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Before ’rhe shodow fell There Were beo’rlng drums,
HeorTbeoT pulsmg from ’rhe eor’rh a hormonlc hum

Of s’rorles corrleol on ’rhe thick woodsmoke air,

o Brolded in ’rhe scent of swee’rgross held in No’rlve prayer |

There wos ’rhe worm’rh of honols that knew their own
A Ionguoge of |ove roo‘red deep in. |o|ood onol s’rorles

A wor[oI where every ch|lo| had spoce to grow, |

WGTChed by The elolers who wou|o| help them know o

The rhy’rhm of rhe rlver the. fores’r s groce

‘.G'ener_q’rlonscon’r_o_rneol |n.o..n_e-r_smcr|.l foce._ W

They come ond swooped up ’rhe chrlolren

Wrere ’rhe vrllonns

In foise pre’rences of go
Clool in block robeol srlence-_:__ _,W|’rh poper clolms g
To ’rrode ’rhousonds of splrl’rs for ne.w splrl’ruol ChGInS..-" ‘,

e e They come for smo” honds ’rho’r should never |e’r go |
e For ’rlny ‘feet that klcked W|Th heovy groons

'_-.,";They come to breok The c1rc|e ond s’rop The donces of roln,_ =
& . Anol sow a seed of unfomlllor poln |
A mo’rher s cry, swollowed by ’rhe gore
Of a c|osmg |ofch upon a heovy door.

InS|de ’rhe walls, ’rhe Greq’r Forge’rhng begon

A sys’remo’rlc sou[—crushlng p|on



The smssors bll’ dnd sacred brcnds fell ‘
: ‘-‘Therr once Joyful splrr’rs now despero’re to ov0|d ‘l'l’]IS = he||
e The nomes ’rherr grondmorhers had sung at brr’rh
Wos burred in plo’rs of sterile earth,
| Reploced by numbers shou’red cold, and s’rork
% A Ionely echo fodrng in ’rhe dork
And ’rhe |onguoge ThoT had held ’rhelr world m’rooT
Wors beo’ren from ’rhelr ’rongues a senseless ooT
A whlspered crrme be’rween ’rrembllng beds 7
Whlle forelgn proyers Were hommered in ’rhelr heods
The hunger wos a ghos’r ’rho’r never slep’r
A hollow spooe where love should hove been kep’r
Fed wo’rery gruel ond breod os hord os s’rone

Lef’r ohrldren ochlng ’fo ’rhelr very bones -

Boys forced ’ro work llke men be1c 'e' "rh'elr ’rlme hod come '-

Thelr ll’rfle bodles broke

1 e|r splrr’rs numb

And |n ’rhe qure’r dreod of dormr’rory nlgh’rs
EX'l'IthISl‘leCl were ’rhe ohlldren s frogrle lrgh’rs
ot They speok now for ’rhe ones who were never found
o e ’rlny ghos’rs in unoonsecro’red ground |
And for bobles born of v1olence ond of shome 4

Who never hod a ||fe or bore a nome



| Th'ei'r silen’r' eoreoms-dre Woven' in the |"dnd" =
A ’rru’rh the World mus’r |eorn ’ro unders’rond
~ But evenin ’rho’r bl’r’rer Wln’rer of ’rhe soul
A seed of frerce deflonce Would start o grow
| A Whlspered word a s’rolen piece of. bredd
SO Iove of home remolns msrde ’rhelr hedd
The ch||dren Who would run.into The frost,.
To rec|d|m ’rhe |ovmg World that they hdd |os’r

The poren’rs Who Would flgh’r WI'|'|’1 fls’rs dnd ’reors

A ,-.To bd’r’rle bdck ClgCIInS‘I' ’rhe d’rrocmes of The s’rolen yedrs

The sprrl’rs hke ’rhe erlow, |edrned to bend
And promrsed '|'hCI'|' '|'hlS horror Wos no’r ’rhelr end
For in ’rhelr heor’rs, fe qure’r ember glowed
And on Thd’r s’rreng’rh a heollng Journey s’rrode

