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CBWPTER ONE INTRODUCTION: WHERE THE JOURNEY BEGINS 

Years ago when 1 began my undergraduate degree, 1 was taking an English course 

at Camosun College. As an option for our final assignment, t had chosen to interview 

someone with an issue and wnte a paper based on that interçiew. My friend Mex Nelson 

was always making reference to residential school and I never really understood what he 

meant. So, what beaer topic to choose than one 1 knew nothing about? 1 phoned Alex and 

asked him if he would allow me to interview him about residential school. Alex agreed. 

.Aiex's story devastated me. He shared his expenences at St. Mchael's 

Residentiai School in Aert Bay. Today, I cannot remember the precise details of his 

story, but a few things remain crystd clear. Aiex remembered hearing that his Mother 

had passed away and was to be buned in Aert Bay. Even though St. Mivlike's was located 

in Xlert Bay, Xlex was not allowed to attend the funeral. He also remembers, one 

wrnrner, staring out the third floor window watching the fishing boats as they puiled out 

of the harbour heading for Kingcorne Inlet -- his hometown. As his mother was deceased. 

he was not allowed to retum home. He remembers sitting on the floor crying as the boats 

disappeared into the distance. How he longed to go home, to see his family, and to not be 

in this place. 

.Mer  the interview, [ began writing my assignment. I was in a frenzy, tvpin~ like - - 
a mad wornan, not able to stop. I now redire the f r e q  was disbelief. How is it that this 

incredibly important person was sent to a place like this? How is it that 1, now pursuing 

my undergraduate degree knew nothing about these places? Why? 



Seeking the answers to these questions began what seems like a Iifelong joumey 

to understand residentiai schools. What was most surpnsing for me was that when I went 

to research residential schooi, expecting to find nothing or very M e ,  1 found that this 

experience was well docurnented. 1 was lefi with more questions. Given the fact that 1 

was able to find dl  this information, why did 1 know nothing about residential schools? 

This thesis, or joumey, provides me with the opportunity to explore residential 

school. Ln this joumey, I take a look at the experiences of three former Kuper Island 

Residential School students. 

Chapter two provides an o v e ~ e w  of residentiai school literature. This chapter 

includes a surnmary of traditional First Nations education and the development of 

residentiai school policy. A pivotai report that influenced the developrnent of residential 

school policy was the Davin Report. The Davin Report of 1879 recommended the need 

for "aggressive civilization." .As not al1 First Nations farnilies willingly sent their 

children, in 1920 the Indian Act was amended to rnake attendance to residential schools 

compulsory. Jointly, the Churches and the Govemment launched a plan of cultural 

genocide. With assimilation as the goal of residentiai schools, it was believed that the 

staff needed to be very authoritarian in order to break down First Nations childrens 

"ways of knowùig." This chapter concludes with a look at the impact, on First Nations 

children, of a policy geared to cultural genocide. 

Chapter three discusses the use of storytelling as a methodology. This chapter 

begins by discussing the tradition of storytelling for First Nations people. Storyteiling 

piayed a vital and pivotal role in nurturing and educating the youth. In this chapter I 

discuss how, as a First Nations womaq stotytelling ailowed me to honour and respect Our 
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Ancestors. In order to "authentically" represent the voices of storyteilers, the storytelling 

process needs to be very collaborative. Ln this chapter I share the struggles and joys of 

storytehg. Leaming to really "listen" to story and then replicate "voice" onto paper is 

one struggle that is identified. As weU, 1 discuss the struggles that I, as the researcher, 

experienced in this research. These struggles include researching in your own 

community, positioning yourself in your research, ethics of asking people to share story, 

and protecting yourself w hile researching. 

Chapters four, five and six are the experiences of residential school as told by 

ttuee storytellers who atteaded Kuper Island Residentiai School. Al of the storytellers 

are from the Coast Salish Nation on Vancouver Island. Chapter four is The'tha'le'yah's 

story. Belvie is a member of the Halalt First Nation. Chapter five is Seletze's story. 

Delmar is a member of the Cowichan Tribes. Chapter six is La'hal'uwits's story. Heman 

is a member of the Halalt First Nation. The stoqeilers have edited the stories presented. 

Chapter seven, Characters and Masks, begins to analyse the development of 

"characters" and loss of self through trauma, humiliation, abuse, and isolation from 

family and comrnunity. I present a bnef play "Breaking the Spirits" to set the stage. The 

intent of the play is to offer a way to make sense of the stories and the development of 

c haracters. 

in this chapter 1 use the teachings of the Medicine Wheel, three Coast Sdish 

Masks and one borrowed mask to analyse the residentiai school expenence. Wild Woman 

represents the tirne pnor to residential school when children were with their families. The 

teachings of Wild Woman are intended to teach and protect children. The Devii has been 

chosen to represent the tirne students were in residence. The goal of residential school 
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policy was assimilation; as nich we could not find a traditional mask that represented this 

immoral process. The Devil is chosen to represent the residentid experience. Raven 

represents the time that students lefi residential school and were "acting out characters." 

Raven, as trickster, represents many things; he is an educator and a protector. During this 

time, former students needed protection, guidance and direction. Wise Woman 

symbolizes the time when former students "cast" aside their characters and begin healing. 

Wise Woman is Our Grandmother and Our Mother; she is a numirer, a healer, a teacher. 

and a protector. Wise Woman enables students to speak about their experiences in 

residential school and begin their healing joumey. 

Chapter eight provides a brkf reflection of this joumey and offers us the 

teachings available through our traditional way of life - Snuw'uy'ul. 
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CELAPTER TWO AN OVERVIEW OF RESIDENTLAL SCHOOL 
LITERATURE 

Traditional Education 

Prior to the arrivai of Europeans, the First Nations people had a sophisticated 

education system reftective of their values and beliefs. #en discussing traditional 

education, Miller (1996) States that First Nations people had an education system that he 

refers to as the 3 Lys -- looking, listening and leaming. 

... the education system of the Aboriginal peoples of the nonhem portion of 
North America was admirably suited to the structures and values of those 
indigenous comrnunities. [t operated in a largeiy non-coercive way, 
relying on the use of models, illustration, stories, and wanllngs to convey 
the infornation that was considered essential. This approach refiected the 
high value that most Native societies place on individual autonomy and 
avoidance of the use of force with members of the community (p.; 5). 

A key component of traditional education was storytelling. The storytellers were 

the elders -- the wise old ones who possess the rnost knowledge (Knockwood 1992, Haig- 

Brown, 1 988, Miller, 1 996). Through storytelling, family lineage, family values, and 

history were shared and passed down. The traditional ways substantially contrasted the 

values and beliefs that the Europeans would bring with them. 

In nonhem hunting and gathering societies knowledge was not acquired 
passively from formal, externai sources. Instead, children leamed the skills 
they needed to survive, and the beliefs, values, and codes of behaviour 
appropriate to their society, by a trial-and-error process of observing and 
imitating adult behaviour and by listening to stones in which ethical 
concepts and mords were imbedded. These indirect, non-authoritarian 
educational techniques fostered in children a sense of individual autonomy 
and self-confidence. Consequently, the children who entered the Williams 
Lake residential school came f?om cultures which placed great emphasis 
on direct experiences as the best form of education (Fumiss, 1992, p.48). 
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Residential schools did oot encourage and support the traditional looking, 

Iistening, Ieaming, approach to education. Assimilation to Western values, as the goal of 

these schools, would make very authontarian structures necessary. 

The Davin Report 

The history of Canada has been constructed from the perspective of thoçe 
Can~diuis of Europe-n ancestry This eurccentric perspecti~e of hstor; 
which has permeated dl aspects of education has led to the need for this 
curriculum to address the gap of history that includes the perspective of 
Aboriginal people's expenence. It is impossible to understand the 
contemporary situation of Aboriginal people uniess you have some 
understanding of how colonization Sected their way of life. (Herbert, 
1997, Ministry of Children & Families) 

When the Europeans arrived in our country they brought with them their values 

and beliefs. As Herbert (1997) explains, "One of these beliefs was the concept of the 

superiority of the white race which was supponed by Christian dogma that God created 

life in a hierarchy of existence whereby those of European descent were ranked on top 

with indigenous peoples ranked lower" (Ministry of Children & Families, 1997, p.25). 

The notion of European superiority and Abonginal inferiority has been the key 

component of colonization. 

In the 162OYs, the Recollets, an order of Franciscans, realized that if they could 

convert young Huron boys into their order, they could attempt to conven the masses of 

Huron people. However, due to the Hurons' migratory lifestyle, the Recollets decided 

%one could ever succeed in converting them, udess they made them men before they 

made them Christians" (Miller, 1996, p. 39). in other words, the Recollets s3w it 

necessary to 'civilize' the Hurons first, and then send them on their mission of converting 

Huron people into Christianity. At this time, the RecoHets approached the Huron Leaders 
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in an attempt to convince the Hurons to wihgly send their young men to the school. 

This atternpt failed. This was the first attempt at sening up residential school programs. 

In 1879 the Federai Government of Canada appointed Nicholas Flood Davin to 

hvestigate the residential school system of the United States. The Dnvin Report of 1879 

reported the need for "aggressive civilization" and recommended that residential school 

programs be instituted to reinforce the disintegration of families (Miller, 1996, p. I O  1). 

Davin recommended the development of "off reserve" boarding schools that completely 

remove children from the "influence of the wigwam." The development of "off-reserve" 

schools failed to meet the desired outcomes of Davin's report as very few First Nations 

families willingly sent their children to residential school. Consequently, in L 920, the 

Indian Act was amended to include "compulsory attendance" of residential school. The 

object of this policy was assimilation. The intent of the hdinrl Act of 1920 was clearly to 

absorb the Indian into the dominant culture. York (1989), quotes Duncan Campbell Scott. 

deputy superintendent general of Indian flairs: 

Our object is to continue until there is not a single Indian in Canada that 
has not been absorbed into the body politic, and there is not an Indian 
question and not an tndian department and that is the whole object of the 
Bill (p.23). 

First Nations children were now legislated to Ieave their families and cornmunities and 

placed in residential schools. The Indian Aff'airs policy of assimilation, or more 

specificaily cultural genocide, began a path of cultural destruction and devastation for 

First Nations People. 

The Residential School Experience 

As we can see, the issue of Lndian Industriai schools (or residentiai schools as 

they are commonly cailed) is not a new one. These church-operated, governent funded 
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schools, were in operation from approximately 1870 - 1980. The residential school 

system was a planned attempt by govemment to assimilate First Nations children. 

Assimilation was intended to resocialize the First Nations children into European values 

and beliefs. The process of resocidization involved a collaborative effort between the 

churches and the govement  to eliminate the familial and community comections. 

Aboriginal langages, traditions and beliefs of the First Nations students (Report of the 

Royal Commission on Abonginai People [RCAP], 1996, p.337). To meet this end, "the 

Children of First Nations groups were removed, by law, from their homes and families 

and forced to attend schools operated by nonIndians" (Chrisjohn & Young, 1993,p.Z). 

The intended implications of this plan is evident in the following statement: 

"To kill the Indian in the child," the department aimed at severing the 
artery of culture that ran between generations and was the profound 
connection between parent and child sustaining family and community. In 
the end, at the point of final assimilation. "al1 the Indian there is in the race 
should be dead" (RCAP, 1996, p.365).  

The govement  developed and launched a plan of cultural genocide. "The govemment 

and the churches ... explicitly agreed that the ultimate goal of education was the 

assimilation (the operative euphemism for cultural genocide) of First Nations peoples" 

(Chnsjohn and Young, 1993, p.2). By disconneaing children From their culture, tradition. 

family, and comunity they could directly attack their First Nations ontology (RCM, 

1996, p.34 1). The churches needed to break down the First Nations worldview and 

replace it with a Christian worldview, especialiy Christian morality. 

The book replaced the spoken word; strangers from another culture 
replaced family, elders and community members as teachers; learning 
through mernoriration of text replaced learning through observation and 
by example. Education was no longer a lifelong, organized process, the 
responsibility of the entire community. In fact, the community was 
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portrayed by the new teachers as backward, ignorant and useless to the 
children (Residential School Update, March 1998, p. 5). 

Once in the residential school system, forrnal education was not the priority of 

assimilation as evident in the following quote: 

... three quarters of the Indian pupils across Canada were in grades I to 3, 
receiving oniy a very basic literary education. Only three in every hundred 
w x t  past grade 6. By ccnparisori, wcll aver balf the children in prûvinsial 
public schools in 193 O were.. . past grade 3 ; almost a third were beyond 
grade 6. The formal education being offered young Indians was not only 
separate but unequal to that provided their non-Indian conternporaries 
(B m a n  et al, Indian Edication in Canada, vol 1 Thr Lrgacy, quoted in 
Milloy, 1999, p. 171). 

Separation and isolation from family, community, culture and tradition were the crucial 

components of assimilation. Students were prohibited From and cruelly punished for 

speaking their First Nation's language. Children were oniy partially educatsd. Most of the 

time they were free labour -- ninning f i s .  doing laundry, cieaning, helping in the 

kitchen, etc. The use of chiid labour subsidized the cost of running the schools. The ever 

decreasing fùnding by the govenunent made life for these students even more deplorable. 

Students were expected to do more work to keep the schools running at the same time 

that the resources for proper nutrition, food, health care, and safety decreased. k besr. 

the conditions of the schools themselves were poor. It was known and well documented 

through various reports that the restraints under which these students lived contributed to 

their hunger, malnourishment, and disease. 

As well as physiological neglect, discipline and abuse were documented. "Head 

office, regionai, school and church fles are replete, from early in the system's history, 

with incidents that violated the n o m  of the day" (RCAP, 1996, p.367). Discipline 

included strapping, head shaving, public humiliation, and food deprivation and was seen 

STORYTELLïNG IN THE SPïRK OF WlSE WOhUN: EXPERIENCES OF iiUPER LSLrtW RESIDENTuU. SCHOOL 
Qwvt~SIH'Y.4H'bW (ROBNA THOMAS) - TTESIS 



as necessary to move children across the "cultural divide" (Haig-Brown 1988; 

Knockwood, 1992; Fumiss, 1992; Miller, 1996). 

Ln the vision of residential school, discipline was curriculum and 
punishment was pedagogy. Both were agents of civilization; they were 
indispensable to the "circle of civilized conditions" where the struggle to 
move children across the cultural divide would play itself out in each 
school situation, child by child, teacher by teacher (Miller, 1996, p.44). 

Punishment for speaking their First Nations language and not English was thought of as a 

reinforcement to speak English (behavior modification). With the goal of assimilation, 

punishment for speaking the First Nations language was seen as acceptable and oflen 

necessary. The following are excerpts from Kuper Island Indian Indus td  School 

punishment record books of student offences and punishments: 

3 talking Indian work at recess 
Tobie #63 runaway arrested - 7 strokes of strap 
Daniel #76 truancy 10 lashes 
Jeanin #82 steding plums bread & water 
Thomas # 1 17 stealing apples whipping & confinement 
Thomas # 1 17 skulking whipping & confinement 
Thomas #Il7 breaking into giris' d o m  expulsion (Public archives) 

For the past few years the reality of residentiai schools has received elevated 

awareness. The increase of "sexual abuse" charges against residential school staff has 

contributed to this awareness. The deluge of recent charges venfies that the closure of 

these schools is not the end tu the 'problem.' 

On January 7, 1998, the Govemment of Canada announced Gaïhering 
Shen@ - Canada's Aborignal Action Pian which calls for a renewed 
partnership with Aboriginal people based on recognizing past mistakes 
and injustices, the advancement of reconciliation, healing and renewal, 
and the building of a joint plan for the future. The Government offered a 
Statement of Reconciliation which acknowledged its role in the 
development and administration of residential schools. The Government 
also said to the victims who suffered physicai and sema1 abuse at 
residential schools that it is deeply sorry (Backgrounder: The Residential 
Schools System, p. 1). 
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Former students live out daily the rnany abuses they experienced at the schools. 

Chrisjohn and Young (1993) describe the psychosocial indicators of cultural disruption 

(which may be seen as successfbi indicators of the federal policy of assimilation) as 

including : 

= oppression 

3 elevated level of suicide 

= family violence and breakdown 

a substance abuse 

-. education fidure 

Other indicators of cultural disruption include: 

addictions (Church and gambling) 

3 f eu  of affection, lack of trust 

= unemployment 

identity 

eating disorders 

Furniss (1992) refers to the impact of residential school as cultural alienation. 

The cumulative effects of cultural alienation, dislocation from their 
traditional lands and the decline of subsistence practices in the face of an 
expanding forest industry, and marginalkation fkom the mainstream 
economy finally had brought the Shuswap to a point of social and cultural 
crisis. (p. 1 14) 

The impact of "cultural dienation" was characterized by the "high levels of 

unemployment and alarming rates of alcohol abuse, f d y  breakdown, violence. and 

suicideT' (p. 1 14). 
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Miller (1996) discusses how the residential school system did not prepare students 

to be successfùl when leaving these institutions. "Many of the retumed students wasted 

years and decades in alcohol, dnigs, and violence before they managed to put their lives 

back together, confront the pain that had been dnving them to h m  ihemselves, and get 

on with the business of living" (p. 8). 

The residential school had disrupted Native families and individuai 
identity. It had severed the ties that bound Native children to their families 
and communities, leaving semi-assimilated young people and shattered 
cornmunities. In far too many cases it had driven its young products into 
destructive byways frorn which far too many never emerged dive (Miller, 
1996, p. 11). 

Knockwood (1992) recails viewing the charred remains of Shubie (the Indian 

Residential School at Shubenacadie, Nova Scotia): 

i thought about how many of my former school mates. like Leona Hilda, 
and Maimie, had died premanire deaths. I wondered how many were still 
alive and how they were doing, how well they were coping, and if they 
were still carrying the burden of the past on their shoulders like I was (p. 
132). 

This "burden of the past" was a piece of Canadian Federal policy. Chnsjohn and 

Young (1993) refer to the Canadian Federal policy as piece of "colonial machinery." As 

long as the machinery is oiled, sewiced, and rnaintained, the machine continues to rnove 

dong and do exactly what it is rneant to do. Randy Fred agrees, "colonization works that 

same way everywhere, its policies geared toward displacement and elimination of 

indigenous culture: genocide" (as quoted in Haig-Brown, 1988, p. 1 5). The "colonial 

machine" worked exactiy as designed. 

... the Indian residential school system was an attempt to ob Iiterate 
Fust Nations. That this was so is explicit in extant policy statements 
and other documents of the churches and the federai government ... 
(Chnsjohn & Young, 1993) 
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Residential school was an "attempt" to obliterate the First Nations, but the First 

Nations survived. Chuckryk and Miller (1996) state, "we need to communkate the idea 

that with oppression also cornes strength and wisdom" (p.3). Paula Gunn Allen speaks to 

the strength of our people, specificaily, the strength of women when she claims: 

We suMve war and conquest; we ninive colonization, acculturation, 
xsimilation; x w.+ir heating , rape, s t a r d o n ,  mtilation, sterilization, 
abandonment, neglect, death of our children, Our loved ones, destruction 
of our land, Our homes, Our past, and Our future. We bond, we care, we 
fight, we teach we nurse, we bear, we feed, we earn, we laugh, we love. 
we hang in there, no matter what (p. 190). 

tn spite of al1 we needed to do to simply survive, we heal. The healing process or 

the "business of living" must include releaming what it means to live, as well as how 

Healing has, and will always be, a different process for each student. For some. healing 

rneant retuming to the traditionai ways. For some it was retuming and getting the 

education they needed to compete in mainstream society. For others, it was too Iate; they 

were unable to begin heaiing. And, yet for others they continue to stmggle on a daily 

basis. They live out the abuses they experienced in these schools. They were beaten -- 

they are violent. They were sexually abused -- they are abusive. They were taken from 

their families -- they stniggle with intimacy and being in a farnily. And the cycle repeats 

itself. 

Barbara-Helen Hill in Shukzng the Rattle: Healing the Trauma of Colonkation 

States that "residential scbool, colonialism, government pians, and the churches?' are the 

cause of intemalized racism. "Intemalized racism stems fiom colonialism and 

oppression" (p.45). ùiterndized racism is the belief that there is a hierarchy of 

humankind. This hierarchy begins with the white race being superior and First Nations or 

other minority (colours) being infenor. Eventuaily, the infenor races intemalize this 
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belief, and they too begin to develop a hierarchy of their own. With themselves being 

superior and others of their own race and other coloured races being inferior. "They now 

treat each other and other peoples of colour the way Our people are treated with contempt. 

indifference, and sometimes hatred" (Hill, 1995, p .45). lnternalized racism has our 

communities in chaos. We have hereditary C hiefs against elected C hiefs, status against 

non-status, Metis against status, men against women, First Nations against Blacks -- we 

have disharmony. 

Brenda Daily (1988) lists residential schools as one of "the present day factors 

which have impact on Native families which are expenencing farnily violence and child 

abuse" (p. 107). From the individual person who attended residentid school, to their 

families, and through to their communities, residential schools have devastated Our 

peopie. Now, we need to rebuild and heal. 

Jeanette Armstrong (1 996) claims that: 

The placement of our children in residential schools has been the single 
most devastating factor in the breakdown of our society. It is at the core of 
the damage, beyond ail the other mechanisms cleverly fashioned to 
subjugate, assimiiate, and annihilate (PX). 

York (1989) believes that the impact of residential schools is still evident today. 

"The schools were the chef weapon of the missionaries and the federal bureaucrats in 

their systematic campaign to destroy Indian culture. Today, thousands of Indians still 

bear the scars of that war of attrition" (p.27). 

Before we c m  move towards heahg, the discussion must tum in the direction of 

devastation and scars - the impact that residentiai school had on the snidents who 

attended them. The focus on impact will provide the context necessary to focus on 

healing. We must first acknowledge the pain before we cm heal. 
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Prior to contact, First Nations people beiieved that their children were sacred. The 

children were the future. GeoEey York (1989) shares a story in his book ne 

Dispossessed by an old Indian Man. The story goes like this: 

The Indians were on this land and the white people came from across the 
ocean. They came here in their boats, with their Bible, with their priests 
and rnissionaries. And they wanted to translate the Bible into Cree and 
they didn't b c w  3 uicquivdcnt :vord for 'sin'. So the, ;vent :O the clders 
and asked the elders, Tell us, what is the equivalent of 'sin' in your 
language? The Indians didn't have a word for sin ... Our children are our 
future, and when you shatter those lives, the lives of the children, then you 
shatter our future. ..That's the sin (p. 227). 

Laurence Boucher 

Residential school did exactly that -- shattered the lives of the children. In those 

institutions the children were physically, emotionally, mentally, semdly and spiritually 

abused. Duck, Ironstar, and Ricks ( 1  997) believe that oppression and dominance have 

resulted in the "loss of dignity, honour, and strength to function in a purposeful healthy 

way." This inability to function in a well and healthy way, they refer to as the cycle of 

disability. This cycle of disability is a direct result of the oppression and dominance 

experienced in residential schools. 

As listed earlier, Chnsjohn and Young list the psychosociai indicators of cultural 

dismption. Not surprisingly, this lia of indicators is very similar to indicators of children 

witnessing violence, physical neglect, physicai abuse and characteristics of semal abuse 

victims. in The Spirit Weeps, Martens (1 988) iists the psychological characteristics of 

chiId abuse as: 

low self esteem 

3 pseudomaturity 
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= low tolerance for family tension 

3 dienation from the family 

=> emotional needs towards the father offender 

= inability to trust 

= loneliness 

depression 

=> anger & aggression 

= phobias 

behaviourai symptoms as: 

= sudden changes in behaviour 

= eating & sleeping disorders 

=> regressive or infantile behaviors 

3 extreme behavior related to personal hygiene 

=> excessive concern about night-time security 

= alcohol & drus abuse 

=> sexual promiscuity 

3 withdrawn from fnendships 

= running away 

=> inappropriate peer relatiooships 

=> m g  

3 school related problems 

3 poor attention span 
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3 hostile behaviour 

inappropriate sexual knowledge a d o r  play 

=, sexual abuse of others/sadistic or self-abusive behaviour 

= suicide 

The unquestionable similarities of child sexual abuse and cultural disruption point to the 

extent of abuse that these young people experienced in residential school. There are many 

types of abuse and equally as many levels. The impact on each person will vary even 

under the same circumstances. However, when you combine the various forms of abuse 

with the multiplicity of levels, you most definitely will create pain. 

When we abuse someone, we generate fear, anger, hopelessness, 
confusion, guilt, and shame. These wounded individuals become victims 
and are walking, wounded children inside anger, fear-riddled adults. They 
are men and women void of any connection to their source of creation. and 
as the loneliness deepens their victimhood strengthens. That is spiritual 
abuse, loss of co~ec t ion  to the Creator and the self 

What happens when you are spiritually abused? What happens when you lose a 

co~ec t ion  to your self? How do you heal? Al1 the students who were taken frorn their 

families and cornrnunities and placed in residential schools were spiritually abused. 

Once again 1 found myself in this place with more questions than answers. I 

wondered about the students that went to Kuper Island Industrial School. What happened 

to their spirits? I was particularly interested in this residence as it is located on Kuper 

Island, which is in the heart of Coast Salish Temtory. As a Coast Salish person, I 

wondered about the many family members that had attended that particular institution. I 

wondered, what are their stories? 
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As well, 1 wondered, what happened to the young people when they left those 

places? One of the most devastahg indicators of cultural disruption, cultural dienation, 

or assimilation has been the loss of identity . Miller ( 1 996), Haig-Brown ( l988), and 

Knockwood (1992) all discuss the "identity" issue for students upon leaving the schools. 

"Nearly everyone had rnany difficulties when they Ieft the school finding an identity and 

a place in the world" ~ o c k w o o d ,  1992, p. 156). The residential school expenence 

destroyed not only their cultural identity, but aiso their personal identity. Knockwood 

quotes in her book a former student who said he felt like a "bom again savage" when 

Leaving the school. Or, as a student that Haig-Brown (1988) in te~ewed States, he felt 

like a tmly dumb Indian. What these students are refemng to is the fact that residential 

school failed to equip First Nations students with an adequate education while at the same 

time successfully sttipped them of their traditional way of knowing -- their language and 

culture. They did not possess the skills to assimilate in the mainstream society and now 

had lost the ianguage. culture and tradition of their people. Many students did cot know 

where, or if, they fit. How do you heai from al1 the abuse expenenced in residential 

school - the spintual, emotional, physicai, andior mental abuse? How do you reconnect 

with your self? 

To support my leaming joumey and begin to research the answers to the above 

questions I decided to linen to S~O&S and explore "identity" for students who previously 

attended residential school. 
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The topic areas for my research are as follows: 

1. What are the stories of former Kuper Island Indian Industrial School students? 

2. How do former Kuper Island Indian Industrial School students create an 

identity upon leaving these institutions? 

The following chapter discusses storytelling as rnethodology. Storytelling allows me to 

hear the stories while at the same time exploring the creation of identity. 
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CHAPTER TEIREE STORYTELLING AS METHODOLOGY 

Voices of the Grandmothers 
Nana 

When I ivns jiist a yozing girl ive iised to /ive righr over therr. Nana 

pointed to the land on the doivntown side of the Ellice St. Bridge. One 

Christmas Eve. my Mother, Father. brothers nrid risrers ivrre goïrig to rny 

Il,sie 3 phce for diriter. It hnd snoived so mirch rhnt d q  thm ir seemed 

iike il look iis hoirrs to get to their phce. ïhey lived down where Unclr1s 

Johïitiylspiace is now. Yoir knoiv, it irsed to sïiow lots in those dqs, riot 

like noru. 

Graina 

I am so proud that y011 are praciicing some of oiir aid ivqs. my Groma 

snid. Whar is Dylan 's mme? "Qwulthelurn" I told Gram. drid Pairi. ivhni 

is his name." "Pahyahutssen" Did they hme the Snvninve n'amxrs there? 

" N o  Grama they didn't." Oiirfamily isfrom the masked dance yozi knoiv. I 

remember yenrs ago whetl I wasyoiirrg ivhen ive ivent to the ivinler 

dmces. sornetimes there woirid br hvenv or more dmzcers there. Somrorir 

told irs once that one of my Uncie T ma& was in a mlrseirrn in Eztropr or 

Ei~giund or surnepluce likr thut. 

