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      Osiyo. Hello.

      I come to you, dear reader, bearing gifts.

      I also come to you with a profound sense of gratitude for this project. I first met Editor-in-Chief Jason Sizemore a dozen years ago at the HyperiCon science fiction convention in Nashville. He had just launched the hard-copy Apex Science Fiction and Horror Digest, and I immediately became a subscriber and fan. He was kind enough to invite me to contribute, as well, and my first Apex essay appeared in Volume 1, Issue 4 in Winter 2005. Eleven years later, when we found each other at the 74th Worldcon in Kansas City, Jason delighted me by asking if I would guest edit the issue before you. I have been waiting for this day ever since.

      You see—and here, too, I feel tremendous gratitude—I was raised in Oklahoma, the state that once was U.S. “Indian Territory,” by parents who took seriously both our family heritage and the region’s other many cultures. They exposed me not only to history but also to the present-day societies around me. I was fascinated by great figures of the past (and later wrote books about some of them), but I also had contemporary heroes. I thrilled every time I saw the fiercely regal Shawnee-Peoria Moscelyne Larkin step onto the stage of the world-class Tulsa Ballet, which she herself—on the strength of her international reputation as an artist—had founded. I cried while watching the moving performances of actors such as Muscogee (Creek) Will Sampson and Cherokee Wes Studi on stage. And I was one of a whole host of young people who looked up to Wilma Mankiller, Principal Chief of the Cherokee Nation, like she was a rock star. (I still do.) I knew that Native North America lived in a vibrant and meaningful way, because its creators—authors and storytellers, artists and singer-songwriters—helped to make me who I am.

      It took me by surprise, then, when I began to write and teach about Indigenous subjects as a scholar, to learn that many of my students and even some of my colleagues had locked Native America safely away in the museums of their minds as something both exotic and extinct. That seemed one tragedy too many in a narrative already overfull with them, the idea that peoples who had persevered in the face of colonialism, genocide, and dispossession, who continued to persist despite the institutionalized oppression and indifference of the United States and Canada, had been rendered not only invisible but also, through distance, nonthreatening.

      Native voices are not safe. They may be beautiful and thought-provoking and wise; they are also inherently disruptive, because by existing they are inconvenient, even threatening, to the comfortable stories told in and by the mainstream.

      I see the rise of Indigenous futurism today as a natural development, because the First Nations have always looked forward; that is why they have survived all attempts to erase them. For that matter, genre fiction has always stood at the periphery, observing and critiquing the majority and the mundane. The marriage is a natural one.

      As guest editor of this issue of Apex, I devised a “wish list” of Indigenous American authors and artists whose work I admired and wanted to share, and then I issued invitations. I received wonderfully enthusiastic replies from all—and, eventually, more outstanding submissions than I could include here. I was struck, however, by how effectively these particular stories both stand alone and relate to each other. Every insightful tale reflects on Native experience while also striking a deeply universal human chord. Each speaks a truth.

      "Welcome to Your Authentic Indian Experience™" by Rebecca Roanhorse delivers a genuinely chilling meditation on identity and appropriation, one that continues to haunt me. On a related note, Pamela Rentz considers authenticity and its politicization in “Skinny Charlie’s Orbiting Teepee,” a story that left me laughing through my sorrow. Allison Mills sagely proposes that some people and places have earned a haunting, while some ghosts deserve to be set free, in the poignant “If a Bird Can Be a Ghost.” Mari Kurisato likewise explores what we can use from the past and what we owe the future in “The Trip,” which celebrates an unsung and intensely personal kind of heroism. Together these stories cover the spectrum of science fiction, fantasy, and horror, with settings ranging from the present day or the day after tomorrow to the far, spacefaring future.

      In addition, scholar Daniel Heath Justice offers readers a look into his forthcoming book Why Indigenous Literatures Matter with a compelling defense of the genres he terms “wonderworks” and their power to create change. His statement that “We can’t possibly live otherwise until we first imagine otherwise” is both a comfort and a challenge, I think, and it directly relates to the message of this issue. Last but certainly not least, Dana Tiger—whose family name is synonymous with art in my home state and far beyond—graces the cover with her inspiring painting entitled “The Fire,” truly a wonderwork in itself.

      The works assembled here represent Cherokee, Muscogee (Creek), Seminole, Ohkay Owingeh Pueblo, Mushkegowuk Cree, Karuk, and Ojibwe Nakawē perspectives. I am humbled by and thankful for the opportunity to bring these voices to you, and I applaud Apex for making them heard. I remain grateful to Jason Sizemore for inviting me to be guest editor, Managing Editor Lesley Conner for making my job such a joy, and the incredible talents whose visions are showcased here for contributing to this issue. Most of all, I am grateful to you, dear reader, for taking this rich, rewarding, and disruptive journey with me.

