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To My Dream Girl 
Someday when I get out,  

Some wonderful day,  

Living one day at a time,  

Enjoying one moment at a time,  

You’re the only one I dream of,  

And the wisdom to know the difference, 

To have courage to change things I can, 

And I will change for you,  

Standing with you,  

As we watch the sunrise on the horizon, 

Birds singing, sound of wind blowing 

With a fresh scent of freedom, 

Girl, you’re the diamond in the dirt, 

That’ve never been found, 

As I dig deeper thru dirt tryin to find that 

diamond 

They say great things come from anywhere,  

But I won’t wait for anything til I find you 

girl, 

You’re my dream girl 

By: Kerry Bradburn 



Not Broken 

I can’t comprehend no one knows how I 

feel, 

My home is a cave made of concrete and 

steel,  

Shits real, but damn it makes no sense, 

Made one wrong mistake and get surround-

ed by fence. 

But it is what it is, this is the way it’s got to 

be,  

So I’m keeping my head up until the day 

I’m free, 

I may be locked up, some see it as hard 

time,  

But I’m free in spirit, in heart and in mind! 

By: Tyler Keenatch 

Bozhoo, Tansi, Anin! 
 Greetings, loyal readers!! Welcome to the Spring issue of the Inside Scoop. The Inside Scoop is pub-

lished by the John Howard Society of Manitoba, a non-profit agency that works with men in jail and men re-

turning to the community from jail. The volunteer board of inmates plans, designs, and edits the Scoop. In this 

edition you will find poems, art work and a legend story called: How First Nations People Came to Have 

Sweetgrass, Sage, and Tobacco (see pgs. 11,12, & 13).  

 Our Open House on February 27th, at John Howard Society was a success. We had over 55 people from 

various organizations come for a tour to learn about the programs that we offer. There were many questions 

and, overall it was good to meet new people and network with them.  

I want to remind you all at WRC on 400, 500 and 600B that we have volunteers who are available to provide 

one-on-one instruction in literacy and can help with reading and writing, numeracy and other tasks that you 

may need.  You just need to fill out a green form that you can get from a Unit Manager with your request. 

 We also offer training classes for inmates on 400, 500 and 600B who want to be peer tutors and help 

their friends in the Remand Centre with their schoolwork. Peer tutors do not need to have a Grade 12 diploma 

or any teaching experience; they just need to be confident in their own reading, writing or math skills and will-

ing to share that knowledge with others. Contact Lisa at: 204-775-1514 for more information or to sign up! 

 We are graduating a total of 9 students as peer tutors in WRC and one student in JHS Bail program. See 

pages 4-5 of this issue to read about their experience in the program.  

 In closing, I hope you enjoy the poetry and other contributions we offer in this edition of the Inside 

Scoop.  Remember, you can become part of our Inside Scoop by sending us your contribution.  We welcome 

your input always. 

  If you have questions about the Literacy Program, Peer Tutoring Program, or the Inside Scoop, please 

contact Lisa Lacosse, the Literacy Coordinator at JHS.  

 We hope you enjoy our Spring issue! Thanks, as always, for reading!! 

Ekosi, until next time, 

  

Lisa Lacosse,  

JHS Literacy Coordinator 



The Strong Struggle 

We fight the good fight with all our might, 

we fail we win but we must never give up 

that’s the good fight. That’s what makes 

living a lesson and an adventure so live on 

and fight the good fight. 
 

 

By: Dwayne Birchwood 

Gone, but Never Forgotten 

What did these Beautiful Native Women ever did 

to you? 

You Monster! Yeah Man! 

As if you think it’s all right to be wasting a special 

life that was giving to a mother to carry for 9 

months. 

Knowing it was expensive to buy a crib but getting 

a coffin wasn’t part of it. 

I’m a mother, friend, sister, girlfriend and aunt oh 

also an inmate, so I’m here to announce that you 

can’t get away with this. Not in Creator’s hands 

you will be judged big time! Promise. 

So where our women at? 

I know one thing they fly smooth in the air, the 

beauty of their skins, they ain’t lost, there home. 

Beautiful butterflies never forgotten always in our 

hearts. 

I’m praying and I know he is listening. I close my 

eyes, kneel down on my knees put my hands to-

gether to tell our nation we are strong, stronger 

than ever and we will rise up and fight for all the 

women on our lands. 

