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			For the many generations of powerful Cree women who carried the truth forward despite the colonial violence designed to silence them.

			In memory of my mother, Martha Eliza Soonias Stiff, my grandmother Sarah Frances Wuttunee Soonias, and my great-grandmother Cimacês. Their strength lives on.

			And, always, for my boy Jay Daniel.

		

	
		
			
				PART ONE

				Swan

			
			
				“Let them kill, skin, and sell until the buffalo are exterminated. Then your prairies can be covered with speckled cattle and festive cowboys. Every dead buffalo is an Indian gone.”

				GENERAL PHILIP SHERIDAN

			

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			I was born at the beginning of the end. I was given the name Swan. It was not, though, for the power and grace of that bird that I became its namesake. I was given this name for the drive in me to see and understand everything. My father, Maskwa, sometimes called me Long Neck, teasing me about my need to have my beak in every conversation. Remembering the mirth in his voice makes me smile even now. Back then, it assured me of his affection. His teasing was tender, not barbed or scolding. An old woman now, no longer an oblivious child, I look back realizing what I didn’t know—that the end to our days of freedom and plenty was a bitter wind touching everything, even then. I see my parents’ and grandparents’ faces as I knew them as a child, so filled with love and confidence. But the truth of that ending is also etched on their faces. I see the burden of worry in their eyes. I feel the tension in their embraces. I was born in freedom and couldn’t possibly have understood that my childhood world and everything we knew and treasured could crumble around us like a riverbank in a flood. It was something beyond even imagination.

			I try not to think of those bitter times. I remember with my eyes. I see all the destruction and suffering as though it was happening again. Those awful sights create a wave of pain so strong I feel it in my body and cry out to the ones taken from me for mercy and forgetting.

			And now Eliza has come home from that school today and I hardly know her. She is thin. Starvation on her like a dark cloud. Her beautiful hair, touching the backs of her knees when she left, is cropped rough and short and no longer shines. Her eyes, those bright, curious eyes, are dull and listless. I recognize the pain in them. It is my pain and the pain I’ve seen again and again in the ones I love. Too much for a little girl. I told her mother, Sarah, she is to stay with me in my tent until she is taken back. I will take her out gathering with me, like we did before, and the prairie will remind her of herself. She doesn’t know of the great suffering. How could she, and why should she have to? But I will tell her. That way she can carry it back with her to that place. She will know, through it all, I did not surrender and neither must she.

			My life before the destruction was not an easy life, but it was so good. I remember with such fondness our summers along the Milk River in what is now known as Montana and Alberta. With the end of winter and the arrival of the awakening time, when the tender green shoots of spring rise, determined and assured, from the earth, we began thinking of when we would head south from our wintering grounds. My father, the Okimâw, made his rounds to the lodges, smoked with the men and teased the women. Our camp was so big—more than two hundred lodges—it took my father all day to visit each family to speak with them about the best time to break camp and move south.

			He always started with the wise ones, the old people, our revered keepers of the proper ways of being. Then, lodge by lodge, one by one, the decision to leave our wintering place came into being like a wide, lethargic river rolling into narrowing banks, speeding up and dancing between the shores. Ripples of anticipation ran through the camp as each lodge came to know that soon we would head for the new grass and the buffalo. After a long winter of dried meat and pemmican, and occasionally fresh game, we were hungry for the endless supply of fresh meat the buffalo offered up to us every year. We looked forward to the long summer days, our most carefree time. Yes, we laboured hard and long, working the hides to repair or replace our lodge covers, our clothing, our moccasins, fashioning tails, tongues, bones and teeth into our implements and utensils. But we did it basking in the soul-warming sun, laughing and teasing among ourselves.

			My mother, Sweet Medicine, named for her incomparable knowledge of the healing compounds found in plants, trees and animals, noticed my curious nature, and as soon as I could walk any distance, she took me on all her gathering forays. At first, I was pretty useless as a harvester. Now, at fourteen winters, my skills were improved but still nothing compared with hers. When I was small, her painstaking teachings exasperated me, but my frustration soon dissolved into a permanent state of awe at her ability to distinguish between plants that looked exactly the same to my untrained eye. She would show me how this leaf when rubbed would smell so different from another that looked just the same. She taught me with love, patience and an unwaveringly firm expectation of my diligence and dedication.

			The day the decision to move camp was made, she and I were out looking for a particular plant that stayed green through winter, the underbelly of its leaves turning a slight rust colour just as winter was calling for spring.

			“Swan, don’t pinch that one so low to the ground. You must leave enough that she can return.”

			I took a deep breath and corrected my stance to harvest as she instructed. “Nêkâ, my hands are tired. I’m hungry.”

			My mother looked at me sideways, her eyes suddenly stern. “Swan, what if the people fall ill and we have no medicines ready for them. Your fingers will get stronger the more you work. And stop thinking of your belly. We’ll return to camp soon enough.”

			Wounded just a little by my mother’s admonition, I returned to the task at hand, mumbling to myself about how I always had to work. Sweet Medicine rolled her eyes, amused at how hard done by I seemed to be. That made me smile too, and soon we were just enjoying our day again.

			Not long after, she rose from inspecting a small, empty burrow, stretched and pointed to the sun well into its descent. I wondered if I would be as beautiful as her when I was grown. She was not tall, although she once told me that her childhood nickname was Misikitiw, She Is Big. Everyone was sure she would take after her father. Instead, she’d reached her full height by the time she was only twelve winters. My father sometimes teased her with that old nickname, especially when she needed his help reaching for the dry meat he’d hung from racks in the lodge or when he positioned rocks or deadfall for her to step on so she could reach the highest branches on our berry-picking forays. Her hands were strong and nimble, sinewy from hard work. Her eyes, soft and full of love for our little family, turned fiery in the face of any threat to us. I only ever saw her without a braid in the early mornings when she would pull her buffalo tongue brush through her hair before working bear grease into it and braiding it tightly. Her braid reached almost to her knees. As it turned out, I would be the tall one with broad shoulders. Like my father and hers.

			I knew our day’s gathering was over when Sweet Medicine took her harvest bag and placed the wide, soft buffalo calf hide strap over her forehead, adjusting it so the bag rested at the small of her back. I did the same but without the grace that comes from years of harvesting discipline. I was thankful when she adjusted mine to sit just right and wordlessly slipped a nugget of pemmican into my hand. I made it last until the camp was once again in sight.

