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Agenda
Introduction to Native American & Indigenous Studies

Week 1 – Keywords: Indigeneity/Indigenous, Native
Week 2 – Keyword: Land
Week 3 – Keyword: Sovereignty
Week 4 – Keywords: Nation, nationhood
Week 5 – Keywords: blood, tradition
Week 6 – Keywords: colonialism, decolonization
Week 7 – Keyword: Survivance
Week 8 – Keyword: Knowledge
Week 9 – Keywords: Literature, Art
Week 10 – Keywords: Queer, 2-Spirit or, previously (derogatory), berdache
Week 11 – Keyword: Resistance
Week 12 – Keyword: Race
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In her 2012 anthology of Indigenous sf, Grace Dillon stresses that
“[w]riters of Indigenous futurisms sometimes intentionally
experiment with, sometimes intentionally dislodge, sometimes
merely accompany, but invariably change the parameters of sf."
While the work of Ryan Singer, Daniel McCoy (right: Boni's Dream
Realized), Topaz Jones, Marla Allison, and Debra Yepa-Pappan must
first and foremost be located in the discursive field of
contemporary North American Indigenous art, rather than in the
tradition of sf novels, short stories, plays, or movies, it nevertheless
stands true that their visual stories redefine rules of representation.
They disintegrate colonial narratives and create, from what Gerald
Vizenor has called “the ruins of representation” (Manifest Manners),
a visual code that is apt to mediate traditional ways of knowing and
being and that urges the viewer to imagine Indigenous futures—
both North American Indigenous peoples in the future and the
futures of North American Indigenous peoples.

Indigenous Futurism



The scientific discoveries and technological inventions of the second half of the nineteenth and the beginning
of the twentieth centuries and the ensuing turn toward what Jean-François Lyotard called “scientific
knowledge” (7) distinguished large and unifying social, political, and biological patterns such as the tenets of
evolutionary theory and Social Darwinism. 
The ‘post’ in postmodernism denotes a disenchantment with the ideas and beliefs constituted by the term it
prefixes, a cultural condition that Lyotard defined in general as “incredulity toward metanarratives” (xxiv).
Lyotard thus refers to a profound suspicion towards these large and unifying patterns that he calls “grand
narrative[s]” (xxiii) of culture—teleologies that impose their structures on reality and legitimate their own
tools. To Lyotard, progress is a central Western grand narrative because scientific and technological
advancements are considered as naturally accompanied by “economic growth and the expansion of
sociopolitical power” (7). 
Pop art specifically responds to the grand narratives disseminated by Hollywood movies, TV commercials, and
advertisements and “exposes the role of image in reproducing capitalist culture and the reduction of art to
commodity” (Best and Kellner 177). While this term denotes an artistic current in the 1950s and 1960s that
captured the atmosphere of a time when “the cultures of the entire Western world have been Americanized”
(Osterworld 6), it is generally applied to artwork that showcases, celebrates, and dismantles the “‘myths of
everyday life’” (11), depicting human life as determined by popular culture, the mass media, consumerism,
and stereotypes. 

Pop Art x Postmodernism



The work of artists such as Singer (bottom right: Tuba City Spaceport) and McCoy represents life in a highly
technologized and hyperinflated media consumers’ world. However, in stark contrast to pop art’s effacement of artistic
presence and renunciation of message and depth, Indigenous artists react against the objectification of their cultures to
express their identities as contemporary North American Indigenous peoples. 
The appropriation and re-invention of culture and identity, perceived as a novelty of American media culture by
postmodernists, has been familiar to Indigenous peoples of the Americas throughout centuries of colonization. The
grand narrative of progress has had a particular impact on North American Indigenous peoples. The systematic
extinction of Indigenous cultures and languages was justified and honed by budding sciences of the late nineteenth

Indigenous Futurism

century that encouraged the enduring false assumption that Indigenous
cultures are pre-modern cultures “that [exist] outside of the modern” and
“must remain temporally fixed in an ahistorical past” (Kuper qtd in
Gaertner), unable to transition into modernity and therefore doomed to
extinction. [Natives'] sole function is to evoke nostalgia for bygone times
and rugged Frontier life and, ultimately, to legitimate what is perceived
as the natural course of social evolution and progress.

Envisioning their own futures is crucial for Indigenous artists still
persistently confronted with, and whose art is frequently erased by,
stereotypes of the Dead Indian. Indigenous futurisms engage with the
Western world’s stories that narrate future times—from the grand
narrative of progress to sf stories—but they also re-appropriate the visual
space for the “open, future, possible,” as Amir Eshel defines futurity (4). 