Amma 

"Amma, why don't you just throw out those old socks?Wh, b e c m e  that 

wozild be s ~ c h  a waste, the tops of ihe soch  are perfctiy fine. orliy the 

feet need IO be replaced I have wool and knav how to b i t ,  why throw the 

whole sock cnvay? 
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What is in a story? Are these simply words? Grandmothers reminiscing? Or are 

they nch with teachings? 

in  Nana's story she points to land where she was raised. Identifying this land as 

traditional Songhees temtory is crucial as the Songhess Band is currently negotiating 

Gram's story tells me the cultural and traditional rights that I inhented through 

my family. I have the inherent right to have Swaixwe, or masked dancers, at al1 dances 

Our farnily hosts. This is Our most sacred ceremony that is passed down through familial 

rights. 

.buna's story is about being conservative and taking, using, throwing out only 

what is necessary. She taught me about taking care of Mother Earth long before anyone 

else. As well, she taught me about recycling and composting before these things were 

enforced. 

These stones include important teachings that pass down histoncal facts, share 

culture and traditions, and life lessons. Traditionaily, stories and storytelling were used 

for the same reasons, to teach values, beliefs, morals, history, and life skills. For my 

research 1 have chosen to use the traditional teaching tool of my People and "story tell." 

First Nations people corne Born an oral society. 1 feel by using this methodolog 

that 1 honour my hcestors and the traditions of our People. Storytelling compels me to 

tisten and document aones "in the spirit" ofthe hcestors. In other words, I feel that my 

methodology forces me to remember our Ancestors, traditions and culture throughout the 

entire process of this research. The research and the stones became more than a project to 

STORk-G N THE SPiRïï  OF WISE WOhliLV: EXPERiEXCES OF KUTER ISLLND RESiDEXïL-U. SCHOOL 
QWt?L'SM'Y.4lI'!d.I\EfT (ROBNA TH0hf.U) - 'MESIS 



complete my academic requirements for a thesis; the research was linked to the past, the 

present and the future. 

Through a series of extensive interviews I recoided and documented the life 

stories of three former Kuper Island Indian Industrial School students. Storytelling allows 

storytellers to use their own voices and tell their own stories in their own terms. 

Cruickshank (1990) states that her work, LIje Lived Like n Story, is ibased on the premise 

that life-history investigation provides a mode1 for research (p. 1). In the past, iife stories 

have been viewed as supplementary matenai to support other forms of research. 

However, as Cruickshank states, this view is changing. And this view must change. .Ai1 

that is written is sorneone's interpretation of what happened. In her book The Social Llfr 

of Slories: Nc~rrutive and Knowledge in the Yukot~ Territory, Cruickshank ( 1  998) 

questions the voices of history by asking, whose voices are included and w hose are lei? 

out? 

Contesting the legitimacy of the dominant discourse is not new, of course. 
Certainly a concem that many voices are systematically erased From 
wrinen history has been recognized for a long time now in northem 
aboriginal communities. As ferninists have pointed out, eniarging 
discourse involves much more than adding and stimng in additional 
voices, there are fundamental methodological problems involved in 
rethinking familiar genres of historicd narratives (p. 1 16). 

Storytelling or oral histories are seen as subjective and therefore biased. In some 

comrnunities there was little, if any, written records. How are these communities to then 

have their histones recorded? Why is it that their oniy means of recording histories, 

orally, can only been seen as a way to complement another "legitimate" research 

methodology? As all that is written is subjective, why then is storyteliing seen only as 

"supplementary." Storytehg allows for the 'other', or those voices that have been 

S T O R Y ' ï E U G  iN THE S P W  OF WISE WOhL4ii: J3PERIENCES OF hXTER ISL;LICD RESIDENTUt SCHOOL 
QWt~SM'Y.Ui''rC.4EIT (ROBINA TElOhLAS) - THESIS 



erased, to be included in the dominant discourse. Storytelling has the ability to fil1 the 

gaps in the present documentation of the lives of First Nations people. 

Storytelling provides an oppominity for First Nations to document their histories 

and thus become a part of the written record. Ln other words, storytelling "revises" 

history by naming and including their expenence. Life stories "take senously what 

people Say about their Iives rather than treating their words simply as an illustration of 

some other process" (Cruickshank, 1990, p. 1). Fumiss (1992), in Viczims of Bcnevoimce: 

The uizrk legacy of the Williams Lake Rrsidential School, states that "it is critical for 

these and other stones to continue to be told, and to be heard with an open hem and 

mind, if we are to prevent the tragedies of history From being repeated" (p. 120). When 

we Iisten with open hearts and open minds, we respect and honour the storytellers. 1 find 

this process incredibly comforting and respectfui. 1 believe that storyteiiing respected and 

honoured our People while simultaneously documenting their reality in residential 

school. 

Gluck and Patai (199 1) describe oral histones as a "way of recovering the voices 

of mppressed groups" (p. 9). Of particular vdue is the abiiity of iife stories to share a 

perspective that is in confiict with another perspective. The residential school perspective 

from the voices of those who attended these institutions is in conflict with the perspective 

of residential school fi-om the dominant Society (Gluck & Patai, 1991, p. 1 1). This conflict 

is highlighted these days as many groups of former residential school students seek 

justice fiom the Church and Canada for the injustices cornmitteci in those institutions. 

Storyteilîng has a hoiistic nature. Oral histories or Me stories "generaiiy range 

over a wide range of topics, perhaps the person's Life fiom birth to the present" 
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(Reinharz, 1992, p. 130). With the process of t e h g  the stones being in the hands of the 

storytellers, the storytellers had the opportunity to include in their stories that which they 

wish, that which they perceive as important, that whic h they want documented. 

Cruickshank (1998) refers to this process as the "open ended possibilities" of oral history 

(p. 72). 

Storytelling provides an opportunity for the uncovering of a new way of knowing. 

As the tme reality of residential school is ody beginning to be uncovered, life histones 

have the ability to generate new ideas about this reality (Gluck & Patai, 199 1; Yow. 

1994). Gluck and Patai (199 1) state "oral history interviews provide an invaluable means 

of generating new insights about women's expenences of themselves in their wor ld  (p. 

1 1). I too see life histories as providing an opportunity for the generation of new insights 

into the expenences of First Nations students at residential schools. 

Yow (1994) believes that oral histories, as a fonn of qualitative research, allow 

the researcher to "learn about a way of life by studying the people who live it and asking 

them how they think about their expenence" (p.7). This is what 1 did. I listened and 

learned fiom three students who attended Kuper Island Indian Industrial School. about 

their experience in that institute. 

In terviewing 

The stones were collected through a series of intensive interviews over a penod 

of approximately one year. The interviews were more dialogic in nature than they were 

"interviews." By this I mean that each interview was more storytehg and interactive 

than questions and answers. The interviews actudy came to be only a part of the process. 

The relationship that transpired between the storytellers and myself became very fluid. 
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The storyteiiers would be in contact with me over the phone or in person at other times 

than the formaily arranged interviews. This process is ongoing. The storytellers phone to 

share such things as "1 just remembered another story," or how they felt f i e r  the 

interviews, or how they felt when something else happened. 1 strongly believe that the 

relationship that developed was possible because of the nature of dialogue. 

One of the rnost trenchant observations of contemporary anthropology is 
that meaning is not fixed, that it must be studied in practice - in the small 
interactions of everyday tife. Such practice is more likely to emerge in 
dialogue than in a formal interview (Cmickshank, 1998, p.4 1). 

Reinharz ( 1  992) introduces "phenomenological interviewing," as a method of 

research that some ferninists engage in. This method of research is "intense" feminist 

interviewing (p.21). InteMewing as a method of data collection supponed my research 

for a nurnber of reasons. One reason is that ".. .interviewhg offers researchers access to 

people's ideas, thoughts, and memories in their own words rather than in the words of the 

researcher" (Reinharz, 1992, p. 18). This reason was pivotal to my research because far 

too ofien, other people including researchers have spoken to First Nations people and 

interpreted the research From the researcher's standpoint, not the participant's. It was the 

essence of their life's expenence, including Kuper Island Indian Industriai School and the 

essence of the experience of heaiing that I strove to descnbe in my research -- essence 

from the storytellers' expenences. 

To facilitate the desire to capture the 'essence of expenence,' 1 chose to conduct 

multiple dialogic interviews. The dialogues took place both at the storytelers' homes and 

at my home. The storyteilers were asked where they would like to talk. The interviews 

were tape-recorded and at the sarne time I would take bnef notes. These notes oflen 

included my observations of the storyteiier's physicai reactions to their process and of my 
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own reactions to the stories. M e r  each interview, 1 would listen to the tapes and re-read 

my notes. If1 did not understand something that was recorded, 1 would ask for 

clarification at the next i n t e ~ e w .  The process of clarification was brief, and then the 

interview would proceed in an unstmctured nature. The use of informal conversational 

interviews, Patton (1980) claims, "is the phenomenological approach to interviewing" 

(p. 198). Unstructured interviews are useful when the research has "no presuppositions 

about what of importance may be lemed ..." (Patton, 1980, p. 198). It was crucial for me 

to enter my research with no presuppositions about the experience of attending Kuper 

Island tndian Industrial School. Maintaining maximum flexibly allowed the information 

to be gathered in whatever direction the conversation went. The unstructured dialogicai 

nature of the interviews enhanced the collection of stories. 

I found it an interesting process to watch how the storytellers set their boundaries. 

Initially, storytellers openly shared the 'easy' parts of their stories. That is, the parts of 

their story they feit safe to discuss. Then, at each of the subsequent interviews, the 

storytellers returned to where they left off, and set out on their joumey into the more 

dangerous, less explored temtory of their experience at Kuper. It was afier the second 

interview that the fluid nature of the process began. After beginning the exploration into 

the unexplored temtory, the storytellers were ofien inundated with memory, feelings, 

thoughts. etc. At this point 1 began to receive phone calls at home. On one occasion, a 

aoryteller phoned and asked that 1 corne over that evening and tape, he was ready to tell 

more stories. On many occasions I received phone calls saying things like ''1 remembered 

more about that the." L strongiy believe that the flexible nature of my research supported 

the storytellers during their process of sharing. 
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The participants were specifically selected. Patton, (1 990) describes ths  process 

of selection as purposeful sampling. Purposehl sampling is a method of selecting 

"information-rich cases whose study will illuminate the questions under study" (p. 169). 

Maxwell (1996) refers to purposeful sampling as a means of selecting "experts" in the 

area you will be researching (p.67). The Webster's Dictionary States that an expert is 

''one with the special skill or knowledge representing mastery of a particular subject." For 

the purposes of rny research, I deliberately selected experts in the field of residential 

school. Specifically, the storytellers selected had experience directly From Kuper Island 

Indian Industrial School. These Former students are the "experts" because they have 

special skills and knowledge about this experience. Friere (1970) claims, "who are better 

prepared than the oppressed to understand the terrible significance of an oppressive 

society?" The oppressed are the experts of their experience. I found it necessary to use a 

very selective approach to sampling as 1 was only telling three stories. 

.As I stated above, I chose oniy three storytellers to participate in the research. 

Each of these storytellers was purposefully selected as they had al1 attended Kuper Island 

fndian Industrial School. I had originally wanted to interview four storytellers - two 

women and two men. As 1 began interviewing the first storyteller, it became abundantly 

clear that the i n t e ~ e w s  were going to be lengthy and cornplex. 1 made a decision to lirnit 

the storytellers to three. Now that I had limited my research to three and already had two 

participants, both males, the third storyteller I chose was a woman. 

Pnor to any i n t e~ewing  or recording, I met with each of the storyteliers 

individually and explained the purpose, nature and intended outcome of the research. We 

read through the uiformed consent form and they signed the form on that first meeting. 
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As 1 had chosen stoqtelling as my methodology, how the stones were perceived, 

documented and written was a cmcial point. It was imperative that the stories remained 

the storytellers' stories and did not become mine. My story needed to rernain separate and 

is included throughout this thesis. 

Once 1 had completed al1 the interviews with a storyteller, I transcnbed the tapes. 

The written transcription was given to the storyteller asking them to ensure that what was 

transcnbed was accurate and to allow them to add, delete, or edit that was written. Only 

then did I begin to formulate stories. As 1 wrote the stories, these too were passed back 

and forth between the storytellers and myself 

The stones had to speak the voices of the storytellers, not mine. Again, as I wrote 

the stories, they were passed dong to the storytellers to edit. As much as possible, 

throughout the story witing process, 1 used the words of the storytellers directly from the 

transcripts. Use of their words was an attempt to authentically present the voices of the 

storytellers. The storytellers edited the stories as presented. 

The rnost important ethical issue that 1 identified pnor to beginning my research 

was informed consent and confidentiality. Informed consent happened naturally as al1 the 

participants were asked to share their lived experience. There was no room for deception. 

The participants were involved in dl  stages of the research including data andysis. 
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Lipson (1993, p.336) iists the following guidelines for informed consent: 

1. consent is informed and voluntary (mfficient information to make 

an infonned decision) 

7 . the subject cm withdraw without penalty at any t h e  

3. benefits of the research outweigh the risks (benefits to society 

or the individual, preferably both) 

1. the investigator is qualified to perform the research 

5 .  al1 unnecessary risks should be eliminated 

The informed consent included the above (see APPENDIX A). 

ho the r  ethical consideration was confidentiality. Two of the storyteliers have 

already publicly identified themselves as having attended Kuper Island. They did not 

want to be anonymous for the purpose of this research. Lipson (1993) ciaims that 

researchers "should do everything in their power to 'protect the physical, social and 

psychological welfare of informants and to honor their dignity and privacy" (p. 3 3 j), 

unless they want to be identified. 

NI three participants want their names attached to their stories. Originally, one 

storyteller wanted to use an alias name to protect himself and his family. However, once 

we had finished interviewing and writing the nory he said he wanted to use his name - 

this was his aory. 

The Spirit of Ethics 

As I began rny joumey, I believed 1 was prepared. I had read every book, article. 

and story that 1 could get my hands on penaining to residential school. I had talked to 
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nearly everyone 1 knew that had attended one of those institutions. But, 1 was Car fiom 

prepared. 1 had no idea what obstacles lay ahead on my path. 

Punch (1 991), when discussing ethics, States "in essence, most concern revolves 

around issues of h m ,  consent, deception, privacy, and confidentiality of data (p. 89). 

While I certainly agree with these issues, what I experienced was not quite that simple. 

Researching in my own community 

When 1 began my research, 1 thought about the ethics of confidentiality when 

working in a community where 1 am well known. What I failed to consider was the 

emotiona! impact of listening and sharing stories when the characters are family. May of 

the stories included family members. At times, listening to stot-ies of my family caused 

me a whole lot of sadness. Here 1 was, as a part of my thesis, learning about my family. 

Some of the stories were fumy but some of the stories were so sad and tragic. .And this 

was my family too. 

However, had I not been there, 1 would not have had the opportunity to learn. 

Here I was in this day listening to stories of the past. about my ancestors, my 

grandparents, Aunts, Uncles, and cousins. 1 was given the gift of information that I 

otherwise would not have had. 

Positioning myself in my research 

With the storytellers being family, there is little choice but to be a part of the 

research. Again, being so intimately involved in the research was emotionally draining. 

interview after i n t e ~ e w  1 would leave and be physically, mentaily, spiritually, and 

emotionally exhausted. 1 thought that I would do an inteMew a day, but I never thought 
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about how much tirne would be needed between inteniews to feel holistically strong 

enough and prepared for the next one. 

One day 1 drove northward on Vancouver Island to do an interview with one of 

the storytellers. The Nght pnor, 1 had interviewed for about five hours. 1 was thinking 

about the interview and 1 began to cry. 1 almost had to pull over because 1 had become 

cornpletely ovenvhelmed with grief I leamed to pay particular attention to the tirne 

necessary to recover between interviews. 

Ethics of asking people to share 

On the sarne day as that 1 was overcome with grief, t wondered about the ethics 

involved in asking people to participate in this research. I now knew how painful it was 

for the storytellers to relive those times. 1 had heard and saw the pain. agony, sadness and 

grief that the storytellers endured while sharing their stories. For the sake of research 

should 1 continue? Here 1 was falling apm but it was their lives. At this time 1 needed to 

consult as many people as 1 could. Should 1 continue? Was this ethical? 1s there another 

way of doing this project? 

My codict was quickly resolved when two storytellers contacted me afier really 

difficult interviews. Both of them shared the agony they had gone through with the 

interview but also the lightness they felt inside finally going back to that place and telling 

what really happened. So the research would go on. 

Protecting self 

With the storytellers acknowledging the healing nature of sharing, 1 knew the 

stories would continue. But 1 aiso knew that 1 needed to be aware of my own Spirit. 

During one interview, the storyteiier was sharing an incident of semai abuse. As 1 sat and 



listened, 1 started feeling physically nurnb. I had to consciously say to my Spirit, "you 

must move over here beside me." This needed to be a mental process because the pain 

and grief of this story was too harsh for my soul. 1 would leave and pray to the Creator to 

make sense of this stuff that I was hearing and feeling. 

Voices of the Ancestors 

What does it mean to Say that 1 have chosen storytelling as my "research 

methodology" because it honours the oral traditions of my Ancestors? 

For me, 1 have corne to realize, more through my inability to write my thesis than 

through the writing of it, that this process must be real. I was unable to use words such as 

honour, tradition, and Ancestors only as token words that gloriQ or rornanticize my 

academic process of producing a thesis. There was a point in the research where I was 

unable to Mite. I wondered, why? As 1 closely examined the work 1 realized that I had, 

on one hand, the stories -- the words that honoured the traditional teachings of my 

hcestors. Then, on the other hand a traditional academic process was shaping the 

remainder of the thesis. 1 felt that 1 was not a part of either. The traditional academic 

words did not have life; they were not a part of me -- of my identity. 

Wow, now it feels like 1 must go back a bit and share my own Iife's struggle with 

identity. Throughout my life I have struggled with the whole notion of identity. As a 

child, I had no concept of 'race.' When Our family lefi the isolated protection of Zeballos 

I was exposed, for the first time, to racism. Within a short time I learned the subtleties of 

this thing called racism. Being of mixed blood, Coast Salish through my Mother and 

Icelandic through rny Father, I chose to identify with my Icelandic heritage and leave the 

Fust Nations stuff behind. For the moa part this was relatively simple. I chose white 
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fiiends. The hard part was being caught (seen) with my Indian Mother or Grandmother. 

And, believe you me; I tried rny best to limit these sightings. Eventually this would be my 

breaking point. How could I hide behind my Father's whiteness and deny my Mother7s 

Indianness? Especiaily when Mom and Grama were my role models, mentors, and my 

Life. 

I could no longer live the contradictions. I was being disrespecthl of my materna1 

lineage. 1 would have to revisit my Indianness. That 1 did. Unfortunately, dl I did was 

flip my world upside d o m .  1 had done such a good job at being white that 1 thought I 

wouid now try being Indian. As before, 1 chose al1 First Nations friends, went to pow 

wows. Winter Dances, First Nations soccer toumaments, al1 Native basketball 

toumaments, and on and on. As much as this Ume was an incredible persona1 leaming 

joumey. I remained untme to who I was -- 'mixed blood.' 

i needed balance in my life, an acceptance of my whole being. tlaving said that. 

now you can understand the struggle I have with identity. And the struggle would 

continue. 

On February 15. 1997, we lost my father-in-law, Theyalatsah (Phillip Clifford 

Thomas) to a massive hem attack. As is tradition in the Coast Salish way, on November 

13, 1998 Our Aunt Helen hosted a Winter Dance to honour the siblings she had lost and to 

give Indian names to family members. Generally a picture showing happens four years 

after you have lost a family member. One of the purposes is to bring the family together 

to pay their final respect to the deceased. The celebration is to, as quoted by an Elder, 

"pay your last respects to your loved ones." He went on to explain that it is not forgetting 

because they wiIl be with us forever in the Spirit World. But it does signify the end of the 

STORYTELLING N THE SPiRtT OF WISE WObWlV- EXPERIENCES OF hTTER I S U W  RESlDENTMt SCHOOL 
QWL"L'SIWY.W'rL.Urr (ROBINATHOSFAS) - THESIS 



grieving process. We must take over for the one we lost and be there for the young ones. 

old ones, and the yet unbom ones. This is our responsibility. 

So what does this have to do with my identity? At this time 1 was CO-teaching 

with Gord Bmyere, an h s h n a b e  man from Couchiching First Nation at the University 

of Victoria's School of Social Work. Aunty Helen called Paul. my partner, down to her 

place. As they would aiso be passing down Indian narnes at her Dance, Aunty Helen 

thought it appropnate to pass our Father's name onto our youngest son, Trent. 

When explaining the process to Paul, Aunty Helen asked "What about Robina?" 

Paul indicated that 1 would, no doubt, be honoured to receive a name. Aunty Helen 

frankly replied, "If she is going to keep working up there [at the University of Victoria] 

she should have a narne." The name that was chosen for me was my Grandmother's narne 

Qwulsihyehmaht. I now share both my Grandmother's English and Indian narnes. I 

remember as a young child, Grama used to laugh about her name and Say, "imagine, the? 

cal1 me the black haired one (which is the English translation of Qwulsihyehmaht), do not 

al1 Indians have black hair?" Well, Grama, you now share your name with this red haired 

one! 

At first 1 did not take senously what it meant to have this name. What is in a 

name? 1 have since corne to discover -- everything. Aunty Helen wanted me to have a 

name so that I always remained grounded in where I am f?om -- a Coast Salish woman, 

partner, mother, daughter, sister, ganddaughter, aunt, fiend, etc. With this name began a 

process of, once again, looking at identity. Now 1 was begiming a joumey of self- 

discovery, which includes prayer, learning to listen, leaming to teach, and learning who 

Qwulsihymaht is. This path is not an easy stroli, but manageable with many naturai steps. 
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The message 1 received fiom the Creator and my Ancestors was that 1 was not to 

use words that jusùfied an academic process of meeting my thesis requirements, I need to 

believe in and use the integrity of a storytelling approach throughout the thesis. The 

foiiowing three chapters are a result of the messages that the Creator and Ancestors have 

given me. These chapters are stories from former students of Kuper Island lndian 

Industriai School. 



CEIAPTER FOUR TBE'THA9LE'YAE's STORY 

Introduction: Belvideria Alvera Anne Brebber (nee Thomas) 

I am the daughter of Stanley and Dorothy Thomas and the granddaughter of Chief 

Philip and Esther Thomas and of Chief Walter Williams and Medicine Woman /&ce 

Williams. 1 was bom in a house on Cooper Road. was the seventh child of seventeen. 

t spent five years at Nanaimo Lndian Hospital in a full body cast from the age of 

Four until I was nine years old. 1 was nine years old when 1 had a spinal operation. M e r  I 

got out of the Nanaimo Hospital, 1 spent two years at home. Then 1 was sent to Kuper 

Island residential school for four years. M e r  Kuper Island, 1 was sent to Mission 

residential school for two years. By the time I was eighteen I had only spent six years of 

my life at home with my parents. 

They ts, to Say we were an unstable family, (yes we were &er residential school) 

but the two years between the Nanaimo Indian Hospital and residentiai school were the 

happiest. We knew who we were - we were children. We belonged; we knew who we 

were related to. It wasn't wrong to be related to certain types of people. I didn't see 

anything wrong with being a medicine woman, al1 I knew was the great love I had for my 

grandmother. There wasn't anything wrong with any of my relatives, because they loved 

us so much, so much and we knew it. 

By the Ume I came out of residential school I was embarrassed about my Dad's 

drinking and my Grandmother's medicine. We were constantly being told that it was 

heathen, witch-iike and evii to work with plants. Those who drank were drunkards and 

would never work. 1 didn't know how to take that because even though my Dad did 

drink, he worked. 1 was told our people were d i .  - children were aiways dirty. But 



when you consider Living on din roads, how do you keep from getting dirty? That is 

where we played because it was flatter than the rest of the areas. Besides we were the 1 s t  

to receive services like paving. The goverunent didn't know a danied thing about our 

Peoples. They figured they KNEW IT ALL. They destroyed our families. M e r  

residential school, we didn't fit on the reserves. even at ages six years and upwards. We 

just weren't children anymore. 

M e r  t left the schools 1 began to drink, probably because 1 didn't know who 1 

was anymore and who cared anyhow. That was my thinking. I did this through al1 my 

losses of relatives. The more 1 lost the more I drank. 1 guess because 1 didn't really know 

how to deai with it. We weren't ailowed to cry at school, so any kind of pain you learned 

to bury. 1 am glad to Say 1 have been sober for more time in my whole life than 1 spent 

dnnking. I am glad to Say 1 survived and 1 am loving life. 

I have three grown children who are trying their best to get on with their lives. I 

have had to teach them the right way of life -- after learning about it myself I guess what 

was done to me I also did to them. I have tmly apologized to them. Chïidren need a lot of 

love and care because nurtunng teaches children how to cope in life. Through love 

children learn that when they hun, someone will be there for them. Lack of love has 

made life harder on those of us who went to residentiai schools. We didn't leam about 

love and nurturing as children. Who was there to love us through Our pains and sorrows? 

You know the saying, " You only hurt the ones you love the most?" Well the 

Creator must have loved us dearly, because I know how much we have niffered. A lot of 

our people didn't want to live after they left residentiai school. There were, and continue 

to be, lot of deaths due to alcoholism and suicides. That is where 1 came fiom. So many 
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of our Peoples attended these schools and it is not ofien you hear of good stories. 1 have 

heard of one such story. Yes, ody  one! 

As for family, now there are only four of us lefi -- four sisters. What a loss of 

[ives! Lives that could have and should have been very productive considenng that 

"People of God" were teaching us. We were, and are, very smart peoples. My Dad knew 

so many Native Ianguages. My aunts talk about how smart he was. I was speakmg to a 

former schoolmate of mine who had testing done to determine where in life he couid 

have been if he had not gone to residential school. He said he could have been the Mayor 

of Duncan. He had a "C" average in school. For the first three years my school average 

was an "4." 1 wonder where I'd be. Perhaps 1 could have had traditional knowledge of 

my Grandmother, the Medicine Woman, combined with the knowledge of a phy sician, 

who really knows? 1 do know that before I was so humiliated 1 loved school. I know that 

1 love people and care deeply for children. 1 must have inhented my Grandparents' and 

Parents' hem because they too cared and loved others. Regardless how big Our family 

was they would help people. 

I have now decided to go back to school and get a counselling certificate. I wish I 

could have done this a whle back. Maybe then I could have helped my brothers, but I 

guess it just wasn't time. 1 know 1 have a lot of life skîlls but I don? know how to use 

them. That is what I really want now. When 1 got out of residentid school I hated school. 

I didn't trust anyone involved with education. I went back to school about twelve years 

ago and found out that I loved school. I guess I had to get past ail of those past 

experiences. The more you heal the more you l e m  to accept and forgive. You'U never 

forget. 1 guess that is what makes a person more c a ~ g  in life. As children, no one should 
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go through ail of this. Maybe in some ways we are the teachers and heaiers 

millennium. 1 once heard a dear, dear frîend say to me in order to reach the 

of the new 

real good 

things in life, you have to have gone through bel1 and back. 1 think that is so tme. 

Since 1 began heaiing, the hardest part of my life is losing relatives because now I 

have to deal with it in a different way. 1 cry, get angry, al1 the stuff you're supposed to go 

through. Al1 those things we were told not to do in school. It is really okay to have al1 of 

those feelings. It makes you feel better to do those ihings. Tears are a source of healing 

energy. The body has many ways of healing itself. Maybe if we knew this, there could be 

more of us alive. 

1 guess 1 could say the easiest part of my life is life itself I don? have to hide or 

bottle up my feelings anymore. Whether 1 am happy, sad, glad, angry, loving, giving, 

sharing etc. 1 am truly aware of al1 of those feelings. 

STORYTëLLING NTHE SPiRiT OF WISE W O U Y  Ei(PERD3CES OF LTUPER ISLAND RESIDîWiL4.L SCHOOL 
QWCTt'SM0Y.AH'SIAHT (ROBINA TEIOMAS) - TIfESIS 



Belvie's Story 

1 would like to Say that I was appalled and very angry when I heard Tom Henley 

speak about the Penang people. He mentioned they were going to start residential schools 

for the Penang children. 1 don't know it just seems like some people want other people to 

be just like them. I guess in some ways it's Sie a child. People want their children to 

grow up just like them. But this isn't just one child; it is many. People want to control 

people just like they control animals. Line them dl up and change their way of life. Look 

at al1 that we have lost. We've Iost many of our values and beliefs, weavers, knitters. 

dreamers, medicine people, storytellers, anists, etc. Al of these could have helped keep 

our histories dive. 

Who's to Say what is civilized? Is it civilized to take children away tiom their 

parents, their love, their culture and their langage? If it were anyone else (any other 

group of people) they would be charged with kidnapping. But the Canadian govemment 

legaliïed the kidnapping of our children. Yes, to think that another country is considering 

residentid schools infiiriates me. 