			When we returned to camp, we were struck by the excitement rippling through the air. Normally, at this time of day, the people would be tending the cook fires, preparing meals and settling in for a quiet evening. That was the winter way of rest, contemplation and storytelling in the long, dark hours. As we made our way between the lodges, we saw the early, subtle signs of breaking camp. Women were checking the fitness of travois poles and men were sharpening stone for new arrowheads. I looked up at Sweet Medicine, curious. She returned my glance with a smile. We knew. We were soon heading for our summering place.

			The cook fires were lit and the mouth-watering aroma of evening meals wafted around us. After a day of slim rations of dried buffalo strips and morsels of pemmican, my mouth watered at the thought of hot food. We picked up the pace and I knew Sweet Medicine was thinking of the cold firepit in front of our lodge and how we’d have to hurry to eat before nightfall. As we came round the last bend in the trail, her face lit up at the sight of my father stoking the fire, waiting for his family. Seeing them smile at each other this way was always good medicine to me.

			Unlike every other family in our band, I was my parents’ only child. Though he never spoke of it, my mother knew, and often told me, how my father still yearned for a son to accompany him on the hunt, someone to teach the ways of being who would perhaps become respected enough by the people to one day also be chosen as Okimâw. When I was born, my mother bled and bled, the flow like the clutch of children she would never have, running away from her. I became my mother’s legacy. All the love, teaching and guidance meant for many children was always mine alone. I often felt a deep loneliness, though, when I looked at other families with a handful of children, watching them play and argue and tease each other. I also knew, when I saw others vying for their mother’s attention, that I was blessed to have mine all to myself.

			“Are you going to cook too?” Mother called out as we approached the lodge.

			“Maybe,” he teased. “We might never eat if I don’t.”

			My mother nudged him affectionately as she moved past him to enter the lodge, with me on her heels. She and I laid down our harvesting bags in their place.

			“We’re leaving?” I asked. “I think it must be time. We need to replenish our food supplies soon.” My stomach emitted a fierce growl.

			Both my parents laughed. “You see?” Sweet Medicine gently poked me in the belly. “This hungry Swan will need more soon.”

			My father settled into his favourite resting place by the opening of our lodge, close enough to the cook fire to feel its warmth but also to see us. “The people have already stepped out of winter in their spirits. Could you feel the excitement when you came through the camp?”

			“It was so strong, I think I felt it even before we came round the last turn of the path. I’ll begin packing up tomorrow.”

			My father nodded. “We will be in ceremony all day tomorrow. Maybe the next day too.”

			Sweet Medicine nodded, her eyes on where he’d started his preparations in the lodge.

			“Nôhtâ, why do you go into ceremony?” I knew every time a big change was coming for us, the adults participated in ceremony, but as always I wanted to know more.

			“Nitânis, it is proper that your mother teach you about these things as you grow. I will just tell you that everything in our lives depends on the Creator and the Ancestors in the spirit world. If we are of evil nature, or do nothing in the face of evil, we do not receive their blessings. The buffalo won’t listen to our calls if we are not pure of heart, if we don’t honour and revere them. The ceremonies are the gifts of Creation. We receive them and make offerings to the Ancestors to keep our spirits true to the will of Creator and to let the buffalo know our deep gratitude for all they give us in laying down their lives.”

			I knew he could not tell me more—that it wasn’t right for him to speak to me that way. A mother teaches her daughter the ways as a father teaches his sons. At some point the knowledge merges, leaving the necessary mysteries untouched. I ran my hand over my nose, almost expecting to find a long beak. I was hungry to know more.

			We ate our meal mostly in silence, savouring smaller portions than usual, our supply of preserved food dwindling daily. We especially enjoyed the last morsels of fresh meat from nôhtâwiy’s successful hunt some days past. My father had taken a large elk and the whole camp rejoiced in the distribution of fresh meat, even if each share was small. That same time, he surprised me with a robe full of porcupine quills. He’d come across one of the spiny waddlers, and thinking of my growing artistry with quill work, he tossed a robe over it, aggravating it enough to release a good harvest of quills without harming it. We both laughed when he told me of the porcupine angrily chirping away as he extricated himself from the robe. That evening I worked to remove the hooked barbs from the hide, ordered the quills according to size, putting all of them away except for a few that I worked into the birch basket I was making.

			The evening passed quickly as Father continued to prepare for ceremony while Sweet Medicine and I sorted through our harvest, her reminding me how each plant and root must be braided or bound or hung or laid out to dry depending on which medicine it was. She reminded me too that, just like us, each plant was given a name from the spirit world, those names to be quietly respected and honoured. I rarely heard her speak the name of a medicine unless she was teaching and even then, only in a prayerful way. It was not long before my head was drooping, along with my eyes. Sweet Medicine looked at me and nodded toward my sleeping robes.

			“You worked hard today, Swan. Rest now.”

			I lay down in my bed and she pulled my robes around me, nudging me close enough to the lodge fire to benefit from its slow-burn warmth. Father cinched the lodge door closed and I drifted off to sleep, the comforting sounds of my parent’s voices in quiet conversation almost a lullaby.

			

			—

			
				We wintered in a densely wooded area quite some distance northeast of the Milk River. These days the môniyâwak call the place Frenchman’s Butte. The thicker forest gave us shelter, a break against the frigid winds that raced over the land, unchecked for days on end sometimes. Even with our well-fed horses fit and ready for the journey, it would take us many days, from one full moon to the next and maybe even longer, to reach the Milk. Before we could set off, though, we had to prepare.

			The following morning, Sweet Medicine nudged me awake before the sun filled the forest valley that gave our camp protection from the elements. She handed me some tea made fresh from yesterday’s harvest. As I sipped, waking up slowly, I watched her making small cakes from the bulrush root meal she’d preserved the previous fall. My mouth waters now just thinking of that slightly sweet, filling morsel. At the same time, I longed for the foods we only had in spring and summer—fresh berries, tangy roots straight out of the ground and roasted over the cook fire. And, more than anything, buffalo meat. While the pemmican we made of shredded, dried buffalo meat, berries and fat nourished us, and the strips of dried game meat reconstituted nicely into stews that were tasty and sustaining, there was nothing like enjoying all these foods newly harvested, or the smell of buffalo fat spitting in the cook fire. Summer was the time of plenty. We snacked from the rich offerings of the earth each day in a way that was not possible in winter.

