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Update from the Bah Kho-Je Xla Chi: 

The Iowa Tribe 
of Oklahoma’s 
Grey Snow Eagle 
House was   very 
active for the 
m o n t h  o f        
J a n u a r y .           

On  January 12,th, the facility celebrated 
their 10 year anniversary! This day    
included tours of the aviary, a tradi-
tional lunch, guest speakers, and a con-
cert by Junior Brown. The 10 year    
anniversary was attended by almost 
300 people near and far and guests 
that were     included were Ioway tribal 
members, USFWS’s Region 2 Director, 
Dr.         Benjamin Tuggle, U.S. FWS’s 
Region 2 Native American Liaison El-
don Brown, OSU’s Vice President Of 
Research, Dr. Kenneth Sewell, and 
many other supporters of the aviary.  

 

On January 30th, the aviary released 
two adult bald eagles back into the 
wild.  The first eagle released was 
found in Jefferson county. He suffered 
from a hip injury and broken leg.      
Dr. Paul Welch was able to successfully 
brace the leg so that it healed well 
enough for release. The second eagle 
came from Oklahoma county and had a 
back injury. With Dr. Welch's 
knowledge, he was able to rest and   
recover the eagle without any       
surgeries. Both eagles received their 
care at the Grey Snow Eagle House 
where their rehabilitation and       
reconditioning took approximately 6 
months. They were the facility's 19th 
and 20th release! The facility currently 
has 2 bald eagle in rehabilitation and is 
providing permanent homes to 49 
eagles.  

Photos on Page 3. 

Recognizing our Iowa Ancestors: 
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Bah‐Kho‐Je Journal 

The Bah‐Kho‐Je Journal is an 

official publicaƟon of the Iowa 

Tribe of Oklahoma. 

LeƩers to the editor and guest 

columns published in the Journal 

are the opinions of the writers 

and do not necessarily reflect 

the opinions of the Bah‐Kho‐Je 

Journal or any elected official, 

administraƟon, or department 

of the Iowa Tribe of Oklahoma. 

Reprint permission is granted, 

with proper credit to the         

Bah‐Kho‐Je News, unless other      

copyrights are shown. ArƟcles 

and leƩers may be delivered or 

emailed to  

shmiller@iowanaƟon.org 

*Tribal members should noƟfy 

name and address changes. 

NewsleƩer Editor 

Shayla Miller  

 

 

Tribal Officials 

Chairman 

Bobby Walkup 

Vice‐Chairman 

Renee Lincoln 

Treasurer 

Judith Shores 

Secretary 

Chalis Cox 

Council Person 

Eagleboy McClellan 

Iowa Tribe 2016 Holidays 

Presidents’ Day February 15, 2016 Monday 

Good Friday March 25, 2016 Friday 

Memorial Day May 30, 2016 Monday 

Independence Day July 4, 2016 Monday 

Labor Day September 5, 2016 Monday 

Native Americans’ Day September 23, 2016 Friday 

Veterans Day November 11, 2016 Friday 

Thanksgiving Holiday November 23-25, 2016 ½ Day Wed.; 
Thurs., Friday 

Christmas Day (Observed) December 26, 2016 Monday 

New Year’s Day (Observed) January 2, 2017 Monday 

ELDERS MEETING 

Thursday, February 25 

All meeƟngs will be held 

bi‐weekly. LocaƟon will 

be at the Chena Building beginning  

at noon. 

Eagle Release: Jan. 26, 2016 

LocaƟon: Oklahoma Panhandle 
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Double Eagle Release: January 30, 2016 
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The Iowa Tribe of Oklahoma Library began 2016 with adding tutors to our Gathering Hope 
Tutoring Program; high school students Deeon Joseph and Woody McClellan, Jr.  have been busy 
providing tutoring in math, reading, and building small engineering-based models out of Legos 
with the youth. We are happy to add to our program in this new year. Our door is always open if 
you are seeking tutoring for your youth. 

As a distributor of First Book, we provide free books to children and families. We are 
planning an order for our Spring Distribution of books and we will post a notice in the next newslet-
ter for tribal members interested. Also, we currently have some young adult and Hello Kitty books 
(3 and under) leftover from our Christmas distribution. If you did not receive these titles for your 
family and are interested, please call us at 405-547-2402 ex. 213 or email library@iowanation.org.  

