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Foreword

While my family has been unfailing in their support, many others have
touched my life with words of love, encouragement, and support.  This
includes many professional colleagues who have given me wise words
and direction.  The elders and wise ones of my Native friends, who are as
family, are near and dear to my heart;  without them I could not do what
I do.  I wish to acknowledge the following who have enriched my journey
in this world.

Susan Taylor  Ph.D., RN FAAN
Beth Geden  Ph.D., RN FAAN
Catherine Cole  MS DNS ©
Becky Simpson  RN
Joanne Gordon  Ph.D., RN
Gail Dobbs  RN, BSN
Jan Pelky  MSW
Lee Penninger  RN, JD
Donna Willoughby  RN

Elmer Kingfisher (Advisor and Elder)
Molly Smith (Beloved Woman)
Jim Smith
Jerry and Terrell Portman
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INTRODUCTION

This is a story of perseverance and success.  Martha Baker’s
life has been one of military travel, education, family, and 
seeking the spirituality of her Native American culture.  She
lives in two interlocking worlds, Anglo and Native American.
Her view of people respects and honors all.  It has been a
total pleasure to hear and record her story.

Idell Lewis
April, 2001
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MY STORY

Martha Cheryl Harrison Baker

I was named for my maternal granddad’s younger sister, Myra Martha.  My uncle, my mother’s brother, picked out 
Cheryl, which is not a family name.  I was born October 1, 1948, at the Brook Army Medical Center in Ft. Sam 
Houston, Texas.  My dad was in the Army and also my granddad.  My granddad was Inspector General of the 5th

Army at Fort Sam and my dad was there at the same time.  My parents’ third wedding anniversary was the day before 
I was born.  My mom likes to tell a story that they had been out to celebrate and had eaten chili dogs, and when she 
woke him up and told him that she was in labor he told her to turn over and go to sleep because it was the chili dogs!

There are six of us children, and only two were born in the same place.  We were still in Ft. Sam when my brother 
Micheal was born in 1949, but when my middle brother Patrick (his full name is Charles 
Franklin but we call him Pat) was born in 1950, we were in Ft. Chaffee, Arkansas.  My
youngest brother George was born in 1952 in Ft. Polk, Louisiana.  My younger sister
Helen Gayle was born in 1956 in Ft. Leonard Wood, and my youngest sister Sarah 
Elizabeth was born in 1958 in France.  When my father retired from the Army we moved
to Aurora, Missouri, where my maternal grandparents lived.  He then worked in a factory,
and my mother worked in medical technology.  I was a freshman in high school and my
youngest sister was in the first grade.  After my dad retired he had a problem with 
alcohol.

My mother moved us five kids to France.  We traveled to Missouri and then to New York
by train and flew to Paris.  My dad had gone ahead of us.  We arrived in Paris and 

    housing for military people wasn’t ready.  We had to wait a couple of weeks before 
getting housing, so we stayed in the top floor of a house of ill repute!  It was a real brothel.  They rented the top floor 
to transients and military people.  My mother thought this was funny—she had a real sense of humor—you had to 
have when you traveled with five kids.  I was eight or nine at the time.

When I was growing up I had widely disparate families.  My maternal grandparents were relatively well off.  Both of 
them graduated from college in 1922, my grandfather from the University of Missouri with a degree in agriculture.  
He was also commissioned an officer in the ROTC; he was a member of the unit at the University.  My grandmother 
went to Baker University in Kansas.  Her degree was in home economics.  Her father was a pharmacist, and 
grandfather’s father was a schoolteacher around the Marionville area.

My father’s parents were very poor.  My paternal grandfather was a sharecropper until 
he bought a piece of land.  My dad was born in a sharecropper’s cabin with a dirt floor.  
They had a three-room house in Stamps, Arkansas.  It did not have hot and cold 
running water or indoor plumbing when they died in 1977 and 1979.  I remember
when we visited grandma we helped her do laundry in big black kettles over an open 
fire in the back yard.  I remember that because I was young.  My other grandmother 
on my mom’s side would not serve dinner without china, silver, and crystal.  She was 
probably 80 years old before we stopped using the good china for a family dinner, 
then she used paper plates.

My grandfather and grandmother Harrison were Native Americans.  My granddad 
was full blood Cherokee and my grandmother, half.  I didn’t really learn much about
the culture until I was grown because grandpa didn’t talk about it.  It was illegal in 
Arkansas at that time for Native Americans to own land.  His big thing was that if 
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you tell somebody, the government would come and take it away from you.  He was one of the first in his family 
to own land, and it was really important to him that nothing happened to that little piece of land, an acre with a 
little old fashioned house on it.  When you went in the front door you went through all the rooms to get to the 
kitchen, the last room.  He would not talk about being Native at all.  You didn’t tell anybody; nobody needed to 
know.  He was one who didn’t say much at all.  My husband and I hadn’t been married a year when we went 
down to see them in Stamps, Arkansas, on our way to California.  My husband had never met them.  There was 
always a bowl of flour covered with a cloth on the kitchen table.  When grandma wanted to make biscuits she’d 
put milk and butter in, knead it, and put it in the oven.  She could really make biscuits.   She cooked lunch, and 
after lunch my granddad and my husband sat out on the porch.  I visited mostly with grandma.  When we got 
ready to leave—we had driven eight hours out of the way to see them—my grandmother said to me, “Now 
Martha, you and Leon come by again!”  We got in the car and my husband looked at me and said, “Don’t they 
know we drove all this way to see them?”  They were probably out of Stamps only a few times, two or three 
times to Little Rock and to visit my mother once in the whole time my mother and dad were married.  My 
husband also said, “Your grandfather doesn’t talk much, does he.”  Apparently they had sat on the front porch 
and rocked and grandpa had said about 47 words in three hours!  That was my Grandpa Harrison; he didn’t talk 
much, absolutely didn’t.

For my grandparents’ generation of native people, particularly in Arkansas, there were a lot of issues with land 
and the government, and a lot of people didn’t admit they were native because the Dawes Act which broke up 
tribal lands said that if you were native then your land would be held in trust with the government because you 
weren’t smart enough to take care of it.  But if you were half-Indian you could take care of your own land.  At 
grandpa’s time there was a lot of less than truth and there were a lot of white people who said they were Indian 
and took the land.  If you see pictures of my granddad he looks Indian, no doubt about it, same with my dad.  I 
don’t look as Indian as some of the western tribes, probably because of my mother’s side of the family.  She’s 
Scottish and fair skinned, and I have a sister who is red headed; my maternal grandmother was red headed.  
Technically, with the blood quantum, the six of us children are three-eighths Cherokee.  The federal government 
thinks it’s important, but I don’t think it is.  I get very upset when people talk about blood quantum because it 
doesn’t have anything to do with who you really are.  It’s an arbitrary kind of thing.  The government says you 
have to prove you’re native, but I don’t have to prove I’m native to anybody.  The other thing is that it’s only 
been in the last ten years that it’s cool to be Native American and before that nobody wanted to be Native 
American.  It wasn’t cool.  Whatever people think it is now I have no idea.  My granddad certainly didn’t think it 
was cool.  Neither did my dad.  It was a topic you didn’t talk about, you just didn’t.

My dad left home when he was sixteen and joined the Army because my grandparents at that time were 
sharecroppers and he didn’t want to pick cotton.  There’s an old country 
western song--I don’t know whom it’s by--that my dad always said was 
his song.  It talks about the guy who does all these things and then the 
refrain is, “I never picked cotton like my momma did, like my daddy did, 
like my brother did, but I never picked cotton.”  He only had an eighth
grade education but my mother went to finishing school, so we children 
were not raised like so many people on a reservation or whatever.  That
was not our lifestyle at all.  After my dad retired he talked to my grand-
dad and got some information on some of the stuff we were involved in
in the native culture.  That wasn’t until I was a freshman in high school.  
We had a totally different upbringing from native culture.

My dad was six-foot something, black hair, brown eyes.  He looked native.  
My mother has dark brown hair or did have; she’s gray headed now, has 
green eyes, and is about my height, 5’ 4”.  She was very pretty when she 
was young.  My maternal grandparents died in 1987, granddad was 89, 
grandma, 88.  They died within five weeks of each other.  My mother 
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lives in Aurora.  I see my brothers and sisters fairly often.  My youngest sister Sarah lives in Aurora, my other 
sister Gayle, in Rolla.  I’m closer to my sisters than my brothers.  My middle brother Pat lives in Rogers, 
Arkansas; my oldest brother Micheal, in Springfield; and my youngest brother George, in Aurora.  We get 
together primarily at Christmas.  At Thanksgiving everybody goes to their in-laws.  Last year we went to my 
brother’s house for Christmas instead of my mom’s as she’ll be 77 in July and there’s a lot of commotion.  All of 
us have children.  Two brothers are divorced.

