of education researcher, Patrick Lewis, “If story is central to human meaning 

why, in the research world is there not more storytelling” (2011)?  The design of the dissertation is 

a qualitative, art-based study. The data analysis is in the form of a performance text that realizes 

the significance of oral tradition and story to retain sacred history and provide a counter narrative 

in performance literature.   

Indigenous worldview is employed as it recognizes the presence and interrelationship 

“between the spiritual and physical” (Hart, 2010, pg. 7), a holistic and collective interpretative 

approach to Indigenous research (Kovach, 2009).  My qualitative approach applies the 

epistemological reasoning of relationality, respect, reciprocity and responsibility as put forth by 

Cree scholar Shawn Wilson (2008).  It is integrated into the model of “Peoplehood” generated by 

Tom Holm (2000) and later broadened by Tom Holm, J. Diane Pearson and Ben Chavis (2003) 

and culminates into my paradigm for peoplehood and performance praxis. It places humankind at 

the center of the seven directions (Crowfeather & Muin'iskw, 2013; Schlesier, 1987). 

This model serves as a philosophical base to inform. Its function within this research is to 

establish a foundation for the role of story in examining the face of postindian survivance. It 
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supports an episteme that relies upon the sacred as a way of learning. The axiology is 

interdependent upon an ethics of respect, relationality, responsibility and reciprocity (Brooks, 

2008; Cajete, 1999; Hart, 2010; Kovach, 2009; Taiaiake 2015, 2012; Wilson, 2008). The areas of 

Indigenous studies that are concerned with the relational processes that address contemporary 

Native issues, survivance, and aesthetics, need to extend ways in which it can use artistic 

process to recover our stories of self and hence, our Indigenous communities, and empower 

community with collaborative participation. 

The study uses the Forum Theater process of Augusto Boal to extend the design of the 

third act of the script (Chapter 4) to ensure that if future production occurs it will actively involve 

community in the creation process. Theater as story, as the healing performance of identity 

(Gunn-Allen, 1992, Grandbois, 2009; Hayden, D. T., 1996; Knowles, 2009; Poonwassie, 2001) 

allows for Indigenous communities to take part in the actualization of their legitimacy (Tuhiwai 

Smith, 2005).  

 
CHAPTER 4 – THE SCRIPT 

 

COUNTING COUP ON THE COP IN THE HEAD 

A dramatic script in three acts 

Cast of Characters 
 

MARIO/MAHPIYA: 19 years old, Tarasco25/Lakota and mixed-blood with 
numinous abilities.  A musician and artist. Somewhat 
troubled. Sophisticated in street life and western education. 
At odds with facets of his life. Mahpiya is Mario’s Lakota 
name, “Cloud.” 

 

                                                                 
25 “Tarasco” is a misnomer for the correct term, Purépecha, or Pure’pecha.  There are multiple spellings (Ayala Miner, 
2002). The two references to this Indigenous nation will  be used interchangeably as the character, Grandpa, who has 
grown-up in the United States, prefers to use the term “Tarasco” as a way to  identity.  The language of the Tarasco is 

the Pure’pecha language. 
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GRANDPA: Late 70’s early 80’s, urban raised. He is second generation 
Tarasco Mexican and Mario’s grandfather. He is a storyteller 
and Mario’s alter-ego and spirit guide. 

 
JEWELS: Early 40’s, Mario’s mother. She comes from multifarious 

blood lines, inclusive of Native/African/European.  She is 
Alba’s partner and Grandpa’s daughter.  Straddles the fence 
of feminine strength and family dutifulness. 

 
ALBA: Late 30’s or early 40’s, Jewel’s witty, cynical partner.  

Survivor of a troubled past he is invested in community work. 
He is Mario’s step-father and alter-ego.   

 
GARY: Late teens, Mario’s insecure younger cousin and troubled 

alter-ego.  Half Lakota/Mexican and half Navajo. Involved 
with the urban gang scene.  

 
CLAIRE: Mid-twenties, she is Jewel’s sister and Mario’s Auntie.  A 

self-absorbed Native model struggling with identity. 
Borderline bi-polar. 

 
WAMBLI: Late twenties. Claire’s Lakota husband and career partner in 

modeling.  Good natured and sociable.  Urbanized with a 
Hollywood Indian persona. 

 
GRANDMA: Older Lakota woman.  Contemporary and fortuitous she is 

sharp and witty.  Mario’s grandmother and alter-ego.  
 
MR TAYLOR: Early 40’s, southern Black widower and father. Transplanted 

along the Missouri River from the early 1900’s. 
 
MELVIN (child): Mr. Taylor’s son and Grandpa Pete’s friend. 
     10 years old. 
 
ROSALEE (child): Mr. Taylor’s daughter. 11 years old. 
 
ROSALEE (teen): Pregnant by Grandpa (Pete).  14 years old. 
 (Can be double-cast) 
 
YOUNG MARIO: 13 years old. (Can be double-cast.) 
 
YOUNG GARY:   12 years old. 
 
BIG JAMES: Early thirties. Caribbean islander and mentor of Grandpa. 
 
PLASTIC SHAMAN:  Late 30’s, early 40’s old rocker.  Part yuppie, part hippy he 

contrives himself as a protégée of a well-known Native 
medicine man. Can be double-cast. 

  
BOY 1: Gang affiliated youth.  High and/or drunk. Friend and alter-

ego of MARIO. 
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BOY 2: Gang affiliated youth.  Carries gun in pants.  Very troubled.  

High and/or drunk. 
 
BOY 3: Agitator. Gang affiliated. Present at shooting of BOY 1. 
 
GIRL 1: Co-agitator of fight. Gang affiliated. Runs with BOY 3. 
 
TÓMINEE: Late teens or early 20’s, Native female who lives on the 

butte and alter-ego of MARIO. 
 
RED WOLF: 60-70 year old father to TÓMINEE, a warrior spirit who lives 

on the butte. 
 
GRANDPA AS CHILD: 10 years old.   
 
WILL BROWN: Historical person.  Last known lynched African American in 

Omaha, Nebraska.  Can be double-cast. 
 
DOCTOR: Middle-aged older Euro-American in early part of the 

twentieth century.  Can be double-cast 
 
DANCERS: May be double-cast with other actors. 
 
IYESKA The interlocutor26. Provides analysis, rumination and 

interpretation. Interrupts the dialogue with commentary. 

Taken from the Lakota word for “translator of languages” or 

“interpreter of the divine.” Later coined as half-breed, the 

iyeska is the (full or mixed-blood) that interprets and at times 
misinterprets the concrete for the benefit of the unknown 

variable. At the end of the script iyeska functions as the 

joker27 that directs the theater action that engages the 
audience as spec-actors.  

Place 
 

Larger city somewhere along the Missouri River of the northern Great Plains. 
 

Time 
 

Summer, ceremonial sun dance season on the Great Plains.  Early 1990’s. 
 

PROLOGUE 
 

                                                                 
26 This interlocutor is of a performative nature. He/she is the master of ceremonies, much like the “straight 
man” in the old vaudeville or stand-up comedy routines. (Library of Congress, 1996). 
27 The theater process known as Theater of the Oppressed has a methodology known a Forum Theater 
(Boal A. , Workshop, 1996).  The “joker” is the person who facilitates the action between the audience and 
the actors. 
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Setting: Set is designed for Black Box or outdoor production. USC28 (upstage center) is a fly 
scrim for projection from both back and front.  Audience right and audience left 
seating should be placed at a variable distance from center scrim to allow for proper 
projection space. A cyclorama allows for moments of lightening, gobos belts29, and 
other lighting effects. Three moveable box risers in varying shapes and heights have 
appearance of mounds of earth and stone but turn to simulate various levels of the 
house where MARIO, JEWELS and ALBA live. Act I begins in Blackout with a gobo 
belt of images that emit the sensation of water, movement, fluidity. Segue with music 
into actor/dancer movement on risers under black lights so that the physical form of 
movement as energy is emulated. 

 
Music:  Single Plains floor drum emulating sound of human heart beat.  One- by-one 
polyrhythmic integration of hand drums, two djembe, etc. join in the foundational beat 
to express the interconnected variety of Indigenous percussion instruments of the 
western hemisphere. 

 
Actor/dancer (choreographed or impromptu) spill blue neon streamers from painted 
pots creating illusion of spilling water followed by flowing and spinning.  Sound of 
water fade in and up.  Chorus of voice-overs comprised of vocalized variations of 
the word “water” in different languages whispered, uttered, repeated as a chant that 
slowly rises and intensifies with percussion.   

 
Voice Over 

(Various voices, languages, male and female.) 
“Niŋ” (Umonja) 
“Tó.”  (Dine) 
“Ja’” (Chola Mayan) 
“Ihtzi” (Pure’pecha) 
“Mní.” (Lakota) 
“Shuhthagi” (Tohono O’odham) 
“Nibi” (Ojibwe) 
“Quilla” (Quechua) 
 

SINGLE VOICE (NARRATOR) 
(Chanting and drums fade low as single voice merges into the dominant 
voice.  All but one (1) djembe fades out completely.   
Lights up on riser UL (up left) where Mario sits strumming a blues riff on his 
guitar.  Low, soft rhythms of the djembe are barely audible.  By middle of his 
piece the djembe segues into the sound of soft rain.  A floating window hangs 
behind Mario with rain falling.  Fade to Black.) 

 
ACT I 

Scene 1 

  
(MARIO’s guitar segues to R & B music playing on a radio. During blackout 
stone mounds on casters (or rostrum) convert into sections of the house 
where ALBA and JEWELS, CS (center stage), are moving about. They busy 

                                                                 
28 See Appendix A for a stage direction chart and abbreviations.  
29 See Appendix B for glossary of stage terminology.  
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themselves with cooking, packing containers in space-time transition—a 
dreamlike quality that should be inventively continued throughout the play. 
 
MARIO’s bedroom is SL. Stairs lead to the upper room/platform where the 
window remains as a projection scrim on which story and imagery will is 
projected. MARIO is in bed asleep. His room is dark.  

 
ALBA 

Mario should be out here helping you. 
 

JEWELS 
Let him sleep. 

 
ALBA 

Why should he sleep if I can’t?  He should be out here helping you get everything packed.  It’s his 
hanbleceya30.  
 

JEWELS 
He was working all evening.  I don’t need his help yet.  I work best late—or early, whatever—
(emphatically) and alone.     

(They hear mumbling coming from MARIO’s room.  ALBA walks toward room 
trying to hear.) 

I think he’s dreaming again. 
 

ALBA 
No one dreams that loud all night, every night.  
   (Shakes his head with uncertainty.)  
Listen to him.  He has conversations. In different languages. That’s not normal31.   

                                                                 
30 Hanbleceya is the Lakota word for vision quest, a ceremony that often precedes in preparation for the 
sun dance.  Both ceremonies require the participant fasts from food and water for a given amount of time.  
The vision quest offers the participant the possibility of receiving communication with the spirit world to 
find out what path they are to take in life (Catches, 2002).  See Albert White Hat, ( 2013) for a thorough 
explanation of the seven sacred ceremonies of the Lakota from the Sicangu perspective.  
*Lakota words and phrases throughout this text are from the author’s learned knowledge of the language, 
translations by J. Tobacco (2015), L. Killscrow (2011), and Everyday Lakota: An English-Sioux Dictionary, 
Karol & Rozaman, (1987). 
31  Mario enters the play as an unseen protagonist in a state of dreaming. It is his character card of 
introduction.  Not only does he dream, but he does it out loud “all  night, every night”, and he converses in 
“different languages”.  As personal experiences, “Native visions are an originary sense of presence” 
(Vizenor, 1999, pg. 62), they establish Mario in his essence. “The sources of visions and identity, and the 
creation of the self, are more individualistic than communal”. It positions Mario in a unique place in 
relation to his immediate role within community as family, as family member and as young person. Alba, 
his step father, interrogatively protests Mario’s sleep as unusual and wants to challenge his right to sleep, 
but more evident, his right to dream vividly within sleep.   Jewels is empathetic, perhaps more aware that, 
“The vision is a separation and disassociation from ordinary time and space, and from traditi ons…What is 
mistaken to be tradition is a visionary sovereignty” (all references in this paragraph are Vizenor, 1999). 
Jewels may believe her son has the right to be something extraordinary.  
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(He proceeds to MARIO’s room.) 
 

JEWELS 
(Calls to ALBA.)   

It’s 1:00 a.m.  Just let him sleep. It’s a full moon. 
(ALBA stands in the doorway and stares at the young man.) 
 

ALBA (Softly.) 
   (Turns to JEWELS.) 
So. 
   (To MARIO.) 
Wake up.  You’re dreaming. 

(Walks over to side of bed and nudges the bed with his foot.  MARIO 
continues to mumble.)  
 

JEWELS 
Alba? 
   (She enters bedroom behind ALBA.) 
They say you shouldn’t wake someone when they’re sleep walking. 
 

MARIO 
He’s not sleep walking. 
 

                                                                 
Allow me to preface what is to evolve in the story is an attempt to allow the characters to 

actualize their individual and collective journeys as acts of Indigenous survivance.  Survivance is not just 
the mere act of surviving, but the effective presence, endurance, resistance, and “continuance of native 
stories, not a mere reaction, or a survivable name.  Native survivance stories are renunciations of 
dominance, tragedy, and victimry” (Vizenor, 1994, pg. vii). They are comprised of at least some good 
“trickster liberation, uncertain humor…and the incoherence of cultural representations” (1993, pg. 8). 
Also, this is not a study of Vizenor, nor a dramatic text that is reflective of his particular scripting style.  
That is not my intent.  Rather, I have chosen several of his word strategies in his trickster discourse 
(Vizenor, 1989, 1994) that appropriate and reconstruct new meanings out of English words that have lost 
their scope in transformative potential.  Vizenor’s “language game” (Vizenor, 1989, pg. 2), as Joseph 
Bruchac cites, is “revolutionary, radical in behavior. It's radical in action, it's disruptive in the social and 
cultural values. That's a trickster's business” (as quoted in Schmidt, 1995, pg. 65).   

 For Vizenor, society is too complacent with what is offered by literatures of dominance. He 
challenges this “complacency” believing that “writing ought to be pushing consciousness” (Vizenor, 1981, 
pg. 41). This should occur in aesthetic terms, but also “In political terms, rather than to serve the 
bourgeoisie and tradition, the function of literature ought to be to continually change and upset” (1981, 
pg. 41). Vizenorian strategy is to initiate “a disruptive, subversive force” (Schmidt, 1995). In doing so, I 
want to demonstrate an atypical investigation of Indigenous identity as creations of a “postindian” 
consciousness (Vizenor, 1994, 1999). “Postindians are the new stories of conversions and survivance; the 
tricky observance of native stories” (1994, pg. viii) that challenge the invention of the indian as a 
“primitive simulation”, one that relies upon the fabrications of an appropriated history.  Vizenor’s re-
creation of word meaning is my inspiration for allowing characters to self -create and experience their own 
identity through “new stories of conversions”.  Their realizations and resolutions serve as the data that 
responds to the primary question, how do postindian identities establish “survivance”; that is, how does 
the presence, resistance and endurance of Indigenous lives challenge simulations of the indian?  
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JEWELS 
Isn’t it the same thing?  He’s deep-dreaming.32  

 
ALBA 

                                                                 
32 Mario is a dreamer. As the story evolves we learn he comes from people who are dreamers.  His 
subconscious intervenes when persistent control of consciousness tries to dominate his ego. Sturgeon 
Lake First Nation educator, Willie Ermine (1988), explains that for Indigenous peoples of North America, 
the dream functions as a portal through which “peculiar images…flash symbolic messages to the knower" 
(pg. 108) and connect us to a spiritual dimension.  We are inclined to return to this place from where we 
originate and regather information.  It is here we reunite with the knowledge of our ancestors and receive 
“the guiding principles for constructing the corporeal” (Ermine, 1988).  

As I revisited the work of  Miguel León-Portilla, whose work I so embraced in the 1970’s, I find it 
amazing how what we read or hear at one point in our lives augments, diminishes, or transcends at 
another point in our peculiar journey.  Portilla’s study of the “dream” in  his (1963) text Aztec Thought and 
Culture, observed in Nahua poetry the revelation of something more than just the nature of the dream.  
MSS Cantares Mexicanos, fol. 17, r, Line 6 (pg. 123) reads,   
  It is not true, it is not true 
  That we came to live here. 
  We came only to sleep, only to dream. 
This passage describes what shapes Mario’s sensibility.  Perhaps he is only here to sleep, to dream.  In 
relation to medicine ways and autobiography, Gerald Vizenor observes that one’s own story can provide 
healing, but the vision has to earn the confidence of the community for whom it is intended.  “Shamans 
earn respect as healers, and so writers must earn their readers, but not as mere consumers” (Vizenor, 
1999, pg. 62).  Mario is not a shaman (although he may rise to that role); nor is he realized as the sole 
architect of his own life since he still lives at home. Youth are too often minimized in their giftedness and 
quickly dismissed as abnormal, strange, or irrelevant.  Yet, according to the ancient poets, anything else in 
this world is vanity if true purpose is not realized.  What Mario does with his dreams are yet to come, and 
are the makings of both Vizenorian “chance”(1994) and the sacred.  

The words of the poet in the Cantares Mexicanos remind us of the ephemeral nature of life.  
  Let us consider things as lent to us, oh, friends;  
  Only in passing are we here on earth; 
  Tomorrow or the day after, 
  As Your heart desires, oh, Giver of Life, 
  We shall go, my friends, to His home. (pg. 62, r.)  
Portilla suggests death is the return to home; it is an “awakening from a dreamlike existence” (pg. 124).   
For Mario, anyone unfamiliar with the counsel of the poet leaves the dreamer (Mario) overwhelmed and 
distraught. If his family does not accept or acknowledge the value of the act of dreaming as prophetic, 
with the potential to help the community, he is left utterly alone in his gift. The result is, as Jerome 
Bernstein (2005, 2009) proposed, a misdiagnosis of a psychotic disorder. But, perhaps, Mario suffers from 
“psychological wounding” (2005, pg. xvi) that Bernstein and Gloria Anzaldúa (1987) suggests is the 
consequence of having a “Borderland personality” (Bernstein 2005, pg. 17).  This is someone who has 
inherited a “collective unconscious” from the ancestors, a relational knowledge (Wilson, 2008), that 
manifests in the form of “prophetic dreams, transcultural myths” and “archetypes” (2005, pg. 16).  
Bernstein indicates that the true patient is the “western ego itself” (2005, pg. 71). Vizenor would say this 
sense of troublesomeness is appropriate in literature because, “Literature should be haunting” (1999, pg. 
111) as it is the journey of a visionary experience. 
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   (To MARIO.)  
Hey, wake-up.   Come help your mom. 

(Pause.  MARIO mumbles, rolls over and continues to sleep.  They exit and 
start toward kitchen leaving bedroom door ajar. There is a pounding sound 
coming from USL.) 

 
JEWELS (Startled.) 

What was . . . ? 
 

ALBA 
Your Dad’s room.  Again. 
 

JEWELS (sighs) 
Every night. 
   (Pounding continues steadily.  They listen.) 
 

ALBA 
You think he’d get tired. 
 

JEWELS 
Tsk. 

(Frowns at ALBA.  There’s one last hard and heavy pound. JEWELS grips 
the chair.)   

(Unconvincingly.)  Just ignore it.   
 

ALBA 
You ignore it.  Between your Dad pounding all night and your son talking to who knows what—
well, good thing I work late and you’re a night-owl, because there’s no sleeping around here till 
sun comes up. 

(Mumbles to himself as he walks to kitchen counter to pour a cup of coffee.) 
 

JEWELS 
With that door connecting those two rooms, I don’t know.  Might not be a good thing for Mario.  
Maybe there’s something up there . . . 
 

ALBA (Interrupts) 
 . . . You think Mario’s going to disturb your Dad?  (Laughs)  How? 
 

JEWELS 
You’re not funny. 
 

ALBA 
Well, I’m going to tell you this, if he wasn’t out all night doing whatever, he’d be able to come home 
and rest peaceful.  Something out there—something he’s involved in—is the reason his soul is 
pulling him into other worlds.  Or whatever he does in his sleep. That’s what I think.33 

                                                                 
33 Within the Mexican community of Nahuatl speakers there is the belief system that proposes the “life 
force” of a human being is the “tonalli” (McKeever Furst, 1995, pg. 110) centered in one’s head. Alba 
observes, from his own Indigenous knowing, that Mario is most vulnerable while he sleeps.  McKeever 
Furst tells of the People of Sierra de Pueblo who understand the tonalli to be a “conscious, logically 
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JEWELS 

He could be running the streets but he’s not.   
(Lifts a large coffee maker.  ALBA sets coffee down. Takes is from her and 
places it into a plastic bin.)   

Thanks. At least he’s not out carousing with Gary.  I don’t know what’s going to happen to that 
nephew of mine. 
 

ALBA 
Nothing good.  Your brother doesn’t do jack to help him stay on the straight and narrow. 
   

JEWELS 
His dad was never around when he was growing up.  My sister Claire tried, but she worked a lot.  
Moving back and forth between houses didn’t help, I suppose.   
 

ALBA 
Claire never had time to fool with him.  Too busy with her own life.  
  

JEWELS 
She had the good intentions of an Auntie.  She was young and trying to start a career. 

 
ALBA 

Well, those good intentions put him right back where he started—with your dead beat brother. 
 

JEWELS 
When Claire was a kid, she was Mario’s guardian angel.  Her first nephew, and she 
loved him so much.  She’s the one that taught him to play guitar. He was only nine years old, but 
he picked-up on it like that. 

(Snaps her fingers.) 
When Gary’s dad started doing meth, she was the one who tried to step up to the plate.  But she 
couldn’t.  (Sighs.)  So much has changed.  I wish I had tried to take care of Gary.   I should have 
been the one to do that.  I’m the oldest. 
 

ALBA 
Jewels, don’t start yourself on a guilt trip.  You were sick. You weren’t in a position.  That’s all 
there is to that. 

                                                                 
thinking entity that travels during sleep and may be lost at that time…a human being consists of a body 
and a soul, or tonalli” (1995, pg 111). The people of Amatlán, México recognize that the tonalli rests within 
the physical joints of the human body and are able to separate from the body and then “travels during  
dreams” (1995, pg. 111). The Dakota Sioux have a comparative understanding. The life force of a person 
has multiple components and when it dies it is possible for the life force to separate and remain on earth.  
The WaNagi spirit is that of a ghost and “ghosts know all things. The ghost knows when the wind will blow, 
and when there will be rain or heavy thunder clouds. The ghost is very glad when there is going to be a 
wind.” It can even appear in human form (Bushotter & Dorsey, 1888).  
 From the Lakota Sioux perspective, Albert White Hat (2013) and Vereen White (personal 
communication, 2011-2012) both speak of the naġi, or the Wanaġi.  “Wa refers to the spirit, to one of the 
creations that has that naġi.”  The naġi is the life force that exists within the human being. “Any being that 
dies has a spirt that lives on, and wa refers to us, humans, as one who has that type of spirit” (2013, pg. 
176). 
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JEWELS 

   (Plops on a chair.) 
I know.  Thank goodness for you and Mario.  Mi’jo became my spine, especially while you had to 
go away. (Softly.) And get yourself together.  
He pulled himself out of all the craziness.  My son is a good man and a good role-model for Gary.   
 

ALBA 
But Gary’s not good for Mario.  Gary’s younger and obviously not as bright.  He runs around with 
them thugs. Sooner or later even a good kid like Mario is going to find himself in the wrong place.  
You can’t run around with them guys and not have it rub off.  I’m afraid one of these days he’s 
going to get himself killed.   
 

JEWELS 
Shh.  Don’t say that.  Mario doesn’t run with them.  He’s nearly twenty years old now.  He’s grown 
past all that.   
 

ALBA 
You think?  Those aren’t kids playing kickball under a street light.  They’re the bad element that 
makes the streets so damn dangerous.  A bunch of mixed-bloods trying to out-tough each other.  
Think they’re some big gang. They don’t have enough Indian blood between all of them to equal 
one Indian, not alone a whole gang.34  But I’ll tell you what they are.   

                                                                 
34 The Native gang phenomenon is already entering into its third generation in urban areas of the Midwest.  The 
simulation of a new indian identity made its appearance in the 1990’s. It is no accident that with the advent of gang 

activity that meth and crack cocaine proliferated as both an allure and a business. Native youth joined already 
established Chicano and Black gangs (Aspen Institute, 2014).  In Omaha, Nebraska Native and Chicano youth found 
their way into the Lomas and Sureños gangs in the South and central parts of the city (Simi & Hoffman, 2012; 
Gonzalez, 1999).  On the North side, Native and Native/Black mixed-blood youth became involved with Crips, Bloods, 

and Vice Lords (Gonzalez, 1999).  In cities l ike Minneapolis, Native youth joined Latin Gangster Disciples or Shotgun 
Crips and later formed their own gangs such as Native Vice Lords, Native Disciples, or Native Mob (National Gang 
Intell igence Center, 2011). For young Native women who sought to define themselves in an urban context the 
simulation of identity was determined by social allegiance. They found validation by being “jumped -them-in” 

(Gonzalez, 1999).   
A tri-cultural sensibility, birthed from a gangster identity, emerges along the Missouri River in places l ike 

Nebraska, Minnesota, North and South Dakota, as well as Sioux City, Iowa. It unfolds and exacerbates against a 

backdrop of Chicano, Black, and Native traditions (National Gang Intell igence Center, 2011). This includes 
participation in ceremony and mentorship by veteran gangsters and American Indian Movement (A.I.M.) 
professionals (Ahtone, 2015a). This overlapping and intersecting of traditions and values leads to emotional mal -
adjustment. Drugs, alcohol, and crime accompany this existence (Associated Press, 2013). The Indian community, 

when reinvented through gang affi l iation and turf, becomes an artifice, a Baudril lard simulacra (1981). In the 
Vizenorian sense, the self-proclaimed indian warrior is another simulation, a false contrivance in the form of 
gangster. In his 1998 text Fugitive Poses Vizenor explains that the indian in his fugitive pose is akin to a daemon, “a 

modernist simulation of the other in the wicked cause of savagism and civil ization. The indian is a perverse 
misnomer, a concoction of aversions, curious notions, and ‘traditions’ in the name of native absence” (pg. 41). The 
text deconstructs the literary and visual inventions of indian identity that “serves the spurious histories of 
dominance” (pg. 25). “The word Indian, however, is a colonial enactment, not a loan word, and the dominance is 

sustained by the simulation that has superseded the real triba l  names” (1994, pg. 11).   
Katie Johnston-Goodstar suggests that the definition of a gang is complex and carries a gamut of criteria 

that influences identity.  In addition, there are both good and bad gangs. Good gangs are perceived as necessary 
identity cl iques that ensure protection as a community and provide structure for its members. Particularly “in Indian 

Country, where history has had serious effects on people’s sense of identity, to cultivate a healthy conception of 
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JEWELS (Annoyed.) 

What are they? 
 

ALBA 
Expendable.  

(JEWELS sneers, rises and brushes past him to close MARIO’s door.) 
They’re a bunch of punks selling drugs for the big guys.   They’re pawns35.  These guys that have 
them hustling don’t give two hoots if they go down.   
 
 

ALBA 
(Stares at her with a smirk.  Sits on a stool at the kitchen island taking cloth 
from a bag and begins cutting cloth into strips for ties36. Casually.) 

Gang unit came in today.   
(Looks up at JEWELS waiting for a reaction.  She takes a step forward.) 

 
JEWELS 

They did?  And . . . 
 

ALBA 
They came to the shelter to question a couple of young bloods that were, as it turns out, trying to 
keep a low profile and get off the streets—for a while.   
 

JEWELS 

                                                                 
being Native” (Ahtone, 2015b).  The bad gangs, according to Al Jazeera, are a threat to a sense of normalcy within 
the standards of gang life. If that is normal, what is not?   

In Minneapolis some of the Native gang mentors are what Vizenor might refer to as “kitsch”. In 1994 he 

wrote, “The kitschymen are the simulations of banal spiritualism, the iterance of boredom, the closure of survivance, 
and the resistance enterprises of consumer sun dances” (1994, pg. 154). They are also elders in the “fugitive pose” 
(Vizenor, 1998), the forgery that plays off of the archetype of wise old man. He was referring to Clyde Bellecourt 
(1994) who served time in the state penitentiary and emerged from that experience as a leader, notwithstanding 

numerous crimes after his release including drugs. Now a new generation of natives stand with one foot in the gangs 
and the other foot in the A.I.M. movement tutored by veteran “AIMsters”.  “’I’m not a Native Mob chief,’ said Crow 
Feather. ‘I’m a chief. That’s what I am, and the people will  say it — I’m a leader’” quotes Tristan Ahtone for Al Jazeera 

America (2015b).  Crow Feather, a young supposed ex-gang leader, remains on parole for drugs as he rises in the 
ranks of A.I.M. tutored by Bellecourt.  Vizenor’s historical dislodging of mythical indian personalities in the form of 
Bellecourt and others in A.I.M., “led at one point, apparently, to threats to his l ife. His main criticism is that they are 
just as involved as the whites they attack in the perpetuation of false images of Indians, and he is scathing about 

what he sees as the careerism and opportunism of some of the leaders” (Murray, 1994, pg. 222). For Gerald Vizenor 
there are multiple ways to counter indian simulations, the antithesis of the real stories of postindian survivance 
(Vizenor, 1994, 2009).  
35 The artifice of self, the simulation that denotes absence of personage is a common theme in Vizenorian literatures.  
Thomas King (2012) who, as Vizenor, also has an affinity for French theorists uses the term “simulacrum”, that is, the 
“something that represents something that never existed.  In other words, the only truth of the thing is the lie itself” 
(pg. 54).  This provides a succinct synopsis (of vast proportion) to the social roles played by young Native men (young 

men across cultures) who opt to lose themselves (become absent) in gang affi l iation in an attempt to recoup their 
lost tribal identities.   
36Alba is making prayers ties that represent petitions that are offered at the sun dance or inipi (sweat lodge) 
ceremonies.  For a detailed description of these ceremonies see (Stolzman, 2004), especially chapters 3 and 4.  From 

the Lakota perspective see also the teachings of Peter. V. Catches (2012). 
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   (Pulls up a stool across from ALBA.) 
Who were they? 
 

ALBA 
Diamond Street, Sureño . . . they’re all trying to make a name for themselves.  I think these were 
Diamond. They had the tats.  Jewels, these boys make the drops for the older guys.  And when I 
say older, I mean older.  Some of these guys look like abuelitos37—well-groomed paisanos from 
México, El Salvador, Dominican, Chicano, Mexicano. I can’t keep up.  I’ve seen some of these 
viejos38.  They own Taquerias39, Zapaterias40. . . it’s all a pose.   
 

JEWELS 
A pose? 
 

ALBA 
They’re fugitives .  It’s all a big front so they can launder their money. The kids pose as 
grandsons, family members.  They go to work for these drug-dealing elders.  Sometimes the 
viejos have the kids drive the drop-off cars.  It’s unbelievable.  They use the youngest boys to run 
this stuff—the illusion of innocence—who’s going to suspect a grandpa with his grandkids, right?  
As they get a little older, like Gary and Mario’s age, they’re already primed to take care of the dirty 
warfare in the streets—the real bad stuff.  It’s like a pyramid scheme.  The more committed to it 
you become, the more little brothers, neighbor kids you recruit, up the ladder you go.  All the way 
to prison. It’s crazy. 
 

JEWELS 
(Helps ALBA fold cloth.) 

They may be making some bad choices but there are reasons for that. Life hasn’t been easy for 
most of them.   I’m not sticking up for bad behavior. I’m just saying, you’ve got all these kids, 
many from the reservation living in the city now, and they just want to feel like they’re worth 
something.  City life is so different from the rez.  Their trying to find themselves. 
 

ALBA 
What reservation are you talking about?  México41? Because that’s the biggest one.  Or maybe 
California? Then there’s Chicago, Minneapolis.  Which one?   ‘Cause the piddly-ass gang stuff up 
on the federal reservations ain’t nothing compared to what you got here in the cities.  Those are 

                                                                 
37 Spanish for “grandfathers.” 
38 Spanish for “old men.” 
39 Spanish for “taco shops.” 
40 Spanish for “shoe stores.” 
41 During a 2008 session with the United Nations Special Rapporteur Doudou Diène, on the situation of 
human rights and Indigenous peoples of the United states, it was discussed that México was possibly the 
largest (metaphoric) Indian reservation in the northern hemisphere (Pappan, 2008). This sentiment may 
have originated with students and faculty at DQ University who promoted the inter-education of Native 
peoples with Chicanos who observed themselves as Indigenous (Lutz, 1980). Russell Means referred to the 
America as one large reservation prison camp colonized and controlled by Wall Street.  In reference to the 
peoples of the United States in particular he stated that, “you’re nothing but a bunch of coupons for the 
United States government. That’s it. American people, you’re a commodity and you don’t deserve 
anything else. And they’re going to make sure you continue to be a commodity as long as the empire 
exists. As long as you allow the constitution to be rape” (Jones A. , 2011). 
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tribal bullies up on the rez—mean and desperate.   There’s not enough money on the reservation 
to sustain the kind of business you have down here.  This is a pandemic where we’re living.   
 

JEWELS 
I can’t see Gary that bleak, that desperate.  He knows better.  And he’s such a helpful boy.  You 
know that.  He and Mario helped over there at the Boys and Girls club with that mural project.  
You were there.  Gary’s no gangster and he doesn’t hang around with the paisas42. 
 

ALBA 
You don’t know who he hangs with.  When it comes to street gangs it’s the rainbow tribe.  They’re 
all brown kids with the same brown issues43.    
 

JEWELS  
But Gary still knows some of his cultural ways.  He knows right from wrong and he’s a good-
hearted . . .  
 

ALBA (Interrupts.) 
Did you hear what I said?  They’re packing guns, woman.   They’re committed to something that 
doesn’t care anything about them, and they’ll do just about anything they’re told because they 
think they’re some soldado44 that the world can’t live without.  (Sarcastically.)  Gary included.  It’s 
the super-hero syndrome with a hoodie and a pistol in place of the cape and moral justice.  
Tradition only gets in their way. 
 

JEWELS 
Those young people need help.  I think tradition is exactly what will save them. If they’re 
not doing anything constructive then of course they’re going to feel worthless.  I think they need 
more cultural projects. Mentors—Powwows—I don’t know. Something that gives them permission 
to be happy—whatever that looks like.  Don’t you think we need to help them balance the scales 
in their behalf?  They’ve got to know who they are.  They need ownership of their lives45.   
 

ALBA 
(Puts his cloth down.  Takes the cloth from JEWELS.  Begins to rolls it back 
up and put it away.) 

I can’t do this.   
JEWELS 

What are you doing? 
 

ALBA 
I can’t get my ties46 ready and talk about this stuff.  (Pause. Stands.)   

                                                                 
42 Short for “paisanos” or “countrymen”. 
43 For an analysis of the culture of color and the color of culture as a dangerous dualism, refer to Chapter 2 of 

Elizabeth Martinez, (1998) De Colores Means All of Us. Cambridge:  South End Press. 
44 Spanish for “soldier.” 
45 Jewels is unsure how to re-empower young people at risk, but she calls for their survivance, their right to survive 
and resist the inventions of street l ife, the simulations of gang-life.  She understands that anything less denies what 

Paulo Freire would refer to as their “authenticity” (1970) and potency as Native youth.  Jewels is the postindian 
warrior (Vizenor, 1999) who asserts a “visionary presence” (pg. 178) and advocates for the cultural presence of 
young people by taking ownership of their world even though she is unsure of how that looks. 
46 One has to be in a “good” state of mind as they make their prayer ties.  It is the act of placing tobacco inside of 

small pieces of cloth, keeping them tied together in prayer.  The number of ties one makes is dependent upon the 
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You know how you find ownership in society?  Huh?  You don’t.   This isn’t their world.  It isn’t 
your world or my world.  Nobody owns nothing, not even themselves.   
   (Gets up and takes a drink of his coffee.  Looks at JEWELS.) 
As long as these kids, have this big gaping hole in their soul47 they’re wounded.  They can’t 
remember who they are, because they never knew who they were to begin with.  They don’t have 
an identity outside of their cliques. They just fester like open wounds. Wounded people hurt. They 
hurt real bad.  And just like a wounded animal they’re dangerous to themselves48 and anyone who 
is in their life—for better or for worse.   
   (Go back to the coffee pot. To himself.) 
They’re running the streets looking for something to take away their pain. 
 

JEWELS 
(Follows him.) 

I get it, Alba.  Pain from a bad home life.  Like you. 
 

                                                                 
ceremony they are to enter into, and the medicine person by way of the altar he uses.  If it is a ceremony for one’s 
healing or enlightenment you may have to make upwards of 200 ties or more.  The work of Albert White Hat (2 012) 
addresses each of the Seven Sacred Rites of the Oglala Lakota.  He does not address in depth the prayer ties (pg. 169) 

but he does address the ceremonies that surround them throughout the text. 
47 Alba is keen on issues of pain.  We can assume that he works in social services in some professional context.  He 
intimately understands the issue of systemic trauma by way of intergenerational sufferings.  Perhaps he is overly 

sensitive to the issue.  Is it from his clinical observation, active observer empathy, or first-hand experience that he is 
really reflecting upon? Bonnie and Eduardo Duran examine the idea of the “soul wound” in their Native American 
Postcolonial Psychology.  In their theoretical discussion of Native trauma they have a postcolonial under standing of 
the issues they observe. Native American communities are the most neglected population in the fundamental areas 

of education and health services, inclusive of mental health (Gone, 2009, 2010).  They also point out that the 
research that has been done is often lacking in ethics particularly when it comes to data interpretation.  The 
paradigms used to observe what is happening to Native Americans is subjective and hegemonic from a “foreign 

worldview…that is the essence of psychologcial and philosophical imperialism” (1995, pg. 25).   
Much of the research that has taken place tends to rely upon this unsettling western approach, but more 

and more research is striving to util ize qualitative approaches to their research along with methods such as 
traditional Indigenous approaches (Grandbois & Sanders, 2009), ethnographic work, testimony and story (Lewis, 

2006; Poonwassie & Charter, 2001), and interview to better relate the results as well as respond to the cultural 
particularities of the people (Gone, 2009; Grandbois & Sanders, 2009; Poonwassie and Charter, 2001; National 
Institute of Health, 2011; Struthers, Eschiti, Patchell, 2004; Yellow Horse Brave Heart, 1999). 

To understand the wounding of the Indigenous soul also requires an understanding of history (Yellow Horse 

Brave Heart and Debruyn, 1998).  Alba appears to understand the phenomenon, the progression of intergenerational 
wounding that Durán and Durán (1995) points out is a direct result of first contact, economic util itarian struggle, 
invasion, reservation, boarding school, and termination (pgs. 32-34). But if he himself is wounded, he may not 

recognize his own systemic trauma since it occurred outside of the experience of federally recognized Native 
peoples.  
48 He warns passionately of the systemic nature of the wound as it manifests itself in what Durán and Durán 

described as “internalized hatred” (1995, pg. 29) that can lead to suicidal behaviors (Durán, 1989; Durán and Durán, 

1998; Yellow Horse Brave Heart, 1995), or externalized hatred of self that results in domestic violence.  Alba 
cautions that injured people are in such pain that they become a menace to themselves and to those around them.  

Durán and Durán reference Paulo Freire’s theory of “internalized oppression” (1995, pg. 27) that carries the 
reinvention of the oppressor inside of the mind of the victim.  See generally Maria Yellow Horse Brave Heart 
“Return to the Sacred Path” in the American Journal of Psychotherapy 42 (1989): 193-207 and Joseph P. Gone 

“Community-Based Treatment for Native American Historical Trauma: Prospects for Evidence-Based Practice” in 
the Journal of Consulting and Clinical Psychology. (2009); 1-12. The reader is tempted to ask what kind of trauma 

has Alba experienced as Jewels empathizes with his “Pain from a bad home life.” 
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ALBA 
No home life, because everyone in the house is just as damaged as the kids.  Lost culture, 
language, mother’s clinging on to wounded men, wounded men clinging on to wounded women.49  
Men and women still trying to heal from the absence of their own  
parents.  No money, in and out of jail, alcohol, take your pick.50  

                                                                 
49 Perhaps Alba is implying a culture of alcohol and substance abuse.  Literature substantiating the social rootedness 
of alcohol is as intergenerational as it is systemic (Hanson, 1995). Jim Jandreau (Lakota), i nterviewing with a youth 
prevention group in 2008, gave the il lustration that Indian humor from the “ayyy” of a good joke, to the cadence of 
native speech in English, to the subtle gestures we assume are “indian” are nothing more than the learned responses  

to l ife within a culture of alcohol. Eduardo and Bonnie Duran (1995) regarded the relationship between Native 
people and alcohol to have been birthed from European contact and colonization. Gerald Vizenor rejects any 
discourse of victimry, but exposes the way in which tribal people were the ones to suffer most from what he refers to 

as the “manifest manners of alcoholism” (pg. 1994, pg. 29).  The arrogance of such mannerisms by the current 
occupiers of America “have never understated the racialism of alcohol, or savage simulations that the tribal other 
[my emphasis] had the real burden, a genetic weakness to alcohol and civilization” (1994). Duran and Duran have a 
contrasting, but as Vizenor might put it, “wistful” perspective. 

The images and identities of tribal people and the meaning and significance of alcohol in those constructions 
is the site of half a millennium of struggle between natives and others. The focus of the struggle is not the 
indisputable fact of excess alcohol -related problems or the necessity of intervention, issues in which tribal 

people have more concern and interest than any others. Rather, the struggle is over the sign “ Indian” as a 
signifier of ethnicity, cultural traditions, a similar historical experience, or certain aesthetic preferences 
versus a stage in a social evolutionary ladder, the embodiment of a genetic wholism or degeneracy, a 
psychological archetype, or a shadow projection of an entire continent. This overdetermined and 

overloaded sign was and is always more and less tha n real tribal people could ever hope or dread to be…and 
to be a real Indian one must fit one of the binary oppositions or cease to be…It is our contention that 
alcohol-related behavior for many Native Americans is determined, in part, by the need to ascribe to this 
overloaded sign in all  of its negative and positive associations in order to be recognized as Indian. (Duran & 

Duran, 1995, pg. 108) 
 Mark Lender and James Martin pointed out that the stereotype was the colonial view, that indians were, in 
fact, prone to drinking and weak under its spell and “any sign of intemperate behavior served to confirm that image.  

Some modern anthropologist have termed the so-called Indian drinking problem the ‘firewater myth’” (as cited in 
Vizenor, 1994, pg. 30). Vizenor infers that the simulation has become the hyperreality and the manifest manners of 
alcoholism burden no one more than it does the children (pg. 31).  Duran and Duran concur with Vizenor’s analysis of 
manifest manners as the vehicle through which alcohol in native communities has commanded, “Native identity in its 

negative invention was inscribed with alcohol through colonial discourse as a means to depict all  the irrationality, 
instinct, and intuition that the imagined colonial America was not (1995, pg. 10 8). 
50Native authored representations of systemic issues of wounding (via alcohol) are identified and examined in the 

literary work (novel, poetry and theater script) of the following authors, each who demonstrate a foundational l ink 

between trauma and alcoholism as a basis for interpersonal relationships. In Sherman Alexie’s novel  Fl ight (2007), 

young protagonist Zits has been so traumatized by his experience in foster families he becomes a social outcast to 

himself and to the world. Trevino Brings Plenty, Wakpa Wanagi Ghost River (2015, poetry) writes in first person to 

describe the fettered relationships that can result on the reservation in the midst of alcoholism and despair. 

Playwright Hanay Geiogamah’s Body Indian (1999) is composed of purely tragic characters that subsist on skid row 

reinventing new traumas for themselves and others in their quest for drinking money.  Will iam Yellow Robe Jr., The 

Independence of Eddie Rose (1998), demonstrates the multiplicity of victimization experienced young people who 

are raised in the midst of intergenerational wounding.  Protagonist Eddie wrestles to find a way out of incest, 

physical and emotional abuse, poverty and suicide for both him and his younger sister.  His l ife is the total sum of 

horrific trauma. Eddie needs to escape the sexual and emotional abuse of his mother.  Zits has to escape the scar 

tissue of not only his absent father, but ongoing sexual and physical abuse by the countless foster homes he has 

endured.  Both Zits and Eddie achieve emancipation. For both characters the price of freedom is very high because 
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JEWELS 

   (Tries to console ALBA’s frustration.  Softly.) 
I know. 

ALBA 
I’m not sure you do.  You’re a beautiful idealist, Jewels. But idealism won’t change the culture of. . 
.  
   (Pours hot coffee that spills and splashes all over the counter.) 
Damn.  (Pause.) 
 

JEWELS 
   (Goes to help him clean it up.) 
It’s alright.   
   (Grabs a dish rag.) 
 

ALBA 
Even talking about it leads to problems. 
   (He takes the rag from her.) 
You don’t have to clean up my messes.   

(She persists until she sees he will not give it to her.)    
You don’t have to clean up any man’s mess. 
   (Pause. Looks at her hard.) 
Is this what I’ve been doing to you?  (Shakes his head.)  
 

JEWELS 
(Grabs the rag from him.  Begins wiping the counter.  Thinks a  
moment then turns and throws the rag back at him.  He catches it in 
mid-air.)  

Don’t flatter yourself.   And don’t be so friggin’ proud.  I’m not catering to you; I’m trying to help.  
You’re uptight.  I get it.  And you worry about all of us.  I get that too.   Thank-you.  Really.  But I 
don’t clean-up after my men.   I clean-up with them.  Not behind them, not for them.   
And I do see what my son has gone through, and what he deals with. I do get it. 
 

ALBA 
(Puts rag down. Exhales deeply.) 

I let you clean up after my stupidity too many years.  My bad; not yours. (Pause.) 
Come here.  (Pause.)   Let me hug you.   

(JEWELS just stares at him.) 
You’re not going to hug me?   I want a hug. 
 

JEWELS  
(Gives a cynical laugh.) 

Sometimes you are so full of yourself.    
(He reaches toward her.  She moves forward then stops and puts her hand 
up.) 

No.  On second thought, clean your mess up first. 

                                                                 
l iberation is painful, but both stories propose there is potential for healing from even the worst l ife experiences.  

Healing is spawned, in part, from story. The simulations of “revision” and “survivance” that form the postindian 

warrior “arise from the silence of heard stories” (1994, pg. 12).   



70 
 

   (Does as she says.  Fade to Black.) 
 

ACT I 
Scene 2 

 
(On riser SL, in front of window scrim of the upper room, GRANDPA is 
sitting on a stool beside a work table.  He is tooling tin for a lamp.  MARIO 
sits on a stool watching him.) 

 
GRANDPA 

(Without looking at MARIO he begins speaking while punching the tin.) 
You have to put just the right pressure on the tin.  Too hard and you break through the metal or 
dent the stamp.  Not hard enough and the design is too light—it won’t show.   

(Taps the metal stamp.)   
There’s an art to everything we do.  It’s about taking your time—working slowly and thinking about 
what you do. 
 

 
MARIO 

(Watches GRANDPA attentively.  Bites a hang-nail from his finger.)  
That’s what I’m trying to do, Grandpa.  But I’m having troubles.  I’m trying to write this play, you 
know?  But, I keep feeling like I’m writing in a box.  It doesn’t make sense yet.  Feels like I’m writing 
in a trench—like a dead space—and it doesn’t go anywhere but in a straight line.  
 

GRANDPA 
(Hits the stamp.  Stops and examines his work.)   

Look at this.  See how I didn’t put the pressure on it evenly.  It’s not sharp—the edge of the 
design, here.  

(Gets up and looks at Grandpa’s work.  Grandpa points at the tin.)   
Right there, see, mi’jo?  Gotta hit it even, and on the nose. 
 

MARIO 
(Nods in agreement.)   

Yea.  I see that. 
 

GRANDPA 
The overall design, the bigger story . . .   

(Points to his head.)  
. . . doesn’t have to be up here when you start.   That comes out of its own spirit.   But these 
stamps and then the punch-outs that make-up the final piece—they have to be distinct. 
 

MARIO 
I get it.   

(Pauses.  Looks up at GRANDPA.) 
One of the few things I really get.  But it’s coming.  (Smiles.)   

 
GRANDPA 

(Continues to work.)    
You doing another one of those things up town? 
 

MARIO 
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Yea.   But my full time job now is painting. 
 

GRANDPA 
That right?  (Mario nods.) 
Where do you do that? 
 

MARIO 
In the scene shop.  I really like it.  Lots of work, but it’s pretty cool.  I’m learning lots.   
 

GRANDPA 
I’ll bet you are.  What’s a scene shop? 
 

MARIO 
Where they build the sets for the stage productions.  You know, the scenery and background and 
all that.  (Bites at his nail. Pauses to speak.)  But since it’s almost summer the theater will be in 
what they call a “black-out”.  They don’t do any big shows, so, I can use the small performance 
space and direct a show with some of the teens in the outreach program.  

(Goes back to chewing his nail.) 
I’m kind of stuck on this script, you know?  I want it to be like your stories, but it reads like a soupy 
melodrama.  (Chuckles.)  It’s corny. 
 

GRANDPA (Laughs.) 
Mi’jo? You know what you’re talking about when you write? 
 

MARIO 
Ummm.  

(Nibbles on finger nail.)   
Well, I don’t know, y’know?  
  

GRANDPA 
I don’t know nothing about theater or writing those plays but, let me ask you this:  where’s it all 
coming from?  (Pause.)  
 

MARIO 
What do you mean? 
 

GRANDPA 
Stories are like prayers.  You can’t just pick one out of somebody’s tree.  You know what that’s 
called? 
   (MARIO lifts chin for the answer.) 
Stealing. 
   (Looks hard at his MARIO.) 
Stories!  They’re ceremonies, boy51.   What’s the point of doing those plays? 

                                                                 
51 I was raised with stories.  They comprise the content of my character and the construction of my worlds, 
spoken in the language of multiple peoples and generations. I have witnessed their power to heal and 
condemn; build and devour.  Carol Mitchell, in response to the classic Silko novel Ceremony saw clearly, 
and agreed with Silko, that “the novel itself is a ceremony, that the traditions are alive whi le growing and 
changing, and further, that the ceremony is for healing” (pg. 29).  This is certainly true of Silko’s work, but 
stories in general have the capacity to sustain and serve as the locus through which the mystical is 
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MARIO 

To give people a sense of pride.  Fix history52. Tell it right.  Get people laughing.  Fix it and laugh 
about it.  I don’t want to get too serious.  I like to see people laugh.  I think it makes us strong. You 
know?  Tell the truth and make people feel good at the same time.  
 

GRANDPA 
So, what’s that? 
 

MARIO 
That’s a trick question.  What? 
 

GRANDPA 
(Chuckles. Comes around from the table.  Picks up a cloth to buff-up the 
metal work.) 

It’s your thing.  You should know what you’re doing.   
 

MARIO 
   (In humor.) 
Is this a riddle?  You tell me because I don’t want to give the wrong answer and get in trouble. 
 

GRANDPA (Chortling.) 
Ha, ha!   Medicine.   
   (Looks at MARIO.) 
Comes from here. 
   (Motions with a nod of his head to the universe.) 
Comes from all the people what ever lived.53  Even the ones that aren’t here yet.   

                                                                 
experienced. Stories are Mystery. They are powerful and through them "we  imagine ourselves into being, 
we create ourselves, we touch ourselves into being with words" (Coltelli 158). Story-telling as a ceremony 
for healing exists as such because, it restores balance and “illuminates the path to health and wellness” 
(Struthers, Eschiti, Patchell, 2004, pg. 146).  It is ancient and has served the generations as a means of 
retrieving equilibrium within the person. 
52 Repairing histories and decolonizing culture is addressed in the work of Linda Tuhaiwi Smith, (1999) 
Decolonizing Methodologies.” Grandpa’s observation demonstrates that repairing history “telling it right” 
is a strategy that Indigenous people use to fix “historical situations” (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 21) and dismantle 
“aesthetic victimry” (1998). 
53 Africana story traditions often call upon the ancestors prior to storying for the people. This process of 
storying “is first and foremost about healing and nurturing through communion with The Spirit and one 
another” (Banks-Wallace, 2002, pg. 412).  Banks-Wallace provides the following diagram that shows the 
similarity of Grandpa’s approach to storying and that of the Africana Griot. It suggests either an 
intercultural influence or a common strategy used between communities of color in their practice of the 
oral tradition. 
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MARIO 

They don’t belong to anybody, do they?  Like they’re not really mine to tell?  Is that what you 
mean?54 
 

GRANDPA (Amused.)  
Mi’jo, they belong to everybody. That’s why you have to be careful what you say.    
How do you put together one of them plays? 
 

MARIO (thinks) 
I try to see the story in the space where we perform.  It’s like a Black box, well, that’s what they call 
it—a Black box theater. 
 

GRANDPA 
Up on a stage? 
 

MARIO (Chuckles.)   

                                                                 

 
54 Grandpa knows that Native languages are pliable enough to “meet not only ordinary  needs but 
extraordinary ones as they appear” (Deloria, 1948).  It was Ella Deloria of the Sioux nation, a Dakota 
speaker who worked as an anthropologist and linguist during World War II, who documented much in the 
old language, that is, the language used throughout the generations. Much of the old Dakota language 
decreased in usage and was eventually abandoned after the era of the boarding school and relocation.  
Deloria came from medicine people and knew the extent of language. For example, in Lakota there are 
ways of what she referred to as “word making” (pg. 15), dependent at least, in part, upon imagination . 
Word making is the test of truly gifted Dakota orators.  I have personally heard stories, some by now 
deceased elders of the Lakota, Dakota, and Kickapoo who referenced untranslatable words and used them 
in the place of English words simply because they could not be conveyed in any  language but their own.  In 
Lowampi and Yuwipi ceremony there are elders who say (See generally Black Elk, 1991; Fools Crow, 1991; 
White Hat Sr. 2012) that the spirits will only communicate in the language of the altar, that is, the 
language of the people with whom they help.  Through the Native tongue spirits come in to “doctor” 
people or speak to and communicate information (Catches, 2012).  It has been conveyed to me many 
times that the spirits will not talk to us in English because English is profane and they only communicate in 
the wakan, the sacred (Kills Crow, 2010; Lone Dog, 2012; Plenty Wounds, 2009; Moves Camp, 2008).  
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“Multicultural” that’s what they like to call us.  We don’t get to perform on the big stage when we’re 
telling our own story.  We get the black box. But that’s okay because we never have needed a 
proscenium to tell our stories—that’s the big stage with the arches and all. I like a small space.   
It’s dark, and when you’re in there you can imagine never-ending space.  And the people 
watching are right there, within arm’s reach, like it should be.  So if someone wants to just walk 
into the story, well, they can.  If someone wants to sing a song to honor someone in the play, they 
can.   
 

GRANDPA 
What if they don’t like the story, will you know? 
 

MARIO 
Like you say, “belongs to everybody”.  I s’pose they should be able to change it if it doesn’t feel 
right.   

  
GRANDPA 

(Rubs his eyes.  Shows signs of fatigue.  Motions for MARIO to pound the 
stamps.) 

I think my eyes are getting tired.  I want you to punch the holes.   
(Opens and closes his hands)    

Anymore my hands get stiff.   
(MARIO proceeds in working the tin and punching holes.)    

That’s a good hit.  You got it.   
(MARIO continues to tool the tin while Grandpa observes his work.) 

How do you come up with it?   
 

MARIO (Perplexed.) 
The design? This is your design.   
 

GRANDPA (Impatient.) 
The plays! 
 

MARIO 
Your stories. Some people are raised with the belt. Some get raised-up in the church. I was raised 
with your stories . . . and Alba’s.  

(He gives a dubious side glance. Laughs it off.) 
I just write the way I remember you talking.   

(Pounds the tin.) 
And that’s hard.  Because you have all these memories.  That’s a lot of stories , y’know.   
   (Looks up at Grandpa. Pounds the tin.) 
Magic.  You got magic55, Grandpa.  You can’t fool me.  You got some serious spirits  working 
through you.  

                                                                 
55 Mario is affected by Grandpa’s mastery of words in the formation of story.  Even if he cannot fully 
articulate the impact it has upon him, he understands that the stories produced from words  are magical 
and have the capacity to shape the universe. Mario attributes that gift to “serious spirits” that work 
“through” his grandfather. N. Scott Momaday (1997) spoke to the transformative ability words as “They 
are spoken with great care” because “Words are intrinsically powerful.  They are magical” (1997, pg. 15).  

