
 

 

-- a girl he was in love with. 

Also, there was no place where 

a young man and a girl could 

be alone inside the village. The 

family tipi was always crowded 

with people. And naturally, you 

couldn't just walk out of the 

village hand in hand with your 

girl, even if hand holding had 

been one of our customs, which 

it wasn't. Out there in the tall 

grass and sagebrush you could 

be gored by a buffalo, clawed 

by a grizzly, or tomahawked by 

a Pawnee, or you could run into 

the Mila Hanska, the Long 

Knives, namely the U.S. Cav-

alry.  

The only chance you 

had to met your 

winchinchala was to 

wait for her at daybreak 

when the women went 

to the river or brook 

with their skin bags to 

get water. When that 

girl you had your eye on 

finally came down to 

the water trail, you 

popped up from behind 

some bush and stood so 

she could see you.  

 
Continued on next page 

As a tribe we need to pull 

together our resources to gain 

the strength and wisdom to 

survive. There is different leg-

islation in the White House 

being proposed that could af-

fect all tribes across this nation. 

One thing to remember, no 

matter what is passed through 

our Federal or State level gov-

ernments, they cannot take 

away the fact that we are Na-

tive people. 

We need to educate and train 

our people, within our tribe, to 

carry on our traditions and our 

government. 

I beseech you, get our young 

people more involved our gath-

erings and more interest in our 

survival. 

The leaders of our tribe will not 

be around forever. We need to 

look for our replacements just 

as our ancestors did. 

I would like any sugges-

tion on how we can get more of 

our people involved and inter-

ested  

 

"The Legend of the 

Flute" 

Well, you know our flutes, 

you've heard their sounds and 

seen how beautifully they are 

made. That flute of ours, the 

siyotanka, is for only one kind 

of music, love music. In the old 

days the men would sit by 

themselves, maybe lean hidden, 

unseen, against a tree in the 

dark of night.  

They would make up their own 

special tunes, their courting 

songs.  

We Indians 

are shy. Even 

if he was a 

warrior who 

had already 

counted coup 

on a enemy, 

a young man 

might hardly 

screw up 

courage 

enough to 

talk to a nice-

looking 

winchinchala 

Mom’s notes by Katie Rose-Walker 
   Spring Bread is the be-

ginning of 

our new 

year.   May 

our tribe 

be blessed 

this year 

with re-

moval of our financial 

burden and finding a 

way to bring our young 

people to ceremony. 

    I would like to thank 

Kathy Walker for her 

more than FIVE years of 

service doing the news-

letter for the tribe.  

Please pass on your 

thanks.   Our newsletter 

has become a beautiful 

item.  I have been happy 

to share it with new 

members and others.    

Duane Everhart has 

agreed to fill in for a 

while. 

     

   

Where there’s smoke by Gary Hunt 
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the wind. It was as if he heard these sounds for 

the first time.  

Suddenly there was a entirely new sound, of a 

kind neither he nor anyone else had ever heard 

before. It was mournful and ghost like. It made 

him afraid, so that he drew his robe tightly 

about himself and reached for his bow to make 

sure that it was properly strung. On the other 

hand, the sound was like a song, sad but beau-

tiful, full of love, hope, and yearning. Then 

before he knew it, he was asleep. He dreamed 

that the bird called wagnuka, the redheaded 

woodpecker, appeared singing the strangely 

beautiful song and telling him, "Follow me 

and I will teach you."  

When the hunter awoke, the sun was already 

high. On a branch of the tree against which he 

was leaning, he saw a redheaded woodpecker. 

The bird flew away to another tree, and an-

other, but never very far, looking back all the 

time at the young man as if to say, "Come on!" 

Then once more he heard that wonderful song, 

and his heart yearned to find the singer. Flying 

toward the sound, leading the hunter, the bird 

flitted through the leaves, while its bright red 

top made easy to follow. At last it lighted on a 

cedar tree and began hammering on a branch, 

making a noise like the fast beating of a small 

drum. Suddenly there was a gust of wind, and 

again the hunter heard that beautiful sound 

right above him.  

Then he discovered that the song came from 

the dead branch that the woodpecker was tap-

ping his beak. He realized also that it was the 

wind which made the sound as it whistled 

through the hole the bird had drilled.  

"Kola, friend," said the hunter, "let me take 

this branch home. You can make yourself 

another."  

He took the branch, a hollow piece of wood 

full of woodpecker holes that was about the 

length of his forearm. He walked back to his 

village bringing no meat, but happy all the 

same.  