Now, 1 would like to share my story. This is what happened to me when the 

government decided to educate, civilize and assirnilate my people. 

The Letter 

When 1 think about residential school, I always remember the letters my Mom and 

Dad received fiom Indian Affairs. 1 am not exactly sure what happened, but 1 think 

somebody must have been angry with our family and phoned welfare. Weffare was told 

that we were starving. This was so far from the truth. My dad never ever accepted 

welfâre. When times got hard my Mom and Dad would either go hunting or clam digging 

STORYTELLING iN THE S P W  OF WISE W O h h À  WERIENCES OF LXTER fSLrLW RESiûOJTWt SCHOOL 
QWll'STH'YXH'kURT (ROBINXTHOhUS) - THESIS 



to feed us. We always had food. As big of a f d y  as we were there was always 

something on the table for breaast ,  lunch and nipper. At that time there were ten 

children in Our family. Well anyway, the welfare people arrived at Our house one day and 

told Mom that they were there to take us away. Mom wouldn't let them in the house. 

Mom called us to block the door with Our bodies sn they couldn't push their way in. She 

knew they would just corne nght in without permission. Mom was pretty brave to try 

stopping them. She said, "You're not coming in at al1 until my husband gets home." 

When Dad came home we could hear them talking to him outside. Dad was 

laughing, and cailed us "Corne on out you guys." We were so scared to go out because 

we thought they were going to take us away. When we got out he said, "Do they look like 

they're starving?" The welfare people replied "No," then they left. 

About a month or two later my parents received a letter from the Department of 

Indian Mairs stating that my sister Donna and brothers Emerson, Richard and h o l d  

would have to go to Kuper Island Indian Industrial School. 1 don? know why they didn't 

include Belinda or my name on that list, as we were older than Richard and h o l d .  [ still 

don? understand that. 

Anyvay, we didn't know what was going on. We absolutely didn't know what 

was happening. Morn and Dad, they were crying. It redly seemed like there was a death 

in our family because the only time we had seen them cry like that was when there was a 

death. It was pretty scary. The next thing we knew, Dad was teiling my brothers and 

sister to get their stuff ready because they were going for a ride. He told them to bring a 

suitcase. Just like that they were gone. When Dad and Morn came home my brothers and 
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sister were not with them, they were alone. We didn't know what to think about that. I 

can't remember how they explained to us that they weren't coming home for a long time. 

I can remember when rny younger sister told me that they weren't coming back 

home. 1 asked her how she knew that and she said she overheard Mom and Dad talking 

about it. It wasn't very long &er that that they got a letter for me. My sister Lym seen 

the letter in the mail and told me that it looked like the same kind of letter Mom and Dad 

got before Emerson and them were sent to Kuper Island. We looked at each other and 

Belinda said, "1 bet you anything it's for you." We opened up the letter and sure enough 

it had my name on it. We burnt it not thinking that they would contact us again. About 

two weeks latter, Dad received another letter. This time Mom and Dad got the mail. This 

letter was very threatening. The Department of Indian AfTairs said that: they would take 

the rest of the younger kids away, Mom and Dad would be fined $500.00 and Belvie 

would never be able to attend any school in BC if they did not immediately take me to 

residential school. Dad told me to get ready right away. He told me 1 had to go because 

he knew I wouldn't want to lose the rest of my brothers and sisters and not know where 

they were. 

I got al1 my clothes together. I had this great big suitcase full of my stuE I think t 

packed everything I owned. Now, we were on our way 

loaded my trunk into the boat. 

Getting on the boat was very scary for me. Not 1 

When we got to Chernainus they 

ong before this I had read in the 

newspaper about the two girls that drowned tqing to escape fiom Kuper Island Indian 

Industrial School. As well, 1 rernembered Mom telling us not to run away because of the 

eddies (the swirls) in the water between Kuper Island and the main Island. She told us 
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"don't even think about taking out a raft or anythng." So when I got on the boat I was 

absolutely temfied thinking that boat was going to sink. It was raining out that day. They 

tried to get me inside. 1 wouldn't go in because I thought if the boat goes down I don? 

want to be stuck inside. 1 don? even know who else was on the boat. They rnight have 

been workers because on the weekends they would go across to Chernainus and do their 

shopping. 

Number Twenty-Eight 

Arriving at Kuper Island was as Frightening as the boat trip over there. 1 kept 

asking, "Where is the school? " They kept pointing at the school and saying, "right 

there." When I looked in the direction they were pointing al1 I could see was a jail iike 

building. h d ,  this building was so big. 1 thought for sure I was going to get lost. That 

was the one thing that really came into my mind; 1 would never find anybody in there. I 

wanted to look for my brothers and my sister. As soon as we arrived at the building we 

were instructed to go to the recreation room. We didn't even know where anything was. 

The workers there rnust have known we would be arriving because they sent 

somebody to meet us. There was another little girl with us. She had Iived with her 

Grandmother and they only spoke their native language. We were toid to stand there 

while they read us the rules. One of the first things they instmcted us was that we were 

not allowed to talk about them (the Brothers, Sisters, Priests). Kwe did dare talk about 

them, we would bum forever in bell. This was so scary for me. Forever was like 

FOREVER. We were still kids and to 'bum' was like a burn fiom a stove. When you 

feel that, it is pretty bad in itself. So you cm imagine, for us as children, how scary it was 

to imagine buming forever. This was such a powerful statement. 
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She continued reading the other mies. We couldn't talk or wave at Our brothers. I 

couldn't understand that. I had always looked afler them when 1 was at home. I took care 

of them because they were just babies to me, even though I wasn't very old they were 

still like six and seven years old. 

This little girl kept talking in Native. I guess she was asking, "What is she 

saying?" The nun kept getting angrier and angner and kept banging this pointer on the 

table and telling her to keep quiet. She kept telling her that she was not supposed to speak 

when she was speaking. She didn't understand what the nun was saying and nobody was 

translatin_~ it for her. The next thing 1 knew, the sister was dragging her by the ear into the 

bathroom. 1 asked rny charge "U/hat '.s happening? " She told me, "You can't talk when 

she is taiking because if you do she will stick your head in the toilet bowl and tlush it." I 

was getUng more fnghtened al1 the tirne. When that little girl came out of the bathroom, 

her head was soaiung wet. That was the beginning of our first day. 

Next, I guess was the time for us to 'clean up.' We were brought down to shower 

and be deloused. Just before 1 lefi home, my Mom had given me a pem. My hair was in 

such tight curls that it just stuck to my head. h y a y ,  they put ths stuff (1 think it was 

coal oil) on Our heads to kill any lice we rnight have. This stuff had a really strong smeil 

and stung my head. They wouid have cut my hair off but because my mom cut it short 

they didn't have to. 

Eventually we had to hand al1 Our clothes in to the nuas. You weren't allowed to 

Wear any of your own clothes at residential school. You had to Wear whatever they gave 

you -- the bra, the underwear, and whatever else. So on the Grst day you had everything 

that was 'you' taken away and were given uniforms. 
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So we had a place to keep everything we had, we were assigned lockers. 

Whatever number happened to be on the locker you were assigned became your number. 

Every thing that was given to you was marked with a number. My number was 28. 1 was 

number 28 for the four years that 1 was there. 

Growing up fast 

From the very first day on, we had to leam everything very fast. 1 remember the 

first Christmas we went home. I had only been there for about three months and already 

there was a big change in me. I didn't want to play with the kids on the reserve anyrnore 

because they seemed so 'childish.' We didn't h o w  how to have fun anymore. A1 the 

reserve kids were acting so silly and we weren't allowed to do that in residential school. 

When it was Our playtirne, most of us just walked around the fields. It was strange. 

When we did play garnes, it was very cornpetitive. You played to win. There were 

basketball teams, volleyball teams, soccer teams, and softball teams. But, the girls were 

not allowed to play soccer. 1 think it was my last year in Kuper Island that they let us play 

one game of soccer. It wasn't lady like. 

We rarely played. Mostly, we worked. We went to school dunng the day and after 

schooi we would work. Some girls leamed that if they went to moming mass they could 

get out of some of the morning chores. But, sometimes they would have to do chores as 

well. 1 have to cal1 it 'work', 1 can't cal1 it anything else, and it went beyond chores. 

We got up at 6:00 each moming, 530 if you went to mass. There were only about 

10 showers, so some of us showered in mornings and some at night. M e r  we showered? 

we got dressed, made Our beds, and went upstairs to do the same thing with the younger 

kids to make sure they were ready for school. 
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Making our beds was a task. The beds needed to be made perfectly without any 

wrinkies. This one nun used to flip a coin on the bed, if the coin didn't bounce a certain 

way; we had to remake it until the coin landed properly. 

Then we would go down for breakfast. M e r  breakfast we worked until school 

started. Morning chores included things like washing out the toilet bowls, nveeping the 

stairs, sweeping the hallways, or things like that. Then off to school we would go. We 

werenot really being educated; just taught how tn work, clean anyway. Slave -- slave 

labour that is what we were. We followed a regular 9-12 and 1-3 routine. 

And then, &er school we were either in the sewing or laundry rooms. Only some 

of the senior girls were trained to do the laundry because laundry involved using such big 

machines. One of the chores that the older girls did was run the roller to iron the sheets. 

pillowcases and stuff like that. The linen was ironed for the priests, brothers and sisters. 1 

saw a couple of girls get their hands pulled threw the roller. That kvas pretty awful. The 

Birls that got their arms caught ended up Chernainus hospital and that is probably why 1 
Y 

don? remember too much about that. 

The rest ofus girls had to either son or dam socks. When we soned the sock, we 

had to make sure none of the socks had holes in them, if we missed any we would get in 

trouble. As the boys change their socks everyday, there was aiways, aiways work daming 

socks. 

We continued in the laundry or sewing room until suppertime. M e r  supper we 

would get about one-halfor one hour playtirne. Then, back to school to do our 

homework. M e r  one hour of hornework, we would go back and watch television. The 

amount of time you got to watch TV depended on which age category you were in 
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(junior, intemediate, senior). It didn't really matter because there wasn't that much on 

TV in those days anyway. After Our allotted tiine of television, it was bedtime. 

We slept in these great big rooms. Again, they divided us by age groups. Each 

group slept in separate rooms. One side of our room was bunk beds and the other side 

was single beds in rows. I used to sleep in the bunk bed that was right up against the wdl 

behind the door. So whenever that door opened, it would wake me up. Because I would 

wake up, 1 used to see all the people who were coming and going. I cm remember stuff 

Like, I remember a nun would come in and take girls out. At that time, we thought these 

girls were getting cigarettes, candies or stuff like that. Now 1 know differently. I didn't 

know then what was going on, but when 1 think about it now, I remember seeing changes 

in some of the girls that were taken out. 

There are so many stories, where do you start? One girl I know she got to the 

school, she was quite nice. Eventuaily she became a snob. She became, 'hoity' and didn't 

want to talk to any of us anymore. We used to think that she thought she was better than 

us. We thought this because she always used to get candy and stuK We thought she was 

getting special treatment. 1 know now that it was anger in her. She was probably told not 

to tell. There were things that happened there that never got looked into. 

I had this reaily good fiend there. One day she said, "That's it! That's it !" 1 asked 

her, "Wmt me yozr talking abolît? " She replied, "I've decided I'm not going to do 

anything here anymore." I fearfully replied, "Yozi c m  't do that, y011 're gonnn gei bi 

rrouble. " She said, "1 don? give a shit anymore. 1 don? care." .As I said earlier, everyday 

we had ali this work to do. I would look out the window and see her out there dancing 
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around. She loved dancing. The nuns would get mad at her. "1 don? give a shit, I'm not 

Listening to you," she would say. 

One day she came over to me and said "I'm gonna tell you something and you 

better believe me. Ifyou're my fnend you wiU believe me. Don't let anybody else tell 

you othenvise. I'm going home." Shocked, 1 asked, "Whot? " She said "Yea, they 

decided to send me home because I won? do anything." I thought holly cow. Then she 

said, "you just be happy for me, I'm going home. I'm going to be back with my Mom." 

Well then, someone told me that she was going to Rivewiew or Esondale or 

someplace like that. I told them, "No she 's not. She 's going home. " They said, "No, she's 

going to an asylum." I said "No she T not. " So 1 went to ask her and she said "1 thought 

you weren't gonna listen to any of that garbage. 1 told you where 1 was going. You can 

believe them if you want, but you won't be my fiiend any more." So I always believed 

her. 

About two or three years ago, when I was at a workshop in Chernainus, one of my 

fnends mentioned that she had trip to RiveMew for a course she was taking. When she 

was there, they were walking around and al1 of a sudden she heard someone call her 

narne. She wondered, who would know her there. When she tumed around she was so 

mrprised to see her cousin there. That is where they sent her. Wow, I didn't know where 

they had sent her. 1 wanted to believe that she had gone home like she told me. That was 

the first time I ever heard where they sent her. 1 felt so sad, 1 cried so hard to learn about 

my dear fiend. 

That was p r e q  sad when I heard the reai truth about her. There was absolutely 

nothing wrong with her. I found out years later that she had been raped at Kuper and that 
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is why she said to heu with everything. Her sister found her in a cold shower curled up in 

ball. M e r  she was raped, she just got tough. She died not too long ago. She was fiom 

Saanich. 1 never did get to see her. 1 kind of felt lost afier she left Kuper. 

You know the thing that got me too afterwards was that these people (the Church 

staff) were people of God. Well, we were children of God. She was sent to Riverview 

because she had been abused and wouldn't listen to them anymore. She didn't do 

anything wrong, she was raped. 

1 don't know who raped her, but a Brother got transferred out of Kuper Island 

because he was abusing some of the girls. I rernember a Father calling some of us girls 

into his office to ask us whether or not we had contact with this particular Brother. The 

Father called me into his office and asked how I was doing. Then he commented, 

"You're doing pretty good in school here. You're getting to be quite a nice looking young 

lady you know." I felt embarrassed by his cornments. "You're a beautifùl young lady," he 

said. Finally he said, "1 want to ask you a question and answer me tmthfùlly. Think really 

hard about it before you answer. Have you every seen this Brother by yourself?" I sat 

there thinking and then replied, "Yeu. " the Father got up and left the office. He never 

even asked me where, when or anything. Two days later that Brother was transferred out. 

I never knew why, but 1 thought it was my fault that this had happened. The day I saw 

that Brother by myself, he was walking d o m  the hallway one way and I was walking 

down the hailway the other way, both of us were by ourselves going opposite directions. 1 

was done. He was alone. 
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1 used to blame myself'for that Brother leaving. Yet, on the boys' side it was 

probably a blessing. That Brother was redy  mean. Apparently he was the one that raped 

my fiend and a number of other girls. 

Family 

One of the hardest things for me while in residentid school was not being allowed 

to be in contact with my brothers and sisters. We were told that if we got caught even 

looking at Our brothers we would be puaished. 1 don? really recall what kind of trouble 

we would get iinto, but we weren't allowed to look at them. At that time my brothers 

Emerson, Richard and Arnold were there. My sister Donna was there as well but she was 

a senior so I didn't get to see her often. Seniors were not allowed to hang out with the 

intermediates. They said it was "chiidish to hang out with some one younger. 

Emerson was older than myself. 1 would see him in school when I was going to 

classes because we were in the same grade. That was the only time 1 would ;et to see 

him. The only time I would see my brothers Richard and Arnold was in Church. 

Sometimes they would peek over to check if 1 was there. 1 woüld aiways try sit in the 

same place so they knew where to look. 1 would just nod at them. 

We did what we could to communkate. If was walking around and spotted one 

of my brothers, 1 would quickly twirl around and swing my arm over my head. I would 

pretend that I was just nvingiing my am.  But we knew that we were keeping in touch. 

When my younger sister Rosena came to residential school 1 ended up being her 

charge. 1 used to think that maybe they put me in charge of my younger sister so that 1 

would teach her how it was. Since 1 have left residentiai school, 1 have realized that rarely 

did they put one family member in charge of another. 
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1 remembered Rosetta wet the bed. 1 knew what would happen ifshe got caught 

wetting the bed so 1 tried my best to protect her. I would get up around 300 am, sneak 

upstairs, change her sheets, and throw them in the laundry and then return to my room. 

However, one night I slept in. The next morning when I woke up she was being dragged 

dl the way d o m  the stairs to the showers. They threw her into the shower naked, tumed 

on the cold water and then paraded al1 the other girls by her so they would know what 

would happen to them if they wet the bed. Total humiliation. She was only six years old. 

M e r  that incident, 1 got mad at her. I knew that I had to get tough with her to make her 

stop wetting the bed or this would happen to her al1 the time. 

1 thought about that, holy cow you sure learned to toughen up -- to protect 

yourself and to protect others. I was so hurt by that incident -- having to go view her like 

that and having everybody else view her like that. It was weird. I felt guilty about that for 

a long time -- A LONG TIME. I was only about twelve years old myself I tried to 

protect her, but she got caught in the end anyway. I think it happened more than once. 

The first time I was reaily hurt about it, but after that 1 got angry. In some ways, 1 think 

they knew that if 1 was her charge that 1 would be tough on her. They knew 1 would try 

protecting her from the humiliation and abuse. They knew 1 would do their diny work by 

teaching Rosie how to protect herself. 

Once I wrote this poem about residentiai school. In this poem 1 said, "my heart 

was crying" it really was. Sometimes in a normal situation 1 can talk about what 

happened in residential school. But, when I picture everything it just so hard. As long as i 

don t  picture anything, 1 cm talk about it. 
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It is so hard for me because I lost so many brothers and sisters at a very young 

age. You know, so many things happened there. So many things happened that we will 

never h e u  about, it's too late because too many are dead. We know they suffered at 

residential school. 

It was so damaging. IT WAS SO DAhlAGING. We weren't really like brother 

and sister after residential school. Even when 1 tried to be with my sisters it was like there 

was sornething we didn't want each other to know about. It will always be like that, that's 

what it feels like, like we will never be close. Hopefùlly one day we will be close again. 

Since my brothers died 1 know I have gone bachwards a whole lot. 1 don? wanr to 

face things. It is when people mention names, that is when I start to break down. I'm 

angy. In residential school you l e m  to cope. But when there are so many tragic events 

like deaths, you can't protect yourselE If you had known my brothers before residential 

school you would have seen a totally different people. 

Emerson was a totally different person. He was always helping my dad, doing 

everything with my dad. My dad taught a lot of the Indian culture. When they started the 

canoe project he was listening to everything my dad told him to do. Emerson was thirteen 

when he went to residential school. They destroyed him there. Once he left residentiai 

school, he used to get mad at us when we would even mention it. Even when we went on 

a trip to Kuper Island he told us to "shut up." He didn't want anything to do with Kuper 

Island at dl, not even to talk about it. He never wanted to hear the Father's name. I wish 

Emerson had the oppominities that Delmar did, a chance to be a strong person. 

I know that after he was in residence he became an angry, angry, angry person. 

He would do things iike taunt me until I was angry. It is very hard to make me angry, but 
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be could do it to the point where I would be throwing things at him. I think it was tougher 

on the boys' side. They had to break them down, so it had to have been tougher. I mean, 

boys are tough to begin with. Especially native boys because they had to l e m  to provide 

for their families back home and so they were brought up with a bit more discipline. 

Especially back then, they had to cany wood, chop wood and sniff like that when they 

were only like six or seven years old. So at a very early age they were physicaily building 

themselves up . 

Emerson didn't go to Kuper Island until he was thirteen years old; he was already 

a strong young man. It must have taken a lot, but they broke him. I can remember the day 

that Emerson and I had Our spirits broken. It was sad. It was really sad for me. 

I remember being broken. I remember that. It was actually before Emerson. It's a 

story in itself. It al1 started off when I had to clean the senior girls' bathrooms upstairs. 

Sister Lucille was in charge of making sure we did a good job. She was a mean person. 

She said to me "1 thought you were told to clean this washroom." I told her "1 did. 'She  

asked, What are those on the floor there." I was surpnsed to see those nvo pieces of 

toilet paper and said, " n e y  weren 't there ivhen I cleaned if trp. " She yelled, "Well they 

are there now." " WdZ fhey weren 't there ivhen I cleaned this trp. " I repeated. 

By this t h e  1 was starting to build enough courage to anwer back because school 

was nearly over I knew I wouldn't have to depend on them rnuch longer. That's where it 

started. M e r  this incident 1 had to go to school. Emerson used to sit in the desk right 

beside me. This Sister came into class and was asking questions. She asked me a question 

but 1 didn't know the answer. She said, "there you go already, you're n o t b g  but boy 

crazy now just because you're growing up and everything you think you're pretty hot or 
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something like that. All you're going to end up is to be a dirty dmnken Indian living on 

the reserve with lots of dirty kids." 1 started to cry. 

Emerson said, "You can7t talk to my sister like that. Apologize to her." The Sister 

said, "1 will not. [fyou want to talk to me like that you can go up to visit Father." 

Emerson snapped, "1 won't do that. You have got to apologize to my sister." Now, she 

was getting really angry. Emerson told her that he wasn't going to leave. Ai1 the other 

boys in the class stood up. She told them al1 to sit down. None of them would. So she said 

"Okay. This is the way it's going to be, if you guys aren't going to see Father Dunlop 

then I'm going to go up and get him myself" So off she went. 

When she returned, Father Dunlop called al1 of the boys up to his office. Each of 

them got the strap. But, Delmar and Emerson got strapped and beaten the worst because 

they refûsed to cry. That's what broke him. Emerson couldn't even put his m s  down 

because it hurt so badly. He had to hoid his hands up for a week. 

When he was finally able to use his hands again he went out to play soccer. It was 

a very cold day and the cold dried his skin. When I saw his hands 1 told him, "Holy, yoïr 

shozrld prit somr c r e m  on yozir hands. ' H e  said, "No, I'm no t going to do that ." He 

rubbed his hands together; his skin was al1 cracked and bleeding. 

He told me "1 don? give a shit anymore now." "Yozr c m  't talk Iike thut, " 1 told 

him. He said ''me bel1 1 can't. 1 c m  fucking weii Say whatever 1 want." "Emerson you 'rr 

going to get in nozible. " "1 don? give a shit." And he didn't. 1 could see it in his eyes. 

They weren't alive anymore. Our spirits were broken. 

It's just so paùlfùl- a painful situation that we're in. 1 cm remember Randy. He 

was a happy, happy person. He was always t e h g  jokes at the snap of a hger.  He would 
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be tellhg jokes or teasing you al the t h e .  Rodney was the same way. But they took the 

road of self-destruction. We couldn't stop thern. 

When 1 first went back to Kuper Island about seven years ago, there was nothing 

there but this great big lump in the ground. When 1 looked at it the only way I could think 

of describing it was, it looked like a great big graveyard of lost souls. Not a graveyard per 

se - but broken spirits. I think residential school caused a lot of deaths in my family. I 

don? think they wanted any of us to be normal because if we had been, this would have 

corne out a long tirne ago. So they had to break every one of us. And, they did a good job. 

There were seventeen of us children in my family. One died when she was only 

six months old, she was the third oldest. Except the oldest, the rest of us al1 went to 

residential school. Now, there are ody four of us left. 

Al of them have died since 1965. most of them between the ages of 16 - 22 -- 

very Young. Two of my siblings died when they were 53. Three of my siblings were 

around 40 when they died. The rest were very Young. Richard was only 14. Richard died 

while he was at Kuper Island. They said suicide, but 1 don? think he cornmitted suicide. 

Too many things happened. That is a story in itself. 

Don? tell anybody 1 told you 

My family was really angry when 1 started going through my healing. Everybody 

thought 1 was crazy. They didn't want anythmg to do with me. Even my own children 

didn't want anything to do with me. No one wanted to talk to me about what 1 was 

feeling. We ai i  learned this in residential school - not to acknowledge our feelings. And 

bere 1 was going through ail this crazy emotionai stuff that 1 didn't even know where it 

was coming from. Sometimes I would just ail of a sudden start to cry. 1 felt like 1 was 
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going crazy. Then my kids, even my son, said "Why are you doing this to yourself, Why 

don? you just stop it?" It was just crazy - it was craziness. I didn't kaow who 1 was. 

That's what 1 felt like. The only way 1 can describe it is like a Puppet. Everybody was 

pulling on my strings and 1 was doing the dance. Healing rneant breaking al1 those 

strings. 1 wanted to know who I was. I even got to the point where 1 didn't visit any of my 

relatives. It's almost like you can bounce back and forth from one thing to another. That's 

a part of taking care of yourself You can be talking and cry about sornething, and if you 

change the subject, you can get away from that pain. Being taught not to feel, it was 

easier to change the subject than stay in that pain. 1 don? know. 1 know you have to 

acknowledge your feelings and everything, but those kind of things have been with me ail 

my life, its been happening since 1 was 1 1 y e m  old, for thirty or forty years now. How 

can 1 al1 of a sudden change to acknowledging my feelings? Just like with the snap of my 

fingers. It will always be that way for me. Get near the pain and then back out of it, you 

know retreat. The pain of being away from the farnily, the pain of not acknowledging 

your family, the pain of having someone in your farnily get angry with you. You had to 

protect yourself in some way -- nobody else was going to. 

We were told on our first day in that place not to talk about them, it was instilled 

in us. So here I was starting to talk about them, coming out with it. We weren't supposed 

to taik about the Pnests, Brothers, and Sisters because they were the "Holy" people. That 

was it, end of story. Ifwe talked, we wouid bum in hell forever. 1 remember when 1 first 

aarted taiking about what happened in residential school, I could only whisper. I couldnot 

talk out loud about it. Every time 1 talked to someone I would whisper, "don 7 tell 

mybody I to/dyoir this. " That was about seven years ago. 
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I think it started when I went to a peer-counselling course at Wic .  It was a 

weeklong training session. The facilitator asked us to talk about ourselves. We were 

asked questions like "What was your happiest moment? What was your saddest 

moment?" It wasn't about the residential school, but I guess it was just talking about 

yourself. 

tt was homble. I was lucky 1 met a man in the group that told me if 1 ever needed 

any help to cal1 him. About a week later things started to happen, I was like a boiling pot. 

I had no idea what was happening. I was al1 in turmoil. So, 1 phoned him. We were on the 

phone for four hours before he felt 1 was cairn enough. At this time 1 was suicidd. At the 

same time I didnyt know what was happening. This went on for quite sorne time. I tmsted 

him enough to tell hm what was going on for me. He put me in touch with a counsellor. 

That was when 1 started to talk about the residentiai school. t just got stronger and 

stronger after that. 

So many weird things used to go on there. Sometimes t wish that I could 

remember everything and get it al1 over and done with. Then I could Say that I don't have 

to deal with any more and none of the residential school memories are going to come 

forward. But, that is not the way it is, memories come when they come. And, they are 

taking their time too! However, it has been a long time since I've been like reaily 

ovenvhelmed. Things aren't hitting me like they used to hit me. When I first started 

healing, there was no stopping the pain. Now it's not quite as painf'ul. 

Some memones are stÏii painful. I di have a few things that I have to deai with. 

It seems like the more 1 avoid dealing with the painhl memones, the more 1 run away. 1 

tend to do that. 1 get myselfinvolved in t b g s  I shouldnyt get involved with. 1 don't 
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drink, its Bingo. 1 spend most of my time at bingo when I'm in pain. Bingo has become a 

place where I feel like I can get away from everything and be with people. 

Three precious years 

My happiest times were the three years before residential school and &er the 

Nanaimo Indian Hospital. Before 1 began my healing that was al1 I could remember -- 

those three precious years. Al1 those years in that hospital and 1 couldn't remember a 

happy time. I was four when 1 went to the hospital and was there for five years. 1 only sot 

to see my Mom and Dad about once or twice a year. It was too far for them to travei. 

They must have been living in Pauquachin at that time. 

I would like to talk about the years between the hospital and residential school. 

We were a family. We had lots of friends. It was just fun. There were no restrictions; you 

weren't inhibited by guilt or sharne. That's what the residential school did, they made you 

feel shameful. If you were mnning and your skirt happened to flip up, they told you that 

you were showing off. So, when we did play we were so afiaid of doing sornething 

wrong. 

I always remember this time playing on my sister's old bike. The bike had been 

thrown in the bushes, but we decided to take it out and play with it. This old bike didn't 

even have tires on it. It didn't matter, we rode this bike up and down the road anyway just 

the way it was. We went up the hiii and then rode it d o m .  I was coming down this hiIl so 

fast that 1 couldn't aop. Fortunately, my younger brother, who was about three years old. 

stopped me. Nobody else could stop me because they were ali laughmg so hard. 1 was 

t o tdy  freaked out. Those are the kind of things that we did. We just had a great time. We 

played. We were kids. 



