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{ L
. She wanted the warm feeling of happines : st came upon her

alcohol wouldn’t allow it. When the Sugar GIWA“,—; >
came, she tried to figure out where it came fromeShe-was angey. with the nuns, The
threatened her and hit her until she’d become what they m

n was that she’d turn mto B i e s,

s There were mornings when the Sugar Girl would wak( up
: Wm Sometimes there would be a man she knew, or even one s

A ok .lying beside her. On these mornings, the Sugar Girl
| The fire at night. The sound of her mother singing an . ' '

7 games, with her brothersiandssisters. But her parents were too o [0 Dack z B |
the bush, to teach her brothers and sisters how.to.hunt-and trap-and make Indian clothing

andiprepare;game-foreatingsThatlife wasgonew/ /1 yro 0

.

As those awful mornings turned into afternoons on the reserve where she lived, and
her body began to feel better, the Sugar Girl questioned whether she even wanted that old
life back. She’d gotten use to and learned to like what the nuns and government had given
her. The soft bed, the radio and its music, the food that was available at the Hudson’s Bay
store. Life was easy. If she was careful with the money the government gave her each month

in exchange for her family’s old hunting grounds and life, Wt there
wa 1ssm%

something. *M{‘ o o\ et yyss'd Ra ¢
| ,/“

When the day came that the Sugar Girl found out she was pregnant, she thought
' maybe this was the thing that was missing. The white doctor informed her that not only was

s sheto have a baby-butshe-had a'disease, something wrong with her body and how it dealt
¢ with allithe'sugar she’'d consume since childhood: ‘You should take better care of yourself,

L 0, }z he said. ‘Many of your people have this problem. Your bodies can’t deal with the awful diet
: r}; Ak you sub)ect}t to, lfyou re not careful, lfyou don’t change your ways,it will kill.yeu.

}

9 ) e i &1 ’i
)
, And so itcame to be that the Sugar Girl gave birth to her sugar baby. She gave him a
M Bible .name,.in the hope that this would help him in his life with white people, and raised her

boy as best she could. She thought back to her own childhood and what he mother would do

o1 when the Sugar Girl was sick or acting up or needed help BW
pr? | There.weren't-too-many.memories-of that time left. ier to do what

(v e was naughty and quie
S andfeedhimthe'samethingsshe ate. o, <! -

S For a short time when she was pregnant and when she was breastfeeding her baby,

the SW But it wasn’t long after that
O{)&L time that she fell into hereld.ways.again. Shessaw it in the grocery store, at the restaurant,

in her home. It had made itself a permanent part of h It was i ﬁS,Slble to s ar,ate
A

7" herself from the thing she had become. Ske 5 ho  Jike o
”{ 5, it OubOn :?4\& 2L
usf’

pﬁ{’j . the Sugar Girl got sicker and sicker. The same sugar that had befriended her and comforted

her as a
enemy from the beginning, eating away at her from the inside out. And by the time it w.

‘the sonsturn help look after his mother, h to was taken away to
QLQ/ S &9 g 0’5 g? \ox ’{‘%k PRI
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But as all things must, this good life would soon come (\ an end. ()m‘dly lH
visit to the 3§i""\‘\"’{ Y (’””P”W post, the father came back n(h an e sat uPh

with his wife and explained to her what he’d been told by lw traders at the post. A 0 lﬁ
residential scho huf been built near the post, and the government had m: de it law that all {P
Anishnabe f."hf.}\u\,;ﬁ must leave their families’ camp and live at this school. ‘It won't be so ku’k‘{
badithe white traders told the young girl’s father. ‘Your children can come back and live

with you for two months every summer. Thing of it this way,’ the white traders s id. "THéY

W
70 agq (oA 0n ok ﬂnor“""")

‘And what if I do not sent them to your residential school?’ the father asked. ‘Then

we are no-longer permitted.totrade'with'you, and the government will se n:: the (‘FHNC
and they will take'yourchildrenanyways, the white traders answered. ((

/madce dzua%;
The young girl’s father told his wife all this, and she cried: She knew they had to do o:{

what the government told them. {_ W.owﬂ] auaytd /\A,H‘/\ NAI/J )

‘We will go deep in the bush where they cannot find us,’ the father said. ‘We will live

the way the grandfathers did, and forget about these white men.’ (.wal)M ' e U
Past tn Pc—a&, rec(Sh m«m( ?V)Wh tle Joetiment’ . j ﬂ “{—f