First Nation may breakdown however we keep 

trying not giving up too soon because we pick up 

our feet and walk tall and strong. 

“These women aren’t yours, so stop hurting our 

women.” 
 

By: Ray-Ray Miles 



My Testimony 

 I’m Levon Sanderson, I’m 27 years young. Since 

I took this program, I brought a lot of this confidence 

back into my life. My reading, writing, and mathemat-

ics skills needed refreshing and that’s exactly what this 

program did on top of that it taught me how to pass on 

what I know to people less fortunate. And that means a 

lot to me. I can’t wait to go home and tutor my oldest 

son and family. And the pride you get from helping 

other people it the most reward.  

 Thank you Lisa and John Howard. 

By: Levon Sanderson 

My Testimony  

 I think this program is very interesting and 

gives you skills you can use for way more than just 

the tutor program. I had a lot of fun participating in 

the program and these skills will help me get a job 

when I get out. 

 Also making it easier to help my own chil-

dren understand what they are learning in school, 

and maybe I could help them advance on their edu-

cation at home, instead of just at school. 

By: Michael Harper 

My Testimony 

I am happy to be a part of the peer tutor pro-

gram it’s very educational and inspirational. The peer 

tutor program has showed me a whole new way to 

look at teaching and learning, there are aspect to both 

that I would not have known had I not decided to 

take this program. 

 Gave me insight on prior knowledge and a bet-

ter grasp of what I know and to pass it on to others. 

The program has motivated me to get back into the 

classroom and renew my love for learning, inspired 

me to better my education and improve my life. 

By: Damani Dias 

My Testimony 

 It’s good to be here for this program, I have 

learned the stuff that I haven’t learned in school. 

So this is a good program, there are pretty good 

ideas on how to motivate others that I can tutor. I 

have good ideas to make activities to motivate, this 

tool will be good to use in the future for younger 

students or inmates, and other children.  

 This program made me have sharper idea to 

my motivation. So thank you Lisa. 

By: Dino T. Flett 

 
 

 
 



My Testimonials 

Every single day I look forward to going to the 

Peer tutoring program which is being held twice a 

week. 

 It always makes time fly by because half the time 

I am always thinking about homework and what we 

learnt in the last session. Attending this program helps 

me with materials that I can use to pass my GED. 

 Miss Lisa Lacosse is one of the best teachers I 

ever came across. She has a pacifying way of teaching 

which makes the program interesting. She gives us that 

confidence and courage to tackle the challenges not 

only the program’s, but even that in life.  

 I am really happy that I took on this program and 

I won’t hesitate to take up another program by JHS. 

For all of you guys who missed out on this program, I 

urge you strongly to take up on the programs by JHS 

because it’s full of fun and educational too. 

By: Bory-Jilo 

My Testimony 

 I wondered why you guys would want to 

teach criminals how to tutor. Then after a few 

classes I realized how helpful it is to learn tutor-

ing for ones’ own betterment. Props to whomever 

idea this was because this is a clever way of reha-

bilitating us. LOL...  

Learning how to understand ourselves 

and others is a big short-coming for these like us. 

Understanding that everybody is different and 

has different ways of seeing things, for example; 

those instructional games we played, helps us get 

along with others so we have better relationships. 

I believe a broken relationship is the leading 

cause to criminality.  

By: Kevin Taylor  

 

My Testimony 

 I became interested in taking the JHS tutoring 

course through Lisa Lacosse. She came through the 

units and introduced herself and discussed what the 

course was about, helping people read, write, and math 

and a chance to help people.  

 The program is helping me with people skills, 

reading, writing, communicating, punctuation, capitali-

zation, and helping people with everything some peo-

ple may take for granted. I am interesting in any course 

JHS offers and I did recommend people to your agen-

cy, it is a good way to make a change through any kind 

of education of treatment. Thanks  

By: Sheldon Maytwayashing  

 

 

  First of all, I would like to thank John  

Howard Society and the literacy coordinator 

Lisa Lacosse for her sacrifices for delivering 

us the Peer Tutoring program to WRC. The 

program was excellent, and I appreciated the 

fact that we started the class with a Sharing 

Circle.  