Many of the elements I identified as, at least partially, characteristic of
Indigenous futurisms in the work of Indigenous artists are references to
popular culture instead of generic markers of sf.

Instead of mapping out the environment of a distant planet, Ryan Singer,
for instance, embeds Star Wars references alongside other signifiers of
consumer culture such as Folgers Coffee cans, TVs, cellphones or fast food. 
Daniel McCoy Jr. integrates comic book characters and items of North
American Indigenous consumer culture such as Frybread and casinos. 
In Jason Garcia’s drawings on clay tiles, Hopi women take selfies with
smartphones. 
Debra Yepa-Pappan references the popular sf series Star Trek and Doctor
Who. 

These artists have been grouped together in exhibitions under labels such as
pop art, Native pop, and post-pop. An exhibition in 2012 coined the term Low-
Rez, relating the featured artists, among them Singer, McCoy, Jones, and Yepa-
Pappan, to Lowbrow art, a pop art movement also known as pop-surrealism
that rose in the 1950s in the West Coast surfer and car culture, with artists such
as Robert Williams and Ed Roth, whose iconoclastic images were considered
chaotic, outrageous, and vulgar. All these terms stress the parodic and
subversive potential of the art while grouping the Indigenous artists with
postmodern movements.

Low-Rez



Few native women have gained as much attention in colonized North America as the Powhatan girl Pocahontas,
who lived in the area of modern-day Virginia during the setting up of the Jamestown colony in 1607. Her figure has
inspired numerous stories, poems, plays, and films in the past centuries, and she continues to spark the imagination
of Americans. Her historical background and her significance in both Native and nonNative America have been
much contested over the years. Pocahontas’s figure has come to represent both a savior to the colonizing Europeans
and a traitor to her own people. The colonizers’ versions of Pocahontas’s legend have dominated the scene until
recent years, but her story has also been taken up by Native American artists and writers. 
Along with Pocahontas, Mojica brings Native American women onstage from almost the entire history of the
colonial period and shows new and revealing aspects of the colonizer’s stereotypical images of Native women.
[Lyytinen] looks at the way Monique Mojica deconstructs the figure of Pocahontas and other stereotyped
representations of Native women and how Mojica taps into the collective memories of Native women to “come
‘home’” to who she is: a contemporary Native woman in North America.
Reading John Smith's 1624 story, Lyytinen writes "the story of the young Powhatan princess who rescued Captain
Smith from death has had a tremendous influence in reinforcing one of the most persistent and powerful colonial
stereotypes of Native American women: that of the “Indian Princess,”6 the female version of the “noble savage,”
who risks her own life for the advancement of the colonists. In colonial discourse, two stereotypes of Indian women
have persisted throughout the centuries; the “Princess” and the “Squaw,” a parallel to the virgin/whore dichotomy
of the dominant culture. Pocahontas is undoubtedly the most famous representative figure of the Princess
stereotype."

"The Pocahontas Myth and Its Deconstruction in Monique
Mojica’s Play Princess Pocahontas and the Blue Spots"



Looking at the early representations of the Pocahontas figure, it is obvious that she represents both an assimilating
“good Indian,” presenting an example of how to solve the “Indian problem,” as well as an exotic, sexualized Other
for the male colonizer’s gaze...The figure of the Indian Princess embodies this duality of being an example of perfect
assimilation into white Christian ways, having departed from any savagery, yet presenting an exciting and
unknown sexual Other.
White Americans who like to claim some native connection to the North American soil have found a suitable
ancestor in Pocahontas, a connection that is not linked to images of “savage Indians,” but to a good Christian
princess who was wise enough to switch sides from the “savages” to the “civilized.” She can be seen to represent a
friendly welcome on the part of the Indians toward the colonizers, and as a great ancestral mother she connects
them to the early history of the New World. Through her position as “Mother of Us All,” Pocahontas lessens the guilt
of white Americans. 
Because of the huge popularity and wide distribution of Disney films, Pocahontas has the power to shape a
significant part of American romantic folklore. By reusing the same romanticized version of the Pocahontas story,
the Disney film reminds people of the colonizer’s account of her as the white man’s ideal, assimilating Indian
Princess. The sequel to Disney’s Pocahontas, Pocahontas II: Journey to a New World, goes even further in presenting
the Indian Princess’s yielding to the handsome colonizers. In this film, Pocahontas is portrayed as a completely
assimilated Indian Princess visiting the English court, dressed in a Jacobean-style gown, with her hair done up in the
European style and her face powdered heavily to lighten the hue of her skin.

