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Past* Present* Future* February &2, 2024

PRESENT: Tribal Concerns about
The Gl'eat RedWOOd Tl'ail Written by Michelle Penaloza

A group of Wailaki Descendants and their allies, working together under the

4Sddd

name of Kineste Community Coalition, addressed the Great Redwood Trail

Agency during public comment at the GRTA Board meeting in Ukiah on January
25th.

From a press release issued by N-Shong Media: ‘On January 8, the groups
attorney, Shannon Wilhite, wrote a letter requesting the Wailakis be added to the GR'TA's
January agenda to discuss Native concerns about the proposed route of the trail, which
winds through the heart of the ancestral territory of several local tribes in the Eel River
Canyon. The GRTA denied this request, despite the Agencys repeated assertions that
they are taking input from local tribes.
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Attorney Wilhite spoke with GR'T" General Manager Elaine Hogan, who ‘indicated
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if\ that anything other than participating in the general public comment period would not be

: a available to us.” The ambitious ‘rails to trails” project involves the definct North Coast
L-R: Michelle Merrifield, Pe Lincoln, Ernie Lincoln ‘ Railroad, which was built in 1914 through an area that had been densely populated by
Native communities until settlers perpetrated ethnic cleansing of their villages. Wailaki,

Yuki and other tribal Descendants trace their ancestry to specific sites within the GR'T's planned route through the canyon, and they assert that the GR'T puts their
heritage and culture at risk. In addition to untold historic and sacred sites along the river, the land has diverse uscs and cultural meaning for tribal members still

Iiving there today. They want to be included and at the table during all phases of planning for the GR'1; not just asked to weigh in on a lengthy document after the
fact. “The first pecople of this area are respectfully requesting that they be treated as the original peoples of the Iand and to give them the respect due, " wrote Attorney
Wilhite in the letter. *

It is concerning that the GR'TA is not actively engaging with these individuals and ensuring the cultural sites will be protected and preserved in a way that
honors these people whose land the 1rail is on.” A number of state and federal laws are in place to protect Native cultural resources, archacological sites, and even

elements of the natural landscape that have cultural significance. As a state agency, the GRTA must be in compliance with CEQA, the 1906 Antiquities Act,

1S3dd

National Historic Prescrvation Act of 1966, National Trails System Act, Native American Graves and Repatriation Act, National Environmental Policy Act of
1969, and many other statutes addressing the recognition, discovery and handling of Native American Remain and cultural objects.”

I interviewed Michelle Merrifield, Round Valley Tribal member, former coordinator of the Native WAY Program, and a member of the Kineste
Community Coalition, about how it went on January 25™ at the Great Redwood Trail Agency Meeting.

“T'welve of us [of the Kineste Community Coalition] attended and seven of us spoke. We were ready with our talking points during the time for public
comment,” said Merrifield. Of her own personal testimony, she recalled parts of what she shared: “I said, My DNA runs in these mountains and rivers.
Thatis where I came from, that is a part of me. We are people that survived the odds of not surviving. L.ook at the history of what the US government and
settlers did—they made it impossible for us to survive, but we did survive. We are resilient. Even as we have been colonized through boarding schools and
driven onto reservations—we survived. There is a lot of documented history of the attempt of our annihilation. That is what this trail feels like—the

1S3dd

government just doing whatever they want, not caring about the history of this place or the first peoples of it. As a tax-paying citizen and registered voter

as well as an enrolled tribal member, I have the right to say no to this and I say no to this Great Redwood Trail. I do not see what is so great about it.”