‘Even this country is not big enough that we can run away from them,” his wife said.
‘They have airplanes that will spot our fire smoke. You won’t have bullets for your gun. You
can no longer shoot a bow well enough to feed all of us. What kind of life would that be for

our childrerﬂw the rest of our lives like rabbits. )2
ol "";j 128 JErum motier 4 Hor

So the young gir¥s parents had no choice but to do w the government told them.
fr___When the geese leﬂ;_@_ autumn, they took the chlldren to the residential school, where

o nuns in-black-habits) with st s, waited for them.
o ‘£ Linhereciy  ghoite 5‘( Mf&(g__h\wclau! ipckent |

nee © The first thifg the nuns did was cut the children’s hair” The boys had their hair cut

) short so that it poked up from their heads. The girls’ hair was cut in straight bangs, the rest
of it hanging above the shoulder so that they could ne-longer braid it as their mother and

grandmothers did. (firsd- M@MP"' at QW 0—{ 00"6'('”‘2 v AR /Ya.m(_g)

The next thing the nuns did was

told them that they were no longe y did, their mouths would b WA L.

washed out with soap and they would be struck with a switch.Some M drl.l/ a
I

the young girl among them, for they thought the nuns were joking. Who would hit the

children, especially with a switch? They'were not dogs! The young girl was en athe T

nun dragged her to a room, put the you girl (; er her knee hiked her school ress tﬂbnd & h

e M o
r JM:‘{ ¢ a resuh ? "‘Q e 5)

That night, and for the next several m ell
crying and the %h n - ngg‘ﬁ” \D(%
missed their parents and the cook-fire aa’gd the sm arh jd eather. (J:t' bLonA S¢
Besides the haircuts and clothing and days filled Wlth% C assrooméba%&‘;(t Oh L

)
K We oddest thing the young girl experienced was the food that the ™™ +

nuns made her eat three times a day. In the morning, she stood in line with the others and 'f”““- [

was given a bowl of grey mush. Then she was given "mﬂkmgau} o‘n the mush But the i ALgu
most interesting thmg was that Shﬁ ;

b
o .
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Shmny Game Melted The Ice” - Richard Wagamese

Back g
home they call me “the one who went away.” S
12

~

W *%‘ !

0|Qinever the Wagamese family gets together, my uncles refér to me that way. They're

E .USh men, those uncles of mine and, having never really been comfortable with
nglish, they lean more towards Ojibway when talking about my family. So, for them, I'll

al
Ways be the “one who went away.”

Wh \‘Fl-[—}/ 7\ _;’r,'\ijl
en | was four | disappeared. | VaAis?x'ed into the maw of the Ontario child V\/eﬁgr'ef

System. For 20 years, the little family | left behind wondered if | was alive and, if | was,

where | was, and what | was like. The man who walked back into their lives was vastlyj\jé 7{~

different to the fat-cheeked little boy who ran so carelessly through the bus{r o ba D
NV ] i &t/
MR PR

It was hardest on my brother. My brother Charles, older, quiet%\:nre refined that i,

could never forget. It was he who, 20 years later, managed to tr 1e down through

children’s aid society records and bring me back home.

We doni@ o much time to visit anymore. Jobs, geography and our personal lives 13

keep usa ike grown- %othﬁe/ﬁrywhere. Telephones, the odd letter scribbled %f:;g
in the midst of the daily sctitry, infregient visits and Christmas cards form the basfs of

our relationship these days.

Al 1 ‘g/* 75 A
£ v ) ?
| miss him. [ééffn{ the double éiiga% absence, we managed to reconnect with each
other and there’s a part of him that travels with me in everything.

One winter he hosted Christmas for the family. | travelled out of the West, and the rest
of the Wagamese clean headed from Ontario to Charles’ home is Saskatoon, where he

was a teacher in a Native cultural survival school.

| arrived a few days before the rest and we had a chance to spend hours and hours
together. One morning stands out through the years.

MmboU-
It had iﬂ,g‘,"f\d the night before and we went out early, standing in the frosty morning
air, skates and sticks in hands, staring at the.drifts that covered thg neighborhood rink. It
was apparent that %’try alone would € J??b skate, we d é’into the task of

clearing the FAK. 72"
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~ the universe. And in this, we are all Indians.

9:1§e it was finished, breath coming in thick clouds from our lungs, we still had the
energy to race each other getting into our gear. This would be the first time we’d ever

skated with each other, despite several long discussions about our mutual love for
hockey. | was 26 and Charles was 29.

At tirst it i : .