In his tipi the young man tried to make the 

branch sing for him. He blew on it, he waves it 

around, no sound came. It made him sad, he 

wanted so much to hear that wonderful new 

sound. He purified himself in the sweat lodge 

and climbed to the top of a lonely hill. There, 

resting with his back against a large rock, he 

fasted, going without food or water for four 

days and nights, crying for a vision which 

would tell him how to make the branch sing. 

In the middle of the fourth night, wagnuka, the 

bird with the bright red top, appeared, saying, 

"Watch me," turning himself into a man, 

showing the hunter how to make the branch 

sing, saying again and again, "Watch this, 

And that was about all you could do to 

show her that you were interested, Standing 

there grinning, looking at your moccasins, 

scratching your ear, maybe  

The winchinchala didn't do much either, ex-

cept get red in the face, giggle, maybe throw a 

wild turnip at you. If she liked you, the only 

way she would let you know was to take her 

time filling her water bag and peek at you a 

few times over her shoulder.  

So the flutes did all the talking. At night, lying 

on her buffalo robe in her parents tipi, the girl 

would hear that moaning, crying sound of the 

siyotanka. By the way it was played, she 

would know that it was her lover who was out 

there someplace. And if the Elk Medicine was 

very strong in him and her, maybe she would 

sneak out to follow that sound and meet him 

without anybody noticing it.  

The flute is always made of cedarwood. In the 

shape it describes the long neck and head of a 

bird with a open beak. The sound comes out of 

the beak, and that's where the legend comes in, 

the legend of how the Lakota people acquired 

the flute.  

Once many generations ago, the people had 

drums, gourd rattles, and bull-roarers, but no 

flutes. At that long-ago time a young man 

went out to hunt. Meat was scarce, and the 

people in his camp were hungry. He found the 

tracks of an Elk and followed them for a long 

time. The Elk, wise and swift, is the one who 

owns the love charm. If a man possesses Elk 

Medicine, the girl he likes can't help sleeping 

with him. He will also be a lucky hunter. This 

young man I'm talking about had no Elk Medi-

cine. After many hours he finally sighted his 

game. He was skilled with bow and arrows, 

and had a fine new bow and a quiver full of 

straight, well-feathered, flint-tipped arrows. 

Yet the Elk always managed to stay just out of 

range, leading him on and on. The young man 

was so intent on following his prey that he 

hardly noticed where he went.  

When night came, he found himself deep in-

side a thick forest. The tracks had disappeared 

and so had the Elk, and there was no moon. He 

realized that he was lost and that it was too 

dark to find his way out. Luckily he came 

upon a stream with cool, clear water. And he 

had been careful enough to bring a hide bag of 

wasna, dried meat pounded with berries and 

kidney fat, strong food that will keep a man 

going for a few days. After he had drunk and 

eaten, he rolled himself into his fur robe, 

propped his back against a tree, and tried to 

rest. But he couldn't sleep, the forest was full 

of strange noises, and the cries of night ani-

mals, the hooting owls, the groaning of trees in 

Where there’s smoke by Gary Hunt 
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now." And in his dream the young man 

watched and observed very carefully.  

When he awoke, he found a cedar tree. He 

broke off a branch and, working many hours, 

hollowed it out with a bowstring drill, just as 

he had seen the woodpecker do in his dream. 

He whittled the branch into the shape of the 

birds with a long neck and a open beak. He 

painted the top of the birds head with washa-

sha, the sacred red 

color. He prayed. 

He smoked the 

branch up with 

incense of burning 

sage, cedar, and 

sweet grass. He 

fingered the holes 

as he had seen the 

man-bird do in his 

vision, meanwhile 

blowing softly into 

the mouthpiece. 

All at once there 

was the song, 

ghost like and 

beautiful beyond 

words drifting all 

the way to the 

village, where the 

people were as-

tounded and joyful 

to hear it. With the help of the wind and the 

woodpecker, the young man had brought them 

the first flute. 

Have a great Spring 
Gary Hunt 
Principal Chief 
 

Once many 
generations 

ago, the 
people had 

drums, gourd 
rattles, and 
bull-roarers, 
but no flutes. 
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      I am again asking if you are not in a 

small job for the tribe please talk to me, 

Barbara or Gary.  There are things that 

need done that the tribe needs help with.   

