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Free tuition and financial incentives  at Bay Area Colleges 
$5.2 M awarded to Strengthen Tribal Library Services 
Public lands are fueling climate change 
Gwich’in Nation calling for protection of coastal plain 
Black Elk's full account of the Battle at the Little Bighorn, 
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The strange battle between an eagle and a fox over a rabbit 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/661398208305116/user/100080510305140/?__cft__%5B0%5D=AZVBvqe85UxU-ldtFRxGjNmSkL4TGxE05PlFrGGYvmTgePnv3EXm3Av9OHJ9y1555aNcIpmim_sYpNTZdYhVCF4Pocn9YMgz6JhIpPgE8O_Nrb1UU19qV3Q0g_EX64x0QWr5KJHxfWFe43TffirYqhBg&__tn__=-UC*F


The Peralta Community College District is getting media coverage for free tuition and financial 
incentives available to students this Fall at four East Bay colleges. Other community college 
districts in the region, like Chabot-Las Positas, Diablo Valley, and Ohlone are offering similar 
programs in 2022. While the programs vary, many are covering a combination of tuition and 
fees. Learn more.

Photo: Students learn about the importance of wai (water) and how it helps to sustain 
our cultural practices. (Courtesy of Mahealani Merryman, Papahana Kuaola)  
WASHINGTON, DC—The Institute of Museum and Library Services today announced grants totaling 
$5,253,000 through three programs designed to support and improve library services of Native American, 
Native Alaskan, and Native Hawaiian organizations. 

$5.2 Million Awarded to Strengthen Library Services for 
Tribal Communities, Native Hawaiians 

Federal Grants Support Language and Cultural Preservation
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"With these awards, IMLS recognizes the importance of supporting libraries and cultural centers in First 
Nations and Tribal communities," said IMLS Director Crosby Kemper. "The importance of cultural learning 
is essential in all communities, but it is critical to embrace and honor the precious and unique heritage of 
Native communities. These Native American and Native Hawaiian grants expand and enhance literacy 
programs, language preservation, community storytelling, and digital access.” 

Native American Library Services Basic Grants support existing library operations and maintain core 
library services. These non-competitive grants are awarded in equal amounts among eligible applicants. 
Grants totaling $1,297,411 were awarded to 117 Indian Tribes, Alaska Native villages, and other regional 
and village corporations. 

Native American Library Services Enhancement Grants assist Native American Tribes in improving 
core library services for their communities. Enhancement Grants are only awarded to applicants that have 
applied for a Native American Library Services Basic Grant in the same fiscal year. 

IMLS received 27 applications requesting $3,470,682 and was able to award $3,096,553 to 23 Tribes in 
11 states. This year’s awarded grants will advance the preservation and revitalization of language and 
culture, as well as educational programming and digital services. 

Native Hawaiian Library Services Grants are available to nonprofit organizations that primarily serve 
and represent Native Hawaiians so they can enhance existing or implement new library services. IMLS 
received eight applications requesting $1,187,718 and awarded $859,036 to six organizations serving 
Native Hawaiians. 

Some examples of awarded projects include: 

• The Huna Totem Corporation will produce short films, lesson plans, and educational 
programming on Hoonah Tlingit traditions, history, and culture to share via an online digital 
archive. It also will supplement its archival holdings by recording new interviews with local elders 
to preserve their knowledge for future generations. The project will support travel for staff to teach 
a storytelling workshop in Hoonah and to host a teacher in-service and community presentation in 
Juneau, Alaska. 

• The San Pasqual Band of Mission Indians will enhance library resources and services and 
expand educational materials focusing on Kumeyaay language and culture. It will record and 
archive Kumeyaay language materials, offer virtual language education programming, and create 
new learning materials aligned with state standards. They will make more than 300 audio files of 
local language speakers accessible via an online repository. The project team will work closely 
with Kumeyaay Community College and the local school district to incorporate library resources 
into language education. 