Grandpa speaks to Mario in English.  His gift with word and story appear to be fundamentally 
lodged in his oratory abilities rather than a particular language. However, his conceptions of the world of 
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GRANDPA 

You see that, huh? 
 

MARIO 
(Holds the tin up and examines the punches.  Grandpa takes it from  
him and reviews his work.) 

You can tell the same story to a kid or to an adult.  Same story, but you shape it somehow so that 
it can shame a grown man for drinking too much. For us kids it becomes a lesson about using 
caution.  
 

GRANDPA 
   (Examines MARIO’s work.) 
Not too bad. 
 

MARIO 
Thanks, Grandpa. 
Y’know, I want to be able to tell stories like that, because I know how powerful they are and how 
powerful they can be for others.  Kids especially who don’t have anyone to teach them. Kids really 
need that. 

(GRANDPA hands tin back to MARIO.) 
 

GRANDPA 
Now all we need to do is put a candle inside and you got yourself a nice lamp for the yard.  
(Pause.) You know sound a little like your mom and Alba.  Thinking about others. 
 

MARIO 
Yea.  Mom loves everybody.  Was she a hippy? I think she was a hippy—she’s all about love and 
peace.  Alba, on the other hand, well, he gets his salvation from helping others.   
 

GRANDPA 
You’re talking like a Christian, now. 
 

MARIO (Laughs.) 

                                                                 
story are multilingual in that the stories come from memories and experiences in multiple languages. 
Grandpa melds various methods of oral tradition, synthesizing this knowledge into his own particular 
talent of story production. For Mario, Grandpa’s words are dynamic, even though they are primarily in 
English. Vizenor’s early evaluation is that “The word has power in its context, in its sentences, in the  
structure of the paragraph, in mythic and linear networks, but it's difficult to find power in words of place 
in translation” (Vizenor, 1981). Part of the “magic” or the “power” of the word is its source—the language 
from which it comes.  Although Vizenor doesn’t feel there’s a disparity in the English language, what he 
does see is its limitations. He understands it does not have the capacity to well translate “tribal, oral 
expressions” since English is  

…a language of commerce and technology, a language w ithout much place, without much spirit of 
place. Tribal languages are concrete, a symbolic connection to place. Tribal languages were spoken 
in places for thousands and thousands of years, and for that reason the place words are more 
dramatic connections to the earth. In tribal language and religion there are connections between 
vision, word, and place. And where people have visions, the vision was connected to the energies 
of the earth through words, a complex abstract connection. (Bower, Silet & Vizenor, 1981, pg. 48) 
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Just connecting the dots.   
 (Mario wanders over to the window.  Takes a long look as he ruminates.) 

You know, when Alba wasn’t here mom really struggled with life.  He’s a weird guy—really 
complicated.  He’s lots of different kinds of pain all living in one uptight guy.  Don’t get me wrong, 
he’s a survivor.  But he kind of wrestles with the way he was raised, y’know?  Kind of like his blind 
spots—or maybe his demons56.  It’s like he almost hates who he is, but at the same time he’s very 
proud. He just picks himself up and keeps going. 
 

GRANDPA 
I think your mom has a lot to do with that. 
   (MARIO nods.) 
A man has a lot to deal with in this world.  I understand because I ain’t so different. On one hand 
you know your history; you know where you come from.  But on the other hand everything you 
care about gets dogged. You grow-up getting the message you ain’t worth a damn. You end-up 
not knowing if you love yourself or hate yourself.  This country is made to keep you in that battle 
with yourself. That’s how they control people. If we ain’t fighting within ourselves, we’re fighting 
with each other—even our loved ones.  

(GRANDPA’s frustration is visible.) 

                                                                 
56 Blind spots in our psyche lead to the polarization of our identities. It is situated in our placement as 
oppressed people according to the work of Paulo Freire (1995) and Jerome Bernstein (2005).  The issue of 
polarization also suggests mental or psychospiritual sickness addressed in the work of Paul Levy (2013) on 
the notion of wetiko.  Levy’s explanation of mental illness and imbalance is closely connected to Native 
American evaluations of imbalanced power and disharmony.  In this context, Abram’s “demons” may be 
from a truth unseen. Unnamed and undefinable “Wetiko is a semantic disorder that functions by deviating 
from the very process by which we attribute meaning to our experience…” (pg. 11). It can exist in the 
individual psyche, as an entity that can afflict as well as consume the life force from ourselves and those 
around us, or, it can exist as a “collective madness” (pg. 13).  Alba may possess bi-polar tendencies in his 
emotional response to the external world (see pg. 11 of  script).  And yet, somehow, his identity mimics 
strength that is enduring and persistent. 
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The more we get involved with all this, the more we lose ourselves.  Land, language, even the 
way we pray to God57—if we do at all.  We allow ourselves to forget.  We start believing we’re just 
an old bone from some land bridge58. Where’s our will?! 

(MARIO goes to set the tin on the work table but misses falling to the floor. 
 

MARIO 
Dang. 

(Bends over to pick it up and bumps into the work table making noise). 

                                                                 
57 Holms, et al. (2003) addressed the significance of the four fundamental components to the Peoplehood 
model pointing out that the “interrelationship of the four aspects of peoplehood is essential. No single 
factor is more important than the others and all necessarily support each other as well as a particular 
group’s larger sense of identity” (pg.12). This sense of identity is lodged in the relational (Wilson, 2008) 
and yet the sweeping changes that penetrate Indigenous ways of living and understanding the world 
continue to be diminished, first, through loss of land.  For Grandpa and Alba this loss of land begins in the 
form of diaspora, their families having had to leave their original lands and resettle elsewhere on the 
continent.  

Refugees into the United States arrived as a result of the Revolution of México (1910-1920) 
(Emerson Kent, 2014).  Joy Porter noted that they arrived at the end of the age of American frontier during 
the “peak decade for immigration 1900-1910” (Porter, 2014, pg. 279) that congressionally observed 
immigrants as “racially inferior to the old-stock European colonizers of the past” (2014, pg. 279).  
Roosevelt set the tone for a pro-assimilation nation as his term in office, 1901-1909, preceded the arrival 
of Tarasco and other Mexicans.  Porter writes: 

President Theodore Roosevelt explicitly states that there was “no room for the hyphen  
in our citizenship.”  He saw the hybrid as an internal disease and advised the nation,  
“We must shun as we would shun the plague all efforts to make us separate nationalities.   
We must all of us be Americans, and nothing but Americans. (2014, pg. 279)  

Arrivals from México were greeted with this national sentiment.  Natives and Blacks in the U. S. were the 
supposed manifestation of both sexual immorality and savagery. In the dispositions and literatures of 
dominance and political views of the Progressive period (2014, pg. 280), to be Indigenous or of color was 
wholly a deficit.   
58 Western science simply sustained the delimited value of Indigenous cultures. Vine Deloria unmasked 
how it unfairly evaluated and studied Native culture based on a criteria of arrogance.   

“Myth” is the general name given to the traditions of non-Western peoples.  It basically means a 
fiction created and sustained by undeveloped minds.  Many scholars will fudge this point, claiming 
that their definition of myth gives it great respect as the carrier of some super-secret and sacred 
truth, but in fact the popular meaning is a superstition or fiction which we, as smart modern 
thinkers, would never in a million years believe. (1995, pg. 185)  

Grandpa as elder understands the historical impact that the western science has had upon an Indigenous 
sense-of-self. As an essential issue of sovereignty and survivance leading into the 21st century, Vizenor, 
too, acknowledges the true history of Native people is ignored in the educational system, impairing the 
advancement of a true history.   

The truth is not in land-bridge myths; it is in the way in which Native people “created their diverse 
presence on this continent as a visionary sovereignty” (Vizenor, 1999,pg. 178), and must persevere in the 
knowing that they “are the very start of any history of the United States.  Not the absence of natives, not 
the myths of savagism and civilization, not mere museum natives and not natives as eternal victims, but 
natives as a diverse continental presense” (1999, pg. 178). The characters of the play strive to remain 
“visionary sovereigns” (1999, pg. 180) in the face of continental mythicism.    
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JEWELS (VO) 

   (JEWELS calls from other room.) 
Mario?!  You okay? 
 

MARIO 
   (Calls back.) 
Yea.  I’m okay.  
 

GRANDPA 
(Takes the tin work from MARIO.  Places it on the window ledge.) 

 
MARIO 

She thinks I’m sleepwalking…or something.  She thinks I’m . . . 
 

GRANDPA 
. . . she’s just concerned. She’s your mother. 
 

MARIO 
How do you always make it in the world?  I mean, how’d you get by?  Sometimes I don’t know 
how I’m gonna make it through.  Y’know?   
 

GRANDPA 
Listen.  Always listen to what’s going on around you.  Know who’s there.  Know what’s around 
every corner. You make it in this world by always being in the know.     
   (Puts a finger up.) 
That’s how I’ve always done.  Not like in them schools you go to.  What they teach you ain’t 
always true.  You know that.  Like Abraham Lincoln. They always want to make him out to be 
some big hero.  Shoot.  That man was wicked as any of them when it come to the Indian.  Hung 
‘38’ innocent, hungry Dakota. Largest mass hanging in the history of this country59.  Same thing 
with Teddy Roosevelt and Jackson.  And all these people thinking they’re some great men.  They 
didn’t give us or the Negro the courtesy of being human.  Stay sharp, mi’jo.  Always be sharp.   
 

MARIO 
 (Pause. MARIO is disconcerted.  He paces to other side of GRANDPA. 
Looks him a side glance as he passes.) 

                                                                 
59 The story of the Dakota 38 was made into a documentary film that follows the annual commemorative 
ride to Mankato, Minnesota, the location of the execution of 38 Dakota warriors (“Names of the 
Condemned Dakota Men,” 2004) under the executive order of President Abraham Lincoln (Lass, 2012).  
The ceremonial horseback ride retraces the 330-mile route from the Santee reservation in Northeast 
Nebraska to the site of the hangings.  Jim Miller began having sacred dreams of his ancestors that told him 
to have an annual ride for the generations as a way to heal from the tragedy.  This is what Vizenor would 
reference as “transmotion”, the action in presence and survivance (1998, pgs. 15 & 167).  The  fortitude of 
the rider in transforming a story of pain and defeat into one of presence and resistance steers  the Dakota 
people forward. 
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Lies.  Everything is doctored with lies to look like truth. (Pause.) Everything you’re talking about, I 
know what your’re saying.  I get this rage in me sometimes.  Have for as long as I can 
remember.60 Ain’t sure what to do with it.   
   (Chew his nail.) 
 

GRANDPA 
Yes. 
 

MARIO 
There has always been this thing in me that makes me understand that I’m different. Not like I’m 
special, or something great and out of the ordinary, just out of place, maybe?  Sometimes I think I 
see things too clearly.  I can’t fit-in even if I wanted to.  And knowing this gets me real pissed.  
Like I want to throw lightning bolts into 20th century, the 19th, the 18th, as far back as I need to go 
to kill the lies and just blow it all to hell so that it’s gone forever.  
   (Kicks his stool.) 
Maybe earth just has to disinfect. Just get rid of the disease by letting everything on it die.  And if 
that means us—us humans—then that’s what it’s got to be. 

(Pause. Lifts his chin in question. GRANDPA gets the lantern from window 
sill. Holds it to the light to see if it passes through the cut-outs. MARIO waits 
for an answer. Subtle light fade.) 

 
ALBA (VO [voice over]) 

What the heck is going on up there? 
 

JEWELS (VO) 
He’s just tossing and turning. 
 

ALBA (VO) 
Sounds like he just kicked a hole through the wall. 
 

JEWELS 
I know.   

                                                                 
60 In 1981 Vizenor gave an interview in which he talked about one point in his life being angry and full of 
undirected rage, different and unsure of himself. The makings of gang members and youth in general 
today, particularly Native youth and youth of color, experience this same unbridled wrath that penetrates 
their consciousness.  The variable, which is not chance, is how a young person responds to the 
sociopolitical paradox put before him/her. Vizenor’s intensity was such that he needed “to express and 
create-I'm so compulsive about it all-I wonder sometimes [whether], if I didn't have the capacity to create 
in the arts, I would express my intensities in some other form, rage perhaps. I think that's very possible” 
(1981, pg. 84). 

Vizenor writes haiku and since he cannot destroy English, he appropriates it, inverts it, and re -
stories its words to work for Native presence.  That is one of many ways he endures as a postindian.  
Mario does not yet have that sophisticated use of language. He has multiple sensibilities which 
undoubtedly allow him to see the spectacle of manifest manners from more than one vantage point. He is 
a volatile flame of cognizant apprehension.  I wanted Mario to have the same exasperated fury that Gerald 
Vizenor had as a young man so I could observe how Mario and Grandpa survive and possibly defeat those 
inner workings (as I can only imagine Vizenor did). Would Mario become another angry-indian simulation 
lost in his own invisibility as Ralph Ellison’s nameless protagonist (1952), or would he resist and survive 
allowing active survivance to provide him a postindian identity. 
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ALBA 

It’s getting worse.  You know that? 
 

JEWELS 
Yes.  Yes, I know. 
 

GRANDPA 
   (Lights up again on scene.) 
Anger ain’t nothing new. It's always easier to be with the cool cats.  (Pause.) Even when I put 
myself in harm’s way . . .  

(Buffs the lamp with a white rag.) 
. . . something was watching out for me.  I always made it through.  Even when I shouldn’t have.   

(Looks at MARIO. Sets the lamp down.) 
They had other plans for me.   
 

MARIO 
Who? 
 

GRANDPA 
Don’t act like you don’t know what I’m talking about.  You know your disposition.  Don’t matter 
how angry you think you are.  You got a road to take.  
 

MARIO 
   (Sits on the staircase.) 
I don’t know. I don’t want to feel different.  Then again, I can’t stop it. Sometimes I want to hit the 
streets strong and good—prove myself.  Other times I can’t stand being around them guys. I feel 
myself drawn to learning more—Sounds real lame, but I like school, in a way.  It comes easy and 
there’s a part of me that wants that challenge.  Still, as much as I am drawn to it, I get mad at 
myself for wanting to get that white man’s education.  It makes me feel like a traitor61—like if I take 
it in, it will consume me, make me into their  image.62 

(Shrugs shoulders.) 
Then again.  I know none of it is real.  The real is like a mirage.  It’s something that died in our 
past.  And I don’t think we can get it back.  That’s when, sometimes, I feel like I wanna roll a 
seven 63.  Call it a day. 
 

GRANDPA 

                                                                 
61 As a result of the Boarding school experience and massacres such as Wounded Knee (1890) Lakota men 
commonly experience a greater amount of “survivor’s guilt” as opposed to women (Yellow Horse & 
DeBruyn, 1995; Yellow Horse, 1999a).  As in the “Jewish Holocaust survivor syndrome” (1999a , pg. 4), 
Lakota people experience a historical trauma response  
62 In the White Man’s Image, (Lesiak, Jones & Romero, 1992) was one of the first documentaries for PBS 
that explored the 19th century experiment of the Indian boarding school focusing on the prototype, 
Carlisle Industrial. Native and non-Native writer/researchers joined in the script development and 
production of this film, now out of print, that determined Colonel Henry Pratt’s addage “kill the Indian, 
save the man”.  The effort created irreconcilable divisions (Lomawaima & McCarty, 2006) between Indian 
children and their families.  However, it did not lead to successful assimilation.  The post-trauma resulting 
from the boarding school era continues to haunt generations. 
63 Slang expression for wanting to die. 
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(Walks around work table behind MARIO. Throws the white rag at him.) 
I got your “7”.  

(MARIO looks over his shoulder.  Rises and walks down a couple of stairs 
to get out of GRANDPA’s way. GRANDPA follows.) 

Why are you walking away from me?  
(MARIO proceeds to bottom step looking forward as if he can only hear 
GRANDPA’s voice, but not see him.) 

All the hell your mother and everyone has gone through for you and you want to talk weak.  All the 
talent you have.  Everything you’ve been handed from me, from your ancestors and you want to 
talk about cashing it in like some chump on the street what ain’t got a family, a history.   

(MARIO says nothing.  Puts his head down and steps toward the bedroom 
door as if he might leave the scene altogether.) 

People been lying about us for so long, sometimes we keep the lie alive.64 We become the damn 
lie!65  You got a gift, man.  YOU got the words to sew the stories together.  You got the knowledge 
and the memories to paint pictures for the people.  

                                                                 
64 The internalized image of the oppression in our lives becomes a “cop in the head” (Boal, 1990a) —an 
internal voice that controls our potential and imagination.  It directs our behavior and restricts our 
possibilities.   

The “lie” that has been distributed to Mario confounds him and renders him nearly helpless in his 
internal monologue.  Grandpa calls out the lie.  Although he, too, struggles with the effects of historical 
oppression he rejects its power over him and his grandson.  Augusto Boal and Susan Epstein describe how 
in the process of liberatory theater that the oppressed have the potential to release the participant from 
their internalized oppression by bringing them into their own story as the protagonist.  By allowing them 
to engage in “dramatic action” in their own life script they can practice interventions they can apply in 
their own world. Boal and Epstein explain there are many who cannot participate in their own lives.  

“Why?” Because they have cops in their heads.  They have internalized their oppressions. 
The cops are in their heads, but the headquarters of these cops are in the external reality.  
It is necessary to locate both the cops and their headquarters. In this instance, we are at  
the border of psychology… (Boal & Epstein, 1990a) 

The work of psychologists Eduardo and Bonnie Duran point out that memory of genocide and the 
ethnocidal practices that guide the institutions today continue this internalized rupture of psychic pain. 
Such pain is designated as a “soul wound” (1995, pg. 27). They reference the pedagogical work of Paulo 
Freire who also gives a diagnosis of “internalized oppression (1970).  

Lori Poupart (2003), in her discussion of The Familiar Face of Genocide: Internalized Oppression 
Among American Indians points out that it is indeed “Western discursive practices” that leads to how  

we often view ourselves in ways mirroring the dominant subject position. However, Indian people 
also live in a sort of cultural double consciousness, as portions of our traditional subjective 
identities persist in the preserved beliefs of our ancestors practiced today. Through the telling of 
our experiences and stories in a continued oral tradition and through the preservation of 
traditional ways, many Indian people resist the dominant culture’s subject position, knowing that 
we, like our Grandmothers and Grandfathers, have not deserved a history of violence and 
genocide. Moreover, our oral traditions preserved many stories recounting the subjugation of our 
ancestors and these stories were passed along through generations creating an alternative 
interpretation, or knowledge, of the harms inflicted by white society. (2003, pg. 88)  

65 As Grandpa calls out the lie, he implores Mario to rise above the cop in head reminding him “You got a 
gift, man.  YOU got the words to sew the stories together.” In this way Grandpa reminds his grandson that 
he can “resist the dominant culture”, and do battle with the oppressor transforming himself 
“aesthetically” (Boal & Epstein, 1990a, pg. 38.).  Boal reminds us that there exists hope in that “Every 
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(Walks down the stairs behind MARIO.) 
You make me proud.  You make your mother proud. You make the people proud because you 
write on their behalf, with their voice stitched right into the words.  Hear me when I say, “that’s a 
gift.”   
 

MARIO  
(Nods head. Pause.) 

You know what one of my Creative Writing teachers told me in class? 
“Own the story.  Make it yours!”  He said, “Craft the story in your image. Take ownership of it!”  
You try and explain the story isn’t yours.  You can’t change it.  There’s some things you just can’t 
change.  He sneered at me, like I was being rude. Next day I get my paper back. He marked-up 
my story with so many red lines and criticisms it bled through one side of the paper on to the 
other.  I couldn’t even read it.  So I went to his office, I told him I couldn’t make-out all his notes.  
He looked at my paper and asked me if I spoke another language.  I told him “yes” and he tossed 
the paper back at me and said, “There’s your problem.  You don’t understand the structure of 
story or the mechanics of the English language.”   
I told him, actually, I speak English, Lakota, Spanish and some Portuguese, and asked him how 
many languages he speaks?   
He didn’t like what I was saying but I let him know, “I graduated in the top 5% of my class.  I was 
the editor for my high school newspaper, an English tutor for elementary kids and worked for the 
Tri-City theater company as a high school playwright intern. I’m here to learn, but I won’t 
reconstruct sacred stories of my Lakota people for you.”   
He said my creation story needed more flair, more action. (Laughs.) More Apocalypto. 
But that’s the problem—they want fantasy.  And when I don’t give them their Indian fantasy then 
they don’t even see me.  (Pensive.)  
Maybe I’m just their mirage.66 

                                                                 
oppressed is a submissive subversive. His submission is his Cop in the Head. But he is also subversive. Our 
goal is to render the subversion more dynamic while making the submission disappear (1990a, pg. 38). 
Even in Mario’s internal struggle he embraces the wish to succeed and his Grandpa’s voice serves as 
“shadows” of tribal survivance (Vizenor, 1994) to challenge him and champion him on. It is Grandpa’s 
presence in Mario’s life that grounds his identity.  It challenges the “lie” and advocates for the  

…indigene, that real sense of presence, memories, and coincidence is borne in native stories.   
The trick is to create a new theater of native names and antecedence that uncovers nativism  
and false memories; at the same time, native stories must tease out of the truisms of cultural 
exclusions and the trumperies of simulations.  Dominance is sure to raise false memories, and  
the consequences are the autoposes of tragic victimry. (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 69-70). 

Grandpa refuses to allow Mario to play the role of victim as he throws the white rag of surrender at him in 
a moment of antipathy. “Victimry”, in the world of Vizenorian neologisms, is what Kathryn Hume (2007) 
describes as the “tragic view of self and the nostalgic lament over past wrongs and acceptance of victim 
status…” (2007, pg. 600). Victimry not only works against Native survivance, but can “share a trajectory of 
death, not just of the body but of the spirit” (2007, pg. 600).   
66 Vizenor recants throughout his work (Vizenor, 1992, 1993b, 1994, 1998a, 1999) that “The indian is the 
invention and indian cultures are simulations, that is, the ethnographic construction of a model that 
replaces the real in most academic references” (1999, pg. 85).  Mario’s recent encounter with higher 
education has placed him in a juxtaposition with himself as postindian and the conflict is reeling. He begins 
to see himself as the physical embodiment or what liberatory pedagogist Peter McLaren refers to an 
“enfleshment” (1999) of “manifest manners” (Vizenor, 1994). This enfleshment is physical, the direct 
result of automation within a capitalist system. Fueled by hegemonic institutions propelled by western 
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GRANDPA 

(Shakes his head disconcerted.  Calmer. Light mist begins to blanket floor 
of stage.) 

Hmph! I think you did right. 
You already know these stories are only loaned to us for a little while. 
They only come us by way of our ancestors.67  
 

MARIO 
The writing teacher just laughed at me when I explained that to him.  
 

GRANDPA (Imploring.)  
Mi’jo, these people around us, they don’t understand what they’re doing in this world—that there 
are words that exist that are too sacred to speak?  And others that can only be carried in the 
wind68.  They are the very words we breathe and they are mighty.  Yes, they take on a life of their 
own.  They are unstoppable and carry on forever.  If a person fails to breathe them into being in 
the right way, with the right heart, they fold inward and destroy everything they touch along with 
who ever made them.   

(GRANDPA goes to a small black box on MARIO’s night table.  Should be 
unnoticeable to the audience.  He takes out a red felt bag about eighteen 
inches in length. It is nestled in his hands.) 

I realize you already know this.   
 

MARIO 
(Comes down a couple of steps from behind GRANDPA.) 

Are you talking about prayers or something else? 
 

                                                                 
discourse, it promotes what Mexican anthropologist Guillermo Bonfil Batalla would name an “imaginary” 
because it rejects the cultural reality of indigeneity (1996) and in its place celebrates a simulation that 
rebuffs the real. But it is locked in the body.   
67 Grandpa reminds Mario that there is a sacred and historical episteme comprised of relational knowing 
(Cajete 2000; Kovach, 2009; Poonwassie, 2001; Wilson, 2008). Metakuye Oyas’iᶇ, all our relatives in the 
Lakota language means that all things are related, all things are interconnected.  These phrases are one in 
the same in the Native knowledge systems and call  for accountability and respect (Grandbois & Sanders, 
2009; Hart, 2010).  Grandpa is reminding Mario that knowledge is relational, it belongs to no one person 
or group, but it is collective (Kovach, 2009; Wilson, 2008).  In addition, his stories have spirit and are living 
as are prayers. Scott Momaday suggests that no “one” can own living, breathing life force.  The grand 
storier Joe Bruchac (2003, pg. 41) shares how “The stories are our breath, that life -giving cycle that flows 
from our mouths to be shared by air and then is carried back to us again by the wind.”   
 As part of a united history, Mario is endowed with cultural story seeds (Silko, 1999) and oral 
tradition that bring together three very different tribal ways of knowing. Given him by his grandfather, 
mother, and Alba, his knowing has the power to grow and inspire the next generation of young people. He 
is confronted with a great responsibility and both draws toward and forestalls his seeming destiny. The 
disengagement from oral history by many Indigenous people, but youth in particular, is characteristic of 
tribal identity as it flails in the context of both urban gang life and current conditions throughout Indian 
country (U.S. Department of the Interior, 2014).  
68 This notion of words, breath and wind continue to appear throughout Mario’s search for identity 
reflecting back on Zepeda’s (1995) perception of words and  their capacity. 111 
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GRANDPA 
There’s no difference.  Everything is a prayer disguised as a song, a secret, a story—even a 
curse. Prayers are what you hope for, good and bad. I just want you to be ready, to be in a right 
way. A day is coming when you won’t see me no more. 
 

MARIO 
What are you talking about? 
 

GRANDPA 
I’d like to be here with you forever, but time don’t wait for anyone.  One of these days it will be 
time for me to move on.  
 

MARIO (Disbelief.) 
Ah, now, Grandpa.  Stop messing with me.  You ain’t going nowhere. 
 

GRANDPA 
You’re seeing things the way you want to, the way you have to right now, but that can all change.  
   (STARES hard at his grandson.) 
Just like the sun will come up in east, and the stars will disappear. Nothing is static. Stars are out 
there, but not for your eyes to see.  Not until it’s time again. 
 

MARIO 
There’s no reason for you to talk like that.  I can’t lose you.  I can’t do that.  If you leave, if I were 
to lose you, who is left to remember—all your memories, Grandpa, where will they go?69   
   (GRANDPA gazes at MARIO in silence. MARIO paces the room.) 
Naw, (Chuckles.)  Naw, I – I can’t wear your shoes.  Not in a million years.  I don’t have what you 
have.   

(GRANDPA continues to watch his grandson in silence. MARIO wrestles 
with the notion of being alone.) 

You’re fine.  You ain’t going nowhere for a long time.  (Pause.) 
I mean it.  I don’t have those memories running in my blood.70 

                                                                 
69 Grandpa’s ability to heal in Mario’s eyes are based on his ability to “embody grandfathers, 
grandmothers, friends, enemies, and even things we can’t see”.  Even though Grandpa was the first 
generation to grow-up without being brought into the “ways”, he has glimmerings of what he witnessed 
as a child; it is innate and intuitive.  He most likely possesses blood-memory as well that carries the recall 
of generations.  He may have also come from medicine people.  Mario’s observation that Grandpa has 
magic suggests he is tantalized or transformed by Grandpa’s method of telling histories.  It also suggests 
that the ancestors who channel through Grandpa are omnipresent.  Most importantly, Mario is defined by 
his Grandpa’s storying and without his grandfather he would be lost and so would the teachings.  His life is 
dependent upon the old man’s existence because that existence is the source of memory (Vizenor, 1999) 
and connection with sacred history (Holm et al., 2003; Murray, 1994) .   
70 N. Scott Momaday’s text Way to Rainy Mountain (1969) was both fact and memory, lodged in his 
perception of his ancestor’s relationship to the Kiowa world. An exercise in self-discovery through his own 
cellular memory, it relied upon knowledge of the blood.  Mario’s personal identity is dependent upon the 
voice of Grandpa actuating his own blood memories (Chadwick, 1999).  As in Momaday’s work , the idea of 
blood memory in this research is entrenched in an Indigenous epistemology. Location, sacred history and 
revelation through ceremonial cycles (Corntassel, 2003; Holm et al., 2003) allow for knowledge of the past 
to transcend through memory into the present. The process of performance is equally an orality trigger for 
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GRANDPA 

Then you should have listened better. 
 

MARIO 
I cannot run your ceremonies. (Chew his finger nail.)  Just don’t think about going anywhere.  It’s 
not time. 
 

GRANDPA 
   (Pensively.  Almost to himself.) 
Maybe mí abuelito and my dad were right.  Maybe there comes a time to put the language away.  
Put the old knowledge, the old stories—put them away until a generation returns that knows how 
to use them.  (He calls to MARIO.)  Mario.   

(Pause.  MARIO walks DS.  Stands beside GRANDPA.  They turn to face 
each other.)   

This is what you have to figure out. I leave this to you. 
(He extends the bag to MARIO who also extends his hands.  The bag is 
offered four times.  On the fourth time MARIO receives the bag from his 
GRANDPA.) 

Now you can prepare to learn. 
(Fade to black.  Soft blues guitar is heard.  Grandpa’s voice is heard as 
lights come up on window where the action of this telling is performed in 
front of the scrim.)    

His name was Melvin Taylor.  A real good boy.  We were like brothers.  He was the first Negro 
boy I’d ever met.   His family had moved here from the South just after the First World War, and 
as we growed-up around one another we learned about the hardest of times for both our peoples.  
Soon as I figured how to get over the fence and cross the road, I was at his house every chance I 
got—and always, always getting in trouble.  When Melvin’s father came home from working hard 
all day—and didn’t have no wife—me and Melvin would be into some kind of mischief.  We were 
rascals together.  Mr. Taylor was a good man.  A Christian.  I’d never been around any Christians 
that weren’t Catholic.  He was different, very alive.71  He’d say to me  . . .  

                                                                 
cellular recall and performs as shadows of survivance (Vizenor, 1991), and through this process Mario’s 
history is given life.  
71 Grandpa’s family members are from Mexico.  Although they were Native, they were not federally 
recognized as such.  Rather, they were considered Mexican nationals. Similarly, as with the federally 
recognized American Indians from the U.S., the imposition and indoctrination of Christianity was one of 
the primary machines of conquest used to subdue Native nations (Williams, 1992, 2012).  Grandpa, most 
likely, was born from Tarasco who secretly practiced traditional spirituality but who also were baptized  in 
the Catholic Church of México. In the case of North America, in 1883, the Secretary of the Interior of the 
U.S. called for the elimination of Native American pagan ceremony. By 1884 traditional ceremonial life was 
outlawed with fines of imprisonment or holding back of food rations.  In 1892, the law was strengthened, 
the consequences more severe (See Williams, 2012 for a historical overview of the western construct of 
savages and heathens).  Both the protestant and Catholic churches were instrumental in the deracination 
of Native peoples throughout North American and Mexico (Forbes, 1979).   
 Domination of the Indigenous of the Americas by the Church was rooted in its mission contained 
within the Doctrine of Discovery. Comprised of Edicts, particularly the Papal Bull Inter Caetera of 1493 
issued by Alexander VI, granted permission for European countries to claim lands beyond its borders.  
They were directed to forcibly convert, if needed, any pagan people they encountered turning them into 
subjects of the Church. The land would therefore inarguably belong to whatever European nation made 
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MR. TAYLOR 

. . . Pete.  Boy, you been up here in my house all day.  Now I want you to sit down at this here 
table with us, and we’re gonna learn something together. I’m going to teach you same thing I 
teach my children. 
 

GRANDPA AS A CHILD 
(Looking for an excuse.  With a slight accent.)   

. . . Mr. Taylor, my mother said I have to go home now. 
 

MR. TAYLOR 
I didn’t hear her call you.   

(To Melvin.) 
Did you hear Pete’s momma say something?  (Pause.)  I didn’t think so.   No, you ain’t going 
anywhere, not until you learn something about Jesus, ‘cause boy, I’m ’a tell you—you need some 
Jesus the way you’re going. 
 

GRANDPA 
We’d sit at the dinner table and say our prayers, have a bite to eat and then he’d pull out the Bible 
and teach. Other times he’d have us gather around him as he’d sit in his rocking chair and talk to 
us about what it was like to live in the south at the turn of the century.   
 

MR. TAYLOR 
We are so blessed to be where we are today.  Me, my children; you, your family.  Times was hard 
where we come from.  Hate was hot like them railroad tracks I work over all day. 
 

GRANDPA 
Sometimes Mr. Taylor would get real quiet.   Umm.  (Pause.)  He had a terrible burden raising all 
those children alone and yet he treated me like his own . . . I was a pain in that man’s side and 
still he put up with me. 
 

MR. TAYLOR 
“’And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.’ They answered him, ‘We be 
Abraham's seed, and were never in bondage to any man: how sayest thou, Ye shall be made 
free?’ Jesus answered them, ‘Verily, verily, I say unto you, Whosoever committeth sin is the 
servant of sin.’”72   

(Stops. Lays the Bible on his lap and stares at his children.)    
 You know what that means?   

(Raises his eyebrows signifying he is waiting for a response from the 
children.  The kids quietly wait.  GRANDPA as a CHILD twiddles his 
fingers, a downward glance, then suddenly looks up and speaks.) 
 

YOUNG PETE 

                                                                 
the first claim (Williams, 1990).  “The history of religious colonialism, including the genocide perpetrated 
by the Catholic Church (particularly in Latin American), is a wound from which Native communities have 
not yet healed” (LaDuke, 2005).  To persevere as a people, spiritual identities were cached away in secret 
far from prying eyes.  Ceremonies would retreat into the most remote areas where white men could not 
see or know of their survival.   
72 John 8:32-34, KJV.   
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If we know what the white man knows we’ll be free like him. 
 

MR. TAYLOR 
(Emphatically.  Troubled with his response.)    

Pete, Pete, Pete.  
(Shakes his head in dismay.)   

Boy, you don’t ne’er want to know what the white man knows.   White people ain’t free.   You think 
you be free if you know how to hate so hard you can hang another human being from a tree?  
Carve their member right out of their body while they scream for mercy and then set them on fire, 
all the while smiling, pleased with the deed.   You ain’t seen what I seen.  Praise be to the 
Highest, you ain’t seen none o’ that.  (Leans forward.)    
Let me tell you, boy.  Let me tell all you.  Freedom is distance from them and their world.  
Freedom is being able to work and do what you got to do in their presence then at the end of the 
day, go home to your home!   Not theirs.  Eat your food.  Not theirs.   Go to bed at night and know 
it’s your bed and ain’t nobody, none o’ them evil jackals gonna come take you or your daddy 
away.  That’s the truth!   
The only truth that can set you free is the love of Jesus.  And the hardest truth of all—to know you 
got to somehow find within yourself enough love to forgive them same folks what killed your loved 
ones. 
 

MELVIN 
But why, if they be so evil? 
 

MR. TAYLOR 
Because if you learn to hate them and hold that in here, 
   (Places his hands over his heart.) 
the way I did for so long, it gonna eat you up till their ain’t nothing left.  You got to try to love the 
most wicked people in this world else the demon ‘at rides their back gonna get on yours.  Then 
you ain’t nothing’.  (Pause.)  You ain’t nothing’ but the “servant o’ sin”. 
   (Looks at PETE.) 
Ain’t so easy.  But you’ll never find one bit o’ joy in this world unless you learn t’ love. Think it too 
hard?  Try.  And then try some more until you figure it out.  

(Sits back in chair.  Recomposes.)    
I’m telling’ you what I know.  I know y’all have white school mates, a white teacher in the front o’ 
that room.   I hope you can find compassion for all them.  But I don’t want you to ever be fooled 
int’ thinking you can trust them; I don’t care how nice they come across.  You be right with them 
like you been raised.  You show them kindness, because that’s what Jesus would do.  That’s how 
your momma used to do.   But don’t you ever in a thousand years o’ peace trust them. They are 
who they are.  Like the girl who laid down with the snake.  Two became friends.  Since she was a 
child she befriended this snake.  They were always together.  Then she growed-up.  Went her 
own way for a while and one day comes back to see the snake.  She picks it up, lets it wrap 
around her arm like she did as a child.  She lays in the grass, lets it crawl over her shoulders, 
around her neck.  She smiles at it, snake smiles back, and then it bites her.  She goes running to 
her house crying, “Oh, lord, I been bit by the snake.”   Her momma asks her, “Child, what were 
you doing with the snake?”  She says, “I was holding it, playing with it like I always done.”   Her 
Momma holds on to her as she collapses, that snake venom running through her veins.  “Oh, my 
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girl” the mother says sorrowfully.  “Don’t you know?  A snake can’t be nothing but a snake.  You 
put your trust against the nature o’ things and now yer gonna die.”73    
 

ROSALEE 
How you know it was a snake?  Was it a real snake? 
 

MR. TAYLOR 
Bible says, you will know a tree by the fruit it bears.  If someone calls themselves a Christian but 
don’t let you pray with them, eat with them, walk in their part of town, or treat you with the respect 
that’s due to you as a human being, they fruit’s rotten.   
 

ROSALEE (Innocently.)     
They sho’ be a lot of rotten fruit uptown? 
 

MR. TAYLOR 
(Extends his arms to the child.)   

Come here baby girl.    
(Places his arm around her.  To the other children.)    

I want y’all to remember what we have right here.   Each other.   This is our freedom.  Some 
people will never have this—this story to remind us that love keeps us free to hold each other, to 
take care of one another.   This story, these words I’m sharin’ with you right now.   It’s the truth, 
my children. Our love is what sets us free.   

(Extends his hand to the seated children.) 
Now come here and gimme some sugar. 

(The children get up and hold their father. YOUNG PETE gets up last and 
stands back, allowing MR TAYLOR’s natural children to be held by their 
father.  After MR TAYLOR embraces his children he sees PETE and pulls 
him into the fold.74  Lights fade to black on riser.) 

 
MARIO 

Donny Ray Taylor.  (Pauses.)  That was my Uncle, wasn’t it? 
 

GRANDPA 
   (Slowly looks up at MARIO.) 
Yes.   

                                                                 
73 This particular story is a fabrication, however, there exists a multitude of stories around the world that 
speak to the relationship between the woman and the snake (Bruchac, 2008; Dance, 1985; Ragan, 1998; 
Rochester Union, 1860).   
74 In the early twentieth century enclaves of railroad worker families of Sioux City, Council Bluffs, Omaha, 
and Kansas City discovering there were many commonalities amongst racially oppressed groups. Classism 
also played a part encouraging solidarity among the marginalized communities comprised of Southern 
Blacks (Bergman, 1969) and Mexicans. Together they established families, underground economies, and 
subcultures.  Railroad settlements were no exception as Mexican nationals lived in railroad box car camps 
in relative isolation which “enabled them to retain their native culture and language” (Vargas, 2011, pg. 
201). 
This later led to political solidarity in the 1960’s and 1970’s with Black, Native, and Mexican participation 
in civil rights organizations that included cross-participation in such organizations as the Urban League, 
National Association for the Advancement of Colored People, the American GI Forum (Arellano et al., 
2008).  
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(Mindfully.  Nods his head slowly.  Looks in direction of audience as if 
looking back into time.)  

Yes, it was.  
 

GRANDPA  
Mr. Taylor’s daughter Rosalee and I were very young.  
Very young.   I wasn’t but a man-child, yet I made a child.  
   (Raises his head to look at MARIO.) 
I was thirteen.  Miss Rosalee, she was fourteen. 

(Lights segue from GRANDPA and MARIO to the scrim where a young 
pregnant ROSALEE stands alone and softly sings the classic blues tune “I 
Ain’t Gonna Give Nobody None of My Jelly Roll”75 to the sound of MARIO’s 
guitar.  Guitar continues as lights fade to black.) 
 

ACT I 
Scene 3 

 
(Scene opens in the past. A younger MARIO DR is kneeled beside his bicycle 
fixing a broken pedal with his cousin GARY watching.  ALBA enters from SR 
with a bagged quart of beer.  He’s drunk.) 

 
ALBA (Stumbling.) 

So what’s a happening roñosos?   
   (Boys glance up and continue to work on bike.) 
What are you doing? 
 

YOUNG GARY (Anglicized.) 
Nada. 
 

ALBA (To MARIO.) 
You want me help you fix that lump of junk? 
 

YOUNG MARIO 
Naw. (Continues.) 
 

ALBA 
I know how to fix shit.  That’s what I do.  Fix shit.  Give me those pliers.   
   (To GARY.) 
Hold this. 
   (Hands him his beer.) 
 

YOUNG MARIO 
It’s cool.  I got it.  (Continues.) 

                                                                 
75 The song was composed by Clarence and Spencer Williams and performed by Sweet Emma Barrett of 
the New Orleans jazz scene in the early part of the 20th century.  The following link is her rendition of the 
song on piano:   https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xhtG5YrQ-lY.  For production purposes, the chordal 
structure of the song is available for guitar at 
http://www.tontonremy.com/ukulele/partoches/vintage/page131/page132/page132.html. 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xhtG5YrQ-lY
http://www.tontonremy.com/ukulele/partoches/vintage/page131/page132/page132.html
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ALBA 

Let me help you.  That’s what dads are for.   
 

YOUNG MARIO 
I said I got it. 
 

ALBA 
(To GARY.) 

You said?   
(Speaks to no one in particular.) 

He’s got it.  He’s the man. 
(To MARIO.)   

You the man.  Know it all, don’t you? (Silence.) 
So if you’re the man, what am I? 
   (To GARY.) 
Give me back my beer. 
   (Takes a drink.  To MARIO.) 
So what am I? Huh?  (Silence.) 
Soy Alba76.  Right?  The shitty step-dad.   
   (Boys try to ignore him.  He starts toward the house.  Stops. 

Whirls around and flings his arms wide.  Animates a stanza from “Los 
Hombres del Alba77.) 

                                                                 
76 Spanish for “I am Alba.” 
77 From the poem “Los Hombres del Alba” by Mexican poet, Efraín Huerta. His first compilation of work in 
English and Spanish is 500,000 Azaleas (2000).   The character by the same name, of course, is no accident.  
This poem captures the internalized struggle that afflicts many Mexican men who suffer from the same 
symptoms of “la mascara” presented in Octavio Paz’, The Labyrinth of Solitude (1961). The paradox of 
identity for the Mexican male is captured in Paz’s discuss ion on issues of self-loathing as a result of mixed-
bloodlines, and a sense of desertion by the Mexican mother.  Full or mixed-blood, Alba exhibits the 
intergenerational trauma that results from a historical wounding rooted in five centuries of abuse.   It  
aptly describes in metaphor and literality the “cop in the head” (1990a, 1990b) and the magnitude of a 
seemingly nationalized embodiment of oppression.   

Freire (1995) speaks to the invasion of culture that establishes this oppressive violation of the 
psyche, a psychological annihilation that never completes the kill; it only tortures the fragmented being 
who is left in the ruins.  Pedagogy of the oppressed describes the phenomenon of this invasion: self-
reflection in a mirror glossed with the image of the conqueror, a sense of utter inferiority, estrangement 
from spiritual values and cosmology, inhibition of creativity and expression, and imposition of the values 
of the oppressor (pgs. 133-136).  The pattern is set and the Vizenorian absence of authenticity is sustained 
in the proficiency of the cop in the head.  The hombre del alba (the man of dawn) is indeed, un perro 
enloquecido (a crazed dog), with the propensity to repeat the same maddening behaviors, unable to find 
freedom, because he is encased in a prison or un frasco con saliva y alcohol (a bottle of slobber and liquor) 
perhaps not of his own making, but certainly of his continued maintenance.   

Where the oppressor—the colonizer—leaves off, the oppressed remains at the mercy of his 
mascara (mask), imagining that it is his true face.  He becomes the product of “manifest manners” 
(Vizenor, 1999) and absent histories. He cringes at his own reflection because he sees the trickster of his 
own creation. Vizenor quotes Carl Gustav Jung in his definition of the trickster figure internalized, “And 
since the individual shadow is never absent as a component of personality, the collective figure can 
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Am I the bad guy? O lo “que tiene en vez de corazón 
          un perro enloquecido 
             o una simple manzana luminosa 
                                      o un frasco con saliva y alcohol 
                                      o el murmullo de la una de la mañana 
                                      o un corazón como cualquiera otra. 

 
(ALBA looks helplessly for a reaction from the boys.  MARIO stands slowly 
and faces him.) 
 

YOUNG MARIO 
   (To Gary.) 
Come on.  
   (Turns and leads bike SR toward exit.) 
 

ALBA 
Tengo corazón como cualquiera . . . o más.   
   (Falls into onto the ground seated with bag in hand.) 
Donde van?  (Shouts.) I got a heart!  (Sluggish.) Where you going? 
 

YOUNG MARIO 
To Gary’s.  
 

ALBA (Softly.) 
With a broken bike? 
 

YOUNG MARIO 
   (Stares at ALBA.  Pause.) 
Yea. 
 

ALBA 
   (Stumbles to his feet.) 
Véte pues.  But leave the bike here.  I’m going to fix it for you. 
 

YOUNG MARIO 
I don’t want to leave it.   
   (Tries to leave.  ALBA pulls it from him.) 
 

ALBA  
I said I’m going to fix it.  (Yells.) Give me the bike. 

(MARIO and ALBA wrestle over the bike.  ALBA grabs MARIO by the 
shoulder and pushes him.  GARY punches him in the side and ALBA keels 
over holding his stomach.) 

                                                                 
construct itself out of it continually…subhuman and superhuman, a bestial and divine being, whose chief 
and most alarming characteristic is his unconsciousness…” (2005, pg. xvii).  In that moment of poetic 
contradictions, since he is also “a luminous apple” and “a heart like any other”,  Alba is without certainty 
and exists as the absence of his own reason.  He is a simulation of the Mexican mascara, a caustic scar of 
500 silent years of pain. History denied is his cop in the head that he must disarm and disavow if he is to 
ever restore his authenticity.  
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YOUNG GARY 

Keep your fuckin’ hands off him. 
   (To MARIO.) 
Let’s get the fuck outta here. 
   (Goes to hit him again.  MARIO stops him.) 
 

YOUNG MARIO 
No.  Don’t. 
 

YOUNG GARY 
What do you mean “don’t”?  Fuck that drunk.  Fuck all them drunks! Let’s go. 

 
YOUNG MARIO 

I can’t leave him on the ground . . . 
 

YOUNG GARY 
You have to.   

(Tugs at MARIO’s arm.) 
Come on. 
 

YOUNG MARIO (Confused.) 
   (To ALBA.) 
You, you, okay? 
 

YOUNG GARY 
Fuck him.   
   (Tries to kick him.  MARIO stops him.) 
 

YOUNG MARIO 
No. Don’t. 
 

YOUNG GARY 
Then you stay and get your ass beat when he gets up.  I’m outta here.  (Exits cursing.) 
 

(MARIO helps him to his feet.  ALBA grabs him by the shoulders and 
throws him down.  Moves toward him.  Black out.) 

 
 

ACT I 
Scene 4 

 
(GRANDPA sits on a tree stump DC.  Several boxes filled with old bottles 
are scattered about.  He is cleaning them with a pail of water, a wire brush 
and a rag.  MARIO enters from SR with his bike. Looks things over.)   

 
MARIO 

Those bottles you just found? 
 

GRANDPA 
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Uh-huh.  They’re clearing out those old lots.  They used to be dump sites when I was growing up.  
Going to build some new houses, so I thought I better rummage through there and find the last of 
these.    
   (Holds up a cobalt blue bottle.)   
Look at this here.  It’s in good shape, just needed to soak.   
   (Looks at bottom of the bottle.) 
This mark here tells me it’s an old Milk of Magnesia bottle from 1906.  Look.  The date’s right 
here.   
 

MARIO 
How much is it worth? 
 

GRANDPA 
Oh . . . ten, twelve, maybe fifteen dollars.  But if I sell all of the ones I have back in the shed I’ll 
make, say, a hundred and fifty or so on these blue bottles alone. 
 

MARIO 
Well, I’m making my contribution to your garage sale.   
 

GRANDPA 
   (Looks at bike.) 
You’re missing a pedal.  
 

MARIO 
Oh, yea.   
 

GRANDPA 
That why you never ride it?  You know you can get a new one. 
 

MARIO 
I don’t think so, Grandpa.  I got a car now with all the pedals.   
 

GRANDPA 
How much you want to sell it for? 
 

MARIO 
You get what you can for it.  Okay?  

(GRANDPA nods.  MARIO pulls up a wooden box and helps clean bottles.) 
So if those lots across the way were dumpsites what was on the other side by the overpass?   
 

GRANDPA 
Well, that was where the old Rock Island station used to be.   
 

MARIO 
And ‘Apa Irepani78 worked for the Rock Island? 
 

GRANDPA 
Yes. My Dad, my grandpa and uncles all worked for the Rock Island.   
                                                                 
78 ‘Apá is an abbreviated form of Papá. Irepani is a Tarasco name meaning one who founded or began a 
thing or place. 
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MARIO 

Ah. 
 

GRANDPA 
Now he did work for the Union Pacific for a spell. Not long. The railroad unions was having a 
strike so they’d recruit Mexican’s to pick-up the slack when they lost their white workers. They 
loaned Dad down to Marshalltown, Iowa to work on their section gang.  
 

MARIO 
By himself? 
 

GRANDPA 
We went with him and mother. Until the strike was over. That was a hard winter. 

(The recollection is reenacted on platform UL.)  
My little sister, Katé, came down with pneumonia.  Mother had tried all the remedies she knew.  
We were desperate and dared go into town to look for a doctor. I remember my mother and father 
took me to translate for them sense I was going to school and could speak English.   My Dad 
knocked at the door. 

(Lights fade on GRANDPA and MARIO.  GRANDPA returns to upper room 
in the house. MARIO remains DC.)   

DOCTOR 
(Opens the door and stares at the family.)    

What do you people want? 
 

YOUNG PETE 
. . Our child is sick.  Very sick.  Please help her. 
 

PETE’S FATHER 
Explíquele que puedo pagar. 
 

YOUNG PETE 
My father can pay you to make her well.  He has money. 
 

DOCTOR 
Can’t you read the sign?  It says, ‘no spics, no niggers, and no dogs’.79 

                                                                 
79 Posted signs like these were common place throughout the Great Plains, particularly where people of 
color passed through or worked as laborers.  My relatives, all of whom are now passed, recounted stories  
of how they were mistreated or denied service at the warning of such symbols. 

The problem was rooted in the racial codes (Correa, 2000-2001) that existed throughout the Great 
Plains and Western edge of the Midwest. Racial codes were found in many urban areas where people of a 
particular color/ethnicity lived in concentration. In rural areas like Marshalltown, Iowa “sundown” towns 
(Loewens, 2005) were common.  The intent of such townships was to prevent colored people, meaning 
Black, Mexican, Native and Asian from living within the borders of their towns.  The name “sundown” is 
what it implies, the unwanted group of people were given the ultimatum of being gone by sundown or 
else.  

However, normalcy of maltreatment of people of color was not solely dependent upon state 
statutes.  Iowa was one of the more progressive states that did not have segregated schools, but it did 
have  certain towns that you could not enter if you were, non-white .  Interestingly, in contrast, Omaha, 
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YOUNG PETE 

Please.  My little sister is very sick.  She can’t breathe.  We have money to pay. 
(YOUNG PETE takes money from his father and holds it up for the Doctor 
to see.  The Doctor steps out the door, looks at the family, and spits a wad 
of tobacco at their feet.  Goes back in and slams door in their face. Silence. 
Spots segue from scrim to GRANDPA who is back on the CS platform, 
MARIO who is DC.)  

 
GRANDPA 

Two days later my little sister died.     
 

MARIO  
(Talks to GRANDPA as if he were standing beside him.) 

Damn. 
 

GRANDPA 
   (Nods his head.) 
She’s buried back there in Marshalltown in an unmarked grave.  (Pause.)  Mister Taylor, bless his 
heart, was trying to prepare me.  And look how I did him. 

(Shakes head in regret.) 
 

MARIO  
That was a long time ago.  You were a kid.  
 

GRANDPA 
She met-up with some twenty-year old man over in Omaha.  Took her son and raised him on the 
other side of the river.  I knowed him as he growed-up.  Maybe not the way I should have.   
 

MARIO 
   (Begins chewing his nail.) 
Guilt is a killer and it doesn’t change anything. 
 

GRANDPA 
You’re right.  Maybe that’s why we live the lives we live.  Or why we come back into this world a 
second time around.  To fix what we didn’t do right.  (Softly.) I get a bit tired.   

(Almost a whisper.) 
Too many times. (Pause.) 
Sometimes, mi’jo, it’s hard to live with what you’ve done. . .  
 
 

                                                                 
Nebraska was the location of the beginning of the American Civil Rights Movement when a district court 
judge at Fort Omaha recognized the personhood of American Indians (Starita, 2008, pg. 9).  The 
momentous 1876 trial of Standing Bear v. Crook changed civil rights history for the nation. This 
acknowledged federally recognized tribal people as citizens of the U. S with legal rights (Starita, 2009) for 
the first time.  But this did not affect nor change the miscegenation statutes (Browning, 1951) that 
criminalized intermarriage and mixing of the so-called races in the state.  
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MARIO (Interrupts.) 
. . . or what you didn’t do.  I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean— 
 

GRANDPA 
What didn’t you do? 
 

MARIO 
I don’t know.  (Rises.) Truth is, Grandpa, sometimes I feel like someone’s invention.  Like an 
experiment that beings somewhere out there are studying, just waiting to see how I  
F-up down here.   

(Wanders down stage.)  
I don’t like it here.  This whole existence.  It doesn’t feel right to me.  Not at all.  The only thing that 
makes sense is memory.  And when you take me away from here with your words I am part of 
that huge universe of people, of life—history.  Memories.  That is when I am born.  Y’know?   I 
come out of the house.  I walk down the street, I kick-it with my homies or go to class, work at the 
theater, but it’s like nobody really sees me.  No one knows me. I’m the invisible.  Just wandering 
along trying not to go so low that I don’t care anymore. But then the stories start playing through 
my head.  And then I start hearing the voices come right out of our history.  They don’t just roll like 
a recording, they live.  They think and they talk to me.  Sometimes they come from our relatives 
from a long time ago.  Others come to see me from the future.  Or from up there.  

(Motions with his head.) 
Can’t tell no one or they think I’m crazy.  I’m not crazy.  I can see and hear better than most.   
 (Toward audience.)  
You’re my pejuta80, Grandpa. You heal me when I’m just that close to walking away.  You make 
me strong enough to do what I have to do.  I can go into that space with the kids I work with and 
tell them what little bit I know—make a safe space so they can just be kids, because most of them 
are pretty much like me.  And it doesn’t take much to want to sometimes turn everything into 
nothing.  Y’know what I mean?  Roll that seven.  I know that’s how they feel sometimes, too. And 
I’m not feeling sorry for myself, this time.  Okay?  I’m just telling you how it is.   

(GRANDPA is silent. MARIO looks up at the sky. He flops on  

to the ground.  Hands crossed beneath his head looking up at  

the sky.  Whether they are inside or outside is blurred in real time.)  
Look at that sky, will you?  (Smiles.)  I could just lay here on the grass and watch the earth spin.  
Or, the heavens spin around the earth.  (Pause.) I think the world is flat.  I do.  If the world were 
round, how come you can look at the city from a high bluff miles away and it never curves.  Or 
how come a plane flies from the tip of Africa to Europe and then to South America and makes the 
best time?  Only if the world is flat.  What you think . . . 

 
JEWELS 

(JEWELS opens bedroom door and pokes her head in.  Speaks to the 
unmade bed.) 

What’s going on? 
   (MARIO says nothing.) 
Son?  Are you sleeping? 
 

MARIO 
   (Does not move.  Continues to stare at the sky from DC.) 
Dreaming, mom. I’m busy dreaming. 

                                                                 
80 Lakota word for “medicine”. 
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JEWELS 

You okay? 
 

GRANDPA 
He’s fine, mi’ja.    
 

MARIO 
I’m fine. 
   (She closes door quietly.) 
 

GRANDPA 
She loves you. 
 

MARIO 
I know she does.  And I love her.  She’s a pretty cool mom.   

(Rolls on to his side.  Props himself up on elbow.) 
But her and Alba, they think I’m not—I don’t know—not where I should be? 
But I really am in a much better place than before.  I just wish I could tell her more than what I’m 
able.   (Sits up.  Chews his nail.) 
 

GRANDPA 
   (Sits at the top of the stairs.) 
Have you tried?  The truth is in the telling.   

(Looks at MARIO from the corner of his eye, as if looking for a reaction.)   
You can change the past or the moment by changing the story, even if it’s just with thoughts.  
Thoughts, words—the same.    