      Wado. Thank you.

      

      Amy H. Sturgis
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        5,800 words

      

      
        In the Great American Indian novel, when it is finally written, all of the white people will be Indians and all of the Indians will be ghosts.

        —Sherman Alexie, How to Write the Great American Indian Novel

      

      

      You maintain a menu of a half dozen Experiences on your digital blackboard, but Vision Quest is the one the Tourists choose the most. That certainly makes your workday easy. All a Vision Quest requires is a dash of mystical shaman, a spirit animal (wolf usually, but birds of prey are on the upswing this year), and the approximation of a peyote experience. Tourists always come out of the Experience feeling spiritually transformed. (You’ve never actually tried peyote, but you did smoke your share of weed during that one year at Arizona State, and who’s going to call you on the difference?)  It’s all 101 stuff, really, these Quests. But no other Indian working at Sedona Sweats can do it better. Your sales numbers are tops.

      Your wife Theresa doesn’t approve of the gig. Oh, she likes you working, especially after that dismal stretch of unemployment the year before last when she almost left you, but she thinks the job itself is demeaning.

      “Our last name’s not Trueblood,” she complains when you tell her about your nom de rêve.

      “Nobody wants to buy a Vision Quest from a Jesse Turnblatt,” you explain. “I need to sound more Indian.”

      “You are Indian,” she says. “Turnblatt’s Indian-sounding enough because you’re already Indian.”

      “We’re not the right kind of Indian,” you counter. “I mean, we’re Catholic, for Christ’s sake.”

      What Theresa doesn’t understand is that Tourists don’t want a real Indian experience.  They want what they see in the movies, and who can blame them? Movie Indians are terrific!  So you watch the same movies the Tourists do, until John Dunbar becomes your spirit animal and Stands with Fists your best girl. You memorize Johnny Depp’s lines from The Lone Ranger and hang a picture of Iron Eyes Cody in your work locker. For a while you are really into Dustin Hoffman’s Little Big Man.

      It’s Little Big Man that does you in.

      For a week in June, you convince your boss to offer a Custer’s Last Stand special, thinking there might be a Tourist or two who want to live out a Crazy Horse Experience. You even memorize some quotes attributed to the venerable Sioux chief that you find on the internet. You plan to make it real authentic.

      But you don’t get a single taker. Your numbers nosedive.

      Management in Phoenix notices, and Boss drops it from the blackboard by Fourth of July weekend. He yells at you to stop screwing around, accuses you of trying to be an artiste or whatnot.

      “Tourists don’t come to Sedona Sweats to live out a goddamn battle,” Boss says in the break room over lunch one day, “especially if the white guy loses. They come here to find themselves.” Boss waves his hand in the air in an approximation of something vaguely prayer-like. “It’s a spiritual experience we’re offering. Top quality. The fucking best.”

      DarAnne, your Navajo co-worker with the pretty smile and the perfect teeth, snorts loudly. She takes a bite of her sandwich, mutton by the looks of it. Her jaw works, her sharp teeth flash white. She waits until she’s finished chewing to say, “Nothing spiritual about Squaw Fantasy.”

      Squaw Fantasy is Boss’s latest idea, his way to get the numbers up and impress Management. DarAnne and a few others have complained about the use of the ugly slur, the inclusion of a sexual fantasy as an Experience at all. But Boss is unmoved, especially when the first week’s numbers roll in. Biggest seller yet.

      Boss looks over at you. “What do you think?”

      Boss is Pima, with a bushy mustache and a thick head of still-dark hair. You admire that about him. Virility. Boss makes being a man look easy. Makes everything look easy. Real authentic-like.

      DarAnne tilts her head, long beaded earrings swinging, and waits. Her painted nails click impatiently against the Formica lunch table. You can smell the onion in her sandwich.

      Your mouth is dry like the red rock desert you can see outside your window. If you say Squaw Fantasy is demeaning, Boss will mock you, call you a pussy, or worse. If you say you think it’s okay, DarAnne and her crew will put you on the guys-who-are-assholes list and you’ll deserve it.

