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The first things I need to share with 

everyone is the current status on 

the pow wow and Keepers 

gathering.  During our annual 

meeting it was decided that we 

were done putting on and 

sponsoring a pow wow.  There are 

many reason for this that were 

discussed at the meeting including 

the fact that Rona Johnston who 

does much of the organizing and 

planning and even set up was 

diagnosed with Cancer in July.  We 

just do not have enough people 

involved particularly on a local 

level.  Rona said she was done doing 

it unless someone stepped up to 

sponsor the pow wow (providing 

the money) and had people to do 

some of the work.  So there will be 

no pow wow this year in Pipestone. 

We have yet to get a commitment 

from anyone only a lot of sadness 

and grumbling about not having a 

pow wow.  

 

Now before you get too depressed 

let me tell you about this year’s 

gathering. Without the pow wow to 

plan for we are free to use our 

resources for the gathering.  We will 

be having the gathering at the Sun 

Dance grounds at the Pipestone 

National Monument the 15-19th of 

July.  We have moved the date 

because it will be held between two 

Sundance’s at the Monument, Clyde 

Becourt’s and Yankton’s.  It may be 

a great opportunity to extend your 

stay and attend a Sundance.  

 

We will be setting up the tipis at the 

Sundance grounds before the start 

of the gathering if you want to use a 

tipi they are available.  Members 

will be allowed to stay in the tipis on 

a first come first serve basis, please 

plan on setting up your own tipi, we 

will set up on Monday and Tuesday.  

If you just can’t be there to set 

maybe someone can do it for you.  

We have also talked about asking 

for a donation to the organization 

for them setting up a tipi for you to 

use.  Remember they must also be 

taken down and put away once 

everything is done. We charge 

$200.00 to set up a tipi at an event. 

 

Camping for all styles of tents will 

be available at no charge if you 

would like to make a donation to 

help out that would be very 

appropriate and appreciated.   

 

We are still waiting for the permit 

for the gathering but have two 

backup locations just in case.  

 

We hope to have a lot going on 

during the gathering and we are 

currently looking for people’s ideas, 

volunteers and funding to pay for 

expenses. Some ideas include 

Talking circles, speakers, 

workshops, pot luck meals, trading 

circle & ?  There will still be sweat 

lodges and a feast for the pipes and 

Sunday the ceremony where we 

walk the quarry line and thank the 

quarries for the gift of the stone. 

 

Remember the spiritual people who 

attend do so without pay.  Tobacco 

is a respectful way to ask a question 

of someone when wanting to talk 

about spiritual things but is not a 

payment, it is more like saying 

please or thank you.  We need to 

support our spiritual people so they 

can continue doing ceremonies for 

others instead of having to get a job 

to do that.   

 

 

 
 
  

Gift Shop and Gallery 

Remember that your actions each 

day impact everyone. Buying from 

artist and non-profits you support 

benefits them and you.  We have 

choices, make the best of them.  

Purchases from our store help 

support our programs and the 

gathering. 

www.pipekeepers.org 

 

http://www.pipekeepers.org/
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Cultural Camp 

What do you do at a culture camp? 

We will explore native plants, 

tracking, survival skills and cultural 

arts, crafts, history and drumming.  

You get to sleep in a tipi under the 

stars, cook over the fire and more.  

We do the camp for individuals and 

groups. The camp can be held At 

Bud & Rona's 68 acre farm in South 

Dakota or Leon Carney’s Nature 

Preserve in Minnesota.  The South 

Dakota site is quiet and in the 

woods but you will have internet 

access and use of your phone and a 

modern toilet you can use.  The 

Nature Conserve is very primitive 

no toilet only an outhouse, no 

internet, no phone and no bath 

facilities you must also hike a ways 

to the site.  Yes you heard right your 

cell phone will not work.  I have 

never heard of anyone getting any 

kind of service there.  It is just like 

stepping back in time if you are 

truly ready for that.  Now is the time 

to think about participating please 

contact us with questions or 

contributions. 

 

Bud 605-595-5229  

Rona 376-5712 

 

Food & Health 
 

By 2606, the US Diet will be 

100 Percent Sugar 
http://wholehealthsource.blogspot.com/ 

The US diet has changed 

dramatically in the last 200 

years.  Many of these changes stem 

from a single factor: the 

industrialization and 

commercialization of the American 

food system.  We've outsourced 

most of our food preparation, 

placing it into the hands of 

professionals whose interests aren't 

always well aligned with ours. 