In my family I most admire my grandparents on my mom’s side, the Starks.  I was very close to them.  We were
at their house a lot, especially after dad retired and we lived in their

   house.  My grandparents on my dad’s side were very different.  I
loved them, but it was a different kind of relationship.  They were

   not demonstrative, but you knew they loved you.  But I was very
close to my Stark grandparents.  My grandpa Rex Stark was 

   probably one of the most unique, neat human beings I’ve ever 
   known, grandmother, too.  Grandpa did a lot of things in WWII 

and in Korea.  He retired as a Colonel after 34 years in the Army.

When I was growing up, my nickname was Sister or Sis.  My 
sisters were called by their names, but I was the oldest and that’s 

what they called me, because the three boys were between my sisters and me.  There are eight years between my 
younger sister and me.

In the summer we visited my grandmothers, especially my maternal grandmother.  We’d play out in the field, 
and at that time my grandpa had sheep and cows that he had gotten when he 
retired.  We were ornery.  My youngest sister Sarah was grandma’s pet, and 
one time grandma came down and told the boys that we had to play with her.
We had a treehouse out in the field next to the house and we put Sarah in the 

treehouse and took away the ladder so she couldn’t get down.  Another time 
my sisters tied bushes on my youngest brother and set him on fire.  We got in 
trouble, but it turned out all right.  After my dad retired and even before that, 
as the oldest I ended up doing a lot of baby sitting, particularly for my youngest 
sister and the boys.  Most of the time I would come home from school and take 
care of the kids and get supper.  I was doing that from the time I was eleven 
years old.  It was just the way it was.  Somebody had to do it.

My mom stretched food really well for the six of us.  She would go to the store 
and buy 25 pounds of hamburger, four or five chickens, and a couple of roasts 
for the meat and that would feed us for most of the month.  For Sunday dinner 
we’d often have roast, potatoes, and carrots, and for other times soup made out 
of leftovers, hamburger meals, and lots of pasta and casseroles.  My mom didn’t cook desserts much.  She made 
cakes, but she didn’t make cookies.  She said it was such a waste—you just get them out of the oven and with six 
kids they would just go.  When she was working she didn’t have time to cook a lot.

My grandmother Stark was the one who cooked.  She could bake anything with her home-ec background.  
Whenever we went to eat at her house she would set the table, none of this eating in front of the television. For 
awhile sometimes she would let grandpa eat in front of the TV and listen to the news, but most of the time we sat 
at the table.

The first home that I can remember was a duplex at Ft. Leonard Wood.  It had hardwood floors.  When we were 
at Ft. Knox we had to wash the dishes before eating because coal furnace dust got on the dishes, so we had to 
wash them before and after eating.  I remember going to the movies at Ft. Knox.  I don’t remember if it was the 

The angel I wasn’t!
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first movie I had ever been to or the first one I remember, but we saw Bambi, on the base.  Everything that we 
did was on the base where everything was cheap.  You could go to the movie for a nickel on the base and 
sometimes they would even have free events.

We couldn’t go everyplace my dad went.  Just before he retired he was in Germany.  That was in 1961-62, and 
we weren’t with him, but other times we were together.

My father had rules for the family.  He was a military person.  One rule was we had to pick up clothes.  He was a 
disciplinarian.  The first pet I remember was a little black wiener dog.  His name was Schottzie.  That was in 
Texas before we moved to Ft. Wood.

I went to ten different schools before high school.  Some grade schools were in Ft. Wood and France, and in 
junior high I was in Ft. Bliss, Texas, among others.  The last school I went to was in Aurora, Missouri, where I 
graduated in 1966.

There was a teacher in high school that I liked really well, my science teacher, Mr. John Moore.  He taught 
general science, chemistry, physics, and math.  I knew I wanted to be a nurse so I took all those classes.

My husband graduated from Aurora three years ahead of me.  I knew who he was but we didn’t start dating until 
I was in nursing school.  He had already been in the Marines for three years.  He was somebody who challenged 
me, and he thought I was smart.  I really liked him.

In high school I was in the Future Nurses Club, but I had thought about nursing before then.  I had read all the 
Cherry Ames books.  There’s a whole series of them called Cherry Ames, Student Nurse; Cherry Ames, Senior 
Nurse; Cherry Ames Boarding School Nurse, etc.  I played the flute in the band and marched in parades.  I don’t 
play it now, haven’t since then.  Those were my extracurricular activities.

When we would come home to Aurora to visit we would go to church with my grandparents who were 
Methodists, and when we moved back, we went there.  I went to church with my other grandparents, too.  One 
went to the Baptist church and the other to the Methodist, so I would go a couple of Sundays with grandpa and a 
couple of Sundays with grandma when we would be down there visiting.  When I was 18, I converted to 
Catholicism.  I’m still a Catholic.

We celebrated birthdays in the family with cake and ice cream, not a lot of exciting things.  It was pretty low key, 
because with six kids you didn’t take them a whole lot of places because it cost too much money.

We didn’t go to many weddings because we were away from home so much.  When we were back we could go 
to things, but if we were in Ft. Bliss or Ft. Wood or Ft. Sam we couldn’t get back.  My husband and I were in 
California when my brother Micheal got married, and I couldn’t come back.  I was in my sister Gayle’s wedding; 
Sarah eloped.  My husband and I eloped, too.  At the time I was in nursing school and you had to live in the dorm 
and couldn’t get married.  We didn’t tell anybody.  The people at school weren’t too happy about it when they 
found out, which was after I got out of Burge.

At Christmas we came home.  When I was young we had Christmas at my maternal Great-grandparents, Asa and 
Effie.  I remember one year vividly because they had a big farmhouse and it was neat and everybody was there.  
We always had a tree and presents.  Once you were ten years old your name went in a pot and we drew names, 
but under ten you got presents from everybody.  After they died, everybody went to my grandparents’ house.  
My grandmother didn’t have many brothers and sisters and my granddad had two sisters and a brother. Great-
grandma Effie died in December 1962 and Great-grandpa Asa, in March 1963.  My brothers and sisters and I and 
our children draw names.  Now there are seven great-grand kids who get presents from everybody.  
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I have one special memory of my great-granddad.  He was so lost when great-grandma died.  He had to move out 
of his house.  The Christmas right after she died, when he was staying with my grandparents, he decided one 
afternoon to go to town and took off walking.  My grandmother had to go get him.  He wasn’t totally confused, 
but he was disoriented.  What he wanted to go to town for was to change $3.00 into fifty-cent pieces to give to 
each of us six children.  We were the only great-grandchildren he had.  I still have mine.  I took it to a jeweler 
and had a frame put around it and made into a necklace.  I am the only one who still has the fifty-cent piece.  It’s 
a 1945.  Everybody else spent theirs.  He died that following March.  

My granddad and my dad were active in the American Legion.  I still am.  We celebrated Veterans Day; we were 
a real military family.  

My dad had a drinking problem after he retired and that was a very difficult time.  He didn’t stop drinking until 
about 12 years before he died, in 1991.  Those were difficult years.  

When I was in high school I had a best friend.  Her name was Janet Gold.  That’s really the only one I remember 
other than one boy in France.  His name was Taylor.  I remember playing with him in the woods.  Janet is now in 
Kentucky but I haven’t seen her in quite a while.  

There were 97 people in my graduating class in Aurora.  I was at the 20th

and the 30th reunions.   I didn’t like the 20th at all, was very uncomfortable 
at that one.  It was as if everyone was in the same mode as in high school,
and I was not one of the in crowd, partly because I was different.  In this 
small town many kids had never been out of this area, and I had been in 
Europe and all over here.  Plus, with my father’s situation I wasn’t able to 
interact a lot because I was working and taking care of my sisters.  Starting
at 15 I worked at the Dairy Queen.  I bought clothes and gave mom money.  
The 30th reunion I enjoyed a lot, was more comfortable for some reason, 
so if there’s another one I’ll probably go, but I have more fun at my 
husband’s reunions.