			“Swan,” my mother said, handing me three small cakes, dried buffalo strips and a morsel of pemmican. “Eat this. Then go get your cousin Singing Stone and fetch some water.” She put three empty water bladders next to me, yet another gift from the buffalo.

			Singing Stone was like an older brother to me, just as we thought of all our cousins as brothers and sisters and expected them to behave that way. I knew she was sending me with him, rather than any of the others, because he was already a skilled hunter who she trusted to protect me should we run into trouble.

			My father chose this river valley for our winter camp not only because of the plentiful game trails that made for easier travel in snowy times and offered high hopes for fresh meat during the lean months, but also because the river running through it was deep and wide. It flowed all winter under a thick layer of ice, and everyone shared the job of keeping a hole open so we always had fresh water.

			The sun was brilliant that morning. Even though the snow was still crisp beneath our feet, as Singing Stone and I made our way to the river I was sure I felt small bursts of warmth whenever we walked out from the shade of the canopy and into the sun. It seemed we’d been the same height forever, but over the winter Singing Stone had sprung up and was now at least a head taller than me. He bore a striking resemblance to my father, which surprised me though it shouldn’t. After all, he was the son of my father’s brother.

			We were about halfway there when our other constant playmate and companion, Fast Runner, caught up with us on the trail. True to his name, he let out a whoop and flew by, taunting us as he did. By the time we got to the river, he was standing with the ice-breaking tool already in his hands. It was a long buffalo thigh bone with a sizable rock lashed tightly to one end with hide straps. Laying down his bow, he raised the tool over his head and smashed the thin layer of ice covering the opening. It broke easily.

			I nudged Singing Stone in the ribs. “I told you the air is warmer. Spring is coming. We’re not just wishing for spring, we’re feeling her first whispers.”

			The words were barely out of my mouth when Singing Stone grabbed Fast Runner, pretending to push him into the frigid water.

			“Not so fast now, my friend,” Singing Stone said, pulling him back from the brink at the last second.

			In an instant the two were on the ground wrestling. Any stranger coming upon them would have been certain they were sworn enemies, not brothers at heart. Accustomed to their antics, I went straight to the river, knelt, unbraided my hair, and washed my face and hands in the icy water, drinking from my cupped hands. I ran my wet fingers through my hair, dampening it and smoothing it before I began to braid it again.

			Declaring a truce, the boys broke apart and got up, dusting the snow off their leggings. They knelt by the water hole as I stood to finish braiding my hair, shivering as they splashed their faces with water, laughing at their own playful rivalry. After they were done, I submerged our bladders, enjoying the sight of rising air bubbles, dancing, it seemed, as the water took their place. I laid the three full bladders on the bank and watched as Singing Stone filled his own family’s vessels.

			Just as he lifted the last dripping sack from the river, my nostrils burned with an overpowering stench completely unfamiliar to me. I looked up at Singing Stone and then at Fast Runner and could tell they were as baffled by the foul smell as I was.

			Fast Runner nudged my shoulder. “Let’s go. Quickly. That might just be…you know.”

			The name we would not speak. The being so powerful it lived in both worlds. Mistâpêw. The branches of the trees around us swayed gently at first but were soon lashing around as though in a great wind, even though the air remained frighteningly calm. Grabbing our water vessels, Singing Stone and I turned and ran back up the trail from the river, Fast Runner bringing up the rear, urging us on with his incomparable speed.

			A deep, reverberating, screaming howl rose on the air and seemed to come from every direction at once. We ran harder. Pushing forward as hard as I could, I felt the muscles in my legs crying out as we rounded the last bend before the camp. I looked up to see my father and a crush of men from the village racing toward us, Singing Stone’s father running next to my dad. Maskwa reached for me and slung me over his shoulder, then ran for the camp, with me still hanging on to the water vessels. I lost sight of Singing Stone and Fast Runner as I bounced on his shoulder.

			After Maskwa lowered me to the ground in front of our cook fire, my mother threw an arm around me and guided me inside.

			“What was it, Swan? A grizzly?”

			I collapsed next to the lodge fire, shaking so hard my voice was a jagged whisper. “I don’t know, Nêkâ. We didn’t see anything at all. Just a terrible stench and the scream.” I started crying. “That scream. It came from everywhere, all around us. We didn’t know if we were running to it or away from it.”

			My mother held me close. “Don’t worry, you’re safe now. Your father will find out what it was.”

			I tried to stand to put the water bladders away, but my legs were still shaking so much from fear I gave up and sank back into the softness of the lodge robes.

			Sweet Medicine got up and put the water away. She turned to me, smiling. “And you still held on to the vessels?”

			“I didn’t even know it.”

			My mother made me a calming tea before she returned to sorting yesterday’s harvest. Her hands deftly working the medicines, she reassured me once more. “Don’t worry, Swan. Your father will find out what this is all about.”

			Still numb and terrified, I got up and went to sit by the entrance to the lodge to watch for Father. It wasn’t long before he returned, his face etched with worry.

			My mother put her hand on his. “Kisêyiniw. What was it? What did you find?”

			My father looked at her, then at me. “Swan, what exactly were you and the boys doing by the river? Just filling the bladders?”

			“We were getting water like we always do. Singing Stone and Fast Runner were wrestling around a little, but that’s all.” My racing heart finally slowed and I was suddenly exhausted. I lay down among the robes.

			My father nodded toward Sweet Medicine, motioning for her to step out of the lodge with him. His back to the entrance, he spoke softly, but I heard every word. “There was nothing, Sweet Medicine. No tracks, no broken branches. No disturbance of the brush.”

			She leaned into him, slipping her arm through his. “What do you imagine?”

			“Mistâpêw. Warning us. Something is not right.” My father came back into the lodge and picked up his pipe bag. Turning to my mother, he said, “I’m going to see Old Clear Sky. We’ll smoke, me and the old man, and see what we might be told.”