It's hard to appreciate just how much 

things have changed, because none 

of us were alive 200 years ago.  To 

help illustrate some of these 

changes, I've been collecting 

statistics on US diet trends.  Since 

sugar is the most refined food we eat 

in quantity, and it's a good marker of 

processed food consumption, 

naturally I wanted to get my hands 

on sugar intake statistics-- but solid 

numbers going back to the early 

19th century are hard to come 

by!  Of all the diet-related books I've 

read, I've never seen a graph of year-

by-year sugar intake going back 

more than 100 years. 

A gentleman by the name of Jeremy 

Landen and I eventually tracked 

down some outstanding statistics 

from old US Department of 

Commerce reports and the USDA: 

continuous yearly sweetener sales 

from 1822 to 2005, which have 

appeared in two of my talks but I 

have never seen graphed anywhere 

else*.  These numbers represent 

added sweeteners such as cane 

sugar, high-fructose corn syrup and 

maple syrup, but not naturally 

occurring sugars in fruit and 

vegetables.  Behold: 

 

It's a remarkably straight line, 

increasing steadily from 6.3 pounds 

per person per year in 1822 to a 

maximum of 107.7 lb/person/year in 

1999.  Wrap your brain around this: 

in 1822, we ate the amount of added 

sugar in one 12 ounce can of 

soda every five days, while today 

we eat that much sugar every seven 

hours.  

Vegan Chocolate Mouse (no added 

sugar) 

By Rona Johnston 

 

1 avocado 

1 banana 

¼ cup coco powder 

¼ cup coconut cream (optional) 

¼ cup raw nuts chopped 

2 mindenhoul dates soaked 

1 teaspoon maca powder (optional) 

¼ teaspoon cinnamon 

 

Peal banana and avocado remove 

pit.  Take out the soaking dates 

remove the pit and dice, then place 

everything in a food processor or 

mash with potato masher then blend 

with mixer electric or by hand till 

completely blended and smooth.  

There may be chunks of nuts 

particularly if you do your mixing 

by hand.  Top with chopped nuts, 

coco nibs, shredded chocolate, or 

coconut.  You can also add cayenne 

pepper or other hot pepper for a fun 

change of flavor. 

Before you say yuck, this is really 

sweet, creamy, looks good and has a 

taste of chocolate, bananas and 

whatever nuts you used.  I served 

this to my adult sons Aaron and 

Pascal and my minor daughter 

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-l0R86eSVPQU/Tz8qOHNKoTI/AAAAAAAAA4I/4poy7FVHMv0/s1600/Sugar+1.JPG
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Camas this Valentine’s Day as a 

treat.  It was really funny because 

everyone was eating their mouse and 

enjoying it when I decided to tell 

them what I made the dessert from.  

My youngest son Pascal really hates 

avocados and I almost didn’t tell 

him.  I said you know there is no 

dairy in that, then paused to let it 

sink in a little, the base is made with 

banana and avocado.  Mid bite he 

stopped and I thought he was going 

to spit it out and say something like 

how could you.  But instead he 

closed his eyes and said I can’t hear 

you and finished his desert almost 

licking the glass clean. My older son 

Aaron laughed at his brother’s 

reaction, finished his desert and said 

that was really good mom, thanks.  

Camas doesn’t like chocolate 

desserts that much so I asked her if 

she wanted some thinking she would 

say no.  We had made the mouse a 

few days before as a trail so she had 

tasted it before and had said it was 

ok.  She asked for a dish and eat it 

quickly to my surprise.  Of course 

my husband Bud had some too 

which he ate without complaint.  If 

any of you know Bud you know he 

will eat most anything.  So I chose 

to believe it wasn’t too bad. 

An Undocumented,  

Unofficial Indian 

 

Chris Bethmann   9/6/14 

I remember a friend saying to me 

once, “Chris, you’re not a real 

Indian. And if you are, you’re the 

whitest Indian I know.” 

 

At the time, I shrugged it off, 

thinking to myself that he just didn’t 

understand the complex world of 

Native American identity. Hell, I 

didn’t even understand it myself 

then, and I still don’t. It’s a topic 

that keeps coming up again and 

again throughout my life in 

conversations with random people, 

with friends, and with myself. I 

know that I’m not alone among 

Native people in feeling like I have 

one foot in each canoe—the “red” 

and the “white”—but at points in 

my life, the feeling has been 

undeniable. 