I dated a couple of guys in high school and had one major relationship.  I 
dated this one young man about two and a half years.  He was really 
important to me at the time, and I still have fond memories of him.  I had a 
curfew, and when we would pull up in front of the house and I didn't come
in right away, my mother or dad would flip the porch light.  If they left it 
on, that meant I was in trouble and had better go in.  That was o.k. with me.
I had a couple of dates with a boy from Mt. Vernon.  Aurora and Mt. Vernon 
didn’t get along, and when he would come to the house my brothers would 
jump up and down in the back end of his car.  In Aurora there wasn’t a lot to 
do.  You went to the movie and in the summer to the drive-in or you would cruise town which consisted of going 
up Main street out the highway through the Dairy Swiss, but mainly you went to a drive-in where they had 
carhops.  That was where everything happened.  That’s where all the action was.  

My family had a car all the time we were in Aurora.  I got to drive once in a while.  There was a wreck while I 
was in school; nobody got killed but they were hurt badly.

In high school I read the Black Rose, a tale of medieval England about a man who goes to China, a neat book.  
I’m an avid reader.  If I’m reading for fun, I read historical romance where you can put your mind on hold.  I like 
for this kind of reading to have a nice ending.  I read a lot of philosophy and other heavy duty reading where you 
have to think.  

My high school senior photo.
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When we turned sixteen and got our driver’s license, it was a big deal.  I got to drive the car the day I got my 
license.  It was not a cool car; it was a station wagon, a great big ugly one.  

The only question about going to nursing school was how to pay for it.  In nursing
school students lived in the dorm, and I didn’t have much money.  Being the 

   oldest child, mom and dad had five kids at home, basically what money I had was
what I earned working extra on the floors.  You could work extra one day a week
for a dollar and a half, and that was my spending money.  It sounds bad, but room
and board were paid for as were the uniforms.  But it was hard not to have any 
money since a lot of the students did.  My maternal grandparents helped pay for
school and I worked out tuition and made payments.  All the help I got was 

   private, from the family, no outside help.  I went to Burge in 1966 and graduated
in 1969.  I was seventeen when I left home to come to Burge and received the 

   diploma when I was twenty.  I wasn’t homesick, and I could go home on the 
weekends I didn’t work.  One of the things in nursing school at that time was that
you worked 40 hours a week plus school, so you didn’t have weekends off.  The 
first year it wasn’t so bad, but after the freshman year we had a work schedule on 

weekends and could only go home on weekends off.  Vacations were just like being employed.  We didn’t have a 
lot of free time.  After graduating, and I was married before I got out of school, my husband came from South 
Carolina and I went there with him and got a job.  

I’ve been in school forever and a day.  After the diploma in 1969, I got the Bachelor’s degree in 1983 at SMS, 
Master’s in 1989 at the University of Missouri, and the Ph.D. at the University of Missouri in 1999, all in 
nursing.  I would have liked to have gotten the Ph.D. earlier.  I’ve worked all this time.  I went back to work six 
weeks after my daughter Cheryl was born and was off nine months with my son Greg.  I went back to work so 
early after Cheryl was born because we were short of money.  

My husband’s mother and my mother went to school together.  Helen, Leon’s mother, graduated three years 
ahead of my mom.  You have to know my mother.  She knows everybody and everything about everybody in 
town.  Leon had been in the Marine Corps and was out.  He saw my mother at the library and she told him that I 
was going into the Army, which I wanted to do.  He thought that was terrible.  Women shouldn’t do that.  I had a 
date and we drove down to Aurora and I was sitting in Harrel’s Club when Leon came and told me that he 
thought I was crazy that I was going in the Army and I didn’t need to do that.  I told him to jump in the creek 
because I was on a date.  He left and then two or three weeks later I went to watch my brother play basketball.  
Leon’s brother played basketball, too.  I was sitting on the bleachers, and he came and sat down by me and we 
talked, and then we started dating.  That was in October 1967.  

He went back in the Marine Corps in January 1968.  I went down to South Carolina to visit him.  In September 
1968 he came home and we got engaged.  I saw him again in December in South Carolina.  In February I went 
again.  We figured that we’d need $600 to get married and we didn’t have a lot of money.  He said, “Why don’t 
we just get married,” and I said, “O.K.”  We got married in Ridgeland, South Carolina, by a Justice of the Peace.  
It was against the rules at Burge, and it was kind of stupid since I only had a few months left.  If they had found 
out, they would have kicked me out.  It was a risk, but we were young and in love.  I was twenty.  My parents 
didn’t know until September.  We didn’t tell anybody until September when I got out of school, except his 
parents.  He had to tell them because he had been married before and had to get his divorce papers.  They didn’t 
tell anybody.  Nobody in my family knew.  We got the license, a 24-hour thing, (South Carolina law), and drove 
to Ridgeland.  I got married in a pink skirt and a white blouse trimmed in pink on February 5, 1969, at 11:00 in 
the morning.  There was just the Justice of the Peace at the ceremony, no witnesses.  My husband said nobody 
would know we’d gotten married if the JP who was an old man had died!   That evening we went out to supper 
and then to a drive-in and saw a movie with John Wayne.  
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Leon has dark hair, hazel eyes, 5’ 11”, 225 pounds more or less.  He’s the romantic type and is really good to me.  
He sent me roses to my office this year but I had a hurryup trip to Washington, D.C. and I wasn’t there.  He 
won’t let me forget that.  He’s very smart.  He’s a wonderful husband.   We’ve had our issues over the years, but 
we’ve been married 32 years.  He and our daughter had their issues when she was a teenager but that was then.  
He’s crazy about his granddaughter, Maggie.  He has a daughter, Kathy Baker Cook, from his first marriage.  
She was three when we got married.  I could see he was a good father, and that was really important to me.  She 
now has three sons.  Clay will be twelve in March; Ryan will be two in July; and Connor weighed 9 lbs. 9 ounces 
when born recently.  I haven’t got to see him yet.  They live in Nashville.  We are all friends.  We didn’t get to 
see Kathy grow up as much as we would have liked.  She lived with her mom here and we were gone much of 
the time.  

Our children are Cheryl Lee Baker Buer, 29; she’s married 
to Aaron Buer.  Their daughter is Marguerite McKenzie 
(Maggie) Buer, born April 22, 2000.  Gregory Lee Baker 
is 26.  Both graduated from college, Cheryl in 1996 with
a Bachelor’s degree in science and geology.  She works
in an engineering company, environmental work.  She’s
a beautiful, intelligent, strong, independent young lady
and a good mom.  Gregory is a high school teacher in 
Sarcoxie.  He’s very smart, is in graduate school, wants 
a doctor’s degree that he can’t get here.  He’ll go where 
he can get what he wants, I think the East Coast.  
Gregory is in the reserve Marine Corps.

As for unexpected turns in my life, one came when my
dad got out of the service.  I can remember distinctly, vividly, standing in our kitchen when I was a freshman in 
high school telling my mother I was never, ever, ever, going to marry a man in the military.  I don’t know what 
brought that episode on, but this is a really vivid memory.  But then what did I do!  It seems when you say you 
would never do something, that is the very thing you end up doing!  My husband was in the military seventeen 
years after we got married.  He had already been in three years.  He retired in 1985, and we’ve been living in 
Republic since then.  You hear of people living in the same place for 30 years, but I have moved my whole life, 
until 1985, when we moved back here because my parents and grandparents and all of my husband’s family were 
here.  We had been away from family all those years.  Family was a major factor in our deciding to move back to 
Southwest Missouri.  We looked around at a lot of places, but we decided on here.  

Religion has been a significant part of my life.  I grew up primarily with my mother in the Methodist Church.  
When we were on bases we went to Chapel, and they have Protestant and Catholic services.  When I was 
eighteen I converted to Catholicism and was baptized in 1964 or 1965 on Christmas Eve in the Catholic Church 
in Aurora.  I attended the Catholic Church for several years and then I went to the Assembly of God Church in 
California for several years.  When we moved to Republic I went to the Methodist Church; there is no Catholic 
Church in Republic.  My husband goes to church with me sometimes.  He’s not Catholic.  My brothers and 
sisters are primarily Methodists; my younger sister is Baptist—her husband is a Baptist minister and they attend 
First Baptist in Aurora.  Probably what started me going to the Catholic Church was the boy that I was going 
with was Catholic and I attended with him until we broke up.  I still went to the Catholic Church.  

My daughter was very outgoing in high school.  She was on the pom squad and was very good.  It was always 
fun to see her perform.  She did a lot of the choreography and in her senior year was co-captain.  She had a lot of 
energy.  She was a homecoming queen candidate in her senior year.  It was really fun when we went with her for 
her dress.  She found this one dress that she liked but the price was a little more than what we wanted to spend, 
so we picked out another one.  Then we got her dad to come in and look at them.   She tried on three or four, and 
then this one dress that was more money than we needed to spend.  It was the prettiest, of course, and she saved 
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it for last to show her dad, and he liked it so of course that’s the one she got.  It was black and she looked liked a 
million bucks in it.  She still has it.  