We used to play tag with al1 the kids around. Most of the M e  I was 'it' because 1 

couldn't mn very fast after being in the hospital ail that tirne. They were pretty tough and 

I wasn't. Sometimes 1 would hear my sister say "let's go on the roof, she can't catch us 

there." So they would all climb up onto the roof and taunt me "Corne on you chicken!" 

First I would Say "No!" Then I begin to think, I'U show you. So 1 climbed ont0 the roof, 

and by the time I got up there they were al1 on the ground looking up at me. Then, I 

couldn't get d o m .  My older brothers came up and rescued me. 

1 remember the first time my sister put me on a swing, she said, "hold on tight." 

So 1 would hold on tight and she would Say, teasing, "Make a face." So there I would be 

sitting on the swing, holding on tight, making a face and she would push me. Plunk. I €el1 

right off the swing. It was so much fun. 1 can really remember that. 

Conclusion 

I c m  only imagine the grief that my Mom and Dad must have expenenced when 

they got the letters saying they had to send us to Kuper Island. My Mom, Dad, and my 

patemal grandparents al1 went to Kuper Island. We had three full generations of farnily 

that went to residentiai school, as well as some of the great-grandchildren -- that is four 

generations in one family. It is unbelievable. 

My parents didn't taik much about what went on in residentiai school for them. 

Morn used to tell us this story about catching a Nun and Priest in bed together. .Mer they 

had been caught they used to give her gum, chocolate, and treats. Once they sot tired of 

giving her treats, they were really mean to her. Morn was scared of them. It is obvious 

why my mom told us not to run away. The only other thing that Mom used to Say is that 

she would not teach us to speak our language because we wodd get in trouble. 1 never 
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understood why at that tirne, now 1 do. AU 1 remember Dad ever saying about the school 

was that al1 he ever did was fann work. 1 think that that is why Dad moved d o m  to 

Saanich, to try and get away fiorn the residentiai school. He knew they had his name. t 

think he thought that if he moved far away they would not find us kids. 1 think he tned to 

protect us. If someone hadn't made that call to welfare, we might not have had to go to 

residential school. It might have been just that one phone call. To this day 1 wonder who 

did that? Who caused us dl this grief? Who caused Our whole family al1 this grief? 1 

don't remember who of us were at Kuper at specific times, but I do know that it just kept 

on going. When 1 got out, someone else went in. When Lynn got out, someone else went 

in. We never ever were a family ail together after thar. 

I went to Mission Residential School when I got out of Kuper. #en I went 

through my heding 1 thought that my parents didn't want me. They took me to the 

Nanaimo Indian Hospital for 5 years, then they sent me to Kuper Island for 4 years, then I 

went to St. Mary's in Mission for 2 years. By the time 1 was 18, 1 had only spend 6 years 

at home. Government policy took me From my parents. My parents wanted me. How dare 

they, hey. How dare the Govemment do that to us. That is cniel. We ody went home for 

Christmas and sumrner holidays. Many people tned their best to be strong and suMve in 

that place. But some were not able to sumive when they left. 

I tried to commit suicide a number of times. One tirne I was down by the drive-in 

theater on Tillicum Road around the time that the movie was starting. 1 just walked right 

into the trafic and waiked down the yellow line with my arms wide open hoping 

somebody would either hit me or grab my ami. When I came out of it one of my sisters 

and her husband were driving by. 1 just son of snapped out of it and started talkuig to her. 
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1 don? think she even saw me on the road. I was totally sober when this incident 

happened. Then 1 headed home. 1 was hoping that nobody had noticed me. The next thing 

I knew, the cops came dong to pick me up but I was already at the corner of my place of 

residence. They asked me "Where are you going? Where do you live?" "Right there, " I 

pointed. They asked, "Are you sure? We had a report that somebody was walking in the 

rniddle of the road and you fit the description." "Oh. that ivasn 't me, " I promptly replied. 

They walked me to the door. 

This was shortly alter my sister died. It was just that space that I was in, absolute 

grief. It's almost like you totaily give up, total helplessness. Let's end it now. You don't 

want to live anymore. The losses become unbearable. Losing your brothers and sisters is 

like losing your best friends, or your child. With my younger sister, it was absoiutely like 

losing a child because 1 looked afler her right from the time she was bom. Even at 

residential school 1 was her charge. So it really hit me when she died. Devastated me is 

more like it. 

She was only 22 when she died. She died in Lummi in a car accident. Just about 

killed my whole family. Four of my brothers and sisters were on the car when they 

crashed. She was the only one who didn't live. She was going to have her baby that 

Monday. Mom toid her not to go to Lurnmi because they were going to induce labour if 

she didn't have her baby by Monday. She died on Saturday. 

You hear of people who have not even experienced death in their family and you 

wonder - Why us? Sometimes you think that maybe you are doing something wrong. 

Maybe the Creator wants you to wake up or  something. We have lost so many family 

members within our own families. 1 lost a son. My sister lost a daughter, another sister 
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lost two children; one brother lost two; another brother lost one, it just goes on. It just 

never seemed like it was going to end. 

Our lives are so intense and full of loss. Lots of other things go dong with loss, 

iike self-esteem and being able to do things for ourselves. 1 think the loss of self-esteem 

and ability to take care of ourselves has a lot to do with how we are today. Especially for 

the guys, when we lefi residential school we were not even educated enough to get a 

good job. They didn't teach you anything there. The education was as limited as the 

student that could read the slowest. That was Our education. I can remember trying to 30 

ahead in math but once I couldn't figure it out myself, 1 had to stop and wait for everyone 

else to catch up to where I was. 

1 was an 'A' student for grades five and six but Sister Lucille started saying 

negative things to me and my grades dropped. She would humiliate me. Eventually, she 

knew she had me. She used to ask these stupid questions to try trick me into answering 

thern. I used to try get at her though. There were some things that I instigated. I don't 

even know if she knew I did or not. But it got to a point where it got ndiculous 

aflenvards. She knew there was something going on. 

When the Sisters asked a question, they would never pick the students who had 

their hands up. 1 noticed this and told my fnends. So every time she asked a question, we 

ail raised our hands. Well, I'm not going to ask you guys, you know the ansver. So she 

would go to sornebody else. Soon other people caught on to what we were doing, and 

they started raishg their hands too. Next thing you know the whole class had their hands 

raised. So, she started selecting people. 
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This one time 1 remember another humiliating effort on her part. "Who knows the 

ciifference between a hardware store and a department store?" The Sister asked me. 1 said. 

"A hmhare store sells things like China " and she snippily intempted, "and Japan, and 

Europe." Everybody laugbed. She laughed as loud as she could. 1 was so angry with her. 

I hated her at that point. She couldn't have done anythtng more ta me. Humiliation. 

That is what happened to us. We were just children. How dare they do this to us? 

Just because we weren't white? Did that mean we weren't children of God? We prayed 

differently. We did things differently fiom them. But 1'11 bet you anything that we were 

"Holier" than them. 1 heard this story once. When the Jesuits came to Canada they met 

this Nation and asked them what the word for sin was in their Ianguage. The natives 

never had a word for sin. They only thing they could Say was that any crime against a 

child was the sin. We were children. What they did was a sin. 

It reaily struck me when I went on this trip across Canada. 1 started talking about 

some of the residential school expenences. I told them 1 couldn't even hold my child and 

tell them they were doing something really good. I couldn't say, "1 'rn realfy proid of yorr 

son. i 'm reaily proud oofyou daugher. " I couldn't compliment them. 

Mer I said this, this young man cornes over and said, "You know, my mom went 

to residential school and al1 these years I've been trying to please her. 1 never thought that 

I might be doing it and she can't tell me. Maybe she couldn't teU me that she was pleased 

with me. You really opened my eyes up." We need to talk about what happened at 

residential school and how it impacted our lives. 

That is what I try to do when 1 work with the children. To teii them, "Waw, p i c  

reail'y do a goodjob. " Ifthey Say 1 can't do this, or mine is ugly or something like that 



when they have completed a piece of work I teach them that they are just calling 

themselves down and I don't like to see that. "711i.s work is a part of you. " It's fùnny how 

things can just totaliy change around in your views. Sometimes I think that in some ways 

you kind of get the @s of some Elders when you go through some of the things that 

you've gone through. Not saying that I'm an Elder yet. But it's like preparation for being 

a good Elder, a teaching Elder. When I see the kids succeed it's very rewarding. I have 

seen so many students corne into school and they were kind of hiding. They would not 

even raise their hands let alone participate. And then, to have them graduate and talk 

about their successes. It is really awesome to see. The successes help keep me strong. 

I don't know, when 1 look at a Native child see so much in their eyes. I don't 

think I'm being prejudice; it's just something about them that is there. They are so real or 

something. I know what 1 went through and I want to help our children -- our future 

leaders. 

Isn't it ironic that a Brother who worked at Kuper Island Residential School 

would later practice the cultural things that we, as First Nation children, were severely 

punished for? Most of us were ashamed of our culture and tradition because we were 

taught that it was heathen. When we left that school, we steered away from our culture. 

But this Brother went on to l e m  Our language and became more culturaiiy literate than i .  

As well, he became an Indian dancer in our Big House. We were punished for speaking 

our language and practicing Our culture, now this Brother was "cultural." I remember a 

girl haviog her head stuck in the toilet bowl for speaking her First language. I get angry 

when 1 remernber this. This church person was now a part of something that he had 
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taught us to be ashamed of Our culture and tradition could have supported us on our 

healing journey. 

As for praying, we really did a lot of "prayer rambling." It wasn't until I realized 

that that was dl 1 was doing that I felt really lost. I felt like I had nowhere to tum. One 

day 1 saw four or five eagles flying around in the sky. 1 was chilled. 1 realized that 1 cm 

taik to the Creator straight fiom the heart and when I pray this way, things happen. The 

Creator has helped me heal from the past. 
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WHO ARE THEY? 

'bis poem is dedicated to my 
irother Richard Thomas who 
lied there at Kuper Island 
lesidentid School, at the age of 
burt een. 

rhere is something secret, 
rhere is something silent, 
rhere is something wrong, 
4mongst our people, 
4mongst our people. 

Ne were told we had to go, 
Ne were told our parents would 
$0 to jail, 
Ne were told we'd lose our 
siblings, 
So, we had to go, 
We had to go. 

We were taken from our 
parents, 
We were taken fiom Our homes, 
We were taken frorn the love we 
needed, 
Where were we going? 
Where were we going? 

Some of our parents knew, 
Some of our grandparents knew, 
Some of Our relatives knew, 
But we didn't, 
We didn't. 

Ne tumed around, Our parents 
vere crying, 
Me tumed around, we were 
:rying, 
S c  arned around, cveqonc 
xas crying. 
Ne didn't want to go, 
Ne didn't want to go. 

Ne got into the big boat, 
We got to the long wharf, and 
.ooked up, 
We got to where, there was a 
huge building, 
We're going to get Iost! 
We're going to get Iost! 

We were told not to tdk, 
We were told no one would Iisten. 
We were told we would burn forever. 
So we kept silent, so silent, 
Some are silent forevermore. 

You can't look at your brothers, 
You can't wave at your brothers, 
You can't srnile at your brothers, 
My heart is crying, 
My heart is crying. 

Why cm' t 1 see them? 
Why can't I comfort them? 
Why can't I help them? 
Iyve always looked after them, 
Iyve always looked after thern. 

They say you'U chase the boys, 
They Say yod re boy crazy, 
They Say you'li get in trouble, 
We're afl-aid to do anytbmg, 
We're afraid to do anythuig. 
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You took away our clothes, 
You took away your hair, 
You took away our language, 
Now he have to l e m  about us, 
We have to leam about us. 

We w r e  given a number, 
We were given a locker, 
We were given jobs to do, 
We don'; waat to Se here, 
We don? want to be here. 

Some were physicaily hurt, 
Some were mentaily hurt, 
Some were emotionally hurt, 
We have to take back Our lives, 
We have to take back Our lives. 

We weren't allowed to cry, 
We weren't ailowed to get angry, 
We weren't ailowed to do things for 
ourselves, 
How do we do these, 
How do we do these? 

1 don't want to be Indian, 
1 don't want to be stupid, 
1 don't want to be dirty, 
1 wish 1 could be whiter in colour, 
1 wish 1 could be whiter in colour. 

Who do we know anymore? 
Who are my angry brothers? 
Who are my sisters? 
We will never be the same, 
We will never be the saine. 

We have fnends who are doser, 
We have fi-iends who we talk to 
more, 
We have fnends who we tell our 
deepest, 
Why can't we talk to you 
brothers and sisters? 
Why can't we tak  to you 
brothers and sisters? 

They held our people's spirits, 
They held our people's hearts, 
They held our people's dignity, 
It is time to break away, 
It is time to break away. 

It is tirne to pick ourselves up, 
It is time to speak out, 
It is time to stand tall, 
Ii k tins iû lisizn id k e n  id dur  11è&~, 

Time to Iisten to our hearts. 

We don't want to destroy 
ourselves, 
We don't want to dnnk to 
forget, 
We don? want to do drugs to 
escape, 
We want to live free, 
We want to [ive Free forever 
more. 

Everything that has happened, 
Everything that has been done, 
Everything that we had to endure, 
Al1 of this will make us a stronger nation. 
A stronger nation. 

We want to feel free, 
We want to live clean, 
We want to help each other. 
Understand what has happened to us. 
Understand what has happened to us. 

To know this is Our history, 
To know this is Our past, 
To know this is our present, 
To know this is Our past [ives. 
To know this is our  past lives. 

It is time to sing out loud! 
It is time to dance eeely! 
It is tirne to corne back to our culture, 
It is tirne to open ourselves, 
It is t h e  to open ourselves to ail that is 
good. 
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We wili never forget, 
We can try, 
We c m  try to forgive, 
We c m  try, 
We can try to heai, 
We can try, 
We can, 
We can! 

We survivedi ! We Survived ! ! 
Hytch-ca, Hytch-ca, Hytch-ca! 

BESIDES: 

Who are they that wanted to change us? 
Who are they that wanted us to be 
dSerent €rom who we are? 
Who are they that wanted to change our 
iives? 
Was it the government? 
Was it the Church? 
WAS IT BOTH? 



C W T E R  FlVE SELETZE's STORY 

Introduction: DeImar Johnnie Seletze 

Delmar Iohnnie was born in 1946 and raised in Khenipsen, which is one of the 

seven Cowichan Tribes in Duncan, BC. Delmar is both an artist and a storyteller. 

belonged to his The teachings of his Elders are a sacred part of his 

own personal transformation. 

As a young boy Delmar frequently fished at the river near his home. Xcross the 

water he would watch an Old Man clean fish. Whle the Old Man was cleaning fish he 

would sing. One day Delrnar's Grandmother overheard him singing this song. She asked 

him where he had learned the song. H i s  Grandmother told him that this was a thank vou 

song that belonged to his Great-grandfather who lives in the Spirit World. This Song 

beats through Delmar's Soul. 

Delmar's Story 

Pardon who? 

About ten years ago I received a pile of papers in the mail. Included in this 

package was a Ietter that stated "ifyou complete these forms the Crown will 'pardon' you 

for al1 the crimes that you have committed." 

As 1 read through the papers 1 reaiized that they were from the tirne 1 was a 

teenager. Having been around the courthouse, 1 knew that when you commit a crime as a 

juvenile, those records should not follow you into your adult Me, afler so many years 

these records are to be destroyed. My documents were not destroyed. My file went right 

back to when 1 was nine years old. In my file there was a comment: 
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Delmar is like that because his mother was in Esondale, his mother 
had a mental disorder and Delmar inherited a part of his mother's 
mental disability. He is unstable. He should be watched very closely 
because he will commit worse crimes. 

They wrote this about me when I was nine years old. I was deeply shocked that they still 

had these documents on me. People could still look them up and read this about me and 

about my mother being in that institution. I had no idea why she was there but 1 do 

believe it is because of the "system" that she ended up that way, she simply could not 

take it anyrnore. 

Now, here they are giving me this package of papers saying that if I fil1 them out I 

will be forgiven by the Crown, by Canada, and by the whole English rule. 1 will be 

pardoned. I become so angry, even now after years of sobriety, that they corne to this 

country and try to assimilate me, physically abuse me, sexually abuse me and now they 

want me to get down on my knees and beg them for forgiveness. What made me so mad 

was that they believed because I had straightened my life around and had become a 

counsellor that I was now 'korthy " of being "'pardoned" by the Crown. It was a slap in 

my face. 

I was so angered at that. I am not going to get down on my knees and beg those 

people for forgiveness. They stated, "You will have a clean slate. Lfyou cross the 

CanaddUS border and they mn a check on you, you will have no felonies." I was 

thinking, well, I've been across the border al1 this time and nobody has mn a check on 

rny name. Now, those people who punished my people and me for a long time, those 

people who caused me to be so angry and commit ail these crimes, want me to ask for 

forgiveness. 
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Their system didn't ail of a sudden stop and Say "woo, wait a minute Delmar, 

you're going down the wrong trail here. We're sony for what we did to you. Let us make 

it up to you. Corne sit with me by the river and we'il teach you how to change your 

lifestyle so you are not a menace to society." They didn't do that. 1 had to come to that 

place on my own. And, 1 am not thoroughly pleased with the Church or the govemments 

for me having to come to this place on my own. Although I'm a whole lot healthier 1 still 

kind of harbour the idea that 1 want to go after the governments and the chur~h and stick 

this blame on them. 1 want them to Say, "We are sorry." I want to give them a package of 

papers and Say " l fyoi r  complete these papers and do thse things right for my people. 

then I ivill forgrve yozr. I willforgtve yoti for making me this way. " Every now and then I 

think, oh, now I've become just like them and I hate that thought. 

1 want the Catholic Church and the govemment to apologize to my children for 

them being born to this father that was an alcoholic. 1 was a violent, mean, obnoxious 

alcoholic that drove their mothen to leaving me. To apologize for the hard and angry 

feelings that their mothers feel towards me and to any other families that t aRected. 

That's the kind of apology that I want fiom them. Instead of me apologizing and askine 

to have my slate cleaned, they should be apologizing and asking to have their slate 

cleaned. 

1 mean, they made me. They created me. 1 wasn't bom like this. In my culture I 

was boni pure and clean. Everythmg that 1 ended up was learned behaviour that the 

residential school system taught me. The govemments inflicted the residentiai school 

system upon my people. Consequently, they created that unwell, angry, violent person. 1 
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want the Church and Canada to apologize to aii the women in my life, al1 my children, 

and to all of our People. 

Creating the character Delmar Johnnie 

They started creating this character when he was six years old when they brought 

him to this school. The first day 1 went to residential school 1 got beaten up by another 

Indian kid. The whole system was based on survival of the fittest. Consequently, the Grst 

thing 1 leamed was that I would have to fight if 1 wanted to be a survivor. 1 remember 

later on that first day when I finally caught up with my older brother I said, "1 rvarir tu go 

home now. I've had it rvith thisploce. " M y  brother said "you idiot, don't you know? 

We're here for the rest of our life." 1 couIdn't believe that. I coutdn't understand not 

being able to leave this place. 

From that day on I leamed to fight. I'd fight my family. I'd fight rny fnends. I 

didn't even trust my brother. They broke that family comection inside me. That was their 

game plan -- break the family up. Then I didn't tmst anybody but most of al1 1 didn't trust 

or like white people -- any kind of white people. 

But, I didn't trust Indians either. We were al1 Indians in this place and we ail had 

to cornpete for everything. We had to compete for affection. We had to compete for food. 

I remember many times being starved. The hungriness would anger me, and hungrier I 

got the meaner I got. So because of these things as I grew up 1 became meaner. 

When 1 was about ten or eleven years old I was tired of these bigger boys beating 

on me. They would threaten, "1 want your dessert kid. Give me your dessert and 1 d l  

protect you." So, 1 would give up my dessert. Finaily one day I said, "there hm to be n 

ivay uround this. I am tired of not eating an apple. I am tired of not eating un orange. 1 
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am tired of seeing apple pie show up and not bezng able to eut it because some big kid is 

enting it. " So four of us (Edward, L m - ,  Elmer and myself) decided to beat the bigger 

boys up. We knew we could not beat ail of them up at the same time because they were 

so much bigger than us, but we knew four of us could beat up one of them. So we agreed 

on that. Now we had to make a plan. A number of my fiends had gripes against my 

brother. So we decided that we would beat up my brother first. We were going to tell hirn 

"no more desserts." 1 called him behind the gym where my fnends were waiting for us. 

We told him, "We've had it with this dessert thing. You've got to stop bothering us." He 

laughed and said, "What are you guys going to do? What are you punks going to do? You 

punks gonna beat me up?" He laughed. We jumped hirn and beat hirn up. 1 remember that 

was one of my biggest thrills. I think about how sad that was - beating up my brother so 

that he doesn't have to force his rule on my friends and me. Then we staned picking on 

some of the other big boys so that we didn't have to give up desserts to them. Because of 

the system, I tumed against my own blood. I had beaten up my brother and went on to 

beat up the other bigger boys. We told them they were not getting our desserts anymore. 

This didn't work for very long because a few of them got together and said "you four 

little punks are going to get it now." 

Then, I realized that 1 liked beets. I would eat anything and everything just to get 

full. Half the school, 1 think, didn't like beets. Everybody had to stay in the dining room 

until they ate their whole meal. The Brother would stand behind us to make sure we al1 

ate our beets. 1 would eat ail my beets then would ask my friends "do you ivmt that? " 

They would Say "no." " Well, for yozir dessert, I will eat yovr beets. " Soon the big boys 

started to see that 1 was eating the beets and came over and said, "Hey kid, eat my beets 



or I'ii beat you up." 1 would Say, "No, beat me up. I'd rather have a beating than ear yolrr 

beets. Unless, you give me your dessert t w .  '* "Well, I've already eaten my dessert." 

" WeiZ, no deal then. Give me ymr dessert and I 'II eut your beets. " T hen the w hole 

system turned around. Many of my tnends started to acquire a taste for beets so that we 

could get full, eat desserts, and get protection. "Yoii proteet me. Ifanythzng happem tu 

me, yoii must protect me or 1 will rrever eat yoirr beets ngoin. " And,  it worked. 

However, there were some things that I could not change even by fighting and 

being tough. One of those things was being lefbhanded. 1 remember when I was in grade 

two I drew this picture with my left hand. I don't remember what it was but Leonard 

Sawyer and Edward George really liked it. Sister Mary A came by and said "My, my. 

Sign that." I couldn't sign my initials with my right hand. She started to hit me with a 

ruler. She didii't see me draw that picture. She didnot have any proof, but she said she 

knew 1 did it with my left hand. She stmed to punish me without asking me "did you do 

it?" She started to punish me without "cause" and didn't even give me the opportunity to 

either lie or tell the truth. 

Sister Mary A said that I was evil, a product of the devil and that is the reason I 

ended up left-handed. There was something wrong with left handed people and I was one 

of them, and damn it, she was going to beat that evil out of me. She beat me. She 

whooped my hand for doing artwork with my left hand. 

Just before this incident one of the bigger boys said "1 can't do nothing right, 

every time 1 mm around somebody's strapping me. I know that ifyou cry they won7 hit 

you very long. They go easy on you. I'm never going to cry. I'm never going to cry. I 

will let them beat me ail they want, but 1 won't give them the satisfaction of seeing me 
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cry." At that very young age I adapted. That was Philip Wilson he was one of the 

intermediate boys then. 

Then, there was this other guy that said, "cry, for heaven's sake, as soon as they 

hit you, cry. You cry, you scream and then you walk aivay and you don? even have a 

bruise. Heck, it only hurts for a little while. But look at you. Look at your knuckles." My 

hands were d l  bruised and wollen and I couldn't even hold anythiag. 

Sister Mary A started to whip me, and it hurt like hell. She wasn't whooping me 

on my palm; she was hitting my knuckles with a d e r .  It annoyed her that I wouldn't cry. 

She grabbed me by my ears and pulled me out of the desk. She knelt me down and in 

front of the whole class and said, "Take a look at this pagan, take a look at this product of 

the devil. He is lefl handed, we're going to beat that out of him" M e r  she beat me up she 

made me sit at the front of the class on tlüs high stool wearing a long orange hat on my 

head. She instmcted me to Say al1 the prayers that I knew. I only knew part of the "Our 

Father" and part of the "Hail Mary." 1 sat there praying but it wasn't loud enough, then it 

wasn't sincere enough. Sister Mary A strapped me again. I missed supper. I think 1 

missed a lot of suppers because I know I was hungry al1 the time. 

Each day I would be heading to bed so tired and worn out. Somebody would lean 

over and whisper, "Pssst, you did well today, you never cried, don't let them break you." 

It was like "hoooo" that's d 1 needed. 1 would fa11 asleep and cry. In the moming they 

would Say, "you were crying in your sleep." 1 would reply, "Yeu, I c m  't help it. " "That's 

okay, there is nothing wrong with that, so long as you don't cry in front of hem." 

Eventudy, to stop me from using my left hand, Sister Mary A started to tie my 

hand to my leg and force me to hold my pencil with my right hand. 1 had to do math and 
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everythmg with my right hand. She would find an excuse to untie my hand and make me 

put it on the desk. 1 thiak she was trying to tempt me to use it so she would have an 

excuse to strap me. 1 would have my back to her but my &end would motion to me when 

she was coming. Once, just as she was swioging the d e r ,  I moved my hand and she hit 

the desk. The whole class laughed. I had a grin on my face and she hit me across the face 

with that d e r .  Back on the floor and its like "oh shit!" At that time I knew pulling my 

hand away was wrong. Sister Mary A brought me up front, knelt me at her desk and 

strapped me. She hit me on the back with the d e r  a few times. She asked the class "You 

puys think this is fumy?" 1 thought, oh, can't do that again. She said, "This man is not 

afiaid of me." Yet, 1 was deathly afraid of her. I was afraid she was going to kill me. I 

didn't know what it was like to die, but 1 felt like i wanted to die. 

This time, she went to the next classroom and came back with Sister Mary F. 

Sister Mary F used to point her finger at us when she spoke and everyone used to imitate 

her. She was busy pointing her finger at me and saying that her wrath would corne d o m  

on me if 1: didn't conform, didn't change my attitude, didn't start doing things nght. As 

she was talking 1 was looking at her cross. I would focus on her cross and black gown. 

Soon her finger was coming and 1 glanced over at her finger and grimed. She tumed 

around and IefL 1 remember the chatter of her beads as she walked d o m  the hallway. She 

came back with this thing that reminded me of those old leather things that the barbers 

used to use with a metal thing across the end. She folded it in half and whooped me, both 

hands. "This one for not learning; this one for being evil; this one for being evii because I 

was a product of my mother and father." On and on she went degrading my family. Sister 

Mary F used to degrade people 1 didn't even know - like my mother and father. She uied 
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to make me feel like I should be glad to be in residence because they were going to Save 

me. If1 believed in this Jesus Christ, 1 would be saved. 

I guess I wasn't converthg as quickly as they wanted so they started waking me 

up at 5:00 in the morning to go to church. If there was a towel at the end of your bed you 

would be woken up for early moming mass. Tbey would wake me up and I would Say 

"that '.s not my towel, my towel is here. " But they would Say it didn't matter whose towel 

it was, it was at the end of my bed. I would have to get up. Eventually I just gave up. 1 

started thinking that it must be Brother F who cornes in during the night and put the towel 

there. 

Brother TF was a shorthaired army kind of character. He was involved in a lot of 

my beatings too. I think about that. How long would you go to jail for trying to do that to 

a kid in this day and age? He punished me this TF. Once, he strapped and strapped me 

but 1 refused to cry. So, he tied my hands together and strung me in the shower. .As I hung 

there naked he strapped me on my butt. I still wouldn't cry. He hit me a couple times 

right in the cock. Jesus, like you know when you want to die. And 1 cried, but 1 wouldn't 

cry out loud. That irked him. 1 couldn't stand any more. I was hanging there and 1 swear 

that 1 was bleeding d o m  below. Tears were running d o m  my face it hun so badly. Then 

he left and it was like oh shit, you know - I'm going to die. Even then, when I was 

hanging there I couldn't figure out what I did wrong to deserve such a beating. TF 

brought ail the boys, about 60 of them and marched them in to look at me. He hit me in 

the cock again and laughed "look, look at him, he is never going to be a man, even when 

he grows up. This is a shame; he is a product of the devil. He doesn't even have al1 his 
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parts." Some of the older kids laughed. But there was a lot of silence in there. After that 

beating 1 was sent to the infimary. 

I hated the uifirmary. 1 was in there and 1 was in so much pain from the beating. 