• The Pawnee Nation of Oklahoma will continue to develop their online Pawnee Portal and 
Pawnee Nation Library through staff and technology support and community engagement. Staff 
and contractors will identify, filter, and process digitized and non-digitized materials found in local, 
state, and national repositories. Project activities will include building relationships with staff at 
each repository, digitizing untapped materials for acquisition, creating contextual metadata, and 
uploading digitized materials to the Portal. The team also will engage the community in activities 
and work with their Community Curator Team to develop cultural sensitivity protocols and 
establish acquisition priorities. 

• The Hula Preservation Society will develop, implement, and share an indigenous-centered 
controlled vocabulary and 40 finding aids for video-based oral histories that put the controlled 
vocabulary into practice. The creation of an indigenous-centered controlled vocabulary will 
provide the intellectual, indigenous-grounded access that will better serve researchers. 10 of the 
40 finding aids will be newly created. To broaden access to the contents of HPS’s video-based 
elder oral history library, this project will make these products widely available online via the HPS 
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website, the University of Hawaii library system, and the Papakilo Database of the Office of 
Hawaiian Affairs. 

• The Papahana Kuaola will increase access to early literacy resources by developing a culture-
based literacy program that engages keiki (children) with culture, history, and legacies of the 
Hawaiian people through books, reenacted moolelo (stories), and virtual or in-person “talk story” 
sessions and presentations. The project team will develop learning materials such as a project 
webpage, moʻolelo video presentations, online quizlets, Aliʻi identification and information cards, 
as well as audio recordings in English, Hawaiian, or both. 

For more information about upcoming grant opportunities, please visit the IMLS website. 
Congrats to the Yerington Paiute Tribe!  (the only NV grantee) 

The science is unequivocal: burning fossil fuels is threatening our health and fueling climate 
change. 

Because almost a quarter of the U.S.' annual climate change emissions can be traced back to 
fossil fuels from what we now call public lands and waters, they're critical places to take action. 

Hear directly from advocates – from Alaska to New Mexico to DC – what 
this cycle, and the fight to break it, looks like in their communities and 
nationally. 
Virtual panel discussion: 

Public lands are fueling climate change. What now? 
Date: Wednesday, August 24 
Time: 2:30pm ET/11:30am PT 
The Wilderness Society is hosting a conversation with environmental advocates and 
organizers to talk about the impacts of oil, gas and coal development on public lands and the 
ways communities are taking action to make them part of the climate solution, instead of the 
problem. 

Sign up to be a part of the virtual conversation about public lands and 
climate change. 
Thank you,

The Wilderness Society

Sign up for the virtual conversation
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As you may have heard: President Biden just signed the largest climate bill in history – the 
Inflation Reduction Act – into law. And while we celebrate the steps made forward for our 
planet, our climate, and for the American people, we also are deeply disappointed that 
Congressional leaders did not include a provision to repeal the Arctic National Wildlife 
Drilling program in the final bill. A failure to do so essentially slams the door on permanent 
protections for the Arctic Refuge in the near term, and leaves it vulnerable to irreversible harm 
from oil and gas drilling.  
 
Bernadette Dementieff, executive director of the Gwich'in Steering Committee shared deep 
disappointment on behalf of the Gwich'in Nation, who have repeatedly called for protection of the 
coastal plain of the Arctic Refuge in a formal resolution first passed in 1988. "In the Arctic, we're 
experiencing a warming climate at four times the rate as the rest of the world, yet Congress has 
chosen to ignore the health of the Arctic and the Gwich'in way of life by failing to stop this 
destructive and failed oil and gas program." 
 
Despite being protected for decades, the Trump administration and Republicans used budget 
reconciliation to open the Arctic Refuge in 2017 to oil and gas exploration, claiming massive 
revenue that would be generated by drilling in the coastal plain. However, the first lease sale was 
a total flop, generating a mere $12 million—only 1% of the projected revenue. However, even 
though it was a financial failure, another lease sale is still mandated by law by 2024 in the 
Arctic Refuge.