"The Pocahontas Myth and Its Deconstruction in Monique
Mojica’s Play Princess Pocahontas and the Blue Spots"



The late 1960s and early 1970s also saw an increase in Native American political activism following the general
movement for civil rights in the United States. There were significant developments in Native American civil rights in
the 1970s and 1980s in the form of legal victories in land claims and increased tribal rights. This political and cultural
process has also inspired writers and artists to critically evaluate the past and present of their people after five
hundred years of colonial occupation. 
Female playwrights and theater groups have also deconstructed colonial imagery. The New York–based Spiderwoman
Theater Company, of which Mojica's mother and aunt are a part, has been consistently performing since the 1980s. By
the 1990s, Canada had also begun to see a heightened political and cultural activism of First Nations.
Homi K. Bhabha asserts in his essay “The Other Question: Stereotype, Discrimination and the Discourse of
Colonialism,” the stereotype is a “major discursive strategy” in colonial discourse. It is “knowledge that is arrested
and fetishistic and circulates through colonial discourse as [a] limited form of otherness, [a] form of difference.” The
images of a young Indian girl both as subservient assimilationist and as the “darker,” more lascivious, and available
Squaw form the stereotypes of colonial discourse that Mojica has chosen to challenge, undo, and render ridiculous in
the play.
In her play, Mojica quotes a traditional Cheyenne saying: “A nation is not conquered until the hearts of its women are
on the ground.” As a result of stereotyping and cultural colonization and the actual physical colonization of their land
and homes, the hearts of Native American women have “been forced to the ground because the power of imagination,
of image . . . is the power to determine a people’s fate.” So says Paula Gunn Allen in her influential book The Sacred
Hoop,  which Mojica draws on in her play.

"The Pocahontas Myth and Its Deconstruction in Monique
Mojica’s Play Princess Pocahontas and the Blue Spots"



The very first example of the Trickster’s “deconstruction” of colonial stereotypes comes in the opening scene of
the play. Princess Butteredon-Both-Sides is presented at the 498th annual Miss North American Indian Beauty
Pageant, hosted by “George Pepe Flaco Columbus Cartier da Gama Smith,” “coming to you live from the Indian
Princess Hall of Fame.”48 Dressed in a “white ‘buckskin’ dress . . . carrying an oversized ear of corn,” and
offering the audience cornnuts, she comes in accompanied by “Hollywood ‘tom toms,’ the ‘Indian Love Call,’ ‘The
Good, the Bad and the Ugly’ and the ‘Mazola’ commercial tune.” Mojica’s Trickster Coyote mocks the numerous
Hollywood and commercial images of Indian Princesses, who are so ready to sacrifice themselves for the white
man. She pronounces: “For the talent segment of the Miss North American Indian Beauty Pageant, I shall dance
for you, in savage splendour, the ‘Dance of the Sacrificial Corn Maiden,’ and proceed to hurl myself over the
precipice, all for the loss of my one true love, CAPTAIN JOHN WHITEMAN.”
In fact, the stage directions in this scene make specific reference to the film Rose Marie, a Hollywood feature
with an elaborately choreographed woodland “Indian” dance number, “Totem-Tom-Tom,” which Princess
Buttered-on-Both-Sides performs as a “corn celebration played on pan pipes with vocalized cartoon sound effects
[while doing a] Hollywood ‘Injun Dance.’” According to the stereotypes presented in many films, books, and
cartoons of Indian maidens, Princess Buttered-on-Both-Sides proceeds to try to kill herself, stripping off her
buckskin dress and throwing herself into “Niagara Falls,” shouting “Geronimoooooooo!!!!!”
Only, as a Trickster, she survives this leap. As some of the worst stereotypes are already mocked at the beginning
of the play and are literally thrown into Niagara Falls along with Princess Buttered-on-Both-Sides, there is now
space for the Native women’s own voices to be heard. 