 From the beginning she presented us 

with an overview of several subjects and 

topics that we had to learn and practice 

throughout the program. Amongst my favor-

ite topics were step-by-step goal setting,  

effective communication, and how to moti-

vate your students/tutee.  

 Furthermore, in the program Lisa  

always challenged us to do our best and to 

become the best tutors we can be. Therefore, 

I am going to use my skills so I can help tu-

tor my friends and my family.   

 Thank you for your encouragement to 

continue to learn in my life and to always 

remember to help others to learn as well.  

By: Blair Carrier 



Find My Way Back 

Another day goes by, feeling locked in a cage, 

 I wonder why I’m fuelled inside, with nothing but rage, 

 It’s as if I might explode, pop-off like a twelve gauge,  

This nasty anger has me trapped, stuck on the same page, 

But I’m tryna break-free, always praying for better days,  

Searching for health ways, before my soul fully decays,  

My heart’s almost fully frozen, from thinking that crime pays,  

Only knowing I have an Angel, helps me through this life 

phase,  

She keeps her daddy on his feet, only hoping that times change,  

And I’m sorry I ain’t around, you must find that so strange,  

Because you need a father-figure, a dad to show he loves you,  

Please forgive me baby girl, I will never put her above you,  

Cuz I’ve made that mistake before, and look at the shit it caused, 

I just hope you’ll understand, and see past my faults & flaws,  

For one day you’ll know the truth, hear everything that I’ve done,  

All the pain that I’ve caused, only made everyone run,  

Now I live with regrets, wishing to start from scratch, 

Still lost in the dark, please someone throw me a match,  

Cuz I really need a spark, some light to find my way back… 

 

By: Rob G.  

Writers and Artists, the Scoop needs 

your stuff!! 

Send your poems, stories, jokes and artwork to: 

The Inside Scoop 

  583 Ellice Avenue, Winnipeg, MB 

R3B 1Z7 
 

We try to print everything we get. However, we sometimes need to edit for length, and we won’t print any-

thing that is racist, sexist, homophobic, or that glorifies violence or gang involvement. 

 

If you have any questions about the Scoop’s editorial policy (or anything else about the Scoop), give  

Lisa Lacosse a call at: 204-775-1514 ext. 303 

The Rich and the Poor 
 

Some who have nothing 

May pretend to be rich,  

And some who have everything 

May pretend to be poor,  

The rich may have 

To pay a ransom,  

But the poor don’t have  

That problem,  

And the lamp of a good person 

Will always be shining, 

The lamp of an evil person 

Will quickly go blinded,  

Because to much pride causes trouble, 

But all you need to do is be sensible and 

Responsible,  

And I guaranteed you everything will 

Be normal. 

By: =L.L=AKA= PABLO:I 



Our Tomorrows 

This drawing was inspired by my grand-

daughter, but it is for all our children and grandchil-

dren. The baby in the picture is in a “tikanoggan,” a 

cradle board. The Elders say our children are not 

ours, but are on loan to us from the Creator that they 

are also our brothers and sisters because we are all 

Creator’s children. That they are given to us as a gift 

through the love we share for each other as parents. It 

is our responsibility to teach them right from wrong, 

to love them and nurture them. Because what we 

teach them, and tell them will mould them on what 

kind of people they will become. Babies come into 

the world in the purest form straight from the spirit 

world. The Elders say becoming a grandparent is like 

getting a second chance to do what maybe you feel 

like you didn’t do right the first time with our own 

children. I am very proud of my son, Eddy, and love 

him very much. I like to think, what I’ll tell and teach 

my granddaughter will be told to her grandchildren 

and so on. This is our responsibility as Anishinaabe 

people to make sure they have solid roots and to be 

proud of whom they are, and where they come from. 

To love and respect themselves so it will reflect on 

others; to practice the Seven Sacred Teachings and 

Tobacco, because these children will become “Our 

Tomorrows.” 

“Meegwitch” 

Your brother and friend, 

Eddy 

The Artist’s 

Voice 

Eddy Cobiness has been drawing for many years. He is particu-

larly passionate about creating works that celebrate and honour 

Aboriginal history and cultural traditions, and that offer com-

mentary and insight about the world around us. 

Inside Scoop artists, please feel free to share your “voice” by 

writing to us about the thoughts, feeling and ideas behind some 

of your work.  

Tea Time with Apples and Molly 
 

This drawing was inspired by my mother. 