There is some good news: despite owning leases, three oil companies have backed out of their 
interests in the Arctic Refuge completely, including Regenerate Alaska, the only oil company to 
bid in the Jan. 6, 2021 lease sale; and Chevron and Hilcorp, the two oil companies that held 
decades-old leases on lands within the coastal plain and know the results of a secret test well 
drilled in 1987. All major banks in the U.S. and Canada, along with 18 other international banks, 
have now said they would not finance drilling in the Arctic Refuge; and 14 international insurance 
companies and the U.S. insurer AIG have said they will not insure any drilling in the Arctic 
Refuge.  
 
So why would Congress not permanently protect this sacred place?   
 
We know that our work is not done yet, and we want to thank you for being a part of the 
community that is standing in solidarity with the Gwich'in Nation to #ProtectTheArctic. Together, 
we will succeed. We will never stop fighting to prevent drilling in the Arctic Refuge.  
 
In Gratitude

https://arcticrefugedefense.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=d6053a736fa9c88528851ed2a&id=20110a4be1&e=2c1d34a84f
https://arcticrefugedefense.us4.list-manage.com/track/click?u=d6053a736fa9c88528851ed2a&id=62651b13ab&e=2c1d34a84f


Native Blood

Black Elk's full account of the Battle at the Little Bighorn, June 25-26, 1876 (long):
Crazy Horse whipped Three Stars on the Rosebud that day, and I think he could have rubbed the 
soldiers out there. He could have called many more warriors from the villages and he could have 
rubbed the soldiers out at daybreak, for they camped there in the dark after the fight.
He whipped the cavalry of Three Stars when they attacked his village on the Powder that cold 
morning in the Moon of the Snowblind [March]. Then he moved farther west to the Rosebud; 
and when the soldiers came to kill us there, he whipped them and made them go back. Then he 
moved farther west to the valley of the Greasy Grass. We were in our own country all the time 
and we only wanted to be let alone. The soldiers came there to kill us, and many got rubbed out. 
It was our country and we did not want to have trouble.
We camped there in the valley along the south side of the Greasy Grass before the sun was 
straight above; and this was, I think, two days before the battle. It was a very big village and you 
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could hardly count the tepees. Farthest up the stream toward the south were the Hunkpapas, and 
the Oglalas were next. Then came the Minneconjous, the San Arcs, the Blackfeet, the Shahiyelas; 
and last, the farthest toward the north, were the Santees and Yanktonais.
Along the side towards the east was the Greasy Grass, with some timber along it, and it was 
running full from the melting of the snow in the Bighorn Mountains. If you stood on a hill you 
could see the mountains off to the south and west. On the other side of the river, there were bluffs 
and hills beyond. Some gullies came down through the bluffs. On the westward side of us were 
lower hills, and there we grazed our ponies and guarded them. There were so many they could 
not be counted.
There was a man by the name of Rattling Hawk who was shot through the hip in the fight on the 
Rosebud, and people thought he could not get well. But there was a medicine man by the name 
of Hairy Chin who cured him.
The day before the battle I had greased myself and was going to swim with some boys, when 
Hairy Chin called me over to Rattling Hawk's tepee, and told me he wanted me to help him. 
There were five other boys there, and he needed us for bears in the curing ceremony, because he 
had his power from a dream of the bear. He painted my body yellow, and my face too, and put a 
black stripe on either side of my nose from the eyes down. Then he tied my hair up to look like 
bear's ears, and put some eagle feathers on my head.
While he was doing this, I thought of my vision, and suddenly I seemed to be lifted clear off the 
ground; and while I was that way, I knew more things than I could tell, and I felt sure something 
terrible was going to happen in a short time. I was frightened.
The other boys were painted all red and had real bear's ears on their heads.
Hairy Chin, who wore a real bear skin with the head on it, began to sing a song that went like 
this: "At the doorway the sacred herbs are rejoicing."
And while he sang, two girls came in and stood one on either side of the wounded man; one had 
a cup of water and one some kind of a herb. I tried to see if the cup had all the sky in it, as it was 
in my vision, but I could not see it. They gave the cup and the herb to Rattling Hawk while Hairy 
Chin was singing. Then they gave him a red cane, and right away he stood up with it. The girls 
then started out of the tepee, and the wounded man followed, learning on the sacred red stick; 
and we boys, who were the little bears, had to jump around him and make growling noises 
toward the man. And when we did this, you could see something like feathers of all colors 
coming out of our mouths. Then Hairy Chin came out on all fours, and he looked just like a bear 
to me. Then Rattling Hawk began to walk better. He was not able to fight next day, but he got 
well in a little while.
After the ceremony, we boys went swimming to wash the paint off, and when we got back the 
people were dancing and having kill talks all over the village, remembering brave deeds done in 
the fight with Three Stars on the Rosebud.
When it was about sundown we boys had to bring the ponies in close, and when this was done it 
was dark and the people were still dancing around fires all over the village. We boys went around 
from one dance to another, until we got too sleepy to stay up any more.
My father 'woke me at daybreak and told me to go with him to take our horses out to graze, and 
when we were out there he said: "We must have a long rope on one of them, so that it will be 
easy to catch; then we can get the others. If anything happens, you must bring the horses back as 
fast as you can, and keep your eyes on the camp."
Several of us boys watched our horses together until the sun was straight above and it was 
getting very hot. Then we thought we would go swimming, and my cousin said he would stay 