"The Pocahontas Myth and Its Deconstruction in Monique
Mojica’s Play Princess Pocahontas and the Blue Spots"



     Hi. You probably want to ask me a question. It’s a valid question. It’s the question most non-NDN* (*Indian)
people want to ask me this time of year, and you shuffle around a bit and wring your hands and maybe demure: Do
you celebrate Thanksgiving?
     What we’re not saying is: this holiday has perhaps made you uncomfortably aware of the continuing colonial
legacy of the United States—you have maybe read about this. Maybe you also felt it on Columbus Day. Maybe you
Tweeted a link to something once or updated your Facebook status. Maybe you were at a Halloween party with a
dude in a headband and a feather who kept falling down and bellowed “I’M A DRUNK INDIAN” or with a girl in a
headdress who had a sign around her neck that read “I survived the Trail of Tears and all I got was an alcohol
problem.” I’ve been there. Those parties suck.
And in that sense, I don’t mind the question: Do I celebrate Thanksgiving? Well, I wake up every day knowing that I
live on occupied land. You see 14th Street and I see a massacre, and sometimes that’s all I can see. You’re maybe only
a little bit aware of it for a small part of today, in between the family or the baking or the turkey. It might be a
twinge. But that twinge is where I live.
     The other thing we don’t say is that you’re not really asking if I, Tommy Pico—poet-thing, lover of interspecies
friendships, mascot brawls, and YouTube bloopers—do I celebrate Thanksgiving. You’re asking, do Indians celebrate
Thanksgiving. How should I know? I might be the only NDN you’ve ever encountered. I might be the only NDN you’ll
ever encounter (that makes me sad). But still, I’m not your race rep. And in that sense, the question makes me kind
of hate you. Ok, no, not really, we’re cool. I know you. I like you. I’m sure you did or do something I admire. We
might be friends! I might have a crush on you. I might totally love you.

"How to Pass the Time on a Holiday Commemorating the Destruction
of Your Ancestors: A Kumeyaay Poet Makes Plans for Thanksgiving"

Tommy Pico



7am: Wake up. I’m feeding my roommate/BFF Jess’s beauty of a kitty while she’s out of town, and 7am is about
when Sid headbutts me awake. If Sid wasn’t so cute I would be furious—she kneads me, knocks me, and wails
me awake, takes two bites of food, and then returns to bed for cuddles. Anger and adoration hold hands.
7:30am: Watch two episodes of The Man in the High Castle. I’m compelled by the mystery, feel low-key assaulted
by its Nazi subway ad campaign, and am aware that in its world a weirdo NDN faggot like me would either be
ashes falling lightly on Luke Kleintank’s wavy bangs, or living anxiously in the lawless Rockies.
9am: If I’m good, reading Don’t Let Me Be Lonely. If not, playing Candy Crush, singing Janet Jackson karaokes via
YouTube, or masturbating

     Back to the question: Do I celebrate a day that amplifies historical propaganda, that celebrates genocide and a
manufactured moment of harmony between an occupying force and its subjugated resistance? That elides
generations of torture, rape, and cultural erasure?
     You’re goddamn right I do.
     But maybe not in the way you suspect. However amplified your sense of colonizer’s guilt is today, for me it’s
deafening. In my grandmother’s generation, our traditions, language, religion, and culture became extinct. I have to
do something today both productive and intensely fun with people I love, otherwise the feedback would be too
much. I have to create new traditions. And! Since you were so curious as to how I celebrate Thanksgiving, here’s the
day:
 

"How to Pass the Time on a Holiday Commemorating the Destruction
of Your Ancestors: A Kumeyaay Poet Makes Plans for Thanksgiving"

Tommy Pico



11:30am: Running at the gym. This may be the only thing I will definitely be doing at this exact time. I run
about 30 miles a week. It’s kind of about being fit or whatever but sometimes I feel like my survival might
literally depend on how fast I can get away. I like feeling assured that, unless you have a gun, I can run faster
than you. Also this really hot guy at the gym has started saying what’s up to me and this is around the time he’s
there and last time we were in the sauna together he asked me what I do. I have seen his penis and I call it
“Hosey.”
2pm: Meet at Kayla’s place. We will each read a poem or a short excerpt from a prose work and then write for
four hours. I’m writing a new ‘zine called “Junk”—it’s a little bit in conversation with the A.R. Ammons book
Garbage. He wrote it as an old man in the early 1990s and it’s about (I think) how people in America treat their
elders. Like garbage. Like they’ve outlived their use. In my 30s I feel kind of like junk—not exactly factory
fresh, not yet waived into obsolescence. But like I’m waiting for a new use.
6pm: Chantal puts her pie in the oven, Max puts the bagel bites in the microwave, I hand Kayla the Titos and
the Vermouth—she shakes them into magic and I queue up Master of None. I assume we have epiphanies
about Aziz Ansari’s marginalization and how it reflects our own; we will wax poetic, smoke way too many
things, and I will probably tell everyone how much I love them, over and over. I will try not to get too drunk
because I have a tattoo/karaoke/happy hour date with Angel the next day, and I have to email Morgan about
the next Poets With Attitude, and follow up with Branded Saloon about my zine release/birthday party in three
Wednesdays. I don’t ask myself what I’m thankful for. I have to make it every day.