(Pause.  MARIO looks at GRANDPA.)  
 

MARIO 
Hau.  That’s a lot of medicine. 
   (Sits up cross-legged.) 
 

GRANDPA 
   (Rises.  Moves DC as he speaks.) 
He was a tall man, Big James.  Skin the color of coffee and shoulders wide . . . broad like a bear.  
He was much older than me. They said he was one of them Negroes whose mother came from an 
island down near Castro’s. 
 

 MARIO 
Castro? 
 

GRANDPA 
(GRANDPA continues.)     

Well, that’s where he come from81.   Say he was an African Indian.  I say, he was a hard man.  I 
didn’t ask him none of his business and he didn’t offer.  I can only imagine what he lived through, 

                                                                 
81 Big James may have been one of the many Caribs associated with escaped African slaves, some of whom 
accessed boats and sought out refuge in the islands of the Caribbean. Having witnessed enough of the 
slave trade industry to understand the larger goals of the profiteers, they often merged as quickly as 
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because he wasn’t afraid of killing and he wasn’t afraid of dying.  One time I saw Big James shoot 
a man point blank for using loaded dice.   
 

MARIO 
He killed him? 
 

GRANDPA 
I saw him shoot plenty of people.  He was one bad baby.  One time I was at this guys house—
bunch of us got together—playing cards.  Now this woman, a white woman, James had been 
messin’ around with was on the couch making time with this fella from Sinaloa.   

(Sound FX people laughing, men talking. BIG JAMES appears DL.)  
He bust through that door.  Stood there looking at all of us and then he saw that gal on the couch 
kissin’ and carrying with the Mexican.  There was no telling what this bad baby might do.  He 
showed no fear of nothing. I saw him pull his gun out from behind his belt, aim it straight at both of 
them and shouted . . .  
 

BIG JAMES 
The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh, but not if it belong to me! 

(Raises gun, points it at in the direction of MARIO and GRANDPA and pulls 
the trigger.) 

Praise be the name of Jesus! 
(He blows on the gun and places it back into his belt. Dons his prowess.) 

 
GRANDPA 

You have to understand this was the kind of life I lived and the sort of people that I growed-up 
around.   (Ponders.)  Seems the worse a man was, the better he liked me.  Big James took me 
under their wing.  Maybe he had pity on me because I always found myself in a dangerous place.  
Or maybe he seen I was dark and small in stature.  But don’t think that didn’t keep me from 
putting a man in his place if it came to push or pull.   I never let nobody put their hands on me.    
What I do know is that Big James took a liking to me.  Watched out for me, showed me how to 
handle myself. He used to say . . .  
 

BIG JAMES 
   (Hands on hips.) 
Pete, boy.  I’m from the Indies but you the Indian.  So how do we reconcile that?  
 

GRANDPA 
He knowed I was Tarasco, that I could speak Mexican.  So he says . . .   
 

                                                                 
possible into the remnants of Native populations referred to as Charaibs that still survived. Disease, of 
course, had riddled the islands greatly decimating the tribes. The principle goal of the Africans was to mix 
in order to assert identity as original native inhabitants. Their survival was dependent upon biological 
amalgamation (Newman, 2014). Ontologies were often comparable allowing for a melding of life ways.  
Thus, Africans assumed Charaib names and traditions for multiple reasons. Among those, the 
understanding that surviving the ultimate and complete colonization of the islands at the hands of 
Europeans necessitated their intermarriage with the still living Native population and ownership of 
Charaib land. This was the only guarantee of a future for their descendants (Newman, 2014).  In the case 
of Big James, he harbors a rather mysterious, unknown past.  
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BIG JAMES 
You watch my back around the Mexicans and I’ll make sure don’t no muthafucka e’er mess with 
Pete.   

(Lights up on MARIO and GRANDPA as they laugh until BIG JAMES takes 
on a life of his own.  He breaks scene and approaches them.) 

 
BIG JAMES   

(Abrupt and stern to GRANDPA.)    
I’m to tell you something.  Just so you don’t make a mistake and get killed.  Ne’er laugh at me, 
Pete.   You don’t know enough yet not to get yourself killed.  You think you’re a man—well, maybe 
you made it.  It’s for to be sure a man knows better than to laugh at me.  (Winks.) 

(MARIO displays his disbelief at what he just heard.  BIG JAMES sees his 
reaction.) 

And you there, little man.   You like dem stories, but don’t know enough stories to even get you a 
woman.   Learn one thousand and you get yourself a wife . . . twice as many to raise ‘m children.  
Ain’t it right, Pete?  
 

GRANDPA 
You said it, man. 
 

BIG JAMES 
   (Turns and strolls back to SL.) 
I said it. And don’t you all forget it.  In everything we do, praise be to the name of Jesus. 

(DSL lights fade to black as Big James exits behind Legs.) 
 

GRANDPA 
That’s the life of a good story.  All true.  We all get put in our place.    

(Nudges MARIO who is still in awe. Chortles.)   
Close your mouth.   

(MARIO closes his mouth.   Walks toward direction where BIG JAMES 
exited.) 

We learn by the people who shape us. 
 

MARIO 
That was crazy.   
 

GRANDPA 
He killed a man over in Omaha.  You know, he’s the reason Nebraska built the electric chair. 
 

MARIO 
He was the first execution in Nebraska? 
 

GRANDPA 
He beat it.   
 

MARIO 
No way. 
 

GRANDPA 
My old friend, he died peacefully at his home—but alone.  He terrified people because he was a 
mighty man.  In that way he was unseen.  He was invisible to most.  No past, no future, just the 
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moment he made the ground shake.  But I knowed him and I had a love for him, and he always, 
always was right with me.   
   (Stands.  Takes couple steps SR.) 
 

MARIO (Still.) 
I can hear them breathing. 
 

(GRANDPA lifts chin.) 
Everyone you’ve ever known.   
 

GRANDPA 
What do you hear them say? 
 

MARIO 
Lot of things.  Grandpa, I see them seep from your eyes, makes you weary, huh?  You give some 
kind of life back to all your memories and the memories of so many others.  It soaks right up into 
my skin.  Even the myths, the old animal stories. Like mom’s wild mint out back, I taste them. 
 

GRANDPA 
. . . Myths? 
 

MARIO 
(GRANDPA smiles with lips pursed.) 

Hinhan ska82, lechuza83, the wiwila84—magic.  Myths like that. 
 

GRANDPA 
(Walks SR.)  

Those ain’t myths.  I can’t tell you who the first person was to see the White Bird or how you call 
it, Hinhan ska, in your Grandma’s language, 
   (SFX High pitched whistle akin to a barn owl.)  
but I knowed men who seen it.  I never saw an owl turn into a human, but I’ve heard the lechuza 
cry-out at night . . . 

(Piercing sound of a bird. Moving gobo of wings creating lit shadows across 
the stage.)  

. . . its wings flapping against the glow of the moon.  One time I was in Ojinaga. We crossed over 
and went down a street where these old women sat along the sides of the road begging for 
money.  Their hair hung over their faces and when they looked up at me with raised hand, their 
eyes were empty.  Their skin scaled.  They were witch women mumbling things that sounded like 
hechizos85.  I gave them money so they wouldn’t put a curse on me.  I walked away—made the 

                                                                 
82 Lakota word for “snowy owl” with contemporary inferences to a more sinister creature that haunts the 
night. 
83 The lechuza (National Public Broadcasting, 2015) is a legendary owl-like creature that is said to be a 
witch that has the ability to shape-shift (Herrera, 2015).  “En sentido figurado se llama lechuza a la mujer 
que se parece al ave en alguna de sus cualidades. En Cuba y México, es la ramera o buscona (de Ferrer, 
n.d.) 
84 “Wiwila Oyate is one of several names for the Little People, The Spring Nation” (The Singing Stone, 
2016). 
85 Spanish for “spells”. 
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mistake of looking back and where this one witch sat was an owl that flapped its wings and flew to 
the top of a building.  Sat there.  Its eyes followed me.  

(Grandpa crosses to CS. Gobo of small sparks of fire flickering across stage. 
He sees it in real time.) 

See there.   
 

MARIO 
I see. 
 

(Projected on scrims are the shadowy movements of what appears to be 
small people running or moving through grass.) 

 
GRANDPA 

And them little people, they live down in the creek beds and near the springs. The Lakota people 
know them, in México they are known, and I have known them in the creeks this side of the 
tracks.  We have different names for them, but no one knows what they call themselves. They 
don’t talk like we do, but they have fire and use it at night to light their path.  I know this because I 
saw it, God as my witness.  

(Projections of stills and film create a surreal college of movement that 
follow the story.)  

A padrino86 had died.  There were four nights of wake to attend. To get there our family had to 
walk across the creek in the dark. As we crossed the makeshift bridge, I gazed down into the 
draw and saw small lights flickering, it was fire.  I asked my mother what I was seeing?   She 
clasped my hand, covered my face with her falda87, and told me not to look.  Son la gente 
pequeña88, she whispered to me.  But I couldn’t help myself.  I peeked from behind her skirt, and 
saw all these little people moving around through the grass with torches held above their heads.  I 
was the only child to notice, or to disobey, and for that I paid a hefty price.  
 
Their presence is powerful. You don’t look at them, especially in their eyes.  I know, because soon 
after that I became weak. I stopped eating.  My appetite had disappeared.  The doctor came and 
told my mother and father all they could do was to make me comfortable. A leakage of the heart is 
what he said, and I was going to die.  My dear mother, in her desperation went to a medicine 
woman, a curandera89 by the name of Natividad.  She gave me sangre del venado90 to drink, and 

                                                                 
86 Spanish for “godfather”. 
87 Spanish for “skirt”. 
88 Spanish for the “little people”.  Often times referred to as duende in some parts of middle and South 
America, the phenomena amongst Indigenous communities and first peoples have striking similarities 
(Montgomery, 1995).  Western tribes revered them and avoided contact.  “The Crows absolutely never 
went up on the Pryor Mountains…already occupied by Little People” (1995, pg. 32). The little people are a 
phenomena that have numerous variations ranging from miniature sized humanoids to gnome -like 
creatures (Rose, 1996).  Physical features, proportions, and powers differ between Lakota wiwila and 
many of the accounts of small beings throughout the annals of American history and beyond 
(Sigmundsdóttir, 2015) . 
89 The Tarasco people still had medicine people who lived along the eastern side of the Missouri River until 
around the early the 1960’s.   
90 Sangre del venado, the deer medicine, was used for heart ailments.  My father employed sangre del 
venado several times over the course of his life to combat not just leakage of the heart but congestive 
heart failure.  He made full recoveries each time after using the dried form of the deer blood diluted in hot 
water and made into a broth. 
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placed a poultice on my chest.  I was so weak, I could hardly lift my head.  The last thing I 
remember was drinking that medicine and Natividad saying things over me, words I didn’t 
understand.  When I woke-up her and mother were by my side.  I felt hungry, but couldn’t 
understand why my mother had tears streaming down her tired face.  Natividad told me I had 
been at the brink of death for four days.  My mother by my side day and night.  
My appetite slowly returned and each day I got stronger.  The next time the doctor saw me he 
was in disbelief.  “How is Pete alive?  There is no medical way he should be standing here today.”  
This is the power of our medicine ways.  But it is also about the power of things unbeknownst to 
most people.  God as my witness, these things I tell you are true.  There are no myths.  
Understand mi’jo.  These particulars of a greater world shape us into what we are—they don’t get 
repeated over time if people didn’t see it with their own eyes. Just like the things I’ve witnessed in 
my life time, and you in yours.  Our Tarasco people and others like us, they knew these things 
because they lived with it and had the understanding long before Europeans ever came.  Now 
because the white man asks us to “prove” what we have always understood, we stop believing, 
because he says if we cannot substantiate our knowing with his science it’s a lie.   

(Shakes his head in dismay and quiet anger.)    
They try to make us feel like dummies91.  Well, I say don’t let them make you feel that way.   It has 
taken its toll on me over my life time.  To remain Tarasco, Lakota, is a hard road.  But you, Mario, 

                                                                 
91 Grandpa has recreated his Indigenous identity in the image of his choosing.  He is a postindian warrior in 
the Vizenorian sense as he provides a counter narrative that challenges hegemonic discourse.  His 
presence and the role he plays in Mario’s life is an example of “native identities as personal creations of 
the real” (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 73).  He owns his history, his recollections, and his experiences.  He endures 
through his memories as they advocate for Native persistence in the moment, even when he is challenged 
with his own deep-seated sense of inferiority that reveals itself from time to time.  He is resentful from 
having been made to feel ignorant but inspires Mario to stand defiant in personal resistance and spiritual 
domain.  
 Survivance of Indigenous elders has been given relatively little attention (Grandbois & Sanders, 
2009), however, what research has been done suggests they persist through elements of peoplehood 
(Heavyrunner & Morris, 1997) in the face of every adversarial social, political, and cultural challenge. 
According to Grandbois & Sanders Native identity for the elders endures through “resilience”. Native 
elders are pinnacles of endurance, but that strength is woven in the quilt of their cosmologies, their 
ontological positioning in the multiverse they inhabit. Elder’s testimonies “expressed a common cultural 
bond with their tribal members because of shared experiences and history.  They saw their people as 
survivors who must continue as a people because of the cultural heritage passed down by the ancestors” 
(2009, pg. 574).  This same research provides the narrative of a  Lakota elder who elaborated  

When Indian people had any kind of problems, they always had support from their peers, 
from each other, from their family.  In our Lakota society…we call it tiospaye…that was  
always a big part of our lives.  Tiospaye is your family; it is your own relatives, it’s your  
community that you live with. (as quoted 2009, pg. 575) 

This is both Grandpa and Mario’s experience as Tarasco and Lakota men.  
Although the Tarasco have never been federally recognized (their homelands are Michoacán, 

Mexico), the Torrez Martinez Tribal Council of Southern California have embraced more than one hundred 
Pure’pecha (Tarasco) farmworker families since 2000.  Interestingly, less than 6% of the Pure’pecha people 
living in California Coachella Valley are 65 or older (Ayala & Mines, 2002). It is a very young population, but 
that will eventually change.  Currently, tribal land sectors of Los Duros and La Chicanita have allowed 
space for HUD trailers on their tribal lands where the Pure’pecha of the valley can live.   

Pure’pecha omission from Mexican political history is only compounded by their total absence 
from U.S. history. Their nonexistence, except as a person of Mexican descent and/or farmworker, 
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methodically erases their presence. They are left to the devices of their own cultural survival. Grandpa’s 
resentments are not without cause.  His identity has been challenged throughout the 20th century and yet, 
he endures as a testament to Grandbois and Sanders’ notion of “resilience”.  They actualize Tarasco 
survivance. According to Gerald Vizenor these 

Native identities are in the words, to be sure, and in traces of wind and water; the distance of 
pronouns in a summer rain, the run of a thunderstorm, is as much an assurance  of native 
survivance as the chiastic inversions of the names.  That reversal of the pronouns, the second 
person as a tease of a native presence in the reader, could be an obscure trace of the obviative, 
the silence of the fourth person, that pronominal shadow of the unnameable native.  In other 
words, the fourth person could be a native presence in third-person stories or narratives. That 
obviation is a contrasted third person, a distinct narrative entity, or shadow, in certain native 
languages. (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 36) 

Within Grandpa’s stories shadow survivance persists and lingers in the voices of all his memories. 
 It is clear, Grandpa carries loss and pain. Durán and Ivey (2006) addressed the trauma of loss for 
Native elders as the wounding of the soul, or “soul wounding” (see also Durán & Durán, 1995), something 
that leaves marks on the psyche.  This comes from cummulative acts of cultural genocide that continue 
today and remain unsettled and deeply problematic amidst despair and poverty.  Yet the cultural bonds 
and spiritual rootedness of many elders provides mechanisms for coping.  Through storytelling Grandbois 
and Sanders (2009) learned five themes in Native elders’ coping strategies were present: resilience 
through ones’ worldview, resilience as a part of culture, resilience as in sacred relationality, family and 
community relations, and survivance as intergenerational that comes down through the ancestors (pg. 
572).  Elders expressed their belief in traditional and ancient value systems and ceremonial observance 
and these things are received through the oral tradition as well as through the Divine.  What we see 
changing in the lives of Mario and Grandpa is the growing disconnect of the youth from the community.  
The community, which serves as the foundation for traditional ways and provides the stage for ritual 
observances, is threatened. Age-old knowledge systems are dissolving.  Mario is consciously aware of this 
and Grandpa is the only link for him between the ancestors and any possible future.  Mario is witness to a 
community that overlooks the elders and exists as cliques and by-products of systems of dominance and 
the artifice of enduring peoples. Even Jewels and Alba take Mario’s relationship with Grandpa (whether 
real or transrational) lightly. 
 Finally, grandpa counsels Mario that the “red-road” is a hard one. Although the term is based on 
the simulation of the “red man”, a false representation, the term has cushioned itself into contemporary 
Native culture. Mark Poster declares that culture is wholly “dominated by simulations” because it is one of 
many discourses “that have no firm origin, no referent, no ground or foundation” (as quoted in Vizenor, 
1998, pg. 148). The “red road” may be demonstrative of the indian invention; or, it may be a coun ter-
narrative that reappropriates a pathway to healing. Psychologist Peter P. Gone transcribed the following 
explanation by a “Healing Lodge” administrator:  

The single most significant opportunity for me [in this therapeutic endeavor] is…cultural 
identity….We see ourselves as paving the Red Road to wellness….Paving the Red Road speaks of 
an attempt to demystify indigenous processes and make it a lot easier to grapple with this 
‘‘monster’’ called identity. Because I believe…that a person who knows who and what they are 
simply makes healthier lifestyle decisions. So, we need to find ways to allow our people to 
embrace their own practices. To reclaim. To make the whole process of the cultural renaissance of 
the Red Man…more palatable to the [Native] on the streets. (as quoted in Gone, 2011, pg. 187) 

Grandpa’s own postindian survivance is embedded in his lived experience of adaptation and the ability to 
recoil and rebound.  In this way, he counts coup and defeats romantic notions of the simulations of 
cultural dominance (Vizenor, 1999)   
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your Grandma always said you are wakan92.  And I say the same.  It’s a different world you live in 
today. You will survive only if you’re smart enough to not be tricked into thinking you don’t exist.   
 

ACT II 
Scene 1 

 
(MARIO’s bedroom.  Gobos reflecting light schemes of tin-punched lanterns 
cover the stage.  MARIO is sleeping in bed.  Mist from fog machines prevails 
lightly creating an oneiric, dream-like space that fills the floor area of his 
bedroom. GRANDPA is sitting-down in a chair to the right of the sleeping 
grandson.) 
 

GRANDPA 
(GRANDPA sings to MARIO an old Purekua93 as he sleeps.) 

 
Tirineni tsïtsïki  

Sera muy cierto  

Que tu eres naturalita  

 

Tirineni tsïtsïki 

 Sera muy cierto 

 Que tu eres naturalita 

 Nos juchá pórhepechska male 

 Jucha no kuatantani 

 Tirineni tsïtsïki 

 Ikarania 

 

 Tsipeni male 

 Janikua sapichu erontania 

 Nos juchá pórhepechska male 

 Jucha no kuatantani 

 Tirineni tsïtsïki 

 Ikarania 

(MARIO begins to shift around in his bed.  Grandpa smiles at the boy.  
Lights segue from MARIO’s bedroom to the kitchen where JEWELS and 
ALBA continue to converse. 

 
ALBA 

You are right. 
 

JEWELS 

                                                                 
92 Lakota word for a thing of great mystery or power (Catches, 2012).  
93 Pirekua is a post-colonial music genre tradition of the indigenous Pure’pecha communities. Primarily in 
the Pure’pecha language they sometimes incorporate Spanish phrases into the songs. They originate from 
the state of Michoacán, Mexico, sung by both men and women. For production purposes, the musical 
version of this pirekua can be found at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aBMOp_TmbW0 
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About? . . . 
 

ALBA 
Mario. 
 

JEWELS 
I know.  He’s my son. 
 

ALBA 
He’s not like them.   

(Turns from counter and looks at JEWELS.) 
But he’s got another kind of battle.  (Pause.) You know what I’m talking about. 
   (JEWELS folds her arms glumly.  ALBA goes to her.) 
 

JEWELS 
(Somewhat frustrated.)    

Alba.   You can see how badly Mario needs to really get on that ceremonial path.   
 

ALBA 
I do. 
 

JEWELS 
It would mean so much for you to help put him up on the hill.  Won’t you come with us in the 
morning?  It’s going to be the week-end. Take another day or two off work.  You’re the Director. 

 
ALBA 

   (Shakes his head ‘no’.) 
I can’t do it, Jewels. 
 

JEWELS 
I’m talking about a little moral support, here, Alba.  You can’t do that for me?  For all of us?  
What’s with you? Am I supposed to take your ties up there on your behalf?  Just take your prayers 
but leave the man behind because “he can’t do it”? 
 

ALBA 
(Snatches his bag of prayer ties up from the table and places them in a 
cupboard.) 

I’ll take care of them myself. (Pause.)  When I’m ready, okay? 
   (Sits in an arm chair facing a television.) 
 

JEWELS 
You keep people off the streets.  You save souls. But you can’t “help him”? That doesn’t sound 
like you.   
 

ALBA 
(Clicks through television channels with a remote to avoid looking at 
JEWELS.) 

I’m not his Dad.  And he makes sure we both remember that. 
 

JEWELS 
Alba. He’s dealing with things. You never saw that in any of your clients? 
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ALBA 

I don’t know. 
 

JEWELS 
Are you sure you’re where you want to be these days? 
 

ALBA 
What’s that supposed to mean? 
 

JEWELS 
I mean at the shelter.  It’s affecting you here at home.  (Concerned.) Maybe you want to go back 
to doing what you do best.  I mean, the gang unit’s tough, but you are never more alive than when 
you’re on the street doing your magic. 
 

ALBA 
I like where I’m at. 
 

JEWELS 
(Goes to him and sits on the arm of the chair.) 

You sure?  Because it doesn’t seem like it.  Not anymore.  How many kids you think you’ve turned 
around?  
There’s not many men who can do what you do, and do it well.  Look at me. 

(Turns his head toward her.) 
Look at you, my special man.   Look at what you’ve done?  You were a sun dancer.  You can 
speak Spanish, íí, Navajo…what else, a little Umonha?   English?    

(ALBA tries to play-off her praises.)  
I’m serious.  You grew-up on the border.  You were raised by a real bruja 94 stepmother, and 
you’re still sane.  (Smiles.)   Sort of. (Stands.)  
You’re gifted.  The youth need you, Alba.  You’re a counselor, a mentor.  Don’t keep it to yourself. 
 

ALBA 
I’m not. 
 

JEWELS 
You’re the reason Mario is where he is.  I mean, if it wasn’t for you, he might be in a very different 
place. 

(Takes the remote out of his hand and pulls him to his feet.  He resists. She 
persists.) 

Get up.  Come one. 
   (He stands. She faces him. Rubs his shoulders.) 
Mario is a survivor and I have you to thank for that.   
 

ALBA 
   (Turns away with a troubled look.) 
You’re right.  He’s good.  And smart.  

(Goes to counter to get some coffee.) 
In fact, he’s a prodigy what with his music and all.  But that ain’t because of me.  He did all that. 
 

                                                                 
94 Spanish for “witch”. 
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JEWELS 
You were part of it. And you don’t need any more coffee.   
 

ALBA 
   (Continues to pour.) 
Not the part you think.  (Turns.)  He’s the survivor.  Him alone.  I just don’t go for the people he 
hangs around. That includes your nephew.  I know he’s breaking away from that crew.  I’ll give him 
credit. Them guys are just such shady characters. 

(JEWELS tries to interrupt.  ALBA raises his finger to signal her to let him 
finish.) 

He’s straddling the fence by association.  They’re his one true enemy.   Believe me. 
 

JEWELS 
That’s why you need to be working with these guys.  It’s not like he’s getting high with them or 
doing bad things. 
 

ALBA 
Who said anything about getting high?  The influence of modern times, woman.   
Chance.  He’s at the mercy of chance.95   

(Pauses.  Thinks. Sighs.) 
I wasn’t any help to him.  If anything, I made it harder.  When he needed my help, I wasn’t there.  I 
wasn’t right back then.   
 

JEWELS 
If you’re talking about drinking it’s in the past.  This is today.  Right? That was what—almost ten 
years ago?  
   (He by-passes the question.) 
 

                                                                 
95 The issue of “chance”, as Gerald Vizenor (2009) poses presents challenges.  I understand and applaud 
the biographical hindsight that the “chance” of birth and namelessness are the fodder that forms stories 
that rise above the emptiness of absence evolving into a celebration of survivance and endurance (pg. 17). 
The mystery of uncertainty that leads to triumph over hegemony and internalized oppressions  is 
compelling. That Edward Curtis promulgated what was believed to be the last enduring images of the 
disappearing indian, in spite of his sense of artistry, for prestige and money is absolute (Vizenor, 2009). 
Curtis’ work is a tribute to the presence of manifest manners and the absence of native survivance—the 
manifest aesthetics of chance (2009, Chapter 9).   

Maybe.   
But Alba, who warns of the dangers of chance as a symptom of being born (by chance) in the 

modern time, is just as persuasive as Vizenor.  Gerald Vizenor is comforted by the prospects of enduring 
chance that can be transfigured into a positive outcome.  That is the stuff of Vizenor’s character. He 
“argue[s] that life is a chance, a story is a chance. That I am here is a chance” (McCaffery, Marshall & 
Vizenor, 1993, pg. 54).  He can thrive with chance that is transformative and embracing. Alba and Mario 
do not have the luxury of positivism, not until Mario finds answers on his spiritual path, and for Alba, he 
must first find the source of his grief.  Vizenor’s early anger in life was defeated as “an encounter with the 
unknown” (1993, pg. 52) a danger that he overcame. Mario must find what Vizenor refers as a tribal or 
spiritual existentialism.  If he succeeds he may achieve “The discovery of self through action, through 
being present” (1993, pg. 52). Without that, Alba and Mario may become defeated in  the process of 
chance. 
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ALBA 
Jewels, I don’t know how to help Mario.  I wish I did, but I don’t know. 
 

JEWELS 
So, what are you saying?  After all this my son isn’t worth seeing through the tough times? 
 

ALBA 
(Throws his hand in the air in angst.  Walks away.)   

Jewels, Jewels, Jewels . . . Listen to me.   Sooner you stop pretending buffalo still roam the 
plains, the sooner you’ll figure out he needs more than what you or I can give him. 
 

JEWELS 
I never said buffalo roam the plains.   

ALBA 
Good, because they don’t. 
 

JEWELS 
Geez, Alba.  How can you be so cynical96—about everything!    
You wear me out!   

(Exhales.  Picks up a tub of food and places it on the table.  ALBA tries to 
help her but she stops him.) 

But they DID roam the plains! 
   (He relents.) 
Why don’t you go to bed and get some sleep.  You aren’t obligated to stay up with me.   Besides, 
you’ve been working all night.  You have to be tired. 

 
ALBA 

I’m not tired.    
 

JEWELS 
Everything that comes out of your mouth tonight is “tired”.   

                                                                 
96 …Alba is cynical, suspect of a world he has learned to function within.  Vizenor’s idea of “chance” 
suggests the possibility of survivance, but for Alba chance is the probability his step-son Mario will fall into 
foul company and suffer the consequences of someone else’s bad choices, luckless chance.  He is also 
harboring resentment for traumatic life events that he has learned to rise above, but has branded him 
with the scars of disappointment.  For Alba, chance is the win or lose  of a bet, a gamble that he did not 
necessarily choose to play.  Yet he is dominant as a character, a mate, and a step-father, and not 
necessarily in a negative way.  Just “weird”, as Mario describes.   

Is Mario a character composed by chance, as was Gerald Vizenor? Is he the possible probability of 
divine order as a result of some genetic inheritance in which he is destined to fulfill?  Or, as the 
protagonist is Mario a chance by-product of a transrational rupture in consciousness in a fast moving 
world, about to burn out. Perhaps he must rise to a higher purpose, the savior unrealized?  Perhaps, we 
the reader, the audience, caught in an oneiric space of liminality are the true protagonist, caught in the 
absence of our own silence waiting for the characters to complete a story that is really about us observing 
ourselves in situ.  
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You may not see buffalo grazing outside the window, but they’re still around and so are we.  We 
haven’t disappeared. We’re not ghosts97.  (Defiantly.)    
My son will not be a ghost.  Why do you think I’m taking Mario back home for ceremony?  We 
have men up there who can help.  

 
ALBA 

You mean a medicine man?  You don’t have to take him back home for a medicine man.  They’re 
a dime a dozen.  You can’t throw a stone without hitting one here or there. 
 

JEWELS 
Stop it. 

 
ALBA 

I ran into one the other day when I was coming home from the shelter.  He was laying on the 
ground by the alley with his long hair matted in dry blood and his eyes swollen shut.  Someone 
had beat the shit out of him.  So, I park my car and get out to see if he needs help—call him an 
ambulance or something.   You know what he says to me?  “Get the hell away from me.  I don’t 
need your help.  I’m a medicine man!”   
I say to him, “man, you’re hurt pretty bad, you ought to let me call someone to help you.  
 (Animated.)   “The tunkas98 take care of me”.  He slobbered.   So, I left him there so the tunkas 
could do their thing, ‘because there wasn’t anything I could do for him. 

                                                                 
97 Avery Gordon, in Ghostly Matters (2008), uses literary studies, sociology of Argentina’s “disappeared”, 
and U.S. slavery to challenge ways of seeing the world.  She looks at human hauntings as supernatural 
realities that result from a psychology of anxiety.  Jewels wants Alba to know that they have not 
disappeared as political refugees in this same sociological sense.  She wants to live outside of the shadows 
of historical erasure. As in the case of buffalo that were methodically exterminated, they continue to 
persist (perhaps in that same chancey sphere of possibility as does Vizenor).  Indigenous people persist 
and refuse to linger as a mere haunting in the memory of American soci ety.  
98 Tunka or tunkan can be translated into Lakota/Dakota as rock or stone, but it comes from a very ancient 
reference that means much more than just a stone.  It refers to an antediluvian time when the essence of 
this world was formed and exists in the essence of the stone. It holds the memory of “endlessness”. Ella 
Deloria briefly touches on this, but what little she says nevertheless equates to great insight since she was 
a native speaker of the Dakota language and learned much from the oldest relatives that still understood 
the “sacred language” (1998, pg. 52).  Alba repeats the anglicized expression of the word “tunkas” as he 
heard it from the man lying in the alley, with an “s”, pluralizing it into English.  

Black Elk gave his testimony to Joseph Epes Brown.  In that 1953 text which is called The Sacred 
Pipe: Black Elk’s Account of the Seven Rites of the Oglala Sioux, Brown never refers to the stones as 
tunkan.  In fact, for having spent so much time with Black Elk, it is a bit surprising that he used so little of 
the Lakota language, giving no context for his many translations or sacred songs.  Rather, he used a lot of 
vocables and the term Wakan Tanka (which refers to that which is Great, Holy, Mysterious) (Deloria, 1998, 
pg. 51) almost tediously throughout the text. Brown records Black Elk saying that the rocks represent 
“Grandmother earth” (pg. 32). However, grandmother or mother earth is referred to in the Lakota 
language as unci maka and is the space wherein the stones are placed.  Petaga Yuha Mani (1999) refer to 
the tunkan in English as “holy stones” or “grandfathers” that are used in ceremony and are positioned in a 
way that represents the four directions of the unci maka, mother earth.  They are placed in the dug-out 
area of earth that embraces the idea of the womb of the mother.  See also the chapter on “Sacred Stones” 
by Vine Deloria, (2006), The World We Used to Live In. Golden: Fulcrum Press. 
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JEWELS 

Maybe he was a medicine person.  Even a holy man can find himself lost. Doesn’t mean he’ll stay 
that way. 

ALBA 
Everyone thinks they’re a medicine man.  It’s the fairy-tale of the modern world.  These gabachos, 
they get baptized into the New Age and head up to Redbone Dog99 or Pipestone100—they beg to 
help with the fire or some trivial task so they can say they’re part of that (dramatically)  “sun dance 
family”.   
 

JEWELS 
I know what’s coming.  You’ve told this story so many times. 
 

ALBA 
Well, sometimes a good story needs to be heard more than once! 
 

JEWELS 
You’re friend from high school . . .  
 

ALBA 
He wasn’t my friend.  He was a pot head-Deep Purple-wannabe.  Greg Kluber.  But I bet you 
didn’t know that him and his 3-man band played at one of my garage parties.   I was sixteen.  He 
agreed to take whatever donations the crowd put-up.   We were kids; we pulled together forty 

                                                                 
I bring these things to the attention of the reader because it is wise to understand that 

mistranslations have occurred.  And Black Elk’s name does not ensure accuracy or validity of the words 
written on his behalf.  N. Scott Momaday wrote that “Black Elk is a storyteller…He runs the risk of 
language, and language is full of risk” (1997, pg. 23).  Now he was referencing John G. Neihardt’s account 
of Black Elk Speaks (1932), and not Joseph Epes Brown, The Sacred Pipe (1953); however, what Momaday 
says is important in that one man’s interpretation of that which is sacred or of the Holy cannot be 
generalized, particularly through second party translation.  More than that, Brown was not Lakota nor 
practiced Lakota ceremonial traditions, nor was he of any other tribal affiliation.  Although he may have 
believed he was providing an accurate depiction of Black Elk, the English account suffers in certain 
understandings of the sacred as Black Elk would have undoubtedly been aware of better than anyone alive 
today. If we, the common reader, see fractures in the diction or word choice of the account, it concerns 
me that Brown’s third person account of the wise man’s story holds significant flaws. See also the work of 
Thomas E. Mails, (1979) Fools Crow: Wisdom and Power. Lincoln: First Bison Books, in which the author 
catholicizes Frank Fools Crow’s episteme of Lakota cosmology through omittance of Lakota language 
axiology. 
99 Redbone Dog is a purely fictitious name.   
100 It is the only quarry in the world that produces “pipestone” (MPR News Radio, 2009). This is the stone 
used in the making of the  canunpa (sacred pipe) bowls used in Plains ceremonies. The stone is composed 
of the blood of the Sioux nation (Brule, 1985) and relates directly to a creation story.  It is also, in the 
context of its reference in the script, the location for at least one sun dance ceremony that  takes place in 
the vicinity.  Because it is a pan-Indian sun dance where many tribes (including Mechica) attend, it has also 
drawn the curiosity of some new-age seekers.   For general information on the archeological contents of 
the Pipestone site, see generally Douglas, D. 2006. An archeological inventory and overview of Pipestone 
national monument, Minnesota (Midwest Archeological Center Occasional Studies in Anthropology, No. 
34). Minnesota: National Park Service. 
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bucks, which was a lot back then.  But Kluber got pissed and wanted more.  My buddies and I 
escorted him out, head first.  See?  You didn’t know that part.  Then when I went back home for 
my cousin’s funeral, my Uncle says I want you to meet this Ojibwa medicine man named Fool-
Know-Good.  He’s the real deal.  Come with me to his house and I’ll offer him tobacco to help you 
out in your grief. 
   

JEWELS 
When I left you.    

(ALBA scowls and continues his story.) 
 

ALBA 
(As ALBA recounts the scene the medicine man appears on the riser SR 
reenacting the story.  Alba narrates from his position in the kitchen with 
JEWELS.)  

Yes. I was having a hard time.  So, we go into this little yellow house with shutters on the windows 
and a (anglicized) “mi casa es su casa” plaque on the door.  A middle-aged lady with dyed-hair 
and a huge turquoise squash blossom answers the door and leads us to a back bedroom. The 
shades are closed and it’s filled with the choking smell of patchouli incense and burning sage.  I 
wanted to throw-up.  So there’s this guy sitting in an armed chair with a rattle in his hand, his eyes 
half-closed like he’s in a trance.  Mousey grey-brown hair with a fresh fade and a straggly four-
inch pony tail for effect.  He’s like a guru poster child from the seventies, except he’s wearing a 
Ralph Lauren ribbon shirt. Even a white buffalo calf poster with a Pocahontas looking woman 
extending her arms to the sky, sending out good vibes to the universe.  Next to his chair there’s a 
basket with a card that reads “donations”101.   Huh!  He starts shaking his rattle like he’s in a 
peyote ceremony.  And get this, he recites his credentials.  

GREG THE MEDICINE MAN 
Grampa Leon Redbone Dog gifted me these sacred ways so that I can help the people.  (Pause.)  
I have just returned from our sacred sun dance.  There, in the sacred sweat lodge,102 he said he 
must begin to give away his medicine.103 He’s getting old and will soon make the journey. He has 
asked for help from those of us he can trust to carry on these sacred ways.”  

                                                                 
101 Greg is the complete invention of the Hollywood indian, a perfect commodification of the idea of the 
absent indian rebirthed and resold back to the community from which it was imagined (Deloria, 1998; 
Raheja, 2010; Rollins, 1998). 
102 Greg is making reference to the Lakota inipi, a ceremony that according to Albert White Hat most 
literally means “they are receiving life” (2012, pg.  122) . Even though, in this modern era men and women 
attend sweat lodges ceremonies, it was only for the men because they didn’t have a means to purify 
themselves as women do (V. White, personal communication, October, 19, 2012). In addition, as White 
Hat explains, men were providers, hunters and warriors. Sometimes they might have to take another 
human life.  Since the home is cared for by the woman, it is her domicil e.  The warrior has to maintain it 
with food and other necessities in order to stay there. Before he can come back into the encampment and 
into the home he had to go through a purification.  The lodge was a place to enter back into the womb of 
mother earth to find cleansing and communion with the Great Mystery (Crow Dog, Chapter 10, 2010).   
103 This is a discussion within the realm of Native Identity and ownership of identity.  Throughout Indian 
country in general, and Lakota country in particular, there is a struggle ensuing in regards to 1) ceremonial 
people who have given ancient knowledge to outsiders, and 2) appropriators and practitioners of Native 
spirituality without consent.  This second group are often referred to as “outsiders”.  

The term “outsider” has many implications.  First, it is frequently applied to anyone who is not 
Lakota (or of the Native nation from where the ceremony or Native knowledge originates).  Second, it is 
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used to make reference to those who are not American Indian (federally recognized), or anyone who is 
not Indigenous or acknowledged as a ceremonial person in Native or tribal circles.  The most obvious 
reference is toward non-Natives or new-agers who are most often looked upon as appropriators of Native 
culture.  Once having loathed the image of “savage” with an aversion to the primitive, the new agers are 
seizing upon Indigenous ways of knowing in “an envious awe for a holistic spirituality that might be the 
last best hope for the human race” (Jenkins, pgs. 2-3, 2004).  These are the people who come from what 
Jenkins playfully tags as the “Tribe of the Wannabe”.  Native people, having previously been looked upon 
as servers of the devil (pg. 20), are now seen as fashionable.  To have your own personal American Indian 
shaman today is akin to owning the latest Louis Vuitton accessory.  These people are referred to as wasicu 
which means they are the fat takers (White Plume, 2012), those who take the best for themselves.  To 
think of oneself first is antithetical to the Native idea of Metakuye Oyas’iᶇ, or “all my relatives” as in the 
idea of relationality put forth by Native scholars as Leanne Howe (1999), Greg Cajete (2000), Shawn 
Wilson (2008), and Craig Howe (2002).  
 Will the real postindian warrior please stand-up? 
 It is worth citing a great piece of writing from 1996. Ward Churchill wrote a well cited editorial for 
The Moccasin Telegraph entitled, “The Rise of the Plastic Medicine Men” (1996).  In it he makes the 
successful case that inventing oneself as a medicine person can be l ucrative, especially in literary form.  
Both Native and non-Natives alike have marketed their memoirs in the first-person voice of the “medicine 
person” because everyone wants a good “medicine -man” story.  Churchill cites literary frauds such as 
Jamake Highwater, Chief Red Fox and others.  The manifest literary manners of William Least Heat-Moon 
should have been added to Churchill’s list.  In 2004, John Price wrote a memoir of his personal prairie 
explorations in Not Just Any Land: A Personal and Literary Journey into the American Grasslands. A 
sincerely emotional and compelling work, he interviewed several prairie authors including Least Heat-
Moon who explained how he received his name from his time in the Boy Scouts. John Price, a non -Native, 
learned during endless if not arduous interview moments with Least Heat-Moon that he was likely the 
definitive simulation of the indian. Gerald Vizenor attributes “another cause of manifest manners and 
simulations in the literature of dominance” to the writings of Least Heat-Moon who “would undermine his 
own intended identities as a postindian author” (1994, pg. 24). But the work sells, people love “indian” 
wisdom; so much so, it landed him an interview slot with PBS as an authority of the Lewis and Clark travels 
in which he responded to the following questions in relation to the tribes: 

When they heard that they were exploring and not traders, what did they make of this 
expedition? 
Well, I suppose that that the the response of Indians to find that this is an exploring group rather 
than a trading group probably varied from tribe to tribe. I don't think that there was a unified 
response, anymore than there was a unified response by the Indians to anything else. These were 
different peoples, spoke different languages, different cultures. They functioned with the other 
river peoples in different ways. But what's the question again? 
Vision quest, seeing this  
It it it seems that once, let me say it this way, it seems that that the Indians who could actually 
understand that that the expedition was in pursuit of of the far country, the far western sea, to 
learn what was there, to learn new names for these things, could possibly understand this in 
terms of a Native American tradition, that who who knows how old it is. The vision quest in which 
an individual goes into the remoteness, alone, typically, isolates himself or herself, vision quests 
also happened with women. And seeks to link himself or herself with the greater power. And in a 
way, that was that was what Lewis and Clark were doing, they were going into the remoteness to 
find links with a greater power. In this case it was it was the other half of what is now this nation.  
(Heat-Moon, 1997).   



113 
 

(As if he’s hearing the spirits.)   
Hon104.  (Pause.)  Uh-hon.  (Pause. Nod.)  Hmmm . . . The spirits tell me you are struggling.  You 
are seeking answers.  

(Wields the rattle up and down.) 
Hon . . . (Pause. Nod.) . . . uhhh.    

(Simulating a Hollywood Indian he uses his hand to gesture the sign of 
road.) 

They say you must find your way back to the red road of life.  But, (pause) uh-huh . . .  uhhh . . . 
there is much you still have to learn and . . . 

(Pause.  Tightly squints his eyes.)   
. . . hon. 

(Clears his voice, as if listening to the spirits.)  
They are here to help you, but you must ask them first.  They are here in a good way . . . (nod) . . . 
They are with us.   They can guide you.  Help you walk the good road . . . they will enlighten you 
as you make your path in this world.   

(Gives a heavy vibrato, as if overwhelmed with the power of the spirits.)   
Hi-ya!”  

(Waves the rattle wildly.  Shaking it in the direction of ALBA, as if he were 
cleansing him off.)   
 

ALBA  
As soon as I recognized this guy who played a cheap guitar and couldn’t sing, I had to take him 
on.  I said to him, as he was pretending to be all out there in his spirit-world trance.  “Hey Greg, 
you still play in a band or are you going solo these days?” 
 

GREG THE MEDICINE MAN 
(He stops rattling, opens one eye just enough to see who is talking.  Plays it 
off and continues shaking rattle.  In vibrato.)  

Huhhhhh.   Huhhhhh.    
(Begins rattling harder as if to drown out any conversation.)   

The spirits, they say you come here with questions.   Hiiiiiyaaaa.   They say you must pray to 
them.  Your prayer is a sign of faith.  (Higher-pitched.)   Huhhhhh.   
 

ALBA 
My buddy whispered to me.  “This work takes a lot out of him.  I think he’s getting tired.”  So, I say, 
“Greg, how long you been a medicine man?” 

 
GREG THE MEDICINE MAN 

(He rattles faster. Pause. Then slows.) 

                                                                 
Thankfully, Heat-Moon will not be the elder who puts Mario up on the hill for his hanbleceya.   
 Will the real indian ever be known? Churchill also quotes the late Vine Deloria on this topic making 
reference to non-Natives who  

are so alienated from their own lives and so hungry for some sort of real life that they'll grasp at 
any straw to save themselves. But high tech society has given them a taste for the 'quick fix.' They 
want their spirituality prepackaged in such a way as to provide “‘instant’ insight, the more 
sensational and preposterous the better. (as quoted in Churchill, Moccassin Telegraph, 1996)  

104 Lakota word for feminine “yes”.  The Lakota language is gendered and honors the sacredness of each 
sex.  A man does not speak like a woman and a woman does not speak like a man. Greg dishonors the 
language by misusing the feminine. 
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When the spirits chose me to come into these ways I began to learn from the old ones.  Grampa 
Leon gave me his medicine.  It is then that the spirit of the old Grampas began to teach me!   Hi-
ya! 
   (Peeks through one eye.) 
 

ALBA 
“I thought you had to be born into these ways.  Are the spirits taking applications from just anyone?  
Because I could use a better paying job.”  (To JEWELS.)  He went off.  He opened both eyes, glared 
at me, and threw his rattle on the floor.  He got up off his chair and yelled at my buddy. 

 
GREG THE MEDICINE MAN 

The spirits have been insulted.  Take this heretic and get out! 
 

ALBA (To JEWELS.)    
I couldn’t resist.  “Man, you don’t play medicine man any better than you played a guitar In fact, 
you suck at both!” 

(Fade out on GREG THE MEDICINE MAN.) 
 

JEWELS (Laughing)    
I can’t believe you did that—to your buddy that took you there.  You burst his bubble! 
 

ALBA 
Naw, he was good-spirited.  He was more surprised to see his Ojibwa medicine man lose control.  
Hey, some of these imposters invent this shit right out of a John Ford western. 
   

JEWELS 
(Her smile is tinged with sadness)    

No wonder the kids don’t trust the real thing. If you’ve never seen it, you can get burned by the 
fakes.   

(Out of left field mockingly.)   
Hiii-yaa.    

(They both crack-up laughing.)  
 

ALBA 
 (Laughing.)  You are very bad! 
 

JEWELS 
You are a trickster. 
 

ALBA 
But a good one, no? 
 

JEWELS 
Yes. 
 

ALBA 
(Sighs.  Suddenly somber.) 

Yea.  They do get played from all sides.  It’s probably best you are taking him back home.  I’m 
praying there’s someone up there who will put things in perspective for Mario.  He is worth it. 
 

JEWELS 
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I’m taking him to Lek’si105.   
 

ALBA 
Good. 
 

JEWELS 
I still wish you were going up with us. 
 

ALBA 
(Shakes his head.) 

I’m not indian enough for your rez. 
 

JEWELS 
Tsk!  Get outta here.   
 

ALBA 
Babe, it’s the way it is. 
 

JEWELS 
   (Shakes head fervently.)  
No.   You are just right the way you are. 

 
ALBA 

Not according to skins up there, I’m not.  Jewels, people up on your rez think that big stamp of 
federal approval makes you a legitimate certified Indian.  No one else outside of the borders get a 
crack at being Native because you all have it tied-up.  If you can’t get into IHS106, you just ain’t 
cool. 
   

JEWELS 
Tsk!  That’s not true.   

ALBA 
Isn’t it?  Why do you think I don’t want to go up there?  I’m tired of being called the Spaóla107 
every damn time.  I’m not a Spaniard.   I don’t have any Spanish blood.  Geez!   
 

JEWELS 
I know.  I know. 
 

ALBA 
Up here in the North no one knows or cares about the history of Mexican Natives, and they sure 
don’t know a thing about us Otomí.  We don’t have that USDA stamp on our asses.  We who are 
Indigenous, Native, aboriginal, whatever you want to call it—we are non-entities in the eyes of U.S 
skins.  (A bit dramatic.)  We’ve been disappeared by the Indians of Great Plains.  Shunned by our 
own relatives. 

(Laughs at himself.) 
 

JEWELS 
                                                                 
105 Lakota word for “uncle”.   
106 IHS is the acronym for Indian Health Services. 
107 Lakota word for “Hispanic”. Broadly used also for Mexican or Spanish.  
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Don’t get over dramatic. 
 

ALBA 
How is that over dramatic? 
My people have a longer history in México than yours does in South Dakota, but I’m the half-
breed?  I’m a full-blood!  As if it really mattered to anyone.  Who’s harder on the Indian than the 
Indian?   Oooo, you’ve learned well from the white man.  No wonder the kids are bi-polar and 
paranoid. 

(Goes to the refrigerator.)  
 

JEWELS 
Always below the belt!  Alba, it’s about our relationship with the United States.  The Otomí have 
one with México, and we have one with the U. S. 
 

ALBA 
As wards of the state?  
 

JEWELS 
Come on.  You know we Lakota have a sovereign relationship with this government preserved in 
the Fort Laramie Treaties of 1851 and 1868. This government is obligated by the law of this 
land—a law they created—to respect their treaty obligations. It’s in the constitution. It’s not that we 
think you’re less, that’s not it.  It’s that we have a very specific nation-to-nation relationship with 
the U.S.  Your people don’t have that same federal history that we do.  
 

ALBA 
Well, I resent it.  Next time they ask me to check the box asking me ‘what race’, I’m going to 
check the “fuck you” box and write my whole lineage down the margin.  Let them figure that into 
their census.  Besides, there’s only one race.  Human!  

(Looks through the refrigerator.  Stops, turns to JEWELS.) 
Did you say “we”? 
 

JEWELS 
I meant my tribe. 
 

ALBA 
So, you’re not Tarasco anymore?   
 

JEWELS 
You know what I mean.  My U.S. tribe. 
 

ALBA 
Wow!  “Us” versus “them” all over again.  What the heck is that?  

(Continue to rummage through refrigerator.) 
You’re starting to sound like very “American”.  
     (Looks at the tubs of food.  Then back to the refrigerator.) 
Are you taking everything in the house with you?  Where’s my churros? 

 
JEWELS 

I don’t know.  Didn’t you eat them?   
   (Looks in the tubs.) 
 



117 
 

ALBA 
Ah, here they are.     

(Turns from refrigerator with a churro hanging out of his mouth.) 
And you know I can make better fry bread than anyone in your family.  That is your U.S. family. 

 
JEWELS 

   (Goes to cupboard for some honey. Shows her frustration.) 
Really? 
 

ALBA 
It’s just a fact.  I can make churros and I can make some bad-ass frybread.  The unhealthiest 
commodity driven food a person can eat.  Learned from the Navajo. 
 

JEWELS 
Yes, your old girlfriend.  We know how that ended?  That’s what you get for frying-up food in fat. 
 

ALBA 
   (Ignores the cut.) 
That’s why the wasicu doesn’t have to worry about getting rid of us.  We do that to each other 
better than they ever could.  You know that.  He knows that.  Between commodities, drug trade 
and blood quantum ruling our existence, we’ll wipe ourselves out by the middle of the century.  
Clean.  Spot free.  And then who will make the frybread?   
  

JEWELS (Laughs.) 
Witko108.  You are so bi-polar. 
   (Reaches for a churro. He slaps her hand.) 
Share, Alba!  We don’t have much time left, right? 
   (Eyes the churro.) 
 

ALBA 
And now I need some milk.   

(Returns to the refrigerator.  JEWELS snatches a churro before he notices. 
ALBA turns to JEWELS.) 

I should’ve got that on the first trip.   
(Smiles.  Fetches milk and glasses.) 

 
JEWELS 

I don’t want milk—too many hormones.   
(There is a pounding sound coming from the upper room.  They pause 
momentarily, look in that direction, then return to their conversation. Softly.) 

I want water, please. 
 

ALBA 
   (Bites his lip. Softly.) 
Water it is. 
   (Goes to refrigerator once again and gets her a bottle of water.) 
But you see, there will be one other strain of Native left.   

 
                                                                 
108 Lakota for “crazy”.  But it can infer different meanings.  In this case, it is in a contemporary rendit ion of 
the word. 
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JEWELS 
Sounds like a virus. 
 

ALBA 
   (Shakes his head wryly.) 
The Hasapa109.  You, the Indian/Mexican/Africana—the Mafrican-Lakota-prickly-pear-cactus-
flower, with a tinge of Portuguese. You and yours will be the sole survivors of all our feuding.  
You.  Not me.  It will be your particular flavor of Native.  That’s who will remain.   
 

JEWELS 
You’re weird.  Pass me some honey.      

(Reaches for honey.  Thinks a moment.) 
 

ALBA 
You appreciate my wit, ennit? 
 

JEWELS (Smugly.) 
“Tolerate” is closer.   
 

ALBA 
Well, if you can’t appreciate my wit, at least love my voice.  Who’s the best singer in the lodge 
over at Lone Wolf’s?   
 

JEWELS 
Not you.   
 

ALBA 
Hurt! 
 

JEWELS 
(Arrives at an epiphany.)   

Oh!  I see what you mean.  I get it.   It’s Terry Reeves.  Yea.  Those Reeves brothers can sing 
real good. 

                                                                 
109 Lakota expression for a person of black color. The term became more prevalent as a result of African 
American units being sent West.  The U. S. military had shrunk as a result of the Civil War.  To rebuild an 
American army the congress decided to support the recruitment of both free Blacks from the north and 
freed slaves. They formed segregated Black units to complete the conquest of the West.  These troops 
were known as the “buffalo soldiers” (Leiker, 1997).  Some married into the tribes  and their descendants 
are now enrolled members of various tribes (Yellow Robe, 2008).  
 However, there are currently many tribally enrolled members who are Native of African descent.  
Many walk in both cultures, active participants as Africans born in America, and Natives of sovereign 
nations (Kahn, 2014).  African Americans with Native roots affirm their cultural identity in varying degrees 
both on and off the reservations (Gordon, 2015). How one is accepted into the Native community is 
dependent upon how one supports Native values and how integral they are in the community both 
socially and ceremonially.  

Establishing concrete definitional standards for what constitutes Indigenous is called for, but  the 
list of definitions is vast and in some ways discordant.  The work of Jeff Corntassel (2003) reviews the 
foremost definition/descriptions and concludes the strongest framework to build off of is the concept of 
Peoplehood put forth by Holm, Pearson, and Chavis (2003).    
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ALBA 

Case in point. They’re committed to both the Black and Native communities, right? They know 
their Omaha ways. 
 

JEWELS 
At one time the Lakota and the Omaha were one people.  You can tell by the languages—if you 
want to know how you’re related to a people, just listen to their language.  It will tell you 
everything.  I knew this lady a long time ago; Dad was helping her.  She made it up here from 
México with her two sons.  They got sent back and she was here by herself. Hardly spoke any 
Spanish, mostly Nahuatl. She stayed with us for a while until we could send her to California 
where she had more family. Mom heard her talk in Nahuatl and recognized the sounds.  She said 
there were word parts that sounded identical to Lakota.  And they were very old words.  Crazy, 
huh?  ‘Apa Irepani, my grandfather, told stories that were so much like my mom’s and her mom’s.   
Don’t you think it more of a divine coincidence that all our stories are so similar?  Two different 
nations from two different places on earth, and similar understandings about things of the spirit—
part of our ohúᶇkankan.110 Really old stories.  
   (Moves DS.) 
We are not the big mystery we think we are.  Daddy used to say, “Mi’ja, this world isn’t hard, we 
just make it hard”.  He was right.  I believe that is because we were related somewhere in the 
past, or maybe in the future, and all this is the circle finding its way back around.  Does that make 
sense?  Alba, this might be the past, and we’re really moving away from the future.  We just 
forgot.   
 

JEWELS (Exhales.) 
But then, I think of when I was young. So many Mexicanos, many were Tarasco, countrymen from 
my grandfather’s village: compadres111, padrinos, some hiding behind their mask, shouting gritos 112 
into the shadows. So far from their homeland, unable to go back, they drank their heartache then 
spit it back out at the world.  At each other.   
   (Breaks the seriousness, animating a bawdy drinker.) 
“Chúpale con ganas113!”  And living by the law of pain como. . .114   

                                                                 
110 This is one Lakota word for “story”.  Ohúᶇkankan in an inference to old myths from a long ago time.  I 
am reminded of Paula Gunn Allen (1986) who commented on the mysterious beauty and potency of the 
myth—not as in legend or tall-tale, but as mythopoeic revelation. The very old stories like ohúᶇkankan 
renews our understanding of the world (See “Terms”, footnote 17 for expanded discussion).  Jewels sees 
the stories as having a timeless and sacred origin. They uncover an interconnectedness that leads to a 
common history, a relationality that bonds together people (Hart, 2010) in ways that most people do not 
usually observe. When different tribes find that single thread of truth that makes the story of one, the 
story of the other, a rediscovery of forgotten history occurs.  Like “magic”, it rekindles relationships 
“between all of those parts of experience that commonly divide us from ourselves, our universe, and our 
fellows” (pg. 117).  
111 Spanish for a “good friend”. 
112 Spanish for “a Mexican sound like a shout”. 
113 Spanish suggests “drink it up with intent, with passion” in reference to liquor. 
114 Octavio Paz, in 1950, published a collection of essays entitled The Labyrinth of Solitude in which he gave 
a raw accounting of the postcolonial Mexican male identity.  Today, much of Paz’s work is looked upon as 
highly gendered evaluations of a male dominated Mexican cultural identity, and for that reason it is raw 
with a disparaging accuracy. As a social and literary trope, donjuanismo “Iberian machi smo” (Mitchell, pg. 
118, 1998) has impacted male identity within Indigenous cultures actually changing once matrilineal 
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communities into patriarchal systems.  It has been critically addressed in the work of contemporary 
playwrights such as Carlos Morton (Daniel, 1989), but needs much more artistic review in the twenty-first 
century, for it now penetrates our young men in new and far-reaching ways (Erlanger, 1976; Pigeon, n.d.). 