One of the neatest times was when we were planning her wedding.  We agreed on just about everything except 
the invitations.  They were nice and cute but not what I would have picked out.  They had stick people on them.  
On the front a stick boy said, “See Aaron” and a stick girl said, “See Cheryl.”  Then there was a stick boy and 
stick girl together and they said, “See Cheryl and Aaron get married.”  Inside, the words were the usual ones.  
She liked the invitations because they were unusual.  It was a formal evening wedding and I thought the 
invitations were a little casual but she liked them.  She has one framed in her house.  The wedding was beautiful 
and striking.  Colors were black and white.  This was September 23, 1995.  She and Aaron had been dating for 
almost five years.  Her bridesmaids were in simple black dresses and carried a single red rose with a black and 
white polka dot bow on it.  The guys’ tuxes had black and white polka dot vests and ties.  She carried red roses 
with black and white polka dot ribbons.  On the altar were two dozen red roses with big black and white polka 
dot bows.  We looked everywhere for the ribbon and ended up ordering it.  Her cake had fresh flowers on it.  She 
was married at Elfindale Chapel in the early evening with lighted candles down the aisle.  She did most of the 
planning; she was organized.  She had to go to geology field camp for six weeks in the summer, so she did most 
of the planning before she left since there wouldn’t be much time after she returned.  It was a fun experience.  
We’re pretty good friends.  She’s a neat person.  She is somebody you would want to know.  I would say that 
even if she weren’t my kid.  She was smart in high school, made good grades, and did lots of things.   

Cheryl does really well in her job.  She does geological surveys, is concerned with water quality, and talks 
knowledgeably about her work.  When we went to visit her Branson cousin who has built a fabulous house 
sitting on the side of a hill, she talked about it in geological terms, about making sure the foundation got down to 
bedrock because so much of this area is limestone and water flows through the rock and creates holes, making 
houses settle if the foundation isn’t built right.  Coming home she remarked on the icicles in the rocks where 
water comes through where rocks join.  Water makes holes in the rock and that is how caves form.  Water in 
Springfield ends up in Tablerock Lake because of the limestone bedrock.

My son Greg played football in high school.  He was one of these people who
felt that the only reason one went to class was so that one could play football; 
class was really extraneous to the real worth of high school which was playing 
football!  He took football seriously and was a good player.  He lettered in 

   varsity his sophomore year; only Greg and another boy did.  The coach at 
Republic didn’t have people letter just because they played.  They earned it. 
The team went to the championships every year.  His senior year he played 
well but he got sick at the beginning of the year and was hospitalized with 
Legionnaire’s disease.  He lost a lot of weight; it scared me.  He missed half 
the football season, four or five games, but he was good enough that he made 

   honorable mention.  He really enjoyed playing football.  A most traumatic event
   besides being sick was that they played Webb City in the semifinals of the 

championships, the final four.  Republic had never beaten Webb City and they 
were ahead until the last five minutes, and then they lost.  That was bad.  The 

   boys were really disappointed and that was their senior year.  

After graduating he joined the Marines.  One of the biggest things that I remember was how he had changed 
when he came back.  It is really true that when your child goes away and then comes back he is changed.  He 
went to basic and we didn’t get to see him for three months.  When he came home he was dressed in his uniform 
with his hair all cut off, and when he walked down off the plane I almost didn’t recognize him, my own son!  
They changed the way he stood and walked.  His mannerisms and the way he handled himself were totally 
different from when he left.  He was now a Marine.  His Dad popped his buttons, but I was upset.  The old trite 
cliche was true: he left a boy and came back a man.  One of my prize possessions is a picture of my husband and 
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my son together in their dress blues.  He is a history teacher at Sarcoxie.  This is his first year teaching and he 
also coached junior high football.  He has a picture in his apartment of him and his team.   He’s a deep thinker.  
He’s working on a Master’s degree in history and wants to get a Ph.D.  One of the things he is deciding is does 
he want to do intellectual history and philosophy.  He talks about the scientific revolution and the implication of 
that.  This from my son who didn’t think he wanted to go to school!  He made good grades in high school; he 
didn’t goof off, but once he decided what he wanted to do he got serious. 

He is and isn’t much interested in his heritage.  He went to Yellowstone last summer and to Little Big Horn or 
Greasy Grass which is what Indians call it.  The battlefield now is just grass.  There’s a visitor’s center, but it’s 
basically prairie.  He had read about it and knew where everyone was.  He taught a class last semester at Sarcoxie 
on the Civil War and really enjoyed that.  Both of my kids value education.  I went to school almost the whole 
time, and I’m sure that had an influence but I don’t know how much. I think Greg wants a doctoral degree 
because he wants to teach college and be tenured.  I’m sure that he will write, and he is trying to plan his thesis 
now.  He writes very well.  He’s interested in my granddad and likes talking to my uncle, mom’s brother, who 
was in Korea.  He will have to move because he can’t get a doctorate here.  I think he wants to live on the East 
Coast so that he can visit those historical places.  Cheryl and Greg are close, and they visit back and forth even 
without the two of us.  

Native spirituality is very significant to me.  I belong to the Cherokees.  We have camp outs, pow wows, and 
meetings, and we have an elder who has been a teacher to us.  We have a ceremonial fire which is lighted with 
cedar wood, and spring water is used to create smoke.  There’s a special way to make the fire.  I have not been 
taught that, but the elder has been passing on information to others.  It’s really significant when you go up to the 
fire, pray, and inhale the smoke and sort of bathe in it for purification.  This is a ceremonial fire, not a regular 
campfire.  Fire is very important to Cherokee people.  Cherokees use cedar wood but a lot of plains tribes and 
others use sage or sweet grass, but for Cherokees cedar wood is sacred.  There’s the inside of the wood and the 
outside of the wood, and it has to be laid down in a certain way.  That is a spiritual experience for me when you 
feel in contact with people around you and people that you are related to.  Primarily it’s held outside so you feel 
you are connected with nature and what’s going on around you.  It makes you become more grounded in spiritual 
things than at other times.  

Native American spirituality brings spirituality into daily practice where it’s much more a part of your life than 
just going to church on Sunday, which is also really important to me. I find a parallel in Catholicism with the 
holy water sprinkled.  But more than anything else it’s making this a part of daily life.  For example, the other 
day in my office negative stuff was said, so I purified the office, with sage that day.  I smoked the office to get 
rid of the negative and have a cleansing of the room.   I’ve done that a couple of times with cedar that a friend of 
mine gave me.  I had a program at Missouri Southern and before I spoke I smoked the room and blessed tobacco 
to have harmony and energy to create a positive atmosphere, because we were going to talk about spiritual 
things.  For making smoke, in the office I have a shell that I put cedar in and light it and then use my prayer 
feather to fan it into the corners of the room.  That creates a positive environment.  There is something healing in 
the physical act of lighting, smoking, and fanning.  One of the things that is true of native people is spirituality 
tends to be done in a physical way.  You breathe the smoke into yourself so that you cleanse yourself.  Going up 
to the fire, kneeling, and breathing in the smoke is something you do with your whole body, so instead of just 
sitting in a pew and praying this is much more physical.  You are grounded so that you see God around you.  A 
lot of us are Christian but have other common ground.  It doesn’t take away anything from Christianity, but this 
spirituality makes you much more aware of the physical world around you and able to see spiritual things in 
yourself.  I’m not talking about Mother Earth, which is a white man thing, but 
I am in a way.  It’s just a much more awareness of seeing that there are spiritual aspects that we miss and should 
pay attention to and they are there in nature.  There are relationships that you want to be aware of.  

There is a deeply held belief in native religion of respect for other people.  It is not my job to make decisions for 
somebody else.  Some one else’s spirituality is between them and God.  It’s an interference of a right if I push to  
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accept something they don’t want.  The principle of non-interference for me is really important.  It kind of goes 
back to “judge not that you be not judged,” but it’s a little deeper than that.  I don’t have the right to impose my 
will on someone.  Their ability to make decisions is theirs.  Part of that has to do with the fact that native people 
have had decisions imposed on them, as in genocide.    Having imposed decisions takes away freedom to make 
decisions, so the principle that I should not interfere is important to me.  You just don’t do that.  That may not be 
true of all native people because of all the different tribes.  This happens to be my belief and the way I have 
learned and been taught by elders, but it is characteristic of some other native people.  An elder I have been 
taught by in Oklahoma has been very influential.  He talks about Cherokee ways and feelings and beliefs about 
people who get physical illness because they sometimes are sick emotionally. If you’re harboring a lot of 
negative emotions or negative feelings or fear about people, you’re totally out of balance.  He’s a discerning 
elder.  He also looks for signs.  He is a healer, a wise man.  