She loves being outside, especially on nice days. In 

the summer or early spring, to listen and watch the 

beauty the spring time brings. She’ll sit outside for 

hours in the early mornings with her hot tea and her 

cat Apples, and her dog Molly, listening to the birds 

chirp and sing. She’ll admire the sun coming up and 

over the trees in deep thought with a smile on her 

face. The tall, dark long shadows of the trees disap-

pear to reveal the nice green grass shining in the sun 

from the early morning dew on it. On occasion 

she’ll witness a deer eating the grass or even an 

ol’bear strolling by minding his own. 

 

My mother always told me people in general 

take life for granted.  Always wanting or needing 

more of this or more of that, not knowing when 

enough is enough. We should all slow down a bit 

and enjoy life and its beauty because everywhere we 

look we are surrounded by beauty. Personally, I’d 

love to be sitting with my mother having tea and a 

smoke right now, but that’s another story. 

 

Each and every day is a gift from the Crea-

tor.  All the things we see, hear, touch and smell. Be 

thankful and take the time to enjoy it. As I like to 

say:  “Every day above ground is a good day,” 

cloudy, raining, snowing, and sunny, each and every 

day is a beautiful day and a gift from the Creator. 

 

By: Eddy Cobiness, 2014 







Hell on My Mind 
 

Not ready to fall when my demons call 

Definitely not leaving without a brawl, 

Who knows when I’m gonna fall,  

Definitely not when my demons call, 

I’m aware my demons are there laughing and 

waiting, 

Waiting to throw me in that eternal fire 

Because that’s what the desire is my pain in that 

eternal fire, 

But until then I’ma be surrounded by this barb-

wire, 

Wondering through the day and dreaming 

through the night, 

Thinking is the time gonna be right when I enter 

that eternal house of fire 

Because my life is what I desire, 

Rain or shine I’m still happy with this life if 

mine. 

By: Okie. O.  

Day’s Go By 
 

Day’s go by drifting through life getting older no 

kid’s no wife! No pride no glory no fortune no 

fame so confusing this shit is lame! Learning 

more about the crime way of living the dope and 

the money but a shit’s not worth giving! I’m sick 

of not knowing what’s coming tomorrow! Is there 

a way out of this sorrow? I’m happy I’m sad I’m 

mad at the same time! The only expression I have 

is a rhyme – At least no one can take that away 

from me! There’s got to be more to who I can be! 

A pen and a paper’s all that I got! I hope I get a 

chance to give a real life a shot! Better day’s bet-

ter way’s better life for me – there’s got to be 

more to who I can be! 

By: Kyle Greeley 

Warrior’s Chase of the faded Beast 
 

Stones to shake the pelted glass, shaped to that of 

an unruly mass, and blasted with the heat of the 

morning’s tine. Creation of a history still too long 

ago unknown, as I still stand alone in search along 

that one true path that is my home. The street en-

cased a sitting dust, wondering if that path below I 

walk is just the one true bust. But further still I 

must choose to go, without even a sight of a party 

line to tow. For my vision of the apartness from 

the love I hide, still it plagues me the sight of my 

lover’s hands waving good-bye. Fried my brain to 

the edge of a crazed fireless flame, but still I walk 

my path untamed. Gazing atop the hills for a ghost 

the white buffalo aloft, the chase is but my one 

true cause. I pause to the beat of the sound, the 

heightened draw of the arrow that flies through the 

air unbound. It hits the target with a stinging 

peace, love seeping through the cracks of a heart-

less crease. 

By: Devon Moore “li’lman isstill Blazen” 

Untitled  
 

Doing time dropping a line while rats be dropping 

dimes on us but in God we trust, it’s not on us waiting 

for court hoping for good support.  

The law makes us all come back to court when we 

breach or commit a new crime  

Just because somebody else dropped a dime so that is 

why we do time whether we like it or not, we were at 

the wrong spot we got picked up and sent here by now 

the cops totally interfered  

It’s our life and freedom  

All we want to do is what we do but deep inside we 

must stay true even out of the blue here comes a break 

something we cannot fake or make a mistake, eventually 

we all get out  

Canada has a good law and it’s about our people and 

our Canadian ways  

Sometimes we get high and blaze but sometimes most 

of us change, for now we’ll see you on the next range 

and the judge will set us free so think of a smarter men-

tality. 

