I am walking
with God my
Creator

I am walking
with the One
who saves me
— Jesus Christ
I am walking
on this road

(Lakota song written by
Richard Twiss)

n the providence of Almighty
God, I believe it was His plan
that the white man from across
the great water would deliver the sacred
message of Jesus to the First Nations
[Native North Americans| of this conti-
nent,” says a born-again, Rosebud
Lakota-Sioux from the Sicangu Band
whose name Richard Twiss — or
Taoyate Obnajin, meaning “He Stands
With His People” — couldn’t be more
germane.

This 1ntrepid Native American
visionary is at the forefront of an inno-
vative evangelistic movement among his
people — or First Nations, as they prefer
to be called. Richard and his wife
Katherine founded a ministry in 1997
based on the words of Jesus “... I have
come that they may have life, and that
they may have it more abundantly”
(John 10:10). The Twiss’ call their min-
istry Wiconi International; We-choe’-nee
in the Lakota/Sioux language means
Rlife.?”

“I believe that no other people
group is so uniquely positioned by God
for world evangelization as the First
Nations peoples,” Richard said. “In the
United States, Canada and around the
globe, I have found there is a widespread
fascination and desire to learn all there is
to know about the cultures of First
Nations people. This phenomenon
has created an open door for the First
Nations people to take the Gospel of

Jesus Christ into the most difficult
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regions of the world.”

A Native Call to Arms

According to his popular book One
Church Many Tribes, the way to under-
standing salvation through Christ did
not come easily to the Lakota-Sioux
Native. It was a late afternoon in
November 1972 when an angry young
warrior stood on the 4" story of the
Bureau of Indian Affairs (BIA) office
building in Washington, D.C., ready to
fight. First Nations” populations histori-
cally have led the nation in alcohol
abuse, teen suicide, shortest life
expectancy and the lowest per-capita
income — with the most difficult health,
social, economic, educational and spiri-
tual hardships in the land. The knowl-
edge of these statistics created a cry for
justice in Richard’s heart.

“I couldsee many famous Washington
landmarks, while below me 300 police
arrived in full riot gear and surrounded us,”
Richard recalled. He was among those
participating in the American Indian
Movement’s (AIM) Trail of Broken
Treaties protest. Warriors, many with
faces marked with war paint, expelled all
BIA employees, chained the doors shut,
and rejected a federal ultimatum delivered
by marshals to vacate the premises. “This
well-worn stone building represented to
us the centuries of governmental injus-
tice, oppression and impoverishment
Native people had experienced in
America,” he said. “We were expressing
Indian peoples’ frustration and anger over
the U.S. government’s unjust breaking of
nearly all the hundreds of treaties they had
made with the First Nations tribes.”
Weapons of every kind — spiked clubs,
bows and arrows, deadly spears, gas
bombs and small guns — were fashioned
by the activists from materials at hand, as
they waited for the marshals and police to
storm the building. “After eight extremely
intense days of threats, ultimatums and
moments of hysteria, I couldn’t have been
more relieved when our siege came to a

e,

peaceful end,” Richard said.

A Search Ended

Back on the Rosebud Sioux reserva-
tion, Richard felt disillusioned, trying to
escape his sorrows through alcohol and
hallucinogenic drugs. He was increas-
ingly disappointed with the AIM leader-
ship, and felt little had changed on the
political scene to benefit the Indians.
Moving to the island of Maui with a
friend, he pursued studies in Eastern
mysticism, yoga, Native American spiri-
tuality, and various religious practices —
the consequences being total confusion,
a feeling of emptiness and deep para-
noia,

One day while hitchhiking, Richard
was picked up by two Christian men
who witnessed to him about the love of
Jesus Christ, saying the Lord had a plan
for the Native American’s life. “I
thought they were narrow-minded, self-
righteous ... Bible thumpers,” Richard
recalls, “and after giving them a piece of
my mind, [ got out of the car!”
Christianity carried negative connota-
tions with the Lakota-Sioux Native. He
remembered stories he had been told,
passed down from tribal generation to
generation — accounts of forced
conversions by aggressive missionaries,
social ostracism, separation of Native
children from their families in boarding
schools, abandonment of traditions and
rejection among mainstream churches
— in short, Christianity was considered
the destructive religion of the “white
man.” Even the 18" century historical
records of compassionate Native American
missionaries such as David Brainerd, Sir
William Johnson, Chief Joseph Brant and
Reverend Charles Chauncy couldn’t erase
the pain and profound sadness Richard felt
in his heart. “The last thing I wanted was
to be a Christian,” he confessed.

But a few weeks later on the coast
of Maui, on a moonlit night with ocean
waves gently lapping the shore, Richard
had an experience with God. During a