This Nun came in and she was going to make a man out of me. 1 could stand the beatings. 

I could stand the beatings, but 1 couldn't stand being sexually abused. To be so young and 

have things changed. I would get aroused, and then ail of a sudden it grows and it starts to 

get exciting. Nobody tells you these things. Then, getting beat up because I couldn't keep 

an erection uatil she was sexually satisfied. These conflicting feelings were too 

confusing. 1 heard from some of the other guys that one of the young boys who were 

sexually abused tned to talk to someone about it. Then al1 the older boys started saying 

"Shit, you should like it you lucky son-of-a-bitch, better than having a man corne after 

you. Better what you're getting - damn you." Other boys started to beat him up because 

there was a woman k ing  him. 1 couldn't say anything to anybody. 

Sister Mary D, Sister Mary L, Sister Mary F, Sister Mary A, Sister Mary R, 

Brother TF, Father M, and Father D - they did this to me. They abused me. 

The character 

1 didn't fit into the cornmunity when 1 got out of residential school. 1 especially 

didn't fit in at Green Point, which is where my farnily was from. 1 was one of those who 

had left, and now was returning an educated kid. The boys in the neighborhood hated me 

for that. 1 came out of there when I was in grade eight going into grade nine. Two of the 

kids 1 tned to hang out with were Bradley and Gordie. Both of them had been in 

residentiai school. They weren't there long. I don? know why. But, by the time 1 came 

out of there 1 was different. 1 did a lot of stupid things to try fit in. 
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I remember that awkwardness of always having the questions in my face, "are you 

stiil a v i ra?"  Then they would tease and say, "Yea, you're still a Wgin you idiot. What 

are you going to do, Save yourself until you're twenty-one?" When I finally saw my dad 

he asked, "you a virgin yet kid? What are you saving it for? That's why you've got 

pimples on your face. You've got so much of it, its just busting out al1 over." It was like 

god, you can't tell anybody. 1 thought of saying "Hey, bejore I rvar ninr. atzd cotuiniioio 

for a while, I've 6een sleeping with a grown wman.  Ah, yorr know. it ~ v m i  't ail thnt 

great. i tzever got good ut if so I decided to quit. " I would think up these things that I 

could Say to them, but I never did. 

One day we were sitting in front of the pool hall in China Town and this girl came 

by. Her name was Doris and she used to nin around with everybody. As she walked down 

the Street everybody was ogling at her. She never even looked at us -- we were just 

punks. As she came by she stopped and asked "any of you young boys got a match?" 

Everybody is kind of like oh, and digging around and trying to find a match. She looked 

at me and said, "Hey, who's the new guy? Has anybody had him yet?" Everybody started 

to giggle. One of the guys said, "No. he's gay. He's a fag. He's going to be a beatnik. He 

likes boys. He was in residential school. Some guy's been fùcking this guy. Now, he 

doeso't like girls." Dons came and stood by me "is that right. You don7t iike girls?" ..Ui 

these things were going through inside me. You assholes. You fucking assholes. I just 

loo ked at her and said, " Yoir 're no f worth frrcking. 1 codd tirm you aroiind. stick it tti 

yotir ms mtd you 'd probably enjoy it. It 's nrpposed îo fircking hm. "Everybody laughed 

and somebody shouted "told you he was gay." 



From then on everybody started thinking that. They said things like, watch the 

way he walks, there is something wrong with the guy. You know, its like when I came 

out of residential school 1 thought I'd leave al1 that sniff behind. Now I get out into my 

own community and its iike maybe there is something wrong with me. You can't win. 1 

would look at myselfmd 1 Wear that there was something wrong with me. I was ugly. I 

was any ugly kid. Now I was growing up and was going to be even uglier. People used to 

Say that t was such a fine looking young man. I hated them for saying that because 1 

didn't like how 1 looked. Women tried me and they didn't like me. Now, people thought 

that guys liked me, or 1 liked guys. It didn't seem to matter what I did or whom I talked 

to. 

When 1 was on the soccer tearn 1 was ashamed to shower with the guys because I 

didn't want anybody looking at my private parts. TF that son-of-a-bitch. I hated him. 

Finally one day 1 went in and showered. My cousin (and good Fnend) Norman was in 

there. He looked at me and said "we're alone here you know. Are you &er me?" 1 said, 

"No. " He looked at me and asked, "Are you really like that?" Again, I repiied, "No. " 

Norman looked at me and said, "HoIy shit, I believe you. Something happened to you in 

there ain't it?" I said, "Yea. " 

That was that. We were sitting there gening dressed and everybody else was 

already on the cars. Sarnmy came in and said, "Corne on you guys. You guys getting 

married or what?" Norman said, "1 don? want to hear what happened in there. I don't 

want to know what's gohg on with you. 1 like that you cm play soccer weîl. You do that 

and you just stay the fuck away fiom me and we'll be aIi right. 1 don't mind you as a 
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fiiend but don? fucking talk to me. People already think we're h y . "  Norman walked 

out. 1 wouldn't sit close to him. 1 wouldn't talk to him. 

Norman lived just d o m  the road from me and eventually we becarne good 

buddies. We would go camping together. People would ask hirn "what's it Like camping 

with that guy? Does he try anything?" Norman would Say, "No, he's a guy. He hunts and 

he listens because 1 teach hirn how to hunt. If I eat raw clams, he'll eat raw clams. He 

wants to l e m  everythmg. He wants to know how to do e v e w n g .  1 think he iz trying to 

be a man. Just leave hirn alone." Somebody said something to Norman and he starting 

getting into fights with them. Then al1 of a sudden I thought maybe I'd do that too. 

From then on I had figured out how to get the best of anybody. It didn't matter 

what 1 had to do, when al1 else failed 1 could use violence, use anger, or just act crazy. 

When you go crazy everybody fears you. Everybody hates crazy people. When people 

found out that my mother had been in Esondale they started looking at me like 1 was 

crazy too. So I acted crazy. For a time there when 1 got out of residential school I drank 

and acted crazy and everybody was afraid of me. I terrorized people. 1 would even 

terrorize people that were bigger than me -- people who could beat me up. People were 

a h i d  of me. So in order to vent my anger of TF for punishing me I would terrorize other 

people. 

I rernember once when these puys showed up and said "there's a car d o m  there 

with some beer in it." So 1 went down there, broke in and took the beer. We started 

drinkiag. M e r  one beer 1 felt this surge corne on. 1 didn't like the taste of that stuE It 

tasted like sornebody's wann piss or something. I thought, "Ugh, peopie drink this?" But, 

al1 of my friends were just @hg it down. You can't pack it around town so you would 
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have to drink three or four bottles and then go back. They said the rush is to drink it real 

fast. Then, when you go back to the pool hail and sit down you will feel the surge corne 

al1 over you. So 1 drank the one beer and felt a twinge of it. 

We d l  went back to the pool bail. Al1 of a sudden I stood up in the hall and 

yelled, "Okay motherfirckers, who thinks I 'm gay? " My Uncle Felix said "you're 

fucking gay!" 1 tumed around and punched hirn right in the mouth. He was bigger than 

me. He said, "you little shit, I d o n t  want to wreck anything in here. You fùcking little 

shit you're pissed." I said, "Fzickyou. fitck yozr and all yozir jmily. Fzrck yoir and d 

those rnotherfickers. " He said, "Who the fùck tumed this kid on? I'm gonna take this 

little shit outside and beat the piss out of him." He walked upstairs and had me by the 

neck. I was standing there Iooking at him and thinking, hoiy shit, had a beer, started to 

feel this way, feel like 1 can take on the world. and now this big son-of-a-bitch is going to 

beat the hell out of me! 1 said, "You ivant to ivrrsile or do o i r  ~vmt to box? l rvmr to 

wrestir so ive c m  get close. Yotc rnight beat me irp bzrt I'lZ enjoy il. " He yelled, "you 

fucking little queer." I grabbed my nuts with both hands and he backed up. As he backed 

up I kicked km nght in the bails. 1 just kicked hirn, and kicked him and kicked him. AI 

of a sudden it was like whew, he was just laying there, twitching, bleeding ail over the 

place. 

I walked back to the car, got another beer, gunled it and felt the msh they talked 

about. When I was done, 1 threw the bottle down and walked back holding my breath. 1 

walked into the pool hall and said "which other asshole thznks I'mjickinggay? " 

Everybody just looked at me and asked, ' m a t  happened to Felix?" "Yozrrftrcking cousin 

is out there becairse he said I wasfucking gq. Who else wmts to say I 'm gq? I kiled 
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him. I had a knve and I stabbed the death mit of him. He 's dead I 've got a knre out 

there. Anybodj else want zo come out? I 'm not scared of yoiu filckers. " They were al1 

looking at me thinking, holy shit the kid's crazy. 

Finally somebody went out and said Felix is lying there bleeding. They were 

going to cd the cops. Gordie came up to me and said "you crazy shit you don? stab 

people." I said, 'Y didn 'Z stab hzm. " Then he grabbed me and said, "you're al1 right kid." 

Son-of-a-bitch that feels good. I'm al1 nght! 

Gordie just snapped his fingers and al1 our fnends got up and we walked out of 

the pool hall. Late Ramsey turned around and said, "my fnend isn't fùckinu a na Y* !'OU 

guys got it?" Nobody said anything. We al1 walked out. We walked home giggling and 

laughing. " k e  you gay?* 'Fzzck yoir! " "Where did you get that idea?" I explained that I 

was scared of Felix and when 1 hit htm he went down. When 1 walked back into the pool 

hall al1 of Felix's fiiends -- the Black hawks - were standing there. 1 knew those guys 

don? let anybody beat up their &ends, they would gang up on me. So I said I had a knife 

so they wouldn't come d e r  me. Felix never said anything to me after that. Even though 

we paddled canoe together he never spoke to me. But, everyone stopped saying 1 was 

gay - 

Beat Ramsey up. Beat Bradley up. Gordie said, "Jesus, you're a really nice guy 

when you're sober. You just smell a beer cap and you go nuts." 

This one guy came into the bar, looked at me and said "Delmar I am sick and tired 

of you beating me up. I'm gonna go home and get my gun and come over here and shoot 

you." 1 said, "Okay, do il. " In my drunkemess I broke into his house while he was passed 

out. I piled kindling, paper and wood under his bed. 1 sat there and waited for him to 
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wake up. About 10:00 the next morning this guy and his girlfnend woke up. 1 said, "Yoti 

see, yotr threatened to shoot me Iast night. hlàybe yozi don 't remember. But, yoti 

threatened to shoot me. Now look under yozir bed " He looked and said, "What the heck 

is ail this wood doing here?'I lit a match and started lighting the paper. He asked, "What 

are you doing?' 1 told him "I'm going to biirn yoir in yotir bed with who ever yo~r 're ivith. 

I coirld have did it lmt night. Yozl ivould be deod now. But l jtrsi ivant yori [O knoiv thni if 

yorr try to put this out I'm going to beat yotr iip r igh  here, right noiv. You ever threatened 

me again, I ' I I  burn you, yow whoie family. 1'11 hi1 everybody thai yotr ever Ziked. " I 

walked out of the house and he put the fire out. From then on he was totaily afraid of me. 

He never gave me any trouble again. He still doesn't like me today. I see him out there. 

I've been sober for seventeen years but he still doesn't trust me. 1 think he is still aEraid of 

me because I was that character. 

I terrorized lots of people that way. Just homfied them. I'd show up and be so 

an- and do crazy things because, heck my mother was c r q .  I found out that she was 

only in Esondde for three months. What the hay. How corne they tumed her loose? 

Maybe it was a mistake. When I think about that t think I used that craziness to survive. 

When 1 was drinking I didn't care about anything. I didn't care about bleeding or 

pain or anything. But the minute T was sober I was afiaid that something rnight happen ro 

me that would hurt. When I was sitting there with a gun in my mouth the ody thing that 

kept me fiom p u b g  the tngger was 1 was alkaid of the pain. I wanted to shoot my heart. 

I wanted to shoot rny stomach. But I thought what ifI'm dive for three rnonths in the 

hospitai and in pain; 1 couldn't stand that. 1 would rather die than stand the pain. 1 was 

&aid that I wodd break d o m  before I died. 1 learned in residential school never be 
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broken. Don't let them break you, al1 the students used to Say. So 1 used to think that $1 

got into a fight and was beaten to death that would not be giving in. 1 would have died 

fighting and that would be the ultimate dream. 1 often think that 1 was given the fear of 

pain and the fear of blood to keep me alive. 

Many of my fnends comrnined suicide. I was only nineteen when my first friend 

shot himseK It seemed like every six or eight months after that another fnend was dead. 

The day we stole the beer and went into the pool hall and raised hell, there were seven of 

us. Today, there is only my cousin Norman and myself. Because of the rnemories, we can 

only stand to be around each other for about five minutes. 

Once we were sitting in the pub and Norman commented, "You know sometimes 

1 can still see the gang sitting over there - Rarnsey, Gordie, Jimmy Boy, and Fancie. They 

are sitting there laughing and asking me to corne on over. What are you still doing in that 

pile of shit? Corne on, join us. It is nice over here." Noman freaked me out with this 

statement. I had tried to commit suicide enough to know that my cousin was talking about 

committing suicide. Then he said, "You know the worst thing that could happen? When 

one of us dies, the other will be here alone. It is going to be holy hell for whoever is the 

last one." 

Relationships 

Having been sexudy abused by a female caused a lot of damage to the women in 

my iife. I was told in residence, and believed, that I would never be good enough. I would 

never be able to satisQ a woman because 1 would never be a man. 1 also believed that I 

would never be a good father. Much of my decision-making was based on what they told 

and taught me in residential school. I believed what they told me was the tmth. 



When I tallced to the newspaper a while back about Kuper Island Residential 

School I taked about being sexually abused. But, even then, I purposely lefi out the fact 

that a woman abused me. 1 left that out because 1 was still ashamed of being abused by a 

woman. It seemed like it would have been safer and less shameful to be abused by a man. 

I was at a meeting one night and this guy was talking about being abused by one 

of the nuns at Kuper. One of the older men said "hell, if one of those nuns started to have 

sex with me 1 would still be there." Everybody had a good laugh at that comment. That 

kind of sticks out in my mind. The whole shame of being abused by that nun is still here. 

1 mean I am fifty-two years old and have been sober for 17 years and yet when t corne to 

this place 1 still have this tremendous shame that a woman did that to me. Some days I 

get so angry and tell myself that 1 have a right to hate her -- it was wrong what she did to 

me. At only ten years old, she beat me because I couldn't keep an erection. Her actions 

have affected dl my sex life and still ventures into my sex life today. 

I didn't want that treatment from them. To this day 1 hate getting sick. It is getting 

easier though. 1 have a hard time letting Vicky look after me. I can't stand it -- I can't 

stand getting sick. 

Relationships with women have always been hard for me. When things got too 

good I would kili the relationship because I was afiaid of having a good relationship. 1 

didn't know what it was like to have somebody love me. It pissed me offwhen they said, 

"1 love you Delmar." Why, why do they love me, there is nothing here. I rernember 

hollering at them. There is nothing here to love. 1 don? even love myseif. Why do you 

love me? Love would end the relationship. If 1 couldn't make hem mad enough so that 
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they would leave, 1 would leave. I would walk away and Say, "They will be better off 

withoirt me. " 1 often think about al1 of the women and children that I have hurt in my life. 

One time when a lot of my EMily were together we were talking about how many 

children 1 have. Most of my farnily just kind of laughed and said, "you're a stud, you're 

really a stud." I got really angry and said ' j m r  p y s  don 't linderstand nose  ivomen I 

was in love with. I wanted to have a Iife wwith them. Biit, the mimite they srarted t~ love me 

it didn 't feel good " As long as we were drinking thngs didn't matter, but when we were 

sober and they loved me 1 would self-destruct and sabotage the relationship. I didn't 

believe that I was lovable. 1 felt this way because of what happened in residential school. 

My first relationship lasted seven years. We stayed together this long because 

neither of us gave a shit. We would always end up together because we were the last cnes 

at the Party. During these seven years we had four children. Eventuaily I ended up so 

wild that I shot the house with a gun. 1 made four of them stnp down and crawl out. As 

they were naked crawling out I was yelling at them "Sa): all the prayers yoii bioiv. I con 'r 

fiickmg heur yotr. Say them lotider. " 

For this 1 was charged with assault with a deadly weapon. At the uial I got eight 

months, eight months, eight months and eight months to be served consecutively. While 

in the courtroom 1 got so angry I yelled, "Fiïckyorr Judge. what do yozr think I am. a 

stz'pidfiickrng Indiun? " And got two years less a day. The day 1 got out she packed up 

the kids and left for the States. 

There was another time that I j u s  went crazy and sabotaged a relationship. This 

t h e  it was with Deb. We had two children Larissa and Nolan. 1 had to work on my truck 

one day and when 1 went to get rny tools some of them had been rnoved. 1 went and got 
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Deb, Larissa and Nolan and made them stand together. As they stood there 1 yelled, 

"These are mine. See h e m ?  Don 'tfrrcking toirch them. " At this time 1 had been sober for 

a while but 1 still acted like that drunken character. 

I often think about aii of these women and children that 1 have hurt in my life. 

I W M T  THE CHURCH AND CANADA TO APOLOGIZE 

TO ALL OF THESE WOMEN. 

* * * * * *  

Children 

1 think about my children al1 the time. 1 have children down in the States f'rom my 

first marriage. I was very unhealthy at that tirne in my life. 1 did an awfÙ1 lot of drinking, 

an awfùl lot of partying and had children. 1 wasnyt around for the raising of these 

children. just as soon as we had a child 1 was in the bar partying and ceiebrating saying, 

"1 had a girl" or " I  had a boy " and giving out cigars. 

I remember once going to the hospital in my dmnkemess. 1 walked into the 

matemity ward looking for rny wife and child. They werenyt there. 1 was angry and 

raising hell with the staff. They checked their records and informed me that rny wife and 

child had gone home four days ago. I was dru& ail that time and thought it was like 

yesterday. The sadness of that. Sometimes 1 would get home d e r  two weeks of dnnking 

and finally get to see the child. 1 would be breathing on the child. Thinking about the 

sadness around that whole atmosphere that my children were born into. Then, being so 

violent towards their mother that she had to leave the country for fear of her lie. Of 

course, taking the children with her. 



A few years ago my third oldest child came home. She was twenty-six years old. 1 

had seen her a couple summers ago but didn't know her. She came into my house and sat 

and taiked to me. She looks so much iike Larissa that it was actuaily shocking for a 

whiie. Here I was spending tirne with this strong woman that was my child fiom years 

ago. I kind of remember when she was young. 1 kind of rernember, in a drunken blur, 

when she left. Losing my family was just another excuse to drink. 

About ten years ago this young man shows up at my door. I answered the door 

and this little guy was standing there looking at me. He asked, "1s this where the asshole 

Delmar Johnnie lives?" 1 looked at him and thought, oh shit who is this? I always had this 

fear that someday, sornebody's kid would remember me beating up his father, uncle, 

brother, grandfather or something and look for me to even the score. So, I thought, what 

is this kid going to do? Jesus, I'vc had a really hard day at work and 1 don? need this. So, 

I closed the door. He rang the doorbell again and continued pounding on the door. VicS, 

asked, "Who's that?" 1 told her "1 don 't knoiv. Some kid oiit there lookmg for al1 ussholr 

rramed Delmar Johnnie. " 1 reaily didn't believe, at that time, that I was an asshole. I had 

changed my life around. 1 went back to the door and opened it up, looked this little guy 

right in the face. He asked again "is this where the asshole Delmar Johnnie lives?" 1 said, 

"I  mn the asshole D e l m  Johnnie. Who the hell are yozr? " He said, "Well, I'm the 

asshole's son." I thought, ohh 1 don't even know this guy fiom Adam. So 1 suid "What 

the hell's yozir nme? " He said "Dehar Johnnie." Holy smokes. my heart just went 

haaaa, the kid was only a year old when his mother left and 1 never redy  saw him. I 

heard that his Aunts Iooked f ier  him. We had two more chiidren but 1 never really seen 

hem either. When his mother left the country she changed their last names to Joseph. My 
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son went on to tel me that al1 his life he had asked about his father. His family wodd 

respond by saying "oh that asshole Dehar Johnnie" and tell him what kind of a bugger I 

was, how mean 1 was, how ugly 1 was, and that 1 was good for nothing. So, he had corne 

to meet me himself 

At that particular time I was counselling. While he was at my place he would 

corne with me to the office. As we would be driving down the road I would be waving at 

people. He would ask, "Who's that?" 1 would teil him. "Who's that?" I would tell him. 

Pretty soon I was explaining who everyone was. He said, "Dad, you know everyone 

around here. They dl like you." 1 explained to him that in this line of work 1 meet a lot of 

people and help their children. He said "They kind of like you. I hate to Say it but 1 think 

you're a nice guy." Good grief, my own son is calling me a nice guy. my own son that I 

didn't know for al1 these years. He commented that I was nothing like what he imagined. 

So those people down there had this image of me and my children grew up only knowing 

that. What did the rest of my kids grow up with? This is where 1 want the a p o l o a  to go. 

The Church and Canada are responsible for that -- I want to hold them responsible for it. 

I W N T  THE CHURCH AND CANADA TO APOLOGIZE 

TOALL OF THESE CHLLDREN. 

* * * * * *  

Culture and tradition 

Our people were so strong that amidst ail the drinking and partying, the sad times 

of losing their children were sûll able to hang onto the traditions, the culture and the 

language. They didn't give up. 1 think that's a big part of what saved our cornmunity. It 

saved my [Xe. Our old People were strong - they held onto Our culture. 
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For a long time the Elders would talk to me. They would say, "Go out there and 

learn. L e m  the white man's way because there is no money in the Indian language." So 1 

went out there and logged and eventually went back to school and got an education. 

Finally 1 started to understand some of the Hul'qumi'num langage and what it 

rneant. Now 1 realize how fortunate 1 am that my ancestors were so strong. They believed 

in equality. They believed that somewhere dong the line that if we saved the culture and 

tradition our younger people would benefit from it. They knew that and hung ont0 that 

belief The Elders suffered and paid dearly for hanging ont0 this belief 

I don? know why, but the Elders knew that it would be a waste of time to try 

teaching the cultural and traditional ways immediately after 1 returned from residential 

school. They knew that 1 distrusted everybody and everything becaiise of al1 the abuse 1 

received in residence. They would wait to share the teachings. When they could see that I 

was ready to listen, they started sharing the teachings. 

These teachings were such a gift because d e r  the treatrnent 1 received in 

residential school 1 had a hard tirne praying to anybody or anyhng. 1 felt that if 1 prayed, 

I would be accepting what the Church and Canada did to me in residentid school. Prayer 

becarne very hypocritical. After years of doing horrendous things and being bailed out by 

my Grandmother 1 went to treatment. 1 joined an Acoholics Anonymous program and 

sobered up. At this time 1 aarted going back to the longhouse and iistening to the 

teachings. 1 realized then that these teaching had been saved for al1 these years and now 

they would help strengthen me. 

One of the teachings that 1 received fiom the sweat lodge was that the key to a 

better way of life is to create happiness each day. This happiness wili becorne a memory 
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and the more happy memories we have the smaller the miserable times in our live 

become. What an exciting way to look at healing, to create happiness in our Iives. 

Ironically, when I began to see the benefits of the cultural and traditional ways I 

became very angry. I was angry because in residence I was sexually, verbally, mentally, 

emotionally, and spirituaily abused and now 1 was learning about a better way of life. I 

was leaming how to take care of myself Residential school kept this from me. The 

Church and Canada kept this from Our People. 

1 WANT THE CHURCH AND CXNrU)A TO APOLOGIZE 

TO OUR PEOPLE. 

* * * * * *  

Healing 

Healing in Our culture is about the advancement of the human being. Healing is 

believing that we can be spiritually, emotionally, physically, and mentally balanced. In 

such, we are aiways healing. We are always becorning healthier human beings. 

Whereas, in residence 1 was taught that if heaiing needed to happen then there 

must be something "wrong" with that individuai. If you have something wrong then you 

must admit that you are not up to par, not equal, below average, you are a [oser. This does 

not feel good. With this belief, once you reach a certain stage you are "perfect" or heaied. 

Once heaied, there is no room for error because obviously there is only one way to go and 

that is down. In my belief, in the Creator, I believe that 1 cm become the healthiest 'me.? 

It is comforting to know that 1 am doing the best 1 can everyday because 

memories carry pain. I'm glad I didn't like pain because it helped me not rernember. 

When 1 was drinking I was so miserable. I was an asshole. Once I was in Poweli River 
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and this guy said, "When 1 drank I was a drunken asshole. When I sobered up 1 was a 

sober asshole." What he said made so much sense. 1 knew then that I needed to change 

my attitude and my behaviours because 1 was still dealing with the pain. 

I had been sober for eight years when 1 was sitting painting a picture and for some 

reason I starting looking at my hand. Sister Mary A used to punish me because L was lefi- 

handed. They said 1 was a product of the devil and I was going to be worse. But, 1 was a 

good artist even then. I realized that for years 1 had punished myself by drinking, 

drugging and fighting. 

Food is another painful memory. Because 1 remember the pain of being hungry 

most of the time in residence 1 now use food as a way of feeding pain. Even with others. I 

try feed their pain. Ifsomething upsets or hurts rny daughter who is nine years old, the 

first thing 1 want to do is feed her. Once 1 remember something happened to her at school 

and she was really upset. Without even thinking about it I took her to 7-1 1. There I was 

asking her " GYhal do yozr wanl? Yoir c m  have anythingyoir ivmzz. " She was iooking at 

me kind of p d e d ,  "Dad, I'm not hungry." 

* * * * * *  

Fuchsia 

Right now if you tned to hold the priests, brothers, and nuns responsible they 

would say they were not to blame. 1 don't believe that for a second. 1 think they knew 

exactly what they were doing. They were out to break us -- mind, body, sou1 and 

emotion. 1 think they did a good chu& of that to Our people, but 1 don't thmk they fully 

succeeded because many of us are starting to understand there is a better We to be had. 
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Some people never saw that there was a better way of Me. 1 think about Emerson. 

They killed him. Ail of those dark painfùl secrets died with him. Each time the secrets die 

with sorneone, Canada and the Church look more innocent. That Canada and the Church 

could appear imocent rnakes me angry. Every time I go back and remember something 

from residential school I am affaid. I fear the shame and the pain of being abused. But, 

each time I go back it gets a little easier. I have pride in myself I can walk with rny 

family and hold rny head up. I can go to the Big House and sit with my family and that 

will help me get through this stuff. 

But there is so much happiness to be had. Many of our people, especiaily those 

my age, really stmggie. Many of my classmates still cany the residential school issues 

with them. They make decisions based on times in residence, whereas with me, I don't do 

that much any more. I don? think that I degrade myself or put myself down as much as 1 

used to. 

Sometimes, though, 1 still momentarily question myself For example, one night 

after a Council meeting this fellow said "something good must have happened to you in 

there. I mean look at you, you stopped drinking, you7ve helped a lot of our people, and 

you7ve really turned your life around. Didn7t residential school give you the will to 

survive?" His cornments made me so angry. 1 thought, well maybe if 1 didn't go to 

residential school 1 couldn't have been tough and mean enough to make it ths far in my 

life. But it didn't matter how I thought about it, the aoswer was "'NO!" 

They weren7t trying to teach me to survive; their intention was to defeat me. They wanted 

me to be a white person with no culture or tradition. Everything good that happened in 

my life happened when 1 got sick and tired of being sick and tired. 
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But definitely the residentiai school stuff still controls how I feel about myself. 

It's stiil there, the doubt in myself. While 1 am in the place of transition where 1 am 

leaming more and more about the sweat, hearing and leaming about pipe carriers, sun 

dances and healers I realize 1 still have a ways to go. Sometimes I see it really clearly that 

1 need to know that 1 still have a way to go. 1 th& if I ever get to the place where 1 

believe that 1 have made it, that 1 am healed, 1 might stop striving to move forward and 

the past may catch up to me. The minute 1 stop taking care of myself and feel too 

cornfortable that old character that 1 practiced for so long is nght back. 

I need to constantly be aware of the charactenstics of that 'character.' 1 

consciously work at getting rid of the language and changing the negative thinking. The 

other day I went outside and there was garbage ali over the yard. The dogs got it. "God 

dam! " The language came back just like that, cussing and swearing. I was thinking that 

1 would buy a bee bee gun and those dogs are gonna get it. 1 didn't need to be talking or 

thinking like that. Who forgot the garbage out there? I did. 1 was going to put the garbage 

in the truck and take it d o m  to the road to be picked up. When I was packing it out to the 

tmck something happened and I put it down and forgot about it. So here I am thinking 1 

don't need to be acting like this. So I picked up the garbage. But it is al1 these little things 

that bring me back and pretty soon 1 am cussing and swearing. 