			After my father left the lodge, my mother and I eventually carried on with the tasks of the day, but an air of fear and uncertainty followed us. I knew I was safe, but I constantly found myself on the verge of tears, something that didn’t escape Sweet Medicine’s notice.

			She touched my shoulder. “Swan, don’t be afraid. Old Clear Sky has the gift of vision. He sees things in the way the Ancestors see them. He will invite the Ancestors into the sweat lodge and we’ll know what we are meant to know.”

			No matter that she offered no certainties, I was reassured and less possessed with fear when I laid my head down to sleep that night, comforted by the thought of our treasured wise man. I was asleep when my father returned, deep in the night. He briefly roused me from the dream world and smudged me head to toe with a smouldering braid of sweetgrass, praying quietly as he did.

			

			—

			The next morning, Maskwa’s movements woke me just as dawn touched the eastern sky. I watched him trying to be quiet as he collected his medicine bundle and his pipe bag before he was off to see the old ones again. I was not accustomed to seeing him this way, his face unguarded, thoughtful and lined with concern, worry in his eyes. Sweet Medicine had already lit the cook fire in front of the lodge, and she handed him some tea. He took a quick sip and handed it back to her. They spoke quietly together, and I kept still, hanging on every word.

			“I’m going into the sweat lodge again with Old Clear Sky and the other old men. This is a very worrisome happening. We’ll seek further direction. I sent Singing Stone out to hunt for the feast.”

			Sweet Medicine nodded. “I’ll speak with Walks Far. We’ll gather the women and have the food ready for when you are done.”

			Walks Far was Old Clear Sky’s senior wife—one of the Elder women whose wisdom gave necessary balance to the decisions of the men. She was a tall, stout woman, and even though she was much older than my parents, her hair was still mostly black with just a few lines of silver weaving through her braid. She was firm in her demeanour, and as a small child I was terrified of her. I was not the only one. She was unwavering in making children do things right and had no patience for having to repeat instructions. I stopped being afraid of her when I finally understood that it was her obligation and responsibility to teach us properly. To inspire in us a need to do things right. Though I feared her, she was not mean. She never hit us kids or yelled. She just threatened us with her disapproval. That was more than enough to keep us in line and dedicated to absorbing her teachings. She also taught Old Clear Sky’s two younger wives, preparing them for when they would be the old ones, shouldering the responsibility of passing down the ways.

			When my mother came inside, she realized I had been listening and shook her head. “Swan, your father is right. You do always have your beak in every conversation.”

			I blushed and rose, knowing Sweet Medicine would need me today to help with the preparations for the feast. We would need enough to feed the whole camp after the men came out of ceremony that evening.

			“I’m going to see Walks Far right now, Swan. I won’t be long.”

			I nodded, excited that all of us would soon come together to partake in the sacred feast. These were both solemn and joyful times. We carried ourselves in a prayerful way while the sweat ceremony was underway but once it was done, we enjoyed the rare chance to all be together in one place.

			“I’ll help, Nêkâ,” I said. As if there was a choice. We all helped. It held us all together.

			After Sweet Medicine readied herself to go, she pointed to our food cache. “Gather half of everything we have, Swan, and get it ready so we can take it to Walks Far’s lodge.”

			“Half?” I was shocked. “We will have so little left, Nêkâ. What will we eat on the journey?”

			“Swan,” she scolded, “remember your father is Okimâw. He must give everything, if need be, for our people. He is not Okimâw for himself or even for us. His life is dedicated to everyone except himself.”

			“I know this, but there is already so little.”

			“You will see, if you haven’t seen yet, that giving is its own gift. All will be well.”

			With that, my mother hurried off toward Walks Far’s lodge.

			

			—

			After she was gone, I divided our food stores in half, creating bundles that Sweet Medicine and I would take to the cook fires.

			My task complete, I was nibbling on some dry meat when Sweet Medicine returned. The sun had barely risen and we would be working until long after dark, undertaking everything in the proper way, as we have since we knew ourselves as Nêhiyawak, the people.

			She was pleased I had already packed everything up. “Okay, Swan, time to go. We must walk through the whole camp, bringing word to every lodge, and get the women working on the feast.”

			As the wife of the Okimâw, Sweet Medicine would not meet any resistance in gathering the women together. Everyone knew she was her husband’s helper, the woman leader and leader of women. As we went from lodge to lodge, I walked a few steps behind her, proud of my mother’s quiet, respectful yet authoritative way. No one would call her bossy, but everyone heeded her instructions. Each of the women she talked with would tell their women relations to contribute provisions and help prepare the feast we would share near Old Clear Sky’s sweat lodge.

			Once we were finished, Sweet Medicine stayed on with Walks Far and I made my way back to the lodge to get a basket I’d forgotten to bring for the offering. I lingered there awhile. I thought of Singing Stone out hunting, maybe not far from where we didn’t see what we knew was there. I hoped he would be successful in his hunt, and quickly at that. The idea of him facing another moment like we had experienced, but alone, made me shudder. My thoughts were interrupted by Fast Runner running by. I don’t think that one ever walked. He saw me at the last minute and veered over to where I was sitting just outside our lodge, nibbling on some dried buffalo.

			“Swan! Are you still frightened?”

			I nodded as he reached over and broke off a small piece of dried buffalo meat. I pretended I didn’t see.

			He nudged my shoulder, just gently. “Me too. I keep hearing that sound as though it’s right here now.”

			He nibbled away on the piece he’d taken, so possessed by his own thoughts he didn’t even realize what he was doing.

			“Don’t worry, the Okimâw and the wise ones will beseech the Ancestors. They will know what to do.” I spoke with a confidence that buoyed me in one moment and abandoned me in the next.

			Fast Runner gave me his crooked kind of smile. “I sure hope so.” And with that, he popped the rest of the stolen morsel into his mouth and set off running up the trail toward his family’s lodge.

			

			—

			Clear Sky’s sweat lodge was out of sight behind a grove of tall spruce. When the sun was in his highest place in the sky, the area around his and Walks Far’s lodge was already crowded as she directed the women in the feast preparations.