The surwvors rose; ’rhelr vorce cleor dnd s’rrong, .

e -"[; ‘ To ’res’rn‘y ogdlns’r a cen’rury of Wrong
Thelr brovery, a flre in ’rhe nlgh’r

Demondlng ’rho’r ’rhe dorkness come to ||gh’r
And now ’rhey dsk for more ’rhorn Jus’r regre’r
More ’rhon an dpology for a. no’rlon s deb’r

They osk for keys ’ro unlock every door

5 To every sedled repor’r ond every floor

Of orchlves holdlng secre’rs bound ond deep, -

Whlle genero’rlons of ’rhelr people Weep



_ lee them ’rhe nomes ’rhe records ond ’rhe promc |
lee ’rhem ’rhe names on ’rhe rof’rers of ’rhe broken roofs, _
So They can- plece ’roge’rher bone by bone - '
The s’rory of. eoch child who died olone |
For Jushce |s ’rhe ’rW|n of ony peoce _
And onIy WITh ’rhe Whole ’rru’rh con sorrow ceose
And heollng e po’rh ’rhe people lead,
By plon’rlng now, a new and SGcred seed
I’r |s |n the drums '|'hC1‘|'-I‘|' flnds its voice once more
7_-‘I’r is in ’rhe Indrgenous |onguoge spoken on ’rhe shore
Sl I’r isin ’rhe chllolren Who Ieorns ’rherr people s Woys o 7

And live in ’rhe ||gh’r,_;f‘{:'o|| ’rhelr comlng doys

s So |e’r ’rhe no’rlon honor every sTolen Indlgenous soul e

For |’r 1s Tlme ’ro mourn reflec’rf”o—nd moke Whole

Tho’r ’rhelr memory is no’r;-_o“;foded scor
i is a reS|||en’r brlgh’r ond‘?burnlng s’ror
For every chlld who Was so crueHy ’roken |
A genero’rron s sprrl’r hos owo kened
They WI” no’r Ie’r ’rhelr s’rory be erosed _
Thelr Iove ’rhelr ||gh’r ’rhelr sprn’r is embroced
For ’rhe chlldren a noﬁon WI” remember ’rhem
' '_ ‘ ’rhey WJ” be heord
And ’rhe start of heolrng wrll flnolly be ’rherrs

S’ror’rlng WI'H’] ’rhelr s’rorles in ’rhelr own Words



Sugarcane

The camera pans to the front,

Of a building that was once considered
Made for “education”.

Land that was silenced,

Children’s voices captured in moments
Erased by ignorance.

Survivors scream for acknowledgement
And silence broken.

Their stories are our knowledge,

Truth flowing

Discipline dissolving

Restoring what was stolen.

Sugarcane fields whisper in the wind,
Resilience, perseverance and strength
A reminder of the memories alive.
Foundations rebuilt,

Stronger, deeper,

Refusing to be hidden any longer.

We Were Children

Two stories told both different than the
last,

Hands small,

Taken from their past.

Unknown language demanded of them,
When their dreams are carried by another.

Inside their names stripped away,

Hair cut,

And tears silently swallowed in the dark.
The walls heavy with “prayers”

Once not belonging to them.

Outside their stories survive,

Grief, strength, anger and resilience.

We must listen

And in our listening must carry the weight
together.

No erasure, no forgetting.

Honouring the children

Who walked in and out

Of those solid, despicable doors.
And of those

That walked in... but never out.



For some, September is a time for new beginnings,
A season for reflection,
New classrooms, new learnings, new responsibilities.

For others, the cooling wind carries memories -
Days when strength was demanded
Against things no child should have faced.

Pages heavier than paper.

Testimonies spoken in breath,

Painful pauses.

Trees rustling in the fall,

While films in mostly English recount
Horrors done by mostly English hands.

| was not there.
| do not carry those long days,
Or long nights, in my body.

But | will carry their echoes,

Their stories,

And remember the weight -

And the strength,

And ensure that future generations know
What happened on these lands.