with our horses till we got back. When I was greasing myself, I did not feel well; I felt queer. It 
seemed that something terrible was going to happen. But I went with the boys anyway. Many 
people were in the water now and many of the women were out west of the village digging 
turnips. We had been in the water quite a while when my cousin came down there with the horses 
to give them a drink, for it was very hot now.
Just then we heard the crier shouting in the Hunkpapa camp, which was not very far from us 
"The chargers are coming! They are charging! The chargers are coming!" Then the crier of the 
Oglalas shouted the same words; and we could hear the cry going from camp to camp northward 
clear to the Santees and Yanktonais.
Everybody was running now to catch the horses. We were lucky to have ours right there just at 
that time. My older brother had a sorrel, and he rode away fast toward the Hunkpapas. I had a 
buckskin. My father came running and said: Your brother has gone to the Hunkpapas without his 
gun. Catch him and give it to him. Then come right back to me." He had my six-shooter too--the 
one my aunt gave me.
I took the guns, jumped on my pony and caught my brother. I could see a big dust rising just 
beyond the Hunkpapa camp and all the Hunkpapas were running around and yelling, and many 
were running wet from the river. Then out of the dust came the soldiers on their big horses. They 
looked big and strong and tall and they were all shooting. My brother took his gun and yelled for 
me to go back. There was brushy timber just on the other side of the Hunkpapas, and some 
warriors were gathering there. He made for that place, and I followed him. By now women and 
children were running in a crowd downstream. I looked back and saw them all running and 
scattering up a hillside down yonder.
When we got into the timber, a good many Hunkpapas were there already and the soldiers were 
shooting above us so that leaves were falling from the trees where the bullets struck. By now I 
could not see what was happening in the village below. It was all dust and cries and thunder; for 
the women and children were running there, and the warriors were coming on their ponies.
Among us there in the brush and out in the Hunkpapa camp a cry went up: "Take courage! Don't 
be a woman! The helpless are out of breath!" I think this was when Gall stopped the Hunkpapas, 
who had been running away, and turned them back.
I stayed there in the woods a little while and thought of my vision. It made me feel stronger, and 
it seemed that my people were all thunder-beings and that the soldiers would be rubbed out.
Then another great cry went up out in the dust: "Crazy Horse is coming! Crazy Horse is 
coming!" Off toward the west and north they were yelling "Hokahey!" like a big wind roaring, 
and making the tremolo; and you could hear eagle bone whistles screaming.
The valley went darker with dust and smoke, and there were only shadows and a big noise of 
many cries and hoofs and guns. On the left of where I was I could hear the shod hoofs of the 
soldiers' horses going back into the brush and there was shooting everywhere. Then the hoofs 
came out of the brush, and I came out and was in among men and horses weaving in and out and 
going up-stream, and everybody was yelling, "Hurry! Hurry!" The soldiers were running 
upstream and we were all mixed there in the twilight and the great noise.
I did not see much; but once I saw a Lakota charge at a soldier who stayed behind and fought and 
was a very brave man. The Lakota took the soldier's horse by the bridle, but the soldier killed 
him with a six-shooter. I was small and could not crowd in to where the soldiers were, so I did 
not kill anybody. There were so many ahead of me, and it was all dark and mixed up.
Soon the soldiers were all crowded into the river, and many Lakotas too; and I was in the water 
awhile. Men and horses were all mixed up and fighting in the water, and it was like hail falling in 