In a letter, which Merrifield has sent to GRTA, US. Secretary of the Interior, Deb Haaland, Governor Gavin Newsom, Senator Mike McGuire, and
Deputy Secretary for Tribal Affairs, Geneva Thompson, she outlines several reasons she opposes the trail: “1) the proposed trail goes through ancestral
tribal villages on both sides of the Eel River. 2) There are no proposed plans to help keep these sacred sites protected from vandalism (there has been
evidence that hikers and river rafters have been carving and etching out the ancestral petroglyphs from the rocks and caves along the Eel River). 3) The
North Coast Railroad Authority left a mess in and along the banks of the Eel River; when Merrifield asked Louisa Morris, Coastal Conservancy Project
Manager of Mendocino & Trinity Counties (and a member of the GRTA team), if there are plans to remediate the train tracks and toxic creosote wood
support to restore the terrain to its natural existence, Morris responded with “no.” 4) The proposed area for the trail is prone to landslides in the winter.
There is no proposed plan to close the pathway/trail during the winter months. 5) There are no lights and no cell phone service in the Eel River canyon;
emergency services will not be able to get to that area fast enough to rescue anyone. 6) There are no proposed plans for protecting endangered animals and
indigenous plants along the Eel River corridor. 7) Any careless construction methods on the trail along the Eel River will be detrimental to the river and
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aquaticlife. 8) It could be dangerous for hikers and campers unfamiliar with the wilderness and the area. There are MMIW and MMIP (Missing Murdered
Indigenous Women and People) in Round Valley and the people are still missing.”

Merrifield mentioned Nikcole Whipple, Perry Lincoln, and Paula and Larry Fugman as other Round Valley ses 2
community members also involved in this advocacy. When asked where the KCC (Kineste Community %E:"E::
— Coalition) is with their work after the Jan 25™meeting, Merrifield mentioned the KCC plans to touch base with : 2% o
all the tribes from Eureka all the way to SF or, “as my dad says, “Yurok all the way to Miwok.” %o 0=.=20§ ::: o2 %2
P The KCC will hold a meeting on Sunday, Feb 25" in Mateel Community Center in Redway, west of : .::.:E:: E ::'" H :
m Garberville, 1-4pm. They will also present on March 28" in Eureka at the next GRTA public meeting, and they csess » o4 4
T still hope to be included on the agenda. If you'd like more information and/or would like to get involved in the o’ --.:-:Z. : =t==§. .
KCC advocacy work, you can contact Michelle Merrifield at mmerrif7o7@gmail.com. You can sign the petition, --.=“-=§-:-: .'
"Protect Waiklaki Ancestral Homelands" with QR Code on this page. The Kineste Community Coalition has 2t 29,0 U8 s s
not set up anything for funding, so Merrifield says the if Change.org asks for any funding - do not donate. ese’ee’es’® *%e

Do you have archives from the past, present news, and/or imaginings for the future of Round Valley? Tell us in person at The Round Valley
Farmers' Market, every Friday (where we will also have the latest issues of The Round Valley Reader!) Or email us at: coveloarts@gmail.com
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Attention reader — the following article is fictional and does not
represent current or past happenings in Round Valley (but it could
represeni our future!) i1 you have dreams and ideas for the future of Round Valley, dear reader,

wed love to write them! Email us at coveloarts@gmail.com, come chat with us at the Round Valley Farmers’
Market on Fridays, or drop off your ideas at The Round Valley Public Library!

DMV NOW KIOSK OPENS IN COVELO

Imagined by Jenn Procacci
_ The conveniences
promised are spectacular
- forget driving 3 hours
round trip and waiting in
line (sometimes  for
hours). Thanks to a DMV
NOW  kiosk  recently
installed in Round Valley,
rural drivers can save on
gas, time, and hassle.
Paid for by the
Department of
Transportation Rural
Services Expansion
Initiative (RSEI), the
DMV NOW kiosk is located
inside of Keith’s Market.
The kiosk provides a
| variety of services to the
. Round Valley community
that formerly required a 3
. hour round trip journey

'A

- - N " | to Ukiah.
SKIP THE DMV HEAD TO THE GROCERY STORE . . Ihe Klosk
NI 0 ~ 3 - dbe ’ facilitates the following
EYEWITNESS NEWS ‘ : IS’:;YSIEI?:HOI_I cor;ri:&glg

filing for planned nonoperation (PNO) status, paying vehicle registration suspension reinstatement fee, submitting an affidavit
of non-use (ANU), removing an ANU, submitting proof of insurance when requested by the Vehicle Insurance Program, receiving
your driver’s record, receiving your vehicle record, receiving a replacement registration card or sticker, and replacing your
driver’s license. Autos, pickups, motorcycles, coach and park model trailers, and cornmercial vehicles that do not pay CVRA fees
may all be registered at the kiosk. The best part is that you receive your registration tags instantly! You cannot renew
registration for vessels, process a change of address, or submit proof of insurance for registration renewal at the kiosk.