Itis our duty to listen,
To learn,

To witness,

And to say ‘never again’.
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Today,
1 sit with a heaviness in my chest,
a silence that feels sacred.

Sugarcane showed me a community digging,
hands in the earth,

hearts searching for truth.

Grief and courage side by side

a reminder that reconciliation

is not just a word

but a movement of bodies,

a chorus of voices that refuse to be quiet.

Then came We Were Children.

Lyna. Glen.

Their names stay with me,

their stories echo

in the corners of my mind.

1 felt their fear,

their loneliness,

as if  were standing in that empty dormitory
with the sound of church bells

swallowing the air.

“I'was told I was going to school, but I didn’t know I wouldn’t be coming home.” — Lyna
“They made me believe I was nothing. That my people were nothing.” — Glen
“We were always hungry. I'd eat scraps from the pig pail.” — Glen

These words root themselves in me,
their weight refusing to leave.

Why was I not taught this?

Why did my own education skip over these truths?
The films have pulled back the curtain,

and now I cannot look away.

Healing is not straight and neat.
1t spirals



grief, anger, silence, strength
all living together,
all necessary.

“I tell this story because it’s not just my story — it’s our story.” — Glen
“Speaking the truth is how we heal.” — Lyna

I carry gratitude

for those who speak

when silence would be easier.

And I carry a promise

that one day, in my own classroom,
T will teach the truth,

even when it is heavy,

because only truth can heal.



A bell rang that silenced homes.
Their braids cut,
thelr voices hushed,
their laughter broken by hymns
that were never theirs.

Names were stolen,
replaced by whispers.
Languages silenced.
Graves hidden.

Under the shadow of control,
bodies laid restless.
Hushed by the ground,
and left screaming with treachery.

Voices scream boundlessly from the earth.
The soil, which held the children.
The tree roots,which hugged the children.
The grass,which blanketed the children.

The earth,
protecting the younsg.

The silence echoed through homes,
and created a roar.

The noise, spread across communities.
Spread across the nation.
Spread across the world.

Spread across generations.
Falling on deaf ears.

Time could not heal these wounds.
Lies could not cover the maltreatments.
These children could not be silenced forever.

he world listens now.




| found the videos we watched this week to be incredibly powerful, and |
want to sincerely thank you for curating such a thoughtful course. The
materials have been both engaging and eye-opening, offering new
perspectives and stories that continue to deepen my learning. | am finding
this course not only extremely interesting but also highly relevant to my own
practice, and | tfruly appreciate the effort you have put into compiling such
meaningful resources. As | was reflecting on the films, | even felt inspired to
write a short haiku poem.

Stolen from their land
Orange the colour of hope
We shall do better






Sugarcane (Haiku)
Whispers from the past,
Unmarked graves tell silent tales,

Healing winds now blow.

We Were Children (Acrostic)

Remembering those lost,
Every child’s pain unseen,
Silent tears,

Innocence lost,

Lifting spirits from dark times,
Igniting new hope,

Ending the cycle,

Never forgetting the past,
Courage growing,

Every child matters,



Stories on my Screen

| sat in my room,

comfortable, safe,

a roof above me,

watching Sugar Cane and We Were Children.

On the screen,

the camera lingered on faces,
children forced into silence,
their laughter stolen,

their language taken.

| saw my grandfather there,
his bed screwed into the floor,
his childhood fastened down
in a building that now

teaches history without always
telling the truth of its own walls.

We Were Children made me ache

to think of him so small,

navigating days of fear and loss.
Sugar Cane showed me the courage
of survivors speaking back,

turning memory into testimony.
Through their voices,

| heard his story echo.

And | thought of me,

an Indigenous woman,

living safely at home,

because my family and ancestors fought for
that. | can teach Ojibwe,

be paid for what was once punished,

share words once silenced,

because he endured.

These films do not end
when the credits roll.
They live in my heart,

in my classroom,

in my promise

to carry his story forward,
to make sure

| will not forget.

| will not let others forget.
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