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I am a Canadian, Indigenous, Catholic woman. I have spent many hours recently reflecting on what it 
means to be all four.  As a country our recent history has proven with irrefutable evidence, that bad 
things happened in Residential Schools.  Hundreds of unmarked graves, graves with children, hidden 
long ago have now been found.  For a while this story was the number one headline in the news and 
on social media. Flags and t-shirts, marches and sacred circles were the story of the day.  There was 
outrage that 215 unmarked graves were brought to light beside the Kamloops Indian Residential 
School.  
 
When I think about it, this discovery was not a surprise to me. We have heard the stories of hundreds 
of survivors during the Truth and Reconciliation Commission. Hearing about the abuse(s) the children 
were subjected to is mind numbing and heart breaking. Those who have survived those atrocities talk 
about the ones who didn’t survive. Some won’t talk about it all. The wounds have not healed.  The 
Post Traumatic Stress the survivors suffer were often bandaged with self-inflicted band aids such as 
drugs, alcohol or self harm. No this was not a surprise for me.  
 
Historical accounts have revealed that the Residential Schools in Canada were created by our 
Canadian Government and run by religious institutions. We have heard from the survivor’s narratives 
of their experiences with members of various religious orders or institutions. We have heard about our 
priests and sisters inflicting harm on children, of starving children, of denying these children the basic 
necessities of life. This baffles me. The New Testament speaks to the loving and merciful God, to a 
Jesus who asks that all the children come to him. That we are not to cast the first stone unless we 
can say we are sinless. It is our place to see the beauty the Creator made in each one of us. So how 
did this go so terribly wrong?  
 
I am Indigenous.  My paternal grandparents both attended Residential School. My extended paternal 
family is a mess. We have suffered through most every stereotypical native situation you can think of. 
We lost our identity, our language and our culture. I was told not to tell anyone I am First Nation. 
When people found out, I was subjected to name calling and denied entrance into my friends’ homes. 
I have spent most of my life searching for the feeling of belonging. I can say that I have found this 
sense of belonging as I uncover more family I never knew I had, along with discovering information 
about my extended family and in recovering my culture.   
 
I do live in this country called Canada. I am an Indigenous woman who has been impacted by Indian 
Residential Schools created and funded by the Canadian Government and run by organized religions 
including the Roman Catholic faith. So where does this leave me?  It leaves me with a lot of questions 
and very few answers. I believe that healing and reconciliation can be accomplished.  I feel that this 
was a human created tragedy and that as humans we can begin to heal this wrong. The question 
becomes, “Will we”? 
 
 
	
	
	


