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The river is the Jieart of the Confluence Project, and here at Sacajowen Stote Park, where the Snake and Columbia rivers join, Maya Lin will create
@ compass pointing to rribal homelands; she'll alse insrall dock plasks inscribed with an entry from the explorers’ dovhook.
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the whaole history together and there's
a lot of bad things happened since
those two guys came over here.”

But he wanted o do this for Maya.
She'd listened to his stories — the land
lost, reaties broken, ancestors killad.
She'd liscened to the river. She under-
stood. It"s hard to heal somebody’s
loss. Yer she'd honored those war-
riors on the Wall. That war was hard
to explain. Every war is hard, Uncle
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served seven months in Nagasaki and
Hirashima afrer the aromic bomb, So
many poar little kids, such stench, he
couldn't eat. Tt didn’t seem right o kil
so many people in their own homes,
Wasn't right then, wasn't right back
in 1877 when scldiers capuured the
Nez Perce Red Heart band and locked
them in stockades ar Fr. Vancouver,
Women, elders, children, Mobody has
forgatten the Nez Perce baby bov who

dlied there.

“Anyway,” Uncle says, “some day
people will talk about peace. That’s
a big word. The only time you really
have peace i2 when you slecp. My
ancestors tell me that when vou
it back to the time of the first people,
the Creator zave us language and
land. For a long time the people lived
at peace on this land. Every moming,
as soon as they woke up, they thanked

the Creator. Qe'eiyen'vew’, Thank
you.”

Unele rang a Bell in the clear mormn-
ing air. Qe'eiyenyew’, On rows of fold-
ing chairs, rribal members sat next 1o
state officials, teachers, a mayor, a
millionaire donaor, a sneezy dog, the
former commarnder of Fr. Vancouver,
Oeepvewyew’, Unclesang, praved, beat
an animal-hide deam, Qe'elvew vew'”,
Lin was moved to tears.

“Would 1 have even dreamed five
vears ago 1 would be part of a Nez
Perce hlessing ceremony?” she asked,
walking through dry fescue and yel-
low-peraled balsam root after the
blessing. “Whar we just witnessed
taday, T feel an incredible responsibil-
iry. Mot just symparthy. You feel like
working really hard not to disappoine,
and that hag nothing fo do with our-
ism. It's on a human level, intimate,

about the larger landseape. This place
has a power. For me, it's about the
land. Far them, it's the Creator. For
everyone, it's something

“1 get s0 ma oposals | have to
rurngduwn. 1 n]l&;dprreﬂired from the
monument business. But they were
like: We dan't have thar much o cel-
ebrate in these last 200 years. Can you
give us a reason to celebrate? They
asked me because I'm a committed

environmentalist. Once | realized i1 that, coincidentally, came at almost
wasn't about anger, it was more like: exactly the same moment to &n 88501T-
Whar iz this ahout? . . . Canwe rethink ment of characters living up and down
things we think we slresdy know? ™ the Columbia River Basin.
In May 1999, on a Wednesday eve-
E‘-’EH":"EGD‘-' AGREED Maya Lin ning in the Blue Mountain foothills
was the perfect choice, but few of the Umatilla Reservation, Antone
believed she'd sign on. Minthom plopped down on his living-
In the heginning, there was no roeom couch and popped a documen-
money, no connections, ne place, no ary about Maya Lin into his VCR. The
permits, no support. Just a grand idea chairman of the Umartilla Confederated
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