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My name is Sylvia Scow and I am the Manager of Indigenous Protocol
at Vancouver Island University. I would like to acknowledge that I am
on Snuneymuxw First Nations territory and thank Snuneymuxw for
the opportunity to live, laugh and learn on their traditional territory.
I am from Liidlii Kue First Nation, and I am Dene from the Deh Cho
Region. I work with Indigenous students at Vancouver Island University
Thuy’she’num Tu Smun’eem (Indigenous Summer Camp) for Grades 8-12.
Due to COVID-19, our summer camps were revised to an online summer
mentorship program to Indigenous youth in Grades 10-12. The youth and
the camp coordinators adapted to this new version of being together and
created a community through Zoom. There were seven weeks of learning,
drumming, spending time with Elders, writing and reflecting. The closing
ceremony included presentations from the youth which were impactful,
thoughtful and honest. Their understanding and self-awareness were
reflected in their writing, and this journal/booklet is a positive message
that Indigenous youth are strong, resilient and smart individuals who
know who they are as Indigenous people and are aware of the challenges
ahead. Their commitment to this project and for sharing their truth is an
indication of the good work they will do in the future.
In closing, I would like to thank and acknowledge The Peter Cundill
Foundation for their continued support in working with, and creating
opportunities for, Indigenous youth.
Sylvia Scow
Manager, Indigenous Protocol
Office of Aboriginal Education & Engagement
Vancouver Island University
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Becoming One
I question my identity. As someone Indigenous with white privilege, I find
myself pushing my Indigenous side to the shadows when in predominantly
white areas and inviting it back in places where I know I am the least
educated about my ancestry. I attend a feast every four years and think I
am doing enough. I’m not. My white privilege creates a disconnect from my
culture. To be white in a white world, who am I to complain? The privileges
that affect my ties between my culture allow me to walk freely without
judgement and allow me opportunities without doubt. My white privilege
enables me to be viewed in a lens that does not see lazy, dirty, addicted.
It is a disguise that allows me to live an easy life, a disguise in which I hide
behind. I recognize that I don’t face the same discrimination as those who
are visibly First Nations, but I still hear the racist comments that hide behind
being passed off as a harmless joke, and it angers me. It angers me that
people make jokes about the abuse Indigenous people endured, yet they
don’t see my grandmother crying at the thought of her past. It angers me
that with their lack of knowledge on Indigenous issues, they still consider
themselves qualified to teach me about my people. It angers me that some
still disrespect the culture that they tried to take away from us but couldn’t.
Do they fear the resilience of my people? I no longer want to hide my
Indigenous shadow. Let it live equal to my white self. Let me raise the voices
of my ancestors because of the privileges I have to do so. Let the ignorant
people be ignorant—I will learn in order to teach them. Instead of living with
two identities, I will live with both harmoniously. I am Indigenous and white
not or. Moving forward in my journey, I will utilize my gifts of knowledge
and privilege—not to hold it above those without it, but to offer them my
hand. Martin Luther King once said, “Injustice anywhere is a threat to justice
everywhere.” I know I have room to grow—where are you at?
–Jamie Coukell
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I’m Native
I’m tired
Tired of listening to lies
I’m tired
Tired of teachers telling me things about my culture
I’m tired
Tired of waiting
I’m tired
Tired of worrying
My sisters have not gone missing
...Yet
I have not gone missing
...Yet
I’m tired
Tired of trying to fit in
I’m tired
Tired of hearing Indians get free land
I’m tired
Tired of being tokenized at my school
I’m tired of always needing to explain my intentions
I’m tired
I’m tired that nobody asks me how I’m doing
I’m tired
I’m tired of tiptoeing around your white privilege
I’m Native
and I’m just so tired
–Nicole Richardson
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Reflection: It was an honour to help coordinate this virtual camp for the
youth. Each brought their own special gifts to make it an unforgettable
experience. It reminds me of how our ancestors each had their specialized
roles to match their strengths, such as fisherman, medicine person, or
storyteller. Individually they were important, and together they formed a
community that was self-sufficient and successful throughout whatever the
different seasons brought.
–Sheena Robinson, camp administrator
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Eternal Mentorship
Recently I have been teaching my Grandma, or Ts’iits’ as I call her, sarcasm.
She doesn’t really understand it, but she tries. I remember I had this friend
over for the first time, and they stayed for dinner. Everything was going
pretty well, and then Ts’iits’ shouts, “Jamie’s better than Maggie” and
laughed like she just hit everyone with a killer punchline from the joke of the
century. I processed that insult she threw at me out of love and laughed;
Ts’iits’ can say anything to me, and I always smile.