By: Jessie Genaille  



This is a Legend Story: 

How First Nations People Came to Have Sweetgrass, Sage, and Tobacco 
 

 There was an elder named Moonchild who had visions of three boys picking something. His partner 

named Rainwater, he would tell her stories of these three boys all the time. At the same time, the snake was 

listening to Moonchild and Rainwater about these three braves, and there were animal spirits around them. 

One of them was from the shape-shifting clan. Rainwater would tell him, “don’t worry, you have nothing to 

worry about. You won’t see these braves. Out of 185, you should have been the 186th Elder.” 

“no, I didn’t want them to know what I was thinking all the time.” 

At the same time, the snake was thinking that Moonchild was talking about creation being this way. At the 

same time, the snake was having a touchy moment, reminiscing about a thought in the past - how his tail be-

came a rattle. He was thinking about how he snuck up on Creation and tried to startle him and twelve moons 

ago, his tail was not a rattle. He remembers how Creation told him that if he ate an acorn he would move fast. 

When he ate it, the acorn went right to the end of his tail and hardened right away. And parts of it broke off to 

make the sound of the rattle. He was told, “You will never be able to sneak up like that on me again, because 

I’ll hear you coming.” 

As the same time, 185 Elders told Creation, “you’ll be going to the brown-skins to collect three roots, and 

you’ll ask the whale to carry you across.” 

“How come you haven’t asked a drummer, pipe-carrier or a dancer to do this?” 

“Because they’re limited. Their animal spirits are not as much as yours. They can’t shape-shift like the way 

you can.” 

At the same time, moonchild had a dream again. He told Rainwater: “I’m dreaming of these braves again.” 

Rainwater told him: “when it happens, you’ll know what you are meant to do when these braves come.” 

Peyote came into the lodge and told the 185 Elders, “The Windego is making fireballs on the turtle’s back. 

And these fires are big. He knows Creation is coming but he doesn’t know when.” 

The Elders told Creation, “You’ll be swift and fast. No staying the night. You’ll pick these roots and come 

home. You’ll have three moons to think about this.” 

Creation was frustrated. He told the Elders that “we didn’t need their roots.” The Elders said, “The roots are 

medicine just like ours, but their medicine helps with a different sickness. The drummer and the pipe-carrier 

and dancer will doctor different communities while you are gone.”  

At the same time, he was getting close to a mountain where a sister bear was hunting for its food. It was hunt-

ing a mouse. At the same time Sage and Standing Grass were talking. At the same time, Creation and the other 

two braves were walking on the same path , coming toward each other. At the same time, the bear was swing-

ing her paws at the mouse and knocked a gold piece off the mountain, and it landed between all three of the 

braves. They were arguing about it. Sage was saying, “Look at what Sister Bear threw at us!” Creation said, 

“No, she was probably swatting at something. If that was meant to be ours, we would have had it with us.”  

The three braves got off and went on a different trail, a trail leading to Moonchild’s lodge. Moonchild could 

hear these braves arguing. He was getting flustered: “Oh, these braves. Two of them were telling Creation, 

“Well, if you don’t want it, we’ll keep it.” 

“No, I think you should put it back – just leave it along.” 

“If you are a medicine man, we would listen to you, but you’re not.” 

Creation was thinking, “Boy, I could tell them who I am, but I don’t want to” 

“If you were Creation, we would. If you were the drummer, pipe-carrier or a dancer, we would listen to you. 

But you are not one of those four.” 



“Boy these young braves don’t know too much about me. They don’t even know how I look.” Creation said to 

the two braves: “Leave that stone alone! “ Moonchild said: “Boy, these braves are getting closer to my lodge.” 

Moonchild told the three braves, “Get off the path and go argue in the bush and see what the animals do!” 

Creation said, “Who’s that?” Standing Grass and Sage said “it was Moonchild.” 

Creation asked: “Is this the path we’re on the way to his lodge?” They said: “Enough changing the subject, 

you’re not bringing Moonchild into this.” Moonchild opened up his lodge door and saw the three braves argu-

ing. His dream that he told Rainwater all about, it actually happened. He could see the animal spirits around 

the boys.  

