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For every Indigenous woman who has ever been called “Pocahontas” — L.C.

For my mother Hazel with thanks — M.B.L.






am always trying to escape—from dangerous

situations, from racist stereotypes, from

environmental destruction in my territory, and
from the assault on my freedom as an individual
and as part of the Nishnaabeg nation. As an
Indigenous person, | have to escape in order
to survive, but | don’t just escape. | hold this
beautiful, rich Indigenous decolonial space inside
and around me. | am escaping into Indigenous
freedom. | am escaping into Indigenous land and

my Indigenous body.

~ Leanne Simpson (Michi Saagiig Nishnaabeg)

RedWoman by Aza E. Abe (Turtle Mountain Ojibwe)
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foreword

“It seemed as if the spiritual and social tapestry they had created for centuries

was unraveling. Everything lost that sacred balance. And ever since, we have been
striving to return to the harmony we once had. It has been a difficult task. The odds
against us have been formidable. But despite everything that has happened to us,
we have never given up and will never give up.”

~ Political leader and author Wilma Mankiller (Cherokee Nation, 1945-2010)

| came to terms with what it meant to be an Indigenous woman in my twenties, around
the same time as the trial of a male serial killer who targeted vulnerable Indigenous
women dominated the news. | was shattered by the very presence of those headlines,
because | knew that with one simple twist of fate, | myself could’ve been listed as one
of the victims.

| had spent most of my life up to that point filled with self-loathing and a sense of
aimlessness. | hadn’t yet realized that the key to finding my direction was directly tied
to finding my place—and pride—as an Indigenous woman.

Too often I’'ve seen, we’ve all seen, those headlines that send shivers down spines, spin
stereotypes to soaring heights, and ultimately shame Indigenous women. Yet when | look
around me, | see so many bright, talented, ambitious Indigenous women and girls, full of
light, laughter, and love.

This book, co-edited with my longtime peer and mentor Mary Beth Leatherdale, gave me
the space to not only write a love letter to all young Indigenous women trying to find their
way, but also to help dispel those stereotypes so we can collectively move forward to a
brighter future for all.

Lisa Charleyboy (Tsilhqgot’in — Tsi Del Del First Nation)




Transform by Tania Willard (Secwepemc Nation)



shawl of memory's emborace

Clear Wind Blows Over The Moon (Cree/Innu-Montagnais/Dene/Megtis)
past
present
future
myriad textures
woven into
the fabric of life
lived
unlived
being
seeing
scene after scene
a shawl of memory’s embrace

adorns futures unknown
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Tear

Linda Hogan (Chickasaw)

I remember the women.
Tonight they walk
out from the shadows
with black dogs,
children, the dark heavy horses,
and worn-out men.

They walk inside me. This blood
is a map of the road between us.
I am why they survived.

The world behind them did not close.
The world before them is stil open.
All around me are my ancestors,
my unborn children.

I am the tear between them
and both sides [ive.

I remember the women.
Tonight they walk
out from the shadows
with black dogs,
children, the dark heavy horses,
and worn-out men.

They walk inside me. This blood
is @ map of the road between ys.
I am why they survived.

The world behind them did not close.
The world before them is still open.
All around me are my ancestors,
my unborn children.

| am the tear between them

and both sides live.

Artwork by Wakeah Jhane (Comanche/Blackfoot/Kiowa)
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Blankets of Shame

Maria Campbell (Métis)

Maria Campbell’s great-grandmother, whom she called
Cheechum, was a niece of Gabriel Dumont, a Métis leader.
Her whole family fought beside Louis Riel during the North-
West Resistance at Batoche, Saskatchewan, in 1885. She
shares what her great-grandmother taught her about how
Indigenous people protect themselves from prejudice in
society and the shame that comes with it.

My Cheechum used to tell me that when the government
gives you something, they take all that you have in return—
your pride, your dignity, all the things that make you a living
soul. When they are sure they have everything, they give you
a blanket to cover your shame. She said that the churches—
with their talk about God, the Devil, heaven, and hell—and
residential schools taught children to be ashamed: we’re all

a part of that government. When | tried to explain to her that
our teacher said governments were made by the people, she
told me, “It only looks like that from the outside, my girl.”

She used to say that all our people wore blankets, each in his
or her own way. Someday, though, she said, people would
throw them away and the whole world would change. When
I got older, | understood about the blanket; I wore one too.

I didn’t know where | started to wear it, but the blanket of
shame was there and I didn’t know how to throw it away.

But the years of searching, loneliness, and pain are over for
me. Cheechum said, “You’ll find yourself, and you’ll find
brothers and sisters.” | have brothers and sisters all over the
country. I no longer need my blanket to survive.
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Enrollment by Ka'ila Farrell-Smith (Klamath/Modoc)
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Rosanna Deerchild (Cree)
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on my first day
of kindergarten

mama weaves
two braids

so tightly
as if they will never let go

too tight i fuss pull
at my temples

she loosens stitches
spit shines them

into long perfect arrows
wraps and wraps

tips into exclamation
points memories

entwined
of her first day at residential school

of falling wisps of hair
of never going home

mama kisses my forehead
lips 2 warm berry

on my brown skin

sends me on my way
i wave smile back

my braids bounce
behind me

a reminder of who i am
always pointing me

back home

lllustration by Danielle Daniel (Métfis)






My Parents’ Pain

“I don’t see trauma as a downfall or a weakness. I see it as a
lesson and a way to build strength. Through Ceremony I faced
myself and saw my pain for what it truly was (intergenerational)
and not my or my family’s fault. My parents” pain is directly
connected to residential schools. I know why my family is
fractured. I can’t imagine going through what they did. I don’t
blame them. I was born to them to show them love and to be the love that they

never knew or never received.”

Madelaine McCallum (Cree/Métis)




#LittleSalmonWoman
Lianne Charlie (Tagé Cho Hudan)

I come from salmon & lattes lodgepole pines & townhouses
fish head soup & Danish pastries
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