There is a powwow by the Will Rogers Indian Club of Springfield that takes place usually the second weekend in 
June.  Other tribes besides Cherokees take part.  It’s hard to know how many native people are in Springfield.  
The Southwest Missouri Indian Center also has a lot of people in the area.  They work against bitterness and 
negativism and do the best they can against discrimination.  There are some belief systems about Native 
Americans out there and ideas about what Indians are supposed to be, stereotypical images, that are wrong.

Religion has always been important to me and it’s been deepening over the last several years, particularly as I 
know more about Native American spiritual practices than the religion part of my life.  I don’t necessarily view 
them as the same.  I can express spirituality in multiple ways.  For me religion is a belief system.  Spirituality is 
one way I express it, in a logical way, not just in confession.  I don’t know whether it’s age or maturity, but in 
our new granddaughter I began to see things.  I have made spirituality a study, beginning in my master’s work 
and continued in the doctoral work.  That was my dissertation, looking at spirituality in culture and how that 
affects the way people take care of their health, particularly in Native Americans.  I looked at two groups, Anglos 
and Native Americans, to see how they looked at spirituality and culture, how identified they were, how they 
reacted to their illness and their responses, and how that influenced how they took care of themselves.  In some 
tribes in terminal illness a lot of times spiritual issues become paramount in how they respond and influences 
some of the decisions they make.  I’m working now on an integrated review of spirituality research.  There’s 
been a lot of research done in the last five to eight years about spirituality issues that are influenced by illness.  
I’m trying to pull together a review of that information and will submit it for publication in a professional 
journal.    

My first job was in the Buford County Hospital in South Carolina, for $4.50 an hour for a new graduate nurse.  
I worked nights.  There were two RNs in the whole hospital.  I had emergency room 
and ob.  It was a really interesting experience.  My husband and I went down in 
September, but I left the last of January because he was moved overseas.  I came 

   back here and went to work at Cox.  They had just changed the name from Burge to
Cox.  At that time of course there was just Cox North.  I lived in the Princess Pat 
apartments right across the street from Cox with my brother and walked to work at 

   night.  When my husband came home we went to California and I worked with
   open-heart patients at Hoag Memorial Hospital.  Back then, early 70s, critical care 
   units were less than ten years old, and bypass was not as routine as it is today.  

Patients were on the heart/lung machine.  Now if patients are on the heart/lung 
machine 45 minutes it is considered too long.  Then they had people on the machines
for two and three hours, so treatment has changed a lot.  Every place we moved I 
worked in a critical care unit, by choice.  I’ve been certified in critical care since 

   1976 and still am.  When we came back I took a job at St. John’s School of Nursing 
and taught there nine years, primarily critical care and leadership.  Then I went back 
to school and did critical care staff development and case management for two years.
My job now is Associate Professor of Nursing at Missouri State Southern College, 
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full time faculty, in my second year.  I teach critical care and leadership management to senior level students.  
This seems to be where my talents lie.  

A typical day, for instance a recent Wednesday, I was in the office making preparations for class and lectured in 
didactics and theoretical information.  On Thursdays and Fridays I work twelve-hour shifts with students at the 
hospital.  I have students on nursing floors learning how to manage a group of patients and how to set priorities.  
I am their resource person on procedures or whatever they need.  Students work side by side with an RN, and I’m 
there in addition to provide supervision, instruction, and guidance.  Shifts on these two days are from 7:00 a.m. 
to 7:00 p.m.  The shifts are twelve hours because that’s what works best for patients.  I write exams and give 
grades.  I have a preference for essay questions.  Most of the students I have are pretty good and almost all who 
start the program finish; the screening process is fairly good.  Requirements are rather stiff.  If they make it 
through the requirements, they are capable of making it through the program.  Most do quite well.  I like my 
work and am challenged in different ways.  Students ask questions that I don’t think to ask because I’ve done that 
for several years.  They will ask why you do it that way and I have to stop and think why.  A lot of them are 
enthusiastic about wanting to be a nurse and being involved.  I like the academic setting.  I also have summers 
off which I like especially now because I get to play more with my new granddaughter, Maggie, the joy of my 
life.  

I have had several missions in life.  When I was growing up everyone expected girls to get married at some point, 
being single was not an option, and that’s fine.  I’ve been a wife for 32 years.   Being a mother has really been 
significant.  I think I have given my children a good foundation and led them to be productive members of 
society, and given them a good education including college.  Being able to provide this was very important to 
me.  I remember how hard it was when I was in school, so I was determined that even though my kids did work 
during college we would not have them not have what was needed, at least 
with the Bachelor’s.  Being able to give them the opportunity to do that and 
seeing them grow up and be who they are certainly fulfills one of my life 
missions.  Part of being a nurse is who I am.  I can’t imagine not being a
 nurse.  I got a Ph.D., which had been a goal for several years.  That was a 
major accomplishment.  I still am not comfortable being called Dr. Baker;
I still look around to see who they are talking to.  At this point I don’t have
any more burning life missions, but I’ll probably find one.  Now I’m pretty 
content with my life.  I’ll have to think about where to go from here.  I have 
always been healthy, nothing to overcome there, and issues with the family 
growing up and problems with my dad have been taken care of.   I am a 
Major in the Army Reserves, so I did get in the military after all, on my own.  
I’m in a program that I go in the summer for two weeks.  So I guess that’s 
another mission accomplished.  Very little in my life has been given to me; 
I’ve had to work for most of it.  

The lowest point in my life was right after my maternal grandparents died.  They died very close together, 
granddad in March 1987 and grandma five weeks later.  They had been such a big part of my life, the two of 
them together.  It’s hard to explain, but it’s kind of like I told my husband, that I always knew that if I needed 
anything I could go ask grandma or grandpa.  I was never alone; they were always there.  My grandfather would 
have done anything for me, and my grandmother, too.  When they were both gone I guess it was kind of like my 
safety net was gone.  I always knew they were there.  When I was growing up with my issues with my dad, 
throughout the whole time my grandparents were there.  They picked up the pieces.  I could count on them for 
anything.  I know my mother thought this, too.   They were very much the patriarch and matriarch of the family. 
I was devastated when they died.  People would say, “Well, they were 88 and 87 and you knew they would die 
sometime.”  It didn’t matter.  If they had been 187 it wouldn’t have mattered.   My granddad was completely 
lucid when he died; he was never out of it.  My grandmother had a ruptured bowel.  Nothing was done wrong; it 
was just one of those things that happened, a thing that could not be controlled.  I went down after work to 
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Aurora, and I knew we were in major trouble.  The doctor talked to us and said he could fix the bowel, but she 
had had a major heart attack about two years before and he didn’t think she would survive surgery, but she could 
be made comfortable.  I wanted grandma to make the decision; she was alert.  I went in and told her the situation, 
went through the whole process as to what could be done and made sure she understood, and she did.  She looked 
up at me and patted me on the cheek and said, “It’s o.k.”  That’s when I got up and left and almost lost it.  So 
there was no surgery, and fifteen minutes later she died.  My uncle said to me after it was all over, “Why did it 
have to be so fast.”  I said, “I didn’t know, but I think grandma must have decided to go.”  “Yes,” he said, “that 
would be exactly what she would do.”  My grandmother liked to be in control, and she did make the decision.  I 

was blessed to have had her.  

She gave my husband and me a wedding reception in Aurora even though we 
eloped.  So many of my good memories revolve around grandma and grandpa.
They came to see me when I was pregnant with my daughter.  They flew from 
Tucson to California to see my husband and me, the only time they were on a 

   plane.  Another time they came out to Tucson and Cheryl and I flew from Orange
County to Tucson to see them.  My grandmother got the biggest kick out of 
Cheryl who was about two or younger, just a little bit of a thing.  She went home
and told everybody that little Cheryl just came down off the airplane strutting her
stuff like a big girl and walked up to me and gave me a hug.  

Cheryl was her first great grandchild.  When I came home after that, people 
would tell me what grandmother had said.  When Greg was about two, we stayed with her when we came home 
on leave.  Greg was about 6 or 7 when grandma died, and as we were getting ready to go to the service, Greg said 
to me, “Now mom, I hope you don’t mind that I’m not going to cry.”  I said, “Well, that o.k.”  He said, “ I think 
grandma is where she wants to be, with grandpa, and she’s happy.”  I said, “You’re probably right.”  I think my 
children matured early, only partly because we moved around a lot.