Looking at the infusion of Spanish colonial values, the image of a Mexican/Mexican Indian self has 
clearly been psychologically and socially polarized with a national “mask” (Paz, 1985). This mask has 
women bound, men unable to express themselves begging the question “But how can we agree to let her 
express herself when our whole way of life is a mask designed to hide our intimate feelings” (pg. 38). And 
thus the Mexican’s internalized oppression (Duran & Duran, 1995) allows him to denounce both himself 
and his progeny in perpetual condemnation. “All of our anxious tensions express the mselves in a phrase 
we use when anger, joy or enthusiasm cause us all to exalt our condition as Mexicans: ‘Viva Mexico, hijos 
de la chingada!’” [Long live Mexico, sons of the fucked] (pg. 74).  Such intense disdain for self and the 
mother (conquered Mexico), such acute post trauma, can only be understood through a 500 year 
perspective (Bonfil Batalla, 1996) of American holocaust that erupts from an “Anguished Past” into a 
“Troubled Present” (Torres, 2003).  

However, the ghosts of agony created by Spanish and English occupation find themselves 
confronted by postindian acts of survivance. George E. Tinker (2004) calls it the “Spirit of resistance” that 
takes place through ceremony—ancient spiritual practices.  Vizenor names it “survivance” and 
“transmotion” (1998) the actualization that comes from story and action moving forward.  White Hat 
(Zuma, 2011) concurs in his belief that in the case of the Sicangu Lakota of the Plains, the people have 
persevered by countering the disharmony of Caucasian lifeways.   Ceremonial rites such as the Plains 
Sundance (also see Black Elk, 1953; Catches, 1999; Crow Dog, 1995; Tinker, 2004) restores equilibrium. 
Tinker explains that ceremonial rites are the way the people endured generations of assault.   

The “soul wounding” (Duran, Firehammer & Gonzalez, 2008)  of  the southern nations originated 
under very specific conditions for over five centuries. Consequently, Mexican Mixed-Bloods, or mestizo, 
often remain in perpetual conflict with their sense of being gente de razón (people of reason) and in situ 
with their Native reflection that surrounds them in the essence of the profundo. Bonfil Batalla confesses 
that “Very few people care to understand what it means to be Indian” (1996, pg. 19)  even though they 
retain the face of their ancient of Zapotecs, Otomí, Tzeltal, or Pipil relatives. The image of the Indian self 
emanates from all directions. Still, there remains an intergenerational resistance to the acceptance of a 
Mexican national identity resting in the image of Indigenous.  Instead, the preference is to strive for a 
“convergence” in the formation of a “national culture” (Bonfil Batall, 1996, pg. 61) based on the indian of 
the past. Any Mexican national culture exists only in the imaginary, but there is the exception that is 
spawning throughout various part of México profundo.   

The cultural/ceremonial phenomenon of Mexicanism is on the rise and it has a direct relationship, 
at least in part, with Lakota spiritual pathways.  Aldo Daniel Arias Yerena prefaces what is occuring 

La mexicanidad es un movimiento de búsqueda y rescate de las tradiciones nativas del México 
antiguo, en particular de las etnias nahuahablantes, como los toltecas y mexicas, que ha retomado 
como movimiento cultural-espiritual distintos rasgos culturales, como la lengua náhuatl, la 
utilización del calendario solar (azteca), las celebraciones de distintas fechas conmemorativas y 
rituales cíclicos, como los solsticios y equinoccios, además de practicar la espiritualidad 
prehispánica, con rituales como las danzas y los temascales. (Arias Yerena, pg. 196, 2012) 

By way of the Sun Dance ritual of the Great Plains and Mexica and Tolteca cultural remnants, Native 
Mexican spirituality is reinventing itself.  

El intercambio entre la mexicanidad y la espiritualidad lakota se inició cuando Francisco Jiménez 
Sánchez (Tlakaelel), líder de la mexicanidad, conoció a Reymundo Tigre Pérez (jefe chicano) y a 
Leonard Crow Dog (líder espiritual lakota) en 1980, en el Primer Simposio de las Cuatro Flechas, en 
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(Does a José Alfredo Jiménez 115 nasal pronunciation.)  
. . ..“El Rey”116. (Laughs.)  

(Sings “El Rey”, by José Alfredo Jiménez.)   
“Con dinero o sín dinero” . . .  

 
ALBA 

(Laughs.  ALBA thumps out a three-quarter beat on the table. Picks up on 
the song.  The two sing.) 

. . . “hago siempre lo que quiero 
Y mi palabra es la ley – ayyy 
No tengo trono ni reina 
   
 ALBA       JEWELS 
Ni nadie que me comprenda   Ni nadie que te comprenda 
 
 

ALBA & JEWELS (Together.) 
Pero sigo siendo el rey” 

(Laughing and acting drunk.  ALBA gives a drum roll.  JEWELS elicits a long 
squeaky grito.) 

 

                                                                 
Mesa, Arizona, presidido por Tigre Pérez [Jiménez, 1992:227], simposio que congregó a un gran 
número de jefes nativos de todo el continente americano. En dicho simposio se conocieron el jefe 
de la reservación lakota de Rosebud, Leonard Crow Dog y Tlakaelel, y, según este último, el jefe 
Crow Dog lo invitó a Dakota del Sur a realizar la ceremonia de la Danza del Sol. (Arias Yerena, pgs. 
198-199) 

Leonard Crow Dog, however, contrary to the previous quote is not the chief of the Rosebud reservation or 
the Sicangu Lakota.  He is a much revered medicine man who served as one of the ceremonal leaders 
during the 1973 seige of Wounded Knee.  In 1980, he attended the Four Arrows Symposia in Mesa, 
Arizona, where he met both Pérez and Sánchez.  As a result, Crow Dog invited Sánchez to South Dakota 
and eventually is said to have given him permission to become a sun dance leader. “The first sun dance 
took place in Coacalco, in 1982” (2012, pg. 199).  In person communication with Crow Dog he spoke of 
how he directed the first sun dance in México to teach that hocaka, or sun dance family, how to correctly 
carry out the four-day ceremony (Crow Dog, 2008).  Since then, the sun dance has moved to other 
locations in México and the American Southwest.  
115 José Alfredo Jiménez of Guanajuato, Mexico was considered by many as “the most prolific composer of 
ranchera songs at mid-century” (Broyles-Gonzalez, pg. 193, 2002). His music and life emboldened the 
essence of Mexican life as a “tragicomedy” and personified the Mixed-blood character of México “because 
he was able to distill Mexico’s character and idiosyncrasies…pain and destruction…in typical life -affirming 
fashion, this songwriter laughs in the face of adversity” (Larkin, 2016). 777 
116 The lyrics from Jose Alfredo Jimenez’s composition “El Rey” reify the inflated sense-of-self that serves 
as a mask for feelings of the Mexican male disconnect first articulated in the twentieth century work 
Octavio Paz’ The Labyrinth of Solitude.  It serves as an aesthetic response to the idea of the mans’ word 
being the law, and that even if he has no throne (a European sensibility of what determines a man’s worth 
in society) or understanding by society, he is still a king in his own mind.  There is a gratuitous tone and air 
of self-pity in both the lyrics and the performance of Jimenez and other interpreters. Yet, the song stands 
as an archetypical depiction of the passion of the Mexican to assert his existence in the face of despair. A 
full recording of the song can be heard at https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EyRN5u59zyM 
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ALBA 
Ajua!! (Laughs.) 
 

JEWELS (Laughs.) 
God, I hate that song.  You don’t know the number of times, as a young person, I had to hear that 
song, like an anthem of drunken despair and self-pity.  Why does that stuff come back to a person?  
After so many years?  
 

ALBA 
   (Puts his finger to her temple.) 
Plants itself.   
 

JEWELS (Melancholy.) 
Like a thorn. And I don’t need it.  

(Stands.  Places her hand on each side of her head and smooths back her 
hair.  Repeats the movement.) 

I can play with it, tease with it, but I refuse to believe it.  
   (Brushes hands over her face and outwards.) 
All gone. (Beat.) Till time for another good laugh. 
 

ALBA 
(Still laughing.) 

I wish I could brush it off as easily you do. 
 

JEWELS 
Sure you can.  Just do this. 
   (She comically cleans off ALBA with her hands.) 
 

ALBA 
Nay, woman. 
   (Tries to push her hands away.) 
I know how the old timers felt.  Your ‘Apa Irepani, how he surely felt not being able to ever go 
home to his village. The language and customs dying all around him. No wonder so many of them 
turned to drink.  Here and on the reservation. 
 

JEWELS 
My grandpa was not an alcoholic.  They said he had a drink sometimes… 
 

ALBA 
…I’m just saying, it isn’t hard to see how people lose heart—why they would drink. When you 
become invisible to the world you live in, pretty soon you become invisible to yourself. And look 
what follows.  Up on your mother’s rez the government beat it into them not to care about 
anything—not even each other. Just cat-fighting for nothing. You put-up a casino and you think 
you’re “nation building”117.  You get a block of soft money and the project never gets done.  
Someone swindles big bucks while the kids keep killing themselves and the schools don’t even 
have text books. They make the people pay for them damn FEMA reject trailers118 and pretty soon 

                                                                 
117 (Jorgensen, 2007; Taiaiake, 2005) 
118 Once deemed unsafe, emergency FEMA trailers (Majority Staff of the U. S. Committee on Science and 
Technology, 2008) were withdrawn and permanent housing began to take place for the Katrina victims.  



123 
 

someone in the family has a cancer. The feds pulled the Katrina victims from them because they 
were so dangerous, but the reservation thinks the government is doing them a favor by selling 
them “toxic tin cans”119.  The war on Indians is far from over. 

(Acknowledging his own epiphany with a finger in the air.) 
Ah-ha!   
 

JEWELS 
You’re right about corrupt politics, but not the heart of the people.  We still care.  They still care.  I 
don’t understand why you have to be so critical? You talk like we’re just throwing everything out 
the window. In spite of corruption and greed, the real people are trying so hard to keep tradition 
going. Besides who made you the nation building police? 
Look at you. 

ALBA 
What about me, Jewels? 

JEWELS 
You know your Otomí language and you don’t even try to speak it.  Maybe you’re declaring war 
on yourself. Some Indian you are. 
 

ALBA 
I didn’t grow-up being an “Indian”.  You didn’t on your dad’s side, either.  That’s made-up.120  I grew-
up knowing I was Otomí.  World of difference. Indians are dead things. You know that.  They’re 
make-believe—paper dolls that the west imagined for their own sick sense of humor—and 
perversions.  First-world people are alive.  Our world, here first!121 

                                                                 
Reports found that “The deleterious health outcomes experienced by occupants center on the existence 
of a hazardous chemical, formaldehyde, in the FEMA travel trailer's palette of construction materials. 
Formaldehyde is a chemical used in a variety of products, including composite wood and plywood panels, 
and is considered a cancer-causing substance by the International Agency for Research on Cancer, and a 
probable human carcinogen by the U.S. Environmental Protection Agency” (Verderber, 2008). However, 
FEMA turned around and began selling them to reservations across the country knowing they were posed 
serious environmental health hazards.  Indan Country Today published an article in 2012 that stated:  

The health issues surrounding these FEMA trailers have been discussed among a few community 
members and tribal leaders over the time length of three tribal administrations—both current and 
previous councils. Despite concerns, it was surprising (to me) to see these trailers arrive on the 
reservation a few years back, when housing shortages seemed to have heightened and there was 
a need for more housing. In a sense, these units were to become the quick fix to our housing crisis. 
But these trailers, when used in the Gulf region after hurricanes Katrina and Rita, had high levels 
of formaldehyde, which made them a high risk to a person's health. (Cree, 2012) 

119 (Gardner & Irwin, 2009) 
120 Vizenor advocated that Crossblood people were truly survivors as a “postmodern tribal bloodline” 
(1990, pg. vii).  Furthermore, he states that the “Indian” is nothing more than “a colonial invention, a 
simulation in sound and transcription” (1990, pg xxiii).  
121 As an Otomí, Alba originally comes from the altiplano (high plain) of México. He has a distinct 
connection to México yet he is sorely disconnected from other Otomí having lived in the United States for 
so long, and living primarily with Chicanos near El Paso, Texas. Still, he believes in the resilience of a 
tenacious Indigenous México even as it is negated in contemporary Mexican discourse.  México is 
essentially Indigenous.  From the foundational agricultural elements that comprise ancient civilization to 
villages that act, believe and actualize ancient cultural value systems in the present, to over fifty-six 
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JEWELS 

I grew-up knowing I was Tarasco and Lakota and Black and white122. . . 

                                                                 
remaining native languages, and the transmission of living culture in the 21st century (Batalla, 1996, pg. 
22), México profundo is steadfast.   
 Alba asserts that “first-world people are alive”, and he is correct.  In 1996, Bonfíl Batalla estimated 
there would be 8-10 million Indigenous people living throughout México by the 21st century.  However, 
according to Instituto Nacional de Estadística y Geografía, that expectation has more than doubled to 
25,694,928 which is nearly 22% of the population of the country.  This does not take into account the 
number of mestizos and mixed-blood indigenous population which sets the number of Indigenous people 
to 80% or more.  

Colonial as well as contemporary efforts in México to eradicate the Native through assigning them 
into the past continues.  The methods by Mexican westerners to de-indianize tribal people have occurred 
by way of statistical ethnocide, ideological conversion, political and social ethnocide and racial ethnocid e, 
or loss of identity through racialization and elimination. This is more easily accomplished politically since 
“In México there is no legal definition of what it means to be Indian” (1999, pg. 19). These methods 
function as a “historical process through which populations…are forced to renounce their identity” and 
further “block the historical continuity of a people as a culturally differentiated group” (1996, pg. 17).  On 
one level, Alba may be suggesting that “Indian” is a misnomer in origins; however, he may also be 
unconsciously alluding to their historical invisibility as a people.  
 The “mestizo” accepts the absence of naming and rejects not only the image of self -reflected in 
the mirror, but the life-ways still entrenched in the psyche.  Bonfíl Batalla suggests that what results from 
this negation of self is akin to a social schizophrenia and “reveals that a mechanism  of identification has 
been broken” (1996, pg. 45).  A rupture of individual and group identity continues to erode the national 
character of the “imaginary” México.  Still, we see the many dimensions of indígenidad emerging, 
integrating and building alliances throughout México and the Americas.  See generally the information 
provided by the following websites that represent intertribal socio-political alliances:  Alianza Indígena Sin 
Fronteras, http://www.indigenousalliance.org/; Tonatierra, http://www.tonatierra.org/; Gathering of 
Native Americans (GONA), http://www.justice.gov/sites/default/files/tribal/legacy/2014/02/06/gona.pdf; 
The Confederation of Indigenous Nationalities of Ecuador (CONAIE), 
http://amazonwatch.org/work/advancing-indigenous-peoples-rights-in-ecuador; The National Congress of 
American Indians, http://www.ncai.org/ 
122 Bobby Vaughan (2013) looks at the reality of Crossblood Mexican Africans.  He establishes the point 
that “an important feature of Mexican mestizaje flows from essentially a doubling down…that there is no 
room for “non-mestizos” in modern Mexico.  The foundational architects of this ideology in the 1920s 
were clear that neither indigenous people nor blacks were envisioned as part of this modern mestizo 
Mexico, (Knight 1990; Gerardo 2011; Pansters 2005; Yankelevich 2012” (pg. 229).  As such, he makes the 
case that identity is complex, but extends itself beyond the “mestizo” limitations of self-recognition. 
Although there is no crisp perception of  

what blackness means; there are many ways of finding one’s place in Mexico’s racial landscape.  
While nationalist mestizaje ideologies have and continue to influence how Afro-Mexicans 
understand their place in the world, the underlying limits of such a discourse -- the cult of race-
mixing while rejecting blacks and Indians --  are starting to unravel and blacks are opening up 
spaces for more affirming approaches to living a black Mexican reality. (Vaughan, 2013, pg. 236)   

Jewels sees herself as a composite of distinct components. Even though Alba teases her about the 
definitions of color and ethnicity, she stands intact, unintimidated by the confusions or the complicated 
reasoning behind race.  She understands herself as being of the Lakota people, for the Pure’pecha people 

http://www.indigenousalliance.org/
http://www.tonatierra.org/
http://www.justice.gov/sites/default/files/tribal/legacy/2014/02/06/gona.pdf
http://amazonwatch.org/work/advancing-indigenous-peoples-rights-in-ecuador


125 
 

 
ALBA 

(Qualifies.)  Portuguese. You are part Portuguese.   
(Laughs.  Sudden knocking coming from the upper room.  The two look at 
each other.  Alba tries to ignore the sound.)  

. . . White is the absence of color, not a culture, not an ethnicity.  It’s just a symbol of privilege.  
And Black is the totality of color.  But what is it really? 
 

JEWELS 
Does it have to be that heavy? 
  (Chews churro.  Wipes mouth.) 
And you’re missing my point.  You don’t try to speak Otomí, and you should.   

 
ALBA 

With whom am I s’posed to have this tet-a-tet, Jewels?  The Kenyan fellow across the street?  
The little Czech lady at the bakery? You?  (Sarcastically.)  Wrong tribe.  Who do you want me to 
survive my language with?  Do you see anyone from Hidalgo around here? 

(Serious mode.  As if the fatigue of the evening is settling in. Sighs.) 
There isn’t anyone.  (Softly.) Besides, I’ve forgotten. 

(Wipes her mouth and her hands.) 
 

JEWELS  
Then maybe the only sensible thing to do is become a Mexican—call it like it is. You’re a 
displaced Otomí with a vague memory of who you once were and what you once spoke.  
Chances are everything you know is going to die with you anyway, right? 
 

ALBA 
So you think if I allow myself to be a mestizo or a Chicanito, I’ll have an automatic membership 
into the friends and family plan?  (Laughs.)  And when they come to pick me up for mass I’ll have 
my golden key into heaven, right?  I’ll go right into that church and take my place amongst the 
dead saints hanging off the walls. 
 

JEWELS 
I remember when I was little I had to go to Saint Rose of Missions School. That whole culture of 
the cross: the plaster images of dead people hanging from the walls, pictures of crucifixions and 
saints everywhere . . . it was like growing up in a mausoleum. Everything carried this air of death 
and defeat, like a canopy over the school, the reservation.  Dad didn’t want us involved in it, but 
mom was convinced it was best for us. When Daddy saw how unhappy we were, he put his foot 
down and said, no more. You would think it would have been my mother that objected to us being 
raised Catholic.  But it was dad.   
 

ALBA 
Your Dad knew. Like his Dad knew before him that we would never find ourselves if we didn’t 
shake Catholicism.  It has us colonized to the very core.  Like a dog on a chain.  Maybe that 
Mexican mask you were talking about has the Chicano, the Mexican—hell, all of us so damn 
pacified and blind we really can’t see what is happening to us.  

                                                                 
and also descended from Caucasian and African people.  Her seeming social and cultural balance is 
enviable. 
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First time we get a little curious, begin to question “why” or “if” any of this is true, up rises that little 
cop in the head, the man in black, the po-po, the guilt, the dead men dripping blood down the 
walls of our mind jail123—just  to remind us… 

(Taps his head.) 
…don’t think too much.  Don’t start shit you don’t have the audacity to finish. Don’t ask questions,  
   (Begins to sing, acting out the words to the song.) 
“Just be thankful for what you've got 
You may not have a car at all 
   (JEWELS laughs at his antics.) 
But remember brothers and sisters 
You can still stand tall  
Just be thankful for what you got.”124    
 

JEWELS 
Baby, you are so crazy. 
 

ALBA 
It’s the performance, girl.  The mask. We’ve worn it so long we don’t know how to act without it.  
We don’t even know who we are without a mask glued to our face.  Always giving a believable 
show, and for what? (Introspectively.)  To hide from our ghosts.   
 

JEWELS 
History?  Those ghosts don’t exist unless you let them. 
 

ALBA 
We are ghosts.   

(Simulates a traditional dancer doing the Duck and Dive dance of the Plains.)  
Duckin’ and Divin’ like at a powwow.  That’s probably where the dance came from,  
trying to dodge that priest wielding his golden cross, getting ready to stick it to you. 
 

JEWELS 
What did you put in that honey?   
 

ALBA 
That’s why we left New México, right?  I was sick of the culture of Catholicism.125  Drives a person 
to drink.  

                                                                 
123 Alba interestingly makes subtle suggestions to concepts addressed by a number of Chicano poets.  His 
reference to the “little cop”, the “dead men dripping blood down the walls of our mind jail” suggest direct 
experience with possible incarceration, or a genuine understanding of the world of the penal system.  It 
echos the poetic observations heard in the voices of such authors as Raúl Salinas (1999, 2006), Ricardo 
Sanchez (1973, 1976), Luis Talamantez (1976) and Jimmy Baca (1989, 1990, 2015). 
124 "Be Thankful for What You Got" (DeVaughn, 1972) 
 
125 The missionary history of the [Catholic] Church was shrewd and swift at adapting Catholicism to the 
cultural symbolism of the continents it invaded, arms interlocked with the sponsoring nation. The church’s 
essence was founded in pagan tradition and in certain respects appropriated her world organization and 
strategy from the Byzantine Roman Empire—the church consuming for itself all of the resources drawn 
from its converts (slavery & manpower) and newly acquired civilizations (Williams, 1992). The Catholic 
Church historically integrated its laws and rituals with the customs of the locally conquered then quickly 



127 
 

 
JEWELS 

And it did.   
 

ALBA 
Yea, but I’m all better now. 
 

JEWELS 
For the most part. 
 

ALBA 
Okay.  I admit it.  I like it here.  I like the ways of the people—even if they don’t get me. 
I need the spiritual protection I’ve learned here.  The kinship, the land, the language126-- I like 
hanging out with the Omaha’s.  I even kind of like hanging out with you. (W inks.)   
 

JEWELS 
There’s a “but” in there. 
 

ALBA 
No. 
 

JEWELS 
Sure there is.  You miss your people and your ways. 
 

ALBA 
   (Stretches his back.) 

                                                                 
baptized them in the name of their most holy.  The consequence was the dissolution of the aboriginal 
people, the extermination of entire tribes and languages (Yardley & Neuman, 2015), and the 
internalization of the oppressor into the psyche of the conquered (Stannard, 1993). However, in Vizenor’s 
Indian gothic novels he takes the idea of the frontier gothic narrative and transforms it into his own 
postmodern critique of invasion and conquest.  He challenges the position of victimry with abounding 
symbolism and metaphor as in Bearheart: The Heirship Chronicles (1978) and spares little in “grisly 
humor” (Velie, 2011).  The Catholic church, as the spiritual arm of conquest, is represented in the 
character of a pilgrim named “Benito Saint Plumero” who “castrates his rival and suffocates him by 
stuffing his penis and testicles down his throat, and then is himsel f strangled by a nun” (2011, pg. 76). 
Columbus’ discovery is inverted in Vizenor’s Heirs of Columbus (1991) into a place where healing occurs 
and history is rewritten.  

As the church consumed the Indigenous people of middle America, including what is now the 
Southwest, “The colonizing form of civilization that invaded…had defined them  [Native people] as the 
embodiment of the idea of savage, and therefore fit subjects for conquest and conversion by Christian 
princes, as authorized by the Papacy in Rome” (Wil liams, 2012, pg. 187).  Alba, as the “every man” of the 
Americas, after centuries of oppression, encounters the intergenerational effects of Catholicism in the 
form of a social nightmare. He sees how the “culture of Catholicism” has defined the essence of the 
mestizo, or the politically formed the Chicano.  
126 Even in his desperation and critique of self and culture, he is bound to the principles of a peoplehood 
(Corntassel, 2003).  Alba looks for the solace of “kinship, the land, the language” and admits to  finding a 
lost part of himself in the Omaha tribe. He finds a new geographic home to rest himself and find in 
geopiety a place to workship (Tuan, 1976, 1991). 
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That was México.  That’s way beyond New Mexico.  In fact, that was a life time ago. I’m sadly so 
removed. 
 

JEWELS 
So was Charles Eastman127, but he became a Dr. and wrote books to bring together his world and 
the white world. 
 

ALBA 
He went into a self-imposed exile and lived his last days alone.  Never a white man, no longer a 
Native. He was forever alone.   

(Sits in the arm chair. Takes his shoes off.) 
 

JEWELS 
It’s ironic, isn’t it?  I remember what a student radical you were.  I thought you were  
Chicano with all your “viva la raza” and protest marches.  
 

ALBA 
Yea.  (Sardonic.) I was all about la raza cósmica.128 
   (Pause.  She rubs his head.) 
You were such an AIMster. I thought you were cool. 
 

JEWELS 
I wasn’t in A.I.M.  I was working for the B.I.A129.  (Laughs.)  
 

ALBA 
   (Looks around his chair.) 
Where’s my bedroom slippers?  You you should have been working for A.I.M.  You’d been a great 
AIMster. 
 

JEWELS 

                                                                 
127 Charles Eastman was a Santee Dakota medical doctor who treated victims of the Wounded Knee  
massacre and saw first-hand the demise of so many of his people (the Sioux nation is comprised of the 
Lakota, Dakota and Nakota).  He was also an author.  His life was one of activism and solitude.  Unable to 
ever truly find peace within the world of westerners, he divorced his non-Native wife, and ultimately lived 
a remote life in in upstate New York, never returning to his homelands.   
128 José Vasconcelos was one of the Mexican intellectuals during the cultural reconstruction period of 
México.  Educator, lawyer, revolutionary, he was a renaissance man of his era.  With the goal of changing 
the intellectual template of México away from European models, he and others wanted to build on a 
history and identity that embraced a broader sphere of culture including observance of Indigenous art and 
culture.  In this way they hoped to nation build México with a pluralistic identity that celebrated historical 
indigeneity and European reasoning.   

In 1925 he wrote a piece entitled La Raza Cὀsmica (The Cosmic Race) promoting a new national 
identity that merged and glorified a unified cultural México.  “No contemporary race can present itself 
alone as the finished model that all the others should imitate. The mestizo, the Indian, and even the Black 
are superior to the White in a countless number of properly spiritual capacities” (Vasconcelos, pg. 410). 
But it was essentially flawed. Vasconcelos categorized intellectual virtues of reason in the European, 
Native, Asian, and African people in that order.   
129 Acronym for the Bureau of Indian Affairs. 
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You would have been a better one.  Of course, there wasn’t much A.I.M going on in that one-
horse college town.  I’m glad we didn’t stay in the Southwest.  I don’t think we would have lasted.  
You were so deep into that whole raza identity. And I couldn’t stay away from Mario.  It may have 
only been eight months, but it was the longest eight months of my life.  All for a job. 
 

ALBA 
You saved me, woman.  I wasn’t in a good place down there. I told you, New México was toxic for 
me.  My Dad had died.  I felt kind of like I was the last man standing.  I saw the idea of la raza as 
a way to fit in, try and find myself.   That whole Chicano identity thing —it was pressed upon me.  I 
made it my diversion. 
Where are my slippers? 
(Gets on floor and begins to look under the chair.) 
 

JEWELS 
Diversion?  Alba, you were in your element. 
 

ALBA 
No. My step-mom and her whole family were into that.  They were some distant relatives of Ricardo 
Sanchez, or maybe they just thought they were.   
 

JEWELS 
Who’s that? 
 

ALBA 
I can’t find my slippers. (Gets up and wanders the room.) 
Did you put them somewhere? 
 

JEWELS 
   (Retrieves them from behind the television. Hands them to him.) 
That’s where you put them last night.   
   (ALBA puts them on.) 
So who’s Sanchez? 
 

ALBA 
Oh, that pachuco poet out of El Paso.  That whole family had anger issues. No substance, no 
agenda, just mad about something all the time. They were always on the cusp of waging a 
revolution, but it was more about getting high and talking shit.  I don’t know what my Dad saw in 
that woman.  They didn’t have any of the same values.   
 

JEWELS 
I thought you said she helped him get his papers.   
 

ALBA 
Yea.  I think she was a bruja.  She did that stuff, you know.  And charged people to do bad 
medicine for them.  She was a fanatic about el movimiento, the church.  One time, when I was still 
pretty young, she made us crawl to church on our hands and knees.  The asphalt tore through my 
jeans.  I was bleeding but she wouldn’t let me get up. She was a strange woman, and after Dad 
died she got even wackier. 
Our people didn’t have this notion of “sin”. I don’t know why my Dad bought into it, why he let all the 
teachings he grew-up with just fall to the wayside. These mestizos, I tell you, they live on a teeter 
totter.  That whole world was so out of imbalance.  Everybody got tore-up on the week-ends, 
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including her. She could put down the beer. Then we all went to church on Sunday to ask for 
forgiveness.  Next week, same routine. Over and over.  
 

JEWELS 
At least you had your sisters and your father—while he was still alive. 
 

ALBA 
Dad was already assimilated. Don’t forget he had moved up here long before he sent for me and 
my sisters.  Mother had died. The girls were a mess.  They were all older and it was so hard on 
them.  Once they got to the border nothing really mattered.  Dad encouraged them to find 
husbands.  So they did.  I haven’t heard from my little sister, for more than six years.  
   (She climbs behind him and sits on the back of the arm chair.) 
When I first got here we lived near Chaparral, just north of El Paso.  It was a real borderland 
experience. I look back at it now and it still leaves a bad taste in my mouth.  You can’t be Native 
there without falling into that whole conquistador and Indian narrative.  I just imagined I was 
mestizo as a way probably of trying to fit in. My sense of being an Otomí man was all but erased 
by this idea of the Chicano: the angry, lost soul, the Native searching for himself everywhere but 
in here. 

(Taps his chest.)  
 

JEWELS 
(Runs her hand over his head.) 

Let’s erase all that bad juju?  That was yesterday.  
   (Smiles at ALBA compassionately.  He tries to laugh.) 
 

ALBA 
I resent that voice.  It’s still in my head.  I’m not a mestizo, but I’m not a Native from here. I don’t 
come from a horse culture130. . .  
 

JEWELS (Interrupts.) 
You know where you come from.  You can’t let your bad experience turn you into the same 
bitterness that hurt you...It’s like you told me, just because a man finds himself down and out 
doesn’t mean he sleeps on the ground for the rest of his life—you don’t stay down and out. You 
go through your changes, be mad, sad, grieve—then lift your head up. Look into the sun.  You 
find healing that way.  Just look straight into the sun, show gratitude, and speak it out loud.  Soon, 
the anger is gone.   
 

                                                                 
130 Although the culture of various Plains tribes is sometimes referred to as a “horse culture”, this is a take -
off from the poem, “How to Write the Great American Indian Novel” by Sherman Alexie (1996). In it he 
addresses a list of indian simulations in the form of witty and painful couplets.  

  All of the Indians must have tragic features: tragic noses, eyes, and arms  
 Their hands and fingers must be tragic when they reach for tragic food.  

The hero must be a half-breed, half white and half Indian, preferably   
 from a horse culture. He should often weep alone. That is mandatory. . .  
Within this work are the embodiments of Baudrillardian simulacra.  Alexie becomes the post-indian 
warrior as he calls-out and challenges Natives and non-Natives alike to revisit the stereotypes that 
uncomfortably foster the hyperreal. Alba negates the simulacra of the mestizo and that of the horse 
culture, yet his sense of loss of identity is rooted in the hyperreality of the very ideas he rejects.     
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ALBA 
Who does that? 
 

JEWELS 
Me. 
 

ALBA 
It doesn’t hurt your eyes? 
 

JEWELS 
Only if you do it to try and prove something. 
You have to get that guy out of there. 

(She takes her hands and begins to wipe ALBA down, like a cleansing.)   
 

ALBA 
What guy? 
 

JEWELS 
This one. 

(She taps his head.  ALBA begins to relax.  Puts his head back.  Closes his 
eyes.) 

 
ALBA 

I’m not sure how to get rid of him. 
  
 

JEWELS 
Well, until you do just celebrate the “beauty” of your Amerindian roots.    

(JEWELS gets up.  Begins to toy with ALBA as if seducing him with new-
age dance movements and tease.  Builds.) 

Your only other choice is accept your Native passing.  Your mother tongue will be a dwindling 
memory that gives way to the cosmic language, and you will speak only Spanish.  And if you start 
to miss yourself, you can slip on a one-size-fits-all new-age Aztec connection.  

(Dances gracefully with waving arms like a flower-child from the sixties.  
Grabs a churro from the table pretending it is wand.) 

Then you will look for your Coatlicue spirit guide.131     

                                                                 
131 Jewels is making reference to the Coatlicue archetype (Anzaldúa, 1987, pgs. 46-50) and other icons 
from Aztec mythology that are used often times by “those who long for the ‘lost origins’ as well as those 
who feel a profound spiritual kinship with the ‘lost’… (Alarcón, pg. 99, 1992). Although “through the 
evocation of indigenous figures” (Alarcón, 1992, pg. 100) writers such as Anzaldúa and Alarcón strive to 
establish a sense of indigenism in Chicana or mestiza consciousness, many Native scholars and authors 
read such work as a negation of Native axiology. They perceive such literatures as having agendas that 
promote western feminisms, as well as divert attention from tribal scholarship, history, and spiritual 
practice (Cook-Lynn, 1997, 2005).   

From a Vizenorian perspective these archetypes have the potential to produce the absence of the 
Native in tribal stories and memories (Vizenor, 1994). As a “transethnic” simulation of the indian, mythical 
icons may operate as the “sacrifice of the real, the unnamable, and the antecedence of natives” that 
potentially transform the Native into the “evermore…other, actually twice the other in the transethnic 
sentiments of indian victimry” (2009, pg. 18). Regarding Anzaldúa, Contreras (2006) explains “By subtly 
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(ALBA shakes his head as she tries to slither her arms around his head.)  
 

ALBA 
Tsk.  Stop.  
 

JEWELS 
Feel the serpent energy fill your being.  Merge with the earth goddesses, or suffer as an exile in 
the borderlands.   
 

ALBA 
Stop, goofy.  You’re getting sugar all over me.   
   (Stands up. Dodges her teasing moves.  She persists.) 
 

JEWELS 
   (Waves her hands as if casting a spell.) 
Close your eyes, Tezcatlipoca132.  Feel the warm waters of white, black and red fill your being.   
Sense the duality.  (Giggles.) 
   (Runs her hands down his back.) 
Tingles, eh?   
Are you feeling the transformation?   Serpent energy?  Huh?  Are you? 
 

ALBA  
   (Takes hold of her hands and holds them.) 
Are you kidding me?   
    

JEWELS  
(Laughs. Pulls her hands away.  Imagines a magic wand.)  

                                                                 
insisting on her Native/Indian identity—she is the primitive—the author is able to represent her prose and 
the knowledge it produces as indigenous” (Contreras, 2006, pg. 49).   Contreras continues, “Anzaldúa’s use 
of Aztec myth, however, also participates in another intellectual lineage, one that is more properly known 
as Modern Primitivism” (2006, pg. 49). It is this very primitivism that has created a legacy of simulations of  
savagery that has arrested the Native throughout history. Lumbee law professor, Rob Williams, observes, 
“Even in the twenty-first century, Western civilization remains obsessed with the idea of the savage.  By 
‘obsess,’ I am drawing on a language that is intimately familiar to most people throughout the West 
today—a language of therapy (Williams, 2012, pg. 219). 

The fine-line that exists between the search for cultural self and the appropriation of Native 
spirituality within Chicano and new-age practice is sharp.  Elizabeth Cook-Lynn and Vine Deloria (1995) 
were adamant about the clear distinction between Indigenous realities and diversionary tactics to distract 
from issues of American Indian survival.  Cook-Lynn (2005) was particulary wary of even "‘contact zone’ 
course[s] in reading Chicano and Native American heritage and the comparisons” (2005, pg. 184). Jewels 
observes the debate lightly.  For her, it is an unrealistic approach in the understanding of the Native self 
and teases Alba with the choice of succumbing to a hypothetical “New-Age Aztec connection” or become 
an “exile in the borderlands”.  
132 Tezcatlipoca was one of the Aztec deities and is found earlier in both Olmec and Mayan cosmology and 
known as the smoking mirror, god of war, and the power of divination (de Orellana, León-Portilla, & 
Suderman, 2013).  Tezcatlipoca conceptually is observed within the writing of Gloria Anzaldúa, (1987) and 
serves as an “epistemological practice" in TUSD’s Mexican American Studies program (Romero, 2010).  
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Of course.  Poof!  It’s gone.  Abracadabra! You’ve been erased.  Now you are the new mestizo.   
Poof!  Just like that. 
 

ALBA 
Okay, okay.   
 

JEWELS 
   (Pulls him close. Suddenly serious.) 
Alba, please don’t go missing in action. I need you whole.   
 

ALBA   
(Pause.  Looks JEWELS in the eye.) 

No M.I.A. I promise.  (Pause.)  What would I do without you?   
I’m not going to lie, either.  I come from an odd place.  I can just about juggle it until I let other 
things start to name me—name “us”.  I may have when I was a younger man.  But I don’t ever 
again want to live like a wounded hybrid inventing shit out of myths so I can imagine I’m whole.  I 
pray that guy is real dead and done. 
 
 JEWELS  
Let him stay dead.  He had his time; now you have yours.133 
 

ALBA 
Deal.  You’re a strong woman, Jewels, you endure134 everything you come into contact with.  
Including me.  

(He dancers her into a twirl under his arm and pulls her back.)  
You make me strong.    

(Twirls her again.  JEWELS giggles.) 
 

JEWELS 
   (Brings her close.) 
You know what to do. 
 

ALBA 
(Holds her from behind. Swaying to invisible music.) 

                                                                 
133 Vizenor describes the act of transmotion as that of “shared power” that occurs with and through 
“native stories and natural reason” (Vizenor, pg. 183).  Jewels exercises her own personal sovereignty with 
ease while sharing power with Alba.  She typifies postindian survivance through her personal 
“sovereignty” in “motion”.  This allows her to resist subjugation in her relationship, as well as encourage 
Alba through imagination and “performative acts” that tease and empower him during his moments of 
doubt. 
134 Edward R. Spicer and & R. B. Spicer (1992) article, “The Nations of a State” introduced the idea of 
Indigenous peoples as “enduring peoples”, persistent and resilient.  This idea became one of the 
springboards for Holm, Pearson & Chavis’ (2003) model for applied research, the Peoplehood Matrix. As a 
framework for understanding the breadth of peoplehood it observes “four interlocking aspects” that 
provide an “accurate picture of the ways in which Native Americans act, react, pass along knowledge, and 
connect with the ordinary as well as the supernatural worlds” (pg. 15). See also, Holm, T. 2003. 
Sovereignty and peoplehood. Red Ink, 8, 41-43. 
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Time to become, or time to die.  No in between.135 
   (He kisses her cheek.  Fade to black.) 
 

ACT II 
Scene 2 

 
(Lights shift to riser USR on a group of young people in their late teens or 
early twenties. A downbeat pulses SFX under the scene. Several boys 
dressed in urban swag are in a confrontation. BOY 1 is in BOY 2’s face with 
hands raised-up talking loud. BOY 2’s face is shadowed in Hoodie.)  

 
BOY 1 

I’m gangsta.  I’m gangsta. Big G. Wha-nigga?  
(Boy two tries to push Boy 1 away.)   

You better not put yo’ hands on me. 
BOY 2 

 
Fool, you betta back off of me.   

(They both sway toe-to-toe with each other. BOY 2 has a bagged quart in 
hand. Kids around them edge it on.) 

 
BOY 1 

We the “skins” muthafucka.  We the “skins”.  We don’t play, nigga. Get in my face. You gonna get 
in my face? 

 
BOY 2 

I get in yo’ face. 
 

BOY 1 
You’re a perfect po’ass, I’ll kiss you in yo’ mouth, punk, nigga. 

 
BOY 2 

I’ll do the same thang. You a absent NDN wannabe.  
(They dance-up on each other back and forth).   

 

                                                                 
135 Vizenor would say that “Native American Indian identity bears the tribal memories and solace of heard stories” 
(1994, pg. 52), and exists as an entity in its own right, “it is that of a particular historical being, and this identity can 
persist only through the continued integration of ongoing experience” (as cited in Vizenor, 1994, pg. 64). That  

becomes the act of re-storying, which Alba does through Jewels. It can occur through the literatures of dominance 
(Vizenor, 1998) as simulations, inventions of the unreal (Vizenor G., 1994, 1998) that erupt from internalized 
oppressions as noted in the work of Paulo Freire (1995) and Augusto Boal (1995).  Or it manifests in acts of 

survivance that demonstrate the endurance of the postindian (Vizenor 1994, 1998, 1999, 2004). As such, it becomes 
a process of healing and reinvention of the Native self (Dunbar-Ortiz, 2014; Duran, E., & Yellow Horse Brave Heart, 
1999; Taiaiake A., 2005, 2008; Will iams, R. A., 2012).  Post-colonial psychologist Eduardo Durán explains how 
imperative it is that Native peoples are allowed to “deconstruct cultural history in ways that l iberate them from the 

traumatic and oppressive conditions that brought them to their present situation” (2008).  The worthiness of this 
topic is observed and validated not only in the scholarly endeavors noted but within the popular Native theater work 
of James Luna, Spiderwoman Theater, and Will iam S. Yellow Robe Jr. are three examples of performance endeavors 
that take apart westernized myths of Native identity.  They provide counternarratives that channel the new from a 

keen lens of authority and sovereignty. 
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BOY 1 
Don’t tell me who I am cuz you ain’t shit!  

 
BOY 2 

Same thang.  Same thang. 
 

BOY 1 
You a punk! 

 
BOY 2 

Give it to me.  You just use ya mouth, injun mutha.  Give it to me.  Give it to me. 
 

BOY 3 
Fool wants a kiss.  (Laughs.)  Give it to him. 
 

GIRL 1 
Oh, sheeit. 
 

BOY 1 
You want some of this?  You want some of this, nigga? 

 
BOY 2 

Give it to me, muthafucka.  You want this?! 
 

BOY 1 
Kiss me. 

 
BOY 2 

You want this?! 
 

BOY 1 
Kiss me, punk!  I’ll jack you up. 

 
BOY 2 

That what you want?  That what you want?   
(Comes in close while Boy 1 backs up.  BOY 2 puckers up his lips as he 
starts to turn away with hands outstretched and kisses air.)   

Huh!  That what you want! 
 

BOY 1 
(Pushes against BOY 2 with chest.  BOY 2 pushes back.)   

What your momma wants. 
 

BOY 2 
You want it.  You want some of me?   

(Laughs sarcastically.)  
Yea. You do. 

 
BOY 1 

Kiss me, punk! 
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BOY 2 
That what you want? That what you want?  

 (Tauntingly he kisses BOY 1 just millimeters from his lips.)   
That what you want?   

(BOY 1 puts his hands around BOY 2’s throat.  BOY 2 pushes him away.)   
You don’t wanna do that! 

 
GIRL 1 

Ah, he kissed him on the mouth!! 
 

BOY 2 
You don’t wanna put yo’ hands on me, Nava-Ho’. 

 
BOY 3 

He done fucked-up now. 
 

BOY 2 
I’m fucked-up now.  

(He becomes brazen, assaulted.  Eyes bulge with rage.) 
 

BOY 1 
You drunk, man. 

 
BOY 2 

 
I’m fucked-up now.   

(Fury takes over his voice and movements.) 
 

BOY 1 
You drunk.  Just chill. 

 
BOY 2 

I been there.  Done that.  Don’t take me there.   
(BOY 1 tries to deescalate what he’s aggravated.)   

 
BOY 1         BOY 2 

Naw, man.  You just drunk.  Be chill.     Why you wanna take me there.   
(Reaches into pants and grabs ahold of something.  Other kids react.) 

 
BOY 1 

You drunk, fool.   
(Tries to put his arm around him.)   

We family, man. We family. We the same, man.  We the same! 
 

BOY 2 
(Calms for just a moment then rolls head back and forth.)  

Naw, why you wanna take me there.  You shouldn’t wanna do that, Nava-Ho.  
(Keeps hand in pants.  Backs up a few steps as if to do something.) 

 
BOY 1 

(Hands-up to calm BOY 2)  



137 
 

We don’t wanna go there, man. Come on, we don’t wanna go there. 
 

BOY 3        GIRL 1 
 

Ah, shiiit. He gonna bust a cap.    Naw…uh-uh!  
(Begins to run.  Looks for a way to exit.) 

 
BOY 1         BOY 2 

We don’t gotta do this.     I’m fucked-up. 
(Black out.  Sound of several gun shots.)  

 
BOY 3 

Ah, shit!! 
 (Sound of feet running.) 

 
ACT II 

Scene 3 

 
(MARIO awakens startled in his bed, yelling in his sleep. Looks around his 
bedroom.) 

Qué chingoas136 . . . what the . . .  
(Sits up abruptly but clearly still half asleep.  Rubs his head confused.) 

 
GRANDPA 

(Lights up on GRANDPA who appears in front of window/scrim at top of stairs 
in the upper room.)   

Mi’jo.  Why are you yelling? 
 

MARIO 
(GRANDPA walks down to the head of the bed.) 

I don’t know.  Was I?   
 

GRANDPA 
You didn’t hear yourself? 

(Looking concerned at his grandson.) 
Sounded like somebody was after you. 

 
MARIO 

Not me.  But . . . (Pause.) . . . I thought I heard a gun.   
 

GRANDPA 
Dreaming. 
 

MARIO 
(Rubs his hands back over his hair.  Still trying to get his bearings.)   

Every night.   Dreams . . . too real . . . I don’t know.   
(Rubs his head.)  

 
GRANDPA 

                                                                 
136Slang expression in Spanish for “what the f---”. 
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Are you okay? 
 

MARIO 
I got a TV up here.  And I can’t change the station.      

(Sighs.  Puts his hands on the bed about to get up.  Changes mind. Falls 
back on to his pillow.) 

I need to go back to sleep.   
 

GRANDPA 
Okay. 
 

MARIO 
   (Nods his head from side to side.) 
Got to sleep . . .  
    

(Lights fade down on bedroom and up on SR riser where GARY, MARIO’s 
cousin runs up to find the body of a young man lying on the ground.  He 
panics, moves to and fro not knowing what to do.) 
 

GARY 
Oh, geez.  (Paces.)  They shot you.  (Stops.)  Get up man.   

(Tries to kneel down to help his friend but is unable to.  He gets back up.  
Looks around and takes off running.  Lights segue out on riser and back up 
on MARIO’s bedroom.) 

 
GRANDPA 

(Sitting on a chair beside MARIO’s bed as he sleeps, softly singing the 
Purekua.) 

Tirineni tsïtsïki  

Sera muy cierto  

Que tu eres naturalita  

 

Tirineni tsïtsïki 

Sera muy cierto 

Que tu eres naturalita 

Nos juchá pórhepechska male  

(His voice fades as MARIO begins to stir.) 

 

MARIO 

(Awakens.  Lightening showing through the window.  He props himself up 

on an elbow.  Sees GRANDPA.) 

Grandpa? 

 

GRANDPA (Softly.)   

Es la madrugada.137 

   (Begins singing again, but very softly.) 

                                                                 
137 Spanish translation: “It’s the wee hours of the morning.” 
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MARIO 

   (Listens for a moment then speaks.) 

Wish I understood the words to that song you sing. 

 

GRANDPA 

My dear mother, she used to bevlike you.  Deep in a world of dreams. 
 

MARIO 
   (Sits up.  Rubs eyes.  As if talking to himself.) 
I don’t know why I can’t just be in once place all the time.  Why do I have to always be 
connected to what feels like other worlds . . . as if I’m connected to way too many TV shows 
playing all at once and I’m all worn-out from turning the channels.   
   (Looks at GRANDPA.) 
I think I was in a battle. 
 

GRANDPA 
Did you defeat your enemy? 
    

MARIO 
I don’t know . . .  

(Several flashes of lightening, low roll of thunder.  Lights out.  When lights 
come back-up MARIO is lying in bed again, as if just awakening from 
sleep.) 

 
GRANDPA 

(Grandpa is in the upper room. There is a small wood fire on the ground.  
The moment is surreal and MARIO is either not aware or thinks nothing of it 
as GRANDPA kneels down to nurture the fire and fan the flames.  DL a 
group of actors create a series of tableaux images to illustrate the 
scene.)138   

                                                                 
138 See generally the work of Jerome Bernstein (2005) as well as his 2009 interview with J. Harcourt-Smith 
on the Primitive. There is a trend in psychology to reconsider previously troubled individuals who suffer 
from systemic issues of bipolarity and schizophrenia as people who in reality exist in a psychic 
borderlands. Jerome Bernstein refers to this transrational space of perception and sensibility as a 
borderland of extrasensory existence.  Bernstein sees this as a call for such individuals to be supported 
with a sensitivity and holism found in traditional Native methods of healing, Jungian approaches, and in a 
broader range of western modes of therapy. “My experience of what I call the transrational is that such 
experiences are ‘real,’ in the sense that the individual experiences them as such, and that they are 
objectively as well as subjectively syntonic with the psychic reality and cohesion of the individual, not o nly 
on an emotional level (Bernstein, 2014, pg. 136). Bernstein proposes that Native cultures and medicine 
ways are appropriate and natural because they are innate.  It was western humankind that was tossed 
from the biblical Garden of Eden and lost their connection to the world of spirit.  They have been confined 
to the rational, beleaguered in their ability to understand themselves in relation to a greater cosmos.  
However,  

However, the indigenous psyche was never ejected from the Garden of Eden, and what is left of 
its people still live within the psychic paradigm of reciprocity and all of the dynamics that 
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When I was a child my mother and father spoke Pure’pecha.  I remember. I understood much of 
what was said.  People often came to visit us.  They were the others who also came our beloved 
Tangancícuaro.  Families and friends, so many had to flee north to escape the violence of the 
Mexican revolution.  At the table they visited and talked about things people don’t understand 
these days.  (Pause.)  Late into the evening I can still see my father sitting around a fire with my 
grandpa Ramon, my Uncle Albert, and other men.  They had undergone so much strife.  Death 
was present everywhere in those days.  The government stole our lands, they tried to strip us of 
our language. The Catholic Church and the men who lived by it took everything.  (Begrudgingly.)  
They tried with all their might to tell us we couldn’t be Tarasco—they even made it a crime to be 
Indian in México.   

(GRANDPA rises and comes down a couple of steps addressing his own 
memories.) 

When I was young all the people spoke in our mother tongue until one-by-one they walked into 
spirit.  Imagine what that must have been like for my poor father to one day realize he was the last 
man of his kind.  Then he, too, died; and mother was left alone with no one to remember, but her. 
And still, there is something way down in here 
   (He touches himself just beneath his heart.) 
that burns with this feeling of life. That we are not dead, that way of life is not dead, just asleep, 
waiting. 
 

MARIO 
Your brothers and sisters didn’t speak Pure’pecha? 
 

GRANDPA 
(SL scrim shows slides and/or video clips that illustrate the narrative 
 as montage by actors continue.) 

It was Jim Crow in the United States139.  There were no civil rights.  Shoot.  I first remember 
crossing the bridge over into Omaha with my father.  We’d trade with the Italians and Czechs then 
come on back here to the south side of Council Bluffs.  This wasn’t long after a terrible hanging 
happened right in front of the Omaha court house.  A Negro man,140 was accused of a crime he 

                                                                 
characterize it, albeit seriously contaminated by the dominant culture and the trauma of 
genocide. (2014, pg. 132) 

Thus, as Lori Arviso Alvord emphasized in her work as the first Navajo female surgeon (Alvord, 2000), that 
it is important to approach a patient holistically and find ways to merge both traditional Navajo healing 
with western modes of doctoring. So does Bernstein recognize that “Western medicine and psychology 
can learn from Navajo clinical approaches” (Bernstein 2014).  But most importantly he stresses the idea 
there is a shifting of the human psyche taking place, so much so that “the increasing prevalence of 
borderland consciousness” demands that new ways are needed to work with and treat patients.    
139 Jim Crow laws were put into effect when Nebraska became a state in 1865.  A Miscegenation statute 
declared marriage between Caucasians and a “Negro or mulatto” as illegal. It was a misdemeanor with a 
fine up to $100, or imprisonment in the county jail up to six months, or both.  In 1885, a statute barred 
African Americans (and Indians) from service to most public establishments including transportation and 
amusement businesses. By 1929 the Civil rights statute outlawed racial discrimination. Miscegenation laws 
continued to be enforced (Svingen, 1994).   
See Encyclopedia of the Great Plains http://plainshumanities.unl.edu/encyclopedia/doc/egp.law.023 .   
140 See the Nebraska State Historical Society article of this event (Menard, 2010). 
 

 

http://plainshumanities.unl.edu/encyclopedia/doc/egp.law.023
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didn’t commit and they almost hung the mayor of the city when he tried to stop a mob from 
breaking into the city jail to abduct this man.  His name was Will Brown.  He worked the packing-
house.  It was said he was tethered with arthritis.  Even as the people drug him out of his jail cell 
he cried out to the Sheriff: 
 

WILL BROWN 
"I am innocent, I never did it.  My God I am innocent.” 
 

GRANDPA 
The Mayor tried to reason with the mob but they had the courthouse surrounded—they say 4,000 
white people were out there and they were attacking and shooting at anyone who got in their way 
including the mayor.  They drug him through the streets then hung him from a traffic light. Guess 
some people came and got him down and rushed him outta there.  By that time the court house 
was up in flames.   
Fire and smoke was spreading up to the fourth floor where they held the prisoners. They kept 
shooting people, knocking them in the head trying to tear the place down.  The crowd didn’t care 
who or how many were inside: women, prisoners, city workers.  They say more than 30 police 
officers on the outside and more on the inside along with the sheriff didn’t stand a chance with the 
crowd.  Even the military was called in.  Oh, but what they did to that poor man. That’s when 
someone decided to hand poor Will Brown over to the mob.  They were like wild animals once 
they got ahold of him. Beat him mercilessly ‘till he was unconscious.  Then they took to shooting 
him over and over.  They tore off his clothes, hoisted his naked body into the air, like a spectacle.  
If that wasn’t enough, they tied his body to a vehicle and drug him through the s treets, then set 
him on fire and continued to spit on that man’s corpse.  A tired, old, man lost his life in the most 
unspeakable way.  Never hurt nobody.  They said he assaulted a white girl, but in his physical 
condition it wasn’t possible.  This is what I know, because I knowed the man’s nephew.  By then 
he was later on in years and carried a hatred in his heart for white people. That man was only 
seven years old the night they lynched his Uncle.    

(Shakes his head in dismay.) 
 

MARIO 
Are things so different now? 
 

GRANDPA 
You gonna ask me something that simple? 
 

MARIO 
What I mean is, civil rights—such an American obsession.  But I’ve never heard a politician even 
once give an apology for Will Brown.  Seems like some people feel about the same way as they 
felt back then.  These Americans will go all around the world preaching about human rights. Yet, 
they won’t even honor their own treaties here at home.  
 

GRANDPA 
Civil rights ain’t shit to a lot of folks.  You think some civil rights put forth by the government is 
going to change the way these people feel about me, about you?  They make it illegal to do what 
they did to Will Brown, but that ain’t changed the condition of the heart that propels white folks to 
act-up.  Hatred is a monster.  And the beast that afflicted so many when I was a child, it ain’t left. 
Just like a cochroach, it burrows itself in the floorboards till the climate is right. Then back out it 
comes and its progeny with it, meaner than ever.  Laws keep a flashlight shining in the eyes of the 
beast to keep him at bay.  
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MARIO 
You just said some folks don’t give a sh— 
 

GRANDPA 
…I know what I said.  What I’m trying to tell you is them laws on the books don’t make men into 
decent human beings. Not even the meanest white man wants to get thrown into jail.  Makes them 
think twice.  Nobody wants to do jail time, but it doesn’t change what they’d like to do to you, me, 
or anyone else that doesn’t dance to their beat. 