Some of these are at home and some de-

pend on you being present at Ceremony 

or Council Meetings.  Please consider 

volunteering, even if you are a young 

person or young to the tribe.    I would 

like to see more of our young people in 

positions where they can learn so the 

tribe will be able to live on.   A living 

tribe has members of all age groups, ac-

tive in the tribal activities.    Let’s work on 

that this year.     See you all at Spring 

Bread at Feltner’s. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mom’s notes, continued 

Bear  of the Panther Clan 

Gone but not forgotten 

Big Strong Brave 

A Quiet Storm With 

Unrealized Wisdom 

Simplistic In His 

Doings 

All Wrapped Up In 

One Man Some Called 

Dan 

This Gentle Spirit Momentarily Rests 

As We Remember What He Always Told 

Us 

“Panther Clan, Let Us Start With Prayer” 

Thanks Bear, For Being Forever True 

 

The Panther Clan 

        

Just before a star-filled daybreak on the 

October 6, 2010, our Panther Clan Chief, 

Dewayne Jackson, passed through the 

western door.  The sun broke the day with a 

bright blue sky and an unspeakable rain of 

painful tears.   

Dewayne was my cousin, my brother, and 

my friend.  For Darla and Holden he was a 

beloved husband and father, for Roy and 

Darlene a cherished son, for Lucille a 

darling grandson, for Kale and Darlene a 

treasured son-in-law, for Tabitha and 

Ronnie he was an adored sibling, and for 

Kennedy, Makenna, and Brett he was a 

much loved uncle.   

Dewayne was loved by all that met him.  

Dewayne found happiness in love and 

charity.  For Dewayne, there were no 

strangers, just family and friends yet to 

meet.   

Dewayne was 

proud of his 

Indigenous 

heritage.  He 

found ancestral 

power in his 

genetic 

memories.   

His character and personality exemplified 

what it meant to be native—humility, 

respect for elders, caring, generosity, and 

forgiveness.  Dewayne once told me that if 

he felt that he had somehow wronged 

another human being, he would not go to 

sleep that night until he had made it right 

between them.  When I asked why he chose 

his career path, Dewayne smiled and told 

Dewayne Jackson  

(Tlvdatsi Ustagalayi – Panther Who Looks Out of the Cave) 

 

Continued on Page 5 

Gayla Brookman with President Jeffer-

son Keel (Chickasaw Nation)  at the 

Native American Embassy during the 

January meeting of the National Con-

gress of American Indians. See com-

plete information on President Keel’s  

State of  Indian Nations Address at:  

http://www.ncai.org/Home.564.0.html 



 

 

attempt to unite Native American 

tribes in a confedereracy through-

out North America. Before he left, 

he warned his brother against fight-

ing the Americans. His brother ig-

nored him. While Tecumseh was 

traveling, Tenskwatawa was de-

feated in the battle of Tippecanoe. 

  During the war of 1812. Tecum-

seh’s confederacy allied with the 

British in Canada and helped cap-

ture Fort Detroit. The Americans, 

led by Harrison, launched a 

counter assault and invaded Can-

ada.  

   On October 5,1813, at the battle 

of the Thames, Tecumseh rallied his 

fighting men as he inspected the 

lines on horseback. He told them 

they would be victorious, and 

urged their British allies to do the 

same. Speaking directly to British 

General Proctor he said:  “Father, tell 

your men to be firm, and all will be well.”  

   Tecumseh did not run, neither did 

his men. They were loyal followers 

who had supported him since the 

beginning. Some said that Tecum-

seh received a gunshot wound to 

his chest. Most had no idea of when 

or how he was killed, or what hap-

pened to his body. Thirty minutes 

after he was last seen alive at the 

battle, his men disengaged and 

melted away into the forest.  

   Although there are no known au-

thentic portraits of Tecumseh, there 

are a number of written descrip-

tions of him. With the help of Calvin 

Tanner, Bar-

bara Lehmann 

and Gary 

Hunt, I was 

able to piece 

together some 

thoughts on 

his appear-

ance. 

  Probably the 

most helpful 

source on his 

appearance 

came from 

some photos that Barbara and Cal-

vin sent me of his decedents. As I 

looked at the photos I noticed simi-

larities in the shape of the mouth, 

nose, forehead and eyes in all of 

them. 

  I used Gary Hunt as a live model 

for the painting. Gary is the current 

chief of the Piqua Shawnees, the 

tribe Tecumseh was from. I 

changed Gary’s appearance to 

match those in the written descrip-

tions and photos of his decedents. 