 

Ever since I can remember I have 

been an Indian. I was raised in a 

normal American suburban 

community outside of Rochester, 

New York, a city that lies in the 

heart of Indian country even 

though most people who live there 

don’t know it. New York State is 

home to the Haudenosaunee, the 

great People of the Longhouse 

who played an essential role in 

18th Century diplomacy and are 

even said to have inspired 

American democracy just as much 

as the Greeks, Romans, and the 

Enlightenment thinkers—at least, 

that’s what my grandparents told 

me. 

 

“The American Constitution is 

really an Indian constitution,” my 

grandma always used to say. 

“Every good idea the white man 

ever had, he took from us Indians,” 

she would say smiling. 

 

As of 2013, there are about 

196,500 Native people living in 

New York State, spread out over 

many cities and reservations; a 

little less than the population of 

Rochester (U.S. Census data). 

 

My grandparents on both sides of 

my family were Native. On my 

father’s side, my grandmother, 

Barbara Bethmann-Mahooty, is a 

proud member of the Mohawk 

Nation, community leader, 

advocate, and storyteller. She was 

a founding member of both the 

Native American Community 

Center in Rochester as well as an 

after school cultural program for 

Native Americans in the Rush-

Henrietta Central School District 

that no longer runs. She devoted 

many years to the education of 

Native children and community 

members and continues to share 

her traditional Haudenosaunee 

stories to anyone willing or 

unwilling to listen. Late in her life, 

she married a medicine man and 

silversmith from the Zuni Pueblo in 

New Mexico who I grew up 

knowing as my grandfather. 

 

On my mother’s side, my 

grandfather, Keith Reitz, was a 

member of the Oneida Nation. He 

was an educator and advocate for 

Native American civil rights. After 

returning from two tours of duty in 

Vietnam, he worked for the 

Rochester City School District 

reviewing history textbooks for 

historical accuracy and frequently 

gave guest presentations in 

classrooms dressed in full regalia 

and speaking only Mohawk to the 

students. 

 

When I was a child, I spent a lot of 

time with my grandparents going to 

social dances and pow-wows and 

even attended the after school 

cultural program founded by my 

grandmother. I remember sitting in 

my grandparents’ tent while they 

sold my grandfather’s jewelry and I 

remember learning the names of 

all six Haudenosaunee nations, 

our history, our stories and our 

traditions. In the after school 

program that my family referred to 
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as “Indian School”, we learned 

traditional crafts, played traditional 

games, and learned to say basic 

greetings in Seneca and Mohawk. 

When I was a teenager, a Mohawk 

language class was started and I 

began going to classes once a 

week. As I got better, I learned to 

recite the Ohentenkariwatekwa—

Words Before All Others—the 

most important prayer in 

Haudenosaunee culture that is 

recited whenever our people 

gather. Things like pow-wows, 

socials, lacrosse, fry bread, 

turquoise jewelry, dancing, 

drumming, head dresses (called 

gustoweh), ribbon shirts, and even 

dream catchers were all very 

normal to me when I was growing 

up. 

 

At the same time, I lived a very 

normal American life. I had friends 

from Rush-Henrietta, played on 

different sports teams, learned to 

play the guitar, went to the movies 

with my friends, and read “classic 

literature” and other mainstream 

books. I never felt any different 

from anybody else until one day 

another kid from school asked me 

why I didn’t raise my hand when 

the teacher asked who in class 

went to church. 

 

“I’m an Indian,” I said. “We don’t go 

to church.” 

 

When I look back now, I know that 

lots of Native people today go to 

church, and lots of Native people 

don’t. But when you’re only nine or 

ten years old, you only know 

what’s familiar, and church 

definitely wasn’t familiar to me. 

 

“That’s weird,” the kid said. “Pretty 

much everyone goes to church.” 

 

The church comment is what 

started my continuous questioning 

of identity. It was the first time in 

my life that I was made to feel 

different from all of my friends from 

school and it puzzled me, almost 

as much as I was puzzled by how 

the kid who asked me whether or 

not I went to Church could believe 

that he was eating the flesh and 

drinking the blood of a 2,000 year 

old person every time he went to 

church. I just didn’t get it. 

 

When I went home that day, I 

remember asking my parents why 

we never went to church and the 

answer they gave me was a 

resounding, “We just don’t.” 

