Me and the Times…

 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1A couple years ago, I agreed to write a regular column for Lakota Country Times, and I agreed to do it for free. I don’t consider myself an especially noble person, but sometimes I feel that there is something I should do – not out of charity but out of common decency. 

The new owner of Lakota Country Times had gone into debt rather deeply to purchase the paper, and the Times’ informal relationship with a powerful national columnist was abruptly ended with some hard feelings. This resulted in what I saw was a threat by him to ruin the young owner’s new venture. The powerful, national journalist in fact started a newspaper that would compete for the same markets, and issued threats to pretty much blow the Times out of the water.

I had known that person for many years, and was aware of his propensity for threatening and bullying, especially women, and I knew he had the power to carry out his threats. It was for this reason mainly that I agreed to write a weekly column for the Lakota Country Times, and hopefully help the owner keep her readership and advertisers.

I don’t know if my writings had much or anything to do with the Times’ survival over the past three years of economic meltdown which saw the demise of several large newspapers. In fact, what I came to learn was that I am among talented and powerful writers in the Times, and when the time comes for my eventual parting, I may not be missed much at all. I read the other columns in the Times faithfully, and have gotten to respect and admire the writers’ talent, journalistic ethics, and obvious dedication to their readers and communities.

Another reward for my work was the experience with a truly tribal, community newspaper, one that reflects the interests, values, and informational needs of its target audience – the Lakota oyate of the Pine Ridge and Rosebud Reservations. There are no pretensions of power or influence beyond the borders of their tribal nations, and their readers in off-reservation Lakota communities. No delusions of grandeur. 

I am always heartened by the stories and the photography that paint a positive picture of life in the economic deserts that are the tribal homelands in the Northern Plains. Not a pollyannish picture that ignores the sorrow and hardships of reservation life, but a picture of indomitable spirit and rich cultures that still flourish. And I am continuously heartened by the features of the promising young people, shown by the spirit that shines through in their photographs. 

The periodical journals coming out of the schools – New Mustang News, Pahin Sinte Owayaawa News, ____, and ______ – offer hope for the future in a place where hope is often torn away, and a young man or young woman is moved to end a short tragic life.

My time with the Times has been rewarding beyond what money can give. I’ve been inspired by my co-columnists and reporters, and by the community that participates in the making of this excellent newspaper. I look forward to continuing my writing as long as I am needed and as long as I can deliver. 

Wopila, Connie and all, pilamayayelo.
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