(Pauses in his ruminations.  Gazes about.)  
. . . but the seeds of wickedness are like weeds.  They just keep growing back, it seems. 
So this is what we saw from the corner of our world.  (Sardonically.)  Land of the free.   And for 
the Negro, the Indian, the Mexican, everywhere a warning to us that danger was as close as the 
hair on our head.    

(Fade to black.  DR a blue light fades in on MARIO who is sitting on  
a stool playing a blues piece.) 
 

 ACT II 
Scene 4 

 
(The guitar segues to spot up on MARIO on UR platform.)   

 
MARIO 

When GRAMPA was born the family lived in a derailed train car. You see, back  
 

then, what they’d do is take the old box cars that couldn’t be used any more, and let the 
section-hands live in them.  As the years passed, little by little, the people might buy a small piece 
of ground—build a little house.   Sometimes they just moved the rail cars and built up around 
them with new wood.  Grandpa Luís couldn’t afford good lumber, so, he put their house together 
with whatever he could salvage: wood from old box cars, a used stove, whatever he could find. 
The roof was warped and uneven, and the rain would pour in from the ceiling.  Buckets were set-
up to catch the rain—lots of buckets.  In the winter, to try to keep-out the snow, they stuffed old 
newspapers into the cracks of the walls, but it didn’t stop the elements.  They woke to snow 
sprinkled over their blankets.  My great grandparents and all twelve of their children lived in two 
rooms and a small kitchen that they added later on.  There was a degree of fear, you might say, 
from the starkness of life.  Several children were lost right at birth.  And others died as infants and 
toddlers.  Five in total.  Seventeen births for that dear woman I never knew. 
 
You could say, the people here were fanned from the flames of the revolution.  They arrived here 
with death in their bags.  Many fought and killed.  Others like my Uncles had bounties on their 
head for robbing trains, stealing gold back from the soldiers and taking it to the villages.  Many a 
man was on the run. 
   (Lights fade out on MARIO.) 
 

GRANDPA 
(Lights fade up on GRANDPA UR. Narrative is interpreted through tableau.) 

We shared stories, songs, prayers and tears141.   We, the children who walked out of those flames 
fanned from difficult times carried the residue of the revolution all over us.  It stained the way we 

                                                                 
141 Grandpa, as elder and ancestor, verbalizes the attributes of culture that his tribe “shared”, specifically 
“stories, songs, prayers and tears”.  Grandbois and Sanders (2009) explored the resilience of Native 
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saw the world.  Barred our voices.  There was a price to be paid for being born Tarasco first, 
Mexican second.   
   (Segue lighting once again to CS.) 
 

MARIO 
Why, you might ask, did the elders resist teaching us the language, the ceremonies?  Grandpa 
said they never saw any Indian people once they got here from Michoacan. With quiet unease 
they understood that if a country could make a people disappear so completely for simply being 
alive in their homelands, what would they have done to us, a people whose lands had already 
been stolen away three times142? 

 (Lights segue back to GRANDPA.) 
 

GRANDPA 
 (Projections of lightening.)    

We soon forgot Pure’pecha.  Even Spanish was spoken amongst only ourselves.  And then mother 
began to speak English—well, a little. 

(Pause.  The subtle, distant roll of thunder.  To MARIO.  The two men deliver 
as they begin to return to the scene, SL in MARIO’s bedroom.) 
 

1927.  I was very young, but I remember because my father was there.  It happened right here on 
the outskirts of Council Bluffs, near the boxcars where we lived. They came with the intention of 
robbing us on payday—both the Rock Island and the Burlington paid their section hands on Friday, 
and that was pretty good money for those times.  My Dad and all the other men would go to the 
tavern owned by an Austrian woman.  She didn’t speak much English but she did speak some 
Spanish. 
They didn’t know that most all them Mexcians they were ‘bout to rob didn’t understand English. 
They figured they’d be an easy hit as they sat their having some drinks, playing cards, placing bets 
around the pool table.  A gang of these white men from the town stormed in brandishing their guns. 
Being from México every man there carried a gun.  It was the generation of your great grandfather—
we’re talking killers, revolutionaries, warriors, bandits, federales, every kind of outlaw you can think 
of.  Those boys told them to pull-out their pay and put it on the tables. Every Mexican in that place 
pulled out their guns.  It was a shoot-out, and after it was over two Mexicans lay dead and every 
one of them white boys were shot-up, riddled with bullets.  Six bodies bloodied the floors.   The 
Austrian woman was mad.  She had the bodies drug out and left in the streets.  Families of the two 

                                                                 
American elders discovering that the their ability to persevere in the face of centuries of me thodical 
extermination and cultural holocaust was dependent in part upon “holism, interconnection, and universal 
relatedness” (2009, pg. 571), and much of how this occurred was through the oral tradition, songs and 
prayers.  Regardless of which side of the imaginary border Grandpa and elders from U.S. federally 
recognized tribes come from, they have all experienced the suspension of voice as a result of colonization.  
According to Struthers, Eschiti & Patchell (2004), the elders remain “determined to preserve, develop, and 
transmit…their ethnic identity, as the basis of their continued existences as people” ( 2004, pg. 142).  Here 
is why Grandpa, a Pure’pecha man raised in a relatively urban area, integrated so comfortably into his 
wife’s Lakota ways, because  “An indigenous person is defined larglely through self-identification as 
indigenous or tribal” (pg. 142).  Grandpa never let go of his Indigenous knowledge of self.   
142 Spanish colonized middle-America and the U.S. Southwest. As México gained independence from Spain 
in 1821, cattle barrons and squatters crept into the area now known as Texas. By 1836 Anglo foreigners 
occupied most of the territory by force and declared “independence”.  Lands stolen from México were 
now called the “Republic of Texas.” Then again, in 1845 the U.S. Republic of Texas was annexed by the 
United States (Acuña, 1972; Steiner, 1970; Ruiz de Burton, 2004).  
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Mexicans came and fetched their loved ones, but white folks from town were too scared to come to 
the South end, and that included the police. They feared us for our numbers.  Well, hell, there was 
a whole colony of Mexicans.  Council Bluffs law men didn’t have the manpower to send anyone 
after us.  And the railroads couldn’t move forward without us, so they waited until the next day. They 
sent in the coroners to pick-up the bodies and take them into town, but there was no way they could 
put a finger on who done it.  So, they called it even.  We waited at the house that evening for my 
father to come home, and he did, with his gun empty. 
(Lights segue out on GRANDPA and up on MARIO who stands CS assuming the role of narrator, 
one foot on a stool with his guitar. MARIO also narrates the action and monologue with his guitar, 
as an extension of his voice.  During the soliloquy the scrim UR shows projected images or film 
clips from that era.) 
 

MARIO 
Grandpa, The older I get, the stronger it becomes.  My dreams.  They’re taking me into different 
worlds and when I wake-up, I’m not sure which world I’m in.  The lines are blurred.  I’m in multiple 
worlds at once.  It’s getting harder. 
 

GRANDPA 
This is why you go to your mother’s people.  They still talk to the spirits and those spirits relate to 
you in that language.  We’re one people, you have to understand. There’s a circle that follows 
another circle. Within that circle exists yet another, and on it goes. Walk that path.  The Lakota 
people have certain spirits that will help you.  Call them angels, ghosts, what have you—they’re 
powerful. They’ll show you that path. 
 

MARIO 
What if I get tricked?  What if they’re not who they say they are?  There’s a lot of spirits out there 
and I don’t want to be fooled. 
 

GRANDPA 
Just make sure that when they come that you look at their feet.  If they have no moccasins 
or chanclas143 on their feet, don’t believe them. Those will be the tricksters. 

(Grandpa puts his finger up as a warning.)  
If they try to talk to you in English, do not trust them. 

 
MARIO 

How are they going to talk to me? 
 

GRANDPA 
(Points to his head.)  In their language. 
 

MARIO 
I hope that’s the language of music because I can’t speak much Lakota. 
 

GRANDPA 
Then they’ll talk to you in Pure’pecha. 

 
MARIO 

But I don’t know Pure’pecha either. 
 

                                                                 
143 Spanish for “sandals”. 
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GRANDPA 
Then you better learn.  

(Laughs.  Lightening intensifies.  There is a large crackle of thunder and the 
lights begin to blink.  Everything goes Black.) 
 

ACT II 
Scene 5 

(When the lights come back up MARIO is back in his bed under the blankets. 
Thunder continues to roll in the distance.  ALBA is checking the coffee pot to 
see if it’s still turned on.) 

 
ALBA 

Dawg Dang-it!   
(Touches coffee pot.  It is hot.)  Ouch!   
(Calls to Jewels who is off stage.)   

Nothing blew.  Coffee pot came right back on.   
 

JEWELS 
(Enters from upstage with candles in hand.)   

That was kind of scary.  Guess we won’t need these, but I’m leaving them out just in case.   
 

ALBA 
(Looks out window.)  

 For all that noise you’d think it would be pouring cats and dogs.   
(Hands her a cup of coffee then pours himself one.) 

 
JEWELS 

(Walks to the door and peers out.)  
A five-minute downpour.  Now hardly a sprinkle. But this wind . . . wicked. 

(Sips on coffee watching out the door as lightening continues.) 
 

ALBA 
(Sits at the table and toys with his cell phone.)   

There’s supposed to be another front coming in.    You won’t be able to pack-up the truck tonight.  
Not until this storm passes.  Or whatever it is. 

 
JEWELS 

Wakinyans144 are powerful tonight.  Something’s going on.   
 

ALBA 
They’re trying to tell us they’re pissed.   

(MARIO walks into the kitchen barefoot in his pajama bottoms.  He rubs his 
eyes.) 

 
MARIO 

Geez.  What’s going on out there? 

                                                                 
144 Wakinyans are the Lakota conception of the personification of lightening, as numinous beings of power 
and foretelling.  For greater discourse on medicine people and their perception of the power of the sacred 
in the natural world (Crow Dog, 1995).  
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JEWELS (Giggles.) 

I was going to let you sleep till dawn, but, seems like the wakinyans have something else in mind.   
 

ALBA 
Yea.  It’s 2:00 a.m. and they said you’re supposed to come help your mother pack-up this stuff.     

(Looks in the direction of the bedroom.)   
Nice that some people in this house get to sleep. 
 

MARIO 
(Still half asleep.)  

Where are you going at two in the morning, mom?  Heh, heh.   
(He gets some coffee.)   

 
JEWELS 

You don’t need any coffee.  Go back to bed, mi’jo.   
(He pours a cup.) 

I was getting ready to do the same until the thunder about made me pee my pants.  It’s a wild night.   
 

MARIO 
I heard you two out hear singing and whatever.  (Snickers.) 
 

JEWELS 
(Embarrassed she ignores the comment.  Picks up a small manuscript from 
the end of counter and walks over to her son.)   

You brought it home.  Is it done?   
 

MARIO 
Almost.  Only a couple of scenes left.  Gonna be a One Act.  
   (MARIO smells his coffee.)    
Umm.  Smells good.  Who added the cinnamon?   

(ALBA raises his hand.)  
You’re getting inventive.  Maybe there’s hope for you.   

(ALBA and JEWELS look at each other.)  
 

ALBA 
No inventions.  I’m just good.   

(To JEWELS.) 
Ain’t I? 

(They smile at each other.) 
 

MARIO  
   (Reacts to ALBA by almost choking on his coffee.) 
How much cinnamon you put in this? 
   (ALBA laughs.) 
 

JEWELS (To MARIO) 
Is this like a commissioned piece? 
 

MARIO 
   (Pours cream into coffee.) 
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Naw. 
 

JEWELS 
Are you going to direct it? 
 

MARIO 
I don’t know, Iná145.  Probably.   But, at least I got the job in the scene shop.   
 

JEWELS 
Think they’ll pay you to direct it? 
 

ALBA 
That’d be nice. 
 

MARIO 
I don’t know.  Even if they don’t, it’s a start.  Everyone gets a chance to direct or design a youth 
production.   Eventually maybe a mainstage.   Once you’re in, well, that’s the “in” to lots of cool 
projects.   
 

JEWELS 
Cool. 
 

MARIO 
(He takes the script and flips through the pages.)   

And look here.  I wrote a drum scene so the kids can show their stuff.   
 

ALBA 
What about me?  You got something for me to do in that play? 
 

MARIO 
Sure.   
 

ALBA 
What do I get to do? 
 

MARIO 
I wrote you in right here.   

(He points to a page of the script.)   
 

ALBA 
(Showing enthusiasm.)    

Yea?  Really? 
 

MARIO 
Yes.  You get to sit in the front row of the audience—and watch.   

(ALBA makes a face at MARIO.  There’s a knock at door.)  
 

JEWELS 
Who the heck is knocking?   

                                                                 
145 Lakota word for “mother”. 
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(ALBA goes to answer the door.)   
Look out first.  
 

ALBA 
There shouldn’t be anyone here this late.   
 

JEWELS 
Or this early. 
 

(ALBA turns with a perplexed look and mouths GARY’s name.  Opens door.  
Enter JEWEL’S nephew, Gary.  He is breathing hard, looking rattled.) 

 
GARY 

Hey, Alba…Auntie.  Sorry it’s late—I know.   I saw the light on.  Figured you were up.  I, uh . . . Can 
I talk to you, Mahpiya146?    
 

ALBA 
Gary, what the hell you doing here this time of night? 
 

JEWELS 
Morning. It’s morning.   
 

ALBA 
Whatever time it is, it’s too late to be knocking on doors.  You okay? 
 

GARY 
(Jittery.  Trying to contain himself in front of the family.)   

Yea.   Yea, I’m okay. 
(To MARIO.) 

Mahpiya.  Dude, uh, can you come outside for a minute? 
 

MARIO 
What’s going on? 
 

JEWELS 
Why are you out this late, nephew? 
 

GARY 
Oh, I dunno.  Couldn’t sleep.  Just trying to figure out what all to bring with me.  You know, camping 
stuff.   

(To MARIO.) 
Just need to talk to you bro’.  

(To JEWELS and ALBA.)    
I won’t stay long, honest. 

                                                                 
146 Gary refers to Mario by his Lakota name.  A name is considered sacred, and as with language in the traditional or 

old philosophy, it is to be used sparingly (Tinker, 2004).  It is interesting that Gary, a younger peer, chooses to 
address his older cousin in Lakota terms.  It is also possible that his Lakota name is a “tag”, a name ad opted by his 
friends and suggests that in an attempt to simulate or imagine indian identity that names become profane.  As a 
call ing card of simulated presence in the contrived power structures of gang hierarchy, they signify identity and even 

status.   



149 
 

 
ALBA 

(ALBA shakes his head.) 
I’m going to bed.  I don’t have time for this.   
   (Begins to leave then turns to GARY.) 
I don’t know where your heads’ at, but don’t get caught in this storm?  Sleep on the couch. 

(Mumbling as he exits.)   
And he didn’t even put me into his play.  

(Looks over his shoulder at MARIO and grins.  Mouths a kiss to JEWELS.) 
 

JEWELS 
(To GARY.)   

Are you in trouble? 
 

GARY 
(Finds it difficult to maintain eye contact with JEWELS.)   

No Auntie.  No.  I just need to uh, uh . . .   
(To MARIO.)  

. . . I need you to help me with this stuff—stuff I gotta bring with me if I’m going to go support you. 
 

MARIO 
Sleeping bag, clean clothes, a tent…we already went over this.  Besides we’ll pick you up in the 
morning.  You don’t have to bring anything over now. 
 

JEWELS 
I told you we’d come get you so you don’t have to haul it all the way over here by yourself. Right 
now it’s late and we’re tired, Gary.  We need to get some rest before we head out in the morning.  
You need to go home and do the same.   
 

MARIO 
(Sound of distant thunder.)   

Sounds like round-two of this storm is about here. 
 

GARY 
(Motions toward the door so that MARIO understands he wants to talk to him 
alone.)    

I really need to carry some of my camping stuff over here tonight.  You know how my Dad is.  I think 
it’s best. 
 

MARIO 
Yea.  Okay?  Let me get something on.  

(MARIO goes to bedroom to throw on a pair of shoes and sweatshirt.) 
 

JEWELS 
   (To GARY.) 
Do you really have to do this tonight?  It’s thundering during the full moon.   

(To MARIO.)   
You need to sleep, son. 
   (To GARY.) 
Gary, when’s the last time you ate?  You hungry?  There’s churros right over there  
and . . .   
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   (Goes to refrigerator.) 
. . . I think there’s still a couple of tamales. 
   (Turns to Gary who is antsy.) 
Let me warm you up a tamale.   
   (Smiles.) 
 

GARY 
Thank you, Auntie.  Really.  I’m not hungry.   
 

MARIO 
   (Returns from bedroom pulling his sweatshirt over his head.) 
Promise. I’ll be right back mom. 

(Kisses her on cheek.  She shakes her head in dismay.  Gary gives a jittery 
smile.  They exit.  Lights down on CS.   
 

ACT II 
Scene 6 

 
(There is a brief segue of MARIO’s guitar.  USR on riser a dim blue light 
shines on the two boys and a motionless body lying on the ground. 
Recurrent flashes of lightening occur throughout scene suggesting an 
oncoming storm.) 

 
GARY 

He killed him.   
 

MARIO 
(He kneels down beside the body and sees there’s blood all over.)  

What happened?  
 

GARY 
He killed him.  He killed Reggie.147 

                                                                 
147 Research shows an escalation of gang activity has infi ltrated Indian country.  This is a subsequent study from the 

1990’s that identified the issue as one of growing concern.  It reflects gang violence on the reservation, but is also 
reflective of what is occurring both on and off treaty lands. 

Recent studies have reported alarming levels of violence in Indian country. Researchers have found that 
American Indians and Alaska Natives experience a crime rate of 656 incidents per 100,000 residents, 

compared with a crime rate of 506 incidents per 100,000 residents in the general U.S. population (Hickman, 
2003). In addition, Indian country communities suffer from a violent crime rate that is two to three times 
greater than the national average (Wakeling et al., 2001). The escalation of violence among youth in these 

areas is of particular concern…(Major, Egley and Howe, 2004)  
This is also a catalyst for multifaceted bullying and suicide that affects not just the victims of the bullies, but the 
perpetrators themselves. In other words, systemic despair penetrates young people (Alexie, 2009; Brockie, Campbell, 
Dana-Sacco, Wallen, & Wilcox, 2015) as a whole. 

 Native communities have a very different relationship with suicide than does the general population. Suicide 
rates are more than double, and Native teens experience the highest rate of suicide of any population  group in the 
United States (McSwain, 2009; SAMHSA, 2008).  If you include death by homicide, we are looking at the source of the 
75% of annual deaths for 12-20 year old Natives.  These statistics and the lost l ives that comprise them are hidden in 

the same alleys and shadows that produce the images of Reggie laying in a pool of blood. The overall  death rate of 
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MARIO 

Who?!  What happened here?   
 

GARY 
Didn’t know what to do. Fittin’ to be more scared dennamug. Ne’er seen nobody killed. 

(Starts to weep.  MARIO kneels down and touches Reggie’s neck searching 
for a pulse.) 

Don’t!!  Don’t touch him. 
 

MARIO 
Maybe there’s still a pulse— 

 
GARY 

You can’t touch him— 
 

MARIO 
--maybe he’s still alive.  

(He searches for a pulse.  His hands are now visible with blood.) 
 

GARY 
--Naw.  Naw, bednot touch him, man.  He gone.  He gone.  I’m telling you, homes, don’t touch him.   
 

MARIO (Shouts.)   
Why? 
 

GARY 
Blood remembers.  A Navajo thing.  Don’t touch. 
 

MARIO 
(He looks up at GARY who looks in shock.)   

What do you want me to do?  You didn’t call the police.   
(Gary looks lost.)  

Tell me what happened?   
(He stands.  His hands covered in Reggie’s blood.  GARY backs up away 
from the MAHPIYA.)   

Gary, tell me what happened to Reggie!  
 

GARY (Nervously.)   
We was partying back here.  No one sees us back here in the alley.  I lef’.  I just lef’ for a few 
minutes to go back to my crib, get my smokes.  And then I’m coming back and I see Reggie 
squared off with that crazy foo’.  
  

MARIO 
Who? 
 

GARY 

                                                                 
young Natives is 2 to 5 times the rate of Caucasian youth of the same age (Aspen Institute, Center for Native 

American Youth, n.d.).  
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Gaagii148.  That crazy breed.  He crazy.  
(Trying to put on a veneer of toughness.)   

But he gonna get his, showal149.    
(Back to panic mode.) 

Shit.  Reggie’s dead.  You shouldn’t’ve touched him, man.   
   (MARIO stares at the body.  Says nothing.) 
Mahpiya, man.  What are you doing? 
   (MARIO seems to be in a trance.) 
Man, what are you doing?  Mahpiya!! 
 

MARIO 
   (Returns to the moment.) 
We can’t leave him here. 
 

GARY 
We gotta get outta here.  They find us here, they gonna blame us.  Shit.  Couple o’ foo’s  
like us, they gonna say we did it. 
 

MARIO 
We didn’t do anything.   
 

GARY 
You think them po-po-muthafucka’s gonna believe us?   You know what they do to us.  I’m already 
on probation.  I didn’t know what to do.  Everyone else ran.  They just ran and left my homeboy 
bleeding to death. (Pause.) 
I heard him gurgle.  I came up on him and yelled his name and all I heard was death coming out of 
his throat.  Oh, shit.  I’m gonna get sick.   

(GARY turns around and dry heaves.) 
 

MARIO 
Don’t get sick.   

(Pause.  Sound of wind comes up.  Chews on his fingernail.  Looks around 
nervously.)   

Storms coming.  We got to do something.   
 

GARY 
(Wipes his mouth exhausted.)   

Yea.  Okay. 
 

MARIO 
Give me some tobacco.  

(GARY looks at him blankly).   
I said give me some tobacco.  Now.  

(GARY gives him a cigarette.  MARIO kneels down beside body, pinches 
some tobacco out of the paper and sprinkles over the body.  He prays softly 
in Lakota.  Audience cannot hear all the words so as to respect the prayer.  
Only single words so that it is understood the boy is praying in the Lakota 

                                                                 
148 Navajo for “raven.” 
149 Urban slang for “sure-will.” 
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language. He wipes his eyes. Looks around.  Places his hand on REGGIE’S 
face and closes the eyes. Turns to GARY.)   

I’ll call the police from the up the street.  Go home now.  Just go home and wait for me to call.   
 

GARY 
I don’t know if I can go with you in the morning.  I’m sick, man.  I don’t know if I can— 
 

MARIO 
—If you come, you come.  Right now, just get outta here!  Go home.   

(GARY hesitates.)   
Go home.  I got this. 

(GARY leaves quickly. MAHPIYA kneels beside body. Gently places his hand 
over Reggies’ head.  Fade to black.) 

 
 

ACT II 
Scene 7 

 
 

(GRANDPA is outside DS sitting on a stump polishing a small tin lamp. The 
sound of birds suggest early morning.  A window frame flies in.  JEWELS 
looks out window and speaks MARIOs’ name.) 

 
JEWELS 

Mario? (Pause.)  Are you out here? 
(Waits.  Calls a little louder.) 

Mario?  
   (Rests her arms on the window.  Looks out into audience.) 
Oh, Dad.  I do worry about my boy.  Sometimes he’s here.  Other times, I don’t know.  I really 
don’t know. 
 

GRANDPA 
   (Talking over his shoulder.) 
Sometimes you have to trust in chance.  And pray.   He’s a man now Jewels.  A man on a 
journey.  One not all of us understands. 
 

JEWELS 
   (Remains staring forward.) 
I wish I understood what he sees. 

(Looks at the ground with elbows on knees.  Runs hand through her hair.   
Slowly rises.  Looks about the yard one last time and goes inside.) 

 
GRANDPA 

(Returns to his work.  Enter MARIO SL.  He glances up at MARIO, says 
nothing.) 

 
MARIO 

Hey, Grandpa.   
 

GRANDPA 
You’re out here early. 
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MARIO 

Just went for a run. 
 

GRANDPA 
You’re not dressed for a run. 

(Stares hard at MARIO then looks up at the sky.) 
Rain passed us—again. 
 

MARIO 
(Chewing his fingernail.) 

Yea.  So it would seem. 
 

GRANDPA 
I’ve always had a bad stomach.  This kind of weather aggravates it.    
I was plagued with bleeding ulcers for years.  All the things I did when I was younger—it gnaws.  
Sometimes it still gnaws at me. 
   (Places his hand on his stomach.) 
Guilt is a terrible thing to hold inside. 
And it don’t matter how good you dance, if you don’t got your shoes on the right feet sooner or later 
you’re going to fall down.   
 

MARIO 
A little early for dancing, isn’t it?  (Grins.)   
 

GRANDPA 
Depends.  Depends if you’re dancing toward something or away from something. 

(Grandpa picks up a bottle of water and takes a long drink.  Offers a bottle 
to MARIO. Motions to the sky.)     

Ain’t but seven in the morning and you can already feel the sun blazing down.   
   (Takes another drink. Looks at MARIO.) 
Things getting’ hot around here. 
 

MARIO 
(Stares rather seriously at GRANDPA.) 

Things always been hot in the summer.  (Pause.) 
You ever been afraid? 

(GRANDPA grins out of the corner of his mouth and moves his head back 
in a single long nod.) 

Huh?    
   (Scratches side of his head.) 
I am afraid of my own power . . . sometimes.  I don’t want to be afraid, but it scares. It stops me 
from doing what feels normal. 
 

GRANDPA 
Drink. Water’s the best healer God ever gave us. 

(MARIO opens a bottle and drinks with GRANDPA.) 
It’s like words…talk to it, thank it for sustaining you.   
You know water never changes.  It’s always water but it can change its form into anything it 
wants. 
   (MARIO looks at him curiously.) 
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I’m telling you. 
Scientists are baffled at water.  Can’t be understood because it’s smarter than them scientists.  
You know it hears you.  Pray over before you take a drink and when it goes down your throat and 
into your belly it becomes and you become whatever you told it. 
 

MARIO 
Naw, Grandpa.  You making that up. 
 

GRANDPA 
Then do it.  See what happens.   

MARIO 
That what you been doing all this time you’re just telling me? 
 

GRANDPA 
Mahpiya To—you’re the smart one.  You should already know.  

(Pause.  Rises as if to leave.) 
A person does best when they do what they know best.  The best story you can tell doesn’t come 
from someone else’s life, it comes from your life—your story, my story.  Stories are related.   

(Watches MARIO.  MARIO nods.  GRANDPA takes his handkerchief from 
his back pocket. Stands and looks up at the sky and wipes his forehead.)   
 

MARIO 
Who’s talking about stories? 
   (Begins to walk to the house.) 
 

GRANDPA 
Curious sky, isn’t it?  Most people stare at that sky and have no idea what they’re looking at.  
(Sharply.)   Man, do you see them clouds? 

(MARIO hesitates then looks at sky.  GRANDPA glances at him and 
MARIO nods.)   

They ain’t natural.  Clouds and no rain.  We ain’t had more than two days all summer what there 
hasn’t been clouds for the better part of the day.  Lightening, thunder, but hardly a drop of rain. 
 

MARIO 
(Scans the sky with a finger.)  

Looks kind of like a rib cage for as far as you can see.  Maybe rain clouds forming. 

GRANDPA 
That ain’t no rain cloud.  That’s man made.   
 

MARIO 
How can you tell that?   
 

GRANDPA 
God don’t work in straight lines.   

(Lights fade to black.) 
 
 

ACT II 
Scene 8 

 



156 
 

(Lights up first in MARIO’S bedroom.  He is laying on his bed gazing out the 
window. Kitchen lights then come up on to adjacent scene. It is still day 
break.  ALBA enters the kitchen talking to JEWELS who is off stage.) 

 
ALBA 

Well, I thought you wanted him up so you could leave before the day heats up.  And don’t nag at 
me, Jewels.  It’s already too hot.     

(Turns on the radio.  Classic rock plays. Sits down at table and scrolls on 
his phone.) 

I’ll be.   
   (Calls to JEWELS.) 
Jewels! 

(Continues to peruse his phone.)   
Another shooting, and just a couple of blocks from here.  Wow.   

(Stands. Calls to MARIO.)   
Hey!  Mario!  You up yet?   

(No answer. Continues to scroll.   Pause.  Half laughs, half shocked.  
Under his breath.)  

Reggie Tafoya.   
(MARIO enters kitchen.)  

You better check this out—you look at your phone this morning?   
(MARIO says nothing and walks toward coffee pot. ALBA looks up at him.  
Shakes his head.) 

What time you come in? 
   (Says nothing. Watches him pour a cup of coffee.) 
Where’s your phone? 
 

MARIO 
Ain’t seen it since last night. 
 

ALBA 
Then you better go watch the TV. 
   (Runs his hand over his head trying to wake up.) 
It’s all over the news… 
 

MARIO 
I can’t hear you.  You got the radio on.  (Mumbling.)  
Why you gotta play that rock shit first thing in the morning.   

(Turns radio down.)   
 

ALBA 
Right here.   

(Gets up from table to show MARIO.)  
Tafoya.  That Navajo guy you run with.    
Homicide.  And don’t turn my radio so low I can’t hear it. 
 

MARIO 
(Trying to seem disinterested.)   

Hmm? 
 

ALBA 
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Your buddy.  Reggie Tafoya. 
   (Turns radio back up.) 

 
JEWELS 

(Enter JEWELS, with a brush in her hand.  She is dressed in jeans and a 
blouse.  She stops and looks at her son.  Takes a deep breath.) 

Did you know about this?  Is this what Gary came here for last night?  Did you know, son?   
 

MARIO 
I don’t know what you guys are talking about.   
 

JEWELS 
(Goes to radio and begins changing stations.)   

Alba, do you have to play this rock shit first thing in the morning?   (To MARIO.)  Mi’jo.  What’s going 
on? 

(Turns it to an R&B station.  Sam Cooke singing a ballad contrasting with the 
tension in the room.)   

I just watched it in my bedroom. It’s on the morning news; maybe it’s on the radio, too.   
 

ALBA 
I told him.   

(To JEWELS.)  
And I don’t want to hear soul music first thing in the morning.  I don’t feel soulful. 
 

JEWELS (To MARIO)   
Your friend.  He was killed.  (Pause.) 
What do you know?  Is Gary involved?    
 

MARIO (Incredulous.) 
What?  No.  I don’t know what you’re-- 

 
JEWELS (Interrupts.) 

--Your friend, Reggie Tafoya, was shot and killed last night and I want to know what you know.  I 
know Gary, and I think he knows something, and now you know something, and I don’t want my 
son involved.   So tell me, what happened after I went to bed?   
 

ALBA 
And it better be good.  
 

JEWELS 
And where were you this morning? 
 

ALBA 
(Fiddling with the radio dial.)   

I’m not in the mood for no Sam Cooke this early. 
 

JEWELS (Indignant.)   
Will you stop?!  I’m trying to talk to my boy.  Just leave it alone, please! 
 

ALBA 
Tsk! Gee whiz, woman.   
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   (Alba leaves it on Sam Cooke.  Turns it down.) 
Mario.  Your friend’s dead.  Tell your mom if you know something.  Please. 
 

MARIO (To mother.)   
I don’t know anything.     

 
ALBA 

The boy’s dead!   
(Tapping on his phone sarcastically.)   

You know something. 
 

JEWELS 
It was just on the TV.  The police are still at the crime scene . . .  
 

ALBA 
(Tapping phone screen.)   

. . . It’s all right here. Multiple gunshot wounds . . .  
 

JEWELS 
. . . In the alley behind the warehouse. Right over here on 25th.  That’s where they found him.   Now 
I want you to tell me if Gary had anything at all to do with this?  Does he know anything?  Because 
something tells me he does. 
 

MARIO 
(Busies himself at the kitchen counter.  Avoiding eye contact with his mother.)   

He wanted me to help bring his stuff over last night because him and his Dad were beefin’, and he 
didn’t want to be at home.  
Uncle’s drinking again.  Pretty heavy, I guess.  But I told him, he couldn’t stay here because 
everyone was trying to sleep and, well, he’s too loud, too hyper and I didn’t want to deal with him. 
 

JEWELS 
Look at me, Mario.   
 

ALBA 
Damn gangs. 
 

JEWELS 
TV says it happened last night.  Very late. Or very early this morning.   

(Pulls a cell phone from her back pocket and hands it to MARIO.)   
I put it on the charger for you when you got home from work.  There’s messages. 
 

ALBA 
Every week someone’s gettin’ killed.  (To MARIO.)  Maybe you next time. 

(MARIO is silent.  Sips his coffee and stares at his mom.   
Walks into his room.  JEWELS follows. Lights fade out on  
kitchen and up on bedroom.  MARIO packs clothes into a duffel bag.)  

 
JEWELS 

Let me help.   
(Begins folding t-shirts and handing them to her son. There is a silence. 
Exhales.)    
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I want to be out of here in a little bit.  Get a head start on the day and make it there before supper. 
You know?  

(No response.)    
We’ll go straight to Grandma and Grandpa’s old house.   

(MARIO nods in agreement.) 
Last time.  Do you know anything?   
 

MARIO (Softly.)   
Yes. (Pause.)  I’m getting ready to do something very important.  I guess if I can’t be honest about 
this I’ll never make it up there, will I?   

(Puts the last of his clothes in his duffel and zips it up.   
JEWELS stares at her son waiting for an explanation.)   

Gary’s not involved.   
(She looks at her son with anticipation.) 

He found Reggie after he was shot.  That’s why he came to me, to find out what to do.  So, I called 
the police.  That’s it. 

 
JEWELS 

I had your phone. 
 

MARIO 
I used a pay phone.   
 

JEWELS 
Pay phone?  You mean you left here with Gary?  Did you go to where he was killed?   

(MARIO nods in the affirmative.)   
Are you a witness? 
 

MARIO 
No, Iná.  Neither of us saw what happened.  He just took me to where he found Reggie.  I 
checked his pulse, but he was already dead.  So I called the police from down the street and 
came home.  That’s it. 
 

JEWELS 
Mario.  

(She rolls her head back and paces.)   
Did the police get your name? 
 

MARIO 
I told them the truth.  I saw the body and I called the police.  That’s all I knew and that’s all I told 
them.  I didn’t give them my name. 
 

JEWELS 
And Gary? 
 

MARIO 
He was a mess, so, I just told him to go home and he went. 
 

JEWELS 
(She wraps her arms around her son and holds him.)  

Things just keep escalating.  This place is no good for us.  It’s no good for you.    
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What if you had been with them last night? 
 

MARIO 
(Looks at MARIO.  He takes her wrists.) 

That’s why I try to stay away from them.  Why I like keeping busy at night, so I don’t have to find 
myself in that situation.   

(Releases her.  Walks over to his bedroom window.  Turns to look at 
JEWELS.)   

Mom, I dreamed about the shooting right before it happened.  
 

JEWELS 
What do you mean? 
 

MARIO 
Grandpa explained to me about these ways.  Why I have these visions.   (Reassuring.)  He puts it 
all into perspective so I can learn to live with them. 
 

JEWELS 
What?  Grandpa explained?  
 

MARIO 
He says to follow our Lakota pathways as a way of understanding our Tarasco ways.  We’re all 
related, and when one people loses their language or gets displaced, it’s our way, our 
responsibility to help each other, teach our relatives so we can hang onto this relationship with 
Taku Wakan150, Curicaueri151. We have to teach each other152, right?   

(JEWELS stares at her son.  Pauses then nods.)   
Grandpa says this is how we came to be.  When the Tarasco first came to México from Peru they 
found a home in Michoacán.  But some of the people were compelled to continue north.  They 
became the Zuñi and each time the people moved north, the people who were there before them 
helped.  Chaco Canyon, you know, in New México.153  

                                                                 
150 Lakota for “the Great Mystery”. 
151  Curicaueri refers to the Pure’pecha (Tarasco) Creator of the universe.  The name suggests the One who 
arises from fire. 
152Resa Crane Bizzaro articulates the conundrum for mixed-blood and unenrolled tribal people as they are 
“left in an undefinable space”. She sees the removal of ties to culture and heritage as “psychologically 
debilitating [for] individuals and nations, and weakening nations' powers of survivance (a rhetorical term 
coined by Gerald Vizenor and used by Native Americans to incorporate the notions of ‘survival’ and 
‘resistance’ to the dominant culture)” (2004, pg. 62). As Grandpa is Pure’pecha, and many of his ancestral 
ways are unknown to him, he has found a spiritual pathway through the ways of his Lakota wife. Likewise, 
Alba finds respite in being in the ceremonial circle of the Omaha people since he is estranged from his 
Otomí people.   Vizenor acknowledges that Indigenous people have united throughout history; sometimes 
unified in revolution.  These agreements are “the foundational histories of survivance in this nation” 
(Vizenor, 1995, pg. 7). 
153 Mario’s conscientization, his acumen for a new self-reflexivity is emerging, and he is learning how to 
articulate this increasing sense of responsibility in the application of cultural knowledge. Gutierrez (2013) 
cites Paulo Freire’s explanation of the process as a praxis for personal liberation.   

…I have been concerned with the process Freire calls conscientização (1970, 1973, 1998) (or in 
English ‘conscientization’) which is the process of a deepening, self-reflexive, critical social 
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JEWELS 

Stop. 
 

MARIO 
I’ve dreamed of Chaco and I’ve been there and Grandpa said it is where we all gathered to share, 
trade, and make new relations . . .  

 
JEWELS 

(JEWELS interrupts.  Throws her hands in the air for MARIO to stop.) 
 Wha—what are you talking about?   Are you awake?    
 

MARIO 
Yea. 
 

JEWELS 
You’ve been talking to Grandpa?    
 

MARIO 
(MARIO nods yes.)    

This is how it has been.  Some of us are born into dreams so we can remember, and we need to 
remember . . .  
 

JEWELS 
(Softly.  Firmly.)   

Stop. 
 

MARIO 
Iná.  We have to keep the stories. 
 

JEWELS 
Go wash-up so we can leave. Take your supplies, whatever you’re going to bring with you, and load 
it into the truck. 
 

MARIO (Confused.) 
Why do you cut me off?  I’m trying to talk to you.  I thought you wanted me to tell you what I 
know? 
 

JEWELS 
You talk too much to Grandpa.   

(Turns to leave MARIO’S room.)   
 

MARIO 

                                                                 
consciousness. When referring to this process, Freire frequently uses the metaphorical words 
"unveiling" and "emergence." These are appropriate metaphors since the student unveils the 
world and the nature of oppression and consequently their critical consciousness emerges from a 
fog of naive consciousness and "culture of silence" (Freire, 1970). (2011, pg. 29)  

Whether in the context of education, culture or spiritual illumination, the act of “unveiling” leads to a 
cathartic experience of “emergence” that grants one the ability to actualize presence.  
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You know, I dreamed about Tafoya. 
   (JEWELS stops.  Does not turn around.) 
I dreamt he didn’t die.   I found him.  He survived.  Iná, I dreamed he survived.  I put my hands on 
his chest.  It was a wound, but he didn’t die. 
 

JEWELS 
We’re finished talking. 
 

MARIO 
Why?   

(Getting angry.  JEWELS turns and faces him.) 
You asked me and I’m telling you what I know.  Now you want me to shut-up?  What’s this all 
about then?  Huh?  Why are you taking me North, what am I getting ready for if I can’t talk to you 
about it. 
 

JEWELS 
Because I don’t know how to deal with what you’re talking about.  How is my dad helping you?  
How can he know what’s going on here?  I want you to stop it.  Okay?  Just stop it, Mario. 

(JEWELS turns, sees his backpack on the floor, picks it up and hands it to 
MARIO.)   

Finish getting yourself together.  We have to stop by He Dog’s so he can gift you a pipe.   
 

MARIO 
I don’t need a pipe from He Dog. 
   (Jewels is about to speak but MARIO cuts her off to explain.) 
Grandpa already gifted me a pipe154.  I’m ready. 
 

JEWELS 
What are you talking about? 
 

MARIO 
I’m ready.   

(He opens up a duffel, she looks inside and apparently sees a pipe bag 
unseen to the audience.  She stands in silent awe.) 

 
JEWELS 

How’d you get this? 
 

MARIO 
I told you.  Grandpa.  
 

JEWELS 
(Reaches her hand down as if to touch the contents in the duffel.  Rethinks 
and slowly withdraws her hand.  Stares at her son.) 

There is no way.   I want the truth. 

                                                                 
154 The sacred pipe, “canunpa” in the Lakota language, came to the people by way of White Buffalo Calf 
woman. It has a very specific function within the ceremonies of the Lakota and other Plains tribes.  When 
one becomes a pipe carrier they must conduct themselves in a good and decent way at all time.  The 
power contained within the pipe is a great responsibility.  (Catches, 2012; Tinker, 2004; Tobacco, 2015).  
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   (MARIO stares at her confused and almost hurt.) 
 

MARIO 
Which truth, Iná?  What truth will make you happy?  I already told you.  I’m being honest with you 
but you don’t want to hear anything I say?  
 

JEWELS  
   (Recomposes.  With a forced smile.  Nodding.) 
Then let’s not argue in the presence of the canunpa.  I’m sure you’ll know what to do with it.  Right? 
 

MARIO 
I will. 
 

JEWELS 
(Get teary-eyed.  Turns away from MARIO.) 

I’m going to finish in the kitchen and then we’ll leave. 
 

MARIO 
Are you okay? 
 

JEWELS 
Only if you are.    
 

MARIO (Assuredly.) 
I am. 
 

JEWELS 
   (Sighs deeply.) 
Then I’ll meet you in the truck—I packed burritos for the road.  

(Begins to leave again.  Stops.  Looks at the door. Turns to MARIO.)  
I’m sorry about your friend.  You know he wasn’t on a good path?   
 

MARIO (Nods.) 
I know. 

(Jewels turns and exits. MARIO picks up his guitar and begins to strum.  Fade 
to Black. )  

 
ACT II 

Scene 9 

 
(MARIO is asleep on the bed with his guitar under his arm.  GRANDPA 
comes down the stairs, sees that MARIO is once again sleeping and 
awakens him.) 

Wake up.  (Pause.)  Mi’jo, you have to get-up.   
   (MARIO struggles to wake-up.) 
You’re supposed to be getting ready to leave. 
   (Helps him gather his guitar and pipe.) 
Your mother is going to leave you if you don’t get around. 
 

MARIO 
Did I fall asleep again? 
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GRANDPA 

It’s not so much if you fell asleep.  More like where are you waking up? 
 

 
MARIO 

   (Suddenly concerned.) 
Am I in the right place? 
 

GRANDPA (Chortles.) 
Well, I can’t tell you.  You have to be the one to figure that out.155  

(As GRANDPA leads Mario DS GRANDMA enters from DSL.  Walks into 
scene.  She is dressed in the modern. Older but not elderly. Playful but 
dominant.  She is wiping her hands on her apron as she begins to speak. 
She catches both men off guard.) 

 
GRANDMA 

What are you rattling about in here?   
  (Her hands are stained blue.) 
Look at these hands.  Why isn’t anyone helping me with those chokecherries in the 
kitchen?  I have a slug of them to cook-up and be taken down to the sun dance grounds.   
Pete, I know your fingers are too old to help me pull seeds, but you can help me carry the pot and 
put it on the stove. 

(To MARIO.)   
You, tacója156, if your fingers are strong enough to pluck a guitar, you can pluck out some seeds, 
right? 
 

MARIO  
(Startled. Moves cautiously SR.) 

Uᶇcí.157 
 

GRANDPA 
  (To GRANDMA.)     
You’re scaring him.  
  (To MARIO.) 
Does like she wants. 
  (Shakes his head in playful disgust. To GRANDMA.) 
What am I going to do with you? 
  (MARIO stares.) 
 

GRANDMA 
That’s what I ask about you. 

 
MARIO 

Uᶇcí?  Where did you come from---? 

                                                                 
155 Mario’s aspirations and Grandpa’s presence ensures that “stories remember when people forget” (Bru chac, 2003, 

pg. 35).   Mario is incited to discover what he does not yet know and to venture where the answers he seeks are can 
be found. 
156 The Lakota word for “grandchild”. 
157 The Lakota word for “grandmother”. 
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GRANDMA  

(Cuts him off scolding.  Walks out of scene down stage.  Suddenly outside.) 
--Just over there, boiling water. Hot as it is. 

(Looks up at the sky. MARIO is confused.  They follow GRANDMA DS.) 
We need rain.   
 

GRANDPA 
   (Hands GRANDMA his bottle of water from his trousers.) 
Don’t dry up. 
   (She takes the bottle and drinks.  To MARIO.) 
I’ll have your wasna158 ready for you to take with you on your hanbleceya. 
 

MARIO 
Have you been hearing me all this time? 

(GRANDPA looks at MARIO abruptly in a way that suggests he doesn’t 
question GRANDMA’s presence.) 

 
GRANDMA 

Han.  
   (Looks at MARIO intensely.) 
Y’know when you’re Grandpa here went up on that hill I worried about him because it can be hard 
up there.  And I will worry about you, but I know you, Mahpiya.  As I’ve seen it you will do fine.  

(She stands beside GRANDPA and places a hand on his shoulder and 
speaks to him.) 

Get him straightened out about what is real and what is really real? He’s having too many 
misunderstandings. 
   (To MARIO.) 
I don’t want you to have problems with your mother.  She’s trying to understand, so, you need to 
be patient with her as she is with you.   

 (To GRANDPA.)  
Help him along, ‘pa.  He’s going to be telling our stories someday, ennit? (Winks.) 
 

GRANDPA (Laughs.) 
He will tell about how much you mean to me.   
 

GRANDMA 
   (She hits him gently on the arm. To MARIO.) 
When I first saw your Grandpa I thought he looked like Gerónimo with his beady eyes that shot 
lightening— 

 
GRANDPA (Interrupts.) 

 --straight into her heart.   
(He mimics shooting an arrow.) 

She knows it was elk medicine. 
 

GRANDMA (Laughing.) 
Tsk!  There are no elk where you come from 
                                                                 
158 Wasna is the Lakota word for a spirit food that is taken with the petitioner who goes out for the vision 
quest. 
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   (To MARIO.) 
It was his eyes.  He had the eyes of a real warrior. I’m telling you.  Look at ‘em.  That’s how I 
knew he was a man of strength—and a little dangerous. 

(Smiles at GRANDPA.)   
I always liked dancing with the risky.  (Laughs.) He was a good two-stepper.  
 

GRANDPA 
And she could dance cumbias. 
   (Wiggles his hips.) 
 

GRANDMA 
Ha!  (She hits GRANDPA playfully.) I guess I was pretty good, eh? 
   (To Mario.) 
But grandson, I know you’re writing stories.  And I want to tell you, if you’re going to freeze words 
on paper, you need to write about what will be.  That way it will happen.  You got to make it 
happen so we survive159 right into the past and into the future.   
 

MARIO (Incredulous.) 
You want me to change history?   
 

GRANDMA 
Well, here we are.  Is it the past or the future?  Maybe it’s neither, or maybe it’s both.  What you 
do now shapes everything that has ever happened and anything that will ever happen.  It all 
moves together like water in the creek.  So do what needs to be done.   

                                                                 
159 For Vizenor, writing is comprised of “imaginative histories; a remembrance past the barriers” (as quoted in 
LaLonde, 1997). Based on his association with his own Anishaanabe culture, the barriers are the literatures of 
dominance that bind us to western rationale and fabrication. Coming from a Midewiwin spiritual landscape Vizenor’s 
perception of language must include its potential to reshape and re-administer the narrative. He writes, “Native 

memories, stories of totemic creation, shamanic visions, burial markers, medicine pictures, the hunt, love, war, and 
songs are the transmotion of virtual cartography…Native mappers are storiers and visionaries” (1998, pg. 170).  They 
are also instruments of healing.  As Grandma returns from another place to urge her grandson on in his desire to 
write, she also reminds him that he must “write about what will  be.  That way it will  happen.”  The function of story 

in Native culture has varying elements and specific functions, as in Ella Deloria’s description of a Dakota taxonomy of 
oral texts (Deloria, 1932).  Within the Midewiwin medicine lodge of the Ojibwa “stories can house spirits; stories can 
heal; and the power to heal directly coincides with the ab i l ity of the healer to elaborate on the story” (Burgess, 

2006).  Vizenor constructs a creation story in Heirs of Columbus (1991) in which he elaborates by way of trickster 
antics and relentless imagination, but what he accomplishes is the inverting of the entire discovery event, even the 
identity of Columbus. Benjamin Burgess explains    

The dominant narrative of Christopher Columbus is the most basic level of the creation story of America. It 

is told by those who celebrate the legacy of Columbus as if he were merely a great adventurer who freed 
the New World from its primitive institutions and gave the Indigenous people their first taste of civil ization. 
The dominant narrative is the absence of elaboration; we are taught to believe so l ittle about what actu ally 

occurred that it makes the people sick. This is a direct contrast to the purpose of storytell ing between the 
two cultures (Euroamerican and Anishinaabe). One culture tells stories to heal the sick, and the other tells 
stories that make one sick. (2006, pg. 26) 

Grandma pleads with Mario, who is transcending into his Lakota personage as Mahpiya, to do what is necessary in 

shaping “everything that has ever happened and anything that will  ever happen” through the power of his ability to 
story.   
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Write away all this sickness of the heart.  
(Motions to the space around her.) 

You can do that, y’know.   
 

MARIO (Doubtful.) 
(Chews his fingernail.) 

There’s too much.  I can’t make the sickness of our peoples go away.  I can’t do that. 
 

GRANDMA 
(Seizes MARIO’s hand.  Looks him in the eye.) 

You can’t do that?  What do you think you’re supposed to be doing?  Collecting cans?  
   (Drops his hand.) 
Gnawing on your own flesh?  ?  

(To GRANDPA.) 
What’s wrong with my boy? 

(To MARIO.) 
Don’t you know you come from warrior societies?  We’ve made it through the worst of times. 
We’re still alive in spite of empty promises and lies.  The sickness doesn’t exist unless you give it 
power.  Don’t you give it permission or we won’t make it.160 

 (GRANDPA walks GRANDMA SL.  Light fades to Black SL.  Spot up on 
MARIO.   
In this segment MARIO is positioned within the space of the light. Mist rolls 
lightly across stage.  During the following VO sequence MARIO is at odds 
with himself, in search of a greater understanding of his potential.  He 
struggles between his personal and collective unconscious.  An internal 
battle ensues as he moves only within the circle.  When MARIOI speaks it 
is to himself rather than to another.)161 

                                                                 
160 Russel Means, in all his controversy and “cruces of simulations” according to Vizenor (2009), emulated 
the notion of the postindian warrior of survivance.  Though he danced with his own invention and lent 
himself to the fabrication of race, he understood human nature in its many flaws. He also understood that 
regardless of “race”, humanity is easily blinded by its own rationality.  Vizenor quotes Means (2009, pg. 
175):   

Humans are able to survive only through the exercise of rationality since they lack the abil ities of 
other creatures to gain food through the use of fang and claw…But rationality is a curse since it 
can cause humans to forget the natural order of things in ways other creatures do not.  A wolf 
never forgets his or her place in the natural order.  American Indians can.  Europeans almost 
always do. 

Grandma fears Mario is forgetting the natural order of things, which is dependent upon non-analytical 
acknowledgement and understanding of what is real—a trans-reality.  Mario is riddled with doubt and 
uncertainty, limited by the finite modern mind.  These are attributes of western rationale (Arnold 2003), 
the infrastructure for internalized oppression (Duran &Duran, 1995) that prevents authentic being (Freire, 
1995). Grandma reminds Mario that sickness doesn’t even exist unless it is given power. 
161 In his final publication, The World We Used to Live In (2006),  Vine Deloria wrote that when human 
beings experience the mystical it is out of an urgency because “when human power falls they must look to 
a higher power for the fulfillment of their desires” (2006, pg. 18).   
 The return to the “natural order” in the midst of by-gone relatives is Mario/Mahpiya’s 
reorientation to Indigenous relationality, the interaction that occurs among “all my relatives”, the Lako ta 
concept of Metakuye Oyas’iᶇ. Within this experience of the trans-real, Native identities become creations 
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GRANDPA’S VOICE 
Sometimes you just got to believe in yourself more than you believe in the lies you’ve been told. 
 

MARIO 
I believe what you tell me. 
 

GRANDMA 
Then muster up your courage. The first thing you go into battle with is yourself.  All them lies you 
been told.  They’re in your head, and until you count coup on your worst enemy you won’t know 
what do when the others come.  So finish this. 
 

 
MARIO 

Finish.  By which people? 
 

GRANDPA (VOICE OVER—VO) 
We come from different people, but the same people.162   
 

MARIO 
(Speaks in direction of audience.) 

We are Pure’pecha from my grandfather, his father and his father before him, and their mothers 
and grandmothers.  I am Lakota from my grandmother, her mother and her mother before her, 
and their fathers and grandfathers. 
 

GRANDPA (Voice Over-VO) 
We are all one. 
    

MARIO 
Lakota are star people163.  When I look up into the black heavens I think of you, my grandmothers, 
all my elders.   
 

GRANDPA VO 
We, too, are star people made from the first orbs of light ever created.  From the Inca to the 
Pure’pecha, Zuñi, Lakota.  We were together in the past.  Our oldest stories tell we are 
intertwined. 
 

MARIO (Mumbles.) 

                                                                 
of the real through their interconnectedness with the past and future as co-creators of the universe.  
Deloria refers to the contemporary Lakota medicine man, Lame Deer, who like Grandma and Grandpa 
points people in the right direction on this life journey, but allows them the right to arrive at the 
destination for which they were meant, and one which they choose.  In this way we become “co -creators 
with the ultimate powers of the universe” (Deloria, 2006, pg. xxx).  But here is the quandary that Deloria 
reminds us will forever exist in this physical world of excessive rationalization—the same excessive 
rationality Russel Means observed: “In the spirit world, there might be a wonderland of possibilities, but 
until an idea takes on flesh and demonstrates its significance, the universe does not appear at all” (2006, 
pg. xxx).   
162 It is in this line that Grandpa insinuates that relationality may mean a cultural connection, that perhaps 
there is a relatedness between Mario’s Tarasco and Lakota bloodlines.  
163 (Goodman, 1992; White Hat, 2012) 
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One people.  (Pause.) One people? (Pause. Walks the circle. Uses his fists as if he were playing 
the childs’164 game Catch the Bear.)  Inca, Ponca, Shoto, Dakota, Da seé.  Inca, Ponca, Shoto, 
Dakota, Da seé.  Inca, Ponca, Shoto, Dakota, Da seé.  
 

GRANDPA VO 
One people. 
 

MARIO 
Inca, Ponca, Shoto, Dakota, Da seé. All my relations.   
 

GRANDMA VO 
Metakuye Oyasin.165 
 

GRANDPA VO 
Mi’jo, Mahpiya.  Let your eye become open. This world you stand on is full of living beings, but 
there is only a handful of people. They are your ally.  

 
GRANDMA VO 

You are Mahpiya Olowan166. You are the cloud that carries a song.  You must carry that music with 
you as you learn to face the enemy.  Within and around you. 
 

MARIO 
I must learn to face my enemy.   
 

GRANDPA  (VO) 
Your name is the gift that you take with you into battle. 
 

GRANDMA (VO) 
Make rain167, my grandson.   

                                                                 
164 This Lakota children’s games is part of the Lakota oral history. Its origins are said to come from very old 
stories that suggest who the Lakota were related to at different points in history (V. White, personal 
communication, October 19, 2012). The reference to “Inca” in the verse is untraceable in that I do not 
know if it is direct reference to the Inka’s of the Quechua speaking people of Peru, Ecuador and Bolivia of 
South America, or if it is of the “old Lakota” language (Deloria, 2012) and has another linguistic inference 
(Tobacco, 2015). What is fascinating is that each of the other words in the game are directly associated 
with specific known tribes of the central region of what is the United States (V. White, personal 
communication, October 19, 2012). 
165 The significance of the term, as it bonds Mario to a larger universe, is based upon a deeper 
understanding of Metakuye Oyas’iᶇ, as explained by the late White Hat (2012).  As such, a relationship of 
this nature necessitates a research paradigm that allows for the culturally competent evolution and 
analysis of characters (See, Figure 3, Paradigm for peoplehood and performance praxis).   
 