Unsatisfied, I asked my 

grandfather, who gave me a long 

explanation about the relationship 

between the church and the 

Indians that I didn’t understand 

either and I was left confused and 

tried to forget the whole thing after 

that. I kept leading my double life, 

spending time with my Indian 

grandparents and spending time 

with my “normal” friends. But the 

incidents of being made to feel 

different kept happening. 

 

Fast forward a few years to when I 

was around 13 or 14. I played in a 

rock band with a couple of friends 

from school, was in a bowling 

league once a week, and 

continued my Mohawk languages 

classes. That year, I also joined an 

after school youth group for Native 

teenagers called UNITY that was 

sponsored by members of the 

Native American Cultural Center of 

Rochester. The group’s purpose 

was to help ground Native youth 

from urban communities in their 

identity and to promote Native 

culture to the community through 

service activities and cultural 

outreach. Strangely enough, I 

didn’t have a lot of interaction with 

other Native kids my own age 

growing up, and the reason for it 

was strictly geography. I attended 

school in a district where my sister 

and I were the only Native kids. 

There may have been more, but I 

never met them among the 2000 

other students at my school. Out of 

all of our family friends who were 

Native, there weren’t many who 

had kids around my age and even 

if they did, they went to school 

somewhere else. We lived 45 

minutes from the closest 

reservation. 

 

The meetings started off well, but 

were slowly eroded by poor 

organization and an absence of 

strong leadership; all of the 

committees and councils that we 

formed accomplished very little, 

and I don’t remember us ever 

seeing an idea all the way through. 

The group quickly lost its appeal to 

me, and I started looking for 

excuses not to go. What made me 

stop going completely, however, 

was the shocking realization that I 

was nothing like any of the other 

kids there. 

 

A few weeks after the program 

started, we had a group 

conversation where we shared the 

histories of our families. After the 

meeting was over, another kid told 

me I wasn’t a “real Indian” because 

I lived in the suburbs and my 

parents weren’t from the 

reservation and I had never been 

to one. He said I could never 

understand what it meant to be an 

Indian because I wasn’t like him. 

We had an unrelated exchange a 

week later and keeping the 

unproductivity of the group in mind, 

I decided to stop going entirely. 
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How could I not be a “real Indian” 

with my history? How could I not 

be a “real Indian” if I went to 

Mohawk language classes every 

week, knew so much about the 

history of my people, and felt so 

invested in my identity? What was 

a “real Indian” anyway? These 

questions weren’t that jarring at the 

time. I thought about them, but in 

the end they had more of a 

delayed impact on me. 

 

Nothing changed in the next year 

or two. When I was sixteen, I spent 

the summer working as a cultural 

interpreter at Ganondagan State 

Historic Site, the site of a 300-

year-old Seneca village. I was 

asked multiple times to open 

events by reciting the 

Ohentonkariwatekwen and was 

starting to think about college. The 

rock band was doing well, I had a 

girlfriend, and was living a very full 

life overall. Senior year, I was 

admitted to college on a full 

scholarship that in part recognized 

my identity and celebrated my 

community contributions, and I 

proudly displayed my heritage at 

graduation to the dismay of one 

teacher who attempted to cover 

the bolo tie my grandfather had 

made for me. 

 

College, however, is where the 

questions came back. I noticed 

that as I met and got to know new 

people, I had to justify my identity, 

which was a new concept to me. In 

high school, when I told people I 

was Native or when people asked 

me about it, my answers were 

normally met with nods of “cool” or 

people just asked about my tribe 

and moved on. Occasionally 

people would crack a joke about 

teepees, tomahawks, or my inherit 

relationship with the Earth that I 

would laugh along with and later 

rebut, but in college I actually had 

to explain myself. People would 

ask, 

 

“What are you?” and after telling 

them I was Oneida, they’d say, 

 

“Well how much?” 

 

“Do you have a card?” They’d say. 

“Why should I believe you?” 

 

“How do you feel about casinos?” 

 

“You don’t look like an Indian” 

 

“You don’t do Indian things.” 

 

“Are you from a reserve?” 

 

And the most frequent and most 

uncomfortable of them all, 

 

“I bet you got to come here for 

free, huh?” 