"How to Pass the Time on a Holiday Commemorating the Destruction
of Your Ancestors: A Kumeyaay Poet Makes Plans for Thanksgiving"

Tommy Pico



the pink neon lit window full of plaster of paris
& resin Indians in beadwork for days with fur trim turkey
      feathers dyed to look like eagles
abalone & bones
The fake Indians, if mechanically activated
would look better at the Pow Wow than the real one in plain
      jeans For Sale For Sale
with no price tag
One holds a bunch of Cuban rolled cigars
one has a solid red bonnet & bulging eyes ready for war
      Another has a headdress from hell
with painted feathers no bird on earth 
would be caught dead in
All around them are plastic inflatable
hot pink palm trees    grinning skulls shepherd beer stains
      chuckling checkbooks black rhinestone cats
& a blonde blow up fuck me doll for horny men
who want a hole that will never talk back
There are certainly more fake Indians
than real ones but this is the u.s.a.

"The Real Indian Leans Against"
Chrystos (Menominee)

What else can you expect from the land of sell
your grandma     sell our land     sell your ass You too
     could have a fake Indian in your parlor
who never talks back
Fly in the face of it I want a plastic white man
I can blow up again & again
I want turkeys to keep their feathers
& the non-feathered variety to shut up
I want to bury these Indians dressed like cartoons
of our long dead
I want to live
somewhere
where nobody is sold



My country! 'tis to thee,
Sweet land of Liberty,
My pleas I bring.
       Land where OUR fathers died,
       Whose offspring are denied
       The Franchise given wide,
       Hark, while I sing.

My native country, thee,
Thy Red man is not free,
Knows not thy love.
       Political bred ills,
       Peyote in temple hills,
       His heart with sorrow fills,
       Knows not thy love.

"The Red Man's America"
Zitkála-Šá (Dakota)

Let Lane's Bill swell the breeze,
and ring from all the trees,
Sweet freedom's song.
       Let Gandy's Bill awake
       All people, till they quake,
       Let Congress, silence break,
       The sound prolong.

Great Mystery, to thee,
Life of humanity,
To thee, we cling.
       Grant our home land be bright,
       Grant us just human right,
       Protect us by Thy might,
       Great God, our king.



Dark night at last has taken its flight,
Morn had come with her earliest light;
Her herald, gray dawn, had extinguished each star,
And gay banners in the east were waving afar.

That lovely goddess, Beautiful Spring,
Had fanned all the earth with her radiant wing;
"Had calmed the wild winds with fragrant breath,"
And gladden'd nature with an emerald wreath.

Within the precincts of the Bird Nation,
All was bustle and animation;
For that day was to witness a literary feast,
Where only Birds were invited guests.

The place of meeting was a leafy nook,
Close by the side of a sparkling brook.
Soon were assembled a merry band,
Birds from every tree in the land.

Mrs. Dove came first, in soft colors drest;
Then Mr. Canary, looking his best.
The family of Martins, dressed in brown,
And Mr. Woodpecker, with his ruby crown.

"Literary Day Among the Birds"
Lily Lee (Cherokee)

The exercises opened with a scientific song,
By the united voices of the feathered throng.
Then was delivered a brilliant oration,
by 'Squire RAVEN, the wisest bird of the nation.
Master WHIP-POOR-WILL next mounted the stage,
Trying to look very much like a sage.

Eight pretty green Parrots then spoke with art;
Though small, with credit they carried their part.
Again an oration by Mr. Quail,
Spoken as fast as the gallop of snail.
And lastly, Sir BLACKBIRD whistl'd off an address,
Of twenty odd minutes, more or less.

Then came the applause, so loud and long,
That the air echoed the joyous song.
But the sun was low, so soon they sped
To their quiet nests and their grassy beds;
And rocked by the breeze, they quietly slept,
Ere the firstling star in the blue sky crept.



Next week...

Keyword: 2SQ (two-
spirit queer)

"Womanish Men and Manlike Women: The Native

American Two-Spirit as Warrior" by Roger M. Carpenter

"Women, Labor, and Power in the Nineteenth Century

Choctaw Nation" by Fay A. Yarbrough

2 Chapters from Spaces between Us: Queer Settler

Colonialism and Indigenous Decolonization (2011) by

Scott Lauria Morgensen
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