After my grandmother and grandpa both passed away, we went through all the things in the house.  They had 
lived there since 1934.  In grandma’s cedar chest were all of grandpa’s military promotions and medals; he got 
the Silver Star and the Legion of Merit from France, that I know of.  Looking further we found the high school 
graduation pictures of all of us kids.  I was glad to get mine because my mother and dad’s house burned and 
everything went, including the high school graduation pictures and my nursing school picture and my brothers’ 
pictures in their uniforms.  Going down further in the cedar chest there were grandma’s and grandpa’s diplomas 
from college and some of grandpa’s ROTC stuff, including his scabbard and blade.  Then there was a box with 
letters in it.  There was a letter from my granddad to my grandmother written the first semester of college.   My 
grandpa hated to write letters, and this was a six or seven page one that said he hated it at Mizzou and he wanted 
to come home and he missed her.  It was incredible to read.  And then there was a picture of my grandpa.  Up at 
Columbia they used to have this event and he rode a mule in his underwear down the quad or somewhere.  He 
never would tell anybody exactly about it, but it was an initiation thing.  

Grandpa didn’t write much but he did send grandma telegrams, and there was a pile of them that he had sent her 
throughout World War II.  They said things like “arrived Fort Dix.  Stop.  Am O.K.  Stop.  Love, Rex.”  There 
was a date on the outside of the envelope of the letters that grandpa did write, from Korea as well as World War 
II.  Further down we found letters from my husband written to my grandparents when he was in Vietnam.  My 
grandmother wrote him faithfully every week when he was overseas.   She had marked on the outside the date 
received and the date written.  My uncle said that during World War II and Korea that if you were notified that 
someone was missing in action and you got a letter dated after that, then you knew they were alive, so she put 
both dates on the envelope.  Sometimes there were several months between the time it was written and the time 
received.  Every letter was dated this way.  It was amazing to find that she had even kept my husband’s letters.  
My grandmother also wrote to my brothers when they were in service, faithfully every week, in basic and 
wherever they were.  She  was organized.  All of these letters and telegrams were in packets marked World War 
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II, Korea, the grandsons, and my husband.  My husband was amazed that my grandmother would write to him.  I 
wasn’t; he was a member of the family and she knew how much letters meant.  

She had been writing letters all of her life.  We got letters regularly from her when we were in France.  She had 
pretty handwriting.  When my husband and I moved to California she wrote at least once a month and sent cards.  
She was a big letter writer.  

I have a shelf at home of old books.  Two or three are books of poetry, one of them was given to my grandmother 
from my great-grandmother for Christmas 1914 and was signed by my great-grandma.  It says, “To Helen from 
Mom.”  My son has one of my grandmother’s high school Latin books that has her name in it. 

My youngest sister lives in the home place in Aurora.  She and her husband bought it.  She has grandma and 
grandpa’s dining room table that was handmade specifically for that dining room by a friend of theirs about five 
years after they bought the house.  She also has grandma’s china.  It’s nice that someone in the family has the 
home place with  the dining table and the china.  My uncle has a lot of the personal papers from my grandparents 
like the telegrams, birth certificates, etc.  

I have recipe cards that grandma gave me when I was first married.  I laminated them so they won’t fade.  I use 
them.  I make my grandma’s pumpkin bread every Christmas.  My kids love it.  It’s a quick bread that you can 
mix up in one bowl and it makes eight mini loaves.  I make at least four or five batches during the holidays.  I 
give it as gifts because it’s a good recipe.  I have some of her cookie recipes, one I will give to my daughter 
sometime, a ginger/molasses recipe.  My grandma has written on it, “This is Cheryl Lee’s favorite cookie.”  If 
she hadn’t written Lee with Cheryl I wouldn’t have known, because before I went to school nobody ever called 
me Martha.  They all called me Cheryl.  I can remember the first time I went to school in the first grade.  It was a 
military department of defense school on base, and a gray haired lady told me that my name was Martha and I 
had to be called Martha because we call people by their first name in this school.  Half the time I didn’t answer 
her because I wasn’t used to being called Martha.  Nobody called me that.  I was Cheryl.  And my brothers and 
sisters didn’t call me Martha, they called me Sister.  They still call me Sis.  At home, however, my grandparents 
still called me Cheryl.  When my daughter was born, my grandparents started calling me Martha Cheryl.  My 
granddaughter’s name is Marguerite McKenzie but she’s never been called that.  She’s called Maggie, so when 
she goes to school she’ll be Maggie.  They don’t make you use your first name now.    

My family is the most rewarding aspect of my life, nursing as well, but if I had to rate them one and two, my 
family comes before my profession, even though I enjoy my profession a lot.  I enjoy my children immensely.  I 
have neat kids, and I adore my granddaughter.  My husband’s daughter has children, but we don’t get to see them

   often.   I enjoy my family and spend a lot of time with them and
spend a fair amount of time with my mom and my sisters.  We 
really don’t have to do much of anything.  We go out to supper,
to the mall and window shop, or just hang out, not anything 
specific.  I’m close to my sisters, closer than to my brothers.  I 
love my brothers but I’m not as close to them.  I probably will be
spending more time with my younger sister who has not been 
well recently.  She’s going through some tests now to try to figure

   out how unwell she is.    

My maternal grandparents profoundly influenced me the most, 
my parents, yes, but my grandparents in a lot of different ways.  
There are things even today that I will think about with them, and
they’ve been gone a long time.  I was fortunate to have them as 

long as I did.  I was 38 when they died.  That’s old to still have your grandparents.  My grandpa watched world 
events.  I would love to talk to grandpa to see his reaction to the fall of the Berlin Wall because he had been in 
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Germany at the end of the war and saw a lot of what took place there.  He talked about world events.  He had 
insight into what was going on in the world and a different view, I think, from a lot of people today, maybe   
because he had been in the military and been around.  My husband has also had a profound influence on me in 
that he has supported me in anything that I have wanted to do.  I could not have gone back to school without his 
support.  He didn’t make life difficult at all while I was going to school, both in my master’s program and the 
Ph.D. program.  I would not be the person I am today without him.  He’s always believed that I could do 
anything I wanted to.  I am lucky.

I have a special role in my community.  I’m the leader of the White River Band of Cherokee, chief it could be 
said.  I ran for a Council seat, was elected, and served for a year.  Then our leader 
resigned because she and her husband moved to Iowa.  The way that it works in 
our group or tribe is the Council selects the Leader.  I have been Leader of the 
White River Band Cherokee since 1999.  White River Cherokee are the historical 
descendants of Cherokee people who dropped off the Trail of Tears along the 
Arkansas/Missouri border of Oklahoma, which is why my grandparents ended up
in Arkansas.  During the time of the removal in 1839, the boundaries between Indian 
Territory and primarily Oklahoma, Missouri, and Arkansas were very fluid, and it 
wasn’t until the early 1900s with the Dawes Act  that the “Cherokee Nation of 
Oklahoma” was formed, in Tallequah.  If you didn’t live in fourteen counties in 
Oklahoma around Tallequah at that time you lost your Cherokee citizenship in the 
Cherokee Nation of Oklahoma.  But there are all kinds  of Cherokee people that
were in Arkansas and Oklahoma outside those fourteen counties that were in 
Missouri, particularly in Branson and the White River basin.  Those are the 
historical roots of the White River Cherokee, which is a part of the Northern 
Cherokee.  The Northern Cherokee is made up of three different bands, the Northern, 
the White River, and the Sac River.  

We are primarily interested in our culture and heritage, traditional ways, and healing.  As the Leader I have a 
responsibility to maintain our group.  It is important for us to be peacemakers.  We try not to get involved in 
political areas.  There’s a lot of divisiveness that goes on.  We have made it our mission to bring peace and be 
friends with everybody and not buy into the divisiveness.  As the Leader I try to keep to that commitment.  There 
are seven members on the Council which meets monthly.  The last time I looked there were close to 700 
members enrolled.  We keep track of births and deaths.  People who do genealogy can validate their historical 
roots.  They make application, the registrar reviews it and verifies their affidavits, and then they are issued a card.  
It is a state recognized card, not federally recognized.  The Northern has wanted to be federally recognized, but 
that has not been a primary goal of the White River.  We believe in a lot of ways that the government doesn’t tell 
you whether you are an Indian or not.  We know whether we are or not.  