 

Comments like these, though at 

times annoying, I expected. Most 

people in this country know very 

little about Native people and have 

never met a Native person. What 

knowledge they do have is usually 

drawn from the media, films, 

books, and memories from 4th and 

7th grade social studies classes 

that discuss and portray Native 

people as relics of the past. I 

tended to treat these encounters 

as educational opportunities and 

tried to lead people to a soft truth 

about the consequences of years 

and years of government policy 

that meant to dismantle Native 

cultures overtime. To me, it was 

never their fault that they had this 

knowledge and I never thought 

these comments had malicious 

intent. The biggest difference from 

how people reacted in high school 

though, was that the people I met 

in college actually believed what 

they said was true. They weren’t 

joking around. 

 

During the spring of my 

sophomore year, I started working 

as the Native American 

Recruitment and Cultural Outreach 

Intern in the Admissions Office. I 

was helping the university 

implement an initiative to increase 

its enrollment of Native students. I 

researched what high schools in 

New York had large numbers of 

Native students, helped develop 

scholarships, planned cultural 

outreach events, and acted as a 

liaison between the Native 

community that I was apart of and 

the University of Rochester. I 

presented workshops on Native 

stereotypes to the admissions staff 

and tried to enlist the help of other 

offices on campus in supporting 

the new Native students once they 

arrived. I had flags that 

represented the nations of the 

Native students on campus hung 

alongside the flags of other 

international students in the 

student union, and successfully 

brought tribal, community, and 

university leaders together to 

discuss the state of Native 

American Higher Education. It was 

a position that catered to my sense 

of civic duty and to my passion for 

my heritage, but what I didn’t 

expect was that the nature of my 

work would lead me to question 

my own identity. 

 

This job brought me into more and 

more contact with Native people 

where, more often then not, I was 

met with skepticism that I was 

even Native myself. I was even 

asked some of the same questions 
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that the other students at 

Rochester asked me when I first 

met them. 

 

“Do you have a enrollment 

number?” they’d ask. “It’s on your 

tribal card.” 

 

“How much blood do you have?” 

 

“I thought you’d look more Native 

when I talked to you on phone.” 

 

“Your whiter than I thought you’d 

be.” 

 

To say that I was taken aback 

would be an understatement. I 

could accept this happening to me 

occasionally and deflect the 

harshness of the words on the 

character of the people who said 

them, but these were not isolated 

incidents; they became the norm. I 

often had to legitimize myself by 

speaking Mohawk or by dropping 

the names of my family members 

or other Native friends I had. It was 

easy not to be bothered by these 

kinds of comments made by 

strangers and other non-native 

people, but it really stung when 

they came from other Native 

people. The questions that I first 

had when I was 14 suddenly came 

flooding back into my head in full 

force and tortured me to the point 

of briefly rejecting my Native 

identity. Despite the good that I 

was doing, despite all of the hard 

work and the strides I that I made 

at Rochester, despite my 

knowledge, my history, and my 

investment, I was brushed off and 

dismissed for not being Native 

enough. 

 

It took me a long time to come to 

terms with the fact that these 

comments are grounded in 

historical trauma that has crippled 

Native people over the past 300 

years. Logic tells me that all native 

people have an interest in 

embracing any advocate—native 

or not—of indigenous rights. We’re 

too few in number to be pushing 

each other away and letting the 

politics of authenticity blind us from 

the bigger issue: that Native 

culture is in serious danger of 

disappearing altogether within the 

next one hundred years. What I 

didn’t realize is that there is no one 

“Native culture.” There is no one, 

shared experience. 

 

The Mohawk side of my family 

came from Akwesasne, a 

reservation in Upstate New York 

that is split by the border of the 

United States and Canada. When 

she was just a young girl, my 

great-grandmother, Mary Mitchell, 

was sent to a Catholic boarding 

school in Hogansburg, NY for 

Indian children where she endured 

physical, mental, and sexual 

abuse. She was deterred from 

speaking Mohawk with the threat 

of a needle being stuck in her 

tongue if she did, and was forced 

to give up her Mohawk name for a 

Christian one, Mary. She was 

taught the responsibilities of being 

a housewife and, when she was 

old enough, she came to live with 

her sister who had been sent by 

the boarding school to the 

Rochester area. When she arrived, 

her Mohawk identity had been 

stripped from her. She was made 

to believe that she was only a 

Catholic American. Eventually, she 

married an American man and 

moved to a farm outside of 

Rochester where she remained. 