 Some written descriptions of Te-

cumseh: 

 “Tecumseh-A Life”  by John Sug-

den  Pg. 516 

 Dressed in a suit of fringed deer-

skin “he stood 5’10’’…erect car-

riage…had an athletic, spare frame 

and well proportioned  with a full 

chest, broad square shoulders, and 

finely formed muscular limbs. 

Walked with a graceful brisk, elas-

tic step. Completion was light fore 

an Indian. His head was moderately 

Continued on next page  Spring 2011 Page 4 

The Creation Of The Painting Tecumseh 

“I am a Shawnee. My forefathers were warri-
ors. Their son is a warrior. From them I take 
my existence. For my tribe I take nothing. I 

have made myself what I am.”   Tecumseh 

   Tecumseh, whose name con-
veyed a Shawnee allegorical mean-

ing “Celestial Panther Lying in 

Wait,” was born in 1768 and was 

raised as a hunter and warrior. Dur-

ing the post-Revolution warfare in 

Kentucky and Ohio, he had gained 

a reputation among the tribes as a 

bitter foe of the white settlers. 

    He had a vision to unite all Indi-

ans to stand together as one nation 

against white intrusion. This vision 

of a pan-Indian movement, and his 

aspiration to centralize leadership, 

along with his idea of a common 

ownership of land, clashed with the 

very essence of tribal political 

structures.  Hundreds of Delaware, 

Miami, Sauk, Mesquakie, Patawa-

tomi, and Kickapoo warriors joined 

Tecumseh and his brother 

Tenskwatawa. His brother 

Tenskwatawa was a religious 

leader who advocated a return to 

ancestral lifestyle. Tecumseh and 

Tenskwatawa moved their confed-

eracy to northeast Indiana and set-

tled it as Prophetstown in 1808.  

   Tecumseh confronted Indiana 

Governor William Henry Harrison 

to demand that land purchase trea-

ties be rescinded. Tecumseh trav-

eled to southern United States in an 

By Steve White  

Forward by Barbara Lehmann 

“I am a 

Shawnee. My 

forefathers 

were warriors. 

Their son is a 

warrior. “ 

 Chief Gary Hunt as Tecumseh!  

After two years of trying to get the artist 

and the Chief together, I finally suc-

ceeded in September of 2010. The arti-

cle explains a lot about Tecumseh and 

how I Chief was chosen. The print can 

be purchased at the White Gallery in 

Maysville, KY for $50.00. I love mine, 

I’ll bring it to Spring Bread for all to 

see.  Barbara Lehmann 



 

 

A number of you sent cards and letters 

expressing your sympathy and encour-

agements. 

Geneal and I are grateful for all of your 

thoughts. I am still alive because the 

Creator wills it to be so.  It appears that 

I have amazed the doctors who look at 

things through their so called 

“scientific” lens.  In their logic it 

seemed extremely unlikely that I could 

or would survive. They showed me 

their PET scans and other diagnostic 

tests to support their surprise. At this 

stage I have had more than one 

“event” and am now sporting a new 

pacemaker/defibrillator. 

  So here I am.  I have months to go of 

being on a very short leash and I must 

stay out of the sun until sometime 

around mid August or late September. 

That is the difficult part. 

I am on a medication that if exposed to 

sunlight for over a few minutes the skin 

will turn blue. It is a permanent reac-

tion, so they say.  I am getting stronger 

but still take long naps. I also am not 

allowed to drive until around July. So 

life has changed in many ways  

 

sized and face oval…and features were 

regular large and handsome….a full 

and high forehead, big dark( hazel) 

penetrating eyes…heavy arched 

brows. Cheeks ….high ….nose slightly 

aquiline….well formed mouth. Pg 97 

His hair…thick and black…allowed his 

hair to grow long…lay on his shoul-

ders. Never resorted to tattoos. Some-

times a pendent hung from nose over 

upper lip…ears were pierced…did not 

slit the earlobe. Favorite weapon was a 

war club but carried a silver mounted 

pipe-axe. 

 Governor William Henry Harrison, 

wrote to Secretary of War William Eus-

tis: The implicit obedience and respect which the 
followers of Tecumseh pay to him is really astonish-
ing and more than any other circumstance bespeaks 
him one of those uncommon geniuses, which spring 

up occasionally to produce revolutions and overturn 
the established order of things. If it were not for 
the vicinity of the United States, he would perhaps 
be the founder of an Empire that would rival in 

glory that of Mexico or Peru. 

 I think this last quote expresses his 

feelings as a defender of his homeland. 