Those parts of my drinking days are still there. I don't think they impact my 

decision making these days, but they are still there. I need to be aware of them so that 1 

c a .  continue to work at getting those behaviors out of my life and then I c m  let go of that 

drinking part. I know very clearly today that I am not going to drink. My moming prayers 
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often are that 1 be strong enough to go to bed sober tonight. These things are coming a 

Iittle more naturai. 

When 1 was in counselling they asked me to remember a happy t h e  from when I 

was a child. I r edy  struggled, but after about three days 1 remembered a time at Green 

Point before residential school. I remember sitting in a plum tree eating plums. 1 

remembered that happiness. So 1 think when 1 was about thirty-seven the counsellor said 

you should treat yourself t c  some kind o f  happiness. It was the right time of year so down 

1 went to Green Point to the plum tree. I climbed up the tree. It was neat connecting with 

the kid in myself The plums didn't taste the way 1 remember. The day afier, 1 knew the 

plums didn't taste the way 1 remember, I got sick. 1 had diarrhea and was shaking. I ate so 

rnany plums that my stomach was hurting. So there I was, thirty-seven years old, sitting 

up in this tree remembering happiness. 

At that time I could oniy remember one happy time at residential school, which 

was leaving. 1 could remember fumy times, but it was more laughing at people or 

making fun of people. The only good times 1 cm remember fiom residence were stealing 

apples or carrots, hiding them, and then being able to eat. Eight years, only one happy 

urne. 

Leaving that was the happiest time. I packed the little suitcase they gave because 

they said it was mine. I never looked in it because they said, "the school is going to be 

very generous with you Delmar and let you take the clothes you have on because you do 

not have any other clothes." So 1 was leaving. I walked down to the boat and never 

Iooked back. I rernember thlliking please don? let the boat break dom. I doubted that 1 

was reaiiy going to Chemainus. F i d y  we arrived in Chemainus and as 1 was w&ng up 
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the dock someone said, "Here is your ticket, the bus is right there. 1 was on my way home 

to Duncan. 

When 1 finally got to Uncle Sam's, Norman was sitting there. "What a funny 

lookhg kid" he said. I put my suitcase d o m  and said "Yoti get offyotrr porch and corne 

here, I 'm gorina beat yozr up. " He said, "You must be Popsy." 1 hadn't heard that in such 

a long time, that was my nickname before I went away. A few of my family still cal1 me 

that. I said "Yea, that 's me. " He said, "Hi, I'm your cousin Norman." "Weil, don 'r rver 

cal1 me afirnny looking hd again or wii[ beat yoir irp. " "Sure sound tough, skimy thing 

like you" he laughed. "You don? have to be so tough any more this is home not school," 

Norman said. 

"What you got in your suitcase?" he asked. " I  don 't knoiv " 1 replied. "Well let's 

look," he said. So we opened it up. There was a little pair of short pants and a litde shon 

shirt. These were the clothes 1 wore when 1 went there. Norman laughed and laughed, 

"These socks and these little shoes! You got a kid someplace?" I said "No. They tolcimr 

these were mine. " "It must have been your old clothes when you first went there. You 

were gone a long time you know." 

Later that sumrner when Grarna came home she saw the suitcase and asked, 

"What's in there? 1 remember that suitcase." I opened it up and she started to cry, not 

loud, just tears rolling down her checks. 1 couidn't understand it. "These were the clothes 

you took when you went to school," Grama cried. "Could 1 have them?" 1 said "Szire. " 

"Could 1 have your suitcase?" she asked. "Sure, I don 't want them. I'm done with thai 

place. " 
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I couldn't understand wby she cried. I didn't understand why I went to residential 

school u n d 1  sobered up. Once 1 sobered up 1 remernbered how hard she fought to keep 

us fiom that place and they threatened to send her to jail if she didn't let us go there. It 

must have hurt her an awful lot. 1 heard stories about my Grandmother trying to find us 

and not knowing what school we were in. They lied to her as to our whereabouts. And, 

here I was so close to where Grama lived. She must have been really troubled and pained 

to lose us to that school, and then to be reminded of losing us by seeing my tiny little 

belongings in that suitcase. 

They said so rnany things that were untme. They told me my Grandmother had 

died and that there was nobody home to care for us. They told me that they were 

generous to me. They told me I was a product of the devil because 1 was left-handed. It 

took a long time to work through the damage that residential school created. 

Sister Mary A used to beat me up so much. She used to tell me that I was stupid 

and dumb and that "you will be really lucky if you even make it to grade eight." 

Even when 1 went back to school and was a straight "A" student I lacked 

confidence. I had intemalized dl that they told me in that place. Vicky would tell people 

that 1 was a straight "A" student and I found that very painfùl. It hurt me that she was 

telling people. Even when I looked at the grades I thought 1 could do better. 1 should have 

worked harder. I used to hide ail of my certificates; 1 didn't like to show them anywhere. 

VicIcy would Say "you should put them up somewhere." I would Say "No. Il hzd of s q s  

that I am smart. " Vicky would Say, "Well, you are smart." Today, I am starting to 

believe that I am smart and it feels redy good. 
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Wow! Thinking about this stuff aod I think my story should end in fuchsia 

colours, a scene with Vicky, Rose, Robina and myself In this scene, I am a good husband 

and a good father. Basically, I am none of the things they said I was in residential school. 

1 have moved beyond that. The story will end with a family. Not just a family, a 

wonderful family. 

What a great picture to be sitting here with rny daughters. They will never know 

anything about that time except what's on the film and what 1 tell them. Sometimes 1 look 

at Rosie vibrating with laughter and excitement about something and al1 1 want to do is 

protect her so she c m  always feel that way. Iust like when Vicky tickles me. Sometimes 1 

choke on the laughter. Its like I can't laugh too much. I am leaming what 1 missed out on 

as a kid, for me drinking was normal. Now, I live with my wife and our two children -- 

this is normal. It is so exciting to be able to be here at this time. 1 am creating a different 

image, an image of what a healthy man is. 

Some of my biggest thnlls are driving Rosie to school and walking down to Green 

Point with my youngest daughter. I tell her " This is my home. This is where I p v  rip. " I 

refuse to tell her about the eight years in residential school. When I really look at it, it 

was oniy that small number of eight years that has caused a whole lot of darnage in my 

life. Up until 1 was thirty-five I was really miserable and created a lot of damage. Both 

intentionally and unintentionally 1 hurt so many people. 1 blame Canada and the Catholic 

Church for the decisions 1 made for the 6rst thirty-five years of my life. 1 chose to drink 

and do drugs and live the craziness of addictions and bad residential school memories. 
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1 have children and grandchildren. 1 have missed their lives. 1 don? have 

mernories of holding them or wakng with them or any of this stuff So right now, this 

part of my Life is exciting because 1 can do these thngs for these children I have with me. 

So this is a wonderful life. 1 go hunting and fishing. I pick fresh Bowers. 1 have a 

paitner who has tirne to iisten, even when she's busy. I have a chance to offer my 

youngest daughters a healthy father in all its wonderfulness. This part just excites me. .As 

an artist this time makes me think of fiichsia coiours. These fiichsia colours kind of corne 

but they are not a Bat colour, they are little designs shooting by and that is what my 

happiness is like. It is really exciting. I am so glad to be here expenencing this. 

MEMORIES 

EIAPPY RIEkIORI3ES 

HELP PUSH THE RESIDENTML SCHOOL DOWN 

* * * * * *  
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C W T E R  SIX LA' EtAL'UWITS's STORY 

Introduction: Herman Thomas 

1 am La'hal'uwits, a direct descendent of the Taatka people whose traditional 

territory is Valdez Island. This tenitory includes ail the surroundhg small islands. My 

father was Heman Joseph Thomas. I have the honour of sharing his Indian name -- 

La'hal'uwits. My mother was Beatrice Dorothy Johnny whose traditional temtory was 

N anairno. 

1 am also a close relative to the author Robina Thomas. Robina's grandmother and 

my grandmother were sisters From Nanairncr First Nation. I am grateful that my cousin 

asked me to be one of three people she would interview regarding Kuper Island 

Residentiai School. 1 did not realize that the school affected me as much as it had. Now I 

realize that every decision I make is based on the impact of residential school. I am o i n g  

to counselling now and am changing the decisions and choices that 1 make. I am a 

hundred times less angry. Thank you my dear cousin Robina. 

La'hal' U' Wits 
Herman Thomas 
Thomas & Thomas Exporters 

Bermans' Story 

1 sort of vaguely remember seeing my Mom read this letter, but 1 can't remember 

her reaction. I remember that 1 was in Grade 6.1 don? remember who was holding my 

hand but 1 remember crying and hollering at my Mom, saying, 'Tm not going to love you 

no more for sending me away to Kuper Island." 1 remember that. Only after listening to 

ai i  these other stories, it kicked in -- my parents didn't send me to Kuper. 
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Life in residence 

1 c m  still remember what happened on a daily basis. The Brother would clap his 

hands two or three times. As soon as we heard that clap, we fell off our beds and started 

praying. What prayer, 1 don? rirnember. The Brother would lead, of course. Then, we'd 

go wash up, change, go downstairs, get our mops and start cleaning wherever we were 

designated to clean. And then eat. 

When I first arrived at Kuper Island, 1 didn't know my catechisrn; 1 don? know 

how long it took them to figure it out - probably not very long. They thought I should 

know, 'Our Father', 'Hail Mary', 'Act of Contrition' and other Catholic prayers. Because 

I didn't know any of these prayers they placed me in grade five. So 1 lost a year of 

education because of that. 1 was pretty upset about that. 

They forced us to be aitar boys. We had no choice. 1 didn't like that much either. 1 

think they did this because 1 didn't know ail the prayers they thought I should. 1 

remember they used to tell us that al1 Our ancestors were in Limbo, a place between 

Heaven and Hel1 and if we said enough hosannas we would free a sou1 from Limbo to 

Heaven. They told us that these ejaculations had specific points, 2, 5, 10, or 100 points. 

They actually made us believe that. So out of f e u  of, 1 guess the people that must have 

died, 1 remember really praying a lot trying to get somebody out of Limbo - who, I don? 

know. 

Of course 1 remember al1 the times that we cieaned the main building. It would 

become so clean. When 1 got out of residentiai school 1 kept the clediness a part of my 

We. Lin, my d e ,  couldn't figure out why 1 was so meticulous. 1 was this way in 

restaurants as weH as when 1 was eating at home. I have to pile the dishes, make sure 



everything is al1 set; I removed ail the crumbs fiom the table into my hand and then 

placed the crumbs on the plate. I had to explain to her that it was residential school. It 

was so iograined in me. 1 wouldn't even stop trying not to do it. 1 think occasionally I 

would look at it and say, " N d ,  I'rn not goma tu do it. Ah hell. I'rn gonm do it. " 

Because I seen it as sornething 1 wanted to be anyway, is to be a clean person. 

In residential school we had to run every day. 1 think we had to (1 could be wrong 

by a mile or two) run a mile before breakfast and a mile d e r  brewast, a mile before 

lunch, a mile after lunch, a mile after school, a mile before nipper, a mile afler nipper, 

and then a mile before we went to sleep. So, we ran a good 8 miles every day of Our lives 

while there. And then on Sundays, I think, we got to take a trip to the South end of Kuper 

Island. We had a picnic down there, they called it, and then we'd have to run back. 

Everybody ran back, from the oldest to the youngest. There were three categories of 

children, the juniors, intermediates, and seniors. 1 was a senior al1 the time 1 was there. 

We would nin back from the South end of the island. It was about 5 miles. 1 

remember it took me 3 5 minutes. We were fast after running every day. Richard Thorne 

used to dways come first, then Danny Seymour, Clarence James, and then me, fourth. It 

was cornpetitive. I always tried to come in third, but 1 never did. It was a thnll, it was 

exciting to compete and have fun running. The terrain was rough so we had to be very 

goat-like in terms of running over holes and rocks. That part of it was easy because back 

home we lived in the country. 

Eating, we were told to eat everythuig, and it was pretty bad food. But we got 

accustomed to it or we were punished. Brian James was a senior when I was there; he 

was a big fellow for his age. Anyway, he wouldn't eat his mush. Brother Furloag was 
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patroiiing up and down the aisles to making sure people were eating. Brian wasn't eating. 

Brother Furlong and Brian had words. The Brother pushed Brin's face nght into the hot 

mush. Brian got mad and the Brother dragged him upstairs. Brother Furlong was 

probably going to slap him but Bnan started fighting him. We al1 laughed with 

anticipation, hoping that Brian would win because they were actually having a fistfight. 

They'd go up one flight of stairs, and Brian would come down, then he'd mn up and the 

Brother would come flying down and they'd make it up to the a 2nd flight of stairs. It 

was just a fiee-for-al1 fight between a teenager and a full-grown man. He had to eat his 

mush. 

Family 

Family -- residential school redly took its toi1 on Our families. In residential 

school they kept us segregated. Even if they were my brothers and sisters, we were not 

allowed to mingle. They kept us very separate, distinctly doing different things. It makes 

me think that they were so smart that government and church that they made sure we 

were never united as cultured people, as a family, or as a people. It was a whole strategy. 

That's what they did at residential school, and it worked. It kept them in power. They 

made sure we were separate, the same way their governmental system is structured. 

Nobody knows what each other's doing. They stay in power and that's the problem. So 1 

think they were veq successfûl with what they were doing. 

Every one of my siblings went to residential school. I don't remember who was 

there when. Two years ago I was talking to brother Walter, he says, "Oh yeah, I 

remember Michael David when I was in school ..." 1 responded, 'Jeszrs, Walter, this 

makes me really anm. " He says, "Why?" "Because I don 't remember yozr going there. " 
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I don't remember who went there after 1 got out. 1 think it's a mental block. 1 just didn't 

care who went there after that and 1 just went on with my daily Me, so to speak. What 

held me together is the simple fact that my mother was there. My father had a dserent 

whole Nestyle. He was a manly man who drank a lot. He was just an authonty, the 

ultimate Say in tenns of, 'you guys behave, or else'. But Mom was the loving, caring one. 

as mothers are, 1 guess. I came home to that so I'm instantiy having fun because my Mom 

and other siblings were there. 

M e n  1 was drinking I hated my father. We were at a staiemate because he tned 

to control me and I wouldn't let anyone control me. We were mad at each other. Not so 

much that I hated my father because in reality, did love my Dad, 1 know that. It came to 

such an extreme. Dad was passed out on the bed. 1 picked up a 22, loaded it, walked to 

my Dad and 1 pointed the gun at his mouth. I cocked the gun and was standing there 

getting ready to pull the tngger and put this dog out of his misery. This absolute rage is 

the extreme effea of anger. 1 was at that place where I wanted to get more violent and 

stop something that was hurting my family. 

My older brother walked in and says, "Herman, what are you doing?" 1 said, "I'm 

gun~apiit  this dog out of his rnisey " So he says, "YOU can't do that. That's my Dad. 

That's your Dad." 1 said, "No, ii L not. Irefue fo accept thal. llat 's not a Dad " He was 

behind me and said, "Don't do it then. That's your brothers' and sisters' Dad." 

I was lucky my brother was s m m  enough to think and Say that. 1 said, "OK", and 

released the catch so it went in safety. He said, "Let's go up the mountain." So we went. 

Nobody knew that. That's how close 1 got to destroying something that was hurting in the 

famiiy. I think that was more an impact of residential school than what 1 thought it was. 
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These things have made me want to continue fighting the govenunent. They still continue 

to destroy the families of ail the people that were at residential school. 

Anger and rage, I think is associated with having no love. Eyou have no love. 

you have rage. If you have no love, you have anger. And so, I think that's part and pwcel, 

it's not just the simple act of being there. It's having no love - penod. You become a 

shell, sort of And then, that anger created the fearlessness. 1 think the "no fear" means an 

accelerated amount of anger. 

I know that anger is one issue for the reason I am the way 1 am, because I was 

there. We have the capability of showing compassion but not love, because love is a 

different issue altogether. But we have heart and compassion for Our people because we 

were al1 there. 1 have compassion for the person 1 see downtown who is so dcoholic or 

drug addicted when 1 know they went to residential school. I have compassion for that 

person. 1 feel bad for that person. 1 feel sadness for that person because I know the reason 

they are the way they are is because of residential school. 

Unfominately, sometimes 1 jeopardize my own life, my own well being trying to 

be a saviour of these people. These people who were not able spirituaily, emotionaily, 

physically and mentally to fight the effects of residential school. 

I'm a survivor 

We didn't know what effects residential schools had on our lives. As we 

continued to live our lives, the impact of residential school became noticeable. I learned 

t?om the many experiences in residential school that I had to take control of my own life. 

Sometimes this control meant rejecting anythmg that represented residential school. 

Other times it meant educating myself. The anger and hate in residentiai school prepared 
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me to compete in any way that 1 could against govemment, churches and other structures 

that oppress people. At first, this 'control' was on a sub-conscious level. As I became 

more aware of the impact of residential school, this has become more conscious. 

I was watching this television program on juveniles who had experienced trauma 

in their iives; the psychologist was talking about how sometimes these people would 

intentionaily inflict pain to their bodies. He explained that the reason they hun 

themselves is to Say to society, T m  a survivor. No matter what you do to me, you can't 

hurt me." This program helped me understand why we used to break glass and carve our 

initials into our arrns. The cuts were deep. Then we'd laugh at each other. We thought 

this proved how strong we were. "You can't hurt us. We can't feel pain." When we were 

teenagers and started smoking, we would bum Our initials into Our arms. I remember a 

guy tried to stop me but I wouldn't stop. 1 wanted to prove to him that 1 could endure 

more pain than he could. So I did that. Now, I understand why I did those self-destructive 

things. So unafiaid, fearless of anything - of pain or death, but specifically I developed 

the ability to reject anything that was associated with residential school. 

When 1 arrived at Kuper Island, I didn't know the Catholic Prayers. They forced 

me to become an alter boy, I guess so that I would l e m  the prayers. Once 1 lefi 

residence, I wouldn't go to church except for fimerais, even then I was reluctant. 

hyway,  this one day a pries stopped me and asked in his friendly manner, "When are 

you coming to Church?" 1 remember I used every fou1 word that I could muster up and 

told him where to go. The Church controiled us when we were in residential school. They 

would not control my life now that I had left that place. 
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Residential school taught me that XI didn't look after myself, no one would look 

d e r  me. When 1 was in residential school, they did not look afier me. And, at that time I 

believed that my parents had abandoned me by sending me to that place. 1 leamed at that 

point that 1 would have to look after myself. 

My mind is at war al1 the t h e .  I am always on the defense. Nobody controls me, 

oobody will beat me, nothing is going to stop me, and nothing will hurt me. Residentid 

school tried to do al1 these things to us, but they did not succeed. Now, it is up to me to 

stay in control of my life. 

Many things happened in residential school that developed that fearlessness in us. 

I remember being cailed to the dentist's office From the school. I spent four hours in 

there. I have a suspicion they never used anesthetic because it was so painfil. When the 

dentist was done, my jaw was sore. 

When I was older I got an abscessed tooth. The soonest appointment I could get 

was 30 days later in Victoria. The dentist wanted to put me to sleep when they pulled the 

tooth, but I wouldn't let them because I did not trust them after what had happened in 

residentiai school when they worked on my teeth. So, when the pain was too much for me 

to handle, I thought, oh hell, 1'11 pull it out rnyself. 1 took a pair of pliers with good gnp, 

went to the bathroom, and pulled my tooth out. Unfortunately, only half of my tooth 

came out. It didn't bother me and I think it's because 1 went through it before, and now i 

had leamed to endure the pain. 

In residential school they put us through so much unnecessary pain. I don't know 

why they did it, but they used to give us Exlax. They didn't tell me what Exlax was or 

why they were giving it to us. Anyway, they would give it to us late at night. One time, i 

STORYTEUJNG [N THE SPIFUT OF WISE WOh.UV: EiCPEREXCES OF KUPER ISLtND RESIDENTlrU. SCHOOL 
QWUL'SM'Y.LH'MAHT (ROBWA THOhIAS) - THESIS 



don? know why, but 1 asked them for another one. They gave me another exlax, so 1 had 

two. 1 remember niffering. 1 was in the washroom crying. 1 was in so much pain because 

there was nothing to pass. And they didn't care. It was crazy. There was nothing wrong 

with Our bowel movements, but they gave us exlax. They gave me two exlax and never 

told me the effects. 1 guess its "lessoos learned" sort of thing. 

When we lefi residential school, this sense of fearlessness played itself out in very 

dangerous ways. My fnend died of tuberculosis because he chose not to go to a doctor 

because he distrusted them. He chose death instead of following the doctor's orders. 

hyways, we used to walk dong the road and taik about things like pain and how 

feiirless we were. 1 don? think we classified ourselves as crazy. But, we used to play 

games iike chicken. Anyway, those big chipper trucks that cany sawdust used to go up 

and d o m  the road where we lived. As we heard the trucks rumbling down the road. we 

were having this conversation, "Do you think we're destined to die or are we predestined 

to die on a specific day in our Iife in the future?" 

It didn't really matter what the answer was, we agreed that we would show each 

other that we feared nothing, not even death. So we stood on the road one at a time as 

those great big chipper tmcks came speeding around the corner. The trucks literally 

stopped inches away from us. We laughed and did it again. We'd just laugh and walk 

away. 

My resistance to anythuig that was residential school was not always dangerous. 

When we were in residential school, 1 was in the band. We had white outfits with red 

stripes. 1 played the snare d m .  When we became good enough, we went to Cowichan 
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and competed in the British Columbia Music Festival. We won first place. I became a 

pretty good musician. 

Years later, my parents met this man who had a one-man band. They talked to 

him about me being a good musician. He came to see me and asked, "Do you want to be 

part of my band?" I said, "No, I don 't wunt to be part of yuw band " My parents, 

specificaily my Dad, didn't like that. This music thing was a part of the residentiai 

school, so 1 refused. My parents never knew my reason for rejecting the offer to be a part 

of ths  band. 

Resistance is a powerful thing. Of course, 1 guess everyone remembers the big 

food shipment corning into the school. Everyone would try nin down to the wharf and 

help bring the food to the school. We would try sneak fiesh h i t  out of the boxes. This 

food shipment was for the elite people, the nuns and the brothers and the pnests. They 

had the fresh food, mean while, we were eating temble food and often hungry. 

Because I was raised mostly on traditional food, 1 didn't know the difference 

between bad or good meat. But 1 do remember the fniit. Oddly enough, even last night, 

everyone was eating oranges and bananas and the kids were told to ask, "Uncle, do you 

want one?" I replied, "No, I don 't want one. " 1 sort of wanted one, but the other half, 

5 1% says, "No, I don't want one." Again, this stems from residentiai school. This fresh 

fniit thing is a residential school thing; only the residential school elite was dlowed h i t ,  

now I don't want fresh f i t .  Occasionally 1 wiii go and get one, but not very often. 1 still 

have this intemal fight. Shouid 1 get one or shouldn't 1 get one? There are two people 

inside me, one "yes'' and one "no". So 1 guess that was a red stmggle as an Indian 

person, being raised on seafood, bannock, and traditional foods then suddeniy to be at 
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that school and eating aii  their junk food. Must have been pretty tough for us. So for me 

today, 1 still resist some of their food. 

The need to stay in control has proven very usehl in some aspects of my life. I 

quit using drugs and drinking when 1 realized that they were taking control of my life. 1 

nvore that nothing would control my life, and the drugs and alcohol were niining my life. 

The sense of being out of control reminded me of what residential school tned to do, 

control and min me. In a weird sort of way, the drugs and alcohol were residential school 

stuff and I knew they could not beat me again. 1 thought this is the last time you will ever 

beat me because 1 am going to quit. 

My Father, Mother, and Grandparents taught me to love culture by practical 

methods; nobody can take that away fiom me. Residentiai school tried. When I got out of 

residential school, my thinking was reinforced that nobody can hun me or take anything 

away from me ever again. You can't take my culture away. You can't take any rights 

away that I've got. I hate the government for what they did, and I hate anyone who 

oppresses the people. 

When 1 began my job with the Union of BC Indian Chiefs 1 was in rny glory. i 

was going to be working with Chiefs and fighting the government, stnictures, and the 

churches. This is how I became who 1 am, pure hate for govemment, and pure hate for 

what society has done to us, to our people. 1 now have the determination to work for 

change. I tell people, apply yourself. 1 hope that 1 can affect somebody by telliig them 

T o u  CAN do it." 1 never Say it except by example, "1 am no one special, I nm jzist like 

* *  ymi. 



My imer strength forced me to constantly educate myself If1 didn't know 

sornething, I would go out and find the answer myself So now I'm thinking, how can I 

beat the system? I'm not as srnart as you guys. Then 1 realized that this was another Level 

of being defeated - education. It's a paper war, a language war. It's a status quo system. 

It's an academic thing. You're accepted if you're a peer. If you're acadernically down 

there, they won? talk to you, what a condescending attitude. You're taught that -- ro be 

very competitive. That's how they keep everybody separated. 

1 learned lots fiom George and Rosaiee at the UBCIC. They taught me how to 

manage, be a leader, be compassionate, listening to people, how to stay focused. I leamed 

to write and analyze politicai letters. Soon they were asking me what else do you want to 

do? I said, " Teach me to mmage this organization. " UBCIC had 75 inside staff  and 1 25 

field staff. And this is how I managed myself. I always want to l e m  more, to understand 

more. I always want to be the best that I can in al1 the jobs I have. 

George taught me to think as a nation, where you buy as a nation. He taught me 

that govemment is so fearful of Our cultural power and unity; they have to keep us 

separated. We're too strategicaily set in Front of major oceans and rivers and ainvays and 

railways cars. So we c m  use that as a threat to govenunent every now and then. We 

could shut down the province of British Columbia. We cm stop trains, boats and cars. So 

it was based on economics. So now as a nation, 1 see we have to be economically and 

politicaiiy organized. We have to be united when we speak because culturally they want 

to keep us divided. We c m  start slowly coming together under difEerent agreements. 

So now, it's the goverment's sovereign policy that is hurting rny people. I'm 

good at what I'm doing and I've told the govemment, "YUU created me md I'm good nt 
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what I 'm doing. nere me a lot of us art there that are mgry and we me not goitg awuy. 

It 's only the begzrzning. "AI1 of these experiences at residential school contributed to the 

development of my wamor spirit. 1 am Lu'hai'uwits. 

Snuw'uy'ul 

We were healthy in the first place because we lived in the country. The mountains 

were our playgrounds; the rivers were Our swimming pool. Cold didn't bother us because 

we'd wade up to our chests in the icy waters of the winter and it wouldn't bother us. We 

could go up the mountain and we could corne down in the dark with our eyes closed. We 

knew where every bush was, every hole, and we wouldn't be lost. 

We Iived on seafood in them days. 1 remember that it was Our task, my older 

brothers and 1, to start a fire outside. We got a big galvanized tub full of water, put it on 

the fire to cook al1 the different kinds of seafood. The Uncies and Dads or whoever was 

out gathering food would corne back with a whole two sacks of crabs. ho the r  time it 

would be a whole two sacks of oysters. Or another day it was littleneck clams. We were 

just like eagles and bears eating in the river. We would sit there as a family, outside 

eating and just haviog a gay time eating al1 Our cultural foods. 1 remember we used to eat 

sea urchins and octopus as well. I remember 1 ate that - seafood in abundance - no 

IUnits. Seafood was abundant in our ocean. 

All of these things were a part of our Snuw'uy'ul. Snuy'uy'ul is our way of life. 

Itys Our systems of governance, Our culture, our tradition, Our language, Our spirituality, 

and our teachings. It is about our way of being on Mother Earth. That is how 1 was raised. 

These are the teachings that my parents were starthg to share. AU of this was taken kom 

me at residentid school, 

STORYTELLïNG THE S P E T  OF WISE WObWIV: EIBERIEIJCES OF WPER ISLAND RESIDENTWL SCHOOL 
QWUL'SM'Y-W'bLW (ROB[NATHOM,4S) - THESIS 



Now, as a treaty negotiator, 1 see treaty as an oppominity to integrate Snuw'uy'ul. 

Treaties cannot be about negotiations, they need to be about total control of our 

traditional f o m  of govemance and junsdiction. This tradition, Snuw'uy'ul, needs to be 

our constitution. So I think that's where I'm going as an individuai, an Indian warrior 

who's looking into the future. There's nobody like this person, this warrior. I'm the 

spokesperson in terms of many, many issues. As a warrior, the war is still getting ber; 

it's about forever -- for the yet unbom. 