 

My grandmother and her siblings 

weren’t raised as Indians. They 

were raised as normal American 

children who were baptized, went 

to school, and grew up during the 

heyday of post-war America. They 

knew very little about being 

Mohawk, but were still on the 

receiving end of racial slurs every 

now and then. They were all “half-

breed” children who were taught to 

never acknowledge the Indian half. 

My grandmother went on to marry 

into a German family and had six 

of her own children who were 

baptized, went to school, and grew 

up as typical American children. 

The boarding school had 

accomplished its goal for two 

generations. 

 

The Oneida side of my family tells 

a different story. My great-great 

grandfather was Marshall John, a 

condoled Oneida chief. In 1911, a 

woman named Boylan claimed she 

had a mortgage on the original 32 

acres of Oneida land in New York. 

Local authorities removed the 

Oneida people from the land, and 

the Johns went to Rochester 

hoping to find a lawyer to fight the 

dispute. A Rochester lawyer 

named Charles P. Decker took the 

case, resulting in the United States 

v. Boylan. Since the case took 

years to argue, the Johns 

remained in Rochester. My 

grandfather and all of his siblings 

were raised with a sense of Native 

identity; they maintained 

connections with the Oneida 

Nation of Indians throughout their 

lives and if asked they would say 

that they were “Indian” before 

American. 

 

It should stand to reason that this 

affiliation alone should settle my 

identity debate, if only Native 

issues were that simple. The 

citizenship requirements of the 
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Oneida Indian Nation, like other 

tribes, are subject to will of tribal 

governments and tribal leaders. 

Since my grandfather married an 

Irish-American, my mother and her 

siblings are not considered eligible 

for citizenship even though my 

grandfather was a member. Even 

though they were raised as Native 

people and have Native blood, the 

strict interpretation of identity that 

the Oneidas use prevents them 

from obtaining citizenship. The 

requirements of other 

Haudenosaunee nations aren’t as 

strict, but traditionally your 

mother’s family determines your 

nation and clan. 

 

My history is similar to that of 

many other Native people across 

the country who have forceful 

assimilation, tribal politics, and 

legal disputes in the pasts of their 

families. Thousands of Native 

people can’t show a tribal 

enrollment card. Thousands of 

Native people live removed from 

reservations. Thousands of native 

people don’t resemble the 

stereotypical “Native” phenotype. 

With 566 “officially recognized” and 

many more “unrecognized” tribes 

spread out over the United States, 

there is no one Native experience. 

Tribal citizenship, reservation 

residency, and stereotypical 

characteristics cannot be the 

defining factors of Native identity. 

 

What then are the defining factors 

of Native identity? Blood quantum 

is a big one with the government 

and many tribes use it as a way to 

measure eligibility for tribal 

membership. Some tribes, like the 

Cherokee, allow people with as 

little as one thirty-second to enroll. 

The Mohawks set theirs at one-

quarter. Many argue that if 

someone has no Native blood, 

they cannot claim to be a Native 

person and therefore cannot enroll 

in a tribe. 

 

Using blood quantum as a defining 

factor, however, is problematic. 

Since tribes can determine the 

blood quantum that makes 

someone eligible to enroll, politics 

can influence identity. Tribes that 

generate a lot of revenue through 

casinos and gaming are 

sometimes guilty of amending their 

blood requirements in an effort to 

increase profits by disenrolling 

members, making them ineligible 

for the financial benefits of being 

an enrolled member of the tribe. 

The people who are no longer 

enrolled are still Native people. 

Even people with no Native blood 

can still be Native people. Many 

tribes historically have practiced 

adoption. Haudenosaunee people 

in particular have a long history of 

adoption, sometimes even 

adopting entire tribes. 

 

As I write this, I’m realizing that the 

possibility exists that my children 

won’t be eligible to enroll in any 

tribe. Depending on whom I 

choose to marry, and whom my 

children one day choose to marry, 

the blood quantum of my own 

family could slowly dwindle to trace 

amounts. Even though my children 

will inherit a cultural legacy, they 

will have to trace and prove their 

lineage as a way to prove their 

identity just as I have to do today. 

 

Since I don’t have a tribal 

enrollment number, I can apply to 

the Bureau of Indian Affairs for a 

Certificate of Degree of Indian 

Blood as a way to prove that I am, 

indeed, a Native person. It’s a 

document that would be signed by 

the Assistant Secretary of Indian 

Affairs that essentially certifies that 

I am a “genuine Indian.” The fact 

that this even exists makes my 

stomach churn. Human beings 

shouldn’t have to prove their 

pedigree to any government, let 

along anyone, like some 

thoroughbred horse; nor am I an 

object for sale that requires a 

certificate of authenticity to prove 

that I am what I say I am. 