 “Our lives are in the hands of the creator. We are 
determined to defend our lands, and if it be his will 

we wish to leave our bones upon them.” 

 

 

me “It was the best way I knew to help oth-

ers.” 

Although I have many degrees and spent 

more than 20 years in school, no one person 

taught me more than Dewayne.  The life 

lessons he taught me were by example and 

they will be with me forever.  Most impor-

tantly, Dewayne reminded me that we have 

but two paths in life to walk—the Black 

Road and the Good Red Road.  It is our 

choice to decide, which path to walk and 

there are always plenty of tricksters along the 

way.  Dewayne reminded me that if we want 

to be true to ourselves, to keep our center, 

there is but one path for us.  Dewayne 

walked the Good Red Road.  It was impossi-

ble for him to do otherwise.  It defined who 

he was.   

Today as I write, there remains a huge hole 

in my life, a hole in my heart and it is bleed-

ing tears.  Somehow I need to remember that 

although Dewayne is gone physically his 

Spirit will be with us forever.  All we have to 

do is think of Dewayne and his Spirit will be 

with us, always.  By Ken Tenkslery 
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Thank you from Don Rankin: Spring and Green Corn 

Ceremonies for 2011 

Since the land is on the mar-

ket, we will be holding our 

ceremonies at a couple differ-

ent locations.  

Our Spring Bread Dance will 

be held at Feltner’s 4-H Camp. 

Many of you have been there 

in the past. For those of you 

how have not been there or 

don’t remember how to get 

there (like me) a map and di-

rections are on page 7 of this 

news letter.  

This year both the Walkers 

and  Oteros have graciously 

offered the use of their land 

for us to hold our  Green Corn 

Ceremony. There will  be 

more on this discussed in our 

next newsletter.  

Dewayne Jackson, continued: 

Tecumseh, continued: 
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Spring Bread Council  

Schedule 2011 

Feltner’s 4-H park 

 

Friday evening, May 13 
Everyone arrives safely 

 

Saturday, May 14 
9 a.m. - 10 a.m.: Women’s and 

Warriors’ Meeting 

 

10 a.m. - 11 a.m.: Clan Meetings 

 

12:00  - 1:00 p.m.: Lunch  

 

1:30 - 2:30 pm: There will be a 

short Tribal Council meeting fol-

lowing lunch 

 

3 p.m.: Bread Dance and Ceremony 

 

4p.m.: Raffle (yes, there will be a 

raffle !) 

 Tribal Event Schedule  

Green Corn July 29 & 30 - Walker and 

Otero Res. (more to come) 

Fall Bread - TBA 

 

Newsletter dates 
Mailing dates    Deadline for submissions 

Jan. 1     Nov. 15 

April 1     Feb. 15 

July 1     May 15 

Oct. 1     Aug. 15 

Tribal thank-you for donations 
  Late Fall to Spring 

 

 Thomas Norton-Smith 

Barbara & Frank Lehmann 

Robert Anderson 

Ken Tankslery 

Janet Clinger 

Ruth Morgan 

Sunny War Eagle 

Greg Belt 

Duane Everhart 

Helen Danser  
 

The Tribe needed these donations a lot. These folks along with 

loans from a Tribal member are keeping us alive by paying the 

bills. Each and every person who helps the Tribe is greatly 

appreciated. 

Thank you. 

 

From your Editor: 

As you saw in Mom’s Notes, Kathy Walker has stepped down as our 

editor for the news letter.  She did a wonderful job and we all owe her 

our thanks! I was asked if I would be able to step in and help get a letter 

out before Spring Bread and help in the transition. I’m glad to help, but 

I really don’t have the skills to work smoothly in Publisher.  I encourage 

anyone who has any experience in MicroSoft Publisher to consider tak-

ing on this task. I found many in the Tribe are willing to help with articles 

and provide guidance and suggestions. Over the years I’ve heard a lot of 

our younger members say that they didn’t feel involved, well here’s your 

chance!  

If you feel you can work on our newsletter, please let myself or our Tribal 

Mother know at Spring Bread. 

     Duane Everhart 

Please send articles to Duane Everhart at 

brother_otter@yahoo.com 
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Here’s how to find 

Feltner 4-H Camp 

Country Inn offers 

break on room rates 
Cost is $59.95 per room. To book, tell them you 

want a room with the Piqua Shawnee Tribe Block. 

 

The price includes a full breakfast, the option of 

canceling before 6 p.m. the day of the reservation 

and a noon checkout time. 