			I’d learned from Sweet Medicine how to make those delicious cakes from bulrush meal, and that would be my job, making enough so that each person in the camp could have one. She had even shared most of her treasured crushed chokecherries to go with them. As she handed them to me, I couldn’t help but think that we would have very little, if any, of that delicacy for our trip south. I told myself to stop thinking that way. I tried instead to look at things the way my mother did, believing that generosity returns itself. And soon I was making cakes one after the other, removing them from the stone in the middle of the fire when they were just right, daydreaming of more pleasant things than a hungry trip south.

			Some time later I heard women trilling. The sound rippled closer and closer, more women joining in with each moment. I joined in too when I saw Singing Stone approaching, a young buck already dressed and lashed firmly onto the back of his pack horse. Hanging over the withers were two fat rabbits and a pair of grouse. There would be fresh game for the feast. The spirits of the women rose as though they were something I could touch and feel with my hands. We were joyful, despite the worry about yesterday’s strange encounter.

			The smoke trail rising to the sky in the still air told us the sacred fire had been lit and the grandfather stones were in the coals, heating for the ceremony. Singing Stone stopped beside me, proud of his successful hunt. I could see he was relieved, too—no curse from our experience had interfered with his hunt. I smiled up at him.

			“Look how happy you make us! There will be fresh meat for the feast tonight.”

			“Yes, I am thankful he gave his life for us,” he said as he slid off his horse. He loosened the straps and lowered the buck to the ground. The women immediately gathered round and began butchering the buck, their expert knife skills making short work of it. He stood a little taller, looking down at me where I was working. “I have to go now. Maskwa asked me to be his oskâpêw this evening.”

			I could see how proud he was to be chosen as a helper to his Elders in the ceremony. It was an honour to fill that role. It would be the beginning of his education in the ways of the sweat lodge. I nodded my appreciation that he had been chosen, but I laughed at him a little as he tried to look bigger than he was, and wiser too. He relaxed his posture, smiling at being caught acting big-headed, and walked down the path toward the lodge, the pride still showing in how he carried himself.

			I joined the women butchering the buck. The cook fires were blazing high as the other young girls and I prepared the cuts we would feast on. Once the fires were reduced to coals, the cooks would take over with their prayerful preparation of the meal. We always sent prayers of gratitude up when we prepared our food, but when we cooked for ceremony, every act, every step, every movement was a prayer. The ancient ceremony songs rose from the sweat lodge and wrapped themselves around us as we worked. Even though we were cooking for a multitude—the people in our camp were so many that when gathered together it was impossible to see them all—we were immersed in a peaceful rhythm. That was the power of ceremony. If anyone, usually someone very young, fell out of that rhythm and succumbed to hectic ways, they were taken away from the food and calmed. The meal we prepared took in the way we were around it, what we felt and how we carried ourselves. It was our part of the ceremony to ensure the spirit we cooked into the food was calm and prayerful.

			We all recognized the final song of the ceremony as it rose, stronger than all the ones before it, just as the preparations for the feast were almost complete. We imagined the final burst of steam, hotter than the rest, as our men sang loud and clear for the Ancestors, for us, for our future. If it didn’t happen every single time it would seem uncanny, but we knew the hand of the Ancestors was on everything related to ceremony. It was them who saw that the final food preparations were under way just as the final song rose higher and higher. By the time the men finished the sweat, smoking the sacred pipe, the feast was laid out, the offering to the Ancestors ready.

			It was me this time who had been asked to prepare the offering. I’d carried the small birch basket I’d retrieved from home to every cook fire around the lodge, taking a small morsel from the deer, the grouse, the bulrush cakes, the chokecherries and dried berries—a little of every single thing. Then I’d waited, holding the offering, until the men joined us to feast. Old Clear Sky took the basket from me and sent up a prayer of thanks to the Ancestors, for our prosperity, for the young men who hunted for the feast, for the wise women who knew just how to be of one mind with the men while they were in the sweat, and of course for the children. For the future. He sang his prayer into the sky, and when he was done, he handed the offering basket back to me.

			I could feel Sweet Medicine’s eyes on me as I walked away from the gathering toward the tree line, where I would find an untouched place to make our offering. I could see she was worried I might be afraid walking into the forest after the terror at the river. But I was not. Maybe it was the calm and confidence of Old Clear Sky’s voice. Maybe it was just the usual peace of heart and mind that ceremony wrapped us in. The evening birds were just beginning their chorus as I stepped off the trail into a small clearing. At the heart of the clearing was a majestic blue spruce. On my tiptoes I could just reach its lowest branch, conveniently bare. I placed the offering there, sending up my own prayer for understanding of why Singing Stone, Fast Runner and I had been chosen to hear that awful sound and for protection from what it might foretell. I offered my thanks for all of Creation, then left the grove to make my way back to the feast. The night fell faster on my way back and I sped up, thinking I smelled that smell again, wary of every sound, whispering to myself, It’s not here. It is not here. By the time I could see the feast fire again, I was fairly running. I stopped, caught my breath, forcing the fear out of me. I stood for a moment, breathing in the chatter and laughter of the people, taking back my peace.

			Soon I slipped into my place beside Sweet Medicine and Maskwa, and felt my mother’s eyes on me, reassuring herself that I was fine. With the ceremony done, I joined in with the chatter, savouring the fresh deer meat, licking the fat off my fingers, and relaxing into the laughter and talk of heading south. I could feel the tension in my father, but I set it aside. What we couldn’t bear, he always shouldered.

			Long after the drumming and prayers sung to our Ancestors were done and the offerings made, I lay in my robes in our lodge, secure in the good feelings that arose from us all joining together in a sacred feast. Once again, I kept my eyes closed as my big ears listened to my parents’ quiet conversation.

			“What did you learn in the sweat, my husband? Does anyone know what came to Swan and the boys?”

			My father was silent for several seconds. “We were told it was Mistâpêw, as we thought. We were also told he brings a warning of great hardship for the people.”

			I heard Sweet Medicine’s quick gasp. “What is it? What is foretold?”

			“We were not shown. Only warned not to be taken by surprise by the hardship that will come.”

			I did not sleep for a long time, remembering that stench and feeling the branches whipping around us in a storm without wind. As I wondered what we would face, a coldness engulfed me despite the warmth of my robes. Still, I finally slept, and I woke the next morning to all the usual routines, as though no darkness stalked us.