AL firstit was tentative. Our passes were soft, unchallenging and our strides loose,
aciial <r : ’ . 0ot ”

casual smooth. We didn’t talk much except to utter the usual low appreciate "nice -,

-~

. ~rd ‘h‘ " ” # .
good one”, “great shot”, and perhaps the odd “ohh” and “ah” at something especially
one done.

Nowadays | realize how very much it was like the development of our brotherhood.

Then someone — | don’t recall which one of us — added a little hip as they swiped the
puck from the other’s stick. Soon the game became a frantic chase, complete with
boneOjarring checks, elbows, trips and over-the-shoulder taunts as we whirled around

and around the rink, each other, and the unspoken effects of 20 years.

We must have kept it up for hours. Finally we collapsed in a sweaty, exhausted heap at
the blue line, arms slapped around each other in what as arguably a clean check, sticks
strewn across the ice, and the puck a forgotten thing tucked away in the corner of the
net.

We lay there for a long, long time laughing through our labored breathing, staring away
across the universe. Brothers. Friends and playmates joined by something far deeper
than a simple game of shinny. This was blood, rekindled and renewed by the enthusiasm

of a pair of boys disguised as men.

Neither of us cared hat passerby might think of a pair of Native men hugging on the ice.
Neither of us cared that the teams streaming down our cheeks might freeze or what
we’d have to walk home in wet blue jeans. All that mattered was that the disappeared
years had finally melted down forever into this one bug between brothers who had

never had the chance to age together.

They call me “the one who went away”. My family and | have to work very hard at
repairing the damage that was cased by the Children’s Aid decision of 1959.a lot of
Native families have. But the one who went away is home and those years have become
a foundation for the future.

| believe that we become immortal through the process of learning to love the ones
with whom we share the planet. | believe that in the heart of ev vho takes the
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Joseph Boyden

Born in Willowdale, Ontario, Boyden was the third youngest of eleven children in a
strict Catholic household with a doctor father and a school teacher mother. Their
winters in suburban Toronto alternated with summer trips to Georgian Bay. Boyden’s
writing to date has been shaped primarily by those atmospheric stories of his father
and uncle and by a two year period in the mid-1990s when he worked as a professor in
aboriginal programs for Northern College in isolated Cree communities along the
western coast of James Bay. Boyden asserts, ‘I will always write about First Nations of
Canada and I will always celebrate First Nations of Canada. And I will always push the

message that needs to be heard'

“Legend of Sugar Girl”

White men gave Indians a lot of gifts. Guns and outboard motors. Television. Coffee.
KFC. Road hockey. Baggy jeans and baseball caps. Rock-and-roll music and cocaine. But

there is ik (/3 olonit  of Sugpense )
Once there was aguamagegisl. She lived far up in the past the Canadian Shield, L
so far up that deer could not survive in that Wlace er father was a hunter an a>{W

trapper. Her mother made her family’s clothing and cleaned the game that the father"ﬂv‘g g

brought home, and her stretched and tanned the hides. They traded these pelts at the S K
Hudson's Bay Company post for some of the wemestikushu'’s, the white man'’s, goods - goods
that that Anishnabe, The Indians, found made life easier in that cost place. They traded lynx
and beaver, moose, and marten and snowshoe hare and mink for flour and bright cloth,

bullets, simple tools and thread.

The young girl had many brothers and sisters, and all of them helped their parents
with cooking and snowing, hunting and trapping. In the winter they kept their home in the

PA bush by the _fit_h_er”sg_a‘p%les, and in the summer they moved camp to the edge of the lake
é.where*ﬂ?h”\"vere plentiful. This young girl wasn't so different from other young girls. She had

¥ a doll and her brothers and sisters to play with. Sometimes they would argue, but most of
the time they got along. The young girl had a good life, especially in the summer, when it
¥ . stayed light until late in the evening and the family would stay up with the light, playing

games a {ovad, —Araslition )

I v A.i«& sum..'g
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' . onto the mush and milk. The sugar made the bland food taste good. The

girl learned to like her breakfast because, of it _ ' '

%ﬁoon, the girl got the habit of‘é!}% : ap g, \ "4

2(5 pocket. During the day, when she was bored or felt | U and 4 aq
[ placed it in the sugar in her pocket, then stuck her finger in her mouth without any of lhnm

Wnuns noticing. She was very careful doing this, for if the nuns saw, they would surely beat (
her with a tamarack switch. (on -

She G

The days turned to weeks turned to months.4

. purpose. Always, when they were caug ey | s washed out with soap and

~ were given a switching on the bare skin of their behinds. The young girl noticed that even
the bravest boys, who on a dare would look a nun in the eye and insult her in Cree could still
be heard crying quietly as they fell asleep. The nights were the worst; nuns creeping like
ghosts between the beds and hushing the children with their bony fingers to their lips. The
young girls looked forward to mornings.