We have several events throughout the year with the whole White River Band.  Every spring, usually the first 
weekend in June, we camp out.  Camp outs are a really big thing.  Everybody in the Band is invited.  We usually 
have it at the Eastern Shawnee Grounds.  We don’t do much on Friday night when people drive in.  We have a 
wiener roast and sit around and talk as we haven’t seen each other for awhile.  They come from all over, 
Colorado, Iowa, even Hawaii one year.  When a job or other reason causes members to move they still are 
members of White River because of their historical roots.  On Saturday we do cultural things like beading or flint 
napping.  One year they made reed flutes and shawls.  A woman has to wear a shawl in a pow wow.  A woman 
does not go into the arena without a shawl.  In the evening we have a big dinner, story telling, and business 
meetings.   On Sunday one of the members, Robert, who is a catalyst minister with the Southern Baptist 
Ministries, has a church service.  He is a home missionary to native people in Missouri and a member of 
theWhite River Cherokee.  He had a church in Butler, but now he does home mission full time.  He has several 
Indian Fellowships that meet monthly around the state.  This is a very different kind of worship.  We use the 
drum; for native people the drum is central.  After the service we go home.  
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Lots of people go to the pow wows.  There are certain pow wows that we all end up going to, as in Marshfield.  
Over Labor Day we go to the Ottawa Grounds in Miami, Oklahoma, where we have our own place on their 
grounds.  We go to dance and camp out.  Traditionally the White River serves dinner to the gourd dancers on 
Saturday night.    In November we have a harvest dinner, a pot luck meal, usually inside because it’s too cold 
outside.  One of my responsibilities at the camp-out is to give a State of the Band Address.  I review what we did 
the last year and prepare an annual report and send it to   libraries to be in the archives.  The treasurer also gives a 
report.  

My children are not involved much because my son has been in school and my daughter works and has a baby.  
They do go to pow wows and other events with us.  They are interested, and when they can they go.  

I’m working on two articles for publication in a nursing journal.  Writing is not my strongest point.  I do much 
better orally.  One is an integrative review of spirituality research, and the other is trying to get my dissertation 
cut down from 210 pages to 20.  I hope it’s possible.  I’m getting ready to start a new research project.  I  called 
the Intertribal Council recently to set up an appointment to make my proposal.  Diabetes is the theme.  Diabetes 
is a health problem for Native American people.  The rate of diabetes in Native Americans is twice to three times 
that of Anglos.  What I want to look at is both diabetic symptom management and heart disease symptom 
management in Native Americans and in gender differences.  One of the ways to do this is to look at charts and 
numbers.  Once that’s done, I will do a triangulation study.  After the chart review I can get some idea of whether 
or not there is a difference.  Questions to consider are do women have lower blood sugars, lower hemoglobin 
which is a measure of long term blood sugars, lower blood pressure, and lower cholesterol than men or are they 
the same.  I will review many charts and get some average numbers.  

Then in the second step I want to randomly select and interview and ask what does having diabetes mean.  When 
you were told you had diabetes, what was your reaction?   Now that you have been told that you have diabetes, 
describe what that is.  Native people tend to use descriptive terms rather than nouns.  For example, a friend of 
mine, an Ojibwa from Minnesota, calls coffee black medicine water.  If you say that you want coffee, the word 
for coffee translates into black medicine water.  That’s typical of how native people tend to talk.  A lot of her 
Ojibwa patients talk about having sugar symptoms.  It’s not high blood sugar that they say; they say they have 
sugar symptoms.  Sugar symptoms is a descriptive term for diabetes.  What I’m trying to get is what kind of 
words Native Americans use to describe diabetes and how it is different if it is and how do we target teaching 
toward their descriptive words.    

The reason for diabetes being a big problem for Native Americans is they started eating an Anglo diet.  One of 
the tribes in the Southwest, the Pima Tribe, has a 50% diabetes rate.  Fifty percent of the people have diabetes!  
They are eating commodities.  One problem is that Native Americans are not a high percentage of the population 
so there’s not a lot of money being spent.  The American Diabetes Association has a new project out for Native 
Americans, but for the government we are kind of small.  It’s not cost effective.  In February I went to 
Washington, D.C. to a meeting that talked about minority health.  The Director of the National Institute of 
Nursing Research was there.  They are looking for ways to support minority nurse researchers.  It was an 
invitational conference, expenses paid, two nights in the Hyatt Regency.  It was neat.  My friend from Minnesota 
came and we got to spend time together, so that was fun.  I’m a member of the National Alaskan American 
Indian Nurses Association, and it was through this organization that I was invited.  I’m on the National Board of 
Directors of NAAINA.

The best friend I have ever had is my husband.  I have a friend from nursing school that I’m close to, Becky 
Barnes Simpson, and we’ve kept in contact over the years off and on.  Her husband has been in the service and 
we still visit.  We’re close, but we don’t get to see each other much.  I had a good friend in California, but since 
we moved from there I’ve only gotten to see her once.  In Springfield I have acquaintance friends.
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What I value most in a friendship is the ability to be honest.  I want to be open about what I’m feeling and not 
feel I’m going to be condemned.  Also, being non-judgmental is important.  This doesn’t mean approval of 
everything, but that listening to your reasons is important before condemnation.  I really have trouble with people 
who are judgmental.  When people become self-righteous and approve or disapprove of other people’s behavior, 
they may not know motives.  I don’t mean that I don’t think there are absolutes in the world like right and wrong, 
because I do, but so much of the time you see in this area people who are very legalistic in their religious beliefs, 
and the legalism tends to make them extremely judgmental.  That bothers me more than anything.  It’s just so 
unfair to people, and the people who are doing it I think don’t mean to be unfair, they just kind of set themselves 
up as the all-knowing authority.  Yes, there are absolutes, there are the Ten Commandments, but most people 
don’t set out to be what they end up being.  You get a lot further with compassion than you do with being 
judgmental.  You see it sometimes when you turn on TV and see preachers condemning and being so self-
righteous in their belief system.  

A regret I have is not living on my own.  I went from living at home to the dorm to getting married; I have never 
lived on my own.  That’s not a big regret; I still would have wanted to marry Leon.  But in the 60s that’s what 
you did.  There weren’t a lot of young women living on their own.  I lived with my brother when my husband 
was overseas,   but I was married.  Another regret is I would have liked to have gotten the Ph.D. in my 30s 
instead of my 50s, but then again back in my 30s there weren’t a lot of Ph.D. programs in nursing.  There were a 
few but not very many, so this isn’t a real regret, just something I would have liked to do.  Such programs really 
didn’t start opening up until the 1980s and even in the early 1990s.  Mizzou’s program only opened in the spring 
of 1994, and I was admitted the following fall semester.  It is just something I would have done differently if I 
could have, but it didn’t work out that way, and that’s not bad or good.

I’m perfectly content with the way my life has gone.  I would not like to relive my life except I would have liked 
to have had more children.   I was ill in 1979 when we talked  about having another child, but we were advised 
not to, so we didn’t.  That might be something to relive.  I don’t know of a time that was absolutely wonderful in 
my life that I would like to live over.  I think I’ve had a really good life.  I haven’t had a lot of tragedy.  The Lord 
has blessed me, not that I think that I have been deserving, so I don’t know that I would have lived a time over 
again.  

I want future generations, and my grandchildren in particular, to be secure and loved.  I think that if they are 
secure and loved that that brings a lot of other good things that I want them to have, including two parents and a 
loving home. My daughter and her husband are wonderful parents.  I think Maggie knows now that she is loved 
and is secure.  When my son has children they will be loved.  So I think that’s the biggest thing kids need, 
security and love, and I want that for all kids.  I could say I wish for world peace and that kind of thing, but that 
is beyond my control, but we can live in an unpeaceful world and be secure and loved and be o.k.  

I do not consider that I have a minority status.  I know I’m classified as a minority person because I’m listed as 
Native American, but I don’t feel that I personally have been treated as a minority person, and I think that’s 
because of my upbringing.  I have functioned in a world where 90% of all nurses are Anglo.  Have I observed 
minority treatment in Springfield?  Yes.  If you’re a little bit different some people are not comfortable with you.  
Sometimes when you talk about being native, people can be somewhat standoffish or distant, but not usually 
discriminatory, because they don’t really understand.  I haven’t experienced that, but I don’t look native 
compared to others who have very dark skin.  I have pale skin from my mother’s side of the family, so people 
don’t react to my appearance right off like they do to some other people.  Some native friends I have really “look 
Indian,” whatever that means, but we do generally have darker skin and reaction is different; you notice it.  I feel 
welcome now.  Having pale skin and being a professional probably help.