At the same time the snake was having a touching moment, when he heard Moonchild speaking of the animal 

spirits. It took him back to a thought of when he got his tattle. So he was shaking his tail and having a scary 

moment. The snake in his cave could see his tail shaking.  He thought: “What one of the four braves is here? 

Could it be the dancer, drummer, or pipe carrier, or perhaps even creation? Creation told me never to sneak up 

on him; he put this rattle in my tail. He was the one who made this noisy tail of mine, he told me never to 

sneak up on him again. It couldn’t be him!” 

The same time Moonchild, he picked up his pipe and he spun it around nine times, and then he lit it. When he 

lit it, the smoke formed the three braves as well formed the ground. But the ground was moving in the smoke. 

Moonchild opened his lodge door, and said to the three braves: “Put down that thing! I have something to tell 

you three.” 

The first brave through the lodge door was Standing Grass, the second to follow was Sage, and the third one 

was Creation. “While you’re in this lodge, you’ll listen to what I have to say to you.” Moonchild could see the 

animal spirits in his lodge.  

Creation was curious so he asked moonchild “What do you want from the three of us?”  

“You three will pick three sacred objects which will be passed down from one generation to the next genera-

tion.” The snake thought of three different things, which his kind couldn’t eat; it was tobacco, sage and sweet 

grass. 

Moonchild said “There are three different things you will find, that will be passed down through the genera-

tion. The first boy through the lodge door will go seek the first item, and the other two will wait here until he 

returns.” 

Standing Grass said “I’ll go through the bushes,” Sage said “I’ll go through the dry plains,” and Creation said 

“I’ll go by the river.” 

The first boy through the door was Standing Grass. The first boy was going by the dry bushes, and snake came 

up in front of him. The snake was slithering around to go through a door, and he knew which door to go 

through that would bring him to the first boy and he ended up behind the boy. 

The snake came up behind Standing Grass yelling out his name. Standing Grass looked around yelling. Stand-

ing Grass said, “You are not supposed to bother me.” While Standing Grass was looking around, the snake 

slithered up a tree and said to him “I have something for you, as I can’t eat it myself! My kind can’t eat it.” 

Standing Grass was really taken by surprise, and wondered who was talking to him that way. He turned around 

to see who was talking to him. He was suddenly startled when he heard brother Snake say “My kind can’t eat 

it! Snakes can’t eat tobacco.” 

And he jumped back in fright, picking up a stick. He said to brother Snake, “What can’t you eat?” “We call it 

tobacco root. My sister went to it and smelled it, she said it smelled sweet. She tried to eat it but it was too bit-

ter and it made her very sick.” 

Standing Grass, who was still holding the stick said to Brother Snake, “Where is it?” “Turn around, there’s a 

little tobacco bush behind you.” 

Standing Grass said to brother Snake, ‘Do I have to take the root?” Brother Snake replied to him “You can 

take the root or the leaf.” “When I make a kill, I’ll leave you a meat offering along with tobacco.”  



Standinggrass went back to Moonchild’s lodge and he told Moonchild, “This is called tobacco,” but he didn’t 

tell Moonchild whom helped him or how he came to find it. 

Then Sage got up next, as he was the second to enter to Moonchild’s lodge. Sage is going to the dry plains. 

Brother Snake goes through a second door to where the dry plains were located. Then suddenly Brother Snake 

pops up in front of Sage. However Sage is not paying attention to Brother Snake, whom is right beside the 

sage bushes. He sees buffalo fighting each other and stomping in the sage brushes making it smell sweet. At 

the same time, Moonchild seen that the animal spirits were still in his lodge. And there was only one brave re-

maining, and that was Creation. Moonchild knew that he is a shape shifter.  

Snake yells out “Sage” to Sage. Sage yells aloud, “You braves are not supposed to bother me. I’m on a quest.” 

At the same time, Snake is on a rock saying, “It is I, Brother Snake,” but Brother Snake says “I know what 

you’re searching for.” And what is that?” Says Sage “You’re searching for that little bush behind you, and you 

can take the leaves or the roots or the branches.  My brother tried once to eat it and it made him very sick and 

it killed him.” “So what do I do? Do I take the root, the bush, or the branched?” Snake told him, “It doesn’t 

matter, you can take the whole bush if you so want.” “Okay then, I’ll leave a mean offering whenever I make a 

kill, for you.” “Okay then” says Brother Snake. Sage then returned to Moonchild’s lodge. It was then Crea-

tion’s turn to go on his journey. 