the river. Then we were out of the river, and people were stripping dead soldiers and putting the 
clothes on themselves. There was a soldier on the ground and he was still kicking. A Lakota rode 
up and said to me: "Boy, get off and scalp him." I got off and started to do it. He had short hair 
and my knife was not very sharp. He ground his teeth. Then I shot him in the forehead and got 
his scalp.
Many of our warriors were following the soldiers up a hill on the other side of the river. 
Everybody else was turning back down stream, and on a hill away down yonder above the 
Santee camp there was a big dust, and our warriors whirling around in and out of it just like 
swallows, and many guns were going off.
I thought I would show my mother my scalp, so I rode over toward the hill where there was a 
crowd of women and children. On the way down there I saw a very pretty young woman among 
a band of warriors about to go up to the battle on the hill, and she was singing like this:
"Brothers, now your friends have come!
Be brave! Be brave!
Would you see me taken captive?"
When I rode through the Oglala camp I saw Rattling Hawk sitting up in his tepee with a gun in 
his hands, and he was all alone there singing a song of regret that went like this:
"Brothers, what are you doing that I can not do?"
When I got to the women on the hill they were all singing and making the tremolo to cheer the 
men fighting across the river in the dust on the hill. My mother gave a big tremolo just for me 
when she saw my first scalp.
I stayed there awhile with my mother and watched the big dust whirling on the hill across the 
river, and horses were coming out of it with empty saddles.
After I showed my mother my first scalp, I stayed with the women awhile and they were all 
singing and making the tremolo. We could not see much of the battle for the big dust, but we 
knew there would be no soldiers left. There were many other boys about my age and younger up 
there with their mothers and sisters, and they asked me to go over to the battle with them. So we 
got on our ponies and started. While we were riding down hill toward the river we saw gray 
horses with empty saddles stampeding toward the water. We rode over across the Greasy Grass 
to the mouth of a gulch that led up through the buff to where the fighting was.
Before we got there, the wasicus were all down, and most of them were dead, but some of them 
were still alive and kicking. Many other little boys had come up by this time, and we rode around 
shooting arrows into the wasicus. There was one who was squirming around with arrows sticking 
in him, and I started to take his coat, but a man pushed me away and took the coat for himself. 
Then I saw something bright hanging on this soldier's belt, and I pulled it out. It was round and 
bright and yellow and very beautiful and I put it on me for a necklace. At first it ticked inside, 
and then it did not any more. I wore it around my neck for a long time before I found out what it 
was and how to make it tick again.
Then the women all came over and we went to the top of the hill. Gray horses were lying dead 
there, and some of them were on top of dead wasicus and dead wasicus were on top of them. 
There were not many of our own dead there, because they had been picked up already; but many 
of our men were killed and wounded. They shot each other in the dust. I did not see Pehin 
Hanska, and I think nobody knew which one he was. There was a soldier who was raising his 
arms and groaning. I shot an arrow into his forehead, and his arms and legs quivered.
I saw some Lakotas holding another Lakota up. I went over there, and it was Chase-in-the-
Morning's brother, who was called Black Wasicu. He had been shot through the right shoulder 