			My father told us we would begin our trek south when the moon, now just half of herself, shone full and round. As we spent days preparing for the long journey, the fear and uncertainty that rose from our encounter at the river braided itself into the past just enough that we were not haunted by fearfulness. I tried not to notice how worry lingered in my father’s eyes.

			The camp’s air was alive with the familiar anticipation of summer. We worked hard in every season, but having water free from ice to drink and to bathe in, and nights warm enough that we could sleep outside under the stars, made summer a time to breathe easier.

			And at last, in the early hours of a clear, cold morning, with the moon’s radiant light keeping the darkness at bay, we left our winter camp, our spirits buoyant.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			That was the last summer that bore any resemblance to life as I’d always known it. Looking back, I wonder if that is why this journey to our summer camp was the very best of any I experienced. Creator knew what was coming. Creator knows all. I believe we were given that beautiful time to console us in the future when we looked back on all the devastation. I like to think so. That gift from the Creator also brings comfort as I lose myself in remembering. That is, until I look at Eliza, the child in her almost impossible to see since she came home from that place. That darkness in her pulls me out of my memories and drives me to give the child back her freedom. Sometimes I sing baby songs to her even though we both know she is no baby. Sometimes she laughs at me when I do.

			

			—

			
				It was hectic when we first set out. It wasn’t often that we readied all the horses for the trail at the same time. Feeling our excitement, they danced against their tethers, anticipation rippling through them. Most of the packing had been done the night before, with extended families sharing the larger lodges overnight so only a few had to be rolled up and lashed to poles for the horses to pull. Once the remaining lodges were taken down in the morning, my father mounted his horse and raised his deep, resounding voice in a prayer song for the trail. With that, we headed south.

			For a time, I walked beside Sweet Medicine’s horse, a beautiful, rusty-coloured mare with black stockings. As if I were still just a little girl, I asked, “Nêkâ, how many times will the sun rise before we get there?”

			“Swan, the moon will probably be her full size again by the time our journey is done. It is a long way, my girl. I know you remember.”

			“I just want to be there now.”

			Smiling, my mother looked down at me. “Swan, if you are too busy in your mind and heart with things way ahead of you, then the moment you are in is lost. You can miss beautiful moments and important lessons. And if you are looking so far ahead, you might not see dangers right at your feet.” She laughed as I suddenly glanced down.

			

			—

			My mother’s words had a profound effect on me that day. I am not sure why. Something in the way she spoke to me signalled my spirit that this was a truth I would return to many times through the course of my life. And I did. Often. It is a truth I need now with Eliza. Taking her with me on our daily medicine walks, I see the Eliza I knew rising in her again, just a little. It gives me hope and fills me with despair, knowing those people will be back for her when the leaves turn. My mother’s words let me ignore the dread and just encourage Eliza to revive.

			

			—

			
				Eager for the sun’s warmth, we travelled straight south for five days along the shores of the big river, Kisiskâciwani-sîpiy, until it joined its little sister in the Eagle Hills, from where she headed east. We often crossed paths with our relations, the Mikisiwaciy people. As we neared their usual wintering grounds, I could see my mother’s demeanour change. A subtle happiness overtook her. She would soon see her cousin Bright Morning again. My mother often spoke of this cousin, the mischief of their childhood days and the secrets they shared as young girls. Until my mother left the Mikisiwaciya to marry my father, the two had spent their whole lives together.

			We saw the smoke from their cook fires first. We rode through a poplar thicket into a clearing and there they were, their painted lodges glistening in the sun. We arrived when the sun was high in the sky, and they welcomed us with fresh game and steaming hot tea. We all spread out, each of us looking for our favourite relatives to have a good visit with. My mother urged her horse into a lope and I knew just who she was hurrying to find. It was a great pleasure to watch my mother slide from her horse and greet Bright Morning. She was more relaxed with her cousin than she ever was with the women of our camp. She was not the Okimâw’s wife in Bright Morning’s eyes. With her childhood companion, she was her sister of the heart and could set her duties aside for a while.

			We camped there for several days, giving the horses a chance to rest and ourselves the first opportunity to visit with our relatives since the previous fall. We set up a lean-to, not bothering to raise our lodge, knowing we would be back on the trail before long. That evening my mother’s relations hosted a round dance. I loved round dances. We shared food and stories and song, and while it was ceremonial, it was at the same time deeply social—a time for relaxation, enjoyment and gratitude.

			My mother and I took our place in the inner women’s circle, locking arms with the women on either side. My father and the other men formed their circle around us in the same way. The rolling drumbeat was exhilarating as we waited for the singer to begin the first song. We danced together in that circle, first following the direction of the sun then changing direction with each new song. There was laughter and chatter, and when Fast Runner stuck his foot out to make me stumble just a little, my father didn’t even scold him, both of us giggling as I regained my balance. I swear Fast Runner gave me a moony kind of look, but I might just have been hoping for it. He was so handsome. So much fun. And such a fast runner.

			Sweet Medicine had already noticed me admiring him, and when we were alone, she teased me about him without mercy, my uncontrollable blushing an invitation for her to tease me even more.

			It was almost dawn when the singing wound down, replaced by birdsong, and the dancers thinned out, heading for their much-needed lodge robes.

			Later that morning, I awoke with a deep ache in my belly. I went out to relieve myself and was shocked to see blood coating my thighs. I knew what this was. My mother had prepared me, but it still scared me for a moment. “Nêkâ, Nêkâ!” I called, a little frantic, knowing I should not return to the lean-to where my father, his weapons and his sacred pipe were. My mother came running, frightened that perhaps I’d been hurt.

			“Nêkâ, the moon visits me.”

			“Just wait where you are, Swan,” she said, and she ducked back into the lean-to. A few minutes later she rejoined me, properly dressed, her hair neatly braided. “Come with me, my girl.”

			She took me to Bright Morning’s lodge and left me outside as she opened the flap and softly called for her cousin. Bright Morning soon appeared in the entrance, wrapped in her sleeping robe.

			“What is it, Sweet Medicine?” she muttered in a sleepy whisper.

			I didn’t hear my mother’s reply as the two women spoke in even tones, not wanting to wake the whole lodge. Bright Morning slipped back inside and several minutes later emerged along with her eldest daughter, each of them now clothed and carrying bundles.