When the children were very good, they were given a hard candy, sweet and
brightly coloured that they sucked on until the candy became a sliver, then disappeared.
These were even better than the white sugar to the young girl. The flavour was deeper,
thicker. It made her think of the warm sun on her skin, and made her feel the way you feel
when you wake up in the morning and realize the day is all yours. The grey days of
residential school passed more quickly with hard candy.

Spring came, and the children talked about soon gM " - 'Ililiii‘i'
by:the lakes:andrivers. This prospect made the children happy and, when they were happy,

- they behaved well. The nunw. The young girl thought
Lo it would be a good idea to bring some of this candy home with her. She even began doing
: ./ favours for the other children, making their beds, tickling their backs, even giving away part
~,, ofherdinnerin exchange for candy.

P
v §f o

It wasn’t long before she became possessed by the idea of hoarding candy, if she
could get enough of it, she could have candy all the time and her days here would be much
~/ ‘happier-She begged and finagled and traded so much that soon the other children began to

3o L".Whey began calling her the Sugar Girl. Some of them meant it to
' but the Sugar Girl was proud of her new name. The other children began to

’

' admire her-i . Before long, they called her this
name as a sign.of respect. P e
s dare ¥ = LA DD DY w2, Y T\ oA
/ y«{ Py @l_{‘ o ChorN ¢ tu o \ \'\j d ]

~_ Summer was a strange time for the Sugar Girl and her brothers and sisters. 'l‘he} had

D onjmalembaibliiiiatiikemiaadansninpansalyest, 20 for the first long part of
v the summer, whenever they spoke C ut loud, something inside them flinched tense for a

ee
beating. L‘c:j {'C/hf?ﬂ// O/ﬁ ﬁ\fff”f -{?O;J( flom _ﬁ{’(h@ b e rr aun ._K,Jz o
oy st ;

‘as summers do. Years passed quickly, as ) S0. ba

i

‘ Summer passed quickly,
summer as the children grew, 0

ntil a time came when the Sugar Girl and her brothers and s ters could b

‘language, unt
talk with their parents anymore:— Lu'f Q. L\‘Mj —Flgt
T b & 2 > i 7
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ind father tried to live life as thev'd alw ws lived it Father went it on the

- ~ ; ‘ sAng - uulw
her Kept their home. But they were growling older,
> 0 cut and clean a m od is a voung man's worl \M‘llﬂl o

ent v do what other parents werc
part f‘«-"n!llH” Imitted that Hn\ had to do what 0 &)

Ath , s bit of
erve where the residential school w e and, with the little b

food and neces:
vhien he thought

were like two

"neive

The years passed, and the Sugar Girl grew up and eventually came to ‘ealhuthe
tial school ho o As she grew taller,

e nuns’ food was very different from her f: imily’s food. }l h;
{
sauces, the desserts, the sweet teas and soda pops she discovered - all of them were thic

with sugar. In some strange way, this food that she ate and grew to love teplaced what had

been taken from her, and WW1

Ithough i i she was
e. Even though the nuns were generous with their whipping, they also gave

her the thlngs she needed her clothing, her food but what they neglm ted to glve o wveau
fin (02 )

{
)

The governmentments little. It was

strange to realize that now she was free to see her parents, she rarely did. She FOTOvITm—

is fact made her feel as though she’d lost
something very important, and when the up from inside her, she blunted it

w1th sugar in its many forms. [ ¢ ¢ S £ fu ¢
. / 9 9 /4 e 2

oy + %

For all the pleasant feelings that these sweet things brought her, the Sugar Girl

began to notice the ipnmadfsshs. He W Her
skin had suffered too, as the poor diet ate away at that as well. She notlcedJ-hWe

We felt run down and got horri

| = "o

On her 20t birthday, the Sugar Girl’s friend gave her her

night s : hen she’d been given he‘rh
made things seem brighter, warmer. It made her happy and made her
laugh. It made her forget.

ne friend said st
form. ’m on ? said to Her tgat mggt, ang sEe iaughed and

laughed until tears flowed. —(LAw(<  [p. . A

For the first hour or so

%rmal, and that was nice. But

when they continued to drink, the laughing turned to sad

MgO (/bSc O)Lf/b(/va( e - T ATy [y