If you know of anyone wishing to take the GED Test, the Library provides night classes at the 
OES Building. We are happy to announce that our students can now choose to take the 
electronic or paper test.  Please let us know if you need any assistance or have any questions with 
receiving help for the GED test. 



M a r c h  2 0 1 6  

6 



M a r c h  2 0 1 6  

7 



M a r c h  2 0 1 6  

8 



M a r c h  2 0 1 6  

9 

Barbara Lamar Curtis, 84, of Perkins, passed away on Wednesday, Jan.27, 2016, at Grace Living 
Rehabilitation Center in Stillwater. Funeral services were held at 2 PM Wednesday, February. 3, 2016, at 
Chapel of Palmer Marler Funeral Home in Cushing. Brother Bob Remington will officiate. Interment was 
followed at Iowa Tribal Cemetery. Arrangements were entrusted to Palmer Marler Funeral Home in Cush-
ing, Oklahoma. 
 
Barbara was born on July 1, 1931, in Perkins, Oklahoma, to the late Joseph Augustus Dailey and Irene 
Eunice Dole. She grew up and attended school in Perkins.  Barbara married Levi Donald Murray Sr. after 
his passing she married Bryan J. Curtis on March 5, 1965. She enjoyed sewing, making Native American 
quilts. She was currently working for Four Winds Child Care in Perkins. She helped create NASCO. She 
loved people, never met a stranger. Barbara had a very outgoing personality and was active in various 
positions for the Tribe. She enjoyed watching westerns especially John Wayne movies, working cross 
word puzzles, and scrabble.  She was devout in her faith. 
 
Barbara is survived by her sons Levi Donald Murray Jr. of Perkins, Franklin Joseph Murray of Perkins, 
Rockie Curtis of Chandler, daughters Donna L. (Murray) Reichenbach of Florida, Jennifer Kessel and 
husband Mark of New Jersey, Tequila Ann Anders of Prague, sister Amelia Rose Hubbard Smith of 
Tennessee, 17 grandchildren and 13 great-grandchildren. 
She was preceded in death by her husband Bryan Curtis, parents, son Lewis James Peters. 

Barbara Lamar Curtis 
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GRAND RAPIDS, MICHIGAN —Dennis Banks, co-founder of the American Indian Movement, has an-
nounced he will lead the “Longest Walk 5 – War on Drugs,” along a three-thousand mile route from Cali-
fornia to Washington, D.C. 

“BECAUSE OF THE EXTREMELY HIGH RATE OF SUICIDES, AND OTHER DRUG-RELATED 
DEATHS, I AM ISSUING A STATE OF WAR DECLARATION BETWEEN THE AMERICAN INDIAN 
MOVEMENT AND DRUGS ACROSS AMERICA. THE DEATHS ARE AT A PANDEMIC STAGE,” 
STATED BANKS IN A NEWS RELEASE ISSUED ON THURSDAY FROM GRAND RAPIDS. 

 
 

The Longest Walk 5 – War on Drugs will begin on February 13, 2016 in La Jolla, California and end 
in Washington, DC on July 15, 2016. 

“Today, I announce a walk across America to draw attention to and seek guidance on drug-related 
issues that are causing devastation on Indian reservations and communities in the United States,” 
stated Banks, who has been involved in several Longest Walks since 1978. 

The Longest Walk 5 – War on Drugs will visit several American Indian reservations and communi-
ties as it makes its way to Washington, DC. At various stops, Banks will meet with tribal officials 
and other American Indians involved in substance abuse issues in Indian Country. 

DENNIS BANKS ISSUES A STATE OF WAR DECLARATION BETWEEN 
AIM AND DRUGS; WILL LEAD LONGEST WALK 5 – WAR ON DRUGS 
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ConsƟtuƟon 

Reform MeeƟng 
Saturday, April 2, 2016 

 

10AM—Noon 

Chena Building 
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Lexi Bowlin turned 7 years old on March 5th 

Alyssa 

Bowlin 

turned 13 

years old on 

January 

30th 

 

T0: Alyssa & Lexi Bowlin 

 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY!! 

 

From: Mom, Uncle 
Tyrone, & Aunt Tega 

We love you! 
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The Spirit Bride 
An Algonquin Story 

  

There was once a young warrior whose bride 
died on the eve of their wedding. Although he 
had distinguished himself by his bravery and 
goodness, the death left the young man 
inconsolable. 