We cannot separate the heart, the culture, Snuw'uy'ul fiom the treaty process. So, 

in terms of Snuw'uy'ul, when we talk about govemance, junsdiction and laws, to me 

what would be the most fundamental law would be to love and respect life. If you reaily 

believed in that as an Elder and you taught people to respect life, more specifically "love" 

Iife, then would you h m  other people? Would you even harm yourself? Would there be 

suicide in our society? Never! There would never be that. So if you just focus on the 

whole universe in terms of where we lived in the temtories and that means you wouldn't 

go destroy the grass or the trees or  the animds. You wouldn't go cmsh a butterfiy. 1 think 

that's what Our old people taught - to love and respect life. 

As a people, we need to focus on what was destroyed because of contact in 1846 

of the first residential school. We need to use the teachings of Snuw'uy'ul and redevelop 

polices that strengthen the farnily unit. When they took Herman away and placed hm in 

residential schooi, it broke my Mom's hem. Why? Because Herman was not at home any 

more. I'm assuming that when we were in residential schoo1, the saving grace for her, 

would be the fact that there were other children stifl at home. 



Conclusions 

It has been an extraordinary Me that I have lived -- without a shadow of a doubt. I 

am indeed a survivor of a holocaust equal to the Jewish holocaust. The ody direrence is 

we were not murdered. To Iive was worse than death. We did not know who we were in 

terms of identity. I am glad to Say that I finally understand why I made the decisions I 

made during my Life. Residertial school did have a total effecr on my life and will 

continue to f o m  my character the rest of my entire Me. Since I left residential school, it 

has not been difficult making choices. There has never been a moment in my post- 

residentiai school Iife that I lost focus. 

In regards to helping, fighting, protecting oppressed people, I would stand and 

fight for their nghts whether it was an individual or a collective group. That has been, and 

continues to be, my goal. My motives and the decisions I make are based on the goal of 

enhancing the identity of First Nations people - politicdly, economicaily, financially. I 

am looking forward to being an Elder and hopefully being able to make decisions 

emphasizing the interests of First Nations people. 

I feel that I am of the past; an Indian who grew up culturally and then was 

dumped into white society with no teachers and no support. There were hundreds of us in 

this process of destruction conducted by the Catholic churches with the blessing of the 

Department of Indian Mairs. 

My final emphasis conceming the long-term effects of the Department of Indian 

M a i n  is this, 1 Say that racism is alive and weli in Canada. Canada professes to be a 

humane society, the best in the world, and advocates that often. I Say they are hypocrites. 

DIA is a sovereign police force in disguise. They have been in my Life since birth and 
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continue to be even today. What race of people in the world m u t  exist in a democratic 

society with laws such as these? 

This is, and shall be, my struggle - to assist First Nations in freeing themselves 

from the shackies of al1 Govemments in Canada. To do this requires people Like myself 

and many, many more that can now teach Our people how to survive in this 2 ln century. 

People like myself, will be the generation of Elders that can give direction to the Young. 

We are becoming, once again, balanced in rnind and body and prepared to teach the 

youth how to s u ~ v e  politicaily and economically in the new world. We will train these 

youth to be the 2 Century Warriors. 

My entire life has been fighting for people. What about Heman? What does he 

want? Its time for him to consider himself in this new identity that shdl be created. Lt is 

going to be difficuit to think in tems '1' when my entire life has focused on the 'we' and 

the collective group. 

La'hal'uwits 
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CHAPTER SEVEN CHARACTERS AND MASKS: AN ANALYSIS 

As time went on, 1 began to wonder, "so what?" How do 1 begin to make sense of 

(analyse) al1 that 1 have learned over these past years? What is most important to say? 

And, what about identity? This joumey has been tiaught with contradictions, at times 

incredibly dinicult and other times, extraordinarily wonderful. Without the gift of 

storytelling, I would never have leamed what 1 did. Storytelling provided an opponunity 

to engage with the storytellers in a more iatimate way. The relationships that developed 

were invaluable and fluid. By this I mean, when I had questions or thoughts I contacted 

the storytellers directly and the storytellers did the same. As the relationships between the 

storytellers and myself developed, the storytellers began to phone me with new thoughts. 

feelings, and mernories of residentid school. These relationships became the Framework 

of this work. 

Research was not the only involvement that I had with residential school over 

these past years. My cousin, Art Thompson, was preparing to go to court. Art was suing 

Canada and the United Church of Canada for the abuse he endured while in the Port 

Nbemi Residentid School. His court date was set for August 16& and 17, 1999. .kt's 

case was unique in that his testimony went uncontested, as he had been offered a 

settlement. Art agreed to the settiement only if he could test*, uncontested, and have his 

story documented in the hopes that the documentation would offer support to other 

residential school victims seeking justice through the legal system. 

Art began his testirnony by sharing his lineage, both mauilineal and patrilineai. 

He shared the iines of Chiefiaiaships, dances, songs, and names. In this, Art included 
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knowledge of both the Ditidaht and Coast Salish language and culture. These stories 

began to shed Lght on the rich and various options avaiiable to him had the residential 

school expetience not taken him fiom his family and cornmunity and shattered his world. 

For two days Art recounted the innumerable abuses that he endured during the 

years that he resided in the Port Alberni Residential School. Af'ter only hours in the 

coumoom, I remember gently tapping my face, not out of neniousness, but to ensure that 

1 was conscious and what 1 was hearing was nor a horrible nightmare. And, for the second 

time in my life 1 was forced to ask my Spirit to sit beside me and allow this process to be 

a mental one. The story was so tragic and unreal that 1 knew my Spirit needed protection. 

1 wondered then, if my Spirit needed to be protected, what about Art, his Mother, wife, 

their children and families? And what happened to the Spirits of the thousands of children 

who were forced by the Canadian Govenunent to attend these institutions? 

Pnor to Art's coun case, one of the offenders named in his case had already been 

sentenced. In the sentencing, Iudge John Hogarth stated: 

As far as the victims of the accused in this matter are concemed, the 
Indian Residentiai School systern was nothing but a form of 
Institutionalized Pedophilia, and the accused, as far as they are concerned, 
being children at the time, was a sema1 terrorist (Nuu-chah-nulth Ttibal 
Council, 1996, viii). 

As I continued trying to make sense of al1 this residential stuff, I looked around 

the courtroom. To my left was Art's mother, Ida. Aunty Ida was sitting on the bench, 

sobbing and gentiy rocking back and forth in somewhat of a fetal position. What could 

she possibly be thiaking, his mother, listening to her son disclose unimaginable abuse 

endured at the hands of the State and the Church? Before me sat Art's wife Charlene. She 

too sat, head down, sobbing. On either side of her, sat their daughters, too sobbing. The 
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courtroom was full of family there to support Art and his joumey to heal. Family 

members sat silently each with their own gaze of disbelief, sadness, and hurt. Residential 

school happened to our famiiy and continues to affect Our families to this day. .Art claims 

that an important part of his healing has been telhg his story - fieeing his soul. 

Ln his conclusion, Art testified that residentiai school had made him into this 

"character" that was able to survive by wearing "masks" (of alcohol, dmgs, abuse, 

violence, etc.) which supported the behaviour of this nasty character. Then 1 began to 

think, so too did my storytellers speak of being "characters" that the schools created. 

It was as if the storytellers somehow feit as if the "character" and the character's 

behaviour was not a part of who they were as human beings, it was outside of their tme 

beings. How then do you create characters? When 1 think of "characters" and "masks" 1 

often go to the place of thinking of people in books, piays, rnovies or theatre. The 

characters 1 think of are people who are directed to "act" in a certain way so as to portray 

the "character" they are to represent. 

Breaking the Spirits: A play 

A not so long time ago, on an Island just east of Chernainus, the Canadian 

Govemment and the Roman Catholic Church jointiy scripted a play. The setting for this 

play was Kuper Island, specifically Kuper Island Indian Industrial School. The play was 

fbnded by the Federai Govermnent of Canada and directed by the Roman Catholic 

Church. The plot of this play was assimilation, and 1 would add genocide. The characters 

in this play, Breaking the Spirits, were First Nations chiidren fiom Indian reservations 

throughout British Columbia. 
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This play took place over approxirnately a hundred year spaq but focused more 

specifically on the sixty-year time fiame between 1920 and the 1980's. It was during this 

time that the Indian Act was amended and it was compulsory that First Nations children 

attend residential school. Children were removed from their parents, farnily, and 

community and brought to Kuper Island. Children in residential schools were isolated 

and separated from any emotional support they rnay have. The children in the school 

were separated by age and gender. 

The development of the characters began as soon as the children arrived on the 

Island. The children were irnrnediately stripped of any personal identity. NI the girls 

were given sirnilar haircuts and the boys had their heads shaved. Children were given 

numbers that, in many ways became their identity until they left the school. The numbers 

identified their lockers, uniforms, and any records that were kept (Le. punishment record 

books simply stated the child first name and identity number). 

Assimilation is the act of integrating or incorporating. A policy of assimilation. 

then, for First Nations people would mean foregoing their ways of knowing and 

integrating into the dominant society. As the plot of this play was assimilation and 

genocide, these children would not be aiiowed to speak their language, practice their 

culture and traditions. In fact, in this play the children who did speak their language or 

practice their culture and traditions would be severely punished for doing so. Children 

would be publicly humiliated, beaten, sexually abused, emotionaily abused, depnved of 

food, segregated fkom their family, segregated by age groupings &om their peers, and 

forced to pray to a " G o d  of which they knew nothing. 
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Assimilation required that First Nations children became Christians and be taught 

the "correct" way of knowing and being - the Christian way. To support and enforce 

Christian values and beliefs, the children were taught tthat al1 they knew and thought 

about their culture and tradition was pagan and wrong. It was exactly this process, the 

denial of who they were as human beings, which was the foundation of creating 

characters. The First Nations children that attended these institutions were forced to 

become sorneone or something that they were not. 

Ln the late 1970's through to the 1980's the residential school began closing 

down. The First Nations children who attended these institutions would then be sent 

home or to boarding schools throughout the province. Children in general were at the 

school until they were teenagers. There was not an absolute age at which these children 

were sent home. The children who were 'hard to handle' were sent home earlier. 1 have 

also heard that the children that cost too much to feed and clothe would be sent home. 

This play was interactive and had not ended when these children retumed home. 

However the directors neglected to inform them that, for them, the play was over - the 

character they had played did not exist outside of residence. No, in fact, many of these 

children continued to act out their characters for yem.  As the characters were developed 

through the witnessing of, and infliction of, trauma mch as emotionai, verbai, physical, 

semai abuse, and not "acting lessons" the character became a part of whom they were. 

The ending for this play is tragic. For many, they knew within their own being 

that the character they acted out was oasty and unbecoming- Some would struggie, but 

eventudy find a way to cast off the character and the numerous masks they had 
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developed. Others never found the way to cast off their character, instead they learned to 

incorporate the character into their being and sunive as the character. 

Behind rnasks and characters 

I will examine the development of characters, masks and healing through the use 

of four separate masks. Three of the four masks are traditionai Coast Salish Masks. 1 will 

begin those sections with the legend that these masks cany. The fourth mask that 1 will 

use is a mask borrowed £tom the 'other' side (a non-traditional mask). The masks have 

been collaboratively selected between the Storytellers and myself 

The direction I will follow (east to west) is a borrowed teaching from the east - 

the Medicine Wheel. Bopp et ai (1989) describe the Medicine Wheel as: 

. . . an ancient symbol used by almost al1 the Native people of Nonh and 
South Amenca. There are many different ways that this basic concept is 
expressed: the four grandfathers, the four winds, the four cardinal 
directions, and many other relationships that can be expressed in sets of 
four. Just like a mirror can be used to see things not nomally visible (e.g. 
behind us or around a corner), the medicine wheel can be used to help us 
see or understand t b g s  we can't quite see or understand because they are 
ideas and not physical objects (p.9). 

1 will begin in the East, which is the beginning of al1 things, of birth and rebirth, 

of renewal, a place of "innocence, guilelessness, spontaneity, joy and the capacity to 

beiieve in the unseen" (Bopp et al, 1989, p. 42). In the East, 1 will look through the Wild 

Woman mask. Wdd Woman represents the tirne pnor to residential school when First 

Nations children resided in their comrnunities with their families. Wdd Woman 

represents the child - the individuai that the child was developing into. 
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To the south, 1 wiU glue through the mask of the devil. This mask will represent 

the time that children were in residentiai school. Through the devil, 1 will look at the 

development of characters through exposure to, and experiencing of "evil." 

Carrying on around the circle to the west, I wiii look through the Raven mask. 

Raven has been chosen to represent the time after students Ieave residence, but prior to 

commencing their healing joumey. Raven will help us see the "acting out" that the 

characters do prior to commencing their healing joumeys. 

Finally, I will gaze through the mask of the Wise Woman. Wise Woman was 

chosen to represent the t h e  when the stoiytellers commence their healing journeys. This 

time includes having to cast aside the characters that they have, in the past, acted out. 

This is a time of reclairning self 
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WISE WOMAN 

W U D  
WOkMN 

Wild Woman 

Wild Woman was a wommi ivho, it is tuid, during the night wouid gather 

up chi ldm and bririg them to the other side of Mouni Tzouhalem io feed 

to lier own type. Ench tirne the Iegend is told. it muy soiind o bit dfferent. 

but the legend alwqys hm the same message. ne kgend may sound tragrc 

and honrfyig, but the ~eachings are nbotit protecting chikiren. Children 

are ourfutzire, and as such, invalzrabie. lltrotigh the vnrioirs Wild Womm~ 

Iegenh, children were taught the importance of being home 6efore dmk 

because this is when Wild Woman cornes out. The legend also teaches the 
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importance of leumingfrorn otir surroundings. For example, children 

were taught, "men y014 hem the Owl begin to 'ho00 ' and whistle, it is 

time tu head for home " because dzrsk and evening are approaching. We 

c m  see that if ive told otir childreri this story today. ive would probabiy 

irzclude teachings abolit protecting themselves from strangers, senial 

predators, and the tinkno~vn. The "irnkno~vn " is on the other side of hloiint 

Tzotihalern where no one hm dared to trmel. fie teachings are rinlimited 

and ail irsed to protecl mir childreri. ïheir families mzd commiinities, prior 

to residential school, protected First Nations children. 

Prior to residential school, life was different for First Nations children. Children 

were a vital part not only of their biologicai family but also their communities. Children 

lived a life that dlowed them to leam from their environments. Traditional child rearing 

practices "emerged from cultures where the centrai purpose of life was the education and 

empowerment of children" (Brendtro et ai, p.3 5). 

1 would like to talk about the years between the hospital and residential 
school. We were a farnily. We had lots of friends. It was just h n .  There 
were no restrictions; you weren7t inhibited by guilt or shame (Belvie). 

Herman fondly shared mernories of the time before Kuper Island Indian Industrial 

School. 

The mountains were our playgound, the nvers were Our swimming pool. 
Cold didn't bother us because we'd wade up to our chests in the winter 
and it wouldn't bother us. We could go up the mountain and we could 
come down with our eyes closed because we knew where every bush was, 
every hole, and we wouldn't be lost. 
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Deimar, too, remembers the t h e  prier to residential school. "1 remembered a tirne 

at Green Point before residential school. I remember sitting in a plum tree eating plums. 1 

remembered that happiness." Herman too remembzred the food from home: 

We had a lot of seafood in them days.. .The Uncles and Dads, or who's 
coming home, and one day it would be a whole two sacks of crabs, 
another time it would be a whole two sacks of oysters. Or another day, it's 
just the !ittle clams - the tinlenecks. 

Happiness is exactly what they al1 remembered. They were happy to be with 

farnily, in their communities and able to eat food they enjoyed until they were full. 

Belvie speaks of her brother Emerson prior to residential school. "Emerson was a 

totally different person. He was aiways helping my dad, doing everyhng with rny dad. 

My dad taught a lot of Indian culture. When they started the canoe projecr he was 

listening to everything my dad told him to do." 

WiId Woman, she taught parents to protect their children. Children were sacred 

and would be trained from birth for the various roles that they would need to play in their 

communities. As such, parents did what they could to protect their children From h m .  

Belvie sorrowfùlly recalls when a social worker anived at their house to remove the 

children, "Mom wouldn't let them in the house. Mom called us to block the door with Our 

bodies so they couldn't push their way in." Belvie's mother was not going to allow 

anybody to walk into her home and take her children without a fight. However, as 

residentid school was now mandatory, the parents' will to protea their children was not 

enough. The Department of hdian M a i n  threatened parents if they refùsed to send their 

children to residence. 

For parents, not being able to protect their children and keep them at home was 

very devastating. For them, it was iike death - as if their children died. "Mom and Dad, 
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they were crying. It really seemed like there was a death in our fmdy  because the only 

Ume we had seen them cry k e  that was when there was a death" (Belvie). Parents 

experienced immense grief because they came to believe they were incapable of fulfilling 

their duty to protect their children. 

For the children, when they knew they would have to leave home and attend 

residential school it was equaDy devastating. Even as young people they knew what lay 

ahead of them would be dinicult because they would not be with their parents and 

extended family. Belvie had seen the grief in her parents' eyes when they retumed after 

dropping the other children off at Chernainus. Now, there was a similar letter in the mail 

and Belvie and her sister thought it might be for them to also have to go to Kuper. "We 

opened the letter and sure enough it had my name on it. We bumt it not thinking they 

would contact us again." The next letter Belvie's parents received from the Department 

of Indian Mairs was very threatening. First Nations parents and children did what they 

could to resist attending residential school. 

Devi1 

Yotr are of yotrr father the devil, and yozrr will IS tu do yow futher 's 

desires. He was a mirrderer from the beginning, and hm nothing to do 

with the imth. becmse there zs no nirth in him. When he lies. he speakr 

according to his own nature. for he is a Iiar and the father of lies. (John 

8A-1) 

Choosing a mask to represent the t h e  that First Nations children were in 

residence was our moa dificult task. We hal ly  decided that there was not a traditionai 

Coast Salish mask or legend that was homble enough to represent the atrocities of 
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residential school. We decided to borrow a mask from the other side - the Church. We 

thought the use of a traditional Coast Salish mask would be contradictory because the 

goal of residential school was assimilation, which denied First Nations children their 

culture and tradition. The devil will represent the single most harmful event that First 

Nations people would endure - residential schools. 

The storytellers in this research, upon leaving Kuper Island, often referred to 

themselves as characters. "They started creating the character when he was six years old 

when they brought him to this school" (Delmar). Belvie referred to herself not as a 

character, but as a puppet with everybody pulling strings and making her dance. How do 

you create such characters? 

In residential school, these characters were created through trauma. The trauma 

was physical, sexual, mental, and emotional abuse. Erik Enkson describes an eight-stage 

model of identity development. The fifth stage of his model is identity versus role 

confusion, which begins around age five or six (Middleton-Moz, 1989, p.23). This is the 

age that many First Nations were sent to residential school. "Chddren learn their relative 

worth to community and world during this stage of development. They need to learn that 

what they do is valuable" (p.50). This is not the experience that First Nations would 

receive at residential school. In tact, considering that the Department of Indian Ankirs' 

policy was directed towards elevating "the Indian from his condition of savagery," worth 

and vaiue were far fiom the goal. (Quoted in Mïiloy, 1999. p.3). Residential school was a 

poticy of assimilation, which in and of itselfcarries the concept of white supenority, not 

vaiue and worth. 
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It is weii documented, and noted in the literature review of this study that Canada 

and the Churches knew that they must break the link between children and their families 

because "the influence of the wigwam was stronger than the influence of the schooi" 

(quoted in Milloy, p. 24). This process began when First Nations children were taken 

from their families, removing them £?om the communities and finally placing them in 

residentiai schools. Judith Hennan (1 992) asserts that in order for the perpetrator to have 

total control, isolation and separation becorne necessary (p.79). First Nations children 

were isolated and separated from their families and communities as well as each other 

when they were in residence. 

They kept us very separate, distinctly doing different things and it makes 
me think that they were so smart that govemment and church that they do 
that to us to make sure we're never united as cultured people. as a culture, 
as a family, or as a people. And it's a whole strategy. That's what they did 
at residential school, and it worked (Hennan). 

Students were told they were not allowed to cornmunicate with other family 

members who were in residence. "We were told that if we got caught even looking at Our 

brothers we would be punished" (Belvie). Students did what they could to maintain 

contact with their brothers and sisters who were also at Kuper. 

I would always try sit in the same place so they knew where to look. 1 
would just nod at them.. . We did what we could to communicate.. . if 1 
was walking around and spotted one of my brothers, I would quickly twirl 
around and swing my arm over my head (Belvie). 

This began a life of ineffective communication. A nod, a twiri, or a raised eyebrow 

became the ody means to cornmunicate with loved ones. 

As stated above, one of the goals of the Church was to "christianize the pagans." 

Mmy tactics were employed to meet this end. AU convol was taken fiom the children 

and placed in the hands of the school staff. The tactics used to maintain total control 
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included the use of shame, guilt and humiliation, which in turn became the process of 

witnessing and living through constant trauma. Children always feared what might or 

would happen next. "They weren't trying to teach me to s u ~ v e ,  their intention was to 

defeat me. They wanted me to be a white person with no culture of tradition'' (Delmar). 

When students anived at residential school, they were immediately stripped of 

any individual identity. "On the first day you had everything that was 'YOU' taken away 

and were given uniforms" (Belvie). This was the begiming of forming 'characters.' 

Children were no longer individuais. In residentid school, children were assigned 

numbers. These numbers marked everything in residence that was yours or made 

reference to you. "My number was 28. 1 was number 28 for the four years that 1 was 

there" (Belvie). 

The ability to make choices was completely taken from these students. On a daily 

basis, students followed a strict routine. 

We got up at 6:00 each morning, 5:30 if you went to mass.. . M e r  we 
showered, we got dressed, made Our beds, and went upstairs to do the 
same thing with the younger kids.. .Then we went down for breakfast. 
Mer breakfast we worked until school started. Morning chores included 
things like washing out the toilet bowls, sweeping the stairs, sweeping the 
hallwqs, or things like that. Then off to school we would go. We weren't 
really being educated; just taught how to work, clean anyway. Slave - 
slave labour that is what we were. ..And then, d e r  school we were either 
in the sewing room or laundry room (Belvie). 

Herrnan also remembers the daily routine very clearly. 

The Brother would clap his hands two or three tirnes. As soon as we heard 
that clap, we fell off their beds and started praying. What prayer, 1 don? 
remember.. .Then we'd go wash up, change, go downstairs, get out mops 
and start clenning wherever we were designated to clean. And then eat. 

Most students remember the 'routine,' that is how strictly it was enforced. Some 

of the chores children were expected to perform were dangerous and they were not 
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adequately trained. "One of the chores that the older girls did was run the rolier to iron 

the sheets, pillowcases and stuff like that. The linen was ironed for the priests, brothers 

and sisters. 1 saw a couple of girls get their hands pulled threw the roller. That was pretty 

awful" (El elvie). 

In residential schooi, children were 'taught' lessons through humiliation and 

abuse. Humiliation was used to control and deter others fiom misbehaving. Students 

leamed fiom witnessing other students being publicly humiliated what would happen if 

they disobeyed. 

1 was evil, a product of the devil and that is the reason I ended up lefi- 
handed. There was something wrong with lefi-handed people and I was 
one of them, and damn it, she was going to beat the evil out of me. She 
beat me. She whooped my hand for doing artwork with my lefi hand. 

Mer  this incident, Delmar was dragged to the front of the classroom and the Sister said, 

"Take a look at this Pagan, take a look at this product of the devil. He is lefi-handed. 

We're going to beat that out of him." He was made to sit on a stool with an orange dunce 

hat on his head and recite Christian prayers. Children were not only spiritually, 

emotionally and physically abused, they were publicly humiliated. "The profound sense 

of imer badness becomes the core around which the abused child's identity is formed, 

and it persists into adult MeT'> (J. Herman, 105). 

Belvie's younger sister used to wet the bed. Each evening Belvie would wake up 

in the middle of the night, sneak up to her sister's bed, change the sheets and then retum 

to bed. One night she slept through. She awoke to see her littie sister being dragged down 

to the showers. Then, they paraded aii the other girls past her Little naked body under the 

shower. This would happen to them too ifthey wet the bed. "Total humiliation. She was 

only six years old" (Belvie). 
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These students were beaten with hands, fists, and straps. Delmar remembers being 

beaten with a barber-looking strap with a metal clip at the end. To show resistance and 

strength, some children would advise ". . .never cry, don? let them break you." Yet, other 

children advised "cry for heaven's sake, as soon as they hit you, you cry, you scream and 

then you walk away and you don? even have a bruise." Either way, these were incredible 

acts of resistance. When Delmar would head to bed at night older students would assure 

him, "pssst, you did well today, you never cried, don? let them break you." But 

sometimes in his sleep he would cry. The older students supported him by stating, 

"That's okay, there is nothing wrong with that, so long as you don? cry in front of them." 

However, ail the advice that students gave each other was not sufficient to protect 

them. Once Delmar was beaten and refùsed to cry. The Brother stripped hm, hung him 

by his hands to the shower, beat his private parts and then marched the other boys by, 

ordering them "Look at him, he is not even going to be a man when he grows up. This is 

a sharne, you product of the devil. He doesn't even have al1 his parts." Delmar still 

doesn't know what he did to deserve this beating. 

Children were sometimes forced to see things and other times saw things they 

pretended not to. "1 used to sleep in the bunk that was right up against the wall behind the 

door.. - 1  remember a nun would corne in and take girls out.. . 1 remember seeing changes 

in some of the girls that were taken out7' (Belvie). 

Being "broken" J. Herman (1992) believes has two stages. In the first stage, 

victims begin to shut dom.  They shut down their feelings, thoughts, and initiative. They 

act, as what Henry Krystal (in J. Hermaq 1992) refers to as "robotkation" - machine 

Like. The second stage of being broken is when the victims begin to lose the will to live. 
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Suicide, as well has a couple of faces. One is absolute resistance - the victim is wiliing to 

end his/her own Life to resist being a victirn any longer. The other face, which is similar, 

but passive as opposed to aggressive resistance, is losing the will to iive (Herman, 1992, 

p.84-85). Belvie refers to this process as "broken spirits." 

"1 can remember the day that Emerson and I had our spirits broken" (Belvie). 

Emerson, Belvie's older brother, was upset with a Sister that was publicly shaming her. 

Emerson demanded that the Sister apologie. For this, Emerson was beaten. M e r  this 

Emerson told Belive ''1 don? give shit." "And he didn't. 1 could see it in his eyes. They 

weren't alive anymore. Our spirits were broken" (Belvie). Both Belvie and Emerson 

were willing to resist and fight even though they knew the consequences. 

Belvie remembers when her really good Fnend was 'broken.' A Brother in 

residence raped her. She came to Belvie one day and claimed "I've decided I'm not going 

io do anything here anymore.. . I don? give a shit anyrnore. I don't care." Eventually this 

young woman was sent to RiveMew. "She didn't do anything wrong, she was raped" 

(Belvie). 

These are examples of the phases of being broken that J. Herman refers to - these 

students chose to resist being passive victims. Being broken for these students forced 

them to 'stop caring.' They stopped caring about the strict residential school rules and 

expectations. They decided they would not dlow the humiliation to continue 

unchdenged. While they resisted the authoritative nile of the staff, they remained 

victims, they could only have c o d o n  in knowing that they were doing what they could 

to oppose and reject what the stafTwere doing. 
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The contradictions learned in residential school played a pivotai role in the 

development of the character. Some cned, others never cried. They leamed this through 

the reactions of the staff that were obviously not predicable or trustworthy. 

By training children to be obedient, we teach them to be machines in the 
hands of others. By punishg rebellion, we teach children to manipulate 
and deceive to escape authonty (Brendtro et al, p. 21). 

Once students had their spirits broken, they would knowingly oppose the nile and order 

of the Brothers and Sisters. They did this knowing they would defi~tely be punished. 

Delrnar remembers being beaten and told he would never be a man and then later 

being sexually abused by a Sister who was "going to make a man out of him." Ths 

young man was sexually aroused, and then beaten because he could not hold an erection 

until the grown woman was sexudly satisfied. 

Emerson knew that if he taiked back to the Sister he would be punished. 

Nevertheless, he made the decision to defend his sister and demand that the Sister 

apologize to Belvie. Emerson was not allowed to speak back to the Sister and 

consequently not allowed to support his own sister. 

Eventually the contradictions and unpredictability teach you to doubt yourself. 