Since I was born, my Grandparents have always been around; they are like my
second parents but without the nagging. In a way they are my teachers and
my cheerleaders, always setting me straight yet boosting my confidence and
showering me with love. I know with them in my life my bad days will always
turn good, and I will never feel alone. My Ts’iits’ supporting me from the
ground and my Papa looking out for me from above.
Earlier this year, my family suffered a loss when my Papa lost his battle to
cancer. I miss him every day, but I know he’s in a better place and that I
will see him again one day. It hit my Ts’iits’ quite hard, but day by day she
has proven to be the strongest woman I have ever met. In her grief I’ve
had the pleasure of hearing her love story. It was a kind of love that is rare,
overcoming so many obstacles and lasting until the end.
She fell in love with him at first sight in the post office, and since that day he
only had eyes for her. They struggled through the racism, with him being
Caucasian and her being Gitxsan, which should not be a problem, but society
is strange and rarely sees the beauty in people’s differences. Nevertheless,
they got married which resulted in their “I do’s” and my Ts’iits’ losing her
status card. At the time, when a First Nations woman married a white man,
they’d lose their status card; since then she has gotten her status back, due
to the government finally realizing that they have no right to punish someone
for loving a man regardless of the colour of their skin.
My grandparents are my rock and every day I find myself so privileged to
be so close to them. They have taught me to be generous, and that food
especially is a great way to share kindness. They have taught me to be wary of
the world but still find ways to embrace it. They have shown me true love, and
I know it exists. “A child needs a grandparent… to grow a little more securely
into an unfamiliar world.” — Charles and Ann Morse.
Thank you Ts’iits’ and Papa for everything.
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–Maggie Coukell
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Racism: A Virus
Like many of those who deny the severity of the pandemic, the high school
setting is a place where serious issues are largely ignored; racism is chief
among them. Though often not aggressive or outward enough to warrant
labels like hate crimes, the racism that I’ve bore witness to throughout
high school has, on occasion, fostered into something with more drastic
consequences.
Because of my lighter complexion, I’ve been fortunate enough to dodge
most racist remarks that are otherwise common-place in that setting. That
isn’t to say I haven’t experienced any, but I am certainly lucky that it’s as
infrequent as it is. However, I witness small everyday things that, depending
on circumstance, could slowly wear someone down. I often hear negative
comments about or towards my friends, or even those who I don’t know
personally, that are quite obviously about race. Some days it’s so obvious
that it astounds me that people who are legally still children are capable of
such malice and have the audacity to feign ignorance by declaring it’s “just
a joke.” But most days it’s the constant comments and energy being used
to fend off stereotypes that can wear someone down.
One might dismiss these harmful remarks as “simply minor indiscretions.”
They may even think we should be grateful that things aren’t as bad as they
once were….
To a certain degree, perhaps they’re right. But think of what would happen
if we all simply dismissed Coronavirus because it statistically won’t hurt the
strongest of us; just because it won’t hurt us doesn’t mean it won’t hurt
anyone. To imply that there is no issue of racism rampant in Canada or in
the world to this day just because it hasn’t affected many of us is the same
type of denial. One day it will catch up to us because I honestly think racism
will grow just like this virus if left unchecked.
							 –David McNab
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Reflection: Every summer since these camps started they have been
similar and very different. Similar in the way that we did not have much of
an idea what these camps would like, but we knew the end result would
be amazing. While also being different with new team members and youth
each summer, making these camps the experience of a lifetime. This
summer was that exactly: not knowing what an online format would look like
or how it would go as we started, but in the end the result was the same.
The youth themselves grew while touching the lives of everyone involved
in the camp. From the youth’s protocol and how they took pride in learning
and expanding their knowledge of how to properly introduce themselves,
to how they listened and respected our guest speakers every Zoom session.
Each summer the youth have changed my life, whether it be learning a
different perspective or learning something about myself, and this summer
was no different. Even in an online format the youth were engaged and
taught the councillors a thing or two. And in the unfortunate event that
we have to continue an online format next summer, I know it will be just as
amazing as the past camps.
Gilakas’la
–Sheldon Scow, camp coordinator
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Friendly Strangers
They were good friends
But… he left
And she left too
Five winters passed
Before they saw each other
They small talked
But there was unfamiliarity
They talked some more
Just like the winters
The time had passed
Once again…they left
As if
They were strangers
–Nicole Richardson

Reflection: During the summer, mental health became a big priority for
all. While attending the summer camp, I learned to value the importance
of mental health—and not just my own. Seeing how different situations
affected others allowed me to sympathize and understand. The most
valuable thing I have taken from this camp experience is being able to
recognize this and to better deal with it.
