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He was the oldest man I had ever seen. I could see
him from the street and even from there I could see wrin-
kles on his face. He slowly lifted his head and with his
hand he called to me. I didn’t want to go to him but for
some reason I couldn’t stop myself. I walked up the side-
walk and climbed onto his porch. He was wearing an old
shirt and pants. On his feet he wore moccasins and he
had a sash tied around his waist. His face was even more
wrinkled from up close. He looked at me and said, “You
want to knov&about your people and ['m the only one
who can answer your uestions. Sit'down and listen to
my story. When I am done you will know all there is to
know.” I couldn’t believe it. He knew that I had been
asking my grandparents about my people, the Metis, and
they just didn’t have the answers. All they could tell me
was that if I walked down this street and thought about
all my questions I might get some of the answers I was
looking for. I had been walking down the street every
day for two weeks and nothing happened until téday. I
sat down and he started his story.
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Our people came to this land over 100 years ago.
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her t ded in our

land. Much time would be spent visiting the Indian

Peoples living near our community. There the children

would learn the languages of the Indians. The work
was hard but the life was good.
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the land that used
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we were doing. Law-
rke was a man who wanted to tell us what to do
and we weren’t listening.
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This was what Clarke iting for. He called the
we were
g nment
e out’
n y saw
0 of the
is they
judge.
small
r laws
en and any chance of saving the buffalo was
e police asked the government to do some- |
ave the buffalo but they didn’t really care or
and the situation. Besides, they had plans of
their own for the. area.




Over the next 7 or 8 years we worked towards get-
title to our land. Petitions were sent to the Prime
ister, the Cabinet Ministers and to the Governor
cral in Ottawa. We weren’t the only ones sending

petitions. Other Metis communities sent petitions, the
le who had settled in Prince Albert sent petitions
eople like Lawrence Clarke sent petitions.
petitions were answered with promises and good
110 ws but we never got title to our land. They gave us ex-
. ses like our land was set up differently than they
r we were given land in Manitoba. For some of
as true but most of us never got land in
. Our land was set up the same as people in
lIbert and they soon got title to their land. It
seemed that the government didn’t care about us.




he East. Wheat was what they

nd we just didn’t fit into their plans. At

t they even gave some of our land where St.

a group of people in the East. They even told

them to throw us off the land. Luckily we didn’t listen

and eventually these people went away. But we were

getting worried because even though we sent in peti-
icns they weren't listening to us.
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e would help solve our problems.
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Father Andre and Lawrence Clarke t there

be
L 1t
land
e trees that grew on the land. You see,

paying people in the East for the trees that grew

ur land. He helped us put together a Bill of Rights

got everybody to sign it. We sent it to Ottawa with a

man we thought would try te help us. This man was

Lawrence Clarke. He had told us that Riel was doing a

good job and that he supperted us. We were wrong to
trust him.




t
S of 1885. Battles
re ght at Fish Cre rt Pitt and the final

battle was fought at Batoche. We lost the struggle
and much more,.




After the Battle of Batoche most of the people es-
umont met shortly after to talk about
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Our life after Blel dled wa hard. The government
sent out peopl

ur
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we couldn’t find jobs. Often we would find

road builders getting welfare money called a

Road Allowance. It was not until the 1930’s that we

started to get back together under leaders like Jim
Brady and Malcolm Norris.




The history lesson was over and the old man fell
asleep. I slowly got up and thought about all that he
had taught me. It was the most interesting lesson I had
ever heard because it was about me and my people. I
ran back to my grandparents to tell them what had
happened. They smiled as I told them my story. My
grandpa looked at me and said that the same old man
h t him lesson. I ask  why he hadn’t
told me the history. He said that Metis custom was to
let the elders teach the children. I told him that he was

o that he was
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a chair ov on the

chair and told her jam to give to
the old man. She to at was strange

because they had always told me to be thankful when
somebody helped me. Then I asked for the old man’s

name because I Wanted to glve hlm a thank you card.

in 1931 and has cemefback ever since to teach any child
looking for answers about their past.