He was unable to eat or sleep. Instead of hunting 
with the others, he just spent time at the grave of 
his bride, staring into the air. 

However, one day he happened to overhear 
some elders speaking about the path to the spirit 
world. He listened intently 
and memorized the direc-
tions to the smallest detail. 
He had heard that the spirit 
world was far to the south. 
He immediately set out on 
his journey. After two 
weeks, he still saw no 
change in the landscape to 
indicate that the spirit 
world was near. 

Then he emerged from the 
forest and saw the most 
beautiful plain he had ever seen. In the distance 
was a small hut where an ancient wise man lived. 
He asked the wise man for directions. 

The old man knew exactly who the warrior was 
and whom he sought. He told the lad that the 
bride had passed by only a day before. In order 
to follow her, the warrior would have to leave his 
body behind and press on in his spirit. The spirit 
world itself is an island in a large lake that can be 
reached only by canoes waiting on this shore. 
The old man warned him not to speak to his 
bride until they were both safely on the island of 
the spirits. 

Soon the old man recited some magic chants 
and the warrior felt his spirit leave his body. Now 
a spirit, he walked along the shore and saw a 
birch bark canoe. Not a stone's throw away was 
his bride, entering her own canoe. As he made 
his way across the water and looked at her, he 
saw that she duplicated his every stroke. 

Why didn't they travel together? One can only 
enter the spirit world alone and be judged only 
on one's individual merits. 

 Midway through the journey, a tempest arose. It 
was more terrible than any he had ever seen. 
Some of the spirits in canoes were swept away 
by the storm-these were those who had been evil 
in life. Since both the warrior and his bride were 

good, they made it through 
the tempest without incident 
and soon the water was as 
smooth as glass beneath a 
cloudless sky. 

The island of the blessed 
was a beautiful place where 
it was always late spring, 
with blooming flowers and 
cloudless skies, never too 
warm or too cold. He met his 
bride on the shore and took 
her hand. 

They had not walked ten steps together when a 
soft sweet voice spoke to them-it was the Master 
of Life. The Master told them that the young 
warrior must return as he came; it wasn't his time 
yet. He was to carefully trace his steps back to 
his body, put it on, and return home. 

He did this and became a great chief, happy in 
the assurance that he would see his bride once 
again. 
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Long ago there lived a family of great mountain cats 

near the village of the Brule Sioux.  Igmu, chief of the 

Mountain Cat clan sent his eldest daughter, Wisoma to 

Itunkala, chief of the Mouse clan with a message.  

“Bring all your people to the river where the two legged 

humans live.” Wisoma told Itunkala, “we shall feast 

together on the food of the humans while they are gone 

to hunt buffalo.  Only old women are there to protect 

their stores.”  

Itunkala was leery of the invitaƟon and asked the beau‐

Ɵful Wisoma, “Why does chief of the Cat clan want to 

share human food with us?”   

Wisoma was not prepared to answer such a direct ques‐

Ɵon by the wise Itunkala but offered,  “My father has 

not told me why he wishes to share food with you.  

Maybe he thinks our two clans can secure the food 

easier if we work together.”    

Itunkala thought about this and said, “You are a smart 

cat Wisoma.  Tell your father our clan will accept his 

invitaƟon provided you marry one of our warriors so 

our two clans may always work together.”   

Surprised, yet flaƩered by the suggesƟon, Wisoma 

asked, “How is it that we may have children?  I am so 

big and your warriors are so small.”   “Aha,” replied 

Itunkala, “You indeed are a smart cat, but be pleased to 

know that one of my warriors has special medicine that 

makes him big like you when the need arises.” 

With this Wisoma returned to her father’s camp and 

told him of Itunkala’s offer and the special Mouse 

medicine.   “Yes!” replied Igmu; “They took the bait. We 

will immediately arrange the marriage.” 

So it was with much excitement a great feast and mar‐

riage ceremony were arranged.  The big Cat clan and the 

Mouse clan 

met at the river and warriors were selected from each 

clan to go on the dangerous raid on the village of the 

humans. 

The chiefs decided a plan of aƩack. The Mouse clan war‐

riors would sneak into the human village and chew 

holes in the backs of the teepees holding the baskets of 

food. Then the big Cat warriors would come and carry 

the baskets back to the camp.  Then the wedding and 

big feast would take place. 