      You sip your bottled water, stalling. Decide that in the wake of the Crazy Horse debacle that Boss’s approval means more than DarAnne’s, and venture, “I mean, if the Tourists like it …”

      Boss slaps the table, triumphant. DarAnne’s face twists in disgust. “What does Theresa think of that, eh, Jesse?” she spits at you. “You tell her Boss is thinking of adding Savage Braves to the menu next? He’s gonna have you in a loincloth and hair down to your ass, see how you like it.”

      Your face heats up, embarrassed. You push away from the table, too quickly, and the flimsy top teeters. You can hear Boss’s shouts of protest as his vending machine lemonade tilts dangerously, and DarAnne’s mocking laugh, but it all comes to your ears through a shroud of thick cotton. You mumble something about getting back to work. The sound of arguing trails you down the hall.

      [image: ]

      You change in the locker room and shuffle down to the pod marked with your name. You unlock the hatch and crawl in. Some people find the pods claustrophobic, but you like the cool metal container, the tight fit. It’s comforting. The VR helmet fits snugly on your head, the breathing mask over your nose and mouth.

      With a shiver of anticipation, you give the pod your Experience setting. Add the other necessary details to flesh things out. The screen prompts you to pick a Tourist connection from a waiting list, but you ignore it, blinking through the option screens until you get to the final confirmation. You brace for the mild nausea that always comes when you Relocate in and out of an Experience.

      The first sensation is always smell. Sweetgrass and wood smoke and the rich loam of the northern plains. Even though it’s fake, receptors firing under the coaxing of a machine, you relax into the scents. You grew up in the desert, among people who appreciate cedar and pinon and red earth, but there’s still something home-like about this prairie place.

      Or maybe you watch too much TV. You really aren’t sure anymore.

      You find yourself on a wide grassy plain, somewhere in the upper Midwest of a bygone era. Bison roam in the distance. A hawk soars overhead.

      You are alone, you know this, but it doesn’t stop you from looking around to make sure. This thing you are about to do. Well, you would be humiliated if anyone found out. Because you keep thinking about what DarAnne said. Squaw Fantasy and Savage Braves. Because the thing is, being sexy doesn’t disgust you the way it does DarAnne. You’ve never been one of those guys. The star athlete or the cool kid.  It’s tempting to think of all those Tourist women wanting you like that, even if it is just in an Experience.

      You are now wearing a knee-length loincloth. A wave of black hair flows down your back. Your middle-aged paunch melts into rock-hard abs worthy of a romance novel cover model. You raise your chin and try out your best stoic look on a passing prairie dog. The little rodent chirps something back at you. You’ve heard prairie dogs can remember human faces, and you wonder what this one would say about you. Then you remember this is an Experience, so the prairie dog is no more real than the caricature of an Indian you have conjured up.

      You wonder what Theresa would think if she saw you like this.

      The world shivers. The pod screen blinks on. Someone wants your Experience.

      A Tourist, asking for you. Completely normal. Expected. No need for that panicky hot breath rattling through your mask.

      You scroll through the Tourist’s requirements.

      Experience Type: Vision Quest.

      Tribe: Plains Indian (nation nonspecific).

      Favorite animal: Wolf.

      These things are all familiar. Things you are good at faking. Things you get paid to pretend.

      You drop the Savage Brave fantasy garb for buckskin pants and beaded leather moccasins. You keep your chest bare and muscled but you drape a rough wool blanket across your shoulders for dignity. Your impressive abs are still visible.

      The sun is setting and you turn to put the artificial dusk at your back, prepared to meet your Tourist. You run through your list of Indian names to bestow upon your Tourist once the Vision Quest is over. You like to keep the names fresh, never using the same one in case the Tourists ever compare notes. For a while you cheated and used one of those naming things on the internet where you enter your favorite flower and the street you grew up on and it gives you your Indian name, but there were too many Tourists that grew up on Elm or Park and you found yourself getting repetitive. You try to base the names on appearances now. Hair color, eye, some distinguishing feature. Tourists really seem to like it.

      This Tourist is younger than you expected. Sedona Sweats caters to New Agers, the kind from Los Angeles or Scottsdale with impressive bank accounts. But the man coming up the hill, squinting into the setting sun, is in his late twenties. Medium height and build with pale spotty skin and brown hair. The guy looks normal enough, but there’s something sad about him.

      Maybe he’s lost.

      You imagine a lot of Tourists are lost.

      Maybe he’s someone who works a day job just like you, saving up money for this once-in-a-lifetime Indian Experience™. Maybe he’s desperate, looking for purpose in his own shitty world and thinking Indians have all the answers. Maybe he just wants something that’s authentic.

      You like that. The idea that Tourists come to you to experience something real. DarAnne has it wrong. The Tourists aren’t all
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