–Talela Manson, camp youth
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The white house
The white house stood at the corner of Wild Thorn and Seaglass.
In that white house lived a white man and a red woman.
The white house had white walls and white cabinets.
White dishes and white curtains.
The white house smelt of bannock and canned fish.
In the white house, there lay an English dictionary that the red woman
would read.
Every day she read.
She read every word in the book until smoke from the burning dinner crept
through the white house like a memory she hoped would slip away.
The white man loved the red woman’s cooking.
The white man loved the red woman.
Together in that white house, they lived.
They lived without resentment of the past.
Outside of the white house lived a white document
that said the red woman was no longer entitled to her red rights.
Outside of the white house lived a white grocery clerk
who followed the red woman around the grocery store.
Outside of the white house lived a white teacher
who broke the red woman.
The white man loved the red woman
And together they lived in the white house,
Nothing else.
–Jamie Coukell
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My Homeschool/Online School Experience
My name is Kaylee Thomas, and I’m a classically trained Ballet dancer. I love
ballet and all the other styles of dance. When I was 11 years old, I decided
I wanted to do my schooling online so I could be in the dance studio more.
I’d love to be a ballet dancer someday, and this studio program would
help me greatly. In the program, I would go to the dance studio at 8:00 am
and start with my schooling. The school portion of the day lasted for three
hours. In those three hours, we would have a tutor who would help us with
our schoolwork and make sure we were being productive in the short time
we had. After that we would go to our dance classes. Our dance portion
for the day would last anywhere from 3-6 hours. Each dance class lasted
between an hour and a half to two hours. The program I was in was very
competitive, not as much with each other as with every studio around us.
We did kind of compete with each other in the sense that we would see
how the girl beside us was improving and that made us want to work ten
times harder to get better than that girl. At 11 years old, that was a little
damaging to my self-confidence. I have never been the best at school, so
when other girls in the program were really smart and got good grades it
made me feel a little bad about myself. I also danced with two girls who are
a few years younger than me. Because these girls were placed at my level,
I started to feel bad because they were so young and at such a high level.
I began to push myself way too hard, and I now have some injuries that are
permanent. This self-doubt in myself has continued to this day, but now I’m
working on not comparing myself so much to others and focusing on myself
and how much I can improve.
As I went into grade 10, I realized I needed to go back to public schooling
as my grades were not the best they could be. I knew what I wanted to do
after high school, and I knew I needed better grades to do that. So just last
year I took a step back from dance, meaning I went into a lower-level group
and went to a public school for the first time in five years. At first it was hard
because I didn’t know anyone. I knew a few girls who danced at my dance
studio but had no interest being around me in a school setting. I was also
sick a lot because I hadn’t been exposed to that many germs while I was
online schooled because I was always around the same people at the same
places. Once I met people and got used of how demanding the teachers
were, I did well and my grades picked up. I was miserable at dance because
of the low level I was dancing at, but it was worth it for the schooling. Now,
because of Covid, for my graduating year, I can go back to dancing long
hours at a competitive level and go to public school.
–Kaylee Thomas
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Reflection: It is experiences like these that I will take with me for the
rest of my life. I never thought that I could leave a Zoom meeting feeling
empowered and supported from people whom I never met before, but I
was proved wrong. This program taught me to be proud of all the parts
that make me who I am. This program showed me that there are people
out there who have confidence in my ability to be a leader, an educator,
and a learner. This program gave me the opportunity to reconnect with
my culture while meeting inspiring people who all share a similar goal of
wanting to encourage the future success of Indigenous youth. With the
knowledge I have acquired from this program, I will continue to learn
myself and teach others in hopes that we can continue to emphasize the
importance of Indigenous learning and support.
–Jamie Coukell, camp youth
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My Journey of Being an Uncle
While I am already uncle to two little girls, my nephew, Hunter, who was
premature and had to stay in the hospital for 6 weeks, is my first nephew. He
had a lot of health problems, but then he got better throughout the time he
was in the hospital. He finally got to come home and then everybody had
to help because everything was underdeveloped. My role now is looking
after him when others can’t and making sure he can fall asleep. Thankfully,
I haven’t had to change his diaper yet! He is little now, but I look forward to
the time when I can help him as he gets older. Then I can take on the role of
being an uncle who he can look up to. As one of his mentors, I would lead
by example, showing him how to be a gentleman and treat others kindly.
But before he gets too old, I hope to get him involved on sports teams, like
basketball, where I can teach him to dribble and shoot. I look forward to
buying him his first pair of basketball shoes.