We learn through predictability how to: trust, maneuver in the world, make choices, 

create choices, and take care of ourselves. Through constant contradiction, the students 

constantly wondered whether or not they had the ability to make 'correct' choices. The 

characters learned through contradictions and unpredictability . Eventudy, students 

would intemalire this self-doubt. Self-doubt forces the character to not hily examine the 

various choices they might have in a given situation. They have leamed that most often 

the choice they make will be wrong. The inability to make choices was fùrther enforced 
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by the rigidly stnictured daily routine. Life in residence was totaiiy controiled by the staff 

and consequently, the students' iives were void of any choice or decision-making. 

Having no power or ability to make choices, the students began to look at other 

students to gain power. "This whole system was based on survival of the fittest. 

Consequentiy, the first thing I learned was that I would have to fight if I wanted to be a 

nwivor" (Delmar). Everythng was a cornpetition. Students learned to compete for 

everything - fight to win. Food became a main event. When you were hungry al1 the tirne 

and somebody had food -- you fought for it. "I remember many times being starved. The 

hungriness would anger me, the hungrier 1 got the meaner I was" @elmar). Eventuaily, 

eroups of boys learned that they could demand favours if they protected smailer younger 
Y 

boys. The boys would form gangs and demand food for favours such as protection fiom 

other gangs. Again, these gangs would fight each other, even if the other gang members 

were family. One of Delmar's memories is of fighting his older brother so that he would 

not take food from him any more. 

We jumped him and beat him up. I remember that was one of my biggest 
thrills. I think about how sad that was - beating up my brother so that he 
doesn't bave to force his rule on my &ends and me (Delmu). 

In residence, First Nations were systematically stripped of any individuaiity. The 

process began the moment chiidren were taken from their homes and continued upon 

arriva1 in residential school. Children were forced to Wear unifomis, have similar 

haircuts, and were assigned numbers. The residential school staff strictiy controlled life. 

The restricted daily routine lefi First Nations children without the necessary skills to 

make choices and decisions. Some children may have been forninate enough to escape 

physical and sexuai abuse but ail snidents regularly witnessed traumatic events. 



The residential school expenence would be the foundation upon which the 

characters develo ped their identities. 

Repeated trauma in adult iife erodes the structure of the personaiity 
already fonned, but repeated trauma in childhood forms and deforms the 
personality (J. Herman, p.96). 

Raven 

Once upon a time. Raven was sitting in a tree dong the river 's edge. 

Raverl couid see these great big red shiny objects in the ivairr. Raven dove 

doivn into the river, but when he got there the red things disappeared Up 

h e m ,  shaking of/his wet feathers, back into the tree. Down he looked. 

once again he cozdd see this delicioiis looking red objects in the water. He 

waited. watched andplanned his next move. When he wars positive, he 

dove once again into the river. Again, the enticing objects disappeared as 

he hit the river. Raven began to wonder Vhis eyes were faiiing hirn. Why, 

couid he not get these objects? He is a fine fisherman. Mnybe these r d  

lhings ivere not there ? Was thzs possible .'> Rmen sat perched in the irer 

for the longest time closely observing the big red shiny objects in the 

water. Swoosh, doivn he dove. Once again, the big red shiny objects 

disuppeared Dimayed, Raven sat there trying to figire out whur was 

going on. As Raven sat there, he heard a noise overhead. As he looked trp, 

to his surprise, he saw these big juicy red cherries in the tree. A 21 this tirne. 

Raverz w m  diving in the water tiying IO get these big red shiny objects, 

and they were jus1 above his head 
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This legend is to teach us to look within and around ourselves when we are 

searching for answers. We often have the necessary resources to solve Our own problems, 

but fail to see our own inner strengths. Raven teacbes us that ifwe are absentant we can 

act with certainty. For the time when students leit residential school, Raven will represent 

arength, support, protection and guidance. Raven, being a trickster represents many 

things. For students, when they retumed into their communities after leaving residence, 

they needed Raven to support them in many ways. 

Many abused children cling to the hope that growing up will bt-ing escape 
and freedom. But the personality fonned in an environment of coercive 
control is not well adapted to adult life. The suMvor is lefl with 
fundamental problems in basic trust, autonomy, and initiative.. . She is still 
a prisoner of her childhood; attempting to create a new life, she 
reencounters the trauma (J. Herman, 1992, p. 1 10). 

For residential school children, leaving was a bittersweet event. They were so 

excited to finally leave residence, but when they arrived home they mon reaiized they 

didn't fit. They did not feel that they belonged in their comrnunities. Delmar remembers 

retuming, "1 didn't fit in the cornmunity, and 1 didn't fit in Green Point. 1 was one of 

them that left and went away. 1 was an educated kid and al1 the other boys in the 

neighborhood hated me for that." Herman States. 

We did not know who we were in terms of identity.. - 1  feel that 1 am of the 
past, an Indian who grew up culturally and tben was dumped into white 
society with no teachen and no support. 

Ln residence, children were not allowed to communicate with other family 

members. Now, ail of a sudden they are out of residence and back with their family and 

were unable and afiaid to communicate with and amongn each other. The family 

connection was broken down. 'We weren't redy  like brothers and sisters f i e r  
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residential school. Even when I tried to be with my sisters it was like there was 

sornething we didn't want each other to know about" (Belvie). 

The residential school expenence taught the students many things. Most of the 

teachings were not positive or useful. Herman stated, when speaking to the Goverment. 

"You created me." "1 had developed a number of characters in my life and 1 relied on 

those characters to Save me from whatever (Delmar)." Residentiai school taught these 

students to do whatever they needed to do in order to survive. 

From the time 1 left residence on, 1 had figured out how to get the best of 
anybody. It didn't matter what 1 had to do, when al1 else failed 1 could use 
violence. use anger, or just act crazy. M e n  you go crazy everybody fears 
you. Everybody hates crazy people.. . 1 terrorized people (Delmar). 

J. Herman (1 992), in her book Trauma and Recovery: the afrermath of vioience - 

from domestic abuse tu political lemor speaks to the fact that once victims are fieed, they 

must develop a new identity which incorporates the period of time that they were in 

captivity. For residential school students, this incorporation includes spiritual, emotional. 

physical, and sexual abuse. Not a well-balanced expenence to incorporate into their 

character. 

Even after leaving residence, and being sober, one storyteller recalls playing what 

he referred to as head games and "infiicting punishment" on people. He now knows that 

the abusive behaviour was indicative of the anger he was carrying around inside himself 

For victims of trauma, this is not unusud. As stated by J. Herman (1992), "Thus, former 

prisoners carry their captor's hatred with hem even d e r  release, and sometimes they 

continue to cary out their captor's destructive purposes with their own hands" (p.95). 

Because people were &aid of Delmar, he claims "In order to vent my anger of TF for 
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punishing me 1 would terrorize other people." But at the same t h e ,  as in the case with 

Herman and Delrnar, they also terrorized themselves through self-inflicted pain. 

Herman remembers inflicting pain upon himself as a sign of strength "I'rn a 

survivor." It was like a notion that nothing can hurt me - 1 have suMved so much that 

nothing can h m  me now. J. Herman (1992). when discussing self-mutilation that is 

linked to childhood abuse describes this destructive behaviour as a way to relieve the 

imer turmoil, or internalized trauma. The physical pain becomes easier to handle than the 

emotional and psychological pain that they experience d l  the tirne. "We used to break 

g l a s  and cuve our initials in Our arms. The cuts were deep. Then we'd laugh at each 

other. We thought this proved how strong we were. You can't hun us. We can't feel 

pain" (Herman). For Heman, it was his way of relieving the imer pain and a sign of 

strength, that they could not hurt him anymore. He had become stronger in spite of the 

their abuse. In fact, no one would ever be able to hurt him after the residentid school 

experience. 

When talking about anger, Herman States that he believes anger and love are 

connected. "Auger and rage, 1 think is associated with having no love. If you have no 

love, you have rage. If you have no love, you have anger." He continues and connects 

anger with feu, "1 think the 'no fear' means an accelerated amount of anger - anger 

creates that 'no fear. "' Being in residence and being deprived of the necessary love, 

childrea become hurt and hardened. They leam how to mMve without love. 

Consequently they substitute love with anger. As Herman demonsuates, this anger too 

plays itself out in many self-destructive ways. 
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"Ln residence they told me 1 was evil, a product of the devil, and that 1 wouid 

never amount to very much. (Delmar)." When you hear this message almost daily, as was 

the case with many residentiai school students, this negativity becomes internalized. 

Delmar began to punish himself for being "worthless" once the Church was not there to 

punish him. The self-inflicted punishment took on the form of drinking, drugging, and 

violence. Brendtro et al, in Reclaiming Youth al Risk: Our hope for thefirtirre state that 

"witliout autonorny, people begin to feel like pawns in a game with no control of the 

destiny" (p.43). Youth will seek alternative means to gain power. These alternatives 

include drugs, alcohol and joining gangs. 

When it is impossible to avoid the reaiity of the abuse, the child must 
construct some system of meaning that justifies it. Inevitably the child 
concludes that her innate badness is the cause. The child seizes upon this 
explanation early and clings to it tenaciously for it enables her to preserve 
a sense of meaning, hope and power. If she is bad, then her parents are 
pood (J. Herman, 1992, p. 103). 
u 

Residentid school staff, as the parents or caretakers of the children, made it 

impossible for the children to avoid their reality, and the children blarned themselves for 

their situation. The notion of innate badness, J. Herman (1 992) assens, becomes the core 

upon which the children develop their identity (p. 108). "1 didn't believe that I could be 

loved" (Delmar). This sense of being unlovable played itself out in many ways. 

Suicide was one way that the character acted out being unlovable. "1 sat there 

with a gun in my mouth many t h e s  and reaüy believed that I'm going to die today and 

there is a better life on the other side of it for me." Even though Deimar did not want to 

live anymore, he had corne to betieve that possibly death could bring him a better Iîfe. 
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Suicides are far too common for the students that attended residentiai school. "1 

was like a boiling pot. 1 had no idea what was happening. 1 was aU in turmoii" (Belvie). 

Belvie claims that at this time, she was suicidal. 

It was just that space that 1 was in, absolute grief It's aimost like you 
totally give up, total helplessness. Let's end it now. You don? want to live 
anymore. The losses become unbearable. Losing your brothers and sister 
i s  like losing yow best fiend, or p u r  child. 

There is evidence of violent suicidal deaths. However, we cannot dismiss the slow, 

painfil deaths of drugs and alcohol. These too are forms of suicide. "1 think about 

Emerson, I really think they kiiied him. Those dark secrets died with him. Each time the 

secrets die with someoae, the govemment looks more innocent." Perhaps, Emerson was 

never able to speak of residential school, and what happened to him in that place killed 

him. Rather than being able to cast aside the character that residential school created for 

him, Emerson slowly and painfully killed the character. Emerson found his place on the 

streets. Emerson knew how to belong there. 

The notion of being unlovable is devastating. For many students, the inability to 

love or be loved was acted out in their inability to be in relationships. Judith Herman 

writes, "Once the victim is kee, every relationship is confionted with the basic question 

of trust." The victim needs to know whose side the other person is on. As in the case of 

residential school, their intemaiized trauma leads them immediately to believe that the 

other is on the side of the perpetrator (p.92). 

"They broke that fa.mil./ comection hside of me ... 1 didn't trust anybody. 

(Delmar)" "Having been sexually abused by a female redy did a lot of damage to the 

women 1 was with because 1 always had this thought Ïn my head that I would never be 

good enough.. ." Delmar discusses the guilt, he as a child felt, associated with being 
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sexually abused because he had experienced momentary sexual gratification. For him, the 

pleasure became further proof of his innate badness (J. Herman, 1992, p. 104) 

Relationships were difficult for many former students. Ifwe look closely at 

"internaiized hatred" or "intemalized trauma" the inability to form relationships makes 

sense. They were told they were not good people, not Iovable and not worthy. "Intimate 

relationships are driven by the need for protection and care and haunted by the fear of 

abandonment and exploitation" (p. l 11). Delmar says he used to intentionally sabotage 

relationships. If he was feeling loved he would ask, "I don't even love myself. Why do 

you love me?" 

"1 think about my children an awful lot. I have children down in the States From 

my first marriage. 1 was very unheaithy at that time in my life. 1 did an awfbl lot of 

drinking, an awful lot of partying and had children. 1 wasn't around for the raising of 

these children" @elmar). First Nations children were taken away from their families; 

parents or family did not raise them. They were not raised in a loving supportive 

environment with strong parental role modeling. "I couldn't even hold my child and tell 

them they were doing something really good" @elvie). No, mean, violent, nasty people 

raised them. 

When students Ieft residential school, they "acted" exôctly as they were taught. 

They were taught through humiliation, shame and guilt that they were innately bad 

characters. Raven, as tnckster, wanted the students to realize that the character they were 

acting out was not the human being they wanted to be. They would need to look for ways 

to cast aside the character. Healing wouid provide the necessary tools to cast aside the 

character and nurture the human being. Raven helped the storyteilers nirvive through this 
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experience aod wanted them to look within themselves for the various a s  that the 

Creator had given them. Raven wanted the storyteilers to look inward for the chemes 

they each possessed. 

Wise Woman 

Wise Woman is ozir Mother. She is orir Grundmothers. She is a healer. She 

is the giver of life. She is the carrier of ciilticre and tradition. Wise Womm 

is ail of the wonderfrrl women in yoirr ive- Wisr Woman is a teacher ivho 

knows when we are ready to begm ozir joiirney. Women have ahvays 

played an important role in the Iives of First Nations people. The women 

in First Nations communities piuyed vital roles. 

Herman's father used to tell him, "You leam to respect women. Your mother's a woman. 

your grandmother's a woman, and your sisters are women." 

Wise Woman has many lessons for us when we are willing to leam them. Most of 

these lessons will only begin when we start to speak about what happened in residential 

school. "We weren't supposed to talk about the Piiests, Brothers, and Sisters because 

they were the "Holy" people. That was it, end of story. If we talked, we would bum in 

hell forever" When Belvie kst started speaking about her experiences at residential 

school and the impact they had on her Me, she could only whisper. Even after al1 of these 

years she was cautious and would tell those she s h e d  her story with "don? tell any one 1 

told you this." However, she aiso says that the more she speaks the easier it gets. "I fear 

the shame and the pain of being abused. But each time 1 go back it gets a littie easier" 

(Deimar). 
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.. . It is time to take the first step and let others know they are not alone in 
the suffering. No matter how painful, the stones of our people must be 
told and heard. Through sharing our past, we cm begin to heal ourselves, 
our comrnunities, and our people as we look to a better tornorrow. (Phil 
Fontaine as quoted in Knockwood, 1992, back cover). 

Healing included helping residential school survivors put their expenences into 

perspective. P u t h g  their 'experiences' into perspective took many forms. Herrnan clairns 

that a part of his healing was realizing that ail the anger he had within himself should be 

directed at bad policies rather than 'white' people. For years, he hated white people 

because that is what he saw as a child - white people destroying his life. So for Herman, 

the realization that his anger should be directed at bad policies was healing. 

But it was govemment policy that took me from my parents, not that my 
parents didn't want me. How dare they, hey. How due  the Government do 
that to us. That is cruel. We ody  went home Christmas and summer 
holidays. Many people tried their best to be strong and survive in that 
place (Belvie). 

One of the most important Iessons for former residential school nudents was 

finding out that their parents did not sent them to residential school. AI three of the 

storytellers blamed their parents for their experiences in residential school because they 

thought their parents sent them there. J. Heman clairns that victims often blame the other 

parent for not protecting them from the abuse (p. 10 1). They should have cared enough to 

ensure the children were safe. In fact, the Church and the Federal Govemment were 

responsible for the abuse these children endured. 

1 couldn't understand why she cried. 1 didn't understand why I went to 
residential school untii 1 sobered up. Once 1 sobered up 1 remembered how 
hard she fought to keep us kom that pIace and they threatened to send her 
to jail if she didn't let us go there. It must have hurt her an awful lot. 1 
heard stories about my Grandmother tryhg to find us and not knowing 
what school we were in. They lied to her about our whereabouts (Delmar). 
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This realization ailowed students to begin to trust in family again. Rebuilding the family 

comection is an import starting point for healing. 

Delmar remembers when he sobered up that the Elders were there to nippon him 

and share the teachings. "The Old People withheld the culture and tradition until they 

could see where 1 was ready to listen and they had to put up with my drinking and my 

fighting and my causing the f a d y  shame." Wise Wornan, she knows we need our 

culture and tradition. Delmar remembers how angry he was when he began his healing 

joumey and realized that residential school had purposely kept al1 of these teachings From 

the students. But, Wise Woman, she knows that a part of heaiing fiom residential school 

begins with acceptance of self as a First Nations person. We, as First Nations people are 

not iderior, the residential school policy was based on racist ideology. Remembering that 

we once were a harmonious strong people. "Our people were so strong that amidst al1 the 

drinking and partying and the sad times and losing their chddren they still hung on to the 

traditions and the culture and the language ... 1 think that's a big part of what saved our 

cornmunity. It saved my Me. (Delmar)" 

For rnany residential school students, healing began with the acceptance of culture 

and tradition. Perhaps more specifically, students needed to re-introduce culture and 

tradition into their lives. "Heding is a way of life - healing is advancement of the human 

being. Healing is being the 'healthiest' me (Delmar)." This is an example of the teachings 

about heaiing. Culture includes who we are and where we corne from. 

Another lesson Wise Woman has for us is to understand what has happened here. 

"The govemments did this to Our people" (Delmar). 
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I wasn't bom iike that. And, in my culture I was bom pure and clean. 
Everythmg that I ended up in my life was leamed behaviour. The 
residential school system taught me that. The residential school system 
taught me that. The govemment infiicted that residential school system 
upon my people; they created that unwell, angry, violent person (Delmar). 

Wise Woman aiso wants students to look at the magnitude of the residential 

school experience. "Residential school did have a total effect on my life and will continue 

to fom my character the rest of my entire life" (Herman). We need to constantly be 

aware of the character or it will creep back into o u  being. 

Some days I get so angry and tell myself that 1 have a right to hate her - it 
was wrong what she did to me. At only ten years old, she beat me because 
I couldn't keep an erection. Her actions have effected al1 my sex life and 
still ventures into my sex life today (Delmar). 

We need to be aware so that we do not revert back to residential school based decision- 

The minute I stop taking care of myself and feel too cornfortable that old 
character that 1 practiced for so long is right back.. -1  need to constantly be 
aware of the characteristics of that charaaer. I consciously work at getting 
rid of the languase and changing the negative thinking (Delmar). 

Only by acknowledging what happened and how it impacts Our lives today can be begin 

to be in control of Our lives today. By being in control of our lives today, we cm resist 

the past. Wise Woman teaches us to put the residentiai school in perspective. It was 

massive, but we cm stiil become healthy human beings because heaiing is becoming the 

healthiest person you can. 

Wise Woman wants us to remember that we were only there for a smail part of 

Our iives. For Delmar, it was eight years. Heaiing began when he got "sick and tired of 

being sick and tired." Healing must be more than simply sobering up, quitting h g s  and 

aicohol; it rnust be about consciously changing attitudes and behaviours. "We looked at 
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people as human beings and we treated them like human beings and you start respecting 

yourself first then you wiil start respecting others." Changing his life, Delmar States 

started with changing his langage and iiving a better life. 

Herman used al1 that happened to him in residence to stay strong. He refused to 

accept anythmg that reminded him of residential school. He leamed that "nobody 

controls me, nobody will beat me, nothing is going to stop me and nothing will hurt me." 

Herman used this energy in his healing. "It's pure hate for the govemment, pure hate for 

what society has done to us, to our people, and having the determination to change, to 

have an effect on somebody day by day." 

The desire to resist anything that was residential school has been a powerful 

survival tool as well. Herman remembers realizing dmgs and alcohol were controlling his 

life. He had pledged that &er leaving residence that nothing would ever control him 

again. He quit using dmgs and aicohol. 

Wise Woman teaches us that everything happens for a reason. So, for some, 

residential school must be viewed as a gift that must be shared. In other words, not that 

these students should minimite and not validate residential school experiences, but rather 

that they now have the duty to share their experiences. Some of these students are, and 

others are yet to be, Our Elders. Their teachings will include ail the teachings of Wise 

Woman. "1 know what 1 went through and I want to help Our children - our future 

leaders" (Belvie). Herman says that it is people like him that: 

Can now teach our people how to s u ~ v e  in this 2 1" century. People like 
myself, wüi be the generation of Elders that can give direction to the 
Young. We are becoming, once again, balanced in mind and body and 
prepared to teach the youth how to s u ~ v e  politically and economically in 
the new world. We will train these youth to be the 2 l1 Century Wuriors. 
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Belvie, Delmar and Herman have all chosen to work in fields where they can 

support First Nations people in one way or another. Herman believes that a part of his 

healing has been to help others. The residential school expenence has given him 

compassion to help others who have similar histories. They have decided to do whatever 

they can to ensure that First Nations people never have to go through what they went 

through. One of the teachings from the Sacred Tree is, "The hurt of one is the hun of all, 

the honour of one is the honour of alI" (Bopp et al, p.79). The storytellers, when they 

cast aside the 'character,' were lefi with an incredible amount of imer strength. The inner 

strength will assist them in helping others heai their hurt and find their honour. 

Healing aiso includes creating happiness. If we create enough happiness, 

eventually the happy memories srnother the miserable times in our [ives. "Its rnemories, 

happy memories, that help push the residential school down." There is a good life out 

there to be lived. "They were out to break us - mind, body, sou1 and emotion. I think they 

did a good chunk of that to Our people, but 1 don? think they fully succeeded because 

many of us are starting to understand there is a better life to be had" (Deimar). 

Each morning upon rising, and each evening before sleeping, give thanks 
for the life within you and for ail life, for the good things the Creator has 
given you and others and for the opponunity to g o w  a littie more each 
day. Consider your thoughts and actions of the past day and seek for the 
courage and strength to be a better person. Seek for the things that will 
benefit everyone (Bopp et al, p.75). 
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CHAPTER EIGEIT SNWW'UY'UL 

This journey has been a very long and treacherous one -- but a necessary one. I 

am not sure my joumey wiii ever be over. Through storytelling and research, 1 realized a 

nurnber of things. First, we must take storytelling seriously. Storytelling is a very 

powerful healing and teaching tool. The storytellers al1 shared the healing nature of the 

storytelling process. As the learner. 1 could not have possibly learned what I did without 

storytelling. I continue to be in awe of the storytellers' dedication, commitment and 

honesty. They were there for me in a way that 1 could never have expected. 1 am indebted 

to Belvie, Herman and Delmar for the gifts they have given me. 

As well, through this research I leamed that for First Nations people, we are oniy 

beginning the heaiing path that we need to be on. The Creator and our Ancestors will 

place markers on Our path to assist us as they have done for me through this journey. But, 

we oeed to support each other in whatever way we cm. We need to encourage other 

students to share their stories and fiee their souk. Al1 of the Creators children are an 

essential part of our Nations and we need to al1 work together to be the best we can. .As 

more and more people join us on our healing joumey, we will be a powemil people once 

again. The Creator has given us ail the necessary resources to make our joumey. 

On this joumey, I took many wrong tums. The most profound one for me was 

foiiowing a path that 1 was not intended to be on. This path was leading away from 

myseifas a storyteller. 1 embarked on a joumey of storytelling and then took an abmpt 

turn d o m  the path of academia. Not that storytelling should be excluded fiom academia: 



in fact 1 would argue the opposite. But storytelling needs to be the methodology and the 

process. The essence of my research is storytelling. 

The storytelling joumey (after the devastating detour) brought me doser to 

understanding Qwul'sih'yah'maht (Robina). The learning on this joumey becarne as 

much about myself as it did about the storytellers. Throughout the joumey, 1 cailed on 

Elders, the Creator and my Ancestors to guide, direct and support me. Hych'ka to them, 

they are aiways with me. 

ho the r  learning on my joumey was about Snuw'uy'ul. Snuw'uy'ul is a 

Hul'qumi'num word representing our culture, tradition, language, spirituality, and 

teachings. In essence, Snuw'uy'ul is our way of Me, our way of being on Mother Earth. It 

was not until 1 began to l e m  about Snuw'uy'ul that my grief and sadness around 

residential school made sense. 1 was fïnally able to completely understand the extent of 

the invasiveness of residential school policies. Assimilation and genocide went for that 

very part of our people, our Snuw'uy'ul. When 1 began to include the attack on Our Tth- 

ulhwteen (the spirituai essence of our culture) as a part of assimilation 1 was able to 

finaily perceive the magnitude of harm on our people. 1 was feeling in my sh-qwaluwun 

(heart) the attack on Our Snuw' uy 'ul. Now that we cm clearly see how our spirits and 

hearts were attacked, we can assist each other. It is Our responsibility to Our People to 

take the gifts of knowledge that we have been given and suppon our People. 

I need to take a rest now. My hands go up to you. 1 would like to thank you for 

sharing this joumey with me. Hy'chka to the Creator, the Ancestors, the Grandmothers 

and Grandfathers for supporthg me every step of this joumey. 

Qwul' sih' yah' maht 
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CONSENT FOR PARTICIPATION IN THE RESEARCH 

KUPER ISLAND INDIAN INDUSTRIAL SCHOOL - LIFE STORIES 

My narne is Robina Thomas. 1 am a member of the Lyackson Band of the Coast Salish nation. 1 1 
live in Victoria and am presently anending the ~n ivek i ty  of Victoria working towards my Master 
of Social Work degree. This project is a part of my degree requirements. My thesis supervisor is 
Leslie Brown. If you have any questions or concems regardhi this research project O; of me. you 
c m  cal1 Leslie at (250)383-6450. My home telephone number is (250)38 1-6486. You c m  cal1 
either Leslie or myselt'collect if you have concems or questions. 

This research project will document the life histories of former Kuper Island Indian 
Industrial School (residential school) students. Docurnenting your life history will allow you. as a 
former residential school student, to tell your story in your words. Story telling will allow you to 
validate your pain, your experience, and your history ris a residential school student. Grand Chief 
Phi1 Fontaine believes that "No matter how painful, the stories ofour people must be told and 
heard. Through sharing our past, we cm begin to heal ounelves. our comrnunities, Our people as 
we look to a better tomorrow." 

The cennal focus of this project is your story - your Iife story will be a chapter of my 
thesis. 1 will set up individual personal interviews with you in a place thrit you choose. 
Documenting your tife story will involve meeting with you three or four times and tape recording 
your story. Each interview or meeting will be approximately three to four hours in length. Your 
commitment to the project will require between tweive and fifteen hours. After each meeting. 1 
will transcribe the recording of your story and bring the story back to you for additions. deletions. 
and/or changes. If you have shared something in an interview that you wish to keep confidential. 
this will be omitted from your story. 

Through the use of your story, I will attempt to understand the impact of residential 
school. with a particular focus on identity and healing. Sharing and validating your story can be an 
empowering process. Story telling can be beneficiai for not only you, but for other former 
residential students, your fmily, your community, and for al1 First Nations people. However. this 
process of "reliving" past often painhl experiences can also be traumatic. Tnese experiences may 
cause disruptions in your life. 1 will honour and support your way of dealing with trauma 
(traditional) as well as will provide you with a list of community resources. 

Participation in this project is voluntary. You have the right to withdnw at any time 
without explanation. If you begin with the project and find that for what ever reason you can not 
continue to participate, you c m  withdraw and al1 data colIected up until that time wilt be returned 
to you and none of the information collected will be used for the completion of the thesis. 
Whether you choose to participate or not will have no effect upon services that you are currently 
receiving. 

This is your story, you have the option to either use your own name or be assigned a code 
narne which wili be used throughout your story. If you choose to use your own name. your 
anonymity will be lost. ALI other parties identified in your story will be assigned coded names to 
protect their identity. In the event that your choose to use a code narne. only you and the 
researcher will have access to this information and your identity will be protected. Data wrïtten 
and audio taped will be secured in a locked filing cabinet. hmediatety after transcribing tapes, the 
tapes (your story) will be erased. The transcribed interviews will be kept on the hard drive of my 
personal cornputer and secured with a password know only to me. Back up floppy disks will be 
kept in a locked filing cabinet. All information, including this consent form. will be kept in a 
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locked filing cabinet. My supervisor, Leslie Brown, and cornmittee rnembers Gord Bruyere and 
Christine WeIsh may have access to your story, but al1 identifying information will have been 
coded prior to their seeing your story. Six months after the completion of my research project. al1 
data collected will be destroyed. 

1 understand the purpose, cornmitment and process of telling my story in this research 
project. 

FULL NAME (PLEASE PRWT): 

SIGNATURE: DATE: 
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