Creation was right beside the river. The snake was on the other side of the river but he seen Creation when he 

came out of his doorway up on the other side. “It is him” said Snake. Snake also said “Mother Sun, Father 

Earth, Brother Fish, don’t eat me! And don’t let Brother Eagle eat me too!” he swam across the lake into the 

Sweet Grass. He yells out “Creation! Creation! Creation! Creation!” he says “Who is that? Show yourself!” 

No one said anything, but Brother Snake said again; “Creation, it’s me!” Creation yells out “Be aware that I 

can talk to the animals, show yourself!” Then Brother Snake popped up out of the Sweet Grass and said “it’s I 

Brother Snake.” “What do I owe the honour for this short visit?” “As you already know, I’ve helped the other 

two braves and I want to help you right now brother.  And this is how I’m going to help you” “What is it that 

you want to show me?” Brother Snake wrapped his tail around a bunch of grass and ripped it out with his tail. 

He told Creation, “I want you to braid it like your hair for the three braves I helped. I heard you going across 

to the brown skins, and you were using a well to carry you across. I like the taste of a root over on that side.” 

Creation said, “all right I’ll leave you a meat offering from whatever I kill.” Moonchild had sent the other two 

braves off and told them that they could take the rock, but not to bother Creation.  

Creation got back to Moonchild’s lodge and he stumbled entering the lodge. There was a small fire lit in 

Moonchild’s lodge and some strands of Sweet Grass fell into the fire. Creation started to clean himself with 

the smoke and he started praying with the smoke. He put it into a shell. Moonchild told Creation, “I have had a 

dream that you went to the brown skins’ land and you did something wrong over there. There was devastation. 

You are very unique. I had several dreams of you facing different opponents also they’re from an opposite ele-

ment than you are.” 
 

The End.  
 

Described by: Jason Olson on April 26th, 2013 



Rules for Being Human 

1. You will receive a body. You may like it or hate 

it, but it will be yours for the entire period this 

time around. 

2. You will learn lessons. You are enrolled in a 

full-time informal school called life. Each day 

in this school you will have the opportunity to 

learn lessons. You may like the lessons or 

think them irrelevant and stupid. 

3. There are no mistakes, only lessons. Growth is a 

process of trial and error and experimentation. 

The “failed” experiments are as much a part of 

the process as the experiment that ultimately 

“works”. 

4. A lesson is repeated until learned. A lesson will 

be presented to you various forms until you 

learned it. When you have learned it, you can 

then go on to the next lesson. 

5. Learning lessons does not end. There is no part 

of life that does not contain its lessons. If you 

are alive, there are lessons to be learned.  

6. “There” is no better place than “here”. When 

your “there” has become a “here,” you will 

simply obtain another “there” that will again, 

look better than “here.” 

7. Others are merely mirrors of you. You cannot 

love or hate something about another person 

unless it reflects to you something you love or 

hate about yourself. 

8. What you make of your life is up to you. You 

have all the tools and resources you need. 

What you do with them is up to you. The 

choice is yours. 

9. Your answers lie inside you. The answer to 

life’s questions lie inside you. All you need to 

do is look, listen, and trust. 

10. You will forget all this. 
 

Author unknown 

Found on a refrigerator in Toronto 

Life in a Nation Unwhole 
 

It is the tide of hopeless division that holds us to 

account for the image of displacement that 

plagues us as a city whole which is stuck within 

the envies of past, for the lust for a greater equity 

that we each dearly long for. I have studied some 

of the imbalances along the lines of time when it 

comes to the discrimination regarding the women 

of my people, and the unjustful persecutions 

placed to the differences between the genders of 

my nations people. The hurt I faced while the 

country laughed at the city I love continues to 

mark the consideration that my being within such 

a time as this day cracks my stoned heart into 

crumbles, as I land in the place of value signs and 

costs to the benefit of one cause. The total disre-

gard for the being that is the life inside the grit of 

society is, in my opinion, the most destructive 

action that the peoples of a nation as a whole can 

make.  
 

By: Devon Moore aka Li’lman is still Blazen  



 



By: Clifford Bear 

For: Lisa Lacosse  

A thank you picture 

for all the great work 

she does!! 