 

Country Inn & Suites 

2035 W Hwy 192 

London, KY 

(606) 878-9900 

 

The motel is located at exit 38, right next to 75 on 

the north east side of State Highway 192 behind 

Starbucks and Steak ’n Shake.   

1.  Take Exit 38  (London exit) off of I-75. 

2.  Turn east. Take State Route 192 for approximately 

2.1 miles to State Route 229. 

 3. Turn right at the light onto State Route 229. (Turn 

is also for FLEA LAND, large sign at intersection.) 

4. Go 2.9 miles past FLEA LAND and go past Levi 

Jackson State Park. Feltner 4-H Camp is on the left 

about 500 feet past Levi Jackson State Park. 

5. Turn left into Feltner 4-H Camp. We are gathering 

in the Meeting room about 0.3 mile down Feltner 

Road. Parking around building. 

For help with directions, call 740-503-6988. 

Emergency number at Feltner Caretaker: 606-864-

2770 
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In September 2003, our tribe 

joined with the Lewis & Clark 

Foundation on the banks of the Ohio 

River to retrace the footsteps of Lewis 

& Clark on their historic quest to 

explore the wilderness of North 

America.  In 2006 we again 

welcomed Lewis & Clark back to 

Kentucky and walked with them 

through the Cumberland Gap. This 

year, once again, our Tribe gathered 

together with the Foundation to 

create another historical moment. On 

the first weekend of November the 

Lewis & Clark Foundation met at 

Cumberland Gap and Pineville, KY to 

commemorate the contributions of 

Lewis & Clark and other key 

historical figures of the early 19th 

Century, and the Shawnee were 

invited to participate and lend 

authenticity to the occasion.  

On Friday night, November 

5th, members of the foundation met 

at the Pine Lodge in Pine Mountain 

State Resort Park, to set the stage for 

the weekend events. The focus was 

on the contributions of the surveying 

skills of Dr. Thomas Walker and 

Meriwether Lewis and the part these 

surveys played in setting the state 

lines of KY and TN. In attendance to 

this event were Chief Hunt, Barbara 

Lehmann, Jim Green, Cathy Smith, 

Duane & Carrie Everhart, Jerry 

McClure, Greg Belt, and Bob 

Anderson. Barbara was asked to 

explain the role of the Shawnee with 

Lewis & Clark. As you may recall, 

George Drouillard a Shawnee served 

as a guide and interpreter for the 

original expedition.  Following 

Barbara’s comments, the current 

President of the Foundation, Jim 

Mallory, presented Chief Hunt with a 

gift of tobacco. 

Snow gently fell Saturday 

morning, as we prepared to once 

again trace the path of Lewis & Clark 

to the Gap. We hiked about 3 miles 

up hill through the serene beauty of 

the fall wilderness to the Gap.  Upon 

arriving, a presentation was given 

that reflected upon the significance 

of the Gap throughout the eons of 

time. The second leg of our journey 

on this beautiful fall day was a hike 

down from the Gap to the Daniel 

Boone visitor center for lunch, 

fellowship, and a bit of history from 

the Rangers. We then departed on 

the final leg of our journey, a 3 mile 

hike along the old “Wilderness 

Trail”, established by Daniel Boone. 

We arrived at the location where the 

new historical wayside marker and 

NOAA surveyors’ monument was 

located.  These markers represent 

the original survey for the state lines 

of Kentucky and Tennessee. With the 

help of some local Boy Scouts and the 

participation of the Kentucky 

Association of Professional Surveyors 

the unveiling of the marker was held. 

After the unveiling, Chief 

Hunt performed two memorable 

ceremonies. He requested all 

Veterans to join him in a circle and 

passed hawk feathers around to be 

held as he honored all those 

warriors, both men and women, who 

have served our country. After that 

he led the gathering in a pipe 

ceremony. This ceremony was a 

highlight of the entire weekend and 

many were amazed at how the clouds 

parted and the sun shone down 

during the ceremony.  

Saturday night at the 

banquet, we enjoyed the 

companionship of the members of 

the foundation, historical 

presentations, and enjoyed a good 

laugh or two. On Sunday, a few of our 

members continued on to Martins 

Station to gain additional insight on 

the historical significance these early 

Settlers made in the Tri-state area. It 

was evident that the Piqua again 

made a tremendous impact on the 

historical events that continue to 

unfold around the Lewis & Clark 

expedition.  
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Piquas holding the flag carried by 

Lewis and Clark. 
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