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3. The Social Security Act provides that Federal sharing is available, under
certain conditions when a child has been removed from his own home as the result
of a judicial determination. The court or other judicial authority must have juris-
diction in such matters. Indian tribal courts and courts of Indian offenses are
courts of competent jurisdiction in this respect, and are so recognized by the laws
and regulations of the United States.

Therefore, on Indian reservations, the authority of the tribal court to make such
judicial determinations must be recognized by the State welfare agency as a
proper authority for this provision of the Act.

4. This issuance does not replace or in any way modify State Letter No. 1031
which relates to medical assistance.

Sincerely,

StTePHEN P. SiMONDS,
Commassioner.

Yarima INDIAN AGENCY,
Toppenish, Wash., April 3, 1974,

Affidavit

I, Don James Morrison, duly swear that I am the above named person, and the
foregoing is the truth to the best of my knowledge.

At the approximate age of 6 or 7 years, I noticed that my skin was brown and
darker than my parents. I started asking questions of my father (referring to
adoptive father) and he would tell me I was too young yet to understand. I asked
my mother (referring to adoptive mother) and she wanted to know why I was
asking. I told her that my skin was a brown, and darker than her’s. She told me I
was adopted and my natural parents were killed in a car accident.

My second grade teacher was the one that told me I was an Indian, around the
ages of 7 or 8. My adoptive parents told me when I was between the age of 9 and
10 that I was an Indian, not mentioning a Tribe or where I was from.

In recalling my adoptive parents, who were of Non-Indian, some of the follow-
ing incidents come to my mind of their treatment towards me during the early
age, very small to 11 years of age.

I can recall at an early age that I was locked in my bedroom and the door
locked, that the sky was blue and turning dark; that an old washing machine was
in a closet, which to me was a monster of some kind. I started to really cry and my
father (referring to adoptive father) came in and I ran to him, wanting to be
picked up and he wouldn’t, he started to leave and I followed, but he took me back
mto the room. If it was not for my mother I would probably have been left in
there. I can remember at one time he dumped a barrel of around a 50 gallon drum,
which contained some rain water and rocks that I had been putting in there, on top
of my head because he got mad at me for putting rocks in it. Another time I have
remembered and can not forget is the time I climed an old crab apple tree and he
(referring to adoptive father) had me climb down and he beat me with three hoses
(regular garden type) tied together. Another incident was when I used some oil
that I shouldn’t have on a chain, and I was told to remove my belt and I guess I
did not do this fast enough, so my father went and got a big one which had a
buckle on it and he used this on me for a long time, I remember rolling on the
ground trying to get away; and when he got through there was blood on my back.
Another time he told me to do something and I did not get up right away and he
picked me up off the chair and threw me against the wall (the house had a cement
foundation) and I hit the cement foundation pushing my shoulder blade out of
place a little bit, and it has remained that way since.

When I was told to do something by my father, I had to do it right now and be
told only once or—he would give it to me. At one time he slapped me across the
face leaving a red mark where he had hit me. When T made & mistake he would
let me know about it for weeks on end.

When I reached the age of 8 years I was started on doing manual labor by
digging ditches, a bank on the place, digging up tree stumps, and cutting brush.

When I was a junior in high school, I wanted to go to an Indian Boarding School,
and my father got real mad, I felt that I would have been better off there. I had
a feeling of rejection from the kids at school and from my father.

I recall these incident as part of those that were not so bad.
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There was a lot of abuse that I took mentally and physically which I just want
to forget ever happened. It is of my opinion that he tried to break me down
mentally and physically. He was forever putting me down in front of his friends
and anybody that was around at the time. It was not until, just before he died
that he realized that he had treated me very badly. He had never wanted me from
the very beginning. ] o

Ther}é Wags no eiplanation of Indian, language, culture, history, or religion after
finding out that I was of an Indian descent.

nl\/}ygadoptive mother, was like a real mother should be, she protected and
guided me through my years and life. Her protection of me from my adoptive
father was what kept me going. ) . o

aIt is of my oplnign that it 1 too tough for an Indian child to live in an Non-
Indian Home. After they find out they are an Indian, there should be an Indian
around that they can talk to. .

Done and dated this date April 3, 1974, at the Yakima Indian Agency,
Toppenish, Washington.

Marearer C. GWiNN,

Notary Public in and for the State of
Washengton. Residing in Wapato, Wn.
My commission expires February 16, 1975.
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