166 Lakota word for “song”. 
167 Masaru Emoto (2001) presented research that resonated with Indigenous knowledge of the elements, 
such as the energy contained within the word. Emoto made the case that water molecules are influenced 
by words as sound vibration, or moving energy, and affect the lived memory of matter. “Existence is 
vibration...The fact that everything is in a state of vibration also means that everything is creating sound. 
And as sound is created, there is a master listener to receive the sound: water” (Emoto, 2005). If we, as 
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   (There is lightening and a sudden boom of thunder.  MARIO jumps. 
He performs a confrontation with his fear.  A monstrous roar and precarious 
SFX encircle him.  He dodges, ducks.  Finally he falls to the ground.  Just 
beyond him lays a coup stick168. He takes it.  Raises his head, looks 
around.)  

 
GRANDPA VO 

Any blow struck against your enemy will count as a coup. 
(There is loud breathing heard.  MARIO rises slowly to his feet unsure of 
what direction in the darkness the enemy resides. He faces different 
directions as the sound shifts across the stage. Four shadowed images 
stand on various parts of the stage on different levels.  They may be 
witnesses or enemies or both.  MARIO becomes aware of them.) 

 
GRANDPA VO 

Touch your enemy with your coup stick and escape unharmed.  Take his weapon, take away his 
power over you.   
 

MARIO 
I must risk what I must, but I will count coup. 

(He lunges at an unseen enemy.  Falls to the ground, rolls, and returns to 
his feet.  As the battle with the unseen enemy continues, 
the following voices persist.  MARIO speaks as he does battle.) 

 
MALE VOICE #1 V) 

You are not to shed blood. 
 

MARIO 
I will not kill. 
 

MALE VOICE #2 VO 
Your bravery will be measured when you touch your enemy . . . 
 

MARIO 
I will humble my enemy. 
 

MALE VOICE #1 VO 

                                                                 
living entities, are comprised primarily of water respondent to the frequency of sound, then Momaday  
(1997), Deloria (1998) and Zepeda (1995), are correct in that we are affected in both magnificent and 
critical ways by the uttered word.   
168 A coup stick was made from wood, designed for the particular warrior based on his feats in battle 
(Walker, 1982). Its purpose was for scoring against an enemy in a headlong battle by touching the enemy 
without shedding blood or killing. It was done as a solitary act by the individual warrior. Counting coup 
upon an enemy established ones’ position in the tribal honor society, also known as the akicita. It defined 
courage and established status within the system by getting close enough to your enemy to touch him 
with the coup stick without being harmed.   See generally the work of James R. Walker, (1992), Lakota 
Society. Lincoln: University of Nebraska Press.  This particular text is approved by the Lakota Studies 
department at Oglala Lakota College as an accurate source of Sioux tribal culture.  Although I must be 
clear that it is not necessarily accepted as precise or correct by all tribal members or elders.  
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. . . without harming him. . . 
 

MARIO 
He will have no power over me. 
 

GRANDPA V) 
. . . without becoming wounded. Do not let yourself be wounded!  
 
   (Nearly simultaneous voices repeated.) 
 
GRANDMA VO   GRANDPA VO  MALE VOICE #2 VO 
Live to tell, Mahpiya Olowan.   You will survive.  Live, Mahpiya Olowan 
 
MALE VOICE #1 VO  GRANDMA VO  GRANDPA VO 
We are your witnesses.  Mahpiya Olowan.  You will survive. 
 

GRANDMA 
T'akója.  We are your witnesses. 

 
MARIO 

Grandfathers, see me.169 

                                                                 
169 It is in this realization that the ancestors, as witnesses, see Mahpiya. In Indigenous gnosis—that 
spiritual knowledge that comes by way of personal experience—the ceremony is the vehicle for 
enlightenment and affirmation.  In this way balance is restored and insight is earned.  Mario/Mahpiya 
enters into his own experience with the divine to acquire understanding and healing which leads to 
wisdom and earns him the right to be a postindian warrior.  This is a story of fiction, but it is also a facet of 
a reality in the oneiric space of the stage. It is within the liminality of audience, actor, and perception that 
these kinds of narratives take place as “tightly distilled dramatizations of cultural ideas and will not ask, 
‘What does this story explain?’ but rather, ‘What does this story dramatize?’—a quite different question 
altogether” (Tolken, 2003, pg. 15).   
 Vizenor does not neatly define any of his neologisms since their meanings are akin to visual art 
and must be completed in translation by the viewer—but also by the consciousness of the reader.  All 
things are simulations and constructions within the western framework.  Some simulations are destructive 
hypertexts—the lie of the lie itself (Baudrillard, 1955), others are reinventions to counter the “occidental 
inventions that become a bankable simulation” (Vizenor, 1994, pg. 11). The power of the postindian is that 
he is “The absence of invention, and the end of representation in literature; the closure of that evasive 
melancholy of dominance” (2014, pg. 11).  Mahpiya is postindian and a warrior by virtue of his right  to 
“tease the absence of remembrance in the ruins of representation” (1994, pg. 13). His name is “new” and 
his “encounters are consistent with the warriors who tread the manifest manners of past missions in tribal 
communities” (2014, pg. 12).  As a grandson of “postindian warriors [he can] hear stories that arise in 
natural silence” (2014, pg. 16).  In essence, Vizenor characterizes Mahpiya as coming from “the postindian 
warriors of postmodern simulations [who] would undermine and surmount, with imagination and the 
performance of new stories, the manifest manners of scriptural simulations and “authentic” 
representations of the tribes in the literature of dominance” (2014, pg. 17).  

The interstitial places within the dialogue where Mario enters deeper into a vision or a dream are 
enactments rather than story, places where rituals are made (Duran & Duran, 1995) “and healing in any 
deeper sense comes through the power of the words in the ritual” (pg. 111).  
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(Lunges toward audience. Halts with coup stick raised. Breathes heavy. Eyes 
fixed on male audience. In slow motion lowers coup stick touching him.170  
He gives a war cry of victory.  Returns to CS.  VOICES give war cry.  
GRANDMA lulus171. 

 
(Fade to black.) 

 
ACT 3 

Scene 1 
 

(The single note melody line of a guitar plays.  Enter a drum beat. 
Sound of water spring fade in and up.  MAHPIYA’S name is whispered 
multiple times from different directions.  DSR a Black light illuminates a 
body sheathed in lithe white cloth that moves interpretatively to the guitar. 
Mist rises. 

 
As music fades dancer exits. The scene opens on the front stoop of a 
weathered two-room house CSR.  There are weeds growing up along one 
side of house and morning glories taking over the other.  The wooden 
screen door has most of the mesh hanging limp like a folded page.  It is 
gray from weathering. There is a broken kitchen chair, a rusty folding chair, 
and a tattered lawn chair in the would-be yard. There are a few plastic 
bottles tossed, a faded, flattened cereal box, and an old wooden stick pony.  
MARIO’s guitar is set on a chair.  An ice chest is beside the steps.  
JEWELS enters from UC from a dirt road behind a grove of trees.  She 
carries two sleeping bags climbing the stoop to the house.) 

 
JEWELS 

(Calling into the house.)   
Open the door, please.      

(MARIO comes to the door and takes the gear from his mother.) 
 

MARIO 

                                                                 
170 This is also his act of liberation in which he slays Boal’s “cop in the head”, winning honor in naming his 
enemy without doing him harm.  In Freirian pedagogy the “cultural conquest” that was suffocating 
Mario/Mahpiya and repressing his sense-of-self in the postindian sense has now been psychically 
dismantled (Freire, 1995, pgs. 133-135).  He has spiritually reclaimed his authenticity epitomized in his war 
cry and Grandma’s lulu, her honor cry on his behalf.  This ritual is the humanization of Mahpiya, and his 
metaphorical genesis back into an anticipated world of balance. The intervention of the spirits has 
provided him with an “historical awareness”, the result of his newly acquired “conscientização” (1995, pg. 
90). In Mahpiya’s case, it results from the act of ceremony, of entering into the vision and re -finding 
himself.  

Conscientização (Freire, 1970, 1973), ("conscientization" in English) “is the deepening of the 
attitude of awareness characteristic of all emergence” (1970, pg. 90).  According to Chicano Studies 
professor Miguel Gutierrez, the act of achieving conscientização “unveils the world and the nature of 
oppression and consequently their critical consciousness emerges from a fog of naive consciousness” 
(Gutierrez, 2013, pg. 29).  According to Gutierrez, “conscientização” cannot be efficiently translated from 
Portuguese and still carry the intent and impact of the act and outcome that Freire intended.   
171 The lulu is a high-pitched repetitive vocalization that serves as a vocal praise by the women.  
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Why didn’t you let me carry that?  Is this all? 
 

JEWELS 
   (JEWELS nods.) 
That’s it. 

(MARIO puts the bags down in the house and comes back outside.  
JEWELS picks-up a water bottle on the stoop and begins drinking.  MARIO 
hops off the side of the stoop and takes in the surroundings.) 

Always good to come back here. 
 

JEWELS 
You better believe it.   

(She wipes her brow.)   
I miss these old cottonwoods.  It would be pretty damn hot if it wasn’t for them.   

(She sits on a chair.  Crosses a leg sizing up the property.)   
Nothing changes here.   
 

MARIO 
They talk. 
 

JEWELS 
Who talks? 
 

MARIO 
The trees.  Hear? 
   (Sound of cottonwoods rustling in the breeze.) 
They’re telling us. 
 

JEWELS (Listens.) 
Momma used to listen to them.  She knew what the weather would be, what the earth was 
thinking.  (Pause.)  Pretty cool, huh? 

(Gets up and goes to the stoop.  The railing is loose and slips out of place.  
She wedges a loose nail back into place.) 

Needs a little work.   
(She goes to MARIO.  Comes from behind him and places her hand on his 
shoulder.) 

I forgot how beautiful these cottonwoods are—they wrap themselves around this place like a bear 
hug.   
   (Hugs MARIO.) 
 

MARIO (Chuckles.) 
Can you hear them, Iná? 

 
JEWELS (Nods.) 

I used to think so.  The world was so big then. 
You know, when I was little and Mom and Daddy first got the trailer, I thought it was the biggest 
place in the world.  First time we had an in-door toilet. 
 

MARIO 
I thought you always lived here. 
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JEWELS 
No.  Grandpa and Grandma met in Scottsbluff.  Grandpa was working the fields then172.  He was 
passing through and somehow they met at a dance or something.  Pretty soon, here I am.  (Laughs 
quietly.) They lived here till Grandma died.  Since this was tribal land it went back to my 
grandparents, who were still living.  Dad went back to Council Bluffs since all his family’s there and 
this place, well, it just keeps on going.  

(Observes its dilapidated condition.) 
Barely.  (Pause.) 
You okay? 
 

MARIO 
I’m okay.   
 

JEWELS 
You sure? 
 

MARIO 
Yea.  Just tired. 
 

JEWELS 
Did you sleep at all last night?   
 

MARIO 
Not really. 
 

JEWELS 
So go take a nap.  I have to take some of this food down to the sun dance grounds.   
 

MARIO 
I’ll help you.  I’m not that tired. 
 

JEWELS 
Why don’t you stay here?  Let me go down and talk to Leksi about what happened—see what’s 
best and how to proceed, y’know?   Besides, you’ve got some long days ahead of you, so, drink 
some water, pray for some rain, and get some sleep.  I mean it.  Do you even have your ties made? 
 

MARIO   
They’re done.   
 

JEWELS 
You go up tomorrow.  Four days, four nights.  No food, no water.  This is a huge commitment, son.  
I want you to be ready—in a good frame of mind, okay? 
 

MARIO 

                                                                 
172 Migratory workers have historically traversed the Great Plains.  South Dakota and Nebraska are border 
states.  The Pine Ridge reservation sits along the southern South Dakota border.  Many of the border 
towns house and service migratory workers primarily of Mexican descent.  The largest group of laborers 
work in the sugar beet plants during what is called “campaign” season—the harvest of sugar beets.   
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Yea, you’re probably right.  Talk to Leksi Lester and ask him what I need to do.  You don’t think this 
thing with Reggie is going to affect things, do you?    
   (JEWELS gives him a consoling look.) 
Thanks.   
You know, I feel like I’ve already done this.   
   (JEWELS stares at him silent.)  
Iná 173, do you think maybe we live in different worlds at the same time? 
 

JEWELS 
This is your first time going up. 
 

MARIO 
I don’t think it is. 
 

JEWELS 
Mario . . . 

GARY comes out of the trailer with a bag of powdered donuts. He stands on 
the stoop looking at JEWELS and MARIO. Awkward silence.) 
 

MARIO 
You going with Iná? 
 

GARY 
Where? 
 

MARIO 
To the camp. 
 

GARY 
You going? 
 

JEWELS 
Mario’s going to stay here while I take the food down.  Why don’t you come help me? 

 
MARIO 

   (To GARY.) 
Yea. She should probably talk to Leksi before I head down there.   

(To GARY.)    
Maybe you should talk to him too.  Y’know?  For reals, man. 
 

GARY 
Yea.  I know.  I know.    

(To JEWELS.)   
Auntie, you think you can drop me off at my Iná’s on the way back?  They’re going to stay with his 
relatives in the canyon. 
 

JEWELS 
I s’pose. 
 

                                                                 
173 Lakota words for “mother.” 
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GARY 
They’re on their way back from Rapid, but, if it’s easier you can take me now and I can wait for 
them.    
 

JEWELS 
Will anyone be there? 
 

GARY 
   (Shrugs his shoulders.) 
Probably.  If not, I’ll crawl in through the window. 
 

JEWELS 
I’d rather you go with me to the sun dance grounds first.  I haven’t been on that road for several 
years now and I don’t want to try and drive it alone if I don’t have to.  If I run into a herd of buffalo, I 
want someone with me. (Laughs.) You come help and then I’ll drop you off on the way back here, 
okay? 
 

MARIO 
(To GARY.)   

Yea, man.  You go help mom.   And talk to Leksi. 
  (To JEWELS.)   

Sure you don’t want me to go with you? 
 

JEWELS 
I’ll be alright.  I’ll be back-up early to cook this soup for tomorrow. 
 

MARIO 
(Nods reluctantly. To GARY.) 

Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.    And don’t be askin’ for no mutton stew.  This is Lakota land not 
Navajo.  (Laughs.)    
 

GARY  
Shhhii… (Looks at JEWELS and catches himself.) …oooot.  (Laughs.)  I’m a Nava- 

kota, brother.  I’m down for some wačhéuŋpapi174 after the buffalo hunt. 
 

MARIO 
But for reals, Gary.  I’ll need you tomorrow night. I’m going up there to pray for you and everyone 
else.  You know what I mean, right?  Four nights, man.  You’re going to be at that fire?  
 

GARY 
Yea, yea.  I got you. 
 

MARIO 
Don’t let me down, man. 
 

GARY 
I got your back.  You know.  I already told you, I’m going to do this for you.   I just wanna go see Iná 
and the crew over there in Allen.  
 

                                                                 
174 In Lakota, wačhéuŋpapi refers to roasted or broiled meat or corn.  
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JEWELS 
She’s supposed to come down tomorrow for the sweat.  You can have her bring you back early so 
you can start the fire.  Or do you want me or Mario to pick you up later tonight? 
 

GARY 
No.  I got it.  Gonna go check-out all the relatives.   You got enough dirt roads to travel today.  It’s 
cool. 
 

JEWELS 
Then you ready? 
 

GARY 
Was’te175.  Let’s do it, Auntie. 

(To MARIO)   
Be chill, brutha.  Gonna see you tomorrow.  You’re going up, up, up. 
 

MARIO 
(Lifts his chin in acknowledgement and some skepticism.)   

Be safe.   Stay out of the playground, witko176. 
 

JEWELS 
(To MARIO.  Trying to sound reassuring.) 

Rest. 
   (Looks toward GARY as he leaves to get in the truck.) 
We’ll see. 
 

(JEWELS pulls her truck keys from her pocket and exits.  MARIO remains on 
the stoop.  The sound of a truck engine is heard starting-up and driving away 
down a gravel road.  MARIO waves good-bye to his Mom and GARY.  He 
sits on the rusted folding chair and props his feet up on the broken kitchen 
chair.  Stares into the sky. There are sounds of the outdoors: blue jays, 
leaves from the cottonwood in the breeze. Lighting shifts from bright day to 
subtle clouds that move across stage via a gobo.  The soft strum of the guitar 
suggests the movement of time.  Music fades out.) 

 
GRANDPA 

(Enters from the house.)   
Isn’t this a beautiful moment! Praise be to the Creator.  Right mi’jo? 
 

MARIO 
It’s about great! 
 

GRANDPA 
Then why don’t you go check-out things—like when you were little.  You liked going down to the 
creek there and catch frogs.  You still have your knife? 
 

MARIO 
Not the same one.  That was eons ago. 
                                                                 
175 Lakota for “good”. 
176 Lakota for “crazy”. 
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GRANDPA 

 
You catch the frogs and I’ll cook them up. 
 

MARIO 
Frogs? 
 

GRANDPA 
Frog legs.    

(GRANDPA rubs his belly.  Mario laughs.  GRANDPA comes down from the 
stoop.)   

Mario.  I want to talk to you about something.  Come over here.   
(MARIO gets up from the chair.)    

I wanna show you something.   
(He leads Mario over to DR and points into an imagined distance.)   

Do you see that big butte over their? 
 

MARIO 
You mean that mountain? 
 

GRANDPA 
That hill.   

(He points with his lips and chin.)   
 

MARIO 
I see a mountain. 
 

GRANDPA 
It’s only as big as you make it.  When I first come here long ago. I decided to climb her.   
 

MARIO 
You mean for hanbleceya177? 
 

GRANDPA 
We didn’t do things exactly like the Lakota.  No.  We were living on the flood plain of the Missouri.  
Railroads on one side, the river on the other.  Now my Dad, he and the other men would disappear 
down by the river into the woods all day and sometimes all night.  I don’t know what they did because 
I wasn’t allowed to go with them except on occasion.  When I did, I do remember they’d have a fire 
going and they’d sing, although I didn’t understand what they meant.   But that fire always kind of 
hypnotized me.  In my young mind, I was easily taken over by such things.  I recall how at night 
sometimes the sparks from the embers flew into the air and it seemed I could hear those little sparks 
of fire talk.  They looked like small beings, and they danced around—all around us there in the 
dark—and then, as if something pulled them by a string, they’d go straight up into that night sky and 
disappear into the stars.  I used to think they were the star people that came down to visit.  Father 
said they were of the fire.  We carry that spirit. 
 

                                                                 
177 The Lakota word for “vision quest”. 
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As I got older I asked him “what was it that I was seeing as a child?”  He looked at me and said, 
(softly) “Curicaueri”178.  (Nods.) “They are our relatives.  Come to us in different ways.”   
So I thought to myself, if the “all knowing” is in all things, as a man I would climb that butte and stay 
there for two days and two nights.  I wanted to receive my relatives. 
 

MARIO 
Did you? 
 

GRANDPA 
The first night it rained—hard.  Wakinyans179 danced around me all night, just like the embers of 
the fire did when I was young, but they lit up the sky in every direction.  Had I not had some 
understanding of these things, I might have run for home.  But I was in the presence of Mind.  

(Touches his head.)   
Mente.  You understand me?  There it was all around me.  The presence of All Knowing.   

(Shakes his head in remembered disbelief.) 
I was humbled.  And they sang—they sang the songs of my childhood and it comforted me there 
in the midst of thunder and hail.  On the second night they sang to me, (pause) how would you 
say it? (Pause) La respuesta del momento: las piedras más preciosas se rompe, la piel más dura 
reúne polillas, el árbol más fuerte de la selva baja. Nada es para siempre en la tierra, sólo por un 
tiempo. Comenzamos un viaje de siglos a partir de una región en el sur. Ahora estamos entrando 
en nuestra historia a través del futuro que dejamos atrás.180    
Me entiendes?   

(MARIO says nothing but is fixed on GRANDPA.  Pause.)   
The beings who live on that hill said to me that even precious stones will break, the toughest of 
hides collect moths, the strongest tree in the woods will bend. Because, m i’jo . . .    

(He references their surroundings.)  
. . . nothing lasts forever on this earth as we know it, at this moment.  It is, how you might say, 
vulnerable—it’s the invention of a moment in— 

(Touches MARIO’s temple.)   
—tu mente. 

(Strokes the side of his mouth pensively as he recollects. Speaks 
emphatically.)   

I was told how we, our Tarasco people, started a journey of centuries from a place far to the 
South of here. Now we are entering into our history through the future we left behind.   

(Stares deeply into MARIO’s eyes.)   
These are hard things to explain in English.  It is a crippled language.  I wish I could tell you in 
Pure’pecha then you would know what I know.   
 

                                                                 
178 Pure’pecha deity.  
179 Lakota word for thunder that is personified as beings that bring the rains of spring and quench the thirst 
of mother earth throughout the year. Grandpa has absorbed and learned so many of the Lakota ways that 
he merges his understanding of both spiritual pathways.  However, he never suggests or attempts the 
mixing of spiritual practices.  He did his vision quest his own way (although he never shares the 
particulars) and received the songs of his Pure’pecha spirits .  Likewise, he encourages Mario to do it the 
Lakota way.   
180 Spanish to English translation: The response of the moment: the most precious stones will break, the 
toughest skin will meet with moths, the strongest tree of the lowland will bend. Nothing is f orever on 
Earth, only for a while. We started a journey of centuries from a region in the South. We are now entering 
our history through the future we leave behind.   
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MARIO 
Where is this place in the south? 
 

GRANDPA 
I met a man one time.  I don’t know why he was here or how he even got here.  He was of the 
Inca people…of course, he didn’t refer to himself as an Indian.  Real Indians don’t do that, just like 
when I was a child.  My father never referred to us as Indian because that’s something the 
Spaniards made-up.  We were tribes and nations and I growed-up knowing this.  Well, this small 
man—he was short like my mother and dressed in his traditional attire.  It was up here that I met 
this man.  He called himself Wiñay and he told us he had learned Spanish.  We talked at length 
and I shared with him how our people came from the village of Tangancícuaro, in Michoacán.  He 
smiled and said to me, “we are related”.  I asked how that could be and he said that “cuaro”, has 
meaning in Quechua, that it meant a staff that one would carry.  We soon discovered that our 
languages were similar.  Our village came to be where our staff was placed when we arrived in 
Michoacán long ago.  Our Tarasco people were the staff carriers.  
 

MARIO (Pause.)   
I wondered about that.  You know, where we came from, if we were born from Michoacán?  Like 
here, the Lakota, we come from the stars, but, if the Tarasco are people of the fire, then what’s that 
make me?  Like a meteor, or something? 
   (Grandpa laughs.) 
Naw, but serious, Grandpa, what about death?   
 

GRANDPA 
Death?  Why would you ask that? 
 

MARIO 
You saw so much. 
 

GRANDPA 
I never said I saw death.  I didn’t go there to see death. 
   (Walks around MARIO.  Places his hand over the top of MARIO’s as  

if stroking his skin.  Says nothing and sits on the chair.  Studies MARIO, 
waiting for him to speak.) 

 
MARIO 

You know, don’t you? 
 

GRANDPA 
What did you do with it?   
 

MARIO 
What do you mean?   
 

GRANDPA 
Did you keep it?  Did you release it?  What did you do with death? 
 

MARIO 
(Pensively.)  I didn’t do anything with it.  I touched the blood of a friend after he died.  I thought he 
might still be alive—I wanted to save him.  I just prayed. 
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GRANDPA 
How did he die? 
 

MARIO 
Someone shot him. 
   (He picks up his guitar. Almost as security.) 
 

GRAMPA 
(His bottom lip curls downward.  He becomes very serious.) 

Death balances the act of life.  But murder disturbs.  It comes out of rage and anchors it so that 
spirit can’t move forward.  What it becomes can stick to you, like chícle.  You have to let it go.   
  

(GRANDPA takes his hands and wipes down MARIO’s head from  the top 
down, then his heart, each arm from the shoulder down.) 

Wash it off you.  If you don’t send it away—make you sick.  You know in these you’re you come 
too close to death, your spirit can be called away.  You have call it back.  Come inside so I can 
clean you off and then I’m going to tell you what to do.   

(GRANDPA places his hand on MARIO’s shoulder and leads him into the 
house.  Winds picks up.  There is the sound of wind chimes.) 

 
MARIO 

I didn’t hear those earlier.   
 

GRANDPA 
(Does not acknowledge MARIO’s observation.) 

I don’t know what others have told you about what you’re about to do up there, but let me explain 
to you what I have learned between being Tarasco, and living with my hunka181 relatives here.  
This thing that you are about to do is not how some describe it—as a vision quest.  You’re not 
seeking visions; that you already have.  Climbing that hill is much more and is a much greater 
responsibility. You know why? 
 

MARIO 
Why? 
 

GRANDPA 
You’re already there.  Now you got to figure out how to come back down. 

 
MARIO 

Yea.  Yea.  I kinda figured that.  Can’t explain how, y’know? And I know I can do what I need to do 
up there—or here.  But there’s still this, I don’t know, resentment that I feel about different things.  
The right, the wrong of history, the rez, the people that have to suffer.   

(Pause. Begins strumming his guitar again. Confidently.) 
I’m gonna be okay. I’m gonna find my salvation. 
 

                                                                 
181 Hunka is a making of relatives through ceremony.  A hunka relative is one who you have ceremonially 
adopted or who has ceremonially adopted you.  It establishes a kinship as true as blood relatives and 
brings one into a tiospaye, or clan of relatives.  One can be a sibling, dependent child, parent or other 
relative through the hunka ceremony and requires as great a responsibility as would any family 
relationship (Catches, 2012; Tinker, 2004; White Hat, 2012).   
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GRANDPA (Gruffly.)   
Your hanbleceya is not a quest for salvation.  You best drop the curtain on your Moses play, 
because nobody up there is waiting to hand you a burning bush.   

(Pointing to the mountain.)  
There ain’t no book you can read-up on how to solve your troubles. (Laughs.) 
 

MARIO 
I know, Grandpa.  What I’m trying to tell you . . . 
 

GRANDPA (Interrupts.)  
. . . What I’m telling you is that you will die the physical death before you even begin to get close 
to what you’re looking for.  There is no place for hot-headedness, pity, or pride up there.    

(Softly. Pantomimes stamping his metal lamps.)   
Even pressure—direct—make each impression sharp and clear.   Hear the water in the stream.   

(The sound of wind chimes segue into the distant, soft, trickling sound of 
water.  Lighting becomes subdued. Upstage scrim projects close-up images 
or footage of water, but it does not dominate the presence of MARIO and 
GRANDPA on stage.)    

This world is water and water is mystery, so that means it is sacred182.  You and I are water. Our 
structure never changes, but our form is always in motion183 and that is really the only difference 
between life and death.  All things are fluid, like the spring, because we are the water.  Listen.  
Our peoples are a single living being—a plant that drops “the lowest petals that have become 
dried and useless…hanging by a single thread”184. The mind of the nation understands “when to 
drop them”185 so that there remains a bloom of strength leading us.  Mi’jo, what you do with a 
good heart nurtures all the people. 
Go up on that hill to become free from thinking in this body.  

(He pushes gently on the MARIO’s chest).   
Humble yourself.   

(MARIO looks at GRANDPA as if he is going to say something but 
GRANDPA prevents him from talking.)   

Keep listening to the water.186   

                                                                 
182 There is a duality of water sources that progresses throughout the script. One is the waiting for water 
as rain that has not yet come.  The other is water as land-based, then the appearance of a spring.  The 
sanctity of water is cross-cultural, but Ramirez, (2002) writes in “La mitología del agua en la Meseta 
Purépecha” that “Water is divine” and cites Crown Núñez (1977) “that, among the [P]urepecha, the God 
Tirípeme is dedicated as the God of rain; Curicaueri, the Sun, the great light.  “Tirípeme means 'beautiful 
or divine water'”.   
183 In Tarasco mythology the duality of rain from above and from below is integral to the lifeways of 
Tarasco living on the plateau.  There is a “rich mythical thinking around two fundamental issues: the 
existence of water and scarcity (Zalpa, 1982), and this mythology refers to the water 'from below', the 
springs and the norias, and water "from above", in the rain” (Ramirez, pg. 102). 
184 (Deloria, 1944, pg. 160) 
185 (Deloria, 1944, pg. 160) 
186 Masaru Emoto’s research (2001) echoed Indigenous understanding of the elements, such as the energy 
contained within the word. Emoto made the case that water molecules are influenced by words as sound 
vibration, or moving energy, and affect the lived memory of matter. “Existence is vibration...The fact that 
everything is in a state of vibration also means that everything is creating sound. And as sound is created, 
there is a master listener to receive the sound: water” (Emoto, 2005). If we, as living entities, are 
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(MARIO acquiesces.)   
It will speak to you just like fire speaks to me.  Do this and you will learn the workings of the whole 
universe.  Remember, the body is part of the plant.   

(Thumps MARIO once again on chest)  
Go learn to be fear-less. 
Now let’s get you cleaned-up. 

(MARIO hesitates in a moment of comical compliance. Smiles 
submissively.) 

Let’s do this before my granddaughter comes. 
(Turns to go back into the house.)   

 
MARIO 

Who? 
 

GRANDPA (Stops.) 
She’s a nice girl. She’s bringing me wild plums. 
   

MARIO 
When’s she supposed to come? 
 

GRANDPA 
Any time.   

(Begins to walk back up to the house.)   
 

MARIO 
Who is she, now?   
 

GRANDPA 
She’s my granddaughter.  From over there.  

(He motions to the East.)   
You’ll know her.   She brings fruit when she comes to visit.   

(Walking into house and talking as he and MARIO exits scene.) 
Always take a gift when you visit and leave something when you go.  You know that. 
   (Fade to black.) 
  
 

ACT III 
Scene 2 

 
(MARIO is USL climbing down from the embankment with thick vegetation 
as he softly sings in vocables187.  Subtle wind chimes can be heard.   Enter 
USR his AUNTIE CLAIRE and UNCLE WAMBLI.  CLAIRE walking down 
from the road.  She is pure diva and WAMBLI is the proverbial pretty boy.  

                                                                 
comprised primarily of water respondent to the frequency of sound, then Momaday, Deloria and Zepeda, 
are correct in that we are affected in both magnificent and cri tical ways by the uttered word.   
187 In Native American music vocables are used for different songs or song parts, sometimes they serve as 
symbols as in war cries and guttural affirmations.  Unlike words, they are consonant/vowel sound parts 
that give vocal embodiment to different songs.  They provide rhythmic pattern and set at the beginning of 
a song they can establish tempo as well as add layers to music. 
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She has a short, stylish dress and cowboy boots.  Her hair is long, heavy, 
well applied make-up, and she looks like she just came from a photo shoot.  
Wambli has creased blue jeans, an ironed t-shirt, and beaded vest.  His 
hair is in two long impeccable braids.) 

 
CLAIRE 

I didn’t know we weren’t going to be able to drive all the way up the road.  If I’d known we had to 
walk a quarter of a mile in all this dust, I wouldn’t have asked you to bring me.  But I wanted to come 
check to see if my sister got here okay.  

(Looks at the house and puts her hands on your hips.)   
What a dump.  Hasn’t changed. 
 

WAMBLI 
Could use some fixing-up.   
 

CLAIRE 
There used to be such a pretty garden right over there.  Mother used raise vegetables—in buckets—
bad soil. And Daddy grew amaranth and all his herbs—right over here.  Just empty beds now.   
   (She lifts a limp sun flower.) 
Humph.  
 

WAMBLI 
You got a little sage growing there.  My mom’s land never grew anything over there in the Calico 
hills.  Too much lead.  They dug-up cannonballs trying to break-up the dirt. Cavalry blew that 
place up!   

(Examines a plant/weed.)   
This is the only plant, besides them prickly pear, that never turns brown in the heat of summer? I 
noticed you have a lot of them on the road coming in. 
 

CLAIRE 
Deer medicine.  See the little purple flowers.  Good for the prostate.  (Giggles.)  Wait, look here, 
Wambli.    

(Examines what looks like a fuller weed.)  
I don’t believe it.   (Excited.)  Look what I’ve found. 
 

WAMBLI 
Pigweed? 

 
CLAIRE 

Amaranth.  Dad used to grow this.  He brought the seeds back from México years ago. I can’t 
imagine it survived all this time.   
   (Looks around.) 
 

WAMBLI 
Your pops grew red pigweed? 
 

CLAIRE 
Look here, this is red amaranth.   
Just these few plants. Probably because of the creek.  You know what this is for? 
 

WAMBLI 
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I don’t think I do. 
 

CLAIRE 
(In disbelief to herself.)  

Daddy’s red amaranth.  
(To WAMBLI.)    

Our ancestors in Mesoamerica thrived on this.  Do you know the story is that this is the food that 
fed us before the Europeans came?188  In fact, you could live off it today. 
 

WAMBLI 
How do you know that? 
 

CLAIRE 
Daddy told me.  Most people don’t know because the Spaniards burned out so many of the crops.  
And, we don’t bother with them anymore.  In this area it’s tough to grow a lot of plants.  I guess 
everything has its place. 
 

WAMBLI 
Lots of clay, lots of salt.189 
 

CLAIRE 
Lots of winter. 
 

WAMBLI 
Well, these must like the desert. (Chortles.) Babe, why haven’t I ever heard of this plant before?  
Well, I mean, I just thought it was a weed.  I thought them three sisters were, let me think…corn, 
beans and jalapeños?…no, tomatoes.    
 

CLAIRE 
(Laughs at WAMBLI.)   

Squash, silly.  Beans, corn and squash.  They say the three sisters were our main food source, 
but that’s not completely true.  Not here.   
 

WAMBLI 
Chokecherries . . .  

CLAIRE 
 . . . And I’ll bet there’s wild plums down by the creek. 
Used to be Buffalo berries, too.  Oh, and mother used to make Wásna. I hated it when I was little, 
but miss it now that she’s gone. 

                                                                 
188 Amaranth served as one of the primary crops of sustenance throughout Mesoamerica and the U.S. 
Southwest (Merrill, 2012). It yielded even in severe draught. With New World origins in México (Janick, 
2013), it was easy to cultivate. Both the leaves of the plant and the tiny seeds it produces were a primary 
native food source.  “As a crop, amaranth produces seed yields that compare very favorably with maize 
and rice” (Hindley, 1979, pg. 169).   
189 The variations in soil in South Dakota make it difficult for some species of plant and trees to grow. See  
Henry, L. R. (2012). Fruit Trees & Vine Growing Recommendations for the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation. 
Retrieved from                                                 
http://www.olc.edu/~lhenry/ag/Pine_Ridge_Indian_Reservation_Fruit_Tree_recommendations.pdf 
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WAMBLI 

 (Looks around the spread.)   
Door’s open.  Ain’t no other vehicles.  Is someone supposed to be here? 
 

CLAIRE 
Yea, Bigfoot and his baby sasquatches.   
 

WAMBLI 
(Picks-up donut bag left behind by Gary.)   

Looks like them baby sasquatches like powdered donuts. 
(They see MARIO coming from the spring. MARIO approaches the couple.) 

 
WAMBLI 

Here comes one now. 
 

MARIO 
Hau190. 
 

WAMBLI 
Aho.   
 

CLAIRE 
(Interrogatively.)  Are you supposed to be here?   
 

MARIO 
Think so.  I’m here with… 
 

CLAIRE 
This is family property.   

(WAMBLI nudges her.) 
 

MARIO 
Are you Grandpa’s granddaughter?  Did you bring plums? 

 
CLAIRE 

(Shakes her head indignantly.)   
No. I’m looking for my sister.   
 

MARIO 
(Sizes her up.)    

And might that be my mom? 
 

CLAIRE 
Who’s your mom? 
 

MARIO 
I’m Ma…. 
 

                                                                 
190Lakota masculinized “hello.” 
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CLAIRE 
 

Mahpiya?!   Little Mahpiya. . .    
(To Wambli.)  

It’s my little nephew, Mahpiya.   
(To Mahpiya.)  

Oh, look at you.  You’re not so little, are you?  Look at how you’ve grown. 
(CLAIRE takes MARIO’S hand then gives him a brief hug.  WAMBLI and 
MARIO meet with a handshake.) 

 
MARIO 

You can call me Mario. 
   (Looks at CLAIRE.) 
Or Mahpiya…my Lakota name— 
 

CLAIRE 
   (Cuts him off.) 
I’ve been living in the Southwest for so long, I had no idea you were all grown-up.   

(Hugs MARIO once again who seems a bit confused.)   
How old are you?  I used to change your diapers.   

(Seeing MARIO’S discomfort.)    
I’m your Auntie Claire.  Remember me?   It’s been awhile, but surely your mother must have told 
you that I’m a model now—down in Santa Fe.  Well, we live in Rapid part of the time.  Back and 
forth.  (Giggles.)   
 

MARIO (Nods.)   
Yes. Auntie Claire.  Uh—good to see you—again.   

(Looks at Wambli.) 
   

CLAIRE 
This is your Uncle Wambli. 

 
WAMBLI 

Wambli ptecela emaciyab.191 Good to make your acquaintance young brother.  Call me Joe—or 
Wambli. (Chuckles.) 
 

CLAIRE 
So where’s Jewels? 
 

MARIO 
She went down to the sun dance grounds.  You just missed her.  She’s coming back… 

 
CLAIRE 

(CLAIRE interrupts.) 
. . . Humph.  I hoped to find her here. 
 

WAMBLI 
(To CLAIRE.)   

We can drive down.   

                                                                 
191“Hello.  My name is Short Eagle.” 
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MARIO 

In fact, Gary came with us and wants to see . . . 
 

CLAIRE  
(To WAMBLI.  Interrupting.) 

. . . Do you know how bad the mosquitos are down there?  And all that smoke.  I don’t want to leave 
there smelling like a forest fire.   
 

WAMBLI 
   (To CLAIRE.) 
So what do you want to do, Claire? 
 

MARIO 
You’re welcome to come inside and wait.  She said she wanted to be back here before 
dark.  I was just exploring over by the creek.  You know there’s a spring back there that flows . . .  

(Claire walks impatiently into the house before MARIO can finish.  Wambli 
stays outside with MARIO.) 

 
WAMBLI  

   (He hollers to Claire.) 
Get me water, will you babe? 
   (To MARIO. Awkwardly.) 
We need some rain around here.  Can’t get enough to drink. You know, I’m surprised the creek 
hasn’t dried up.  It’s been dry around here since spring.  The land is changing.  She’s thirsty. 

 (Pause. Then enthusiastically.)  
Sure we can hang around and get to know you.  Yea.  So, I hear you’re going up on the hill.  
Was’te.192    

(He pats MARIO firmly on the shoulder.)   
You know you are making a big commitment.  Be prepared to confront your fears up there.   

(He points in the opposite direction of the hill that GRANDPA indicated to 
MARIO.) 

 
MARIO 

Over there.  I’m going up on that hill.   
(Lip points in the other direction.) 

 
WAMBLI 

That one?     
(WAMBLI quickly moves his head to the proper direction and points with his 
lips. MARIO nods his head.)   

Uh-huh!   
You know I did my first vision quest when I was just eight years old.   
 

MARIO 
Wow.  That’s pretty young. 
 

WAMBLI 

                                                                 
192 Lakota word for approval—“good”. 
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Not too young for the great-great grandson of American Horse193, or the great-great 
nephew of Sitting Bull194. 
 

MARIO 
They’re both your relatives? 
 

WAMBLI 
That’s what Grampa Fools Crow195 told me. 
 

MARIO 
Frank Fools Crow?   How old are you, man? 
 

WAMBLI 
(In Hollywood Native talk.)   

Age is just a number to the spirits.  When you walk in this way, you learn.  You learn to become 
usika196.  In this way you become a humble man.  A common man.  Once you have learned this 
you will come to an understanding.  The spirits will teach you.  I was taught to listen to them and in 
this way I have learned how to walk the red road.  Perhaps because you are of a different race you 
don’t have this understanding.  But, if the spirits find favor with you, maybe they’ll teach you 
anyway.197 
 

MARIO 
I’m Tarasco and Lakota, man.  We Tarasco’s are Native, y’know?  Besides, isn’t there only one 
race—the human race? 
 

WAMBLI 
Oh, no, young brother.   

(Uses his hands to indicate each direction.)   

                                                                 
193 There were several Lakota and Northern Cheyenne warriors named American Horse who appeared in 
the 1870’s, each one of some legendary status.  Wambli does not distinguish which American Horse he is 
descended from.  
194 Sitting Bull (Tatanka Iyotanka) was a holy man of the Hunkpapa Lakota.  A leader of the Strong Heart 
warrior society, he led unified Lakota tribes in their resistance against Anglo encroachment on the 
northern plains. The last direct descendent of Sitting Bull is Ernie LaPointe, his great grandson  (LaPointe, 
2009).   
195 Frank Fools Crow was a spiritual leader of the Lakota people  (Dupree, 2014; Mails, 1991). Born around 
1890 he was also the nephew of Black Elk.  He is considered one of the last of the old medicine people.  
His civic engagement supported and led the way for the establishment of Bear Butte as a sacred site.  He 
also worked for the preservation of the sun dance, Yuwipi, treaty rights, and led the way as one of the 
spiritual leaders for the Wounded Knee Siege in 1973.  
196 Ushika or usika means pitiful as in the common man who is pitiful as a mortal being.  Akin to the 
concept of humble or lowly in character. 
197 Wambli executes the proverbial Vizenorian simulation of indian as he takes on his “fugitive pose” from 
the annals of Hollywood (Raheja, 2013; Rollins, 1998).  He asserts his own absence in his performance of 
the contemporary warrior (Berkhofer, 1979). In reality, he is ushering in the vacancy (Vizenor, 1998) of the 
Native in favor of his desire to be both splendid in his physical appearance and noble, with a tease of good 
indian humor.  
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In the beginning, the Maker of all things made four different people:  the red people, the white 
people, the yellow people and the black people.  Four races198.  Four colors that represent the four 
directions. 
 

MARIO 
I don’t recall ever hearing that our Lakota traditions divide humans into races.199 
Isn’t that something that came along with the missionaries?  Colonialism? That’s how it has been 
taught to me. 

(Motions with his head toward the house.)   
 

WAMBLI 
Not sure I heard it like that.  You familiar with our medicine wheel? 
 

MARIO 
Yes.  I am familiar with “our” medicine wheel. 
 

WAMBLI 
Well, you know that the four directions . . .  
 

MARIO (Interrupts.) 
Besides, if there was such a thing as race, you’d be suggesting I’m not Lakota because I’m part 
Mexican Indian?  So are you saying Mexican Indians are a different race from “we” Lakota?  We’re 
brown. 
 

WAMBLI 
You see?  You’re brown.  On the wheel that’s probably somewhere in between red and black, 
maybe?   
 

MARIO 
Wiwangyang wacipi oyate etanhan wa u.  Hecel canku luta ogna. 200 
 

WAMBLI 
   (Unsure of what MARIO has said. Tries to play it off.) 
Hey. (Pause.) That’s good you know our language.   
 

MARIO 

                                                                 
198 For Russell Means’ (1995) explanation of the “four races” see Where White Men Fear to Tread: The 
Autobiography of Russell Means. New York: St. Martin’s Press. (pgs. 551-553).  
199 Gerald Vizenor challenged Means’ position on the existence of race.  “Race is a simulation, and the 
‘science’ of race is political not biological…faux traditions and detractive science” (Vizenor, 2009, pg. 176). 
As a neocolonial ruse, we continue to be distracted by the fabrication of race. It has occupied Indigenous 
knowledge systems even at it continues to be negated in research. In Race and Racism in Theory and 
Practice, by Daniel G. Blackburn (2000), he acknowledges, almost a decade before Vizenor, that “race has 
been a politically motivated construct to be modified and ignored according to convenience, however thin 
the biological evidence used in justification”  (2000, pg. 6).  Science and biology corroborate this 
hypothesis of convenience because “There is nothing special about skin color that gives it unique status to 
serve as a basis for differentiating humans into so-called races” (Stemberg, 2012), but human beings like 
to taxonomize and categorize and in the case of race, to pointless ends.  
200 Lakota for “I come from the sun dance nation. This is the way of the red road.” 
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It’s good I know my language. 
(Gives a slight smirk.)  

Ma Lakota.201 
 

WAMBLI 
(Uncomfortable and a bit awkward.)   

You might have a point there, kola202.  Don’t know that I’ve ever thought about it quite like that 
before. 
 

CLAIRE 
(Storming out of house.)  

It is so nasty in there; you can’t sit anywhere.  There’s a damn cat.  I can’t have cat fur all over me.  
Mahpiya, when did you say Jewels is coming back? 
 

MARIO 
Before dark.  She doesn’t want to drive the back roads at night.  You know Gary is planning to go 
see you. . . 
 

CLAIRE (Interrupts.) 
. . . Well, I want to see my sister, but I can’t hang around here very long.   

(Sits on the least weathered of the lawn chairs and crosses her legs.  Looks 
around the property then motions for WAMBLI to join her by patting the seat 
of the chair next to her. WAMBLI ignores her invitation.)   

So, Mahpiya.  Nephew.  What do you do now?  Are you still in school? 
 

MARIO 
I finished and now… 
 

CLAIRE 
(Continues to interrupt.) 

Really?!  Did you get your GED? 
 

MARIO 
No GED.  I graduated from high school and started college last fall. 
 

CLAIRE 
Really?  I thought your mom said you had problems and left high school.   
 

MARIO 
I did quit.  I went into an accelerated high school program and finished early. Regular school 
wasn’t my thing.   
 

                                                                 
201 Lakota for “I am Lakota.” 
202 Lakota for “Friend”, when a man speaks to another man.  In earlier times the word designated 
something deeper than a casual friend, rather, someone who had earned another man’s trust. Today the 
term is thrown around and used loosely.  What is most offensive to the traditional speakers is when a 
woman refers to a man as her “kola”.  Lakota is a very gender specific language and from a historically 
honored kinship ties and systems of honor.  Western values systems are in many ways antithetical to 
conceptions of kinship so carefully guarded and respected in the Lakota way (Walker, 1982).  
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CLAIRE 
(Swats at an unseen insect. Detached from the conversation.)    

Oh. So, you still live at home?  That is, while you go to…trade school did you say? 
 

MARIO 
No.  I have a Gates. 
 

CLAIRE 
You have gates?  Is that like a tracker?  (To Wambli.)  Is he on a tracker? 
 

MARIO 
No. 
 

WAMBLI 
You have a Gates Millennium? 
 

CLAIRE 
Millennium?  That’s a long time to be on house arrest.   
 

MARIO 
(A bit impatient.)   

It’s a full-ride . . .  
 

CLAIRE (Interrupts.) 
I don’t get it. 
 

WAMBLI 
Hey, that’s pretty cool.   
 

MARIO 
Thanks. 
 

WAMBLI 
(To JEWELS.)   

Your nephew here must be pretty smart.  He’s got a scholarship for as long as he goes to college. 
(To Mario.) Right? 
 

CLAIRE 
Can you do that and be on house arrest? 
 

MARIO 
(Smiles.  Tolerant.)     

That’s what they tell me. 
(CLAIRE looks at Mario suspiciously. Continues to be pestered by an insect 
and swats at the air.)   

 
WAMBLI 

No Claire.  He’s not on house arrest.  He has a Bill Gates scholarship.   
   (To MARIO.) 
She thought you were on a tracker. Ha!  
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CLAIRE 
Didn’t he just say he was on house arrest? 
 

WAMBLI 
   (To CLAIRE.) 
He was joshin’. 
   (To MARIO.) 
You were joshin’.  Good one. (Chortles.) 
 

CLAIRE 
(To MARIO)     

So, where do you go to school? 
 

MARIO 
Creighton. 
 

CLAIRE 
Is that like for computers or something? 
 

MARIO 
No. 
 

WAMBLI 
Woah.  That’s pretty cool.  I had a nephew that tried Creighton.  It was hard.   
 

CLAIRE 
So what are you studying? 
 

MARIO 
I want to study music, but that isn’t happening at Creighton, so, for now, I’m a theater major, but 
that could change.  Just getting my feet wet right now. 
 

CLAIRE   
(Stands up and grabs the empty donut bag to use as a fan from the pests.)  

Music?  Hmm.  You know I sing a little.   
(To Wambli.) 

Don’t I, Wambli? 
 

WAMBLI 
Like an angel. 
   (To MARIO in a whisper.) 
With a bad cold. 

CLAIRE 
Do you still fiddle around with the guitar? 

(Motions her head toward Mario’s guitar propped against a chair.) 
I remember when you were just a little guy. 

(To WAMBLI.) 
I had this old guitar I got as a kid and Mahpiya here, he picked it up one day and never put it 
down. 

(To MARIO.) 
I remember you carrying it around with you all the way to bed. 
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   (To WAMBLI.) 
It only had three strings. 
   (To MARIO.) 
But you played the hell out them.  (Giggles.) 
 

MARIO 
Yea.  I guess I do play, some.  But now I’ve got all six strings!  
 

WAMBLI (Laughs.) 
You’re going to have to serenade us, eh? 
 

MARIO 
Yea, yea, I can do that. 
 

CLAIRE 
(Out of left field.) 

You ever get involved with the gangs?   
(Looks for a reaction.  WAMBLI is surprised.)   

I shouldn’t repeat what I hear.   
 

WAMBLI 
Why do say that, Claire?   

 
CLAIRE 

I think my brother-in-law, Alba, might have mentioned something . . . Of course that was probably 
a while back.  You were probably much younger. 

(Following lines are in rapid succession, almost overlapping.)   
 

MARIO 
You talk to Alba? 

 
WAMBLI 

Claire.   
(Gives her a look to lay-off.)   

It’s obvious he’s not in a gang.   
 

MARIO 
I’m not in a gang.  When did you talk to Alba? 
 

WAMBLI  
He’s a Gates Millennium scholar.  I almost got a Gates… 
 

CLAIRE 
Oh?  So, Alba was lying? 
 

MARIO 
Yes.  No. Alba doesn’t lie but, no.  
 

WAMBLI 
He’s not in a gang.  Claire! 
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MARIO 
It’s the city.  (Dismayed)  Police peg a lot of people but, no, I’m not in a gang. 
 

CLAIRE 
(To WAMBLI.)    

You don’t have to speak for him, Wambli.    
(To MARIO.)    

I’m not judging you if you are.  
 

MARIO 
Why would you say that? 
 

WAMBLI 
Babe!   

(Shakes his head as a cue for her to stop badgering MARIO.) 
 

MARIO 
(Shrugs in confusion.  Opens his hands to her.)  

 Why would I be?   
 

WAMBLI 
(Puts his hands out to call for calm and redirect the conversation.  Looks at 
CLAIRE as if warning her to not agitate.)    

Tell us what you do, Mahpiya—since you are a Gates scholar.  You go to college, play a little 
guitar, eh?   That’s a nice looking instrument you have there. 

(Motions to the guitar leaning against a chair.)  
 

MARIO 
Yes.   

(Stares perturbed at CLAIRE.)  
I do some outreach with young people.  Right now I’m working on a play for a group of kids that I 
sort of mentor—at theater where I work. 
 

WAMBLI 
Theater?  Cool.   You hear that Claire?  He writes plays. 
 

CLAIRE 
You get paid to do that? 
 

MARIO 
I do it for the passion, not the pay. 
 

CLAIRE 
(Smiles sardonically.  She escalates in her condescension.)  

Since passion doesn’t pay much, what do you do to support yourself? 
 

MARIO 
I paint sets. 
 

CLAIRE 
What’s that? 
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WAMBLI 

Like theater sets?   
(MARIO nods in the affirmative.)     

Cool. 
 

CLAIRE 
(With feigned enthusiasm.) 

How interesting. 
 

WAMBLI 
Real cool.  Too bad they don’t offer that here on the rez. 
 

MARIO 
By the way, Auntie.  Gary did came with us.  Mom’s supposed to drop him off in the canyon where 
you’re staying?  He’s looking forward to seeing you. 
 

CLAIRE 
Really?   
   (Gives a somber nod of the head.  Sighs.) 
How is he? 
 

MARIO 
He’s alright. 
 

CLAIRE 
And my brother? 
 

MARIO 
You probably better ask Gary about that.  I don’t really know.  We don’t see him too much. 
 

CLAIRE 
Still drinking, huh? 
   (MARIO avoids answering her.) 
 

WAMBLI 
Who’s Gary? 
 

MARIO 
My primo.  He’s going to be my fire keeper. 
 

WAMBLI 
Primo?  Oh, that’s Mexican, ennit? 

 
MARIO 

Sort of.   
 

WAMBLI 
And that means . . . ? 

 
MARIO & WAMBLI (Simultaneously.) 
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. . . Cousin. 
 

WAMBLI (Laughs.) 
I thought so. 

 
CLAIRE 

Well, we don’t speak that around here.  
(Makes a final attempt to swat at an unseen fly.)   

Flies!    
It’s Lakota or nothing. 
 

MARIO 
But we’re speaking English?   

 
CLAIRE 

Well, besides English.  Everybody speaks English.  But we don’t speak Spanish. 
 

WAMBLI 
(To CLAIRE)    

But Claire, didn’t you grew-up around Spanish? 
 

CLAIRE 
(Gives him the evil eye.)    

I don’t speak Spanish. 
 

MARIO 
Grandpa does.   And mom does. 

(He notices WAMBLI and CLAIRE staring at him peculiarly.)  
Grandpa used to know some of our old language, too, right?  Pure’pecha. 
 

CLAIRE 
I suppose so since you are so in the know, Mah-piya. 
 

WAMBLI (Chuckling.)   
My Gramma used to say they call you Mixikins because you’re all mixed-up.  (Laughs.) 
 

CLAIRE 
You’re not serious, Wambli.  Really?  
 

WAMBLI 
Really. Even young blood here said he’s not red.  He’s brown.  

(Gently pushes MARIO’s shoulder.)   
Ain’t that right, Mahpiya?  All the colors thrown in a pot and mixed-up.   

(WAMBLI mimes shaking a big pot.  He is the only one laughing. 
Pronounces the word with over emphasis to tease CLAIRE.)   

What do you get—Mix-i-kin. (Chortles.)  Get it?  MIX-i-kin?  
 

CLAIRE 
 You dare call me “mixed”?  Look in the mirror, mister mutt.   
 

WAMBLI 
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Josh203.  And the name’s Short Eagle.  Come on, babe. 
 

CLAIRE 
You’ve got so many bloodlines going on, by the time we have kids, if we do,  
   (Pantomimes stirring a pot.) 
they’ll be more mix-i-kin than they will be Lakota. 
      

WAMBLI 
Woah, woah, woman.  That’s cold.204  You know I’m the grandson of . . . 

                                                                 
203 A colloquialism from the reservations of the Northern Plains for qualifying a dig or taunt by saying 
“josh” implying “kidding.” 
204 Claire has contradictory personality traits.  She is witty, coy, sensitive, sharp and cruel.  She is also 
winsome and aloof. As the channel for this character, I truly do not know where she comes.  She is 
narcissistic and narrow, fearful and bold, disappeared and remade.  Yes, she has survived whatever ghosts 
of silence have in-part shaped her.  She is the author of her own Native creation story.  History made her 
invisible for centuries for the dismal traces captured in tourist post-cards and sepia toned photographs.  
But she is a self-made contemporary woman—an impressive myth—albeit somewhat frightened and 
unsure.  She is a contradiction in terms, “an occidental invention that became a bankable simulation” 
(Vizenor, 1994, pg. 11).  
 She is also something of what Vizenor might refer to as an “agonistic survi vor”, one of the 
“crossbloods; their stories and totems indwelt, a new survivance that enlivens an interior 
landscape…Crossbloods are a postmodern tribal bloodline, an encounter with racialism, colonial 
duplicities, sentimental monogenism, and generic cultures ( 1990, pg. vii).  Her feisty cynicism would seem 
to negate a sense of victimry and yet, if we look at Yellow Brave Heart’s (1999a) analysis of women’s 
response to intergenerational trauma there is an element of “survivor’s guilt” that manifests for w omen 
quite differently than in men.  
 It is worth considering that before assuming anything about Claire’s wisps of bi -polarity that we 
deliberate on Lakota historical sex roles that “were complementary and neither women nor children were 
viewed as property. Domestic violence and child abuse were not tolerated. Men were the protectors of 
the society” (1999a, pg. 4).  The underlying axiology for Lakota gender roles, in the past and present, was 
based on spiritual revelation in the form of what they call today, White Buffalo Calf Woman’s teachings, 
brought to the people in another era.  Yellow Horse Brave Heart explains.  