The freestanding kiosk uses touchscreen technology to guide users through the available services and does not require an
DMV employee to be present for use. It is available during Keith’s regular operating hours, 8am-10pm, 7 days a week. You can
pay using credit/debit cards or cash. Add that gas money you saved to your grocery budget.

WHAT AM | READING??

With support from Upstate California Creative Corps, Jenn Procacci and Michelle
Pefialoza will create “Round Valley Reader: Past Present Future’,a community focused
publication showcasing the trajectory of Round Valley, and exploring imaginings for the
future of our rural community in the face of climate change, wildfire pressure, economic
and social justice challenges, and the hardships that are associated with beingin the
lowest quartiles of the California HPI. With joint experience in engaging communities
through journalism, storytelling creative writing and documentation, these 2 artists will
explore the past, report the present, and work with the community toimagine our
collective future using these methods.

ARTISTS WANTED

Display & sell your artwork in the Round
Valley Library Commons lobby!
Email commonsmanager@gmail.com or
call Carol at (707) 354-1297
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The Round Valley Reader: Past Present Future is acommunity-centered publication
exploring imaginings for the future of our rural community, engaging through
joumnalism, storytelling, creative writing and documentationThe Round Valley Reader
explores the past, reports the present, and imagines our collective future.

Do you have archives from the past, present news, and/or imaginings for the future of Round Valley? Tell us in person at The Round Valley
Farmers' Market, every Friday (where we will also have the latest issues of The Round Valley Reader!) Or email us at: coveloarts@gmail.com




This selection from a former Covelo newspaper was made by Jenn Procacci. We hope these reprintings of the past to help our community—you, dear readers!—
reflect on where we have been so that we may dream and realize where we want to go. Do you have old copies of Covelo newspapers? We would love to borrow
them for this section of The Round Valley Reader! Contact Jenn & Michelle at coveloarts@gmail.com or visit us every Friday at The Round Valley Farmers’ Market.
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A Local Coyote Story

This is an old, old story that was transcribed by Verne Peckham over thirty years
ago. The storyteller is thought to be Wallace Burrows, a Nomlaki from Grindstone,
who used to say that Coyote sang the stories in his ear while he slept.

T

This all happened in the days when
the humans had gone crazy and
forgotten how to live. They lived in
great towns in their own stink, built

great machines of metal and ripped
and tore at the Earth and poisoned
Her rivers. They took and took and
gave nothing back. They were silly
children who ate too much and
messed up all around where they
lived. They were crazy and they were
sick.

In those days Old Coyote stayed
way off in the woods. He stayed
away from the humans. But one day
he was careless and he stuck his foot
in a steel trap a man had set there to
catch him. And Coyote, he got
caught.

After a while along came a Boy
and Coyote hollered out: “Hey Boy,
let me out of this trap. It hurts my
e

“I will if you will give me a
reward,” the Boy said, and Coyote
agreed. His blood was all over the
trap and made bright red berries
around on the little green growers on
the ground, so he agreed. The trap
was slippery with Old Coyote’s
blood, but the Boy’s hands were
brown and strong. Old Coyote was

loose pretty quick. He right away ran
<ff as fast as he could, scrabbling

along looking funny but going pretty

~ fast.

The Boy yelled at him, pretty

~ mad. Coyote kept going. The Boy

chased him. After a while he found
Coyote again, lying in the green
shade beside a little stream. The Boy
was still mad: “Where’s my reward.
You ran away. That’s not fair.”

“Pipe down, you,” Old Coyote
said. He showed his teeth a little bit,
but he just lay there. “Lay down here
and listen to the water people
singing. Be still for a while.”

So the Boy did. In a while this
music filled him. Soft and chuckling,
the stream sang of the place where
waters meet and the colors are born.
It sang of the deer and squirrels who
cherish it, of the owl and lion who
hunt them, of the wind people and
the silent ones of deep root, of black
wings and yellow blossoms, of snow
and dew. On and on it sang.