–Landon Brooks

Reflection: The technology generation were unknowingly well prepared
for the online mentorship program. The facilitators and Squle’eq’ got to
learn and mentor each other during this time when no one was prepared
to switch from in-person to online. With the amount of screen time, it was
vital that we took selfcare more seriously with a focus on our eye care. This
summer program has proved that people can have fun, learn, mentor, and
create online.
–Hayden Taylor, camp coordinator
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As I See Myself
I am the house of cards on a windy day
The hot snow
The cold sun setting in the east
And the clouds of an evening sky
I am the black licorice
The rolling credits of a movie
I am the streak of grey in the young woman’s hair
The undertow of the sea
I foam at the mouth
I am the thorns of a yellow rose
The burnt marshmallows
The lion in the chickens’ coop
The skeletons in my closet
The dictionary with missing pages
I am the hope in hopeless
I am the spark before the fire
I am the window on a rainy day
I am that pot of gold at the end of a rainbow
–Nicole Richardson
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Reflection: Looking back on the ‘Su’luqw’a’ Community Cousins Online
Summer Mentoring Program, I have come to realize that our essential
teachings would rise to the surface in an organic flow that was shared by all
who participated. Our experiences would naturally connect and develop
into a holistic, culturally significant learning that will stay with us for years to
come. Launching the Online Summer Mentoring Program was very similar
to starting a new school year, filled with many unknowns and uncertainties.
We did not know how many of the youth would be joining us, from where,
what our commitment levels would be or what would be expected from
us as a virtual summer camp. Since a virtual summer camp was unfamiliar
territory for all of us, we had difficulty envisioning what traditional
teachings, cultural craft activities and sharing of information would look
like through the world of Zoom. However, what we did know was that this
summer camp would be to develop the youth’s confidence, their voice and
a celebration of their self-expression through leadership skills that would
improve not just their world but also the world around them.
–Noreen Mchale, camp coordinator

Reflection: I didn’t know Zoom calls could have such an impact on my
life until this program happened. I was able to connect and learn with
everyone. We went into depth about communication. We accomplished
activities that helped me learn more about myself.
I was excited about what would happen next, and the online ‘Su’luqw’a’
Summer Mentorship Program helped me connect more easily with the
‘Su’luqw’a’ Community Cousins.
–Nicole Richardson, camp youth

20

2020: Dealing with the Stresses
of a Global Pandemic
10, 9, 8… it’s the final moments of 2019. People are cheering and standing
around the tv for the countdown. It’s the calm before the storm.
7,6,5,4… we are counting away the year, saying goodbye. We get our
airhorns and get the positions we want to start this new year. Standing in
anticipation, we embrace the calm before the storm of cheers.
3,2,1. “HAPPY NEW YEAR!” It’s at that very moment it seems like the entire
world around me just erupts around me. Cheers are heard from every house
in the neighborhood with various whistles, horns, and noisemakers tossed
into the mix. Fireworks shoot into the sky, shimmering in the night. After the
party dies down and a rush of exhausting hits everyone, we finally lay down.
Thinking and dreaming of all the new opportunities this new year will bring
to us. What new year resolutions am I going to keep or throw away? It was
exciting to witness a new decade, a new year. Little did we know that 2020
was going to be one of the worst years our world has witnessed...
The Beginning
The beginning of the year feels so long ago, but, back then, it seemed
like nothing could go wrong. We still had a fresh start to the year, we had
resolutions still going on, but then it all went downhill from there. Little did
we know in January that we had a looming pandemic coming our way, and
the first case was already in Canada. Little coverage was made of it; instead,
rumors abound. The scrambling from class to class with lunch somewhere
in between left room for a lot of gossip. And the transition from winter into
spring brought new stories every day. It wasn’t until the final week of school,
the one before spring break, where everyone became concerned. Covid19
cases were getting closer and closer west. No one knew how soon the
disease would arrive.
Those two weeks of spring break were just enough to close down schools
all across Canada. March 30th was the day students in BC were supposed
to go back to school—that didn’t happen. It was our first day with the new
normal. Online classes, designated shoppers, social-distancing orders, and
frequent hand washing were the new normal. It was an uncertainty many
people had worried about that had now become true. It started to feel like
a reality, with some of the scenes feeling like something out of a movie, but
we were living it. We were experiencing history, a global pandemic, and it’s
unlikely any of us will ever experience something such as this ever again. It’s
mindboggling to think about, but it’s even crazier to think how easily some
of us adjusted, while others didn’t. I’m not speaking on behalf of the anti21
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maskers; I can’t even get into how unintelligent and selfish it is not to follow
mask and social distancing protocols. I’m talking about people like you and
me, people who are taking the pandemic seriously and who understand the
risk. This fear that we have comes with anxiety and trauma. I don’t know if
you actually have trauma or anxiety, or if you even believe in the virus or not,
but you don’t need to for you to understand and sympathize with all the
experiences people have been going through. That’s one of the reasons we
wear masks—to protect others, those who will be most affected.