Just as the warriors were about to leave, the trickster 

Coyote wandered into their midst.  “What do we have 

here, are you planning a feast?” asked Coyote. Igmu, 

chief of the Mountain Cat clan was first to answer.  “We 

don’t need a lazy coyote here.  We have many things to 

do and you are not invited.”   Coyote not easily 

dissuaded, looked around and said with a smile, “It 

looks to me you are planning to raid the humans, but I 

cannot understand why this gathering also looks like a 

wedding celebraƟon.  How can this be?” 

Itunkala, chief of the Mouse clan said, “Coyote, we are 

planning both and you are invited.  There will be plenty 

of food for everyone aŌer the raid and one of my 

warriors will marry Wisoma daughter of Chief Igmu.   

Wedding of the Cat & Mouse 

ConƟnued: Next Page 
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With that Coyote looked surprised and said, “How can 

a liƩle mouse marry such a big cat, don’t you know cats 

are not supposed to marry mice?” 

Chief Itunkala then took coyote aside and whispered to 

him about the special Mouse medicine.  With a smile on 

his face, Coyote troƩed off in the direcƟon of the Mouse 

warriors and village of the humans.  An hour later the 

Cat warriors followed. 

Late that night, amid much excitement and happiness 

the Mountain Cat warriors came dragging and pushing 

large heavy baskets back to the riverside camp.  Howev‐

er, something was wrong. The Mouse warriors and Coy‐

ote did not return. “Where are my warriors!” cried 

Itunkala.  “Where is my husband to be!” exclaimed 

Wisoma.   Wisoma ran away crying. 

The Mountain Cat warriors explained they could not ac‐

count for any of the Mouse warriors because it was so 

dark and the mice are so small.  One big warrior Cat 

said, “They must have been there because they made 

holes in the teepees.” 

A great sadness came over Itunkala and his clan mem‐

bers.  “Sorry we can not stay and enjoy all the food with 

you Chief Igmu.  Our sons must have perished and we 

are very sad.  We will go now.  However, a promise is a 

promise and your daughter Wisoma must come and 

become one our clan” With a tear in her eye, Wisoma 

said goodbye and leŌ with the Mouse clan. 

AŌer the Mouse clan had departed, Chief Igmu let out a 

great cry!  “Ah ho!  We fooled the Mouse clan into mak‐

ing it easy for us to get the human food and our warri‐

ors must have eaten all the mouse warriors.  I also have 

one less mouth to feed.  What a great day!” 

One Cat warrior pawed the ground and Ɵmidly spoke, “I 

am sorry Great Chief, we did not eat any of the Mouse 

warriors like we planned because we did not see them 

anywhere.”   The chief was not unhappy.  “No maƩer, 

look at all the food we have for ourselves.  Let’s take it 

back to our village and have a big feast.” 

Back in the village of the Mouse clan, the Chief, Coyote 

and all the Mouse warriors were laughing, feasƟng and 

preparing for a wedding.   “The big dumb Cats must 

have carried those baskets of stones all the way back to 

their village before discovering our joke,” snickered Coy‐

ote.  “Yes that is right and for your help in bringing the 

food back you are given the newest member of our clan 

for a wife.  Coyote, you and Wisoma are to be married. 

You, are our special medicine.” declared the Chief 

laughing.   

So it was on that night Wisoma and Coyote were mar‐

ried and the name of the new Clan was Puma – part 

mountain cat and part Coyote.  

Are you marrying a Cat, a Mouse, or a Trickster? 

. . . conƟnued 
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 Bahkhoje.com                       1‐888‐336‐IOWA or (405) 547‐2402 

Iowa Tribe of Oklahoma 

335588 E 750 Rd. 

Perkins, OK 

74059‐3268 

Phone: 1‐888‐336‐IOWA 

Subscribe to us on YouTube @ 

Iowa Tribe 

 

 

Thank you 

for 

readings 

this 

months  

newsletter! 

Send ideas and suggesƟons to the Tribal NewsleƩer @ 

shmiller@iowanaƟon.org. 

Here are some further recommendaƟons: Birthdays, 

GraduaƟons, Veterans info, Events or photos of past 

events, Powwow flyers, Sweethearts / Just 

Married, Baby announcements, Winter/Childhood Stories 

 Iowa Tribe of Oklahoma 

 Ioway Casino. 

 Iowa Tribe Wellness Center 

 Grey Snow Eagle House 

 Cimarron Casino 

Like us on 

FACEBOOK @ 