 

Native people are the only people 

with the problem of having to prove 

their authenticity to not only each 

other, but to other people, and to 

the government. Other 

marginalized groups face similar 

struggles against politics of 

authenticity, but they don’t face as 

many documents as Native people 

do. College applications ask you to 

mark your ethnicity, but the 

American Indian/Alaska Native box 

is the only box that then asks you 

list your tribal enrollment number 

or to upload a copy of your 

Certificate of Degree of Indian 

Blood. I have a piece of paper from 

the Oneida Indian Nation that says 

that I am the grandson of an 

enrolled member. Regardless of 

whether or not I can prove my 

lineage, I don’t have the “proper” 

documentation to prove my identity 

according to guidelines of existing 

institutions. 

 

It’s true that being a Native person 

makes you eligible for monetary 

benefits that other marginalized 

groups don’t receive. Being an 

enrolled member of many tribes 

makes you eligible for monthly 

assistance, it makes you eligible 

for scholarships, and even for 

health care coverage from the 

Indian Health Service. In some 

states, Native people get to go to 
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college tuition-free as long as they 

can prove it. Tribes, colleges, the 

federal government and state 

governments have to worry about 

non-native people claiming Native 

blood in order to receive these 

benefits, but these benefits are too 

often linked with Native identity. 

 

The current makers of identity and 

citizenship that many tribes and 

the government use are 

inadequate. By abiding by the 

existing institutions that create 

divisiveness among the Native 

community, Native people are 

actively playing into a system that 

seeks to ultimately assimilate 

Native people into the greater 

American culture. Native identity 

today should be measured by 

someone’s participation in the 

particular culture of their Native 

community. It should be measured 

by their knowledge and 

understanding of the history and 

customs of their people. What’s 

more important in the long run is 

instilling knowledge in future 

generations of Native youth and 

empowering them to embrace their 

identity and heritage regardless of 

where they come from, 

undocumented or not. 

 

Christopher Bethmann (Oneida, 

Wolf Clan) is a graduate student in 

Adolescence Education at the 

University of Rochester. He is an 

advocate for indigenous rights and 

issues. He resides in Rochester, 

NY. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Check out the online store if you do 

not see what you want email us or 

call we may have it in the store. 507-

825-3734 @ pipe@iw.net @ 

www.pipekeepers.org 

 

"I believe that being a medicine 

man, more than anything else, is a 

state of mind, a way of looking at 

and understanding this earth, a 

sense of what it is all about." 

-- Lame Deer, LAKOTA 

 

Membership 

Your membership fees help us do 

many things and since no one at 

Keepers gets paid all the money we 

get goes to keep things running, put 

on our gathering. 

Membership dues each year cash is 

the best way to pay your dues.. 

Everyone’s contribution makes a 

difference to the organization and 

each of its members.  Thanks for all 

you do! 

Members get 10% off in the gift 

shop and a newsletter 

 

 

 
 
 

Members 
Application & Renewal 

 
_______________________________ 
Name 
 _______________________________ 
Address ________________________________ 
City, 
_________________________________ 
 State & Zip  
_________________________________ 

Phone 
_________________________________ 
Email  
 
Please include dues & mail  
 
We have made some changes to the 
dues all members who use 
Electronic mailing of news letters 
will be $25.00 no matter where they 
live and all member who want their 
newsletters mailed will pay $50.00. 
 
Yearly membership  
(circle correct amount) 
 
 Associate & Voting  
   Support Silver Gold 
Email  $25         $50     $100 
Mailed  $50        $100   $200  
 
Lifetime Membership  
  Support Silver Gold 
Emailed $250. $500.  $1000. 
Mailed     $550 $1100. $2200. 
 
CC# __________________________ 
 
expire date ________________ 
 
Security code __________  
 

Signature 
 
For those who paying dues is a 
financial hardship we can accept 
trade of items which can be sold in 
the store or your time volunteering 
on one of our projects.  
 
Contact us about Trades 
 
Keepers of the Sacred Tradition of 
Pipemakers 
PO Box 24 
Pipestone, MN. 56164 
 
Pipe@iw.net 
www.pipekeepers.org 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.pipekeepers.org/
mailto:Pipe@iw.net
http://www.pipekeepers.org/