			My mother put her arm through mine. “Come, Swan. We’ll build your moon lodge together.”

			The women took me to a secluded grove next to the camp, and their wise and experienced hands put up my little moon lodge in what seemed like no time at all. The sun was just past his highest point by the time they finished. Next, they built a small fire and collected wood to help me keep it alive. Bright Morning and her girl hugged me before heading back to camp. My mother entered the lodge with me. She stayed for the rest of the afternoon, giving me the final teachings about moving from girlhood to womanhood. She taught me what to use to catch the flow and instructed me about the way I should frame my mind over the next few days—the matters I should contemplate. Then she left me alone there, with braids of sweetgrass and soothing teas to brew. I knew she would return every day to bring me meals and water.

			I was still tired from the round dance, and with the goings-on of today I soon felt my eyelids drooping. I curled up in my sleeping robes and drifted into the dream world, waking in the pitch dark to the sound of feathers rustling outside my lodge. I sat up straight, holding my breath, my heart pounding as the lodge door slowly opened, revealing a huge white swan surrounded by soft white light. I froze, knowing either I was not awake at all or this was medicine working in my lodge.

			The swan stepped across the threshold and stood before me, nodding her majestic curved neck in my direction. She talked to me as though human, speaking her name—Wâpisiw—introducing herself to me. “Little Sister,” she called out, although the words rang in my mind, not in the air. “No matter what comes, my strength will always carry you.”

			I looked at her, both frightened and entirely calm. “Wâpisiw…”

			The bird opened her wings to their full span as though to quiet me. “Little Sister, I have something to show you—to prepare you.”

			The swan wrapped her wings around herself and bent her long neck down until her beak touched the earth. In a flash of pale-blue light, she flung her wings wide open again, the tips almost meeting over her head, and then she was gone. In her place, a massive buffalo stood snorting and pawing the earth. I started our prayer, the one we offer the buffalo in thanks for all it gives us. Just as the last words passed my lips, the buffalo disintegrated into a bloody, skinned carcass, which in another heartbeat became a dusty pile of bone and ash. As quickly as the buffalo had appeared, I was looking at nothing but the entrance to the lodge, still tightly laced. I lay back down in my robes and wept with horror and confusion.

			I slept only lightly the rest of the night, wondering what would next appear at my lodge door. As it happened, it was Sweet Medicine, startling me awake as she unlaced it. She reached in and wordlessly placed my food and tea just inside the opening. I almost called out to her, but stopped, telling myself I was not a little girl anymore. The vision was for me to try to understand on my own. But after she left, I cried, wondering if I really wanted to be grown after all. When I was calm again, I sipped the tea and tried to nibble some of the dried buffalo. I had little appetite, though, thinking of the ones that visited me in the night. I rewrapped the dried meat, gathered up my things and made my way to the river instead.

			At the bank, I wandered downstream until I found a small, calm pool only partially covered with ice. Certain I was alone, I removed my clothes and walked into the frigid water, washing quickly, waiting for the moment when my body would adjust to the shock of the cold water so it felt not only bearable but also deeply rejuvenating. It’s hard to think of too many things at once when submerged in freezing water. My mother had taught me this was one way we sought solace and inspiration, through humble submission to the power of the earth and all her elements.

			I rose from the water chilled but calm. As I dressed, I resolved to speak to no one of the visions. They were too awful. Too frightening. Too confusing. For now, whatever the swan was trying to tell me was for me alone, and not to be shared. I didn’t want to spread fear and worry among the people. One day I would understand what the visitations meant, but until then I would carry them alone.

			It was two more days before my first moon time was finished and I was able to return to camp. Sweet Medicine came for me and together we went to bathe in the icy pool I’d found. Once our teeth stopped chattering, we were able to float for a time as she spoke to me about how different my place in our community was now. I was no longer a child and there would be new ways to relate to my male relatives. Singing Stone and I, close as we were, could no longer wander around together, just the two of us. I would now have a voice, though a small one, among the women. I would have greater responsibilities.

			I took in her teachings thirstily and thought about the swan and the buffalo and wondered if that vision had something to do with my new responsibilities. Still, I said nothing about it to my mother.

			That evening, she beckoned me to join her and a group of our women friends and relations in a feast they were preparing to honour my transition to womanhood. As we approached the cook fire, I was astonished to see a strange black vessel hanging over the flames. Sweet Medicine and I looked at each other. It was clear my mother had never seen such a thing before either. We stepped closer to examine this strange object.

			My mother nudged Bright Morning. “Sister, what is that weird thing? Why doesn’t the fire burn it?”

			Bright Morning smiled at her. “We traded for it with the Hairy-Faced People.”

			I was not accustomed at all to seeing my mother stumped. “Oh yes,” she finally said. “Maskwa forbids us to trade with them. They give him a very bad feeling. But some of their tools are useful, so when our relations have some to spare, he will allow us to trade for them, but not with the Hairy Ones themselves. Last fall, he came home with what they call an axe. Very useful. And we’ve traded for guns for a while now. But only through our relations.”

			“We never saw the Hairy Faces before either, but we’d heard about them from my brother’s camp,” Bright Morning said. “Those people are so strange. Their skin is the colour of a fish belly and most of them really do have hair all over their faces. Not like us at all. And”—she paused, laughing into her hand—“they stink! They are afraid of water in the wintertime. They would rather just smell.”

			Sweet Medicine was incredulous. “But where do they come from? Who do they belong to?”

			“We don’t know, but they are not like any people we’ve ever known. And they want furs. As many as they can carry. My husband traded a fisher pelt for that black thing. It is harder than stone. It never breaks, no matter how hot the fire. We can put water right in it to boil instead of heating rocks and placing them in the water to warm it. We can cook food right in it, see?” She removed the lid so we could see the deer stew bubbling away. “They called it a pot.”

			Sweet Medicine shook her head in wonder and tried out the odd word. “Pawt? Do you like it? Is it useful?”

			“Oh yes,” replied Bright Morning. “But it is very heavy. I wouldn’t want more than one. It would slow down the horses, it’s so heavy!”

			My mom and I laughed at the idea of these heavy objects dragging our horses down. “Yes, sister,” Sweet Medicine said, “I am not sure I would want even one.”