The Sacred Pipe and Lakota spiritual mores were brought by Pte Sa Win, the White Buffalo Calf 
Woman (Black Elk & Brown, 1953/1971). According to Powers (1986), oral history reveals that Pte 
Sa Win asked men (a) to share in the women’s sorrow as women experience grief more deeply 
and carry the grief for the Nation and (b) to help women with caring for the children. Legend 
reveals a complementary view of traditional indigenous gender roles and relationships. (1999a, 
pg. 4) 

Based on the earlier research of Han, Hagel, Welty, Ross, Leonardson, and Keckler (1994), it was 
discovered that Lakota women who adhere to a more traditional way of living were better adjusted and 
well-functioning.  Contrastingly, the men who were acculturated were psychologically healthier, more so 
than their traditional male counterparts.  Acculturation is difficult for Lakota women. What Yellow Horse 
Brave Heart discovered in her research was that returning to the ancient directives of Pte Sa Win, affected 
the genders in different ways.  Providing intervention to Lakota men and women through traditional social 
systems that included language practice, traditional lifestyle on the reservation, and spirituality 
(components that comprises peoplehood) provided comparative outcomes. 
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CLAIR 

. . . one of the Fourth cavalry.205 
 
 

MARIO 
Oooo.  (Winces.)  That’s mean. 

 
WAMBLI 

(To Claire. A bit hurt.) 
That isn’t true.   
   (To MARIO.) 

                                                                 
Further, men’s historical inability to enact their traditional roles as protectors during the Wounded 
Knee Massacre, for example, may have heightened initial defensive denial of shame and general 
guilt (as opposed to survivor guilt) and lessened conscious awareness of the Lakota historical 
trauma and its impact. At the end of the intervention, men reported an increase in survivor guilt 
and shame as well as joy, suggesting an increase in affect tolerance and a decrease in psychic 
numbing as well as greater consciousness of trauma response features. The intervention may have 
served to move men from denial and trauma fixation to a later stage of resolution and imparted 
more tolerance and awareness of their survivor guilt. (1999a, pg.  14)  

For women, at the beginning of intervention, they displayed much more survivor guilt and were very 
conscious of their intense grief.  They were cognizant and mindful of the l evel of sorrow they embodied. 
Yellow Horse Brave Heart suggests that deep cellular recall led Lakota women to do as Pte Sa Win 
directed, and bear the heartache experienced by the Lakota. Following “intervention permitted women to 
relinquish some of their guilt (reduced by almost 100%) as well as grief. Perhaps the men also heeded the 
request of Pte Sa Win to help the women carry the grief, facilitated by the intervention’s spiritual focus 
and emphasis on traditional Lakota mores” (1999a, pg. 14-15).   
 Claire, as revealed thus far in the script, does not seem to embrace traditional values aside from 
sentimental recollection. She exhibits acculturative tendencies as she survives in the guise of perhaps a 
trickster figure in that she “is not tragic because the  narrative does not promise a happy ending.  The 
comic and tragic, the hypotragic, are cultural variations…(Vizenor, 1993d, pg. 12), which Claire is inclined 
to embrace.  Her sharp, aloof personality in contrast to her coquettish tease may be a resistance to 
displaying a deep-seated guilt or grief that she refuses to acknowledge in the presence of her “fugitive 
pose” (Vizenor, 1998), her existence a part from the “indian” (Vizenor, 2009) veneer.  
205 The infamous fourth cavalry was under General George Armstrong Custer at the Battle of the Little Big 
Horn. Claire’s dig is cruel. Unbeknownst to Custer, 8,000-10,000 First Peoples gathered in Montana near 
Ash Creek and then Greasy Grass River.  It’s referred to now as Little Bighorn.  Major Reno retreated when 
he learned what was ahead, but Custer unknowingly underestimated the unified assemblage or Plains 
warriors and headed straight into his guaranteed demise. The Hunkpapa Lakota leader, Sitting Bull, had 
called for the gathering of thousands of warriors from various nations to challenge the violence and 
slaughter by U.S. armed forces against the tribes. With leaders like Crazy Horse, Chief Gall, and Sitting Bull 
the defeat was absolute and swift (Calloway, 2012; Rensink, 2011).   

Surviving members, the remnants of Custer’s fourth cavalry were among the seventh cavalry 
soldiers at Wounded Knee who participated in the massacre of over 200 Lakota men, women, and 
children.  
For a brief historical review of the Battle of Little Bighorn and the events that surrounded i t refer to). 
(Report of the Commissioner of Indian Affairs for 1891, 1891, pgs. 179-181).  
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Let me tell you how it went.  Troops had just passed through a southwest draw looking for some of 
Dull Knife’s206 people.  They came across a woman and a very old man who they suspected were 
Cheyenne. They just shot them while they were picking wild plums near the creek. They didn’t see 
my grandfather who was playing nearby. When he heard the shots he crawled into a thicket and 
hid. He was so small they didn’t see him. Later that day a soldier from another unit came across 
grandfather who had gotten tangled in the briar patches.  He took him back to the agency and 
ended-up keeping him. He was raised in Mankato. No one bothered to look for his relatives.  They 
just kept him.  He married and had children with a woman they say was part Chippewa. They ended 
up coming back this way and settled over there in Gordon. That’s how it happened. 
 

CLAIRE 
Why is it, the only important relatives you ever talk about are men?   
 

WAMBLI 
Heck, I don’t know.  Guess that’s history. 
 

CLAIRE 
I think somebody made up some of your history. 
 

MARIO 
You grew-up here on the reservation? 
 

CLAIRE 
He isn’t from here.   
 

WAMBLI 
I’m an Oglala Lakota!   
 

CLAIRE 
You grew-up in Minneapolis.   
 

WAMBLI 
(To MARIO.)  

Adopted. 
 

CLAIRE 
(To MARIO.)  

                                                                 
206 Dull Knife was a Northern Cheyenne leader who escaped with his band after they were removed to 
Indian Territory in Oklahoma.  They refused to remain in the foreign lands of Oklahoma, and for a while 
hid in the safety of the Pine Ridge agency of South Dakota where they easily melded in with the Lakota 
and remained undetected. The journey and horrific trials Dull Knife and his people faced on the ir escape 
and exodus from Fort Robinson, to being tracked down like animals, is a story of infinite courage and 
resolve (Nabakov, 1992).  Ultimately, the Cheyenne made it back to Montana, notwithstanding much 
death.  Dull Knife lived his days out in his homelands, however, while they burrowed at the Pine Ridge 
agency they made relatives, and now there are Lakota who are also Cheyenne and carry the history of 
both nations within their tribalographies.   
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He only came to the rez after we met at Gathering207.  We wanted to be around other Sioux, but 
living here isolated us so much from our careers. So, we moved to Rapid.  Best of both worlds.208 
Although we do have to travel quite a bit.  But that’s fine.  Travelling is in my blood and I adore 
being on the road . . .  
 

WAMBLI 
(More to himself.)  

 I don’t care much for travel . . . 209  
(He is interrupted.)   

    
CLAIRE 

(Reminiscing.  To Wambli.)   
. . . Ah, remember how we first met?   

(To MARIO)   
We walked the run-way together in the latest Native beach wear. Oleg Cassini210. He created the 
most amazing Navajo themed clothing line.  It was one of the pinnacles of our career.   

(She looks lovingly at WAMBLI.)  
 

WAMBLI 
It was the only pinnacle of my carreer.  I haven’t worked— 
   (CLAIRE interrupts.) 
 

CLAIRE 

                                                                 
207 Claire is referring to the Gathering of the Nations powwow held each April in Albuquerque, New 
Mexico. 
208 Claire and Wambli are, in part, American myths, not unlike Russell Means (Means, 2011) who 
performed to the crowd both as fabrication and elucidation, but most importantly as an affirmation  of 
lived persistence. “Means posed in photographs with…warriors of the American Indian Movement…A 
decade later…a studio production of a silk screen portrait by Andy Warhol” (1998, pg. 152).  

Claire’s “fugitive pose”, her simulation, is formed from social constructs, the semiotics of the 
western ideals of beauty and worth, as well as mixed-blood aspirations. Claire is a paradox. She is an 
uncomfortable ruse in search of meaning, but even in her simulation she defies the stereotypical narrative 
and in this way functions as somewhat of a trickster personage. She is a Pirandello character in perpetual 
search of her own authorship, and as such, she survives. 
209 Regardless of what Wambli says, Claire’s cynicism challenges his right to tell his story in his way.  The 
contradictions of their hyperreal identities draws them together.  It pairs them in a common journey, but 
as she questions Wambli’s validity at every turn, she is questioning her own.  She loves, he adores. She 
belittles, he embraces. As he asserts himself, she disparages.   
210 For a period of time, fashion designer, Oleg Cassini became obsessed with Native American fashion, 
particularly Navajo designs.  Vizenor considered the story of Cassini’s tribal inventions for the broader 
public as comic and part of the hyperreal world of “minacious consumerism” as “an invitation to trickster 
discourse, an imaginative liberation in comic narratives; the trickster is postmodern” (1993d, pg. 9).  
Claire’s pride in being part of such a creative production reflects her consciousness that rests in the world  
of tricksterism and pose. She is part of the comic trope, what Mikhail Bakhtin referred to as “two 
consciousnesses that do not fuse; they are events whose essential and constitutive elements is the 
relation of a consciousness to another consciousness, precisely because it is other” (as quoted in Vizenor, 
1993d, pg. 9). And yet, in her cultural modernity she refuses to assert any sense of victimhood in place. 
She lives as representation comprised of the imagined self-creation.    
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—I’m so hard on you sometimes, Wambli.  
 (She gives him a peck on the cheek.)   

You know I love you.  Even if you do make me mad. 
(To MARIO)   

But his mother is Scotch-Irish.   
 

WAMBLI 
(Trying to hold his pose in front of MARIO.)   

Scott.  My mother is Scott.  Half.   
(To MARIO) 

Another indigenous people with a great history.  I can relate to you, young brother.  We may have 
the blood of others flowing through our veins, but our hearts will always remain Lakota, ennit?   But 
back to the battle—sometimes your Auntie here forgets what these battles mean to us.  I have 
relatives that still live there, close to where it happened.  That whole event is a historical wound that 
still affects my people today.  Do you know the spirits of my ancestors are still out there in them 
ravines and gullies?  And it doesn’t matter whether it was a man or a woman relative, the history is 
still the story that haunts my people today.  Maybe you Spaóla211 can relate on some level. 
 

CLAIRE 
(Passively annoyed.)  

Tsk.  Don’t talk about me in third person.  I’m standing right here… 
 

MARIO 
(Pause.  Agitated.)   

Relate…yes.   
(Takes a deep breath. Trying to be tactful.)   

You know, Wambli.  I’m not a Spaóla—I’m not Spanish. 
 

CLAIRE 
(In the affirmative.)    

We are not Spaóla. 
 

MARIO 
I can’t speak for my Auntie, here.   
 

CLAIRE 
No, you can’t.   
   (To WAMBLI.)   
But he’s right—I hate that name!  We’re not.   
 

MARIO 
I find it offensive, man.   
  

CLAIRE 
I’m so glad you said that.   

(To WAMBLI.) 

                                                                 
211 Lakota reference to a Mexican as one who speaks Spanish.  A referent to Hispano, or someone of 
Spanish descent.  It is considered antithetical to being Native and Europeanizes one’s identity.  It can be 
perceived as an insult.  
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I’ve been trying to tell you that for so long. 
 

WAMBLI 
I thought you all were Mexican? You speak Es-pan-yol, right?   
 

MARIO 
Spanish isn’t my first language.  Just like Lakota isn’t yours, is it?    

(WAMBLI says nothing.)   
Is it? 
I don’t speak anything but English.  

(A bit sardonic.)   
Ennit? But I wouldn’t call you wasicu and I wouldn’t call you a Brit.  That would be a pretty shitty 
thing to do because history has pulled a few punches.  And no disrespect to your grandmother, 
Wambli, but I’m not mixed-up.    

(With firmness.) 
 

CLAIRE 
It’s really all about self-acceptance.   I accept my versatile heritage.   

(Smiles proudly.)  
Of course, I know you have more challenges, Mahpiya. 
 

MARIO 
Same ones you have, Auntie.   But I’m cool. 
I accept myself, because I know what would happen if I didn’t.   

(To WAMBLI.)    
Maybe you don’t get it, but I do.  And that’s all that matters.  Being from two different Native 
cultures doesn’t make me less Lakota or less Tarasco.  I’m not getting caught-up in that.   

(Becomes less formal as his frustration mounts.) 
You see, I know what I am.  Want me to spell it out?  Native, First People, Anglo, African born in 
America—I got it all, and believe me, I’ve felt anger, but it isn’t because of who I am.  It’s because 
of the way people always want to peg me.  Like everyone wants to define me and they don’t have 
a clue who I am, what I feel, and what I’ve lived.   

(To CLAIRE and WAMBLI.) 
You get that?  For someone to try and define who I am, without my consent. Hell no.   

 (Controlled anger. Waits for a response.)    
And then I have to hear about everyone’s relative who was a great spiritual leader and that 
somehow gives them the right to talk to me as if I have no history, as if I’m anything less than who 
I am.   

(Approaches WAMBLI.)   
Do you really think you are the only Indian with a connection to history? 
 

WAMBLI 
(Puts his hands trying to calm down MARIO.)   

Hey, bro’ I didn’t mean anything.  I was just joshin’. . .  
(MARIO interrupts WAMBLI.) 

 
MARIO 

So you only “josh”?   You don’t really mean anything you say? 
 

WAMBLI 
You got it wrong.  I didn’t mean to put you down.  If I offended you, I’m sorry. 
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MARIO 

Do you just talk to hear yourself?  Or is the only good Indian an invented Indian—like YOU!?  
Look at you, man.  You got pig tails smooth as the belly of a frog. Your dressed like some 
souvenir Indian doll.  Dead and collectable.212  
 

CLAIRE 
(Trying to calm him.)    

I think you’re taking him the wrong way.  You and I come from the same place . . . 
 

MARIO 
. . . . Playing Indian on some runway?  Are you kidding me?  We might have come from the same 
place, but we sure as hell aren’t in the same space, Aunt Claire.    

(Looks at CLAIRE and WAMBLI in disbelief. The mood changes sharply.  
The tension escalates as MARIO moves into another consciousness. 
CLAIRE steps back awkwardly.  White powder still apparent on her face.)   

I won’t get mad. 
   (To himself as he paces.) 
Naw, I won’t let you get into my head.  You ain’t real anyway.  

(Directly to Claire).   
I am here because I hear spirits and they are everywhere.  You don’t see them, you can’t.  But I 
do, and they remind me to let you just be whoever you are—it’s your fantasy and I don’t want any 
part of it.  Do you know what I’m saying Auntie…Joe, Wambli, whatever your sales tag says?  But 
all of you.   

(Looks around the yard as if there were others present.) 
Everybody here.  You all know we’re either part of the problem or part of the answer, right?  You 
all get that?  So, I ask you, what’s the problem!!?   

(Pause. To Claire.)   
My head gets overloaded?  Every day, man, it’s my job to keep it together—stay on track. Live in 
a good way—these ways213.   

                                                                 
212 Thomas King (2012) visits the subject of western Native configurations, those artificial constructions of 
what qualities are indicative of the real Indian, or the absence there of.  He posits that “Whites have 
always been comfortable with Dead Indians” (55), which meets the semiotic needs of society and th eir 
consumeristic tastes.  He lists such commodifications in the familiar product names “Calumet Baking 
Power, the Atlanta Braves, Big Chief Jerky” (pg. 57) and the list goes on.  Native identity has been so 
toxified as ideas of “savagism versus civilization dichotomy” (pg. 79) impacts not only North American 
institutions, but the very psyche of the Native him/herself.  
213  Balance is complicated for Mario/Mahpiya.  His dual Native identities connect him with both his 
Tarasco (fire) essence as well as his Lakota (star) essence.  It is not uncommon for people to possess a 
Christian name and a traditional name, but for Mario/Mahpiya, his intercultural inclusion of multiple 
bloodlines compounds his need to practice and maintain balance for his psyche. In the Lakota language, 
living in balance with self and the multiverse is described through Wolakota (Education S. D., 2013). I 
cannot provide an unequivocal definition of the concept; it is an episteme well embedded in the Lakota 
philosophy of natural law (Spotted Eagle, 2013).  As an educational model it encompasses “being” as 
actualization, listening deeply, relationality as respect of others, and mutual understanding (Education S. 
D., 2013).  
 In the Navajo way, Ray Austin, explains from a spiritual/social perspective how the Navajo court 
systems uses cultural traditions to exercise self-governance. The Navajo construct is based on the principle 
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(CLAIRE and WAMBLI stare speechless.   MARIO walks over to the chair 
to recompose and picks-up his guitar. Exhales.)   

That’s why I’m here.  Y’know?  
(Strums a few blues notes then a dominant 7th.  Almost in a whisper.)  

I’ve seen a whole lot of stuff.  Seen death.  But I can change that.  I don’t like to see people die.   
(Looks over at CLAIRE and WAMBLI back to full volume.)    

I have to take it. Deal with it, and then ask Tunkasila214 to tell me what to do when someone tries 
to make me feel like I’m not worth a damn. . .  

(Looks at WAMBLI.) 
 . . . as a Lakota, who also lost loved ones that have died in battles and massacres and a Mexican 
revolution215, so suck-on-that-bone for a while. 

(Strums a hard, slow, shuffle twelve bar blues progression.  Rebalances 
through the guitar216.  Gives a menacing smile.) 

 
GRANDPA 

(Slowly opens the door to the house.  Stands half-out, half-in watching 
MARIO.  Speaks calmly.) 

Mario.  It’s almost time, mi’jo.  She’ll be here pretty soon. 
 

MARIO 
Okay, Grandpa.  Okay. 

                                                                 
of hózhó.  It is a system of order, one that sustains balance and harmony (2009, pgs. 59-62) both for the 
individual and the collective whole.  (As I have been told, to explain the vastness of that one word in 
English is not possible.)  When balance is disrupted it becomes hóchxó, disharmony that leads to sickness: 
physical, mental, spiritual.  This state of imbalance cumulatively is naayéé’, which literally translates into 
monsters.  Mario has to always negotiate in his rational/transrational state (Bernstein, 2005, 2009) with 
the monsters (Levy, 2013) that disrupt his psychological well-being. It requires the restoration of balance 
(the return to hózhó) and that is the purpose of ceremonies.  Grandpa encourages Mario to follow the 
ways of his grandmother’s Lakota people. Their ceremonies are still intact and will provide Mario with the 
medicine necessary to find endurance and direction to overcome the cops in his head that threaten his 
human authenticity.   
214 A reference to the Sacred Mystery, God. 
215 Because Mario embraces all facets of his personhood he finds himself losing balance when he feels his 
right to history and presence, as a Native with origins that include Mexico, are dismissed.  
216 Mario’s gift and salvation resides in the sound of his instrument.  It is the medicine of resilience and his 
breadth of communicative expression. He uses the music to create narrative behind the action of conflict 
between Claire and Wambli. It is punctuation to climatic moments of stress as well as a trickster counter-
punch, and an emotional accompaniment to express what he dare not act-out. Through music, Mario 
attains “a more emotionally expressive and authentic sense -of-self” (Robartz, 2003) allowing him to work 
through Wambli’s challenges of identity.  

He has the capacity to steer music at this stage of his life, while words are more powerful entities 
and he is still learning to drive that car.  Music, like words, exist as sound frequencies and rhythm and 
“carry in the wind” (Zepeda 1995). In the current music therapy research in the area of neuroscie nce at 
McGill University in Montreal, research substantiates an assumed knowing “that music improves the 
body's immune system function and reduces stress” (Novotney, 2013).  Music, like language, also tells   
Story, all the way down to nuance in the pressure of a finger upon a string or the bend of a blue note. The 
guitar is the extended expression of Mario.  It is his alter-language and his medicine that preserves and 
restores his calm. 
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GRANDPA 
   (Comes out on to the stoop.) 
These people have their own path to travel in life.  You have your own.  Keep your head together. 

(MARIO smiles subtly.  Continues to strum.  Nods in acknowledgement.) 
 

MARIO 
If it wasn’t for him . . .  
   (Grandpa turns and goes back into the house.) 

 
CLAIRE 

(Stares at MARIO.  Exhales nervously. Wipes the sweat from her forehead.  
Speaking to no one in particular.)  

This heat.  I am so thirsty. 
   (Meanders in the direction of the stream.  Sound of stream.) 
Well, I think I’ve moved past some of those—more difficult issues. We have to always move forward.    
 

MARIO 
Why?  Forward’s a straight line.  That doesn’t go anywhere.  You think like a wasicu, Aunt Claire.  
Who are you? 
 

WAMBLI 
(To CLAIRE with great seriousness.)   

Are you part ha sapa!   
(No response.  She bites her lips.)      

Claire?  Are you…Black?   
(MARIO strums a dissonant chord to emphasize the awkwardness of the 
moment.) 

 
CLAIRE 

We have Black relatives. 
 

WAMBLI 
That’s not what I asked you. 
 

CLAIRE 
Our grandmother was part.  A small part.  And we had an uncle that was. 
 

WAMBLI 
You didn’t tell me? 
 

CLAIRE 
I didn’t think it was important. 
 

WAMBLI 
It’s important!   
 

CLAIRE 
Why?  What makes it so important? 
 

WAMBLI 
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You make everything a big deal.  Everything has to be out there all the time.  For you!  But what 
about for me?  You’re my wife and you never told me you’re Black!?    

(MARIO plays a slow blues lick softly.  Interfaces in mood with the action 
between CLAIRE and WAMBLI.) 

 
CLAIRE 

You couldn’t see it?  Well, of course not.  Part of it is unseen. Dad had a son with another woman.  
Long time ago.  That child was Black. Then on mom’s side, her grandmother, she was a 
descendent of Freedmen.  Choctaw.    

(WAMBLI and MARIO say nothing.)    
People mixed.  It’s nothing new. 
 

WAMBLI 
Then how much ha sapa are you? 
 

CLAIRE 
(Struggling with an explanation, then annoyed.)   

Maybe a pint.  Maybe two.  Let me get out my measuring cup.   
   (Glares at WAMBLI.) 
I’m Lakota first. 
   (Looks at MARIO.) 
And Tarasco! 
 

WAMBLI 
Why wouldn’t you tell me you’re Black?    
 

CLAIRE 
Probably because you never heard me when I tried to introduce myself. You ignored it because 
you’d rather imagine me the way you prefer, the way you’re more comfortable.  It’s easier for you 
to see me as your own brainchild than it is to see ME.  So, why should I share the details?  I just 
became what you imagined217.  Don’t get uptight about it. 
 

WAMBLI 
Did you think I’d love you any less?   

(Pauses.  CLAIRE expresses surprise.) 
My great-great grandmother was born at the Battle of Greasy Grass218.  She didn’t even know who 
her father was.  They said she was sired by a Buffalo Soldier.   
 

CLAIRE 
Really? 
 

WAMBLI 

                                                                 
217 Claire and Wambli are identities interwoven, mirror reflections of the other.  But where Wambli is 
forgiving of Claire and looks for clarity and making sense of her identity, she accuses him of being 
disingenuous, of refusing to see her as only in the imagined.  The perception of her identity begins to 
unpack itself in its multiplicity, and the two postindian simulations are called to transform themselves 
through the lens of script.  
218 The Battle of Greasy Grass refers to the Battle of Little Big Horn, Custer’s last stand, 1876. 



208 
 

Nay219.  (Chuckles.)  But who knows?  Could be.  You know my Uncle Nathan was very dark, his 
hair was very curly, and the bridge of his nose was as wide as the Cheyenne River. 
 

CLAIRE 
You told me he was a boxer.  His nose was broken.  And his mother was a German woman.  With 
curly hair.   
 

WAMBLI 
(Mumbles to himself in disbelief.)   

I can’t believe you never told me. 
 

CLAIRE 
Oh, for goodness sakes.  Technically I am of Black descent but that does not make me "Black" 
nor would I ever claim to be Black.  
 

WAMBLI 
Babe, don’t deny who you are.   

CLAIRE 
I don’t deny it.  But up here it’s just as hard to say because no one gets it.  They right away think 
I’m another race—some alien being from another world.  If I say I’m Mexican—and a Mexican 
Indian at that—the whole world is floored.  White people think I’m some prehistoric Aztec and 
skins up here think I’m the granddaughter of friggin’ Coronado.   And you want me to throw being 
Black into all that?  Are you crazy?   

(Pushes past him DS.)   
Beside, who are you?  Really? 
   (Flicks his perfect braid.) 
 

MARIO 
Oh, Auntie.  

(WAMBLI wanders SL.  She doesn’t notice him.  MARIO moves downstage. 
Looks at WAMBLI sympathetically.) 

Why you got to be so rude?  He believes in you. 
 

CLAIRE 
   (Ignoring MARIO’s comment.) 
Seriously.  I’m not an illegal alien from another planet.   

(Takes a moment to recompose.)  
I am a Native American model. My image220 is captured on camera and I become proverbial, an 
exotic beauty.   No questions asked.  I’m an archetype.  And if I can survive out here as the 

                                                                 
219 Lakota colloquialism for kidding or joshing, as in “no” or “naw”.   
220 The “indian” of today is, of course, a misnomer that media has shaped into the hyperreal of the 20 th 
and 21st century.  Such distortions have been created by both non-Native and Natives alike and “have 
severely misled the formation of young Native Americans’ identity” (Liu & Zhang, 2011).  
 In all her struggle to resist indian absence Claire grapples for affirmation within that absence.  She 
strives to become emboldened as the exotic archetype, an Edward Curtis daguerreotype memorialized 
forever in chemical and exposure. “Simulations are the substitutes of the real, and those who pose with 
the absence of the real must fear the rush of the real in their stories” (Vizenor, 1994, pg. 23).  In this 
moment, Claire is willing to risk it all, her Tarasco/Lakota/African/European total sum to exist eternally in 
the images of dominance and artifice (Vizenor, 1998) because for Claire it is life -affirming.   
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“colors of the wind”221 (Menken, 1995), I’ll toss my hair into any storm and end-up the heroine of 
the story.  Damn straight. 

(No one notices WAMBLI as he removes his hair ties and unbraids his 
hair.) 

 
MARIO 

(Focusing on his fingering.)    
We’ll all catch your cover face in the check-out aisle at Sioux Nation grocery.   

(CLAIRE glares as MARIO.)    
 

CLAIRE 
Why not?  Why not make myself in my own image?  That’s what you complain about, Mahpiya.  
Everyone wants to assume who you are.  I can’t revolt, but you can? 
   (WAMBLI nods in consideration.) 

 
MARIO 

Mom has every news clipping and magazine that has printed your picture. 
 

CLAIRE 
Really? 

MARIO 
And she’s been collecting them for years.   
 

CLAIRE 
(Smiles with affection.)    

She has? 
 

MARIO 
She is so proud of you. But do you know what she noticed? When you were in México, Chica 
Chula magazine was the only magazine that ever printed your name and face together, along with 
your heritage.  She framed that one.   
 

CLAIRE 
Yes. I remember.   
 

MARIO 
You’re standing in front of an old cathedral with a shawl, long skirt, flowers crowning your head 
and you’re barefoot.   
 

CLAIRE 

                                                                 
221 In 1995, Disney produced the first animated film featuring a Native American heroine, Pocahantas. 
Although the prototype for the animated character and voice was that of Native actor, Irene Bedard 
(music vocals by Vanessa Williams), the film is a symbolic representation of western narrative that invents 
a romance between Pocahontas and John Rolfe.  It builds on the historical American discourse of the 
sexual attraction between Native and non-Native with the Native woman hopelessly committed to the 
non-Native man, and ultimately his colonial agenda (Martinez T. , 2013; Raheja, 2010). The soundtrack’s 
pop chart hit “Colors of the Wind” and the accompanying Barbie dolls and Pocahontas toy lines 
permeated households across America contributing to the “material oppression” of Native American 
women specifically, and women as a whole (Ono & Buescher, 2001). 
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(Caught in the moment. Reflects.)    
Cathedral of Jesus Lord of Mercy in Ciudad Nezahualcóyotl, 2013.  And outside of the shoot sat a 
half dozen Indian women, some with babies tied to their chest, reaching out to us each time we 
walked by, begging for whatever we might toss them.  The assistant producers kept chasing them 
back away from the shoot area. They didn’t want them around. 

(Looks at MARIO with a near disdain.)   
I get it.  Okay?   I get it!   
The border isn’t along México and the U.S.; it’s right here between us. (Shouts.)  All of us!!   It’s 
between us and the folks down the road and over at the CAP222 office, the kids there at Little 
Wound school committing suicide.  It’s right there between us and every diabetic, alcohol-ridden, 
poverty stricken hustler down at the Sioux nation grocery store selling jewelry, used-up clothes—a 
bundle of sage picked from an empty lot. Just to survive.  There’s no one on this border who has 
time to think about me and my Tarasco blood and whatever the hell that means.  People here are 
hungry inside and out.223   
You get it.  I know you have to get it. 
It’s just so much easier to drop the Mexican/Black connection and just flow with being Native.  No 
one has to think too hard, and life goes on. I can buy someone’s beadwork or drop a couple of 
bucks to the guy with no legs sitting in a dirty-ass wheel chair that says he needs money for a gas 
tank that he doesn’t own. Skin or wasicu, everyone likes “simple”, and “simple” keeps me afloat. 
Puts enough money in my purse so that I can give a few dollars to the grandma who still has to 
use an out-house in the middle of winter.  Or help some kid out at the register.   You ever see the 
look on a child’s face when they go to pay for a bag of chips and they’re short a damn dime, and 
the cashier has to say ‘no’ because she’s already paid the difference for ten other kids that same 
day?  People here are worn-out from caring about anything, not alone my damn identity.  
 

WAMBLI 
Or they’re worn-out from trying too hard.  Like me. 

(CLAIRE moves toward WAMBLI.  Sees his braids are undone. He gives 
her a look and she backs-off.) 

You may not think who and what you are matters, but everything about you matters.  To me it 
does.  All I know is that I want to survive and I want to do it with you.  

(MARIO strums his guitar.) 
 

CLAIRE 
   (She walks up to him.  Touches his loose hair.) 
We have to eat.  And I want to eat at the table where everyone sees me and knows I’m not 
kitchen help.  I’m the patron!224   
 

                                                                 
222 CAP office refers to a reservation village or district office site where programs and services, sometimes 
in the form of per-capita payments are distributed to their community members.   
223 This is the epiphany, abrupt and terse.  It arrives with anger and yet there is an older, penetrative voice 
that arises out of a knowledge that she has always held.  It is relational knowing and the painful 
admittance of what every Native person who has ever lived on her reservation knows and feels. The 
poverty of despair that erupts from a deep and historical grieving manifested in subhuman living 
conditions festers on the reservation.  Claire is conscious.  Her living in Rapid City because “Wambli” 
wanted to live near the people is more clearly Claire’s drive to somehow confront a reality she strives to 
reject.  Yet she makes it a point to “buy someone’s beadwork” or give a few dollars to the “guy with no 
legs” in the wheel chair.   
224 See, “I, Too, Sing American” (Hughes, 1959).  



211 
 

WAMBLI 
I still want you to know that you can be Black, Tarasco, rich or poor. Whatever you want to be, I’ll 
be proud of you.  Even if you don’t know much about it.  It won’t matter because I don’t know 
much about anything.  Maybe we could learn about each other.  (Pause.) What do you think? 
 

CLAIRE 
Wambli.   Look at me.  I can’t do that. It’s hard enough the way it is.  I don’t want to figure it out.   
I’m not Mahpiya.  He can live in two worlds.   

(Under her breath.) 
Maybe three or four.   

(MARIO looks at her quizzically.) 
But I can’t.   
 

WAMBLI 
He’s your kin.  You’re the same. 
 

CLAIRE 
He’s always been around Blacks.  He’s from the city.   He’s plays the Blues!!  
 

WAMBLI (Disbelief.) 
What? 
 

CLAIRE (Shrugs.) 
But I don’t have the right to pretend I’ve lived the injustices of Black people.   

(With grief.) 
I’ve got enough just being indian.   

(Becoming emotional.)  
 

WAMBLI 
See me?   This is who I am.  I want to try being this guy.   
Who are you, Claire?  Under all the make-up and costumes.  Who are you? 
 

CLAIRE 
(Stares at both men with fury.) 

I am a “Native” American model.    
(Begins to softly weep.  WAMBLI tries to console her.  MARIO 
shakes his head.  Stands and walks into house.) 

 
WAMBLI 

Don’t cry.  I shouldn’t have pressured you like that. 
 

CLAIRE 
I can’t be what I don’t know how to be.  Oh, Wambli, all I want to be is the girl who feels special, 
important.  My mother never did.  I don’t think.  She was strong, but I always saw this shadow of 
self-doubt.  Of shame.  She was tough because I don’t think she could have survived wearing her 
true face.225   

                                                                 
225 Grandma, Claire’s mother, undoubtedly lived a difficult life whether it was along the floodplains of the 
Missouri, where there are few Lakota people, or on the reservation where poverty and living conditions 
are a constant challenge. She most likely attended boarding school. “Today, American Indian women and 
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WAMBLI 
Oh, Claire. 
 

 
 

CLAIRE 
To me she was beautiful, but to herself, she was dark and lonely. Even with my grandfather and 
us kids.  I know.   
   (Pulls away and wanders SR.) 
But when I’m in front of a camera it means someone thinks I’m worth being captured forever, in a 
picture that people will see.  White people see me, and sometimes they even want to be me.  
   (To WAMBLI.) 
I become what ideal.   
 

WAMBLI 
You don’t need a camera to be worth something to me. 
 

CLAIRE 
Oh, yes, I do.  Even more so. 
 

WAMBLI 
Isn’t it enough that I believe in you and see you as beautiful? 
 

CLAIRE 
Not when people still believe Irene Bedard is the real Pocahontas.226 I’m not an alcoholic and I’m 
not a powwow dancer. I’m not a statistic and I promise you, I’ll never be just another indian.   

                                                                 
children are among the most economically, socially, and politically disenfranchised groups in the United 
States” (Poupart, 2013, pg. 91). Nevertheless, the women are the carriers of the nation’s pain, strong and 
tenacious, as is Grandma (Yellow Horse Brave Heart, 1999a).  And because she also observed traditional 
values she exhibited resilience and stamina (Grandbois & Sanders, 2009). As Grandma is presented in the 
script, she shows little insecurity, rather, she is a dynamic woman with comic humor and traditional 
values.  Claire’s interpretation of a mother that is no longer alive may be skewed by her own sense of 
inadequacy. She functions in the world in opposition of her mother’s lifestyle and values.  Claire prefers to 
embrace the “poselocked” portraiture of the imagined, the “iconic enactment of the other”  (Vizenor, 
1998, pg. 146) and has allowed it to become her psychological foundation.  By seeing her mother as the 
lesser, by declaring her mother’s unhappiness (whether real or imagined), she can continue to 
substantiate her choice to be the exotic antithesis that makes her the object of adoration.    
226 Western culture appropriates and commodifies the image of the Native  (Deloria, 1998).  While most 
shoppers blindly go for the trendy fashions, without concern as to where and how the style came into 
being, there are also those who want to blanket themselves, so to speak, in the neo-savage look 
(Nakamura, 2016) of indigeneity. Fashion outlets sell with the intent to make money and will never 
consider it a crime, nor an offense to wear these Native influenced fashion items.  

Most of these fashions are generalized takes of the “white man’s indian” (Deloria, 1998). Where 
appropriation and commodification of cultural property are constant expectations of insensitivity and 
arrogance in western society (Hix, 2011), there is yet another assault to be reckoned with.  We now see 
the proliferation of Native appropriation that extends into items of spiritual significance. The inscrutable 
merchandizing of medicine bags accompanies the head bands and feathers. Still, there is another facet of 
this discussion and that is the fact that there are sometimes Native designers or consultants (Jacobs, 2015) 
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(WAMBLI looks at her sadly.)   
I dress for the camera.  That’s how I survive. 
   (Pause.) 
And the truth is, Wambli, you would have never given me a second look if you hadn’t met me while 
I was standing in the spotlight. 

(WAMBLI moves her hair from her face then turns, walks up the stairs to the 
house.  Stops and turns to her.) 

 
WAMBLI 

(Takes a deep breath.)     
Did your mom and dad ever know you?   

(Waits.  No response.  WAMBLI goes into house.  CLAIRE walks around 
yard sadly.  She wanders DS.  Sees a stick pony, perhaps from her 
childhood.  She picks it up.  Behind her GRANDPA comes out of the 
house.) 

 
GRANDPA 

What’s wrong, mi’ja? 
 

CLAIRE 
(Fiddles with the stick pony.)  

Some things never change.   When you’re a child, and the whole world is your familiar. Everything 
somehow makes sense.  May not always be happy, but it makes sense.  You get it.  
 

GRANDPA 
   (Comes down the steps.) 
Are you looking for sense or for balance? 
 

CLAIRE 
I wish I could tell momma how pretty she was.  How very pretty she was to me.   
 

GRANDPA 
Then tell her.  She’ll hear you. 
 

CLAIRE 
To me, momma, you are the most beautiful woman in the world.  You will always be the prettiest 
momma. 

(GRANDMA enters onto the stoop.  GRANDPA takes her hand, leads her 
down the steps.) 

I miss you.  So much. 
 

GRANDMA 
I’m always near, my cúŋksi227.   

 (CLAIRE hears her mother speak.) 
You don’t need acceptance from a camera.  You have family, and we have always known how 
beautiful you are. 
                                                                 
who propel these fashion trends (Wang, 2015), as well as the occasional “indian” models who base their 
careers on their own Native absence and the simulation of the wholly imagined.  
  
227 Lakota word for “daughter”. 
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CLAIRE 
Her eyes open wide.  She stands silent. GRANDMA and GRANDMA turn 
and go back into the house.) 

Iná228?  Até229? 
(She slowly turns around as WAMBLI comes back out of house.  Looks up 
at WAMBLI.  Begins to weep.)    

 
WAMBLI 

Claire.  What’s wrong? 
   (She continues to weep.) 
Why are you crying?  Talk to me. 
 

CLAIRE 
I’m ready. 

 
WAMBLI 

You want to leave? 
 

CLAIRE 
Yes. 
 

WAMBLI 
I brought you some water. 
   (WAMBLI hands her a plastic cup with water.  She takes a long drink.) 
 

WAMBLI 
What about your sister? 
 

CLAIRE 
   (Hardly a smile.) 
I’ll see her. 
 

MARIO 
(Coming out of house.  Sees them walking up the road.)  

Auntie? 
 (CLAIRE and WAMBLI turn around.  MARIO walks down the steps.) 

Auntie, I’m sorry.  I fell out of balance.  I have to remember why I’m here.  That’s what these ways 
are for—to keep us together.  I didn’t mean to be cruel.  Grandpa told me.  He explained you’re on 
your own journey, just like I’m on mine.  I have to respect that. 

(Claire nods and watches MARIO.)   
 

GRANDPA 
(Comes out the door, on to the stoop.)   

We’re all here because we are family and it is ceremony time.  For all of us. 
 

CLAIRE 

                                                                 
228 Lakota for “mother”. 
229 Lakota for “father”. 
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(She stares at GRANDPA then at MARIO.  Her body singularly expresses 
her insecurities as well as her understanding.  Nods her head.  Turns to 
walk away.  Stops and walks back to MARIO.) 

Tell my sister I will see her.   
(Pause. Touches MARIO’s arm. Looks at GRANDPA and mouths the 
words, “I love you.” 
To MARIO.) 

 
Toska ake wan ci keyan kte.230 

(Turns and walks away, past WAMBLI, and up the road exiting scene.  
WAMBLI looks at MARIO and gives a sign with his hand that all is good.) 

 
MARIO 

   (As she and WAMBLI leaves the scene.) 
Wakan Tankan kici un.231 

(MARIO picks-up his guitar.  Sits on the chair, strums and shakes his head.)   
(Fade to Black.) 

 
 

ACT III   

Scene 3 

 

(The scene is pre-twilight lighting as MARIO sits in a chair on the stoop. He 
is sleeping with feet propped on the railing.  Yard around Grandpa’s house 
is cleared.  Several women dressed in earth toned dresses and leotards are 
dancing with water ollas on the risers that suggest an extended area of 
woods. Lighting blends them into the flora.  Violins play to a standard drum 
beat with guitar strings.  At the end of the movement piece, they reach into 
the olla and offer a handful of water to the earth.   As lights come up on 
MARIO the women slowly kneel into frozen images.  Their costuming 
blending into the flora around them.  They remain on stage in stasis.  Fog 
machine creates a light steady mist across the floor rising upwards.  Lights 
up UC where one of the dancers, a young woman, slightly older than MARIO, 
is climbing down a rise of stones.  She is dressed in a long dress similar in 
color as the water spirits are wearing but distinctively contemporary.  Her hair 
is long and hangs loosely.  She moves lightly A few shrubs and grasses 
separate MARIO from the woman.  Bird sounds can be heard with the subtle 
wind chimes suggesting a gentle breeze.  MARIO slowly wakes from a deep 
sleep.  Rubs his eyes, stretches. 

 
MARIO 

Wow.  That was crazy!   
(Shakes his head in disbelief. He hears the young woman.  Acquainting 
himself with his surroundings he notices the time lapse.  Rises, walks DSR 
looking for the source of the wind chimes.  It is mossy and on a rise.  As he 
leaves his area of the stage, lights dim on the house as it rotates slowly to 
reveal an extended rocky area.  The entire stage transforms into a 

                                                                 
230 It was good to see you again. 
231 May the Creator bless you. 
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proscenium of rock and flora giving the pseudo impression of a potential 
cave with a rocky structure.  The woman suddenly slips and rolls down the 
incline.)   

 
TÓMINEE 

(She squeaks as she completes her fall.  She has a subtle accent in the 
way she pronounces her words, as if English was not her first language.  
MARIO hears her.  Turns and moves in her direction.  He climbs risers to 
find her discombobulated at the bottom of the middle rise.   He tries to help 
her up.)   

Oh! 
 

MARIO 
Woah!  Are you alright? 
 

TÓMINEE 
(Pulling the skirt of her dress down, brushing herself off.)   

Yes.  As long as I’ve lived here I should be able to get up and down these paths without falling.  
Maybe I’m getting old. (Laughs.)   
 

MARIO 
Are you sure you’re okay? You’re not hurt? 
 

TÓMINEE 
(Examines herself.)   

Ummmm.   
(Checks her legs, her backside. Twists, lifts each leg like a dancer extending 
her limbs with a flex and point.  Leaps from mid-platform onto the next level 
down.) 

 
MARIO 

You look like you’re okay.  Wow.  And limber. 
 

TÓMINEE 
I have to be.  Look at the terrain? 
 

MARIO 
You leap like a deer.  
 

TÓMINEE 
Mostly. 

(As he climbs down the incline to meet her, the remainder of the set 
transforms into a wooded and rocky environment.   A low mist continues.  
MARIO is somewhat confused.   Looks around suddenly aware that he is 
not at GRANDPA’s.)   

Oh . . . Wait . . . This isn’t where I was.   
 

TÓMINEE (Chuckles)   
Where were you? 
 

MARIO 
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It’s almost dark.  Maybe I wandered further . . . (Unsure.)  Are we near the spring? 
 

TÓMINEE 
There’s a spring.  

(Nods in the direction of SR, the original spring by GRANDPA’s.) 
 

MARIO 
(MARIO notices a long string with pieces of colored material attached 
downstage extending the length of the playing space.)  

Are those. . .  
 (He examines how far they extend.)   

They look like they go on forever.  Are they yours? 
 

TÓMINEE 
I don’t think so.   
 

MARIO 
Someone must have done ceremony up here, huh? 
 

TÓMINEE 
I would imagine.  It’s a pretty sacred place. 
 

MARIO 
A big ceremony.   Where is this place, exactly?  I’m kind of confused, y’know?    

(Chews his finger nail.) 
I don’t know if I am dreaming or if I’m . . . (Confused.)   Where is this, exactly? 
 

TÓMINEE 
(Laughs and begins to walk down the remainder of the hill toward the sound 
of the spring.)   

Did you hit your head or something?   
 

MARIO 
No.   
Oh, wait.  Are you my Grandpa’s . . . I mean, are you Pete’s granddaughter?   
 

TÓMINEE 
(Smiles impishly and kneels down to examine a plant.)   

Pete?    
 

MARIO 
My Grandpa said for me to be watching for his granddaughter and I thought that might be you? 
But, then, I’m not even sure where I’m at.   

(Looks around again.  Rubs his head and chuckles.)  
I mean . . . I don’t see the house.  I’ve woken-up in the wrong place before, but this seems pretty 
real. 
 

TÓMINEE 
Oh, you do that a lot? 
 

MARIO 
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Well…I guess I sleep walk sometimes.  My mom says I do.   (Pause.)  And I have other 
interesting events roll-in from time-to-time.   
 

TÓMINEE 
Haη.232   

(TÓMINEE continues to examine the plant and pinches off a few leaves. 
She tastes them then places them in her mouth.)      

How can you be looking for your grandpa’s granddaughter if he’s your grandpa?  Isn’t that like 
looking for your sister? 
 

MARIO 
I guess.  Yea.  That does sound strange.  I’m not looking for her, like seeking her out.  I’m just 
watching out in case she comes.  Or I see her . . .  

(Almost to himself.) 
. . . she can’t come to the house if I’m not there.  And I don’t know where I’m at. 

(Chews nail.)   
My Grandpa just said to keep an eye out for her because I guess she’s bringing him some plums.   

(TÓMINEE smiles and turns back to the plants.  She kneels down.  When 
she’s done she stands and goes over to another plant and begins 
examining its flowers) 

 
MARIO 

(Striving to explain himself.)     
I come from dreamers.  Pure’pecha—that’s my people.   

(Seeing she probably doesn’t have a context for what he’s explaining.)   
Tarasco.   Another way of saying Pure’pecha.  I’m Lakota, too.    

(Showing his insecurity.)  
I mean  
   (Looks around.) 
everything looks sort of familiar here, so, I must not be too far from my Grandfather’s.    

(Looks at the setting sun.  TÓMINEE continues studying the plants, 
gathering certain ones.)   

It’s going to be dark soon.  See the full moon?  I’m supposed to be waiting for my mother to get 
back from the sun dance grounds as well.  I’m not from there, but, my mom . . .  

(Sees she is not too concerned about his explanations.  Stops his train of 
thought and asks.) 

Are you familiar with plants?  
(She doesn’t answer his question.)   

 
TÓMINEE 

A little.   
(Looks up at MARIO.) 

I’m still learning.  Learning never ends.   You think you can help me? 
 

MARIO 
I’m not much at plants.  What do you need help with?   
 

TÓMINEE 
(Gives a big sigh with her hands on her hips looking around.) 

                                                                 
232 Lakota word for “yes” or an oral signifier of acknowledgement.  
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Everything.   Mahpiya, I need your help and I believe you need mine. 
 

MARIO (Suspiciously)   
Why do you call me that? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Mahpiya? 
 

MARIO 
Yes. 
 

TÓMINEE 
Mahpiya.   

(MARIO eyes her cautiously yet intrigued)   
Will you help me?   
 

MARIO 
How do you know my Lakota name?   
 

TÓMINEE 
You are Cloud and I am Tó-minee.   
 

MARIO 
(Looks for an explanation.)    

Lakota? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Sämayawi233.   
 

MARIO (Suspiciously.)    
Säma-yawi.  I’m sorry.  I never heard of that tribe.      

(TÓMINEE snickers at his response.)  
Excuse me.  

 
TÓMINEE 

I’m not trying to be rude.   
(She hands him some of the leaves.)   

Chew these.   
(He hesitates but acquiesces.)   

Sweet, eh? 
 

MARIO 
What are they? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Sweet.  Almost bitter?  (Nods.)  See the jagged edges?  Use only the leaves from the top of the 
stalk.   
 

MARIO 

                                                                 
233Amharic for “heavenly” or “blue”. 
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What’s it for? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Insomnia.  You have insomnia, don’t you?   You pick them.  Get enough to take back with you.  
You have to use them while they’re fresh.  They don’t dry well.   
 

MARIO 
Tell me how you know my name.  Because I don’t know you. 
 

TÓMINEE 
You are very suspicious.   
 

MARIO 
You don’t answer my questions.  You evade. 
 

TÓMINEE 
Shouldn’t seem that way. 
 

MARIO 
(More amused than frustrated.)    

It is that way. 
 

TÓMINEE 
I don’t mean to e-vade.  But you came to me.   
 

MARIO 
You said you live around here. 
 

TÓMINEE 
Oh, true.    We’ve always lived here. 
 

MARIO 
I’m not from here.  (Qualifies.)  I mean.  I don’t live here. 
 

TÓMINEE 
I know you’re not from here.   
 

MARIO 
And how do you know my name?   Do I know you?  Are we related? 
 

TÓMINEE 
You ask so many questions.   Come with me. 
 

MARIO 
Where? 
 

TÓMINEE 
(She says nothing.  The sound of water trickling and subtle wind chimes 
return.  MARIO follows TÓMINEE up the path. Lights up revealing a natural 
spring coming out of the rocks.  The US diorama reveals a large extension 
of the landscape which is a mountain side.   
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MARIO 

I can smell the water from here.   
 

TÓMINEE 
(They arrive at the spring.  Gobos emulate moving water as twilight 
changes to evening.) 

Mahpe.234    
 

MARIO 
Wow.   

(Kneels down and dips his hands into the water.)    
It’s cold.   

 (Scoops up water with his hands and drinks.)    
Pilamaya, tunkasila wakan tanka.235   

(Looks up at TÓMINEE)    
Mni.   Water.   

(Pause.  Studies her keenly.)   
What did you say your name is? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Tóminee.    
 

MARIO 
Tóminee.   

(He repeats it slowly.) 
Tó-minee. 
Lakota? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Is it refreshing? 
 

MARIO  
(Washes it over his face.) 

What’s it mean?   (Pause.)  Your name?  Water?  Mni? 
 

TÓMINEE 
I want to show you something.   

(She reaches into the stream and pulls out a plant.)   
Berro berro.   
 

MARIO 
(Holds his hand out to take the plant.  Holds it up to his nose.  Smells it.  
Nibbles the leaves.)    

How do you know the name of this plant? 
 

TÓMINEE 
You know how to use this. 

                                                                 
234 Cheyenne word for “water”. 
235 Lakota loosely translated, “thank you, Creator”.  
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MARIO 

Yes.   But how do you know the name my people call it?  I’m Tarasco. You’re not Tarasco, are 
you? 

 
TÓMINEE 

This grows in very few places any more.   
This is one of the last springs where berro berro grows wild.  Your great grandmother used to 
gather this at the spring that flows from Big Lake.  They used this medicine for the old men and 
women.  Near the bluffs of the Missouri.  Your grandfather took you there when you were a child 
and showed you how to gather it.  When you went back as a very young man, the water was sick, 
and the berro berro was speckled, sickly.  You cried. 
 

MARIO 
(Takes a step back.  He speaks firm and softly.)    

Who are you? 
 

TÓMINEE 
It grows even in the coldest of winters. The spring always runs fresh and the roots gently grasp 
the river rocks keeping it Taylor.   It’s very good medicine.   I learned that from you.   
Knowledge—it gives back.   
   (Turns back to the spring.) 
You know we share, even across worlds. 
 

MARIO 
I’m serious now.   What is this place and why am I here with you? 
 

TÓMINEE  
(Playfully discerning.) 

Because you came. 
 

MARIO 
(MARIO steps away from the spring and walks down the path DSL.  Looks 
around and into the night sky then back at TÓMINEE.)    

I am dreaming the future.  Or the past.  Which is it? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Is everything a dream? 
 

MARIO 
(He sits on a mossy rise.  TÓMINEE joins him.  He looks at her and begins 
to laugh.)  

I don’t know.  I don’t know anything.   I don’t know a damn thing!  I don’t even know who you are 
and I’m sure I don’t know who I am. 
 

TÓMINEE 



223 
 

Sure you do.   You’re being way too three-dimensional.  (Chuckles.)  Just because you can’t put it 
into words doesn’t mean you don’t know.236  Are you scared? 
 

MARIO 
No. 
 

TÓMINEE 
Worried? 
 

MARIO 
   (Chews his fingernail.) 
No. 
 

TÓMINEE 
Intimidated? 

 
MARIO 

No! 
 

TÓMINEE 
   (Pulls his hand from his mouth.) 
Then maybe it’s not so important.  
 

MARIO 
Yes.  Who we are is very important.  Tomorrow night I’m going up on that hill. The hill . . .  

(He looks around to point out the hill, but it’s too dark.)  
 . . . well, there’s a hill we should be able to see from here, but it’s too dark.  Anyway, I’m going 
up.  And I want to be ready.  Not confused. 
 

TÓMINEE (Empathetically.) 
You are very concerned about making sense of things.  I understand.   
 

MARIO 
You think? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Why do you do that? 

 
MARIO 

Do what?  Try to make sense?    
(She nods in the affirmative.)    

I don’t think I do.  (Pause.)  Well that didn’t come out quite right. 
   (Throws his hands up.) 
I’m standing here with you.  Where?  I don’t know exactly.  Our conversation is more an endless 
riddle.  I could be getting pretty frustrated, but I’m really keeping my cool pretty well.  For not 
getting any answers about you, me, here—nada.  I’d like to make some sense of things. 
 

                                                                 
236 Tóminee personifies the exercise of natural reason and an inherent sense of responsibility to nature—a 
“transmotion” that is “heard and seen in oral presentations, the p leasures of native memories and stories and 

understood in the values of human and spiritual motion in languages” (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 182).    
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TÓMINEE (Softly.)  
You can tell me about yourself. 
 

MARIO 
You already seem to know as much about me as I do.  Maybe more, eh?  Are you a long-lost 
sister?   

(Shakes it off.  Wanders DS.)   
Well, you see me.  I’m dark.  I look mixed.  That’s because I am.  We, meaning my family, 
originally come from a place in Michoacán, México.  We started coming north during the 
Revolution of México.  It was a time of death and war and death.  Lots of it.   
Lots of sacrifice and loss. 

(He looks at her and catches himself staring. Weary.)  
I have so many bloods running through my veins.  They get tangled—sometimes. 
If I do try to explain myself it’s because I want to do it before someone else does.   Make sense.  
Yea.  I do want to make sense of things. 
 

TÓMINEE 
   (Dismissing his distress.) 
But before Michoacán you were the people that carried the staff and you came from much further 
south.  You are from the Tawantinsuyu Empire, Kichwa237.  
 

MARIO 
How would you know that? 
 

TÓMINEE 
(She stands.  Behind her the spirit dancers begin to rise slowly as the low 
sound of wind is heard.  She places a finger to the side of her head.) 

I have the knowing. 
(She lifts her arms and mist fills playing area. Spirits create movement. Low 
drums.  She becomes a force.) 

Memory.   That’s all we are, Mahpiya, memory in the blood that moves through the vibrations of 
word, reflected off the canopies of water that enshroud us, that embody us.  You know that.  It’s 
hard for you to talk about it because there’s no one with whom you can talk about it with.  Until 
now.  (Smiles.)  From now onward, there will always be ‘others’ who you can ‘talk with’. 
 

MARIO (Bewildered.) 
I want to be more than just a memory from some ancient place. 
 

TÓMINEE 
(She nods her head pensively as she considers his words.)   

Identity is so important to you.  It concerns you when people don’t know who you are, but it 
concerned you just as much when I knew who you were.  Don’t get caught in your own trap.238  

                                                                 
237A group of the Quechua speaking people in Peru.  
238 Elizabeth Martinez (1998), acknowledged there was (as I propose there continues today) a debate on 
semantics, what is the right word, the best term to use to describe and define oneself.  “But an obsession 
with self-definition can become a trap if that is all we think about, all we debate” (See pg. 3, De Colores 
Means all of us.)  She was speaking in reference to La Raza, and the next turn in its evolution.  She likens it 
to a house that is being constructed.  I parallel this identity construction to that of Indigenous mixed -blood 
youth and adults who are entering into this next period of cultural consciousness. Their return to Native 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Inca_Empire
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Your memories, my memories, all that has ever been recorded in the history of humankind is 
interconnected.  One big memory of one greater mind. 
 

MARIO 
(Scratches his chin in deliberation.)   

Tóminee.  I can call you that, right? 
   (She nods.) 
I get what you’re saying.  I really do.  But the world I come from, the city I live in is so much more 
complicated that this flowing spring, this singular night under a million stars of chance.  And if I 
don’t challenge other people’s definition of who I am then I risk being defined.  I have to reject it 
and correct it or I’ll be portrayed the way others want-me-to-appear.  I don’t want to run that risk.  
That’s the way colonization works.  I have to resist or run the risk of becoming lost in someone 
else’s history.  In someone else’s story—about “me”.  Mahpiya. 
 