At last Coyote jumped right up
and danced around a little, not
limping at all, just frisking around.
“Here’s a reward for you, Boy.
Remember this. The waters can heal
you, fix you right up. If you’re sick
or hurt or sad, find the clean water.

- Drink it. Lie in it. Listen to it. Do

you lots of good. Now, goodbye.”

‘“Hey, wait a minute.” The Boy
grabbed Coyote’s tail. “I saved your
life and you tell me to drink water.
What kind of reward is that? I want
something else.”

Old Coyote didn’t like that
much, but he stuck around. “What
do you want then? What are you
doing way out here in the woods,
anyway?” :

- SR L S

P

So the Boy told about his mother,
who was all the time sick. “First her
back hurts, then she has a cough, then
cramps. Sick, sick, always sick. The
healers give her medicine to fix one
thing, then boom, she’s sick
somewhere else. Nobody seems to
know what to do, until I asked this
Crazy Old Man. He said he finds
everything in the woods. So I came
here and found you, but you’re not
much. You’re no help at all.”

“Sure, I can help. The healers
can’t cure your mother; she is too fat.
Can they cure her of her fat? No
medicine can give her health. Only
she can do that. But you humans,
you have gone crazy. You have
forgotten how to live. Learn how to
live right and do it. There is your
reward. Goodbye.”

“Not so fast! You haven’t helped.
Teach me how to live; that will be
my reward. That is only fair. Then I
will be able to teach my mother and
she will be well.”

With that, Coyote sat down and
began to scratch fleas, thinking hard
all the time. He thought and thought,
scratched and scratched, but he could
think of nothing else to do.

“It will take some time, maybe a
long time. You humans are very
stupid and very crazy. You have to
do everything I tell you and try very
hard. Now make a fire pit while I go
dig some gophers for our supper.”

So that’s how it happened that
the Boy stayed with Old Coyote for
a while, how Coyote came to help
the boy. Coyote can be a help
sometimes when he doesn’t get
things all mixed up. So they ate some
gophers and walked on over to the
fir woods above Blue Rock.

Pretty soon there was a big old
rotten fir tree lying on the ground,
and in the middle of it a pile of old
rotting fir needles piled up high, all
soft and old but still smelling sweet.
And all around, down in the needles
and twigs and grasses, were the ants.
The bitter acid smell of them mixed
in with the rich warm fir smell.

“Now you’re gonna be an ant for
a while,” Old Coyote told the Boy.
“Maybe you’ll learn something.”

So, bam, the Boy was an ant. All
at once he was an ant, crawling along
over giant twigs and over a shooting
star leaf big as a room. And in his
head it was like he could hear a voice
and taste a taste and smell a smell
like all three at once and it had a
message. “Tromp, tromp, tromp,
work, work, work, friends forever,
all together, work, work, work.” That
was the sort of message he could hear
and taste and smell all in his head
and all the time.

Right away the Boy saw a bunch
of other ants chopping up a
squirming termite. One pulled off a
wing and started hauling it off.
Nobody paid any attention to the

Boy, so he chopped off a juicey
chunk of termite with his chippers
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Do you have archives from the past, present news, and/or imaginings for the future of
Farmers’ Market, every Friday (where we will also have the latest issues of The Round Valley Reader!) Or email us at: coveloarts@gmail.com

and headed off after the other ant.
And all the time in his head the smell
and taste and sound of: “Chomp,
chomp, chomp, work together, next
forever, tromp tromp.”

So the Boy was an ant. But all
the time, down inside, he was still a
boy. At first, he liked being an ant.
It was good to work hard with all
the other ants, all together, friends
forever. It was good to work and be
a part of it all. But he started to get
lonely. None of the other ants talked
to him. They ate with him, worked
with him, slept with him, always
with him. But they never even
noticed him, never talked to him or
each other. He was never alone, but
he was lonely. And always the voice,
smell, taste in his head: “Our nest,
our nest, tromp, tromp, together
forever.”

At last the message changed.
Just, bam, all at once rally loud and
strong and pungent: “HATE ‘EM,
HATE EM! KILL EM, KILL ‘EM!
BOOM BOOM! OUR NEST!
BOOM!”