Living with COVID-19
As I write this, I am sitting on the ferry with my face mask, scared of the
people walking by. Certain things have become fears for me during this
pandemic, and I don’t know if others share the same fear or anxiety I do.
Right now, being around people and in areas where large numbers of
people are leaves me overanalyzing and self-conscious. I am aware of how
close I am to people and the easiest way down an aisle. I often decide it
is just easier to stay home. My house has been a safe haven during this
quarantine, being the only place where I don’t need to be cautious of what
I touch or what I am doing around people. Restrictions are our new normal.
Masks, hand sanitizer, social distancing, quarantine, and handwashing
are the new way of living. It is a necessary trend to protect our loved ones
and each other; it’s life-saving behavior backed up by hundreds or even
thousands of health professionals all over the world. Being told that if we
go against health recommendations that people may get harmed or even
die is terrifying, but we see people purposely and blatantly ignoring these
guidelines. We are told if we don’t follow the health recommendations
that people will get sick and may even die if they have any underlying
conditions.
It isn’t new that First Nations people look up to and respect elders in
the community. COVID-19 poses a great threat to our elders, who are an
important part of many Indigenous communities. Elders, who hold a lot
of knowledge for First Nations communities, are at risk, a risk to culture,
teachings, and loved ones if they were to get sick. Communities that
don’t regard their elders the way Indigenous communities do may not
understand this struggle, but it causes extensive damage to lose these
vital cultural connections. I am terrified that one wrong move can get me,
or even worse, the grandparents I live with, sick. Right now, I am living in
a world that poses a threat to my family and many like mine. It may not be
intimidating to those who are likely going to survive getting sick, but for me
it means everything. It means putting my grandparents, my care-takers, the
people who took me in, my whole world, at risk. Seeing perfectly healthy
people ignore these guidelines scares me. I am doing everything I can to
not get sick, so my family doesn’t need to deal with the loss of a loved one.
23

It is an anxiety I can’t let go of easily. I beat myself up if I don’t follow every
single guideline perfectly. If I forget to use hand sanitizer that one time, my
mind thinks of the worse possible scenario: I’d get sick, and then my family
would get sick. If I get too close to a group of people one day in the park, I
think of the worse: I’d get sick, and then my family would get sick. If I didn’t
wash my hands that one time I came into the house, I worry I’d get sick, and
then my family would get sick.
My grandparents wouldn’t survive that.
I second guess the path I’m going to take in stores to make sure I don’t get
too close to people. I compulsively use hand sanitizer whenever I touch
something in public. I make sure I always have a face mask on me and use it
whenever I am in a public space. This is the new normal.
Into the Future
With August coming to an end and September just around the corner, we
are getting ready for that first day back to school. This year, however, is
extremely different from all the other years—we are going back to school
in a global pandemic. With schools already being a breeding ground for
the flu and common cold, it is reasonable to question the state schools will
be in with COVID-19. It’s debatable whether going back to school is a good
thing or a bad thing. I have heard every reason for not going to school or
deciding to go to school. The way I see it is a spectrum. Everyone has their
own reasons, a personal pro and cons list. If the cons outweigh the pros, then
it is reasonable to stay home. This is my exact situation. I have many reasons
to continue online schooling. One of the reasons may just be me being
paranoid, but if my mental health is in question, then that is definitely a good
reason to stay home.
Not everyone is good with traditional schooling. If I learned anything during
the quarantine period, it’s that. Looking at the future, I think we are so
focused on getting back to normal that we forgot that the old normal didn’t
work for everyone. We had our systems get broken down we shouldn’t just
go back to the old. We have an opportunity to create a new and better
way of living, something that has been overdue for a long time now. I am
excited for what the far future holds. But for the next coming weeks, I will
be focusing on staying healthy.
							 –Talela Manson
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Reflection: Over the summer I have learned so many important lessons
from the mentorship program at VIU. My biggest takeaway however is
to give advice when needed but also listen because sometimes that’s all
someone needs. I am so very honoured to have been able to take part
in this program as it has opened my eyes. I am determined to continue
sharing and practicing the lessons I have learned.
–Maggie Coukell, camp youth
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“It’s experiences like these
that I will take with me for the rest of my life.”
—Jamie Coukell, youth participant
“The youth themselves grew,
while touching the lives of everyone
involved in the camp.
—Sheldon Scow, camp facilitator
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