downward, and the bullet stopped in his left hip, because he was hanging on the side of his horse 
when he was hit. They were trying to give him some medicine. He was my cousin, and his father 
and my father were so angry over this, that they went and butchered a wasicu and cut him open. 
The wasicu was fat, and his meat looked good to eat, but we did not eat any.
There was a little boy, younger than I was, who asked me to scalp a soldier for him. I did, and he 
ran to show the scalp to his mother. While we were there, most of the warriors chased the other 
soldiers back to the hill where they had their pack mules. After awhile I got tired looking around. 
I could smell nothing but blood, and I got sick of it. So I went back home with some others. I 
was not sorry at all. I was a happy boy. Those wasicus had come to kill our mothers and fathers 
and us, and it was our country. When I was in the brush up there by the Hunkpapas, and the first 
soldiers were shooting, I knew this would happen. I thought that my people were relatives to the 
thunder beings of my vision, and that the soldiers were very foolish to do this.
Everybody was up all night in the village. Next morning another war party went up to the hill 
where the other soldiers were, and the men who had been watching there all night came home. 
My mother and I went along. She rode a mare with a little colt tied beside her and it trotted along 
with its mother.
We could see the horses and pack mules up there, but the soldiers were dug in. Beneath the hill, 
right on the west side of the Greasy Grass, were some bullberry bushes, and there was a big boy 
by the name of Round Fool who was running around the bushes. We boys asked him what he 
was doing that for, and he said: "There is a wasicu in that bush." And there was. He had hidden 
there when the other soldiers ran to the hilltop and he had been there all night. We boys began 
shooting at him with arrows, and it was like chasing a rabbit. He would crawl from one side to 
the other while we were running around the bush shooting at him with our bows. Once he yelled 
"Ow." After awhile we set fire to the grass around the bushes, and he came out running. Some of 
our warriors killed him.
Once we went up the back of the hill, where some of our men were, and looked over. We could 
not see the wasicus, who were lying in their dug-ins, but we saw the horses and pack mules, and 
many of them were dead. When we came down and crossed the river again, some soldiers shot at 
us and hit the water. Mother and I galloped back to the camp, and it was about sundown. By then 
our scouts had reported that more soldiers were coming up stream; so we all broke camp. Before 
dark we were ready and we started up the Greasy Grass, heading for Wood Louse Creek in the 
Bighorn Mountains. We fled all night, following the Greasy Grass. My two younger brothers and 
I rode in a pony-drag, and my mother put some young pups in with us. They were always trying 
to crawl out and I was always putting them back in, so I didn't sleep much.
By morning we reached a little dry creek and made camp and had a big feast. The meat had spots 
of fat in it, and I wish I had some of it right now.
When it was full day, we started again and came to Wood Louse Creek at the foot of the 
mountains, and camped there. A badly wounded man by the name of Three Bears had fits there, 
and he would keep saying: "Jeneny, jeneny." I do not know what he meant. He died, and we used 
to call that place the camp where Jeneny died.
That evening everybody got excited and began shouting: "The soldiers are coming!" I looked, 
and there they were, riding abreast right toward us. But it was some of our own men dressed in 
the soldiers' clothes. They were doing this for fun.
The scouts reported that the soldiers had not followed us and that everything was safe now. All 
over the camp there were big fires and kill dances all night long.



I will sing you some of the kill-songs that our people made up and sang that night. Some of them 
went like this:
"Long Hair has never returned,
So his woman is crying, crying.
Looking over here, she cries."
"Long Hair, guns I had none.
You brought me many. I thank you!
You make me laugh!"
"Long Hair, horses I had none.
You brought me many. I thank you!
You make me laugh!"
"Long Hair, where he lies nobody knows.
Crying, they seek him.
He lies over here."
"Let go your holy irons [guns].
You are not men enough to do any harm.
Let go your holy irons!"
After awhile I got so tired dancing that I went to sleep on the ground right where I was.
My cousin, Black Wasicu, died that night.



RIP  Doug George