The boy dashed outside with all
the others and, bam, he was a boy
again. There stood Old Coyote
poking the ant nest with a long stick.
“You don’t look so good,” he told
the Boy. “Hungry, probably. You
make us a fire pit while I go dig some
gophers.”

After that Coyote turned the Boy
into many things, trying to teach him
how to live. Next he was a tree, a
big old oak tree. After the ants that
sure felt good to the Boy. Just
standing there in the sun and wind,
so peaceful to be alone and still and
just thinking his own thoughts.

For awhile, that felt good being
alone and silent and not moving, just
holding up his heavy branches. At
first the Boy liked that a lot. Then
he started thinking about how good
it would be to move, to walk up on
to the top of the hill. And his
branches started to feel heavy,
steadily pushing, pressing, straining
down on him. If he could only talk.
Just sing one little song and bounce
on up to the top of the hill. Just
whistle a bit and turn around the
other way.

The Boy was feeling very
droopy by the time Coyote came
along and turned him back into a
boy. Very droopy and strained. He
was glad to be busy fixing up
Coyote’s acorn soup. Glad to sing
and jump.

The Boy became many things
trying to learn how to live. Fish and
bugs and birds. Once he was a turkey
buzzard and could fly light and quick
as a breath. Soaring and soaring, the
Boy liked that, but not the eating
part. He just kept eating too much
and felt heavy and stuffed and awful
every time. And what he ate was
dead, too dead, no life at all. He
yearned for a carrot or a nice fresh

‘gopher.
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He liked living as a deer, that was
good, but he got tired of being
outside all the time. And he liked
ranging as a great mountain lion, free
and clean. The lion ate until he was
full and stopped and only from fresh
kills. But that got to be too lonely.

His favorite was the rabbits,
being a cotton tail rabbit. Down in
the hole with the others, nuzzling and
stroking and joking. That was great.

And when he wanted he could slip
off by himself, no one would bother
him. He could be alone or he could
snuggle. He ate the fresh, living
plants. He could be outside or inside,
working or playing. He could jump
and run or he could bask in the sun.

But he could not get used to
always being afraid. Always on the
lookout, ready to bolt or freeze, eyes
and ears and nose straining for the
fox. Or the owl. Bobcat. Hawk.
Coyote. :

The rabbit part of him knew the
fear was a good thing. Without it he
would soon be dead. Gobbled up.
But the boy part just couldn’t stand
it. Too much, too much. So as always
he was glad when Coyote turned him
back into a boy.

Finally the Boy got sick of his
lessons and wanted to go home, back
to his mother. They were way over
by Medicine Hill that day, the boy
working on Old Coyote’s new
roundhouse.

“No, no, not yet,” Old Coyote
said. “I’m still teaching you. My
roundhouse isn’t finished.”

“Yes, now,” said the Boy. “I
know how to live. I know that for
each creature, for each leaper and
crawler and flyer and swimmer, for
the flowering ones and the towering
ones, there is a way. All the creatures
are part of me, yet none of their ways
is mine.”

“There is a way for humans, too.
From each of the other I learned a
little; I learned what suits me and
what does not. I have only to balance
it all my way. I am ready to go
home.”

Coyote was mad, real mad. The
sod roof was not yet finished on his
roundhouse.

“You are still a human, still
stupid and crazy. You can’t go.”

“If I am stupid and crazy, that is
my choice. The responsibility for my
life is mine, not yours. If I am sick,
it is because I choose to be. If I am
well, I choose it. I have remembered
the way for humans to live. I will go
back and tell the others.”

And so he did.

Ifyou liked this story, ask your folks and
elders if they have any others that they
can remember, and write them down for
them to preserve and share them with
the community in the newspaper!

If you need help recording and/or
transcribing old stories, call the Round
Valley NEWS office, and we'll talk about
we can help. .. :
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ell us in person at The Round Valley
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<o = ASK CRABBY!