TÓMINEE 
   (She jumps from the mound and moves USR.) 
You’ve been taught well in the English language.  You know a lot of words.  Words are like a 
mighty wind.  And names are sacred.  You already know to speak them in the presence of only 
the people you trust.  Knowing the language of the trickster can be your tool of liberation or the 
chains that bind you. 239  

(In a stage whisper.)    
And do you know . . .      
words can create and they can destroy.  We use them wisely.  
There’s your power. 
 

MARIO (Self-aware.) 
My strength.   Yes. 
   (She begins to walk away USR.)   
Where are you going? 
 

TÓMINEE 
My father’s coming. 
 

MARIO 
You keep changing subjects.   You don’t answer questions.  You’re a riddle . . .  

(Looks USR.) 
Where are you going?  I don’t see anyone.   

                                                                 
consciousness and ancient pathways, within the framework of the play, is to articulate new dimensions of 
the changing faces that comprise indigeneity and Native community in the present.  
239 Here we read another warning of the power of words.  Tóminee cautions that being an iyeska (see Cast 
of Characters), speaking the literal language of the oppressor, and the principles of Native language 
and/or culture has its danger.  How it is produced, the emotions that exude from the intent, can be the 
action of empowerment and change, or the dismantling of one’s identity.  Gerald Vizenor would say that 
language is a tricky business, and speaking the language of the “trickster of liberty” (Vizenor, 1988)  can be 
a contradictory process.   
 Mario now refers to himself by his Lakota name, Mahpiya, and acknowledges his capacity to use 
language “wisely”, as Tóminee reminds him.  Self-affirmation begin to take place. 
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(Stands up to follow her. The platform USL opens slowing revealing an 
entrance, a cave that leads into the mountain.  Spirit dancers continue to 
move simultaneously emulating the elements.) 

 
Que chingoas240 . . . Hey, that wasn’t there before.   

(Mist emerges from the entrance and out comes a man with wearing 
buckskin trousers and a red wolf skin over his head and back.  He holds a 
staff in his hand.  He sees his daughter and she meets him as he enters 
from the opening of the cave. She leads him over to MARIO.)  

 
TÓMINEE (To MARIO)    

This is my father. 
 

MARIO 
(Showing surprise if not disbelief.  To TÓMINEE.) 

Lakota? 
   (She simply smiles.  MARIO assumes Lakota.) 
Hau.  Aηpétu was’te.   Toníktuka hwo?241 
 

FATHER (Appraises.) 
Matáηyaη yeló242.  (To TÓMINEE)   Tohaηyaη tehanl ti hwo? 
 

TÓMINEE 
Slolwáye šni.243  
 

FATHER (To MARIO)    
Tókiyataηhaη yahi hwo?244 
 

MARIO 
Wakpa245. 
 

 
FATHER 

Loyáciη hwo?246 
 

MARIO (Confused.)    
Haη.247    

                                                                 
240 This is a slang expression in Spanish, suffice to say, Mario/Mahpiya is trilingual in many ways, able to 
move through languages from a very unique place.  All the more reason for him to continue to follow 
Tóminee’s advice to “use words wisely”.  It is his gift, but an evolving gift requiring him to think prudently, 
carefully, as he chooses words.  At the same time there is a Vizenorian humor of trickiness that has to 
balance out the intensity of Mahpiya’s positioning in the real/oneiric/numinous worlds of chance.  
241 Lakota expression for “Hello.  Good day.  How are you?” 
242 Lakota expression for “I am fine”  “How far away does he live?” 
243 Lakota expression for “I don’t know”. 
244 Lakota expression for “where have you come from?” 
245 Lakota expression for “the river”.  
246 Lakota expression for “are you hungry?” 
247 Lakota expression for “yes”. 
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(He looks to TÓMINEE for help.)   
I’m sorry I don’t speak much Lakota. 
 

FATHER 
Haη.   

(FATHER turns and begins to re-enter the cave.  Turns and calls to 
MARIO.) 

Hiyú wo.248 
 

MARIO 
   (To TÓMINEE.) 
Where are we going?  How does a mountain just open-up? 
 

TÓMINEE (Giggles.)   
A mighty wind…say it and it becomes.   

(They enter the cave.  Fades to Black) 
 
 

ACT III 
Scene 4 

 
(Light fades in down center stage [DC] where MARIO’s family is seated 
around a fire along with several other men and women.  They are in stasis 
as the action occurs around them.  One of the men in the circle plays a 
hand drum. [The song should be contrived of vocables specifically for this 
performance and not a sacred song249 that has been passed down through 
the generations].  TÓMINEE’s FATHER stands in the center of the fire.  
MARIO is standing in the circle250.  TÓMINEE stands nearby.  Drum 

                                                                 
248 Lakota expression for “come on” 
249 The songs used in dance are sacred songs for ceremonial use.  It is not appropriate to use them for 
public exhibition.  Any and all matters of the sacred or secular that imply ritual or ceremony should be 
referred to Native elders and spiritual leaders of the community. Change within the script can occur where 
necessary to respond to counsel. 
250 Oral literatures also acknowledge the critical power of word in story, prayer, song or incantation and its 
ability to preserve a community’s relationship with the elements of the land. The ancient Zuñi have an old 
“Calling Up of the Waters” performance ceremony (Deloria, pg. 173) that shows how medicine people 
used chants to affirm the mightiness of water as an entity needed to nourish the earth.  Once the water 
spirit is named through ritual action, one water droplet seed is placed into a jar that reproduces itself to 
the rim.  The ritualized use of words energizes the spirit of the water and then “the water slowly subsides 
and the incantation dies away” (pg. 174). Other ritual performances have evolved into dramatic oral texts 
such as the Massaum ceremony of the early Cheyenne, or Tsistsistas (Schlesier, 1987) that represents the 
restoration of universal harmony and sustains the animal population as a food source for Plains tribes.  In 
1943, anthropologist Paul Radin published his transcription of an extensive ritual drama of the Winnebago 
entitled The Road of Life and Death that re-edifies the human being and community by returning 
individuals from the spirit world back to life.  Compelling and riveting, it does not include the songs used 
to enact the ceremony, but it is a complete narrative with multiple sections of dramatic content that 
lasted over a period of days and nights. The end goal was to construct the whole of human 
transformation. 
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completes one push-up.251  An elder woman from the circle of relatives 
stands up.  She begins to sing a song that asks for help, as might occur on 
the last day of sun dance to urge the dancers on—this should not be one of 
the actual sun dance songs.  The drum accompanies her.  The four spirit 
dancers are positioned at an angle to express the four directions while 
allowing the full of the circle to be viewed.  They dance stationary. 
The FATHER smudges down MARIO [without use of cedar or sage] solely 
with the illusion of smoke that comes from the vapor mist of fog machine.252  

                                                                 
These extended theaters of story re-enactment served as coherent structures of “essential 

sequences and events…recaptured,” (Schlesier, 1987). Enactments were based on tribalography (Howe, 
2002) and dealings with the spirit world.  They were ceremonial in framework and ritual -based in action.  
They are what Jeffrey Huntsman (2000), in his contribution to the American Indian Theater Reader 
(Geiogamah H. & Darby, 2000) defines as “systems of fixed behavior that the [Native] community lives by” 
(2000, pg. 89).  But they also serve as dramas for their presentational style and “controlled creativity that 
all drama has” (2000, pg. 89)—dramas that defined people’s relationship with community and the cosmos. 
251 Plains music used in ceremony or social activities is comprised of four rounds, or “push -ups”.  Four is a 
sacred number in Plains people’s cosmology and the standard composition of a song.  
252 There should be no use of actual ceremonial objects, rather, in place of eagle feathers, turkey or duck 
feathers.  In place of sage or cedar, contrived vapors from stage prop equipment, contrived songs of 
vocables rather than ceremonial songs, inaudible words for actual prayers.    

In a small production of testimonios or testimonies some years back, I offered tobacco to Leonard 
Crow Dog for counsel on 1) if a testimonial project for healing was an appropriate project, and 2) if so, 
how would I do it to make ready the people involved and protect them through this. The project was a 
public witnessing, an event of wiping tears, by five (5) participants who would tell their stories.  The 
ceremony, “wiping of tears” takes place, at some point, following the death of a loved one.  In this world 
we live in today, the death of self sometimes takes place on a spiritual and emotional level.  I talked with 
him about permission to create a space where a “wiping tears” could occur before the public as a way of 
“shedding their loss” metaphorically through the release of their pain, their spiritual healing in the form of 
narrative.  It would be essentially a secular presentation of testimonial witnessing, a moment when story 
of postindian survivance would fill the performance space chosen. In so doing, the medicine for such an 
event becomes the expulsion of the breath that carries the words of loss.  Retrieving the understanding of 
having survived, within the act of giving away words that hold the loss, becomes that catalyst for 
reciprocity.  Life returns to the individual; wounds are healed.  The audience becomes active spectators —
witnesses of that healing.   

Crow Dog directed me how the ceremonial aspect of the event should occur.  Certain elements of 
the sacred were done in an ambiguous fashion so that the spectators could not see the full ceremonial 
action, which is the preparation of the presenter prior to stepping out before the audience with the other 
storiers.  We used a scrim, back lighting, and specific ceremonial objects.  For each witness, myself and a 
sun dancer carried out the ceremony from just off stage, a preparatory process for getting them ready to 
enter into the sacred space where they would give away their loss—tell their story. (I would not have been 
able to carry out this ceremony with the sun dancer if I were not a carrier of certain sacred objects.)  
Prayer was also integral before the production, and I asked a Dakota elder and spiritual leader to give that 
prayer with the audience present so we would enter into things with gratitude and in a good way. 

There are multiple ways in which this segment of the production with Mario can occur.  And it 
should occur differently from how it is written dependent upon cast, tribal representation, and with 
counsel by elders and spiritual leaders. Prayer prefaces all things and directs the action of everything that 
occurs on the stage in way in which I offer up the experience of theater.  In all things Indigenous, it is 
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TÓMINEE then paints his face according to the design and counsel of the 
production’s Native elders, as they approve/if they approve.  TÓMINEE and 
FATHER then leave the sacred circle.    Lights fade to black across stage 
accept for a segue spot that appears solely on MARIO. Elder woman’s 
song253 fades as a gobo image of clouds appears over his body.  A flash of 
lightening appears on the scrim UC and the crackle of sudden and intense 
thunder fills the playing space.  Blackout.   End of scene.)  

 
 

ACT III 
Scene 5 

 
(MARIO is sleeping again in one of the yard chairs of GRANDPA’s house.  It 
is night.  Headlights flash across the stage.  The sounds of  
an engine comes to a stop.  JEWELS, wearing a long skirt and sleeved t-
shirt, and GARY come down the road.  They see MARIO sleeping in the fold-
out lawn chair. ALBA, GARY, WAMBLI, and CLAIRE are different 
personalities in this final scene. JEWELS is the only constant.) 

 
GARY 

Is that MAHPIYA asleep? 
 

JEWELS 
I wonder why he didn’t go inside the house. 
 

GARY 
Should I wake him up? 
 

JEWELS 
Wait.  He rigged himself a pretty good resting place.  Why don’t we just let him sleep?  If he 
doesn’t wake-up by the time we go to bed, we’ll bring him inside.  Okay? 
 

GARY 
Yea.  He must be pretty tired. 
   (GARY’s cell phone rings.) 
 

JEWELS 
You got service up here? 
 

GARY 
   (Checking his phone.) 
It’s a message.  But my phone hasn’t rang since we hit highway 18. 

                                                                 
imperative and proper to approach it relationally.  This includes aesthetics, research, and cultural 
production.  If this script, or any section of the script is ever produced, it may become something very 
different from its static appearance here on paper, and I have written it here in this context , for this 
moment only.  
253Song is comprised of words or vocables and emit vibrations.  Different rituals, different ceremonies have 
particular songs that call in certain spirits.  In this way “healing in any deeper sense comes through the 
power of the words in the ritual.” Story, songs, prayers are no exception (Tolken, B. 2003, pg. 11).   
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   (Pause.) 
Geez.   
 

JEWELS 
Everything okay?  Your Dad? 
 

GARY 
Naw.  It’s about Reggie Tafoya.  He made it through surgery.  He’s gonna make it.  Wow, Auntie.  
He’s gonna make it. 
 

JEWELS 
That’s wonderful.  I thought you said it looked pretty bad. 
 

GARY 
He did when the ambulance got there.   He was losing a lot of blood.  Got shot twice in the 
shoulder and a third bullet grazed his head, and he still managed to run.  The medic guys said 
that head wounds bleed the worst. 
 

JEWELS 
   (Proceeds up the steps.) 
You get to move back here with Aunt Claire, your friend survived a random drive-by . . . 

(Motions toward MARIO.) 
. . . and you tended that fire for four days and helped bring my boy back down.  Not a bad week, 
huh? 
 

GARY 
(MARIO begins to stir.  He hears GARY as he follows JEWELS into house.) 

Not bad.  Not bad, Auntie.  Geez, no wonder I’m tired.   
 

MARIO 
You back? 

(He slowly stretches his arms and sits up.) 
 

GARY 
Hey dawg.  You been sleeping this whole time? 
 

JEWELS 
How you feeling, mi’jo?   How come you didn’t lay down in the house? 
 

MARIO 
   (Rubs his eyes.) 
I guess I didn’t make it that far.  What time is it? 
 

GARY 
Night time.  The right time.  You done slept it all away. 
   (Goes into the house.) 
 

JEWELS (Concerned.) 
You were very tired.  Sleeping on the ground up on a rocky hill isn’t like sleeping in a bed.   It 
takes a lot out of you, doesn’t it?   
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MARIO 
The hill?  (Thinks.  Pauses.  Hesitantly agrees.)   Yea.  No.  (Confused.)  How long you been 
gone? 
 

JEWELS 
   (Goes to him.) 
Since we left you.  I hope you drank some more water before you dozed.     
 

MARIO 
When?  (Stands.) What day we on? 
 

JEWELS 
Sunday, silly.   

(She rubs his head.  Examines his eyes.) 
You need fluids.  There’s Gatorade, you know.  Come on and get some.  I know you’re 
dehydrated. 
 

MARIO 
   (He puts his hand on her arm.) 
Iná.  Have I been having another dream—all this time?   I mean, I’m not sure what’s going on, 
here. 
 

JEWELS (Smiles.) 
You are exhausted, dehydrated, you’ve lost a few pounds.  And you are a young man who has 
risen to the occasion.  I don’t know what all you went through except what you shared in the 
lodge, but I know this.  You carry medicine, my son.  Your dreams are your visions. 
 

MARIO 
I remember when grandpa moved . . .     

(Another set of headlights flashes across the stage.  Gary comes back out 
with a soda.)  
 

JEWELS 
That must be Claire.  They’re going to hang-out with us this evening.  Wait till you see your Aunt.  
You know she got married a couple of months ago and she looks a lot happier since Christmas.  
Crazy as ever.   
 

GARY 
Yea.  And her old man’s pretty cool guy.  You’re gonna like him, Mahpiya. 
 

MARIO 
Yea. I know him. 

(MARIO and GARY look at each other with suspiciously.   
JEWELS eyes her son with concern.)  

 
GARY 

. . . And check it out.  Just got the news.   Tafoya is on the road to recovery.  He came through 
surgery like a breeze.  (Snickers.)   Cool, ennit? 
 

ALBA 
   (Enter from house.) 
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Well look who decided to come back from the dead.  Mahpiya, man, you earned that nap.  You 
really earned it. 
   (To JEWELS and GARY.) 
Didn’t he? 

(GARY nods in agreement. ALBA gives him a thumbs up and winks at him.) 
 

JEWELS 
   (To MARIO.) 
Yes.  Oh, yes, you did. 
 

ALBA 
   (Walks down a couple of steps.) 
Mahpiya, son, you showed us that for every possibility there is a probability254.  For you it was one 
of determination, and you came through it.   It appears you proved me wrong.  I underestimated 
you, son. I hope you forgive me.  It seems you beat the odds of chance. 
 

MARIO 
The journey isn’t over yet, Alba.  I’ve got a few more miles to walk. 
 

ALBA 
That you do. 
 

MARIO 
Mom. I love you . . .  

(His mother nods and smiles.  MARIO puts his arm around her shoulders.  
Before MARIO can finish CLAIRE and WAMBLI are coming down the path 
with a flashlight.  Claire looks very different.  She has on a long skirt, faded 
t-shirt and her hair is pulled up into a messy bun.  WAMBLI has his hair 
pulled back into a ponytail.  His denim shirt has the sleeves rolled-up.  He 
wears jeans and boots appropriate for dirt roads and high grass.) 

                                                                 
254 Mario’s relationship with l ife is entrenched in a multifaceted consciousness that begins in the dream state, 

Bernstein’s “borderland consciousness” (Bernstein, 2005) that observes the transrational aspect of l ife. This l ine of 
the script is tell ing in that Mahpiya wakes up from yet another dream in which he is in a new reality that embraces 
his identity.  He is welcomed into a new possible scenario. Given his experience in ceremony it is one of many 

probable possibilities. But is it a dream within a dream, or is the dream a portal through which he has progressed in 
his ceremonial search for self? According to the work of Bonnie & Eduardo Duran, this often times intense dream 
work, for Native people is “The main vehicle of healing” (1995, pg. 47). We do not know if his healing is complete, 
but he has, at least, arrived in a state of consciousness in which he is well received by others.  By traversing 

consciousness and time through the dream state Mario emerges into Mahpiya; he gains knowledge and thus, 
transcendence.  

In an intellectual sense, there are two sources of knowledge—esoteric and individual knowledge, available 

only through dreams, vis ions, or initiation; and common knowledge, available to all  people through 
everyday experience…Because knowledge of spiritual beings is personal, much of the intellectual l ife of 
Native People is grounded in emotional experiences. Dreams and visions are sources of personal knowledge. 
(Grounds, Tinker, Wilkens 2003: 8). 

We also see transcendence within the other characters of the story. In this scenario Alba refers to Mario not only in 
his Lakota name, but as his son.  Each character has transformed or at least transposed into a new facet of 
themselves.  They have reflect personal balance—Wolakota—marked by a “postmodern presence” (Vizenor, 1994, 
pg. 169) that transforms the narrative into one of resil ience.   Perhaps the ceremony of the one, Mario, was the 

ceremony of the others.  Through Mahpiya’s ascension, so did his family enter into a state of survivance.  
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JEWELS 

I thought you were ahead of us? 
 

CLAIRE 
We were until this guy had to stop at the gas station for some chew.   
   (Almost trips on a pot hole.) 
 

WAMBLI 
Woah!  Careful there girl.  You already fell once tonight.  (Laughs.) 

(To JEWELS.) 
She fell in a big old pot-hole as we came out of the store. 
 

CLAIRE 
Well I don’t have my glasses on.  Can you believe I left them at the trailer?   

(Chortles.  Sees MAHPIYA.  Goes up to him.) 
Hey there nephew. 

(She embraces him.)  
I am proud of you.  And this is my husband, Wambli. 
This is the traveling man you’ve hear so much about.   
   (Holds her hand up showing a ring on her finger.) 
We did it! 
 

WAMBLI 
   (Nods his head. Shakes his hand.) 
Wambli.  Hau. Heard some great things about you. 
 

MARIO  
(Confused but gracious.) 

Hau. 
    

JEWELS 
I’m going to put on some coffee.   
   (To MARIO.) 
You endured some pretty chilly nights.  Tonight you get hot coffee and family. 
   (SFX subtle thunder and soft rain.  Everyone reacts with enthusiasm.)   
At last!   
   (To MARIO.) 
You made the rain come, son.   
 

GARY 
(Puts his hands out. Laughs.) 

Was’te!  Bring it on. 
    

JEWELS 
   (To MAHPIYA.) 
Come on everyone.  Hot coffee! 
 

GARY 
I can use some of that.   

   (Follows JEWELS.) 
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WAMBLI 

Hope it’s Folgers. 
   (To MARIO.) 
Good to the last drop, eh?   
 

CLAIRE 
Yea.  (Giggles.)  

(Family begins to cover their heads and go inside.)  
(Turns to MARIO.) 

You coming inside?  I want you to hear something.    
 

MARIO 
What? 
 

WAMBLI 
She ain’t going to tell you because she doesn’t brag, but she brought the new demo.  “Lakota 
Blue”.  Featuring Claire Swiftwater on vocals and Mahpiya Swiftwater-Renteria on guitar and vo-
cables.  Ha!  (Laughs heartily.)   
   (To CLAIRE.)  
To be released next month, ennit? 
 

CLAIRE 
The CD is here! 
   (She giggles and holds CD in air.) 
 

WAMBLI 
The sound engineer tightened it up, did some great stuff with your group of young drummers . . . 
 

CLAIRE 
. . . and your guitar is incredible!  Something we can all be proud of.  Oh, and you’ve got to hear 
the segues between songs.  Like a conversation of music. It really celebrates everything we’re 
about.  The songs tie the whole story together.255  

                                                                 
255 The transmuted Claire refers to the music.  Songs, like stories, vary in purpose and style. For the Lakota, 
their poetry are lyrics and are not to be recited, but performed, immersed in “melody and rhythm so the 
people can dance to it…as a beautiful way of expressing yourself to creation” (White Hat, 2012, pgs. 64-
65). Song, olowan, as traditional music, is created around the four Lakota virtues.  “They are bravery or 
courage, fortitude, wisdom, and generosity.  The words to our traditional songs come from those four 
virtues” (2012, pg. pg. 63). To this extent they are narrative, and tell story.  They can be medicinal and can 
call upon the spirits as sacred music; they can serve as orations that explain conditions of one’s spirit, or 
serve as pleas to the Creator and spirits for guidance or help. They may also be comprised of vocables and 
can be social for public gathering and honoring.     

Mahpiya’s music, as his subnarrative, has served as the needle that darns the spiritual tear he 
experienced as he journeyed in the bildungsroman of his spiritual emersion. Grandpa and Mario both 
related events of the past.  Grandpa did so through counter narratives of  once silenced history. Mario did 
so through oral reminiscing and also in the form of descant, through his music as segues and punctuations 
of the dramatic action occurring around him. This took place in his interactions with Claire and Wambli, 
and became a necessary way of filtering his anger and synthesizing his emotions.   
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WAMBLI 

Gonna be a hit.  Watch out Nammy’s256, there’s a new duo in town. 
 

CLAIRE 
(Motions to WAMBLI to go ahead of her. To MARIO.) 

I just want you to know I’m really proud of you.  You are exactly who you are meant to be.   
 

MARIO 
Yea?  (Smiles.)  Thank you, Auntie.  I appreciate that. 
 

CLAIRE 
But I especially want you know one more thing. 
 

MARIO 
And what is that? 
   (Notices GRANDPA coming down the road.) 
 

CLAIRE 
If Grandpa was still here he would tell you . . .257  

(All action freezes. At this point one of the cast enter the playing space and 
becomes the joker of the scene.  From this point on he/she directs the 
different interventions of the play. 

                                                                 
The end of the textualized story, according to Lewis (2011), “it is possible to see things heretofore 

unnoticed” and serves as an  
“artifice of the storyteller.  It is important because we desire a closure that completes the story in 
such a way that there is a sense of an ending that realizes something.  It is similar to the 
observation that life itself is a story, birth-life-death, where the end, being death, orders and 
makes sense of the beginning and the middle. (2011, pg. 506) 
As a bildungsroman, it is the moment of actualization. Freire (1970) would acknowledge this 

finality of the story as the moment in which a sense of conscientização takes place. Mario’s 
conscientization that allowed him to overcome depression and torment leads to his “unveiling” and 
“emergence” (1970) into a new facet of reality.  
256 The Native American Music Association is the largest professional music organization that is committed 
to music ingenuities by Indigenous people of North America.  The annual awards gala is referred to as the 
Nammys. 
257    This is the moment of chance that releases a fluent world of ritual.  It holds infinite trickster 
possibilities.  It is a place in which the questions can be addressed and the responses can be challenged 
within this inquiry of identity.  As the uncalculated, it allows for “life not governed by rules and plans for 
the future, and hence a life in which chance can play a role” (Hume, pg. 598). I am referring to Hume’s 
description of Gerald Vizenor’s human bears from his novel “Bear Heart” (Vizenor, 1978) —those who take 
the wild-card. Here is where the forum theater takes place.  It incites spect-actor collaboration and 
community construction as observers are empowered with the capacity to story their interpretations. 
 The questions that prevail are the ones to be explored through the forum process which allows for 
an incalculable intervention to be explored. 



236 
 

The joker258is the Iyeska, the one who directs the discourse (See Cast of 
Characters), “a wild-card figure with the capacity to mediate between 
characters and audiences, comment critically on the narrative and, at certain 
points, intervene directly in the action” (Babbage 14), much like the trickster 
figure.  But the joker does not determine the outcome of the scene, rather 
he/she facilitates it in order for the audience as active participants to rehearse 
potential solutions to the scene. 
 
The joker must first ask the audience to identity the protagonist.  That is, who 
is struggling with a conflict?  In this situation it is Mario, or Mahpiya.  But the 
audience must be allowed to decide who has the most to lose or to gain?  
Once they have come to a consensus they are then encouraged to 
summarize the action of this scene.  What is happening?  What is the 
problem?  The joker directs the audience members to discuss among 
themselves what is a possible resolution for the scene?  Is there an 
intervention that makes sense for the protagonist?  What does this look like?  
Rather than to tell the rest of the audience a potential solution, the joker 
dynamizes the role of the audience by renaming them spec-actors.  That is, 
they function as both spectator of the action and active participant in the 
action.  Everyone becomes the potential actor of the scene. 
 
A request is then made to the audience to change the outcome so that the 
protagonist can find a resolution that is in their best interest.  The end of the 
scene between CLAIRE and MAHPIYA is played out one more time.  An 
audience member can simply say “STOP!” when they see a fitting time for 
the action to be changed. The joker then invites that person to take the place 
of the protagonist at their preferred moment within the scene and replay it, 
this time using their intervention.  The audience observes.  Does it work?  
Another spec-actor now joins the actors on stage to assume the role of the 
protagonist and try yet another intervention—one they believe may better 
respond to Mahpiya’s challenge.  The process continues with the audience 
member attempting to change the outcome by acting-out new choices. 
 
The audience then dialogues whether they think the intervention was 
successful.  Why or why not?  Is there another alternative resolution that can 
be carried out?  The joker allows the audience to once again talk among 
themselves.  Two things can occur here.  The scene can be replayed from 
the same point the action was interrupted before, or it can be played-out with 
the original protagonist and the audience can once again call for “STOP” 
when they see a new fitting time to change the action.  Once again, the 
person who yelled “STOP” then assumes the role of the new protagonist 
(spec-actor) and joins the actors on stage for yet a new outcome.   
This continues until the audience is satisfied they have explored all 
reasonable solutions. 

 
 

                                                                 
258 The joker can be understood as a trickster, one who directs the action on stage. He allows the 
imaginary to become real by directing the action of the active audience, the spectators who now become 
actors.  
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CHAPTER 5 – CONCLUSION 
Summary 

 

 The purpose of this chapter is to revisit elements of this project in order to assess the 

importance of Indigenous people’s story, and the character identities that unfold in the 

examination of postindian survivance. By way of a qualitative, art based study, the intent of the 

performance text is to demonstrate an artistic way of examining Indigenous issues of identity in 

the broader context of a Mixedblood survivance experience. It allows narrative to explore the 

multitudinous factors that shape and determine images of the postindian warrior as resilient 

survivor.  

The performance text as data demonstrates how the significance of incorporating 

information gathered from multiple sources extends the discourse and suggests that it can serve 

as a valuable tool to engage community.  I believe this document is an important juncture in the 

changing face of Native America as an Indigenous America comprised of a multitude of tribal 

identities, fast dissolving fabricated political borders.  It presents an aesthetic response to what we 

are living and experiencing throughout “Indian Country” and beyond.  As a performance process, 

it allows for collective engagement that comes from working with a dramatic script. Performance 

as theater enlivens the experience of traditional storytelling. One is dependent upon the other and 

creates the artistry of living story.  It also provides a model and structure to develop dramatic 

works that provide active participation by spectators. This creates a variety of avenues in the 

theater process through which Indigenous communities can explore and reinvent themselves as 

actors in their own survivance.  

Research Intent 

The goal of this research was to specifically query and contrast how acts of survivance 

reimagine identity.  This included exploring the complexity of “indian” identity as both simulation 

that elicits absence, and the simulation as creation, that elicits enduring presence (Vizenor, 

1994)—that which challenges the internal voices of repression.  Psychic oppression was 
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confronted with Native spiritual practices in the form of both old and new ceremony to exorcise the 

“cop in the head”. The dissertation design attempted to include elements of testimonio, oral 

tradition, sacred history and pieces of my father’s archive, serving as cultural devices inherent in 

the Indigenous maintenance of peoplehood.  To allow the artistic process to function as a strategy 

of inquiry, the design format was structured for a parallel analysis to occur within the script. 

Synthetization and evaluation of themes and action within the play were interpreted through the 

voice of an interlocutor, as employed in the work of Augusto Boal.  The anticipated result 

becomes a performance text that serves as a pliable aesthetic tool to effectively deliver a counter 

narrative in a restoration of Indigenous identity. 

Findings 

As a result of asking the following questions: how do “postindian” identities achieve 

“survivance”; and how does the resistance and resilience of Indigenous “survivance” challenge 

simulations of the “indian”? The following themes emerged.  

Simulations 

 Simulations are fabrications as well as creations.  The process and intent are dependent 

upon conviction to tribalography (Howe, 1999) and Native story.  Does the forming of postindian 

involve a celebration of presence as resistance and survival, or does it rest in the construction of 

colonial inventions, the dead indian that validates its own absence?  The text presents both 

dichotomies.  Identity is dependent upon the building blocks of cultural construction.  Using the 

Axiology for Indigenous Research model and the Paradigm of Performance Praxis (See Figure 1 

and Figure 2), those blocks as comprised of histories framed within memory and guided by the 

corpus of relationality. The creative invention of identity becomes a simulation of the total sum of 

peoplehood components that have had the greatest impact through cultural exposure 

Transrationality Identity   

The script is comprised of seven primary characters.  Interestingly this is also a sacred 

number of the Lakota culture from whom most of the characters originate and live within.  Each 
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had a particular passion to be attended to, with Mario/Mahpiya, the dreamer, in the role of 

protagonist closely mentored by his Grandpa.  Grandpa’s role as significant other was also 

embedded in the question of whether Grandpa was of this dimension or another.  As the writing 

process continued it became clear his “presence” was subjective.  It was to be left open to the 

perceptions and discernment of the audience and the protagonist.  Regardless of whether he was 

alive in the moment, in memory, or in a transrational existence for Mario was not as important as 

his relationship, and how it directed the young man’s rite of passage.  As a bildungsroman, the 

story became a quest for identity and growth through spiritual processes 

in which he encountered himself in both the material world and the larger multiverse. 

Regarding the spectrum of psychic reality, the script revealed that what takes the 

appearance of a pathological trauma and illness may be the action of the intuitive nature of 

transrational sensitivity. Bernstein attributes the western psyche having originated with Genesis 

as an event of reconstruction in human evolution (pg. 21).  It questions who really fell from grace 

out of a garden of relationality into having dominion over every living creature that moves (See 

Genesis 1: 27-29).  Bernstein writes:  

I am suggesting, however, that the underlying goal was not the simple control of the earth, 

but a boundaried and contained ego based on logic and logos principle.  This ego, unlike 

the ego merged-with-nature that preceded it, would elevate logic and left-brain thinking to 

the exclusion of the rational, the irrational, and the transrational, and the right brain 

functioning.  It was to become an ego that would hold logic and rational process as 

superior and more real [my emphasis] than feeling and intuition. (Bernstein, pg. 21, 2005)  

This is why the character Mario/Mahpiya held two names, two identities within different domains 

of consciousness. His dual consciousness placed him in the hinterlands outside of western 

thought and reasoning.  It is an ancient place where he was able to “listen to the earth” (Deloria, 

1999, pg. 236) as he patiently waited to receive illumination and clarity as to which reality he truly 

inhabits, suggesting there are, indeed, multiple domains of cognizance, if not physical presence. 
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The completion of identity for Mario/Mahpiya was dependent upon his finding balance, embedded 

in the concept of Wolakota, that recognizes the necessary integration of the dimensions of the 

mystical and material. 

Conscientization 

Conscientização (Freire, 1970), Freire explains, is untranslatable. It suggests a process of 

"unveiling" and "emergence" that loosely translates into English as conscientization.   

It embraces many inferences that include and apply to Mahpiya’s ultimate transformation and 

realization of self.  This actualization concretized Mario’s identity making him persistent in the 

context of “enduring people” (Spicer, 1984). He is a revelatory character whose experience 

ushered in a shift in consciousness initiated through counting coup, also consistent in the act of 

"unveiling" to describe the process of conscientization (Freire, 1970).  As he confronts the cop in 

the head, his “critical curiosity” (Gutierrez, 2011) allows him to recognize and confront the source 

of his confusion, (as he did with Claire and Wambli). He now has access to cultural strategies that 

include his musical aesthetics and his preternatural connection to particular spirit entities. He 

rejects the “ethnographic construction” (Vizenor, 1999, pg. 85) of his Aunt and Uncle “it’s your 

fantasy and I don’t want any part of it” (Act III – Scene 1), he says.  He ultimately completes the 

final segment of his ritualized ceremony with Tóminee, her father, and what we can assume may 

be ancestors, suggesting he has attained an omniscience that will allow him to live Wolakota and 

Pure’pecha in unison.  It is a praxis that Mario as Mahpiya can now employ.  

Psychic Restlessness 

We don’t have to acknowledge borderlands within our own communities because borders 

only exist in the geopolitical world of manifest manners, Gerald Vizenor’s term for manners 

imposed by colonial forces through the dominant discourse (Vizenor, 1994). If any borderland 

exists, it is in the residual force of internalized monologues of oppression (Freire, 1970) that 

invade our being with “psychic restlessness, multiple personality” (Lamb, 2010), an attack on our 
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sovereign identities.  The “real” of the rational is the enemy of divine order, the stuff of simulations 

and hyperrealities as outlined by Vizenor and Baudrillard.  

Mario, as Mixedblood urban dweller, his cousin Gary (Navajo and Lakota), and the youths 

involved in the shooting, struggled in the hypertext of what they were supposed to be, in a 

narrative that placed them in a borderland of psychosis and internalized hatred of self and other 

(Ahtone, 2015a; Aspen Institute, n.d.). Alba described them as not having “enough blood between 

all of them to equal one Indian, not alone a whole gang” (Act I, Scene 1).  Their “indian” absence 

was the simulation of “indian” as warrior, embroiled in the hypertext of tragic urban myth.  

Resilience 

 The script as counter narrative demonstrated the cyclical nature of story that moves from 

event to event, memory to memory, and back again.  All characters have a story and those stories 

are precise parts of the relational whole. This act of storying, primarily by Grandpa and Alba, 

establish acts of postindian survivance in the form of elder resilience.  “Native American’s identity 

is intertwined and interwoven within their histories (cultures) and expressed in their worldviews.  

These histories flow from an ancient oral tradition that is…flexible, dynamic and alive” write 

Grandbois and Sanders (2009).   

Alba is still tormented by his experiences growing-up around mestizaje and Catholicism, 

yet he is a grand storier. He is ultimately resilient, especially when he is in the act of story-telling 

his life. The process of purging his pain requires he revisits his past with humor and song.  His 

display of music and lyricism seem to be fundamental to his personality as it expresses his 

position in the world, and retrieves his sense of wholeness  (Act I – Scene 3).  Alba displays the 

necessity of “repetition and recollection” as a way of “making meaning” in his life (Lewis, 2011).  

“It is through genuine repetition, storytelling, that humans narrate ways of knowing and being.  We 

live and think the world within a story structure…springing from the depths of the human psyche 

both individually and collectively (2011, pg. 505). He is also supported and reified through his 

partner, Jewels, who stands stable and comfortable with her own Mixedblood identity.  
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The idea that “Native elders attain their strength and resilience from each other, their 

families, relatives, and tribal communities” (Grandbois & Sanders, 2009, pg. 574) encapsulates 

the concept of “cultural resilience” that is particularized in Native elders. It “comes from a legacy of 

survival passed down by the ancient ones” (2009, pg. 575) of which Grandpa, Grandma and the 

other enduring spirits that visit Mario/Mahpiya originate. Grandpa exists semi-autonomously but 

not without discounting his connection to his grandson, Mario, his blurred and somewhat 

ephemeral appearance to Jewels and later Claire.  He transforms into lover and husband when 

his wife, Grandma, is summoned into the story and appears to Mario who is taken back.  

Grandma seems out of place in the plot equation, but it is her presence that provides a “source of 

strength that helped them to confront the challenges in their lives” (2009, pg. 574). Her resilience 

demonstrated the capacity to return from beyond. It became the provocation for Mahpiya’s 

ceremony of counting coup that prepared him for the remainder of his vision quest.  

Warrior Survivance 

The salient question that surrounds Mario’s relationship with the rational and transrational 

worlds he occupies asks if he will succumb to internalized misrepresentations of self and become 

the simulation of invisibility, or will he culturally survive within the context of Wolakota and 

Pure’pecha knowledge systems?  Other characters within the story are charged with finding or 

maintaining balance in their lives in the face of identity-stripping forces that prevail in an ego-

driven world. 

Ultimately, Mario, as postindian warrior, transcends into survivance as Mahpiaya, a more 

complete rendition of himself.  He prevails through the Vizenorian idea of “Native transmotion” 

that burgeons from his capacity to embrace “natural reason” through “aesthetic creation” and 

hence, his “resistance to civilization”.   This becomes possible through the guidance of his 

ancestors and the “shared power” he receives through “native stories” (Vizenor, 1998, pg. 182-

183). Without being open to altered states of consciousness, as a part of his inherited spiritual 
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traditions, he would not have had a means to transcend the western ego (Bernstein, 2005, pg. 

14.). His sense of self, his identity, would be limited to the caveat of hegemonic construction.  

Wambli is a construction of the hyperreal who performs out of a deep-seated expectation 

“to be” the Indian he knows only through pronouncements invented by non-Native institutions.  

Wambli, in all his genuine innocence and good intentions, possesses a manufactured identity 

lodged in “narratives of discoveries, translations, cultural studies, and prescribed 

names…consumer names…tribal nicknames…dubious sources of consciousness” (Vizenor, 

1994, pg. 52-53).  But his is a temporary cultural fatality, a condition known as “split-feather”.259  

His commitment to love is greater than his desire to imagine himself. His dissimulation 

unfolds as he realizes that he and Claire are entangled in illusory identities.  Naïveté followed by 

disappointment prevails when he asks her “who are you?  Really” (Act II – Scene 2)? Conscious 

of the faux identity of Claire, he silently sees his own reflection and disavows his indian fabrication 

by taking out his braids.  He begins the process of deconstruction as “The postindian is after the 

simulation, and the sense of a native presence is both resistance and survivance”.  The question 

of whether he completes this transformation alone or with Claire is unknown. “You see, indians 

are simulations of the discoverable other, and only posers or the naïve dare stand with that ironic 

name” (Vizenor, 1999, pg. 85).  

Jewels and Claire are sisters of diverse backgrounds. Both women were born into tribal 

culture and Indigenous cultural backgrounds that comingled still with other cultures. Through 

several generations of miscegenation, still, they prevail.  Jewels’ transmotional resistance to rules 

                                                                 
259 Trauma and confusion created from the practice of being removed from one’s tribal community is 
referred to as the split feather syndrome. American Indian children were historically removed from tribal 
communities and adopted out to non-tribal families without input or permission from their respective 
tribes. In 1978, The Indian Child Welfare Act (ICWA) was passed to halt this practice by social service and 
welfare institutions, however, it did not stop the practice, but reduced the number of children removed. 
Symptoms of the syndrome include knowledge of growing-up differently, being appraised and looked at 
differently, loss of Native identity, language, cultural and spiritual systems and historical knowledge. See 
generally Locust, C. (n.d.) Split feathers study. Native American Adoptees. Retrieved October, 30, 2015, 
from http://splitfeathers.blogspot.com/p/split-feathers-study-by-carol-locust.html#sthash.EzutUwSL.dpuf 
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of western culture allowed her to establish a complex identity in blood, but comfortable and at 

ease in her knowledge of family story.  Although she does not speak of it, she is somehow in 

touch with elements of her son’s spiritual struggle.  She realizes his sleep is comprised of “deep-

dreaming” and affected in some way by the “full moon” (Act I – Scene 1) and he should not be 

disturbed during these altered states of consciousness.  Although she resists Mario’s insistence 

that Grandpa was able to physically give him a pipe for his hanbleceya, from the onset of the 

script, she is preparing to take her son back to the reservation, not to be healed, as if afflicted by 

some malady, rather, to go through ceremony.  Claire is conflicted in her personal ability to merge 

the rational and mystical worlds, but she is warrior-persistent in her acknowledgement of its 

significance in shaping her son.  Survivance is not always stated but observed in Claire’s “active 

sense of presence” and “resistance to absence and victimry” (as cited on pg. 5, para. 2).  

 Contrastingly, Claire personifies Vizenor’s’ “intransitive shadows” that uncover “traces of 

tribal survivance” (1994, pg. 63), but the simulations are thick in the midst of “colonial arrogance”, 

and requires much rooting out of the “burdens” of “manifest manners”.  Vizenor cites Anthony 

Kerby who writes:  “Our identity is that of a particular historical being, and this identity can persist 

only through the continued integration of ongoing experience, because we bring our history along 

with us…augmenting and adapting…” (as cited 1994, pg. 64).  Although Claire embraces the 

hyperreal of modern media and runway performances, she also possesses the “shadows  of 

remembrance” (1994, pg. 65) in the form of a “postindian consciousness” (1994, pg. 64) that 

animates her presence.   

Her fugitive pose breaks at the end of Act III – Scene 1 when she discloses the pain she 

has internalized at the sight of “the guy with no legs sitting in a dirty-ass wheel chair”, and her 

secret acts of charity giving money to a child unable to “pay for a bag of chips”.  These images of 

Vizenorian silence, that the world does not see, impels her to put her own personal identity to the 

side, yet survive in the best way she imagines, because “People here are worn-out from caring 

about anything, not alone my damn identity” (Act III – Scene 1).  Whether it is her excuse to 



245 
 

distance herself from the day-to-day realities of reservation life, or her personal cop in the head 

that persuades her to believe she has no other choice than to become larger than life in the world 

of manifest manners, is once again, for a future audience to decide or to simply accept. 

Nevertheless, her passion to remake the image of native as one of beauty and resilience bolsters 

her resilience.  She flaunts no tribal papers, or lives by historical acts of committed by dead 

indians; nor does she represent her people in the fame of her own name.  Claire is a work in 

progress.  Perhaps it is her emergence story that we are seeing through her nephew’s perception 

of space and time. Perhaps it is the unveiling of Alba’s evolution in the light of a pan-indian past. 

In this process, storying identity has become a celebration of survivance revealing that 

simulations of absence are anchored in the fabrication of warrior.   

It becomes clearer that Vizenor’s attention to deconstructing indian simulations and 

colonial inventions is based upon 1) manifest manners’ impact in silencing the presence of 

postindian resilience, 2) exposing the numerous opportunists (Native and non-Native alike) whose 

primary objective, regardless of portraiture, is lodged in self-aggrandizement, greed, and, 3) 

comportment that is antithetical to the inherent values of Native cultures and undermines the 

components of peoplehood. 

 Iyeska, the interlocutor of the script, served as the voice of narrator that connected  

themes in the script with the significant research questions.  The iyeska was also the “joker”, the 

facilitator at the end of the third act whose role is to guide the action on the stage.  “Coringa” is the 

Portuguese word that originally defined the role of the joker in Theater of the Oppressed as 

developed in Brazil.  However, within the body of this script the iyeska also functions as the 

Crossblood, “interpreter”, in the Lakota language.  As the author of the script, I am, in fact, the 

Crossblood.  

As iyeska, in the vaudevillian role of interlocutor, I am also the “wild card”, the straight man 

that leads the comedy of the script. As researcher, playwright, author, I am the Vizenorian 

trickster, in part, compelled to “disrupt” (Schmidt, 1995) and “buck the pretentious promises of the 
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academy” (Vizenor, 1999, pg. 127).  But as a candidate, I am from a tribe in which “tricksters are 

nicknames near an end that is never heard” (Vizenor, 1992, pg. 235). 

As I observed the formation of the characters of the script, as a third party looking in, I 

noted subplots, and each of the characters within those subplots had actualized survivance on 

some level.  It became apparent that survivance does not simply occur.  One is not a “real” 

postindian warrior or a simulacrum that one can point the finger at and say “aha” I found you.  It is 

much more subtle and unfolding—a metamorphosis that occurs in human time, meaning, it may 

take a life time to achieve because humans do not simply arrive at a place of achieved resistance 

and resilience in the name of Native presence.  The process is continual since we live in a 

hyperreality that uses the same power of word and breath to inundate us with stories that are not 

our own.  The quest to achieve Vizenorian presence is an act of perpetual vigilance, dependent 

upon a conviction to the ideals of peoplehood, and a “visionary sovereignty”. It is based on having 

“lived in reciprocal union” with the creation for thousands of years (1999, pg. 178).  As a matter of 

historical fact, Indigenous people have exercised human survivance relentlessly throughout time.  

Chances are they will continue to do the same.  

Significance & Contributions 

My research is unique as a performance text that can be dramatized as interactive forum 

theater (Boal, 1995; Paterson, 2008) allowing for communal silence to enter into a place where 

the potential “spect-actor” (1992), that is, the spectator and actor can merge into the action of the 

playing space in search of multiple solutions to a given conflict (Freire 1995).  The script can at 

the very least be presented as a Reader’s Theater presentation to deliver dialogue before an 

audience of listeners allowing for both inquiry and commentary. Lea, Belliveau & Wager (2011) 

describe the script as a “living inquiry through which meanings are continually and recursively 

excised from theory, data, and process” and are never absolute in completion.  Greg Sarris (1993) 

alludes to “process” as a story’s internal discourse that imparts an extended dialogue that begins 

at the moment of hearing (or seeing) the story and continues long after the telling is completed.  
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My research acknowledges story as orality, textual narrative, and ceremonial reenactment, giving 

life to the unlimited potential of imagination, one in which communities can dare to imagine acts of 

liberation; they can dare to re-imagine themselves through the actual performance piece.  

Further, this research has the capacity, as a work of fiction and sacred facets of history, to 

challenge 1) ethnographic drama that often takes from Native peoples ’ experiences to re-create 

an anthropological script that uses others to play their roles, and 2) the more self-serving auto-

ethnographic search for self, and in its place create a re-presentation of life as witness. Unlike 

much of the autobiographical ABR inquiry that takes place as a therapeutic journey (Saldaña, 

2011; Rappaport, 2013).  This research ultimately crossed traditional methodological borders 

allowing my work to function as cooperative inquiry between my artistic first-person narrative and 

my relational knowing with findings from art production and scholarship.  The design is unique as I 

juxtaposed dramatic scripting paralleled with critical narrative analysis, while dynamizing textual 

themes within frameworks of Peoplehood and relationality. 

 The third act of the script (Chapter 3) gives agency to the audience “to confront and 

examine” (2000) as well as to explore limitless interventions in the action or potential conflict 

experienced by the Mario when he sees his Grandpa, after everyone has left, coming down the 

road in the dark of night.  It is not for me to decide who or what Grandpa is to the protagonist.  

And what he represents to a potential future Indigenous audience will vary according to the 

number of people in attendance—unlimited—as it should be.  Thus, it will depend wholly upon the 

spec-actors to suggest how the final end of Act III will transpire.  This approach to scripting, as I 

have investigated, has not been done before in the published literature. 

The design of this script allows for theatre that can serve as aesthetic Native nation 

building, a rehearsal for action in real life, rather than an end in itself. The performance text can 

become a necessary cultural dialogue and at the very least provide a springboard for community 

discourse on relationships as they steer together to enact survivance.  It also fosters 
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consideration for how we welcome new relatives and new people into our communities who are 

entering the sphere of indigenous conscientization from other parts of the hemisphere. 

Research Limitations 

There are limitations in this study due to several factors.  First, the localized nature of the 

archive and context specific subject matter makes this research non-generalizable, and, of 

course, distinct. There was limited information regarding specific Native identity in the realm of an 

Africana experience through the Black voice. Also, direct Indigenous community collaboration in 

the construction and direction of this research was totally absent.  

In my search for information that spoke specifically to the topic of Native/Black/Mexican 

identity in urban areas along the Missouri river during the first half of the twentieth century, 

sources were scarce.  Existing literature is extremely minimal and focuses primarily on larger 

Midwestern areas like Chicago, Illinois, or Omaha. However, there was some relevant data 

regarding boxcar settlements and migration patterns that supported a trend that I could apply to 

historical occurrences in Council Bluffs.  Narratives from sundown towns and early newspaper 

clippings suggested some miscegenation, but nothing framed the history nor described the 

intercultural relationships and/or marriages in urban or rural areas of the designated area.  

Reviews of census data limited identity to the categories of White or Black, overlooking 

Indigenous and/or Mexican residents.   

This project is the absence of direct community input during the construction process 

(Ackroyd & O’Toole, 2010). The original research design was in the making of an Indigenous 

community project—a collective process of co-collaboration (as described in the Preliminary 

Studies section) that celebrated the relational accountability between researcher and co-

researcher—a community exploration of postindian identities.  The fundamentally correct process 

for me in devising a peoplehood (Holm, 2000) script that explored postindian identities in the 

actualization of survivance and resilience would have been dependent upon sharing and/or 

building the script, through the input and participation of community.   
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My original project idea was critically ammended.  As a result of the Institutional Review 

Board (IRB) process, I was restricted from engaging community in the completion of a product 

that reflected the holistic views and elder oversight necessary for a Native/Indigenous directed 

research project.  Although the IRB suggests that many oral history projects do not require IRB 

approval, and this was to be a collective inquiry with oral histories and the coming together of 

Indigenous minds, the suggestion, nevertheless, was that I must acquire an IRB approval for all 

potential community co-collaborators, actors, script readers, and elders who might participate or 

provide input. I went to the Native community of Omaha, Nebraska to present my quandary and 

get direction and advice.  Together we were dismayed and knew it would be inappropriate to 

approach our Native/Chicano elders with a handshake and then a release form.  Our community 

traditionally engages in creative ventures freely and organically.  Some co-contributors will come 

and stay with the project for the duration.  Others are comfortable to simply visit the project and 

make suggestions.  This is how it works.  It is casual, often prefaced with ceremony or tobacco, 

without structural frameworks like documents that by nature create suspicion. I did not want to 

make my community, friends and family feel like a human subject, in any way.  Nor did they 

express interest in that level of participation.  That process, in itself, is antithetical in fulfilling my 

obligations to my community.  Relationality and reciprocity (Hart, 2010; Tiaiakake, 2014; Tuhiawai 

Smith, 2005; Wilson, 2008) that direct Indigenous community systems are fundamental in the 

gathering of people for a common cause, because all knowledge is cultural knowledge and does 

not belong to me alone (Wilson, 2005).  

Future elaboration of the current data script is verification through a collaborative process 

with community to ensure the structuring of the characters is culturally and linguistically correct 

and acceptable.  And, I have to ask, how are the overarching themes of the performance text 

building on collective community knowledge?  My archive, observations, my notes, my 

interpretations and my experiences are providing that information, but they are mine and mine 

alone.  The inclusion of data that occurs through interaction and research participation may have 
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more fully informed aspects of the research. Ways in which this might have occurred would have 

been through systems of Theater of the Oppressed and include workshops to advance themes 

and character construction, ceremonial processes, and working with elders front and center as 

advisers.  Finally, I am missing the simple hearing of the dialogue. Script development is regularly 

dependent upon informal reader’s theater to assess where the story and dialogue are going, and 

what changes can be made to improve its structure. 

 Any consideration for eventual production of the performance text would require review by 

community and permission by elders to move forward. If it was well received as a public Reader’s 

Theater presentation, Forum work at the end of each act would follow.  This would allow the larger 

community to engage in story development and advance their ownership of the work.  Following 

this process, the script would be edited and re-presented back to the community. Full production 

of the script would then be discussed. 

Actualizing the Anchor 

 In conclusion, the changing face of Native American identity is complex and engages 

many bloodlines and intercultural relationships. Crossblood individuals continue to thrive and grow 

as an integral part of tribal communities, but there is no expectation for any sub-group to 

acquiesce to the presence of other sub-groups.  The assumption of Lakota identity as a way of 

life, or an acknowledgement of personal identity, takes precedence over issues of bi-tribalism as it 

focuses on the spiritual or life ways rather than the quantum blood break down.  The continued 

banding of tribal people around elements of their spiritual connectedness remains primary.  The 

simulations of the indian will persist, but simulations of endurance and resistance will define the 

postindian warrior.  Actualizing survivance remains embedded in the ability to name and story 

one’s experience. The performance text of this dissertation constitutes the transmotional elements 

of survivance and performance that magnify Native presence moving forward.  A population that 

was nearly decimated at the time of contact is now reviving throughout North and Middle America 

and merging closer together.  With that increase of Indigenous populations (Humes & Jones, 
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2011) people are mixing and extending the scope of their “relations”.  We must consider how we 

currently relate to ourselves and our relatives through our epistemological systems of belief; and 

how we will exercise the relational factors of responsibility, reciprocity, and respect for one 

another that transmotionally direct our survivance.  This research demonstrates the power of 

words in the context of story as healing and a means of maintaining a dynamic sense of enduring 

peoplehood.  It also demonstrates the resilience of our elders as architects of the narrative. Their 

archives of memory anchor us all to an interconnected sense of time that transcends the past and 

future by endowing us with portals through which we enter into in our search for meaning.  As 

storiers and practitioners of healing, this connection to our ancestors allows tribal communities to 

remain “flexible, dynamic, and alive” (Grandbois & Sanders, 2009, pg. 577), conscious and 

sensitive to the transrational nature of peoplehood. 
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APPENDIX A 
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APPENDIX B 
 
Glossary of Theater Terms 
  
Apron:  In a traditional or proscenium style theatres, the part of the stage that extends beyond the 
curtain.  The apron can be used to extend the set design and can typically lower into the 
orchestra.  
 
Blackout:  All the lights go out at once, leaving the performance space in total darkness.  
 
Cyclorama:  Also known as a cyc is a piece of white fabric that extends the width of the wall of the 
stage tensioned on two or more sides. It can be lit in multifarious ways or have slides  
or gobos projected onto it. 
 
DBO: Refers to a sudden, complete blackout or switching off of all lights very instantly. 
 
Gel: Colored filters that rest in a holder, or a gate in front of a lamp (stage light, lantern). 
 
Gobo:  A piece of metal or gel that is cut to project a design.  Like a gel it fits into the gate of a 
lamp or spot and shapes the light that hits the stage.  An example might be the shape of fire 
flames cut then positioned in front of a lantern or light giving the illusion of fire flames on the set.   
 
Fade:  Both a sound and lighting term that means to increase, decrease or gradually diminish the 
brightness of a lamp or a recorded sound. 
  
Flat: A canvas or board that is painted creating an element of the stage set.  They can also be 
entrance and exit flats, like doors, windows and set accessories.  They can be, if intended, to 
move or maneuver during set changes.  
 
Fly:  Refers to any set piece or drop that can be lowered in and out of the performance space. A 
fly rail which holds various theater drops may be necessary to change the scene or the location 
within the play. It is controlled by a pulley system with counterweights to fly (drop in or out) 
scenery or actors.   
 
Lamp: Is simply a bulb that produced light in theater. 
 
Lantern:   A lighting instrument in theater to shine light on to the stage.  There are many different 
kinds. 
  
Legs:  Long black curtains that cover the wings, or the spaces off stage that are hidden from the 
audience.  Often times the space where actors enter from and exit into. 
 
Rostra or the pluralized “rostram”:  A transportable platform that can be moved on stage.   
 
Segue:  Also known as a cross fade meaning that one light or set of lights go up while another 
fades down.   
 
Scrim: A very light textile usually made from cotton. It is lightweight and translucent used as a 
backdrop for lighting effects.  Scrims can be used as a projection screen. 
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Special:  These are special lights set to create special effects.  A gobo with a particular color 
might be a “special”. 
 
Stage Directions:  They provide information about the play for the actor, director, stage manager, 
technical, and design.  However, the director and production crew will often explore their own 
artistic inclinations when rendering a set, lighting, or costuming. 
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APPENDIX C:  Development of Character Lineage 
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