I wear native jewelry a lot.  I have beaded jewelry and turquoise and silver jewelry that I wear just as a part of 
who I am.  I have a Zuni style squash blossom necklace that my husband gave to me that is gorgeous.  I have a 
beaded necklace and bracelet that have U.S. flags on them, really cool.  I also have some beaded headbands and 
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combs.  When people see me wear this kind of jewelry they ask if I am Indian, but if I’m dressed in a business 
suit with tailored jewelry people don’t react to me as Indian.  
People have expressed an interest in my background .  In the last four or five years generally it’s become “cool” 
to be Native American.  I don’t know for what particular reason, but people are very much interested in the 
culture and traditions, and they ask a lot of questions when they find out I’m native.  That didn’t happen not more 
than five or six years ago.  Nationally there has been a shift in people becoming interested in Native Americans.  
The problem is they want to appropriate some of the traditions, without understanding the culture, particularly 
spirituality, into their own context without understanding that you just can’t pick up something, take it out of 
where it belongs, and put it some place else and have it be the same thing.  It’s interesting to talk to people and 
find out what their perceptions are of Native Americans; their perceptions are invariably stereotypes.  Anglos 
seem to have a vision of what an Indian is.  For example, we only wear traditional dress at a dance or at a 
ceremony.  There is a great deal of interest in the spiritual things.  A lot of Anglos want to take what they like 
and divorce it from the culture, which cheapens and changes the meaning.  The things that Native people do arise 
out of the day-to-day culture and who they are, much more so than a lot of other spiritual practices.  You can’t 
take Native American culture away from where it came.  It makes me sad that people are looking for something 
and not finding it.  They’re looking in a variety of places, but you must understand the culture and the nuances.  
It’s kind of like when someone speaks English as a second language; they miss a lot of the nuances and the 
unspoken that go with American English.  It takes a long time and a great deal of speaking and immersion in the 
language to understand the nuances.   

There are a lot of people out there who are trying to make money off  Indian culture.  For example, my friend 
Roxanne who is an Ojibwa sent me an advertisement that she had gotten that you could pay $500 and go on a 
vision quest, which is a Plains tradition.  She  and I talked about this recently when we were in Washington, D.C.  
You just don’t pay money for that kind of thing.  Mostly, if money changes hands, the thing is cheapened.  The 
idea that you would sell a spiritual experience is really upsetting.  Roxanne does a lot of traditional healing and 
gets very upset with this kind of stuff.  There are a lot of issues with spiritual things because Native people did 
not sometimes have positive experiences with missionaries, for example, with forced conversions, and that 
makes them wary.  Also, when people start coming and asking you about your traditions you are not sure of their 
motives and what they want to do.  It makes most people reticent.    

People can come to a pow wow or camp and be around and see what we do, absolutely.  There’s not a problem 
with sharing, but we wonder about people’s motives and we worry about what they will do with the explanation 
and how they will use things when divorced from the culture from which they come.  There are certain things 
that are not public and those are not advertised.  Most pow wows and a lot of camps are open and people can 
come and watch and enjoy the dances.  There are a lot of different kinds of pow wows.  Many spectators go to 
Quapaw.  Some go to Marshfield.  That’s fine.  People are welcome.  It’s the spiritual issues that are more 
private.  The Green Corn celebration is not public.  Native Americans have been exploited so much that they are 
going to be sure that you are who you say you are and that you are going to do what you say you are going to do.  
I try to do the right things, respect being first.

I have had a lot of opportunities to share my perspective.   I do a fair amount of speaking at Missouri Southern 
and nurses’ groups, also at Crowder.  Recently I did a presentation on campus on Cherokee healing.  Because my 
dissertation was on native people and because I have done research on native people, I talk about these issues.  I 
am also a  member of the Native American Indian Nurses’ Association.   We do a lot of things concerning health.  
Because of my association with Missouri Southern I’ve had a lot of wonderful opportunities in a variety of 
settings to present my research and talk about some of the culture and traditions of Native Americans.  I got a 
call last week from someone on campus who wants me to speak on Earth Day from a Native American 
perspective.  When people call and ask me to talk about these things, I try to take advantage of the exposure and 
the opportunity.  I just submitted an abstract to the Nurses’ Honor Society convention that will be in Minneapolis 
in November on Native American leadership in nursing.  I don’t know whether it will be accepted or not.  The 
talk I gave at Missouri Southern recently was about getting people to recognize that we’re still here.
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I use Native American culture as a springboard for teaching cultural competence to my students.  Most of my 
students are Anglo, and I bring a different perspective to them, heightening their sensitivity to the fact that not 
everybody thinks the way they do or responds exactly the same way they do.  

My grandmother enrolled me in the American Legion when I was two, so I’ve been a member for 50 years.  My 
husband and my mother are members and both my grandparents were also.  My dad was a member of the DAV.  
I am president of the 17th District of the American Legion Auxiliary.  

My children went to the Republic Schools.  They were accepted, had no problems.  They were involved.  They 
don’t talk much about their heritage.  They are young adults and involved in their own thing, starting families, 
etc.   My daughter is very much interested, my son, oh, o.k.  

The old traditions and ways must be kept up or they will be gone.  I don’t believe in division in any way, whether 
African American, Asian, or whatever, we’re Americans, but we don’t want to lose what makes people unique.  
There should be ways of doing that without necessarily creating division.  I think that the roots of your culture 
should be kept alive to maintain identity.

I think that the Springfield community needs to be somewhat more open to minorities.   There is not a large 
minority population here, and many people in Springfield and the area have very little contact with minorities.  
Because the minority population is relatively small, whenever possible the community should speak out for 
cultural events and participate in them, such as the unity project that was held in January.  Since people in 
Southwest Missouri don’t have a lot of exposure to minorities they simply behave as if we don’t exist.  It is not 
that they don’t like us; we don’t impinge upon their world, and they are not conscious a lot of times that we are 
here.   So I think that being more open to experiences is needed.  The Ozarks in general over time have been self-
contained, and because Ozarkians don’t have much experience with minorities they don’t think about them.  I do 
not believe people in Southwest Missouri are prejudiced or bigoted in this.  I have not seen that.  It is that they 
don’t have a lot of contact with minorities.

The responsibility to make this happen belongs to everybody .  Diversity fairs and other  small steps to raise 
people’s consciousness are helpful.  It is my responsibility as a native person to say, look, I’m here, this is what I 
am, and present myself to the world.  The majority of people have a responsibility to accept who we are and 
allow us to be who we are, all minorities, and not put up a roadblock.  It is also my responsibility to present 
myself as a genuine person who doesn’t have an axe to grind.  I personally am not into the victim mentality even 
though I know that discrimination is there.  In some ways I have experience that others don’t.  I’ve been 
fortunate.  You can’t let a victim mentality ruin your life.  That’s really important because it’s the same kind of 
thing as growing up in a dysfunctional family.  I had a somewhat dysfunctional childhood that I could at 52 say 
that whatever is wrong in my life is because I had an unhappy childhood.  Well, that’s true, but I can’t change 
that, it happened, but I can’t let it consume my life or rule who I am.  I think sometimes that that same principle 
works in not letting being a victim of discrimination rule who a person is, even though it makes you angry.  It’s 
difficult, but somehow in the adult world you have to be who you are;  that’s the reality we live in and you have 
to deal with it somehow.  This doesn’t solve anything or cure anything.  Everybody has to come to a place where 
they are able to be who they are.  I can only speak for me.  I can’t speak for somebody else.   I can’t make a 
generalization for all native people.  Some have experiences, tragedies, and unfortunate consequences that they 
can’t get past.  I wouldn’t presume to tell them how to feel, but at some point everybody has to come to the fact 
that they’re in the world and they have to deal with it the best they can.  

In the white world people have stood up for me all the time.  A special person was my advisor in my doctoral 
program.  Dr. Taylor had been there a long time, was scholarly, and was very much an encouragement to me 
generally.  I would not have got my doctorate without her.  She kept me in school a couple of times.  A unique, 
wonderful person, a great lady.
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I still don’t feel like an elder.  I’m grateful for the opportunity to tell my story.  I am not sure that it is very 
unique, but if it helps somebody or encourages somebody it will be worth whatever I’ve said or done.  I have 
enjoyed it, and it will be nice to see it in print.   I’ll be excited to do that.  I still feel that there are people out 
there who are much more interesting than I am.  
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