Dear Crabby—
read about the
Principal Shannon

Britton is doing at her
school! As lifelong

inside! Is there a way

about what she is
doing?
- Forever Curious

ART CONTEST

For this years

EARTH DAY «
FESTIVAL I.OGO

*  April 20.2024

* * ° ato
Open call for submissions! Submit your digital or
original art by Feb 5th. The Earth Day committee
will choose the winner, whose art will earn $100

and be featured in all event promotions. All
submitted artwork will be showcased during the

festival. Don't miss this opportunity!
For questions and for submissions email Commonsmanager@gmail.com
Original work can be submitted to The Round Valley Public Library.
Any submissions may be used for any future Earth Day events.

., Covelo/Round Valley Community

Seed Swap

& Scion Exchange

FREE Event - rain or shine
Indoor and Outdoor - dress warmly!

M AM - 2 PM
Saturday February 10

Round Vadlley Library Commons,
23925 Howard Street, Covelo, CA

Bring to swap or share: seed, scion, bulbs, plants,
cuttings, excess tools, old gardening books...

You don’t need to bring seeds or scion to participate
BUT do label what you bring: Type of plant, varietal name,
and in the case of seeds, where and when they were grown!

Check guidelines for seed [E547A

and plant material prep:  }g
https://frvpl.org/seed-swap-and- ‘_
scion-exchange/

This is a clean and sober,
family-friendly event.
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We were just thrilled to

incredible work RVEMS

learners and educators,
stories like these make
us feel so...not-crabby...

you can talk to Principal
Britton and learn more

Do you need advice? Crabby i§ here to help! Questions will
ALWAYS be kept anonymous. Den’t be shy—Seck. your advice
from Crabby at covelearty@gmail.com or drop them in the
box at the library, to the right of the main entrance, Jecated
by the back issues of 7he Round Vafley Reader

Dear Forever Curious—

This is the wonderfully thoughtful answer we got from Principal Shannon
Britton:

| would say that our attendance rates have risen for many
different reasons. Each month we offer Special Breakfast to all students.
However, students with 0% attendance for the month can bring a guest
to eat with them. Students with perfect attendance for the month can
bring 2 guests to eat with them. Those are very popular.

Last year students saw at awards ceremonies that kids with perfect
attendance for the quarter received a $20 gift certificate to the
Convenience store. Each quarter kids received Amazon gift cards for
perfect attendance for the school year up to that point. Students would
tell me that they wanted to earn these so that they could have money to
spend.

We also have "fun themed days" at school. For example,
Wednesday is our 100th day of school. We have activities planned for
grades K-5th all focusing on activities surrounding 100. We will also
celebrate Dr. Seuss' birthday in March. We also had a kindness week,
California Indian Days week, two spirit weeks a poster and a door contest.
We make it academic yet fun. We also pump up the kids to become
excited about it all.

Last but not least, we have an excellent staff who care about the

students, and it shows. They make it a place where students want to be

at. | believe it is a cumulation of all these reasons.
<3 DC

@IN OUR PASSIONATE MUSIC GROLD
WITH 15 YEARS RUNNING

If you love early medieval music, beautiful
harmonies, and want to sungr with us, we want you
un our group. Join your voice with ours in our
musical journey.

We meet once a week and Pueriﬂonmnm several times a
year. No experience singing with groups needed,
J]lU[§lt a \WiilHl[i]nvg volce.

Queestiomns? Call or text Lucy Blais at 7/<o'7/=888=<9)113)<9)/

———————————q

Public Service Announcennent

Re: uncorrect street s[iglnlag(e

There are a lot of street intersections in Round Valley
which are unmarked or have an inaccurate or incorrect
street sign, resulting in confusion and creating problems
for emergency first responders. We (RVMAC Disaster
Preparedness Committee) are organizing a letter writing
campaign to the appropriate entities asking that the signs
be replaced and fixed in a timely manner and names be
used. If this is something which you support can you email
Lourance Hall (Jourancehall@gmail.com) with a simple
“yes” or “I agree” re: Street Signs in Round Valley or you
can write your own email as well to CalTrans
(district.l.pio@dot.ca.gov) and the

County (dot@mendocinocounty.org). For more info,
contact Lourance Hall, (707) 972-3637

| __

Do you have archives from the past, present news, and/or imaginings for the future of Round Valley? Tell us in person at The Round Valley
Farmers’ Market, every Friday (where we will also have the latest issues of The Round Valley Reader!) Or email us at: coveloarts@gmail.com
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