			The women gathered and sang the special songs meant for girls like me when we are stepping into womanhood. They celebrated me, and it was both embarrassing and inspiring. It was as though their expectations of me as a newly grown woman of the community were woven into the songs, touching me with a sense of duty and responsibility I never felt before. After the singing, we feasted and visited. Bright Morning and Sweet Medicine spent most of the evening together, knowing it would be a long time before they saw each other again.

			Late into the night, Sweet Medicine and I walked arm in arm back to our lodge, tired and chatting aimlessly about this and that.

			“Mother, don’t you think one of those black things would be useful for our cooking?”

			“Well, it might be, but your father had a dream a long time ago, even before people were talking about seeing these strange ones. It revealed nothing to him about who they are and who claims them, only that he must stay away from them. That’s why he makes sure we do.”

			To our surprise, Maskwa was still awake when we slipped into our lean-to. I could tell that he wanted to speak with Sweet Medicine alone, so I whispered my goodnights and curled up in my sleeping robes. My parents were quiet for a while, waiting for the long neck to fall asleep. I guess at last they thought I had.

			Sweet Medicine leaned into her husband. “Did you and the men have a pleasant day?”

			I felt Maskwa’s eyes on me, looking for some sign that I was still awake. I didn’t give him one. He turned to Sweet Medicine, shaking his head. “We had a good smoke and a good visit. So many stories from everyone’s winter days. Good hunts, good ceremony, and even a funny story about the courtship of Bright Morning’s eldest daughter that made us all laugh.

			“But one story I’m not sure I understand, and it worries me. Loves His Horses, Bright Morning’s brother, heard it last summer from one of the southern Shoshone cousins. It’s about a thing the cousin calls the Iron Horse. The Hairy Ones, he says, are using metal, that stuff the guns and the axe are made of, cutting away forest and destroying hills to make a metal path that a smoking machine rides along. I can’t quite understand what this is, but it doesn’t sound good if they are destroying the land to make it.”

			My mother put her hand on his shoulder. “What a strange thing. Maybe when we get to the Milk, our cousins there will know more.”

			Maskwa leaned over and kissed her. “Yes. You are right, as usual. We will just have to wait and see what we can find out.”

			I dreamed that night of smoking monsters crashing through forests and hills, and was grateful to awaken to a peaceful, sunny morning.

			We continued our journey that day. We thanked our relatives for their hospitality and invited them to join us when they too arrived to hunt at the Milk River. Sweet Medicine and Bright Morning embraced and promised to see each other again soon in our summering place. We would host them then with as much kindness and generosity as they’d shown us.

			I was sad to leave, given the great changes I’d experienced in their camp. At the same time, I was happy to be moving again, closer every day to the plenty and warmth of the Milk River valley.

			

			—

			We travelled for many days without incident. There was much excitement running through the camp when we finally saw familiar hills rising in the distance—the ones that led to Asinîwaciya, the great mountains that ran such a tremendous distance north and south. We’d never travelled through that massive range ourselves but enjoyed stories we heard from time to time from our relatives who had, by way of the narrow passes cut through the steep and rugged formations, and we hung on every word of what the world was like on the other side.

			With the weather becoming increasingly warm and our provisions almost depleted, we stopped to hunt here, as we did each year, not only to supply ourselves for the last leg of our journey to the Milk but also to rest awhile from the long journey. By midday we reached our halfway point camp, the lodge circles still clearly visible from the year before. It was next to a grove of birch trees, close to but downwind from a meadow that was framed on one side by deep bush and on the other by a steep, rocky cliff. Everyone went to work erecting the lodges except for some of the young men, including Singing Stone and Fast Runner, who formed a small scouting party to search for the buffalo herd that roamed this area.

			It was dusk when the scouts returned to find the lodges up and cook fires burning. Lodge to lodge the excitement grew as the young men shared the good news that the buffalo were near. That night there would be ceremony to properly honour the buffalo and to call them to us through the spirit world.

			Sweet Medicine and I were as excited as the rest. When Maskwa was off planning the hunt and then later in ceremony, we sharpened our skinning tools and went off into the bush with the other women to see if last year’s drying racks were where we left them and still serviceable.

			We soon found the place where we’d bundled them up, tied securely with long straps of buffalo hide, and hung them in the trees to prevent rot from setting in. Most of them were still usable, but we needed to replace a few. My mother motioned to me. “Swan, build a fire. The men will know where we are from the smoke trail, and we can make tea.” She loosened the pouch filled with tea leaves from her belt as I began to collect twigs and dry branches

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/9781039011441_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						Part One: Swan
					
								Chapter One


								Chapter Two


								Chapter Three


								Chapter Four


								Chapter Five


								Chapter Six


								Chapter Seven


					


			


						Part Two: Eliza
					
								Chapter Eight


								Chapter Nine


								Chapter Ten


								Chapter Eleven


								Chapter Twelve


								Chapter Thirteen


								Chapter Fourteen


								Chapter Fifteen


								Chapter Sixteen


								Chapter Seventeen


								Chapter Eighteen


								Chapter Nineteen


								Chapter Twenty


					


			


						Part Three: Ella
					
								Chapter Twenty-One


								Chapter Twenty-Two


								Chapter Twenty-Three


								Chapter Twenty-Four


					


			


						A Cree Glossary


						Acknowledgements


						About the Author


						A Note about the Type


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Table of Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						i


						ii


						iii


						iv


						v


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						78


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						168


						169


						170


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						220


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						266


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						278


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						301


						302


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						324


						325


						326


						327


						328


						329


						330


						331


						332


						333


						334


						335


						336


						337


						338


						339


						340


						341


						342


						343


						344


						345


						346


						347


						348


						349


						350


						351


						352


						353


						354


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/9781039011441_title_page.jpg
ELIZA
SUNSHINE

Michelle Good

i

Random House Canada





OEBPS/images/003_crt_art_1.jpg
Conseil des arts Canada Council
> du Canada for the Arts





OEBPS/images/9781039011441_cover.jpg
MICHELLE GOOD

Canada Reads and Governor General’s Award-winning author of
FIVE LITTLE INDIANS

;

ELIZA 23S HIN





OEBPS/images/003_crt_art_2.jpg
Penguin
RandomHouse
AEBE | :ANDOM HOUSE CANADA

A —





